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{ If ordinary non-skids
could answer for
those many miles you
expect to go after the
first thousand there
would have been no
success for “Dunlop
Traction Tread” or
“Dunlop Special.”
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A Summer Tour A Summer Fishing Trip
A Summer Resort A Summer Canoe Route

in New Ontario, Quebec and the Maritime Provinces
Send for:—Bras d’'Or Lakes, Cape Breton; Abegweit-Prince Edward
Island ; Storied Halifax ; La Baie de Chaleur : Notes by the Way Montreal
and East; Notes by the Way Quebec and West : Out-of-Door Quebec
and the Maritime Provinces; Out-of-Door in Northern Quebec and
Northern Ontario; Summer Excursion Fares.

H. H. MELANSON,

General Passenger Agent,
: MONCTON, N.B.

We can help you to select

BOYS

in the small towns
of Canada

It is you I am calling for. I want your services
for a pleasant little task of selling Canadian Courier
in your spare time on Fridays and Saturdays. You
will have the sales right in your own hands, the more
you sell the more you make. That’s fair and square.

Do not think your town is too small to be valu-
able. Canadian Courier is in your home., There are
thousands of others where it might be. You may
put it there.

Write me for instructions.

SALES MANAGER, Canadian Courier.
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AIR IS CHEAP—
USE PLENTY OF IT

Nothing is as essential to the
life of your tires as air,

New air is cheaper than new
tires.

Give your tires all the air

they need.

The only way to KNOW
whether or not your tires have
enough air is to measure it
with a

Schrader Universal
Tire Pressure Gauge

If you have been riding on
haphazard 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 ST.,
TORONTO, ONT.

Schrader products were awardea
a Grand Prize and two Gold
Medals at the Panama-Pacific
Exposition. ‘‘There is a Rea-
son.”

Manufactured by

A.Schrader’s Son, Inc.

NEW YORK: LONDON: CHICAGO:
785-795 Atlantic Avenue ' Dorset Place 1200 Michigan Avenue

Highest Award Panama-Pacific Exposition

20-22 Hayter Street
TORONTO, ONT.

Through the

Great Lakes

On Clyde-built‘Canadian Pacific Steamships

A delightful diversion in
a cross-continent journey

the locks of Saulte Ste. Marie, and thence sails the lomgth  of srand oid
Lake Superior, famed for its rugged headlands and romantie geemery.

Neo going st hip have mere
luxurious sccommodstions than these of the

Canadian Pacific Railway
GREAT LAKES STEAMSHIP SERVICE

Steamship Express leaves Teromte .00 P-m, Wednesdays and BSaeturd s
making direct conneetion at Port MeNieoll. - FanTe
Full particulars frem Canadiam Pacifle Ticket Agents.

L W. B, HOWARD, District Pussenger Agent, Toronte.

GET IT TODAY
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BE T S .GO ABTER BEARY

tion, because it had no authority, no ”sanctionl”

~or possibly a slight swelling of the head
—rthe kind plaudits of friends, relatives
. and neighbours on our war record and
effort, we seem to have temporarily fallen down,
and to be in danger of falling further. We have
- Teached a species of national dog-days, an equi-
nox, g slackwater, a flat crisis, or whatever you
like to call it. ;
The average Canadian who does a little think-
Ing in his spare time has an uneasy feeling that
i ‘h’e.does not know where he is at; neither does he
5 ‘IWQW what he is headed for. He knows that
- ®vents are impending, but he does not know
What they are, and the lack of knowledge wor-
Ties him,
In his heart, consciously or otherwise, there is
.mmﬁence and with it a longing for a national

A Non-Partisan Chinook
By The Man From Windermere

HETHER you agree with the writer’s point of
-view or not makes no difference to the fact
that you will enjoy this article. The Man From
Windermere, B.C., has party politics of his own
and no mistake, when things are in order. Just

now he gets out on the roof and blows a non-party

blast that in our opinion is as thoroughly all-

- Canad'an a production as any speech made in

Parliament or out, since the war began.
i

to use the legal phrase. It couldn’t do any-
thing but discuss and pass resolutions. Never-
theless it drew men from all parts of Canada.
But the announcement by Sir Robert Borden of
a measure of compulsory service coincided with
the convention and took most of the wind out of
its sails. It largely flivvered out, because among
other things no men bulking large in the na-
tional eye were prominently connected with .it,
and also because it was rumoured that other
men in whom Canadians reposed no special con-
fidence were behind it. It could not have accom-
plished anything, anyway, Dut it was quite a
respectable straw showing the quarter from
which the wind was going to blow.

After that a nuﬁxber of things happened. Fol-

lowing the announcement of a compulsory ser-

0ses, individual or composite, to lead him to
= @e Promised Land of something definite. He would
. be Telieved to see a Pharaoh’s daughter or even a
- ischon He does not expect a land of milk and
honey, but he earnestly desires to get somewhere.
H.e Wwants to get out of the doldrums, to see the na-
tonal sails™curve hard-bellied in the wind of pro-
me§3 and hear the deep-sea song of it in tautened
"Datxon'al stays; he wants to see the national ship
i Snoring through deep water with a bone in her
teeth and a flat wake behind. But the deuce of it
is that the fair wind does not strike the ship. When-
©ver the hard, dark-blue line of it bears down and
Al hands and the cook get ready to haul sheets aft,
Something intervenes and it veers off. There are a
Z_en‘bdmiﬂng_ political catspaws ruffling -the sur-
€, with stretches of flat calm between: Where-
fore the average A.B. citizen—of the West at least—
Whistles for a wind, sticks a knife in the mainmast,
80d occasionally uses strong language. :
- Getting down to brass tacks, the average citizen
- Of the West wants to Go everything that can be
_’Itfl;one to win the war; and he wants to start doing it
at once,
s Now to win the war it became evident not nearly
- 38 soon as it should, that every nation in it and
- Very individual of every nation in it, must get in
, ‘:‘:d dig—not merely gentlemanly “delve,” but dig—
. Some way, with coat and collar off and sweat
instead of gently perspire. The only limit to the
men, money and supplies needed is the ability of
- —ule'nation to come through with each and all.
55 €n yet some of us don’t see that. .We persist
| ;nanﬂ;a old idea that we are a dinky little raised-by-
4 colony which it is somebody’s duty to protect -
: d:d feed and shelter, We are ready to let George
v’h‘i' It—with special reference to George Windsor and
5 home folks. We are ready enough to howl to
j d:?‘;‘;’e.n about our autonomy, but when it is a case
., Proving that we are fit for it—a case of assum-
5 _War regponsibilities like a grown-up nation—
#}mle of us want to shelter behind the ample petti-
%ats of good old nursie, who is already as busy as
 cat on a tin roof, protecting herself. Some of us
,M,:Df DPresent events just as impersonally as we’
to read of old Waterloo, and with the same
mgble sense of ultimate victory. That unwill-
Hmi ©58.to assume national responsibility to the full
S t' and that impersonal feeling, are curses to

N g

N

By A, M. - CHISHOLM

Canada. One of these days, if we remain wilfully
blind and comfortably dabbling in our little, old be-
' fore-the-war mud pies of various kinds, the God of
Things as They Are may lose patience and smite
us hip and thigh, and we shall deserve it.

On the other hand, others of us—and I think the
great majority—are coming out of our trance to a
realization that so far as effort is concerned too
much will still be too little, and that the effort must
be not only individual andvg\overnmental, but na-
tional in the widest sense. The blow of the Cana-
dian mailed fist must have the weight of the na-
tional body behind it. We must “swing from the
heel” as the celebrated Mr. Fitzsimmons used to say.
And it follows logically that only a strong, trained-
to-the minute organization can make us deliver the
punch of which we are capable, and land it with
every last ounce of steam. ;

, Peace-time democracy in war-time is folly. To
fight efficiently for democracy or anything else the
democracy itself must establish a practical auto-
cracy, and temporarily forego a number of the ex-
cellent things and individual liberties which it en--
joyed before the world turned upside down. Which,
be it understood, is no veiled assault on or sneer at
the principle of demeocracy, but the highest applica-
tion of the very principle itself. A fighter to be fit
for a hard contest must cut out many of the plea-
sures of life. To last through a hard season a team
must obey an autocratic trainer. There must be
deprivations, curtailments of sorts. But if there is
any finer little democracy than a well-trained, hard-
muscled set of boys-curbing most of their natural
desires in order to satisfy the greater desire to win,
1 have yet to see it. In war, coaxing has no place. .
It is a case of somebody having authority to say
“go, and he goeth, and come, and he cometh,” with.
out argument or delay. The highest proof and the
highest point of democracy is the voluntary estab-
lishment of a temporary autocracy within itself, in
order that democracy itself may survive.
ONE of the first manifestations that \(}anada'
wanted a national organization in the fullest
sense was the Wip-the-War convention in Montreal.
It can scarcely be called more than a manifesta-

vice measure came Sir Robert Borden’s coalition
proposals, their refusal by Sir Wilfrid Laurier, the
proposal for an extension of the parliamentary term,
opposition of that by Sir Wilfrid, its consequent
withdrawal, and a general election in prospect as
the inevitable result.

O digress briefly and more or less personally:

The purpose of these presents is to put in plain
language what 1 believe to be the attitude of the
great mass- of citizens of Western Canada toward
playing the sgvin-the-war game. If I fail to do so it
will be because I can’t write plain English, or be-
cause I don’t understand the sentiments of the peo-.
ple among whom I live, or both. But it will not be
because I am not endeavouring to tell the straight-
grained truth, without varnish and without putty
on the knot holes. I desire to keep clear of all party
corns® and avoid all party tunes. This article is
non-partisan, with the accent on the non. But I am
trying to interpret the views of the average citi-
zen, Grit, Tory and non-party man, and these views
are strong, and definite and united on questions
which have been and are tangled up with party
politics. One of them, is the view of party politics
itself. Hence it is vain to tender-handed stroke the
neitle. Though plain truth is often rough stuff it
never hurt anybody. One of the things we suffer
from in Canada is mealy-mouthedness. Too many
things are taboo and verboten, lest rude comment
thereon should peel a strip of lender hide from
somebody. But at the risk of that my endeavour
is to state fairly what I believe to be the sentiments
of nine men out of ten in Western Canada. With
which digression “let’s go,” as our American friends
recently say.

Now as to ponscription or compulsory service or
whatever you like to call it, the West is practically
a unit of approval. If anyone doubts that and has
financial faith in his belief, let him pick out any
western constituency, go there, and offer to bet real
money that an anti-conscription candidate can or
will be elected. In very short order he will have a
large investment. The West is not only strong for
but insistent on conscription,” which it regards as
the only fair and adequate method of obtaining men.
Not that the voluntary system has failed to get
men in the West; everybody knows it has not. But
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the West is not only tired of but van no longer ante
for others as well as for herself under this system.

I am writing in a B. C. mountain valley, from
which, out of a voters’ list of some eleven hundred
names, nearly four hundred men -have gone over-
seas. I am not claiming a record for it. Other
places have done the like. But I cite it as an in-
stance of a community which has its whole effec-
tual stack in the game already.

I know these men. They were and are good men,
most of them engaged in productive industries—
ranchers, miners, lumbermen and the like. A A large
proportion are married, with families. The cost
of sending a family man overseas very properly in-
cludes a generous subsistence for his family in his
absence. But it is not only improper but plain, fool-
ish waste to send men at the extra cost of a sub-
sistence allowance when there are others in the
country whose sending would not involve the pay-
ing of any subsistence allowance at all. And there
is where the voluntary system on economic grounds,
if there were no others, breaks down. It is tre-
mendously expensive, as well as grossly unfair. I
do not intend to stress. this point, which is or should
be obvious. The point I make is that the West,
having furnished more than its quota of men under
the voluntary system, sees the unfairness of it in
its own case, and is absolutely and flat-footedly
behind compulsory service, to be applied and en-
forced, if mecessary, equally in all parts of Can-
ada. There is no doubt about that. The West
is not playing favourites, nor will it stand for
favouritism, whether in province or individual.

A

OLLOWING the unfortunate Canadian tend-

ency to avoid calling things by their first
names I find I have not specifically named Que-
bec. I apologize. I mean Quebec. Quebec and
the West are at opposite ends of the log. Here-
tofore the West has cdrried its share of’ the big
end, and Quebec has let, the little end mighty
close to the ground, thus making it harder for all
concerned. ~,

Now this log of service has to be carried and
skidded up into place, just as much in the in-
terest of Quebec as of British Columbia. If
Quebec doesn’t see it that way we ca.ﬁ’t'helvp it.
The whole struc'tua‘é; is being delayed. But that
log _has to go up. Hence excuses won’t go;
grievances don’t go as excuses. The West, which
has troubles of its own, doesn't care a hoot about’
Quebec’s grievances, real or fancied. It wants to

CANADIAN COURIER
may not be such a real wolf after all and will likely
simmer down if he finds himself up against public
sentiment concretely .expressed. The West is pre-
pared to express her sentiments any old way at all.
When it heard of proposals for a coalition gov-
ernment on a fifty-fifty basis the West was pleased.
This was no reflection on the Borden government.
There is no doubt ‘that government has made mis®
takes; there is no doubt it might be strengthened.
But also there is no doubt in the mind of the aver-
age citizen that it has handled a big, new, hard job
just about as well as it would have been handled by
any other set of men drawn from any one politicgl
camp. But nobody can deny that the effort of a
union of two parties for one purpose should—if -it
is an honest union with an eye single to that pur-
pose—effect that purpose better and more speedily
than the single effort of one of the parties. Given
the bona fides of the parties that proposition is in-
controvertible. And therefore the West was pleased.
“This,” said the West in effect, “is absolutely O.
K. We get a coalition, which means that the team
will be right into their collars and up on the bit.
There will be no moré party polities till after the
war, when we need a little light excitement. And,
of course, with a coalition there won’t be any elec-
tion, thank the Lord, or if there is, it will be a walk-

many public places, before long, and an answer can-
not be evaded.

-For on this question there are no lines
of Torres Vedras in the West. No temporizing,
no half-way measure, no constitutional herrings
drawn across the trail will do. The question will be
put up cold and squarely to every political leader, to
every party candidate. He must answer it plainly,
without quirks, quibbles, or mental reservations.
It is the main issue, which dwarfs all others. It is |
a shibboleth, and he who answers wrongly in the
West will be put to the political sword.

HIS writing is in advance of political party con-
ventions. But it is not in advance of formed and
crystalized public opinion, no matter what party
conventions may do. If they do not interpret the
signs: correctly, so much the worse for party con-
ventions. '
"It is a thousand pmes that Sir Wilfrid Laurier
could not hear the voice of Canada calling him to
place his ripe experience, his great influence, his

_great talents at the service of his country. No men

feel this more than those western men who have fol-
lowed where he led, all their political lives. But he
heard merely the voice of a political opponent 8ffer-
ing half a loaf. And the West is sincere in its re-
gret. i :

When shall we get it through our heads that

”

WHEN Chisholm wrote this the Winnipeg Con-

vention was still unborn., What happened
there makes no difference to the practical philo-
sophy of the article. If B.C., speaking for the
West, is out to spend its last dollar—whatever that
is—on the war, the Winnipeg Convention express-
ed in the Neely Resolution has the same idea.
Out at Windermere the Convention may have

looked like what ‘politicians call a frame-up. But |

it was, anyhow, one way of expressing the West by
playing straight politics through and through.
And no matter whether Canada’s balanee of
interest in the war is put over by one group of
thinkers or another, our part in the business will
never be done as becometh a man-people unless
we go at it in the spirit of Let’s Go After Bear.

»

there are 'b-'nger things nowadays than political
loaves and fishes? When and with what bitter-
, mness shall the knowledge be forced on us that we
have to meet conditions of a new-upside-down
world, that the old, finesspun theories—consti-
tutional, economic and what not—must give way
before the country’s pressing need for the best
that is in each citizen, old or young, rich or poot,
famous or unknown? Dignity, self-love, prefer- |
ences, animosities—all must go, and the g_rea.test
men and the greatest Canadians are they that
conquer these things in themselves; for these
are greater than the taking of any political
fortress. :
I have said that I do not desire to draw mfer-
ences, nor to touch unduly on party politics, save
as they affect a large number of Cdnadians who
would be infinitely ‘thankful if they were thrown
into the discard, temporarily at any rate. But
I say as a Oa.nadian,'that nothing in the world
but party politics prevented a coalition of par-
ties sufficient for all practical purposes; that:a -
coalition was earnestly hoped for .and would

have had behind it so long as it worked hon-

regard Quebec as a man and a brother, but a big, =
husky, elder brother ought to hold up his end, or
at least the West thinks so; and if he doesn’t do it
he is apt to hear some plain, brotherly language
from t’othef brother.

The main thing is that Quebec did not come
through under the voluntary system, and the West
does not in the least care why. Everybody has to
come through nowadays, willingly or otherwise, to
the extent of his ability; and there can be no eva-
sions, no exemptions, no refusing to play the game
which is national life or national death, no hair-
splitting about the cozwtitutmn or the rights of any-
body. This war is interfering with everybody’s
rights, including the rxg‘ht to Jive. *Any man who

can’t see that needs 4 course in a brain college, All
these things are so evident that time arguing them
is wasted. Those who argue contra are wilfully
blind, or different in mental equipment from every-
body else in the white man’s world. There is no
time left to run a series of academic debates. That’s
bow the West look at it.

As for the vanious street-corner and other Quebec
orators who denounce conscription and preach re-
pistance thereto, the West does not take them seri-
ously, and if she did it would make no difference
In common language she regards them as
a lot of windy four-flushers who are trying to run a
sandy. As for the danger alleged in some quarters
of disrupting federation, the West is not per-
turbed. Coi tion will take some breaking if
the West has anything to say about it, and she thinks

‘ghe will have. Generally the West half believes and

wholly hopes that the froth has come to the top

‘and is making all the noise—if froth ever makes

noise—and that the stuff beneath is good and sound;
the general experience of the West being that the
man who talks most about shooting up the town

’

over. Go right to it, boys, we’re behind you.”
Then, to the unspeakable disgust and disa;ppoint—

ment of the West, rain fell and the picnic was called

off. : 4

HE coalition proposals struck the average man

as being a fair-and-square deal. He did not
interpret the offer as a sign of weakness, but as an
honest attempt to unite both political parties for one
purpose, and of that purpose he thoroughly approved.
‘When Sir Wilfrid Laurier took counsel with his
friends and refused the offer the average man was
surprised and disappointed. Sir Wilfrid’s stated
reason for such refusal—that the offer should have
been made before conscription was decided on, so
that he might have had a hand in the framing of
whatever policy he was to support—the average man
did not find very satisfying. In fact the average
man, who has had more experience in cutting ice
than in splitting hairs, put it this way: “Laurier re-
fused to support conscniption.” The average west-
erner, Grit as well as Tory, does not care why he
refused. Further, in the opinion of the average
westerner, he who is not for conscription is against
it :
In that opinion lies the political importance of Sir
Wilfrid’s course. Failing a clearly-cut declaration
of personal views on the part of Sir Wilfrid which
appa.mntly does not exist; he is judged by the West
by the declarations of the majority of his thick-
and-thin supporters, which are definitely and strongly
opposed to conscription. And so the West would like
to know what would have happlened to conscniption
if the policy of it had come before a cabinet of
which Sir Wilfrid and his nominees composed one
half? That question will be asked many times, in -

3 # i
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estly party and non-party men almost without
exception in the West, which even yet hopes for
some measure of union; and that the dlsa,ppomt-
ment was deep. 5
Naturally the failure of coalition proposals prace -
tically decided the fate of an extension of the par
liamentary term. But strong opposition thereto set-
tled the matter, and cinched on the back of this long-
suffering country a pack containing the worry and
uncertainty and unrest and waste time and money
of an entirely unnecessary election, of which the
prospect is already a creemng paralysis on the arm
of Canadian effort. :
When I say it is unnecessary 1 am voicing the
opinions of Conservatives, Liberals -and mnon-party
men. There is every constitutional argument for an.
election, but there is not ome common-sense argu-
ment. It is quite true that the present parliament
was elected when nobody thought of war; that it
was elected for five years and no longer; that 2
number of constituencies are not represented; that

‘the West is entitled to more members. All true—

4

and all claptrap and political bunk. The cold fact
is that in the West at least neither party nor now
party men want an election. Nobody wants one.
Everybody considers one a nuisance little short of

a crime. ;

For how in the name of all that is sensible are
we to get anywhere with a mere party -election
which, whichever party wins, will ledve us much, a8
we are? It takes a case-hardened partisan to main- <
tain anything else. The best that can be said for
it is that it may close the mouths of those ultra:
constitutionalists who have suddenly discoyered that
the present parliament has mo “mandate”’—whidh
they conveniently overlooked a vear ago. As for

(Continued on page 25.) i
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HEN the Win-the-War Convention got to-
gether in Toronto, August 2 and 3, it knew
nothing about the way any cat might be
jumping in Winnipeg, August 7 and 8,

The crowd that assembled under the gavel of J. M.
Godfrey, KiC., had one clear idea from the start,
That was—winning the war. Straight politics was
taboo. The chairman was a Liberal. He put his
Liberalism on the shelf and went after the war,
regardless of party. Mr. Hugh Guthrie, K., M.P,,
who came first in the open meeting at night after
thke volley of speeches by war veterans, was also a
Liberal. He put hig Liberalism in his pocket and
talked war. Mr. N. W. Rowell, KIC., who came last
on the programme, was also a Liberal. As leader
of the Ontario Opposition he had a fine chance to
talk politics. But he put Satan behind him—and he
talked about how the nation known as Canada ought
to unite for winning the war, leaving elections to
be looked after when politics might be in 'season
again. Sir William Hearst, Premier of Ontario, also
ignored politics and talked about the Canadian army
at the front. —

The sentiment of the meeting was in favour of a
union governmeént, no election, the prompt enforce-
ment of the Military Service Bill and a steady policy
of reinforcement 'for the Canadian troops at the
front. Resolutions covering most of these items were
conveyed to the Government.

Alongside the pit, close to, the front, was.a weather-
beaten old patriot who led in a good deal of the cheer-
ing. He had a five-cent palm-leaf fan, a badge, and
a flip-flop "hat. He was an out-of-towner, and he
had a fund of mproarious energy. When the Chair-
man announced God Save the King, it was Brother
Vox Populi who raised the tune, and at every other
bar shouted to the crowd, “Sing it! Why don’t you
sing?” At the end of the National (Anthem he led
cff impromptu into the chorus of Rule Britannia, and_
as the big crowd with its thousand or so returned
soldiers drifted on, he ran along- the rail shouting
to all and sundry his panting message on behalf of
King and Country.

That man typified the spirit of the Win-the-War
Convention.

»

OTICE the grim look on some of the faces
opposite, some of the men in khaki, These
men have also been at a convention. It had

something directly to do with organizing the senti-
ments of men who hdve been at the front and are
now back in Canada olserving what this country is
doing to help finish the job. These men are Great
War Veterans. They come from clear across Canada,
as may be noted from the names and addresses: be-
ginning at the back row, left to right:

W. A. Trwin, Edmonton; Major J. R. Anderson, Mont-
real; Capt. K. C. MacPherson, Ottawa; A. C. Hay, Win-
nipeg; Sergt. H. E. Stafford, Vancouver; B. G. C. Lip-
pett, St. John, N.B. Seated, N. F. R. Knight, Dominion
Secretary-Treasurer, Windsor, N.S.; Sergt.-Major James
Robinson, D.C.M., Vancouver; Major W. B. Purney,

President, Halifax; J. J. *Shanahan, second vice-presi-
dent, Toronto; Capt. T. Finn, Prince Albert, Sask.

These are the Council of the TFederation of Re-
turned Soldiers’ Associations. They d?n’t even re-
member what their politics were before they went
to the front., They naturally don’t care much what
anybody else’s politics are in this country. In form-
ing a cross-country orrga(ﬁization they rode roughshod
over @l the political clothes-lines. They are the

. organized advance guard of the army that is slowly

coming back. The average returned soldier’s con-
tempt for politics is equalled only by his hatred of
Germany. He is frank about both. To him every
party-monger is a friend of the enemy. Behind him
in the trenches is an army of men who all feel about
as these men did. Some day that army will be back.
When they are done fighting Germans they will
begin to fight the anti-national sentiment of Canada.
They may be a little violent in their methods. But
they know what it means to stick it out against the
devil and all for the sake of citizenship in this coun-
try, and they have no patience with pussyfooting
political methods or wup-thesmalley intrigues.

”

HIS pack of wool is part of a first consignment
T of 600,000 Ibs. sent by the Southern Alberta

Sheep Raisers’ Association to the Dominion
Government's warehouse in Toronto. By the time
this goes to press the wool may be khaki.
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PELICANIZING

”

A diversion much indulged in
nowadays by a number of
Canadians who would never do
to be citizens of any country
where real war troubles exist.
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ISDOM is not the obvious

characteristic of this

plaintive bird, the peli-
can. Almost any ill-informed
amateur ornithologist could
tell you that the enormous
growth of the clapper end of
this feathered animal is due
to the fact that he stores up
there for future reference a
whole cargo of minnows, wat-
er-bugs and other indiscrim-
inate plunder, so that when he
has a little more leisure he
may decide which of them are
worth sending down the long
road to his corpulent interior.
And any amateur philosopher
can tell you just as accurately
that the human pelican does
the same thing with his opin-
fons. This species of pessi-
mist has no real opin-
ions of his own. He is the
victim of the worst delusions
he gets from the opinions of
other men. He goes about
scooping them up. When any
one tells him that Canada is
on the road to blue ruin, that
politicians are running the
country now and forever, that
profiteers are gobbling ‘up
what the politicians leave,
that civil war is sure to coma
‘from conscription, that the
only difference between the
parties is that each one is
worse than the other—he be-
lieves it all, so far as he is
capable of anything so definite
as a belief. If anybody came
along and stumped him to
have a'real opinion of his own
more lively than a craw-fish,
he would only blink his little
black pinhead eyes and say,
plaintively, ‘Please go ’'way
and let me sleep.”
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MENDING OUR PART =
of the WORLD'S SHIP
LINE

OOKING closely at the photograph at the
bottom of this page, you will notice that it
ig a peculiarly good picture of any old ship-
yvard that you might come across by the

score anywhere across Canada. It happens to be
a preliminary scene to the launching of the Orleans,
a new wocean freighter turned out a few days ago
from a shipyard in Toronto. The tonnage of this
boat is 4,600; her dimensions are 261 feet overall,
beams 43 ft. 6 in., depth 28 ft. 6 in. She is expected
to be on the Atlantic some time this fall, a fair
mark for any German submarine that gets a chance
to hit her.

Just how important it is to have this kind of thing
going on all over /Canada has to be remembered
every little while, in the light of facts that stare
at millions of eyes every day from the newspapers.
Everybody mowadays reads about tonnage and its
destruction by submarines. But every mewspaper
despatch does not contain the facts about the ship-
ping tonnage of the whole world now and for the
months past being sent to the bottom by submarines.
Reduced to cold figures in millions, the total of the
world’s shipping afloat on February 1, 1917, the day
Lefore the unrestricted sub warfare began, was 40,
600,000 tons. This is a vast amount of shipping. End
to end the ships carrying it would reach many hun-
dreds of miles. And it might be supposed that
no submarine menace ‘ever could whittle this down
to a thin black line capable of being docked in a
few of the world’s biggest harbours. But it is esti-
mated that submarines on their known record could
sink this entire aggregatle in about four years and
six months, on an average of 9,000,000 tons a year.
And of course that need not matter so much, if the
world can keep on building ships fast enough to mend
the gaps., As i matter of fact, however, it is esti-
mated that the whole world’s shipyards now in opera-
tion will produce wonly about 2,000,000 tons new
shipping for the year ending Feb. 1, 1918, and about
4,000,000 for the year ending Feb. 1, 1919. How long
it would take to send the-last ship below is a case
for a higher court of mathematics. But it is some-
thing to reflect that Canadian shipyards, in all sorts
of unsuspected places, are doing their part to mend
up the world’s tonnage fast enough to defeat the
object of the submarine terror. And we are just
beginning.

Mending up the ship lines is only one part of the
problem. Most people lose sight of ‘the fact that
the cargo sent to the bottom along with the ship—if.
she happens to be carrying a cargo—can’t be put
back afloat.  The wheat, meat, clothing, munitions,
or other means of life and death sent below are so
much taken out of the world’s aggregate that make
the business of feeding and maintaining not only
our armies at the fromt, but ourselves on the rear,
the greatest economic problem ever undentaken in
the world. All the food controllers are telling us
about this. For the finst time in history we are

‘conscious that the world’s total yearly supply of

things to sustain life and comfort fis becoming almost
a known quantity. 'War puts us mearer and mearer
the point foretold by Malthus many years ago, when

~ he said that some day the world would have too many

people for the food it could rprod.,uce'. Malthus was
nearly right and altogether wrong. If the world had
let war alone such a thing mever could have hap-
pened. But in a time when the world is engaged in
killing as many people as possible “population press-
ing in subsistence,” ag Dr. Malthus called it, becomes
a very obvious fact. -

Here, again, it is something to reflect that Canada,
which mormally exports more foodstuffs than any
other country fin the world, according to population,
is doing her share. And this is quite as important
a work at present as sending more armies abmd\
to fight. - 5




X HEN studying thrift consider this French
woman on the St, Lawrence, who made
all her own clothes, and some of them

from the wool as it came from the sheep’s
back. High Cost of Living was never invented
to worry her. All it means is that the things
she makes from the wool would be more valu-
able if she sold them—but she doesn’t, She
gets enough extra for a small part of what she
does sell to balance up the extra cost of the
print she has to buy at the store. But she
gets precious little of that. She has even made
her own shoes.
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QUAINT QUEBEC |

Photographs in 1917
By EDITH WATSON

N the walls of this cottage hangs a saw.

And the saw of the Frenchman was as

far as could be made at home. Of course
the steel blade had to be bought. But the bent
hickory frame was made by old Pierre.

NY stage manager wanting properties for
a rustic play would be charmed at once
by this picture of the French mother ande
her dainty cradle beside her and the little spin-
ning wheel before, and the light of the great
valley streaming in with a benediction of per-
fect, pastoral peace. Maybe she sings as she
spins, the song of the spinning wheel that came
with her mother’s forbears from some quaint
village of France. And the baby sleeps well.
There is nothing to disturb it but the whirr of
the little wheel and the murmur of the breeze
from the hills by the river.

i | &

HILIPPE s a brawny young
man, and the father of some
children. Standing at his cot-
tage door he enjoys loafing a while
as he looks at his wife., Soon he
will go to work like a demon; and

UEBEC mammas do not be-
lieve in costly toys that kill

-4 th‘e imaginations of children.
Is little girl's wooden doll was

farved. by a doll-man down the
Street,

A RO S SRS S e

ANTIQUARIANS could tell you how many
years older in history this big spinning-
5, Wheel is than the littie one at the top of
w‘ page. Ontario women have had such
thheels. But the Ontario wheels are all up in
a§ attics. This one is down by the window
nd it spins an hour or two every day.

i,
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OOK well at the picture above; the
haunted little miracle church of St.
Anne de Beaupre. The people are
going to church. It is a procéssion.
The bell has been tolling above the curious
indoor pyramid of crutches and reliques of
all sorts of infirmities. The miracle is still
there to those who believe in it. And so
it is intended to remain. No rude German
shell comes within 3,000 miles of /St. Anne
de Beaupre. And so long as it does not,
what need for the fuss and fury of war?

There are brave men in Quebec. Their
fathers were brave before them. History
tells anybody in full what here and there
the monuments and. tablets and old grim
walls of Quebec cities tell in fragments;
the heroic story of how French people
fought against fierce enemies, savages and
others, to keep that part of Canada safe for
the generations to come under the flag of
Great Britain.

We do not need to be told that the men
and women of Quebec now are no less brave
than those who fought and suffered in the
days of-old. But there is no war on Cana-

presently stop to palaver again.

ORATIO WALKER, Canadian artist, down
H on the Isle of Orleans, nevér painted a

finer picture of pigs than this feeding-time
scene would make if put on a canvas. These
pigs are big money, and what they eat some-
times seems to cost very little more than the
light on their backs.
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dian fields. No airships drop death upon these chil-
dren. No war graves cram the pleasant fields. And
80 many of the people in Quebec do: not know much
about the war that has made old France suffer more
in 7914-17 than New France did in the old days on
the St. Lawrence.

The people are diligent, happy and contented.
They wish to remain so. The thrift and frugality

now being taught to other people by governments -

j and ' committees came to the people of Quebec in
their cradles. It is one of the common instincts of
life, not to waste. The farms are small. Every
cranny must produce. The families are large. Na-
ture says inexorably that wealth comes from labour
applied to the land. The more people that labour
on the land, the greater the diffusion of comfortable
living. When the land laughs harvests and garden

crops in response to the hard work of father and .

family, there is no need for the boys to hike away
to the big city, or out to the prairie. They may go
to the mines and the forests and the mills; but the

‘ ‘mines, the forests and the mflls they go to are most

of them in Quebec. It is better that the money
earned by the people there be earned - in developing
Quebec and spent there.  This is a law of com-
munity preservation, and Quebec knows it along
with its ABC.

CANADIAN COURIER

So that the wisest of our political economy pro-
fessors can go to Quebec and find a people working
cut their own economic salvation as well as any peo-
ple ever did under the sun.

And this is all very beautiful, as any traveller
knows. Nowhere in America can the traveller find
such common comfort, contentment and hospitality
as in Quebec. The cheerful, open-handed welcome
of the habitant charms the visitor. He is one of
the family, even without speaking French. He will
never forget how warmly they welcomed him and
how beautiful were the pictures he saw on every
roadside, as though some great Nature-Artist were
engaged in painting an immortal picture for all time,
to come.

All of which is po&smle perpetually only when all
goes well with the world. Poor old France, beau-
tiful and industrious, had just this sort of charmed
life until the wild beasts of war came up from the
Rhine. Not even Quebec had a greater desire for
peace than had France. But France was between
Germany and the western sea, and Germany, mést
aggressive of all modern nations, -must ﬁnd a way
out, even by devastating France.

‘We know of no people who desire to despoil Que-
bec for the sake of getting out to the world. But
Quebec is on the highway of the world. The great

river that carries the great lakes down and out to

- the sea, is not born in Quebec and does not end

there. It sweeps on and on like one of the great
forces of nature and the tide of traffic, of business,
of mills and mines and railways goes with 4t. Que-

bec is fair on the path of this onsweeping tide of

rivers run. No man, no government, no church, ever
could keep Quebec isolated from this sea of change.

And as the world goes to-day, this peaceful, pars
ochial Quebec is a highway of war. That war is as
inevitable as the river, or the immigrant ship, or
the wheat cargo. And the St. Lawrence, home of a
peace-loving, happy people, much against the will of
all Canada, is surely' as much a part of the great
upside-down world trying to get right side up again,
as the prairies that no hostile army from Europe
ever could reach without coming up the St. Law-
rence or climbing the Rockies.

‘modern business that never will stop so long as

The world will never be right again till as much :

of it as possible is as happy and diligent and thrifty
as Quebec. But Quebec will not be happy and dili-
gent and thrifty for long unless the people realize

that the beautiful d-xjeaxm of the St. Lawrence is pos-
sible only by struggling to keep it and recognizing

that modern civilization as yet is a fiercer struggle
than even that of the Jungle.

’
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military considerations.

T is hardly correct to speak of the beginning
I of a British offensive. It is not the beginning
-but the continuation. The British offensive
began early in the year, and as soon as the
weather became favourable. It has been switched
from point to point or the German defensive
lines, and it has been as mearly continuous as
-the colossal nature of the operations would per-
mit. The latest blow is the heaviest of all, but
it is in no sense a new departure, nor is it an-
other effort to succeed where earlier efforts have
failed. The earlier efforts did not fail. It is
true that they were not major successes. That
is to say they did not result in expelling the
Germans from France and Belgium, or in bring-
ing the war to an end. But then they were not
expected to do this. They were expected to win

ETTING the Germans out of France and
Belgium is not a case of rolling them back.

By that method the war would last many years.

The Hindenburg line is tremendously fortified.
It was selected long ago. To push back that
line is a glacial process. The, advantage is all
on the defensive and the Germans have it. When
they retire it is to a selected strategic line. The

~Allies must bring up their war machine over

abolute chaos.
which he needs.

This gives the enemy time—
The German lines mast be

Of what value, we are asked, is the capture
of a few trench lines so long as innumerable

"How shall it be possible within any measurable
time to drive the Germans back to their own
frontier by laborious and costly attacks brought
at long inteérvals and resulting in an advance of
a few hundred yards? The formula used by the
exponents of this method of reasoning is always
the samie, and at least it has the merit of mathe-
matical simplicity.
yards in so many weeks, how long will it take
them to lose the distance between their present
lines and the German frontier? The answer, of
course, runs.into scores of years, even into cen-
turies, and we are then triumphantly advised to

territory that would presently be of tactical

value for observation and advance. They wefe

expected to weaken the German morale and to -
extend the work of attrition. They were ex-

pected to dent the German lines, and so to ex-

tend their length, and to interfere with the German
communications. To speak of them as failures is as
absurd as to ascribe .failure to the woodsman be-
cause the first blows of his axe do not fell the tree.
Without those initial strokes the tree would never
be felled at all. If they are continued the tree is
certain to fall. A military critic has compared the
British attacks with the successive cutting of the
guy ropes that support a flag staff. No one can say

- with certainty when the staff will cometo the ground,

but the end is-mot at all in doubt if the cutting of
the guy ropes continues.

The present attack of which we have just received
the first reports was carried out immediately to the
north of the Messines Ridge that was so finely cap-
tured a few weeks ago. It may be regarded as a con-
tinuation of that action. The most southerly point
assailed was Hollebeke, and the battle extended from
there some twenty miles to the north in the vicinity
of Dixmude, which is about thirteen miles from the
North' Sea. The first day’s fighting resu®:d in an
advance along the whole line. Some six or eight
villages were ta,ken including La Basseville, Steen-
straete, Bixshoote, Saint Julien, Hooge, Westhoek

“and Hollebeke. The Germans counter attacked with

great energy and won back some small portions of
the ground lost, but these were again ta,ken from
' them on the following day.

At the moment of writing, three days after the
first assault, the British are holding their gains
firmly, but have been prevented by heavy rain and
low visibility from continuing their operations. The
advsmce over the twenty miles of front seems to have

en about three miles, although on this point there
definite information. The difficulty of ad-

~

broken. And Mr. Coryn predicts that they
will be. '
By 8§ 1D N B Y o R Yo N

Written E#pecially for' the Canadian Courier

vancing the artillery over ground softened with rain '
would sufficiently account for the delay, but in ad-
dition to this difficulty there seems to have been a
mist that made artillery observation impossible. The
delay ds, of eourse, somewhat favourable to the Ger-
mans, who are thus enabled to bring reinforcements
to the threatemed area, although this advantage .is

somewhat lessened by the fact that they cannot have 3

‘many men available for such a purpose so long as
the French to the south are alert and aggressive. A
notable feature of this battle in the north is the
presence of French troops to the left of the British
army, that is to say, between the British and the
North Sea. This is the first notification of French
troops on this part of the line.

HE object of this attack is ‘the same as the ob-

ject of the battles that have preceded it, with
the additional aim of threat against Zeebrugge and
Bruges, about thirty miles to the east. Zeebrugge
iz usually described as the chief submarine base, but
probably Bruges also is used for submarine pur-
poses, seeing that a canal connects the two places,
and Bruges would be safe from attacks by war ships.
But thirty miles is a long way for an army advancing
in the face of fierce opposition, and unless there
should be an extensive falling back of the German
lines—by no means an impossibility—we can hardly
consider that the submarine war will be seriously
affected in this respect for some time to come.

So far as this and all preceding battles are con-
cerned it may be well to say a word regarding the
insidious theories that are now being put forward
by furtive sympathizers with Germany, theories that
may have a certain plausibility for minds unused to

recognize the hopelessness of it all and to find!
some other solution than the military one.

The object of the various battles on the west-

ern front is mot, of course, to gain a little ter-

ritory or to push back the Germans another
half-mile or so toward the Rhine.
that these results are attained, but they are quite
subsidiary to the main strategical objective, which
is so to weaken the German lines that it shall pre-
sently be possible to find a point of penetration.
The capture of the Messines Ridge, for example,

busy spades in the rear are making new ones?

If the Germans lose 0 many

It may be true

was mnot undertaken because it promised a gain of _

territory, although as a matter of fact it did promise

a gain of territory. The Messines Ridge was taken

becausé it was a valuable observation and artillery
position, and its possession was not only a protec-
tion to.the British lines, but the possible prelimin-
ary to another assault that should break a gap in

the German lines back, it would be more to the ad-

_the German defences. So far from striving to drive

vantage of the Allied commanders that the German .

lines should stand so stiffly as to permit their pene-
tration. As a matter of fact the German lines are
niot pushed back at all.
avoid being pierced.
tection, on the same principle that makes it easier
to penetrate a piece of wood than a piece of rubber.
The Allied successes are not measured by the ex-
tent to which the Germans have tallen back. They
are measured by the fact that the danger of pene-

“tration was so great as to compel them to fall ba»ck-‘v

But there is a Alimit\ to these retirements.
(Continued on page 27.)

UT at the front two regiments, returning to the
trenches, chanced to meet. There was the musual
exchange of wit. ‘“When's the gloomin’ war goin’

to end?” asked one north-country lad. *“Dunno,” replied.
one of the southshires. ‘“We've planted some dn.ffydil;
in front of our trench.” ‘‘Bloomin’ optimists!” snorted
the man from the north. *““We've planted acorns.”
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They fall back in order to
« Their elasticity is their pro-
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: R. THOMAS TOPLEY
M ought to have known bet-
ter. But because he was
X @ young married man in
’Aungu.st, 1917, he was foolhardy
enough to sit in the kitchen the
Dight his wife did up the peaches.
“Mother always encouraged us
DOy to go to the kitchen,” he told
'hi's wife as he proceeded to make
bimself wise from two paper-cov-
€red pamphlets, one the Provincial
Government’s Bulletin on Canning,
~the other The Cost of Sugar, by H.
C. of L. 0’Connor. “And this is
‘ODe time when a man has more
S mﬁn a sentimental right—"
. Why? interrupted she crisply.
“Because for the first time in my
~ Tecollection this house is a canning
 factory, Marie. That's what it is.
W‘?’VB got to put away so many
~ PInts and quarts of fruit and vege-
* tables. 1t take the united eff—"
~ “Excuse me, Thomas,” she put
80 impulsive hand over his mouth.
-1 don’t want you.”
“Oh, but this is no case for sen-
timent, my dear. You may not
- think you need me. But We, Us
- and Co. needs both of us. This has
B0t to be a scientific study. No
mere” experiments, no fads, no fanecies, no frills, no
- doing what mother did just because her mother did
before she was born. We are plumb into the
1ew economic era. As somebody says, we've got
o fight the Kaiser in the kitchen. And—”
- Maria Topley’s clatter with the clothes-boiler and
the sealers inside drowned him out. He took up
his Bulletin and began to read, muttering that he
Would make Maria listen when she got paring the
Dext basket of peaches and quit racketing at the
ler. He had mno idea what a storm he was raising
in his wife’s bosom; how she resented this suspicion
that she gidn’t know how to can economically in
1917 with sugar 10 cents a pound and sealers, more
€Xpensive than ever, to buy by the score—because
being o young couple they had né maternal accurfiu-
* lation of crocks and jars. Maria Topley intended
@"ing a stunt at this canning and she wanted to have
~ the responsibility. All she wanted from Mr.
topley was the price of the raw materials. She
Would furnish all the labour.
~He read to himself:

mgeﬂuantitie's of fruit in the canning séason need
t prevent the preservation of the entire fruit sup-
Ply available, when we know that fruit canned with-

?122 (I‘Sugaruwin keep just as well as when sugar is
“Tommyrot!” he shouted. “Does the writer of

YOW when we come to use the fruit? Whether we
PUt it in now or later it’s certainly got to go in. This
13“"5 a pickle factory. Wait! ‘Here’s something on
1€ economies of sugar. Here’s O'Connor’s report
O what it costs to make sugar. And if anybody
©an get from this dope that sugar will be lower
BeXt winter than it is now he qualifies for—" .
Opley scurried through the document like a dog
in-a cornfielq after a coon. This economic business
i the kitchen excited him, Also Mrs, Topley, who
Once beat a tattoo on the pots and pans at the

- So that whenever the racket was too great

4ed a bit he read aloud; and when she found the
80spe] ‘8etting on her merves she stopped paring
€aches and went at the noise again, All of which
2 protracted meeting. And this is what Topley
0 say about sugar: ;
to sugar, Commissioner O’Connor clears the re-

€S, the wholesalers and the corner grocery of
ame for the uptilt in the price scale since the

der which sugar is refined, distri-
old within Canada is “fair and, indeed,

. its operations to the public.” He

The cost of sugar required to take care of the

at exp gar will | it is
’ pect ithat sugar will be any. lower than i « the modus operandi of canning, Maria.

TOD?QY 3118# read to himself: when Mrs. Topley sub-

eégan. . In fact he declares that the existing
Ngements ung :
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TOPLEY STAYS HOME TO CAN

In his ignorance of Women’s Rights he unaertakes to instruct
his Wife in the Art of Kitchen Economy

Ry TH B F D1 T 0 K

that sugar, making up 25 per cent. of the bulk of
staples dealt with in the grocery trade, is handled
by the wholesalers and retailers practically at a loss
to hold the trade of their customers in the other 75
per cent. of the business. : 5

The higher price of sugar has been produced, he
says, by the remarkable increase in manufacturing
costs since the war began. Since the ante‘bellum
period, the price of coal, an essential factor in sugar
refining, has advanced over 250 per cent. “Sulphuric
acid, the most eccnomical fdr every purpose of a
sugar refinery, cannot now be obtained,” he says,
“and hydrochloric acid is being used instead at an
advance in cost of over 300 per cent.” But the most
potent cause has been the advance in the cost of the
raw product. “That product (raw cane sugar) has
more than doubled in cost since the beginning of the
war,” he assures us, and adds, “the prices of refined
sugars, in the United States as well as in Canada,
are absolutely dominated by the price of raw cane
sugar, which neither the United States nor Canada
can possibly control.””

“So you see, Maria,” wound up Topley, “there’s not
the ghost of a chance that sugar will be any lower,

/ In fact, it’s only by a fluke that it isn’t much higher

right now.” 5

UCH as she hoped he would suddenly go to
sleep like a baby, this sugar stuff did not rasp
on Mrs. Topley’s nerves half so much as what he
came to in the second chapter.
~ “Here’s what the government expert says about
Sounds like
good sensible dope too. Listen!
(1) By Cooking in Hot Water Bath.

For home canning, a wash-boiler can be made to
take the place of the more elaborate commercial
outfit. Prepare the fruit, and syrup, or if vegetables
are to be canned, have boiling water and salt ready
to fill the cans.

Pack the fruit into sterilized jays, fill with syrup,
then put covers on loosely, and place on wooden
rack in the hoiler, :

Pour warm water into the boiler, to come nearly
to the top of the jars. Place the filled jars on the
rack, far enough apart to not touch one another,
and pack the ‘spacgs "betWeen with cotton to prevent
the jars striking when the water boils.

Cover and cook until the fruit is cooked through.

Ten minutes after the water boils will do for berries

and some of the small fruits.
Remove cover from boiler to let steam escape,

remove one jar at a time, fill to overflowing with

_boiling syrup and seal. The object of adding more

~ gyrup is simply to fill up the space after the fruit
_ has settled down in cooking. (It is not necessary

e on L o R

for the keeping of the fruit to add
liquid to fill the jars after steriliz-
ing. "The air will have been ex-
hausted in the cooking, and the
glass tops will be sealed air-tight
automatically.) ;

Set aside where there is no
daught, and screw on tops as they
cool and Eontract.

(2) Cooking or Stewing in a Pre-
serving Kettie,

Put fruit into a syrup and cook
slowly until the fruit is- cooked
through. Fill sterilized jars to

~ overflowing and seal.

Jams or preserves are cooked by
this method.

(3) Fruit Cooked in the Oven.
Make syrup and prepare fruit.
Sterilize jars and set in a pan

containing two inches of boiling

water in the oven.

Fill jars with fruit; pour in syrup
to cover, put on.the tops without
screwing down and cook about ten
minutes. '

Remove jars from the oven, fill
with boiling syrup and seal.

(4) ”"Raw Canning” of Small Fruits.

Small fruits like raspberries,

strawberries, or sliced peaches can be sterilized so

as to retain their shape and “colour and natural
flavour without actual cooking.

Pack fruit into sterilized jars. Make a syrup and
while it is boiling, pour it over the fruit and seal
tightly. Put the jars in a kettle or washtub, fill the
vessel to the tops of the jars with boiling water,
cover over with a blanket, and as the water cools
tighten down the tops. Turn upside down to be sure
they are air-tight. :

OW as it happened that Mrs. "I‘op-ley‘wa;s actu-

ally doing at that moment a number of the
things he was reading about, and knew all about
most of the others before ever she knew Topley,
she just about lost her temper. .
 Topley took a drink at the kitchen tap, squinted
approvingly at the cans of fruit on the table and
sat down again. This was the first time he had
ever taken any interest in such matters, and it was
quite to be expected that the mere reading aloud of
a string of recipes for preserving would make him
feel like a young lover reading Omar Khayyam to
‘his beloved. So he read on and on, regardless of
the toek-tfek-tock of the kitchen clock. He read the
recipes in about the same ding-dong style that a
backwoods farmer used to read the Book of Num-
bers at family prayers. Quite regardless now of
whether his wife made a racket or not he trundled
them off one by each.

PRESERVING.

Preserving fruit is cooking it ‘with from three-
fourths to its whole weight of sugar, without break-
ing it up like jam. TFhe object is to have the fruit
permeated with syrup. Care must be' taken to do
this gradually so as to prevent the shrinking and
toughening which results when fruit is placed at
once in very dense syrup. It is also important not
to pack the finished preserves in syrup heavy enough
to crystallize later.

Preserved Raspberries or Blackberries.

4 pounds berries. 3 pounds sugar. .
Sort over berries and wash. Cover with sugar
and let stand two hours. Simmer until boiling point
is, reached; boil one minute; cool; bring to boiling
point again and boil one minute. -Fill into jars and
seal. Strawberries, thimbleberries and gooseberries
may be preserved in \the same way.

Preserved Strawberries.

4 pounds berries. 3 pounds granulated sugar.
Cover berries with the sugar and let stand over
night in a cool place. Drain off the juice, pour it
into a granite saucepan and let it boil fifteen min-
utes, removing the scum. Add the berries, boil three
e (Concluded on page 25.) :
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it takes a big brain to operate a big commercial

P L1 R T A

or industrial business in world competition. We
are not so willing to admit that it needs a syndi-
cate of big brains to administer a whole country
in ‘still greater competition with the world and

with its own international problems, which are

always greater than those without. If we are

OVA SCOTIA has a visible million barrels
N of apples on the trees. British Columbia
has ‘a good crop of apples. Ontario and
Quebec have rather less than half crops. pn—
tario will have almost no winter apples at all.
Ontario is Spyless, KJngless, Russetless. But
Nova Scotia makes good on all our shortcomings.
For the next three months the apples of Annapolis
Valley will be one of the wonders of the world.
These million barrels of apples can’t go overseas
because apples are not exported without facili-
ties hard to get in time of war. The United
States doesn’t want them. Nova Scotia can’f
afford to waste them. So the Dominion Govern-
mént will see that as far as possible with the
co-operation of growers, pickers, packers, ship-
pers, railwaymen and dealers, middie Canada gets
as many of these million barrels as possible. Do
we observe peering over the second rail from |
the top of the fence—any apple medium whq ex-
pects a rake-off on the transit of these apples
from tree to table? Let him be knocked upon’

the head.
”

HERE is our Lloyd George, our Kerensky,
W sighs the critic who lobks for political
regeneration to take his mind off the

war. He talks as though we should be able to
find one in somebody’s haymow or in a ‘back‘seat
of Parliament waiting for some great emergency
to touch the button. - Well, we don’t seem to
have that kind of man here. And we may as
well be frank enough to state why we haven’t.
Poets may be born. Politicians surely are not.
It takes time and experience and tried practical
wisdom to produce a politician worthy of the
name—we don’t refer to political experts who
win elections. Canada has not made a profession
of politics, which is surely as difficult a study.
as medicine, law or philosophy. We admit that

THE NEW CANADIAN SAYS:

WHEN I talk to myself about what | cah do to

help win the war in this country | should
like to remember how my great-grandfather’s folk
swaggered in the bush, the patched and horny-handed
giants of conquest and endurance. | know that some
of them dropped the handspike and took up the
musket in ’37 and ’66. And it was because they were
so superb with the handspike that they counted for
so much on the frontier. You could not kill some

of those men except with an axé or with too much

Kindness. Their daily work was built upoln self-
denial and self-conquest. They put every ounce of
themselves into the work that made them great.
They toppled great trees and logged them up. They
ate fat pork and corncake and molasses. They wore
homespuns and cowhide boots. They paid the
preacher’s salary when a dollar was a day’s work,
and they held up his hands at meeting. They made
a practical religion of their work and their country,
and the country kept them humping to keep body and
soul together. They raised their families in the love
of work and the fear of the Lord, and the families
never knew want even when they were nurtured on
poverty. In three genenrations is it possible that |
can do less? Since their day and this has there ever
been a time when |, as a Canadian, descended from
such men, hadssuch a chance to prove that their
sacrifices died not with their bones, but their souls
went marching on? Never until this war; and not
yet until 1 have learned more than to talk like a
fine young college graduate about what | expect to
do without before the war is done. And in the new
Canada that’s coming, mone of us will have to sacri-
fice for the good of the cotnmumty, or we shall all
go to the devil.

ever to become a nation we must at léast make
our politics of equal importance with any other
learned or skilled profession, and not leayve the
salvation of the country in a crisis to a few men
who have not the backing of a Parliament study-
ing public questions. There are actual brains
enough in the Canadian Parliament to conduct
the affairs of a country three times its popula-
tion. ‘The trouble is a great percentage of them
are not hitched up to the continuous study of
public problems. /
. - » ;

HE newest war phrase now is the “moral

T attrition” of Germany. What is it? You
have heard of the constant drop of water

that wears away a stone. It may be something
like that. There is no scientist living who can
estimate how long the Germans can live on their
own hump of fat. They have been a long while
accumulating their national immorality. It will -
take a long while to wear that out. .Germany’s
moral condition has for a iong while ceased to
trouble Germany. That her real degeneracy did
not disturb the world much before 1914 is due
to Froebel kindergartens and toyshops, and Wag-
nerian hypnotics and civic evolutions along with
that infallible and 4mpenetrable German grin
masquerading as a smile. We were all taken in.
We didn’t become aware of German unmorality
until three years ago. We are rather novices as
yet at the business of moral attrition as appiied
to Germany.

/%

NY morning now you can sniff the symp-
toms of the fall fair. Without wishing to
sing Good-Bye Summer, we wish to re-

mark that no climate in the world is so suitabla
to the fall fair as that of a great part of Canada,
when the corn heads up for shock, and .pump-

kin begins to play peekaboo in red and gold.

HAT really happened at the Winnipeg

\ R /' Liberal Convention, and where did it
bégin to happen? What the Conven-

tion did we know? But what hap-

pened at the rehearsals, who were “the stage

managers, and what was the dominant idea of

LTEN :WISE MEN

MIGHT BE ABLE TO ANSWER

THESE QUESTIONS

h days ago it was just as obviously pro-Union and
opposed to an election. The West is up to the
hilt for the war, along with its general pro- "
gramme of revised tariffs, control of banks and
public ownership of some things.

Wherefore we may surmise that Western Lib-

the play? >

To those on the outside of party caucuses, guess-
work is permitted. We may surmise that something
more than mere Liberal tactics lie at the bottom
of the most unexpected revolution ever known in
‘a political convention in this country. The congress
wag oniginally designed to:consolidate. the Liberal
sentiments, ideas and programmes of the West into
a radical wing of the party, containing the possible
germs of a third party that could be used to buttress
or to defeat either of the old parties upon occasion.
The opening session turned itself into an ovation for
Laurierism which came to a swift climax under the
leadership of Frank Oliver, was succeeded by a
divided counsel when it came to the discussion of
war, and gave way at the close to a Laurier demon-
stration almost worthy a Bull Moose convention.
5o the long-expected congress planned originally to
prove that the West could navigate the Liberal ship
pretty well without Laurier ends hy placing the “old
man” on a pinnacle a little higher than any he has
occupied since 1896.

Why? What made Charlie Cross the years-long
political enemy of Frank Oliver, bury the anti-Oliver
hatchet? Anybody who can explain how this was
done will have to comfprehend Charlie Cross—which is
some psychology. What made Manitoba pool the Nor-
rig winthe-war and 'nolLaurier programme after
threatening to bolt from the convention? What be-
came of Hon. A. B. Hudson, the man behind Norris,
the new man who never knew Laurier? What be-

came of J. W. Dafoe, who for months in the Free
/ Press has been preaching western autononiy in Lib-

eralism? Who can explain the real dramatic sig-
nificance of Sir Clifford Sifton, by some said to be
aspiring to lead the new party in the West? Who
can tell us what happened to Hon. J. A. Calder, ad-
mittedly the ablest man at the convention, a few
years ago gossiped about as the legitimate successor
to Sir Wilfrid, and by friends and foes regarded as
a very probable choice of the 1917 convention as the
new Western leader?

He who can answer these questions is entitled to
a degree in political philosophy. It is easier to know
why Premier Martin stayed with the Laurier crowd
and easy to know how important that might be ‘to
Liberalism, with a huge, popular majority at the
recent election, thousands of them aliens in a time
of war. It is fairly easy, even if it is a paradox, to
see why the B. C. crowd swung over to Laurier even
when B. C. win-the-war sentiment, no matter how,
even by striking hands with the Borden Government,
is at full steam pressure in the gauge.

Without any pretence at understanding profes-
sional politics, for which we were never intended by
nature, we may. surmise—— That political sagacity
at rehearsals had a big innings behind the stage:
that Ottawa knew pretty well what was happening
al] the time; that thé wires were kept'warm between
Winnipeg and Ottawa when the headéliners knew
nething about it; and that those who manipulated the
convention into a Laurier triumph saw a chance to

stage up Liberalism as a national issue never known

_since 1896.

Admittedly the West ds Win-the-War. Up to a few

over and we are still looking, B i

eralism, as expressed by the convention, cons
cluded that the best way to win Canada’s part of
tke war was to present a united front against the
present '‘administration of the war by the Govern-
ment. We observe that the conscription idea is given
second place. *I'he war may be won in Canada with-
out it. At the front,of the.curtain the West looks
to be clean opposed to. Quebec. One seems to be
about all the other is not—

Except that the West is leeral

And Quebec has Sir Lomer Gouin;

'Plus Sir Wilfrid Laurier. /

Out of th‘ese——whvat?

Well, if Quebec can make the rest of Canada be-
lieve that conscription cannot raise Quebec’s part -
of the remaining Canadian army, because Quebec will
resist, passively or otherwise, according to mnews-
paper reports, and therefore will not_fight because
she is made to fight;
Gouin as the Liberal leaders of Quebec, with four
western provinces uniting their Liberalism, with Sir
Wilfrid Laurier as the renewed High Chieftain of the
party—perhaps Liberalism can offer the country a
war programme, a race and religious war postponed,
if not averted, and the filling up of Canada’s ranks
at the front,

Without Conscnptlon Whatever?

After the big furore is over it will

|

be worth

while to observe how far a convention of this char-
_acter really represents public sentiment.

: We had’
hoped that the West would furnish Canada a new
kind of national movement. The great Natal day is

therefore, with Laurier and °
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Chartres
biplane.

semble a cross.

the airship

Absence, ‘two

France.

C ONCEALMENT, says Current
Opinion, has taken a preeminent
blace abong the methods of mod-
©rn warfare. The day of the waving
Plume and the fluttering pennon is
Fone. The flash of brilliant colours,
brasg buttons and gold braid is no
More. The passing of the spectacular
_Soldxier is due in part to the greatly
Creased destructiveness of our mod-
€I machinds of war. Mined acres
Of earth explode under charging regi-
Ments, Death is dropped from soar-
Ing birds'of prey. Foul and deadly
8ases sometimes fill the air. To he
Seetn is to be lost. The soldier must
Strike his blows and then hide—hide
and strike,. Protective colouration as
2 necessity among armies, although
:::‘I‘S‘éd and approximated in the war-
i € of past centuries, has never until
im,e bresent war become a definite and
Dortant tactic of defence.
The French have named this art of
%'noealmenrt camouflage. The artists,
:;“2‘)111 thev?r forces of sign painters,
e €. painters, sculptors, mechanics
Carpenters, are termed the camou-
CUrs. These facts are set forth in the
;“:d DPage of the N. Y. Times by H.
new}{lard To“.rle, a member of ‘
: ﬂ'agey organized American camou-
_skﬂﬁ-umade up of many of our most
Tul American artists.
réf‘ﬁ?ouﬂ.a.ge is to mo small extent the
iy of air scouting,—an answer to
s airplane, which, says the Ameri-
o €xponent of camouflage, has be-
'fh"a.te ﬂtl?e best provider of information
beea‘ e. world has ever known. It
me impossible for either side to
T::s men, guns or supplies behind the
‘ es Unnoticed by the air scouts of
décefnemy' I;t became necessary to
SGctove the air scouts. . In scattered
al’bim:? along the fighting lines the
Sy Who were in the artillery and
% Y began attempts at- conceal-
ent of the great guns by illusionary

the .

A CHURCH LIKE AN AIRSHIP.

Cathedral
seen from the top, looks like a
It was built to
The altitude of
the camera may be judged from
the fact that a small section of
looks bigger than
the church;

®

MADAME COMES HOME.

years.
Reason-—Germans.

Art's Newest
| Aid to Warfare |

»

Camouflage

11

(France)

re-

Place,

of the French Army in that section.

means. Successful, they turned their
attention to the supply wagons and
everything that needed -special con-
cealment. Such success was attained
by these first artists in camouflage
that it was not long before large num-
bers of artists of all sorts were with-
drawn from the trenches, and, to-
gether with some of the older ‘paix‘lters',

This is a camouflage road on the Marne front.
This road extends for several
camouflage protects it from view and masks also the railway seen in the foreground.

®

miles.

formed the “Camouflage Corps.”

The word itself, says Mr. Tewle,
translated freely, means to conceal.
Guns hidden beneath a mattress of in-
terwoven leaves, supported by poles—
ca/n\louﬂage; animated stacks of straw
containing observers, who inch for-
ward whenever possible, telephone
Wwires trailing over the fields behind

!

If perfectly masks the movements
The

them—camouflage; immense dummy
cannon, mounted in conspicuous
places, with stuffed gunners clustering
about them, to draw the fire of the
enemy—camouflage; in fact, anything
and everything to throw dust into the
eyes of the foe.

Whole trains, backed on sidings,
loaded with supplies, have been paint-
ed out of the landscape. Buildings,
bridges, all the numerous and neces-
sary impediments which go to make
up the needs of vast armies have
been lost to the enemy airman by
the scientific use of broken colour.

Every sector of the fighting line
must have its camoufleurs—officers
and ‘'men. The officers in high-pow-
ered cars or on motorcycles, speeding
from place to place as the line ad-
vances, using their artistic knowledge
and ingenuity to keep the mass of war
material “painted out” of the land-
scape.

A battery has been stationed for a
week in an open forest. Suddenly it
is moved forward. The guns, painted
in irregular stripes of light and dark,
to simulate tree shadows, are now con-
spicuous in their. new surroundings.
The watchful eye of the camoufleur
takes note of the problem. A little
water, a few tubes of tempera, a pad
drawn from his belt, and he has a
sketch of the conditions, together
with samples of the colours to be used.
His subordinates repaint the cannon
as opportunity offers, and once more
they are “lost.”

Successfully to undertake the work
in actual battle large centralized sup-
ply depots must be established. This
is where the creation of the woman
camoufleur would be useful. The
greatest amount ,of order and effici
ency must be maintained, so that ma-
terials can be readily reached and a
_full stock of essentials kept constantly
on hand.
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MRS. BROWN'S

beginning to gather in the front garden at Mrs.

Brown’s, waiting, with holiday appetites, for the

bell to ring. The gray-haired lady from the city,
swinging lazily in the hammock, feasted her eyes
on the green landscape with a strip of blue water
beyond.

“My idea of luxury,” she said, “is to have a gar-
den just big enough to hold an apple tree.”

“Eh! What’s that you say?” said the middle-
aged clerk as he came up the walk, mopping his
dusty brow. “If you're distributing luxuries,
give me a motor-car every time!”

“Motors are a necessity in my business,” said
the salesman. “I could never get around to all
my customers without my little Ford, but an 8-
cylinder car and a chauffeur—that would be
some luxury!”

“The simple life has a strong appeal for me,” said
the schoolsteacher. “I would luxuriate in a little

_home of my own. I would quite envy our hostess
if she could dispense with her boarders.”

“You are easily satisfied,” said the latest arrival,
fingering her rings. “My idea of the simple life is
to press an electric button and have a well-trained
servant execute your orders. I used to think it
would be a luxury to have my coffee in bed every
morning, but now it seems only common comfort
like, the hot bath that follows. But I do long for a
lady’s maid who would see that every article in my
wardrobe was kept in repair, with never a button
nor a hook missing.”

Just then the supper-bell tinkled and Mrs. Brown,
hot and perspiring, emerged from the kitchen,

“Well, I expect you-all are just about starving.
I was saying to Katie that the greatest luxury I
could possibly imagine was—Can you guess?”

“‘To git in a corner and sew a fine seam
And feast upon strawberries, sugar and cream’,”
quoted the gray-haired lady. :

“Well now, that’s real pretty and we're going to
have raspberries and cream for supper, as it hap-
pens, but I hate sewing fine seams and sitting still.
I'm real fond of cooking, and I like to have you-all
here, but I do think it would be a wonderful luxury
to have gas to cook with in summer-time! I had
thought of buying an oil stove, and maybe I will
yet, though they do say that we should go without
luxuries during the war, and that oil is needed for
the soldiers, or something.” :

Mrs. Brown seated herself behind the tea cups’
end of the table and the boarders found their places
on either side, -

“The paper says, too, that we should eat less
bread,” she continued, “but land! I can’t afford to
feed you-all on cake and pie!”

“All this talk of thrift is ridiculous,” said the
school-teacher. “If wheat is precious, let the gov-
ernment standardize the flour and ration it if neces-
sary; if they want us to eat fish, let them see that
we get it at reasonable prices! Nothing will be
gained by individual sacrifice. Don’t you think so,
Mrs. Brown?”

“Well, I must say I don’t get much time to figure
it out since the boys went- away, but even when I
was a wee bit of a thing I always hated that word

IT was nearly supper-time and the boarders were

' “don’t} and when the children were growing up I

always tried to say “do’ instéad and give them some-
thing to keep them out of mischief, instead of blam-
ing them when they got into trouble, and I always
say that if people are reaiil busy doing every thing
they can to help things along they don’t need tg
bother about eating a slice of bread less at every
meal. p

“I read another fool thing in the paper about ice-
cream cones,—that cheap stuff the children eat be-
.tween meals,—being ‘a boon to humanity,” and ice-
cream in your own home for a regular dessert being
a luxury! Now don’t tell me you-all have given up
{ce-cream in war-time, bécause you’re going to get

- it every Sunday, that being the only day Bobbie’s

home to turn the freezer for me.”
“It would be some sacrifice to give your ice-cream
_the go-by, Mrs. Brown,” said the salesman.
“Well, I don’t expect it tastes as-good as all those
fancy Sabbath ice-creams you get in the city, with
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By - FSTELLE =M

syrup and chopped nuts on top, but I guess it’s bet-
ter for you, and that's the main thing when you-all
are up here for a rest after working so hard in the
city. It’s wonderful what the city women do for the
war with their Red Cross meetings and visiting the
hospitals and all the people who have motors taking
the wounded out for airings. There’s many a mother
in the country who is grateful for all you do. I
know how I felt about the English girls who were

. €00od to my Jim when he was in the hospital in Lon-

don. There isn’t much one can do in the country;
I can’t even go to the Red Cross sewing parties in
the Baptist Church when my company is here, but I
say to myself that if I can send you-all back to your
work strong and healthy, and if I save enough to
keep the boys supplied with comforts, it’s just about
all ’m good for! Here I am chattering away and
forgetting to look after my guests! Do have some
more berries, and help yourselves to sugar,—never
mind what the papers say!” ;

“If sugar is scarce why doesn’t the government
put a stop to the manufacture and sale of rich
candy?” said the schoolteacher. “During the last
year several new confectioners have started up in
our city and seem to be thriving on the sale of
candy at 80 cents and a dollar a pound.”

“You don’t say so!” exclaimed Mrs. Brown. “Well,
perhaps it’s better for the children than the cheap
stuff they sell at the store here. I always had plenty
of home-made sweets for my boys so they wouldn’t
buy that stuff, and even now they love to get a bit
of home-made taffy in their overseas boxes, and they
tell me that the other boys, who haven’t mothers,
like it, too. ; 2 :

“Of course the boxes I send aren’t like the grand
ones they put up in the city stores, with week-end
toilet sets and fancy packages of assorted chewing
gum, It’s all very well for us to do without luxuries,
but it would never do to let the boys in the trenches
do without theirs! If ever I want to be mich it's
when T'm packing their boxes. I think it’s just

lovely the way all you city women who haven’t boys"

at the front, have adopted god-sons! There was a
lady here last summer who could write French, and
she had two French god-song and one Russian that
she had never seen. She translated some of their
letters to me, and my, but they were grateful for
the parcels she sent them! They don’t get as
many good things as our men do. I try to knit
enough socks in the winter to keep my boys sup-
plied all the year round, but in summer I haven’t
much time, as you see.;

“There "'was a millionaire came once in a grand

limousine to give a lecture on thrift in our town

hall. He said that it should be considered an honour
for women to have hard hands roughened by toil,
and that we should economize and not buy new auto-
mobiles and that sort of thing. His talk made me
feel good, but coming out I heard all the other folks
saying what right has he to talk about economy
when his wife and daughters were rustling round in
silk dresses! They said it was all very well to do
without a new motor car when you had half a dozen

of the best make, but it was a different thing when

you lived away out in the country and your ten-year-

- old Ford was falling to bits. 'One of them said that

e : , i
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same man gave an order for a hundred new rose-
bushes for his garden, and he thought roses were
more of a luxury than motor cars. Now what do
you think of that!”’ ‘

“‘The luxuries of one age are the necessities of
the next,”” quoted the school-teacher. “Your grand-
mother would have thought you extravagant, Mrs.
Brown, for you use matches instead of paper spills,
and don’t make your own soap and candles. And
what is economy to the rnich is extravagance to
the poor.” :

“That’s true,” said Mrs. Brown. “If the
millionaire’s wife gave up using a gas -
stove to cook with, it wouldn’t help the
WAar any. Well, if none of you will
have another cup of tea there’s no use
sitting here when it's so lovely outside,
and -1 like to get my dishes done before
dark, even if they didn’t pass the Daylight Savings
Bill. It seems funny that you have to have the
clocks altered to make cfty people get up early, but
I suppose it’s hard when you don’t keep hens, and
then when you’re on your holidays you want to sleep
all you can. People who lie awake and worry aren’t
going to win this war, and I take it, that’s what
we're all trying to do one way or another,” said -
Mrs. Brown. :

The boarders made their way back to the garden
and were silent for a while. ;- :

“I wonder if they keep wool at the village store,”
said the latest arrival.

“I wonder where you get the addresses of French
soldiers  who haven’t any /god-mothers,” said the
school-teacher.

“Did she say there was a Red Cross working-
party in the village?” asked the gray-haired lady.
“If not, perhaps we could form, one.”

“How-many pounds can you send in those over-
seas boxes?” asked the middle-aged clerk.

“Well, it looks as if I would have to inquire the
way to the nearest recruiting station,” said the sales-
man. “I guess I wouldn’t have waited this long if I
had a mother like Mrs. Brown.”

An Inland Dream
’By FRANK L. POLLOCK

D OWN across the brimming blue Atlantic,
Where the sky comes down in silver on the sea,
Silver shimmer on the water—the gigantic
Gateway of the road that waits for me 5

That’s the road that all my rover mates have taken:
What do I among the summer hills of home?
Sunshine, sunshine on the meadows—Oh, to waken
To the midnight wind upon the ripping foam!

Here the sleepy summer silence dreams and dozes -
O’er the yellow fields where harvest-time is done;
With the murmur of the bees among the roses,
And the creaking of the crickets in the sun.

Down the white and dusty road no wind makes riot,
All the air is vibrant with the locusts’ tune,

» Till the brain turns sick with horror of the quiet

Of the long Canadian August afternoon.

And T know that, far away and out of hearing,
There’s a schooner plunging down the windy sea;

And the thunder of the gale all through her gearing
Carries fgr across the leagues of land to me.

There’ll be “weather” when she dotfbles stormy Frio,
There’ll be double watches ere they beat her- clear, =
There’ll be revels on the water-front of Rio <
When she lands her paid-off ruffians on the pier.

Ah! the lands of larger life and freer fashion, ;
Where the tameless tropics burn in blood and
brain, < 5 /
And the colour and the splendour and the passion
Ot the jslands of the haunted Spanish Main!

Ah, the oversea enchantment that allures me!
Here no sound breaks on the brook’s incessant
tune;
And the endless prison quietude immures me, +
- With the locusts’ trilling all the afternoon, -

—Youth’s Com'pa.n%én.
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ELPING YOU to KEEP POSTED

SIGHT of the article which caused the
German authorities to prohibit further
pgblication of Die Zukunft suggests that
Max Harden, writer of the article and

OWner of the suppressed paper, has been added. — A4 (
by the Censor’s act, to the host of those who are - | ==\—X

Without honour in their own country. From the
‘Dimes’ quotation of the article, as reprinted by
the Christian Science Monitor, Max Harden

: clearly prophesies disaster as the inevitable cul-
Mination of the German policy of ruthlessness

* and declares that the German people must de-
Mand of their high military command that “before
t_.hey choose new weapons, and even »b?efore- they
T8sume the usé”of old weapons, they shall think
out to the end every possible effect—not only the
effect which is desired by the commarder in
the field.”

He corroborates from within the opinion of many
acute observers from without, that a definite tendency
s npenmg in German public opinion which will bear

; Iruit in a gemeral conviction that “the German Em-
g Pire of Hell,” as he styles it, is doomed to disin-
3 tegl’atlon
“The aim of the peoples that are our enemies is,*

be says “democracy; the right of every race that is
Tipe for independent existence to decide its own
lot; honest, and not merely pretended, reduction of
the burden of armaments; a system of arbitration to
Which ay) who are suspect of guilty responsibility,
Whether great or small, for the outbreak of war must
i 4 8ubmit, and.the accomplishment of whose judgments
o all states admitted to the league of civilized peoples
' . Vould have to guarantee; a state ‘of things which
_ Would arm the law against the arrogance of violence,
: which would threaten

-

T —
with death those who
5 Why Max risked an attack, which

would remove from the
will of a mortal man
and put upon the com-
munity of peoples the
decision between peace
! “and war, and which
- Would hedge in the sovereignty of all empires by
€ admission of an international right of control
&bout as narrowly as the socialism already recog-
 Mzed by the mate has hedged in the sovereign rights
Of the individual.
“If Germany sees the great signs of the times
inating this aim from above, peace—since agree-
Ment about every ~other point would easily be pos-
Sible—jg attainable tomorrow. If a state of things
f{Or Which milliards of men are yearning seems to
_ ,:}:Pmany a disgrace, she must go on fighting until
1€ group is victonious and the other sinks into im-
: :;’te:nce That ‘is the reality, as it appears to the
k 5§ of the fearless student, when the phrases used
both camps have been removed. He who wants
- %0 paint the face of reality-because he cannot bear
0100k upon it must go down into the darkness. Only
€ Deople’s will can be responsible, but before it
n:'lkl:is its choice the spirit of statesmanship must
nate its paths.”

Harden’s Paper
Was Stopped

———
————

» ; i
\ERJSI«STI‘N in its policy of protest against the
National inclination of Great Britain to show
s la disposition to a super-gentlemanly code in
hlvaj With an enemy who makes no pretence to
consml*y The ‘World’s Work now advocates a very
e ;wble shorténing of the spoon which Britain
"’teri 1p into the “Stockholm Stew,” as it charac-
“es the Socialist conferences at Stockhelm.

3 1ustF:: our part,” says The World’s Work, “we would
2 go readily meet German Socialists in conference
o, rman soldiers’ on .the battlefield; nor should
i ot ‘:?t"e any fear as to the- outcame of such a battle
- ferpnc: We should encourage every sort of con-
| g and convention, however obviously promoted
alt, erlin, in the hope that through its instrumen-
B t:01119 conception of our purpose might pene-
2 ‘the minds and hearts of the German peoples.
‘ SAPNE S@ruggle we have made\of ourselves a

»
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time. * We must elevate this care’ for humanity
to the highest place in our hearts; it must be
our new religion.

* “We have trusted Emperors and Kaisers and
the rest, and they have failed us”’; she continues,
“the power that the poor, blinded multitudes
have conferred upon them has been shamelessly
misused. We have trusted the Church and it
has comforted us with stones when we asked

In three pages conlaining Nine Extracts
from Current Periodicals there is sure fo be
Something of World-Importance to Interest

-

Anybody

military nation capable of defeating the most power-
ful army the world has ever known. Surely we are
likewise capable, and our French and American
Allies with us, of meeting and worsting any delegates
from any German political organization. 4

“Sg far, thank heaven,” the article continues,
“there is not the slightest sign of any weakening
in our determination to win a satisfactory victory.
We are all in it to see the thing through. All the
more reason, therefore, that we should use any and
every instrument, even enemy intrigues, te help us
in the only sort of settlement worth struggling for.”

AT

HE efforts of the Countess of Warwick to pro-
mulgate a doctrine of general, social better-
ment have long established her in the respect
of many who are prone to regard the preachments
of those in high places with a critical vision. Her
absolute sincerity and the quality of her work for
the elevation of the labouring classes have done
niuch to quicken the interest of an audience which,
during the last decade, has widened until it has
extended to at least three continents. The Countess
has now proclaimed herself as an evangelist of “The
New Religion,” and in the current Hibbert Journal,
she expounds something of this doctrine which is
founded upon material service and, although based

upon ethies, ignores theology altogether.

She seeks first to inspire in every man and woman
an acute sense of the respoasibilities of active eiti-
zenship. “To learn to respect life,” she says, “to
vnderstand that no question is worth the sacrifice
of millions of men and women to whom it means
Jittle or nothing, we must start by respecting and
safeguarding the life thal surrounds us in peacs

HARDING in Brooklyn Eagle
There’s always room at the top,

for bread. Naturally we have not trusted poli-

ticians; it suffices to endure them; the blindest

would not ask one to guide him. Nothing then
remains but to develop self-reliance, to take our
courage in both hands and to labour to set

.the world in order, not by delegating the task

to any section of the community, but by taking

it up each one for himself in pursuit of . a

common plan.

“We shall have no priests,” is her contention, ‘“no
ritual, no Establishment, no superiors or inferiors,
no bond of unity save that of labour in the same
field. The labour of those who love in the service
of those who suffer will be of a new kind, because
instead of seeking to mitigate evil and preach resig-
nation, we shall endeavour to dtesti'oy evil and preach
its overthrow. We shall not preach the world to
come; we shall preach the world of which we are
a part, the breathing, sentient earth which mankind
has endeavoured to make a heaven for the few and
a.hell for the multitude, failing in the first endeavour
perhaps, but meeting with an extraordinary measure
of success in the last.

“There never was in the history of civilization, as
recorded within our'reach, a time when the call was
louder: for a new religion that seeks tq mend the
old earth, and rever-
ently leaves the things
lying’ beyond to a Su-
preme .and all-divining
Power, whose ways are
as obscure to us as
they were to Job him-
self. The increase of
prosperity, of commer-
cialiSm and mammonism, of over-crowding, want,
destitution, and all the kindred results of man’s
inhumanity to man, should terrify the conscience
of the world even more than the horrors of war, for
with the lattér every imaginable evil is inevitable,
but we have had the evils without the necessity.

Countess of War-
wick Elucidates

New Religion

.

 War is one of the fruits of this increase, war that is

blind, blundering, and foul, that confounds the inno-
cent with the guilty, and preys upon the young as the
Minotaur of old time, though its labyrinth is larger
than Crete and includes all the Chancelleries of:
Europe.

“Phe forces that will fight on behalf of the religion
Ithat seems to me the chiefest need of our unhappy

- world to-day are not limited to the serious thinking

and idealistic part of the community that is left in
these islands; they will receive an enormous impetus
from soldiers, from all classes who have realized
something of the proportions in which honour and
misery, glory and 'squalor, brutality and waste,
mingle to make up war.”
®
HBERE is a refreshing respite from the weariness
T of racial wrangling and political controversy
in a consideration of the splendid simplicity
shown in the services so readily given.by the Cana-
dian JIndians to support the cause of Britain, France
and theif Allies in the front line trenches of Flanders.
When the first war-clouds broke in 1914, pledges of
firm allegiance and petitions ot permission for their
eligible males to go overseas as fighting men came
from the tribal councils throughout the Dominion
to the British Crown. Now that the way has been
cleared of all inexplicable “restrictions” and Ottawa
has lifted the ban against .recruiting among the
Indians, approximately 5,000 Canadian Indians have
been trained in Indian companies of overseas units
and been sent to France to fight for the Allied cause.
Commenting on the sincerity of prrpose and fervent
\ -



' patriotism which marks this contribution of

- FrenchiCanadian. variety, which has some-

of paper’ No
- acknowledged that the invasion of Belgium was an

CANADIAN COURIER

1915, 12 babies under one year old dJed

the old-time Indian allies of the French and
English in America, Mr. Verne De Witt
Rowell, writing in “Current History,” says:

“The Canadian Indian, not being a citi-
en, knows no :politics as yet. He knows
nothing of nationalism, neither that of the

thing of a racial basis, nor the now unheard- -
of nationalism of the English-speaking Cana-
dian, which was just budding before the
war, and which, 4s one of its manifestations,
opposed strenuously any contribution by
Canada to an imperial navy. The Indian
is loyal to the Crown; he is a monarchist.
Whether his views will ‘change when he
becomes a citizen, as it is expected he will
as a reward for his services in the war, re-
mains to be seen.”

Mr. Rowell makes reference to a recent

A LITTLE MORE
FRESSURE ON “TRAT
GENTLEMAN , PLEASE

every hour.”
Following an able analysis of the vital
statistics gathered from all parts of the

case for his statement that infant mortality
is not mainly a question of heredity, but
largely depends on the conditions that pre-
vail in any given area. “It mdst bz ad-
mitted,” he says, “that ‘infants do not die—
they are killed,” that infants have, in the
past, been the unconscious victims of a waat
of organization on the part of those re-
sponsible for the National
says, further, that the chief medical officer

justified in the contention made in the 1915

no insuperable difficulty in reducing the
total deaths in childhood to_one-half their

remark of an Indian mother who has four

sons at the front and whose baby son of

14 years also attempted to enlist, as ‘being

typical of the loyalty of the Indian race to Canada.
“Yes,” she said, “I have given four of my boys, and
I am sorry that my other children died when they
were babies, for I would gladly have given them, too,
to fight for England.”

Many individual members of various tribes, passed
by recruiting officers whose appreciation of good
fighting material overlooked the regulations, went
cverseas with white units and gave good accounts
for their race before any Indian companies were
authorized, but it was not until the beginning of
the present year, according to the information given

by Mr. Rowell, that
whole companies of

LY . G . 7
The Red Men American ‘Indlans h:?.ve
L been ~holding front-line
for trenches on the  west-

ern: front.  ““The first
Indian company to ar-
rive in France,” says
Mr. Rowell, ‘“was the
135th Middlesex, which crossed the English Channel
in December, 1916, after training several months’
in England. Other Indian units from Western On-
tario which soon followed the Middlesex Indians to
the trenches were the 149th Lambton Baftalion In-
dians, Chippewas of Walpole Island and Sarnia Re-
serve; the 160th Bruce Battalion, Saugeen Indians
from the remote Georgian Bay district, near the
former scene of a bloody massacre of early Chris-
tianized Hurons by the Iroquois; the 114th Haldi-
mand County Battalion Indians, and the MohaW\ks
of the Brant County battalions, -
»
N OW that Bethmann Holweg has apparently been

(;dnada’s Army

foisted from the position of prime favourite

of Kaiser Wilhelm, there are many specula-
tions as to the quality of the force which tilted him
from his place of high authority and inspired the
Kaiser’s demand for his_resignation. 'According to
the surmise of an editorial writer in the Outlook,
Hollweg slipped from his high seat because.  he
grasped at a shadow of sentiment which seems to be

stirring faintly amongst the common people of Ger-
° many.

“Bethmann Hollweg,” says this writer, “is
not a statesman; he is a politician. No statesman
would have characterized a sacred treaty as ‘a serap
statesman would have publicly

injustxce and tried to avoid the effect of that damning
admission by saying that Germany would remedy the
injustice when the war was over. Bethmann Holl-
weg has been well characterized as an honeat hard-
working bureaucrat‘ but he has had the ability to

.see what the simple-minded absolutist never sees—-a

public sentiment growing gradually into a public re-
solve among the common people. The Revolution in

"Russia and the entrance of the United States into the

war have added definiteness and strength tp that
sentunent and given it a voice. It is no longer a

dumb d;eslre it i growing into a serious conviction, -

though not yet into a stern resolve. It is the con-
viction that the domination of Europe which the mili-
tary party started out to accomplish cannot be accom-

o

_ Dlished. Hence the demand for peace without an-
~ mexations or indemnities. It is the cbnviction that,

&id -.J( =

;?’
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Reducing will do him good.
—The Grain Growers’

the people should have some share in a Government
which has cost’the people so much. Hence the
demand for an extension of the suffrage and a re-
sponsible Ministry. It is doubtful whether Beth-
mann Hollweg has any sincere convietion upon
either of these questions. He is no reformer; he
is a compromiser. He is no Abraham Lincoln; but
neither is he a Jefferson Davis. Each of these two
men stood for a definite idea. Bethmann Hollweg
is rather a Buchanan. He is incapable of being a
leader either for the old Germany or for the new
Germany. Compromise is no longer possible, and
the compromiser steps down. ;

“It 'is hardly likely,” continues the mwriter, “that
the new Ministry will attempt to find some new com-
promise
readily oust the Emperor as his secretary if they
thought it necessary'for the preservation of their
ancient power and privileges.

‘“Whatever this political change means to Ger-
many 2 says this writer, in conclusion, “it certainly
‘means  to the world that peace without victory is
more than ever impossible. If peace is made now
with autocratic Germany, it will be only a truce to
enable an unprincipled militarism to prepare for a
yet more terrible tragedy in the near future. There
can be no lasting peace for the world until the auto-
cracy of Germany is ground to powder and blown
away by the cleansing winds of heaven. Only an
emancipated Germany can give peace to an emanci-
pated Europe.”

. & :

RITAIN'S birth-rate is in a rapid decline, and
B an appalling increase in infant mortality” is

Tevealed by ‘the vital statistics for the United :

Kingdom: Added to the frightful wastage of war,
these losses {o the prospective producing power of
the country have stirred the National conscience to
a fear for the future of the race. Within fifty years
the birth-rate has dropped from 35 per 1,000 to 22 per
1,000 in 1915 and, in some parts of the United Kinz-
dom, according to J. Cossar Stewart, in the ’'Nine-
teenth Century Review, the birth-rate is already
lower than in France. There were 100,000 fewer
babies in 1915 than in 1914, and in 1916, 29,000 fewer
than in 1915, In 1910 the births in the United King-
dom exceeded the deaths by 413,715, in 1914 the ex-
cess over deaths had diminished to 862,354, and in
1915 had dropped to 252,201. In the city of Edin-
burgh during the first three months of 1917 the
deaths actually exceeded the births by 222. :

The immedfate solution of the problem, accordmg
to Mr. Stewart’s view, is to reduce infant mortality.

/He does not consider it probable that any practical ‘ :

result will be achleved’ for many years to come by
the plans proposed to increase the birth-rate. That
the infant mortality is abnormally high is. clearly
indicated by the fact that out of the 1,100,000 infants
born in the United Kingdom in 1905, 140,000 died
before they were a year old, and an equal number
died before reaching the comparatively safe age of
five years. Comparing the losses from infant mor-
tality to the wastage of war, he says: “On an average,
in 1915, nine men of the British forces died every
hout, . but the loss of children in the United
/Kingdom was stﬂl hea.vie.r, tor, on an average durins

present number.”
In his search for an immediate and eﬁfec-

Guide.

the German bureaucracy would as

tive remedy, Mr. Stewart narrows the ' en-
quiry down to a point where he detects the milk
rail as being the genesis of the chief cause for the
high infant mortality. Enteritis and diarrhoea should

be attacked first, he says, of the list of fatal maladies :
His

which wipe out so many little lives each year.
analysis of the statistical data indicate that the germ
of these diseases is carried to the child in the milk
supply. Babies enjoying the natural birth-right of

infants are singularly free from the fatal effects of

diarrhoeal ﬂiseas-e, but a serious toll is taken, espe-
cially during hot, dry summers, by the grim reaper
from the ranks of the bottle-fed children.

‘“When Nature’s plan
is followed,” says Mr.

Inlants Don’t Die Stewart (i.e., when the
' ‘milkk of the mother
They are Killed, passes- straight from

Says J. C. Stewart mouth of her offspring),
. o= few micro-organisms

have a chance of reach-

ing the milk, but when it passes through many hands
before it reaches infants, it has, as a rule, ample
opportunities of getting contaminated. It was no
part of Nature’s plan that cow’s milk should be
substituted for human milk; hence probably the
absence in milk of ferments or phagocytes (warrior

cells) capable of dealing effectively with large in—~

vasions of bacteria. Unfortunately the interference

* with Nature’s plan dnvolved in substituting cow’s

milk for human milk has led in the past to the loss
of a countless number of infants. Many infant lives

have been saved during recent years by substituting &
boat-shaped feeding bottles for feeding bottles with

long tubes. We must now see to it that the ‘tube’

“ between the cow’s udder and the infant is shortened.

If this is done, there will be less excuse for sayinZ

‘The babies to not die, they are killed,’ there will
be fewer Rachels weeping for their children, and

the re-creation of the man-power and wealth of the

Empire will be atcelerated.”
FRO!M the unique elevation of her lonely seat in

the House of Congress, Miss Jeannette Rankin

—Representative-at-large from Montana,
essays to tell the women of America what they
should do towards the winning of the war. In the

outline of her programme, as set forth in the Ladies’

Home <Journ@§l, she turns the kitchens tables against
the men, mere, near and otherwise, who have been

busily attempting to tuck the big end of the con-

servation burden somewhere in between the mapket i

basket and the garbage pail.
She recites a number of well sele?ted econamic
precepts as reasons why the ladies of the larder

should réfuse to give a serious hearing to sugges-

tions that they’ revive soap-making, candle-making
and home-grinding of grain
household.

“Our programme of frugality needs to be 00;1"(

ceived in a constructive and not’merely a negative
spirit,” says Miss Rankin. “Thrift must be intelli-
gent; it must not degenerate into mere ‘skimping’
and ‘going without! What is needed is not whole-
sale self-denial, but right utilization. Petty econo-
mies which eramp the soul should be avoided. This

United Kingdom, Mr. Stewart makes a clear :

welfare.” He
of the English Local Government Board ig-f

report of that body that “there should be

the milk gland into the

in’ the dndivid-ua\l )




‘15 the time to be generous with useful things, but
frugal with the useless ‘accessories.’ Wholesome
food, suitable clothing and uninterrupted education
for the children—these are things in which we can-
~ Dot afford 'to economize, or we shall pay the penalty
- In the lowered vitality and decreased earning power
of the citizens of to-morrow.

2 “We must have national frugality on a large scale
” ‘Waste is to be prevented in such proportions as
“will really count in the conservation of our food
. SuDply. Such economies as the housekeepers of the

* fountry have it in their power to effect fall far short
of the teal and imperative need. Let us by all means
: urge the housewives not to waste a single slice of

bread or an ounce of meat; but let us also assure

them that they, in turn,
shall be protected
against the far more
wanton waste of the
food speculator,

“The disheartened
housekeeper should
know that, while she is
conscientiously measur-
ing the food for her children, the apple harvest is
ot going to waste in the fields for lack of transpor-
tation facilities. She should know that it is possible
: b Drevemnt the price of bread from soaring and that
“ Wwill be done. '

- “The mothers of the country should be assured
that the grain which they save will not be made
Into alcoholic drinks, but into bread for the hungry
f!hildren beyond the seas.
“The food problem will grow beyond the range
- Of the family cook-stove and- kxtchen cabmet » shea
- 8ays, and adds: ’
“No small part in the New World’ of Europes
Women has heen played by the establishment of
“Ommunity feeding on an unprecedented  scale.
Pubiic food kitchens, under government control, have
long been established in France and Germany, and
-~ 8¢ now under way in England. Undoubtedly, as
V‘ﬁIne goes on and the need for economy grows more
Stringent, in this country also we shall be forced to
'--Mopt, in our congested cities and industrial centres,
€ greater economy of co-operation instead of the
 18Sser economy of saving. :
% IWOmen should, therefore, prepare themselves not
Aly for .a thrifty administration within their own

N —

Jeannette Rankin
on the
Food Problem

'Wlﬁch must be done in connection with public food
t lens, free school lunches and other forms of
"§°mﬂnunity feeding. Such food measures will have
double value in that they conserve the food supply
and algo the strength and energy of our women.”
There are other problems of graver import which
‘?;[‘33 Rankin would include in the greater conserva-
"ﬁ:’n campaign ‘which she outlines for the women of
ti: land. She directs them to the waste of produc-
€ energy reflected in the official reports whmh
i::: With the records of infant mortality and tell the
Y story of the sacrifice of women’s lives in the
vice of maternity. The elimination of such
Abpalling waste is, she says, a matter for much more
T8ent concern than the devising of petty economies
J'in the kitchen,

»

doned the camp of the pacifists in Russia
and became one of the most vigorous and
'N‘Oﬁ’amy the most eloquent of the Russian a.pologists
Or war. And now, since it is politic to speak of
h things, -he confesses, in an article published
' the Retch, of Petrograd, and translated for the
€W York Times, that he goined the ranks of the
@uﬂmﬂs, not to reverse the vivid preachments
S book, the “Red Laugh,” but to press for the
Ulmination of an universal revolution which he saw
the logical evolution of the great war. He be-
gﬁ‘;&ﬂ he says, that the war will end “in a Buropean .
- UPheaval which will bring in its wake the destruction
o' militarism, permanent armies, and the creation
the United States of BWurope.”
He is convinced that the main mission of the Rus-
Il army is to carry the crimson banners in a cru-
ade which must not end until revolution is pro-
WketL n '.B'érlin and the (House of Hohenzollern has

tchens but also for professional and paid work,

Y 7HEN war broke out, Leonid Andreyev aban-
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Berlin, is the next problem of the Russian revolu-

tionary guns, a problem which can be realized only
through a victory over the soldiery of Caesaristic
Germany. So long as Germany figures, even though
nominally, as a victor; so long as the hunger and
misfortunes of the German people are glossed over
by the false blare and glare of trophies and con-
quered territories; so long as this eternally deceived
people still believes in an eventual victory over the
Allies, a wictory which would bring back to the
German Empire its past glory and power—the faith
in Wilhelm will not diminish sufficiently to go over
into an open revolt. ;

«“We need to strike only a few powerful, decisive
blows to bring down to earth the pile of would-be
victories and mythical ‘greatness and transmute the
name of Wilhelm into a symbol of national hatred.

“This is the great problem which was placed upon
the shoulders of the happy Russian people, ‘the
people in arms.’ In order to gain a victory over the
army of the Kaiser, our troops must maintain the
firmness and order which is essential to the conduct
of war. We need ‘discipline’—not the kind of sub-
mission which is exacted in the name of strange,
foreign purposes, but the kind that is self-imposed,
in the name of a common and a great purpose. Let

‘our military organization preserve all its iron coher-

ence. Without it no victory is possible. Soldiers,
and not a mob, defeated the Russian autocracy;
soldiers, only soldiers, can defeat the German Gov-
ernment’s troops.

“Yes, let these steel formations, once they have
been purified by a new revolutionary parole and by
new names of revolutionary leaders, remain! If it
is unthinkable for our army to conquer without dis-
cipline, victory is still less feasible until our ‘entire
army is permeated with a consciousness of the new
and great problem which fell to it after the dethrone-
ment of the Romanoffs. Only the army, which means
digcipline, only the revolution, which means the
people inspired with freedom, can conquer the Im-
pe?wial Army of Wilhelm and bring to Europe peace
and liberty.”

g ’

HE footlights illuminate a lot of evidence nowa-
days—especially at times of musical comedy
__that stage beauty at least, is only skin deep.

From the clamour of the opening chorus to the
dancing din of the finale there is no stint about the
epidermal display and no lines are needed in the
dialogue to emphasize the inference that the race
for popularity goes to the stripped rather than th®s
strong. The bare facts usually speak for them-
gelves.

But for the solid sort of success—lasting fame and
all that—we must, according to Walter Prichard
Eaton, in the Theatre Magazine, go deeper than the
cuticle to discover the causes which have promoted
the more eminent actresses to their places in public
favour. Beauty may even be a handicap, he says,
and adds that it certainly is not an absolutely essen-
tial quality for stage success. “The players who,
on the whole, have lacked the aid of an obvious
rhysical allurement, ‘have' actually achieved the
solidest reputations,” he says. “There is Sarah
Bernhardt, for example! And Rejane, and Simone.
The marvellous Sarah, most famous actress in the
world, is certainly not a beauty, and never has been
in the twenty-five years that I can remember her.

' I have seen her look lovely as the passions of a

character swept over her face and electrified her
figure. But beautiful she herself never was.”

Mrs. Fiske he deseribes as “interesting, alért,
piquant—but hardly beautiful in the common use of
the word.” Miss Margaret Anglin, he concedes, “is
finely chiselled .of feature, even patrician; but one
would hardly call her beautiful.” Nazimova at times
is positively plain, he says. ““Was Ellen Terry a
beauty?”’ he asks. “As Portia, yes—the dearest,
finest, prettiest creature ever seen. Yet didn’t she
have a snub nose? (Certainly Irene Vanbrough isn’t
3 beauty, nor ‘Mary Shaw, nor Mary Nash, nor Marie
Tempe&t, nor, in the movies, Mae Marsh and Mary
Pickford—two of the hest. Posgibly you might
stretch a point, and call Mary pretty, or at any rate
pleasant to look at. But she isn’t a beauty, surely.
Yet she is the queen of the films, by virtue of her
_ability to express emotions effectively in front of
the namora.."
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JUST TO READ ALOUD

TRAVELLER who believed himself to be the

sole survivor of a shipwreck upon a cannibal
isle, hid for three days, in terror of hig life. Driven
out by hunger, he discovered a thin wisp of smoke
rising from a clump of bushes inland, and crawled
carefully to study the type of savages about it. Just
as he reached the clump, he heard a voice say: “Why
in hell did you play that card?’ He dropped on his
knees and, devoutly raising his hands, cried:

“Thank God, they are Christians!”
»

ELLEN rushed into her mistress’ apartment and
cried:

“Please, Mrs. Midgley, Kate has been tryin’ to
light the fire with -paraffin, an’ she’s been blown
out of the window!”
© “Oh, well, it’s her day out, is it not?” calmly re-
joined the mistress.

»
MORMON’S wife, coming downstairs one morn-
ing, met the physician who was attending her
husband. “Is he very ill?” she asked, anxiously.
“He_is,” replied the physician. “I fear that the end
is not far off.” “Do’you think,” she asked, hesi
tatingly, “do you think it proper that I should be at
his bed-side during his last moments?” “Yes. But
1 advise you to hurry, madam. The best placeé are
already being taken.”
KANSAS CITY man, who is very active in the
affairs of his lodge, was spending the week-end
at Excelsior Springs, a near-by mineral-water resort.
e confided to a friend that he would like to scrape
an acquaintance with a striking-looking woman they
were both admiring.

“Why don’t you try?” asked the friend.

“Couldn’t think of flirting with her,” came the
horrified reply. “Her husband and I are brother
lodge«membens

The next week-end the friend again went to the
gprings. On one of the prominent promenades he
soon saw the lodge member and the striking-looking
woman they had admired, walking arm-in-arm and
apparently much taken up with each other. At the
first chance he &sked his friend for 'an explanation.

“Thought her husband was a lodge brother ' of
yours,” he said. ;
_ “Oh, that’s all right,” was the answer. “I looked
him up on the books, and he hadn’t paid his dues!”

TfHE FTASY DRAFT.
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“On what grounds do you
exemption?”
‘ —The New York Times.
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AST week’s instalment of this story presented
L Rimrock, the Arizona justice-first enemy
of bad law in the business of discovering and
staking the Tecolote copper mine. In all the epi-
sodes of this Tecolote quest there is the spectacle
of a big, earnest character battling and scheming
for his rights, against a gang of law-protected
scoundrels. ‘“Stony busted,” Rimrock gets the ioan
of $10 from Lockhart, one of the gang. With the
$10 he plays Faro and wins thousands. Another
throw and he loses all. While searching for “Apex”’
McBain, his chief enemy, he meets Mary Fortune,
McBain’s typist. To her he explains how McBain,
on the iniquitous ‘“apex” system, euchred him out
of the mine that put Gunsight on the map. He gets
her sympathy to the extent of $400, which she lends
him on the security of an un-named share in the
Tecolote. Rimrock trails away to the Tecolote;

comes back later with a bag of gold ore on wHich
he gets $2,000 loan from Lockhart. The ore was
borrowed from a Mexican; whereby Rimrock begins
to get even with a man who had previously robbed
him. With the $2,000, Rimrock goes ahead on his
Tecolote survey. He goes down.to New York and
floats a company. He comes back, repays Lock-
harf, and tries to pay Mary Fortune her $400.
Mary insists cn the “share” he had promised her.
She names one per cent. Rimrock is trapped.
That one per cent. throws the casting vote to Mary.
The New York man has 49; Rimrock 51.‘_ It takes
Aimrock’s 50 and Mary's 1 to control the mine.

CHAPTER VIIL
A Flier in Stocks.

wag as dazzling to Rimrock das a burst of sun-
shine to a/ man just come up from a mine—that
look in Mary Fortune’s eyes. He went out of
her office like a man in a dream and wandered
cff by himself to think. But that was the one thing
he could not negotiate, his brain refused to work.
It was a whirl.of weird flashes and forms and colours,
like a futurist painting gone mad, but above it all
when the turmoil had subsided was the thought of
going back. He had told her when he left her that

‘he would come around again, and that fixed idea

had held to the end. But how? Under what pretext?
And would she break down his pretence with that
gmile?

Rimrock thought it over and it,seemed 'best at
the end to invite her to take a ride. There were
certain things in connection with their mine which
he wished very much to discuss, but how could he

‘de it in the hotel lobby with the Gunsight women

' looking on? Since his rise to afﬂuence one of them

/

had dared to speak to him, but she would never do
it again. He remembered too well the  averted
glances with which they had passed him, poor and

ragged, on the street. No, he hated them passionately

as the living symbols of Gunsight fraud and greed:
the soft, idle women of those despicable parasites
who now battened on what he had earned,

But Mary Fortune, how else was he to meet her
without envious eyes Ioolgng on; or stealthy ears of
prying women, listening at keyholes to catch every
word? And out on the desert, gliding smoothly along
in the best hired automobile in torwn., where better
could he give expression to those surging confidences
which he was impelled against his judgment to make?
It was that same innef spirit that made all his
troubles, now urging him he’ Enew not where. All

he knew for certain was that the shy woman-look
had crept back for a moment into her eyes: and ~

after that' the fate of empires was as nothing to the
fmport of her smile. Did she feel, as he felt, the
mystic bond between them, the appeal of his young
man’s strength; or was that smile a mask, a pro-
Vocative weapon, to veil her own thoughts Wwhile she
read through his like a book? He gave it up: ‘but
A : \ ;

there was a way of knowing—he could call out that
smile again.

The idle women of the Gunsight Hotel, sitting in
thefr rockers on the upper porch, were rewarded on

that day for many a wasted hour. For long months
they had watched McBain’s typist, with her proud
way of ignoring them all; and at last they had some-
thing to talk about. Rimrock Jones in his best, and
with a hired- automobile, came gliding up to her
office; and %s he went tramping in every ear on the
veranda was strained to catch his words.

“Aw, don’t mind those. old hens,” he said after a
silence, roaring it out that all could hear. “They’re
going to talk anyway, so let’s take a ride; and make
’em guess, for once, what I sSay.” ;

There was nothing, after that, for the ladies to do
but retire in the best form tlﬁey could; but as Mary
Fortune came out in an auto bonnet with a veil and

-coat to match they tore her character to shreds from

behind the Venetian blinds. So that wasg her game—-
she had thrown over McBain and was ‘sé.tting her
cap for Rimrock Jones. And automobile clothes!
Well, if that wasn’t proof that she ‘was living down
a past the ladies would like to know. A typewriter
girl, earning less than seventy dollars a month, and
with a trunk full of joy-riding clothes!

With such women about her it called for some
courage for Mary Fortune to make the plunge; but
the air was still fragrant, spring was on the wind
and the ground dove crooned inf‘hig tree. She was
tired, worn out with the deadly monotony of working
on day by day; and she had besides that soul-stirring
elation of having won in the great game for her stock.

“It’ll be a étoekholders’ meeting,” Rimrock had ex-
plained in he‘r ear. "‘We represent a majority of the
stock. I want ‘to tell you something big, where
nobody else will hear, Come on, let your typewriting
slide!” )

ing up the stairs and come down with her
gloves'and veil;, and as the automobile moved off she
had that joyous sensation of something about (o
happen. They drove out of town on the one straight
road that led to the Gunsight mine, afd Rimrock was
S0 busy with the mechanics of his driving that she
had a chance to view the landscape by herself. The
white, silty desert, stretching off to blue mountains,
Wwas set as regularly as a vineyard with the waxy,
dark-green creosote bushes; and at uncertain inter-
vals the fluted giant cactus rose up like sentinels on
tbe plain. All the desert trees that grew near the

A ND"Mary Fortune had laughed and run scamper-

town—the iron-woods and palo verdes and cat-claws |

and mesquite and salt-bushes—had been uprooted by
the Mexicans in their search for wood ; but in every
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low swale the grass was still green and the cactus
was crowned with gorgeous blossoms.

“Isn’t it glorious?” $he sighed as she breathed the
Warm air, and Rimrock looked up from studying his
clutches. =

“The finest God ever made!” he said as his engine
chugged smoothly along. “By George, 1 was glad to
get home. Ever been in New York? Well, you know
what it’s like, then; give me Arizena, every time.
But say, that’s some town; I stayed at the Waldorf,
where the tips are a dollar a throw. Every time you
turn around, or the boy grabs your hat, you give him
a dollar bill. Say, I putup a front—they all thought
I was a millionaire—have you ever been down to the
curb market? Oh, don’t you know what that is?
Why, it’s the place near Wall Street where they sell
stock in the middle of the street.”

HE negotiated @ sand wash and nearly stripped a
gear as he threw in the low by mistake.

“You bet, quite a country!” he went on, uncon-
cernedly. “I thought I knew sign language, but those
curb brokers have got me bheat. I can sit down with
an Indian and by signs and sand-pictures I can gen-
erally make him savvy what I want, but those fellers
back there could buy and sell me while I was asking
the price of a horse. I was down there on Broad
Street and ‘a man in the crowd jumped up and let
out a yell,

“‘Sold!” says a feller that’s standing next to me,
and began to make signs to a fellow in a second-
story window an@ writes something down on a pad.
T asked a man that was taking me around—they
treated me right in that town—what in the world was
going on, and he told me they’d made a trade in .
stock.; The finst fellow says:

. “*Sell five hundred shares of So-and-So at seventy-

‘nine!” and the second man raises his right hand like

an Indian how-sign and there’s g «tw‘enty-thou‘sand'-
dollar trade pulled off. They both write it down on a
slip of paper and the man in the window does the
telephoning. Say, I'm going back there when I got'
a stake, and try my hand at that game.”

An expression of pain, as of some evil memory,
passed 'swiftly over Mary Fortune’s face and she
turned from gazing at the nountains to give him a
warning shake of the head.

“Don’t you do it!” she said; but when he asked her

hy not sh'a shut her lips and looked far away.

“You must’ve got bit some time,” he suggested,
cheerfully, but she refused for the moment to be
drawn out.

“Perhaps,” she replied, “but if that’s the case my
advice is all the more sound.”

“No, but I'm on the inside,” he went on, impreg-
sively. “I know some of Mhose big ones ‘pers-ona,H‘y.

. That makes the difference; thoge feliows aon’t lose,
- they skim the cream off of everything.

Say, I ought

to know—didn’t I go in there lone-handed and fight

it out with a king of finance? That’s the man we're .

in with—I can’t tell you his name, now—he’s the one
that owns the forty-nine per cent. They’re crazy
about copper or he’d never have looked at me-—there’s
some big market fight coming on. And didn’t he
curse and squirm and ‘holler, trying to make me give
up my control? e told me in years he had never
gone into anything unless he got more than half
for a gift! But I told him ‘no,’ I’d been euchered out
of one mine; and after his eéxpert had reported on
the property he came through and gave me my way. f

A )
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- leftane alone I might even then

. ™Y father died he made the re-

2

. Quest that Mr, Rossiter should

& 1nv

. Vith servants to. wait on me,

And after that! Say, there was nothing too good for
‘Me. He agreed to spend several million dollars to
Pay for his share of the mine and then he gave me
that roll of bills to bind the bargain we’d made. By
“George, 1 felt good, to go there with two thousand
dollars and come back with a big roll of yellowbacks;

- but before I went away he introduced me to a friend

and told him how to show e the sights. z
“This friend was a broker, by the name of Buckbee,
and believe me, he’s on the ingide. He took me
around and showed me the Stock Exchange and put
e wise to everything. We were up in the gallery
ard, on the floor below us, there were a whole lot

of posts with signs; and a bunch of the craziest men -

in the world were fighting around those posts. Fight?
‘They were tearing each other’s clothes off, throwing
Daper in the air, yelling like drunk Indians, knocking
€ach other flat. It was so rough, by George, it scared
- Te; but Buckbee told me they were selling stocks.
There Wwere thousands of dollars in every yell they
let out, they talked signs like they were deaf and
dumb, angd every {ime a man held up his right hand

i meant: Sold! And they wrote it down on a slip.”

RI‘MROCK paused in his description to make some
hurried adjustments as his machine slowed
down to a stop, but after a hasty glance he burst
‘n‘tO.a laugh and settled back in his seat.
3 ‘Well, what do we care?’ he went on, recklessly.
This desert is all the same. We can sit right here
9«,11(1 See it all and when it comes time to go back
ml Shalge the old engine up. But as I was telling you,
DPlaying the stock market is all right if you've got
SO'me one to put you wise.”

‘No, it isn’t,” she answered, positively. “I've been
there ang 1 know.”

“Well, listen to this, then,” went on Rimrock,

- €agerly, “let me show you what Buckbee can do. I

- dropped in at his office, after I'd received my roll,
a'nf he said: ‘Want to take a flier?

“Sure,’ I said, ‘here’s a thousand dollars. Put it
On and see how far it will go’ Well, you can believe
e or not, in three days’ time he gave me-back over
tWo thousand dollars.” :

He nodded triumphantly, but the woman beside him
sh?"k her head and turned wearily away.

‘That’s only the beginning,”
She answered, sadly, “the end
—What happened to me.”

‘What was that?” he asked,
80d she gazed at him curiously
With a look he did not under-
Btang,

“Well, you can see for your-

- Self” ghe said, at last, “this is
the first pleasure I've had for

. & year. T ysed to have a home

y :nd music, and society and all,
Bd when my father died and

i’:l“l’ei kept on. But—well, I'll
e t to you; it may make you
0P and think the next time
YOU meet one of those brokers.
E‘;t;'u:iathe-r was a judge and the
ﬁénts 0.! his profession pre-
e f}k.sd hlm from speculating in
- » bt he had an old friend,
S college classmate, who had
‘n;ade’ millions and millions on
IOIZ Stt'ock Exchange. He was
e ;’ i/the most powerful finan-
0 New York, and when

}2:;? my legacy for me. My’
oty T knew that the money he
Would barely keep me, at
zi;:ist; and so he asked this
Py end qt his to gee that it
'S safely invested. !
'So when the estate had been administered I went
S€e Mr. Rossiter and, after discussing different
eStments, he told me of a plan he had. It seems
'Was at the head of a tremendous combination that

ontrolled the price of a certain stock and, although
‘Was stri ;

me

ol

e

to

D that would double my money in a few weeks.

¥

trictly against the rules, he was going to give .
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I was afraid, at first, but when he guaranteed me
against loss I took all my money to a certain broker
and bought forty-three thousand shares. Then I
watched the papers and every day I could see the
price of it going up. Ome day it nearly doubled and
then it went back, and then stopped and went up and
up. In less than a month the price went up from

twenty-three cents to nearly fifty, and then, just at

a time when it was rising fastest, Mr. Rossiter called
me to his office again. He took me back into his
private room and told me how much he had loved
my father. And then he told me that the time had
come for me to take my profits and quit; that the mar-
ket was safe for a man of his kind who was used to
every turn of the game, but the best thing for me
now was to get my money from my broker and invest
it in certain five per cent. bonds. And then he made
me promise, as long as I lived, never to buy a share
of stock again.”

She paused and sighed.

“Can you guess what I did?” she asked. ‘“What
would you do in a case like that? Well, I went to
the broker and sold back my shares and then I stood
watching the tape. I had learned to read it and some-
how it fascinated me—and my stock was still going
up. In less than two hours it had gone up twenty
points—it was the only stock that was sold! And
when I saw what I could haye gained by waiting—
what do you think I did?”

“you turned right around,” answered Rimrock,
confidently; “and bought the same stock again.”

“No, you're wrong,” she said, with a twist of the
lips, “T'm a bigger gaﬂ:r_lbler than that. I put up all
my money on a ten-point margin and was called and
sold out in an hour. The stock went tumbling right
after I bought it and, before I could order them to
sell, the price had gone down far below my margin
and the brokers were in a panic. They wouldn’t stop
to explain anything to me—all they said was that I
had lost. I went back home and thought it over and
decided never to let him know—Mr. Rossiter, I mean;
he had been so kind te me, and I hadn’t done what
he said. I found out afterwards that, shortly after
1 had left him, he had deliberately wrecked the price;
and he, poor man, was thinking all the time, what a
favour he had done his old friend’s daughter.”

She laughed, short and mirthlessly, and Rimrock
gat looking at her, his eyes once more 'big with sur-

prise. She was not the inexperienced creature he
had taken her for, she was a woman with hig\h spots
in her career. : i :
“Well, then what did you do?” he enquired at last
as she showed mo disposition to proceed. “How'd

TF

you come to get out here? Did you know old McBain
Or ”

“Say, can’t you start that engine?” she spoke up
sharply. “FLet’s go on and forget about the rest. I'm
here, we know that; and I only told you what I did
to break you of gambling in stocks.”

“No, that engine is stalled,” he said, with authority,
“put I'll get it to go, when it’s time. But say, tell me
something—we’re going to be friends, you.know—
does Rossiter know where you are now?”

“Oh, yes,” she answered, “I write to him fre-
quently. He thinks 'm out here for my health. I
have this trouble, you know, and the doctors advised
me to come out where the air is dry.”

“Well, you're a peach,” observed Rimrock, admir-
ingly. “And the old man still thinks you're rich?
What'll he say, do you think, when he hears of your
latest—getting in on this Tecolete strike ?”

“Oh, 1 won’t dare tell him,” she answered quickly.
“I'm afraid he wouldn’t approve. And may I make
a suggestion? If you’ll throw on your spark I think
your engine will run.”

“Say, you scare me!” said Rimrock, with a guilty
grin. “You're so smart you make me afraid. I'll
crank her up, too—do you think that would help
some? Huh, huh; T get caught every time!”

CHAPTER IX.
. You Don’t Understand.

6 BI1, well,” remarked Rimrock, after he had

started his machine and the desert was
gliding smoothly by, “so that's why they call you
Miss Fortune, eh? Losing all your money on that
stock.”

The silent woman who sat beside him closed her
lips, but made no reply. He glanced at her curiously.
She was deaf, of course, though she seldom showed
it—perhaps she had failed to hear.

“But that can be fixed,” he said, speaking louder,
“you can cut off that Miss, any time.”

“Yes,” she said, with a touch of sarcasm, “I believe
I've heard that before.”

“But I mean it!” he declared, and she smiled rather
grimly. “And that!” she answered, whereupon Rim-
rock flushed. He had used those words before in
exactly the same connection.
It must be madness, this in-
sane prompting that moved
him to talk love to this girl.
The first time he had met her,
after a scant hour of conversa-
tion, he had made that equivo-
cal remark: “How about fifty-
fifty—an undivided half?” And
many times since, when he
came to think of it, he had
wondered how the words had
slipped out. It was a way he
had, of speaking impulsively,
but now it was more than that.
He had deliberately planned
to take her out on the desert
and ask her that question
again. There was something
about her that destroyed his
judgment even when, as now,
she made no effort to charm.

“Then that shows I mean
it!” he answered fatuously. “I
meant it, the very first time.”

“Well, it’s very flattering,”
she said, dimpling slightly,
“hut isn’t this rather sudden?”

“You bet it’'s sudden—that’s
| the way I do things!” He
" dropped the wheel and caught
her in his arms.

“Oh, be careful,” she cried
and as he tried roughly to kiss
her she thrust him in the
throat with her elbow. They
struggled for a moment and then, as the machine
made a swerve, she laid her hands on the wheel.

«Just let me drive this machine,” she said, “and
remember—you are supposed to be a gentleman.”

“Well, T am!” protested Rimrock, as he came out
of his madness. -“What’s the matter? Are you going
back home?”
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She had flung a quick turn out across a hard fiat
and was swinging back into the road.

“l think we’d b‘etter,” she answered quietly., “I
hope you haven’t made any mistake?”

“Why—no!” he stammered. “Why? What do you
mean? Don’t you think I'm on the square? Well,
1 certainly am; I'm asking you to marry me!”

“Yes, but even then; have I given you any reason
to think I’'m so madly infatuated? Of course I was
foolish-to come out with you this way, but I assure
you I'm no flighty girl.”

6 H, I didn’t mean that!” protested Rimrock,

abjectly. “Say,®now listen, you don’t under-
stand.” He stopped and panted as he fought down
Lis emotions and the automobile sped smoothly on.
It was eight or ten miles across the level desert and
a few minutes would bring them into town. “You
donlt know my ways,” he went on, bluffly, ‘“but say,
you don’t need to be afraid. Just slow down a little,
1 want to talk with you—you're the
finest girl I know. I want you, don’t

you see? And when I want any-
thing——"

He stopped as she glanced at him
swiftly,

“Yes, you try to take it,” she said, and
curled her lip with scorn. “I under-
stand you, perfectly; but I want to tell
you something—there are some things
you can’t get that way. And one of
them is love. That has to be given to
you—z{nd you have to be worthy of it—
I don’t suppose you ever thought about
that.”

She kept her eyes on the road ahead,
but Rimrock could see that she was
biting her lip whth anger,.

“That’s the thing I don’t like about
you,” she burst out passionately, “you
never think about anybody else. You
. always resort to violence. And just
because you can walk in on Mr.
McBain s >

“Ah!” exclaimed Rimrock, leaning
forward accusingly; but she scorned to
meet his stare.

“—just because you can terrorize him
with that pistol you carry 8

“So that’s what’s the matter,” went
on Rimrock, significantly, “you’re think-
ing about Andy McBain!”

“Mr. Jones!” she broke out, bringing
the auto to a stop, “I guess this has gone
far enough. Will you walk to town, or
shall 127 :

“Neither oﬁe,” he said, quietly, ta.kiyg
over the wheel, “I'll drive you to the
hotel myself.” S

“Very well,” she said, and sat back
white with anger as mile after mile sped past.

“Here you dre,” he said, as he slowed down at the
Gunsight and suddenly she was her old, sweet self.

“Thank you very much,” she said, stepping grace-
fully out of the car; “the country was very beautiful.”
And she went smilingly in through the door.

RI‘MIROC'K JONES sat silent, struck dumb by her

manner, so different from her cold, silent
wrath; and then he caught a flash of movement on
the verandah. She was hiding their quarrel from
the women! :

“Sorry you couldn’t stay longer,” he answered,
taking off his hat with a belated flourish. ‘“‘Good
evening,” he added and then, jamming on his hat, he
drove off where he could be alone. #

After twenty-four hours of conflicting emotions
Rimrock weakened and took his troubles to Has-
sayamp; and after a passionate presentation of hig
side of the misunderstanding he acknowledged that
the lady was right. He was nothing but a brute, a
despicable barbarian, not worthy to look at ‘her; a
presumptuous hound, and so on. But he told Has-
sayamp, as one friend {o another, that there would
soon be a dead dog in camp; and if Andy McBain
ever crossed his path he would shoot him down in
his tracks.

‘With all this on his mind he made Very poor com-
pany and Gunsight had just about decided he had

I T Ry Y

‘rock stayed also—andg soon the procession
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failed on his mine when it awoke to a sudden miracle.
A large party of surveyors had come in during the
night and were running a line to the south. Straight
out acro:'s's the desert; while the morning light was
good, they had driven their line of stakes; a line
which sighted as true as a rifle to the Tecolote
Hills, It was for a waggon road, rerhaps—but why
these surveyors when the whole desert was as flat
as a board? A railroad! The whole town jumped
to the same conclusion at once and the rush for the
Tecolotes was on.

The men who had laughed ‘at Rimrock Jones for:

months were leaders in the wild stampede, and Has-
sayamp roused up Rimrock from where he was brood-
ing and warned-him to get to his ground.

“They’ll jump you,” he bellowed, “the whole town
is going. They’ll stake every claim for miles!”

“Let ’em stake!” answered Rimrock, whose mood
was vindictive, “and the first man that jumps me,
T'll jump him, by grab, with this!”

He patted his pistol which, in its ancient holster
was once more slung on his hip, and stalked sullenly '

out into the street. Every waggon and buckboard in
the town of Gunsight seemed lined up in front of
the stores. Men rushed to and fro with canteens
and grub-sacks or halffilled boxes and sacks.

“Is it a railroad?” they yelled, as Rimrock ap-
peared, and he answered:

“You bet your life it is!”

That settled it, and soon across the desert there
went a procession of horsemen and ‘Wa.ggons. Those
who could travel no other way filled syrup cans with
water and started for the Tecolotes on foot. A rail-
road! Well, why had they neyer thought of that in
the long, wasted days before? FEven L, w., rtl.le
scoffer, caught the sudden contagion: but Andrew
McBain did not stir. He was a cautim1§ man and
good friends had told him that Rimrock Jones had
threatened\ his life. He stayed in town—and Rim-
came
back. It was led by L. W. in Lis cactus-proof auto-
mobile, and he reported all the ground as staked.
He reported further that the ground was worthless,
but Rimrock Jones only smiled. ‘

“Yes, all that’s left,” he answered, grimly. “I made
you out a sutker, for once. I guess you remember
when I offered you a share 1n my mine for two thou-
sand dollars or less; but now, by grab, I've staked it
all and you Gunsight boys can go bust. And I give
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you fair warning!” he shouted fiercely, “I'll say it
to all of you—the first man that jumps me, I’ll kilk
him!”

“Well, who’s trying to jump you?” asked L. Wa
irritably. “What’s biting you, anyway? Ain’t your
claims all legal? Has anybody disputed you? Well,
get onto yourself, you danged fool!”

“Well, all the same,” went on Rimrock, insistently,
“I know what some people will do. I don’t name no

names, but I've been cleaned out once— "

“Aw, you make me tired!” snapped back L. W,
“you’re crazy—and what’s more, youre drunk!
You're a hell of a subject to be Gunsight’s first
citizen, a building ho-tels, and general stores and
banks!”

“Well, all the same, you watch me do it!

going to make this town over right. And I warn you
all, you can’t be friends with me and that dastardly

McBain outfit, too. It’s‘a fight to a finish and [

don’t care who knows it, I'm going to bust him if it

takes my last cent. I'm not talking
about L. W. nor anybody else—you ca
jump any way you please—but there’s
one man in this town that I'm out to
get, and T’ll kill him, by grab, if he
peeps!”

“You talk too much!” answered L. W.,
scornfully. “Why don’t you go and put
up that gun? If we had a town marshal
that was worth the powder he’d come
around and take it away.”

“He would not,” retorted Rimrock,
“because he knows I won’t give it up.
I'm carrying that gun just to let people
know that I'm out now to fight for my
rights. As long as I'm left alone in my
legal rights I'm the most peaceable man
in this town, but the first man that
builds a monument on my claims is
going to find that I can’t be bluffed.”

66 H, cut it off,” cried L. W., in dis-'

gust, ‘“we know you’re bad—
you’ve told us before. And _as for
Andrew McBain, you’d better not crowd.
him too far; ‘he’ll fight, on a pinch,
himself.” .

“All right, if he wants it. I've got
in Yy €ye on him. I'm just waiting till

. he makes the “first move. I know it’s
coming, but as sure as he does it *

“Plain drunk,” grunted L. W., con-
temptuously, and stumped away up the
street. : )

It was easy enough to say Rimrock
was drunk, but it was soon demon-
strated that he was not crazy. Hg was
standing in front of the Alamo Saloon,
still holding forth against McBain,
when a Mexican boy beckoned him off
to one side and slipped a note into his hand.

“Please come to my office at once.—M. F.”

" 'Rimrock read it over and thrust it into his pocket,
then drew it out and read it over again; after which
he went up the street.

He stepped into the office with his eyes fixed and
sullen and she met him just inside the door.

“rn accept your apology for your conduct the other
day,” she said, with compelling calm, “and then I
want to tell you some news.”

,“All right,” mumbled Rimrock, “I apologize, all
right. I was a miserable, pot-licking hound. I'd give
my right hang——"

“Yes, yes, that’s all right,” she broke in, hurriedly,
“but here’s what I want to say. Mr. McBain has
been up tq Geronimo and got hime¢a copy of that
survey of your claims!” S

“lI knowed it” burst out Rimrock, swinging his
fist into his hand, “I saw him get off that train!”

“No, listen!” she said, “you mustn’t talk so loud!
You mustn’t talk at all! Just listen to what I say. =
I depend on you to save our mine.” 3 '

“I'll do it!” began Rimrock: but she made a motion
for silence and went swiftly on with her tale.

“More than that,” she said. “I happen to know
that he’s looked up the names of those Mexicans, the
original locators of your claims; and I think—{I can’t
bLe sure—but I think that one or two of them were

)




-~ Dot citizens of the United States. Now wait! I've
rot finished! I'm looking to you to go out there and
Protect our claims!”

“Well—the dirty—thief!” rumbled Rimrock, in his
throat. “I didn’t think he had the nerve. But say,”
- he went on, suddenly struck with an idea, “how come
you're telling me all this? I thought you and
McBain—

“We won’t discuss that, if you please,” she broke
in, blushing painfully.. “There are some things you
don’t understand. But, I think, under the circum-
_8tances, I have the right to take steps to protect my
OWn interests. Now, will you go out to the claims
and keep them from being jumped, or——"
“Leave it to me,” he said, the fighting light in his
8yes. “Where’s McBain? He’s the man I've got to
stop.”

“No, now let’s not have any violence. I know
Something of the law. All you need to do is to stay
on the ground. If you're in possession Y
“That’s got nothing to do with it!” he burst out,
impatiently. “This has gone beyond the law. I've
Warned this man McBain before all kinds of wit-
nesses not to set his foot on my ground; and if he
does it—I'l] make him pay for it.”

He started for the door, hitching up his belt, and
she caught at his pistol as he passed.

“No,” she said, “I don’t want you to shoot him.
I'd rather we’d lose the mine.”

“You don’t understand,” he answered. ‘“This has
80t nothing to do with a mine.” He took both her
hands in one of his and put them firmly away. “It’s
between me and Mm,” he said, and went off without
looking back.

CHAPTER X.

The Fight for the Old Juan.

HEN a man’s honour is questioned—his honour
as a fighting man—it is the dictum of cen-
turies of chivalry that he shall not seek to avoid
th..e combat. A great fortune was at stake, many
ml-llions of dollars and the possession of a valuable
Niine, and yet Rimrock Jones did not move. He
- Walked around the town and held conferences with
his friends until word came at last that he was
Jumped.
“All right,” he said, and with Hassayamp and L. W.
he started across the desert to his mine. Red-handed
~ 38 he was from a former treachery, L. W. did not
fail Rimrock in this crisis and his cactus-proof auto-
Mobile took them swiftly over the trail that le& to
E(h»e high-cliffed Tecolotes. - He went under protest
8 the friend of both parties, but all the same he
Went. And Hassayamp Hicks, who came from Texas,
Where men held their honour above their lives; he
Went along as a friend in arms, to stand off the
* 8unmen of McBain.
The news had come in that Andrew McBain had
1eft Geronimo under cover of the night, with an auto-
Tuobile load of guards; and the next day at dawn
Some belated stampeders had seen them climbing up
to .the"dro‘rxm. There lay the apex of the Tecolote
“laims, fifteen hundred lateral feet that covered. the
main body of the lode; and with the instinct of a
Mine pirate McBain had sought the high ground.
It he could hold the Old Juan claim he could cloud
the title to all the rich -ground on both éides; and
at the end of litigation, it he won his suit, all the
m.lprovements that might be built below would be
:i va.l-ue only to him. Always providing he won;
Ior hiy game was desperate and he knew that Rim-
Yock would fight, :
: He had flung down the challenge and, knowing
: :;Z;'ldhow it would end, he had had his gunmen bar-
ade the trail. They were picked-up men of that
- Peculiar class found in every Western town, the men
_;"ho live by their nerve. There were some who had
Deen officers and others outlaws; and others, if the
| trath’ were known, both. .And as neither officers nor
:';lt'lawts are prone to question too closely the ethics
: their particular trade, so they asked no questions_
'_"(‘°f the close-mouthed McBain, except what he paid
wilflh: day. Now, like any hired fighters, they looked
o o their own safety and let McBain do the worry-
*B8 for the crowd. He was a lawyer, they knew that,
and it stood to reason he was acting within the'law.
L. W’s auto reached Tronwood Springs, where
ryckuhad‘que his' old camp, while the sun was

; \nothing to me.”
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still two hours high. From the Springs to the dome,
that great “bust-up” of porphyry which stood square-
topped and sheer against the sky, there was a single
trail full of loose, shaly rocks that ‘mounted up
through a noteh in the rim. They started up in
gilence, Rimrock leading the way and Hassayamp
puffing along behind; but as they neared the heights,
where the shattered ‘base of the buttg rose up from
the mass of fallen debris, Rimrock forged on and
1eft them behind.

113 BY, wait!” called Hassayamp, with the last of

his breath, but neither Rimrock nor L. W.
looked back. It was a race to the top, Rimrock to
get his revenge and L. W. to stop his mad rush; but
i1. this race, as always, youth took the lead and L. W.
lagged far behind. Like a mountain sheep on some
familiar trail Rimrock bounded on until his breath
came  in whistling gasps; but, while the blood
pounded against his brain-pan and his muscles
quivered and twitched, the strength of ten men
pulsed through his iron limbs, and he kept his face
to the heights.

He was all of a tremble when, in the notch of the
trail, he was challenged by a ringing:

“Halt!”

He stopped, sucked in a great breath and dashed
the stinging sweat from his eyes; and then, hardly
seeing the barricade before him or the rifles that
thrust out between the rocks, he put down his head
apd toiled on. Right on the rim, where the narrow
trail nicked it, the gunmen had built a low wa.l and
as he came on unheeding they :
rose up from behind it and
threw down -on him with
their rifles.

“Stop right where you are!”
a guard called out harshly,
and Rimrock halted—and
then he came on.

“Get back or we’ll shoot!”
shouted a grizzled gunman
who now suddenly seemed to
take charge. “This claim is
held by Andrew McBain and
the first man that trespasses
get’s killed!”

“Well, shoot, then,” panted
Rimrock, - still struggling up
the pathway. “Go ahead—it’s

“Hey, you _stop!” com-
manded the gunman as Rim-
rock gained ’the barricade,
and he struck him back with
the muzzle of his gun. Rim-
rock staggered and caught
himself and then held on
weakly as his breath came in
quivering sobs.

sd*hat’s © ‘all =~ right)”
gasped. “I’ve got no quarrel
with you. I came to get An-
drew McBain.”

“Well, stay where you are,”
ordered the gunman, sternly,

“or I'll kill you, sure as
hell.” :
IMROCK swayed back

and forth as he clung to
a bush that he had clutched
in his first lurching fall,.and‘/
as he laboured for breath he
gazed about wildly at the un-
familiar faces of the men,

“Who are you boys?” he

Sasked at last, and as nobody
answered him he glanced swiftly back down the trail.

“It’s no use to try that,” said the gunman, shortly,
“you can’t rush us, behind the wall.”

“Oh, T've got no men,” answered Rimrock, quickly,
“thoge fellows are just coming along. I'm Henry
Jones, and ‘I came to warn you gentlemen you're
trespassing on one of my claims.”

«Can’t help it,” said the guard, “we’re here under
orders to kill you if you come over this line.”

He indicated ‘the wall which barred the way to
the location notice of the claim and Rimrock hitched
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his belt to the left.

“Show me your papers,” he said. “You’ve got no
right to kill any man until you prove that this claim
is yours.”

That hitch of the belt had brought his heavy six-
shooter well around on the side of his leg, and as the
gunmen watched him he looked them over, still
struggling to get back his breath. Then as no one
moved he advanced deliberately and put his hand
on the wall. g

“Now,” he said, “you show me your authority or
T'll come over there and put you off.” \

There was a stir in the ranks of the grim-faced
gun-fighters and their captain looked behind. Not
forty feet away on the flat floor of the mesa was the
slaft of the Old Juan claim and, tacked to the post
that rose up from its rockpile was a new, unweathered
notice.

“That’s the notice,” said the captain, “but you stay
where you are. You knock down that wall and
youwll get killed!” \

“Killed nothing!” burst out Rimrock, contemptu-
ously, “yow’re afraid to shoot me!” And looking him
straight in the eyes, he pushed the top rock off
the wall.

“Now!” he said, after a moment’s silence, as the
gunmen moved uneasily about, “T'll do that again,
and I'll keep on doing it until you show me that
this ain’t my claim.”

“Mr. McBain!” called the captain, and as Rimrock
clutched at his pistol he found -4 gun thrust against
his stomaich. :

You make a crooked
move,” warned the captain,
sharply, “and——"

E stopped, for up from

the mouth of the Old

Juan shaft came the head of
Andrew McBain.

“Ah, hiding in a hole,”
spoke up Rimrock, sneem‘ngiy,
as McBain opened his mouth
to talk. “T’d like to work for
a man like you. Say, boys,
take on with me—I'll double
your money; and what’s more
I'll stand up for my rights!”
He looked around at the line
of gun-fighters, but their set
lips did not answer his smile.
Only in their eyes, those
“subtle mirrors of the mind,
did he read the passing reflex
of their scorn. “You're
scared, you coward,” went on
Rimrock, scathingly, as Mc-
Bain looked warily about.
“Come out, if you're a man,
and prove your title, or by
grab, I'll come in there and
get you!”

He stopped with a' gruni
for the hard-eyed captain had
jabbed him with the muzzle
of his gun.

“None of that,” he said, but
Rimrock took no noticg-—his
eyes were fixed on McBain.

He came out of the hole
with a waspish* swiftness,
though there was a wild,
frightened look in his eyes;
and as he advanced towards
the barricade he drew out a
bulldog pistol and held it
awkwardly in his hand.

“Mr. Jones,” he began, in
his harsh lawyer’s voice, “don’t think for a moment
you can bluff me. These men have their orders and
at the first show of violence I have told them to
shoot you dead. Now, regarding this claim, formerly
known as the Old Juan, you have no legal right to
the same. In the first place, Juan Soto, whom you
nired to locate it, is not am American citizen, and
therefore his claim is void. In the second place, the
transfer for the nominal sum of ten dollars proves
collusion to perpetrate a fraud. And in the third
place—" ‘

\
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“Youre a liar!” broke.in Rimrock,
his breast heaving with anger, ‘“he’s
as much a citizen as you are. He’s
been registered in GunSight for twen-
ty years and his vote has never been
challenged.”

“Juan Bautista Soto,” returned Mec-
Bain defiantly, “was born in Caboreca,
Sonora, on the twenty-fourth day of
June, eighteen sixty. I have a copy
of the records of the parish church to
prove he is Mexican-born.” And in the
third place——"

“And in the third placé,” burst out
Rimrock, raising his ‘voice to a yell,
“that proves conclusively- that you've
set out to steal my mine. -I don’t
give a damn for your thirdlys and
fourthlys, nor all the laws in the Ter-
ritory. To hell with a law that lets a
coyvote like you rob honest men of
their mines. This claim is mine and
I warn you now—if you don’t get off
of it, 'l kill you!”

He dropped his hand to his pistol
and the startled gunmen looked
quickly to their captain for a cue.
But the captain stood doubtful-—there
were two sides to the quesﬁon, and a
man will only go so far to earn ten
dollars a day.

“Now hear me,” warned Rimrock
as there fell a tense silence, “you get
off—”

“Shoot that man!” yelled McBain
as he sensed what was coming, but
Rimrock was -over the wall. He
knocked it flat with the fury of his
charge, stniking the gunmen aside as
he passed.
confusion and then, as McBain turned
to run, the bang of Rimrock’s gun.

* Andrew McBain went down, falling

. forward on his face, and as Rimrock
whirled on the startled gunmen they
shot blindly and broke for cover. The
fight had got beyond . them, their
hearts were not in it—and they knew
that MecBain was d‘ead.

“You get off my claim!” cried Rim-
rock as he faced them and instinctively
they back away. That look in his
eyes they knew all too well, it was
the mankilling berserker rage. Many
a time, on foreign battlefields or in
the bloody saloon.fights of the fron-
tier,/they had seen it gleaming in the
eyes of some man whom nothing but
death would stop. They backed off,
fearfully, with their guns at a ready;
and when they were clear they ran.

When L. W. looked over the shat-
tered wall he saw Rimrock tearing
down the notice and erunching it into
the ground. He was perfectly calm,
but.in the staring blue eyes the death
look atill burned like live coals;
it was only when Hassayamp, “risking

_ his- life from heart falure, toiled up

and took charge of his claim that he
could be persuaded to give himself
up. :

CHAPTER XI..

A Littie Trouble.

IMROCK came back to Gunsight
- in charge of a deputy sheriff and

- with the angry glow still in his eyes.

The inquest was over and he was held
for murder, but he refused to retain a
lawyer.

“l don’t want one,” he said when
his friends urged it on him. “I wish
every lawyer was dead.”

He sat in gloomy silence as the
'Gunsiyght justice of the peace went
through the formalities of @ prelim-
inary examination and then, while
they waited for the next train to Ger-
onrlmo. he and t.’ne depurty dropped in
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What Makes Circulation
Nationally Valuable ?

S UPPOSE the 45,008—or thereabouts—ecirculated copies of the
Canadian Courier every week, were confined to any one big

or perhaps even Winnipeg, to circulate every one of these copies
without going twice in'a place. A circulation like that would be
rather easy to get, compared to the kind of circulation the Cana-
dian Courier has. But in six weeks we should lose either our cir-
culation or our cha,ra.ct.er because,

.CANADA AS A WHOLE

IS OUR CHOSEN FIELD.

Our 40 odd thousand subscribers, representing about a quarter
of a million readers every week, are all over this country. We
go where even railways don’t. We represent the sentiments and
opinions of a greater variety of people under one flag than any
other paper in this country. And because Canada is a many-
people country our all-over-Canada circulation with our all-over-
Canada programme of material gives our circulation a national

city. There is room, for instance, in Montreal or Toronto,

There was a moment of -

and

value.

wide open.

115 Ann Street, Toronto,
August 5, 1917,
Editor, Canadian Courier:

Dear Sir,—Being a one-time im-
migrant from across the sea my-
self, I want to tell you how much
I have enjoyed reading your weekly
editorials, “The New Canadian
Says”: in which you clearly and
correctly define the thoughts and
and viewpoint of the true new
Canadian. It struck me when you
first commenced the series as be-
ing a very good idea indeed, and
something that has long been need-
ed in Canada, tending, as these
writings undoubtedly will, to great-
ly improve the relations existing
between native-born and British
and foreign-born Canadians, by
helping the former to better under-
stand and appreciate the latter.
Would™ it not, may I suggest, be also
a good idea to give voice in a simi-
lar manner to the native ~Cana-
dian’s opinions and viewpoint in so
far as it concerns Canada, the im-
migrant and all new Canadians, if
for no other purpose than to aid
the new Canadian to better under-
stand his’ native-born brother by
deriving from such articles a
clearer idea of what is expected of
him in his new home and adopted
country? /
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Every additional 1,000 in our list adds to the load of mterest
this paper carries as a vehicle of national sentiment.
Our readers represent all classes, creeds, political
opinions, nationalities and provinces.
clientele by provinces, but by Canadians. i

- Letters to the Editor

* Nature.”

‘makes a Canadian.

We are

We do not measure our

Wishing your splendid and truly
Canadian journal, which appears
to be improved in every number,
every success, I have the pleasure
to be, Sir,

Sincerely yours,
- WILFRED A. HUNTER.

»
Quebec, Canada.
August 4  1917.
Courier Press, Limited,

Toronto.

The week before last you had
an a.}*ticle, “Why Stay at Home?”
I will say little about the admira-
tion of the country; you have said
enough. But the way you show
the life of the Canadian farmer is
simple but very grand.

Would you in your weekly re-
view write more about “Divine

o
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A valued correspondent in Fish-
erman, Ont., has sent also a long
letter of criticism and appreciation,
dealing with the Canadian Gourier’s
estimate and definition of what
As this letter
is too long to be included here it
must be dealt with in a future
issue.

six months will see it done—but even
that don’t suit us. We’re going te
lay out our millsite and have every-
thing ready the day the railroad is
dome. Then we’re going to erect the
mill and install the machinery and
go to throwing dirt. Eight months at
the least and we’ll have a producing
property shipping trainloads of ore
every day. Well, what I was going
to say—there’s a man named Jepson,
a mining engineer, coming out to su-
perintend that work and I want you
to give him all the assistance you can
and help boost the thing along. That’s
all—I'll send you a check and the
bapers—you can address me at the
County Jail.”

He rose hastily and started for the
door, then looked back with question-
ing eyes.

“Very well,” she said and he drop-
ped his head and slouched heavily out -
the door.

ARY FORTUNE sat alone, star-
ing absently after him. What a
contradictory man he was. And yet,
how well he understood. He knew
without telling that she would not
take his hand so he kept it behind
his back; but he knew at the same
time that she would attend to his
- business while his address was the
County Jail. Amd no plea for sym-
pathy, no word of explanation; just
business, and then he was gone. His
life was at stake, and yet he spoke
of nothing but the mine. “A little
trouble!” And he had killed a man.
‘Was he a savage or a superman?
The mail the next day brought a
note from him, written with a lead
pencil on a piece of torn paper. It
had the jail smell about it, a rank,
caged-animal odour that she learned
to recognize later, but there was no
mention of any jail. He enclosed a
check and a power of attorney, with
directions for buying some land—and
then there came a telegram from New
York.

M. R. Fortune,
Gunsight, Arizona.

Wire from Henry Jones inti\mating
trouble Tecolote claims. Your ap-
pointment agreeable. Spare no ex-
pense safeguard claims. Jepson super-
intendent arrives Friday. Wire par-
ticulars.

W. H. Stoddard.

One look at that signature and the
Wall Street address and Mary For-
tune saw with sudden clearness’ what
had been mystery and moonshine for
months, W. H. Stoddard was Whit-
ney H. Stoddard, the man who con-
trolled the Transcontinental Railroad.
. His name alone in connection with

~the Tecolote would send its stock up a
« thousand per cent. And what a stroke

of business that was—to make a

feeder for his railroad while he built

up a great property for himself. Now

A.ll the illustrations used in R1mrock Jones are by T W. McLean,
Staff Artist of the Canadian Courier. / i

on Mary Fortune.

“Good morning,” he said, flushing
up as she looked at him, “can you
8pare me a few minutes of your time?”

“Why,  certainly,” she answered,
and he spoke to the deputy, who wmt-
ed outside the door.

“T've had a little trouble,” went on
Rimrock grimly as he sat down where
he could speak into her transmitter,
“and I want you to help mie out. Mr.
_I;f:lcks over here is guarding the mine

and I've sent four more boys out to
help, but there’s a whole lot of busi-
ness coming up. Can you hold down
the job of Secretary?”

Mary Fortune thought a moment,
then nodded her head and waited to
hear what he would say.

“All right,” he said, “I'll telegraph
East and have the appointment 0.K.’d.
Then there’s another matter. *We're
_going to lay that railroad across the
deﬁerrt as they mever laid one before—

at last she understood the inexplicable
reticence with which Rimrock had
veiled his associate’s name and her
heart almost stopped as she thought
how close she had come to parting
with her Tecolote stock. Those two
thousand shares, if she held on to |
them to the end, might brmg her in
thousands of dollars! ;

ER brain cleared like a flash and

she remembered Rimrock’s in-
structions concerning land for the ‘
Company’s office. The wire could
wait—and Whitney H. Stoddard—the
first thing to do was to get an option,
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+ for the Tecolotes was OI.

for even telegraph operators have
been known to talk. She slipped out
quietly and a half hour afterward the
Papers were drawn up and signed, and
the whole vacant block across the
street from the hotel was tied up for
_the Tecolote Mining Company. And
then the great news broke.

It is a penal offence, punishable by
heavy fine and imprisonment, for a
telegraph operator to disclose the se-
crets of his files; but within ten min-
utes the whole street knew. The

- . Values on property went up in meteor

flights as reckless speculators sought
to buy in on the ground floor. All the
land along the railroad, instead of be-
- Ing raw desert, became suddenly ware-
‘house sites: the vacant lots along
the main street were snatched up for
potential stores and saloons, and all
the drab flats where the Mexican bur-
ros wandered became transformed to
choice residence properties. It had
come at last, that time prophesied by
. Rimrock when Gunsight would be
.tI‘a,nsformed by his hand, but the
prophet was not there to see. After
all his labours, and his patient em
durance of ridicdle and unbelief, when
the miracle happened Rimrock Jones,
the magician, was immured in the
County Jail.

But it made a difference. Even
Mary Fortune came to think of him
With more kindness in her heart. The
Geronimo papers suddenly blossomed
out with accounts of the Gunsight
boom: and Rimrock Jones, though

- held for murder, was heralded as a.

mining king. The story was recalled
of hig discovery of the Gunsight and
of his subsequent loss of the same;
and the fight for the Old Juan, with
" the death of McBain, was rewritten to
~ fit the times. Then the grading crew
came with their mules and scrapers,
and carloads of ties and rails. Great
construction trains congested all the
sidings as they dumped off tools and
supplies. A track-laying machine fol-
lowed close behind them, and the race
‘What a
Dity it was that poor Rimrock Jones
was not there to see the dirt fiy!

ND there were other changes.
From an' office drudge, Mary
Fortune, the typist, suddenly foynd
herself second in command. Every
day from Geronimo there came letters
and telegrams from the prisoner in

- the County Jail and his trenchant or-

-v,devrs were put into effect by the girl
»Who had worked for McBain. Noth-
ing more was said about her mysteri-
. 0us past, nor the stigma such a past
vimpllies; the women of the hotel now
bowed to her hopefully and smiled if
she rajsed “her eyes. Even Jepson,
the superintendent, addressed her re-

- Sbectfully—after stopping off at the

- County Jail—and all the accounts of
the Company, for whatever expense,

now passed through her competent
hands,

She was competent, Jepson admit-
o ted it; yet somehow he did not like
: V'her. It was his wife, perhaps, a proud,
~ black-eyed little creature, who first
~ Dlanted the prejudice in his breast;
- although of course no man likes to
’_ta_ke orders from a woman. To be
Sure, she gave no orders, but she kept
~ the books and that gave her a check
©On his work. But Abercrombie Jep-
8on was too busily occupied to brood
3 mﬂﬂh over this incipient dislike, he
; M men by the hundred pouring out

- this way.
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to the mine and all the details of a
great plant on his hands.

First out across the desert went the
derricks of the well-borers, to develop
water for the concentrator and nﬁll;
and then diamond-drill men with all
their paraphernalia, to block out the
michest ore; and after them the mill-
wrights and masons and carpenters,
to lay foundations and build the
lighter parts of the plant; and, back
and forth in a steady stream, the long
lines of teamsters, hauling freight
from the end of the railroad. It was
an awe-inspiring spectacle, this inva-
sion of the desert, this sure prepara-
tion to open the treasure-house where
the Tecolotes had locked up their ore.
But Rimrock was missing from it all!

There came a time when Mary
Fortune acknowledged this to herself;
and, without knowing just why, she
took the next train to Geronimo. The
summer had come on and the jail as
she entered it was stifling with its
close, smelly heat. She sickened at
the thought of him, caged up there
day and night, shut off even from
light and air; and when the sheriff
let her in through the clanging outer
gate she started back at sight of the
tanks. Within high walls of concrete
a great, wrought-iron cell-house rose
up like a square box of steel and,
pressed against the bars, were ob-
scene leering eyes staring out for a
look at the woman. 3

“Oh, that’s all right,” said~ the
sheriff kindly, “just step right down
1 regret very much I can't
bring him outside, but he's in for a
capital offence.”

He led the way down a resounding
corridor, with narrow windows high
up near the roof; and there, staring
out from a narrow cell, she saw Rim-
rock Jomes. His face was pale with
the prison pallor and a tawny growth
covered his chin; but the eyes—they
were still the eyes of Rim-rqck, ageres-
sive, searching and ‘bold.

“A lady to see you,” annpunced the
sheriff and suddenly they were alone.

There had been some business, some
important matter upon which she had

_hand to the end.
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needed his advice, but as she saw him
shut up like a common felon the sud-
den tears came to her eyes.

“Kind of limited quarters,” ob-
served Rimrock, smiling wanly, “noth-
ing like ithat new hotel that we're
building. Well, it won’t be long now
till I'm out of this hole. Is there any-
thing special you want?”

“Why, yes!” she said, getting con-
trol of herself, ‘“can’t—can’t we get
you out on bail? I didn’t know it was
so awful inside here—I'm going to en-
gage the best lawyer in town!”

“No use,” answered Rimrock, “I'm
held for murder—and I don’t want no
lawyer, anyhow.”

The old stubborn tone had come
back into his voice, but swift com-
passion urged her on.

“But you certainly will have one
when your case goes to trial? Mr.
Lockhart said he would hire one him-
self.”

“Nobe, don’t want ’em,” answered
Rimrock. “They’re a bunch of erooks.
I'll handle my case myself.”

“Yourself? Why, you don’t know
the law: =

“That’s why I'll win,” broke in Rim-
rock impatiently. “I’'m going to pick
out that jury myself.”

“No, but the briefs and papers!
And who will represent you in court?”

“Never mind,” sulked Rimrock, “I'll
take care of all that. But I won’t
have a lawyer, if I swing for it!”

“Oh!”’ she gasped, but he gazed at
her grimly without thinking about
anything but his case.

“All I want is justice,” he went on
doggedly. “I want a fair trial before
a jury of Arizona men. When I state
my case Ill tell them the truth and I
don’t want any lawyer butting in.
And one thing more. T'm going to ask
you, Miss Fortune, to leave this case
strictly -alone.” I thank you just as
much for your good intentions, but
we don’t look at this matter the same.
I quit the law when I lost title to the
Gunsight, and I’'m going to play out my
1 claim there’s a law
that’s above all these lawyers—and
judges and supreme courts, too—and
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that’s the will of the people. I may be
mistaken, but I'll gamble my life on it
and if I lose—you can have the whole
mine.”

“I don’t want the whole mine,” she
answered resentfully, “I want—I want
you to be free. Oh, I came to tell you
about all we’re doing—about the con~
struction and the mine work and all—
but I just can’t say a word. Are you
determined to plead your own case?”

‘“Why, i‘certainly,” he said. “Why
shouldn’t I do it? 1 don’t consider
I’ve done anything wrong. I hope you
don’t think, just because I killed Mc--
Bain that I'm suffering any regrets?
Because I'm not, nor nothing of the
kind—I'm glad I killed him like I did.
He had it coming to him and, gimme
a square jury, Ill make ’em say I did
right.” ;

“] guess I don’t understand,” she
stammered at last, “bur—but I'm glad
that it doesn’t seem wrong. I cant
understand how a man could do it;
but I’ll help you, any way I can.”

“All right,” said Rimrock and looked
at her strangely, “I'll tell you what
you can do. In the first place I want
you to go back to Gunsight and stay
there until I come back. And in the
second place—well, I can’t forget what
1 did—that day. ‘1 want you to say
it’s all right.” \

“It is all right,” she answered quick-
1y, “I guess that’s what I came to say.
And will you forgive me, too, for let-
ting you lie here and never doing any-
thing to help?” ;

“Oh, that's nothing,” said Rimrock,
«1 don’t mind it much. But say, isn’t
there anything else?”

“No!” she said, but the hot blood
mounted up and mantled her cheeks
with -red.

“Come on,” he beckoned. “Just to
show you forgive me—It will help me
to win if you do.”

She looked around, up and down the
narrow corridor, and then laid her
cheek to the bars. Who would not do
as much, out of Christian kindness, for
a man who had suffered so much?

(To be continued.)
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Canadian Northern Rockies
en route to the PACIFIC COAST

by the Natural Wonders of Jasper Park
and Mount Robson, Monarch of the Range

You will be amply repaid. Convenient Train Service. Summer Tourist Fares.’

For through tickets, information and our handsome Mountain Booklet apply to nearest C.N.R. Agent or General
Passenger Dept., Montreal, Que., Toronto, Ont., and Winnipeg, Man. ; i
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UPPER CANADA COLLEGE

TORONTO

grounds in suburban district. e
Summer camp at Lake Timagami
of the College.

School Calendar, containing full particulars, will be

!Founded 1829 by SIR JOHN COLBORNE, Governor of Upper Canada __

A Boarding School for Boys

AUTUMN TERM begins THURSDAY, SEPT. 13th, at 10 a.m.
BOARDERS RETURN ON THE 12th

Céurses for University, Royal Military College and Business.
Preparatory Schools in separate buildings with full equipment.
Detached infirmar

Senior and
Large
, with resident nurse.
conducted by ‘the Physical Instructor

ARNOLD MORPHY, Bursar.

[ furnished on application.

Preparatory, Junior and
Senior Departments, Physi«

cal L'raining, Manual Train«
ing, 8wimming, Riding,
Drawing, Music, Rinks,
Tennis Courts.

'4@, Successes 1917: 1st and 2nd
p’f// places R.M.C.; Nine Passes &
Hntrance R.M.C. and R.C.N.;
Four Matriculations Mec Gill.
Term commences_Sept. 12th. :
.S Fosbery, M.A.

Rinley

only a few

St. Catharines, Ont.

RE-OPENS SEPT. 11th, 1917

Lower School for Boys under Fourteen. There are

vacancies for next term.

Upper School prepares Boys for Matriculation in
@ n l I P g P tﬁe Universities and Professions and for Business.

Rev. J. O. Miller, M.A., D.C.L.

Principal

St. Andretw’s College

TORONTO 1
A CANADIAN SCHOOL FOR BOYS ;
UPPER AND LOWER SCHOOLS |
Careful Oversight Thorough Instruction
Large Playina Fields  Excellent Situation
Autumn Term Commences Sept. 12, 1917
REV. D. BRUCE MACDONALD, M.A.,LL.D., HEADMASTER
Calendar sent on lication ¢

MARGARET'S COLLEGE

TORONTO A RESIDENTIAL AND DAY SCHOOT, FOR GIRLS

CANADA

) FULL ACADEMIC COURSE, FROM PREPARATORY TO

HONOUR MATRICULATION.

MUSIC =~ ART ~—HOUSEHOLD

SCIENCE—PHYSICAL EDUCATION —GAMES — SWIMMING

Mgrs. GEorRGE DICKSON, President
SCHOOL REOPENS SEPT. 12th.

Miss J. E. MACDONALD, Principal
Celendar sent on application

ONTARIO

Academic courses from Pre-
paratory Work to Junior Mat-
riculation, Teachers’
Certificates and First
Year University;
Music,Art, Oratory

Write for illustrated
catalogue to

LADIES’

COLLEGE

Domestic Science ; Soctal Ec.
onomics and Civics; Commer.
cial Work; Physicai
Training — gymmnas.
ium, swimmin pool,
systematized play’
Reov. F. L. Farewcll,
B.A., Psin., Whithy. -

For Calendar apply to
J. W. H. MILNE, B.A., D.D., President,

OTTAWA LADIES COLLEGE Jurssnay

Academic work up to the first year University. Music, Art _
and Handicraft, Houschold Arts, Physical Culture, etc.

The Capital offers exceptional advantages.
JAS. W. ROBERTSON, LL.D,, C.M.G., Chairman of Board,

MODERN CONVENIENCE

FRANK S. WELSMAN
Pianist.

Studio for Lessons at Toronto
Conservatory of Music.

Regidence: 30 Admiral Road.

KING . EDWARD HOTEL
—Fireproof—
Toronto, Canada.

Accommodation for 760 guests, $1.50 up.
American and European Plan.

;  STAMPS AND COINS.

PACI{AGES free to collectors for 2 cents

postage; also offer hundred different,
foreign stamps; catalogue; hinges; five
cents. © buy stamps. Marks Stamp
Co., Toronto.

PATENTS AND SOLICITORS.

FTETI-IERS'I‘ONHAUGH & CO., Patent
Solicitors, head office, Torontu, and
Ottawa. Booklet on Patents free.

Iz%%g&

Montraenl Canade
An English College under the
direction of the Jesuit Fathers.

Classical Course leading to the degree
of B.A. Beautiful new fireproof buildings,
“splendid | equipment, spacious playing
fields. .

Fees from $60.00 a year for Day
Scholars, and $350.00 a year for
Boarders. .

WRITE FOR CATALOGUE

St. Agnes’ School

Belleville . Ontario

Patron. The Lord Bishop of Ontario—Advisory
Board, His Honour Judge Wills; H.¥, Ketcheson,
Esq., Mayor; J. Elliott, Mgr. Standard Bank—
Junior S8¢hool and Preparation for the Univer-
sities—School of Music, Hrnest Wheatley. A.R.
0.0., Director, Special A.T.C.M. Course—Miss
F. H, Carroll, Principal.

School re-opens on Sept. 12th, 1917

Educate the Parents
By A COLLEGE PRINCIPAL

NSTEAD of talking about the edu-
I cation of boys and girls, I should

like to write on the education of
parents. 'We try hard for nine months
of the year to make our  girls gentle
and refined, fitted to do any good work
that they may be called upon to do.
One or two instances will show you
why I think 4t is the parents that need
the instructions. We supervise all
books brought into the school. One
was brought’ to me. I turned over a
few pages, then sent the book ﬁack
to the mother, asking her if she had
read the book, and suggesting that she
look at the pages I had noted; she
answered immediately that nothing
would have induced her to allow her
daughter to read the book had she
known what it was; the bookseller
had said it was a new, popular work.
How many mothers know what books
their daughters read? How can schools
remedy thig?
- I have just returned from a few
weeks in Muskoka. A gentleman re-
marked to a Jady that he had just met
Miss , all she had on was a smile
and an apron. If an inquiry were in-
stituted in regard to the clothing, or
rather lack of clothing, at this mo-
ment at the summer resorts, where
boys and girls are mingling on the
most intimate terms, most of them
would be found clad in much the
fashion of Miss Only the re-
education of the parents can correct
what is fast undermining that true
womanly modesty that the schools
try to inculecate. ;

The “movies” are doing an infinite
amount of harm too; life at ordinary
everyday level is too stupid to be lived.
The parents provide the money fre-
quently for wvisiting the “movies”
three times one afternoon, as I know
positively.

Then ithe papers called “comie,”
with lurid pictures, the characters

‘ with swollen faces, exaggerated noses,

humpbacks, and all sorts of revolting
exaggerations—these are sent by the
parents here to their children—need-
less to say they are censored out of
existence.

You see, I have not much desire to
gay anything about the education of
girls, when we are handicapped by
three months’ license allowed a_nd en-
couraged by parents.

Sisters do not wyite articles for the
papers, or I might rouse the ire of
fathers and motherssby one. . i

Because to laugh is good, even with
the thermometer where it is, T'll tell
you the beginning of a genuine com-
position by a genuine little girl on
“Parents.” “Parents are of two kinds
—male and female. What would we
do without parents?”’ !

Yours sincerely,
(Signed) Sister-iniCharge.
Bishop Bethune College,
Oshawa, August 1, 1917,

Number One—Not
Everything

OES our educational system teach

young people that the individual
ig’ the main thing? We have -heard
so. The individual pupil—has been
the slogan for two decades. How
does this work out? In two ways. It
is a good thing to inculcate’ self-re-

(Concluded on page 24.) -

# COLLEGE RE-OPENS SEPTEMBER 12
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College Heighfs . Coronfa
A Church Residential and Bay
3 Th t lete schosl Build-
Schnol for Girlae st
Healthy situation in Residential Section of
Toronto, with Seven Acres of Playing Fields.
Complete Courses frem KINDERGARTEN o MATRICULATION. Special
Departments for HOUSEHOLD SCIENCE — MUSIC —TEACRING — ART.
£res., The Lord Bishop of Teronto. Prin., Miss Walsh, M.A. (Dublin)
Head Mistress, Junior School, Miss A.M.V. Rosseter, (Highe®

Certificate National Froebel Union), Late of Chéltenham
Ladies’ College, For Calendar apply to the Bursat.

Re-opens Friday, September 14th
Boarders enter Thursday, September 13th

Visitar: The Lord Bishop of Toreato.

A Residential School for Girls.

Young Children also received,

Preparation for the University. Art
Department,including drawing, painting,
wocd carving and art needlework, Tow
routo Conservatory Degree of A.T.C.M.
may be taken at thé School., Fine, health-
fuls:tuatign. Tcnnis,basketball,skating, S
snowshoeing; and other outdoor games.

For terms and particulars apply to
the Sister-in-Charge,orto the Sisters, of'St.
John'the Divine, Major Street, Toronto,
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A RESIDENTIAL SCHOOL
FOR GIRLS

Situated opposite Queen’s Park,
Bloor Street West

Re-opens Wednesday, September 12th

Calend

Ned

onr t
J. A, Patersow, K.C., Mgs. A. R. GrEGORY,,
President Principal g

ACADIA UNIVERSITY

WOLFVILLE, « e Nova Scotia.
Departments

Arts and Sclences. Applied Science. Theology.
Degrees

B.A,, B.Sc., B.Th., M.A., and certificates
in Engineering admitting to third year in
best technical schools, First year -in
Medicine, Law, and Theology given as
electives in Arts course.
Equipment
Largest undergraduate faculty in Maritime
Provinces. Three new and splendidly
equipped Science Buildings. :
penses %
Expenses light. and over $1,000 given
® in prizes and Scholarships yearly. p
- Send for calendar to
GEORGE B. CUTTEN, D.D., LL.D., President. .
Next terms begins Oct. 3rd, 1917,

ACADIA LADIES® SEMINARY
WOLFVILLE, = « Nova Scotia.

The Aim.—To prepare Girls and Young
Women for Complete Living.

The Courses.—Twelve, including College
Matriculation, General, Music, Art, Ex-
pression, Household Science, Business.

The Faculty.— Twenty-four Teachers of
Fine Personality and Special Training.

The Equipment.—Modern and First Class
in every respect.

TheLLogation.—Unexcelled, in Evangeline

an

The Expense.—Very Moderate, from $224
up according to Course selected

A Junior School.—For Younger Pupils.

Information.—Write for illustrated book to
Rev, H. T. DeWOLFE, D.D., Principal.

Next terms begins Sept 5th, 1917,

Acadia Collegiate and

Business Academy
WOLFVILLE, « « Nova Scotia.
A Residential'School for Boys and

e Young Men,
Eighty-ninth Year.
Courses. — Collegiate. Manual Training, |

Business Special Courses.
Features.—Modern Residence, Good
Equipment, Ideal Location, Splendid
Environment, Experienced Teaching
Staff, Moderate ‘Cost.
For Nlustrated Catalogue of information
’  applyto -
: Principal W, L. ARCHIBALD, :
" WOLFVILLE « « Nova Scotia.
Next Term opens Sept 5th. 1917,
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OV such effusions as

“THE INNER DOOR,” by Alan Sulli-
van. Gundy, $1.35.
Canadian novelists are not numer-
.Ous. Canadian  story-writers are
legion. How a novelist begins to be
made in this country is illustrated in
the case of “The Inner Door,” by Alan
Sullivan, which rtecently ran as a
Serial in Munsey’s. It is a story of
labour and capital and love. The
~ Author has drawn pretty well on his
OWn experiences in factory life as well
@s an engineer for his material and
local colour. He depends upon his
imagination for the chief characters.
The story is of a young man, Kenneth
Landon, in love with Sylvia Percival,
owner of a ‘big rubber factory. (Con-
~ ditions in this factory, are bad. Ken-
Neth determines to study them. Under
a.n assumed name, while his prospec-
tive fiancee is in Burope, he enters

- the factory as a dinner-pail employee.

He goes to live at,the house of Sohmer,

A big Socialist leader and father of

Greta, who recognizes in Landon “her
man,” Love and industry begin to get
crossed. There is trouble brewing. A
big strike is called. Landon is called
10 be on the side of labour. But he
already expects to marry capital.
: Does he? How and why he does not,
_but succumbs to the woman who re-
€ognized him as “her man” makes the
‘b\}lk of the story, in which there is a
200d deal of very realistic writing,
Much insight into industrial condi-
tions, no account whatever of how
‘any one thing in this rubber factory
IS made, some tragic and some highly
Melodramatic situations, plenty of
~action, a good deal of higher criti-
Cism, love-making and no end of ex-
Dectations many of which are unreal-
ized by the reader. Poor Sohmer is
Shot in-the strike. Landon gets into a
- Quandary but does not work himself
out of it by any self-development. The
‘Work is really a novelsketch, not a
novel. Some day from material such
48 this the author may produce a real
Dovel, But he will make more use of
_is real experience and take more
time to work it out.

L]

“Up ;
- “POEMS FROM THE PRESS/” by

Henry A. Ashmead. Toronto, The
Hunter-Rose Co., Limited. $1.00.

: :'ian I\‘I&g‘azine a Mr. Gordon wrote
. t;lm,-,e. ‘Comments on Canadian Poe-
oty’ in which he aeprecates the lack
5 Some critical standa}rd by which
fa']asl‘ate the performance. That is,
hou,l too true. Anything that comies
R the press is hailed as great be-
. € it strikes the ‘“national” note,
matter how cracked the sound it

Bives forth.
l‘ez‘;:re ::here such standards a poor
wer’s life would not be plagued
A compose the
S 10 lmkder review. It is a very
o5 l; € matter to find these standards.
> '0ng ago ag the seventeenth cen-

- tury Milton laid it down that poetry

Ust be simple, senguous and passion-

’ : ~8te, and he, after all, was but echo-

ﬁi.the voice of the past. He was ex-
- Oressing in seventeenth century Eng-
- the canon of the old Latin poet

In the June number of the Cana-
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by Wayfarer

Horace, that “poetry must handle uni-
versal themes and ‘the thoughts of all
men with an individual turn which
makes them its own,” and that “it
must not merely be ‘fine,” it must have
sweetness and charm.” And he but
followed Plato and Aristotle.

If our budding poets and poetesses,
discarding the advice of their worst
enemies, their friends, would apply
these standards to their own work,
much igood paper would be saved and,
what is much more important, the
published output would be a valuable
contribution to literature. But, as
Mr. Gordon laments, neither poets nor
critics have any standard by which
to estimate the quality of the work.

Were I to place Mr. Ashmead’s
work, I should say it belonged to that
school,—long since Dbelieved dead—
which sang of the commonplace in
verse even more commonplace than
the subject and in which Elizabeth
Cook and Dr. Watts were bright par-
ticular stars.

Another fatal defect of some Cana-
dian writing—be it in the form of
prose or verse—is the use of words
without a knowledge of what they
mean. In his poem, “The Robin,”
Mr. Ashmead speaks of “the ever-
glades of Kew.” A glance at the dic-
tionary would have told him that an
everglade is a marshy tract of land.
It is many years since I was at Kew
Gardens, but unless I am very much
mistaken this description is wholly
inapplicable.

»
«BILINGUAL SCHOOLS IN CAN-
ADA,” by C. B. Sissons. J. M.
Dent & Sons, Toronto. $1.35.

\The place of a second language in
the schools of our country is one. of
the acute problems of our national
life calling for a broad statesmanlike
settlement. In its most acute form it
resolves itself into a struggle between
Quebec and Ontario and furnishes the
opoponenvt,s of conscription in the form-
er province with an excuse for oppos-
ing any participation in the ‘war. In
the West there was, not: so very
long ago, a demand for German
schools,
but it was the logical outcome of the
official recognition by the govern-
ments of some of the provinces of
the demand that German should be
placed on an equal footing with Eng-
lish. 'The question is old and deep-
seated, and can never be settled sat-
isfactorily until our statesmen thor-
oughly master it in all its phases
from its very beginnings. It is not
a mere affair of school masters to be
gettled by Departments of BEducation.
It goes further than that, it touches
the very core of our national life, and
is there a matter for the people them-
solves demanding their most serious
thought and their utmost goodwill.

In providing us, as he ‘has ‘done,
with a complete history of the agita-
tion from its first appearance to the
present time, Mr. Sissons has per-
formed a valuable service to the na-
tion, all the more valuable because
he has dealt with the matter in a fair,

MAKES ThiE WHITEST, LIGHIESL
ROYAL

VEAST CALG

Has been Canada's favorite yeast for over a
quarter of a centurv, Bread baked with Royal
Yeast will keep fresh and moist longer than that
made with any other, so that a full week's supply
can easily be made at one baking, and the last
toaf will be just as good as the first.
MADE IN CANADA

EW.GILLETT COMPANY LIMITED

NINNIPEG TORONTO, ON'T. MONTREAL

almost judicial manner,
the single aim of serving his country.
The whole book is excellent and is one

and with

has a vote, to read and ponder deeply.

that it is the duty of every citizen,
no matter who he be, as long as he

‘Reserve Fund - - $7,421,292

Established 1864.

The Merchants Bank

OF CANADA.
HEAD OFFICE - MONTREAL.

Paid-up Capital - - $7,000,000

Cawthra Mulock&Co.,

Members of
Toronto Stock Exchange

Total Deposits - $92,102,072
Total Assets - - $121,103,558 Brokers
233 BRANCHES IN CANADA. and
General_r?:rrllsk;gtgedslusiness Bankers

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

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

12 KING STREET EAST
TORONTO, CANADA

CABLE ADDRESS—CAWLOCK, TORONTO

That was before the war,

Book Bargains

In “The Old Stand-by’s”

- Now is the time to fill your shelves with standard authors, the
kind who write the “old favorites,” of never-dying interest. The series
known as “Short Story Classics,” published by Scribner’s, contains the
noted names and best work of many English authors.

List of Countries and the Authors  One Vol. to Each Country
Green Cloth, Gilt Stamping, 200 Pages, 25 Cents.
'25¢ Brings You a’'Handy Volume Classic.

ENGLAND LONDON. { SCOTLAND.
Anthony Hope J. M.  Barrie J. M. Barrie
Thomas Hardy F. Anstey
Charles Reade Arthur Morrison IS'nRi\dcr(;?kett
Wilkie Collins 1. Zangwill B

Sir Walter Scott

Amelia B. Edwards Beatrice Harraden

Angelo Lewis & % g Professor Aytoun
F. W. Robinson Marie Corelli R. L. Stevenson
AFRICA |

IRELAND
Samuel Lover °
George H. Jessop

GERMANY

A. Conan Doyle s
Beatrice Harraden

H. Rider Haggard

Jane Barlow J. Landers Jol}n Strange Winter
John Barnim W. C. Scully Ouida
William Carleton Percy Hemingway R. L. Stevenson
William Black
FRANCE. ITALY
R. L. Stevenson James Payn THE SEA
Quida W. E. Norris W. Clark Russell

Laurence Oliphant Sir Walter Besant
Anthony Trellope G. B. O’Halloran

A. Mary F. Robinson Grant Allen

9 VOLUMES FOR A SONG.

Note that the title of each book is “Short Story Classics—Eng-
land,” or any country, as the case may be. The authors named con-
tribute as designated. Remainder lot of these valuable books to be
cleared out, while they last at

25 cents a volume.

Wilkie Collins
Hesba Stretton
Stanley J. Weyman

WARNING!

—_—

In order to prevent correspond-
ence and delay, please number

TAKE THEM!

Use Coupon Dept. C.A.
University Book Co.,
181 Simcoe St., Toronto, Ont.

Pleagse send me the Volumes

Checked. _ volumes in order of your choice,
Total .. .. Vols. at 25¢. $..... and mark more than you order, 80
575 ) [+ AT S Sl e R v R A as to provide alternates in case
nE e e e R S A stock should be exhausted.
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Number One

(Concluded from page 22.)

liance and to get away from machine
methods. But along with this, Look-
ing-out-for-Number-One idea must go
for something else, or we shall educate
ourselves into anarchy. Already we
have the spectacle of youths at col-
lege caring little or nothing for the
college or the community in which
it lives, or the country to which it
belongs, so long as they can carve out
for themselves a competency, a good
fat wsalary somewhere—no matter
where—and so on.

How about the country? How
about other people? How about the

‘team play of a community? Have we’

anything to learn in-this regard from
other school systems?

Every German boy, says J. A. R.
Marriott, in The Hibbert Journal, is
taught that he has come into the
world in order to take his part in the
defence of the Fatherland; every Ger-
man girl is taught that it is her prim-
ary function to be the mother of sons
who will fight for the Fatherland. The

Trying
to Kill

Time

-
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spirit of the modern German polity,
like that of ancient Sparta, is war.
Germany is pre-eminently the Krieg-
Staat., The ideal of such a State may
be perverted, but it remains an. ideal,
and it is impressed by every possible
means upon the minds of the young.

For the modern German has grasped
another of the fundamental truths in-
culcated by the greatest of the Greeks:
that the individual can only realize
his capacities, can only ‘“fulfil’ him-
self, if he is an active member of a
political community, He is prim-
arily a ‘‘citizen.” Has the same con-
ception really permeated the teaching
of youth in this country? A great
war is calculated to drive the truth

“home as nothing else can; but period§

of high tension are apt to be followed
by periods of relaxation and reaction.

This ds the real problem of educa-
tional reconstruction. The recon-

strueted system must of course sub-
serve many subsidiary purposés; it
must contribute to the stability of the
material foundation upon which the
gpititual superstructure must neces-
sarily be erected; the steed of Science

must be yoked to the car of Com-
merce; if manual labour is to yield
higher remuneration to the individual
labourer, that manual labour must be
directed and organizefl in the most
approved methods known to the sci-
ence of industry; if wages are to be
high, the output must be large; no
means must be neglected by which
the productivity alike of labour and
of capital can be increased; out-of-
date machinery must (be scrapped, and
obsolete methods of industrial or-
ganization must be abandoned, and for
the attainment of these and like re-
sults we must look to a reconstructed
educational system.

" But we must look to that system for
something more. Thé most elaborate
machinery is liable to dislocation, the
most cunningly devised systems will
miscarry, unless you can rely with ab-
solute confidence mpon the intelli-
gence and the loyalty of the human
factor. We must have skilled workers
and scientific directors; but neither
will, in the long run, avail unless the
general body of the citizens are im-
bued with “the spirit of the polity.”
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Till the
Holidays
Are Over

YALE
que

in
Canada

It is important
to see the
name “Yale”
on the product

‘Whatever Yale product you

buy—a padlock, or night
lateh, . or door closer, or
builders’ hardware—it has

that name “Yale” on it.

Seeing is believing. And
you can be sure that you can-
not buy a genuine “Yale”
product without seeing that
name on it. No matter what
you may be told by anyone.

Look for that name “Yale”
on locks and hardware—as a
protection to your purse, as
a - certainty of satisfaction
and as our guarantee that we
stand pehind that “Yale”
product in assuring long ser-
vice, satisfactory service.

5 y

Yale Products are made
- in Canada

For Sale by Hardware Dealers

Padlocks
-Night Latches
Door Closers

Builders’
Hardware

Canadian Yale & Towne Limited
St. Catharines, Ont.
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What About Dominion Annuities ?
A Subscriber Wants to Know

BOUT nine years ago & new
A scheme of popular investment
was offered to the Canadian pub-

lic by the= Liberal Government. It
Was called the Dominion Annuities.
By means of this any man or woman
‘Wl"th savings to invest could invest
it with the Government in a scheme
of ingurance for old age. The scheme
Wwas advertised by lecture tours, one
of which was undertaken by an elo-
quent man ‘who made thousands all
over Canta,d% gee vividly the benefits
of investing in Government insur-
City hoardings were covered
‘With huge pictorial posters setting
forth the disadvantages of not invest-
ing in this form of insurance, not as
ODposed to regular insurance compan-
ies, but supplementing these with a
8cheme which was more obviously an
investment and less of an ordinary in-
Surance. ‘Thousands invested. Do-
minion Annuities were taken over by
the present Government and operated
as a legitimate means of seeuring fo
old age pensions and annuities, which
under the regular form of insurance
and ordinary investment were not
DProvided for the rank and file.

For some time now Dominion An-
Nuities has been somewhat obscured.
S0 many things have happened in the
financial world that people, and even
the Government, seem to have put the
annaities on the shelf.
/ A ghort time ago a subscriber to
thig paper, who is evidently an in-
Vestor in Dominion Annuities, wrote
a letter to the editor, as follows:
Bditor, Canadian Courier:—

As to the Editorial Department of

- the (Courier, I admire the straight-

forwardness displayed in handling any

Subject under consideration, and hope

B‘t.Jm.e time to gee the matter of “Cana-
'dlan‘ Annuities” overhauled by your
able pen, and if possible, tell your
Teaders why after being heralded so
loudly ny press and Jecturers and
backed by large and highly coloured,
The whole scheme

8eems to haye faded away. And when

Mentioned to any of the old Line Co.

Agents, with a confident smile he as-
8erts, Oh, we can do better for you
than the Canadian Government An-
“If o, why so,”’ is what I
Should like to see explained?”
ANTIBUN KUM.

So far as can be ascertained Do-

Minjon’ Annuities is still in the ring.
But like many other Ibenevolent
Schemes /it has been sadly jolted by
the upheayal of war. It has been
Dushed off the billboards and crowded
out of the advertising columns of the

. Press by the appeals now being made

by the Federal authorities for funds
for war purposes. This does not
Mean that the plan has been aban-
doned. Hvery postmaster in the land
I8 still an agent for the Government’s
Insurance plan, but lacking the ag-
Bressive qualities of his competitors
—Wwho, next to book agents, are the
TMost persistent purveyors of specious

~ DPromises-—the old-age pension plan
X ..has dromd

¢ from prominence, al-
though it has lost nothing dn its

- Dromise of a safe and certain protec-

;t&on; ‘against the pinch which too often
®omes to aggravate the conditions «of

e

those who have gone beyond the pro-
ducing and wage-earning period. The
old-line agents, quick to seize upon
the opportunity of the decree of the
Federal treasury, that nothing must
interfere with the speedy and suc-
cessful flotation of war loans, which
has called a temporary halt to the
“annuity” advertising campaign, are
pressing their arguments and promis-
ing “something better” than the Gov-

ernment plan for the endowment of -

comfort in old-age. The war loan
_savings certificates, giving a higher
percentage of interest returns, have
also done much to attract the interest
of the wage-earner away for a while
from the more permanent plan of sav-
ing for a rainy day which is embodied
in the Government’s pension scheme.

The New War Loan
: Comes High

HE war loan of $100,000,000 which

Canada stucceeded in floating in

the United States is a transac-
tion which must tend to warn all con-
cerned of the seriousness of the fin-
ancial situation, says The Journal of
Commerce.

The two-year notes bearing five per
cent. interest are issued at a dis-
count which yields the buyer 6.07 per
cent. The expenses of the transaction
are sure to be heavy, with the result
that the money will cost us seven per
cent. This rate has lead to a feeling
of disappointment, rather than one of
victory. The mnate is the more start-
ling, says the writer, when we remem-
ber that the United States Govern-
ment has floated its own big loan at
.81 per cent., with no charges for
commissions. Thus we are paying
about double what our neighbours pay
for war money. It is not a pleasing
feature of the situation, but it is easier
to point out the trouble than to pro-
vide a remedy for it. Canada needs
the money and it is fair to assum®
that the terms, severe as they seem,
are the best that could be obtained in
the New York market.

The floating of - another Canadian
loan at home at this time might be
possible, but its success would prob-
ably necessitate a material restriction
of banking accommodation for ordin-
ary business. Even with the help that
has been obtained from the States
the Government will still need funds
for which they must look to the banks
for temporary accommodation. The
ability of the banks to provide funds
will thhs be put to a severe test
which can only be met. by the curtail-
ment of all operations not of a very
urgent character. g

On the subject The Monetary Times
also voices its disa;ppoigtmen’c and ex-
presses an opinion that Sir Thomas
White, Canadian Finance Minister,
will undoubtedly make a statement
in the House at Ottawa. ¥Even though
Canadian investors, continues the

article, who subseribed $350,000,000 -

of war bonds, badly need a respite,
the question is raised as to whether,
after all, we might not have been able

o subscribe $100,000,000 at a figure.

~
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somewhat lower than we are paying in
New York. The entire transaction is
a very businesslike one and in ac-
cordance with money market condi-
tions, but there is an unmistakable
element of disappointment in 1t

Topley Stays Home
to Can

(Concluded from page 9.)

minutes, pour into hot jars and seal
immediately.
Preserved Peaches.
4 pounds peaches. 3 pounds sugar.
Pare peaches, cut in halves, and
take out stones. Arrange peaches and
sugar in layers in preserving Kkettle;
let stand over night. In the morning
simmer until peaches are tender. Fill
jars with fruit. Boil syrup five min-
utes, fill jars with syrup and seal.
Preserved Plums.
4 pounds Damsons, Greengages,
Blue Plums. ' 4 pounds sugar.
Pick over plums and prick the skins
so that they will not burst in cooking.
Arrange alternate layers of plums and
sugar in a granite dish and let stand
over night. In the morning drain off
syrup, boil and skim. Add plums and
cook until tender. Fill into hot jars

or

_and seal.

FRUIT JAMS AND RELISHES.

In selecting berries or other fruits
for jam, the ripe broken ones will give
fine colour and flavour, but at the
same time there should always be
about one-half the quantity which- are
slightly undephripe. These contain
the pectin which gives a jelly-like
consistency to the product. Cooking

.in small quantities’ also helps to Te-

tain colour and flavour as the fruit is
cooked more quickly.
Raspberry or Strawberry Jam.
4 pounds raspbérries or strawberries.
214 pounds sugar.

Mash berries; add sugar; cook
thirty minutes or until the desired
consistency is obtained, stirring very
often. Pour into glasses or jars and
cover. 2

By the time Topley got the rasp-
berry jam recipe over his tongue, in
fact before he had quite finished it, the
book fell to the floor gnd the clock
hands pointed somewhere around 1.15
a.m. Mrs. Topley turned from the
stove when the voice ceased. She saw
that her would-be helpful, chuckle-
headed husband was fast asleep in his
chair. “Thank goodness, he’s gone,”
she murmured. “I wish I could carry
him up to bed. Now I can get some-
thing done.”

Let's Go After Bear

(Continued from page. 4.)
members who want from their con-
stituents an electoral endorsation of
their votes during the present ses-
sion, that is aboub as supremely selfish
an excuse as it is possible to frame.
As a matter of fact all this talk of
mandates and the like is bosh, rank

" insincerity, |dead stuff about as
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weighty as the arguments of a school-
boy debate. If the Canadian people
could give parliament a mandate now,
it would be to get busy and not bother
them.

Some politicians live so long in and
around Ottawa that they think poli-
tics are made there. They think
they make them themselves, and they
cut the wires over which they might
hear the current views of people else-
where. Consequently they get out of
touch. When a politician, premier or
private member, forms a select*little
Lodge of Chosen Friends with himself
as Worshipful Tyee, and depends on
the lodge brethren to keep him posted,
he is past praying for. If Ottawa poli-
ticians know beans, about the senti-
ment .of the country at large, they
should know that the vast majority
of electors consider it an outrage that
they should be forced to take part in
an election which they do 'not want
at all.

Any way you take it, an election
will shoot Canadian war effort all to
pieces for months. It will take every
public man away from war work and

DEBENTURES

ISSUED IN SUMS OF $100 AND
UPWARDS
For terms of One or more Yyears.
Interest paid half-yearly.
Interest computed from the date
on which money is received, at a
rate varying according to the term
for which the debenture is issued.

THESE DEBENTURES ARE
A LEGAL INVESTMENT
FOR TRUST FUNDS.

They are a favorite invest-
ment of Benevolent and Fra-
ternal Institutions, and of
British and Canadian Fire and
Life Assurance Companies,
largely for deposit with the
Canadian Government, being
held by such institutions to
the amount of more than ONE
AND A . HALF MILLION
DOLLARS.

We shall be glad to mail a speci-
men debenture, copy of annual re-
port, and any further information
desired, to any mho send us their
address.

CANADA PERMANENT
MORTGAGE CORPORATION

TORONTO S8TREET, TORONTO
Established 1855.

British America Assurance

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

HEAD OFFICE, - TORONTO.

N

L

Head Office: 3
Bay and Melinda Sts.

—

FINANCIAL AGENTS

We act as agent for individual executors, managing the
estate, keeping and rendering systematic accounts. We
also act as agents for owners who wish to be absent or
to be relieved of the burdensome detail of looking after
their assets. An interview or an enquiry would give usan
opportunity to explain the details and cost of this service.

" s o |
TORONTO GENERAL TRUSTS

CORPORATION

Toronto

Ont.
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set Mfm at political work. It iy apt
to be the bitterest contest from sec-
tional, racial and religious standpoints
ever fought in Canada. Further, it is
an election when some three hundred
thousand Canadians are overseas. It
sounds well to say that they can and
must vote. As a matter of fact a large
proporition won’t be able to. But the
main and.outrageous feature is, as I
have said, that an election and all that
it implies just now should be forced

. on a country which does not want it;

~and ,'which, moreover, was on the

point of throwing old-time panty poli-
tics into the dﬁscaa'd,‘if party politi-
cians had not gummed the game.

FOR this state of affalrs I am not

going to place the responsibility.
The country will do that, and though
I make no claims to prophetic gifts
I prediot that the placing of it will

. cut some ice in election results.

Over the whole thing hangs the fog
of uncertainty, But among the mists
are one or two fixed, definite points
which the puzzled wayfarer may tie
into and depend on, so far as the
West is concerned.

The West is for conscription, first,
last and all the time. It will support
any oconscription
Tory or Undion, with a preference for
the latter. Conversely, it will support
neither man nor party which is not
clean as a honnd’s tooth on that issue.
If both parties as at present aligned
are for conscription the West will
split on party lines as of old. But
it is going to scan the record as never

. before, and if that is not clear no plat-

Timit, and then some.,

form protestations, no oratory, no elo-
quence will do. ;

If you doubt that, remember that

you cannot find man or woman in all
the West who has not kin or dear
friends—and usually both—overseas,
and that the problem is to keep them
re-enforced, to spell them at the front,
so that they may have a fair, white
man’s chance to live. And there is
no exaggeration about that, because
after six or seven months at the front
& man is living. on his luck, merely,
How far will the West go to give her
boys—chums, sons, brothers,shusbands
—that chance? The West will go the
If you grasp
the idea that it is a personal matter

you can understand the feeling of the °

West better. The more men that any
section of the country has sent, the

. more intense fthere is this feeling of

personal obligation.

It is idle to say that this sense of
obligation should impel ethose who
feel it to enlist. Go through the West
—through B. C. to be specific. Get
out of the cities ‘where the numbers
confiuse, and into any one of the
mountain valleys and attend any
event such as a local fair, or a publie
occasion of any kind. The first thing
that will strike you if you are ob-
servant is the preponderance of wo-
men and children over men; and the
next thing is that men under thirty-
five or even forty are few. And the
reason is that the men who make
first-line troops-——the men of trench
and bayonet and - bomb—are gone.
They went 'early. Followed them, a
year or more ago, the men of the sec-
ond line, of the forestry, of the rail-
way construction, of the various ser-
vice corps. The men who are left are
not overseas men. And they feel all
the more strongly about if.

' Bedr these things in mind; look.

government, Grit,,
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at the gituation from any angle you
wish; take any slant whatever at it
and you will reach the one and irre-
sistible conclusion that the West will
be a unit for that government, under
whatever name, which will organize
and specialize and concentrate Can-
ada’s effort in men and money and
resources, so that the men overseas
may have a fair chance to return, and
that our dead shall not have died in
vain. The West hopes earnestly for
such a government. Nor will it stop
with hoping; it is going to have it.

' ‘Undoubtedly if the Canadian coun-
terparts of those whom President
Wilson named “wilful men” desire to
force Canada to fritter away time and
energy on an election they can do so.
The comstitutional system admits of
much folly if men want it that way,
the said constitutional system being
predicated upon the idea that men
fit for it have horse sense.

It is up.to the men of the day who
have horse sense to get together, to
fight and win an election if we must
have one; and it is up to every clean-
strain Canadian to support them. Let’s
stop this eternal and infernal blath-
ering nonsense about the constitution,
precedent, and the sacred democratic
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privilege and inalienable right of every |
man to do what he pleases. - Russia
tried that.

For the Lord’s sake, and Canada’s
sake, and the sake of our self-respect
now and our peace of mind in the
years to be, let us get it clearly into
our peace-accustomed heads that
we are -at war, and that peacetime
pur»sui;ts and customs and privileges
and nights must yield to the needs of
War. For no man may serve two
masters, and the undoubted, and
harsh, and pitiless, and all-compelling
master of the world to-day is War.
Can anyone deny it?

Then let us face the situation as it
is. Let us quit fooling with peace-
time toys—all of us. Let us hang up
the scatter-gun and empty our pockets
of the paper shells we used when we
Lunted the harmless, little peacetime
party birds, and let us leave the mild-
eyed peacetime bird-dog at home: and
let us take instead the high-power
rifle, and fill the clips with the long,
lean, soft-nosed ammunition; and let
us whistle up the pack of square-
jawed, hard-eyed fighting dogs and
go out after game worth while. Let’s
go out after bear—and Prussian
Eagles!

. CHESS

Conducted by .
Malcolm St v

Solutions to problems and other corre-
spondence relative to this department
should be addressed to the Chess Editor,
Canadian Courier, 30 Grant Street, To-
ronto.

Problem No. 149, by E. E. Westbury.

First Prize, Brisbane Courier, 1916.

Black.—Fourteen Pieces.

White.—Ten Pleces,
‘Wihite to play and mate in two.
SOLUTIONS. :
Problem No. 147, by Comins Mansfield.
1. K—Kt4! threat; 2. Q—R5 mate

1. ...., P—K3d.ch;; 2. R—B5 mate
1/ .0 P—K4 d.ch:’2*R—06 mate.
1. DL PLK6d chy 2 PB4 mate
L ...., PxP d.ch; 2. R—B4 mate

This problem is a model of simplicity
Jand beauty and accuracy in corabination,
Avoidance of Checks, @ ¥

The following problem 1s remarkable
by reason of the. curious process neces- _
sary to safely escort the White King into
decisive action. It will be seen that to
permit check from the Black Rook in
course would be disastrous. The White
Queen and Rook two-step down the diag-
onal and file respectively, continually
bearing on the Queen’s Knight Pawn.
By W. A. Shinkman and O. Wurzburg.

(Pittsburgh Gaz,-Times, April, 1915.)..
White: K at QBS; Q at QBT7; Rs at QK18
and Ksq; Ps at Q2, KB2 and® KKt3.—
QRT and QRS;
at QB8 and KR6; Ps at QKt7, QB7,
Q6, K7, KB6 and KK#t5. Mate in 15. (1. Qe
KKt7; 2. K—Q8; 3. K-—-K8; 4 K—_BS; b.
K—Kit8; 6. K—R7; 7. R—Kt6; 8 K—Kt6;
9. Q—KS; 10. K—B5; 11, R—Ktd: 12. K—
Q4; 13, Q—B3; 14, KxP; 15, Q or R

CHESS AMONG THE ENEMY.

The following game, played in the T.eo-
pold Trebitsch Memorial tournament at
the Vienna Chess Club in December, 1915,
exemplifies the masterly skill of the
great Austrian, Carl Schl ter. Our
notes are compiled from various sources,

Queen’s Pawn Opening.

‘White. Black
“Schubert. Schlechter,
1. P—Q4 1. PesQd

- 1. Pl
2. Kt—KB3 2. P—QB4

#

wins.

B—Kt4; 6, R—Q3! and

3. P—B4 3. P—K3
4. BPxP d 4. KPxP
5. Kt—B3 6. Kt—KB3
6. P—KKt3 (a) 6. Kt—B3
7. B—Kt2 7. B—K3
8. Castles 8. B—K2
9. B—KKtb 9. Castles
10. PxP 10. Bxp
11. R—Bsq 11. B—K2
12, Kt—Q4- 12. P—KR3 (b)
13. B—K3 13. Kt—KKt5 (c)
14. KtxB 14. PxKt
15. B—R3 15. KtxB (d,
16. BxPch *16. K—Rsq .
17. PxKt 17. B—Kt4
18. KtxP (e) 18. Q—Q3
19. 19. RxiRch
20. KxR 20. R—Qsq
21, BKt2 21. Kt—K2
22. P—KR4 (f) 22. KtxKt
23. BxKt (g) 23. BxKP
24. R—B3 24.” QxP
Resignsg.

(a) The Rubinstein variation in the
Queen’s Gambit declined, aiming at com-
centration on the weak Queen’s Pawn,
has now been reached by transposition.
Although exploited by the great Russian
master, the franchetto development here
was introduced by Schlechter.

(b) Up to this point the game runs on
familiar lines. Marshall v. Rubinstein,
Carlshad, 1911, continued 12, .., KitxKt;
13. QxKit, P—KRS3; 14. -BxKt, BxB. 15.
Q—Q3. Schiechter’'s 12..., P—K3 seemss
better, for 13. t now would *only
strengthen Black’s position, while the
move actually played, 13. B—K3, puts
the Bishop on an unfavorable square.

(c) The beginning of a deep combina-
tion, which can be better appreciated
eight or nine moves futher on.

(d) Very bold play,.as it involves the
sacrifice of two Pawns, but, as will be
seen, Schlechter has calculated both
deeply and correctly.

(e) The true inwardness of Black’'s de-
sign now begins to dawn upon one. Clear-
ly it is difficult to defend the King’s
Pawn, for if 18. Q—Q3, then Black replies
18...., R—Ksq. If 18. Rx Reh, QxQ; 19. Kt
xP, then 19..., R—Qsq; 20. R—B3, Q
Q3; 21, B—B7, Kt—K4, etc.

(f) Not 22. Kt—B3 on account of 225y
Q—B3ch, - If 22. P—K4, of courde 22..4,
BxR.

(g) If 23 QxKt, then 23..., R—Bsq ch;
24, K / , ete. A remarkably
smart game by~ Schlechter. ;

END—GAME NO. 24,
By F. Sackmann.

White: K at KBS; R at QB2;—Black:
K at KR3; B at QR4; P at QKt5. White
to play and!win. ’

Solutlon.

1 R—‘ZBG oh,%{é—«Rz (not (I{—tRa; .‘%3 ZR?
Bsch); 2. R—QR6, B—Qsq (not B—B2; 3.
R—RT7);' 3. R—Q6, B—R4 (a); 4. R—Qb
4 K—B7? B—B2! drawn), B—Kt3; 5.

—B7, B—K6! 6. R—KRbch, B—R3; 7.
R—R3, P—Ki8; 8. , B mowves;
9. R—R3, B—K3; 10. R—Rsq and 11, RxB
A delicate piece of machinery.
(a) If 3..., B—Kt4, then 4, K—B7, B—

B5 (or P—Kt6; 5. R—B3, P—Kt7; 6. R— |

KR3ch, R—B3; 7. R—Rsq, etc)); b, R—Qd,

S.W.P.

Sherwin -Williams . Paint

You can’t afford to “let the
painting go this year’—
it’s false economy.

For the protection it gives a4
—S.W.P. is the cheapest [f
“wear insurance” you can
buy for your house.

Paint up this fall!

>,
THE SHERWIN-WILLIAMS CO.
of Canada, Limited. :

MONTREAL, TORONTO, WINNIPEG,
VANCOUVER, LONDON ENG, E

Nature’s Heart

Your vacation will be a source of |}
wonderful and lasting remembrance
if you spend it in the vast virgin
forests,on the crystal clear lakes and
streams which abound in beautiful

Algonquin Park

.in the Highlands of Ontario, Canada,
If you want rest and recreation; if you en-
Jjoy boating, fishing, swimming, camping,

| nd them ' all unexcelied in this
glorious spot. Here are 1,750,000 acres of
vu-ifu_: forests; pure, life-giving, tissue-

bu dm%au- breathed at an altitude of 2,000

feet. The myriad lakes and stre :

abound with the finny beauties that fight.

It is the ti;;erfect: vacation spot. Reached

e Grand Trunk System. Write

or see 7

C.’E. HQAGRNING
District Passenger Agent
Union Station
TORONTO, ONT.’

wins easily.

e 3 ; %

EXCURSION PARTIES
Bond Lake Park

"One hour’s ride from Toronto
by Electric Car, is Toronto’s

popular resort for Sunday
School and other excursion
parties. i \

Every  accommodation has

been provided for excursionists,
including pavilion, kitchenette
service, play-ground equipment,
boats, ete.

For excursion rateg, open
dates and other information
apply

Excursion Dept.

Toronto and York
Radial Railway Company

88 King Street East,
Toronto.

" Phone Ad. 3810,

——
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She
Couldn’t
"8 Go; Her Corns
RWouldn’t Let

Her

She remembered the agonies
of the last dance. It kept her
at home to coddle her touchy
Corns. She simply couldn’t
face the pain again.

How easy it would have been,
what instant relief, if she had
only known of Blue-jay. Blue-
jay stops pain instantly. And
the miserable corn is gone,
roots and all, in 48 hours.

New shoes-—smart styles—
have no terrors to Blue-jay
users. These soothing plas-
ters, inset with a medicinal
wax, have ended millions up-
on millions of corns.

BAUER & BLACK, Limited

Toronto, Canada
Makers of Surgical Dressings, etc.

Blue-jay
Stops Pain—Ends Corns

Sold by all Druggists
Also Blue-jay Bunion Plasters
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| IMPROVE YOUR HEALTH

ink a beverage having the tonic properties
and general flavor of the finest beer. Easily
Made in your own home with

HOP MALT EXTRACT _

A'de.""ly from pure hops and malt.
" aid to digestion. Excellent for
convalescents. - Anyone can make it.

Small tins, $1.00; 1arge, $1.50
Agents Wanted Dert. B
Hop Maitgo, - Beamsville, Ont.
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Haig’s Northern Hammer
(Concluded from page 8.)

A retirement over a small area im-
plies a bulging of the lines, and con-
sequently a thinning of the defending
force, which must now be spread over
a longer line with a consequent de-
crease of strength and an increase to
the danger. of penetration. The bulge
must then either be strengthened by
reinforcements, or it must be straight-
ened by a corresponding retirement of
the lines above and below it. The
effect of such a bulge may therefore
be a very extensive one. It may
easily involve a hundred miles of line.
Hindenburg fell back from the Noyon
angle, not because he was pushed
back—he was not—but because of the
bulge caused by, and threatened by,
the battle of the Somme. Another
such retirement would bring him to
the Belgian frontier. He was com-
pelled to retire a hundred miles of
his line because of an assault at the
extreme north of that line. If he had
stood fast his line would have been
pierced, and then there would have
been a debacle.

All these movements on the west-
ern front are easily to be understood
if we once grasp the fact that the
object of the Allied commanders is
not to push back the German lines,
but to pierce them, or by the threat
of piercing them to compel a general
withdrawal. The German experts
fully understand this, and this ex-
plains their invariable claim to suc-
cess on the ground that “the attempt
to pierce our Ilines failed,” even
though they were compelled to save
themselves by retirement. And, in a
sense, they are right. Whatever the
immediate object may be of the Al-
lied .attacks, whether to gain a ridge
or a city, the ultimate objective is to
pierce the German lines, to break a
gap in the defensive forces. A little
exercise of the imagination will show
at once what this means. It means
that a flood of cavalry would be pour-
ed through the gap, and that the Ger-
man lines, assailed in front and in
rear, would be rolled up like a strip
of stair carpet. No retreat is possible
after the line has once been pierced,
no matter though the gap be only a
mile wide. The advancing force, un-
hampered by heavy artillery, or hos-
pital equipment, or wounded, and con-
sisting mainly of cavalry, would move
at ten times the speed of the retreat-
ing force, which must carry the whole
of its equipment with it. But in such
an event there would probably be no
attempt at retreat. Nothing but sur-
render of the whole line would be
possible. Doubtless those who can
see nothing in the war but the taking
of successive lines of trenches will
continue to amuse themselves with
their rather childish measurements
and calculations, but actually these
have no bearing upon the problem,
which is the piercing and not the
pushing back of the German lines.
That the German lines will not per-
mit themselves actually to be pierced
is likely enough. They will fall back
in order to prevent such a calamity
as that. But the result is the same.
The result will be discomfiture and
defeat and we may say now with some
confidence that such a result is close
at hand, and that Germany in all prob-
ability is about to receive a blow that
is likely to bring the actuality of de-
feat very close home to German minds.

TOBACCO

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

EVERYBODY SMOKES
“OLD CHUM”

Meet me at the

For Value, Service,
Tuller

Home Comforts

Ne HOTEL TULLER

Detroit, Michigan
Centre of business on Grand Circus Park. Take Woodward car, getoff at Adams Ave.
ABSOLUTELY FIREPROOF
200 Rooms, Private Bath, $1.50 Single, $3.00 Up Double
U e Y i s

‘m . - “ 2.50 " ‘.50 " .
100 b o “3.50105.00 500 * %
Total 600 Outside Rooms : All Absolutely Quiet
Two Floors—Agents’ New Unique Cafes and
Sample Rooms Cabaret Excellent

UR first consideration is the welfare and protection of our

readers, and we intend to so conduct our acﬁrertising columns
as to command their confidence, and increase their dependence
upon the printed message.
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When you multiply the daily shave by 365 you realize what
the rich, moist, abundant, soothing lather of Williams’ Shaving
Soap means to you in a year’s time. Add to this wonderful
Williams’ lather the convenience of the Holder Top and you
increase the importance of getting Williams’. Anything below
the standard of Williams’, though it be but a shade below, might
matter little if used once or twice, but the shave is the daily
‘duty of a lifetime. Ask for it by its full name—

Williams’ Holder Top Shaving Stick.

Williams® Shawving Soap comes in several convenient forms:

Stick, Powder, Cream, Liquid

‘and in round cakes ;

The J. B. Williams Company
Canadian Depot : ik
655 Drolet Street, Montreal

Add the finishing touch to your shave with Williams® luxurious Talc Powder




