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FIANNERIES <« & =~ - By Ernest G. Black

THE SKIPPER’S BLACK VALISE-By C. C. Jenkins
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Terms: $1-$2-$3 weekly
Wetrust any honest person
Write for catalogue to-day
JACOBS BROS.
Diamond Importers
Dept. 0, 15 Toronto Arcade, Toronto, Ont.
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Take Your Kodak
With You

Innumerable cha-ming and
picturesque scenes along the

Lines of the York Radial.

OU can in a few hours secure
an assortment of “snaps”
that in years to come will recall
pleasing memories of a delight-
ful outing into York County by
Trolley.
Information as to time tablesand
rates of fare will be gladly given
if you will write or telephone

Toronto and York
Radial Railway

88 KING ST. EAST, TORONTO

Te'ephene Ask for the Traffic
Adelaide 3810 Department
“The House and Garden

‘Making’ Books’’

form a new and popular series
that will be indispensable to
every one interested in getting
the most out of his country
home. Each volume is an au-
thoritative, well made, well illus-
trated little book on some activ-
ity in connection with the coun-
try house or its garden.

Making a Rose Garden, by
Henry H. Saylor.

Making a Lawn,
Doogue.

Making a Tennis
George E. Walsh. :

Making a Garden to Bloom This
Year, by Grace Tabor.

Making Paths and Driveways, by
C. H. Miller.

Making a Poultry House, by M.
Roberts Conover.

Making the Grounds Attractive
with  Shrubbery, by Grace
Tabor.

Making a Rock Garden, by H. S.
Adams.

Making a Garden of Perennials,

* by W. C. Egan.

Making a Garden with Hotbed

by Luke J.

Court, by

and Coldframe, by C.
Miller.

Making a Fireplace, by Henry H.
Saylor.

Making a Bulb Garden, by Grace
Tabor.

Making a Water Garden, by Wil-
liam Tricker.

Making and Furnishing Outdoor
Rooms and Porches, by H. D.
Eberlein.

Making a Garage, by A. Ray-
mond Ellis.

Making a Garden of Small
Fruits, by F. F. Rockwell.
Making Built-in Furniture, by

Abbott McClure.

Making Fences, Walls and
Hedges, by W. H. Butterfield.

Making Floors, by Abbott Mc-

lure.

Making Walls and Ceilings, by
H. D. Eberlein.

Making Curtains and Hangings,

I by Agnes Foster.

50c. net; postage 5c.

J. M. DENT & SONS, LIMITED
Publishers
2527 Melinda St. - TORONTO
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Published Every Other Week
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Fiction and Politics

E are going in for a strong policy of _ﬁction.' This issue con-
V‘/ cludes the startling three-part Canadian sena,l: The Hour by
the Clock. Next will contain a powerful wait-for-the-next-
«The Lost Naval Papers,’”’ by Copplestone, one ofttthe
affling :mino British Secret Service stories ever written.
?figbwith ﬂ;‘:t(;i v%? I;ll;ﬁlgend ‘““Winds of the World.” And we are
already propbsing a list of strong three-part se_nals that keep nobody

waiting longer than six weeks from start to finish. : '
In our next issue—or the follqmng—we expect to begin a Canadian
National programme that will bring responses from sqme .of the p.ower-
f the country. Canada’s place in the Empire is the biggest
ﬁﬂ‘ s o'ust as the returned soldier is the biggest immediate problem
s JThe Canadian Courier will publish its own ideas for the sake
:vfeoﬁziig the opinions of other people. And every Canadian will want

e

to read it.

instalment of

For the Men Who Go Down

«‘Mont Blanc’’ was drifting across Halifax harbor,
abandoned by her crew and captain, the wind fanning.the .blaze

into a fiery threat of the terrific blast that was inevitable

o o decksdl: of tons of T. N. T. below her hatches, fourteen men-o’-
with hundl;; Niobe dashed into a steam pinnace and darted across
il 2R heroic effort to board the death-ship and steer her
R L which she was heading. The pinnace scraped

ace 10 !
it dfr(::? ttlixee ﬁtnt Blanc just as the terrific explosion occurred.
s ent of the fourteen has since been found.
-1;1: fr:vg::e Canadian men and boys who had gone down to deep-sea
ey

to do their bit. Fourteen families mourn
water IR 575 Grte;: ILW:lt‘iisn may honor them. But until this war is
them. Some dfieeds of the men-of-war and the mercantile marine are
won the galla.n i the official archives of the Admiralty. A monthly list
mostly hidden I lic tally of hundreds of gallant deeds—

; nly pub
of toml%\'gg‘:o Ts;ﬁtgzeo a‘g’dp,;plenc;lid service—given by men who go
of coursa,

: to the sea in ships.
down these Pel"l"w’"‘m'y’s them? On page four of this issue of The

HEN the

; i or
Will the nation honuestion is pointed by the appeal of the Navy-

Canadian Courier the q
e of Canada.

t allows no pension to the mer-
: ly, the Governmen
Rightly or wWrongwy,

; nts. Although they are the foundation
chant sai}or, or to his :zge::::y wages wa.ug‘are, they are an unofficial
upon which the an:"z and as such receive no official recognition. A
branch o.f the Sel;“ o;rly paid, the plight of the family can easily be
work in itself but P arine, mine, Or gale claims the life of the bread-
imagined when L ooy den;is are left upon their resources.
winner, and his depern the Navy Leagues of the Empire have ac-

‘During the .P”t yfe?:om after the merchant sailors’ dependents,
the privilege obeen guccessful in relieving many cases of dire
re.-sul'ﬁ-11*"""']_-'e ¢ of Canada last year set aside and sent to
distress. The NaVYf $1;g‘;uooo’ which was expended in relief work of
England the sum © p the great demands made upon the fund more
this nature. OWing gired, and as this work is kept alive wholly
ney is urgently req the people of Canada are asked to give the
through voluﬂ_tary aid, support. Ontario is asked to contribute
movement the(;rol:lzﬂriz has never yet failed to answer the cry of the
$1,000.°0°' an

distressed.

MADE IN
CANADA

BAKING
POWDER
Deraing No AL

EW.GILLETT CO.LTD

TORONTO,CANADA
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“He walked down Main Street with
his face covered with coal dust.” “Such
ostentation!”—Buffalo Express.

P85 ﬂlﬁi‘}e!‘ ‘

IRES are selling at fabu-
lous figures in Europe.
War conditions may
make them go almost as high
here. You owe it to the coun-
try and to yourself to make

your present set givethegreat-
est possible mileage.

PATENTED

Shock Absorber
For Ford Cars

Hassler Shock Absorbers save
tires because they support the
weight of the car. When the
car strikes a rut, they gently
compress and absorb the jolt
instead of forcing the tires to
lift the car. The increased
mileage from one set of cas-
ings pays for them. Hassler
Shock Absorbers make your
Ford ride as easily as a $2,000
limousine. They save gasoline,
reduce up-keep cost one-third,
and increase the resale value
of your car. 300,000 Ford
Owners recognize their eco-
nomic necessity.

10-Day
Free Trial Offer

Phone, write or call for FREE TRIAL
BLANK and we will have a set of Has-
slers put on your Ford without a cent
of expense to you. Try them 10 days.
Then, if you are willing to
do without them, they 4
will be taken off with-
out charge. Don’tride
without Hasslers sim-
ply because someone (
discourages you from

trying them. Accept
this offer and see for
yourself. Over 300,000
sets in use. Do it now,

ROBERT H. HASSLER, Limited
Lock Draver H.C.I HAMILTON, ONT., CAN.
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Remember by Giving
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' The Allres' Best [riend
: The Merchart Sairlor
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300,000 Men
Brave the U-Boat for Us

‘I' The men of the Merchant Marine have given loyal service--yes, and their
lives--ungrudgingly and unflinchingly! They deserve the utmost we
can do for them.
‘LT The tragedy is that this splendid body of men is not recognized by govern-
ments, no provision is made for the relief of dependents--no separation
allowance--no pension ?
([’ It is left to public subscription to care for the widows and orphans. It
is vital work our seamen are doing--for without the supplies and
munitions carried by the Merchant Marine it would be impossible to keep
our armies in the field.

No Government Allowance for
their Dependents

300,000 seamen of the Merchant Marine “carry on’’ in spite of the
U-boat and the floating mine. 15,000 have made their last voyage.
([[ One hundred and seventy-six merchant ships have been sunk since the
war began, without leaving trace of ship, cargo or crew.
All this in the Allies’ cause--it is for us! Isn’t it the very least we can
do to take care of the widows and orphans, who otherwise will nurse
their grief in poverty? Sooner or later governments may make provision for
this vital service, but until this time comes we have an unquestionable duty.

Give! Give Liberally! $1,000,000 is Ontario’s Objective

ONTARIO HAS NEVER FAILED!

ORS WEEK

September 1st to 7th inclusive
THE NAVY LEAGUE OF CANADA

CAMPAIGN COMMITTEE ; Commodore Aemilius Jarvis, President(Ontario Division)
Sir John Eaton, Chairman 34 King St. West, Toronto [
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; HEN the Annie B. docked at Kingston, On-
~“walked to the cabin and calmly. took from

, the wall the small framed picture of her
Who had been first lost to him—the one-time Annie
Benton of the flesh after whom the powerful North

Shore tug was named. Hé glanced apprehensively. .

to the cabin door, pushed it shut and slipped the

8pring catch. Then he took from a cubby th
fashioned black valise that had long been the mys-
tery of ki§ ship, no boat-hand had dared touch (1'1‘n,dv¢_ar
Dain of ‘d.isﬁiissal and none had ‘ever seen hini¥epen.
It was a great square affair of polished black leather
With slender, fantastic flower shapes embossed upon
it, a type of traveller’s portmanteau obsolete for
many years. : :

Captain John Blake inserted an ancient brass key

into the lock of the valise. He opened the jaws just

Wide enough to slip the framed picture within, then
grimly snapped it shut, and locked it without glanc-
ing inside. With well-assumed unconcern he plclfed
Up the valise, uncatched the door and walked w1t1;-
Out. As resolutely he descended the narrow, steex
Dlated stairway to the deck.
Dempsey, the engineer, himself try
a lump of lonesomeness, watched the Cap
ly. “Caution how cool the Old Man ta h
remarked huskily to the cook standing on the englﬂet
Dit stairway beside him. “Not even a cussword ou]
gf him all morning, and I’d been lookin’ for a rea
low.” ‘ :
Captain Blake heard every word of it. His e::;
Were unusually alert that morning. But he loo =
Neither to right mor to left and he spoke t0 nonethe
he passed on over the side to the dock. He had ;
brisk, abstracted air of a businessman. There v‘:ia
TYoutine to be attended to in connection with the ejv
livery of the tug to the representatives of her nea
OWners, Also, he must pay his respects to the Sie
€aptain who would now take his place at the An’;e
'8 wheel. He would not come back to see tH i
Annie B, leave for her mew salt water home. 0
ould never trust himself to do that. He mlghhim-
Something soft and make a laughing-stock of 4
8elf, ang even before strangers that would never g
‘It was remarkable how he was now holding dlpd'
38 his engineer had observed. Captain Bl‘f‘ke,ﬁer-
B0t himgelf quite understand the show of indi o
€nce he had been able to assume. Here he v;ip
Calmly walking away for the last time from the s e
€ had sailed almost half of his lifetime without ¥ o
Slancing back. He reached to his vest pocket foF
Cigar,
“W00-00-00-00!
0of! Woof!”
The blast from the Annie B.’s sire
CI¥ to her veteran master—brought taut every ne;v{:
R Captain Blake’s being. He whirled in Dis traot/
like a soldier called to attention. The ‘Anm% ve;'y
bigh, fighting, steelshod bow was toward him-

ing to swallow
tain covert-
kes it,” he

1]
Wo00-00-00-00! W 00-00-00-00°

n—her farewell

; a
:iean line of her seemed to cry out Itto lihkl;n a.ascal-
114 taking leave of a father. He fe est friend

Oused degerter—one who forsakes his tru
Without one kind word in parting. Dempsey t;];::
* ®Ngineer, with his whistle-cord had called the §
%l man’s plufr,
he thing that came into his
ere was a message from a swee
Yearg ago, a last farewell that had remain
ake’s memory as fresh as springtime VX
°® Watching for you on that further shore N T
Just ag | have watched for your smoke oVer t

mind as he stood
theart twenty-oné
ained in John
olets: “T'll

‘tario Captain John Blake left the wheel, -

e old-

‘had grown to

‘raced out int

John—::

PTAIN BLAKE, Rover of the
CACanadian Great Lakes, thought

was used to all kinds of storms.
%eut there was one that he had never

mel—and this 18 the story of it.
By C. G. JENKINS

4 John, aboard
: re—and you'll come to me, 5
these yea -

the Annie B

Captain John plake remained rigid a moment,

ke. Something within him that he
e t?f Stg:\,msl;r;pressed with main force of will
e tz purst under sheer pressure of aroused
seemg 3 Ludicrous he probably appeared to pass-
emotlonsl; did not understand; this tall, broad-
Spely o :1) old man with the slight stoop who stood
Shou.lderihe odd-looking black valise while great
holdmg‘ d down pis rugged, honest face. But those
Lean ralni ve scoffed at Captain Blake’s silent fare-
who may A4 had mot felt the lift and fall of a
hob hxsft peneath their feet for a quarter of a
l::d not listened to the groan and cry of her
gt he labored mightily through wild, North
Lmbets o Ssts when the merciless Superior was at
Pues temp;hey had not known what it was to have
It5 Frocch heart, the soul and the will of the most
i thte rm_ﬁg};ter on the inland seas. :
noted s_o Blake pad been taken unawares by that
Captain ¢ It had been merely a matter of de-
farevirell -blaﬂfo'r him to walk away from his ship for
termmatlfm with & show of his usual poise the while
the last tun.e and routine uppermost in his thoughts.
he kept du?lesrent thing to be brought suddenly face
It was 8 q;ffethe future—the years of idleness ahead
to face e template the wrenching from his hands
—and to conm’3 great noble plaything of oak and
gorever of U there could not be another ship. He
ptocl: FOENC 1 in the service on this one. From
oeothe drone of no alien propeller V’V0111d
time music to him. Another’s en-
1d but remind him of the purposeful throb
gines WOUiC Bs in those grand old days when they
of the Annie " tue teeth of howling twisters off
Oto succor ships in distress, her ba..ck
per great fighting bow flung high
¢ to the mountainous rollers of the

the wheelhous
sound as the one

mhunder Capeé
decks awash and
in brazen challeng

chl Yalise

wrathful Superior.
fight!

They had literally sold the tug from under his
feet. Though himself a modest stockholder in the
North Star Towing & Wrecking Company, Captain
Blake had raised no word of protest when the direc-
tors had unanimously ‘agreed on the Annie B.’s sale.
War-time needs edlled her to take the place of failing
’shipping on the Atlantic coast. In his simple, clean
manner of reasoning the Captain had accepted the
situation as one inevitable and without resentment to
human ruthlessness abroad and money greed at
home. S

Captain Blake swung on his heel and walked rap-
idly away. In those few moments had been born a
distinet conviction that a part of him—a sort of in-
tangible element of his being—was left behind on
the ship. There was something of a mournful satis-
faction in thi§ persuasion he was not entirely a de-
serter; that though in the flesh he never more would
guide her through calm or storm, something of his
personality would cling about the Annie B. to her last
cruise.

The crew of the Annie B. secured ready jobs to
work their way back to the Upper Lakes, but the
Captain went North by rail. With the departure of
his tug he felt like one whose days of usefulness had
ceased. His former poise and resolute air were
gone; he no longer had aggressive excuse for exist-
ence, for encumbering the world. Already the old
challenging "spirit that had been wont to look the
world in the face with an easy jest for the day’s
vossibilities was dying within him. He found it
difficult to smother irritation at the curious stare of
strangeré. The air of this fed-up, smug-looking, land-
travelling public was so different from the free, man-
to-man atmosphere of his former associations. Yet
this was the new world to which he must try to
adapt himself. It would be hard, hard going for a
time, and he was mightily relieved when the long
journey by rail was ended.

At home at least there would be no curious stares,
no prying curiosity even with regard to the black
valise which he brought with him. Captain Blake
lived with a married sister whose house was on a
terraced hill. He had a bright front room that over
lcoked the harbors and the lake beyond. From there
he could watch on a clear day the activities of the
little marine world below—the world from which he
was now a detached part—and note the lazy-looking
grain-carriers standing out to sea with their long
black plumes and the little dock tugs and supply
boats speeding in and out with all the exaggerated
‘fuss and concern of their kind.

Captain John Blake spent as little time as possible
mooning over the past and the fields of endeavox
from which he was now an exile. He would not
let the world see if he could help it that lonesome-
ness was eating the heart out of him. He busied
himself with a war garden and otherwise sought to
keep his mind engaged. But his friends noted that
he was failing rapidly. He was getting up in years
and the past years of toil and exposure when he
had never spared himself began to take their inevit-
able toll. His one-time clear eye grew dim, his step
less brisk and steady. His customary jest was not
so ready and his visits to old haunts along the water-
front grew less,

Thus summer wore on. Came a day when the
evening papers were not left in their usual place for
Lim. His sister first tactfully broke the news to
him. The Annie B., sc a brief despatch in the

Man, man, how that ship could



6

mariue columns told, had been lost off the Atlantic
ceast in a collision.. Captain John Blake made little
rcomment at the news, but that night he went out
for a long walk, and it was far beyond his usual hour
for retiring when he returned.

In early autumn he was forced to take to his bed
end to remain there most of the time. Heart weak-
ness the doctors diagnosed his trouble. From that
time on Captain Blake kept the mysterious black
valise on the floor beside his bed, safe from prying
curiosity. ;

One wild November night, while a North Shore
twister raged over the lake, Captain Blake awoke at
a familiar sound. He sat up in bed listening intently.

CANADIAN COURIER

It- came again—clear, distix{ct, unmistakable—the
homing call of the old Annie B.. He would know that
siren cry among a thousand others. This time it
came as a command joyfully obeyed by the. old lake
captain, and he sprang from his bed with almost the
agility of the old days.

Captain John Blake groomed himself as one.pre-
paring to attend at a great social affair. Once again,
for the moment, he was the John Blake of years ago,
care-free, efficient, purposeful. While he shaved and
encased himself in a stiff-bosomed white shirt he
hummed. softly, “Sweet Rosie O’Grady.” He dressed
with exacting care—but not in his everyday suit of
blue serge. He smiled with satisfaction as he sur-

veyed the results in the glass.

A wave of overpowering weakness suddenly swept
over him. He staggered to a nearby chair faint and
gasping. = Captain John Blake closed his eyes and
waited—waited for the third and last siren blast he
knew would come.

The local newspapers next day contained appro-
priate obituary references te the late Captain John
Blake, told briefly of his exploits and his exemplary
life, and how he had been found dead in a chair in
his room. But his relatives withheld as too sacred
for sensational exploitation the fact that he was
attired in an ancient wedding suit, beside him the
black valise-—open and empty.

THE DILLY-TANTY LAWYER

RASER MACKENZIE elevated

his feet to the top of the desk

in a most unprofessional man-

ner, blew a nimbus of tobacco
smoke in the general direction of the
_ceiling, and frankly admitted to him-
self that for the past three or four
months the law business in old Loyal-
ist City of St. John had been “bum,
decidedly bum.” He was also forced to admit at the
same time that his lack of employment was entirely
of his own making; for MacKenzie was known as
the richest, laziest and most eccentric attorney at
the New Brunswick bar, and was a constant source
of amusement or fear to the more orthodox lawyers.

Possessing, as he did, an independent income plus
an extremely independent mind, he had resolved at
the very outset of his career that he would never
take a case unless his client was actually “in the
very right of the matter,” not legally but morally,
and, given such a case he stoutly maintained that
he could obtain justice, no matter what the law books
might say.

“Justice,” he used to argue, “is not the bungling
attempts of human and fallible legislators to express
the abstract idea in statutes and legal enactments,
but means that law whose ‘seat is the bosom of God,
her voice the harmony of the world, all things in
heaven and earth do her homage, the very least as
feeling her care, and the greatest as not exempted
from her power, ” and that in nine cases out of ten
“justice” must be obtained not by applying the exist-
ing law, but by finding some loophole therein that the

lawmakers themselves had never foreseen.

Holding, and rigidly living up to these views, and
dubbed ‘“the dilettante attorney,” by his brother
lawyers, it is not surprising to find him sitting idly
at his desk, gazing out of the window with a little
pucker of perplexity bisecting his boyish brow, and
turning eagerly at the sound of an unfamiliar step
in the outer office.

“Come-in,” invited MacKenzie.

A stout man of middle age, with a pair of keen
blue eyes dominating a square weather-beaten face,
entered the office and helped himself to a chair with
the free and easy manner of the independent rural
New Brunswicker.

“Be you the ‘dillytanty lawyer’
about?” he inquired, anxiously.

MacKenzie smiled cheerfully at the informal greet-
ing, and swung round to face his unconventional
client with a lively hope that here might be just such
a case as he had been wishing for.

“I'm probably the man you’re looking for,” he

that they tell

laughed; “for a lot of people who are not even fair
average dilettantes call me that. Who sent you
here?”

“Young Harry Osborne,” was the reply. “He’s
from up our way, you know, and has been working
on the papers down here. They say he’s a mighty
bright mewspaper man; but he never seemed to
amount to much up home—didn’t want to do any-
thing but read books and go to school. Still I'd
known him from a kid, so when I got in this here
scrape, I looked him up. He didn’t know turnips from
corn on_the farm; but I figured he was up to city
ways better than me. He seemed mighty willing to
heip me, aud as soon as heé heard my story he sent
“me right off to'you. ‘MacKenzie’s the chap'to handle

@ case like that,” he says.”
He has written up quite a few cases

“Oh, yes.

CASE of Green Mountain Potatoes in New Brunswick. John
Scott knew how to fight river-drivers, but when it came to
getting even with the potato-skinners he found that a lawyer
with ideals plus brains was his ¢

By

only, only way.”

Mo b

in which I was interested,” remarked MacKenzie,
“and is a very discriminating reporter.”

“He’s discriminating enough to want to marry my
Elsa,” admitted the other grudgingly.

“And you don’t fancy the idea overl}? well?” sug-
gested Mackenzie. :

“That’s right.”

“But if he sends you to me and I help you out of
this scrape you speak of, you would have a much
better opinion of him?” persisted MacKenzie.

“That’s right, too.”

“Then I'll certainly do my best if your case suits
me,” Mackenzie assured him; “for Harry’s an espe-
cial friend ‘of mine.”

“That’s what he told me, the client went on, and
he says, ‘Go to MacKenzie at once; he’s what the
others call a dillytanty lawyer—just takes cases that
suit him, for he’s got money enough so’s he don’t
have to practise, and won’t touch a case unless he’s
sure that his man has justice on his side. If that is
so he’ll take hold of anything and win it too, for he’s
always up to some dodge that the ordinary fellows
never think of.” :

“ “That’s the man for me,” says I, ‘for I've been ad-
ministerin’ some gilt edge justice in this here den of
money changers, and MacKenzie’s the boy to pull me
out,””

113 ARRY has no doubt exaggerated my slight
efforts,” interjected MacKenzie; “but tell your
story first, for I always prefer finance to flattery.”

“My name’s John Scott,” was the reply; “I live up
in Lecarnot County, in the heart of the potato belt,
and I raise a few ‘spuds’ myself. We can raise a hun-
drea barrels to the acre with a quarter of a ton of
fertilizer; but the main trouble’s always been to, get
a decent price and keep the brokers from robbing
us. We growers got together last year, and I was
one uf the charter members of the Tri-County Co-
operative Potato Growers’ Marketing Company that
started up to try and get a square deal for the farm-
erg; but the brokers in the city here who make up
the Potato Board put us out of business, and now
things are worse than ever.”

“I am familiar with that, and it’s a disgi'aceful state
of affairs,” replied MacKenazie. “I'd give a few
thousand dollars to get a chance to break up the
potato ring that is preying on the farmers of your
part of the Province.”

“I may be able to give you a chance to get even
with some of them,” declared Scott.

“Go 'on.”

“Well, after the ‘Co-op.” was put ‘on the hum?’” -

Scot went on, “We farmers had to go back to the
old system of consigning our potatoes to the brok-

ers here and taking our chances, and all of them, of,

course, are members of the Potato Board.”, X

“And when you did you'got fleeced again,” averred

MacKenzie, lighting a new cigar. yie il

“We sure did,” agreed Scott.
worse’ than ever, but ‘we couldn’t help ourselves, and
I consigned mine to Palmer, McDonald & Ross who

HAXY WARD

‘““This year seemed

are supposed to be as square a firm as
there is on the board.” ‘

“That’s not saying much,” declared
MacKenzie grimly.

“So I found out later, but it was

simply a case of picking the best of & -

bunch of thieves. Well, as I was say-
ing, I knew about what good ‘Green
Mountain’ potatoes was selling for, and
figured that the returns would just clear the mort-
gage that I put on the year of the big drouth. I'd
worked like a nigger for years, and it was certainly
comforting to see a prospect of being square with
the world once more. You can imagine how I felt
when I found that they had sold my potatoes for

. about fifty cents under what I had counted on, and

skinned me out of a cool $10,000.”

“That’s a common occurrence now,” MacKenzie
assured him,- “and the brokers get together every
night at the Dixie Club, where the one who has
beaten his customers the least that day has to buy
the drinks for the crowd.”

“Naturally, I wasn’t satisfied, and come here myself
and after some trouble and some fairly sharp work
on Osborne’s part I found that they had sold my
potatoes to the Maple Leaf Corporation.”

“The ‘Maple Leaf,”” exclaimed MacKenzie.

“Sure.”

“That’s only another name for the commission
house you consigned to. That is, they sold your
goods to themselves at the lowest possible price, and
half of the quotations on the Board are fictitious ones
to assist the brokers in skinning their customers.”
" “That’s what I learned afterwards,” replied Scott,
“but I was lucky enough to find out that they hadn’t
really sold to the Maple Leaf yet, and I made them
give me delivery of them. I was certainly lucky, for
I sold them at the top price to a fellow loadin’ 2
schooner for the Cuban market an’ got my money
right in my fist.”

‘“Where do I come in, then?” queried MacKenzie,

“Well, after I'd got my money and got thinkin’
how they tried to do me, I went down to their offic®
and did a little business on my own hook.” :

“What did you do?”

“Oh, not much; but the more I thought about it the
hotter I got under the collar, an’ went down to their
office and tackled them about it,
laughed at me. That pimply-faced McDonald advised
me to get back to the farm where I belonged and not
interfere with business people. I knew I couldn’t
get law or justice or anything else in the city here
except a crooked deal—Osborne put me on to that—
so I just decided to proceed myself and be my own
court and jury.”

“In what way?”

“You will probably notice that I'm fairly active

lookin’ for a man of fifty-six,” explained Scott, “and
I'm one of the pioneers, who’s been in some tight
places in my time. I’ve fought about every crowd of
stream drivers that ever came down the river—
Monquarters, Guimicers, and Nacawicers,
winter I was forty-nine I killed three ‘Injin devils’
on Skin Creek, so I just cut looge then and there

I smashed that McDonald in the face and piled the.

desk on top of him. I booted Ross through a cloudy
glass door marked ‘Private.’

beat their heads together, and when a blg policem”'n

heard the ‘rumpet’ an’ ¢ome in I clinckad him ang,

‘got a gnake twist that.I, leamed on the SO -W ‘1‘
Miramichi an’ flung him in on topa’ Ross, and walk

and they just

’

and ‘the

I took the clerks &ndl:
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out. Osborne told me to come right to you, and here
I am.”

“You're bound to be prosecuted.”

“I know. Sure. But 2

“It’s a matter of getting off as lightly as possible.”

“That’s what.”

“Do you know the policeman’s name?”

“One of the clerks stuck his head out from under
a table and called him Dawson.”

MacKenzie whirled round to the desk and called
a number on the telephone, got the “Guardian” re-
porters’ room, and demanded that Harry Osborne be
but on the line.

“Hello, that you, Harry?”

“Good. Scott is here now and has told me his
story. Get hold of Dawson at once. Have him go
to the Police Office.and swear out a warrant for
Scott—John Scott—for committing a breach of the
Deace by assaulting McDonald, Ross, Dawson and
the clerks, contrary to the by-laws of the city of St.
John. Now, mind you word it like that—breach of

the peace! Then send Dawson right up here to my
office to arrest Scott.  Hell be here all right.
Hustle.”

MacKenzie hung up the receiver.

“There’ll be something doing shortly,” he assured
Scott cheerfully.

“What you say goes,” agreed the latter; “but 1
never believe in telling trouble where to find you.”

“Leave it to me.” <

Half an hour late’ Dawson with a battered and
Duzzled face, entered the office and arrested Scott for
“breaking the peace contrary to the by-laws of the
Ccity.” \

“Want to handcuff me?” laughed Scott.

“Come on,”. growled Dawson, and departed with
his prisoner accompanied by MacKenzie and Osborne,
Who met them on the stairs.

AT the police court McDonald, Ross and th?
clerks, who had been summoned as witnesses,
evidence of the

were already there, and their
together

“breach” or rather destruction of the peace,

‘With Dawson’s account of the closing scenes, was

Soon given. -
“No evidence for the defence,” MacKenzie an-
Lounced. ;
“Phe defendant has been guilty of a most serious
breach of the peace, contrary to the city bylaw i
such case made and provided, and I shall impose
the maximum penalty that the law allows,” stated the
Police Magistrate. “The defendant will pay & fing 05
$200 and costs, and in default of payment will be
imprisoned for the space of three months.” :

Scott pulled out a roll of bills that looked like 2
second growth maple and counted out the required
amount, e

“Cheap at that,” he muttered, turning to his %;r)
torney, “Let’s be going, I want to catch the 6.1°
train on the Valley.”

But just then Dawson the
Scott, “I arrest you on a warra
McDonald, Ross, myself and the
announced truculently.

“Ah!” whispered the farmer.
and he sighed.
th“We’re ready for the hearing atl once,

e “dilly tanty” MacKenzie eageriy-

The case priceeded, and McDonald, RosS, DaWS(l):l
and the four clerks gave evidence of the ass:;)llei;
Practically repeating verbatim, of course, e
former story, when the charge was mere breac 5
the peace, MacKenzie again stated that he had
defence to offer.

“The accused is committed for
court of criminal jurisdiction,” sal
‘bail for $5,000.”

“I'll go for one,” said MacKenzie.

“So’ll 1,” interjected Osborne.

Bail was soon arranged and the acct
OUt g free man until “the next court of ¢l
dictiOn.n

“What'll I do now?” queried Scott
“r?e Street. “This is the kind of trou
of »

policeman approached
nt for assault on
four clerks,” he

«Now’s the trouble L

» ‘interposed

trial at the next
d the magistrate,

cused walked

as they reachel
ble 1 was afrald

k
i e, and be bac
Go home and pay off that mortsagt ordered Mac

ere the second Tuesday in January,

Kenzie, “In the meantime, don’t Worry: ¢ sienat
“You're the doctor,” assented Scott a8 he

n on the Valley.

°ft to catch the 6.15 trai

2 early
_ Christmas came and went in due course and
! January Scott’s case came to trial.

a Beck:
MacKenzie appeared for the gccuse‘%' .Bfn Toradi

i

minal juris-
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" with, the young and assertive Crown Attorney, con-

ducted the prosecution.

The Grand Jury promptly found a “true bill”; the
accused was arraigned; the indictment was read,
but before Scott pleaded ‘“not guilty” MacKenzie
rose, entered a plea of “autrefois convict,” and moved

to dismiss the accused.
“State your grounds,” ordered the court.

“| just cut loose then and there.”

«There is,” MacKenzie argued, “an ancient legal
maxim to the offect that no one shall be punished
twice for the same offence, which is frequently ap-
plied in criminal procedure, so that if a man has once
been convicted for 2 crime he cannot be tried again
for another crime involving the same state of fa(.:ts.
In this case the prisoner is charged with assaulting
McDonald, and others; but I have here a certified
record of the Police Court where Scott the accused
was convicted and fined $200 for a breach of the

7

peace, and the evidence on that trial shows that the
breach of peace for which he was punished was com-
mitted by assaulting Mr. McDonald and the other
complainants in -this present case. That conviction
was, therefore, for the same state of facts alleged in
the present indictment, and this action must, there-
fore, be dismissed.”

‘“There’s nothing in that,”
patronizingly.

‘“Besides,” MacKenzie went on, handing up a calf
bound volume to the Judge, “you wili find that in
the case of the King vs. Mclntyre, 21 Canadian Crim-
inal Cases, 216, a prisoner was discharged under ex-
actly the same circumstances as in this case.”

The Judge glanced over the record of the Police
Court, scanned the case which MacKenzie had handed
up, and closed the book with an air of finality.

“Motion granted and accused discharged,” he said.

“But the prisoner is evading punishment alto-
gether,” blustered Beckwith, who had just caught the
drift of the proceedings.

‘“That was the fault of the corhplainant and the
Magistrate,” remarked the Judge quietly, “and I am
not here to correct the errors of the lower courts,
but merely to administer the law as it is.”

“It may be out of place to quote fiction in court,”
remarked MacKenzie pleasantly, “although I have
often heard the learned Crown Attorney do so; but
I think Mr. Scott simply patterned after one Joe
Dextry, and finding that his lawyer couldn’t win out
according to law, proceeded himself ‘accordin’ to
justice.” ”

“Call the next case,” ordered the Judge testily.

Outside the courtroom, Scott turned to MacKen-
zie, pleased but puzzled.

“If .that policeman Dawson hadn’t laid that first
complaint, I'd have been in the soup, wouldn’t I1?”
he exclaimed.

“You certainly would,” agreed MacKenzie, “and i:
Dawson hadn’t been mighty thankful to Harry Os-
borne for saving his job last summer we never could

have managed it.”

interposed Beckwith

“Well, it’s certainly great,” agreed Scott. “What’s
you bill?”
“Let’s see. I think I told you that Harry was an

especial friend of mine. Oh, you can send me a
nicely engraved invitation to the wedding and we
will call it square.”

“What wedding?”’ asked Scott.

“Harry and your daughter Elsa that you spoke of.”

“All right, what you say goes.”

s BEABTFLY CARELESS: N

e
ERE is confirmation of a spy story that was
told after the opening of the battle of Picardy
.related at first hand by First Lieut. Bernard

Rhodes, of the 407th Telegraph Batta}hon, and fo.rm-

er first baseman of the Princeton nine, who writes

folk at home from ‘“Somewhere in France”
tgi: 1;::tter, which is printed in the New York Evening

SuZé the beginning of the present drive a Britis'h

ior-General Wwas directing movements of his

M'aJ'O when a British staff car drove up and 2

g;,if:gnhat" got out. Reporting to the General, he

Sald:' division on your right has been forced

s our flank is in the air. Orders are that

i &_m-1 y n will fall back to this place,” indicating

it dwls“:he map some two miles in the rear.

e al had nothing to do but obey, and was

e Gen-ert of issuing orders to effect the retire-

- tth . ﬁg;na canadian Colonel standing near said

ment W ; i

o S,t . of;eri’ve been on duty some time with

G i nd 1 don’t remember you.”

e d that was funny, that he hai

time; he'knew all the units o
it .th.e}'e focl;al?:fim:heir officers by their first names
the @IVSion, 2 5 1) o gope. Still the Canuck was
and generallY have come from down near the

__and finally asked to see the

g Bpsland gbor%zl‘sinaéss of searching through

ofieer's PRI 'return check after intermission.

pockets as f0T "5 ent he had jolly well come

Then rry he’d forgotten 'em; beastly
¢ Canuck thought he’d jolly well have
peastly careful. They found papers

careless.
itten in that language

be searched,
:1)1 right; only they were WrI

\

which defines “treaty” as a ‘‘scrap of paper.”

Well, there was plenty of good first-class material
at hand for a firing-squad. The chauffeur was a
Hun, too, so they had a little party, and the only
thing they didw’t shoot up was the car; that was
returned to -duty after being fumigated. The divis-
jon is still in the same place and so are the two
Huns; each with several bullet-holes where the Iron

Cross might have been.
»

Scruples and Drams

CERTAIN gentleman belonging to a Presby-
A terian congregation was sent out by his pastor
to solicit the members of his congregation, “maistly
Scoteh,” in the matter of subscribing to the church
revenues by means of the Duplex Envelopes. Quite
a number refused to subscribe in this manner as
they had “conscientious geruples.” Eut the solicitor
was very politely received, and in many cases asked
if he would “no hae a dram.” On his return the
pastor questioned him on his success.

«well,” the gentleman replied, “I've come to the
conclusion that the Scottish character is largely of
an apothecary nature.”

“Why! How’s that?”

«It seems to be founded principally on scruples
¢nd drams.”—From Donald A. Fraser. -

: ®

Piper—“The varra pest music I ever heard what- |
ever was dun at Jamie Maclaughlin’s. .= There was
fufteen o’ u pipers in the wee back parlor, all play-
in’ different chunes. I thocht I was floatin’ in hee-

ven!”



8

Jhe HOHD buthe CJOCK

Previous Chapters

CAPTAIN CLOCK, C.E.F., wounded prisoner in Germany,

conceives the idea of getting better treatment by send-
ing to his accomplice, the editor of the Rondeau Gazette in
Alber a,coded letters complimentary to the Germans. Each

CANADIAN COURIER

OQPFINIONS as to how the War Will End may be as Various

as Opinions About the Date.
of Captain Clock’s Experiences as a Prisoner of War is One
Hazard as to the Possible How.

letter is decoded by the editor into the writer’s opinions of

how the war will be won by the Allies from the air.

he He sets
the originals all up in type and arranges them as a series of

By

newspaper clips purporting to be a syndicate of pro-German

letters from Capt. Clock, published across Canada.
b?gus clippings are forwarded to Capt. Clock in Cologne, for
his own use and credit with the German authorities.
pletely guarded, and followed closely by Frau Bobel, who is
acting under orders, Clock travels from citly to city through
Germany. Infuriated by shadow-men, he beats up a gang in

the hotel.

“Pleigman—how far up is that boat?”

EX.

ANSLICK sent a surgeon to examine the arm
H of Captain Clock, which had unexpectedly
become limber in the scrimmage.

“It is again rigid,” reported the master of
anatomy. “I have had two men trying to bend it.
Impossible! There must have been a flow of nervous
energy to the arm caused by the excitement. I can
do nothing more.”

“I think he is a strong-arm artist,” punctuated Han-
glick. “Some Houdini. No man could have so flailed
six Germans as he did unless he had biceps and
shoulders like a Jap wrestler. How are the men
progressing whom he beat up?”

“All recovering, sir.”

Dismissing the automaton, Hanslick sent for Frau
Bobel, whose story was very little more encouraging.

“Better have him shot at once,” he said. “He is—"

“Not so headlong, good Major,” cooed the Frau.
“Consider the goose that laid the golden egg. Cap-
tain Kluck’s syndicate of letters with his photograph
has already appeared in our newspapers. The rene-
gade is known everywhere. Why kill him—inoppor-
tunely ?”

Hanslick had a high scorn of woman’s babble.

“Then you got from him no confession?”

“None. Poh! That man does not fear death more
than any of his Canadian compatriots in battle.

“What do you recommend?”

“A measure of freedom. Let him hang in his own
rope. He is not amenable to German treatment. I
will gunarantee to be his shadow. But he is to see
me very seldom. All those democratic westerners
are highly sentimental. They respond ¢to the
feminine "

These “The skunk! [ wanted him shot.”

Hanslick peered into her shrewd, spark-
ling eyes.

“What, Frau Bobel, is the uppermost idea
in the Captain’s nut ”

“Airships. He almost wept when a cloud
of Gothas sang across the city. He believes
the war will be ended from the air. How
—he does not say.”

“Nor anybody else,” grunted Hanslick.
‘“The All-Lies are trying to match our su-
premacy in the air. But they have no
alignment of programme as yet. They have
thousands of aircraft scattered in scores of
dromes well behind the lines. It is impos-
sible to discover many in one place. They
do not understand that every German city
has a circo-suburb of aerodromes, all alert,
powerful, searching with tremendous eyes
into the night, beating the air with aero-
dynamics undreamed of in their crass cal-
culations.”

That ended the interview.

Com-

5.5

LOCK got a curt note from Hanslick :
G “Hereafter you will invesiigate on
your own initiative, but keeping up the
itinerary provided by me from the War

Office. You will report daily. Your next
objective is Berlin. Govern yourself ac-
cordingly.”

Hanslick scrutinized Clock’s next letter
with. a magnifying glass.
brief, but more cryptic and runic than any
of the others.

“The swine!” he scowled. “Never im-
proves by experience. He might as well
have written with his left foot.”

What it said was this:—"Amazing air de-
fences are vigible here. Struck with the war enthu-
siasm of the people. Food is abundant.  Labor is not
scarce. Found three barbers in one shop and four
boot-blacks in another. Have been given the closest
attention imaginable. All my wants anticipated. Un-
expected visit yesterday from my former landlady in
Cologne. Interesting woman—intensely patriotic.
Glad to know of your promotion. Berlin my next
objective. More anon.” :

The decodation of Clock’s letter worked about this
way:—“Lose no time in air propaganda. Germany
must be shot through the Berlin brain. But every
city in Germany must be expecting it. Advertise the
show but don’t say what it is. The effectiveness of
the final knockout will depend upon the nervous
expectancy produced. Germany is in a state of
suppressed hysteria. Once get Berfin going and—”

Without deleting a word Hanslick sent the original
letter along to Lit.-Col. Thom, Bureau de Publicité,
Paris—where he hoped it would prove a good seed
sown in promising soil.

He despatched Frau Bobel at once to Geneva. Her
mission was to see that the Deutsche Bank there had
to the credit of Lt.-Col. Thom a large sum of money
to be drawn upon at his discretion, and that Thom
was aware of the fact.

With a woman’s capacity for news-gathering on
the side, she was able to discover that evemts were
moving with almost incredible speed on the war
front, the latest phase of which was that perhaps
before she could reach Berkin, airships of the enemy
would be deep into Germany at a height unreach-
able by “Archies,” for the purpose of delivering news
bombs. Hanslick was incredulous.

“Air postmen will never reach Berlin,” he assured
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It was unusually -

This Concluding Instalment

NN HoH

her. “On your advice I have already recommended
the authorities to confer upon Captain Kluck the
Iron Cross for his services to the Fatherland. Thet
should give him rope enough to hang him if he is &
traitor. Any day I may decide to pull up the rope
When I do, Captain Kluck will not have the luxury
of being shot in a courtyard. He will be hanged in
British style in a public square. And you shall see
him dangle.”

“Berlin will bring him to book,” she said warmly.
“Traitors may work in Leipsic and Hamburg—never
in Berlin. The brain of Germany is surcharged with
all that kils treason to the Fatherland. It is the
power-house of the German people. Its voltage I8
colossal. Once let the good Captain slip his insula-

tion—and he is a dead man with the death of &

thousand devils.”
Hanslick had never seen Frau Bobel so like &
scorpion. '
“The female of the species,” he muttered.
we shall see.”

“Well,

XI.

LOCK arrived at Berlin in the late summer. He
C had already credited Frau Bobel with his un-

expected freedom from the spy-men. What was
her game? Not mere benevolent regard.

At the Hotel Vaterland, overlooking the great
Thiergarten, Clock was automatically registered and
given a room on the top floor, with a long balcony
opened on to by a tier of rooms. From here he got
his first glimpse of the strangest city in the world-
Up the Unter den Linden, that favorite paradewal¥
of the Kaiser, and the Sieges Allee, crammed row
on row with its gawky monuments of Prussianism, he
could see the famous quadriga surmounting the Bran-
denburg Gate, the four-horse trophy which Napoleon
once took to Paris, and which was now the plunging
symbol of German Imperial might concentrated in
the history Wilhelmstrasse beyond, leading up to the

huge and gloomy War Offices, the building of the

Great General Staff. =
Clock took particular notice of the Vaterland bak

cony, which was in full view of a hundred thousand

people any evening. At one end the top of a huge

elm bosked over in a screen. That Frau Bobel was

somewhere in' the hotel he was quite sure. She
wouldn’t appear until—the opportunity. She herself
would be judge of that. Now that he was no longer 2
marionette pulled by the wires he was in hourly dan-
ger of precipitating the fatal moment. He knew that.
To give a liberated prisoner carte blanche undef
invisible conmtrol in a power-house like Berlin Wa$
like setting & man-of-war adrift in a mine field. A

_ false remark might be a spark in a powder magd

zine. He was already known on the streets. Kluck
in khaki. He had seen the headlines and the Photf"
graph of himself in the Zeitungs. He could make D0
move outside his room when he was not wats
with the united gaze of hundreds upon hundreds
oyes. Tattered and patched as was his uniform, he
was as well dressed as all but a seleot minori#ty ©
official nabobs. The people dragged and ‘salfﬂd
along the pavements. They moved, not with the
alacrity and bonhomie of even tired Parie or War
jaded London, but with the intermittent stimulus

a great mob galvanized Into casual bursts of Hfe
amused by mothing in the windows, no longer stim®
lated by even the statues om the Sieges Allee.

Berlin was & human island in an archipelago o
misery. A city of women, children and old
officers and mabobs, editors, preachers and profe®
sors—a motley crew of propagandists driven o the
verge of maes insanity by the recurrence of ome
of fixed ideas. A marvellous machine oV




wearing out, but doing wearily from habit the things
that once it did with swagger and swank.

Clock diagnosed it with the morbid interest of a
man who feels that a single false step might spring
@ trap to destroy him. He knew what that rabble
in a dynamo would do to him once he was known
to be a spy. The knowledge fascinated him. He
had but one great personal desire; to escape from
Germany:; another desire—to be alive in Berlin when
the final crash of the judgment should smite a nation
of organized iniquity never equalled by Babylon.
G 1 day at the Vaterland when he was peremptor-

:ly ordered in an official motor to the War Office,
where some gloomy General pinned on him an Iron
Cross. He was bowled slowly back to the hfrtel
through a great gazing crowd, with his new-born Iron
Cross lying as glum as a dead bat on his threadbare
khaki, When he stepped from the motor at the
hotel he bowed to the crowd who gave a sort of
communal grunt instead of a cheer.

There was a ekinny-faced, spectacled man on t‘hfe
balcony, who edited some little semi-verboten Zei-
tung. Clock had heard him talk mildly against the
Powers. Herr Pleigman burst into a rage the mo-
ment he saw Clock on the balcony wearing the Iron
Cross.

“I despise you,” he whispered. .

“Why don’t you shout it out, man? Let them all
hear you.”

“I represent the mind of millions,” insisted Pleig-
My little paper

XII.
LOCK kept no track of time. He had been but

man. “But they dom’t know it. 5
Teaches only a few thousands, and it is edited by
the censor.”
“What’s the good of it?” 3
“Property—not much. Not that. No, it is the
Strangling of ideas. o9

Clock leaned over the balcony, gazing at the cro
that was once more thickening up for the evening.

“Pleigman,” he said, looking up at a single-
Beat airship that seemed to be very close.
“How far up is that boat?”

“From here—two hundred feet only.”

Pleigman asked himself why the Cap
should be so interested in that particular
airplane, except that, of course, the pilot was
& wonderful maestro of the air.

“Do you—kmow him, Captain?”’

“No, but I'd like to. Who?” '

“Hopkirch. He is a flight commander with
Many decorations. He is a Bavarian, an ace
of coursé, but not so famous in combat as
in scouting, and long-flight solo work. He IS
8aid to have flown more miles and further from
Berlin than any of our pilots. And he is fam-
- Ous like your what’s his name—7?"

“Bishop?” said Clock. “Go on.”

“Famous as an air detective.
Dartly bhelongs to the Secret Service.
@lmost drive his machine into your backyard,

_ Count your chickens and get away Wwithout evexn
ouching a tree or a fence. I am told that oW
8ying is more difficult than high.”

“Seems to be -his long suit,” mused Clock,
®S he observed how the pilot nosed his plane
8 slow speed among the towers almost like
& figh,

“Zoom!” gasped Pleigman, as the machine
€ame so close to the balcony he could almost
8¢e the pilot’'s smile. “Now that was & closﬁ
Shave, No wonder he is feared by the enemy.

In her room opposite the elm-top screen at
e ong of the balcony Frau Bobel saw this
Peculiar antic and surmised its effect upon the
Captain, She knew Commander, Hopkirch and
Was not surprised when a few days later the
‘ uous Pleigman introduced him to Captain
‘Clock. §ne would have given half her hope of
“arthly bliss to have been present at the meet-

& of these two adventurers:

to A miserable game this spy craft!”

© Hanglick,

B © laughed. “Why don’t you get the confidence
OPkirch and make him spy upon Kluck?”

XIIL.

F’RAU BOBEL went to bed very much per«turbett

She hated to be considered incapable. Tt ;ﬁ';e
2 warm night and she could not :sleep.c’t ki

MWY was temptingly cool. From the back

tain

In fact he
He can

she protested

of

One ¢
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elm top in front of her window—she could observe
the precise segment of the balcony dominated by
the . windows of Captain Clock.

Sure enough—it was then past three a.m. and the
vast prospect below was quiet except for the hoofs
of military police and casual motors—she saw the
Captain pacing to and fro, leaning over the rail, mut-
tering about the infernal heat. A ceiling of impene-
trable monotonous cloud acted as a breakwater
against the play of the searchlights from the dromes
The Captain had a knack of listening into the sky
that was quite unusual; no doubt born of his life in
the foot-hills with the Rockies so near.

The searchlights blazed fantastic trails into the
heavy banks of the cloud and were flung back in shud-
derous auroras OVeT the city. They seemed to be
the ghosts of silence. What could a human ear de-
tect above that cloud—different from the dreamy
clack of the hoofs below? .

Ah! The Captain has gome in. To bed?

Frau Bobel crept out from the treetop.

Raining? Or was it some breeze in the trees? A
curfous sifting, shimmering rustle that was half
gilence. The cloud gseemed to be whispering. One
sometimes looks to see where rain begins. This was
even more mysterious. Thistledown in a light breeze.
Something like that. Nearer—she could make out
the idle flutter of things slowly whirling down into
the streets. She looked up again. Smnowflakes on
a still day. One came eddying close to the rail
She reached out and clutched it.

Paper? A queer wispy bit of wl%i'te with a bit of
a wire or metal weight coiled in its heéd,

Eagerly she tore it open. In the rull light of her
room she looked at this mystic messenger from the

sultry cloud, printed in German:—

# night—soon—some part of Gemany will b‘e
b mst?(le]tliebygthousands of airships. This message is
egclusive to Berlin, but will be repeated to other

cities.”
Frau Bobel’s first impulse was to see somebody else
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to the rail.

. ing close ;
ame. eddying clutched it.

news bombs. She leaned over the
military police scampering
to get them—excited!

pick up these

after them, dismounting
XIV.

these cloud bulletins had blown

By sunrise there was a packed

s people about the Unter den

as easy to summon to a crowd

There was wisdom or safety

THOUSANDS of

over the city.

mass of curi‘Ou
]in was

Linden. Ber

48 Ajlahdom to prayer.

W L""i‘. | ”

|

£

!

She reached out and

9

in a crowd. A million people supposed that the
miracle of the air-bulletins could or would be ex-
plained at the Wilhelmstrasse. The Kaiser himself
might appear. By daybreak the police had gathered
in thousands of the papers, but the news spread like
a wind runs, and all Berlin except the cemeteries
and the cradles knew now that somehow or other
adventurous aircraft of the enemy had taken advam-
tage of some accident, had evaded the searchlights
and done this piece of avant-courier advertising.

Hanslick in his headquarters at the War Office,
represented the nearest guess as to the cause of
the “accident.” Frau Bobel was there.

“lI am sure I opened the first one, Major,” she told
him, explaining how.

“Where was the Captain then?”

She told him, without opinions.

“How could it have happemed, Major?”

“No- conspiracy,” he blurted. “The cloud way Im.
penetrable by the searchlights. The spy-craft flew
above it. They must have steered by compass, but
at the height and being above the cloud—wait a
bit.”

He touched a buzzer.

“Call Commander Hopkirch from Drome X.”

Hopkirch was a smooth, athletic young man, who,
when he came in, looked rather disdainfully at the
pursy figure of the Inspector, engaged in glaring at
Captain Clock.

“My theory, Hopkirch,” went on Hanslick, “is that
the enemy pilots being well above the cloud saw
Berlin as a mass of luminosity, the vapor acting as
a curtain to the light. Is that likely?”

“Quite likely, sir—oh quite.”

Hanslick ogled the Captain.

“Would this”—holding out a bulletin—" be the
work of your accomplice in the Bureau de Publicité
at Paris?”

“I don know that. Very likely, though. It's right
along his line. I daresay he acted under orders.”

“What do .we know of the enemy’s ability for
carrying out this threat?’ asked Hanslick of

Hopkirch. ;

“Nothing definite, sir. But they have thou-
sands of machines, and they are not massed.
The dromes are co-extensive with the front.
Their union drome is somewhere in the air. Of
course, no such aggregation has yei taken
place. But there have been extensive manoeu-
vres on a large scale, and as you know large
squadrons approximating to fleet-size have en-
gaged our own fleets in actual battle, besides
the great amount of damage inflicted on our
troops, our depots and other objectives not far

" from the lines.”

“There has been so far as you could suspect,
no assistance rendered the ememy pilots from
within our own force?”

“I would be ready to swear—none.”

“Of course not! Im—pos-sib-le! Now, Cap-
tain Kluck, you have been fairly intimat> with
Commander Hopkirch.”

“We have discussed air-war pretty freely.”

Hanslick seemed to be chewing his tongue.

“Well. All I want to impress on both of
you just nmow is that Berlin cannot be propa-
gandized by the enemy. This city is enemy-
proof, whether from armies, guns, air-bombs or
pbulleting. You know that. You are partners
in propaganda. What I can't understand is,
that honoring you, Captain, with the Iron Cross
and your accomplice in Panis with a heavy
credit at the Deutsche Bank in Geneva, has not
been effective in undermining the ultimate great
arm of all warfare, which is propaganda. You
are given the Iron Cross—that you may know
how Germany feels, as a great ship senses
the slightest shudder of a storm which it is
to conquer, the menace of any attempt to un-
dermine the German mentality.”

“I hepe I shall yet understand—Germany,”
said Clock.

“You're doomed if you don’t. Germany under-
stands—everybody,” snarled Hanslick.

XV.

Bobel in again.
“Keep—both corners of each eye—on the
mutual affairs of Commander Hopkirch and Captain
Kluck. . Do not fail—so! There may be something

between them.”

g FTER they had gone Hanmslick buzzed Fraa
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“Air-mén do‘hot escape. When a man is miles in the
air he still belongs to Germany.”

Frau Bobel lost no time in trying to ferret from
Commander Hopkirch what he thought about the
Captain. With her customary astuteness she con-
trived to meet the Commander in a little beer-room
at the hotel.

They chatted idly for awhile,

- “What a pity a great air-man can never smoke
cigarettes,”. she:said. “It is so much easier to talk
to.a man when he is smoking. Airmen are—so su-
perior.” ; ;

He smiled. What was her game?

“You know—Pleigman, who is so often in com-
pany with Captain Cleck?”

“Quite well. . Enough maybe. Why?”

“You are so different from him. Yet you are like
him. Both of you are somehow the symbol of what
is trying to escape from the powers. He~——poor'1thing,
has no way out but in his pen; and he cannot even
publish what he writes. You e

“Air-men do not escape,” he cut in. “When a man
i3 miles in the air he still belongs to Germany.”

“But when he is far into the foe’s country i

“The foe is beneath him, not behind.” -

“You have been—over Paris and London?”

“I have never dropped bombs on those places. I
am not a bomb-dropper. I am a scout.”

‘“Ja, ja. And you can fly from Berlin to-—say
Hamburg or Heligoland—and back in a night, easily 2’

“That would not be hard.”

“You have—done it already?”

“More than once. Yes.”

“And may do so again, perhaps?”’

“One never knows what journey—or when.”

“Ah!” she said in that confidingly sentimental way
she had, when flirting with uncertainties. ‘I should
think it would be a great test of one’s patriotism to
be an air-man. You air-men of all countries have
such camaraderie. Different from soldiers or sailors,
perhaps.”

“Odd. So Captain Kluck has told me.”

Now she had got him on the tack.

“I am sure nature intended the Captain to be an
air-man,”. she said. “He has the air-man’s daring
and uplift. Did he ever strike you so?”

“He would have been—one of the best.”

“You have talked to him about the air?”

“Oh, quite often. We have agreed upon some
things. Of course he is theoretical and——"

The door suddenly opened. A head popped in.

“Excuse me,” said the voice.

It was Major Hanslick. Frau Bobel rose.

“There is mo excuse,” she snapped. ‘“If you have
any business with Commander Hopkirch more im-
portant than mine—please transact it!”

She left the room.

XVL

lions” as he said—was terribly upset by the

E DITOR PLEIGMAN—‘“representative of mil-
Two nights later he

bulleting from the air.
sought out Clock at the hotel.

“I feel earthquakes coming,” he said. “The hotel is
trembling like a ship in a storm. The whole city
ds wvibrating. It is the minds of the people acting
upon the walls, upon the wires—-"

“Take a seidlitz powder,” advisea Clock. “The
best time to be hysterical is when something really
happens. Suppose the Kaiser came down the: Unter
den Linden and everybody was to—"

“and Kiel still inaccessible,

CANADIAN COURIER

“Sh!- There are powers: greater than Kaisers,” ha
whispered.

“Oh, really? What are they?”

“Mass emotions,” replied Pleigman, rubbing the
place where his stomach had a right to be. “The
volcanic element in a nation. Germany is suffering.
The people as yet believe that it is because of the
enemy. The bulletins from the air have translated
their symptoms into fear. Hitherto Berlin has been
suffering ‘but not afraid. Fear only will break the
spell of conformity to the powers. Whenever the
people realfze that the forces operating against Ger-
many are infinitely greater than all the power in
Berlin— whehever they realize that there is a psycho-
logy of a united world greater than the brain of Ger-
many 7 '

“You’ll be strung up,” said Clock.

“That will no ionger matter. ¥ have been thinking
for others. I understand the masses. They do not
understand me. - Man,” he said, huskily, as he peered
over into a gathering mass of mowving old clothes
among the leaves of the Thiergarten.  “I should not
like to be the wearer of an ircn cross whenever the
people are roused. Nein!” ?

Suddenly he noticed a thing about the Captain that
he was sure had‘never happened before. The Cap-
tain was writing; not slowly as he had been in the
habit of doing, but furiously—and his crooked stiff
arm was lying normally on the paper.

“Herr Captain,” inquired the editor, “what may
you ‘be writing?”

Clock turned sharply.

“Is there anything else you'd like just now better
than te know what I'm writing?”

“Nothiug, Herr Captain. Nothing.”

“And if I leave this with you—at the psychological
moment —sealed in'an envelope, will you deliver it to
Frau Bobel in this hotel with my compliments? You
see the postmen may be out of business and—"

On this point Pleigman became violently argumen-
tative. Postmen were the implicit servants of the
State. How c()uld they cease to operate unless an
earthquake should happen?

“No armies can ever reach us; no naval guns can
ever strike us; no air-fleets can even Lomb us against
such a concourse of aircraft as guards Berlin 2

“Remember the news bombs, Pleigman.”

“Js. . But the authorities will never again permit
so thick a cloud to gather over the city. There
never had been known such a cloud over Berlin
before.” :

“Well, if you don’t want to deliver this I'll have
to trust it to the mails.” :

“Read it to me,” said the editor. “When I know
what it is, I swear to be your servant. But you
are not—Ileaving Germany?. You cannot escape. You
are not one to commit suicide. And unless you are
a traitor, Germany will never put you to death.”

“Pleigman,” said the Captain slowly, as he lighted
his pipe, “whenever the big show strikes in Berlin,
when the hour really comes that you’'ve been drooling
about, to me, it won’t matter very much to some
people whether they get faced up with one thing
or another. I'm taking no chances, spilling no secrets
about myself. All I want is for the Secret Service
of Berlin to know what’s in these papers I'm writing
here. And as you're the kind of contorting humanity
that will wriggle through any emergency, I can trust
you, if I can anybody, to get it over. Now then if
it’s a go—listen.”

“Herr Captain,” said Pleigman mournfully, “I have
read you many of my writings which T never could
It will be only fair to you——"

“You are to regard
Understand ?”

publish.
“Not at all,” snapped Clock.

this as a damned great favor.
“Read on, Herr Captain.”

XVIL
Captain Clock Reads.

time in history great armies, a great navy and

the armada of the air are co-ordinated under
supreme high command for the disruption of Ger-
many. In this the hugest of all war dramas for the
first time land, water and air are a unit. Such con-
centration was never before possible. Against over-
whelmingly superior Allied armies the Boche has
withdrawn to his own soil. There with men and gun
odds against him he . has dug in for home defence.
The British grand fleet is still maintaining the block-
ade with no targets to aim at and with Heligoland
The armada of the air

THE fateful summer arrives, when for the first

opens the way and breaks the combined deadlock of
sea and land forces. The air force takes the initia-
tive. Therein lies the limitless new power that can
be set loose. With the cloud arma<a as a main army
in the centre, the land armies become the right wing,
the navy the left. The brain directing the great
drama is at the headquarters of the land army. The
strength of this new co-ordination is in effect the
irresistible force, because it works simultaneously
upon all the great defensives of the enemy.

Acting on the offensive, we could pick our OWI
time and place. Air battles merely delayed the time:
On the appointed day code signals were flashed FO
the North Sea. Berlin—must be stabbed. The brait
of the Beast must send 'its contortions clean over
Germany. y

Midnight, by a prearranged signal flashed all
along the base-line of aerodromes the grand ﬁe‘?t
rises in sections and forms up as per rehearsal 1
the clouds. In fifteen minutes thousands of aircraft
in squadrons, each flagshipped by a Handley-Page 0F
a Caproni, are beginning the wedge-like drive across
Germany, carrying bombs enough to rupture a . city;
forming a fantail that reaches for leagues, a verit-
able cloud of aeroplanes. The course of this armada
is as  inevitable as- a storm,- and much more
mysterious. B 3

That night the long line of the trenches, with its
millions of inhabitants, was awake. -All the land
armies heard the sound of the wing-storm going
over. “Allied flares were shot all along the line. The
Boches answered with flarés. But no army can stoP
that armada of the air. From Konigsberg to MetZ
and on down to Vienna and beyond, the subjugated
slaves of Mittel-Europa were expecting the invasion:
Their war lords know what to expect, hecause they
themselves had planned just such a super‘in'»'aSiO’1
of France, but were “beaten to it” by the Allies.

In the homes of millions the awe-stricken conjec
ture was passed. Hunland was one vast unit of eX
pectation; such a cumulative state of mind as breeds
panic when the hour has struck as surely as an €as
wind brews the rain. 'The people all gabb!ed
strangely, chattering like natives on some foreish
island; seeming to believe that the city which ha
presumed to make over-laws bigger than civilizatlf)Ilv
thus doing away with crime, must, therefore, be -
mune from attack. London, Paris, Rome, Washing
ton, Ottawa, Melbourne, were all cities of obsolete
law, of discarded “humanite,” of discredited libefté"
Berlin only was the sole incarnation of the worl :
new force. So long as Berlin kept her head Ge
many was safe.

XVIIIL.

EIGMAN was so absorbed in what the Captail
Phad read of his narrative that he was in a €0
sweat.

“You are—a prophet!” he mumbled. “And a tral
tor? You are in my 2
“Stow that. You have no power—not yet—-except
to doas I want you. When that is done, strike for
liberty and all the rest.”

Clock reached out and grabbed the editor, h
him with one arm like a big doll.

“Mein Gott! What an arm!” squeaked Pleigma™
feeling like a weak rat in the whiskers of a larg®
tom-cat.

“Look here, tribune of the people, I've got t0 100
Commander Hopkirch—within an hour. It’s ﬂow;
eight. He must be out of here by nine. He's 2°
far from your build. Go to the Kaiserhoch Hotel 2%
ask to see him. Give him—wait—"

Clock scrawled a mote.

“Give him this. I've directed him to use your ¢0
hat, wig and spectacles and to leave you In his 1'""“;
till he gets back. That’s all. Now go. Ill hav

oisting

at,

(Continued on page 13.)

“Ah! Three short greens—a red—and a green-
lights. Good!”

is
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LDemocracy and Returned Soldiers

I sip Robert Borden delivers a Canadian
| 8peech to a Canadian ‘Infantry Brigade—
at the front.

»

! T is the most natural thing in °

the world that those who have
come through active service In
.the Great War should cultivate
2 §pirit of cameraderie and that this

Should find expression in bonds of an °
association. 'But, there is a tendency °

On the part of a certain section of the
Dublic to look askance at the Very
human G. W. V. A. and to ask: “What
Will this force do with us?” Some
things have been said and some things
?‘We happened that have startl&d the
Inert out of their complacency, and
have made them sit up and take
Notice. Some people fear the G. W.
V. A, and openly say so; others de-
Spise it: more assume an attitude of
Iriendly tolerance and some espouse
S cause. Some say it will run the
country: others ask: “Why *shouldn’t
the Veterans run the country?” Some,
even the disaffected among their own
Members, have disparaged their com-
ades’ respectability and called them
‘hoodlums.”

On the other hand, hear what the
Veteran says of himself as set forth in
an article in the “Nation” (New York)

Written by J. A. Stevenson, editor of

i

the- “Veteran,” official organ of the
G w. v, ALl
- . . “The men in the ranks are
Pel‘enqtles‘s, if fair-minded, critics of
eir superiors, and deficiencies of
te‘a"‘t or head do not long escape de-
€ction, They have the keenest noses
Or cant or humbug, and are likely to
szpla,y stern impatience towards the
type of party politician, who has
Composed the bulk of both Canadian
Darties since Confederation. They will
as‘suredly penetr-ate his qoyalty’ ora-
, ‘i)‘:‘s and d:spise his shifty compro-
by 1
It is no wonder that, over a period
®f military service, the mind of the
Soldier has grown away from its old
Plocesses, and entered new channels,
M4 that words and actions that
*Pring from this new mentality should
Prove gtartling to the stay-at-homes.
ére cannot be any reasonable
Toung for the belief that the Veteran
€ have with us is not o fair sample of

Major Hunter, vete
eran in civies, who
for doing nothing
except being a re-
turned soldier is
said to have been
clubbed by the Toe
ronto police in the
recent riots.

Col. Purney, President of the
G.W.V,A., who presided over
the stormiest convention ever
held in Canada.

T ANV TS

i in B.C.y
Frank Giolma, M.P.P.
the first returned soldier to be »
elected to a Canadian Parlia-
ment.

By W.
——_—/
e ———

n to understand the army, let us abandon any bluff at govern-
not believe, ac some soldiers do, that democracy
jament hopelessiy inept and Cabinet Ccouncils wil-
hat the Government in its anxiety over the army
the men in the field, has lost track of the army

F

NTIL we begi
ing a nation. We do
is in the discard, Parl

fully crooked. We pelieve t
yet to go, and its concern for
coming back:

A hospital is not.an
r march again—were

n orphanage. These men—thousands upon thousands, who
fooled in the first place by recruiting speeches;
disillusioned when they got back, and found

will neve e
i romises;

stampeded by elect;°:h£ nation seemed less glad to see them come back than

that a great part o hem go when the bands played Tipperary. They have

n to see t that we don’t quite uncerstand that. They have been
They know ‘t weary and wounded. Their lives are broken up.
lined, °°|d:r:l: ’are fresh back from a life that is absolutely ab-
norr?al. ty sacefully, working hard, living comfortably, some
moving abOl; pcme of us not—seem to them to be careless cf
money—an i sfor what they suffered to keep for the nation, and

oyt there ’ people are not; and the Government will

. But the . .

e ﬂ"ler.n not a duty of compulsion, but one of natural national

hi T';"':: I"setumed soldier is Canada’s biggest problem. Until we
fellow-citizenship:

: pehind that, we may as well mark time on
get our national energy a::.i ::ls:,(i’ming. The c,ountr'y is right side up. ' The
everything else- e ¢ found his place. And he is still coming. Coming
returned soldier has n?t yel 'q parliament of the army. But it is a fighting
along. The GW\/A 15 :inz:? Undoubtedly. Soldiers have m‘or‘e‘in common
parliament. v by or!;IUt we don’t expect the returned soldiers to run the
than Grite or To.rleS- overnmental machinery is on the scrap heap: by the
country because :‘f c:;r;kg the country won’t be worth saving nationally, at all.
time the army g€ s ! :

they had bee
peen in hell.
arilled, discip
They are not
normal. Wé
of us making
what they went
how much we oW
not be- -careiess.

-—The Editc:.

A few of the thousands who waited to
hear Mayor Church read the Riot Act from
the steps of the Toronto City Hall—at the
rear.

”

the Veteran that is to be after the war
is over. The soldier knows the full
value of the service he has rendered
the State: he has come in contact with
the reality of war. And he may bhe
pardoned if he is not overly tolerant
to the claims to inviolability advanced
by property when he realizes that
property owes its very existence to
him. The Veteran has shown a ten-
dency to purify politics, and it is only
reasonable to suppose that the man
who went to war and eschewed profit-
eering is willing to forego the making
of ‘money by political graft. He can
afford to be more honest than the
cther man because he is content with
less, and he naturally feels an affec-
tion for the land for whi¢h he has suf-
fered. The question: is: will not an-
tagonism call him to rise and assert
both his might and his right?  The
right of life, liberty and the pursuit of
dollars is no doubt established in the
individual by the State against inter-
nal aggression, but when the aggres-
sion comes from without then the
duty of every individual lies with the
State.

The question as to whether the Vet-
erans shall enter politics is the great-
est issue in their councils to-day. As
the Association stands it is non-politi-
cal, but it is very much a question if
it will remain so either in letter or in
fact. And if my grasp of the instinct
of the Veteran is correct it is not Iu
the interest of the land that it should
remain out of politics.

In the mind of the Veteran the alien
question looms large. The idea that
this agitation is merely the voice of a
few who want jobs held by the alien
is not right. The Veteran sees in the
alien a very great problem, a question
of many sides. He looks upon results
achieved by the United States as a
warning rather than a basis of policy
and emulation. And undoubtedly the
Veteran will call upon the people of
Canada to aid him in keeping out in-
digestible peoples. There are steel
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works in the United States where the danger to life
and limb is so great that, broadly speaking, nothing
but aliens will work -in  them. And then, when an
alien ig Rilled, there is nothing said; no agitation for
reform.. The type of Scotch-Irish Canadian who built
the C. P. R. and worked in the mines of British
Columbia and Nova Scotia thirty years ago is not a
large factor in the labor market of to-day. ' The
Veteran is capable of seeing that if we are going to
compete against the world in the manufacture of
steel we must use such labor or either do without
such manufactories or have them bonused. I believe
the Veteran wili say: “Let us not have the alien.”
He will say let us jog along our own slow way and
put less premium on dollars. 3
Already the Veteran’s eagle eye has noticed that

What Abo

HE Straits of Juan de Fuca
: have been aptly termed “Can-
ada’s Gateway to the Orient.”
At no time has the title been
more applicable than it is to-day
though the Orient just now typifies fo®
us chiefly our neighbor and ally, Japan.
As we write these words we can see
coming into the harbor from quaran-
. tine, the stately N. Y. K. line th=
Kashima Maru. She will discharge
fifteen hundred tons of cargo at this
port, and then proceed to Vancouver
to unload many hundreds more. She
rwill also leave us one hundred and
fifty of her passengers. The ship it-
self and every one of those travellers
form virile links between Canada and
the Orient. It is because every day
or two sees one or more of Japan’s
merchant marine at the docks here
that we on the Pacific Coast of Canada
are kept very closely in touch with
the Island Kingdom, her. enormous
neighbor China, and Russia; for it is
well known that the problems of all
three nations are bound up together;
that, in fact, Japan holds the key to
the KEastern question so far as the
above-mentioned 'countries are con-
cerned. :

It is universally recognized that Japan will gain
more, has gained more by the present world war
than any other country, and that having made a
magnificent start, she must continue to grow until
it is impossible to gauge her limits. Her role during
the past four years has been a triple one. She has
been munitioner to the Allies, purveyor to her own
markets, and exporter to those countries which prior
to the war 'depended largely upon Europe for their
imports. Up to the present her naval and military
losses have been practically nil. Having an un
limited supply of labor and practically no industrial
unrest, her industries can go ahead unfalteringly.
Her stock of gold has doubled during the last two
years. Her total trade for 1917 passed the billion
dollar mark, and this year must see a large increase.
Her clearing houses in 1914 aggregated something
above five million; last year they were over fifteen
billion. ;

Japan is straining every nerve and sinew to de-
velop her industries so that she may rank econom-
jcally with the greatest of the nations when the war
is over. The time has gone by when we could afford
‘to smile at the progress she was making. Says Mar
quis Komura, “Japan is no longer eulogized and flat-
tered as a plucky little nation, but is feared as an
aggressive power. She has come to the parting of
the ways.” Up to the last couple of years she was a
curious sort of hodge podge of eastern and western
manners, styles and modes of thought. But to-day
one finds in Japan less of emulation and more initi-
ative. She has taken from us what she needed, and
embodied it in her civilization, and rejected wpat she

_considered useless. She has found her own feet, so
to speak, and, aware of her strength and her ability,
is pﬁrsuirig her own course quite unafraid of censure
or comment. As straws show which way the wind
blows we might’ mention the fact that although some
years ago Japanese women were adopting European
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many farms in old Ontario, in some of the best dis-
tricts, are passing into the hands of aliens, Italians
and others. This movement in the vicinity of Guelph‘
has been quite pronounced. The Veteran says that
the interest of our race lies in the prevention of
this.

' The travesty that has marked the war at home in
the eyes of the Veteran is that, while he has gone to
fight and make property good, those at home have
prospered and most prominent in the picture is the
friendly alien. In the case of the enemy alien, the
German, the Austrian, the Turk and the Bulgar the
Veteran takes into mind the fact that the Govern-
ment of these people’s fatherlands have torn up in-
térnational law. Why, then, should we be bound by
a law that these people have repudiated? J

Yellow Peril.

in the German menace.

of this England of the Orient.
among the great nations.—~THE EDITOR.

[ # Resourceful

Another Study in the Problems of B.C.

»

By N. DeBERTRAND LUGRIN

FEW years ago Lawrence Irving, sor. of Sir Henry, made his last trip
through Canada playing in The Typhoon.
picted the strange behind-the-stage doings of the Japanese in other countries;
at a time when the German Menace seemed to be no bigger than the so-called
Speaking to the editor of this paper in his dressing-room the
actor said, “For the life of me | can’t see why people in this country are not
alive to the danger from that quarter of the world.”
Empress of Ireland. Not long afterwards the Jap “bugaboo” was swallowed up
Now after four years of war the writer of this article,
resident in Victoria, B.C., outlines the restless ambitions but honorable doings
For what? To take her place

Japan is waiting.

dress almost entirely, and disregarding their national
costume, to-day they are reverting to their own
picturesque and sensible kimonos.

As one Japanese writer puts it, “Other countries’
disabilities are Japan’s opportunities.” This terse
statement covers a significant situation. England
and other European countries, the United States and
Canada, have become, -on account of war conditions,
industrially paralyzed to a large extent. Japan reaps
the benefit. Here are a few of the new industries
which she has been rapidly building up during the
last couple of years; iron and steel, zinc, aluminum
and lead, metal products and all sorts of machinery;

" shipbuilding, electrical goods, textiles, oils, chemicals

and paint.

Let us glance for a moment at some of the items
in the cargoes that the Marus discharged at our own
docks here in British Columbia. Here we find all
sorts of silk and cotton goods and woollen materials.
“We cannot compete with the best products of Lan-
cashire,” says one shipper, “but we offer a very good
substitute,” and that “substitute” is pretty well all
we can afford tc buy just now. Here are boxes of
linen thread, bales of silk and wool goods, hemp rope
and ramie fibre materials. There are cases of leather
and leatherette goods, wicker furniture of all sorts,
preserves, nuts, beans, tea, glass, paper in huge rolls
and packages, and pasteboard boxes packed flat.
There is also a limited supply of rice and sugar.

In regard to rice it may be mentioned that this
commodity a few years ago, together with raw and
manufactured silk, formed nearly the entire cargo of
the few Japanese ships plying between Victoria and
Yokohama, to-day we get very little of that éereal,
and its cost is almest prohibitive. It is not that the
production is less, but that the Japanese prefer to
use their own rice for their own consumption. Time
was when they were satisfied with the coarser Chins
ese rice which we did not buy, and which found

This was a play which de-

Irving went down on the

The Veteran may not be put aside on the ground
that he is a socialist, a fanatic. To say he is'is mere®
abuse. It is not enough to say that the debt that -
society owes the soldier is greater than money can
liquidate. And it cannot be denied that if our Gov-
ernment were the reflection of the will of the people,
which some would have us believe, the alien enemy
would be conscripted and his property confiscated. -

Considering its mixed potentials the G. W. V. A.
has already made marvellous progress towards amal-
gamation. True, there are and have been dissen-’
tions that have alienated individuals, but these are
no more than growing pains. The Association i3
growing in spite of opposition, ridicule, abuse and
ulterior influences.’

(Continued on page 23.

J aps ¢
favor in this part of the world only
among the inhabitants of Chinatown.
Rut the Japanese have decided that
the best is none too good for them-
selves, so they keep what they need
and send us what little is left, together
with the Chinese product which has
also leaped in price, and which, incl
dentally, we are glad to eat. This i8
perhaps another straw in the wind.

Now let us glance for a moment at
what Japan has done in the way of
ship-building. Travellers from that
part of the world will speak of the
strides they are making in this indus-
try with almost bated breath. The
speed with which they can build 2
vessel seems to them to be positively
uncanny. “One day you will see the
bare ribs of a monster craft on the
ways,” said one woman, ‘and over
that skeleton will be swarming count-
less little figures, thick and busy a8
ants, and the next time you pass that
way to your amazement the ship has
been launched, bright with new
paint, and gleaming glass and metal.
and gay with bunting. It is like at
Aladdin tale. You rub your eyes and
cannot believe.” In 1914 Japan’s outr
put in tonnage was 85,816. On the first
of January of this year there were under construc
tion in Japanese yards 1,330,000 tons of shipping:
She expects to have an annual output from now On
of over 250 ships. .

That btings us to the question of what we are .
doing industrially, we Anglo-Saxons who possess the
vast Pacific Coast of North America, the Hawaiiall
Islands, the Philippines, Australia, New Zealand, and
footholds in China. Are we planning to meet such 2
competitor as Japan on anything like equal terms3
after the war is over? The United States is work-
ing overtime to make good all losses and have some:
thing to boot. But Canada, with all her vast timber
resources, billions of feet of which have been yet
untapped, Canada with her incredibly rich iron and
other mineral deposits, her splendid water power an
transportation facilities by way of inland waterway?
and peaceful, navigable seas, how has she risen to
meet the situation?

We are speaking now only of the Pacific Coast
Province. Are we doing our utmost? As far as thi%
last west goes, the great Province of British Colum*
bia with its enormous potential wealth is lagging far
behind in its accomplishment. The whole inlal
coasts of Vancouver Island should be a humming
hive of ship-building activity. We are far away from :
sight and sound of war, and none better situat®
than we to help build up the merchant marine 311_- ;
the navy. If we fail to do our part—well, there ia
no doubt in the world about the commercial future °
Japan just acrosg the water from us. She holds novw
third position in tonnage built and fifth in ton
owned among the nations of the world. She W
rank higher still at the end of another year. .

“The Pacific will be the storm-centre of the futur®
said a Prime Minister of New Zealand. That sto™
may be only a commercial, ihdus§r1a1 storm, bulf s
whatever form it takes, we've got to take steps &%

(Continued on page 17.)
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Some bell boomed out—three,

these papers ready when you re-

turn'”
. Frau Bobel heard mnothing of
this, From her perch at the

The stars were a million. Every
cluster known to the naked eye
seemed to be a spangle of jewels.

Yet if one of these terrible mes-

transom of her owin room she saw
Pleigman go; in half an hour
Pleigman coming back—awk-
wardly. She crept out to the balcony, along to the
Captain’s door. All she could hear was a low mum-
ble of voices. But through the keyhole she could see
Pleigman go to the door. She sped back t({ her ogvn
room and up to the transom. The fake Pleigman .e-
parted. From her covert in the elm-top she saw him
lurch away up street. A o

But was it—Pleigman? If not—who!

Frau Bobel be‘l‘ief\;red that she knew. But because
she had come to detest Hanslick, because she had
come to have an over-powering interest in these f:vho
adventurers, one of the air, the other of the eax;] I:
she swore to herself that she would not report he
suspicions to the machine. Not yet.

Controlling her emotions she went t
8ot a connection with Aerodrome X, an
Secret Service code-sign for ithat da}.’. 5

“May I speak to Commander Hopkirch?” 2

“The Commander is busy with his mac’}}lne-
is leaving on scout duty in half an hour.

“Oh. Wher will he be back?”

o her telephone,
d gave the

tter
“Not until morning. Can’t say the hour. Be
ring at daybreak—or later.”
; clovs n the hook.
Frau Bobel put the receiver slov.y © i

She kept silence.

She wanted to ;
he wanted to scream upposed sleepless

Were happening of which she,
Watcher I:)}:“. Captain Clock, was but vaguely -?W?I:Z
She knew now that the second Pleigman {(lllsem
Captain’s room was the Commander. Cl_ock ha o
for him on the eve of a long important ﬂlght‘. Akw.the
from her to Hanslick would have ‘held_ bac Fes
Commander. Because she detested Ha,nshckv zn xﬁis—
Mmachine she kept it to herself. What was t etain?
slon? What could it have to do with the CaP e
The Commander’s cool answers to her quest;lon had
i8 meerroom recurred to her furiously. 8 eHere
then been on the very edge of a.discovery(;n“iom
it was. Hopkirch and Clock were in some ¢ 2
Was the Commander luring the Captain to bie e
And what had Pleigman to do with it? Was

the confidence of the Captain?

The heat was stifling. She crep
t0D. In the blur of the restless Sf?far
could see vast masses oOf people moving
hotel was just a rock in a sea of people, o Bonit
less of the hour or the heat would no»F i of the
The streets were dark. Only in the ﬂ?:ifY‘
Searchlights could she see this almO'St tef s
Ing mags of humanity, which in spite © i
efforts of soldiers and police, trying to dispe
them, ran together like mercury.

It was Berlin on the defensive;
Wondering; afraid; yet feeling secure !
Play of the lights, knowing that the Cl
Might be attacked from the air was P

Y such an aggregate of aircraft, ar‘ld a
Craft guns as never had been known in an au

ven this was far less absorbing to Frne
Bobel than the Captain, whose light sho

t out to the elm-
chlights she
pelow. The
who regard-

expectant,
under the
ty which
rotected
nti-air-
y city-

§ . in
4Cross the balcony, and whose wme?VSImm
SDite of the heat were close shut. Plsllf ca

Was in there; the real one this time.
®en there for an hour or more. 3
hen gshe gazed down at the crow@ aiae‘;:
S0 Pleigman was a traitor? Well t :
Va5 time enough for him. The Captain ﬁT?S'
he had threatened the Captain that he Wa
i her power; that she would shadow ln.m
evel‘ywhere—; that she would appear only I-IIZ
"% Mmoment of supreme * opportunity- e
kngy, she was in the hotel. She knew that <
lad made no effort to locate her. He‘. hiat
B0red her, She was angry. She did no
Dauge to ask herself why one b Sl;e
Yoweq o spring the trap and put an end Z
the. Captain’s double career; the next _fouﬁ
“MSelf unaple to do it, because of—was lit 1{)1:
. . himgelf, or was it the strange, ‘me: f?)re-
Bwhl-g of gome vast unbelievable even e
Moweq by those bulletins from the clouds?
ell, it was a long while—almost & dream .
%8 ghe had so furtively begun to SPY lllg)-
loe Captain pback at her little house' inHere
&hgne, How Germany had changed'. gy 7
® Was in the heart and brain of it; WHL .

' gtrange man.

[ 'THE HOUR by the GLOCK |

(Continued from page 10.)

that swirling sea of people below, and above her and
the elm-top the imperturbable stars.
Frau Bobel felt uncontrollably sleepy.
Yet it was a strange time to be dreaming.when t'he
realisms of all things were hourly becoming so in-
i ig and strange.
criiiz]zt kV)\tisanot strange that Berlin, which for years
had been the power which upheaved the world and
ostensibly by the strength of the Allemachte Gott,
should on that strange night, foreshadowed by Cap-
tain Clock, become the objectiv? of tremendous vql-
tages. The drama Wwas proceeding eVel.l as Clock in
his room wrote it down, up to the point where he
could no longer trace it. Plevigman sleepless as an
owl, sat at the door keeping his gans on the crowd
pelow and his eyes on the Captain. The ‘d‘oor was
open by the Captain’s order. The paptam was a
The gates of hell might open at a
im. Pleigman had ceased to figure him
wotr d g(;n?mlgrnelly complied with him, believing that
P ;1 'oslt aﬂy moment of miracle the man might be
‘:nf:tched from his sight to heaven knew what.
Pleigman was not aware that an astute female
‘ as well asleep in the tangled shadow of the elm-
s WH could not have believed that anybody could
s i“such a night. Himself a child of Berlin,
‘sle‘ep.: évery cranny of it as on a map, he never-
;(I?e(;:;s ghad always felt it as a (:*i‘ty of cave-men and
1ds and supermen and terrible, uphftlng inven-
k_ObO Pleigman had never seen any other city. He
v g r ‘w‘ante‘d to. The yesterdays and to-morrows
25 to a focus here. He believed Berlin was
2 'cam? ‘ower not a mere community in commerce.
o Othg anrte’-room of God; the gathering place of
- w‘a:o le by whom His will was make knowx_1.
;e re its wires and wireless spaces, its tele-
NQW v‘:::-Lepht;nes and Marconis carrying the vol-
oS some turn in the grealt struggle, some un-
thgeeol B hange in events such as Captain Kluck
100ke{d-forhcd out in his secret narrative. Pleigman
'ha‘.d S-l.( it : incredible; ‘impossible. Yet—why was
;sald-lt wa.ked into the heart of dtself down there
i pa.‘c ne drives the waves on shore? Why was
ol hurn(.:a go marvellously, compressedly calm as
L Ca.vptaln his papers, sealed them up, wrote one
i ﬁnlS'h’de. triend, the editor, in Paris, entrusted
k;ftig ;’Ole;lglrsnan and stepped out to the balcony?
a )

pack your Iron Cross!”.

“Take

sages from the north or the west
should jump the wires or the wire-
less lanes and short-circuit into that stupendous mass
of flesh and nerves and brains down there, the stars
might for a while be forgotten.

Clock was oddly silent. He did not know that Frau
Bobel was in the shadow of the elm, though he might
have guessed it. She was nothing to him. Far less
than Pleigman—or another. The crowd failed
to excite him. There was something else.
He believed that the Wilhelmstrasse knew; that the
War Office was full of people; that the Kaiser and
his lords were in council somewhere—but that as
long as they could they would keep the news from
the people under the flare of the searchlights, until
something should crack in Berlin itself and the war-
lords would crumple up like wet cardboard.

But ‘there was something else. Pleigman saw him
scan, the star-dromes. = Frauw Bobel, awake now,
crouched in the shadow of the tree. It seemed an
age since she had gone to sleep. The sound of the
crowd below ‘to her had changed. How, she scarcely
knew. Like the rising of a storm. The people were
like clouds or a sea. The army at home, old and
young and women—too lacking in fire and directive
energy to become a mob, she thought; yet—heaven
knew.

She tried to forget them; remembering the Cap-
tain and his abject satellite, Pleigman, who did
everything the Captain did—peering up at the stars
now, listening,—what did they expect? An aero-
invasion ?

The drone of the ‘people \belvow tapered off into
a sound from the star lanes. She heard it. Clock
sooner. She saw the Captain grab Pleigman by the
arm, pointing to—an atom of sound somewhere?
An airship.  Whose? Obviously—Hopkirch’s; back
sooner than expected. No other machine could have
S0 agitated 'the Captain.

Swiftly the alom became a small speck of noise
almost vertically above—beyond the search flares.
Clock had his glasses up.

“Raus!” he whispered to Pleigman, clutching at
his tunic. “Ah! Three short greens—a red—and a
green. His lights. Good! Pleigman—you had

better crawl out to the crowd. Quick!”

It was all over in a minute. Frau Bobel ‘heard
every word. She saw the Captain stalk dinto hiy
room followed. by  Pleigman.

Then scmehow the flares faded. Dawn crept
over the city; from a sky sweeping clean of
stars, and not an airship anywhere. Its lack:
lustre light fell weirdly upon the pied and
chequered masses of bedraggled, sleepless hu-
manity, much of it sunken in heaps on the
walks, under the trees, in doorways, a mass of
inertia.

XIX.

RAU BOBEL left the balcony. She knew
F the Captain would not leave his room. She

'went to the ‘telephone. The toss of a
copper would have sent her to the Captain.
In times of impending crisis one leans to the
strong man, to the self-contained. Crisis was
coming. Wings of it. The air was alive with
it. Frau Bobel knew not what. But Command-
er Hopkirch closeted with the Captain before
Qe took to the air, had signalled him by agree-
ment on his return. The code meant—definite-
ly something. What? Something of which
the ppeople were dgnorant and the war lords
were not. She could fancy the Major-domo
glowering at his end of the line; hating to be
called by a woman—who "had done nothing to
stop one man from his purpose.

So she told him calmly, collectedly, tersely—
all she knew. :

Then the sun was up. The hotel began to
palpitate with traffic. Doors banged, windows
whistled, feet 'pounding along the corridors,
hushed and excited voices. The Captain was
out again. She hated him; 'pitied him; loved
him: it malttered not which most. Anyhow she
had trapped him. He never could escape.

The crowd was waking like a vast menagerie.

~ (Continucd on page -24:)



LANNERIES is by no means a new compiaint,
F but it has sprung into anything like promin-

ence only since the war, as never before was

there such an opportunity to study its symp-
toms, or such need to devise a remedy as there is
to-day. In peace time it was given scant consider-
ation, and was called by the somewhat unsympa-
thetic and decidedly uneuphonious name of Malinger-
ing. The origin of the word is a matter of consid-
erable mystery. The largest school of casuists in
“Our Battery” maintains that it is a corruption of a
term in common use in veterinary circles. This con-
tention our veterinary sergeant absolutely refuses
either to corroborate or refute, deeming it beneath
his dignity, no doubt, to participate in philological
controversies.

It may be said here, for the benefit of possessors
and students of “The Physician in the Home,” and
other kindred works, that while the symptoms of
Flanneries are almost identical with those of Crud
—known as the Somme fever, or the Yellow fever—
it is not to be confused with that dread and per-
nicious disease. Somme fever is to be found cnly
among those who are afraid of their skins; the Flan-
neries affect all and sundry who have a disinclina-
tion for physical exertion. :

The “skinners,” which is the name to which artil-
lery drivers answer in the war zone, appear to be
most susceptible to Flanneries. Perhaps it is in the
air of the horse lines. I should say, off-hand, that
nine out of ten of the victims are drivers.

The most interesting specimen we had in “Our
Battery” was Archibald Percival McCosh, R.R.
Driver McCosh was the direct antithesis of all that
his given name implies. He joined us at Exhibition
Camp in Toronio in “civy” clothes, his peaked cap
pulled down over one eye, and a dark stain, testi-
fying eloquently to the succulence of the tobacco he
favored, besmearing the corners of his mouth. The
most exacting task our officers ever undertook was to
teach Percy to wear his service cap straight. That
task is not yet completed.

We called him Percy, partly because it was really
his name, but mostly in appreciation of his many
good points. The “R. R.”, signifying Rough Rider,
was an honor accorded him by the personnel of the
battery, in admiration of his horsemanship.

Somewhere in this wide world there may be a
horse that Percy could not ride, though I doubt it;
for he rode the worst we had, and there was an im-
pression in “Our Battery,” not entirely unsupported
by the facts, that all the equine iniquity in the
entire universe, outside the Central Empires, was
gathered together by the kind Canadian Government
and assigned to us.

As long as there was war material Percy was
happy and worked with zeal. When all the horses
were broken to the saddle, or so nearly broken that
the other drivers could handle them, the Flanneries
set in. The unhappy victim withdrew himself ex-
pertly from all parades as soon as roll was called,
and retired to the bunk-house, where he was found
by the officers, on the one or two occasions on which
he was discovered, in an agony with a sudden attack
of cramps, sick headache, or some similar complaint,

The battery was young and enthusiastic. We de
cided to take drastic steps. At a special conclave of
the gunners and drivers, it was decided to withdraw
the degree of “R. R.” we had conferred upon him,
and to reduce him to the ranks as an ordinary, every-
day, garden variety driver. A committee was se-
lected to inform Percy of this drastic step. They
performed their task with suitable ceremony, and
the culprit seemed much affected.

Then Angel came to us from Remount. She was
little, she was piebald, and she was bad—B-A-D.
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Flanneries

OU have never had it.

We first found it out when young Rose took her
out on a “numnah” ride—that is the army name for
mediaeval torture on a bare-back horse. Rosie rather
fancied himself as a rider, and since the fall of Mc:
Cosh, was aspiring to the title made vacant by the
said fall. Angel put an end to his ambitions by wip-
ing him off her back on the fence in front of the
grandstand at Exhibition Camp.

The next day was Sunday, and I was on stable
piquet. Stable piquet is bad enough at any time;
but when you add the fact that it was Sunday, which
is supposed to be our day off, and the last Sunday in
our home town before going overseas at that, it is
not to be wondered at that I was sore.

Then came our Captain and asked me to saddle a
horse for him. His own horse was on the sick lines
and I told him so. “Is there any other horse you
would prefer sir?” I asked him, with all due defer-
ence, but with a fiendishly gleeful hope in my heart.
The Captain, I knew, had spent all his ‘time in the
orderly room engaged with matters of detail and rou-
tine, and knew next to nothing of our horses.

“0, no,” he said; ‘“any horse that can move will
do.” g :

The Captain ig really a very decent fellow, and I

'had nothing against him personally. But I was on

piquet, and it was Sunday, and—well, you know just
about how I felt. So I saddled Angel for him.

I led her out, and waited to see the fun. It came
rather more quickly than I had anticipated. The
moment Angel felt his weight settle, she reared and
then bucked. The captain is a fair rider and stayed
on, though without any conspicuous evidence of
overpowering pleasure. Angel, finding her prelim-
inary efforts a failure, “carried on,” and finding the
stable handy, proceeded to rub the Captain off on the
corner of it. She set her feet and bumped her back
in much the same way that a sow does in scratching
its back against a post. I have seen a gunner, after
his first two months at the front, go through similar
motions against a gun wheel.

HE Captain was not hurt much, and was able to

come overseas with us, limping with the aid of

a cane. To his credit I must say that he never held

it against me, although that, I believe, was mostly

because I was only a poor, ignorant gunner, and as

such, could not be expected to know much about
horses. :

Angel next day was put under Percy’s charge, with
instructions to break her or kill her.

When Percy saddled Angel on Monday everyone
who could possibly get away was out to see. The
cook-house orderlies took advantage of the tempor-
ary absence of the cook, to absent them-
selves from their duties, only to find on
arriving at the cattle-judging ring in the
east part of the grounds that the cook was
there before them. The barrack-room or-
derlies and the “light duty” sick forsook
their haunt by the stove; the officers were
out in force, and the office orderlies too;
all the stable piquets were there but one,
and he was a Presbyterian with an over-
developed sense of duty. The guard house
was deserted, the guard baving been un-
able to decide who was to stay and watch
the one lone prisoner, taking him with
them. The guard on duty on the quarter
beat stood at one end of his course where

he could watch the ring.

It was indeed a sight worth seeing.
Angel was led into the ring where Percy
mounted her after the gate had been
closed. She reared and pawed the air;

Gunner Percy had.
the story of how he came into notice on a buck-
ing broncho in Toronto, and ended up with Flanner-
ies and immortal action in Flanders, is one of the
heroic comedies of the war.

B, EBNEST G BLEOK

Percy would go to the ruined gun pits and burn flares.

she bucked and kicked; she ram
forward and stopped quickly,

Percy stuck to her as if nailed.

She tried to bite his foot, but he
kicked her jaw until she gave it
up. She tried her oid trick with
the fence. He was prepared. The
sharp spurs and wicked curbed bit
punished her cruelly, and she was
soon a mass of blood, lather and
froth. But she never reached the
fence.

Then Angel played her right
bower. She got down and rolled-
As she got down, Percy got off,
and as she got up, he was on her
back again like a flash. The battle was won, though
Angel fought on half-heartedly for scme time longer.
At last Percy could drive around the ring without

And

.

any special disturbance, and the Major said the

job was done, and “d——d well done, too.”

That night there was another conclave of the gun-
ners and drivers. Without a dissenting voice it was
decided to reinstate Percy in his former degree; and
moved that the rights and perquisites appertaining
thereto should be perpetual and independent of the
future conduct of the recipient thereof.

Of our training in England, little need be said,
except that Percy suffered a great deal from the
Flanneries. On our arrival in France his health imr
proved. He had enlisted to fight and now was his
chance, so he bucked up for the time.

Life at the horse lines, grooming horses, and
cleaning harness, i8 far from exciting; and
Percy soon suftered a relapse. About once in ten

days he made a trip “up the lines” with rations of

ammunition; and the rest of the time he waited and
waited in the mud and slime of the horse lines, for
the great day when the line should break, and the
guns go forward with shrapnel bursting on every
side; while the gunners hung on for dear life as they
went bumpety-bump-bump over the hills in front, at
which they had gazed often in hopeful speculation.

F OR a while he went to the bad completely. Every

time he went to the village behind the lines h®
got into trouble. The M.P.’s (military police) got to
know him, and they took him to the A.P.M.’s officé
(Assistant Provost Marshal) so often that the fact
that his initials were the same as the big red letters
on the sign in front of that dignitary’s office was
noted. To this day the M.P.s greet him as “A.P.M.”

After a month or two of this kind of life he had 3
stroke of good luck. An ill-fitting shoe galled his
foot, and he continued to wear it in the hope of work"
ing up a big enough sore to parade sick. It suc

ceeded better than he had hoped. His sock poixsoned =

the sore, and by the time he got to the doctor, his
foot and leg were in a shocking state.

The doctor at once sent him to the hospital whero

he had three weeks of edse and luxury such as he
had never experienced in the army before. It wa’
too good to last; also it was too good to be alloW
to slip through his fingers without an effort.

The night before he was to return to his unit b®
stole a tablespoon from the kitchen. As he start
to undress he slipped it under his pillow. Dressin8
and undressing were very complicated operation?
with Percy. Like all sufferers from Flenneries he
had a horror of sewing on a button. His brass bU

bucking at the same time; but
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tons, which showed to the public gaze, were up to
strength and well polished. Our officers saw to that.

His brass buttons, the badges of his noble calling,
were the only ones left on his uniform. The others
were replaced by safety-pins and short wire nails.
Such an arrangement makes dressing a work of art.
(If any kind lady reader, seeing this and anxious to
do something for the boys out here, sends a small
packet of “bachelor buttons” addressed to Corporal
A. P. McCosh, Canadian Field Artillery, France, I
am sure the act will be very much appreciated).

'Ha.ving finally got to bed Percy closed his eyes and
feigned sleep. The time passed slowly, and it was
only with great difficulty that he remained awake;
but he did not consider it safe to act until well past
midnight,

Then he sat up in bed. From under his pillow he
ls_ecured the purloined spoon, and from the combina-
tion washstand, dresser and clothes-rack at the head
of his bed he got two towels. One of these he tied
very tightly just above his right knee, and the other,
also very tightly, just below the knee. Then he
i)&mded his knee-cap with the tablespoon for a long

e.

T last the knee began to swell, and the skin de-
veloped a red, angry rash. Apparently satisfied
with his night’s work, he untied the towels, replaced
the instrument of self-torture, and lay down. Al-
though in soms pain, as may be imagined, he was
80on asleep.
Morning came, and with it the doctor Who was to
Mmake the final examination and sign the pap-
ers which would release him to the battery.
Percy showed him the knee, now swollen to an
enormous size. Before speaking the doctor
made a thorough examination.

“How did this happen?”
length.

“I slipped coming back from the mess-room

yesterday,” said Percy, who had all the details
ready. :
_But the doctor had not spent months at &
base hospital in France without learning any-
thing. He had seen that thing before. He gave,
Percy a  long lecture on «gelf-mutilation,”
courts-martial and firing squads, and wound up
by marking the papers “Active,” and sending
him back to the battery as he was.

Percy was lame for a long time, but to the
great amazement of all who knew him he did
ot parade sick, He had long heard the usual
tales at the horse lines about the wonderful
life We gunners were having up at the gups.
The stories of little work, plentiful rations,
Palatial quarters, and our fine evenings around
our dug-out fire with our gramophone grinding
Out tid-bits from the latest musical comedy, fas-
Cnated him. He had himself paraded to tha
Major angd asked to be allowed to learn gumnery:

i I_\IOW, if there is anything our major understands,
t is human nature. From the day back in Toronto,
When he had seen Percy ride Angel, he had been
Convinced that there was something good in the

Y, if he knew how to get at it. Here was 2 chance
z‘;try, out his theory, he thought, and he gave his

nsent to the transfer.
th'l‘ha.t is how we came to have Percy with us up =

€ guns, At first we did not like it, but now We all
%8Tee that it was one of the best things that ever
aDpened. '

For a while there were no symptom
an:as a new life; there were many things to. se:
i learn: and thers was an average of about O1°

ird of every day when Percy could lounse around
POisoning himself with the villainous issue cigarettefs,
ODerating the gramophone or playing golitaire. This
:St Was the craze of the moment, and I have seen

© less than six games of solitaire in Progress at
One time,

About this time we moved to anothe
wa:t' In our new position Percy foun

more work than there had ever

Orse lines, There were gun-pits and sleeping quar
®rs to dig and strengthen; there was 2 dug-out to
fo e for the major, one for the telephonist, another

T the rest of the officers; and yet another to serve

officers’ mess-room. As soon as We finished one

® Were started on another one.
ke had just finished the officers
starting on the mess COOK
ted Hun got after us. It seems
not high enough to hide the

he asked at

s of Flanneries.

d that there
been at the

» cook house and

house, whe

the crest in front

Looked frantically for so

r part of the

.of fire that

n .the

flash of the guns .
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sufficiently at night, and Fritz got our line and range
to an inch.

After the first few shots it became clear that it
was not a casual affair but a concentration, and the
order to scatter was given. When a battery is ndt
firing there is nothing to be gained by staying around
a gun position which is being shelled. In fact, there
is everything *o lose, and the order to clear out has
saved many lives which would otherwise have been
lost to no purpose.

Percy and I were away for water at the time, but
we got the details later. The boys said that they
made the hundred yards to the communication
trench on our right flank in times varying from eight
and one-fifth seconds to nine and two-fifths. I am
well aware that this is less than the world’s record
for one hundred yards on the track; but I have never
doubted the boys’ word in the matter.

It was clear we should have to move. If it had
been an ordinary bombardment, such as we have
often had, with a pit or two smashed, and perhaps
one gun out of action, we should probably have
stayed where we Were, as we have on other occa-
sions. But this had been an unusually accurate and
heavy concentration, showing that Fritz was pretty
sure of his ground. A new location for the battery

was selected, nearer to the line, but with a better
crest to hide the flashes.

We were all prett.
by this time,
plete new batte
Percy went to be

y sick of shovels and sand-bags
and thoughts of having to build a com-
ry position were very distasteful.
d with his old complaint, the trouble

headache, I think.
ed of pain the word came that the major

for a volunteer to stay at the old position
and delude the wily Hun. It was just the kind of
thing to appeal to & person of Percy’s temperament,
and he applied for the job. It is my firm belief that
if it were guaranteed that he would have no work to
do except what would be incidental to feeding him-
self, he would pivouac in No Man’s Land and stay

there for the duration.

peing sick
To his b
had asked

s sent to the old position at night with
ty. A small, deep dug-out was
made near the battery and h_e was installed with
overal days’ rations. Every night that was without
se’ ¢ percy would 0 to the ruined gun-pits and burn
fl:xs‘es, which had been sgecially prepared, and make
_ olow above the crest like the flash of a gun. He
ot nchronize his flares with the firing

as careful to s¥ :
wf :ome gun in the neighborhood.
(o) . a few flares Percy would retire to

i urning
‘Arf;;r -l;ut and await’ developments.  Sometimes
s £ d immediately. At other times he

1d respon
Fyita wor aps a few hours or until the

it a while, perh
Wo;md:;a:l and then, concentrating several batteries
ne ’

ined position sweep it with such a tornado
on the TUIRCE Bl pivered with terror in his little

P ERCY wa
o fatigue par

retreat. X ¢
i peen given for him to count the shots;
Unes w nd that to count shots when bat-

oon fou
.flﬁelsegiczntmte ig almost impossible when one is
© -

tration. The regu-
e centre of the concen
80 nebaslq‘ar?ers made reports, however, and from that
lar ;::e it was computed that Percy drew seven hun-
sou g

mething.with which to defend himself.
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dred and twenty-three rounds from the German bat
teries in the time he was at the position.

For this piece of work Percy was mentioned in
despatches, and received the D. C. M. and ten days’
leave in England. At the end of his leave he re-
turned to us “wearied but still unsated,” his money
all gone, but three new addresses on the last pag:a
of his pay book, which also harbored a lady’s glove
and one or two other articles of an intimate feminins
nature. The pay book is the soldier’s safety deposit
for all treasured articles which can possibly be
crammed into it. Testaments have stopped bullets:
the average pay book would stop a shrapnel shell.

The first few days after leave are the hardest of
a soldier’s life. Especially is this true of leave to
Blighty from the front. Percy came back with a fit
of the blues which not even his distinction of being
the first man in the battery to be decorated, could
alleviate. When he saw how much  work there was
still to be done on the new position the blues de-
veloped into a grouch. Flanneries would most cer-
tainly have followed had it not been for the order to
put in a forward gun.

A forward gun is much to the liking of an adven-
turous soul. It is generally in advance of the rest
of the battery, has usually no cover but “camou-
flage” or screening, and is seldom fired except in
very important operations. Its main object is “tar-
gets of opportunity,” which may present themselves
to direct fire in a big show. Once fired its exact’
position is disclosed and the course of wisdom is to
move as soon as possible. As for work, there i3
practically nothing for the crew to do on a
quiet front but exist. When a forward gun was
talked of in our battery, Percy hoped our gun
would be the one chosen, and when “A” sub-
gection was chosen he was bitterly disappoint-
ed. He had himself paraded and asked to be
allowed to go as one of the crew, which re-
quest, in view of his reputation for nerve, was

granted.

T HERE were six on the crew all told; five
gunners and a sergeant. For a month or
go everything went just as Percy had hoped.
Not a shot was fired, and there were practic-
ally no fatigues. Then suddenly Fritz made
one of his periodic attempts to reach Calais.
Movements near the gun had evidently been
noted, for the night before the Strafe the clump
of bushes sheltering it had been shelled pretty
heavily. It was part of the usual policy of
marking gun positions, but leaving the actual
shelling until just before an infantry attack, so
that the guns are out of action when needed
most.
The bombardment was at night. When two
or three shots had landed dangerously close,
the crew decided to move; and manhandled
the gun to a hedge about fifty yards away. It was
heavy work wheeling the gun through the long grass
of midsummer, while a steady stream of shells
plunked into the spot where it had just recently been
concealed. To make matters worse, two German
machine guns opened fire in the hope of catching

anyone leaving the shelled position, and raked the

neighborhood with streams of lead.
It was a dark, moonless night, lit only by the

- chemical ghostliness of the arching star-shells. The

whining and zipping of bullets, the howling of ap-
proaching shells, the roaring of the bursts, and the
singing of the ragged splinters overhead merged into
a great stimulating tumult of sound. To sit idly
waiting in such a predicament is a nervous strain of
the first order; but when there is work to do, one’s
nerves are set like a steel trap and one works with
that nervous energy which is the joy of battle.

The gun was got quickly over the grassy streteh
and was just being run into the shelter of the hedge
when one of the machine guns poured its deadly
stfeam, as water from a hose, along the full length
of the hedge, killing the gergeant and wounding two
of the gunners. Percy was kneeling with the still
quivering sergeant in his arms, examining him for
the extent of his wounds, when the stuttering chat-
ter of the gossiping machine gun broke forth once
more ‘into its tale of terror and death. Again it swept
the hedge, splintering the gun wheels in several
places, and putting two more bullets with convulsing
thuds into the form in Percy’s arms, one of the bul-
lets passing through the fleshy part of one of the
supporting arms.

The gun was just in front of the support trenches,
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and infantry stretcher-bearers took charge of the
two wounded gunners. Percy had his arm dressed
with a field dressing, but refused to go to the dress-
ing-station until a relief should come from the bat-
tery. Being partially disabled, he assumed charge of
the gun. One of the two remaining gunners he sent
to the battery for reinforcements, as telephone con-
nections had been broken. An infantry man went
with him-to satisfy the order that “runners” shall not
go singly aiter nightfall. When the infantryman re-
gained consciousness in the hospital two days later
he explained the non-appearance of reinforcements.

In order to get the gun ready for action in its new
position the ammunition had to be moved. Fritz had
lightened the task by hitting and destroying one pile.
The infantry ofiicers let Percy have a few men to
transfer the balance.

No gunners having appeared, Percy secured four
infantrymen to fill in as a substitute crew in case the
impending attack should materialize before the ar-
rival of a reliefl. These he initiated into the mys-
teries of fuse-setting and loading while he detailed
his one gunner to lock after the range-drum and
breech, leaving the actual laying to himself, as his
right hand was still serviceable.

As he had had a midnight session of gun-drill, he
arranged to have the infantry guard call him in case
of an S. 0. S, and turned in with his greenhorn
crew.

The arrangement for the infantry guard to wake
the gun crew was quite unnecessary, for Fritz staged
a throbbing reveille of gun fire just at the peep o’
dawn. Percy roused his men and they stood to the
gun.

It was still dark enough to get the full beauty of
the bombardment:. From behind the first crest in the
German lines, hosts of great triangular flashes of

Our little Ford waits outside the hospital doors.

”

Aflx-la-Bains.

INNER is over, and the waiters are remov-
D ing fruit plates and bottles from the

tables under the trees, while the guests re-

tire to the far end of the garden. The
whole atmosphere of the place breathes of luxury and
indolence; and yet, a day or two ago, the languid
young officers now lazily smoking cigarettes were
probably in the trenches; and an hour or two ago,
the fair-haired girl sipping a dainty cup of coffee
beneath a potted palm, was washing china of a more
generous mould in a Y. M. C. A. canteen; while I
(looking tolerably respectable in this half-light) have
spent the entire day performing necessary operations
on the black and oily interior of a Ford.

It was aggravating, in such an attractive town, to
spend my time in a garage with the mercury soar-
ing to an alarming height; but now in the garden
the trees are garnished with shining grapes, which
shed a soft radiance on bare necks and sombre uni-
forms. ; : i

To-morrow I shall be motoring beside the emerald
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light reached up and probed the dull-grey sky ine-
mentarily, like sudden flashes from giant search-
lights. Where the barrage played on our front line
of trenches the gloom was pierced at regular inter-
vals with the sparklike flash of bursting shrapnel.
The vault above No Man’s Land was filled with phos-
phorescent star-shells and blood-red rockets calling
for our artillery. Percy did not appreciate the scene
at the time, but the picture became Tegistered sub-
consciously and came back to him with  striking
force after it was all over.

Presently the barrage lifted from the first line of
trenches to the second line, A new sound became
audible above the drum-beat of the barrage—it was
the hectic rattle of machine gun and rifle fire. The
Germans were over the top. :

It was still too dark to distinguish the grey-clad
intantry, so Percy let fly into No Man’s Land at ran-
dom, hoping for luck. This he kept up until the
rifle fire subsided, and word came back that the
first line had succumbcd to the assault.

Following a comparative lull, the duration of which
Percy could mever intelligently estimate, the bar-
rage lifted again and settled on the trench just be-
hind the gun. Again the Germans were in the open,
this time visible in the growing light, and time after
time their serried ranks were shattered by perfect
bursts of shrapnel, directed more by good luck than
good management by the make-shift gun crew. But
on they came, with thinning ranks, but relentlessly,
unfalteringly, heroically. They reached and cap-
ti1ed the second line of trenches.

Percy and his gun were then in No Man’s Land.
He had barely time to reflect on the gravity of his
situation when the field grey appeared in the open
again, charging, though greatly reduced in numbers,
with the utmost determination. For they were then

N
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Lake Bourget—a luxury
that millionaires in Aix
cannot share — and
later I may be lunch-
ing, hot and dusty, at
a miserable little way-
side . tavern on eggs,
black bread and sour

wine. The life of a
chauffeuse is full of
contrasts!

HETHER/I dine in

el; whether I sleep in
the ducal suite or
curled on the seat of
my motor beneath the
stars, affects not my
happiness. But if the
car beging to make
strange noises and
puffs and pants up the hills, the most beautiful scen-
ery in France loses its charm! My every mood is
merged in that of my little Ford.

The car is called “Percy” after his late driver:
a name wholly unsuitable to the practical elderly
appearance of both. But we really cannot call him
0.8153 every time we speak to him, and there is such
a strong family likeness between all the Ford vans

belonging to the F. W, E. F. that we must give them .

names. Percy has rather more than his share of
large red crosses. The one on top would make an
excellent target, but our sleep has been untroubled
by airplanes, and we have heard the guns only once,
from very far away.

Sometimes the delegate I am driving on her tour
of French Military Hospitals is tired and harassed
from endless visits and troublesomc reports; some-
times I am the one who suffers froin long drives and
mechanical difficulties; sometimes it is Percy who
boils with rage at having to mount such long, steep
hills. At such times we all worry lest some disas-
ter ‘overtake us on-the' road. We~haven’t perfect

a palace or hov-

almost within reach of their first definite objective,
which was the ridge along the brow of which ran
the support trench, just behind Percy’s gun. From
this crest they could operate against the valley in
which the bulk of the British artillery was located.

By ordering a zero fuse Percy fired shrapnel, which
burst beautifully just in front of the gun, ploughing
great furrows in the advancing masses. The attack-
ers shied violently to right and left, leaving a 8ap
in front of the gun., Into this gap jumped a German
under officer, charging wildly at the gun. The crew
lcaded hurriedly and Percy pulled the firing lever,
but too late, for the German was already too near,
and the shell went past him before exploding.

Percy was looking frantically for something with
which to defend himself, when the German burst
through the bushes and rounded the side of the gull
with poised bayonet. All seemed. over, when the
German fell, killed by a bullet from a trench behind.

At practically the same moment the infantry be
hind the gun, on a front of about one hundred yards,
rose from the trenches with a shout and charged the
Germans. Shaken by the ordeal of charging into the
mouth of a field gun, they turned and fled. The
infantry halted at the hedge shielding the gun, and
flinging a cordon around it and back to the trench.
concealed themselves in the long grass and awaited
developments.

The German retired to the second line trench tO
reorganize.” Meanwhile some gunners appeared and
Percy and his infantry gun crew were relieved. An
hour later a counter-attack drove the enemy out of
the captured trenches. That was the first thing
Percy heard when he reached the dressing-station

“Our Battery” has always maintained that for the
Victoria Cross Percy won on that occasion, he has t0
{hank the Flanneries more than anything else.

- Outside the Hospital

=

(zates

By ESTELLE M. KERR

confidence in Percy, though he realiy is a deserving
little fellow. And he had .some hard work to do
climbing the Ballons d’Alsace, crawling up a moun
tain pass for eleven kilometres and then, still wWoIsé
descending the long precipitous road with all its
hair-pin turnings. And before his engine had time
to cool he was called upon to mount to a fortress
hospital perched high on a hill, like the enchanted
castle of a fairy tale. No wonder his brake 8av®
way! Poor Percy! I sometimes feel his distress S0
keenly that I would willingly exchange this sublime
scenery for the monotonous asphalt and red brick
houses of a small Canadian town. But Vosges 18
lovely, Jura still more beautiful, and Savoie the 10V€"
liest of all! So it was really good of Percy to hol
out until we got here.

He is remarkably agile, too. Only a skilled acro
bat could have avoided killing some of the hevs
and chickens that would get in front of the car and
race us. I hope I may never be called upon to €2
such muscular birds! The cows, too, were extremely
trying in the way they planted themselves in ﬁont
of him; the attitude of the geese was almost suicidal,
while the peasant carts, drawn by bullocks, formed 2
formidable obstacle on hills, for the drivers Wer®
always de:\af to the sound of the horn.

E have visited: hospitals in old convents _afl‘d
monasteries—spacious, peaceful places W
gardens and sunny courtyards—hospitals in hand"
some college buildings; in severely plain parracks
with great square drill-yards; fortress hospitals on
rocky heights, and sad hospitals in prisons.
there were evacuation stations in canvas or woodet
tents, concealed from the view of passing airmen‘b’;
boughs of trees, or irregular camouflage bands oe
green and brown. An American hospital we haVv
seen is designed to accommodate ten thousand bed:i
and the largést French one is situated in the coloss
buildings of a former barracks which has ever i
stables fitted out with beds—which have never be®
needed, I am glad to say. ‘ ad
So many things help to make a hospital good, L
or indifferent that the casual observer may 8¢

; e



erroneous impression. But nothing escapes

-the keen eye of the delegate, who knows
what equipment each should have, what the
medical. authorities  would supply, and in’
:what way our society would best supple-
:ment the comforts. It is gratifying to see
what excellent institutions have been made
of the most unpromising buildings. Many
-were lacking in the simplest of sanitary
-arrangements, and had no running water
above the main floor. In some hospitals
you still see the convalescents carrying jugs
of water up two flights of stone stairs.

In the early days of the war, when the
.burden of the wounded was greater than
France could bear, our society was able to
help in supplying essentials; now the gifts
‘we. offer come under the head of comforts.
Sterilizing outfits are sometimes asked for;
oilcloth coverings, surgical instruments,
linen, clothing, rubber gloves. Sometimes
it is the delegate who notices that the men
have no extra pillows or rests for their
‘backs; that there is not a little table be-
tween each bed, nor a proper kind of tray
for meals. Compared with the up-to-date
American hospital at Dijon, the best we
have seen appears rudimentary; but the
. delegate, noting the great improvement that
takes place every six months, is well satis-
fied.

UXONNE was the first hospital we

visited, and there I remained on guard
till the kind Mother Superior sent for me
to come to the red-tiled kitchen for goose-
berry wine and cookies. The nuns in their
enormous stiff white head-dresses looked
very picturesque as they stood in the ar-
rades of the old convent, while wounde~
éoldiers basked in the sunshine of the
courtyard.

The next hospital, at Dole, was even more
attractive. Its windows overlooked a canal,
which reflected an arched bridge and old
tiled houses piled high above one another
till they were crowned by the tall tower of
the Cathedral. There were other hospitals
at Dole, but none so fine. The one for
tubercular patients was rather dreary, but
'the delegate was pleased to see the improve-
ments that had been made since she visited
it on a bleak day last September. Whitewash
and bright curtains had changed the aspect
of the wards, and the screens we had sent
‘divided them and made it possible to spare the suf-
ferers from the sight of a comrade in his death
agony. The head nurse showed us their one bath—
“a dilapidated tin affair—and asked .if it would be
bossible for us to extend a pxpe and install a simple
Rhower bath.

IVE hospitals were our record for that day, and .

we arrived at Besancon in time for dinner. As
we approached it the town looked very alluring in
its valley. The high hills that surround it are top-
ped with old Roman fortifications, and the town
containg many architectural relics, while the sur-
rounding country is almost unbelievably pretty. No
wonder it was formerly a popular resort for the
3 wealthy in search of rest, health or diversion! The
Casino, with its gaily painted murals and elaborate
chandeliers, is now a hospital. So is the monastery
on the hill, and there the black-robed Fathers at the
gate were interested in me when they heard I came
from Canada—perhaps I knew their brothers in Mont-
real?
The next hospital was built on the hut system and
~here, in a private room, I found one lonely Ameri-
can officer. There were 50 British, he told me, at
the St. Jacques, across the river, so we tried to find
them. But, after crossing acres of courtyards and
climbing miles of stair cases in the hope of seeing
them, we were told that they were all out. It
seemed as if some malign power was trying to sep-

arate them from their compatriots, for one lonely .

Austrahan nurSe in that vast hospital had not been
.allowed to look after them, in spite of her entreat
feg and those of the men.

“We spent an afternoon with the medical officer
Ao charge of this district, and vjsmted his depot ‘where

.Supplies are purcha.sed linen washed and mended
shoes repaired ‘and prmting and lithographm,:, ‘done

From the windows of the hospital
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for all the hospitals in this extensive region.
co-operation results in a tremendous economy-and
the director is justly proud of his work. On this
occasion I rose from the ranks of chauffeuse, and
was ceremoniously escorted in an omnibus by indi
viduals with quantities of gold braid on their caps
and sleeves, and medals dangling on their breasts.
It is not always thus, however. Once, when we re-
mained at the hospital for lunch, the head nurse drew

Jeanne d’Arc at Dole.

This
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the delegate aside and asked her if I was
allowed to eat at the same table as herself.
Hotel porters sometimes eye me doubtfully
—should they offer to carry my bags for
me, or not? Sometimes we take advantage

ol this attitude to endeavor to secure sep-
arate rooms instead of the one large one
they always want to give us.

A heavy downpour of rain prevented us
from devoting our one spare hour to the
sights of Besancon, so it will always re-
main for me a place of mystery and en-
chantment. The narrow streets, flanked
with ol¢ stone buildings, stirred my 1maD
ination.

AT six o’clock each morning I rise to get
the car ready for our departure at
nine, and so on our third morning we start-
ed for Vesont—a dull place in comparison.
Our visit there was much appreciated for
its hospitals are poor. One, in an old bar-
racks, had no running water above ' the
ground floor, and another had a particu-
larly sad aspect, as the building was form-
erly a prison and the dreary courtyard
seemed to echo with the steps of those who
were perpetually confined within its narrow
limits.
Lure, our next resting place, was also ‘un-
interesting, but there it was a pleasure to

a canteen in a wing of the hospital. There
were French, Russians and Italians amongst
the patients, and those we talked to spoke
very gratefully of the kind lady and charm-
ing girl who looked after them. “This is the
only distraction we have,” they said feel-
ingly, and, indeed, the great barracks made
a dreary hospital.

We hoped for better conditions at Plom-
bieres and Luxeuil, for these are watering
places like Aix, only on a smaller scale.
The buildings are fine, having been form-
erly hotels; but the doctors and nurses had
many requests to make, and told us that
the wealthy Parisians who are staying fHiere
did not interest themselves in the hospitals
at all. They seemed interested in tennis,
however, and it cheered us to see a lot of
pretty girls in white skirts and light-colored
jerseys. They made us forget the war and
the misery of it all. It was so gay in the
hotel where we lunched luxuriously. Our
dusty uniforms were the one blot on the
landscape.

Aix is luxurious in the same way, but here, with
hundreds of American’ soldiers on leave, and a good
sprinkling of uniforms of other nationalities, one
never forgets the war for a moment. The Casino is
now the headquarters of the Y. M. C. A. The
wounded sit in the lovely gardens of what were
formerly the most expensive hotels under the lumir
ous grapes that dangle from the branches.

What About the Resourceful Japs

(Continued from page 12.)

weather it, if we want to hold a place.

There is another aspect of the question which for
obvious . reasons we only mention in passing. The
Anglo-Japanese Alliance expires in 1921, and the de-
cision concerning it must be made in 1920, just two
years from'now. History is being made so fast that
we are obliged to change our outlook many. times in
the course of a few months, but the thought of the
expiration of that Alliance remains at the back of
our minds as one phase of a larger problem, the re-
lation of Japan to the Anglo-Saxon nations.

The mental attitude of Japan toward the war has
been undecided up to the present. She has done her
part dutifully by Great Britain because she was in
honor bound to do so, and the splendid spirit of

chivalry—Burshido—which had its birth in the an-

cient’ order of the Sunurai, binds the educated Jap-
anese to keep his promise just as much as the un-
written law of “noblesse oblige” of the Anglo-Saxon
Buf when the time limit of the Alha,nce  has expired
it remains to be seen vghat course Japan w;ll pursue.
$aid G. Shlbwata

“The average Japanese has been unable to diﬂer—

_entiate up to now between the motives of the two

great parties engaged in the present conflict, but has
felt that the contest has been actuated by imperial-
istic policies, though he has condemned German
methods and sincerely hoped for Allied victory. He
is only just beginning to realize that the struggle is
for the triumph of democracy, and the entry of the
United States into the war has largely helped to
bring about that realization. The reason they have
not fallen in line of thought with the Allies is due
largely to the fact that they resemt the attitude of
the Anglo-Saxon toward them, his policy of exclusion.
They desire to be accorded equal treatment with
other nations and races, for they are a proud people.”

As I write these last words I can see coming in
through the “Gateway to the Orient” the steamship
which carries Prince Arthur of Connaught on his

way home from Japan. .Just what effect the diplo-

matic visit of the soldier-statesman may have upon

our Ally remains to be, seen, but it is bound to be .

beneficial and bring about a better and clearer un-
derstanding . befyeen the two parties of the An,glp-
Japanese Alliance.

meet scme of our workers who are running -
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assist Mr.- MacFarlane in his

HEN you've finally
got aboard, stacked
your luggage and

fumbled up your
ticket for the conductor—did
you ever suddenly realize
there was something you in-
tended to say and didn’t, and
that it’s too important . to B y
leave till you can send a wire,

TELEPHONING on a TRAIN

Canada makes the First Practical Experiment in a scheme of
which thousands have thought in many languages

A I NuoD S -A:Y

interesting demonstration.
The location chosen was &
two mile stretch of double
track between Moncton, N.B.,
and the suburban station of
Humphreys. A special train
consisting of a locomotive
and combination car equipped
with telephones was run back

any anyway it would be too
long for a telegram if you :
could? If so, you may yet be able before you are dead
to get out of the trouble by going to the telephone and
talking right to the office at 45 miles an hour. - How soon,
is not for prophecy yet. But the initial experiment has
been tried on a Canadiap'railway. : v ‘

Always something new on a restless railway. " Men
still comparatively young have not to stretch their im-
aginations far to recall the differences in railroading
to-day, and a score of years ‘ago. They have seen the de-
velopment of the modern sleeping car, the dining car,
cafe cars, l‘“'ib>rary cars, observation cars, the solid trains
_of steel construction, and the various improvements that
have been the outcome of an ever growing desire of the
people ;to journey from one point to -another with the
greatest speed and the acme of comfoi‘t.‘_ :

Wireless telegraphy enables ships at sea to communi-
cate with each other and with wireless stations on shore.
Now it is established. that it is possible to send or re-
ceive telephone messages on trains going at full speed,
and apparently it is not a far step to the future when a
passenger will be able to take down the receiver and
converse with his office or with his residence. By letting
the imagination rua a little ahead we can picture a pas-
senger on a fast express calling up a passenger-in a coach
ahead, or someone in a distant city and conversing just as
freely as if the phone connections were between station-
ary points.

All this is foreshadowed by a test which took place
recently of a train telephone system on the Canadian
Government railways. The demonstration was given by
the inventor Mr. W. W. MacFarlane, and was conducted
in the presence -of several railway officials. Every facil-
ity was given by the Canadian Government railways to

and forth several times while

_ . conversation > wag' ' .main-
tained between the telegraph -office at Moncton and
the operators on the. train, specimen train orders being
received and acknowledged.---The circuit was also put
through the Moncton city exchange to the general offices
of the railway.with satisfactory results. R

The telephone installation consists of a metailic tele- -
phone cirenit connected with the telegraph office, and
strung on the pole line the entire length of the division
to‘bg operated, with drops at both ends of each bldcﬁ sec- .
tion running through conduits and connected to the rails
which are bonded throughout and insulated ‘at-the end of
each block. The connection between the wheels and the
telephone in the cars or locomotive is established by 2
coppei’ rod extending between the two trucks and bolted
to the axle housings. 'Midway the rod is run through &
metal box“or, cylinder which hag exterior binding posts
from. which the wires are taken up through the floor of
the car to the-telephone instrument. In this ¢ylinder i8
contzined the “mystery” of the invention. The accom:
panying illustration shows how this connection is made:

These tests” were of course only initial® ones. Other
demonstrations of more complete character are likely tO
follow on other lines and the value of this invention as @
practical railway. proposition may then.be more fully
determined. Meanwhile, it can be looked upon as a highly
interesting experiment.

So, in a little while, when experimentation has estab:
lished proper procedure, you’ll be able, for a toll, te tell
your wife what it was you were just about to say when
the conductor called “All Aboard!” The only prospect
that is at all perplexing, is as to the length of time thé
device will add to the fond adieux of a certain class Of
the community.

manufacture of high explos

F what value is the
munitions business,
essentially a war in-

dustry, to the Domin-
jon of Canada as a permanent
asset? This important ques-
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sidered by those who loo};
into the future and study

Shell-making will be a National Asset in this country

long after the war is over

G AR B I N E R

TALRKING of MUNITIONS | &= S

by ingenuity and skill, into
valuable domestic products.
The electro-chemical indus
tries, such as the refining ©
copper, zinc and lead bhave
been initiated and will €

main as a commercial asset

post-war problems. But to

the layman—to the general

public—the question has seemingly been a more f)r
less unimportant one, and has too often been dis-
missed with the oft-repeated remark, “No war—no
war industries.” ;

This view, however, is not taken by the scientific
experts of Canada. The other day, 1 ventured to re-
mark to one of the Dominion’s leading analytical
scientists that with peace would come the cessation
of many industries made necessary by the demands
of war, and in the ‘course of my conversation with
him, 1 specifically mentioned the munitions indus-
try.

“Do you mean by that that you consider the mun-
itions business is merely a temporary industry, as far
a~ Canada is concerned?” he asked. J

“That seems to be the prevailing impression,” 1
replied.

“Then the prevailing impression ig entirely wrong
in my opinion,” was his answer. “For I believe that
the munitions business will prove to be one of the
greatest assets Canada has ever had.”

1 gave this expert’s answer careful consideration,
and with a view to learning more on the subject, 1
interviewed several of the leading engineers and
chemists in Ottawa and Montreal. And, to my sur-
prise, the consensus of opinion was exactly the same.
These men of technical training were convinced that
the munitions business was a permanent asset, and a
valuable one. In this article, I endeavor to give the
sum-total of their remarks and the reasons they ad-
vanced to prove their contention.

In the first place, to consider the munitions busi-
ness in-the.light of a.permanent asset, it must be
divided into twe parts—first, its value resulting from

the standardization of products, and second, its value
resulting from the standardization of skill.

From the standardization of products point of view,
it is a well-known fact that no component part of
munitions, however insignificant, has been made or
accepted on the old principle of “good enough.”
Every part has been supplied to drawing and specifi-
cation, with rigid and expert examination, analysis
and test before acceptance. I think that I am safe
in saying that there is no industry in Canada which
has been occupied in the manufacture of munitions
but that has passed through a process of refinement
which will leave it in a better condition when it re-
turns to domestic pursuits after the war. A review
of the great industries of the Dominion will show
that there are very few which have not been actively
contributing to the output of munitions. Industries
such as the iron and steel, the metals and metal
products, refractory materials and fuel, lumber and
timber, leather, textiles, paper, chemicals and other
minor industries have called into being processes and
plant which could be adapted for munitions, and have
also added new processes, new equipment and new
skill where these were required.

In addition to the employment and adaptation of
existing industries for munitions manufacture, en-
tirely new industries have been brought into activ-
ity. The manufacture of munitions has given an
abiding impetus to the mining and subsequent opera-
tions in the production of coal, iron, copper, nickel,
zine, molybdenum, antimony, aluminum and other
metals. :

The chemical industries have been accelerated by
utilizing the waste product of the coke ovens for the

The electro-thermic processe®

for the production of ferro-alloys, such as ferl‘o:
silicon, ferro-manganese, ferro-molybdenum, alt
duced

minum, magnesium and other metals, have pro
standardized products.’ All these things are being
carefully studied by Canada’s technical expertS,'a
of whom are preparing for the after-the-war perio€-
The training has been a costly one, and in somé
cases, it has been a bitter one, but it has all been
done ungrudgingly and with great patience, and the
result is Canada’s gain—that the standardization, of
Canadian products to-day is greater than ever before:

. . . . . . .

The second point to be considered is
the munitions business as a permanent asset'
Canada from the standardization of skill viewpoin®™
The widespread knowledge of the thousands of neé
processes, involving a scientific study of metals, the ,
flow of material, and their physical, chemical an
metsllurgical values, has been such that one %
hardly imagine it would have been possible for tho
universities and technical schools of Canada to have
provided such instruction in the course of manw
vears which has been crowded into practically & =
months, - Every workshop has been a school £
training in standardizing its skill. Every factory lr
which steel is made and forged is now partly 0’
fully equipped with the means for measuring tempeg
atures and intelligently discovering the value O "
materic] which is being used. In every workshoP :
the different provinces of Canada where shrapnzl
shells are beinz made, a scientific treatment of 'stec 2
is known. There. is hardly a town of any importan
in which the use of precision instruments ‘“;ﬂ_
gauges for the measurement of shells and their €0

the value of
to

 _
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ponent parts does not exist, and will continue to
~exist for use in pacific industries.

To assess the value of this skill to Canadian in-
| dustry is a difficult matter—difficult even to -great
"engineers. Over 250,000 workers have become skilled
in the art of such processes, and the manipulation
of such toolg and gauges. It is even more surprising
to know that thousands of women have become
equally as skilled in this work. Never in the his-
tory of the world has there been such an incentive
to acquire such gkill for a purpose the like of which
our civilization need not be ashamed—a purpose that
has resulted in an asset which will be of great value
in the peaceful commercial industries for the expan-
8ion of this great Dominion, after the great conflict
ceases.

The mental processes which have been silently at

CANADIAN COURIER
work developing character while the hands of the
workers have been acquiring precision in the use of
tools and gauges, are factors in the life of the indi-
vidual worker which cannot be overlooked. Canada
has shown a rare capacity, during this great war,
which is comparable in some meagure with the vast-
ness of its territory. #i&

But there is another side which is even more im-
portant. In this connection I heard an interesting
little story from a shell ingpector, which merely

proves the “moral fibre” rveferred to by the mun-

itions engineer. One morning, not very long ago, a
Canadian mother, while working in one of the big
munitiong factories, received a telegram which was
delivered to her by the foreman. Those of her fel-

10

telegrams in war time generally portend news, either
bad or good, from the front. The woman read the
telegram, and then let it flutter to the floor. Her face
turned white, and for a moment, her confreres
thought she was about to collapse. One worker
stooped and picked up the telegram. It conveyed
the news to that mother that her only son had been
killed in action. Gentle words of sympathy were '
poured out from every side, but the mother heeded
them not. Instead, she set her face resolutely after

the first shock had passed away, and worked with
almost supernatural strength. ‘The shell inspector
assures me that on that day, the mother produced
more shells than on any previous day—spurred on by
the news of her son’s death, and by the thought that
she was aiding in the destruction of the Huns who

low-workers who were nearest to her ceased their
work while she opened the telegram, knowing that

were responsibe for the

Les Deux Belands

—and an idea of what
the two, merged into
one, may find to do.

HE Hon. Dr. Beland posed for one of these
pictures—the other catches a glimpse of

~ him as he feels when he talks to his own.
Evidently, there are two Belands—one weighted
with the weariness of four years of the Hun’s
ungraciousness; the other gladdened by the
graceful gift of welcome which met him when

belong to Canada, and it is the blessed good fortune of the

people of this Dominion that in the man himself the two

will merge to make an even more forceful personality than
belonged to the P. M. G. of the old regime. -

The Beland which was shaped in a German prison camp
is, for the times just ahead of us, a necessary complement
to the Beland of the front benches back of 1911, He
knows, from an almost too close observation, the falsity
of the phrase that might is right.” By comparison*'ihe must
be-aware of the force of tolerance and the spirit that leads
to true Democracy. He is a disciple of the new National
religion—something high enough above c¢reed and politics
to work out Canada’s salvation.

The other Beland, the one that went away and came
back again, has the natural eloquence and other living
attributes of the born leader. He grew while h& was
away. He is too big to be put behind a bench and the
light he should carry would only be hidden under a port-

great tragedy in her life.

scope of his achievement if he puts out all his
effort.

So, again, the two Belands belong to Canada.
Ang, if the promise of his first addresses when
he came back to his own forecast anything, the
two Belands will be given to Canada, and by
the grace of all good things Canada will be

he mixed again with his people. Both Belands folio.

Provincial boundaries are too narrow to limit the

greatly benefitted by the gift.

‘Roosevelt and the Aliens

Editor, Canadian Courier:—

The other day at the Republican State Convention at Saratoga, N. Y.,
Theodore Roosevelt fiercely attacked and denounced the pro-German and dis
loya'l alien enemies. I can heartily endorse every word he thus uttered; and
then he made the following equally patriotic remarks concerning loyal American
| citizens of German birth or descent, which might well be applied to Canadian
extxzens of that same class, if we substitute Canada for America and Britishism

for Americanism:

“This is one side of Amencanism. The other equally important side is
to insist that every man who shows himself to be 100 per cent. American,
whole-hearted and single-minded in his loyalty to this country, no matter
what his kirth-place, national origin or creed, be treated as on a full and exact
equality with every other good American. The bulk of American citizens in
whole or in part of German blood (and I am myself in part of German blood)
are absolutely loyal. They have furnished as large and as gallant a proportion
of the fighting men of our Army and Navy as any other element; and, of
course, it is the fighting men who meet and furnish the highest test of sound
American citizenship at this time. Moreover, in civil life they furnish their
full proportxon of the leaders in the movement to insist upon a unified, an
unqualified and an undivided American loyalty to our country. These men

are fit to fill every civil and military position in this country from the very

highest down. It is not only an outrage, but it is deeply “unpatriotic and un-
American to discriminate against them in any shape or way. We are all
Americang together, and we must neither permit any divided allegiance in our
citizenship nor any attempt to divide our citizenship aleng lines of old-world
nationality, nor any attempt to discriminate between or against good Americans
because of their national origin.”

‘ Col. Roosevelt, be it remembered, has six children, four sons and two
daughters; all his sons are on service at the front. Tkey have won special
distinction for bravery. Two of them have been wounded and one has paid
the supreme sacrifice, word of which was received the day prior to the
Colonel’s address. Moreover, the wife of one of these young sons is on active
service as a Red Cross nurse in France, as is also the younger of Roosevelt’s
daughters, together with her husband who serves as Surgeon-Major and has
been wounded recently. The only one of his children still on this side of
‘the Atlantic is engaged in war work in the U. 8. A.

H. V. RIETHDORF.

‘“ Hawk-eye ” Andy McKeever

FEW weeks ago Listowel got lit up in a hurry. A wire came to town

warning the crowd that “Andy” McKeever was coming to stay a spell

with his home-folks. Bunting blazed out along Main Street, and the
brass band hurried down to the depot to blare a welcome to “Andy,” known
otherwise as “Hawk-Eye” around the hangars of the R. A. F. most places in
France; and as Captain Andrew McKeever, D.S.0., M.C., in the War Office
records.

As the Flying Corps fellows say it, Andy is a two-seated fighter—*the best
in France,” writes one of his fellow flyers. King George met Andy first a few
minutes after he had shaken hands with Billy Bishop. Both the boys were
at Buckingham Palace to get what was coming to them in the way of ribbons
and initials for “conspicuous gallantry and devotion to duty in aerial combat.”
One of Andy’s stunts was tackling nine hostile planes single-handed six miles
back of the enemy lines. There were seven scouts and two two-seaters when
Andy mixed up in Fritz’s circus. He destroyed one of the two-seaters, then
turned and shot down two of the five scouts that had dived on his tail. The two
other scouts took a flyer at the fray. Andy destroyed one of them
and ducked down to within 20 feet cf the
ground manoeuvring for a hit at the
other. He made the six miles back to
home in a machine too badly damaged
to lift him more than a foot or two above
the wire entanglements. The King gave
him the D. S. O. for that.

Another time Andy attacked eight
Hung gingle-handed. He destroyed one
and drove five others down out of con-
trol. The King gave him the M.C. for
that. Then he engaged nine enemy
scouts in a bunch. He destroyed two,
drove down one out of control and dis-
persed the rest. For that, and for win-
ning out in two other shows when the
least odds against him were 5 to 1, they
added a bar to his M. C. So far he has
downed 35 enemy planes, and hasn’t even
been scratched himself.
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THE WINDS of the WORLD

CHAPTER XII

LACK smoke still billowed up-
B ward from the gutted House-
of-the-Eight-Half-brothers, and
although there were few stars
vigsible, a watery moon looked out
from between dark cloudracks and
showed up the smoke above the Delhi
rcofs. Yasmini picked the right simile
as usual. It looked as if the biggest
genie ever dreamed of must be hurry-
ing out of a fisherman’s ‘vase.

“And who is the fisherman?” she
laughed, for she is fond of that sort of
question that sets those mnear her
thinking and disguises the trend of her
own thoughts as utterly as if she had
not any.

“The genie might be the spirit of
vrar!” ventured a Baluchi, forgetting
the one God of his Koran in a senten-
tious effort to please Yasmini.

She flashed a glance at him.

“Or it might be the god of the
Rekis,” she suggested; and everybody
chuckled, because Baluchis do not
relish reference to their lax religious
practise any more than they like to be
called “desert people.” This man was
a Rind Baluch of the Marri Hills, and
proud of it; but pride is not always
ar. asset at Yasmini’s.

They—and the police would have
.dearly loved to know exactly who
“they” were—stood clustered in Yas-
mini’s great, deep window that over-
looks her garden—the garden that
can not be guessed at from the street.
There was not one of them who could
have explained how they came to as-
semble all on that side of the room;
the movement had seemed to evolve
out of the infinite calculation that
everybody takes for granted, and Mos-
lems particularly, since there seems
nothing else to do about it.

It did not occur to anybody to credit
Yasmini with the arrangement, or
with the suddenly aroused interest In
gmoke against the after-midnight sky.
Yet, when another man entered whose
disguise was a joke to any practised
eye—and all in the room were prac-
tised—-it looked to the newcomer al-
most as if his reception had been
ready staged.

He was dressed as a Mohammedan
gentleman. But his feet, when he
stood still, made nearly a right angle
to each other, and his shoulders had
none of the grace that goes with good
native breeding; they were proud
enough, but the pride had been drilled
in and cultivated. It sat square. And
if a native gentleman had walked
through the streets as this man
walked, all the small boys of the
bazadrs would have followed him to
ledrn what nation his might be.

Yasmini seemed delighted with him.
She ran toward him, curtsied to him,
and called him bahadur. She made
two maids bring a chair for him, and
made them set it near the middle of
the window whence he could see the
smoke, pushing the men away on
either side until he had a clear view.

But he knew enough of the native
mind, at all events, to look at the
smoke and not remark on it. It was so
obvious that he was meant to talk
about the smoke, or to ask about it,
that even a German Orientalist under-
gtanding the East through German
eyes had tact enough to look in
silence, and, so to speak “force
trumps.” .

And that again, of course, was ex-

By TALBOT MUNDY

actly what Yasmini wanted. More-
over, she surprised him by not lead-
ing trumps.

“They are here,” she said, with a
sidewise glance at the more than
thirty men who crowded near the win-
dow.

The German—and he made no pre-
tense any longer of being anything but
German—sat sidewise with both hands
ori his knees to get a better view of
them. He scanned each face care-
fully, and each man entertained a feel-
ing that he had been analyzed and
ticketed and stood aside.

“] have seen all these before,” he
said. “They are men of the North,
and good enough fighters, 1 have no
doubt. But they are not what I asked
for. How many of these are trained
soldiers? Which of these could swing
the allegiance of a single native regi
ment. It is time now for proofs and
deeds. The hour of talk is gone.
Bring me a soldier!”

“These also say it is all talk, sahib
—words, words, words! = They say
they will wait until the fleet that has
been spoken of comes to bombard the
coast. For the present theer are none
to rally round.”

“Yet you hinted at soldiers!” sald
the German. “You hinted at a regi-
ment ready to revolt!”

“Ave, sahib! I have repeated what
these say. When the soldier comes
there ghall be other talk! See yonder
smoke, bahadur?”

OW, then, it was time to notice

things, and the German gazed

over the garden and Delhi walls and

roofs at what looked very much more

important than it really was. It look-

ed as if at least a street must be on
fire.

“He made that holocaust, did the
soldier!”

Yasmini’s manner was of blended
awe and admiration.

“He was suspected of disloyalty.
He entered that house to make ar-
rangements for the mutiny of a whole
regiment of Sikhs, who are not will-
ing to be sent to fight across the sea.
He was followed to the house, and so,
since he would not be taken, he burn-
ed all the houses. Such a man is he
who comes presently. Did the sahib
hear the mob roar when the flames
burst out at evening? No? A pity!
There were many soldiers in the mob,
and many thousand discontented
people!”

She went close to the window, to be
between the German and the light, and
let him see her silhouetted in an atti-
tude of hope awakening. She gazed at
the billowing smoke as if the hope of
India were embodied in it.

“It was thus in ’fifty-seven,” she said
darkly. “Men began with burnings!”

Brown eyes, behind the German, ex-
changed glances, for the East is chary
of words when it does not understand.
The German nodded, for he had stud-
fed history and was sure he under-
stood. ‘

“Sahib hai!” said a sudden wo-
man’s voice, and Yasmini started as if
taken by surprise. There were those
in the room who knew that when
taken by surprise she never started;
but they were not German.

“He is here!” she whispered; and
the German showed that he felt a
crisis had arrived. He settled down

to meet it like a soldier and a

man.

“Salaam!” purred Yasmini in her
gilveriest voice, as Ranjoor Singh

strode down the middle of the room
with the dignity the West may some

day learn.
“See!” whispered Yasmini. “He
. trusts nobody. He brings his own

guard with him!”

By the door at which he had enter-
ed stood a trooper of D Squadron,
Qutram’s Own, no longer in-uniform,
but dressed as a Sikh servant. The
man’s arms were folded on his breast.
The rigidity, straight stature, and atti-
tude appealed to the German as the
sight of sea did to the ancient Greeks.

“Salaam!” said Ranjoor Singh.

The German noticed that his eyes
glowed, but the rest of him was all
calm dignity.

‘“We have met before,” said the' Ger-
man, rising. “You are the Sikh with
whom I spoke the other night—the
Sikh officer—the squadron leader!”

“Ja!” said Ranjoor Singh; and the
one word startled the German so that
he caught his breath.

“Sie sprechen Deutsch?”

“Ja wohl!” i

The German muttered something
half under his breath that may have
been meant for a compliment to Ran-
joor. Singh, but the risaldar-major
missed it, for he had stepped up to
the nearest of the Northern gentlemen
and confronted him. There was a
great show of looking in each other’s
eyes and muttering under the breath
some word and counter-word. Each
made a sign with his right hand, then
with his left, that the German could
not see, and then Ranjoor Singh step-
ped sidewise to the next man.

Man by man, slowly and with care,
he looked each man present in the
eyes and tested him for the password,
while Yasmini watched admiringly.

“Any who do not know the word
will die to-night!” she whispered; and
the German nodded, because it was
evident that the Northerners were
quite afraid. He approved of that
kind of discipline.

“These are all true men—patriots,”
said Ranjoor Singh, walking back to

him. - “Now say what you have to
say.”
“Jetzt——"" began the German.

“Speak Hindustani that they all may
understand,” said Ranjoor Singh; and
the others gathered closer.

“My friend, I am told——"

But Yasmini broke in, bursting be-
tween Ranjoor Singh and the German

“Nay, let the sahibs go alone into
the other room. Neither will speak
kis mind freely before company—is
it not s0? Into the other room, sahibs,

_while we wait here!”

ANJOOR SINGH bowed, and the

German clicked his heels to-
gether. Ranjoor Singh made a sign.
but the German yielded precedence;
so Ranjoor Singh strode ahead, and
the German followed him, wishing to
high Heaven he could learn to walk
with such consummate grace. As they
disappeared through the jingling bead-
curtain, the Sikh trooper followed

them, and took his stand again with
The

folded arms by the door-post.
German saw him, and smiled; he ap-
proved of that.

Then Yasmini gathered her thirty
curious Northerners together around
her and proceeded to entertain them

while the plot grew nearer to its
climax in another room. She led them
back to the divans by the inner wall.
She set them to smoking while she
sang a song to them. She parried
their questions with dark hints and in-
nuendoes that left them more mysti-
fied* than ever; yet no man would ad-
mit he could not understand.

And then she danced to them. She
danced for an hour, to the wild minor
music that her women made, and sh3
seemed to gather strength and light-
ness as the night wore on. Near dawn
the German and Ranjoor Singh came
out together, to find her yet dancing,

and she ceased only to pull the Ger-

man aside and speak to him.

“Does he really speak German?”
she whispered. g

“He? He has read Nietzsche and
von Bernhardi in the German!”

‘“Who are they?”

“They are difficult to read—philoso-
pkers.”

“Has he satisfied you?”

“He has promised that he will.”

“Then go before I send the rest
away!”

So the German tried to look like 2
Mohammedan again, and went below
to a waiting landau. Before he was
half-way down the stairs Yasmini’s
hands gripped tight on Ranjoor Singh’s
forearms and she had him backed into
a corner.

“Ranjoor Singh, thou art no buffalo!
I was wrong! Thou are & great man,
Ranjoor Singh!”

She received no answer.

“What hast thou promised hxm"”

“T'o show him a mutinous regimen’
of Sikhs.”

“And what has he promised?”

“To show me what we seek.”

She nodded.

“Good!” she said.

“So now I promise thee something,'
said Ranjoor Singh sternly. “To-mor-
row—to-day—I shall eat black shame
on thy account, for this is thy doing.
Later I will go to France. Later
again, I will come back and—"

“And love me as they all do!” laugh-
ed Yasmini, pushing him away.

CHAPTER XIIL

BEYOND question Yasmini is #
craftsman of amazing skill, and
her genius—as does all true genius—
extends to the almost infinite consid- -
eration of small details. The medium
in’ which she works—human weak:
ness—affords her unlimited opportun:
ity—and she owns the trick, that most
great artists win, of not letting her
general plan be known before the
climax. Neither friend nor enemy 18
ever quite sure which is which until
she solves the problem to the enemy’s
confusion.

But Yasmini could have failed in
this case through overmuch finesse.
She was not used to Germans, and
could not realize until too late that
her compliance with this man’s every
demand only served to make him
more peremptory and more one-sided
in his point of view. From a mere
agent, offering the almost unimagin®
able in return for mere promises, he
had grown already into a dictator, de-
manding action as a prelude to Té
ward. He had even threatened tO
cause her, Yasmini, to be reported to
the police unless she served his PUI® .
pose better!

If she had obeyed the general and
had picked a trooper for the business
in hand, it is likely that Yasmini would
have had to write a failure to her ac
count. ' She had come perilously neat



te obedience on this occasion, and it
had been nothing less than luck that
put Ranjoor Singh into her hands,
luck being the pet name of ‘India’s
kindest god. Ranjoor Singh was
needed in the instant when he came
‘to bring the German back to earth
and a due sense of proportion.

The Sikh had a rage in his heart

that the German mistook for zeal and
native ferocity; his manners became
80 brusk under the stress of it that
they inight almost have been Prus-
sian, and, met with its. own reflection,
that kind of insolence grows limp.
' Having agreed to lie, Ranjoor Singh
lied with such audacity and so much
skill that it would have needed Yas-
mini to dare disbelieve him.

The German sat in state near Yas-
mini’s great window and received, one
after another, liars by the dozen from
the hills where lies are current coln.

Some of them had listened to his lec-.

tures, and some had learncd of them
at second hand; every man of them
had received his cue from Yasmini.
There was too much unanimity among
them; they wanted too little and
agreed too readily to what the German
had to say; he was growing almost
suspicious toward half-past ten, when
Ranjoor Singh came in.

There was no trooeper behind him
this time, for the man had been sent
to watch for the regiment’s departure,
and to pounce then on Bagh, the charg-
er, and take him away to safety. After
the charger had been groomed and
fed and hidden, the trooper was to do
what might be done toward securing
the risaldar-majoor’s kit; but on no ac-
count was the kit to have precedence.

“Groom him until he shines! Guard
him until I call for him! Xeep him
exercised!” was the three-fold order

- that sang hrtough the trooper’s head

OW it was the German’s turn to
be astonished. Ranjoor Singh
strode in, dressed as a Sikh farmer,
and frowned down Yasmini’s instant
desire to poke fun at him. The Ger-
man rose to salute him, and‘the Sikh
acknowledged the salute with a nod.
“Come!” he said curtly, and the
German followed him out through the
door to the stair-head where so many
mirrors were. There Ranjoor Singh
made quite a little play of making sure
they were not overheard, while the
German studied his own Mohammedan
disguise from twenty different angles.
“Too much finery!” growled Ranjoor
Singh. “I will attend to that. First.
listen! Other than your talk, I have
had no proof at all of you!”

“I am P

“You are a spy! All the spies I ever
met were liars from the ground up!
I am a patriot. I am working to save
my country from a yoke that is un-
bearable, and I must deal in subter-
fuge and treachery if I would win. But
you are merely one who sows trouble.
You are like the little jackal—the
dirty little jackal—who starts a fight
between two tigers so that he may fill
his mean belly! Don’t speak—Ilisten!”

The German’s jaw had dropped, but
not because words rushed to his lips.
He seemed at a loss for them.

“You made me an offer, and I ac-
cepted it,” continued Ranjoor Singh.
“I accepted it on behalf of India. I
shall show you in about an hour from
now a native regiment—one of the
very best native regiments, so mutin-
ous that its officers must lead it out
of Delhi to a ecamp where it will be
less likely to corrupt others.”

The German nodded. He had asked

Do more. ,

“Then, if you fail to fulfill your
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part,” said Ranjoor Singh grimly, “I
shall lock you in the cellar of this
house, where Yasmini keeps her cob-
ras!” A

“Vorwarts!” laughed the German,
for there was conviction in every
word the Sikh had said. “I will show
you how a German keeps his bargain!”

“A German?” growled Ranjoor
Singh. “A German—Germany is noth-
ing to me! If Germany can pick th=2
bones I leave, what do I care? One
dces not bargain with a spy, either;
one pays his price, and throws him tc
the cobras if he fail! Come!”

The question of precedence no long-
er seemed to trouble Ranjoor Singh;
he turned his back without apology,
and as the German followed him down-
stairs there came a giggle from be-
hind the curtains.

“Were we overheard?” he asked.

But Ranjoor Singh did not seem to
care any more, and did not answer him.

BUY
A TRIAL

During the warm days, when

the system demands light, nourishing
foods, Bowes Peanut Butter is particularly
acceptable and is greatly appreciated by

all members of the family.
It Tastes Good and is Good.

UTSIDE the door was a bullock-
cart, of the kind in which wo-

men make long journeys, with a
painted, covered superstructure. The
German followed Ranjoor Singh into

it, and without any need for orders the
Sikh driver began to twist the bul

- [ ] L] - "
locks’ tails and send them along at ca“adla“ Natlona EXhlhltl n
the pace all India loves. Then Ran-

joor Singh began to pay attention to | AUg 26—TORONTO—-Sept. 7

the German’s dress, pulling off his ex-

pensive turban and replacing that and

his clothes with cheaper, dirtier ones. |. Greatest Achievement in 40 || Education and Recreation on a
“Why?” asked the German. ye-rs of Exhibition effort Colossal Scale
“I will show you why,” said Ran-

joor Singh.

THE HEROES OF BRITAIN
1,200 brilliantly attired participants.
The militant spirit of Empire translated into flesh and blood. All

Then they, sat back, each against a
side of the cart, squatting native style.

_ “This regiment that I will show you the colorful paraphernalia of romance and history in the making.
is mine,” said Ranjoor Singh. “I com- Qimple, inspiring, dramatic, made supremely worth' while by superb
mand a squadron of it—or, rather, did, musical treatment.

until I became suspected. Every man A SPECTACLE EVERY CANADIAN SHOULD SEE

in the regiment is mine, and will fol- Creatore’s famous band; Allies exhibit of fine arts; acres of “Made-
low me at a word. When I give the in-Canada” manufactures; Government patriotic food show occupying

one entire building; gigantic live stock and agricultural display.

word they will kill their Engish Putting the war hero back on the civil pay roll.

officers.” Demonstration of vocational training by 50 crippled soldiers.
He leaned his head out of the open- And a world of other special attractions.
ing to spit; there seemed something FOR FARES CONSUL. YOUR LOCAL RAILROAD AGENT

in his mouth that tasted nasty.

“Why did they mutiny?” asked th=
German.

“Ordered to France!” said Ranjoor et
Singh, with lowered eyes. Ort em ntarlo

“It is strange,” said the German,
after a while. “For years I have tried .

‘to get in touch with native officers. A vast new land of promise and freedom now
Here and there I have found a Sepoy open for settlement at 50c. an aere in some dis-
who would talk with me, but you are tricts—in others Free.

the first officer.” He was brown- Thousands of farmers are responding to the
studying, talking almost to himself. call. Here, right at the door of Southern Ontario,
He did not see the curse in the risal- a home awaits you.

dar-major’s eyes.

“] have found plenty of merchants
who would promise to finance revolt,
and plenty of hillmen who would pro-

For information as to terms, regulations and
railway rates to rettlers, write to .

mise anything. But all said, ‘We will _G. H. FERGUSON, H. A. MACDONELL,

do what the army does!” And I could Minister of Lands, Forests Director of Colonization
not find in all this time, among all and Mines. ; Parliament Buildings,
those people, anybody to whom I TORONTO, CANADA.

(Continued on page 24.)
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Fiduciary Agent

Owners of Real Estate, Stocks, Bonds, etc., who have not the
experience or the time to handle them to the best advantage
will appreciate the convenience of entrusting the manage-
ment of their property to us. We act as trustees and finan-
cial agents as part.of our regular fiduciary work. Write for
booklet.

Hon. Featherston Osler, K.C., D.C.L., Pres.
A. D. Langmuir, Gen. Mgr. W. G. Watson, Asst. Gen. Mgr.

THE

GENERAL

ESTABLISHED HEAD OFFICE
le62 CORPORATION T OHONTO

BRANCHES : OTTAWA , WINNIPEG, SASKATOON, VANCOUVER
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Cawthra Mulock
& Company

Members of Toronto Stock Exchangs

The Personal Executor
had one strong point

He knew the testator; so
he usually knew the tes-
tator’'s wishes. But often he
didn’t know how to get them
carried out.

The modern Trust Com-
pany equally knows its cH-
ent’s wishes; and because of
its experience in adminis-
tration is able to follow them
accurately.

‘Write for our booklets.,

Brokers

and
Yafioital Grins
Bankers %mpauuggmum f,

Capital paid-up, $1,500,000
Reserve $1,500,000

18-22 King Street East
T+0 R @O-NE O

12 KING STREET, ‘EAST
TORONTO, CANADA

Cable Address: Cawlock, Toronto,

F.C.SUTHERLAND&CO. | | | SOLID GROWTH
12 KING ST. E., TORONTO :
Dealers in Bonds and Stocks th(t)JdI; ,to“%ztc‘;(e dbuls);nes:n e

Specialists in Porcupine and Cobalt Securities broken record of fair-dealing

with its policyholders, have
achieved for the Sun Life of
Canada a phenomenal growth

Assurances in Force have
more than doubled in the past
seven years and have more than
trebled in the @past eleven
years.

To-day, they exceed by far
those of any Canadian life as-

surance company
RANCE

SUN LIEE A
ComPANY, OF ANADA

HEAD OFFICE >

Elaborate Information Bureau at your
service FREE. Write us,

ALL MAKES
ALL PRICES

TYPEWRITERS 2%

Look at these 'barg'ains;!4 Typewriters re-
built—guaranteed in perfect order, $25 to
$65. Save time, money and trouble. Buy
a typewniter for your business, profession
or home use. List sent free on applica-
tion.
Canadian Typewriter Exchange and
Supply Co.
62 St. James Street, Montreal

Cut this ad. out and keep it before you.

Comfortable trains
leave Toronto at 10
p.m. Mondays, Wed-
nesdays and Fridays,
connecting at Winni«
peg forall points West

E S— a
HAvVE hovgest garg

odern Train

THE Scenic Route
and the Service, too

. Saamibs
1es

For information, fares, descriptive books on farming and b D
in Western Canada, apply to nearest C.N.R. Agent, or write General Passenge

Dept., Montreal, Que., or Toronto, Ont,

CANADIAN NORTHERN RAILWAY

There wouldn’t be so many failures if people would struggle just as
hard to get into magazine advertising as they do to get into business.

COURIER

3
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A NAME THAT STUCK

By ITNYESTICUS

F all the thousands of men’s names that eventually get into so-called -

O big business, very few wriggle through on to the Stock Exchangeé-

Most men’s names are obliterated in the name of the business, Men’s
names are thick on store signs, and they gradually thin out and out the
higher up you get in the scale of capital invested. There are a few notableé
exceptions to this even in Canada, and many iB
the United States. Wm. Davies, for instance, has
survived into the multi-millions; and in the U. S.
Swift, Armour, Cudahy and all that crowd—now
being gone after by experts for trying to hog the
market. Most of our big concerns in Canada get
some other 'name as they grow up.

Russell is one of those that refuse to let 80
When you read on the stock page of a newspaper
that Russell has gone up or down a point for the
day—usually up—remember that there might be
an odd trader on the floor who doesn’t even know
who is this man Russell, anyhow?

“Why—man, that’s President of the Canadial
National, opened last week. You know, head of
the Russell Motor Co.—manufacturing munitions
bicycles, skatés—all that stuff. Used to make the

*  Russell car, which the firm brought out years as0
and finally sold to the Willys-Overland crowd, along with the right to use the
Knight engine.” :

A_few words like that sometimes sketch a good deal into a man’s career;

and usually leaves a very accurate idea as to the man himself. It’s a g0°d

| many years since this boy-looking man ‘“Tommie” Russell began to shoulder

his way into the industrial life of this country. He was born on a farm and
graduated from Toronto University, of which he is now one of the Board of
Governors. He went straight into the manufacturing end of things; at first
Secretary of the C. M. A., but shortly plunging—timidly at first—into what used
to be known as the Canada Cycle Co., in the good old days, when bicycles were
the big thing against horses. When the motor industry came on deck Canad?
Cycle naturally turned into the motor car. This reads simple enough. But
just as it took courage and capital to make a go of Canada Cycle, so it 00K
more courage and far more capital to make a bigger go of the Russell Motor
Car. People had very little use for the Russell car at first—even those 'WhO
thought all the world of the man Russell. The car had to make its own way-
Which it did. Tlow it finally weathered through, and after years of fierce conr
petition from American-made cars, sold out to the Willys-Overland, is no stol'Y
for hot weather, and a merely money-talk page. But it was a hard strugglé;
when, as usual, Russell won out—in his own determined, stick-to-the-whee
style.

A break-up of that sort might have swept some men off the map. But RuSSell
has a genius for saving what he has built up. He had been too many years
motoring six miles to West Toronto in severe storms before other men’s break”
fasts, carrying his own lunch and sticking on the job till all but the nig}?t
watchman were gone home, to give over when the Overland ecrowd wanted this
motor. He still had the other end of the business, and that persists as flour
ishing as ever. He went strong into munitions from the start, became a shel
pioneer and made good. He hag since organized the American Small Arms CO-
taking over the old Ross Rifle Works in Quebec with many contracts for the
manufacture of small arms for the American army till the end of the wal:
Just for a few days round about now Russell will be most talked of as the
President of the Canadian National Exhibition.

®

Canada’s Victory Loan Unique Amongst All Allied Loan$
RACTICALLY unparalleled in the history of war loans, modern and al
P cient, is the advance in the price of Canada’s Victory Loan during ?he
past few months of wartime. Many past loans, and notably the Bri'tls
Consolidated Funds, of Consols, have received the hearty support of nation®
at war; but never before have loans of belligerents issued at a discff““e
achieved the pinnacle of par while hostilities were still in progress. Uﬂlqur
amongst the warring nations is this achievement; and it speaks well foy
Canada’s wholeheartedness in the war. For it is largely because of ’the 4vefn
real and widespread national demand for war bonds that the Victory Loa
Committee has raised the price at which they may be bought to one hundré
cents on the dollar. : be.
But the splendid part which the bond houses have played ghould not

overlooked; for, without the whole-souled co-operation of these corporatiO:n’
it is feared that a declining market would have ensued despite the Vinh'GI'. :

.
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BATTERIES.

“RADIO” BATTERIES

The Interstate ﬂoctnc lety Co. of Cnnadn
Tovente

BOOTS AND sHoss

st. Torento i

CHAFING DISHES (Electric).

- o
CLOTHIERS.
QRT CLYUTHES
COUK BROS & / ALLEN LINITED

COAL AND WOOD

The Standard Fuel Co.

OF TORONTO, LIMITED
6 BRANCHES 58 KING ST. E., TORONTO

So Handy for the After Theatre Supper
CHAFING DISHES from $12.00 Eoach
. Tolm

TORONTO ELECTRIC LIGHT CO, Limited

CONCRETE MACHINERY.

CO\'CRETE 'VI ACHINERY

rushers, Hoists, etc.
Limite J TORONTO

Yers; Lr

ROS.,

CURLING TONGS (Electric).
b st SAFE — SANITARY — CONVENIENT

& i Electric Carling Irans $4 and $5 Each
CURLING ?1 WATH

TORONTO ELECTRIC LIGHT CO., Limited
ENVELOPES (Duplex).

l The Church
I:!GW'DUP ex

Envelope Co.
FANS (Electric).

109 Jarvis St., Toronto
ELECTRIC FANS
© e $10 to $40 = All Sizes — All Good —— .
.Toronto Electric Light Co., Limited, Toronto

FIXTURES (Electric.)

The Final Artistic Touch—the Harmony of
Elegance which means comfortand knowledze that
your ecorations are handsome and dignified make
“KNIGHT’ ELECTRIC FIXTURES
the choice of the discriminating buildef.

H. W. KNIGHT & BRO., #6 Richmond St., Teronto, Ont.

Artistic and well-designed lighting fix-
tures add much to a home. Send for our
catalogue.

"Toronto Electric Light Co., Ltd., Toronto.

FLASHLIGHTS.

“FRANCO” Flashlights

The Interstate Electric Novelty
Co. of Canada, Limited
Toronto - - Ontario

FORD STARTER.

FOUND AT LAST ] 1 Only Reliable Canadian Made

CRITE LS FOR PARTICULARS  PHE 1

5"2 50 THE MCRGAN qALEQ CO. *oaoato
GRILLS (Electric).

ERLESS

¥ AN ELECTRIC GRILL FOR
: ; LIGHT HOUSEKEEPING

$6.50 and ap
)E‘) TORONTO ELECTRIC LIGHT CO, Limited <« TORONTO

HAIR DRYERS (Electric).

Don't lose an afternoon drying your hair
DontBectricaﬂymththisHairDrya

IT COSTS $18.00
TORONTO ELECTRIC LIGHT CO., Limited, TORONTO

HAIR RESTORER.

Rmrhl!clev dis-

18 YOII!‘ Hal!‘ Gl'ey s covery by which the
Natural Color Can be Restored

Write to the Viixir Co.. (Dept. C.C.), Carlisle. Ont., fora
(rge copy of the book,

HEATERS (Electric).

_. Take the chill out of the air

a with this Electric Heater
This Model is $7.50

TORONTO ELECTRIC LIGHT CO,, Limited, TORONTO

“ - HEATING ‘PADS”(Electrle):

Aaﬂxtnc
the Sick Rm ‘ $8.00 each with attachments

mnmwnw.uau.ronomo
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sterling qualities of the loan .itself. Bond dealers throughout Canada have
untiringly labored to teach and explain the salient points of virtue about these
bonds; and their labors have borne fruit in: the national appreciation of this
splendid investment, with the result that the demand for the loan has quickly
increased. :

And little wonder! When the loan itself is closely examined, its splendid
virtues are clear-cut and outstanding. From the standpoint of safety no invest-
ment is more safe: from the standpoint of yield, few more attractive issues
have been made with the same terminology of maturity, and from the stand-
point of convertibility into cash to meet business or domestic needs, no in-
vestment is better. For when have we had the free and ready re-sale and
absorption of millions of dollars of bonds in a few months’ time with the price
going steadily upward?

THE NEW ISSUE TAX FREE.

There is considerable talk at the present time of the next Victory lLoan,
pro and con, anent making it a tax-free issue; but at this time of writing it
seems fairly certain that the big loan to be placed in the fall will be absolutely
free of taxation, as have been the previous Canadian War Loans. :Consider
able pressure has been brought to bear upon the Minister of Finance to have
the New Victory Loan taxed; but Sir Thomas White has firmly put his foot
down and said that this premier Canadian loan shall not be taxed. At this
time of writing there seems no doubt but that the loan, when it goes to the
people in October, will be free of all kinds of taxes.

- CAUTION THE KEYNOTE OF CAREFUL INVESTMENT.

Perhaps more than ever it is necessary to urge caution in the selectiom of
securities just at this time. So much money has been won in speculation in
“war babies” that many investors are eager to have their fling at this sport
fit only for financial kings who can afford to play at big stakes and lose large
sums of money. But it is usually the large fry who do not lose: and particu-
larly is it true in frenzied finance that “the big fish eat the little fish.” Where
there is an occasional big gain for the little fellow who, dazzled by prospect of
big profits, dabbles in some variety of “war baby,” there are many heart-break-
ing losses; and the shoemaker does well to “stick to his last” and leave the
chances of big speculative gains to the professional trader. The ordinary in-
vestor should “stick closer than a brother” to some reputable brokerage house:
and where he has not the time or the means to personally investigate, he
should “go it blind” on the advice of his bondhouse as to the best form of
safe investment for him.

In all ordinary financial transactions, the personal equation is the big thing.
In Government and most municipal issues, safety of principal is usually abso-
lutely assured. Where the investor departs from such issues and buys corpor-
ate bonds, it is well for him to know somewhat of the character of the people
who manage his company’s affairs, and well assure himself the enterprise is

. needful and the capital sufficient.

Above all, this is not a time to hurry into dubious investments. In a short
time the new Victory Loan will be along; and only if the household savings
are carefully hoarded in the next few months, can.we hope for a real success
for the Big War Loan.

PROVINCIAL ISSUES MUCH IN FOREFRONT.

Bonds of Canada’s Provinces are attracting a good deal of attention these
days, and a good deal can be said in their favor. For one thing they have been
offered at very attractive prices, which net interest yields only formerly ob-
tained from corporation bonds or realty mortgages. They are, of course,
absolutely sound as regards principal and interest, and afford an excellent
opportunity to follow the sage advice of assorting one’s investments. While
they do not offer quite the same ready convertibility as Victory Loan bonds,
there is an excellent selling market, as most institutions have not been able
to get all they want and are in the market to pick up those offered for re-sale.
Provincial bonds have been steadily growing in favor these last few months;
and it can be said for them that they afford a safe and sound investment for
anyone who wishes to put his money into good long-term issues.

Democracy and Returned Soldiers

(Continued from page 12.)

The good works of the G. W. V. A.
performed in ils special province,
among the wives and dependants of
the men overseas have come into lit-
tle public notice. They are, in fact,
enormous. During the last winter the
distress arising from the shortage of
coal was alleviated for many absent
soldiers’ homes by the differeat
branches of the G. W. V. A. ' Every
soldier’s wife has now learned to 80
to the secretary of the branch within
her district with her troubles. Num-
berless such have had their delinquent

assigned pay hunted up and other

such matters straightened out. Again,

‘returned men have been helped to em-

ployment
'The G. W. V. A, 'will become 'éne of

l‘kctmchdhbdawmbbm ‘1" the great political fordes in "Cdanada.

If its numbers ‘grow 'to four Hundred
thousand in a unified body it will con-

stitute a force to be reckoned with
especially if, as is more than prob-
able, they gain as allies the grateful
and trusting sympathy and support of

our citizens.

I do not think that in commending
the Veteran to the consideration of all
good citizens that I can do better
than quote the fine lines which Mr.
Stevenson uses to end his excellent
article:

5 . The finer spirits among
the Vetera.ns are firmly imbued with
the idea that the only monument wor-
thy of their dead comrades is a cleaner

and more efficient system of govern-*
ment, a more intelligent and public-

gpirited attitude towards public atfairs,

' a new type of representative in Parlia-

ment and, above all, a gradual reorgan-
ization ‘of Canadian society for mutual

service and happiness .rather.than for | .
individual aggrandizement and profi-

teering dividends.”
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p.. Standard Produqts"

HY-LO LAMPS.

Turn down the electric light! Use Hylo
lamps and save current without being in
total darkness. Send for price list.

Toronto Electric Light Co., Ltd., Toronto.
ILLUMINATING GLASS

ILLUMINATING
GLASSWARE
SHADES—GLOBES—BOWLS

JEFFERSON GLASS COMPANY, LIMITED
Factory and Head Office: 388 Carlaw Avenus, Toronto

IMMERSION HEATERS.

This Water Heater Boils a Pint of Water
-~  inTwo MinutesL $4.50 Each

- = Toronto

Toronto Electric Light Co., Limited

1IRONS (Electric).
Make Ironing Easy

With Our “Kitchener” or "Cnlon.h["
Fleotric tron

TORONTO

IRON WORKS

POLSON [RON WORKS

LIMITED
STFEL SHIPBUILDERS

ENG]NEERS AND BOILERMAK ERS
TOR () NT O,

LAMPS

@ Send for any Size or Style of Electric

(Standard Electric).

Lamp. We keep a fuil stock
TORONTO ELECTRIC LIGHT CO., Limited TORONTO

LOCKERS.

 DENNISTEEL LOCKERS AND SHELVING

——— Werita for Catalogas ——

==~ AND IRON WORKS COMPANY LIMITED
LONDON, CANADA

THE DENNI®

The “ Mazda ™ is the most Economical and the
most Brilliant Electric Lamp “Made in Canada”

TORONTO ELECTRIC LIGHT CO., Limited, TORONTO

MOTOR OILS.
5 PEERLESS” GASOLINE

“a British Amenm 0il Company, Limited
Teronte . .

Ontario

MAZDA LAMPS.
NITROGEN LAMPS,

Powerful and Economical  Nitrogen gas-
filled high efficiency lamps—all sizes in
stock.

Toronto Electric Light Co., Ltd., Toronto.

OILS, GREASES.
ONTARIO SOAP AND OIL CO.

LUBRICANTS, LARD CUTTING COMPOUNDS,
LINSEED SOAPS, METAL POLISHES

74 DON ESPLANADE ‘. TORONTO
OVENS «Electric).
This Ce and I Elec-

trical Cooking Outfit for Small Apart-
ments, costs only $11.75
TORONTO ELECTRIC LICHT CO., Limited - TORONTO

PAINTS.

}.{L‘\DFRSON]

(INTED

CENGL1ISH " PAINT

PERCOLATORS (Electric).

PERCOLATE YOUR COFFEE
WITH OUR "UNIVERSAL® ELECTRIC PERCOLATOR
e PRICES 35, $11 wnd 318 £
TORONTO ELECTRIC LIGHT CO,, Limited - TORONTO

PHOTO ENGRAVERS.

37 RICHMOND ST E
COPPER ZINC
HAL‘TONES vSIC‘:- ETCHINGS

i [eronemain O8

5 PREMIER PIANO"

Toronto

GOLD MEDAL PIANOS
i -l .."",'!

THE lll'COKll PIANO COIPMY. l.lIlTlD
ORONTO. OWTA!
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Standard Products

PLUMBING SUPPLIES.

CLUFF BROTHERS

"PLUMBING SUPPLIES
HOT WATER BOILERS
AND RADIATORS

1 79-87 CHURCH ST., TORONTO -

PRINTING.

THE LEADER PRINTING CO.
Book and Job Printers—— :
209 CHURCH ST. PHONE MAIN 2133

PUBLICATION PRINTERS.

THE ONTARIO PRESS, LIMITED
B, TORONTO - CANADA

% The Clearing House for Magasines and Newspapers™

PRINTING I*IKS.

“NONE BETTER?” "*'&3'"s%'s"™®

THE DOMINION PRINTINJG INK & COLOR CO.
ite

TORONTO Limi CANADA

RADIATORS (Electric).

RADIATOR SELLS AT $7.00
2B UWhy Should. YousiSKiver 2
TORONTO ELECTRIC LIGHT CO., LIMITED

ﬂ THIS HANDY LITTLE ELECTRIC

TORONTO

RANGES (Electric).

The Cleanest and the Cheapest for Cook-
ing in the Home.

Electric Ranges; $60 and up.
Toronto Electric Light Co., Ltd., Toronto.

s :
00K BYWIRF

A

Sl
E——1
B B

s

TORONTO ELECTRIC LIGHT CO., Limited, TORONTO

.

RANGES

“HOME COMFORT?”

Steel and Malleable Iron Ranges
Manufactured by

Wrought Iron Range Company of Canada, Limited

149 King St. W., Teronto The Trade Supplied

READING LAMPS (Electric).

Save your eyes and reduce your light bill.
A Reading Lamp puts the. light where
you need it. Price $4.50.

Toronto Electric Light Co., Ltd., Toronto.

SEEDS.

Everything for the Garden and Farm
Write for Our lllustrated Sesd Ccld?’ll i
THE WILLIAM EWING CO., Limited
" 142-146 McGill Street -  MONTREAL

SEWING MACHINE MOTORS.

; SEW-E-Z Electric Sewing Motor
b Eliminates all sewing drudgery. Price complete $18

TORONTO ELECTRIC LIGHT CO,, Limited ¢ TORONTO

-

TEA KETTLES (Electric).

M—
Five o’Clock Tea is no trouble at all when
you have this Electric Kettle
$10.00 i the Price
TORONTO ELECTRIC LIGHT CO, Limited . TORONTO

TOASTERS (Electric).

Electric Toasters

Have One on Your Breakfast Table - $4.50 up
Send for lllastrated List of “"Universal’ Toasters @

TORONTO ELECTRIC LIGHT CO,’Limited - -  TORONTO

VIBRATORS (Efectric).

For Massage--Ner Scalp Ti t
18 This Electric Vibrator is Best
: ¢ $18.00 Complete

TORONTO ELECTRIC LIGHT CO., Limited TORONTO

VACUUM CLEANERS (Electric).

) The “ CADILLAC ” Electric Vacuum Cleaner
K4  $27.00 and up. “The Gold Medal Winner ”
TORONTO

R, TORONTO ELECTRIC LIGHT €O, LIMITED

VARNISHES.

THE AULT-& WIBORG CoO. °Lii7#5" |
- VARNISH WORKS -

WINNIPEG TORONTO MONTREAL -
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The Hour by The Clock

(Continued from page 13.)

Shouts and tumult and babies crying
—hungry, miserable infants, offspring
of desperate and patient women. How
much longer could the news he kept
from the mass? - What sign could they
have to unite them against or for the
powers ruling Berlin? #

Poor Pleigman was swallowed in the
crowd. But from - hi§ suffocating
cranny of the stale masses of flesh and
ciothes he could gee a riband of white
—the balcony of the hotel; upon it one
lone figure—the Captain whose papers
he had sworn to deliver to Frau Bobel.

A group of men on the balcony, biue-

grey; he in the dull khaki, with its

dot of an iron cross, in the midst of.
theni: Slowly the eyes: of all were
turned to that balcony:: a  hihdred
thousand eyes and more; eyes that
could make out the glint of that khaki,
knowing who it was

“Kluck!” Pleigman heard them say;
they had seen his face in the news-
papers; seen him on the street; him
with his Iron Cross. He saw the flick
of 'a swift rope up there; heard the
drone of a biplane somewhere; a wo-
man scream oif‘the balcony—FErau Bo-

Lel with her arms out as for'a moment _

the little gang of blue-greys fell back
from the rope.

But Captain Clock, removing the
iron cross, paid no heed to the wo-
man. He looked at the hangman.

He leaned over the rail and peered
down at the crowd and his big slow
voice megaphoned over a hundred
thousand people and more.

“You’ll kindly postpone that little
affair of the rope, gentlemen. British
justice always gives a gallows victim
the right to one statement of his case
before he swings. The first man who ,
touches me before I'm done—goes be-
low.”

“People of Germany—the Kiel Canal

is a mass of tumbled masonry. The -

German navy is a long lump of twisted
steel, Heligoland that mnever should
have been Germany’s at all is a dead
rock in the midst of exploded mines
and junk-heaps of Krupp guns. The
Armada of the air with one of my own
countrymen, Billy Bishop, in the ad-
vance guard, has done it. The Irresist-
ible.”

Their faces seemed ineffably stupid.
The message began to travel over the
crowd as.pebble rings in a pool.

‘“Be glad you all are not smither-
eens,” he went on. “God knows if
ever Babylon and Sodom and that
bunch of immoral places deserved the
scourge of the sky, this city of the
Ultimate Beast did. But ten just men
would have saved Tyre and Sidon, and
I guess there are that many in Berlin.”

He spoke in a great silence.

“Listen! Hamburg and Bremen
have ten hours’ notice to evacuate or
be shelled to the shore line by the
PBritish navy. All the air-navies in
Germany can’t stop that. Our Armada
of the air is too close. God knows
where. But it’s near enough for busi-
ness. Tell your Kaiser in his crumb-
ling Potsdam—tell him and old Tirpitz
that the Baltic is no longer a German
lake; that the circus with which he
said he would broom his way into Eng-
land by a grand concourse of air and
water has travelled the other way.
Take back your Iren Cross!” He flung
it into the crowd. “Think yourselves
lucky that the humanity of your ene-
mies keeps them from crucifying all
the Hohenzollerns on wooden crosses
just like it. But youw’ll never have a
chance to hang me—or crucify me as

your brute soldiers did one Canadian
on the west front——" ;

He looked up. His words seemed to
melt into the blue. A sudden shadow
swept over the faces below. They
looked up at the sound. It was an air-
ship, heralded by a scream from Frau
Bobel on the balcony. Flying low and
at slow speed, it seemed almost to col-
lide with-the balcony, and it trailed
‘a rope that like a miracle struck par-
alysis into the gang of hangmen. On
the end of the rope was a weight that
stretchedit. . A-rubber rope reinforced
with elastic! The man in khaki hurl-
ed himself from the rail, and to 2
great-unbelieving grunt of the crowd,
turning to escape his fall,” he caught
the rope trail of the long.sky-line. His

flung weight stretched.the rope as the

machine zoomed clean up. Hand oveér
hand 'as the biplane swung away he
went up—— SRR R

~#F4T knew it,” mumbled Pleigman. “I

knew they never would hang him. If.
he dies, it is the death of a hero, not
ot a traitor. My captain!” - PR

Spmewhere in its mad career over
the brainstricken city, from behind a

_cloud where no eye of a crowd could:

behold it, there went up the bullets
that sped to the mark. Commander
Hopkirch’s machine, . came toppling
‘down, pilot, rope, man below and all.

When by whatever sanity was leff in
Berlin the police at length discovered
the mangled remains of the Command-
er and the Captain, they found beside
the wreck the body of Frau Bobel—in
her hand the clutched papers deliv-
ered to her by Pleigman.

THE END.

The Winds of the World

(Continued from page 21.)

dared show what we—Germany—can
do to help. I have seen from the first
it was only with the aid of the army
that we could accomplish anything,
yet the army has been unapproach-
able. How is it that you have seem-
ed so loyal, all of you, until the min-
ute of war?”

Ranjoo Singh spat again through the
opening with thoroughness and great
deliberation. Then he proceeded to
give proof that, as Yasmini had said,
he was really not a buffalo at all. A
fool would have taken chances with
any one of a dozen other explana-
tions. Ranjoor Singh, with an ex-
pression that faintly suggested Colo-
rel Kirby, picked the right, convincing
ore. :

“The English are not bad people,”
he said simply. “They have left In-
dia better than they found it. They
have been unselfish. They have treat-
ed us soldiers fairly and “honorably.
We would not have revolted had the
opportunity not come, but we have
long been waiting for the opportunity.

“We are not madmen—we are sol-
diers. We know the value of mere
words. We have kept our plans
secret from the merchants and the

" hillmen, knowing well that they would

all follow our lead. If you think that
you, or Germany, have persuaded us,
you are mistaken. You could not per-

- gsuade me, or any other true soldier,

jtf you tried for fifty years!

“It is because we had decided on re-
volt already that I wags willing to lis-
ten to your offer of material assist
ance. We understand that Germany
expects to gain advantage from our
revolt, but we cannot help that; that
jg incidental. As soldiers, we accept
what aid we can get from anywhere!”

“S0?” said the German.

National Directory
MADE IN Of

T‘@N@ﬁ’ Standard Prothtj

WASTE PAPER.
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ASTE PPEL ey

< 100 JOHN ST. TORONT
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_ ’ LARGEST CANADIAN DEAL

WASTE PAPE

E.PULLAN - TORON
WASHING MACHINES (Erectric) =
Thor Electric Washing Machine

b phoie b Loni] i

Saves Time Saves Labor
Saves Money

Hurley Machine Co., Limited
413 Yonge St., Toronto, Ont.

By

o

THE FAMOUS “1900 * WASHERS

We have the most up-to-date Washing Machines

on the market; a complete line of hand power:

water power, engine power and-electrc-washers:
Illustrated catalogue upon request,

“Nineteen Hundred Washer Co., Toronto

—

]

THE “EASY” ELECTRIC VACUUM
" SYSTEM:WHASHING MACHINE

$65.00 and Up

TORONTO ELECTRIC LIGHT €O, LIMITED TORONTO
WATCHES.
L —

/ connec-

tion into

¢ o upling

now on hose,

leave it there as

permanent par

of hose line. TO

fill tires, attach

same to valve, Air pres-

sure in tire can be ascer-

tained = without detaching

connection from valve bY
placing gauge on top.
Price each 50c.

A. SCHRADER’S SON INC.
334 King St. East, Toronto
London, Eng, New York, Chicago

LONDON DIRECTORY

(PUBLISHED ANNUALLY)

enables traders throughout the World t0
communicats direct with English
MANUFACTURERS & DEALERS
in each class o goods. Besides being 3
complete commercial guide to London 27
Suburbs, it contains lists of

EXPORT MERCHANTS o1
with the goods they ship, and the Colon?
and Foreign Markets they supply 3 also s
PROVINCIAL TRADE NOTICE
of leading Manufacturers, Merchants, e'iC':
in the principal Provincial Towns ar
dustrial Centres of the United Kingdom- -
Business Cards of Merchants and Dealer
seeking

BRITISH AGENCIES o

can now be printed under each trac‘cf $
which they are interested at a cost 0,“_
for each trade heading, Larger adverti
ments from $15 to $60. by
A copy of ‘the directory will be sent
post on receipt of postal orders for $7.59- p

The London Directory Co.s Lt4
25 Abchurch Lane, LONDON, E-
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“Ja!” said Ranjoor Singh. “And
that is why, if you'fail me, I shall
give you to Yasmini’s cobras!”

“You will admit,” said the German,
“when I have shown you, that Ger-
Mmany’s foresight has been long and
Shrewd. Your great chance of suc-
Cess, my friend, like Germany’s in this
War, depends on a sudden, swift, tre-
Mendous success at first; the rest will
follow ‘as a logical corrollary. It Is
the: means of securing that first suc-
cess that we have been making ready
for you for two years and more.”

“You should have credit for great
Secrecy,” admitted Ranjoor Singh.
“Until a little while ago I had heard
nothuw of any German plans.” :

ﬂRuSSIa ‘got the blame for what
little was guessed ap!™” laughed the
German.

“Oh!” said Ranjoor Singh.

LITTLE before midday they
reached the Ajmere Gate, and
the lumbering cart passed under it.
At the farther side the driver stopped
hig ‘oxen without orders, and Ranjoor
Singh stepped out, looking quickly up
and down the road. There were peo-
~ Dble about, but none whom he chose to
favor with a second glance.

Close by the gate, almost under the
shadow of it, and so drab and dirty
as to be almost unnoticeable, there
Was a little cotton-tented booth, with
a stock. of lemonade and sweetmeats,
that did interest him. - He 'looked threc
times at it, and at the third look a
Mchammedan wriggled out of it and

' Walked away without a word.

“Come'” commanded Ranjoor Singh,

" and the German got out of the cart,
looking not ‘so very much unlike the
Deor Mohammedan who had gone
- Away.

. “Qlet-in there!” The German slip-
Ded into the real owner’s place. So

fa-l as appearances went; he was a.

Very passable sweetmeat and lemon-
,at‘e seller, and Ranjoor Singh proved
competent to guard against contingen-
Ciegs, %

He picked a long stick out of the

gutter and took his stand near by,

frowning as he saw a carriage he sus-

Dected to be Yasmini’s drive under the

gate and come to a stand at the road-
side, fifty or.sixty yards away.

“If the officers should recognize me,’
he growled to the German, though
Seeming mot to talk to him at all, “I
Should be arrested at once, and shot
later, But the men will recognize me,
and you shall see what you shall see!”

Three small boys came with a coin
to spend, but Ranjoor Singh drove
them away with his long stick; they
argued shrilly from a distance, and one
threw a stone at him, but finally they
decided he was some new sort of plain-
clothes “constabeel,” and went away.

One after another, several natives
came to make small purchases, but,
not heing boys any longer, a gruff
~ Word was enough to send them run-
ling, And then came the clatter of
‘hOOfs of the advance-guard, and the
German looked up to see a fire in Ran-
oor Singh’s eyes that a caged tiger
could not have outdone.

All this while the bullock-cart in

Which they had come remained in‘the .

Middle of the road, its driver dozing
Qreamily on his seat and the bullocks
Derfectly content to chew the cud. At
the sound of the hoofs behind him, the

driver suddenly awoke and began to

belabor and kick his animals; he
~ Seemed oblivious of another cart that
Came toward him, and of a third that
hurried after mm from underneath the
~ Bate,
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In less than sixty seconds all three
carts were neatly interlocked, and
their respective drivers were engaged
in a war of words that beggared Babel.

The advance-guard halted and
added words to the torrent. Colonel
Kirby caught up the advance-guard
and halted, too.

“Does he look like a man who com-
mands a loyal regimént?” asked Ran-
joor Singh; and the German studied
the bowed head and thoughtful angle
of a man who at that minute was re-
gretting his good friend the risaldar-
major.

“You will note that he looks chast-
ened!”

The German nodded.

In his own good time Ranjoor Singh
ran out and helped with that long
stick of his to straighten out the mess;
then in thirty seconds the wheels were
unlocked again and the carts moving
in a hurry to the roadside. The ad-
vance-guard moved on, and Kirby fol-
lowed. Then, troop by troop, the
whole of Outram’s Own rode by, and
the German began to wonder. It
seemed to him that the rest of the
officers were not demure enough, al-
though he admitted to himself that
the enigmatic Eastern faces in the
ranks might mean anything at all. He
noted that there was almost no talk-

ing, and he took that for a good sign .

for Germany.

D Squadron came last of all and
convinced him. They rode regretfully,
as men who missed their squadron
leader, and who, in spite of a message
from him, would have better loved to
see him riding on their flank.

But Ranjoor Singh stepped out mto
the road, and the right-end man of the
front four recognized him. Not a word
was said that the German could hear,
but he could see the recognition run
from rank to rank and troop to troop.
until the squadron knew to a man; he
saw them glance at Ranjoor Singh,
and from him to one another, and ride
on with a new stiffening and a new air
of “now we’ll see what comes of it!”

It was as evident, to his practised
eye, that they were glad to have seen
Ranjoor Singh, and-looked forward to
seeing him again very shortly, as that
they were in a mood for trouble, and
he decided to believe the whole of
what the Sikh had said on the strength
of the obvious truth of part of it.

“Watch mnow the supply train!”
growled Ranjoor Singh, as the wagons
began to rumble by.

The German had no means of know-
ing that the greater part of the regi-
ment’s war provisions had gone away
by train from a Delhi station. The
wagons that followed the regiment on
the march were a generous allowance
for a regiment going into camp, but
not more than that. The spies whose

' duty it was to watch the railway sid-

ings reported to somebody else and
not to him.

Ranjoor Singh beckoned him after a
while, and they came out into the
road, to stand between two of the bul-
lock-wagons and gaze after the regi-
ment. The shuttered . carriage that
Ranjoor Singh had suspected to be
Yasmini’s passed them again, and the
man beside the driver said something
to Ranjoor Singh in an undertone,
but the German did not hear it; he
was watching the colonel and another
officer walking together beside the
road in the distance. The shuttered
carriage passed on, but stopped in the
shadow of the gate.

(Concluded in next issue.)

SOIREES MUSICALE

ROM September twenty-sixth on,

for a week at least, the Hambourgs
are to give a series of Soirees Musi-
cale. There will be one every night
for the week, held in the Louis XIV.
room at the King Edward Hotel, To-
ronto.

As it is desired to accomplish an at-
mosphere of intimacy, the programme
will consist of chamber music and
small songs; the artists being Jan
Hambourg, who has returned to town
just in time for the event; Boris Ham-
bourg, the well-known ’cellist; and as
as a piece de resistance, Alberta Gar-
cia Guerrero, of South America, a
pianist who is making his Canadian
debut on this occasion.

Signor Carboni will be in charge of
the vocal end of the affair; and the
singers are Miss Winifred Parker,
Mrs. A. H. C. Proctor, Mrs. Mabel
Manly Pickard, and Mrs. F. Thenton-
Box. The Canadian trio will also per-
form, the names being those of Miss
Ruth Thom, J. R. Hallman, John Det-
weiler. Mr. Gerald Moore will be ac-
companist.

PROBLEM NO. 192, by H. Rohr.
Second Prize, ‘“Chess Monthly,”” 1891.
A gem.)

Black.—Eight Pieces.

C

%’z
C

7
%%
%
i Ea
White.—Eleven Pieces.

‘White to play and self-mate in three.
Problem No. 193, by H. W. Sherrard.
(F'rom “777 Miniatures in three.”)
‘White: K at KKt6; Rs. at QR3 and
QR6; Kts at QB5 and K4. Black: K at

Q5. White mates in three.

SCLUTIONS
Problem No. 190, by P. H. Williams.
1. R—K3! and mates accordingly. The
gonstruction of this two-er is remarkably
ne.
Problem No. 191, by Dr. E. Palkoska.
1. Kt—B6, KxKt (B6); 2. Kt—K4, K—
Q4, 3. Q—Kt7, mate.
...... KxKt (Q6); 2. B—B8ch, K—
Q4 3. Q—Kqu, mate.
...... threat; 2. Kt—K7ch, KxKt; 3.
Q——~kt4 mate.
The three mating positions echo one

another, the last being chameleon to the
other two.

CHESS IN THE NORTH-WEST.

The annual tournament for the Cana=
dian North<West championship attracted
ten competitors this year, and ended in
a clean sweep for \Mr. Pam Barry, of
‘Winnipeg, who finished third in the 1917
congress, ex aequo with R. J. Spencer, in
a field of fifteen players. The following
game, contested in the tournament, we
obtained in a round-about way from the
British Chess Magazine. The notes are

e

our own.
Sicilian Defence.

White. Black.
P. Barry. R. J. Spencer.
1. P—K4 TP B4

2. Kt—KB3 2. Kt—QB3
3. P—Q4 3. PxP

4 KixP 4. P—Q3

5. Kt—QB3 b. P—KKt3
6. P—KKt3 (a) 6. B—Kt2

7. B—K3 7. B—Q2

8. B—Kt2 8. Kt—B3

9, Q-0 9. Kt—KKt5 (b)
10. KtxKt 10. PxKt: (¢)
11. B—Q14 11. BxB (d)
12. QxB 12. Castles.
13. P—KR3 13. Kt—K14
14. P—Kt3 (e) 14. Q—Bsq
15. P—B4 15. P—QB4 (f)
16. Q—Q2 16. Kt—B3
17. P—KKt4 17. P—B5 (g)
18. Castles (KR) 18. Kt—Kt5?
19. P—R3 19. Q—B4ch
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Among the Pines"
“in tent, log cabin or modern
hotel in a country of scenic

beauty where fishing, hunt-
ing, kodaking, canoeing are

at their best.

Highlands of Ontario

offers you and all the family the
outing of your life, The Grand
Trunk Railway will help you plan
your stay at Algonquin Park,
Muskoka Lakes, Georgian Bay,
Lake of Bays or Timagami. Write
or call for literature.

J: Quinlan,
Bonaventure Stat on
Montreal. Que.
C. E. Horning,

Union Station, Toronto Ont,

Manufacturers of:
High Grade Bank
£oP Office antures,
School, Library E(j)

Commercial Fur-,

mture, Opera eg")}
'Assembly Chairs,
Interior Hardwood
Finish Generally.

“THE HOUSE AND GARDEN
‘MAKING’ BOOKS”

form a new and popular series that

will be indispensable to every one in-

terested in getting the most out of

his country home. Iach volume is an

authoritative, well made, well illus-

trated little book on some activity in

connection with the country house or

its garden.

Making a Rose Garden, by Henry H.
Saylor.

Making a Lawn, by Luke J. Doogue.

Making a Tennis Court, by George H.
Walsh.

Making a Garden to Bloom This Year,
by Grace Tabor.

Making Paths and Driveways, by C.
H. Miller.

Making a Poultry House, by M. Rob-
erts Conover.
Making the Grounds Attractive with
Shrubbery, by Grace Tabor.
Making a Rock Garden, by H. 8.
Adams.

Making a Garden  of Perennials, by
W. C. Iigan.

Making a Garden with Hotbed and
Coldframe, by C. H. Miller.

Makling a Fireplace, by Henry H. Say-
or.

Making a Bulb Garden, by Grace

Tabor.

Making a Water Garden, by Williau.x
. Tricker.

Making and Furnishing Outdoor
Rooms and Porches, by H. D.
Eberlein.

Making a Garage, by A. Raymond
Ellis.

Making a_Garden of Small Fruits, by
By ockwell.

Making Built-in Furniture, by Abbott
McCIule

Making Fences, Walls and Hedges, by
W. H. Butterfield.
Making Floors, by Abbott McClure.
Making Walls and Ceilings, by H. D
Mak]?berl(e}m i
ng Curtains and Hangings, b
Agnes Foster. e 3

.50c net; postage S5c.

J. M. DENT & SONS, LTD,,
Publishers

25.27 Melinda St.; - TORONTO.
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i “Trin itg College S hoo
RESIDENTIAL CHURCH SCHOOL FOR BOYS

Beautiful healthy situation, overlooking Lake Ontario. 20 acres of Playing Fields, Gymnasium, Magnificent

Rink. Boys prepared for the Universities, Royal Military College and B Religious traini

Beautiful Chapel. Also Junior School for Boys 9 to x4.

For prospectus apply to the Headmaster, REV. F. GRAHAM ORCHARD, M. A. (Camb.)

SUCCESSES 1917: At Toronto University, 1st Math ical and 1st Classical Ent Scolarshi

Y, At R.M.C., Four Successes. Next Term commences Sept. 12th.

ACADEMIC AND MODEL
Including practical English
courses and matriculation to
McGill University.
BUSINESS

Shorthand, Typewriting, Book-
keeping, Business Systems in
Bugbee Business College,

Splendid location and surroundings. 30
miles south from Sherbrooke, 200 acres of
farm, forest and stream, large campus,
modern buildings, everything conducive to
healthy sports; students prepared for Uni-
versity, Military College, Business Life,
Musical Careers, and Home making, under
ideal conditions.

Fall Term begins Sept. 12.
Write jov School Calendar to

S i M Work, Cookl GEO. J. TRUEMAN, M.A., Principal,
Weod an etal Work, Cooking, :
Dressmaking, Home Nursing. ! STANSTEAD, Que, 29

T N AR A I SR
ONTARIO LADIES’ COLLEGE

WHITBY = ONTARIO

A SCHOOL. OF IDEALS ano AN IDEAL SCHOOL
FOR GIRLS AND YOUNG WOMEN
Healthful, picturesque location amidst 200 acres of garden and farm land.

Public School to Second
Year University

Household Science

Music
Instrumental

MUSIC
Piano, Violin, Voice, Organ,
Oratory in Eastern Townships
Conservatory of Music.
MANUAL ARTS

Civicand Parliamentary
Studies,

Gymnasium Work
and Swimming,

For Calendar

Vocal apply to
Commercial REV. F. L.
Elocution "ARE_WE‘-'-
Art PRINCIPAL
93

)
i

A Ghurch, Residential aud Bay School
for Girls.

Established over fifty years.

All Departments from Kindergarten
to University Matriculation.

For Calendar apply to the Bursar,

ST. MARGARET'S COLLEGE

TORONTO A RESIDENTIAL AND DAY SCHOOL FOR GIRLS QOANADA ‘
FULL ACADEMIC COURSE, FROM PREPARATORY TO HONOUR MATRICULATION,
FULL COMMERCIAL COURSE—MUSIC—ART-—HOUSEHOLD = SCIENCE—PHYSICAL |
EDUCATION—GAMES—SWIMMING ; |

Mrs, George Dickson, President

Miss Florence Neelands, B.A, Head of Senlor House

School Reopens Tuesday, September 17th, 1918

Miss Isobel G. Brown, Principal
Miss Marjory A. Ford, Head of Junior House
Calendar sent on application

BELLEVILLE, ONTARIO.

% to Agﬂ? 41 % fhﬂﬂl A Church School for Girls

Patron—The Lord Bishop of Ontario
Advisory Board—His Honor Judge Wills; H. F. Ketcheson, Esq., Ex-Mayor; J. Elliott, Esq.,Manager Standard Bank,
unior School and preparation for the Universities. Ernest Wheatley, A.R.C.O.,
usical Director. Special A.T.C.M. Course. Handsome, well-equipped building,
beautiful grounds, all outdoar sports, swimming pool and rink.
FOR CALENDAR APPLY TO MISS F. E. CARROLL, PRINCIPAL
School will re-open on Wednesday, September 11th.
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Successes 1917, Ist and 2nd ~
Places R.M.C., Nine Passes
Entrance RM.C., and R.C.N.
Four Matriculations McGill.
Term commences Sept 11 9 am
Head Master, C.8.Fosbery. M.A.
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Preparatory, Junior and Sen-
jor Departments, ' Physical
Training, Manual Traming,
Swimming, Riding Drawing,

Music, Rinks, Tennis Courts. MONTREAL
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CANADIAN COURIER

20. K—Rsq 20. Kt—R3 (h)
21. P—Kt4 21. Q—Bsq

22. Kt—Q5 (1) 22. R—Ksq

23. P—B3 (J) 23. B—B3

24. P—Bb 24. BxKt

25. QxB 26, PXP?

26. KtPxP (k) 26. Q—B2

27. Q—Q2 27. QR—Qsq
28. R—B4 28. K—Rsq

29. P—B6 (1) 29. R—KKtsq
30. QR—KBsq 30. PxP (m)
31 RxP 31. R—Kt2 (n)
32, Q—Q4! 82. K—Ktsq
33. R—Qsq 33. R—Kt3

34, P—IKS5 34, Kt—Ktsq (o)
85 PsE 35. Q—Bsa

36. R (Qsq)—KBsqg 36. RxR (p)
37. QxR 37. Kt—Q2 (a)
38. Q—Ktbsch 38. K—Rsq

39, RxP 39. R—Ktsq
40. Q—R6. Resigns (r)

(a) This development is unusual and is
more effective against P—K3, than when
Black also adopts the King’'s Fianchetto.

(b) This is rather a “Will o’ the wisp.”
A developing move would be more in
order.

(c) BxKt seems preferable.

(d) P—K4 would block in the King’s
Bishop, and also leave the Queen’s Pawn
inherently weak.

(e) To prevent Kt—B5 later.

(f) Otherwise the Knight has no re-
treat.
ad(i)nc‘éve %0 nobt tstee the object of this

\'C: , far better w
17.(h1)(t-—}?5- ould have been

The ‘‘cruise” of Black’'s ill-s
Knight finally winds up on a blea}t{arggg

distant shore. The alternative 20..
Igt-BB, would be answered by 21. P——’
Kt4, Q—Kt3; 22. Kt—Q5, - Q—Qsq (f
Q—Ktsa; 23. P—Kt5!) 23. Q 3

(i) 22. P—K5 would be adequa
by( 2)‘2' o g dequately met

G} le might have deferred this i
favor of 23. QR—Qsq, threatening 24. Krfl;
xPch, ete.

(k) 26. RxP would be more forcible. As
a matter of fact, we have failed to evolve
a plausible line to meet it. If 26, ..., P
—K3,  then 27. R—Ktbch, K—Rsq; 28. Q
xQP, Q—Qsq; 29. Q—B4, P—B3 (If 29. ...,
R—KBsq, then 30. R—QR5, Kt—B2! 31
R—Q@QB6); 30. R—KR5, R—QKtsq (not 30.
..., R—QBsq; 31. P—Kb5, threatening 32.
B—Kt7 and also PxP); 8l. Q—R6, Q—K2
(R—Kt2?); 32. R—KBsq, R—KBsq; 33.
R—QR5, R—Kt3; 34, P—Kt5, Kt—Ktsq;
35. RxRP, and wins. If Black tries, in-
stead, 26. ..., R—KBsq, then follows 27.
QR—KIBsq, Q—Ksq; 28, Q—Kt7, Q—Bsq;
29. QxKP, with a winning attack. An
interesting positien.

(1) Threatening R—R4 and Q—R6

(m) This exchange is, of course, suici-
dal. After 30. ..., P—K3, there is no out=
standing reason why Black should lose.

(n) If 81, ..., KR—Bsq, then 32. Q—B4,
R—Q2; 33. Q—R6, R—KKtsq (otherwise
QB“‘B4 and then to R4); 34. P—K5, and

wins.

(o) If 34, ..., RxR, then 35. Px {—
Rsq; 36. R—Ksq, ete. g3

(p) 36...., R—Q2 would permit
RxR, RPxR; 38. B—Q5. Alternative de-
fences of the King’s Bishop’s Pawn
would be followed by 37. QxRP.

(a) If 37. ..., Q—Q2, then 38. R—KKtsq.

(r) A game with some interesting fea-
tures, but we would rate the defence well
below Mr. Spencer’'s usual ability, We
have heard good opinions of his chess,

CHESS PAGEANT IN TORONTO.

A Living_Chess Pageant was staged on
the green in Scarboro’ Beach Park, To-
ronto, Wednesday evening, August 14th,
under the promotion of Mr. H., H. DeMers,
who of_ﬁcxated in the costume of @& jester.
The pieces were first presented to the
audience from the acrobatic platform.
Paul Morphy’s “immortal” game against
the Duke of Brunswick was bplayed
through, musical effects being provided
by the Q. O. R. band, in charge of Major
Barrow. $Sam Lloyd’s problem, the “Kil-
kenny cat” was also set up.

From a spectacular standpoint the affair
was very successful, the costuming being
excellent. A board half as large again,
would have reduced the mystification to
those scientifically interested. Mr. De=
Mers deserves credit, however, over a
difficult task, which he handled all alone.

A match, on ten boards, for the Scar=-
@)oro’ Shield, between players represent-
ing the Bast and West End of Toronto,
subsequently took place. The result was
rather one-sided, the East, captained by
Mr. W. Cawkell, winning by seven and
one-half points to twe and one-half. Mr,
Sim (East) defeated Mr. Rosen at top
board. The event will be an annual one.

END GAME NO. 37.
By W. and M. Platoff.

White: K at KB2; B at QR3; Ps at Kb
and KR6. Black: K at KR7; R at KKt8;
B at Ksq. White to play and win.

Solution.

1. P—R7, R—Kit7ch; 2. K—Ksq (a), R—
Kt8ch; 3. K—Q2, R—Kt7ch; 4. K—Bsq,
R—Kt8ch; 5. K—Kt2, R—Kt7ch; 6. K—
Rsq, R—Kt8ch; 7. B—Bsq! RxBch; 8. K—
Kt2, R—QKt8ch (b); 9. K—B3 (¢), R—
QB8ch; 10. K—Kt4 (d), R—QKtS8ch; 11,
K—Rb6, R—QRS8ch (e), 12. K—Kt6, R—
QXKt8ch; 13. K—BT7, R—QBS8ch; 14. K—Q8,
and wins. (f).

(a) If the King goes to the third rank,
then R—Kt6ch and R—KR6. Neither may
the King go to a white square, allowing
Black to clear the eighth rank. (b) If
8..., R—BTch; 9. K—Ktsq. (c¢) If 9. K—
R3, then 9..., R—R8ch forces the King
back to Kt2. (d) If 10. K—Q4, then
10..., R—Q8ch; 11. K—B5 (if 11. K—B3
or K3, R—Q6ch), R—B8ch, and the King
must go to the fourth rank, Kt4 being
the only square to make progress. (e)
The King’s Pawn refutes 11..., R—Kt4
ch. (f) One of the most astonishing end-
ings we have ever seen.
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10 Eim AveRosedale. Toronfo
A Residential & DaySchool forGirls

Hon. Principal, Miss M. T. Scott.
Principal, Miss Edith M. Read, M.A.

Pass and Honor Matriculation, French House,
Art, Music, Domestic Science, Special Course in
Dietetics, Large Playgrounds, Outdoor Games,

PRIMARY SCHOOL FOR DAY PUPILS.
Autumn Term will begin September 17th.

For Prospectus apply to the Principals
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LMA LADIES? COLLEGE

(Canada’s National Residential
School for Girls)

OPENS ITS THIRTY-EIGHTH YEAR
ON SEPTEMBIR SIXTEENTH,
NINETEEN HUNDREDAND EIGHTEEN

Thorough courses in Music, Art, Oratorys

High School, Business College, Domestic

Science and Superior Physical Training
For terms, address: R, I, Warner, M.A.,
D.D., President, St. Thomas, Ont. 32 §

Glenfar,

* §51 SPADINA AVENUE
TORONTO
RESIDENTIAL AND DAY
SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
Principal = MISS J. J. STUART

(Successor to Miss Veals)
ical Tripos, idge Usivarsity, England.
Large,well-ventilated house, pleasantly
situated.  Highly qualified staff of
Canadian and European teachers. . The
curriculum shows close touch with m?d-
ern thought and education. Preparation
for matriculation examinations. Specia!
attention given to individual needs.
Outdoor Games
School Re-Opens
September 12

1. Anhrwf;
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TORONTO

A Residential and Pa¥
School
FOR BOYS
rUniv-
Doy preperee) il
College and Business-
CALENDAR SENT ON APPLICATION

Autumm Term Commences Sept. 26, 1918
REV. D, BRUCE. MACDONALD, M.A..LL-P

eadmaster

New Prospectus
from Miss STUART.

UPPER SCHOOL
LOWER SCHOOL

ATENTS

PROMPTLY SECUREL

In all countries. Ask for our INVENe:
TOR’'S ADVISER,which will be sent ré
MARION & MARION,

864 University St,, MoLh"ial:/
PATENT SOLICITORS.

FETHERSTONHAUGH & CO0. The v~

established firm. Patents evledgw

where. Head Office, Royal Bank B! St

Toronto. Ottawa Office, 5 Elgin St. Free.
fices throughout Canada. Booklet

WHY DON'T YOU REMEMBER? Zlv;f
can train your memory, build S€5
confidence, concentration—a quarter giaﬂ
million students prove it. Write Canaci’
Correspondence College, Limited, Pel
Dept.” O. Toronto, Canada.

STAMPS AND COINS. nts
ACKAGES free to collectors for 2 cgen‘
postage; also offer hundred diffeTeuy
foreign stamps; catalogue; ‘h_ingesg-,wm.p
cents. We buy stamps. Marks °©

Co., Toronto. s

HOTELS.

KING EDWARD HOTEL
—Fireproof—

Toronto, Canada.

Accommodation for 750 guests,
BEuropean Plan.

$1.60 v




CANADIAN

Only when you know the
wondrous fragrance, will
you know why its app al is
irressistible! Send15c tsto
Vivaudou (Dept. B, 344 St.

§  paul ~t W., Mo treal), for
a generous sample of Mavis
Kxtr.cts.

MacLean, Bern & Nelson, Ltd.
Lymans, Ltd., Montreal

VIVAUDOU
PARIS-NEW YORK~MONTREAL

SEND A PORTION OF YOUR
WHEAT FLOUR OVERSEAS

BY SUBSTITUTING

CANADA
FOOD BOARD
LICENSE NOS.
FLOUR 15, 16,17,18
CEREAL 2-009

Contains THAN

More
Nutriment

50c. worth of Beef
35& (7] "
e -

Pork

Use
Them to Save
Wheat Flour in All Your Baking

Wheat Saving Recipes Mailed Free

WESTERN CANADA FLOUR MILLS CO.
Head Office: Toronto LIMITED

Cheese

COURIER
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An Irresistible Appeal—

HROUGH the doorway of the Terra Cotta
Grill, comes a picture of comfort and good
cheer that exercises an irresistible appeal.

The beauty of the room and its odd construc-
tion is a never-ending source of interest to
. guests. Music and dancing add to the charm.

Hotel McAlpin abounds in unusual things. It
also excels in comfort and luxury throughout
its entire establishment.

- HOTEL MALPIN

Broadway at Thirty-Fourth Street. New York
LM BOOMER. =~ = =

Managing Director
SiHhs

IndudeGreat Lakes

Water Route

On Your Trip to the Pacific Coast

Through the marvelous

Canadian Pacific Rockies

Excellent accommodations—cool, restful,
day-and-a-half’s diversion on the

- - - -
Canadian Pacific Railway
Great Lakes Steamship Service

From Port McNicoll, via Toronto, on Georgian Bay
through Lake Huron and Sault Ste. Marie to Fort
William on Lake Superior.

Summer Tour at Speclal Rates covering Lake Ports and chief
Western Points of Canada and the United States,

Particulars from Canadian Pacii:
Ticket Agents or W. B. Howard
District Passenger Agent
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Order in the Kitchen
demands that everything

be clean and sanitary
Use

Old Dutch

That's the easy and the orderly W‘?’J'

MADE 1IN CANADA




