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You Can Never Know Real Enjoy
ment Until You Drink
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For those who
prefer other flav-
ours the following

Order by the U{

“0.K.” beveragesf:
are recommended

' Phone Main

Case from with enthusiasm
your Dealer for their unusual
of it merits. X
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GINGER ALE 3

O’KEEFE’S LEMONADE
TORONTO SPECIAL PALE DR( ggt":GEADE

BELFAST STYLE

SARSAPARILLA

LEMON SOUR
CREAM SODA
SPECIAL SODA
GINGER BEER

APPLE JUICE
(Carbonated)
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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 EKNOW
whether or not your tires have
enough air is to measure
with a

Schrader Unlversal

Tire Pressure Gauge

you have been riding on
h;aphaza,nd pressure, you have
been spending a great deal
more money for tires than you
need have spent.

Price $1.25

For Sale by Tire Manufacturers,
Jobbers, Dealers, Garages or
A. SCHRADER’S SON, Inc.

20-22 HAYTER S8T.,
TORONTO, ONT.
Bchrader products were awarded
& Grand Prize and two Gold

Medals at the Panama-Pacific
Expositlon ‘“There is a Rea-
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Manufactured by

9 20-22 Hayter Street
A.Schrader’s Son, Inc.  T5ronro, onr.
NEW YORK: LONDON: CHICAGO:

785-795 Atlantic Avenue Dorset Place 1200 Michigan Avenue
Highest Award Panama-Pacific Exposition

CANADIAN PACIFIC
FLORIDA 5 aaan

WHY NOT FLORIDA FOR YOUR WINTER TOUR?

THE ATTRACTIONS ARE UNSURPASSED.

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

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

CANADIAN PACIFIC
MAKING DIRECT CONNECTIONS AT DETROIT.

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

ASSIMILATIVE MEMORY ;

Or How to Attend and Never Forget

By Prof. A. Loisette

The complete Loisette Memory System. Its aim
is to increase the power of memory in much the
same proportion as the power of the eye for vision
is increased by means of the microscope and tele-
scope. 12mo_ cloth, 170 pp. Price $3.00 post-paid.

“I have no hesitation in commending Professor
Loisette’s system to all who are in earnest in wishing
to train their memories effectively.”—Richard A.
Proctor, the Eminent Astronomer.

UNIVERSITY BOOK GOMPANY

8 University Avenue Toronto

WINNIPEG

Escape the Frost!

In Victoria or -
Vancouver, B.C. =
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Canada’s Own Winter Resorts, and Spend 4:
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:
Average Sunshine
"’ 5% Hours Daily ‘H@ {

Splendid Roads for Motoring—Golf the: Year Round—
Fishing, Hunting and Shooting

Your Money at Home
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" Three Superb Trains Leave Toronto
Each Week

Get Full Particulars, Through Tickets and Reservations from
Nearest C. N. R. Agent or write R. L. Fairbairn, General
Passenger Agent, 68 King St. E., Toronto, Ont.

TRAVEL

CANADIAN NORTHERN
ALL THE WAY
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EDITOR’S TALK

OU may
¢opy

notice ' that the
Y of the Courier you
are about to read contains
a great variety of interest. I'rom
Saanich Mt. on Vancouve¥ Island
dlear aeross to the Nova Scotia
doctor who writes his experiences
on the firing line, there is some-
thing good from nearly every seec-
tion of the country. X
We don’t believe that you can
produce a good national paper
merely by observing the” map of
Canada. But as far as possible-
the map has to be taken into ac-
count. We don’t propose to do
any of the work being done by

local papers in any provinee. But -

we can provide a service of infor-
mation and opinions from all
parts of the country that no local
paper has the field, or the oppor-
tunity to supply. 3

So next week we shall have an
illustrated article on the Ukrain- -
fans in Canada by W. W. Swan-
son; one on wheat prices _by‘
Charles Stokes; a fourth article
on the French Canadian question;
a rattling good story; a eharacter
sketeh; an article on shipping in
the Maritime provinees. :
. These and other features such
‘a8 the Monocle Man, Coryn’s
War Summary, the What’s What
World-over department, wmusie,
woman’s page, chess, serial story
—will make a bill worth any
man’s five cents.

*
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AND AGAIN—

Suppose YOU made Egg-cups
Or ladies’ dresses?—Or shaving
soap?—Or = Patent Lard?—Or
~ Overalls? 5
YOU would try to make good
ones—or none at all? :

* o *

_about those egg-cups—or what-

toes’.

YOU wouldn’t be content with
just a local trade when there was
a CANADIAN NATIONAL
TRADE to be had—just by a
little work—would you?

* * ; L3
And YOU would boost that pro-
duet of yours—whatever it was
—Afor all it was worth. You’d be
proud of your work and you’d
want other people to see how
good it was. And finally you’d
ADVERTISE those goods of
yours, wouldn’t you?

%* * *

Of course——
. YOU DON’T

——make egg-cups
BUT i

Whefn.yOu look over the advertis-

ing eolumns of this paper, say to

yourself ‘““Some of these ‘adver-

tiserssare good Canadians because

they are ambitious enough to be

~gunning for the Canadian market.

Otherwise they wouldn’t be pay-
ing good money to advertise in

the « 'only Canadian National
Weekly. !

AND ALSO—you can say this te
yourself : These  advertisers

must have something good to sell
or they wouldn’t DARE afford to
talk about their goods to a Na-
tional audience.”’ In other
words—when a man advertises
in the Canadian Courier it is a
sign that he is in BIG BUSI-
NESS.. He is no ‘“small pota-

*  He is a real Canadian,
with real Canadian goods for
Canadian folks. Judge the ad-
vertiser by the company he keeps !

- Could he be in better eompany

~And YOU would be ambitious

than with the' best Canadian
articles, stories and . illustrations
in the country? ] G
* 0N * '
Send your inquiry for advertising
space to the Advertising Man-

*

~ager, Canadian Courier, 181
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Green Cloth [ [ist of Countries and|29 ClS.

Giit Stamping :
200 Pages the Authors

. 0.9 9.9 0.9 8 005000 00

Brings You a

. 1dy Vol
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Arthur Morrison
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John Barnim
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John Strange Winter

Charles Reade
Wilkie Collins
Amelia B. Edwards
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Tan MacLaren
Sir Walter Scott
Professor Aytoun
R. L. Stevenson
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A. Conan Doyle
H. Rider Haggard

J. Landers Ouida

W. C. Scully R. L. Stevenson

Percy Hemingway William Black
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R. L. Stevenson James Payn
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A Series of the Great Stories

of the World by Eminent Authors

ARE YOU

. A Book Collector, A Story Reader? Do You Buy Books to
While Dull Hours Away? :
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IF SO

Note that this Set Has Been Compiled and Published by 2
Firm of Eminent Publishers and You Are Getting all the Ad-
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TELLING TALES
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Promising All the Happiness In- %
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Then shall the King say unto them
on his right hand......

“I was an hungered, and ye gave me meat;
I was thirsty, and ye gave me drink.......

naked, and ye clothed me.......”

Then shall they answer him, saying—

“Lord, when saw we thee an hungered, and
fed thee? or thirsty, and gave thee drink?
....or naked, and clothed thee?”

And the King shall answer.......

“Inasmuch as ye have done it unto one of
the least of these my brethren, ye have
done it unto me”,

Overseas, in ravaged Belgium, more than
3,000,000 of “the least of these” are
hungry, thirsty, thinly clad—looking to us!
Have you done what you could for any
of them?
Whatever you can glve, send your subscription
weekly, monthly or in one lump sum to Local

“or Provincial Committees or 41
SEND. CHEQUES-PAYABLE TO TREASURER

- 8 o= :
Belé1an Kelief Fund
59 St. Peter Street, Montreal
The Greatest Reliet Work in History.

R

10TH ANNOUNCEMENT.,

THE PROGRAMME

A new Island every morning and a good appetite for
dinner and an enjoyable sleep every night.
These are on the programme of passengers
who journey in the West Indles on sh1ps of.
the ‘‘Royal Mail.”’

The first call after leaving Bermuda is

St. Kitts, and there everybody goes on shore

to see the sights. Perhaps they come back
to the ship for luncheon and perhaps they
do ngt, some charter a motor ear and tour
the Island, for there are many historic
things to see. But at any rate, when night
comes everybody is feeling hungry and
ready for a good night’s sleep. Next morn-
ing the ship is at Antigua, where the prev-
ious day’s performance is repeated, and so
it goes for many days umtil Demerara is
finally reached.

Send your name
for a . bhooklet.

'THE ROYAL MAIL STEAM PACKET COMPANY
! §7-59 Grnvllle Sireet,

£ ]
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| Careful attention is given to every account. Small accounts are “welcomed.

ARy

TO INVESTORS

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

AT PAR

DOMHNION OF CANADA
DEBENTURE STOCK

IN SUMS OF $500, OR ANY
MULTIPLE THEREOF

Principal repayable 1st October, 1919.

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

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

: Proceeds of this stock are for war purposes
4 only.

A commisgion of one-quarter of one pér cent.
will be allowed to recognized bond and stock
brokers on allotments made in respect of ap
plications for this stock which hear _their
stamp.

? For application forms apply to the Deputy
- ‘Minister of Finance, Ottawa.

: 2 J
DEPARTMENT OF FINANCE, OTTAWA " o
OCTOBER 7th, 1916 -

THE CANADIAN BANK |
'OF COMMERCE |

_ S8IR EDMUND WALKER, C.V.0., LL.D.,, D.C.L., President.
JOHN AIRD, General Manager. H. V. F. JONES, Ass’t. General Manager.

CAPlTAL $15,000000  RESERVE FUND $13,500, ooo
SAVINGS BANK ACCOUNTS

Interest at the current ra.te is allowed on all deposits of $1.00 and upwards.

Accounts may be opened and operated by mail.

Accounts may be opened,in the names of two or more persons, wit..drawals-
to be made by any one of them or by the survivor. -

5
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For Your Surplus Funds—

This Company’s Guaranteed Trust Investments "offer com-
plete safety and a reasonable interest return. Sums of five
hundred dellars and upwards are accepted for periods of from

three to five years; and i income is paid by cheque on fixed dates
half-yearly.

« The Idoal Tnvesxicnt for Trustees.
Further details by letter, phone; or personally

zg):gfjmd-up, %e Rk al% m -

$1,500,000. $1, 56‘(')3000.

18-22 Kine STREET East, ToRoNTO. II /s
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BONNE ENTENTE MUTUELLE

sat at a feast of oratory and bonhomie

that might have been inspiration enough

for ten thousand. REighty-five inhabi-
tants of Quebec journeyed up from Montreal,
Quebec, Sherbrooke and Three Rivers. They
visited Toronto, Hamilton and Niagara Falls.
The freedom of Ontanio was given by Premier
Hearst to the delegation from Quebec, as a few
months ago the free run of Quebec was accorded
by Premier Gouin to a similar delegation from
Ontario.

This mutual camaraderie of two somewhat
antiphonal provinces has been called the Bonne
Entente. In reading this please do not pro- °
nounce the final “e” in either case. Likewise,
as you are a non-French speaking reader, give to
the space between the two words a slight nasal
resonance. Then wherever you may be, whether
on Vancouver Island or in Acadia, in the foot-
hills or up the Saskatchewan or in the hinterland
abutting on St. James’ Bay you are qualified to
become a member of this nationalizing com-
munity based upon tolerance, bonhomie and a
desire for finding out what is best in the other
fellow. You need know no other French than
these two words, and no Quebecker will correct
you even if you do mot pronounce them unim-
peachably. Bonne Entente is a thing of feeling
and fact and fellowship, not merely of words.
It knows no distinction of race, religion or poli-
tics. It is the wilful disregard of provincializing
boundaries. It is the obliteration of the trade-
mark. It is the kicking down of the line fence.
It is a trench.

Altogether it is a pity that the first-hand im-
pression of this memorable pair of junketing ex-
peditions should be confined to a few hundred
people and half a dozen or so of communities,
leaving the rest of Canada to comprehend it
from the newspapers. For a newspaper is

usually a poor medium to express th

e peculiar
genius of Bonne Entente. Picture galleries of

portraits of prominent people who took part in
the exchange of urbanities and national senti-
ments only delimit your ideas of it. Headlines
put the accent where it does not belong.. You
simply cannot define or pictorialize Bonne En-
tente, because it is one of those all-pervasive
things that come at you when you are least sus-
pecting it. Bonne Entente is like +a summer
breeze, or the Jjocundry that comes from a sudden

g00d story. It is the mutual discovery of good
qualities in other people.

THIREE hundred men .in Toronto last week

OW that you are reading between the lines
you may surmise that Bonne Entente, as
applied to Quebec and Ontario, has somewhat
to do with Rule 17 and recruiting. But eyen
with Prfemier Hearst and Hon. Dr. Pyne both
a't the ‘head table, Rule 17 was not even men-
tioned, and with Col. George Denison, Gen.
Lessard and the Colonels back from the trenches all
f\t the same table, much less was said about reeruit-
ing than about the things that go fo make up a
united Canada.

To a citizen of any of the Prairie Provinces this

confluence of Ontario and Quebec into one river of

sentiment may not seem to be very important. But
it is. These two provinces have the faculty of differ-
ing more sharply than any other two. When they
decide to forget the discords and come’ together on
the harmonies, it is good popular business for the
rest of us to sit up and take notice, even if we
don’t happen to have been included on the list of
invitees. S0F

This paragraph of the Bonne ﬁntente circular gives
an explanatory keynote:

During. the swmmer of 1916 it was keenly realized by
#everal gentlemen in Ontario that unless sdmet.hing were
done to improve the drift of feeling between the two
Principal races in Canada, as affected especially by the
Trelations of the two largest provinces, national unity in
the Dominion might become endangered and the good
 Tecling which the opening of the war brought into action
il 7 ¢ M

B e

Good épirits without wine; goqd fell.owship
without ostentation; Canadianism with the

hyphens left out

Cardinal Begin must have endorsed the Bonne Entente
when he sent his circular to the Quebec clergy urging the
people to sign the National Service cards, saying: “.You
should advise your parishioners to answer the guestions
asked exactly in order to comply with civil author?ty."

might disappear. It was felt also that unless Ontario
endeavoured to appreciate the point of view of the thou-
sands of enlisted French-Canadians, whose friends had
the same attitude towards the war as the mo._s? earnest_
patriots in Ontario, we should miss the road to true
statesmanship. ¥

The return visit of Bonne Entente last week was
an ocecasion of many speeches, banquets, luncheons,
songs, flags, historical reminigscences, mingling of
politicians and premiers and governors, business men,
plain people and editors. Protestants and Catholics
sat side by each. They applauded the same senti-
ments., Orator after orator dug into the mines of
national idioms. They cracked jokes and told stories
and worked up climaxes. The three hundred rose
again and again with glasses of orangeade, and
Apollinaris, toasting—Quebec, Ontario, and United
Canada. They waved napkins and cheered and sang
again and again “For he's a jolly good fellow.” A
Methodist minister sat at the back of the room next
a Congregationalist preacher and pretended he was
going to unwrap a fancy cigar. Orangemen sat at
the same table with Catholics. Macs hobnobbed

with ’eaus. They autographed one another’s
menus. The books of songs were half and half
—French and English. God Save the King was
sung in both languages. O Canada was done in
French. Methodist orators vied with French
speakers. Col. Denison sat next Gen. Liessard.
They fraternized as soldiers. Nobod); harped
on Empire. It was taken for granted. "The two
last speeches were given by a Highlander Colonel
from New Brunswick and a French Colonel,

Guthrie and Girouard, both in khaki, both from
the trenches.

A\T one in the morning the concomity broke

up. Not a drop of vin or liqueur in any
form had been served. The enthusiasm was,
therefore, as natural as the tide of the St. Law-
rence, which in the form of the great lakes and
Niagara does its best to get its arms round the
neck of Ontario and cuts clean through the
heart of Quebec.

To the pure imagination it was somewhat like
as though a procession of St. Jean Baptiste had.
suddenly dreamed it was an Orange walk. Yet
it was all as easy as eating the same food.

We have had it all in other forms before.
Montreal, Quebec, St. John’s, the Eastern Town-
ships, the Canadian Parliament, the Canadian
Manufacturers’ Association—are all bonnes en-
tentes. But this was the first time the idea was
ever staged for a purpose—except at the Ter-
centenary in 1908.

Mr. J. M. Godfrey was chairman of the meet-
ing. As chairman of the Recruiting League in
Toronto, for more than a year his one enthus-
jasm has been to get more and more soldiers
-into the Canadian army. It was due to his happy
suggestion that the Entente pilgrimaged from
Ontario to Quebec last fall. Its journey back
again from Quebec to Ontario last week was
due in great measure to the co-operation of Sir
George Garneau.

Never before had Mr. Godfrey—young lawyer—
been beset by so many dissimilar important
people. Congratulations, Mr. Godfrey! Long
ago in this paper we began to work on the En-
tente idea without calling it anything. It has
always seemed to wus: necessary to interest
Quebec as well as Ontario and the other pro-
vinces without dragging in politics. The fact
that we have been working on the idea so long
may have dulled us to the dramatic importance
of it.

The speech by Sir Lomer Gouin was a well-
considered deliverance. Not a syllable of it was
excited. Calmly, cautiously, reservedly, the
Premier of Quebec paid his respects to the
movement, to Ontario, to Quebec, to Canada. It
may be taken for granted that he meant every
word. Sir Lomer is too good a politician to
commit himself to anything in speech which he
may have to retract in action. He is perfectly
understandable to an Ontario man. But for his
accent he might be taken for a first cousin to the late
Sir James Whitney, whom he very much resembles
in face—the same grim jaw, square-set head, serious
look. His talk, which was not an oration, made a fine
impression, just because it was purely Canadian and
not hyphenate. Had there been the suspicion of
politics in the Entente he would have stayed out,
because Sir Lomer does not play politics that way.
Getting him to endorse the idea by a speech in To-
ronto was a shrewd piece of tactics. Anything in
Quebec which Sir L.omer, with his overwhelming
ascendancy in the Legislature does not endorse, need
not expect to succeed.

REMIER HEARST was much more of a French-
man in his gpeech. He excited himself and
everybody else. No man is more sincere than the
Premier of Ontario. He believes in getting an audi-
ence by old-style oratory. With exalted praefervency
he uplifted himself step by step up the staircase of
his speech and down again landing by landing, till
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For-he’sia-jolly-good-fellowship—caught by the Bonne Entente camera on the steps of Toronto City Hall.

.3

he got to the bottom and found there was nothing
more to say. But it would be hard to remember any
cne thing he said because it was all staircase and
emotion. His speech was just about all that Sir
Lomer’s was not. With a trifle of accent he might
have passed for the Frenchman of the two.

Sir John Hendrie never loses himself trying to
make a speech that carries him off his feet. He
spoke with great sense and with the blunt plainness
of a man who was never cut out to speak in public
and always seems to be talking to a committee or
a couple of friends.

Sir George Garneau was vastly different. Here
is @ man who feels the innate and intimate value
of a scholarly English medium and consciously,
determinedly and skilfully delivers on oration  of
unblemished character. He spoke in a lofty, his-
torical strain. It was the speech of a Roman senator,
forensic in form, dignified in temper, stately as a
Ciceronian oration. And again he was neither in
accent nor in manner a Frenchman.

By way of contrast take the speech of Newton
Wesley Rowell, leader of the Ontario Opposition. It
was midnight when he got up. Tobacco smoke had
clammified the air. The speeches of a dozen men
were still heavy in the room. It seemed as though
everything had been said. Any more would be ful-
some and might spoil the taste, Mr. Rowell calmly
let himself out, If other speakers had stolen any

STETHOSCOPE IN THE WAR ZONE

A Nova Scotia Medical Man Tells a Few of His
and Other People’s Experiences at the Front

assigned to'the nth Brigade Royal
Flield Artillery, with headquarters

IT was on February 8th that I was
in the French village of H——, and

taken there from the casualty clearing :
station where I had 'been serving B v E & LA S ULLI V. A N
for many months, in a motor ambulance. That squeezing across a railed foot bridge over a trench,

is how we came to blunder into a ‘bombard-
ment. We didn’t know that we should have waited
outside the village wuntil the strafe was over,
and those who might have warned us had all gone
to ground in the dug-outs and cellars. I reached
headquarters (a dugout) safely, however, very badly
frightened, but sound of limb and skin, and the sur-
prised Adjutant thoughtfully provided a “spot” of
liquid encouragement that helped restore me to a
fairly tranquil nervous balance. And thus, in the
midst of a Bosche “hate” did I make a bewildered
entrance upon the stage of the “big show.”

I have never had a more enjoyable time than in
the stuffy dug-out that night, only a few hundred
yards from the firing line, in the company of those
fine war-hardened-.chaps, who strove to show in song
and story and rollicking good fellowship, their deep
down affection for the “doc” -who had shared their
fortunes through many stirring months of hardship
and severe fighting,

The party broke up well after midnight. It had
been snowing; the air was crisp and the village under
a full moon, lay very still, with only an occasional rifle
shot, and now and then a burst of machine gun fire
from ‘the trenches about six hundred yards away.

Outside the dug-out the protesting doctor was sol-
emnly shouldered by his friends; there was trouble

of his thunder, he had quietly got together some
more as he listened. Rowell never speaks quite
extempore. On this occasion he took his. precon-
sidered skeleton of argument -with all its careful
alignment of crescendos and .climaxes and clothed
it with the passion of a rousing, emotionalizing
speech. The points somewhat roughly made by other
men he remade by a new ‘grouping of the ideas. With
eminent juridical clarity he worked himself up the
ropes of oratory, and when he got to the tiptop of
the trapeze he flung out ‘his big compliment to the
French-Canadians now at the front. Of course he
said other things. He made fine use of the historic
as he always manages to do. But when he got away
from that into the great little story of Courcellette
and the gallant 22nd with its sole surviving eighty
men and two officers besides the C. O. *fighting the
Germans like devils” he had voltage enough for an
audience of ten thousand.

Tor downright bluntness of impromptu, happy as
a whack on the back, commend us to the surprise
speech of Gen. Lessard, who was stampeded into
making it and swam out on the tide of a “spontaneous
popularity.” That was one of the hits of the evening,

For critical common sense and business perspica-
city untinged by any sort of patriotic emotion, we
shall never forget the plain statements of Mr.
Huntly Drummond, who, as a Quebecker, did not
hesitate to point out that Quebec is much behind in

and again in the narrow passage between two tum- °

ble-down walls, but the silent village street was
safely won at last, and the little procession advanced
slowly between the moonlit skeleton of half ruined,
shell pocked houses, with short laughs and laboured
breathing from the bearers, and appeals on the doc-
tor’s part, to stop twisting his knee :and not break
his back, and “For God’s sake, you chaps, don’t drop
me in this mud.” And so at length his billet was
reached, and with much squeezing and grunting
down the narrow stone steps, the genial M. O, was
safely deposited on his camp bed in the little vaulted
cellar.

Next morning he left for the Clearing Station, and
I took over his work of keeping the eight hundred
men of the brigade “in the pink”—also his sleeping
quarters in the chill, damp, ratty cellar.

* * *

To keep his men fit is the Alpha and Omega of
the Medical Officer’s job. I have accustomed my-
self to reason that each man in the brigade repre-
sents a capital investment of $1,500 to England, an
investment which yields good dividends as long as
he is healthy, but stops earning and begins to cost
largely in repairs and loss to the effective strength
of the army the moment he goes sick. You must
look at your problem in this impersonal ' way, or

the practical business of war.

The French salutation of Professor Squair to
Quebec was a felicitous compliment. The French
seemed somewhat academic, but made a fine im-
pression.

The final toast to United Canada, proposed by Col.
Guthrie, from New Brunswick, and from the “edge
of hell” on the battle front, gave every man in the
room- a vivid picture of what might happen if the
victorious eastern enemy in the north and the
treacherous Greek army in the south should begin
to squeeze the army of Sarrail. He made a fine emo-
tional speech; confessed that he was an Orangeman,
was dressed as a Highlander, paid his tribute to the
boys at the front, who knew no race nor creed, but
only the fight for liberty, and somewhat sobered
down the gathering by his picture of actual war con-
ditions—short of victory as yet for the Allies. He
hung out the prospect of conscription.

Col. Girouard made the shortest speech of all in
seconding the toast of United Canada. It was 2
blunt, eloquent bit of brevity.

And the wind-up to the miost momentous non-
political and patriotic gathering ever held in Toronto
was given by Senator Beaubien, who, in a fine, re-
strained address, lifted the audience to a height of
historical perspective.

Bonne Entente had been taken,

in large doses. It
seemed fo agree with everybody. :

sympathy will step in on the side of .
inefficiency. A large proportion of my
men had been civilians of comfortable -
means, quite unused to the menial work :
they must do out here. ‘So they are -
apt for trivial causes to appear at
sick parade. : i

In these cases impersonal reasoning must prevail,
and “medicine and duty” is the invariable sentence:
weé try to make it up to them, however, by constantly
fighting ) their battle for comfortable billets, good =
food and adequate bathing and sanitary arrange: &
ments. And when a man really is ill or wounded,
he finds quick relief and full measure of sympathy
and comradeship to help soften his misfortune.

That a million men have burrowed and lved
closely, and slopped about in mud and slush through
the long months of an atrocious winter, without the
semblance of an epidemic—with a sick average in-
deed but little higher than at home, speaks elo- i
quently of the fine work of the regimental M. O.
and the splendid R.AM.C. organization that backs
him  up. \

At first I was very unhappy in H—— for I had
a lot to learn, and wasted many an all wool fright
on things that didm’t really matter. For instance,
it was days before I knew that a certain ear-split-
ting explosion came from our own guns concealed
near by, and wasn’t dangerous; and it takes time
and experience to get away from the “gettled con*
viction that the warning whirr of each approaching
shell is addressed to you personally. It is surpris-
ing though how quickly one learns to pick out the
sounds that may mean trouble and to cease to waste



nerve tissue on the others.

We, were obliged to work and loaf and sleep in
dug-opts and cellars (my dressing station was in a
tunnel), for the Bosche shelled our unlovely village
‘every. day or two, and turned machine guns on it
whenl he thought we needed a change. Now and
then ‘an aeroplane dropped a few bombs, and frag-
ments of shrapnel fired at hostile planes spattered
the village streets: and always there was the dis-
quieting possibility of a “premature” or “rogue” from
our own guns firing over us.

The days drew into weeks of persevering ra)n and
sleety snow, and it was wretchedly cold and cheer-
less in the underground billets. The <oal ration
would last two or three days, with careful husband-
ing, and we went without fire the rest of the week.
Our blankets grew damp and mildewed, and all the
world was ankle deep in soupy, vellowish mud.
“Bleody awful,” the men called it, and all hands
were thoroughly well fed up with their lot; then,
about the middle of March a welcome order came,
and we moved over to the neighbouring village of
C——. On the day after we left the overworked
headquarter§ dug-out was given a long last rest, for
a direct hit by an eight inch shell completely wreck—
ed it, and two soldiers, making it ready for our sue-
cessors, were blown to pieces.

Our billets in C—— were above ground and fairly
comfortable and we were quite happy there, until
one day a couple of big “Mothers” trundled up be-
hird their “caterpillars,” were installed in an or-
chard near by, and began blowing large chunks out
of the enemy landscape. This hurt Mr. Bosche’s
feelings, and one afternoon he retaliated by knock-
ing the stuffing out of our peaceful little hamlet.

/
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__One shell completely . wrecked .our fourth. battery. ..

officers’ mess room—furniture, dishes, gramophone
and records—everything except three bottles of
«prench Elixir’ that alone remained whole. An-
other wrecked and set fire to the quarters of the
officers in charge of the “Mothers.” Served them
d—d well right, too, we neighbours thought, and
didn’t hesitate to tell them, for the blinking fools
fired when the Hun balloons were up, and their
flashes were promptly spotted. It doesn’t do to take
chances with the wily Hun. He is a keen observer,
an exceedingly clever artilleryman, and we have
a whole-hearted respect for his fine assortment of
soldierly qualities.

Happily he didn’t make a direct hit on e1ther of
the big guns that afternoon, and of course they were
moved away during the ensuing night. Happily, too,
there were only four casualties, and as usual the
fine display of British daring, for the bucket brigade
was soon at work in the face of bursting shells, and
a certain officer’s servant, knowing that some hand
grenades were stored in a burning barn, went in
and brought out the blazing boxes they were in.
I saw this myself.

One of our batteries was established fifteen hun-
dred yards behind the firing line, in a shallow, bowl-
like valley, about half a mile acrosss There was no
cover, but it was hidden from the enemy by the rim
of the bowl over which the guns fired. The four
emplacements were in a row fifteen yards apart, with
three dug-outs for the gun crews forty yards in the
rear. 'The whole occupied a little square of ground
about seventy yards to the side. For various
reasons it was not a satisfactory position, so the
guns were withdrawn and then the Germans were

THE TURN
IN
THE ROAD

OUFRF! . . . What is a mere turn in the
road to a jolly big automobile from Paris?
An automobile full of wealthy people who
' stop only at the great inns along the road
and look at men and women as though the living,
breathing world were on exhibit at some art col-
lector’s shop. See! It comes purring up out of
the distanceé. Its tires beat a soft tattoo on the
cobbles. It scarcely slows for the turn! It honks
barely twice—a laconic, imperious warning to those
who may be coming from the other direction on
the other side of the Turn of the Road! Observe,
m’sieu. . . . A careless chicken dies under the
wheeéls! A hand tosses silver. in payment, from the
tonneau of the car. ¥t is gathering speed. It is
dwindling! It is out of sight!

And yet here at this turn in the road a village :

has existed since before the days of Charlemagne—
oh, long before that. For a turn in the road is
always an excuse to stop one’s horse and order, a
cup of Grenadine (if you like grenadine—which you
oughtn’t), or even to put up for the night. So
there is an obliging Estaminet here called ‘The
Inn of the Arrival of Good Friends”—pretty idea.
And there is a forge and a little grocery shop,

, and some cottages belonging to thk aged great-
grandchildren of a dead duke’s retainers—and
ar artist girl from America boardmg inthe
thatched house next the cure’s,

Ah! How much more she knows than the
people in that automobile. The old women, as
they toss the lace-bobbins on their “pillows” at the
side of the road, whisper that she will one day
make the view from this little “Turn in the
Road” famous! Indeed, she is pamtmg a won-
_derful landscape of the Valley of the Ancre from
a little hillock at the back of the Cure s orchard
not fifty feet from the road. (It is a painting
S0 wonderful that none of the village can recog-
nize it but—hein! What is art if it may not
tell lies?) This picture will make the village
known everywhere and bring greater custom to

the estaminet. Thus the estaminet will , buy

Tore food for guests, and the blacksmith will

B to do automobile repairs—and sell petrol
 aswell! | Amere tu&n of the road! Indeed'
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helped to_discover this former Jocation, by the ruse
of tracks leading to it from the 1oad and sSnow
shovelled off the dug-out roofs. They quickly got its
exact position through their (then) admirable aero-
plane observation, and straightway tried to put the
supposed battery out of action.  Within an hour they
sent over about three hundred 5.9 high explosive
shells from batteries that were probably not more
than four or five thousand yards away.

Their shooting was beautifully accurate. The
shells tore up the ground into igreat craters and
ridges in front of, between and '‘behind the empty
emplacements and dug-outs. They all fell within a
radius of a hundred yards, yet there were only two
direct hits. One shell slanted through the back part
of an emplacement roof, and would probably have
destroyed the limber and killed most of the gun
crew; and the other destroyed one of the dug-outs.
The men within. would all have been killed. Now
had the battery been there and conditions such that
the Germans could have follewed up their bombard-
ment by an infantry attack, their advancing men
would, nevertheless, have suffered terribly, from the
fire of the three undamaged guns.

" At (C—, the afternoon they tried for the ‘““Mothers,”
over two hundred high explosive shells came into
the village. 'The church tower was damaged, a lot
of ‘window glass broken and a few houses were
wrecked, but most of the projectiles did nothing more
than make a big noise and a hole in the garden.
Having seen these things, one understands how
enough men and guns, especially machine gunsg, which
lend themselves to secure concealment, may be left,
even after the most thorough and searching ‘“artillery

(Concluded on page 12,)
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Pouff! What ds a mere turn in the road to an
advancing wave of grey-coated soldiers? Eh? This
little elbow of a hill along which the road comes
courting the curves of the Ancre? Nonsense! Catch
it in enfilade. 'See? 'That bit of a wall standing
yonder—probably the estaminet. There may be a
machine-gun concealed there, no doubt. And another
may lie waiting perhaps in the shadow of that heap
of ruins—that was the cure’s house. But should
Germans be afraid of such trifles? Vorwarts! Jump
the silly ditch they call a river. Up the slope! Up
over the hillock where the artist girl sat who was
going to make the Turn in the Road famous. . . .

Eh?

From the shadow of the estaminet’s last wall,
from the heaped debris of the cure’s house comes
the song of the wood-pecker on a hollow #ree!
Though those ruins are still smoking from their last

bombardment they still hide machine guns there—

many and many of them. They have been there—
for. weeks. And for weeks and weeks the grey men

Both of the artists who did the turn in the road had their
'turn at the simple, true-Belgian picture presented by this
; . dihgent dame of the dmgy room.

have been trying to get up onto that little hillock
beside the Turn in the Road. And for weeks they
have been dying just a few feet from where the
blacksmith would have had his underground petrol
tank - in accordance with the regulations from
Bruxelles!

Ah—and here again is the artist—an artist with
one eye and the thunder of all Hell for his brush—
and he, too, sits on the hillock in the far end of
what was once the cure’s orchard, and he, too, com-
mands a view of the valley of the Ancre. A nine-
point-two! He sits on the very spot the artist girl
;sedd(to occupy—not fifty feet from the Turn in the

oad.

PROBLAIBLY the original artist, nature, was an
- amateur at the business of beauty-making. It’s
queer that the second turn-in-the-road artist should
have picked out this particular country to change
so many pictures. It must be because war prefers
the most beautiful places in order to make as much
change as possible. Belgium was beautiful.
Generations of lazy people had made it. Nothing
had ever been Rwrried in that country. The
buildings grew into the trees, the trees ran into
the green of the fields, and the fields melted
into the sky.  And the people were almost part
of the buildings. They had that settled-down
look. To drive them out was like scraping green
things off an old wall. The whole blessed coun-
try Qf Belgium had grown together into a mass
of what art folks call human interest. * That's
. why the art-i‘s'g found so much to interest him in
- Belgium. Nothing much had been changed by
that busy Im-Person—Progress. And the second
artist that pointed his range-finding eye around
the turn in the road—he had very little to do
with gettmg on in the world, elther . The country
might as well be sent as swiftly to hell as pos-
sible. It was too soft, too aged, ‘too beautiful—
too sentimental. So the war artist whopped his
42 can. brush round the turn in the road once
more,-and he blasted another chef d’oeuvre of
damnation., And he is the greatest artist of all,
because in one blasted minute he can undo 'the
work of centuries.
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MAZING!” Trant leaped to his feet, and
took two or three rapid turns up and
down the office. “If I am to believe
the obvious inference from these letters,
Miss Waldron—coupled with what you have told me
-1 have not yet come across a case, an attempt at
crime more careful, more coldfblooded, and withal
more surprising!”

“A crime—an attempt at crime, Mr. Trant?” cried
the startled girl. “So there was cause for my belief
that something serious underlay these mysterious
appearances?”

“Cause?” Trant swung to face her. “Yes, Miss
Waldron—criminal cause, a crime so skilfully car-
ried on, so assisted by unexpected circumstance that
you—that the very people against whom it is aimed
have not so much as suspected its existence.”

“Then you think Howard honestly believes the man
still means nothing?”

“The man never meant ‘nothing,’ Miss Waldron.
It was only at first the plot was aimed against
Howard Axton,” Trant replied. ‘“Now it is aimed
solely.at you!”

The girl grew paler.

“How can you say that so surely, Mr, Trant?” Caryl
demanded, “without investigation?”

“These letters are quite enough evidence for what
I say, Mr. Caryl,” Trant returned. '‘“Would you have

_ come to me unless you had known that my fraining
in the methods of psychology enable me to see causes
and motives in such a case as this which others,
untrained, cannot see? You have nothing more to
tell me which might be of assistance?” He faced
the girl again, but turned back at once to Caryl.

“Let me tell you, then, Mr. Caryl, that I am about
to make a very thorough investigation of this for
you. Meanwhile, I repeat: a definite, daring crime
was planned first, I believe, against Howard Axton
and ‘Miss Waldron; but now—{I am practically certain
—it is aimed against Miss Waldron alone. There
cannot be in it the slightest danger of intentional
personal hurt to her. So neither of you need be
uneasy while I am taking time to obtain full
proof——"

“But, Mr. Trant,” the girl interrupted, “are you
not going to tell me—you must tell me—what the
criminal secret is that these letters have revealed
to you!” |

“You must wait, Miss Waldron,” the psychologist
answered kindly, with his hand on the door knob,
as though anxious now for the interview to end.
“What I could tell you now would only terrify you
and leave you perplexed as to how to act while you
were waiting to hear from me, No; leave the letters,
if you will—and the page from the TNlustrated London
News,” he added, suddenly, as the girl began gather-
ing up her papers. ‘There is only one thing more.
You said you expected an interruption here from
Howard Axton, Mr. Caryl. Is there still a good

- chance of his coming here or—must I go to see him?”

“Miss Waldron telephoned to me, in his presence,
to take her to see you. Afterwards she left the
house without his knowledge. As soon as he finds
she has gone, he will look up your address, and I
think you may expect him!”

“Very good.” Then I must set to work at once.”
He shook hands with both of them hurriedly and
almost forced them out his door, closed it behind
them, and strode back to his desk. He picked up
{fmmediately the second of the four letters which the
girl had given him, read it through again and made a
careful copy, which he put in a drawer of the desk.
Apparently the four originals were lying before him
when he heard a knock and, opening his door, found
that his visitor was again young Caryl.

“Miss Waldron did not wish to return home at
once; she has goné to see a friend. So I came back,”
he explained, “thinking ypu might make a fuller
statement of your suspicions to me alone than you
would in Miss Waldron’s presence.”

“Fuller in what respect, Mr. Caryl?”

The young man reddened.

“I must tell you—though you already may have
guessed—that, before Miss Waldron inherited the
estate and came to believe it her duty to do as she
has done, there had been an—understanding beiween
us, Mr. Trant, She still has no friend to look to as
she looks to me. So if you mean that you have dis-

- covered through those letters—though God knows

_how you could have done it—anything in Axton

_ which shows him unfit to marry her, you must tell
me!” G Dk %
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“Ag far as Axton’s past goes,” Trant replied, “his
letters show him a man of high type—moral, if I
may make a guess, above the average. There is a
.most pleasing frankness about him. As to making
any further explanation than I have done—but Good
Lord? what’s that?”

The door of the office had been banged open, and
its still trembling frame was filled by a tall, very
angry young man in automobile costume, whose
highly coloured, aristocratic-looking features Trant
recognized immediately from the print in the page
of the Illustrated London News.

“Ah, Mr. Caryl, you are here, too, like the village
busybody!” the newcomer sneered, with a slight
accent which showed his English education. “You
are insufferable, meddling in my affairs,” he con-
tinued, as Caryl, with an effort, controlled himself
and made no answer. “Keep out of them! That is
my advice—take it! Does a woman have to order
you off the premises before you can understand that
you are not wanted? As for you,” he turned toward
Trant, “you are Trant, I suppose!”

“Yes, that is my name, Mr. Axton,” replied the
psychologist, leaning against his desk.

HE other advanced and raised a threatening fin-
ger. “Then that advice is' meant for you, too. I
want no police, no detectives, no outsider of any
gort interfering in this matter. Make no mistake;
it will be the worse for anyone who pushes himself
in! 1 came at once to take the case out of your
hands, as soon as I found Miss Waldron had come
here. This is strictly my affair—keep out of it!”

“You mean, Mr. Axton, that you prefer to investi-
gate it personally?” the psychologist inquired.

“Txactly. Investigate and punish.”

“But vou cannot blame Miss Waldron for feeling
great anxiety on your account, as your personal rigk
in making such an investigation will be so immensely
greater than anyone else’s would be.” |

“My risk?”

“Certainly; you may be simply playing into the
hand of your strange visitor, by pursuing him un-
aided. Any other’s risk—if I were to take up the
matter, mine, for instance—would be comparatively
slight. Besides, such risks are a part of my busi-
ness.”

Axton halted. “I had not thought of it in that
light,” he said, reflectively. 2

“You are too courageous—foolishly courageous, Mr.
Axton. Let me conduct it, beginning perhaps by
questioning the night watchman and stable boys in
the meighbourhood with a view to learning what
became of the man after he left the house.”

“Do_you mind if I sit down? Thank you. You
think, Mr. Trant, that an investigation such as you
suggest, would satisfy Miss Waldron—make her
easier in her mind, I mean?”

“I think so, certainly.”

“And it would not necessarily entail calling in
the police? You must appreciate how I ghrink from’
publicity—another story concerning the Axtoxl family
exploited in the daily papers!”

“I had no intention of consulting the police, or

of calling them in, at least until T was ready to make
the arrest.” 5 .
_ “I must confess, Mr. Trant,” said Axton, easily,
“that 1 find you a very different man from what I
had expected. I imagined an uneducated, somewhat
brutal, perhaps talkative fellow; but I find you, if
I may say so, a gentleman. Yes, T am tempted to
let you continue your investigation on the lines you
have suggested.” .

“I ghall ask your help.”

“T will help you as much as is in my power.”

“Then let me begin, Mr. Axton, with a question—
pardon me if I open a window, for the room is rather
warm-—I want to know whether you can supplement
these letters, which go far are our only real evidence
against the man, by any further description of him,”
and Trant, who had thrown open the window beside
him, undisturbed by the roar that filled the office
from the trafficladen street below, took the letters
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_the door to behind him.

_carefully questioned the hotel employees in the (morni,
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and clumsily opened them, spreading them upon
the desk. ;

“I am afaid I cannot add anything to them, M
Trant.”

“We must get on then with what we have here
The psychologist hitched his chair near to the win-
dow to get a better light on the paper in his hand,
and his cuff knocked one of the other letters off t
desk onto the window sill. He turned, hastily bu
clumsily, and touched, but eould not grasp it before
it slipped from the sill out into the air. He sprang
to his feet with an exclamation of dismay, and:
dashed from the room. Axton and Caryl, rushing |,;_ )
the window, watched the paper, driven by a strong
breeze, flutter down the street until lost to sights
among waggons; and a minute later saw Trant appea E
below them, bareheaded and excited, darting in and
out among vehicles at the spot where the pape
had disappeared. But it had been carried away upoQ
some muddy waggon wheel or reduced to tatters, for
he returned after fifteen minutes’ search dis
heartened, vexed, and empty-handed. ’

“Jt was the letter describing the second visit,” he
exclaimed, disgustedly, as he opened the door. “I
was most essential. I do not see how I can manage:
well, now, without it.” : 3

“Why should you?” Caryl said in surprise at the.
evident stupidity of the psychologist. “Surely Mr.
Axton—if he cannot add any other details—can a@
least repeat those he had already given.”

“Of course!” Trant recollected. “If you would
so good, Mr. Axton, I will have a stenographer tak
down the statement. I want to give you the lea$
trouble.” k-

“] will gladly do that,” Axton agreed; and when
the psychologist had summoned the stenographels
he dictated without hesitation, the following letter

The second time that I saw the man was at Calcutta
in ‘the Great Bastern Hotel. He was the same man ==
had seen at Cairo—shoeless and turbaned; at least I
believed then that it was a turban, but I saw later ab
Cape Town, that it was his short brown coat wrapp-ed‘v‘
round his head and tied by the sleeves under his chin=
We had, at the Great Bastern, two whitewashed com=
municating rooms opening off a narrow dirty corridors
along whose whitewashed walls at a height of some ‘-'*'_
feet from the floor ran a greasy smudge gathered from®
the heads and shoulders of the dark-skinned, white=’
robed native servants who spent the mights sleeping ©
sitting in front of their masters’ doors.

Though Lawler and I each had a servant also outsio
his door, 1 dragged. a trunk against mine after closi
it—a useless precaution, as it proved, as Lawler put
trunk against his—and though I see now that I mus
have been moved by some foresight of danger, I wen!
to sleep afterwards quite peacefully. I awakened some
what later in a cold and shuddering fright, oppressed b
the sense of some presence in my room, started up 1
bed and looked about. My trunk was still against
door as T had left it; and besides this, I saw at first om
the furniture of the room. But presently I saw mor
He was there! A dark shadow against the whitewashe
wall beside the window marked his position as
crouched beside my writing desk and held the papers
a bar of white moonlight to look at them.

Tor an instant, the sight held me motionless. The
suddenly becoming aware that he was seen, he leape™
to his feet—a short, broad-shouldered, bulky man—sPe
across the straw matting into Lawler’s room and droY
I followed, forcing the do
open with my shoulder, saw Liawler just leaping out
bed in his pajamas, and tore open Lawler’s corridor do
through which the man had vanished. He was not
the corridor, though I inspected it carefully, and Lawle
though he had been awakened by the man’s passage,
not seen him. Lawler’s servant, pretty well dazed Wi
sleep, told me in blank and open-mouthed amazement
my question, that he had not seen him pass; and U
other white-draped Hindoos, gathering about me fro
the doors in front of which they had been asleep, m?
the same statement.

When I struck a light in my room, I found nothil
had been touched except the writing desk, and eV
from that nothing had been\taken, although the pap
had been disturbed. The whole affair was as mysterio!
and inexplicable as the man’s first appearance had b
or as his subsequent appearance proved; for thoug‘h‘

g

=

T oould not learn that any such man had entered or go
out from the hotel.

“That is very satisfactory indeed,” Trant’s gr4
fication was evident in this tone, as Axton finish
“Now there is only one thing more. Besides
friend Lawler, who was drowned in the wreck of 9=
Gladstone, and the man Beasley—who, Miss Waldro%
tells' me, is in a London hospital—there were !

(Continued on page 25.) :
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leo slipped ‘unnoticed out

from among the gathered
Immortals, whom, as we all know,
through the kindly offices of Mr. John
Kendrick Bangs, reside in great har-
mony together in a house boat on the
famous stream known for ages as the
River Styx. Very quietly did Galileo
pass down the river bank, holding
close to his breast that famous teles-
cope, the first of its kind, which, in
1564, he had succeeded in putting to-
gether after weeks and months of
careful toil, studying and experiment.
There was a strange febrile light in
his eyes, and for one who had so long
before left earthly things behind him
he seemed strangely perturbed. And
he was. REarly in October, by the
weekly mail from earth, old Charon
had brought him the latest = books,
papers and pamphlets published by
the astrological societies of old Terra
Firma. And there in a little green
Government book he had read how at
last, after many months of toil and
anxiety, Dr. Plaskett, B.A.D.Sc., Chief
Astronomer of the Canadian As-
tronomical Observatory, and his assist-
ants and the many workers from the
firm of Warner and Swasey, of Cleve-
land, Ohio, had mput the finishing
touches to the jgreatest telescope ever
conceived and brought to completion
by man—an instrument that had a
72-inch telescope; an instrument
which weighed 55 tons and swung in
a moving tower that weighed another
120 tons! It seemed unbelievable.

NDER cover of the kindly dark
l I the attenuated Shade of Gali-

' When the Yerkes and Lick Observa-

tories had been built, all the Asso-
ciated Shades had cried .in unison:
‘“This is the last!”

OU see the great ones of old,
even though they be num-
bered among the immortal dead—I
came pretty near saying immoral—are
still very much alive and interested
in things mundane. Galileo, however,
on this particular day had beat the
rest of the boys to the choice of books,
and was already deep in the little
booklet which told of the completion
of the great telescope. Three hundred
and fifty years of idling among the
merry Shades of Hades had not in the
least dulled Galileo’s interest in things
astronomical. Often at nights he
would go out along the bank of the
Styx and, bringing his own first in-
vented telescope from his pocket, take
a sly peek at the stars. For endless
years he had been making up his mind
to pay earth a visit. When the Lick
‘Observatory had been finished, and
after he had read all the Hades sent
reports upon it, he had almost made
the trip. Again, when the even greater
Yerkes telescope had been erected,
the desire came upon him strong, but
his courage had failed him at the last
minute, and in the intervening time
he had spent his time reading won-
drously of each fresh doings of earth

in the way of star gazing research.

But now that a 72-inch telescope had
been “erected by the Canadian Gov-
ernment upon the summit of Saanich
Hill, just outside the beautiful city of
Victoria and beside the softly lapping
Pacific sea, this ancient astronomer
could no longer contain himself. It
Was unbelievable the things he had
read. Why this new telescope—if
what the lbook said were true—was as
large as the other two great ones put
together, and twice that 'of, the Lick,
With its 32-inch instrument! There
were sp many other things mentioned
that, well as he had kept up by reading

With the progress of the times, he

still failed to grasp. So he had made

s
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TChe Shade of Galileo on Saonich Mountain, at
Victoria, B. C., Sees a Heaven-Searching Lens
72 Inches in ‘Diameter

By FRANCIS

e DR CaK | B

World’s greatest telescope in position for observing stars near thd pole. At

this time the great fifteen foot wide shutter

is open. The building which

houses the great telescope is seen above, the great revolving dome-shutter
closed.

decision this time to make the trip to
earth and visit Victoria, British Col-
umbia, and view the whole work for
himself. | '

¥

Out of sight and sound of the house
boat he found Jason waiting, the Jason

of Argonaut fame, who had agreed to

steal from the old guardian Charon
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for an hour his ancie'nt galley in which
he had sailed after the Golden Fleece.
All the crew there, too, were assembled
by previous arrangement, and quickly
the dark waters were put past by the
sturdy rowers. Earth’s bank touched,
Galileo stepped nimbly ashore and
went hurrying fast through the dark-
ness of the night, for his time was
short and dawn came soon.

Victoria, B.C.;, know you all, is a
very long way from Hades, such is the
goodly spirit of the townsmen and the
burghers. Even editors there have
been known to tell the truth, so Gali-
leo’s way was long. - But at last, as
the full: moon rose, he reached the
outskirts of the place and saw the
high white dome of the wondrous in-
strument shining under the silvery
radiance of the night. By good for-
tune the night was clear, and the
fifteen foot wide shutter opening lay
bare, giving full view into the space
within, where, crouched upon its
cement haunches, was this marvellous
*scope which he had come so far to
see. Through the years he had grown
full well informed upon the various
points, and so now set swiftly about
to satisfy himself that all he had read
in ithe latest pamphlet were ffue. And
this is what he saw and found upon
that high hill known as Saanich, out-
side the fair city of Victoria by the sea.

HE saw a telescope six feet in
diameter with an equatorial type
of mounting, having the polar axis
pointing toward the north star and
swinging the body of the telescope in
a plane parallel to the earth’s equator
and the apparent path of the stars;
and a declination axis at right angles
to and passing through the centre of
the polar axis to allow movement
north and south. In this it follows
the general form of the English type
of equatorial mountings. The polar
axis is composed of three sections, all
of the best steel castings, firmly bolted
together, namely, the centre cubical
section above mentioned, and north

and south conical tubular seéctions.
This is nearly 23 feet long, with a
weight. of some ten tons. The de-

clination axis is a steel forging, 54
tons in weight, 14% feet long, 15%
inches in diameter, with a flange 41
inches in diameter and 4 inches thick,
to which the tube is /bolted. The
tube is also’ in three sections, the cen-
tral steel casting, about 7% feet in
diameter and 6 feet long, weighing
7 tons, being attached to the flange
declination axis; to its bottom flange
is bolted the steel mirror cell, weigh-
ing, with mirror counterpoises and
mirror, 6 tons; while to its upper end
is firmly attached the skeleton tube,
a beautifully designed and extremely
rigid ipiece of structural work upwards

of 23 feet long, 7% feet in diameter, -

and weighing, with atta,chmenvts,\ about
two tons.

The telescope was fitted to be used
in three different forms, observations
being made at the prime focus, the
Newtonian or the Cassegrain. The
equivalent focal length reached is 108
feet, giving images of exactly the same
size as a refractor with a tube 108
feet long. All these things Galileo
saw and noted, and as he did so
realized that it was just as the facts
had been set down by Dr. Plaskett in
the Astronomical report.

He knew. that the function of the
mechanical parts of 'any telescope is
to hold the optical parts invariably,
and at the same time without flexture
or strain, in their correct relative
positions to enable them to be pointed
at any desired object, and to move as
a whole delicately and accurately to

’
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follow the motion of the stars. In this great monster
of a ’scope, he ;saw men had been faced with the
delicate problem of moving a combined weight of
45 tons. But the makers had met the difficulty and
overcome it, creating a mechanism the most perfect
yet reached in the history of the world. Aided by
the experience gained by the former large refracting
telescopes, the Yerkes, with 40-inch, and the Lick,
with 36-inch, and by new knowledge born of toil
and experimenting, the men engaged upon building
this last word in sky-searchers had manufactured and
“put together and into operation a thing monstrous
huge and weighty, yet so controlled and shaped that
the strength of a child rightly guided might operate
it. In addition, the observer noted that the telescope
was moved from one position to another and set
and guided wholly by electric power, there being
gseven motors and several solenoids and magnetic
clutches for the work.  He found that the quick
motion motors moved the telescope at the rate of
45 degrees per minute, one revolution in 8 minutes,
in both co-ordinates. The glow motions are pos-
sessed with two speeds, a fast-one for fine setting
at the rate of one revolution in 36 hours, and a slow
one for guiding, one revolution in 720 hours or every
30 days. He found that the electric wiring and
control systems had all been worked out with
wondrous care, all sliding brush contacts avoided,
and the whole system installed in a permanent yet
easily accessible form, giving the maximum of con-
venience with the minimum of attention and repair.
Every attachment known hitherto and quite a few
added ones that will give convenience of operation,
coupled with accuracy, were provided. Some idea of
the ease with which the monster moves is conveyed
by the fact that the actual increase of current re-
quired to move the telescope in quick motion over
that needed to run the motors idle is barely suffi-
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cient to light a 16 c. p. lamp. When the whole mass
moved amounts to 45 tons’ weight, some idea of the
perfection of design and workmanship upon this
wonderful instrument is easily grasped, and Galileo
took it all in to the full.

Briefly, but without missing any detail, for now
his time was growing short, the Shade of the first
astronomer to wield a telescope, noted the mirror.
It was a 73-inch one, 12 inches thick at the edge,
with a .hole 10 and %4th inch in diameter through
the centre, the whole weighing 4,340 pounds. Galileo,
too, looked upon the very necessary driving clock,
and from what he had read concluded, and rightly,
that it was very similar to the ones by which the
Yerkes and Lick telescopes were operated. The
clock, he saw, moved the telescope in right ascension
by means of an accurately cut worm wheel, 9 feet
in diameter, mounted on the polar axis by ball and
ball thrust bearings, and clamped to it when re-
quired by an electric motor.

The whole of the things ;&ove described, a total
weight of 55 tons, 45 of which were movable, was
set upon a concrete pier. The surrounding circular
steel building, whose walls serve to support the
dome, and the dome itself, are entirely of steel
construction, which allows them to assume rapidly
the air temperature; and they are provided with
double walls and a system of louvres at the top of
the dome, ensuring a thorough circulation of the
air and the maintenance of the interior at a shade
temperature,.

The great revolving dome itself weighs 120 tons,
and, like the telescope, operates by electric power,
and most as easily and smoothly as any play toy
weighing but as many ounces. It is possessed of
a double shutter, having an opening 15 feet wide,
and wind shields, all of -which also operate by
electricity.

So, seeing all, and noting that in the eastern sky
the rosy-cheeked boy of dawn was beginning hig
daily stirring, Galileo drew his mantle about him and
flew across the housetops and on towards the
dolorous odoured River - Styx, that rolls forever
blackly between earth and that unknown sea to
which we mortals give the name of Death.

Canada has finished & great work, the largest
telescope in the history of the world. From that
high summiit of that British Columbia Hill this
mighty monster child of science sweeps the sky.
And with such an aid, Dr. Plaskett, Chief Astronomer
of the Dominion Observatory, whose research work
among the stars is already of some note, and his
agsistants, living ever hbeside -the great instrument
and watching long and often through it, are sure to
bring to light many new things in the field of stars.
With such facilities for observing, analyzing and
photographing even the faintest spectra, before not
possible, Canada may yet lead the world in the
fanner of new scientific discoveries. UD at the end
of the world Stefansson, the Canadian Arctic ex- -
plorer, is discovering new worlds of earth beyond
the last known sea; and mow from the summit of
Saanich Hill, Dr. Plaskett and the other students of
the stars, the seers and savants of to-day, are be-
ginning to take up the search for another kind of
world. Both are great works that in the days to come
are bound to bring the fair Dominion great renown
among the mations of the earth, and, too, a proud
place among these people possessed of so much older
civilization.

And far across the waters of the Styx, Galileo,
who first created telescope upon this earth, 352 odd
years ago, sits perusing the latest astronomical re-
port, and bitterly Jamenting that his days were S0
numbered and arranged as to rob him of the joys
the present century observers have as a daily menu.

NOW.IS. THE ACCEPTED.EIME

HE supreme question of the
moment is as to Germany’s
action in view of the emphatic
rejection of her peace proposals.

It is true that the door has not been
go entirely closed as absolutely to ex-
clude all light. Indeed the Allied note
may be said almost to ask for some
definite statement of terms, and Ger-
many can now make some further re-
sponse without any loss of dignity. But
will she do so? It is possible that she
has already done so in the shape of
gome confidential communication to
the neutral powers which they are to
hold as confidential until they can ex-
tract something of a corresponding mnature from the
Allies. Indeed we may believe that Germany’s chief
difficulty is in this very matter of publicity.  She
{s not willing that her own people shall know how
far she is prepared to go until it has become almost
‘a fait accompli. All the governments involved have,
of course, given their people assurances of success
that are, to say the least of it, inflated, but these
assurances are more implicitly believed In Germany
than elsewhere. Nowhere hag the official bulletin
such sanctity as in Germany, and therefore it ig that
the official assurances of an ultimate and complete
triumph haye now become something in the nature
A few months ago the retention of Bel-
an article of faith throughout Germany.
At least there would be a commercial supremacy
which would amount to the same thing. But the
German mind has been gradually weaned from that
belief. 1t has now accepted the certainty that Bel-
gium and France must be evacuated. But what about
the east? How much can be saved in the Balkans?
And so now we have the cautious suggestion that
Russian aspirations might be met by a sort of fran-
chise for her ships at the port of Constantinople
which would not exactly be possession, but which
would be the next best thing and satisfying to all
practical purposes. But how much further will Ger-
many go in ‘the way of concession? In her inmost
heart, where has she drawn the line? At what point
has she said “thus far and no farther”?

B vy

of a peril.
gium was

HAT, of course, depends upon how earnestly she
wishes for peace. If she has reached the place
where peace is absolutely essential to her, she will
go much further than anything that she has yet
avowed.  Semi-official reports gpeak of the extra-
ordinary “liberality” of her concessions. We may
put all questions of libera

lity on one s,tkl‘e. as being

Germany’s Psychological Opportunity to Get as

Much as Possible Out of Peace Terms Depends
Upon Her Eastern Success Where Success is

Easy. Her Western Game is Played Out. All
- She Aims at Now is to Save All She Can
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ridiculous. All the govermments involved will act
up to the full measure of their opportunities and
they will concede up to the full measures of their
necessities. It is a question of opportunity and con-
cession, and of nothing else. Germany made her pro-
posals under the spur of necessity. We have only
to ask ourselves how far that same mecessity will
yet take her.

And here we are somewhat in the dark because
we do not know the exact nature of that necessity.
There are three alternatives that may explain it, and
we may adopt either or all of them. Germany’s action
may be due to nothing more than a realization that
she has now reached the maximum of her power
and that henceforth she must grow weaker while
her enemies grow stronger. In that event she would
be naturally anxious to make peace on the basis of
the map and before that map can change to her
disadvantage. The second alternative is the growing
distress at home consequent upon a food shortage
and the resulting demand for a termination to the
war. The third alternative is a notification from
Germany’s allies that they can not hold out any
longer and that they must speedily be driven to a
separate peace. It is more than probable that all
of these are factors in the present situation, and we
may reasonably believe that the third is the most
potent of them all. That the food problem in Ger-
many is an acute one is undenied. It must be so.
Gtermany is not wholly self-supporting even in peace
times. Her imports have now pecome insignificant,
while the absence of mineral fertilizers must have
made itself severely felt in the deterioration of her
harvests. And if there is food distress in Germany
we may be quite sure that it is far more severe in
Austria and Turkey. That the conquest of Roumania
has resulted in the seizure of any large amounts of
fodstuffs is greatly to be doubted. There was plenty
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of time to remove or destroy them:, and
we may be quite sure that they were
not mneedlessly allowed to fall into
enemy hands. Reports from Switzer-
land—always to be received with great
caution—say that the new Emperor of
Austria has set himself resolutely to
work to obtain peace and that he has
hopes of persuading the Italian govern-
ment into some special arrangement
between the two governments. Other
reports say that he has notified Ger-
many that Austrian resistance can be
carried ne further and that in the
absence of a general peace he will be
compelled to conclude a separate one.
Such reports, as has been said, must be received with
sugpicion, but at the same time they are likely to
contain an indication of the facts. The young em-
peror has just come to the throne, and he can hardly
view with equanimity the prospect that his empire
will dissolve before his eyes. Nor is he likely to con-

ceal from himself the fact that even a victory for . 4

the Central Powers would be in truth a hollow one
for Austria, seeing that she has suffered far more
than Germany and that she is now so debilitated that
she could hardly expect more than the status of a
vassal even under the most successful ending to
the war. What, then, -more’likely than that the
emperor should have resolved upon peace and that
he should be anxious to inaugurate his reign by
securing it. And if Austria should break away from
her alliances we need not have any doubt as to its
decisive effects upon the situation as a whole.

OR must we forget that (fermany could advance

a Jong way in the direction of “liberality” and

still emerge from the struggle with quite substantial
gains. She might offer to restore the status quo ante
in both east and west, to indemnify Belgium and
perhaps Serbia, to give Italy all she asks (of Aus-
trian territory), and to make gsome satisfactory
arrangement with Russia with regard to Constanti-
nople, while leaving such matters as the German
colonies and Poland for arrangement at a peace con-
ference. She might even make some sort of an
offer with regard to Alsace-Lorraine. She could do
all these things and still profit in an indirect but
a very real way. For such an arrangement would
leave her at the height of her military power and
therefore dominant over her Allies, who would be
broken and helpless. Germany would then have

suzerain powers over Austria, Bulgaria, and Turkeys
~who would be unable to resigt her will and who




would have to assent to any sort of federating ar-
rangement that she might propose. With the one
exception of the Serbian link she would be in com-
plete control of the international railroad, and her
empire would extend from Bremen to Bagdad. It
is therefore easy to see that her proposals may
have an elasticity still but little suspected and that
she can secure from Austria, Bulgaria, and Turkey
the indemnities that she can now hardly expect to
wrest from her enemies. :

But fighting continues briskly in Roumania and, as
usual, the casual newspaper reader is likely to be he-
guiled by the head lines into conclusions that are
either false or premature. German successSes have
been nearly continuous, and these are duly heralded
and read without much reference to the campaign as
a whole or to any particular strategic advantage to
which they may lead. But the only way to measure
their true significance is to ask ourselves what the
Germans are trying to do and the extent to which
they are likely to do it.

GERMANY- seems already to have won all the
advantages that she is likely to win from the
Roumanian campaign. That is to say, she has
grasped the water course of the Danube and she has
consolidated her hold upon the transcontinental rail-
road that runs through Serbia and Bulgaria to the
south of the Danube. She may say that her great
eastern aim is accomplished so far as any aim can
be said to be accomplished in an unended war. If
a peace conference should be declared tomorrow,
Germany would be able to say that she was actually
- in possession of all the territorial gains that she
had coveted so far as the east is concerned. Whether
those gains are transitory, whether she can hold
them, is quite another matter. With Russia to the
north and the Allied armies to the south we may
consider this as highly problematical, and it may
be said that Germany’s peace proposals may be
taken to indicate her own grave doubts in the matter.
But beyond this quite substantial advantage it can
not be said that there is any other clearly in sight.
It is true that the Russian and Roumanian armies
have been falling steadily back toward the Sereth
River, but they have not been routed, and indeed
they have been vigorous enough to fight a good many
successful rear-gnard actions. Once more comparing
the shape of Roumania with that of a boot, it may
be said that the whole of the foot has been lost to
Roumania and that only the leg, that is to say
Moldavia, remains. The Sereth River runs down the
leg. At its lower or southern end it bears toward
the east and joins the Danube near Galatz, where
the Danube itself turns sharply eastward and runs
out into the Black Sea, forming the northern
boundary of the Dobrudja. The Russian and Rou-
manian armies that are now backing on the Sereth
" River may be said to be a continuation of the main
Russian line that stretches from Riga to Bukowina.
Now. Wen Mackensen’s continued thrusts against
the Russiess and Roumanians may be intended to
do no more than win a number of inconsequent suc-
cesses that shall intensify the idea of German in-
vincibility and so conduce te the end of a peace
conference. That is a possibility and even a prob-
ability. At the same time he may have a very definite
miiltary aim if we can suppose that he has men
enough to carry it into effect. He may intend to
turn the southern extremity of the Russian line in
‘the neighbourhood of Galatz, roll up that line north-
ward, and so threaten the whole of the Russian posi-
tlons in Galicia. But of one thing we may be
fairly certain, He will not try to cross the Danube
into Bessarabia or toward Odessa. Von Mackensen’s
enterprise is enmormous and his military skill unsur
passed, but such a feat as this seems to be impos-
sible. The Danube from the point where it bends
eastward to the Black Sea is broad and deep. It is
divided into many branches, and its northern bank
for a depth of miles is a maze of lakes and swamps.
It could be defended almost by a corporal’s guard,
While the transport of artillery would be nearly im-
Dossible even in time of peace. And yet some of
our newspapers talk of crossing the Danube as they
Wwould of crossing from New York to Brooklyn.
Moreover, there would be no particular advantage

in crossing into Bessarabia.
IF We may suppose that Mackensen has a definite
military object, it is to attack the Russian flank
north of Galatz, close to the confluence of the Danube
and the Sereth. It ds just possible that the Germans
can cross the river here if their artillery proves
much superior to that of the defenders. But the
Dosition ought to be an easy one to defend,’ There
I8 hardly any more difficult/ military feat than to
- Cross a river in the face of opposition. The crossing
_Must necessarily be on a wide front if the resistance

¥
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is at all effective, since a single column would be
swept away in a moment. And the first landing on
the opposite bank must be in sufficient numbers to
maintain ditself until further help comes. In this
case we do mot know the actual strength either of
the attackers or of the defenders, but we may sup-
pose that the Russians are increasing in numbers,
while we may doubt if much augmentation is possible
to the Teutons, whose forces seem to be composed
very largely of Bulgarians and Turks. Moreover,
the Russians would have an almost ideal railroad
connection with their main line in the month, while
the German communication would be of a very diffi-
cult kind. The nature of the rising ground in
Moldavia would also be much in the Russian favour.
We are so much in doubt as to actual conditions
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that it is by no means easy to foresee even the proba-
bilities, but certainly we need not assume that the
Russian position on the Sereth River will be seriously
endangered. Offensives have a way of petering out,
and it is well on the cards that Mackensen has
reached the limit of his spring and that the Sereth
River will mark the termination of the Russian re-
treat. The German losses must already be very
great, and we must suppose that the Bulgarian con-
tingent has borne the greater part of them. To cross
the Danube or the Sereth would be enormously
costly, and the results would be incommensurate in
value unless the Russian flank could be so effectively
turned as to react upon the Russian positions in
Galicia. And this possibility is so remote-that we
may dismiss it for a long time to come.

e e AN T HE PRIG

By 1T HHE MO

ROFESSOR MACMECHAN, by way of retort
courteous to my comment on his “smug,
greasy replica” article, calls me a pig. Well,
the score is still in my favour; for I called

him a College Professor. I will confess now that,
when I first tagged him with this epithet, I had
some doubts whether I could prove it if he sued
me for libel. There was a certain appearance of
vivacity about his style of writing which led one to
suspect him of mental activity. Still I had your word
for it, Mr. Editor, that he was a College Professor;
and are you not one of our most celebrated bio-
graphens? 'This “pig” repartee of his, however, re-
solves all doubts, It is the sort of light rapier play
only indulged in by men who are constantly in con-
tact with defenceless people or immature intellects.
“Section bosses” indulge in it. So do Prussian drill
sergeants. The slave driver used it as a preliminary
to the whip. So do those to whose care is confided
the guidance of “the young idea,” when they are
not sure enough of their own mental leadership to
quite trust to it without bullying.
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OWEVER, I am grateful to our apostle of culture
for having introduced the pig into the dis-
cussion. The pig has many endearing qualities. He
is ever so much better than the prig—even when
grilled over a slow fire. He is a frank animal. He
pretends to no superior guiding motives which even
he cannot understand. He knows what he wants;
and he goes straight for it, unaffected by fads in
philosophy or fashions in the latest “correct thing,”
which all the prigs are bound to have at all costs.
It takes the ordinary human being—of which class
I claim to be a fair sample—mnearly half a life-time
to attain to the courage of his desires. When we
are having our characters moulded, we are very apt
to seek—not the things which we genuinely want—
but the things which the majority of the people
about us insist are the proper things to want. Thus
we pour out our red-hot lives for prizes and honours
and gauds which we find we do not enjoy—and never
really wanted. It was just the fashion to want them.
Other people wanted them—so we thought we had
to. Now the pig passes through no such apprentice-
ship. He is born with the fullest freedom of mind.
He is utterly unaffected by priggism. His desires
may not be high or varied; but, when he gets them,

he is satisfied—till the swill runs out.
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‘A R. RICKARDS, writing from the breezy uplands
of Alberta, gramts that “there is nothing evil
in pleasure if it be unselfish.” Apparently there is
little between us but a definition of terms. If we
will define “selfish” as meaning taking one’s pleasure
in the satisfaction: of desires which begin and end
in self, then probably we shall agree that these are
not the higher and most longlived of pleasures.
Still T fancy that Mr. Rickard would not call even all
such selfish pleasures “evil” TFor instance, when
a man satisfies his hunger, he is-feeding a purely
selfish appetite, and he is—if he is happily not a
dyspeptic—taking pleasure in it. But it is not an
evil pleasure. The “evil” of selfishness is only rela-
tive in comparison with the wider happiness to be
gained by what—on our definition—we may call un-
gelfishness. But this unselfishness—that is, taking
one’s pleasure, in the satisfaction of desires which
include the happiness of others—is not morally dif-
ferent from selfishness; it is only a superior form

of the satisfaction of self. !

W oy :
ET us try an illustration. A mother and a young
child sit hungry in a cold room. Only one bit
of bread lies upon the table. The mother is by far
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the stronger and can decide the destination of the
bread. If she selfishly eats it, while the child
whimpers in helpless hunger, she ig"a most unworthy
mother, She lacks the instinct of motherhood.
Evolution will soon eliminate her kind of mother
from the fabric of the human race; for her offspring
will tend to disappear through lack of care. She
is selfish, according to our definition. But there is
no moral difference between her act and the act of
the natural mother who would give all the food to
the child. This matural mother would only be feed-
ing the strongest appetite which swayed her—the
appetite to nurture her young. She would far more
enjoy seing the child eat the food than try to choke
it down herself. If we will simply imagine circum-
stances under which the mother knew that it would
be better for the child to have her (the mother)
eat the food, while the baby cried for it, we will
have conditions under which the mother would have
to deny her primitive appetite, while, of course,
satisfying her mnewer appetite, born of enlightened
egoism, We admit at once that the second mother
is much superior to the first; but both are equally
egoistic—and I fancy that most people would mean
egoistic when they said “selfish.” But you might
as well try to establish a moral difference between
the man who spends his dollar on a beefsteak and
the other man who spends his dollar on a classical
concert, as between these two varieties of
mothers.
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HIS is a big subject, and I cannot more than touch
it in my space. But the point I want to make
is that it is bad judgment to attack the Americans
because they “worship the great god Goodtime,” and
choose “the broad, flower-strewn road” instead of
“the high hard road of heroic endeavour,” when
there is no obligation on them to arrive at the goal
of the latter road. What I want to say is that it is
virtuous to have a good time, and vicious to put up
with a hard time when there is no reason for it.
Of course, I agree that the Americans should be in
this war, but simply because their own lives and
liperties are at stake in it—not for any visionary or
priggish notion which would appeal to their altruism.
1 think that what is wrong with our good neighbours *
is insularity—a failure to understand and appreciate
the issues at stake in international politics—plain
jgnorance, in other words. Where ‘they sin is x.xot
in having a good time, but in failing to provide
against having a very bad time in the future through
the play of forces which they will not take the
trouble to measure.
we e we
HAD intended, when I started, to carry .throug'h
the contrast between the pig and ttliue prig—it

covers the whole range of human motive—but I
fell on a mellower mood. Still I might allow myself
to remark that the trouble with the prig 18 that he‘
doesn’t trust his own instincts and mental processes.
He is always seeking for the guidance of.stronger
influences—usually the influence of an envxed. das.s'
Other people fix his standards for him. .He likes it
best when he can find these standards in rare ax;d
coholastic books, embalmed in language that only
the elect understand—each “elect” under‘standmtg
it differently. Now the pig is not ‘a bit like thai.
He may be olemental in his appetites; .bu‘thhe is
honest, frank, sincere and direct. It is t-lel"pég
motive which develops humanity along natura lmds
__lasting lines. It is the prig motive which iire
us into all our back-waters and' cul-de-s.af:s W i
the noblest causes are left to die in a rotting morass
of hypoerisy, sterile philosophising and a false

morality that ignores the facts of life.

’




i

THT

#

T¢OURIER.

it 1 id

T

RATHER ugly flashlight re-

veals interesting personages

at the opening of the Maple
Leaf Club for Canadian  soldiers in
London. - Here are the Duke and
Duchess of Connaught, Sir George
Perley, our overseas War Minister,
Lady Drummond, Lady Perley, and
obscurely tucked away behind—
Rudyard Kipling.

LA A

HREE soldierettes, born of the

same mother on the same day,

brought up on a foreign lan-
guage, now togged up for King and
country; Canadians of the new
time coming.

2 ¥ »

HE British tow-line contingent

below are on the white, weird

march with field artillery clean
from the Caucasus to the Dobrudja,
going by way of Tiflis and Erzerum
helping the Rumanians.

Stethoscope in War
(Concluded from page 7.)
preparation” to offer a strong resist-

ance to an advancing enemy.

But all too often these shells are ter-
ribly destructive, and swift death and
horrid mutilation constantly menace
those who must live and work within
their range. ‘That is why, out here, you
soon become of necessity a fatalist. No
amount of care and caution is going to
save you from the chance shells, and
therefore you soon learn to reason that
you are, or are not to be hit, as the
IFates decree, and cease to worry use-
lessly over the matter.

In a certain square men used for
months to igather in the afternoon and
hear the band play, until one day two
shells arriving ¢ogether Kkilled and
wounded forty of them. Another, the
only one fired near the battery that day,
entered one of our dug-outs and killed
the six men that were in it. A little
pet dog that was there, too, escaped
quite unharmed. I saw thirty-two mon
one morning all horribly burned by an
incendiary bomb that happened to come
through their billet roof. One. of our
recruits from England, going up for the
first time with a fatigue party that had
been working without a casualty for
weeks in H——, was instantly killed by
a machine gun bullet through the head,
and a few days after, the latest officer
to join our Brigade, out from home only
a week, was blown to pieces by a
“Minnie,” :

The strip of ground, about three miles
deep that lies within the zone of ‘shell
fire, is indeed a wonderful place, a land
more strange than any that Sindbad ever
visited. One is reminded of the maps
drawn in the middle ages, with dragons
and serpents to mark the wunknown
places, which the old-world folk peopled
with many strange, unknown terrors.
For this land, too, is one of hidden ter-
rors, with swift death flashing out of
the sky, riding the choking gas clouds
and speeding past with the feathered
whispering of bullets. 'One has the un-
canny feeling that a sinister intelli-
gence, quite impersonal, altogether
merciless; is sleeplessly watching and
planning to kill our people or mutilate
them. A great Roc circles overhead.
It is pitiless as Hell, and we know that
its cold, intelligent eyes are searching
us out. We try to shoot it down, but
it flies away out of sight across the
valley. Half an hour later we hear a
distant muffled explosion, no louder
than a drum beat, then a .growling,
whirring, hurtling sound, and earth and
air are shattered by a great explosive
bolt that has been sent to destroy us.

And we dig feverishly under ‘“grass
screens” and through the mnight, and
bring up long steel engines, terrible /be-
yond the dreams of Sindbad, and
presently the people across the valley
will also hear drum heats, and their
countryside will erupt with splitting ex-
plosions. So we use all our thought and
energy and. the fabulous resources of
ereat empires to make the opposing fire
zone a place of fear and sudden death
for those other people.

One sees very little here of the pride
and panoply of war. No long columns
of marching trodps or cavalry or lines
of cannon. The country is stiff with
fighting men for miles back. Every
house and every barn in every village
is full of them, and the inspiring sight
of a whole division on: the march is a
familiar one.

But mear the front the troops thin
out, and move by companies or half
companies, and the guns come up singly
in the night and are hidden so well as
to be rarely seen; and the sudden ear-
splitting blast from an innocent-looking
hedge or nearby orchard fairly lifts your
cap as you ride along, and makes you
fervently consign all sixfy-pounders to
Hades.
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HAS MANY HUMAN SIDES

OVIE enthusiasts who rave about the screen art
of Geraldine Farr i i
T ar, the American opera singer,

cess i .
In two such different lines of art. Her father

is not i
& singer, but he has been something of an

::::; h:h:lapic:_ure of him here is taken from life,
Restiosto Hs irst baseman on the Philadelphia
Yon years. € was a member of this aggrega&on for
T ,”and could pull down flies and pick up
diémonda ng'o‘unders as well as any man -on the
e cou-ld € Is the only know baseball star who

boast that he has a daughter among the

top i i
P line of America’s grandstand immortals in song
and screen acting.

t )
understand the real reason for her great suc-

HIS piece of sculpture is by Paul Swan, painter
and dancer. . It was done in honour of a woman
who died for the cause of woman suffrage—Mrs. Inez
Milholland Boissevain. Perhaps some of our suf-
frage readers recall the life of this lady. The figure
is not a portrait of the woman, but a symbolic tribute

to the sacrifice for the cause, suggested by the lines,

“Forward, out of error,
Leave behind the night;
Forward thro’ the darkness,

Forward, into light.”

IR HERBERT TREE is here seen, not as the
stately Cardinal of Henry VIIl, nor as the great
producer of stage spectacles in the form o_f plays, but
as the serenely proud father of a recgntly-marriei
daughter. Miss Iris Tree was
married to Curtis Moffatt, an ar-
tist of New York, just before
Christmas last. She was married
very unostentatiously for the
daughter of such a great rnaster‘
of pageant. The civil ceremony
was performed by Mayor Mitchel
of New York. It is to be assumed
that her father arranged the dra-
matic details of the occasion.
ue e e
OMEN artists are not al-
ways pretty. Miss Theima
Cudlipp breaks the rule. She is
said to be the prettiest young
artist in America. She has also
won a $600 prize for the best
“poster submitted for the Interna-
tional Flower Show in New York.
The editor of Vogue was onhe of
the judges. Miss Cudlipp is also
a  painter,  Alfred Sutro, the
English dramatist, bought the
first picture she ever sold. She
won a three-year scholarship in
the Royal Academy, and is the
youngest American girl ever to

have g_pt so high up among that
gallery of immortals.

“HIS ‘is a legitimate photograph of a beautiful
ar;‘.ists’ model, Grace Colbert Roberts, taken in

an art costume not long bhefore she was mysteri-
Philadelphia
There is no clue nor known motive to the crime.

ously ‘murderéd in her apartment.
Studio mysteries are always more sensational than
others. This mystery of the model suggests some-
what forcibly a recent novel by a writer living in
Canada describing the seamy side of art in Paris and

London. Philadelphia may not be as far advanced

~in art as New York; but a murder mystery surround-

ing a beautiful model does something to even up
the score. And it is some time since the last great

art sensation took place in even New York.
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Changing the Gear

ANK presidents’ addresses remind us of what is
B going to happen after the war. They do not

go into details, but they point out that one of
these days our munitions industries will close down.
About the same time we shall be under the necessity
of changing over nearly half our industrial plants
from war to peace conditions. Normally before the
war in a boom year we turned out of Canadian fac-
tories about $1,200,000,000 worth of goods. Some of
this was exported. Most of it was consumed at home.
We are now credited with the opportunity of getting
$500,000,000 worth of munition orders in a year if
we can handle them. Besides this we are manufac-
turing a large amount of war supplies that are not
munitions., It would be a conservative-estimate to
say that at least half our normal industry machine
is engaged on war orders. When war orders quit,
these quit also. That five or six hundred millions
of industry per year will automatically cease. The
people now engaged in turning it out will be in the
market for other labour. But the demand for their
labour will not begin at once. It will not begin in
full until it comes for the rehabilitation of Burope.
At the same time we shall begin to bring back the
soldiers. Many of these will go back to their old
jobs whether the demand for their labour exists in
the same measure as before or not. There will be
a good deal of unemployment. The wages of labour
will go down. The efficiency of labour will go up.
The cost of living will somewhat decline. But the
means of living will not be so evenly distributed.
There will be an increase in the production from the
land because labour will crowd back on the land
where it is sadly needed,

9 g v

Then and Now :

T may be some use to us then to compare our-

selves with what we were doing in the boom

years. Then we made a practice of importing
more than 400,000 people every year from other
countries, many of them without visible means of
gupport. Many of these went on the land, of which
we had plenty. They became producers. Many of
them went building railways, of which we were then
doing thousands of miles in a year. Many got work
in towns and cities where building up on borrowed
capital was the order of the day. 5

At that time we never had any fear of a glut of
‘labour. There was so miich going on that it ab-
gorbed all the labour we could bring to it. After
the war we shall not immediately have that condi-
tion. It will take some time for our industries to

work back to their normal activity. But we have .

at least a fair chance to abserb our unemployed
labour in a reasonable time. Many people will have
saved money earned in war time. Money for pub-
lic works will be easy to get at low rates from the
United States. There will be a quick revival of
building up public utilities. And if we get ourselves
ready now we should have less trouble adjusting our-
gelves to post-war conditions than we had getting
ourselves in shape to take care of the war itself. It
will be a radical conversion, almost a revolution.
But if we use our economic sense and profit by our
experience we should be able to recover from post-
war effects more rapidly than any of the countries
now at war.
% Y %

Austria and the Bagdad Policy

E are congidering peace as it never has been
W discussed since the war began. None of the
; warring nations is less anxious for peace than
the neutral countries. The world (s weary of war. But
it is to be remembered that the clamour for peace and
the overtures to peace have come from the country
which started the war and in 1914 turned a deaf ear
to all forms and suggestions of peace. We were

forced into war in 1914 by Germany wh?‘ would have
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We cannot be forced into peace by Ger-
many just because she is weary of war in 1917.
There is no gain to anybody in ignoring the conse-
quences. Germany is able to fight a long while yet.
But she is seeking for peace on the strength of her
eastern successes where success is easy and in spite
of her defeats on the western front where shei never

no peace.

can hope to succeed at all. In order to use her east-
ern successes to advantage it is necessary that she
get the greatest concessions in the area where she
has had most of her success. If she gets concessions
there it will be for the sake of extending her in-
fluence after the war in the direction of Bagdad and
the eastern outlet. But in order to make that effec-
tive Austria must remain part of the German scheme.
Expansion from Berlin to Bagdad is not possible ex-
cept by means of Austria. But we make a bad sur-
mise if we do not guess that Austria under the new
Emperor and the new Chancellor is not averse to
being dragooned into any peace programme that
makes her the tool of Germany as she was blud-
geoned into the war because the pan-Germanic idea
and German hegemony in Burope was the big stick.
Austria is more weary of the war than is Germany
because even if Germany should win Austria must
continue to play second fiddle to Berlin. Emperor
Charles Frederic knows all about that second fiddle
business. It is said that at the funeral of the late
Emperor Franz Josef, when the Kaiser was reported
to be weeping at the bier, he spent the day quar-
relling with the new Emperor. Long may they con-
tinue to quarrel. The war lords who accomplished
the assassination of Ferdinand in order to start a
world war may find the new Emperor just as much
of an obstacle to the pan-Germanic idea with Berlin
as the overlord to Vienma as ever Ferdinand was
expected to be—and it is no secret that Ferdinand
was an obstacle in the path of Potsdam.

neoye g

Use Our Colonels

ET us hope that most of the Canadian officers
commanding now given the choice of going to
France in lieutenant’s rank or of returning to

Canada will be made use of in the business of rais-
ing the rest of our army. Whether we continue at
the expensive game of indiscriminate recruiting or
use the mational register to get the men, surely the

men who have had experience already in raising.

and drilling battalions will be of most use in the
work of building up our army. These men should

‘be put to work immediately, not raising new bat-

talions, but working the national register to get the
men. We have a large number of senior men in
age as well as in rank whose experience is more
valuable rounding out our army than in actual fight-
ing at the front. Unless we employ these men of
experience in national service we are not likely to
make much use of the unenlisted man except by
conscription—which nobody should wish to see re-
sorted to in this country.

w o w
Make National Register a Census

HREE years hence the Dominion census com-
migsioners will again be leaning against our
front door bells. Four years hence they will
report their finding. - This is too long to wait. A

" complete census of Canada should be taken within

the next year or fifteen months, It should be part
of the work of the National Service Commission.
We should know not only how many people we have
lost, but also the facts regarding our industrial situ-
ation: how many factories are closed down or are
no longer working on their old lines (having turned
to munitions instead). How many people are en-
gaged in the munitions trade? How many of them
are women? How much in arrears (approximately)
do manufacturers consider the peace-time stocks of
the country to be? What is the labouring-absorbing-
capacity of the country?

‘The census of 1920—published in 1921—will tell
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us all these things. But that is very likely to be too,
late. We need these facts NOW in order that read-
justment and reconstruction after the war may be
intelligently set about.

"o v
Violent Language

NE trifling German characteristic alone helps

embarrass them. It is their habit of speak-

ing with cynical brutality, the habit of using
always the strongest word available—always talk-
ing in superlatives.. They were going to walk right °
into Paris. The Kaiser was going to wither with
one glance whoever dared oppose him. His armies
would “crush” France and “punish” England—and
so on. But now, when Germany has failed in offen-
sive warfare, when she has been forced to place all
her hopes on a defensive policy, her ringing brutality
does not serve her so well. On the other hand, the
Entente allies have at least not made the blunder
of using melodrama language. They have been con-
tent with quite plain words couched in the simple
form of sincerity. They have thus won a great ad-
vantage over the adversary in the minds of all in-
telligent men in meutral countries. They have held
their superlatives in reserve. When they DO re-
quire them, men will listen. As it is, the German is
all superlatives.

wope %

Lobsters Crescendo

TRIFLING five million pounds of lobster is said
A to have been added to the usual lobster sales

of the Maritime Provinces in the year just
closed. While the lobster fishermen have reason to
feel pleased with themselves, they nevertheless had
a nerveracking time of it. Great Britain talked
about banning the gentle beast from the tables of
chorus ladies and dukes. France actually placed an
emtbarg@ against them—and then let it up again just
in time to save the frdyed nerves of the Canadian
producers. The United States has, however, re-
mained a loyal and hungry customer and the revels
of American war-profiteers in Broadway hosielriés
have a very sober counterpart among the menders
and getters of lobster traps. Somebody’s stupidity at
Ottawa allowed the oyster beds of Prince Edward
Island to be all but wiped out. A better watch is
apparently being kept over the lobster.

v e %

Keep One Lord Here

ORD SHAUGHNESSY cannot be spared from

" this country—otherwise there is nothing so =
ridiculous in the suggestion that he be made
Lord Lieutenant of Ireland, and certainly nothing
that need lead his Lordship to repudiate the rumour
with such promptness and vigour. His business ex-
perience and his detachment from the present poli-
ticians dealing with Ireland would be valuable.
Shaughnessy, unlike those who live close to the cause =
of Homé Rule, would have, we suspect, little diffi-
culty in judging clearly, fairly and practically, be- =
tween the interests of Westminster and those of
Dublin, ‘
, e % W

Opportunity Knocks
EPORTS of the market for agricultural machin-
ery in Siberia lead us to hope that British Co-

lumbia will continue to increase her shipping “,:; q
It is' not at all unlikely that we shall

interests.
develop a good trans-Pacific trade. .China, Japan
and Russia present great possibilities to Canadian
exporters, and especially to Canadian manufacturers
of certain classes of goods, Now if British Columbi
knows her own interests—as the Bowser Govern-
ment makes us suspect she does—she will be pre
pared not merely to handle this trans-Pacific traffic
in her ports, but to take advantage of the general
lack of shipping to supply British Columbian botr
toms to carry Canadian goods. dig i
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MORE ABOUT MUNITIONERS

spent her summer holidays—and incidentally

UR article on Munition Canteens last week
O brought a letter from a Canadian girl who
a great deal of her hard-earned cash—in

Wworking in a canteen at the Woolwich Arsenal, where .

17,000 women are employed. We have great pleasure
in publishing the letter, hoping that it will be helpful
to those in this country who are interested in muni-
tion canteens:

“I was somewhat amused at your article on Can-
teens for munitioners last week. You seemed actually
to feel sorry for the women who acted as amateur
Waitresses for one night and part of a day each
week without remuneration. Why, at the canteen
where I worked in Woolwich, last summer, we gave
our services for 12 hours a day (or night) six days
2 week, and thought little of it, for nearly all the
Women in England are leading equally strenuous
lives, and it seems to. me on returning to Canada
that here we are just playing with war work.

“We fed 3,000 women at our canteen and kept up
a force of 20 voluntary werkers and five or six char-
Women. One of these gave every cent of her earn-
ings to the Red Cross and lived on the small allow-
ance from her son at the front while we fed her.

Our work was tiring, buf not nearly so much so as’

standing at a machine all day long for 12 hours a
day performing some monotonous detail that required

. 8reat accuracy. At that time'the munition workers
Were employed seven days a week, but since the
Sunday holiday was introduced the factories have
actually increased their output, so great is the
benefit of the rest.

“I was amused also at the menu served to the
vy'orkers here. ‘1 daresay the English women would
like canned soups, beans and fruit, as well as cake
and pastry, but how long do you suppose their work
would continue to be efficient on such a diet? We
8ave them a nourishing stew made of fresh beef,
botatoes, carrots and onions, taking great care to
Season it nicely. This we sold _for sixpence. There
Were also two slices of bread and margarine for a
benny, a cup of tea for a penny, and rice pudding.
If people wanted other things they could bring them
to the canteen themselves; we were organized for
‘the munition workers’ welfare and offered them only
hourishing food. Our canteens were also self-sup-
Dorting, and none of the profits went to canning

factories. Surely war-workers should set an example
of thrifi,

“In comparing the prices c-harge\d'at your canteens
and ours, we must take into consideration the differ-
énce in wages. In England they range from a pound
a4 week to six or seven pounds, and even now the
burchasing power’of a pound is greater there than
it ig here. ' A girl T knew who had been a sculptor
and was consequently very skilful in gauging dimen-
sions to a fraction of an inch, made $29 a week;
and that is considered in England a very high ‘wage
for a Workman. :

_“The women never had so much money in their
lives and never were they so well or so cheaply fed.
Many whose husbands are at the front, have their
geparation allowances' ag well, yet the boys in the
trenches—the English Tommies—get but 37 cents a
day. It does seem that we should have universal
conscription for war work, applying both to men
and women, and that munition workers should be
Daid at the same rate as goldiers or less, owing to

e their comparative safety. Still the women do pay
back a great deal of their earnings to the cause.
There' 18 a fund for that purpose at Woolwich and

. the girlsy Al in carls promising to give a certain
D(?r cent. of their earnings to the Red Cross, or some

: other war charity, and War Savings (Certificates are
kept on sale near the pay desk. ‘

the“;e looked forward to our weekly holiday with

eenest pleasure, and we found that the very

: fﬁff Santest way to spend it was in another form of

time“;lork' London is full of wounded soldiers whose
rid ‘angs .heavﬂy on their hands, and they love to
h‘ore a})out In a hack drawn by a decrepit old cab-
1 8¢ Who goes as slowly as possible. They also
Tequent bus-tops. One of my friends was a musical
%;1_‘11 from Australia, who had a large studio with a
o ::ony overlooking the road, and it used to amuse
to 1o, oD notes to the soldiers asking them to come
h €3 on a certain date and bring six of their friends.

e ey always' turned up, and oh how they enjoyed
* We had music and substantial refreshments, and

.w:. boys sang and told stories—such stories! We

vere well repaid, and they usually wrote to us after-

rds to tell us how very much they enjoyed them-

"Ves. When you consider that nearly every woman

. THE COURIER.

By ESTELLE M. KERR

in I.ondon is doing something to help amuse the
wounded, you will believe the stories you hear of
loneliness in the Canadian convalescent homes. Of
course this business of ‘scattering sunshine’ may be
a trifle overdone, especially by Canadian women in
London. No Colonial women, whether married to
soldiers or not, should be allowed to enter England
unless they are willing to work without remunera-
tion twelve ‘hours a day. There is no room there
for idlers or half-hearted war workers.

“In my comments on canteens I do not intend
to criticize unkindly a work that is still in the ex-
perimental stage, but I am writing in the hope that
my remarks will prove helpful to other war workers.

“Helen Williams.”

NOTHER Canadian woman who is helping the
munition workers in England is Mrs. Lacey
Amy, wife of the well-known Toronto author and
journalist. She has just been appointed by the
British War Office to the position of Welfare Super-

MAKING SHELL FUSES IN CANADA.
(a) Soldering the cap of No. 80 fuse.
(b) Turning, facing and inspecting top and bottom
rings No. 100 fuse.

intendent of 3,000 munition workers. Mr. Lacey
Amy, whose articles appear frequently in our papers,
has ‘written often and forcefully to discourage Cana-

dian women from going to England and so putting

an extra burden on the motherland at a time when
her resources are taxed to the uttermost.

Welfare supervisors spend much of their time in
visiting homes where children have been left behind
with relatives or friends, or in making friendly in-
quiries in the homes from which the girls come who
are bad time-keepers or who are ‘unsatisfactory in
ways which seem to point to home conditions, which
might be improved for the girl who is out working
all day. Girls under sixteen are not employed, but so
long as a woman is capable of honest, hard work, it
does not matter what her age is. Sometimes a grand-
mother and granddaughter are employed in the same
factory. Married women are always reminded that
their first duty is to their children. :

SO‘ME notion of the hardships undergone by Eng-

lish women of all social grades who have given
their services to the State, may be seen in the re-
ports o: munition workers. Night work for women
has come back again after it had been abolished.
An Act, in 1844, made it illegal in the textile trades,
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and ten years ago, at Berne, England and the other
Great Powers agreed as to its inadvisability. But
rnow, the war has rendered it imperative in certain
cases.

In a group of 756 women selected from one factory,
it was found that, though the majority lived within
a mile or a mile and a half of their work, they did
not get more than seven and a half, and many only
seven hours’ rest a night. The majority rose at
5 a.m. and were employed from 6 a.m. to 8 p.m.
Only 19 of the 75 were over 21; many were between
16 and 18.

Transit is another difficulty. Work is made more
arduous by the long journey from and to the home.
Trams and omnibuses are crowded at the ends of the
day, and the superintendent of a factory in a con-
gested distriat says that women constantly arrive
at work with their dresses torn in the struggle to
enter a tram. Sometimes the satchel containing the
ingredients for the afternoon tea is carried away.
The sufferers are generally refined women, unaccus-
tomed to such usage, but they bear it uncomplainingly.

The committee frowns on night labour, though
it is sometimes unavoidable. There is a
diversity of opinion amongst employers as to
whether it is better to employ one set of women
regularly at night work or whether it is better
to vary the spells by day work. In any case,
employers are growing sceptical of the value
of prolonged labour whether by day or night.
Both the quality and quantity of the work
diminishes after eight hours. Firms are more
and more inclined to establish three shifts of
eight hours in the 24. Where that has been
done, the best results have been obtained. Rest
bauses of 10 minutes, in which tea or chocolate
can be taken, have also proved valuable.

Women are often tired out by protracted
labour at night, and sleep beside their work,
too fatigued to go to the canteen for refresh-
ments. Nor do the meals taken at night appear
to nourish as well as the day meals. Clearly,
female labour needs special supervision at
night, and at all times requires careful treat-
ment. A muscular strain, easily borne by a
lad, may prove detrimental to a girl. The half-
holiday on Saturday and Sunday rest, as well as the
statutory holidays, are almost imperative for women.
The weight of scientific evidence, indeed, is on the
side of limitation, and the whole history of factory
legislation points that way. Where work for any
cause has been curtailed to eight hours, the amount
of the output has been maintained.

HE Woolwich Arsenal, in addition to the 17,000
women, employs 50,000 men as well, for great
strength is required in the manufacture of the big
guns, but there is “in the centre of England a
“Women’s Factory,” where scarcely a man is to
be seen, just lines of girls ‘at the benches, young
and girlish most of them, in their khaki or dark
blue overalls, with faces smiling and merry.

This is the factory that turns out the best fuses
and has the most rapid output in the country. And
it is because the workers are so well looked after.

Fuse-making and filling is the chief branch of muni-
tion work here. The girls handle without a trace
of nervousness the deadly T. N, T. and the even
more deadly fulminate of mercury.

Every possible precaution to eliminate danger is
taken; for the processes such as the screwing up of
the finished fuse, where the chance of an explosion
must be risked, a machine called a safety gig, in-
vented by one of the owners of the factory, is in
use. It is a globe of hardened metal, into which the
fuse is inserted for tightening, so that if any ex-
plosion takes place it is inside the globe, which is
strong enough to resist it, and the operator goes
unharmed.

All the workers engaged in handling explosives
wear masks and shields for the eyes, and an attempt
is to be made to adapt the gas helmet used in the
trenches for the use of the girls.

In order ‘that the workers in these particular pro-
cesses should be well looked after, a stipulation is

made that they must live in the firm’s hostel. This
is a block of buildings in the grounds, with 32
separate hostels, each accommodating some 106"

girls. Turther extensions are also in progress, and
when completed 36 more hostels will be added.

The Government are completing new arsenals
everywhere, and to run them women are meeded.
The professional woman can do her bit as well as
tPe working girl. :
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SAM, THE KICKER
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Tornado or Boanerges. We always called

him Sam. Our respect for his talents de-

manded a simple name. Sam was a tal-
ented horse. And he looked it. His eyes were
about an inch lower than average, and about half
an inch closer together than they should have been.
This gave him tremendous concentration of pur-
pose. He had none of those benign, apple-eating
looks that you see in a common horse. He carried
his head at a dromedary angle, scorned the over-
check, had a torso powerful enough for a prehis-
toric animal, a bushy black tail that spoke several
languages, and a pair of heels that were the amaze-
ment of the whole community.

Sam and his bewildered mate Liza were Tom
Bump’s road team. They were the equipage with
which he gathered his ashes. Bump usually had
very little trouble ashcatting with Sam because he
understood him. But to me Sam was an Egyptian
riddle. As gentle as a lamb in the stable, he had
the ferocity of a jungle beast in harness. He was
the dashboard annihilator, the everlasting protest-
ant, the unconventional, anconquerable, unbafflable
beast that on a certain April day about thirty-five
years ago caused me to comprehend more of the
struggles and joys, tragedies and comedies of
uncommon life, than all the poems I have ever per-
used since I left school. 3

When the world was swaggering with new frogs
and fresh buds and first faint flicker of dust on
the spongy turnpike of the bush road, Sam and
Liza and I started out with the great double hox
wagon, the hickory spring seat, the big basket and
the scoop and the soapbox at my left hand. Hitch-
ing him up I purposely treated him with careless
disdain, now and then handling him quite per-
emptorily. Sam scarcely noticed my existence. I
knew he was grinning to himself at the farce of
my presuming to drive him nine miles or so up to
Smith’s Mills for a big load of ashes and getting
that load home again the same day. But I whistled
and acted as though I could drive a foursome like
Sam with one hand—when all the while I was wab-
bling like a jellyfish inside my smock and overalls.

! RACETRACK tout would have called him

CARELESS as a bird T swung up to the high seat
. that teetered like a bough.

“Hit the pike!” I snouted, crossing my legs as
though I had nothing to do for nine miles now but
enjoy the lovely weather and the spring landscape

With the priGe of an castern potentate Sam
whisked the wagon out into the road. I had every-
thing safe aboard. The road was fairly good.

“Mosey along!” I chirped to the team, tauting up
the lines and clevating the bluebeech gad with an
ominous flourish. I felt as though a show of com-
posure was my only chance. I always understood
that horses get electric messages along the lines.
If a driver is nervous the horse knows it. But Sam
needn’t imagine that 1 was showing off my emo-
tions. No, I proposed to be very secretive and care-
legs with the beast. I didn’t expect him to behave
like a nice old family mare. I was preparing myself
for his worst, and I knew very well it would happen.

Which for a mile at least it did not. Sam jogged
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sure he twitched his tail at the roots a number of
times—a sure sign that he intended to kick before
long. But I thought if I could keep him jogging he
would decide to forego the pleasure.

But suddenly he slowed up—and

stopped the
other horse. She kne better than to keep on
going when Sam wanted to stop. He twisted his
head on a pivot and gazed back at me with silent
malevolence born of a deep-seated contempt. He
peeled his top lip as much as to say:

“You whiffit!”

“Smattera ye, Sam?” I ‘nquired, wishing I could
have taken a cool chew of tobacco. ;

“Bellyband too tight, yeh fool?” I wanted to
know. j

He yawned.

“Oh!” I pretended to laugh. *“I know. It’s that
dang crupper strap that’s a hole too tight on yer
tail. Here—TI’ll let it out a hole.”

With pretended nonchalance I let myself down
upon the butt end of the wagon tongue, walked up
aloneside Sam’s battering-ram of a rump, and let
out the crupper.

“Now y're all hunkadory,” I said, slapping him
with fine familiarity on the hams. “Gid-ep!”

I swung back on the seat.

At least that was where I supposed I was going.
But that was only a circumstance to what really
and truly happened. There was a crack like the
ghot .of a rifle, When I got to a fair view of what

had taken place I was feebly aware that the top
half of the double dashboard was mainly not there.
When I looked hehind to see if the wagon had been
broken into halves I observed that the dashboard
was back along the road.

“Hmph!" 1 said.” “That’s onée way to do it.”

“ By
JACOB HOLDFAST
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A Homely Epic of Older
Ontario in the Potash Days
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lustrated by T. G. Greene
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1 got down and gathered up the
fragments.
“Ieel like goin’ again?” 1 said,
feebly.

1 was no sooner up on the seat than
Sam started up. He went along quite
nicely. He now seemed the soul of
gzood humour—for him. Apparently
he had shot his bolt. Having got that
one master kick out of his system, per-
haps he would settle down to be a good
horse for the rest of the day. Anyway,
though I should have powerfully lam-
basted him with the bluebeech I withheld my hand,
thinking it better to act as though a little episode
like that never could cause me to lose my temper.
So 1 started to sing and whistle, feeling now that
I had a long, successful day ahead of me.

True to relate, all the way out the side road to
the Middle Road, and on up to Smith’s Mills, Sam
behaved like a gentleman. When we turned in at
the mill I had quite forgotten the early morning
kick. On either side’ of the sawdust trail from the
road to the screaming, throbbing stave mill great
piles of swamp-elm logs blinked grey in the sun.
Men and teams went here and there ghouting among
the timbers. Logs went snouting up the gangway
into the hungry maw of the stave mill." ' Heaps of
elm bolts came shooting out of a hole in the side.
Boys hauled the bolts away to the steam boxes. Men
at the stave cutters stood in the hissing steam and
pared off the staves like cheese. Other men bundled
them together, and hauled them away to the long
streets of piled-up staves seasoning for the haul-out
in the summer. The place resounded with great and
inspiring energy. It smellad powerfully like the be-
ginning of the world.

A S I backed the waggon up alongside a fat heap of’

white mill ashes thatched with elm bark I
felt that I was a merchant prince. None of the
men in that mill gang had a finer job than I had.
Nobody was more successfut. HEvery bushel in that
heap was mine for the asking—and the soap.

When the whistle blew for noon and the mill
hands .came trolloping out, there was a general in-
spection of my rigout. e

“Holy mackinaw! what fer a sooner d’yeh call that
son 'v a seacook?” wanted to know the head sawyer
looking at Sam as the team munched hay. :

“Him? Oh, that’s a cross bewixt a mule and a
dromedary,” says I, quite flippantly, though not so as
to have Same overhear me, because I felt that some-
how that Oriental protestant could read my words,
and 1 wanted to keep on good terms with him for
the rest of the day.

AS T traipsed uvp to the head house for dinner I told
some of the gang how Sam had kicked so high one
morning hitched to a travoy for hauling up firewood
that he lost his balance and fell over forwards; had
once kicked his right hind shoe across the road into
o field; once left his caulk marks high in a bass-
wood tree whem hauling out logs from the bush.
These were. all circumspect gospel truth; also that
Sam had persisied in kicking even when all his legs
were roped together diagonally under his bellyband
__though how he did it nobody ever had a quick
enough eye to discover. 3

As 1 scoop-shoveled at the ashes after dinner and
the sun crawled under a blanket of grey, I began to
realize that the biggest part of my contract with
Sambo was yet to come. It was about four o’clock
when I mounted the seat and drove out the sawdust
lanes to the highway. I had a thumping load. Sam
took it out with a swagger. We got on to the spongy
turnpike and I settled myself to hope that no evil
geniug would descend upon that horse.

Now that I was away from the mill I felt lone-
some. The road was almost empty of teams. The
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twitching symptoms, but I held a tight reign and a
stiff upper lip and kept the bluebeech gad poised
ready for action. When we turned on to the side
road towards the distant walls of the elm bush that
lay betwixt us and the ashpen six miles distant, the
dusk had begun to huddle up from the fields. The
lights came out. Farmers went about doing their
chores. This was a bad road. Sam was foaming a
little at the jaws. His continued self-restraint was
making him angry. The beast persisted in
hauling most of the load himself. Every
time I tried to gad up Liza he lunged ahead
more heavily. White suds began to come
out along her breeching straps. He was
getting his unreasonable dander up, as I
knew. The night was coming. How I
wished I had that load turned on to the con-
cession that jogged on to the sideroad lead-
ing to the ashery.

About five miles from home came the
dramatic moment when Sam chose to let the
blue dsvils seize hini. It was now the eerie
hour of just about dark. Windows twinkled
far and near through a spindrift of cold
rain. We were the only wagon on the road.
The click of our axles might have been
heard for half a mile. It was & ghost of an
evening, and a most lonesome part of the
road, all the houses being at the end of long
lanes. I had no fear of highway robbery beé-
cause there was nothing in five miles that
looked half as much like a bandit as I did
- perched up on that hickory seat driving a
beast that would have given the cold creeps
to Dick Turpin.

Sam was working up a tragedy in har-

ness. I could feel all sorts of discomfort-
ing vibrations from his side of the tongue.
In the dim, dusk his great uncouth corpora-

tion rocked and creaked ominously. He was like a
ship pitching in a gale. I knew he was in a super-
world all his own. His state of mind had nothing
whatever to do with a load of ashes or a scared,

ridiculous whiffit of a boy who pretended to be driv--

ing him. I realized that not I but Sam was piloting
that load of ashes. Whatever he decided to do under
the influence of his insane genius he must and would
do. The moment he got it into his head that—

And all of a sudden the precise moment came.
Sam abruptly stopped his wrate. As he did so he let
drive one high and awful kick at all that remained of
the dashboard. The crack of it echoed far in the
bush. I heard the echo. : :

“Go on, Sam,” T squeaked, with the emphasis of a
8cared child scolding an angry father.

I unlimbered the bluebeach. But before I could
fetch it down Sam did wha® I had never known him
to do before: he straddled his oft leg over the wagon
tongue and sat down. So doing, he pivoted his head
and glared back at me with two deep-red balls of
absolute insanity.

ATIENTLY and afraid I got down to disentangle
him by letting down the iongue at the neck-
yoke. Immediately he thrust his head over the neck
©f his mate and acted as though he would jump a
hurdle clean over her. A!l his actions were studi-
ously insane. They were hostile. To him T was a
“bete noir.” At that time | did not know this. To
me Sam was the reincarnation of the devil mixed up
with prehistoric horse. He was the terrifying pro-
test of all the kingdom and corimonwealth of horse
8gainst the absurd tyranny of mankind. Never:he-
Iess, I felt it my bounden duty to go on with the
farce of disciplining Sambo. I called him diaboli-
cal names as I unbuckled his harness and took uim
away from his mate. With trembling energy I knot-
ted his part of the lines into his bit.

Now you son of a gun,” | remarked, chattering at
my chops, “Ill show you whose boss of this job.”

I knew better. It wasn’t' a job. It wasn’t even an
occasion. It was a reversion to savagery. In
Sambo’s brain i was time to show me why a scape-
8oat horse upon whom was loaded the sins and the
misfortunes of his kind should refuse to be domin-
ated by mankind as represented by me. Intuitively
I grabbed the bluebeech, and with the gusto of a
bayoneteer proceeded to act as thoush I would cut
Sambo’s hide inio ribbons,

He antitipated my inteations. I knew now that
I should have tethered him to a hind wheel and gone
at the job with hoth hands. He knew it too. Peel-
ing his top lips in a most surdcnic way he laughed
at ‘me silently. Baleful con’empt gleamed from his

ng inset eyes. He made no attempt to escape,

ause he knew I had the end of the lines wrapped

about my hand. Indeed, he saw nothing to escape
from. It was all the other way.

I Janded him one gratifying wallop with the gad.

de me | good. I was ready to fight now.

got into my soul. I gri
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my teeth. From now on it would be a tussle. By.
the time I got through waltzing with Sam from ditch
to ditch in the dark and the mud and the rain he
would be a conquered horse glad to put his neck
once more to the collar and take that load home.
Eh? What was this? Were my eyes deceiving
me? Oh, merciful clouds and drizzling rain! What
was this spectre that rose up before me?
heels of Sambo.

Not the
Not his great hind legs kicking

the other end of Sam that came up. He reared upon
his hind feet and heaved his torso into the gloom.
Waving his hoofs like a prizesfighter he walked to-
wards me on two legs as I gazed helplessly and dumb
up at the awful length of his black, foaming belly

that seemed like a’ wall of destruction. In that
moment he was no longer a horse. He was the whole
of animal-kind in one beast ready to annihilate me
as the impersonation of humanity.

I quite realized the historic dignity of the occasion.
I also obeyed the first law of nature when I let
the leathers slide through my hand and got as far
from the upstalking beast as possible.

“Come down, Sam,” I said, remembering how the
circus master cracked his whip.

He came down. His eyes transfixed me.
that I had a red glow on my face.
me all over. To him I was a confession of ultimate
weakness. He could see me trembling. He had
shown me himself in a new light.

“Oh, you great gazabo!” I mumbled. “You are it.”

He tossed his head, agreeing with me.

I shivered in the rain. He paid no heed to nature.
He could have stayed there all night playing Jacob
and the angel with me. But I wanted to get home.

No longer was it possible to dream of hitching
Sambo to the waggon. In fact I had some hesitation
even to put back the harness.

“] won’t hook you up again, you old devil,” I ad-
mitted, apologetically. “Stand still.”

Hearing this he refrained from biting off my arm.
I buckled up the harness, fixed up the basket and
the scoop in the ashes, mounted Liza and rode away
leading Sam alongside—leaving that great load of
ashes in the middle of the Xing’s highway.

Not: to pursue a humiliating subject further—he-
cause I had a humble time explaining all that had

I felt
He could see
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happened to Tom Bump—it was several days before
that load lifted out of the ruts on the distant road-
side. That-night the rain turned to half a foot of
snow. When the snow melted there was mud nearly
a foot deep. Five days later I went back with the
plow team to get it home. After smashing a single-
tree and hewing another from the bush I got it that
night as far as the top end of the side road on
which stood the ashery at the end of a mile of pitch-
holes. There I left it again. That was
Saturday. There it stood all day Sunday.
Monday, in a pouring rain, I took Sam and
Liza back to finish up the job. Bump
told me——

“If he wants to kick play on the bud and
let him flicker.”

HE result of which is contained in the
last picture on this page, which shows
the load of ashes from Smith’s Mills one
week after being loaded, making the turn
at twelve miles an hour into the ashery in
a sea of mud and a slither of drenching
rain. How we did it without going over the
end of the bridge or clean over a gatepost
I never knew. And I never much cared,
either.

That load of ashes had taught me more
than all I had ever learned at Sunday-<school.
My acquaintance with Sam formed on that
occasion never deepened into open friend-
ship. There was a barrier beyond which
neither of us ever could pass. He had
accumulated a contempt for my knowledge
of horse-ology that was equalled only by
ey humiliation in his presence. I drove
him often afterwards. And there were times when
he kicked unbelievably; when it was only by patience
and perseverance that I ever got home at all.

And there came days after a while when I was
glad he did. There were times in the itinerant his-
tory of an ashcat when the glories of nature plus
the meannesses of other people were not enough to
keep me from absolute pessimism. At such times
the violent outbreaks of. the protestant horse re-
lieved my feelings. Looking back on those experi-
ences now I understand Sam and his psychology
better than I used to. I know that Sam has been
dead a good many years. He did not live in vain.
His life was brief because he lived at high pressure
and was always kicking against the pricks. He
kicked most when to do so gave him most punish-
ment at other hands than mine. I know now that
he was a wiser and more human brute than some
of his' owners. To0 many horses are easily cowed.
When a horse gets the spirit of a cow it’s time for
him to chew a cud and go raising calves. Sam was
never a cowed horse. He was always his damnable,
diabolical and unsquelchable self; the primal ego of
the horse raised to its highest dimension. And
among the worth-while characters that I have been
permitted to take as real illuminators of life, I am
proud to count Sam the kicker.

O him no day was necessarily quite the same
as the one before it. If it gave symptoms of
going to be, he rose to the occasion and changed
it. There was only one way he could do it. But
he made that one way a very interesting business.
And I have known a lot of people who had far less
brains than Sam the Kicker. This has nothing to .

do with what some people call horse sense. It simply
means that if a lot of people would smash a few
‘more ‘dashboards it would be all the better.
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A Portentous Movement in the
Canadian West Approaches a

Critical Stage Next Month

Illustrations by T. W. Nic/LEAN
When that group of men heaved them-
selves into their coonskin coats they had
started an organization which is known
throughout Canada to-day as the Grain

Growers’ Movement.

HE answers of the Poor Man to the rich
man’s trust—are the combines of poor
men: the Poor Man’s Trusts. The Trades
Union Federation of the United States (the
American Federation of Labour) is one such
answer. The co-operative societies of Great
Britain constitute another. And in our Cana-
dian West, bit by bit, unit by unit, battalion by
. battalion, another such Answer is being heaped
up. There was a time when the power of the
C. P. R. in the West was almost absolute, and
later, a time when the three Canadian trans.
continentals and their allied business interests
had the very power of life or death (in an econ-
omic sense) over the prairies. That these
times have passed away is due to the growth
of a Poor Man’s Trust—a wonderful growth
which Mr. Norman Lambert describes in the
accompanying article.

But this is the important point for the Cana-
dian to consider—whether he be from one end
of the Dominion or the other. When will this
Trust of Canadian “poor men” stop growing?
Will it overshadow politics? Will it create a
Third Party in Canada just as there have been
Third Parties in other countries? Or will it
revolutionize nothing more important than the
buying and selling operations of our western
farmers? Will it soon stop growing? Or will
it burst like an over-inflated bubble? Burst as
the same sort of movement burst in the United
States thirty or forty years ago?

Next month will answer at least one of these
questions. The heads of the Grain Growers’
movement in Saskatchewan must then decide
whether they will or won’t throw in their lot
with the recent business-amalgamation between
the Alberta and the Manitoba organizations?
Watch your newspapers for the reports of that
decision. Meantime in order that you may un-
derstand just what that report means to the
country as a whole, read Mr, Lambert’s article

herewith.—The Editor.
I met to debate the question of extending the

western and northern boundaries of the Prov-
ince of Manitoba. They were the Premier of Mani-
toba, R. P. Roblin, and the leader of the Govern-
ment in the Northwest Territories, ¥. W. G. Haul-
tain. A large gathering of farmers and townspeople
from different parts of Manitoba and the district of
Saskatchewan assembled in the municipal hall in
{Indian Head to hear the two Speeches and learn
‘something about an issue which at that time was
agitating the minds of legislators bott}F in Regina and
\Wiinnipeg.

But the result of that debate is neither here nor
there. Something else arose out of it—something
destined to have greater effect on the life of Western
Canada than the arguments of the two gentlemen
who since have been blessed with knighthoods, and
relegated to places of peace and quiet, far behind
the scenes of politics. After Roblin and Haultain

IFTEEN years ago last eighteenth of December
in the little town of Indian Head two men
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had debated their subject until they had no more to
say, the crowd broke up and went home—all but a
handful of Saskatchéwan farmers who remained
quietly in one corner of the municipal hall with their
chairs drawn together in a little circle. This group
of serious-faced men, hardened and detemined look-
ing, did not happen to meet there by accident. They
had been ealled together to talk over a grievance
which affected not only themselves but nearly every
farmer between Winnipeg and the Rocky Mountains.
The man who had taken the initiative in bringing
about their little after-meeting at the conclusion -of
the debate, and who acted as chairman of the circle
that day, was W. R. Motherwell, of Abhernethy, Sas-
katchewan, now the Minister of Agricuulture for that
province. When that group of men who comprised
that small band pushed back their chairs, and heaved
themselves dnto their coon-skin coats, they had
started an organization’ which 1is- known to-day
throughout Canada as the Grain Growers’ Move-
ment. .

Last week in Manitoba the Grain Growers held
their annual convention, and during the next six
weeks the Saskatchewan and Alberta conventions
will be held. In these institutions, if people care to
look, may be found one of the most amazing ex-
amples of successful social and economic growth
which any country has ever experienced. In a little
over fifteen years the Grain Growers of the West
have developed from an entirely disorganized state,
when a few thousand settlers were widely distrib-
uted over the lonely prairie into a strong, self-suf-
ficient and well organized system, representing the
interests of sixty thousand affiliated farmers. By
adopting the principles of “Co-operation”—which to-

da.;' might be said to be the watchword of the Cana-
dian Middle Western provinces—the Grain Growers
have progressed .with marvellous rapidity, The
,older provinces of the East have not yet appreciated
the extent nor the importance lo‘f the Grain Growers’
Movement, largely because perhaps they have not
yet appreciated seriously the vast land where these
Grain Growers live. Whether the whole of Canada is
aware of it or not, the organized farmers of the
West, which is only another way of saying Grain
Growers, are gradually breaking in upon the con-
sciousness of this country. One day suddenly we

shall have found that a mighty national force has-

been in the making—a force whose real character

{
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- cessity of a permanent organization amongst

few of us, especially east of the head of the lakes,
have been aware of. :

For nearly twenty years before the meeting which
was called at Indian Head by Motherwell, the farmers
of the West had '‘been growing more and more dis-
satisfied with the conditions under which they were
obliged to dispose of their grain products. Between
the early ’80's and the beginning of the present cen-
tury there was no legislation to direct or control the
grain trade. There was no “licensing” or “bonding”
of grain buyers. Farmers had no rights in the mat-
ter of loading their grain upon the railway cars—and
those cars were not distributed fairly amongst the
grain shippers as they are now. Practically the en-
tire western. crop in those days was forced through
the elevators which, as a result, held a vintual
monopoly of the grain business all the way across
the plains. The agitation against this order of things
became so bitter that in 1899 the Dominion Govern-
ment appointed an Elevator Commission to investi-
gate the western grain situation, and out of the find-
ings of that Commission came the famous Manitoba
Grain Act.

XPECTATIONS that the protective provision of
that Act would bring relief to the grievances
of the farmers, especially through the clauses order-
ing the railways to give ithe flarmer shipper’s cars
for their grain in their proper order, as well as the
elevators. But the railways at that time were in
league with the elevator interests, and even after
the passing of the Grain Act in 1899, the farmer was
met with an entire disregard of his demands for
cars and shipping facilities. There was a ‘flat re-
fusal to comply with that section of the Act dealing
with the question of cars—a point, by the way, on
which the CGrain Growers waged and won their first
big fight, and one?which is regarded to-day by the
organized farmers of the West, as amongst their
most treasured possessions. 5

When it was discovered by the farmers that the
Grain Act, in some respects at least, was being
treated like a “scrap of paper,” they were astonished,
disappointed, but most of all, indignant. There they
were, with no way to market their grain except
through the elevators of capitalistic'companies whose
chief aim and purpose was to secure grain for the
smallest amount of money the farmer could be made
to accept for it. Those were the days of thirty and
forty cent wheat, and many a bitter story of hard-
ship and trial may be heard at any time from some
of the men who now are occupying the managerial
positions in the offices of the numerous Associations
and Companies belonging to the Grain Growers’
Movement, \

That was the condition late in the season of 1901.
Mr. Motherwell, speaking of that year to the writer
on one occasion said: “The harvest of 1901 was very
heavy, and as the result of a terrific *raffic congestion
all over the country, indignation me etings were held

everywhere, both by business men in the towns and

by the farmers. A deluge of resolutions and protests
were showered upon the heads of railway and gov-
ernmental officials. For two years or more previous
to thig I had been very much impressed with the ne-
the
farmers, to represent the .speqfal requirements of the




grain growing interests of the country. All branches
of agriculture had their distinctive organizations in
our various provinces, sueh as the Horse Breeders’
and Livestock Associations, Sheep, Swine and Poul-
try, but in the West, or in any part of the Dominion,
there was no distinct organized body of farmers to
look after the grain interests, which after
all were, and are still and are likely to be, of para-
mount importance in Saskatchewan.

“With the farmers righteously indignant over their
inability to dispose of the 1901 crop, the time seemed
to be ripe for the commencement of a movement
looking towards a permanent organization whose
duty it would be to press persistently and insistently
for an improvement in marketing conditions, trans-
portation, warehousing, and for the introduction of
new or amended legislation from time to time as the
rapidly changing character of the country seemed
to warrant-it. With this end in view, I asked Peter
Dayman, a farmer neighbour at Abernethy, and of
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the opposite political persuasion, to co-operate with
me in calling together a number of farmers from
Wolseley, Sintaluta, Qu’Appelle and other points, to
meet in Indian Head on the eighteenth of December,
So eager and ready was public sentiment for the
betterment of conditions that the meeting was unaani-
mously in favour of a Territorial Grain Growers’ As-
sociation being organized, and having before it the
objects I have indicated. It was decided that local
organizations of farmers should be established
throughout the country at all points where an in-
terest could be created, and that these Locals should
each send delegates to a Convention where a cen-
tral executive representing them all should be
elected. A campaign to organize local associations
was undertaken immediately and entirely by volun-
tary workers, with the gratifying result that when
the first Grain Growers’ Convention was held at In-
dian Head two months later, no less than thirty-
eight locals were represented. I was honoured in
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being elected the first president of the Association,
which was placed on a permanent basis at that first
convention in Indian Head. From that time on-
ward the Grain Growers have been an ever-increas-
ing power in the West.”

It was not until this first Grain Growers’ Associa-
tion was formed that it finally became apparent that
the farmers were in earnest about their grievances,
and really intended to fight. About the first thing
that was done to indicate the spirit of the Grain
Growers was the legal action taken against Railway
agents to test the validity and force of the Grain
Act. They won that fight, and after that the farmers
were treated differently in the matter of car dis-
tribution. When the farmer wrofte his name in the
car-order book at the railway depot he got his car
in his proper turn, and the elevator company did
not get them all, When the Manitoba Grain Act
became the Canada Grain Act, a few years ago, and

(Concluded on page 25.)
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HE PRAISES COMBINES |

In the Sense That They Give Co-operativ®
Benefits and Save Costs to Consumer

. a T least one man in the United States thinks anti-
A trust legislation is a menace (in a sense), and

actwally advocates a large measure of co-oper-
ation between producers and markets. He is Gecrge
W. Perkins, chairman of Governor Whitman’s Mar-
ket Commission and Mayor Mitchell's Food and
Market Commission. Referring to New York, he
says, in the New York Times: Here we are—a city of
five millions— supplying ourselves with food through
substantially the same methods that were used forty
years ago. ‘

We have spent millions upon millions of dollars
in elaborate and conveniently arranged railway ter-
minals for the accommodation of passengers; we
have built subways; we have built tunnels under
the waters on both sides of the city; we have es-
tablished two Public Service Commissions in the
. State that jointly cost the people upwards of three-
quarters of a million dollars a year to maintain—all
that people may travel more conveniently and have
their rights while travelling better protected, both
8s to safety and the cost of transportation. Yet,
while all this has been done for passenger travel,
scarcely any money has been spent and practically
no thought given or planning done in connection
with the great question of how to get into this city
and distribute within the city the food which we con-
_sume. The more one looks into the problem the
more amazed he is that such neglect should have
existed. ; %

While the average person spends from 40 to 50
per cent. of his income for food, he spends only about
10 per cent. of his income for transportation; vet
brivate transportation companies and the State it-
self have been spending millions of dollars to look
after the people’s transportation interests while giv-
ing little or no time or money to their welfare in
the matter of food. The same old cut-throat, ruth-
less competitive methods exist to-day that have al-
ways existed—a policy of every fellow for himself
and the devil take the hindmost.

Beyond question, cold storage is one of the most

rtant inventions of our age. It can and should
be made to equalize our supplies of foods, to carry
th.e'm from a season of plenty to a season of scarcity.
Like many another thing that we find in our daily
lives, it is potential for good and potential for harm.

In the last twenty years Broadway has seen the old
horse car supplanted by the cable, the cable sup-
planted by electricity, tunnels put under ground, and
the whole city equipped with a telephone service.
In a phenomenally short. length of time our inven-
tions have supplied our merchants with an equip-
- ment which permits them to reach out as far as
they choose for customers.

1 > ;

The result is an entire revolution in the methods
of competition. Nowadays any merchant can in-
vade the territory of any other merchant, and he
does. TUnder such conditions competition takes on
a new form and is much more deadly, both in retail
and wholesale transactions. The effect of this com-
petition on merchants has been so severe that they
have been forced in many instances to effect trade
understandings as to quality of output and prices
in order to protect themselves from utter ruin.

While this mighty evolution has been taking place,
our lawmakers, both State and national, have at-
tempted to force American merchants to adhere to
the old-fashioned ruthless competitive methods in
business. ; ¥

Therefore, in place of having laws of a character
where co-operation can only be carried on in secret
and under cover, we should have laws that will per-
mit co-operation to be carried on in the open and
publicly.

.In N‘ew York State we have what is known as the
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Isn't he cute! He has little wings as his insignia,
Just like Cupid.”

Baionnette, Paris.

Donnelly act, which is based on the theory that com-
petition is the life of trade. The dairymen up-State
have finally reached a point where they are openly
defying this act and co-operating through sheer ne-
cessity to protect themselves from financial ruin.
In my judgment, it should not be restrained in prin-
ciple but it should be conducted frankly, openly,
and with such information on the part of the dairy-
men as would enable the public to know exactly
what they were doing and how they were doing it.
Not only should the dairymen be allowed to co-op-
erate in this way, but those who distribute their
product in the city should be allowed to co-operate
under the same regulation and control. )

The saving of lost motion is the all-important les-
son for us Americans to learn at this time. We have
done little in this direction because we have been
living in a new land, a land with an abundance of
new, fertile soil and abundant new waters filled with
edible varieties of fish. In the last twenty years all
this has changed. There is no more new land to be
taken up and, through neglect, much of our land
has become semi-exhausted. Our waters have be-
come polluted and our fish are far less plentiful—
all because we have had no farsighted ce-operative
method of developing and, at the same time, pro-
tecting our natural resources.

It is high time that we realized all this. We must
realize that we face an entirely new condition, and
;)rew;a‘re ourselves to meet it intelligently and reso--
utely.

AN INSIDE REPORT

By Wolf Von Schierbrand, Confirms Stories
of Food Troubles in Auslria

INCE the war began, says Wolf Von Schier-
brand, in the North American Review, I have '
made the circuit of Austria-Hungary twice, in-

quiring and observing. From personal study I can
say that industry, trade and general business are,
so far as data are obtainable, in a surprisingly flour-
ishing state. 2

The most important item, the food problem, is the
crucial one. On its solution chiefly depends Austria-
Hungary’s ability to bear the brunt of this war to the
end. =

To judge this question with a fair degree of accur-
acy, a number of factors must be taken into account,
I shall go into them seriatim.

One of them is the influence of famine, or at least
searcity and high price of foodstuffs, on the general
health. There can be no doubt that a condition
clogely bordering on famine prevails in most parts
of Austria to-day. When I left Vienna the bakers’
shops were besieged, day after day, by hundreds of
women, children and aged men, waiting hours for
their small rations of bread—half a pound per day
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each person. And such bread! The fighting men at
the front get fairly enough to eat. But in the
“hinterland” the civilian population suffers more or
less severely from an insufficiency of nourishing food.
And it is precisely the feeble and sickly, the babies,
women, children and the aged who are injured the
most: as witness the official statistics of Budapest,
the Hungarian capital, for the twelvemonth ending
August 31, 1916. They show that, chiefly owing to
lack of milk, infant mortality there has been more
than treble what it was in 1914! The authentic
figures for Vienna indicate a similar state.

Food conditions vary greatly in different parts of
the monarchy. They are vastly better in Hungary

than in Austria, Hungary being largely an agricul-

The Young Lady /(going on a visit across seas—
to nervous Aunt): We're all right, Auntie.
you worry about us. The voyage is soon over. Be-
sides, | expect we shall have destroyers to look
after us.

Auntie: That's right. Do, dear. I'm sure it's worth
it, even if you do have to pay a little extral

—Drawn by Lewis Baumer.

tural country, whereas in Austria industrial interests
predominate. Normally, Austria imports about one-
third of her provisions, largely from Hungary. The
harvest of 1916 and that of 1917 will tell a different
story. The 1916 crop was less than middling. - A por-
tion, owing to unfavourable weather prevailing dur-
ing harvest-time, as well as to insufficient help,
spoiled on the ground. It was especially deficient in
breadstuffs, whereas in hay, in cattle feed, in barley
and oats it was above the average. As Hungary
needs her produce for her own population, relatively
little finds its way into Austria, even at extravagant
prices. Importation of certain classes of food has
.wholly stopped. Until last gpring cheese, condensed
milk, potatoes and herrings from Holland, butter
from Denmark, condensed milk, cheese, honey from
Switzerland, and canned fish from Norway, could be
procured, though at steep figures. All that has
stopped.

If the foodstuffs of both Hungary and Austria_were
put into a joint pool, so to speak, and the people
of the whole monarchy fed out of it evenly, there
would be no serious difficulty. It would mean that
everybody would receive about 70 per cent. of the
normal supply of peace days. But Hungary is a
sovereign state, just as much as Austria is, and Hun-
garians do not propose to stint themselves to please
the .people of the other’ half of the dual monarchy.
_Thus it is that austria goes short in her rations—
alarmingly short.

Several doctors of my acquaintance in Vienna as-

sured me that this long-continued malnutrition has

Wrought hayoc with the health and stamina in the.
prohataman districts of the city, leading to perman-

ent injury of the constitution in most cases, and
to slow starvation in others.

To conclude. While, in the main, both the Gov-
ernment and the people of Austria-Hungary earnestly
mean to see this present war out until a peace with
honour may be negotiated—one securing to the
monarchy safety from her foes of the hour—a pro-
vigso must nevertheless be made: they are all heart-
ily tired of the fight, longing fervently for an end to

it, and they feel that they have made sacrifices

enough, both in blood and treasure. The common

Don’t
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folk in their talk among themselves often go far-
ther' than this: they declare that théey want'the war
to stop in any case, with or without victory—though
the men: at the front speak differently.

OTHER JEWS SPEAK

And Defend the Plan of the Zionists to re-es-
tablish their Home in Palestine

excerpts from an article by “An Englishman of

the Jewish Faith,” criticizing the Zionist Move-
ment. Now comes the Zionist retort (in the Fort-
nightly Review) from the pen of Herbert Bentwich.
What do the Zionists want? he says. They desire,
according to the formula adopted by the Interna-
tional Congress at Basle in 1897, and repeatedly con-
firmed by subsequent Congresses, the establishment
of “a publicly-recognized and legally assured Home
for the Jews in Palestine.” Is that an extravagant
demand? Of course, it'is travestied by the “English-
man of the Jewish Faith,” in the samle way as he
garbled the claim of English Jews to emancipation.
“The aim,” he says, “is to reconstitute the Jewish
nation . . . to create a new and autonomous
State for the Jews.” He knows very well that the
idea of a Jewish State, which was, it is true, orgin-
ally promulgate¢ by Herzel, the convener of the
Basle Congress, was not adopted by the delegates
who were sent by the Zionist Associations—Zionism
was no new thing even then—from all parts of the
world. Instead of that, they preferred the reason-
able, the moderate, the feasible demand of a Home
for the Jews. DBut nationhood was not excluded.
Why ‘should it ke? or, rather, how could it be? One
is reminded of the dictum of Green, the historian of
the English people. “A State is accidental; it can
be made or unmade, and is no real thing to me. But
a nation is very real; that, you can neither make
nor unmake.”

The Jews are a nation, a scattered nation. Hitherto
they have heen almost a voiceless multitude of sep-
araté units. Why should they not have a centre
from which they can speak to the council of the
nations on behalf of the oppressed? The Zionist
organization which has spread its branches to the
four corners of the earth has, at least, given dis-
persed Jewry the power of united utterance, It is,
indeed, the only body which can speak for Jews—
for nationalist Jews (those who have not the sense
of nationality cannot count in this connection)—
when the fate of this, with that of other little na-
tions, comes up for discussion at the end of the
present. world crisis. To Englishmen of the Jewish
persuasion who seem to rejoice in the fact that their
people have no Lome, who see no sense or purpose in
the preservation of a distinctively Jewish culture or
in continued effcrts to further Hebraic ideals—have
they not everywhere been adopted (except in Ger-
many) 7—who preach the materialist doctrine that

SOME time ago we publis.hed in this department

St

THE COMMUNICATION TRENCH.
Problem:—Whether to walk along the top and risk

it, or to do another mile of this,
—-Bairnsfather.

, “my home is where, it goes well with me,” and who,
desire nothing Letter than to be absorbed in their
surroundings, this possibility of a Jewish national

claim is dangercus. Hinc illae irae!

But what, we ask them, of the Jewish future—if
it is to have a future? Will emancipation save your
faith, which hangs loosely, and perhaps uncomfoxrt-
ably, about you, as the last shred of separateness?
Do you seriously believe that if, as the result of
your efforts—which, of course, would not go beyond
those of other Englishmen—the same liberty which
you enjoy in this home of freedom (not some simul-
acrum of that liberty parading under the style of
political rights) were “at the end of days” granted to
the six millions of Jews in Russia, there would not
arise another, and a worse, Jewish problem—a prob-
lem of the people, if not of the Government, a prob-
lem of religious survival, if not of complete absorp-
tion in the surrounding populations? Perhaps you
do not see that, or care about it; but we Zionists
appreciate it, and we tell you it is the eternal Jew-
ish problem (exemplified, indeed, in your own per-
sons), and that there will be no end to it until the
capacity is given to Jews to develop normally like
other peoples, and that that will never be secured
elsewhere than in a Jewish land-—the Jewish land—a
Home for the faith, as well as ior the peopie. :

“Assume,” says the critiz, “that the Jews of Rus-
sia and Roumania were in January in the same posi-
tion, civically and politically, as the Jews of France
or Italy, and there would be very little Zionism by
December.” That is a rather shameless statement
for an Englishman of the Jewish faith to make.
Does he not remember the great test to which the
Zionists were put when a sympathetic British Gov-
ernment offered them an autonomous settlement in
Uganda as an alternative place of refuge for the

“tribe of the wandering foot and weary heart”? -

Would he like us, perhaps, to forget that it was
these very same Russians and Roumanians, who
were the principal sufferers, who led the Congress,
while expressing its gratitude, to refuse the offer,
declaring themselves unwilling to entertain any alter-
native to the Palestinian Resettlement on which the
people’s eyes were set?

Our duty at this hour is not to fritter our efforts
on emancipation projects, which may mean much or
little, according to the spirit in which they are car-
ried out—we have the example of Roumania before
us—but to concentrate all our attention on the Pal-
estinian Resettlement. There, at all events, is the
promise of a solution, on historic lines, of the Jewish
problem. A new factor in the problem has arisen
in the emergence of Palestine into the sphere of
British interests. In the new world which is to be
born out of the Great War “a place in the sun” must
be found for the Jewish people; what place so good
and so suitable for the people without a land as
the land without a people! Our aspirations as good
Britons, as well as faithful Jews, lead us there.

GUNS AND WEATHER

~ Engines of War have to be Adjusted to
Changing Temperature and Humidity

T might be supposed, writes Capt. Ralph W, Hal-
lows in the 19th Century, that once the line of fire
“had been laid out, the four guns made parallel,
the angle of sight calculated and allowed for, the
range found and the guns elevated to the correspond-

" ing angle, nothing remained but to load and fire

them. Such as a matter of fact fs not the case, for
guns, are kittle cattle, easily affected by changes of
temperature, weather, and a dozen other factors
which crop up like so many mischievous imps, and
seldom shooting quite in the same way for two days
together; it hardly ever happens that the elevation
shown on the range-drum for any given range is
actually correct for that distance. In the case of big
guns their temperature, or rather that of the charge,
is taken almost as frequently as that of a patient in
hospital, both barometer and thermometer are con-.

_ sulted, several other small factors are taken into

‘account, and corrections are made with a slide rule

before firing takes place. Field guns use rather less
exact methods. But neither class of gun can hope to

o georesal hit at once unless the target has previously .
‘been carefully registered. All must go through the
process known as “rangmg,” the success or failure
of which ‘depends entirely on the observing officer.

Tire is mot opened with the whole battery until the
true range has been found by experiment. The task
is usually entrusted to two guns, which = fire at
slightly different elevations. The battery com-
mander or other officer at the observing post watches
for the shell-bursts and from them makes correc-
tions for both line and range, telephoning them down
to the battery. Ranging is usually carried out with

e




percussion fuzes—fuzes that is which burst not in
the air but on impact. The first thing to do is to
f‘})racket” the target—that is, to give such correc-
tions that shells from the gun set at the longer
range fall beyond the target, whilst those from the
other fall short. Once a bracket has been obtained
and verified by firing two or three more shots, it is
reduced by shortening the range of the gun set at
the higher elevation and increasing that of the
second gun. Firing goes on in this way until a
“short bracket” is obtained. The range is then es-
tablished as midway between the ends of the short
bracket; if No. 1 gun had been firing at 6,500 and
No. 2 at 6,400, the true range would be 6,450. If
shrapnel is to be used the correct length of fuze must
- also be found. Most fuzes are made to burst the
shell either in the air or on impact, the former be-
ing done by time, the latter by percussion. Avoid-
ing the use of technical terms, the percussion me-
chanism may be said to consist of a striker, a per-
cussion cap, and a magazine of powder. Before the
shell is fired the striker is locked in position by
meang of various devices so that the projectile is
quite safe to handle and to transport. These safety
arrangements are broken down by the shock of dis-
charge, and nothing but a weak spring keeps the
striker from firing the cap or detonator. When the
shell hits the ground or a building the momentum of
the striker causes it to fly forward, overcoming the
resistance of the spring, the detonator is fired, the
magazine is ignited, and the flash is carried down to
the bursting charge. In the time mechanism there is
also a striker which shears through its safety de-
vices when the gun is fired. There is, however, no
spring; the striker impinges at once on a detonator,
firing it and thus igniting a ring of slow-burning com-
pound which leads into the magazine. By means of
a carefully graduated band known as the “timing
ring” the slow-burning compound can be short-cir-
cuited at any point; in other words, the fuze can be
So set that the shell will burst at any given mo-
ment in its flight. Fuzes are much affected by wea-
ther conditions, so that, as we have said, the cor-
rect fuze must be found before the whole battery
can successfully open fire with shrapnel. For this
burpose a large slide rule called the “fuze indica-
tor” ds used. - It is so graduated that when in its nor-
mal'position it will give the correct fuze lengths for
all ranges under average conditions of weather and
tempfanature. The observing officer orders a setting
91’ this rule which appears likely to suit the prevail-
ing conditions, Fuzes are set at the reading given
and the result watched. If the bursts are too high
or too low the rule must be altered until its read-
Ings give the correct fuze length. It will then be
correctly set for all ranges on that particular day.
The fuze having been found, the whole battery opens
fire, the observing officer sending down small cor-
rections for individual guns from time to time. The
object of having lines of fire parallel is now appar-
ent, If they were crossed it would be impossible to
say which gun was responsible for a particular burst
and individual corrections could not be made. Fur-
ther, it is often necessary either to concentrate tem-
Dorarily the fire of all guns on to one spot or to open
them out so that they cover a wider area. If lines
are parallel this is not difficult, but it would not be
fgaasib.le were they convergent or divergent to be-
8N With. 1In trench warfare observation is frequently
don.e from a forward trench, and not from an obser-
vation post placed on a flank; aeroplanes are also
Very much used for this purpose. Special methods
are employed in both these cases. The difficulty of
observing, however it is done, is that the observer is
displaced from the line of fire of his guns so that
g‘llow‘ance must be made for the resulting parallax.
. ;19 800d observer, it need hardly be said, can only
himm;gd‘:ced by getting the right man and training
i gunhe‘ right way. He must watch the fire of
Saltsr o making lightning deductions from its re-
e S El?ntd down his corrections - clearly and
S Withar{mthe greatest possible effect may be
B e lgast expenditure of a,mnfxun‘l.tior‘\.
TR 'an;i : e quick and trained in _gauglng both
i aélgqlar measurement, his judgment
taneous conc;S drain. capable of coming to an instan-
e wl}llsmn Wlth(?l.l‘t m_akin\g an error.

the e Ohl"ead this article it may appear that
R ~a;1dw ich it endeavours to describe are
it must rof. necessity be slow. 'They are
tHo st er of fact quite otherwise.  Practice makes
the cahfiﬁ%ozut gf them almost mechanical, v.v-hllst
BEE Dol -arfd w‘“)wh have to be made are so simple
SRR S Sembn ;ager‘ are often unnecessary.
has his tlelion ered, too, that each officer and man
Mo s thus ted task when a hattery comes into ac-
delS’C)‘iptign tmzmy of the duties which appear from a
e o tko 'be performed conscentively are re?lly
Sty ut simultaneously. Naturally the officer
e € battery cannot lay out his lines of fire until

e‘various measurements necessary are sent down

It
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from ihé obsérving post. But“rsin‘ce both he and the

observing officer ride on ahead of the battery in a
moving battle, they are able to get this work done
whilst the guns are coming into action. One can-
not realize how rapidly fire can be opened by any of
the three methods until one has seen it done by a
well-trained battery. Darkness is no bar to accurate
shooting, for a lamp is fixed as an aiming point,
angles from it being measured and tested by day.

NEW BRUNSWICK LEADS

Her Land Settlement Scheme after War
ahead of all others, says London Chronicle

R. J. SAXON MILLS, writing in the London Daily
Chronicle, says that New Brunswick, one of
the smallest provinces under the Dominion

of Canada, is first in the field with a definite plan of
land settlement after the war. When we speak of
Canada and colonization, we are apt to think solely
of the middle or prairie provinces. Some of us have
almost overlooked the existence of these mari-
time provinces, with their milder climate, their al-
most illimitable resources, and, what is rather im-
portant, their handiness for our own shores. New
Brunswick is only just on the other side of the big
pond, and is close neighbour to nearly 100 millions
of English-speaking people. All this should make
the New Brunswick scheme very attractive to Eng-
lishmen who want to get to a newer country and yet
not go too far away from the old Mother-land.

In the prairies most of the Crown Lands are held
and administered by the Federal Government, but
New Brunswick has kept control of hers, and she
has at her disposal a wide enough area of fertile and
unoeccupied country to provide healthy and comfort-
able homes for—I believe I am speaking accurately
when I say tens of thousands of new settlers. The
moment her Government heard of the movement for
securing all would-be emigrants from the TUnited
Kingdom for the British Oversea Dominions, it got
right to work. It has spent quite an inconsiderable
time in talking, and if the war should end by next
late gpring or summer New Brunswick will be ready
with her scheme. Can any other part of the Em-
pire say that?

Setting to work at once, the Provincial
ment established an Advisory Settlement

Govern-
Board,

Allies:

“Our cards are on the table; show yours.”
—From the New York Times.
¢

which was soon about the country looking for the
land most: suitable for the purpose, and in-a marvel-
lously 'short time such land was discovered. Some of
us who belong to that very live Empire rendezvous,
the: Royal Colonial Institute, had a little talk the
other day with the Hon. J. Murray, the very able
Minister of Agriculture in N. B, and we heard a good
deal about this excellent proposition. “The scheme

7

~~beautiful and worth while in drama.

21
briefly,” he said, “is the establishment of community
settlements, each community to accommodate from
one hundred to two hundred and fifty families, de-
pending on the size of the area of suitable land that
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is available in each locality. Each of these com-
munities will radiate from @ central farm, operated
by the Government for the purpose of supplying in-
struction, employment, necessary implements, and
teams for the new settlers—a system which we be-
lieve will in a large measure do away with the ne-
cessity of each settler having to purchase, a full
equipment of his own for the first ten years.”

On this central farm provision is going to be made
for a school, church, butter and cheese factory, black-

" smith’s shop, post-office, and other public conveni-

ences, and the co-operative principle will be applied
in the marketing, and indeed in many other depart-
ments of the communal life and work. Very cosy
these little villages will be, and I was much inter-
ested to (hear about the contemplated religious ar-
rangements. The communities will, as far as pos-
sible, each consist of members of the same religious
creed. There will be a Roman Catholic community
with dts central church, perhaps an Anglican com-
munity, and it is thought that the various Noncon-
formist denominations, the “fancy religions,” as the
recruiting sergeant éxpresses it, might manage to
combine in @ form of worship which would occupy
another church or chapel. This m'rangement is per-
haps calculated to stereotype religious differences,

but what does that matter if people are happy and
contented ?

Stage Weeps are Tricky

TAGE emotions are not what they should be,
declares Mr, George Jean Nathan in a recent
article.
rl‘o‘ blame this condition of affairs, as our current-
drlftlpg playmakers are forever so affectionate in
blgmmg it, entirely upon the audience, seems a
trifle short-sighted even to one, like myself, and
Wwho appreciates only too well from long and inti-
Ipate contact the vulgarity and opalescence of the
listless groups of bedizened pot-wallopers who smell
out of court by their very patrondge all that may be
Why should
s;ound thinking, thought that sparkles and crackles
h.ke burning diamond dust, ideas that, like so many
rings of smoke, dissolve into wistful smiles and
musings—why should these be believed irrevocably
to be not the food of which theatrical amusement
and stimulation are made? The notion that the emo-
tions of a group of persons gathered into a theatre-
auditorium to witness drama will respond only—or
at least chiefly—to a like set of emotions displayed
upon the platform before them is pretty poor psy-
chology. 'The notion that such an audience may be
made to cry only by showing it an actress sniftling
or be made to feel joyful only by exhibiting to it an
ingenue sticking her nose gleefully into a bouquet
of sweet peas and meanwhile hopping on one foot,
seems a sorry conceit. And by audience, in this con-
nection and by way of reassurance, is meant not
what Dryden, in another direction, described as souls
of the highest rank and truest understanding, but
that mob something which is ever given less to
caviar than to sausage.
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HOW TO BECOME AN INVESTOR
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-
HERFE is great dignity in the things in order to achieve financial investment. Go slow. Paddle around
word “investor.”” When you independence. in the shallow water of a three per

aren’t an investor you are likely
to distrust “the corporations.” If you
~ don’t own a stock or a bond you find
yourself hurrahing with all the rest
of the people who aren’t investors
whenever it is proposed to break up
some trust, or mulct some corpora-
tion of its excess profits, or pass a
law preventing melon-cutting or ad-
vocating public = ownership. But
when you own even a single bond—
you are an investor! Your whole
point of view is likely to be changed.
dven though i.t“ is your first hundred
dollar bond and your hand shakes a
little when you start to tear off your
first interest coupon—you can’t help
feeling that now you are blood
brother to the capitalists. Of course
you don’t believe in crookedness or
oppression, but you do think there is
another side to Socialist’s talk. You
have now a vested interest yourself.
One hundred dollars invested in a se-
curity has transformed the whole
world for you.

A man who three years ago was
poor and an ardent reader of all the
Soctalist and anarchist papers in the
English language, came into this
office not long ago in a fur ceat and
other expensive toggery. -The story
he told was the story of how he had
become a capitalist. He was so
affluent, so ruddy and happy that ome
hesitated to remind him of his former
hatred for the capitalistic class. But
I did, and he smiled—and whispered
that he had become a capitalist him-
self because he saw the opportunity
to do good! He had made his money
gambling on the New York stock mar-
ket in the days when the first war
babies were being born. His original
capital was a very trifling sum indeed
(to be called “capital”’), but he had
been fortunate and was now worth a
modest twenty thousand dollars. In-
stead of being a reader of anarchist

publications, he was now a regular

reader of expensive publications that
tell how to build your country home
and where to order marble fountains
for your backyard.

That, of course, was a ‘“luck” story.
It was exceptional and dangerous.
Most people who make their money
easily seem to be in danger of losing
it easily. The real capitalists of this
world are not stock market gamblers,
“but men who began by doing without

The first assistant general manager
of one of the big banks in this coun-
try confessed to a circle of acquaint-
ances not long ago that he had be-
come a rich man “in spite of”’ himself.
“I used to be one of that great crowd
of people that is always broke, always
in debt,” he said, “always living up
to the last penny. As a boy I bought
a watch before 1 could really pay for
it. As 4 young man I bought better
clothes than I could afford. A little
later I married—and had to confess
to my wife that I was in debt and
running behind. That is what saved
me. My wife brought it home to me
that I must change my ways. I did.
‘We never felt that we had really saved
anything unless it “hurt” to save it.
We schooled ourselves to the habit
of doing without the very thing we
wanted most (I don’t say needed
most). The habit of self-discipline
that I was thus enabled to develop—
though, mind you, I was twenty-seven
at the time—helped me in my busi-
ness so that our income was greater
and our savings greater. Then I
went into the bank—”

That story is wonderfully univer-
sal. Saving money has a double
effect. 1t not only gives the saver
the money he or she might not other-
wise have had, but it builds charac-
ter. It makes the casual citizen—an
investor. It gives him a greater
stake in the affairs of the community.
It increases his interést in business
affairs, and quickens his business per-
ception.

A great many men and women have
money to invest to-day who had none
—and never expected to have any—
three years ago. A great many oug ht
to have—and haven’t. Some feel that
their increased income 1s a challenge
to their spending instinct—and they
at once get busy spending. Some
place their money in unfortunate in-
vestments. The editor of this depart-
ment has heard from a number of
them. If you are a stranger in the
investment world—go slow! Put
your money in a savings bank until
you have time to learn something
about the bigger game. Remember—
investing money goes by the opposite
rule to swimming. The proverb says
—as quoted from nowhere by the
country boy—“Pitch him into the
deep hole and that’ll learn him all
right!” But not so in the waters of

cent. savings bank account.

An Important Statement.
S usual, the Bank of Commerce
A report is more than a mere state-
ment of the affairs of that great
institution—it includes a summary of
the business outlook of the whole
country. The wonderful opportunities
that a Canadian bank, with branches
all over the country, has for gathering
accurate information about the busi-
ness affairs of the nation, is turned to
admirable account by Sir Edmund
Walker in his annual addresses. He
points out conditions of prosperity be-
yond anything which has ever before
been known in the Dominion, result-
ing from the existence of a market
which needs almost everything the
country produces, and in which the
seller must pay almost anything which

is asked.

With reference to trade with other

countries, which is the best indication

of the tendency of affairs at the mo-
ment, it is pointed out in the ad-
dress of the president that the ex-
ports for the fiscal year ending 3ilst
March, 1916, exceeded the imports by
$249,088,274, and that for the six
months ending 30th September, 1916,
the excess was $141,100,898. A gain
over the astonishing figures for the
first half of last year is shown in
those of the first six months of the
present year of mnearly another 100
millions.

The chief increases in imports are
in iron and steel bars and goods, ma-
chinery, raw rubber, chemicals, and

other materials required for the
manufacture of munitions, and to
some extent in foodstuffs. Regret is

expressed by the president at the

‘sending abroad of about 10 millions

at this time for motors and as. much
more for silk goods and velvets. “If
we are really to exercise an effective
economy,” he says, “we should be
very jealous as to the nature of any
imports not necessary for the produc-
tion of war supplies or for our national
existence.” The financial id€éal for
Canada at the present time, says the
report, is to pay interest on foreign
indebtedness, to provide Canada’s
share of the cost of the war, and to
lend as much as possible to Great
Britain to pay for munitions made for
her in Canada.

IN THE COMPANY OF BOOKMAKERS

The Habit of Thrift

may be best cultivated with the
assistance of a Deposit Account.
If you have a Deposit Pass Book,
you will have an incentivé to save
the small sums which too often are
frittered away in petty extrava-
gances. No matter how small the
amount with which you begin, by
regularly and systematically add-
ing a portion of your income it
will rapidly increase. The Com-
pound Interest at Three and One-
half per cent., which we add, will
materially assist its growth. You
can open an account with one dol-
lar., Obey that impulse, Take a
pass book home with you to-night.

CANADA PERMANENT
MORTGAGE CORPORATION

TORONTO STREET - TORONTO
Established 1855

We own and offer a
wide range of Can-
adian City Bonds to
Yield 5% to 6.30 %.

Particulars Upon Request

| II 'ma m‘m sm‘ y m

CORPORATION- LIMITED

ESTABLISHED 1901
HEAD OPFFICE; 26 Kine ST. EAsT, TORONTO
MONTREAL LONDOM, B.C., ENG®

Cawthra Mulock&Co.

Members of
Toronto Stock Exchange

Brokers

and

Bankers

12 KING STREET EAST
TORONTO, CANADA

CABLE ADDRESS—CAWLOCK, TORONTO

F course there are many ways
O of reading a book and many ways

of making a book. Some books
are all matter and no manner. Some
are all manner. For those who want
the greatest yield of FACTS per square
inch of paper we recommend the Re-
port of the Dominion Commission on
Technical Education. For those who
want a delightful something made out
of nothing by a skilful writer, com-
~mend us to some minor poet.

This is all by way of attacking a
novel by Percival J. Cooney, entitled
Kinemen (S. B. Gundy). Mr. Cooney,
it seems, has written other books
which we have not had the pleasure
of reading or hearing about. But that
is no matter, because it is a large
world and there are many books to be
read. Mr. Cooney, it seems, is a Can-
adian, although like a good many other

Canadians lives in the United States.
Something in his style makes us think
he is a man no longer youthful—he is
a trifle like the famous Kirby of Le
Chien D’or in his style. The fact that
this was a Canadian novel 'did not, to
tell you the truth, prejudice us heavily
in favour of the book, because many
an atrocity has been committed in the
same name, handsomely bound and
warmly welcomed by Canadian critics
who don’t like to knock the budding
Canadian novelist. But any prejudice
one may have against Mr. Cooney’s
book Kinsmen is bound to be tempered
by admiration for the old fashioned
simplicity of the telling, and for the
interesting facts that are contained in
the story. Though Mr. Cooney doesn’t
say so, we suspect that a great part,
if not all of the story, is built on a real
episode in Canadian history. R 8 a

quaint and, in some ways, illuminating
story. Scotch folk in Canada will en-
joy it particularly.

It wouldn’t be fair to the book to tell
the story in advance. Suffice it to say
that it deals with pioneer days among
Scotch settlers in Ontario. The cen-
tral figure is a lairdewho wants 1o
carry his Scotch traditions into the
wilderness. It is conventional in style
and rendering, but it throws light on
one phase of past Canadians’ days, not
unworthy of attention.

* % =%

OES it never occur to folk with
the literary turn of mind that
much too much is being written
about the war, anyway, much too much
for contemporary consumption. Here
comes Baron F., Von Hugel with a tidy
(Concluded on page 23.)

’

Established 1864.
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Paid-up Capital - - $7,000,000 :
Reserve Fund and Un-
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- Transacted,
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lowed at best current rates.

TORONTO OFFICES.
13 Wellington St. ; 1400 Queen
St. West (Pa.rkdale), 406 408 Par- -
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cesvalles Aw Dupont and Chris-
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Malcolm Sim

Solutions to problems and other corre-
spondence should be addressed to the
Chess Editor, Canadian Courier, 30 Grant
Street, Toronto.

PROBLEM No. 110, by Gunner C. Mans-
fleld.
“Somewhere in France.”

Second Prize, Good Companions’ Club,
ec., 1916

Black.—Nine Pieces.
o @

il Hel
B @
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White.—Ten Pieces.
White to play and mate in two.
Problem No. 111, by J. Pospisil.
Casopis Ceskych Sachistu, 1907.
White: K at QR7; Q at KR5; R at KBT;
ﬁBazt KBb; Kt at Q5; Ps at QKt3 and

Black: K at K4; R at KRS; Bs at QRS
and KBS: Ps at QKt4, Q5, Q6, K2
and KRS. cpibnis Y

White mates in three.

SOLUTIONS.
Problem No. 107, by Brian Harley.

’

i- Q—K7, R—R3; 2. Q—R4 mate.
1. ...... » B—K3; 2. QxP mate.
AL » Kt—K3; 2. QxR mate.
1. ...... » Kt—Q2; 2. R—R4 mate.
A ,» Kt—Kt3; 2. BxP mate.
1. ...... S . Q—K3 mate
: soveeny, Kt—Q6; 2. Q—K3 mate.
'1:I ii « Kt—B6; 2, P—Kt3 mate,
118 is a remarkable achievement ot
eight Black interferences which we
enumerate. It was composed in France

with the aid of improvised chessmen on
slips of paper. The previous record of
seven Black interferences is also to the
crevs_igitof tltée sgnlng COmMpOSer:

e: a 8; Q at QR5; Rs at
QKtG and K8; B at QR6; Kts at KKt6 and
KR7: P at QR5. Black: K at KB4; Q at
KRB7; Rs at Q4 and KB8; Bs at QRS and
KKt5; Kts at QKt4 and KR8; Ps at QKtz,

Iéf,)K7 and KKt2. Mate in two. (1. Q—
CHESS IN ENGLAND.
Conde v. Yates.
Queen’s Pawn Opening.

X White, Black.
1 G- Conde. F. D. Yates.
¥ P—Q4 1. P—Q4
3 Kt—KB3 2. P—QB4
3. P—B3 (a) 3. P—K3
) B—Kt5 (b) 4, Kt—KB3 (c)
- P—K3 5. Kt—B3
T QRt—Q2 6. B—Q3

- B—Q3 7. Castles
g. Castles 8. P—K4

10 PxKP 9, KtxP

9 I}gtht 10. BxKt

S —KB4 11. B—Kt sq (d)
15 R-Ba 12, P—KR3

1 —ER4 13. R—Ksq

15 g—Equ 14, Q—K1t3

16 Pxp 16, PR

; s 4

};’- Kt—B4 (o) 17, O—Qsq
B—_Kt3 18. QxP

19. B—R7ch 19, K—Kt2

20. R—Qsq 20. Q—B3

g; g-;{BS (f) 21, P_Kt4

S 22, RxB
Q—NB3ch 23, K—Ktsa

;4 PKR3 24, Kt—B3

22 gt—~K5 25, BxKt

P xB 26. Kt—Kb5
PREX 27. PXP

gg Q-—B5 9B QSIS

44 %XQ 29. PxQ

21 —Kb5 30. R—Qsq

is RxR 31, RxR

i g-KR4 32. " R-0Q4

24 —Kt8 33. P—R4 (g)

2y PxPp 34. P—R5

et (h)

52. B—B5 52

53. R—QKtsq 53.

54, K—Kt 54. K—B3

556. R-—QBsq 55. R—KtTch

56. K—B3 56, Kt—KT7ch

57. KxR 57. KtxR

58, B—BS8 68. Kt—KT

59. K—B2 59. P—K5

60. B—KtT7 60. K—Q4

61. K—Kt3 61. Kt—Kt6
Drawn (J).

(a) To open up in the centre as soon
as possible by P—K4.

(b) A doubtful move, as it leaves his
Queen's Knight Pawn open to attack.

The logical sequence was P—K3, followed_

by B—Q3 and Kt—Q2, in order to play
P—K4.

(¢) A good reply would have been
& , Q—Kt3, followed, if 5. Q—Kt3,
by -G daii , Kt—QB3. White could not

have advantageously exchanged Queens.

(d) Black was deterred from retiring
his Bishop to Q3 because of the threat-
ened advance of the King’s Pawn, but
he could probably have done so with

COURIER.

safety, e.g., 11...... , B—Q3; 12, P—K4,
P—B5; 13. P—XK5, Q—Kt3ch; 14, K—Rsq,
Kt—Kt5; 15. PxB, Kt—K6; 16. BxPch,
KxB; 17, Q—Réch, K-—Ktsq; 18. KR—
Ksq, B—Kt5; 19. Q—R4, P—B3; 20. Q—
Kt3, QR—Ksq; and Black seems to have
the advantage. If, instead, White played
13, BxKt, then 13,..... , QxB; 14, P—
K5, B—B4ch; 15. K—Rsq, Q—QKt3, fol-
lowed by QxP.

(e) Playing to keep the Pawn was
risky, e.g., 17. B—Kt3, Q—Qsq; 18. QxP,
B—B2 with compensating attack. 11
17. B—B2, KtxB; 18. RxKt, PxP, etc.

(f) The position is now singularly inter-
esting and complicated. Among the pos-
sibilities were 21. PxP, BxB; 22. PxB,
B_K3: 23. PxPch, KtxP; 24. Kt—K5, Q—
B2; 25. R—QT7, QxKt (if BxR; mate fol-
lows by 26. RxPch, KtxR; 27. Q—Ktéch);
26. Q—Ktéch, K—Rsq (if K—Bsq, there is
a pretty mate in four by 27. QxXKtch, Q—
Kt2: 28. R(Bsq)xPch, BxR; 29. Q—Qéch);
27. QxKt, Q—Kt2 with advantage.

g B e R—Q7 was better. White
is offering the KRP so as to be able to
drive the Knight from its strong post at
K

5.

(h) Needlessly hurrying matters. Bet-
ter was K—Kt2, and.if 36. R—B4, then
L4 e , P—R6; 37. PxP, Kt—B6.

(i) Again R—Q7 should have been
played. If then 38. P—R4 (apparently
nothing better), he would have got the
worst of the game, e.g., 37...... , R—
QT7; 38. P—R4, P—B6; 39. B—K4, P—BT;
40. B—Kt2, PxP and wins, as White
could not bring his King into play, for
if 41, K—Bsq, then 41...... , Kt—XKtéch;
42, K—XKsa, R—KT7 mate.

() A highly interesting game, full of
difficult situations.

In the Companv—:; Bookmakers

(Concluded from page 22.)

little red book on “The German Soul.”
Why on earth couldn’t Messrs. E. P.
Dutton spare us this work for the pres-
ent at all events. It will undoubtedly
be useful thirty years hence as a re-
cord of what Baron Hugel thought
about the war in 1916, Men and wo-
men may take ‘it up then. and read
with ‘amusement or horror his re-
marks on the great war which will
then—we hope—be a thing of the past.
“This book,” says the foreword on the
cover, “attempts to discover the pre-
cise error in the German “Realist” con-
ception of the State and War; and
secondly to elucidate the character of
the German (in contrast with the Eng-
lish) Soul.”

I don’t doubt for a moment that
there are a great many nice, comfort-
able, old gentlemen who will enjoy
Baron Von Hugel’s work immensely,
partly because it contains phrases that
they can’t understand and partly be-
cause what they do make out may
seem awfully hard on the Germans.
But honestly, this is not a time for
judgment. It is a time for action. As
for the German soul—if Baron Hugel
proved there was such a thing we’d be
peeved, and if he proved there wasn't
—and we believed him—we’d be very
foolish.

I take the little red volume in hand
and I open it at random. “I will not
stop to examine this change of fact—
'of hypocrisy among the Allies—since
I know Troeltsch to accept our prin-
ciple—International morality. I will
only ask how Troeltsch, after such
impatience with us for our non-admis-
sion of the full Naturalism of the
Qtate’s international relations as a fact
operative everywhere to-day, can, in
good logic (or more important still) in
self-consistency of instinct and impulse
of Soul, retain an intense faith in the
possibility, and indeed the vital need,

of an eventual mutual understanding °

within the common gonviction of the
ethical character of the State.”

® % %

William Butler Yeats, “the greatest

living singer,” according to Sir Wil-
liam Robertson Nicoll, is represented
in “Responsibilities,” a collection of
poems better than the previous best by
this inheritor of the “Celtic Twilight.”
“Lyrical and Dramatic Poems” and
his other volumes, some ten or so, are
all uniform. :

As to war books, a few essential to
an understanding of the war, are “Gal-
lipoli,” by Masefield; “The Things Men
Fight For,” by H. H. Powers; ‘“With
the Flying Squadron,” by Harold

perhaps the outstanding novel of the
war, excepting Mr. Wells’s, has con-
tinued in extraordinary demand since
it was published.

* %

Books on the Way

“The Old Blood.”

By Frederick Palmer. Illustrated.
12mo. $1.40.
Frederick Palmer has seen more

actual warfare than perhaps any other
of the writers of first rank in this
country. His descriptive books of the
European conflict (“My Year of the

23

Great War” and “My Second Year of
the Great War”) have been unexcelled
as authentic, dramatic, sympathetic
presentations. In addition to his de-
seriptive work, Mr, Palmer has caught
an insight into the human nature in-
volved in the vast conflict and into
the human and spiritual values at
stake. To present conclusions of this
nature in a dramatic and entertaining
way the best writers of the age are
more ‘and more resorting to the nevel
form. This is the case with Mr. Pal-
mer and his new book, “The Old
Blood.” It is a novel pre-eminently
of human values and of human issues
in the crucibie of the great world eon-
flict. Men, and women as well, in the
Europe of to-day are undergoing a
complete reversal of many of their ac-
cepted ideas and standards. With an
uncertain tenor of life ahead of them,
and facing realities every day, they
have achieved new points of view, new
ideals. What these are, and how they
are being worked out, are to be found
in “The 0Old Blood.”

From the press of McClelland, Good-
child and Stewart.

* & =

“Spoor River Anthology.”

“The most important movement in
modern literature,” according to Wil-
liam Lyon Phelps, “is the culture of
vers libre.” In this connection Mr.
Edgar Wee Masters’ ‘“Spoor River
Anthology” has taken the world of
bookish people by storm. One of the
most remarkable books of many a
year—this is the consensus of opinion
on Mr." Masters’ Anthology. Origin-
ality of idea distinguishes its construc-
tion; skill in the handling of words
and lines marks the working out of
this idea, while every individual poem
is notable for the embodiment in it of
great human understanding and sym-
pathy. Mr. Masters’ text now appears
in a more elaborate dress, with illus-
trations by Oliver Herford. The artist
has not only made a beautiful book—
he has given a new significance (o
many of the poems. He has succeeded
in really interpreting Masters’ work.

i ‘
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TOBACCO

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

EVERYBODY SMOKES
__“OLD CHUM" _#
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NIJINSKY ALL THE RAGE NOW

IJINSKY is the man dancer who
N Jjust now occupies the place once

held by Mordkin in the United
States. This Russian master of ballet
has lately been in San Francisco.
"The Argonaut critic rather vividly de-
gcribes the dances—one of which was
'Till Eulenspiegel of Strauss. Evident-
ly Nijinsky is not a narrow-minded

dancer, for he had no objection to
dancing to German music. Says the
Argonaut:

““Till Eulenspiegel,” with Nijinsky
in the role of the tricky 'Till, opened
the programme. They have given us
in symphony programme notes a re-
sume of the full meaning of this chare
ac,teri§tic specimen of Strauss eccen-
tricity. The story is a familiar myth
in Germany. I notice that it figuresin
“The Allies’ Fairy Book’ as a Belgian
fairy tale, under the title “The Last
Adventures of Thyl Ulenspiegel.’
But somehow the audience remained,
as it were, on the outside while the
tragi-comedy played itself out. They
didn’t know, many of them, what it
was all about, and the really wonder-
ful setting mystified them all _the
more. It was beautifully colored fan-
tasia, a ‘curious medley of mediaeval
towers and castles all awry, and typi-
cal, evidently, of the wild derange-
ment brought by the tricksy medi-
aeval Puck upon his sober townsfolk.

The stage was a striking picture, a

shifting panorama of German street
figures of the middle ages; for there
are twenty characters listed, aside
from the unnamed members of the
ballet. Mlle. Revalles, as one of the
three chatelaines, was rather lost in
the trio, which, however, was a most
striking element in the general
effect, 'The three wore mediaeval
head-dresses almost as tall as .them-
selves, while their long trains almost
doubled their natural length.

“Nijinsky, as the madcap Till boule-
versing an entire village, did some of
the loveliest dancing of the evening.
His body looks overmuscled, and his
legs too thick and bunchy for beauty,
but ‘every little movement has a
meaning of its own.’ Nijinsky’s
theory as a pantomimic dancer is ex-
pressed in his versatility. ‘One must
be,’ he says, ‘as a changing chame-
leon in the varying roles one enacts.
Like the “coat of many colors” one
must be prepared 'with shades to en-
hance one’s meaning. . . . ot
eourse, the dancing counts for, much,
but the idea must be seized. Its ex-
pression naturally follows.” ”

Jane Molineau, /writing in the
Minneapolis Bellman, recalls some
racy reminiscences of Nijinsky, who
seems to have been a classic in Eur-
ope, especially Paris, sbefore he 'be-
gan to be exploited in the United
States. Miss Molinean describes the
first appearance of the Russian dan-
cer in Paris when all the world was
gay.
On the first appearance of the Bal-

let Russe, in 1909, says the wr}te}',
Paris was stirred to its artistic
depths. Here was something new,

the expression of thought simultan-

eously and harmoniously by three
mediums—movement, color, tone.
And what movement! What color!

What tone!

The quick imagination of the Pari-
gian seized the inspiration, and
‘adopted the Ballet Russe as a mna-

/tional institution. The nimble feet of
young Nijinsky, the star, and the
beautiful Karsavina, his companion in
honours, danced new line into art.
Bakst waved his brush, and the color
scheme of Paris changed; and with

.{Paris, the world. The effect produced

by the Russian Ballet in that city,
where every workman is an artist,
was revolutionary, far-reaching, and
lasting. It affected commerce as well
as art., The little manufacturer felt it
as much as the great musician. It
wrought a change in costumes, the
dressing of hair, the pose of indi-
viduals, and the decoration of homes.
It introduced new vogues in antiques,
liberated harmonies heretofore count-
ed discords, and harmonized colours
long considered enemies. ‘
The hit of the 1912 geason was
“PApresiMidi d’un Faune.” 'To the
shrill notes of the wind instruments
there wove across the stage of prime-
val green a bas-wrelief of human fig-
ures, uncanny in their reproduction of
the attitudes and gestures of the
Greek frieze. The central figure of
this group held us spellbound. Was
it man, woman, or a phantom? Could

Nijinski, the great Russian dancer,
in “Petrouchka.”

any human creature take such atti-
tudes? Here was the apotheosis of
line and harmony. We dared not
breathe lest we lose a moment of the
enchanting movement,

But where was Nijinsky?

'There was no Nijinsky! There was
only the Faun, the creature of myth
and fable, whom all the writers have
put into phrases, the sculptors mod-
elled and the artists painted.

% % %

Draw Line at Strauss.

ONCERNING Strauss and his
music a good story is told by a
contemporary. It concerns

Pierre Monteux, conductor of the Bal-
let Russe, no doubt, to acclaim the
dynamic leader. This is Pierre Mon-

-teux, the fiery Frenchman who stirred

up such a rumpus in New York when
he refused to lead “Till 'Bulenspiegel”
because Richard Strauss subscribed
to the manifesto against France at
the beginning of the war. “I am a
French soldier,” said Mons. Monteux.
“1 was released from actual service in
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the trenches by Briand himself for
this engagement in America, I am
going back to the trenches. I say
nothing about Strauss’ music as such.
But I will not conduct the work of a
man who is the avowed enemy of my
country.” So “Till Eulenspiegel” had
to be directed by another conductor.
LS S

Old Stuff in New York.

LD music has charms, declares

Morris Paul ®in the Theatre

Magazine, and goes on to say
that it seems ag if New York has
been oversupplied Wwith ultra modern
music in the past two or three sgea-
sons. At least the artists and con-
ductors who make up the programmes
of concerts and recitals have come to
that conclusion, for this season every-
thing points toward the past. 0Old
music is taking the place of new.
Revivals instead of first performances
are the rule.

(In opera as well as in the concert
field this state of affairs holds. The
Metropolitan 'Opera ‘Company opened
its season with a rather old-fashioned
work, Bizet’'s “The Pearl Fishers,”

and the most important novelty
offered so far has been Gluck’s
“Iphigenia in Tauris,” which -was

written one hundred and thirty-seven
years ago. To be sure, it has beer
touched up and to a certain extent
modernized by no less person than
Richard Strauss, but the spirit of the
original composer has been retained
to a remarkable degree.

“Iphigenia in Tauris” had never
‘been produced in America prior to
November 25th when it had its first
‘Metropolitan performance. 1t was
looked upon by general manager
Giulio Gatti-Casazza as a sort of artis-
tic venture, produced to satisfy the
cravings of a few zealous music
lovers for something restful in com-
parison with the blood curdling melo-
drama of the average modern opera.

g * x ¥

Eiman on Old Violins.

ISCHA ELMAN is to give a re-
M cital at Massey Hall, Toronto,

on January 24th. Meanwhile,
he hands out some genial advice about
old violins to all such readers of this
paper as feel interested in that sub-
ject.

“T am constantly receiving letters
from various sources,” he says, “about
old violing, and although it is a phy-
sical impossibility to reply person-
ally to all of them, I always try to
communicate with the writers. The
question of old violins appears to in-
terest hundreds. of people who are
not violinists nor even musical.
There is, of course, a certain mystery
about the instrument that fascinates
almost everyone, but at the same
time there is altogether too much
misconception and misunderstanding.
My first word of advice to purchasers
of  violins is, ‘Do not believe all you
read on the label inside!” It is the
easiest thing in the world to paste
imitation old labels in a fiddle. Most
old labels ares pure fakes. No one
but an experienced violinist can be
sure of a genuine instrument. Do
not waste time looking in pawn shops
for a Stradivarius .worth ten thousand
dollars. Such things happen once in
a hundred years—sometimes.
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Swelling a Poor Man's Trust

(Concluded from page 19.)

a special Grain Commission was ap-
pointed to administer it, the car-dis-
tribution clause was secured and re-
tained. It is there as a sort of monu-
ment to the pioneers of the Grain
Growers’ Movement.

From that time until now the fight
was contained, always with a measure
of success at least to the organized
farmers. They have fought the trans-
portation companies and the financial
and manufacturing institutions of the
country, and have flourished and
grown strong and formidablé on such
stern diet. They have been in many
respects like the old militant coven-

anters gathered together from the hills
of Scotland. Their determined and
uncompromising spirit has been de-
veloped by the same deep sense of con-
viction and the consciousness of great
obstacles to be overcome. Their ex-
pression of political faith, however,
has been from the beginning that of
the first French Republic, namely,
Liberte, Egalite, Fraternite. The
Grain Growers of the West, it is most
important to note, have not been mere
political agitators. Although living
under the aegis of the French Revolu-
tionists, they have kept their feet
solidly fixed upon the earth, and the
Grain Growers’ Movement, which
otherwise might have become only a
body of political agitators, has been
ballasted by the establishment of a
series of successful commercial insti-
tutions.

Now, what is meant to-day by the
Grain Growers’ Movement? TFollowing
the.organization of the first Associa-
tion in Saskatchewan in Feb., 1902, Mr.
Motherwell went to Manitoba at the
request of Mr. J. Scallion, of Virden,
where in April of that year the first
Association in the Province of Mani-
toba was formed. In 1906 the Alberta
Farmers’® Association was started, as
the third provincial unit in the Grain
Growers’ Movement. Later,. the Al-
berta organization joined with an old-
established body kmown as the Society
of Equity, and became known under
its present name—United Farmers of
Alberta. These three provincial asso-
ciations have since grown until at
present they have a combined mem-
bership of 60,000. Their annual con-
ventions are parliaments of the Mid-
dle Western Provinces. Resolutions
and recommendations of all sorts and
description are debated and decided
upon. Questions of far-reaching influ-
emce, socially and morally, have their
beginning, so far as Western Canada
is concerned, in the Grain Growers’
OOnfyemions_ Records of these Asso-
clations show that begides recommend-
ing the establishment of co-operative
elevators, co-operative banks, €O-OD-
erative dairies, free trade, single tax
and a dozen other economic reforms,
the Grain Growers in convention
fathered Prohibition long before it
was adopted, advised and urged Wwo-
man suffrage many years befrre that
measure was gemerally favoured, and
were the first sponsors of the idea of
direct legislation. The Grain Growers’

* Associations and their annual conven-
tions are the source and inspiration of
all the commercial activities, and so-
cial and political reforms with which
one finds the name of Grain Grower

connected so often in Western Canada

at the present time.

‘The first commercial venture was
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~ “I have not the least idea.”

made in 1906, when the Grain Growers’
Grain Company was incorporated with
a capital of $5,000, and tried to get a
place on the Winnipeg Grain BEx-
change. The object of the Grain
Growers’ Grain Company was to sell,
like any firm of brokers, the grain pro-
ducts of the western farmer. It was
the first attempt of the Grain Growers
to get into the grain business for
themselves, and after having a fine,
lusty battle in the courts with the
Winnipeg Grain Exchange, the Grain
Growers’ Grain Company opened its
offices in a small corner of the Ex-
change building. To-day, after ten
years’ existence, that Company now
occupies in the same building whose
doors were at first closed against 1t
the largest suite of offices in the place.

The next extension in the Grain
Growers’ Movement came in 1911 with
the establishment of the Saskatche-
wan Co-operative Elevator Company,
whose headquarters were located in
Regina. This Company has now over
250 elevators distributed over Sas-
katchewan, a selling office on the Win-
nipeg Grain Exchange and a terminal
elevator capable of holding two and a
palf million bushels of grain, at Fort
William. The Saskatchewan Hail In-
surance Commission is another de-
velopment of this Movement. Then in
1913, the Alberta Co-operative Eleva-
tor Company was founded as the re-
sult of the demands of the United
Tarmers of Alberta. It started with
fifty elevators, and during the past
season had 102 in operation. It also
developed a livestock marketing de-
partment, and a co-operative supply
department.

Again in Saskatchewan, in 1914, a
Co-operative Wholesale Department of
the Saskatchewan Grain Growers’ As-
sociation was organized under the pro-
visions of a newly-created Co-opera-
tive Associations Act. The central of-
fices of this organization are at Moose
Jaw, where the affairs of some two
hundred separate and distinet trading
societies located at different points
throughout the Province, are adminis-
tered. These co-operative trading so-
cieties have succeeded through their
purchases of such articles as coal,

fence wire, binder twine, flour, ete., in

reducing the costs of living. Incident-
ally they have excited the wrath of
more than one retail merchant. The
Grain Growers’ Grain Company also
widened its field to include a co-opera-
tive purchasing department which has
supplied farmers throughout the three
prairie provinces with farm imple-
ments, flour, binder twine, fence wire
and all sorts of materials for pur-
poses of agriculture. Only last year,
too, the Grain Growers’ Grain Com-
pany opened a livestock marketing
branch which was a marked indica-
tion of the growth of diversive farm-
ing in the West. Finally, the Grain
Growers’ Movement has a printing and
.publishing plant which issued every
week to more than thirty thousand
subscribers that mow famous journal,
The Grain Growers’ Guide.

These things show the tremendous

'expansion which followed the co-oper-.

ative efforts of the western Canadian
farmers since that day fifteen years
ago in Indian Head when they first
began to fight in earnest for rights
that they could not secure individu-
ally. g

T‘he “Axton Letteré

{(Continued from page 8.)

two men in Cape Town with you who

- had been in Cairo and Calcutta at

the same time you were. You do not
happen to know what has become of
that German freight agent, Schultz?”

f

“Or Walecott, the American patent
medicine man?”

“No more of him than of the other.
Whether either of them is in ‘Chicago
now is precisely what I would like to
know myself, Mr. Trant.”

“Then I will do my best fo locate
them. But meanwhile, Mr. Axton, you
have no objection to my setting a
watch over your family home, pro-
vided it is private.”

“] think it would be a very good
idea,” Axton assented; then, with a
look of partially veiled hostility at
Caryl, he went out. The other fol-
lowed. :

The young psychologist dropped into
the chair at his desk and wrote rapidly
a series of telegrams, which he ad-
dressed to the chiefs of police of a
dozen foreign and American cities.
Then, more slowly, he wrote a mes-
sage to the Lesic Medicine Company,
of New York, and another to the North
German Lloyd.

Two days passed with no other
event than the installing of a burly
watchman at.the Axton home. On
the third night this watchman reported
to Miss Waldron that he had seen and
driven off, without being able to catch,
a man who was trying to force a lower
window; and the next morning—
within half an hour of the arrival of
the Overland Limited from San Fran-
cisco—Trant called up the Axton home
on the telephone with the news that
he thought he had at last positive
proof of the mysterious man’s identity.
At least, he had with him a man whom
he wanted Mr. Axton to see. Axton
replied that he would be very glad
to see the man, and forty minutes
later, having first telephoned young
Caryl, Trant with his watchman, es-
corting a stranger who was broad-
shouldered, weasel-eyed, and of
peculiarly alert and guarded manner,
reached the Axton doorstep.

Trant, leaving the stranger under
guard of the watchman in the hall,
found Miss Waldron and Axton and
Caryl in the morning room.

“The man is outside,” the psycholo-
gist announced. “But before bringing
him in I want to prepare you, Miss
Waldron, and perhaps even more par-
ticularly you, Mr. Axton for the sur-
prise he is likely to occasion.”

“A surprise?” Axton scowled ques-
tioningly. “Who is the fellow? Or,
if that is what you have come to find
out from me, where did you get him,
Trant?” : :

“That is the explanation I wish to
make,” Trant replied. “You will re-
call, Mr. Axton, that there were but
four men whom we know to have been
in Cairo, Calcutta, and Cape Town at
the same time you were. These were
Lawler; your servant, Beasley; the
German, Schultz, and the American,
Walcott, Through the Lesic Medicine
Company 1 have positively located
Walcotf; he is now in Australia. The
North German Lloyd has given me

equally positive assurance regarding-

Schultz. Schultz is now in Brémen.
Miss Waldron has accounted for
Beasley, and the Charing Cross Hos-
pital conroborates her; Beasley is in
London. There remaing, therefore, the
inevitable conclugion that either there
was some other man following Mr.
Axton—some man whom Mr. Axton
did not see—or else that the man who
so pried into Mr. Axton’s correspond-
ence abroad and into your letters, Miss
Waldron, this last week here in Chi-
cago, was—Lawler; and this T believe
to have been the casge!”

: “Lawler,” the girl and Caryl echoed
in amazement, while Axton stared at
the psychologist with increasing sur-
prise and wonder. “Lawler?”

“Oh, I see!” Axton all at once smiled
contemptuously. “You believe in
ghosts, Trant. You think it is Lawler’s
ghost that Miss Waldron saw.”

“I did not say Lawler’s ghost,” Trant
replied a little testily. I said Lawler’s
self, in flesh and blood. To make it
plain to you,” Trant took from his
pocket the letters the girl had given
him four days before and indicated
the one describing the wreck, “I be-
lieve the man whose death you so
minutely and carefully describe here
in this letter as Lawler, was not Law-
ler at alll”
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“You mean to say that I didn’t know
Lawler?” Axton laughed loudly. “Law-
ler, who had been my companion in
sixteen thousand miles of travel?”

“] know, Miss Waldron,” Trant said
gently, “that you have believed that
Mr. Lawler has been dead these six
weeks; but I am so certain that the
man who is to be identified here now
will prove to be that same Lawler,
that I have thought best to let you
know in advance.”

He fhrew open the door, and stood
back to allow the watchman to enter,
preceded by the weasel-faced stranger.
Then he closed the door quickly behind
him, locked it, put the key in his
pocket, and turned swiftly to see the
effect of the stranger upon Axton.

That young man’s face, despite his
effort to control it, flushed and paled,
flushed and went white again; but
neither to Caryl nor the girl did it
look at all like the face of one who
saw a dead friend alive again.

“I do not know him,” Axton’s eyes
glanced quickly, furtively about. “I

have never seen him before. Why
have you brought him here? This is
not Lawler.”

“No; he is not Lawler,” Trant

agreed; and at his signal the watch-
man left his place and went to stand
behind Axton. “But you know him,
do you not? You have seen him be-
fore. Surely I need not recall to you
this special officer Burns of the San
Francisco detective bureau! That is
right; you. had better keep hold of
him, Sullivan; and now, Burns, who
is this man? Do you know him? Can
you tell us who he is?”

“Do I know him?”
laughed. “Can I tell you who he is?
Well; rather. That is ‘Lord George
Albany,’ who got into (Claude $Shel-
ton’s boy in San Francisco for $30,-
000 in a card game; that is ‘Mr. Arthur
Wilmering,” who came within a hair
of turning the same trick on young
Stuyvesant in New York; that—first
and last—is Mr. George Lawler him-
self, who makes a specialty of cards
and rich men’s sons!”

“Lawler? . George Lawler?”
and the girl gasped together.

“But why in this affair he used his
own name,” the detective continued,
“js more than I can see; for surely
he shouldn’t have minded another
change.” #

“He met Mr. Howard Axton in Lon-
don,” Trant suggested, “where he knew
that the card cheating in the Sussex
Royals was not forgoiten, and he might
at any moment meet some one who re-
called his face. It was safer to tell
Axton all about it and protest inno-
cence.”

“Howard Axton?” the girl echoed,
recovering herself at the name. “Why,
Mr. Trant! if this is Mr. Lawler, as
this man says and you believe, then
where is Mr, Axton—? Oh, where is
Howard Axton?” 3

“I am afraid, Miss Waldron,” the
psychologist réplied, “that Mr. Howard
Axton was undoubtedly lost in the
wreck of the Gladstone. It may even
have been the finding of Howard Ax-
ton’s body that this man described in
that last letter.”

“Howard Axtonsdrowned!
ma)n____n

“Mr. George Lawler’s specialty being
rich men’s sons,” said the psychologist,
“] guppose he joined company with
Howard Axton because he was the son
of Nimrod Axton. Posgibly he did not
know at first that Howard had been
disinherited, and he may not have
found it out until the second Mrs.
Axton’s death, when the estate came
to Miss Waldron, and she created a
situation which at least promised an
opportunity. It was while following
the intimate family affairs revealed in
her letters to Howard Axton that Law-
ler was three times seen by Axton in
his room, ag described in the first three
letters that you showed to me. That
was it, was it not, Lawler?”

The prisoner, for the attitude of Sul-
livan and Burns leff no doubt now that
he was a prisoner, made no gnswer.

“You mean, Mr. Trant,” the eyes of
the horrified girl turned from Lawler
as though even the sight of him shamed
her, “that if Howard Axton had not

(Concluded on page 28.)

the detective

Caryl

Then this
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Interesting Addresses by the President and General Manager of The Canadian Bank
of Commerce at the Annual Meeting of the Bank ’

E have grown accustomed to look to Sir Ed-
mund Walker’s address at the Annual Meet-
ing of the Canadian Bank of Commerce for

a comprehensive review of the history of the year,
and instructive comment upon prevailing conditions.
In his recent address we note the following passages
of general interest:

President’s Address

I shall not apologize as I did a year ago for asking you
to devote your attention to the material affairs of Can-
ada at a time when the Empire and its Allies are fight-
ing for the greatest of all causes—the liberty of the
world. Canada has in that short time so enlarged her
sphere of action that only the blind could fail to see that
every detail of our national life which aids or hinders our
power to serve in the great conflict is of supreme import-
ance. In the terrible winter of 1914-15 we did not realize
that our aid was to count for much in the struggle,
greatly as we desired to help. We did not really believe,
despite. the warning of Kitchener, that the war would
still be raging in 1917 with the end not nearly in sight.
Now we do not talk of any definite time for the end; we
only know that the last man, the last gun, the last dollar,
may be needed, but that we shall win beyond any perad-
venture if the people ih all the allied countries can be
made to understand what is required of them.

EXPORTS EXCEED IMPORTS.

Turning at once to our trade with other countries, that

being the best indication of the tendency of affairs at the :

moment, ‘we find that, leaving out the shipments of gold
and bullion, both inwards and outwards, eur éxports for
the fiscal year ending 31st March, 1916, exceeded our im-
ports by $249,088,274, and that for the six months ending
30th September, 1916, the excess was $141,100,898. We
cannot keep in mind too clearly what has happened since
the end of our period of expansion in 1913, and a repe-

tition of the figures given last year will aid us to do so..

Fiscal Excess Excess
Year. Imports. Exports. Imports. Exports.
1912-13. $686,515,536 §$377,068,366 $309,447,181 -, ici s es
1913-14. 635,383,222 455,487,224 179,945,998 ..........
1914-15, 497,376,961 461,442,509 35,934,462 s vesirane
1915-16. 530,211,796 779,300,070 P e TY $249,088,274
6 mos.

ending [ 405,901,765 547,002,663 sonave 141,100,898
Sept.

The improvement from year to year is as follows:

0y b 88 Ca B o ) SRS SRR R R $129,501,183
1914 t0 1918 ..... .vovrdariecncars 144,011,646
1918 to 1916 .. iiseweiss v 285,022,726
1918 10 1918 ... . vviinmmesieseans $658,635,465

For the six months of the present year the gain over
the astonishing figures for the first half of last year is
nearly another 100 millions,

The gain of 285 millions in our foreign trade as com-
pared with March, 1915, is almost all due to the increase
in the value of the exports, the increase in the imports
being only 32 millions.

EFFECTIVE ECONOMY.

If we are really to exercise an effective economy we
~should be very jealous as to the nature of any imports
not necessary for the production of war supplies or for
our national existence. 'There is some improvement in
this respect, but it is not pleasant to see about 10 mil-
lions sent abroad for motors and about as much more
for silk goods and velvets. The chief increases are in
iron and steel bars and goods, and in iron ores, in ma-
chinery, in wool, cotton and jute and goods made there-
from, in raw rubber, \in various chemicals, oils, explo-
sives, etc., needed for making munitions, in various arti-
cles for the army and navy, and to a considerable extent
in foodstuffs, ‘'so that apparently the chief increases are
in necessary articles, although we regret that many of
them were not made in Canada. There is a large in-
crease in our exports under every general heading, es-
pecially under manufactures, mining, agriculture and ani-
- mals and their products. The total of our:imports and
exports of n.erchandise in the fiscal year ending March,
1916', ‘was $1,309,511,866, against $241,025,360 in 1896, that
peing also a period of excess exports. This enormous
foreign trade is of course coincident with a great decline
in all domestic trade not connected with the war, and is

swollen largely by purchases of steel and other material
imported from the United States to be used here in mak-

ing munitions; the money result is abnormal because of
the high price of almost every known commodity. I am
not putting forward the figures, however, as a guide to
what may be possible after the war, I am putting them
forward as an indication of what may be accomplished

when we are spurred by great events. The financial
ideal for us at the moment is to pay interest on our for-
eign indebtedness, to provide our share of the cost of the
war, and to lend as much as possible to Great Britain
to pay for munitions made for her by Canada. We are
apparently accomplishing this, but in the absence of
figures we cannot estimate what amount of profit from
our home trade is eventually invested in war securities.
We are, however, being helped to accomplish this result,
in a manner which may deceive us, by the large market
in the United States for our securities, and also by the
many subscriptions received from our wealthy neighbours
when issues of our own war loans are made in Canada,

UNITED STATES GOLD STOCK.

The affairs of the United States are necessarily always
of great interest to us, but never more so than at the
present time, and I hope that eveny shareholder will read
attentively the carefully prepared report of our New York
Agent. During the past year the United States has added
to her gold stock, after deducting exports, about 400 mil-
lions in gold and is now estimated to possess the huge
sum of about $2,750,000,000 in that metal. From informa-
tion obtained in the United States we learn that the im-
ports of .gold from Canada for the ten  month ending
October were 385 millions of dollars. This was, of course,
almost entirely on Imperial Government account. With
the enormous volume of wag business, the increase "of
credit made possible by the new Federal Reserve Bank
Act and this influx of gold, trade has so increaSed that
in many lines of business each month establishes a new
record. An estimate of the foreign trade of the United
States, given by our New York Agent, places the ex-
cess of exports over imports from August, 1914, to Sep-
tember, 1916, at $4,158,000,000. This is said to be almost
equivalent to the amount of United States securities held
abroad before the war, and it is estimated that by the
end- of September securities of all kinds had been re-
turned to the value -of $2,400,000,000, so roughly about
$1,600,000,000 remained abroad. Of this remainder the
proportion which can be made available for British war
finance is too uncertain to form a basis for an opinion of
any value. Great Britain, however, holds a vast amount
in the securities of cduntries other than the United
States. I have seen the statement that about ninety per
cent. of the present exports from the United States arises
from war requirements, If this is even approximately
correct we can imagine the vast additional increase in
wealth if the war continues much longer, and the extent
of the collapse in trade if it does not.

UNITED STATES WAR TRADE.

The receipts of gold, therefore, have been huge, not-
withstanding the acquiring of so large an amount of
United States securities. Co-incident with this there has
been such an expansion of credit that bank reserves are
not as comfortable as-they were a year ago, and the

_Federal Reserve Board has sounded a note of warning

which takes the form of a caution against the purchase
of British and French Treasury Bills. This was imme-
diately followed by the withdrawal of an issue at that
moment about to be offered to the public. The United
States has benefited more by the sale of war supplies of
all kinds than any other nation, and because of this they
ought to be the main source of credit for such supplies.
Where merchandise is produced credit as a rule must be
extended, otherwise trade will decline. Great Britain,
because of the enormous production of gold within the
Bmpire, is the only country that can buy largely for cash,
although she also must have liberal credit extended to
her while the war lasts. "The United States for the time
being, however, will sell goods to the Allied countries for
cash or will lend against collaterdl, but will not grant
credit in the ordinary sense. What they fear is a sud-
den collapse of the trade in war supplies, but such a col-
lapse would be the natural result if the advice af the

Federal Reserve Board is literally followed.

"
AGRICULTURAL PRODUCTION.

The only direction in which the tide of prosperity in
the United States is not at the full is in agricultural pro-
duction. In a year when the world is facing the highest
prices of recent times, the great decrease in the wheat
crop, 'the moderate yields of ¢ and oats, the small
yields of minor products, and the adverse effect of high-
priced feed on the live stock situation, are matters of
deep concern. The individual producer may be compen-
sated, at least partially, for the low yield by the higher

price, but no comfort for the consumer, weary of high

prices, can be found in a world short of food and of al-
most every. commodity that éaters into his daily needs.

A matter of supreme importance to Canada, and for
the frequent reference to which no excuse is needed, is
that we must as far as possible provide the cost of the
war at home. k

. lions more may be added during the coming year.

COST OF THE WAR.

At the end of October the war had cost us a little over
350 millions and at our present rate of spending 300 mil-
From
the excess of revenue over expenditure we may at the
end of the fiscal year have 50 millions, or even more, to
apply on war charges. To provide for so great a propor-
tion of the total cost of the war in this manner reflects
great credit on those who are responsible for Dominion
finance. We have managed to finance the remainder of
the cost thus far partly by an account,with the Imperial
Government for oversea and other disbursements, and
partly by loans floated in Canada. Over 100 millions of
the amount due the Imperial Government has been funded
permanently and most of the balance is offset by pay-
ments on- Great Britain’s account. Some loans for or-
dinary capital expenditures which could not be deferred
were made in New York in 1915. In March, 1916, a second
loan was placed in New York amounting to 75 millions,
of which 25 millions was used to take up a corresponding
amount of the 45 .millions borrowed in July, 1915. In
September a second loan in Canada was offered. 'This
time the finance minister asked for 100 millions and the
subscriptions exceeded 200 millions, the banks receiving
nothing on their underwriting of a portion of the loan.
These are such notable achievements that I am sure they
cannot have escaped the memory of any Canadian, but I
mention them for the benefit of the very large number
of people outside Canada who read our annual reports.

WAR FINANCE.

In this review of the finances of the year it is neces-
sary to recall that the proceeds of the first war loan of
November, 1915, 100 millions, were used mainly, if not
altogether, in the year 1916, 'There is one feature in
Canadian war finance which differs in a marked degree
from that of Great Britain. Our Finance Minister has
as far as possible funded the debt as it has been in-
curred, with maturities neither so long as to involve
present rates of interest for too many years, nor so short
as to trouble the Government during a period of some
years beyond. any probable duration of the war. One of
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the disturbing features of the finance of Great Britain °

is the enormous quantity of Treasury Bills. which must
be renewed at very short intervals.

THRIFT FOR THE EMPIRE.

Thrift for the individual is excellent, but just now that
is of minor importance. Thrift for the sake of Canada,
thrift for the sake of the Empire, thrift to win the war
should be our cry. We shall not fail for men, difficult
as enlistment may be. We_ shall not fail because of in-
ability to make or to procure war supplies. If we fail it
will be because we have wasted on unnecessary things
the money that would have won the war. The man or
woman who works hard at making shells may take much
comfort in helping to win the war, but the man or wo-
man who, in addition, saves a part of the present high
wages due to the war and buys a war security, or helps
a bank to do so, has helped twice, and the second kind
of help is the most vital. The manufacturers of the
United States will make war supplies for money. Wae
are doing better only if we supply them on credit.

In addition to the credits for munitions, the Canadian
banks are at the moment giving credits to the British
Government for the purchase of wheat to the extent of
20 millions, but the transactions are for a shorter dur-
ation than the obligations already mentioned.

PROSPERITY GENERAL.

The Review of Business Conditions which accompanies
our annual report records prosperity beyond anything we
have ever known in almost every part of Canada. This
results from the existence of a market which needs al-
most everything we produce and which must pay al-
most anything the seller asks. If it is true that ninety
per cent. of the exports of the United States are a regult
of the war, much the same must be true of Canada, and
in addition a large part of our home consumption is due
to the requirements of the Canadian army. As indi-
viduals, almost all are gaining by the war, except those
with more or less fixed incomes and - without power to

“adjust the same when pr‘ilces'\are high, and those who are

engaged in ‘business not connected with war supplies.
The money made by the individual, however," has, so far
as the nation is concerned, to be provided by a war debt

¢

incurred partly by Canada and partly by Great Britain. '

We do not, like the United States, receive gold in ex-
change for a large part of our products, we ever borrow
from the United States part of the cost of the war,

- THE DOLLAR SAVED.

1If we could free ourselves from the habit of thinking

of commodities merely in the tenms of their money value,
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we should discover that what we are doing is to provide
mate‘rial to help our gallant sons and their fellow Britons
to win the war, and that there is no one to pay for this
E‘ate“ial ultimately but ourselves and the Motherland.
Therefore, in the monthly letters issued by this Bank we
bave constantly preached thrift in order to discourage
beople from spending that which as a nation we cannot
afford to spend.
'ﬂ‘fy Canadian saves, whether he buys a war bond there-
with or indirectly enables the banks to do so, is one dol-
lar more of power to win the war, and that particular
dollar no one else can provide if he fails to do so. We
are told by every one who visits England, and especially
by.those who have also seen the battle line and the con-
ditions there, that in Canada we act as if no war existed.

EXTRAVAGANCE.

I have referred to the motors and the silks, but they
?Rre only examples of an extravagance which is observable
in every direction. We should undoubtedly forbid, or at
all. events heavily penalize, the importation of all lux-
uries; municipal expenditures should be further curtailed
-%n.d all projected improvements first submitted to the
.crlticism of provincial commissions; we should not think
it amiss if the expenditures of individuals at eating places
#re legally restrained and meatless days are instituted.

I am not endeavouring to say in what direction economy

should be enforced in Canada as it has been in England,
but beyond a doubt it must be enforced in many direc-
tions if it is not voluntarily adopted by our people.

INDUSTRIES AND RESEARCH.

We are not now discussing after-the-war conditions so
tauch as we did a year ago—we have realized that our
first duty is to win the war—but there are matters which
prudence demands should not be neglected. I am glad
to see .that a very eminent man has been appointed as
the head of a commission established by the Dominion
Government for the purpose of scientific research in con-
.ne:ction with our industries and our natural resources.
We have on the one hand manufacturers craving for help
in the questions arising in their pusiness which depend
on skilled knowledge in chemistry, physics, metallurgy
and other branches of learning, and we have on the other
laboratories and skilled memibers of the faculties of our
universities keen to solve these difficulties, We want
sone local machinery to bring these two together, and
vur provincial governments, aided by our boards of trade,
could bring this about!. If both manufacturers and gov-
€rnments are willing to join in the expense, which ought
not to be burdensome, a bureau which would receive
such problems and determine the cost of investigating

t{xem Wwould place us in a position to begin this great
work at once.

«
EFFICIENCY IN PRODUCTION.

We know that the future prosperity of the country
“:xth .its load of war debt, depends upon greater produc-
tion in the field, the p‘a‘stur'es, the forests, the mines,
the Sea and in the workshops, and we cannot afford to be
behind any nation in the world in efficiency when the
fierce race for success in trade follows the war. In the
West the provinces must spend liberally to improve agri-
culture and to encourage the increase of live stock, and
Wwhatever is possible must be done to enable the farmers
to market their crops at the best time and to improve
the conditions surrounding their homes. Nor can we
afford to see the valuable fishing industry of British Co-
lumbia, which supplies forty per cent. of our fish, de-
%H-ne on account of the unskilled methods employed in

Oth the salmon and the halibut fisheries.

MAKING MUNITIONS.

coﬁn)erj?;dago ‘We were able to make a few not very we1¥-
tions in Cl‘e'marks regarding the manufacture of muni-
least SOmeail;ada“ We sought, however, to convey at
and to ind; ea of the scale on which we rwere working,
that can icate that there are very few of our industries
are bei s f“d in the cause. Although very many goods
come ny-ihs.hmped and contracts carried out which do not
Board wtly in the operations of the Imperial Munitions
of Agx"ic ‘i War Purchasing ‘Commission, the Depzilrtment
pa.rtmén‘t1 ure, or the British War Office Purchasing De-
ered as t &ihMOIItrea']: such information as can be gath-
sh-mmentg me operations of these bodies is useful. The
prise e}mpt’ l;fugh the Imperial Munitions Board com-
cartridge ¥, fixed and complete shells, also fuses, brass
ete Dilr‘ cases, steel forgings, cordite, tri-nitro-toluol,
milllions l? gdlfne the total dishursements were about 320
“which tooh ollars, and while we have no information on
for 1917 ‘.t&.?ard an opinion as to the scope of operations
comd)let’e(ll (;b at least suggestive that the actual business

ollars a g uring the year amounted to about a million
ready to da.y and that many manufacturers are only now
ctty oo, deliver certain kinds of whells to the full capa-

the plants established for the purpose.

WOMEN EMPLOYED.

mﬁnfti:; ag0 women were but little employed in making
o fa;cts, "now they a.re working by thousands gn muni-
onfes, anq while much delay was caused by the
b fbeey 0! creatling new shop conditions for them, this
i N aocomplished in many faotoyies, and we can
ors ge that thousands more of our women will come
Bia ;r tfo‘r' this work and thus release many men for
% caon . When we consider that there are 600 factories
Pacihn"ada and Newfoundland from the Atlantic to the
7 ¢, all making munitions night and day, three shifts
oL eight hours, or for the women in some cases, four
shifts of six hours daily, we can get some sense of the
cale of operations. The

We repeat once more that every dollak

supervision of all this requires

€1
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between 3,000 and 4,000 inspectors and 600 6ther em-

ployees. @

OUR SOLDIERS’ EQUIPMENT.

This is all on Imperial account, but we find that the
work of the War Furchasing Commission appointed by
the Dominion Government is on a similar scale. For the
first year or 'more practically everything required for the
upkeep of our army in England and France was supplied
by Great Britain on our account. Since then we have
tried to supply its requirements direct from Canada, al-
though this is possible only in the case of some articles.

We have no knowledge gs to the total amount expended
by the Commission, but %he following items will be in-
teresting i —
Clothing, boots,

eledrinic toic, R Rk (AT e $3§.000,000

Motor trucks and other vehicles .........,... ,000,000
Accoutrements .. ®.. ... T A gl e 3,000,000
Arsenal supplies, cartridges, rifles, machine

ZUNS ‘and TevOlVers. ..uiiesseas aslen voademnioen /17,000,000
Drugs and sungical instruments .......ccovevies 1,000,000
Furniture, hospital supplies and stores ......... 6,000,000
Transportation of ‘troops to seaboard and to

England, -Over S e v i e s g e . 10,000,000
Maintenance of men while in Canada, not in-

cluding pay, about ......... e L D e 35,000,000

The Commission has purchased about 3 million pounds
of fresh fish, about half on Canadian and half on Im-
perial aﬂc‘cou'nt.

WAR PURCHASES.

The purchases on Imperial account by the Department
of Agriculture for the year to 23rd December, amount
to 186,000 long tons of hay, 450,000 tons of oats, equalling
nearly 30,000,000 bushels, and 187,000 tons of flour, the
amount expended in this way being over $37,500,000,

Among the purchases of the British War Office Pur-
chasing Department at Montreal for the past year, are
the following items:i—

Cottons and woollens ...... T M A $1,000,000

‘Food stuffs—cheese, canned meats and vege-
tables, etC. eeihirieniiiaesiives elb s e 200007000
Miscellaneous merchandise of iron and steel .. 1,600,000
Other miscellaneous merchandise ............ 1,600,000
$24,000,000

There are, of course, thousands of articles not men-
tioned here which are made in -Canada, the cost of -which
represents many millions; indeed it is a most gratifying
fact that Canada has been able to produce nearly every-
thing required by our army, the exceptions being binocu- 4
lars, machine guns, revolvens, motor trucks, and some
less important articles.

Since the war began we have learned much in the
workshop, in the chemical and physical laboratory, in
the refinery, in the counting house, in finance, indeed in
every walk of life. 'We have been able to form some
estimate of our value among the forces of the Allies,
from the boy in the trenches to the father at %ome who
is hacking his son in so many ways, but do we realize
that what we do, or do not do, may turn the scale on
which depends victory or defeat? Our responsibility for
the future of the Empire and of Canada is so great that
there is mo room for slackness. We must do, not many
things, but everything that will help to win the war.

Our great banks touch the life of the community
so closely and at so many points that the remarks
of Mr. John Aird, the General Manager, who dealt
chiefly with the progress of the Bank, must interest

every Canadian.

General Manager's Address

The shadow of the great European war has been the
dominating influence in business affairs during the year
through 'which we have just passed. No important new
transaction could be undertaken without considering the
effect of the war, and in the conduct of the affairs of a
great fiduciary instifution such as a bank it has been
necessary to give more consideration to the factor of
safety than to the factor of profit. Under these circum-
stances we feel that you will be well content with the
results which we lay before you to-day.

The Bank's profits for the year under review were
$2,489,415] an increase of $87,380 over the figures of the
preceding year, a trifling sum when_you consider the in-
creased amount of business on which it has been earned,
and the great activity which has prevailed throughout
the .year. ‘We have felt it our duty to render a large
amount of assistance in their financing to both the Im-
perial Government and the Dominion Government, and
as rates of interest on this class of business are natur-
ally low, our profits have been reduced correspondingly.

INCREASED TURNOVER.

Apart from this, however, there has been a greatly in-
creased turnover during the past year which is not re-
flected in an increase of the profits of the Bank, and this
tendency towards a steady reduction in profits has been
apparent for some years past. The ratio of our profits to

total assets during the five years ending 1915 ranged from -

1.459, to 1.13%, but in almost every year the tendency
thas ‘been downwards. :

We have paid the usual dividends at the rate of ten
per cent. per annum, with bonuses of one per cent. at the
end of each half year; the war tax on our note circula-
tion has called for $147,283, the Officers’ Pension Fund
for $80,000, and sundry subscriptions for patriotic pur-
poses for $71,700, leaving a balance at credit of Profit and
Lioss of $802,319 to be carried forward to the accounts of
next year. As long as present conditions continue we
must, I fear, accept a low rate of profit, and it is, of
course, possible that there may be still further depreci-
ation in the market value of securities, so that 'we think
it wise to carry forward a large balance in Profit and
T.0ss account. During the past year the values of in-
vestment securities have depreciated further, which is
only natural as long as the governments of the great
nations engaged in the war are obliged to increase the
rates of interest which their securities bear. Up to the
present, however, we have not found it necessary to add
to the sum of $1,000,000 reserved last wear for possible
further depreciation, and we believe that we have pro-
vided for anything which is likely to occur,

GROWTH IN DEPOSITS.

Our deposits show a satisfactory growth, the increase
being $35,373,000, of which over $25,000,000 is in deposits
bearing interest; these include the savings of the people
and are-therefore less subject to fluctuation than demand
deposits not bearing interest. Through the medium of
our Monthly Commercial Letter we have endeavored to
impress upon the public mind the necessity for the exer-

. {
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cise of economy to a degree mnever before known in
Canada, and we should like to think that some part of the
increase to which we have just referred has been due to
the advice thus given. <Canadians cannot too often be
reminded that only by the universal exercise of economy
and thrift to an extent to which they have in the past
been strangers, and by the setting aside of what is thus
saved for investment in government loans or as bank
deposits, can we do our share to provide the wherewithal
necessary to carry the war to.a victorious conclusion.

STRONG CASH RESERVE.

Our total holdings of coin and legals are $46,291,000, an
increase of $6,389,000 over the figures of a year ago, but
of this sum $6,000,000 is represented by a deposit in the
Central Gold Reserves to cover the issue of note circula-
tion in excess of our paid-up capital, already referred to.
These holdings of cash represent 18.50, of the total of
our deposits and circulation and 17.9% of our total lia-
bilities to the public, and in view of the uncertainties of
war conditions 'we are sure that you will approve our
policy of keeping strong in this respeet. Our immediate
available assets total $129,341,100, equal to fifty-six per
cent. of our deposits and fifty per cent, of our total lia-
bilities to the public. The largest increase in_any one
item composing this amount is in British, foreign and
colonial securities, etc., which show an increase of over
$15,600,000 and include the securities purchased and held
for the advances which we have made to the Imperial
Government to finance their purchases i the Dominion.
There has been a slight increase of $858,000 in our hold-
ings of Dominion and Provincial securities and a decrease
of $1,802,000 in our holdings of railway and other bonds,
debentures and stocks. We have thought it desirable, in
view of the exigencies of the war and of the require-
ments of the governments of Great Britain and Canada,
to realize on these securities as opportunity offered. This
has seemed the more advisable because of the doubtful
outlook as to the future trend in the value of such .
securities. Y

ASSIST HOME INDUSTRY.

Notwithstanding the advances we have made to the
governments of our own country and Great Britain for
the purposes of the war, we have not found it necessary
to decrease the assistance which we render to the ordin-
ary business of the country.” Indeed, our total current
loans at the date of the statement before you amounted
to $186,109,000, an increase of over $13,800,000 as compared
with the figures of a year ago. It has always been the
policy of this Bank to consider as one of the principal
aims ‘which should be kept before the executive, that it
should render the utmost possible assistance to_ the de-
velopment of Canadian trade and industry. We have
not failed in this duty during the year just past.

THE STAFF.

The members of the staff number 2,976, as shown in
the following comparative table:

80th Nov., 30th Nov., 31st July,
1916. 1916. 1914.

Officers on regular staff ... 1,806 2,170 2,697
Temporary <clerks ...... 187 61 3

Temporary women clerks
; and stenographers ... 362 23 2

Stenographers and women
clerks on regular staff 373 344 378
MeSSEeNgers .e.e.-os R s 258 230 232
2,976 2,828 3,212

in addition to which we have 368 janitors, making a total
of 3,344 persons employed by the Bank.

The changes in personnel indicated by the above
figures are eloguent of the burden which has been laid
upon the shoulders of the older members of the staff to
maintain our onganization at a satisfactory level .of effi-
ciency and, at the same time, to assist in the training of °
the unusually large percentage of the staff which is with-
out any previous experience. At the 30th of November,
1,207 of our officers had enlisted as against 748 a year .,
ago, representing about sixty per cent. of the male staff, .

“and it is interesting to note that 264 of our officers have

attained to commissioned and 168 to non-commissioned
rank in the army.

FURTHER ENLISTMENTS.

Not only has it been mecessary to cope with the imme-
diate difficulties arising from a depleted staff, but pro-
vision has had to be made as well for the additional
strengthening of our ranks in order to meet with some
degree of preparedness the problem of future enlist-
ments. One expedient adopted to meet the exigencies of
the case has been the employment of temporary men
clerks, of whom we now have 187, and of women clerks,
both permanent and temporary, the number of women on
gurwsstaff having increased during the past year from 367
0 726.

With a staff thus augmented to an unusual degree by
untrained and inexperienced workers, many problems
have arisen, and the task of distributing the burden as
equitably as possible has been by no means easy. Fur-
thermore, an inexperienced and untried staff must mean
a staff enlarged beyond normal requirements and a con-
sequent addition to the cost of operation. These, how-
ever, are conditions inevitable in times such as we arc
passing through, and we can testify to the ready and
cheerful manner in which we have been supported by the
staff generally in dealing avith them.

THEIR SUPREME SACRIFICE.

Since our last annual meeting, an additional fifty-nine
brave and promising young men of our staff have laid
down their lives on the field of battle. Our complete
casualty list, as at December 31st, is as follows:

Kitled . ....
‘Wounded
Missing

Prisoners
T P e e
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We have received many indications that our men are
measuring well ap to what is required of them and are
capable of taking their full share in the wonderful opera-
tions at the front which are thrilling the world. Six of
our officers have been awarded the Military Cross, and
three more have been recommended for it.

STAFF AT HOME.

We do not think that it would be fair thus to express
our pride in our banker .soldiers without adding a further
word in commendation of the staff at home, While we
still have to expect that some of them will take up mili=
tary duty, we are satisfied that those who have remained
at home 'thus far have been actuated by the highest mo-
tives; indeed, the work of the Bank could not be effi-
ciently carried on without retaining the services of many
menlw‘no in other respects would be available for military
service.
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been drowned, this—this man would
hayve come, anyway?”

“I cannot say what Lawler’s inten-
tions were if the wreck had not oc-
curred,” the psychologist replied.
“For you remember that I told you
that this attempted crime- has been
most wonderfully assisted by circum-
stances. Lawler, cast ashore from the
wreck of the Gladstone, found himgelf
—if the fourth of these letters is to
be believed—identified as Howard
Axton, even before he had regained
consciousness, by your stolen letters
to Howard which he had in his pocket.
From that time on he did not have
to lift a finger, beyond the mere iden-
tification of a body—possibly Howard
Axton’s—as his own. Howard had left
America so young that identification
here was impossible unless you had a
portrait; and Lawler undoubtedly had
learned from your letters that you had
no picture of Howard. When his own
picture published in the News over
Howard’s name escaped identification
as Lawler, it showed him that the
game was safe and prepared you to
accept him as Howard without ques-
tion.

“He had not even the necessity of

counterfeiting Howard’s writing, as
Howard had the correspondent’s habit
of using a typewrlter. Only two pos-
sible dangers threatened him. First,
if he were brought in contact with
the police, he might be recognized—
wou saw how anxious he was to avoid
this. And second, that there might be
something in Howard Axton’s letters
to you which, if unknown to him,
might lead him to betray himself in his
relations with you. His sole mistake
was that, when he aftempted to search
your desk for these letters, he clumsily
adopted once more the same disguise
that had proved so perplexing to
Howard Axton. For he could have
done nothing that would have been
more terrifying to you. It quite nulli-
fied the effect of the window he had
fixed to indicate that the man was not
a member of the household. It sent
you, in spite of his objections and
threats, to consult me; and, most im-
portant of all, it connected these visits
at once with the ones described in
Howard’s letters, so that you brought
the letters to me. Then, of course,
the nature of his crime, though not
his identity, was at. once plain.”

“1 gee that plainly; but was it
merely from these letters—these type-
written letters, Mr. Trant?” cried
Caryl, incredulously.

“From those alone, Mr, Caryl,” the
psychologist smiled slightly, “through
a imost elementary, primer fact of
psychology. Perhaps you would like
to know, Lawler,” Trant turned, still
smiling, to the prisoner, “just wherein
you failed. And, as you will probably
never have such another chance for
putting the information to practical
use—since Mr. Burns tells me you are
likely to retire for a number of years
from active life—I am willing to tell
you.”

The prisoner turned with an expres-

sion of almost superstitious question-
ing.
“Did you ever happen to go to a
light opera with Howard Axton, Mr,
Lawler?’ asked Trant, “and find after
the performance that you remembered
all the stagesettings of the piece but
could not recall a tune—you know you
cannot recall a tune, Lawler—while
Axton could whistle all the tunes but
could not remember a costume or a
scene? Psychologists call that differ-
ence between you and Howard Axton
a difference in ‘memory types.” In an
almost masterly manner you imitated
the style, the tricks and turns of ex-
pression of Howard Axton in your
letter to Miss Waldron describing the
wreck—not quite so well in the state-
ment you dictated in my office. But
you could not imitate the primary dif-
ference of Howard Axton’s mind from
yours. 'That was where you failed.

“The change in the personality of
the letter writer might easily have
passed unnoticed, as it passed Miss
Waldron, had not the letters fallen into
the hands of one who, like myself, is
interested in the manifestations of
mind, . For minds are so constituted
that inevitably their processes run

‘more easily along certain channels’
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than along others. Some minds have
a preference, so to speak, for a par-
ticular type of impression; they re-
member a sight that they have seen,
they forget the sound that went with
it; or they remember the sound and
forget the sight. There are minds
which are almost wholly ear-minds or
eye-minds.
eye type, all thoughts and memories
and imaginations will consist of ideas
of sight; if of the auditory type, the
impressions of sound predominate and
obscure the others.

‘“The first three letters you handed
me, Miss Waldron,” the psychologist
turned again to the girl, “were those
really written by Howard Axton. As
I read them I knew that I was dealing
with what psychologists call an audi-
tory mind. When he recalled an event,
he remembered best its sounds. But
1 had not finished the first page of the
fourth letter when I came upon the de-
seription of the body lying on the sand
—a vismal memory so clear and so
distinct, so perfect even to the pockets
distended with sand, that it startled
and amazed me. It was the first dis-
tinet visual memory 1 had found.

“As I read on I became certain that
the man who had written the first three
letters—who described a German as
‘euttural’ and remembered the Ameri-

In minds of the visual, or

can as ‘nasal—could never have
written the fourth. Would that first
man—the man who recalled even the
sound of his midnight visitors’ shoul-
ders when they rubbed against the
wall—fail to remember in his recollec-
tion of the ship-wreck the roaring wind
and roaring sea, the'screams of men
and women, the crackling of the fire?
They would have been his clearest re-
collection. But the man who wrote the
fourth letter recalled most clearly that
the sea was white and frothy, the men
were pallid and staring.”

“] gee; I see!” Caryl and the girl
cried, as at the psychologist’s bidding
they scanned together the letters he
spread before them.

“The subterfuge by which I destroyed
the second letter of the set, after first

making a copy of it——"
“You did it on purpose?”’ exclaimed
Caryl.

“Was merely to obviate the possi-
bility of mistake,” Trant continued,
without heeding the interruption. “The
statement this man dictated, as it was
given in terms of ‘sight,’ assured me
that he was not Axton. When, by
means of the telegraph, I had account-
ed for the present whereabouts of
three of the four men he might pos-
sibly be, it became plain that he must
be Lawler. ‘And finding that Lawler

was badly wanted in San Franeisco, I
asked Mr. Burns to come on and iden-
tify him.”

“And the stationing of the watchman
here was a blind also, as well as his
report of the man who last night tried
to force the window ?”’ Caryl exclaimed.

Trant nodded. He was watching the
complete dissolution of the swindler’s
effrontery. Arant had appreciated
that Lawler had let him speak on un-
interrupted as though, after the psy-
chologist had shown his hand, he held
one in reserve to beat it. But his
attempt to sneer and scoff and con-
temn was so weak, when the psycholo-

. gist was through, that Ethel Waldron

—almost as though to spare him—
arose and motioned to Trant to tell
her whatever else he wished in the
next room.

Trant followed her a moment obedi-
ently, but at the door he seemed to
recollect himself.

“I think there is nothing else now,
Miss Waldron,” he said, “except that I
believe I can spare you the reopening
of your family affairs here. Burns tells
me there is more than enough against
him in California to keep Mr. Lawler
there for a long time. I will go with
him, now,” and he stood aside for
Caryl to go, in his place, into the next
room. :

KING OF THE KHYRER RIELES
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CHAPTER IV.—(Continued.)

ONG before dawn the thirty pris-

oners and Ismail squatted in a lit-

tle herd on the up-platform of a
railway station, shepherded by King,
who smoked a cheroot,some twenty
paces away, sitting on an unmarked
chest of medicines. He seemed ab-
sorbed in a book on surgery that he
had borrowed from a chance-met ac-
quaintance in the go-down where he
drew the medical supplies. Ismail sat
on the one trunk that had been fetched
from the other station and nursed the
new hand-bag on his knees, picking
everlastingly at the lock and wonder-
ing audibly what the bag contained
to an accompaniment of low-growled
sympathy.

“I am his servant—for she said so—
and he said so. As the custom is he
gave me the key of the great bag on
which 1 sit—as he said himself, for
safe-keeping. Then why—why in
Allah’s name—am 1 not to have the
key of this bag too? Of this little bag
that holds so little and is so light?”

“It might be money in it?” hazarded
one of the herd. -

“Nay, for that it is too light.”

“Paper money!” suggested another
man. “Hundies, with printing on the

face that sahibs accept instead of

gold.” :

“Nay, I know where his money is,”
said Ismail. “He has but little with
him.”

“A razor would slit the leather
easily,” suggested another man. “Then
with a hand inserted carefully through
the slit, so as not to widen it more
than needful, a man could soon dis-
cover the contents. And later, the bag
might be dropped or pushed violently
against some sharp thing, to explain
the cut.”

Ismail shook his head. e

“Why? What could he do to thee?”’ .

“Tt is because I know not what he
would do to me that I will do noth-
ing!” answered Ismail. “He is not
at all like other sahibs I have had
dealings with, This man does unex-
pected things. This man is not mad,
he has a devil, I have it in my heart
to love this man. But such talk is
foolishness, We are all her men!”

“Aye! We are her men!” came the
chorus, so that King looked up and
watched them over the open book.

At dawn, when the train pulled out,
the thirty prisoners sat safely locked
in third-clags compartments, King
lay lazily on the cushions of a first-
class carriage in the rear, utterly ab-
sorbed in the principles of antiseptic
dressing, as if that had anything to
do with Prussians and the Khyber

Pass; and Ismail attended tc the care-
ful packing of soda water bottles in
the ice-box on the floor.

“Shall 1 open the little bag, sahib?”
he asked.

King shook his head.

Ismail shook the bag.

“The sound is as of things of much
importance all disordered,” he said
sagely. “It might be well to. rear-
range.”

“Put it over there!” King ordered.
“Set it down!”

Ismail obeyed and King laid his book
down to light another of his black
cheroots. The theme of antiseptics
ceased to exercise its charm over him.
He peeled off his tunic, changed his
shirt and lay back in sweet content-
ment. Headed for the “Hills,” who
would not be contented, who had been
born in their very shadow?—in their
shadow, of a line of Britons who have
all been buried there!

“The day after to-morrow I'll see
the snow!” he promised himself. And
Ismail, grinning with yellow teeth
through a gap in his wayward beard,
understood and sympathized.

Forward in the third-class carriages
the prisoners hugged themselves and
crooned as they met old landmarks
and recognized the changing scenery.
There was a new cleaner tang in the
hot wind that spoke of the “Hills”
and home!

Delhi had drawn them as Monte
Carlo attracts the gamblers of all Eu-
rope. But Delhi had spewed them out
again, and oh! how exquisite the
promise of the “Hills” was, and the
thunder of the train that hurried—
the bumping wheels that sang Hima-
layas—Himalayas!—the air that blew
in"on them unscented—the reawaken-
ed memory—the heart’s desire for the
cold and the snow and the cruelty—
the dark nights and the shrieking
storms and the savagery of the Land
of the Knife ahead!

Not a packed-in regiment went by
that was not howled at by King’s
prisoners as if they were blood-broth-
ers of every man in it. Many an of-
ficer whom King knew waved to him
from a passing train.

“Meet yvou in Berlin!” was a fav-
ourite greeting, And after that they
would shout to him for news and be
gone before King could answer.

Many a man, at stations where the
sidings were all full and nothing less
than miracles seemed able to release
the wedged-in trains, came and paced
up and down a platform gide by side
with King. From them he received
opinions, but no sympathy to speak of.

“Got to stay in India? Hard lines!”

‘Then the _conversa.tion would be

bluntly changed, for in the height of
one’s enthusiasm it is not decent to
hurt another fellow’s feelings. Sim-
ple, simple as a little child is the
clean-clipped British officer. “Look at
that babu, now. Don’t you think he’s
a marvel? Don’t you think the Indian
babu’s a marvel? Sixty a month is
more than the beggar gets, and there
he goes, doing two jobs and straight-
ening out tangled trains into the bar-
gain! Isn’t he a wonder, King?”

“India’s a wonderful country,” King
would answer, that being one of his
stock remarks. And to his credit be
it written that he never laughed at one
of them. He let them think they were
more fortunate than he, with manlier,
bloodier work to do. *

Peshawur, when they reached it at
last, looked dusty and bleak in the
comfortless light of Northern dawn.
But the prisoners crowed and crooned
it a greeting, and there was not much
grumbling when King refused to un-
lock their compartment doors. Hav-
ing waited thus long, they could en-
dure a few more hours in patience,
now that they could see and smell
their “Hills” at last.

And there was the general again,
not in a dog-cart this time, but furi-
ously driven in a motor-car, roaring
and clattering into the station less
than two minutes after the train ar-
rived. He was out of the car, for all
his age and weight, before it had come
to a stand. He took one steady look
at King and then at the prisoners be-
‘fore he returned King’s salute.

“Good!” he said. And then, as it
that were not enough: “Excellent!
Don’t let ’em out, though, to chew the
rag with people on the platform. Keep
*em in!” v

“They're locked in, sir.”

“Excellent! Come and walk up and
down with me.”

!

CHAPTER V.

6 S EEN her?” asked the general,
with his hands behind him.
“No,” eaid ' King, looking
sharply sidewise at him and walking
stride for stride. His hands were be-
hind him, too, and one of them covered
the gold bracelet o his other wrist,

The general looked equally sharply
sidewise,

“Nor've I,” he said. “She called me
up over the phone yesterday to ask for
facilities for her man Rewa Gunga,
and he was in here later. He’s wait-

~ing for you at the foot of the Pass—
camped near the fort at Jamrud with
She’s on

vour bandobast all ready.
ahead—wouldn’t “wait.”
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King listened in silence, and his
prisoners. watching 'him through the
barred compartment windows, formed
new and golden opinions of him, for
it is eommon knowledge in the “Hills”

that when a burra sahib speaks to a
chota sahib, the chota sahib ought to
say, “Yes, sir, oh, yes!” at vety short
Intervals. Therefore King could not
be a chota sahib after all.” So much
the better. The “Hills” ever loved to
deal with men in authority, jﬁst as
U“_i" ever despised underlings.

“‘Wha.f made you go back for the
-brisoners?” the general asked. ““Whao
gave you that cue?”

“It's a safe rule never to do" what
the other man expects, sir, and Rewa
Gunga expected me to travel by his
train? - -

:Was that your only reason?”
_“No, sir., I had general ‘reasons.
None of ’em specific. Where natives
have a finger in the pie there’s always

Something left undone . at ‘the last
minute.”
“But what made you investigate

those prisoners?”

“Couldn’t imagine why thirty men
should be singled out for special treat-
nent. Rewa Gunga told me they were
Still at large in Delhi, Couldn’ guess
Why. . Had ’em arrested so’s to be
able to question ’em. That's all, sir.”
% Not nearly all!” said the general.

You realize by now, 1 suppose, that
they're her special men—special per-
S'0¥1al following ?”
_‘:Guessed something of that sort.”
A Well—she’s clever. It occurred to
er that the safest way to get ’em up
North was to have ’em arrested and
deported. That would avoid interfer-
ence and delay and would give her a
.0 ance to act deliverer at this end,
:g‘g‘)ﬁo make 'em grateful to her—you
i f.Re*wa Gunga told me all this,
ot under_-st‘an-d. He seems to think
SUES semi-divine, He was full of her

. Cleverness in having thought of let-

O?g ‘°m all get into debt at a house
1 L repute, s0 as to have “em at
“‘."}f when she wanted ’em”
fromhcilfnust have learned that trick
“Nn :11 qmweha;nt’mal‘ine.” said King.
ik (;/Z\ 6. She's clever. She asked
g ©f the phone whether her thirty
n 11de started North. I sent a tele-
8PAm in cypher to find out. The an-
:we" Was that you had found ’em and
“01:};:((,(1 €m up and were bringing 'ém
th‘o Asou. When she called me up on
e Phone the second time T told her
*@ and T heard her chuckle with de-
IZht. 8o I empihasized the noint of
’ ving discovered em and saved
€M every whit whole and all that kind
I asked her to come and see
8. but she wouldn’t;—said she was
%‘53“189(1 and particularly did not want
a‘%‘be recognized, which was reason-
inqgesf{;l‘o‘lg*h. She sent Rewa Gunga
P st I\ZIIOW' ihi»s deems impgvti;;ln't:,
; 1 sent you down to Delthi—
vStore Laent for you at all—1 to1d her

meant to do, and I never in

rifie’ objections to worki oo
; ing with a man.
?;n é;mhﬁppenedihel' abgections only
Wi oo ed my determination to send
Delhi }Ll(’) a?d before she went down to
vm} clean up 1 told her flatly she
24 ‘either have 'to work with you

Or else stay i 2 y
of the W-ar“_y:’ In India for the duration

HE general dig ey
:  Qd(not notiee that
T\ King was, licking his lips, Nor, if

he had noticed Kire
now was in fmnf% meg s hand that
ffion]egthi.ng

o ,
LTy in token of attenti
and the general continued. g

e 5
oug aboﬁg‘% In finally, but 1 felt nery-

it “Now, i
tine «i » Without your get-
5 Sight of her—you say you haven’t

See
®en her?—_her whole “attitude has

have you done?
* thirty men seems a
Usedmhltng' Yet, she swears
Bo o °0 1o swear at you, and
B‘;‘;ﬁ:}?ys,mu re the only officer in the
o %rmy with enough brains to
in thé eﬁﬁ@t! S:a_xf@ she wouldn’'t go
Yowre yber without youl Says
ok indispensable! Sent Rews,
B2 round to. me with orders to
B o st s e
ouf, J X . have i
B bowitched heetn o
“Done nothing,” ssid King

" with you.

 DBritigh
= ,MS:'_‘ ;
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“Well, keep on doing nothing in the
same style and the world shall render
vou its best jobs, one after the other,
in sequence! You've made a good be-
ginning!”
“Enow
sir?”’

“Nothing, except thrat he’s her man.
She trusts him, so we’ve got: to, and
yvou've got to take him up the Khyber
What she orders, he’ll do,
or you may take it from me she would
never have left him behind. As long
as she i8 on our side you will be pretty
gafe in trusting Rewa Gunga. And
she has got to be on our side. Got to
be! She’s the only key we’ve got to

13V

anything of Rewa Gunga,

Khinjan, and hell is brewing there
this minute! She dare unlock the
gates and ride the devil down the

Khyber if she thought it worth her
while! You're to go up to Khyber
after her to convince her -that there
are better -mounts than the devil and
better fun than playing with hell-fire!
The Rangar told me he had given you
her passport—ithat right?”

As they turned at the end of the
platform King bared his wrist and
showed the gold bracelet.

“Good!” said the general, but King
thought his face clouded. *“That thing
is worth more than a hundred men.
Jack Allisoh wore that same bracelet,
unless I’'m much mistaken, on his way
down in disguise from Bukhara. , So
did another man we both knew:
he died. Be sure not to forget to give
it back to her when the show’s over,
King.”

King nodded and grunted.
the news from Khinjan, sir?”

“Nothing specific, except that the
place is filling up. You remember
what I told vou about the ‘Heart of
the Hills’ being in Khinjan? Well,
they say now that the ‘Heart of the
Hills’ has been awake for a.long time,
and thatl when the heart stirs the body
does not lie quiet long, No use try-
ing to 'guess what they mean; go and
find out. And remember—the whole
armed force at my disposal in this
Province isn’t more than enough to
tempt the f{ribes to conclusions! It’s
a case for diplomacy. It’s a case
where diplomacy must not fail.”

“What’s

ING said nothing, but the chin-
strap mark on hig cheek and chin
grew dlightly whiter, as/it always

does under the stress of emotion., He
can not rﬁontro] it, and he has dved
it more than once on the eve of hap-
penings, there being no more wisdom
in wearing feelings on one’s face than
on a sleeve.

“Here comes your engine,” said the
general.
talions of Khyber Rifles up the Pass
and they're about at full " strength.
They've got word already that you are
gazetted to them. They'll expect you.
By the way, you’'ve a brother in the K.

" R., haven’t you?”

“At Ali Masjid, sir.”

“Give him my regards when you see
him, will you?” . X3

“Thank yeu, sir.”

“There’s your engine whistling.
You'd better hurry. Good:by, my boy.
Get word to me whenever possible.

'Good luck to you! Regards to your

brother! Good-by!” ;

King saluted and stood -watching
while the general hurried to the wajit-
ing motor-car. When the ear whirleds
away in a din of dust he returned
leisurely to the train that had been
shortened to three ceaches. Then he
gave the signal to start up the spur-
track, that leads to Jamrud, where a
fort cowers in the very throat of the
dreadfulest gorge in Asia-—the Khyber-
Pass. ;

It was not a long journey, nor-a very

- slow one, for there was nothing to

block the way except occasional men
with flags, who guarded. eulverts and
little bridges. The Germang would
know better than to waste time or
effort on blowing yp that track, but
there might be Northern gentlemen at
large, out to do damage for the sport
of it, and the sepoys all along the line
were posted in twos, and awake. !

It was low-tide under the Himalayas.
The flood that was draining India of
her armed men had left Jamrud high
and dry with a little nondescript force
stranded there, as it were, under a
major and some native offi-

but .

“Well—there are two bat--
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There were nov more pomp and cir-
cumstance; no more of the reasfuring
thunder of gathering regiments, nor
for that matter any more of that un-
armed native helplessness that so
stiffens the backs of the official Eng-
lish.

Frowning over Jamrud were the
lean “Hills,” peopled by the fiercest
fighting men on earth, and the clouds
that hung over the Khyber's course
were an accent to the savagery.

But King smiled megrily as he jump-
éd out of the train, and Rewa Gunga,
who was there to meet him, here ad-
vanced with outstretched-hand and a
smile that would have melted snow
.on the distant peaks if he had only
looked the other way.

“Welcome, King sahib!’” he laughed,
with the air of a skilled fencer who ad-
mires another, better one. “I shall
know betier another time and let you
keep in front of me! No more getting
first into a train and settling down for
the night! It may not be easy to fok
low you, and I suspect it isn’t, but at
least it jolly well can’t be such a job
as leading you! I trust you had a
comfortable journey?”

“Thanks,” said King, shaking hands
with him, and then turning away to un-
lock the carriage doors that held his
prisoners in. They were baying now
like wolves to be free, and they
surged out, like wolves from a cage, to
clamour round the Rangar; pawing
him and struggling to be first to ask
him questions.

“Nay, ye mountain people; nay!”
he laughed. “I, too,” am from the
plains! What do I know of your fami-
lies or of your friends? Am I to be
torn to pieces to make a meal?”’

T that Ismail interfered, with the
aid of an ash pick-handle, chance-
founad: beside the track.

“Hilkbastards!” he howled at them,
beating at them as if they were
gheayes and his ecudgel were a flail.
“Sons of nameless mothers! - Forgot-
ten of God! Shameless! Brood of the
evil one! Hands off'”

King had tQ‘ stop him, not that he
feared trouble, for they did not seem
to regent either abuse of cudgeling in
the leagt—and that in itself was food
for thonght; but broken shoulders are
no use for carrying loads. s

Laughing as if the whole thing was
the greatest joke imaginable, Rewa
Gunga fell into stride beside King
and led him away in the direction of
some tents.

“She is wb the Pas ahead of us,” he
announced. “She was in the deuce of

2 hurry, I can assure you.  She wanted

to wait and meet you, but matters
were too jolly well urgent, and we
shall have our bally work cut out to
cateh her, you ecan bet! But I have
everything ready-—tents and beds and
stores—everything!” !

King looked over his shoulder to
‘make sure that J¥smail was bringing
the little leather bag along.

“So have L' he said quietly.

“I have horses,” said Rewa Gunga,
“and mules apd—"

“How did she travel up the Khy-
ber?” King asked him, and the Ran-
gar spared him a curious sidewise
glance.

“On a horse.
the herse!”

“What escort had she?” .

“S»}le?n

Rewa Gunga chuckled and then sud-
denly grew serious. \

“The ‘Hills' are her escort, King
sahib. She is mistress in ,the ‘Hills’
There isn’t a murdering ruffian who
would not lie down and let her walk
on him! She rode away alone on a
thoroughbred mare and she jolly well
left me the mare’s double on which to
follow her. Come and look.”

Not far from where the tents had
_been pitched in a cluster a string of
horses whinnied af’ a picket rope. King
saw the two good horses ready for
himgelf, and ten.mules beside them
that would have done credit to any
outfit. But at the end of the line,
pawing at the trampled grass, was a
black mare that made his eyes open
wide. Onece in a hundred years or so
a viceroy’s cup, or a Derby is won by
an animal that can stand and look and
move as that mare did.

You should ha\ve seen

“Just watch!” the Rangar boasted,
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‘one,” laughed the Rangar.

30

hooking upothe bit andsthrowing off
the blanket:” And’'as he*mounted into
the native-made rough-hide saddle a
shout went up from the fort and native
officers and half the soldiery came
out to watch the poetry of motion.

The mare was not the only one
worth watching; her rider shared the
praise. There was something unex-
pected, although not in the least un-
gainly, about the Rangar’s seat in the
saddle that was not the - ordinary,
graceful native balance and yet was
full of grace. King ascribed the dif-
ference to the fact that the Rangar
had seen no mililary serviee, and be-
fore the inadequacy of that explana-
tion had asserted itself he had already
forgotten to criticize in sheer admir-
ation.

There was none of the spurring and
back-reining that some native bloods
of India mistake for horsemanghip.
The Rangar rode with sympathy and
most consummate skill, and the result
was that the mare behwed as if she
were part of him, responding to his
thoughts, putting a foot where he
wished her to put it and showing her
wildest turn of speed along a level
stretch in instant respomse to his
mood.

“Never saw anyihing better,” King
admitted ungrudgingly, ds the mare
came back at a walk to her picket
Tope.

“There is only one mare like this
“She has
her.”

“What'll you take for this one?”’
King asked him. “Name your price!”

“The mare is hers. You must ask
her. Who knows? She is generous.
There is nobody.on earth more gen-
erous than she when she cares to be.
See what you wear on your wrist!”

“PThat is a loan;” said King, uncover-
ing the bracelet. “I shall give it back
to her when we meet.”

“See what she says when you meet!”
laughed the Rangar, taking a cigarette
from his jeweled case with an air and
smiling as he lighted it. “There is
your tent, sahib.”

He motioned with the cigarette to-
ward a tent pitched quite a hundred
yards away from the others and from
the Rangar’s own; with the Rangar’s
and the cluster of tents for the men it
made an equilateral triangle, so that
both he and the Rangar had privacy.

With a nod of dismissal, King walk-
ed over to inspect the bandobast, and
finding it much more extravagant than
he would have dreamed of providing-
for himself, he lit one of his black
cheroots, and with hands clasped be-
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hind him strolled over to the fort to
interview Cmmtenay, the officer com-
manding.

IT so happened that Courtenay had
gone up the Pass that morning with

his shotgun after quail. He came
back into view, followed by his little/
ten-man escort just as King neared
the fort, and King timed his approach
so as to meet him. The men of the
escort were heavily burdened; he
could see that from a distance.

“Hello!” he said by the fort gaite,
cheerily, after he had saluted and the
salute had been returned.

“Oh, hello, King! Glad to see you.
Heard you were coming, of course.
Anything I can do?”

“Tell me anything you know,” said
King, offering him a cheroot which the
other accepted. As he bit off the end
they stiood facing each cother, so that
King could see the incoming escort
awd what it carried. Courtenay read
his eyes.

“Two of my men!” he said.
’em up the Pas. @Gazi work I think.
They were cut all to pieces. There’s
a big lashkar gathering somewhere in
the ‘Hills,” and it might have been
done by their skirmishers, but I don’t
think so0.”

“A lashkar besides the ecrowd at
Khinjan?”

“Yes.”

“Who's supposed to be leading it?”

“Can’t find out;” said Courtenay.
Then he stepped aside to give orders
to the escort. They carried the dead
bodies into the fort.

“Know anything of Yasmini?”’ King
asked, when the ‘major stood in front
of him again.

“By reputation, of course, yes. Fam-
ous person — sings like a bulbul —
dances like the devil—lives in Delhi—
mean her?”

King nodded. “When did she start
up the Pas?” he asked.
“How d’'ve mean?”’

manded sharply.

“Today or yesterday?”

“She didn’t start! I know who goes
up and who comes down. Would you
eare to glance over the list?”

“Know anvthing of Rewa Gunga?’
King asked him.

“Not much. Tried to buy his mare.
Seen thé animal? Gad! I'd give a
year’s pay for that beast! He wouldn’t
sell and I don’t blame him.”

“He goes up the Khyber with me,”
said King. “He’s what the Turks
would call my youldash,”

“And the Persians a hamrah, eh?
There was an American here lately—

“Found

Courtenay de-

insult the man?

mefry fellow==and l-was learning his

language. Side partner’s ‘the word in
the States. 1 can imagine a worse
side partner than that same man Rewa
Gunga—much worse.”

“He told me just now,” said King,
“that Yasmini went up the Pass un-
escorted, mounted on a mare the very
dead spit of the black one you say
you wanted to buv.

Courtenay whistled. :

“I'm ‘sorry, King. I'm sorry to say
he lied.”

“Will you come and listen while I
have it out with him?”

“Certainly.”

King threw away his less-than-half-
consumed cheroot and they started to
walk together toward King’s camp.
After a few minutes they arrived at a
point from which they could see the
prisoners lined up in a row facing
Rewa Gunga. A less experienced eye
than King’s or Courtenay’s could have
recognized their attitude of reverent
obedience.

“He’ll make a good adjutant for you,
that man,” said Courtenay; but King
only grunted.

At sight of them Ismail left the line
and came hurrying toward them with
long mountainman’s strides.

“Tell Rewa Gunga sahib that I wish
to speak to him!” King called, and
Ismail hurried back again.

Within two minutes the Rangar
stood facing them, looking more at
ease than they.

“] was cautioning those savages!”
he explained. “They’re an escort,
but they need a reminder of the fact,
else they might jolly well imagine
themselves mountain goats and scatter
among the ‘Hills’!”

E drew out his wonderful cigarette
case and offered it open to Courte-
nay, who hesitated, and then help-

ed himself. King refused.

“Major Courtenay has just told me,”
said King, “that nobody resembling
Yasmini haf‘ gone up the Pass recently.
Can you explain.”

“You see, I've been watching the
Pass,” explained Courtenay.

The Rangar shook his head, blew
smoke through his nose and laughed.

“And you did not see her go?’ he
said, as if he were very much amused.

“No,” said Courtenay. ‘“She didn’t
g().”

“Can you explain?’ asked King
rather stiffly.

“Do you mean, can I explain why
the major failed to see her? ’Pon my
soul, King sahib, d’you want me to
Yasmini is too jolly
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clever for:me; or for any other marn I
ever met; ‘and the major’s a man, isn’t
he? He may pack the Khyber so full
of men that there’s only standing room
and still she’ll go up without his leave
if she chooses! There is nobody like
Yasmini in all the world!”

The Rangar was looking past them,
facing the great gorge that lets the

North of Asia trickle down into India .

and back again when weather and the
tribes permit. His eyes had become
interested in the distance. King won-
dered why—and looked—and saw.
Courtenay saw, too.

“Hail that man and.bring him here!"”
he ordered.

Ismail, keeping his distance with
ears and eyes peeled, heard instantly
and hurried off. He went 1like the
wind and all three watched in silence
for ten minutes while he headed off
a man near the mouth of the Pass,
stopped him, spoke to him and brought
him along. Tifteen minutes later an
Afridi stood scowling in front of them
with a little letter in a ecleft stick in
his hand. He held it out and Courte-
nay took it and sniffed.

“Well—I'll be blessed! A note”’—
sn%ffas'niff—“on scented paper!” Sniff-
sniff!  “Carried down the Khyber in
a split stick! Take it, King—it’s ad-
dressed to you.”

King obeyed and sniffed too. It
smelt of something far more subtle
than musk, He recognized the same
strange scent that had been wafted
from behmd Yasmini’s silken hangings
in her room in Delhi. As he unfolded
the note—it was not sealed—he found
time for a gswift glance at Rewa
Gunga’s face. The Rangar seemed m-
terested and amused.

“Dear Captain King,” the note ran,
in English.  “Kindly be quick to fol-
low me, because there is much talk of
a la‘shkar getting ready for a raid. I
shall wait for you in Khinjan, whither
my messenger shall show-the ay.
Please let him keep his rifle. Trust
him, and Rewa Gunga and my thiriy
whom you brought with you. The
messenger’s name is Darya Khan.

; “Your servant, 2
“YASMINI.”

He passed the mote to :Courtenay,
who read it and passed it back.

“Are you the messenger who is to
show this sahib the road to Khmjan""
he.asked.

“Aye'"

“But you are one of three who left
here and went up the Pass at dawn'
I recognize you.”

“Aye!” said the man. “She met me
and gave me this letter and sent me
back.” :

“How great is the lashkar that is
forming?” asked Courtenay.

“Some say three thousand men.
They speak the truth. They who say
five thousand are liars. There is a
lashkar.”

“And she went up alone?” ng mur-
mured aloud in Pashtu.

“Is the moon alone in the sky?” the
fellow asked, and King smiled at_him.

“Let us hurry after her, sahib!”
urged Rewa Gunga, and King looked
straight into his eyes, that were like
pools of fire, just as they had been
that night in the room in Delhi. He
nodded and the Rangar grinned.

“Better wait until dawn,” advised
Courtenay. "“The Pass is supposed to
be closed at dusk.”

“I shall have to ask for special per-
mission, sir.”

“Granted, of course.”

“Then, we’ll start at eight to-night!”
suid King, glancing at his watch and
snapping the gola case shut.

“Dine with ime,” said Courtenay.

“Yes, please. Got' to pack first.

1 Daren’t trust anybody else.”

“Very well. We’ll dine in my tent
at six-thirty,” said Courtenay.' “So
long!” .

“So long, sir,” said King, and each
went about his' own buginess, Wing
with the Rangar, and Ismail and all
thirty prisoners at his heels, and
Courtenay alone, but that much more
determined.

“Ill find out,” the major muttered,
“how she got up the Pass without my
knowing it. Somebody’s tail shall be
twisted for this!”

But he did not find out until King
told him, and that was many days
Ianter, when a terrible cloud no longer
threatened India from the North.

L
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T Vassar they do not allow the

young ladies to drive out with the
men unless there is a near relation-
ship between them, or unless there is
an engagement on the boards. A Vas-
sar daisy asked permission to take a
drive with a young man. “Is he your
father, brother, or cousin?’ “No,
ma’am.” “Are you engaged to him?”
“No ma’am,” and here the crimson
rushed from her neck and cuddled up
among her bangs; “but I expect to be
before we get back.”—The Argonaut.

2 2 »

Evident.—Officer (who has “lost
touch” with the troops on field-train-
ing)—*“I say, sergeant, where have all
the blithering fools of the company
gone to?”

Sergeant—*“Shure, an’ I don’t know,
sorr; it seems we’re the qnly two left.”
—Tit-Bits.
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Where Are They?—The man who
had made a huge fortune was speak-
ing a few words to a number of stu-
dents at a business class. Of course,
the main theme of his address was
himself.

“All my success in life, all my tre-
mendous financial prestige,” he said
proudly, “I owe to one thing alone—
pluck, pluck, pluck!”

He made an impressive pause 'here
but the effect was ruined by one stu-
dent, who asked impressively:

“Yes, sir; but how are we to find
the right people to pluck?”’—Philadel-
phia Ledger.
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ful poise.
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maker said, “I'm afraid, sir, the cost
of repairing will be double what you
gave for it.” !

“I don’t mind that,” said the sol-
dier. “Will you mend it?” :

“Yes,” said the jeweler, “at the
price.”

“Well,” remarked Tommy, smiling,
“I gave a German a punch on the nose
for it, and I'm quite ready to give you
two if you’ll mend it.”—Tit-Bits.
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Ruined the Ruin.—An English noble-
man was about to set out for India,
and, fearing that in his absence van-
dals might destroy a picturesque ruin
on his estate, he said to his steward:
“I want you to build a wall here”—
he drew a tiny furrow with his stick
around the ruin—*“a stone wall five
feet high.”

On his return home the nobleman
started for the spot. When he reach-
ed it he rubbed his eyes in amaze-
ment. There was the new stone wall,
but he could see nothing towering up
inside of it. He turned excitedly to
his steward:

“Look here, where’s the ruin, man?”

“The ruin, my lord?” replied the
steward. “Oh, that ould thing! Sure,
I used it to build the wall with.”—Bos-
ton Transcript.
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Alfred Noyes, the English poet, com-
plained rather bitterly at a Bohemian
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Tales for Children from Many Lands

““ Ten Volumes of Literary and Artistic Delzght

I"vom the publishing house of J. M. Dent & Sons, Litd.,—designers of more
than one famous library—comes another Series of Classics of the sort intended
to make a continuous appeal to readers old and young. ‘‘Tales for Children
From Many Lands’’ is the title of the new series which, by its pleasing ap-
pearance, is intended to captivate the faney of more than the ‘‘Kiddies,’’ for to
see, to touch and handle these exquisite books is to enter once more into the
alluring regions of mediaeval legend, or fairy tale, fable, and of rich romance.
But first and last the series is for the children. And happy the child who first
becomes acquainted through these tasteful volumes with King Arthur and the
Knights of the Round Table, with the redoubtable Gulliver, with the Romance
of Bayard and the fables of Aisop and LaFontaine, with Robin Hood and his
merry men, with the fairies of Britain, Spain and the Continent, and with the
inecomparable tales of ‘‘The Ugly Duckling’’ and ‘‘The Stork’’ and others with
which the genius of Hans Andersen has enriched the English tongue. For
mere form, noth}mng has been left undone to make the child’s introduetion to
1magmat1ve literature what it ought to be—a ministry of pure delight.

The Format

From the accompanying illustrations some idea may be gathered of the
exquisite and convineing format which the publishers with their unerring
taste have chosen. With the same judgment which formulated the famous
Hveryman’s Library for the general reader they have made the ‘‘Children’s
Tales’’ in appearance the inevitable ‘‘last word.”” The form chosen is what
is called Square Crown Octavo, which is' 5 x 7 inches. The paper is of heavy
texture, with faint India tint and the dull surface so restful to the eyes. The
binding is in two styles, full Cloth with luxurious gold design and eoloured
vignette, and an even richer library style of One-quarter Morocco, which also

and convey the critical pleasure which clings around character and design, a
specially clear font of type has been cast for the text. It is most artistic and
beautiful in character and imposes the least possible strain upon the eyes.

The Illustrations

Each book of the ten comprising this children’s Library has been sup-
plied with numerous decorative head and tail pieces as well as cleverly Specimen lIllustration.
executed line drawings illustrative of the text. All these emphasize the humor-
ous and grotesque note to the rich and mellow text of these ehild’s eclassics, and add a distinetion that is sufficient to the ordinary
booklover.. But with the thought of Children (and who is not a echild When it comes to colour), the publishers have gone a step
farther and each volume of the set is supplied with eight full-page drawings in colour, similar to that which appears in this adver-
tisement. The artists who have aceo»mphshed this are the well-known English artists

Arthur Rackham, R. Anning Bell, Herbert Cole, Dora Curtis and the Brothers Robinson.
The list of titles also appears herewi‘th. The editor of the series is F. C. Tilney.
The Titles :
' arkable Offer
1. King Arthur and His Round Table. A Rem = ‘
2. Robin Hood. Remember, that we offer no untried literary stuff, but a complete set of the masterpieces of
3. Fables of La Fontaine imaginative literature garnered from many lands. Therefore the literary quality is assured. In addi-
4' Hsop’s Fabl : tion careful editing has eliminated undesirable or cumbering features, reducing each author to the
4 sol? 8 a. €8, “handy” size. If PRICE should be a feature of this war year, we feature Price. You can buy the books
5. English Fairy Tales. either singly or by the set, but remember, the supply of the most popular titles may run short and
6. Anderson’s Fairy Tales. we advise your early selection. Order now what you want, our Guarantee protects you. The price is
7. Perrault’s Fairy Tales. for cloth 45c per volume, per set (10 Vols.) $4.50; for Quarter Morocco 75c¢ per volume, per set $7.50.
8: Qulliver’s Travels No discounts: price net—none better will follow. Postage or Express prepaid in either instance.
2 i i 7 Order by Number. Will you heed the call of fancy from many lands?
9. Fairy Stories from Spain. : ‘
10. The Story of Bayard. We guarantee this price to be the lowest at which these books can
be purchased in Canada by mail or through stores. If you are not sat.
Guarantee * isfied your money will be refunded on return of books.
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