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Electric Service

Means comfort, convenience, economy, and safety.

The home that is completely equipped with electrical

devices is a happy one.

All the drudgery of housekeeping is eliminated by
electricity.

You can wash, iron, sew, sweep, cook, keep cool
in summer and warm in winter, by means of elec-
trical Apparatus designed especially to relieve you
of unnecessary and fatiguing labor.

" At our showrooms all these devices are ready for

your inspection.  Competent demonstrators will

operate and explain them for you.

Thé Toronto Electric Light
Company, Limited

“AT YOUR SERVICE”

12 Adelaide St. East. Telephone Adel. 404

</DUNLOP ()] TTR ESps
A Great Response!

Watch “DunlopTi'rés"."

in the emergency. @

TBere’s a wéalth- of

security in that re-

sponse to the brake.
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= SPECIAL" - TRACTION |

Plan Yoizr,

Summer Vacation Now

Decide to enjoy the rest and recuperation of Body and Brain
in one of Canada’s National Playgrounds where the delight-
ful climate, magnificent scenery and unlimited sporting pos-
sihilities combine to make the ideal recreation.

GRAND DISCHARGE OF THE SAGUENAY:
LAURENTIDE NATIONAL PARK:
ALGONQUIN NATIONAL PARK:
RIDEAU LAKES: MUSKOKA LAKES:
GEORGIAN BAY HINTERLAND:
NIPIGON FOREST RESERVE:
QUETICO NATIONAL PARK: .
JASPER NATIONAL PARK AND MOUNT ROBSON PARK

All of which are served most conveniently by the Canadian
Northern. :

For literature and further information apply to nearest C.N.R.
Agent, or write R. L. Fairbairn, General Passenger Agent,
68 King St. E., Toronto, Ont.
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ALASKA

Follow the
Gold Seekers’® Trail

to this wonderful land of the north,
Know the lure of its fjords, snow-capped
mountains, blue-green glaciers, rivers and
tumbling cascades, Indian villages and
totem poles. Thrill with its awakening
to a mighty commercial life.

Travel luxuriously by the splendidly
appointed

Canadian Pacific “Princess” Liners
including the

S. S. Princess Charlotte

Sailing northward, 1,000 miles along the
protected “inside passage.”

Make your reservations early and secure choice
accommodation.

W. B. HOWARD,
District Passenger Agent,
TORONTO, ONT.

Canadian Pacific Railway
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RITZ CARLTON HOTEL
SHERBROOKE 8T. WEST, MONTREAL
TARIFF

Bingle Room and Bath frem $3.00 up.
Double Reom: end Bath from $6.00 up.
Tebie D’Hote and a la carte Meals at Moderate Prices.

GCANADA’'S FINEST HOTEL FRANK 8. QUICK, Manager,
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DIAMONDS

ON CREDIT \\\“ ///

Terms 20% dowr
$1-2-3 Weeki:

Buyiug a High Grade
Dismomd is saving
money, not spending it. A written guarauntee
given with each diamond. All goods sent pre-
paid for inspection. Write or call for catalogue.
‘We send dismonds to any part of Canada.,

JACOBS BROS., IS Terents Arcade, Tereats, Out.
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Negligee Shirts
Have a

Distinctive Style

Made of fine,

The Multitude of Counsellors

CORRESPONDENT advises us not to be too confidential in
A talking about contributors. The only reason we ever talk
about eontributors is to get people to take an interest in them DrE ek Dbt
outside of the . work they do for the paper. Very often the things ?3&';, vgﬁml S
writers write about do not express the most interesting faets about | | foo, 39 2o
themselves. When you look at a:painting or listen to a piece of music };ggaﬁllef?’ew}f;ﬂg
you often want to know something about the person who made it. | | Sh2 SRiea work-
Writers, we imagine, are quite as interesting as artists or musicians. g’;‘;’éﬁwﬁe 1o
And it isn’t always the writer who has the big sellers to his eredit Far superior to
that is the most interesting. ‘
The people who write more or less regularly for the Canadian Tan? sports, but Mes's Negligé Shirts

Each morning a better ap- &
pearance. purer and &
greater Beauty. A softer &
and more pleasing skin. To |

obtain this use B

Gouraud’s
Oriental Cream

It renders a wonderful =
transparent, pearly-white
appearance to the skin in-

cotton or linen,
not only for ex-

also for year round wear in office, or

stantly.  Conceals facial
blemishes. Healing and E
purifying. In use 68 years

Courier are quite as worth while to know aboiut as some of those about
whom gossip is made in our once-a-month literary section. In fact if
they were all together in one company they might even find .them-

when travelling.

Made in all sizes, with single or
double cuffs, shirt or coat style.

A fully illustrated catalogue will be

sent free on application ito

DR.JAEGER **§7ii""*" CO- LIMITED
Toronto Montreal Winnipeg

British ““founded 1883 ”.

selves interesting to one another—which is not always possible.

e W %

Send 10c for /trial size

FERD. T. HOPXINS & SON

MONTREAL, QUE.

THE other evening a lady asked the editor, ““ When will erities con-

sent to tell us exactly what they mean when they talk about
musie?’’ The answer was quite obvious: ‘‘ When people who sing and

7

play will tell us just what the composer meant when he wrote the
piece, it will be time for critics to tell the whole truth about per-
formers.”’ As a matter of cold fact there are times when the whole
truth might be rather awkward for the person about whom it was
told. * Still; we have always maintained that in matters of musie the

music editor of this paper has been quite sincere and usually frank by Electric Car, is' Toronto’s
5 3 S = 25 : popular resort for Sunday
in his eriticisms. When musicians ask us to tell the real truth, per- School and other © excursion
haps they mean—abgut other people. _parties.

\ : ' Every accommodation has
been provided for excursionists,

including pavilion, kitchenette
service, play-ground equipment,

EXCURSION PARTIES
Bond Lake Park

One hour’s ride from Toronto

HOWERPROOF doesnot
mean heavy, airtight
rubber garments usually
associated with the idea of
*rain coats”
SHOWERPROOF, means
an easy, comfortable,
stylish garment, made
of your favorite fabric,

W o% %

TILL another correspondent writes from Montreal :

which HASBEENREN. ' ; Doty ots
B%'%‘Esé*x?ﬁ’l’/%‘?«%‘-}-?n “(lad to see you are making good progress and wish you every R i i
CO. Limited, success, Give us More and still More articles on Canada and cut out dates and other information

#f your dealer oannot supply

the genulne *Cravenstte
* Begd., proofed Qloth and

@arments. write us.

The Cravenctte Co.y

the U. S. A. business. Speaking generally, I don’t think we are in- apply
terested in the South of us very much, and I do not think your Ameri-
can ciremlation will be very large.”’

Excursion Dept.

Toronto and York

Limited, P.0. Box 1954,
76

1
Montreals

" in the convenient
Esterbrook counter
case that will best meet
your needs. Tell us
your approximate year-
ly sales, and we will
t«ll you the proper
case to use. 2
ESTERBROOK PEN MFG. CO.

46.70 Cooper St.
_ Camden, N.J., US.A.

No, our circulation in the United States of America is not very
extensive, and when we publish United States articles and pictures
we don’t stop to consider whether it is or not. We publish such

| things, especially now, because the war has made almost*any nation

on earth interesting to other nations. For nearly three years now
Canadians have been intensely interested in Germany, at a time when
to say the least Germany is not very popular here. The United States
is now an ally of Canada. We notice that lately the American people
have been taking a good deal of interest in what Canada has done in
the war. We are also concerned as Canadians in showing something
of what the United States is doing and intends to do in the war. When
Roosevelt raises an army of 187,000 men we notice at once that he has
nearly half as many men enrolled as the whole Canadian army. When
(Canada abolishes the duty on wheat and flour we are interested in
what effect this will have on Canada in getting Americans to take our
wheat, just as we have for a long while been concerned in how many
Americans we could induce to come over to Canada and take up land
or invest money. 4

When we publish things about the United States we do so as one
small-population nation taking an interest in a huge-population neigh-
bour just-over the line. When Canadians cease to buy American
periodicals by the 100,000 we shall be quite willing to curtail the
American stuff published in the Canadian Courier. If they will stop
taking Ameriecan papers altogether we will eliminate the American
features. |

Radial Railway Company

88 King Street East,
Toronto.

Phone Ad. 3810.

The World-Famous
L] Highly indorsed
L Isett by educational
leaders, profes-
j ness -men, - and
emﬂr others through-
out the world
who have bene-
syste marvellous 8ys-
tem.
“ASSIMILATIVE MEMORY,
Or How to Attend and Never
Defective memories made per-
fect. Heretofore sold under
high price. Now placed within
easy reach of all.
post-paid.
UNIVERSITY BOOK CO.

gional and busi-
fited from this
Prof. A. Loisette’s Great Work
Forget.”
stringent restrictions and at a
Cloth, 12mo. Price, $3.00 '
8 University Ave. : Toronto

-
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For Value, Service,
Home Comforis

Meet me at the
Tuller

Nee HOTEL TULLER
Detroit, Michigan :
Centre of business on Grand Circus Park. Take Woodward car, getoff at Adams Ave.

ABSOLUTELY FIREPROOF

4 200 Rooms, Private Bath, $1.50 Single, $2.50 Up Double
200 " g 4 Z'm " 3'm e "
7 IOO " “" “ 2-50 “ 4.m " : .“
100 * %3,00t0 5.00.* 450 .
Total 600 Ouiside Rooms . All Absolutely Quiet =~ -
Two Floors—Agents’ New Unique Cafes and
Sample Rooms chgxel Exceljent

COURIER
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SS ORNAMENTAL FENCE

EERLE

THE SENTINEL OF THE HOME

Always on guard to protect the children, the lawn and &
flower beds from stray dogs and other intruders. A Peer-
less. Ornamental Fence with its sturdy gate is a work of _s
art and with an occasional coat of paint will last a lifetime, ~ ¥
It is built of open hearth steel wire galvanized and
when not otherwise ordered we paint all fencing with a
coat of high grade paint. Itlooks well and lasts long,
Send for Catalog of many designs, also Farm and
Poultry Fencing. Dealers Everywhere,

“The Banwell-Hoxie Wire Fence Co., Ltd.

SPRING MEETING
MAY 19th to 26th
The Fifty-eighth Running of
THE KING'S PLATE — $7,750 Added

(The Oldest Fixture Run Contiuubusly on
this Continent)

ONTARIO
JOCKEY
CLUB
Toronto

: GENERAL ADMISSION $1 50
JOSEPH E. SEAGR ' M, President W. P. FRASER, Secrefary-Treasure’

ASSIMILATIVE MEMORY ;

Or How to Attend and Never Forget

By Prof. A. Loisette

The complete Loisette Memory System. Its aim
i8 to increase the power of memory in much the
same proportion as the power of the eye for vision
i8 increased by means of the microscope and tele-
scope. 12mo,_cloth, 170 pp. Price $3.00 post-paid.

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

UNIVERSITY BOOK COMPANY
8 University Avenue s !

/

Toronto

=

Backbone

To examine any Yale
Product—Padlocks, Night
Lateh, Door Closer or
House Hardware, is to re-
ceive a marked impresgion

~of well-knit balanced
strength.

For half a century the |

. ideals of Yale have per- i

mitted no compromise in

quality, no half-way in-
sistence upon best.

i Every Yale Product is a

il standard product, and has
i il the backbone to accom-
' plish its full duty in every

stress and circumstance
of enduring service.

Look for the name
“Yale” on locks and hard-
ware.

For Sale by Hardware Dealers

Canadian Yale & Towne, Limited
St. Catharines, Ont.

Pt

JYALE,
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o lN L HEE W AR MUELOY

HENEVER at any war meeting—no

matter what or where, from the Gut

of Canso to Puget Sound, you happen

to see a much-alive man in khaki and
goggles who seems to be hearing two words to
anybody else’s one, it is probably Col. Lorne
Mutloy from the R:M.C. There may be twenty
other colonels or majors or otherwise in the
room. You would never confuse any of them
with Mulloy. This man has chalked out a large
area of war-interest on account of his own per-
sonality; and if there is any man in Canada who
thinks war any harder or more hours a day than
Murlloy, it must be the man who intends to en-
list tomorrow and tries to convince himself the
war doesn’t need him.

We call him Win-the-War Mulloy, because for
some time now he has been working on a scheme
to bring together the Win-the-War convention in
Montreal next week. Mulloy has no idea that
he is doing anything extraordinary in organizing
this convention. If he thought anybody thought
so he would—no he wouldn’t quit the job, be-
cause he is not the quitting kind; but he would
work a little harder to obscure himself in the
movement. :

Col. Mulloy has a vision. If he had never been
blind the vision might have missed him.
Milton wrote part of the greatest religious
epic in any language after he was blind; and
Beethoven composed his immortal Ninth Sym-
phony after he was stone deaf. Mulloy is now
doing the biggeét work of hig life as a Canadian
after he has been for seventeen years a blind
man. In the past seven or eight weeks this
blind soldier has been twice across Canada, from
Charlottetown to Victoria. He has visited every
population centre on the way. Wherever he has
* stacked his luggage he has left a trail of en-
thusiasm, Organizing this convention has been
for Mulloy a work of concentrated intention
based upon an eternal sense of logic. In smok-
ing cars, at dinner-tables, in public halls, in covmmjt-
tee-rooms, in any old place where two or three could
be gathered together he has laughed at failure, rough-
ridden over . sectarianism, ignored bigotries and
helped to jolt people he meets a little nearer the
front row of patriotic inspiration.

Behind Mulloy there is an idea. The idea is bigg_er
than MuHoy and he knows it. That’s why he works
it so hard., The idea is compounded of vision, prac-
tical sense and abiding faith. It's a Canadian idea;
more peculiar to this country than to any other at
war, and a part of the new inspiration of unity that
has seized upon the whole democracy-world now be-
ing swung away from petty doctrines and petulant
theories into a world-wide epic of betterment.

That idea is the essential unity of Canada. The
original unity of this country was embodied in the
Act of Confederation, a political document that made
possible a physical unity and at the same time left
the various race and settlement areas free to work
out their own salvation without much regard for the
rest of the country. This may sound like a sermon-
ette; but sometimes life becomes a sermon or noth-
ing. The unity of Canada of which Mulloy is the
humble and cheerful instrument has been in the
minds of a great many Canadians for a long while.
Mulloy does not profess to be the original apostle
of the idea. He is no Billy Sunday paranoic try-

He works for an idea bigger than himself and
sees it with the Blind Man’s Eyes.

T E Eap ol L) R
ing to preach Canada into a mew path., He is a sol-
dier, an educated man, a practical thinker and a
worker from day’s end to day’s end always in the
spirit. Nobody ever saw this blind man in a funk.

“Don’t you think you will have a reaction from this
enthusiasm of yours?” asked a lady whom he met
on his pilgrimage.

“Madam,” he said quickly, “it is my busmess in
life not to have a reaction.”

ULLOY does mot regard himself as convention-

ally a blind man. He is a man accidentally
without eyes, who sees things in the spirit world,
unhampered by the distractions that sidetrack the
energies of people with eyes; and he usually has
more obvious fun in doing it than nine-tenths of the
normal people he meets. He is a tireless dispenser
of energy; a whole week of sunlight crammed into
a day. He laughs as heartily as Bill Taft and pro-
jects his thinking into other people with the char-
acteristic simplicity of a torpedo.

He lost his sight suddenly, dramatically. It was
no gradual twilight of cataracts creeping into total
eclipse. The fact dates back to the War; to the
black year of it in 1900. Trooper Mulloy enlisted
as a young schoolmaster in the C.M.R.; born in a
farm in Dundas Co., Ont., of Irish parents. He was
engaged with three other troopers on day in scout-

ing over a kopje, when the quartette were sud-
denly attacked by a party of 85 Boers. The four
of them accounted for a large number of the
attackers before the action was over-—one of
them put away fifteen with his carbine. But
there came a swift moment when a Boer rifie
from right angles gotthe range of Mulloy’s head.
The intention of that carbine was to blow out
his brains. But fate had a better use for Mul-
loy’s brains than being blown out on a kopje.
The bullet enfiladed him. It clean shot away
both his eyes. In a sudden moment he was a
blind man in the agony of darkness and pain.
He has never had a glimmer of the world since.
But—the world to Mulloy is a vast place of see-
ing.

HE beginning of his blindness was the start
of his real life. Up till that time he had been

a schoolmaster and a soldier with a talent for

public speaking and a great sense of logic. When

he came back from Boer-land he went on the
lecture platform. Thousands of people heard
him who were attracted not by his eloquence, of
" which he had very little in the high-flown Wayi
nor by his emotionalism of which he seemed to
have none; not by the pathos of his blindness
nor any mawkish sentimentality over the man;
but by his remarkable gift of hammering home
logic. Mulloy had the faculty of mapping out
his talk as a general plans a piece of strategy
and of carrying it into action by a spontaneous

attack that broke down all formal opposition. I

don’t know what Mulloy talked about on that

tour, but it was something about a bigger Canada
than railway problems or guttersnipe politics,

And he made money out of his lectures. Here

comes the practical side. Trooper Mulloy had a

desire. He spent his money on it. Heaven

knows he had very little saved up from school~
teaching. But he put himself through Queen’s

University and took a postgraduate course in
political science and history at Oxford. He had a
blind man’s desire for the light of knowledge that
they used to symbolize on Latin text-book covers
in the phrase Cupio Lumen. He has never ceased
to have that great desire for mental light. Having
got it he is mow diffusing it around a lot of other
people’s dark corners.

‘When he came back to Canada after his Oxford
term, Mulloy took a course at the Royal Military
College, K'ingston Afterwards he went on the
staff as Professor of Tactics and Military History.

What Mulloy knows about military history is no
concern of this article. But he knows something
about tactics. Just to illustrate:

Once upon a time Principal Gordon, of Queen’s,
invited Mulloy to his house to meet a brilliant
blind student. Mulloy had a sudden fit of unex-
pected illness. He did not arrive; the Principal
tried to arrange the blind man’s » meeting again.
Once more Mulloy took suddenly ill; even worse
than before. He failed to arrive. Some time later,
when a distinguished man came to town-—a man
with both eyes in good working order—Mulloy was
one of the company. So was the Principal of
Queen’s. ; :

“Oh,” smiled the Principal, “how is it, Mulloy,
that both times I tried to——"

“Oh, that’s all right, Principal,” snapped Mulloy,
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“I couldn’t come. WNo. Look, Principal. Just take
a parallel case. Principal Grant, your predecessor,
had only one arm. Suppose he had been invited to
your house to meet all the one-armed men in this
neck of the woods—do you think he’d have accepted
the invitation?”

Mulloy prefers to work among people who can
see; because he feels that his best work can be
done, not as a friend of the blind, but gs a blind
man among the people who are doing the normal
average work of the country.

When the war broke out Mulloy figured that he
might have a work to do that hitherto he had only
been pottering at in his Professorship. In his blind-
ness he perhaps visualized that war better than
most of us who can see. All the tactics and mili-
tary history he and the rest of the Empire had
might not be equal to the occasion without a differ-
ent sort of Empire response than that of the Boer
War—with all its open patriotism. Naturally he
wished, for the first time almost rebelliously wished,
that he was not a blind man. There is no place for
blind men at the front. Better far to be deaf.

Mulloy was put on the Patriotic Speakers’ League.
Here at any rate he could do some good. Few men
in that League had the ability he had to present the
country’s case.

BRE was where he got into the bigger swaths
Here was where this David chanced to
meet 4 Jonathan. Up in Toronto and all around
there a big Irish-Canadian by the name of John
Milton Godfrey had been doing a lot of useful new
work among the people who oﬁght to be soldiers.
Godfrey is a lawyer. We have alluded to him be-
fore in these columns. As Chairman of the Recruit-
ing T.eague he went out to a county called Peel,
next to York, and with the aid of J. T. Stirrett,
now Major at the front, organized that county, man,
woman and ohild, for the war. It was almost a

clean-up—in every way for the army and the Red .

Cross; the work done in sections and cross-sections;
the county fine-tooth-combed for men and money
so well’that Godfrey was asked to extend his activi-
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ties to the whole of Military District No. 2, outside
of Toronto and Hamilton.

It was while he was working on this extension
that Godfrey first met Mulloy, who was working
on the Patriotic Speakers’ programme. Mulloy
made such a powerful frontal attack on the inertia
of other people and diffused such a cheery gospel
of sunlight with such a fund of historical informa-
tion and military knowledge to back him up that
Godfrey saw in him the other one of a team.

Mulloy went all over No. 2. Wherever he went
he succeeded in getting recruits where the men
with the flag-wags and the emotional appeals
failed. Mulloy talked straight logic. He wunrolled
his mind as clearly ag though it were a large map
of opportunity. He had such a friendly way - of
marshalling his arguments, there seemed always to
be such a gleam of come-all-ye in the common,
hard horse sense of his arguments, and he was such
a pleasant, sociable speaker, that he helped to make
a big roundup in No. 2.

Now, the reason he did it was that he ignored
all differences of sentiment or opinion. He took
men of opposite ideas on their common ground. He
got- people to pull' together. And that was what
Godfrey had been doing exactly in_ an /organizing
way from another angle.

These two get-togethers themselves got together.

Godfrey is credited—though as much of the credit
may be due Molloy—for the next step in the unity
idea. This was the Bonne Entente, which began
a little less than a year ago now with the visit of
geveral Ontario men representing a number of

. businesses and professions to Quebec. All the
public knew about it was that several of these
prominent Anglo-Saxon people had met several

French-Canadians in a humber of places along the

&t. Lawrence: that speeches of amity were made
at the meetings; that songs were sung and senti-
ments exchanged, and that generally speaking On-
tarie and Quebec had shaken hands when the first
hand had been stuck out by Ontario. The occasion
was built on two things—Rule 17 and the war. And
the sceptics in both Provinces reckoned that about

Joraii

the time the last dinner was digested the force of
the occasion would be over.

Now, the two men who conceived this pilgrimage
were Mulloy and Godfrey. The two who couriered
it down in Quebec last summer were Muloy and
Arthur Hawkes. These men knew, without saying
so, about how much vitality there was behind the
movement known as the Bonne Entente. Mulloy
and Godfrey believed in the idea enough to identify
themselves with it publicly. It was nothing new;
only the way of getting ¢ it was new And 1c
worked. The Bonne Entente became a fact. It was
repeated in Ontarlo last fall.

That was for the time being the l;gwt of Bonne
Entente. The idea had been launched in concrete
form. The play, somewhat sketched out previously
by editors, had been finished and put on stage by
the producers, Godfrey and Mulloy. ¢

These two men were not spending a heap of time
and energy just for an interprovincial pleasantry.
Bonne Entente was a reality. It must come up
again. How? Not by pilgrimages. = No, but on
account of a different idea. One thing above all
had been for two years to bring racial Canada into
a real abiding unity. The war, however, had
stopped short of victory. Quebec had not gone to
war in ‘a big way. The 22nd and thousands other
French-Canadians at the front had not been backed
up by their compatriots. Discord, dissension, parish
politics, .race bigotries, the idea that Canada should
only fight when attacked on her own soil as though
the great menace had not arisen 3,000 miles to the =
east and would cross here just as soon as it got
Turope disposed of—all these were dead against the
further participation of Quebec in the war. And
there were certain men—notably one—as definitely
behind so-called Nationalism in Quebec as Mulloy
and Godfrey were behind the Bonne Entente idea
in Ontario.

The war has a habit of out-lasting a good many *
exploded and exploding notions. The unity of the
Empire has been strengthened by it. Nobody doubts

(Concluded on page 25.)

- CARING FOR OUR VETERANS

E one bright ray in the gloom B v

through which we look at the

lengthening casualty lists each morning,

comes from the fact that the great majority
of the names mentioned represent the wounded, and

that medical and surgical skill are daily saving men

whose cases, only a few years ago, would have been
regarded as hopeless. Many of them are condemned
to remain maimed, it is true, but it is astonishing
what can be and is being done for them. This work
deserves the fullest recognition as an illustration of

the spirit in which these men, broken in the war,

are regarded by those for whom they have suffered.
in the history of warfare there has never been any-
thing like it.- The surgeon gives an order, and that
order—whatever the money. involved—is carried out.
Let us not do ourselves discredit in underestimating
_ the work that'is being done in our midst!

When the roll of the wounded began to outnumber
whole armies of former wars: it*was soon seen that
the situation called for organized treatment in con-
nection with the handling of war victims on a scale

E.So1 B L1 E M

hitherto undreamed-of, and Canada, considering that
the effects of the war in the shape of maimed man-
hood were much slower to be manifested here, is
entitled to great credit for the promptness and
adeduacy of her provision in this direction. The
care of our wounded commences long before they
ever sef foot m Canada, but after they reach our
shores there is a lengthy period of hospital treat-
ment for many before they can follow the dafly
round of civil life once more. It is. difficult to get
accurate figures of the number of soldiers returned

to Canada up to date, as these are first compiled in™"

the various provinces, and are increasing weekly.
The last number quoted to us was 63,000, but as
the actual records of the Ontario Soldiers’ Aid Com-
mission show that 54,000 have been returned to On-
tario alone, this must fall far short of the mark.
Toronto people are apt to overéstimate the number
of Canadians maimed in battle, because all the ampu-
tation cases in the province are sent there, as well

KERR

as a number from other parts who
go there for special treatment. It
is- customary to leave an amputated limb six
months to shrink before fitting it with the
artificial substitute, and the sight of so many
empty sleeves and turned-up trouser legs is very
distressing. But what must it be in certain parts
of England? At the hospital of Roehampton alone
over a thousand cases a month of men who have
lost one or more of their limbs are being treated.
«Bah! There’s always folks who grumble, but
there’s no kick coming from a decent man!” said a
soldier in one of our Convalescent Homes, when
asked if the boys were satisfied with the treatment
given them in Canada. “I’ve been in just about a*
dozen hospitals,in France and England and T tell
vou this is just 4 little bit of all right! Pension ?
Well, it doesn’t sound much-—$480 a year for total
disablement—but they tell me it’s the highest in the
world. And then no one is simply pensioned off—
they always get you a good job unless you’re abso-
lutely down and out—and then you’re probably’ in




an asylum. Have you seen our billiard room?” And
he showed me with pride the cheery writing and
reading-room, the. sunny reception-room and the
large billiardroom, where the men were smoking
and apparently enjoying themselves immensely. It
is as easy thing to ecriticize, but praise from the
normal intelligent soldiers is the final test. Since
the Provincial Military Hospitals and Soldiers’ Aid
Commissions have got into running order, I think
we may say, without boasting, that Canada has one
of the best systems of dealing with her wounded
soldiers in the world. :

Pensions

ENSIONS paid in 1915 were most inadequate,
but they have since been nearly doubled, and
through both government and private organizations
the provision for the welfare and amusement of the
returned soldiers has increased to an extraordinary
extent during the past year. Pensions are graded
according to the disablement and vary with the
rank held at the time of injury. ‘A soldier of the
rank and file receives $480 a year, a sergeant $510,
lieutenant $720, captain $1,000, lieut.-colonel $1,260,
colonel $1,560, brigadier-general $2,700. Besides his
vegular pension, the private soldier gets $6 a month
for each son under 16 and $6 a month for each daugh-
ter under 17. If he is killed his widow gets $32 a

month, with an allowance for each child.

France pays very small cash pensions—$115 to
$178 a year—but the system is the same as ours,
varying according to disability and maintaining the
same pension to the injured, no matter what they
may. earn.

In England the pensions are practically double
those of France, but the system is different, for they
vary, mot only according to the disablement, but are
graded according to the pre-war earnings as well.
Thus a man earning a large income before the war
18 recompeznéed at a higher rate than the former day-
labourer. In Canada, as in France, we maintain the
pensions of disabled men, no matter what they earn.

The Soldiers’ Aid Commission

PHEN a soldier is discharged from the army or

. kllled there is often a lapse of four or - five
weeks between the cessation of his pay, the stoppage
of his separation allowance from the patriotic fund,
and the first payment of his pension from Ottawa,
but When one considers the tremendous amount of
bus1pess mvolved the delay seems pardonable—
unless you or your family happen to be in need, in
that case it is mexcusable"
Soldiers’ Aid Commission will iry to help you. This
organization . varies somewhat in each province.
There are 123 branches in Ontario, with headquarters
in Toronto, and they make it a practice to clip from

the ‘casualty 'lists in-the papers each morning and -

send offers of assistance to bereaved relatives.

It is also the duty of each of these branches to
see that the returned soldiers of their (district are
cuitably welcomed home and that the relatives of
the men are notified of their arrival. In Toronto a
fleet of automobiles is provided for the men and
decmyted street cars are on hand to take the relatives
from the depot "to ‘the Convalescent Home, while
at the same time a military band and guard
_ of honour is provided by Military District No. 2.
They are usually taken to the Clearing Hospital in
old Knox College, on Spadina Avenue, and from
there sent to various convalescent homes, according
to the treatment they need, for tuberculosis, insanity.
gas, shellsshock or wounds. % After they have received
the required’ treatment, they are dischanged and
pensioned according to their disability.

Vocational Training

A PENSIO‘N, however, is not everything. In many
cases it is not even the main thing. It is like
ziving an old friend a dollar to get rid of him instead
»f putting him in a position to earn two dollars, which
%5 what he wants. And so every effort is being put
Jorth to fit the injured men to fill useful positions.
Vocational "rmxmng is under the supervision of the
Soldiers’ Aid Commission, and is carried on in tech-
nical schools, the Y. M. C. A,, and in the convalescent
homes, where it has been found to be of such cura-
tive values that it is made practically compulsory.
Frequently the men are able to resume their former

But your Provineial
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callings, but if not, tuition is given in whatever
subject is thought to be of the greatest value to them
in view of their physical ability and former training.
Even when undertaken unwillingly, this work gives
the soldier an interest which makes his carriage more
erect, his step lighter, and improves his whole out-
look on Ilife.

In the offices of the Bell Telephone Company in
Montreal there is a draughtsman, a former day-
labourer, who, thanks to vocational training, is now
earning double his former income. A collier rendered
unfit to resume his former occupafion has been re-
educated and is now getting $40 a month with board
as a janitor, in addition to his pension. Even a man
who, through the loss of both arms or both legs, has
been regarded as totally disabled, can often be fitted
to fill a position. :

Take the case of a man with three children, who
has lost both arms, but by the use of artificial limbs
is able to turn a switch at a railway crossing. He
has been regarded as totally disabled and allotted
full pension, which, with the allowance for the two
children, amounts to $58 per
month, and this added to his
own earnings enables him to
live very comfortably indeed.

There seems to be no limit
to the things disabled men
can do, and some are very
ingenious in devising substi-
tutes for hands, discarding
the instrument maker’s per-
fectly shaped contrivance as
useless. A farmer has shaped
a tool to replace his left hand
so that ‘he can dig, plough
or shear sheep as well as
any man. It 1s in the shape
of a hook, but in order that
a strong pull on his arm
should be borne by the
shoulder, he affixed a strong
leather strap over his Ileft

(f

and New Brunswick have worked out most excellent
systems of establishing returned soldiers in com-
munity farms, similar to the plan adopted by
Napoleon, which is now being followed largely in
Germany.

In France and England

ILE congratulating the Canadian Government

on the efficient way in which it is now deal-
ing with the returned soldier, we must remember
that our wounded have come to us gradually and
that we have had due time for preparation. They
have not come pouring in by hundreds and thousands
from the very outbreak of the war anq found us un-
prepared as in France.
cellent arrangements for vocational Araining, it is
difficult to find work for the men, and the pensions
hardly constitute a living wage, but a most ex-
cellent system of re-education has been evolved
with a4 model training establishment in each dis-
trict. The schools for men found suited to business

life are conducted under the Ministry of Commerce,
bee-keeping,

dairying, sheep-tending, etc., are under

shoulder which is attached to
another strap around his
chest and back, and these
two are joined by a strap fixed to his artificial wrist.
For ploughing, the hook is replaced by a U-shaped
instrument.

Employment

O far there has been no difficulty in finding em-
ployment for returned men in Ontario, and
the average wage paid to men placed in positions
by the Soldiers’ Aid Commission is $16.02 per week.
Daily advertisements appear in 47 different papers,
asking people to employ returned soldiers, and
applications pour into the office faster than they
can be filled. There are overg300 positions waiting
for these men in Toronto and 1,000 in Ontario.
They can easily place 25 gardeners in various places,
while one large landscape gardening concern will

take all the men they can supply at $15 a week.:

There is a  large demand for porters, watchmen,
chauffeurs and janitors at the usual wages; lathe
hands at 30 cents an- hour, orderlies for hospitals
$45 a month and board. ' A practical engineer is
wanted for a concrete inspector, a man who under-
stands bh-orqu-ghb-red stock is needed by a cattle-
breeder, book-keepers, electricians and munition

'inspectors are demanded, and whenever experts are

asked for, training is given to fit men to supply
this demand. Work is very plentiful just now and
supervision is necessary to induce men to choose
permanent vocations and avoid “blind alley” jobs.
Men are asked to report at the office of the Com-
mission every three months after they have been
placed in positions. Frequently a man who has
suffered from shell-shock finds that his work in-
volves too much nervous strain, and to him light
work must be given for a few months until his
nerves have fully recovered. Thus the Commission
endeavours to keep track of the men, and the sob-
stories one hears of needy veterans arise largely
from, mis‘undgvstanugling, false pride or laziness on
the part of the men. The employment department,
large as ‘it is, represents only about one-tenth of
the work carried on by the members of the Com-
mission. The greater part of their time is taken
up in explaining misunderstandings and adjusting
complaints.

The Provincial Commission of British Columbia

w

Motor Engine Work Class, Technical

School, Toronto.

the supervision of the Ministry. of Agriculture, and
no State or other public funds .are granted to any
enterprise that does not employ a fixed proportion
of partially disabled soldiers.

In England the Lord Roberts Memorial Work-
shops are being established in all the principal
towns, where men will be given such useful work
as they can do and are paid £1 a week, exclusive
of pensions. At the same itime, any medical or
surgical treatment necessary may be continued.
Toy-making is the staple industry of these work-

‘shops, as it is remunerative and not too arduous.

The import of toys into England has been prohibited
and now the returned soldiers are replacing CGerman
manufacturers not by imitation, but by originality
and humour, and are hbuilding up a new and re-
muneratzve profitable industry for Britain.

We've All Got Poetry

"B have all got music in us, and there comes a
time in almost every person’s life when

it stirs and wamts to come out. Women often take
it out in singing to their children, or if they haven’t
children, to the iron-board as they iron. Men,

_mot understanding their feelings, having no proper

outlet, used to finding relief in drinking too much.
Many vent their poetry in whistling—and countless
numbers—in writing atrocious balderdash in rhyme.
Part of this comes to this office and is in due course
returned to the senders. Sometimes, even though
the form is imperfect, the poem is accepted and pub-
lished—not because the thought therein rivals any
of the great poets, nor because the music is good,
but because some of these poems represent some-
thing true and something good in the country. I is
a thousand times better to publish—and to read—a
poem that expresses half decently somebody’s love
for his part of Canada, than to print, or read, some
piece of quite perfect verse-making—about nothing.

Beauty of form isn’t to be neglected, of course. It
would be rubbish to suppose so. But so very often
some empty-headed school girl masters the (not very
difficult) trick of marching rhythms and rhymes, and
simply fills in the form with sentimental banalities.

There, in spite of the ex--

rd



.. or there may have been an unusually large num-

_than.it is in the United States, nor has there
yeL been any serious or rigorous attempt to re-
~girict the consumprtmn of the individual. Alarm-

‘ous occasions,
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ALONG THE SIEGFERIED LINE

bodings, warnings and presages regard-
ing the submarine war, and as most of us
now-a-days gather our impressions from
newspaper headlines instead of from facts, it
may be well to look at the matter with some
brief attention. And by way of preliminary it
may be said that because some prominent per-
sons consider the situation to be “serious” is no
reason why we should suppose for a moment that
the issue of the war is still in doubt, or that the
submarine can compensate to Germany for her
reverses upon land. All war situations are seri-
ous and the submarine situation among them.
Undoubtedly there has been a sudden burst of
submarine activity.  During the week ending
May 1, 38 vessels of over 1,600 tons each were
sunk, and there were thirteen victims of less
than that tonnage: 5
This may be explained elther as an accident of
war, or it may be due to a partial withdrawal
of the protecting craft for some special service,

THERE has been a sudden outburst of fore-

ber of U boats at work. But the mbst probable
explanation is the desue of. Germa,ny by a sud-
«den access of submamne act;vxty to express her
* defiance of American anterventlon To arrive at
: the full sigmﬁcan-ce we must compare the num-

~ber of vessels ‘that were destroyed with the num-
fbe1 that were not destroyed and that ran the
gduntlet successfully, The total of these was
5,406. The number of vessels that were actu-
ally attacked but that escaped was 24. Now the
loss of 38 large vessels is serious enough but to
gpeak of it as indicating a turn in the balance
of the war is mere stupidity. Germaxy has about
-as much chance of wmn.mg the war by her sub-
marmes as she has by her prof%sors«hlps Food
_in England at the present moment -is cheaper

st ut%erances such as thosé put forward by Lord
Charles Beresford are obviously intended to im-
press the public mind with the need of thrift.
Lloyd George has adopted a similar tone on vari-
On the other hand we have the
assurance of Admiral Jellicoe that Great Britain
“can feed herself in spite of all the submarines
that Germany can send. But the best of all re-
assurances is a study of the figures, and a realiza-
tion that every ship yard in Great Britain is working
night and day on standardized plans, and turning
out ships with a rapidity that may surprise us when
‘the war is over.

The end of the battle of Arras is not yet in srght
and it is quite on the cards that when it comes it

will bring with it the end of the war itself. “We do

not know what fortifications have been prepared
along the line of the Meuse, but there is hardly any
longer a _pretence of fortxﬁca.tlons on the Hinden-
burg line, except those rough and ready military

'works that an army on the defenmve can throw up

in the course of a few hours Indeed we have been

‘definitely told that the Gefmans along a large part

of the line are no longer fighting from trenches, but
from shell craters. Trenches have proved them-
selves to be useless against the concentrated and
continuous fire of modern artillery, whereas ghell
craters are not easily found by the searching can-
non, while they afford a guite adequate protection
for men and machine guns. The battle is therefore
now an open one. The deadlock has become a thing
of the past. Vast bodies of men are in hand to hand
conflict, and the issue at any given point depends
on pressure, and on the fighting foree of the individual.

OME confusion is being caused by the various

“lines” that now figure in the bulletins, and the
fanciful names that the Germans have given to them.

All these lines are loudly acclaimed as impregnable’

until they happen to be taken, and then we hear of
some other line to the eastward which is the true

- and only goal of the great “retreat to victory.” The

original Hindenburg line inéluded Vimy, nearly due
south of Arras, and it has been called the Siegfried
line. The Canadians took Vimy, and the advancing

numbers.

HE Germans were taken wholly by surprise when

Vimy was captured, and they are now making
frantic efforts to stem the tide by sheer weight of
Submarines and professors, Major Moraht
and the ‘‘Retreat to Victory.”’

By SIDNEY CORYN

Written especially for the Canadian Courier

Siegfried Hindeénburg finds the Dragon of 1917 a hard beast
to kill -with his magic sword,
talking about God and fell back on Siegfried and Wotan,
they probably remembered the saying of a great soldier,

“God is on the side of the strongest battalions.”

British line then stretched in a semi circle to Croi-
selles. The Germans fell back to the Drocourt-
Queant line, which they call the Wotan line, and it
is in front of this line that the present heavy fight-
ing is taking place. The Wotan line ‘is about fif-
teen imiles in length, and it is nearly straight, Its
northern end at Drooou.rt ig six miles west of Douai,
an& its southern end at Queant is ten miles west of
Cambrai. But these lines have practically no exist-
ence apart from the men who occupy them. The
actual fortifications are inconsiderable. The Ger-
mans are fighting so fiercely in front of the Wotan
line because they have had no time to prepare a
shelter on the line itself. The Wotan line did not

exist either in the form of works or of men until

the capture by the Canadians of Vimy, and it then
became necessary to sketch out a new line, and to
make such preparations for its defence as were
possible. We are told that Hindenburg visited this
part of the field, and he ordered an obstinate resist-
ance in the open to the British in order to give time
for the making of fortifications. The Germans were
taken wholly by surprise when Vimy was captured,
and they are now making frantic efforts to stem the
tide by sheer weight of numbers, a tide that threat-
ens not only the armies concerned, but also that
par{c of the old line that stretches away to the North

Sea and that includes the vitally important naval -

base at Zeebrugge. Hindenburg, in other words,
has been completely outwitted and his men have
been outfought, and mainly by the Canadians.

It is easy to explain the ferocity of the ﬁghting
at both ends of the Hmdenburg line, that is to say,
at Lens and in the,neighbourhood of Craonne. They

- are the two most vulnerable points. If the new line
can be pried loose from its supports at these two

When the Germans stopped

places it will be the end of the German armies
in France and they must fall back quickly, for
the lines that still occupy their old positions will
then be outflanked. But there is a vast difference
between pressing an-army back and actually
penetrating its lines. An army may be pressed
back a long way and still maintain its integrity
but if the lines are actually pierced it is in danger
of envelopment, and especially if its lines of comt
munication are cut. It is to be remembered that
the lines of communication are the chief concern
of every commander. They serve the same pur-
‘pose to an army that the air tubes serve to a
diver. Every need of life reaches an army over
~its lines of communication. Now these lines are
at once in peril if a gap can be broken in the
defending forces. It can hardly be closed again
against the rush of men that instantly pour
through it and widen it. If a line would avoid
being pierced by Superior numbers it must be -
ready to become elastic and to fall back at the
right moment, and it is for this reason that the
Germans are now falling back. It does not neces-
sarily mean that they can resist no longer, but
that they are unwilling to take too great a risk
of being pierced. The retreat of the Russian
armies before Warsaw was one of the great mili
tary feats of the war, and one that robbed the
pursuing Germans of the larger part of their
laurels. The Russians were technically worsted}
but they evaded envelopment, they kept their
“lines intact, and they saved both their men and
‘their guns. It is the elastic lines that are th_q :
most difficult to handle. In this instance the
situation is unlike the one that existed in Russia
because the lines that are actually engaged are
continuous with other lines to the north and the
east that still occupy their old positions, and
that must be instantly sensitive to the fate of
the fighting lines. It is the fact that the fight-
ing front is continuous with a non-fighting front
that so complicates the German problem. If
their lines are too stiff they will be pierced. 1f
they are too elastic, and fall back too far, they,
will expose the flanks of the non-ﬁghtmg lines,
which must then also withdraw. *

HEN we understand the difference between

piercing a line and compelling it to fall
back under pressure, we see a ray of light on the
meaning of the German bulletins. They nearly
always announce that efforts to pierce or penetrate
their lines have failed. That is true enough, but
they do not announce that they saved themselves
from penetration by falling back. They allow the
German public to suppose that a victory has been
won, and no doubt the German public does suppose
this with the exception of the small minority that
possess large scale maps and that can therefore agé
by the constant appearance of new names in the
bulletins that there has been a retiring movement
eastward. But many of these bulletins are now be-
coming pitiably childish in their efforts to show that
a defeat is actually a victory, and these efforts are
eloquent of a state of “nerves” that they are anxi*
ous to allay. Even Major Moraht plays somewha.t
sadly on the ‘“retreat to wvictory” string. He tens
his readers that loss of ground and of guns are not
important if the enemy is thereby lured into dan-
gerous positions and depleted by heavy losses. We'
need not waste time in considering a dictum of this
kind, since Major Moraht does not believe it himself,.

- but we may form our own inferences as to a situ-

ation in Germany that demands palliatives of this
sort. It is easy to attribute to one’s enemy a fic-

‘titious aim, and then to claim a victory on the

ground of having frustrated it. That is what the
Germans are now doing in nearly every one of their
bulletins. Doubtless the Allies would much like to
pierce the German line, and are watchful of a chance
to do so, but they will be quite satisfied if they can
push it back sd far as to expose its northern and
eastern ends. Major Moraht judiciously keeps silént
upon this point, while nlaintaining that “the pOSSes-
sion of single portions of terrain, such as trenches,
villages, and bordera of woods, no longer plays a
decisive role in deeply echeloned and fortified zones.

1
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“GIRL O MINE™

“Girl o’ mine,
Give my borse a drink!”

“Not yet am I your wife.

Were that my lot in life

My widra (pails) from the spring
Cold water then would bring.”

“Girl o’ mine,
Get up behind this horse!
Ride we at swiftest gait!
Rooms in my house await.
The guest-room, O so fine!
Shall couch this girl o’ mine.
Girl o’ mine,
My horse needs better guard!”

“Ah, but the road is hard;
The dew’s om the grass yet,
My bare feet would get wet.”

“My coat around your feet

Shall keep them warm, my sweet.
And when God wills, 'l buy

New shoon to keep them dry.”

“Nay, buy no shoes for me—

Your own might better be.

There’s one likes my feet hare—
Now run and catch your mare!”

From ‘‘Songs of Ukraina.”
By F. Randall Livesay.
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The aim of the German defence is, even at the cost
of abandoning the dead, together with war material
and portions of positions, to maintain our own
strength while destroying that of the enemy and
prevent him from attaining his strategical end, which
is to break through.” We have here an admission
that the dead have been abandoned, and that muni-
tions and positions have been lost, an admission, it
may be said, that has been excluded from the officlal
bulletins. And as evidence of the worthlessness of
these bulletins it may be said that no admission has
yet been made by either the German or Turkish
governments of the loss of Bagdad.

At the moment of writing comes the news of a
simultaneous attack by the British and the French
on the north and the south of the Hindenburg line.
It may have been noticed that hitherto these blows

-
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The Amiral Aube carried Gen, Joffre and the French
.commission to New York. This is a view of her
3 forward deck after she arrived.
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have been alternate, and that while one army was
quiescent the other was active. The change of plan,
if it is indeed a change of plan, may be intended to
prevent the transport of troops from one end of the
line to the other. The Germans have evidently
massed every available man to the defence of their
present positions. Probably they- have more men
now in France than at any other stage of the war,
and they seem to be throwing them recklessly, and

9

in the old mass formation, upon their foes. The

task of the British and the French is not to take

fortifications but to resist an enormous human pres-

sure, the pressufe of massed numbers, and to de-

stroy them before they can make their full weight :
felt upon the advancing lines. It is a critical mo-

ment, for if the Allies can now prevail in any de-

finite way it may easily prove to be the end of the

war.
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Some time ago there was a newspaper story of how the British crew of the troopship Tyndareus sang

“The Long, Long Trail” and “Tipperary” as the ship sank struck by a mine off Cape Agulhas.

a picture of the Tyndareus as she went down.
Britishers of the die-hard type.

This is

None of the soldiers on board were war veterans; just
Half an hour after the ship struck the rescue ships came.

French sailors from the Amiral Aube marching th rough Norfolk, Va., under escort of Uncle Sam’s
‘ jackies. Their first glimpse of an American city.

Art in Winnipeg

T'HERE are no provincial or municipal art gal-

leries west of Winnipeg, and the one in that
city was founded in the face of many difficulties. It
was established in the Industrial Bureau building,
at the expense of $30,000, of which the ecity con-
tributed only $5,000, but in doing so ingisted that
there should never be an entrance fee charged, that’
not even a catalogue should be sold, thus depriving
the galleries of any revenue, though it is customary
at all the art galleries at home and abroad to have
certalin pay days.

Five thousand was not a generous sum when one
considers that yearly that city spends $147,000 in
parks and $27,000 in supervised playgrounds. In
connection with the gallery an art school has been
established, attended by from 70 to 100 pupils, this

is operated at a cost of $23,000 a year, but the money
is well spent, for the results.of this education of the
public taste are quickly felt, “The average Cana-
dian’s artistic taste is poor, but the most quickly
educated in the world,” says the director of owur
largest Art Museum, “and the outlook is mos{ hope.
ful.” 'Being without artistic traditions the seed is
sown on virgin soil. Our foreign population, though
ignorant in other ways, come to us with a higher
appreciation of art, and in 'Winnipeg the attendance
of foreign population in the galleries is three to
one of Anglo-Saxon derivation. The loan exhibition
from the National Gallery remains in Winnipeg for
six months at a time, other exhibitions are also ar-
ranged, and pictures are purchased by the Committee
from each of the transient exhibitions, so that the
city of Winnipeg has now the nucleus of a permanent
collection.
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Conscription

REMENDOUS powers have been conceded to
government by ‘p'opular imagination. In times
like these when the prerogatives of private

ownership are being upset all along the road and
the property of men is being conscripted by the
State for the benefit of man, we cheerfully admit
that government has a right to do things that it
never had before. In a time of great concentration
of energy for a single purpose I}S man’s property
is exempt and no man’s prerogatives are sacred.
For the purpose of winning this war we should be
willing to see a democratic government conscript
and commandeer everything it has from people to
pins. “In the matter of food it is necessary that
government should know what are the possibilities
of production, transportation and consumption. It
takes definitely not more than 50,000,000 bushels of
wheat to feed Canada for a year. All the rest, on
a _basis of getting it out to market as soon as it is
free to move, is exportable for that year. It may
be less easy, but certainly is not impossible, for
government to determine what other natural pro-
ducts of the soil are consumed by our people, what
cattle and sheep and hogs we use up, what imports
we need for the making of our clothes and what
we normally need to import for manufacturing pur-
poses not counting munitions.

The point is that our national census has long
since needed to be reorganized. . It is not enough to
be told every decade what we are and have as a
nation. -The census department should be extended
into a great stock-taking machine that carries for-

“ward every year the comnpl'ete story of what we pos-

sess as a people. Had we owned such a census
machine when' the war began it would have been
possible long ago to let the people know what we
could do and what remained to be done. But we
have a colossal bungle-house of statistics that he-
come intelligible year by year only on the outside
edges in the form of budget speeches—mainly about
tariffs, inland revenues, imports and exports. The
common man has no chance at all to be informed
in a convenient way what the farmers and the manu-

- facturers and the miners and the fishermen and the

~ cerned about coal.
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railway people are doing to build up our national
fabric. It is a good thing that we are now to have
a census taken three years before it is due by law.
But the law should be amended to make a yearly
census. And in a time like this, that census should
be used by the government to commandeer every-
thing the country needs for the sake of dbing oug
share of the world’s <work and helping ourselves at
the same time.

5 e Y 2

- Coal

LL that is left for coal to do mow in order to
demoralize humanity is for coal to get into
politics. In the abolition of the bar and most

of the bottle we have lost our balance and tipped
over into the coal bin. Something must be left be-
sides mere war to' divide humanity. It may yet
happen that coal will unite us. We are much’ con-
One city in middle Canada, about
100 miles from the border, has been talking aloud
about civic coal. The idea was to buy 250,000 tons
of coal and farm it out to the people at less than
dealers’ rates. But it seems the deal involved a
dicker with a steamship company to get the coal
delivered, and back of that again was the ultimate
dicker with the coal companies to get the coal bought
and hauled as far as the American shore line. In
all probability this coal deal will crawl into a hols
about as deep as a coal mine and pull the hole in
after it. No city seems, as yet, competent to do

‘the work of the case-hardened expert in such com-
_modities as coal,

It seems to take a heap of experi-
ence o go into that business. Yet the day will surely

- come when civic corporations will supply the people

with coal. Just at present there are more coal and

wood yards in some ciths than is good for the public’

-

welfare, There is a deal of waste labour, squandered
effort in haulage, no attempt whatever to see that
some favoured-nation customer does not corner more
coal than he needs, no effort to see that homes are

~supplied first and schools and «churches put on the

waiting list. No, the schools and churches usually
have the money to get their coal cornered up early
in the summer. When a coal blockade comes the
churches are still permitted to go on eating up coal
to keep vast cathedral spaces of cubic contents of
air heated up, so that somebody may play an organ
or hold some sort of service during the week. It
would be no harm to allow any church no more coal
than it needs to heat up its main auditorium or other
necessary rooms as often as need be; no harm to
close one or two churches in the same block during
a cold spell, and a good thing for everybody if
common sense were applied to the coal question.

w ow w

Truth

F some time ago we had got more Col. Repington
l and less Hilaire Belloc in our war estimates we
might have been better off mentally now. Facts
are facts, of course, but when a man starts in to win
a war by mathematics without regard for certain
kinds of facts, he is liable to mislead people merely
by trying to make them feel pleasant. We have

all along criticized Germany for telling the people -

lies and suppressing the ftruth.. But often in our
zeal to bolster up a good cause we permitted our-
selves to be beguiled into roseate dreams of defeat-
ing Germany in a few months, when we knew little
or nothing of what internal conditions in Germany
might make such predictions ridiculous. A short
time ago, after the first British and French offensive,
English papers said the war would be over S00Q.
Now—in only a few days—the best opinion even in
England inclines to a long war. Col. Repington
bluntly outlines the actual \conditions, and brutally
frank though they seem to be, they are likely to
be much nearer the truth than the visions of Belloc.

w o ou
Produce !

HE Organization of Resources Committee for
Ontario have undertaken a work for which
more compelling .arguments are assembled

than for any cause we can remember since the
war began. Most appeals to people at this time are
to give more. Organization of Resources ecalls on
people to produce more. The fact of probable world
hunger, owing to the shortage of crops and the
diversion of 20,000,000 men to war has been set forth
in their literature with remarkable force. It is shown

Dr. Hollweg, Imperial Donkey Driver.
War Strikes in Germany.
—Racey in Montreal Star.

_citizenship in any free country,

that in 1916 Ontario, for instance, produced by mil-

lions of bushels less than in 1915, which, in spite of

some bad storms, was a great crop year. The same

shrinkage occurred in every other province, in the

West still more disastrously.’ 1916 was one of the

worst years ever known in ‘Canada. 1917 may he

better or worse than 1916, according to one thing,

mainly—Labour. In the West there seems to be at

present labour enough, owing to importations from

the United States. In the East, available labour is

scarce. Yet there are hundreds of men on the

streets of the Capital of Ontario who seem to be

unemployed or working but a.small fraction of their .
time. The farms of Ontario need men, now more

than ever, The towns and cities of Ontario—some

of them at least—have men, by thousands, who can

be spared for farm labour. There are said t6o be

1,100 men in Toronto alone engaged in the produc-

tion and sale of ice cream. It will need no very

great wisdom to prove that ice cream could well be

abolished along with the bar. People do not need

ice cream. Many people do not need half the things

that it takes a great deal of labour to produce. We.
all need, fundamentally and always, the things that

the land of Canada can be made to produce. World .
shortage of food is no dream of the economists. It
is a stark, staring fact. It can only be mitigated
by production. Nobody, of course, imagines that On-
tario and Belgium are in the same boat on the food
question. But:-Ontario is expected to do its share
in feeding our armies. And Ontario must also feed
itself. We send men to the front. The least we
can do is to feed them. We work at home to take’
their places. The least we can do is to bend all our
energies in the right direction and make our labour
as productive as possible. We can’t afford to let
1917 go back to the level of 1916. The land is here.
The weather holds good. Seeding conditions are
fairly favourable. We have the people. Let us put
as many of the people as possible where they can
do most for the country. (

W % w

Geraniums

GERANIUM waggon is a cheerful thing. This
A red-decked chariot of optimism has been a
good while getting on its rounds this year,
But somewhere we know there are vast fields of
geraniums beneath great open skies, blown upon by
balmy breezes and watered by the patter of cosmic
showers. From these far-away fields come the
swaggering waggons of red that we see straggling
in and in, street by street and store by store to the
windows and garden plots of the rich and the poor,
Nobody but a child pauses to ask where these vast
fields ‘of everyman’s colour may be. ’Tis enough to
know that day is no more sure to follow night than
the geranium waggon is to come swanking down the -
dingy street in the morning sun, turning the plain ;
pike: into a dream of red and the heart of man to
good cheer.
e e g

Work

E understand now that there is a much more
drastic meaning to this war than most of

‘us thought when it began. Perhaps our
general intuitions if they could have -been- acted
upon would have told us better what the struggle
humanly must mean than all the things we have
found out since by experience. We know now in
confirmation of our early intuitions that there is to be
left, in the civilized part of the world at least, no
eagygoing spot where any mortal man can entrench
himself behind the walls of his business and his
pleasures, and no woman can hide herself in the
multitude of her luxuries. The world that built
itself up so lavishly in favour of the rich and the
pushfyl and the privileged has also the force to
disrupt most of that and to pull us all up to a better
level of achievement and sacrifice. It is no longer
what men desire, but what they can do that counts.
The man or woman who, without regard for. great
gains, is not Working to the limit, is unworthy of
Men and women
have put themselves on the rack, in no country more
than in the United &iates, to make money and to buy
pleasure. Théy are ‘as capable of exploiting tb,em-
selves now for the good of the best part of the world.




‘economic problem.

FEW weeks ago, at Regina, I attended the
convention of the Trustee Association of
Saskatchewam. Having read of Grain
Growers’ Conventions and United Farmers
you may not think this very important. But you
will need to revise your opinions. A lot of these
men had been .at the Grain Growers’ Conventions.
They were used to free speech. You understand
that free speech and parliamentary usage in this
country go hand in hand. Western farmers know
how to make amd to break rules of Parliament.
These trustees were no exception. They got together
—_a thousand of them. The East never had a gather-
ing like it. No Moses in Ontario or the Maritime
Provinces ever could have got together a thousand
men for anything so unprofitable to the pocket-book
as discussing school policies and ideals.
Visionaries? Oh, no. Western farmers are radical
enough; - out-and-outers, root-and-branch reform, but
they are not dreamers. They organize for a purpose.
And the purpose in this case was to find out what
was the matter with the school system of Sas-
katchewan, how to make it better where it was
good, how to reform it where it was bad. -And it
was one of the homeliest, most practical discussions

"1 ever listened to. It fairly reeked of the soil.

Now, of course, it must be assumed that a' thou-
sand practical men ‘from all over a vast province
would not be likely to come together to discuss edu-
cation if that business were the conventional pastime
it is in the Bast. BEducation out here is a very live
jssue. It goes beyond text-books and religious prob-
lems. It is as likely to get people excited as politics.

And the reason is—that the thing people call the
melting pot has just begun to bubble a bit in this
part of the country. The-ingredients in the pot are
just about as-numerous as they could be in any
section of Canada. The school system of Saskatch-
‘ewan is, in fact, to a great extent, a problem of
pe(_)plé who don’t naturally know the English
Janguage, don’t understand British or Canadian in-
stitutions, don’t” feel the vibrations of the Anglo-
Saxon temperament, and s0 are in great need of—
National Education. : ;

Do they want it? I speak from experience when
1 say that they do. A week or two ago I was in 2
rural school district sixteen miles from the nearest
railroad station. My business was to address Aa
gathering of tarmers and their wives on a certain
I found these people hugely
interested. They had the kind of educational interest
I have never found in the East. These people took
hold of education as though it were something alive,
new, fresh—a sort of sensation.

“Phis is not a snap judgment on a single case: My
impression has been improved by several months’
travel and study all over Saskatchewan. Believe me,
when I say that it is often the foreigners who take
most interest in education. In one of these settle-
ments I met a recent subject of Austria—he had a
strong Teutonic accent—who told me how he had
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is 'something for Canadians to consider.

HALL we try to make all races in Canada after one
pattern, or leave their racial characteristies alone, so

long as they nationalize as Canadians in the bigger way ?
 The writer of this article has been studying the race ques-
tion in Saskatchewan as a problem in the economies of edu-
cation. W. W. Swanson is head of the political science de-
partment in the University of Saskatchewan.
went there from Queen’s, he has been largely an out-of-
doors Professor. What Swanson says about Saskatchewan

O A
SNENN

Since he

bucked up his Anglo-Saxon neighbours on the school
question. This man wanted a school. With the help
of the Education Department”at Regina he got a
school opened and a teacher engaged.

The newcomers of foreign extraction and Dbirth,
now engaged in building up a new and potent de-
mocracy in the West, are keenly conscious of the
fact that ideas and ideals are as essential as getting
the material means of existence. English-speaking
Canadiang of British blood are inclined to be some-
what too impatient in their thinking upon these
matters. The foreigner will make good, and make
good with a vengeance, if he be given a fighting
chance.

There are many Canadians who applaud the recent
action of the United States Congress in imposing an
illiteracy test upon immigrants entering the Republic.
It will be recalled that Congress passed this measure
over the veto, and against the intense opposition of
President Wilson. Those who have given serious
thought to this policy can see nothing in it other
than reaction. The educational test for immigrants
is the outcome of agitation by the labour unions and
reactionaries extending over a period of years; and
unless the subject is given immediate and careful
consideration in this country, the same forces will
pass @ similar measure through the Canadian Par-

. Fament. The passing of such a law is contrary to

the principles of democracy, and is wholly repugnant
to the ideals of a free state.

HE labour unions demand an educational test for
immigrants on the ground that unskilled and
ignorant workers from Europe depress wages and
lower the Canadian standard of living. To a certain

_degree the indictment holds good. The same argu-

ment was advanced first against the Irish, and then
against the Italians. Everyone knows that the un-
couth, untutored and raw Irish material that went
into the upbuilding of ' Canadian citizenship has
added enormously to its strength and its virility. In
art, in literature, in business, in politics and in in-
dustry, the United States and Canada have been
rendered inestimable service by the immigrants from
the Emerald Isle. Irishmen did not long remain in
the lowest strata of labour, but everywhere quickly
emerged from the proletariat class and took their

place at the top. The same may be said of the:

“Dagoes,” who w-e_nt in the hundreds of thousands
to-the United States, the Argentine, and to Canada.

- It is surely, therefore, a bold statement to say that
the Slavs, the Czechs, the Poles, and the other

polyglot peoples who have sought our shores will
remain a permanent menace to the economic status
of the working class. True, they lend themselves
readily to exploitation in lumber and mining camps;
and are not amenable to the discipline of the unions.
But they rapidly learn. -

That these people are illiterate is not to their dis-
credit, but to their eternal honour. The Ukrainians
of Bastern Galicia can receive an education in their
native country on one condition only—that they sur-
render their nationality. This they have refused to
do.  The same may be said of the multifarious ele-
ments that \make up the many-tongued peoples of

1

Fastern Europe. Had they taken the kind of national
education they were offered, we should not have
Senbs, Bulgars, Poles, Bohemians and so forth, but
a mongrel race, nondescript in character and colour-
less in mind. It is an achievement that, after so
many terrible centuries of Turkish rule and iron-
heeled oppression, these people have maintained
their racial traits. They are in themselves the sur-
vival of the fittest. And we need them to enrich the
thinning blood of our enervated civilization.

T is a total misconception to think that educa-
tion alone is the test that tells in judging of a
nation’s right to exist. A few centuries ago China
was the most highly educated country in the world,
while our ancestors were running around the forests
of Europe in bear skins. In the Middle Ages only
the monks and priests were educated, and yet they
lighted a torch of learning and wisdom that has
shone miore brilliantly as the generations have rolled
by. Recent historical investigation proves beyond
peradventure that we owe to those so-called Dark
Ages what has proved most fruitful in modern civili-
zation. Out of that welter of savagery and ignorance
have stepped forth the splendid and progressive
states of “Western Europe.
Nevertheless, it 1s essential that a democratic
nation, such as Canada claims to be, should be edu-

‘cated if freedom, justice and equality are to be more

than mere shibboleths. The problem is more com-
pelling in the prairie provinces tham in the Bast,
for the simple reason that the country is in the
pioneer stage. With all “its defects it must be
admitted that the educational programme of Sas-

“Jatchewan has been carried well forward. In Re-

gina, Saskatoon, Moose Jaw, Swift Current, Yorkton
and in other places; I have found schools much ahead -
of the equipment provided in cities and towns of
similar size in the Province of Ontario. The pedple
of the West have spent money like water upon edu-
cation, and they are getting results. Mind you, I do
not say that they have approached the educational
ideal—there are many gaps yet to be filled, and
much to be done before the programme can be con-
sidered as at all adequate. And yet the people and
the Goyernment have tackled the problem with such
enthusiasm and determination that it is bound lo
be solved, and solved rnight, in time. It is in the
rural districts that most progress remains to be made.

On December 31st, 1916, there were, in Saskatch-
ewan, 3,878 school districts and 22 high schools and
collegiate institutes. In addition, the province has
an agricultural college and a college of liberal arts
with magnificent buildings upon which more than
$1,500,000 have been expended, occupying a site of
1,300 acres on the banks of the Saskatchewan. To
make the educational progress of the province
clearer, however, the following table shows condi-
tions as they exist’eq a decade ago and now:

7 1906. 1915
Pupils in grades I—VHT t..........vien 30,466 116,072
Pupils 'in high schools ..........ouaai 809 6,790
Teachers employed: .iv..veeervnrsurnonen 1,298 4,949
School Qistricts i i) vsia v daavovnsnion 873 3,367
Teachers trailned ........oicvceeiinirens 188 1,228

205 465

Teachers from elsewhere ..........eve



CANADIAN COURIER

i

MR. BALFOUR IS IN GOOD COMPANY.

This is not the first time Hon. Sir George E. Foster has been close to a great intellect. But it is the
first photograph of him ever taken in company with Rt. Hon. James Balfour, head of the British Com-
mission in Washington.

WAR GUNS THIS SIDE OF THE ATLANTIC.

One of Uncle Sam’s “sea dogs” firing a salvo from its main battery during recent night battle practice.

y 'Expenditures on Education.
Grante: to-schools ool & s ey $ 251,200 § 639,812
SUDDIeMENtArY “TOVeNNe - ..\ i ittt ons 358,959
R OACHEYS' WAIAVICE. + v o e e 471,735 2,817,411

1,448,914 8,163,896

These figures represent a remarkable educational
decade. 'There are centain matters, however, that
give rise to serious consideration, especially in the
rural districts. In 1915 one-third of the rural schools
were in operation during only 190-210 teaching days;
but the average length of the school year has grown
steadily from 155 days in 1906 to 167 days in 1915.
This record is not as good as it should be; but as
Premier Martin pointed out in a recent address
before the Educational Association of Saskatchewan,
the average length of the school year in all the
schools of the United States in 1911-12 was only
158 days, and in the rural schools in 1909-10, only
137.7 days. The Americans pride themselves upon
their educational system and what it costs them.
It will be seen, therefore, that even in the Republie,
perhaps the most advanced country educationally,
aside from Germany, in the world, there is much
room for improvement. It should be added that the
Government has recently passed legislation providing
for the lengthening of the school year in rtural
districts.

Not only the length of the year, however, but the
regularity of school attendance as well are matters

of anxious concern to the teachers, inspectors and
the Department of Education itself. Premier Martin
shows that, according to the report of one inspector,
covering mineteen rural schools, during the autumn
of 1915, in foreignspeaking communities, the follow-
ing facts were disclosed: Out of 504 students en-
rolled, only 205 were present on the day of inspec-
tion—that is, 60 out of every 100 students enrolled
were absent.

According to the latest complete returns (1915),

it 'was found, in -the rural schools, that of 69,202
pupils enrolled, 36,942 attended less than 100 days,
and of these, 17,287 less than 50 school days. In
town and village ‘schools, of 49,977 enrolled, 18,104
attended less than 100 days. The records show that
17,372 children from 7-13 years of age did not attend
school 100 days during that year. The percentage
of attendance in'rural schools was 58.6, and in towns
and villages, 61.5—or a percentage of 58.7 for all
the public schools of the province. ' Under the new
law, in rural districts where there are twelve or
more pupils within two and a half miles of the school,
the school - must be kept open 210 teaching days, and
for ten children; 190 teaching days. -

- The shortage of teachers is a serious problem not
only in ‘Saskatchewan, but in Alberta as well. The
Department has been compelled by hard necessity
to' grant permits to “unqualified” teachers, and the
end of that policy is not yet in sight. In 1906, 13 per

cent, of the total number of teachers in the province
were teaching on permits; in 1912, 28 per cent.;
and in 1915, 9.5 per cent. In ten years, 5,890 teachers
were trained in the normal schools of Saskatchewan,
and 5,257 certificates were granted teachers coming
from other provinces. Only 4,250 teachers are re-
quired in the public schools of the province, and yet
an average of 700 permits must be granted each
year, It is evident that there is' great loss ‘and
wastage here. Of the 4,949 teachers employed in
1915, 468 taught on permits; and of the remaining
4,481, over 3,500 obtained their certificates in, or
subsequent to, 1913.
whole West.

profession, throughout .the

women marry,

to remain long in the profession.

Various remedies have been suggested—among.

others that the standard of the certificate be raised;
that rural schools be consolidated to the end that

they may prove more \interesting to- teachers and:

offer a wider scope for constructive work; that per-
mits be eliminated; and that, above’all, salaries be
raised.. The question is largely economic in nature:

better salanies, a longer teaching year, and provision:
for superannuation will keep more men in the pro- -
As for the women—*‘shall T marry or teach”™

fession.
must remain an alternative.

What does teaching do for a woman?
the salary: 1st Class, $846; 2nd, $789; 3rd, $747; pro-|
visional, $743. These are not such large stipends,
to give up along with personal development and
economic freedom for the sake of bringing up a:
family, often in a farmhouse. - And many there be!
that do it; and it’s a good thing for the country that,
they do, so long as men can be got to do the work.
the women (leave. Probably better salaries
decrease the marriage rate. Perhaps it would. be.
better economy for the State to keep good teachers,
single for the purpese of educating other peopl-e's;
children—since motherhood seems to take care, of
itself with a liberal assistance from mnature, while:
teaching is an'art conditioned uwpon wise experience.’

The high schools and collegiate institutes of Saz-

-katchewan received, in 1915, only three per cent. of

the pupils in the highest grade of the public schools.
This raises a big problem—the problem as to whether
the secondary schools are meeting the needs of an
agricultural population.’ It must not be thought, how-
ever, that this is a problem peculiar to Saskatchewan
alone. As Premier Martin pointed out, recently, On-
tario faces the same situation. In a survey recently
undertaken in one of the best rural districts in that
province, it was found that out of the 400 farmers
visited, 99 per cent. had attended public schools only,
ard 1 per cent. the high schools. Not a single man
had ever darkened the door of a college of liberal
arts or science; but one farmer had attended a
business “college.” The women had a better record.
While none of them had attended college, three per
cent. had gone to high school and 92 per cent. had
attended public school only. What, therefore, are
cur universities and agricultural colleges accomplish-
ing for farming, the basic industry of the nation?
Saskatchewan is courageously attacking this problem
also. 1If the farmers and their wives and children
cannot come to the agricultural college, the pro-
fessors have determined to bring the colleges to them.
This they are doing in many ways—but that -is
another story. And, in the meantime, both Govern-
ment and people are loyally and enthusiastically co-
operating to build up, through the schools and other:
wise, a real democracy beneath these hope-filled
western skies. A

Potatoes or Tobacco ?

Newton D. Wilgy, production expert. of the United
States Department of Agriculture, recommends
diverting tobacco plantations into potato fields. Now
will some seanceisf kindly get into spirit communi-
cation with Sir Walter Raleigh, who introduced both
tobacco and.potatoes to England. Mankind is so
evenly divided between tobacco and potatoes that
conclusive evidence on the subject is scarcely pos-
sible. Tet the discoverer ofsboth decide the issue.
Being the gay gentleman the historians say he was,
he will scarcely prefer potatoes.

The truth is that it is the most:
difficult problem imaginable to keep teachers in the'
Many
and “thus their services are lost to'
the schools; while few men at present salaries care:

Consider

wiould:

St
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Russia will need a lot of real Slav
Leaders to keep her from losing her
own nationality

CANADIAN
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with Germany.

But Rodzianko, President of the
ohe of them.

Some of the field artillery and barricades of the Revolutionists in Petrograd; somewhat like Dublin was
a while ago.

The Revolutionists destroyed the Litovski Prison in Petrograd. They were against a separate peace
Since that time Germany has been busy on disrupted Russia. The Socialists;, held
down in Germany, have been stirred up in Russia against Milukoff who sent the assurance to the Allies
of no separate peace without consulting the workers. That revolt is down now and Rodzianko has a
heavy task ahead of him to.get the “steam-roller” going again. X :

HE black-bearded person in the midst of the
ladies is the late Rasputin, the ignorant but
dangerous and powerful monk fanatic who came
near ruining his country. This photograph is
the last ever taken of ‘Rasphtin, surrounded by
a crowd of hypnotized feminine admirers at the
Imperial Palace at Tsarsky-Salo. To quote from
an extract reprinted in last week’s Courier:
“The huge, g:umt' Qiberian, shaggy and elo-
quent, half-visionary, half-charlatan, with his
extraordinary power of fascinating women, his
towering ambition, his wild profligacy, setting
forth barefoot from primeval forests to enthrall
the world; taking Petrograd by storm, for-long
months holding the Empire in the hollow of hig
hand, Church and State alike; hurled violently
from power as a detected imposter; by force and
craft breaking a way back again, once more ap-
pointing archbishops and ministers, dictating
policies; giving himself up, drunk with insolence
and wine, into the hands of Russia’s most treach-
erous enemies, and coming « within a hand’s
breadth of ruining the cause of the nation, the
still greater cause of the Allies; finally slain by
a great noble, quite openly, as a mad dog is slain;
his body thrown into the icy Neva; drawn forth
again, laid in a silver _coffin borne on the
shoulders of the Emperor and his ministers.
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THE RICH MISS COLLINGWOQOD

do little or do much, Louise Colling- 3 4

vood considered that she had done “much. In

that length of time she had learned to manipulate
the typewriter ordinarily well, and she could take
down dictation in shorthand faster than any other
girl in her class at the business college. As she sat
in her room in the quiet boarding house, she studied
with keen delight the gilt-bordered diploma that
certified to her being a competent stenographer. She
was very happy. She had escaped from heér gold-
barred cage, had won the first step toward an inde-
pendence hitherto denied her. Not one of her friends
knew where she was. They were only aware that
the rich Miss Collingwood had left her beautiful
home in Southern California, to be away for an in-
definite period. And now, she was here in this
strange city in the Northwest, just a girl like opher
girls, who worked for their bread and butter, and
who, if they won the love of a man did so because

IN the space of six months one can

of themselves alone, and not because of dollars they-

possessed. She had always liked Van Flanders. Al-
though she was conscious that love him she did not,
she had felt assured that he did really care for
her, and, after all, that had seemed the first
necessity, Other girls she had known had mar-
ried without loving, and their marriages were
happy—to outward appearances at least.

But she had been wrong—all wrong. Even
to Van Flanders she had merely represented a
healthy bank account. Just on the eve of prom-
ising to marrv him she had been stunned to
learn that speculation had left his financial pile
a mere shell, and that it was not her love he
wanted, but her money bag—to save him from
utter ruin.

The girl laughed softly as she folded the di-
ploma and placed it in her hand bag. Van
Flanders and his kind would find no place in
her new world. She changed her loose ki-
mono for a neat street suit, pinned on her hat,
picked up an advertisement clipped from the
morning paper, and started to seek her first
position. '

She soon reached the big office building. Her
heart beat rapidly as the elevator shot up to
the sixth floor. She rpasse%“ through the iron
gate, and there, directly in front of her, she
saw the number given in the newspaper clip-
ping that lay in her cold hand. ‘“John Pem-
broke—Attorney at Law,” read the gold letters
underneath the number, ;

The girl's feet became strangely heavy as
she moved toward the door, and she grew
angry of a sudden at her cowardice. When
she therefore opened the door and swept into
the office her cheeks were so flushed that the
young man seated at a much littered desk im-
mediately rose and faced her, a look of respec-
ful admiration in his dark eyes.

And then Louise’s courage began to waver.
Her eyes sought the floor. What should she do
first—what should she say?

The man politely offered her a chair, and
séating himself at his desk looked at her enquir-
ingly.

" Louise Collingwood made a lovely picture as she
sat there, nervously fumbling with the clasps of her
bag. Hardly conscious of what she was doing she
opened it and producing the treasured diploma
mutely handed it to the rather astonished John Pem-

broke. He read it through, then shot a keen glance ;

at her. The girl's flushed cheeks and eyes—so
gloriously blue—seemed to puzzle him,

“I would gather from this that you have come
‘with regard to my advertisement for a stenographer,”
‘he said finally, tapping her diploma -with a long,
strong forerﬁnger

“Yes,” answered the girl faintly.

- “Um-m,”, was Pembroke’s comment. He looked
at her thoughtfully. “I believe that you should do—
providing we can agree as to the remuneration.”

“Yes—sir,” gaid Louise with breathléss eagerness.
She had learned the “sir” at the business college.

“You see,” continued the other, “I was looking for
a—a beginner, one who would be satisfied with small
pay—at first.” Pembroke paused and a faint colour
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appeared in his own cheeks as the girl raised her
fine eyes to his. “In short,” he laughed, “my law
practice is in its infancy.”

Louise Collingwood liked his laugh, liked his frank-
ness and liked his courtesy. 'If she had dared she
would have told him that she wanted no remunera-
tion.

“Ob—I'm only a beginner,” she said eagerly, ' “I

don’t expect much pay at first—of course, and—I

would so love to have—you try me!”

Pembroke smiled. “Well—what do you say to
twelve dollars a week?” he remarked. It was two
dollars more than he had expected to give.

“That will be a lot!” was the girl’s glad answer.
“When shall I begin?”

“To-day—if you like,” replied her new employer
briskly. “That desk over there will be yvours, Miss”
His pause was suggestive, and the girl haqtened
to introduce herself. “Collingwood,” she said.

“Miss Collingwood—of course,” amended Pem-
broke, glancing at the diploma..

“Well, Miss Colling-

That Night She Wrote a Long Letter.

wood, there is one thing I can vouch for in this of-
fice, and that’s the typewriter; it’s brand new and
should be a good one.” 3

He directed her to the little closet where she could
hang her hat and coat, and a few minutes later
Louise was seated at the typewriter. As she deftly
touched its keys with supple fingers she was con-
scious that at last those all confining bars had van-
ished; she was free,

HAT her employer’s law practice was still in its
infancy Louise soon discovered to be distress-
ingly true. Of course she knew nothing of the dif-
ferent phases of the practice of law, but one day
she learned that it had its disagreeable side. Tor
some time prior to this particular day she had no-
ticed that Pembroke seemed depressed and irritable.
She had wondered, because during this time he
was busily engaged on a criminal case, in which he
was the defendant’s attorney. It was the first case
that had come to him since she had been in the office,
and she had imagined that such an event would put
him in high spirits,

GOODEN

Finally came the day of trial, and it
was one of suspense for Louise. Pem-
broke left the office for the court room shortly be-
fore ten o’clock, and it was late in the afternoon be-
fore he returned. The girl’s spirits fell to zero when
she saw his troubled face. She was afraid to ask
him how he had fared at court, but she,felt there
was no need. He certainly would not have been so
dejected had he won his case, Stalking past her
without a word of greeting, Pembloke slammed his
books viciously on the desk, then he sat down and
glowered gloomily out of the window. For some un-
known reason which she did not stop to analyze the
sight of the young lawyer’s evident misery was more
than Louise could stand.

“Mr. Pembroke,” she called softly,
sorry that you lost.”

There was no*mistaking the half sob in the glrls
voice, and the man turned a bewildered face to her.
“But I didn’t lose’the case, Miss Collm"wood ? said
he with some brusqueness.

“Oh, I—I beg your pardon,” she replied hurrzedly,
and with cheeks suddenly turned scarlet, the em-
barrassed girl bent over her typewriter. ;

For several silent moments Pembroke stir-
veyed the golden hair, and he found himgelf
admiring its soft waviness. It gradually dawn-
ed upon him that his pretty stenographer was
really interested in his work, and at . the
thought an unaccountable warm giow of plea-
sure crept through him.

“That was nice of you, Miss (;olllngwood s

- he said impulsively; “but what upset me this
afternoon was the very fact that I did win that
¢ase. T have been hoping all week that my
za,sca.lly client would be convicted in spite of
me.”

“I'm—awfully

. e
IS stenographer looked very puzzled at thig
strange qtatement and Pembroke hastened
to explain, :
“You see,” said he, “the ‘man was guxlty, :
felt it from the first, and hated to take his case,
but as I did take 1t I felt bound to try my hest
to have him acquitted, and——well to tell the
truth, 1 detest this police court practice or—
any criminal practice for that matter.”
“Do lawyers have to defend guilty men?”’
asked the girl slowly. ]
“Sometimes,” answered Pembroke absently.
He was thinking how pleasant it was to be able
to relieve his mind, and how charming the girl
was in her interest. “It’s my ambition to build
up a practice in the civil courts,” he continued;
“such work would always be more congenial.
Of course,” he made haste to add, “I think .
that every lawyer should consider it a duty to
see that justice is done to the innocent.” :
‘“Yes, of course,” observed Louise ‘gravely.
‘“Will you tell me what you mean, though, by
practice in the civil courts?” _
Pembroke laughed boyishly. “I hope TI'll
soon have enough of it to show you, but if
you must' know, civil court practice has to do
with such things as—say—disputes over boundaries,
handling of estates, breach of contract, or—anything
that does not come under the criminal code.” :

“Thank you, I think I understand,” said the girl,
a little vaguely.

That night she wrote a long 1e-tte1 It was ad-
dressed to Barclay & Barclay, Attorneys at Law, Los
Angeles; California. When she had addressed and
stamped the envelope she slipped out of doors to
the mail box on the street corner, and a strange
smile hovered on her lips as gshe dropped the letter
through the slot.

As Pembroke strode along Riverside the next
morning, bound for his office, he was wrestling with
his memory. He was certain that there was some-
thing he had promised himself to do that morning,
but what it was he could not recall. So intent was
he upon his problem that he failed to notice a young
man dart out of the florist shop he was just passing,
in consequence of which the aforesaid young man
cannoned violently ‘against him.

“I beg your pa.rdon"' exclaimed the former, in

sternation.
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. bled eyes.

“Not at all,” replied Pembrgke blithely. “Hope
your flowers are not ruined,” and with a little chuckle
the lawyer turned into the florist shop. He remem-
bered now, it was roses he wanted, roses for Miss
Collingwood’s desk. -

All that day Louise was radiant. She had often
received flowers from men, but Pembroke’s roses
were different. She was not the rich Miss Colling-
wood to him; she was his stenographer, and for the
first time in her girlhood she felt that her
roses meant a man’s appreciation of her-
self. She had too much maidenliness to
confess to her soul that she was falling in
leve with her employer, but she could not
deny that she was interested in him, nor
eould she deny that his attentions were
sweet to her.® And so, unconscious of what
it was that drove her, but knowing only
that she delighted in it, Louise threw her-
self heart and soul into her work, because
it was his work, too. The result was fairly
deducible. Pembroke had soon become
aware that his stenographer’s fair beauty
was exceedingly attractive to him, and that
she was altogether charming; but more
important still, her deep interest in all that
the did insensibly captured his confidence.

HE daily intercourse of the next two

weeks rapidly strengthened the inti-
macy between the two, and when one day
Pembroke received a letter from Barclay &
Barclay, a law firm whose national reputa-
tion was well known to him, it was only
natural that he at once divulge its astound--
ing contents to his stenographer.

“Miss Collingwood,” he called excitedly,
*“just listen to this extraordinary letter.”

Louise had seen the envelope; she was sure that
she _zllroady knew its contents, and her heart began
to flutter as she.turned from the typewriter and
gettled herself to listen. - :

It was a’long letter that the senior member of
Barclay & Barclay had written, and the gist of it
was that owing to the rapid increase of the firm's
practice it was deemed advisable to have some
young, energetic lawyer become affiliated with the
firm as a junior member. The letter went on to say
that Mr. Pembroke had been highly recommended
as one fully qualified and in every respect worthy
of Barclay & Barclay’'s consideration as such mem-
ber, and begged that Mr. Pembroke kindly advise
them as promptly as possible as to his views on the
subject. : :

The girl drew a long breath as her employer con-
cluded. “I am. so glad for you!” she exclaimed;
then as an afterthought she added anxiously: “You’'ll
accept the offer, won’t you?”

Pembroke laughed his boyish laugh. “It’s a chance
J never dreamed of having so soon. I should say I
will accept! Why, Miss Collingwood, to be a mem-
ber of a firm like Barclay & Barclay means that my
future is assured, and”’—— The young lawyer paused
and looked at his stenographer with suddenly trou-
“F forgot,” he added slowly, “ my accept-
ance of this offer means that I must close this office,
and you'—— :

“Yes, of course,” interrupted Louise, “it means
that you won’t need me any more.” g

Even as she spoke regret stabbed her -and dis-

~mayed at her unexpected weakness and that her
_eyes might not betray her, she turned quickly to

her work and mechanically touched the keys of her
typewriter with fingens that had grown suddenly

* cold.

When she had written to her oldest friend and
adviser, Judge Barclay, she had not considered her-
gelf; her thought had been all for John Pembroke,
his ambitions, his future; and in ber unconscious love
she begged her old friend to offer Pembroke a part-
nership—for her sake. Judge Barclay would have
willingly done much more for Miss Collingwood,
whom he regarded as the apple of his eye. The old
firm needed young blood anyway, and the Judge,
after satisfying himself that the young lawyer was

_in every way worthy of the honour, was more than

pleased to accede to the girl's wishes. But now
Louise suddenly realized that it meant the ending of
her pleasant acquaintanceship with this man. Of
course she could meet him socially in California, and
$n all probability would, but there she would be the
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rich Miss Collingwood, and it would make a differ-
ence, a big difference.
Suddenly the%rl became aware that Pembroke
was addressing her, and she stopped the clatter of
her machine.
“Will you be—be sorry if I go?” -
He asked the question awkwardly, and if Louise
had dared to look at him she would have discovered
the eager anxiety with which he awaited her reply.

“Why—of course I'm sorry to lose my place,” she
replied, “you have been very kind to me.”

The coldness of her voice, assumed as it was,
caused Pembroke’s eyes to cloud woefully, For sev-
eral minutes he sat stiff and silent in his big chair,
looking at his stenographer’s slim, straight back, his
thoughts in a whirl. :

Acceptance of Judge Barclay’s offer meant parting
with Miss Collingwood, and—she had become ex-
ceeding dear to him. He understood now the eager-
ness with which he had hurried to his office of late.
How empty would the day seem if he had not her to
talk to. Yes, she was more than a mere steno-
grapher; she was everything to him; could he let
her go out of his life?

Aghast at the idea, Pembroke left his seat and com-
menced a nervous stride about the room. Finally he
paused by the girl’s chair. ;

“Miss Collingwood,” he began, “I have something
to—I mean 1 want”—— He paused and Louise looked
up, wondering at his-hesitation. ‘

“I must tell you,” he began again, “I love you.”

For a moment the girl sat breathless, then she rose
from her chair and faced him, trembling and white.

“I love you,” he repeated. ‘“Won't you marry me
and go with me to Los Angeles?’ He reached out
his hand for hers, and held it tight.
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She dropped her head and would not look at him,
but a divine blush was upon her cheek. He possessed
himself of her other hand.

“I love you, Louise,” he said again. “It has come
to me what a dreary life it would be without you,
and now I have found you I cannot let you go. Do
you love me?”

Slowly, as if compelled beyond her power to resist,
she raised her head, and in the depths of her eyes
was that which a woman shows only to her
loved mate.

“I do love you—oh so much!” she whis-
pered.

He would have drawn her into his arms,
but she suddenly freed herself and backed
away, all the colour gone from her face,
conscious of a happiness so intense that the
room fairly whirled around her, yet full of
a dreadful fear, for a little demon voice was
shrieking in her ears: “You're an impostor,”
it said, “an impostor, and he won’t love you
when he knows.”

“No—no, we must not,” she said in a
weak little voice,

“Must not?”’ repeated Pembroke, ‘bewil-
dered. “Why? We love each other.”

“Pm not—not,” she stammered then des-
“What will your friends say if
What do

perately.
vou marry your stenographer?
you know about me?”

“I know at least one fact,” said Pembroke,
“and that is that you are the most beauti-
ful, the most charming and lovable creature
in the world or out of it. As for my friends”
He paused and smiled; “my friends,”
he concluded triumphantly, “will call me
the luckiest of mortals—and they’ll envy
me.”

He attempted once more to take her in his arms,
but she warded him off.

‘“Whit,” she gasped, “I have something to tell you;
I’'m—TI'm not what I pretended—I'm an—an impostor,
Jack.”

“Impostor?” he repeated, more concerned at the
distress in her lovely eyes and the quiver on her
lips tham at her confession. 3

“Yes,” continued the girl, a little catch in her voice.
She suddenly felt miles away from John Pembroke.
“Im mot—not poor at all—I’'m disgustingly rich!”

Pembroke stared at her,- the joy gone from his
eyes.\ “I'm a poor man,” he said finally; ‘“I”——-he
broke off with a despairing gesture and turned away.

“Then you—don’t love me?”’ whispered the girl
tremulousily.

“Don’t love you!” Pembroke swung around and
once more each looked deep into the soul of the
other.

“I want you,” said Pembroke huskily, “rich or poor,
for better, for worse; I want you.” He stretched out
his arms to her. “Wén’t you come?”

She swayed toward him, the divine colour again
flooding *her cheeks, and then with a little indescrib-
ablé ery of happiness, the rich Miss Collingwood sur-
rendered herself to the embrace of her lover's strong
arms.

SPEAKING of I

Strathcona P.O., Alta., Canada.
2 April 29, 1917.
The Editor, “Canadian Courier”: !

Dear Sir,—Mr. Chisholm's article on the Immigra-
tion problem is a great contribution which marks
the writer as an exceedingly broad-minded and well-
informed man. The question is of the utmost im-
portance to us, and requires all the ventilation pos-
sible. Wiith this end in view and in no cavilling
gpirit, I venture to inject a few remarks. e

Firstly, I object to Wasyl Prokopotz and all his
numerous tribe, because, though he certainly succeeds
where the Britisher fails, his success is wholly due
to his far lower standard of living, which is entirely
bad for the community. He is dirty, and his produce
is dirty, and that is a menace to the health of the
community. That his descendants may become de-
cent enough, is little in his favour, because this will
have been achieved at too great an expense to the
nation. Then there is the vast horde of Germans
and Austrians, who ten years back were considered

(at least the Germans were) as far preferable to the
English. ; :

The war has proved that, whether he hails from
Germany or Russia, whether he came as an adult or
an infant, the German is no Canadian; that though
he may be a complete success as a farmer, he has
nothing in ¢ommon with Canadian ideals; that he
not only lowers the standard of living, but of life
itself. I often think there is some confusion of
thought as regards the mixture which produced the
British race: it is loosely spoken of as a mixture of
races, which seems to me incorrect, there being only
two races largely concerned—Celt and Teuton. A
mixture of nations we certainly are, but this is a very
different thing. = And in speaking of Teuton it is well
to remember that the Britisher is a product®*of pure

Teuton and Celt—two equal races, whereas the Ger-

man is a product of pure Teuton and the more
numerous pre-Aryan aborigines—an infinitely inferior
race. Germany is a horrible example of the result

(Concluded on page 19.)
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s ODGE had the farm layout indicated in the
H panel on this page placarded on a stable

~ wall. On a post near the door he had the
timetable. Anybody who understands paper
farming will recognize in one of these documents
@ reasonable fiat to nature and opportunity; in the
other a direct challenge to fate. Any man is free
to state on a patch of wrapping+paper with a car-
penter’s pencil that he intends to put in so many
acres of this, that and the other, if he has the land,
the implements and the labour necessary to do it.
Hodge had all these. The moment he presumes to
say exactly when he will carry out any part of his
programme he gets into the class of those that juggie
with’ the powers above.

The timetable was the document that interested
his four exiled city henchmen, Ins. Expert, Advtg.
Agency, Lawyer and Conf. Trust. When first they
saw it tacked upon the post under the rope halter
they gathered about it with the same sort of curiosity
that the average New Yorker shows when reading
a church bulletin,

A. A. intimated to the others,

“Say-—some schedule, what?”

“Nothing like system,” they agreed.

“Looks easy on paper,” agreed again,

“Hodge is worst than the devil,”~ argued one.
“Here am I—dungforking like a racetrack Sambo.
Here are the rest of us—cugrycombing, trotting over
this place like a lot of horses in a circus while
Hodge cracks the whip. My hands are as hard as
an old boot. I've got calluses on my feet. Haven’t
had but one bath since T've been here. Never wear
e necktie ‘White collar—haven’t had one on since

Sundu‘V‘ 5

However, }{ndge had great millenial hopes of these
men and of hundnﬁds——merhoa.ps in 1917 thousands—
more like them who cou‘d be seduced from ftele-
phones and dictating » ‘c,a'ttem to interesting steno-
graphers into grappling +vith the horny realities of
life. He would show these' men the innate dignity

it all together.
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HODGE’S PLANTATION

Odls 7 75 Acres
Moty . 90"
Hege .o oo 20
Mangolds . 6 *
Ensilage . .
Potatoes . .
Hay, . .
Pasture .

Summer Fallow 40

25 §¢
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of dirt, the triumph of back-ache, the
glory of blisters, .the great redemption
of the land working a miracle - upon
humanity.

And for all he noticed, when they were
cheerfully at work in the fields, his
dream of a jail farm regenerating these
city derelicts was about to come true, No
wonder he whistled and gazed over his
glimmering acres like a poet about to
commit an ode. No wonder Hodge wrote
snappy, satirical letters to his wife. He
was a man with a new idea working out
in other men.

When the gang got limbered up work-
ing and the dry winds came rattling over
the . hills; when the yellowhammers
banged in the grove and the calves
bawled at a new world; when the dust
drifted along the road after the waggons

young oats, and the ‘bobolinks began to
prospect in the clover, and the trees
smiled green to the astounding acreage
of the open skies; when they got to their
square meals with the divine hunger of
honest men and felt at evening the sweet
aches of real productive toil, crept to their farm-
ticks and slept the sleep of the just {ill the birds and
the bangings of Hodge routed them out again; at
such times these men thanked the Lord that ever
Hodge had corraled them from telephones and club
lunches.

Hodge envied them. All they had to do was to
follow the schedule. It was his business to swing
There were fifty farmers within
three miles any direction who were ready to dis-
cover that a farm operated by a pack of city men
would be a first-class expemnental failure. Genera-
tion after generation these sons of the soil had fol-
lowed the trails of their fathers. Year after year
they had grouched in the same old way. The lapse
of the hired man and the coming of highcost ma-
chinery had given these people a higher cost basis
on which to abuse the tendencies of the times.
They didn’t want Hodge to succeed. They had no
faith in city men managing the land. They despised
Hodge as an innovator even while they admifted that
he seemed to know a good bit about farming.

Hodge really believed that a city man, once he
gets down to business, can operate a farm better
than the man born on it. So he told his gang just
to. encourage them. The Hodge farm would be
featured in the newspapers. It would be studied
by departments of agriculture.

And this schedule must be lived up to. From the
first’ field of oats and the hauling of manure to
the last hill of potatoes and the last row of mangolds,
there must be a regular succession of manoeuvrmgs
right down to the hay time.

“What did you suppose?” asked Hodge of ‘thé gang
when he “heard some cynical remarks about trying
to run nature like a railway. “Did you think a farm
just grows perennials that come up every year and
got ripe same as clover and timothy?”

“Well,” advised Advtg. Agency, who had read a
lot of things in ads he had never dreamed of in
books, “I think I'd like to Burbank a little, This

and the green glimmer crept into the

AINST IT

By AUGUSTUS BRIDLE
Illustrated by T. W. McLean

hustle-or-bust idea to get every crop in on a certain
day in the week or you queer your chances for a
crop doesn’t .get to me right. I don’t mind hustling
after clients; but I don’t have to do it every minute.
Some things look after themselves.”

“Yes, and of all places in the world,” chimed in
Ins. Ex., “a farm is the place where once in a while
a man should be able to——"

“Sit on the fence and watch it grow,” remarked
Conf. Trust. “Yes, I had that idea, too. But I always
imagined that harvest time was the biggest hustle
of the year. I don’t think it’s got very much on this
seeding season.”

ODGE promised them—if all went well with the
gchedule—a breathing fime spell between
roots-in and hay off. Probably a week. In fact, he
might be able to let one or two of them slide away
to help some other farmer for the rest of the summer.
But none of them wanted to leave Hodge. These
naturaliborn farmers that seemed to have such
gloomy looks on their waggons were an unknown lot
to the Hodge gang. They suspected that the Hodge
regime wouldn’t suit the rest of the country. No,
they all preferred to stay with Hodge.

“And T’ll guarantee to keep you all busy some-
how,” said the gentleman referred to. “But it's far
better economics to keep every man at high pressure.
There ought to be——"

“Oh, good Lord!” whimpered the lawyer, “there
he goes.again about—what ought to be. There’s no
satisfying that economic beast.”

For the time being the sun shone, and all went
well on the land of Hodge. The hills and the valleys
of the little creek and the river somewhere danced
and sang the new song of increasing production. The
birds seemed to pipe it. Here was Hodge and his
happy gang, next year perhaps there would be a
whole army of city folk out farming. The town
would save the country. The farmers believed in’
it. They despised the city man as a boss farmer;
as a hired man—if he left his class ideas behind
him—he was all right. And these men of Hodge’s,
so they said at the littfe church on the hill of a
Sabbath, were a pretty important lot.

Fine days nothing could hold Hodge. And some
of those days were so unbelievably fine; stage magic
—the whole of Hodgeland was a fairy scene. The
land was bright with the idea of a fat crop shuffling
along in the green; Hodge’s crop was half in.

‘When there came a scud of queer, nervous clouds
one day, they sprinkled a million square miles
of land, driving drills and harrows into the barns.
Hodge had never seen clouds quite like them. There
didn’t seem to be any particular rain centre to them.
They just spilled rain anywhere and half the time the
sun was shining somewhere. 3 .

That went .on for a day or so. Hodge contrived
jobs for the gang in the barn; cleaning out calf-
stable, mending granary, building new bins, etc. He
was a master at devising indoor jobs for wet weather.
The gang had hoped for a game of stud poker on
the hay.

“Nothing doing,” said Hodge, curtly. ‘““This is a
real farm. There is no chance of anybody sitting
in a smoking-car at forty miles an hour smoking
Havanas and talking in millions the way you people
used to do two or three years ago. [T've done it
myself. It was a delirium., Now, if any of you want
to get rid of that calf-stable job hand it over to me
and take charge of this granary improvement.”

HERE were some days of this new sort of rain;:
a kind of German mist that kept everything in
a perpetnal muss. May was misbhehaving. The
morning usually swung up fine, bright as a new
dollar, with just the big golden ey¢ of the sun blazing
on the edge of the unclouded !blue. By the time
cows were milked, stables cleaned and breakfast on,
there wasn’t enough blue left to make an old woman'’s
apron; and by the time the teams were afield down
came the spattering rain. Day after day it was so.
“Seems like a reincarnation of the Flood,” said




Conf. Trust, who took some stock in the Bible.
“That was forty days.”

‘“What’s this yarn about St. Swithin’s?” growled
somebody.

Hodge dug them up an almanac.
might as well amuse the gang. His grandfather
used to swear by Ayer’s Almanac. The book said

- May would be a nice, good month; but intimated
showers here and there. ;

He thought he

ODGE was taking notes. Sitting up late as he
did now since the work had eased off, he
observed that it never rained after the moon came
up. His religious temperament was roused. Moon-
ology is never dead. Maybe the moon, now at the
full, had something to do with it. Man’s business
was to adapt himself to circumstances.

Hodge handed out a new order—all hands might
snooze in the daytime in the hay or wherever they
chose; but at moonrise every man was to be on deck
with his team or whatever else he worked with.

“Depending on the weather, of course,” he said.

So began the night shift on the Hodge farm, when
Hodge’s 'bewildered ghosts creaked and called over
the damp fields scrabbling in the grain as best they
might. That hopeful programme was just nicely
under way when the weather-man noticed what the
Hodge marionettes were doing and put on a new
turn. There came a deluge with thunder that bloated
the creek and soaked the fields a foot deep. It was
short and sharp, but it kept anybody off those seed-
hungry fields on the Hodge farm.

‘One of those wet days Hodge wrote a letter to
the editor: o

Dear Sir,—
Are you one of those victims of sublime patience who
live: along a boulevard and only abuse the weather when
it’s a bit beastly wet for going down town? I speak
from recollection. Most of you in there among the
walls and the street-cars think the rain beging at one
of the city limits and stops at the other. Half of you
don't even know when there's a full moon. In fact
I very much doubt if you don’t look in the east for the
new moon yourself and don't know the last quarter
from the first horn. So much by way of remarking
that the weather has gone to my wits. If I hadn’t
voluntarily gone on the water-waggon.
. But that's not what I wanted to tell you. For your
private information—not for print-—just to say that there
may be farmers not a hundred miles from me who would
work the last boot off some town tenderfoot and then
turn round and charge the same man $5 a bag for the
very potatoes”he helped to hoe at $40 a month. On the
other hand, I've decided to keep books like a chartered
accountant on this farm. intend to 2
know exactly what everything I raise
b0st me and what is the net profit,
if ‘any. Weather being mot too vil-
jainous, there should be a thousand
profit. If there is—it goes half to the
Patriotic and half to the Red Cross.
But ahead of that comes this item:
If you can make a list of some de-
serving poor people that are  not
making munitions, let me know about
them and. I'll see that whatever
vegetable truck I have to market gets
to them at normal prices.. The only
sense in @ man like me going on the
land at all is to be one more spoke
in the wheel of keeping down *the
cost hy. incremsing production and
putting a crimp fin profits.
‘Weather-eyedly yours,
HODGE.

TARMERS alleged that the said .

Hodge was crazy for working
by moonlight. But the rain got
“mixed up with the moon in 4 most
indecent way and the night shifts
haq to '(go off.

Hodge’s gang were getting rest-
less.

“Trouble with you men,” he said
when there was some objection to
cracking out to field after break-

* fast at peep of day, “you can’t get
over the notion that a day is from
8.20 till 5. And if the weather
would let us work, so it would be.”

Then, again, it was the nervous
ingenuity of the man every day
hawking out some new corner-and-
cranny job to beat the rain, doing
his best to synthetize the pro-
gramme. Hodge was determined to
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get his crop in somewhere before middle of June,
even if he had to put up with a little mud on tha
drill guards, so long as the grain would go down the
spout. His general idea was that in a bad season
a man must take advantage of every moment and

-circumstance to get ahead of the game.

“And quit worrying because the Lord doesn’t
send weather to fit,” he added. “A 1lot of these
farmers are trying to saddle the rain off on the
Lord. They might as well ask the Lord to put
the crops in.”

This also he let loose because half his gang were
a it hidebound in religious views, and he had a
surprise to spring on them whenever

Well, the auspicious time came. Last Saturday of
May came a dryish wind and a cheerful sky; one
of those amazingly fine days that intoxicate you with
an alfmost voluptuous confession of beauty and good-
will. One large field sloped down to the creek, still
to harrow and drill—besides, most of the roots and
such to go in. It was the big field they had manured.
Hodge pondered over it on Saturday evening as the
men went to bed. But he said nothing. He found
that whén you want men to do something against
their will or habit of mind, the best way is to do
it first and argue about it afterwards.

An hour before the Sabbath dawn began to creep
over the hills. Hodge poking his head out of the
barn, found not a rag of cloud or a trace of mist
in sight; a nice sly wind churning along from
sow’west. He arose and hayed all horses; went to
the house'and woke up the Chinaman, who had been
forewarned to hustle breakfast. Then he harnessed
up three teams, fed them oats, and by the time break-"
fast was ready——

It was then shy of sunrise. \

Imagine the scene: four good churchmen all routed
up from a Sabbath morning snooze, haled down to
bacon and eggs and porridge at break of day, as
mysteriously as though Hodge were conducting a
slave raid; the cold laughter and apologies of Hodge;
the mutterings at the wash-basin; the sleepy-eyed
protests half in joke; Hodge eating like a prize
animal—till up he gets at the head of the table:

“Now, gentlemen, I assume that you are mainly men
of religion—and that you are also four real sports. I
.intend to get that 12 acres in to-day before there's
any chance of rain. - One of you will have to run the
furrow-plough’ with a spare horse. The extra man can
go cutting potatoes in the barn if he wants to keep out
of sight. This is the last appeal of this kind I intend
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to make. Hereafter a day is from seven till six, with

an hour off for noon, mo matter what. We have still
the corn, potatoes and roots to go in. This is our only
chance to finish the small seeding. If need be, I'll con-
duct family prayer to start the day off might. This is
the Lord’'s Day. I have an idea the T.ord wants us to
use it to help along production. So kindly gather your
Jeans and follow me. I'd like to bet any man of you
a new hat, if it weren’t Sunday, that by moon it will
be pouring cain.’’

So it ‘turned out that while the farm Jolk about
Hodge’s by the Creek bowled along the roads to
church, wishing to heaven the preacher would order
them all back to their belated fields before the
collection, they beheld this law-breaking gang of
Hodge’s at work in the field. They talked of it at
church. Xven the preacher declined to turn his
head the other way when he went by, and in his

] N
sermon he thundered against the Sabbath-breaking
people down at Hodge's. t

AIN drove at the windows before the sermon

was done. But the Hodge field was in and

the drills, harrows and horses and men all at the
barn before the floods came. :

The men all seemed good-natured enough over it.
In fact, the most religious man of the lot seemed to
be glad that they had stolen a Sabbath march on the
powers-of evil. And all might have gone well with
Hodge if somebody connected with the church—we
hope not the preacher—had not gone to town and
told somebody in connection with the Lord’s Day
Alliance about the Sabbath-breaking of Hodge.

Whereby next day Mr. Hodge and his men got a
summons to appear before a magistrate for breaking
the Lord’'s Day Act. They all chose to plead guilty;

. they were all fined and their names appeared in the

newspapers—city Dbapers please copy, of course: and
that began the final troubles of Hodge.

There was.a.reaction,
to blame. That week was a thorough mess of black
skies, thundering wet and clumsy bellowing winds.
The farm was cheerless. Indoor jobs were tedious.
Stories refused to go on tap. Even cards and
dominoes and checkers failed to work. The men
were glum. Letters from home only seemed to make
them worse. - Hodge surmised what was in most of
those letters. They declined to talk to him. Hig
plans for getting in the roots and corn and potatoes
failed to interest anybody. Already his schedule
was out of ordef. There was no sign of let-up to the
wet. They were plainly out of temper and they
hated farming worse than they had
ever hated sin.

None of them ‘could see behind
the clouds to get a picture of the
clean, bright days, when that farm
would be dancing with joy and
pleasant labour. They hadn’t
even the faith they once had when
as little children they had sung
about, “When we get home to that
beautiful land.”

Something was brewing. Hodge
could feel it, Nobody said a word.
- They were the most perfunctory
crew that ever plotted mutiny.
They smoked and smoked and-
looked out of the windows and
poked about the stables—and quits
early Hodge went to bed because
he was sick of trying to cheer up
so gloomy “a gang. He knew that
every man of them was resentful
over that Sabbath episode.
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WH'EN morning ‘came, Hodga
was the only man on the
place. His four exiles had de-
camped in the racket of a heavy
shower and had taken a midnight
train back to the city. Hodge put
on his oilskin and went out in a
roaring rain, fle gazed over a
Dole fence at the system of water-
ways on his sown fields, and he
grinned savagely.
“No,” he muttered, “it wasn’t
the timetable that drove ’em away.
(Concluded on page 25.)

¢

Perhaps the weather was ~
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AMONG THE MAGAZINES

High Lights on a Few Extracts trom Cuirrent Literature

AUSTRIA’S NET.

HE Austrian is not cruel by nature, states Wal-
T burgh Paget, in the Nineteenth Century,
though I have often regretted that in the higher
classes the instincts for the chase, and there are
many kinds of different sports in Austria, are not
<o much under the control of fairness and good man-
rers as in Bngland. On the other hand, nowhere
are the people kinder -to their horses and dogs or
to birds, which are tamer than in other countries.

In the Austrian army every soldier looks after
his own horse, feeds it and loves it. The German
~ .army horses are all fed by one man, whose business
it is to do so. This makes a vast difference in the
feeling between man and animal. Presumably the
Prussian military authorities think it harmful for
the soldiers during a war to be distracted by senti-
mental considerations for their horses.

When about thirty years ago the so-called “En-
durance ride” between Berlin and Vienna took place,
twenty or thirty-officers starting on each side-at the
same hour, the Austrian horses arrived at Berlin in
a comparatively fresh state, whilst those of the Prus-
sians were a sight which those who saw them will
never forget. Some of them died and they all looked
as though they would never be any use again. Their
legs and thighs were swollen as if they had elephan-
tiasis—it was most revolting and gave one a fore-
taste of what Prussian methods might be in war time.

What chance has an easy-going, good-natured
nation like Austria against a ruthless one clad cap-
a-pie in steel, morally and sentimentally? It is clear
that they have to do what' they are told. A Prussian
A.DXC. was forced upon the old Emperor , Francis
Joseph, who never had a strong will and -always
listened to the person he saw most of. He was worn

out with misery and had become indifferent to events,

and thus allowed this fatal penetration of Prussians
into his army and civil service, which is hurrying
" Austria to her doom, for she is caught in what seems

to be an inextricable net.
T are perhaps more amusing, because more un-
expected, in far-away China. Here the answer
to Germany’s communication to neutral powers an-
nouncing the ruthless destruction of all mercantile
vessels without search and without effort to save the
lives of passengers has caused a Cabinet crisis,
almost a revolution.

The procedure followed the peculiarities of con-
stitutional life in Peking. The Prime Minister and
geveral others of the Government who could not agree
with the President ran away,- and shutting them-
selves up in Tientsin, refused to communicate with
Péking or to come back. In view of the danger
which at{ends an opposed resignation from the
Chinese Cabinet it may be surmised that this is the
usual method of departure.

It seems that the Cabinet, in-agreement with the
political leaders in the Government, had decided to
sever relations w,i}lh Germany, and wished to tele-
graph to the provincial authorities explaining the
reasons for this step, and advising them how to act
when the step had been taken. The President of the
Republic, however, at the last moment refused to
sign the messagé, and took up the position that it
“was his prerogative to declare war, and that he would
take no action without the formal approval of
y-arliament.

‘Tt is said that relations between the President and
the Prime Minister have been strained foi some time,
and the rupture was not a cause for surprise, Sue-
cessful efforts broyght about a reconciliation. The
Presidents of both Houses of Parliament visited the
President of the Republic and advised him that he
was mxsmterprefing the general wish. Parliament
by a lange majority was %aid to favour a severance
of relations.

Tater news indicates that the Presxdent hag given
way, and that the Prime Minister has returned to

THE CHINESE CABINET COMEDY.

HE reverberations of submarine frightfulness

A ;

Peking and explained his policy to both Houses of
Parliament. According to The Times’ correspondent,
upon whose reports we are depending, it is expected

that the Chinese Government will soon declare its
intention of joining the Entente. (Canadian readers
know that this happened.) German commercial

houses are endeavouring to . find neutrals to take
over their business.

As China has been a hoibed of German intrigue
since the outbreak of hostilities, the decision of the
Chinese Government is all the more surprising. 1t
may be the result of the influence of our Eastern
ally, or it may be the determination of the Eastern
Republic to follow the course of the Great Republic
of the West, which it so much admires and upon
which its institutions are mpdelled. Certainly the
action of President Wilson’s Government was largely
used as an example in the arguments which took
place in Peking over this important decision.

POLITICUS ON FOOD.
N article on The Food Problem, by Politicus,
in <the Fontmghﬂy Review, states that the

English Government has hitherto acted half-
heartedly, improvidently and amateurishly in its

endeavour to increase the production and “importa-
tion of food and to limit its consumption.
|

Germany: “Are we nearly there, All Highest?"
AII Highest: “Yes, we're getting near the end now. i
__Bernard Partridge, in Punch, London.
Tarmers and private people should be encouraged

by high prices to grow not merely wheat, but
nourishing foodstuffs of every kind. It is a

' national prejudice to believe that men require for

their subsistence large quantities of sugar, meat, '

milk and butter. China and Japan contain a
vigorous and healthy race. Yet in neither country
is bread eaten except by a very few, and sugar,
milk, butter and meat are exceedingly scarce.

On cereals, vegetables and a .few scraps of pork
and fish, the Chinese and Japanese have succeeded
in rearing a healthy and strong race. }

There is an enormous waste of food throughout
the country not only owing to wasteful cooking and
over-eating, but also owing to bad management.
Theé country is 4t the same time a farm, a place
for recreation and a game preserve; and the result
i that a vast quantity of food is eaten by game,
birds, -etc., and that much is trampled down by
people making use of public footpaths. It seems
necessary to reduce to the utmost the game and
birds; the dog tax ought to be very greatly in-

creased, and be regulated not according to the value
of the dog, as has been proposed, but according
to the size. It seems scandalous that at a time
when food is scarce, large quantities should be fed
to useless dogs.

Food production can be enormously increased on
the land by providing attractive prices, making godd
cultivation compulsory and supplying at least a
million workers who can be made available with-
out delay. While Continental nations live
in flats and gardenless towns, the vast majority
of Englishmen have gardens, some gardening tools
and some gardening knowledge. The rais-
ing of flowers should be prohibited for the dura-
tion of the war, and the gardeners should either
be directed towards the farms or be instructed to
limit their activities to the production of food. . . .
At the moment everyone is attempting to grow
potatoes, even' on soil which is quite unsuitable.
Among the nourishing foods which can be easily
grown in private gardens are not only potatoes,
but swedes, turnips, parsnips, Jerusalem artichokes,

etc. The problem is not to produce some certain
foods, but to produce as much palatable food as
possible. )

Possibly the British nation will be called upon
to suffer serious inconvenience, and perhaps worse,
from the shortage of food. Therefore, the Govern-
ment should not run any risks. It should
act with the greatest energy in increasing produc-
tion and importation, and restricting consumption
and waste to the utmost. . . . With courage,
common-sense, and good organization, Great Britain
should be able to solve the food problem and to
make Germany’s attempt at starving this country
into surrender a failure.

THE AM ERICAN SHOWBOAT.

By Carl Holllday, inn The Theatre.

N a sultry day far up the Monongahela, the
Kanawha, or the Missouri River, the small
boy, languidly fanning himself with his tat-

tered straw hat, is suddenly thrilled into mad energy
by the wild, weird shrieks of a calliope echoing far
up and down the startled valley. *“The showboat!
The s~howboat'!” and away he scurries to the river
bank. I do not know whether these floating palaces
are known to all American boys, but to the youngsters
of the Middle and Southern States they are har
bingers of joy—visions of splendour to dream of and
wonder over many months after they have come
and gone.

There are about 95,000 persons in America en-

gaged in the work of entertaining the public—acro-

bats, minstrels,’ singers, .dancers, vaudeville actors,

magicians, what not. But of them all doubtless
the most mysterious to the general public, the
most happy-go-lucky w@are these water gypsies, the

showboat players. Often floating or steaming six
thousand miles in the course of a season, plying
from. the green hills of the Kanawha, in West Vir-
ginia, to the brown plains of the Missouri in far
Montana, sthese crafts and their motley crew of
players see more of real America and real American
lifée than probably apy other institution or class of
pepple. There is a genuine glamour of romance
.about such a life—to those who do not live
" Wihen' the “Sunny South,” the “Golden Rod,” the
“Cotton Blossom,” the “Dreamland” or the “BEven-
ing Star” comes to town every boy is immediately
seized with the wanderlust and would fain become
an expert on the calliope.

It would be difficult to say how these floating
theatres originated. They are almost entirely an
American form of entertainment, formerly seen now
and then on French and German rivers, but mow
almost entirely confined to the Mississippi and its
many tributaries. Probably such floating troupes
developed from the itinerant actors who played in
the cabins of canal boats and ‘“flat bottoms’” on ‘the

Eastern rivers soon after the Revolution. Just such

a player, N. M. Ludlow, who had shaken the beams
of those early stuffy cabins, was the first to appear
with a showboat on the Mississippi. In 1817 he
and a little hand of actors travelled overland to the
Cumberland River, playing at the many wayside
inns as they went, and in the fall of that year trans-

formed a ‘huge flat boat intgp a commodious theatre,

floated down the Cumberland into Ohjo and thus
passed into the Mississippi. :
It was a dangerous occupation in those rovgh
¥
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days. Often all hands, actors and actresses and
crew, had to turn out to “pole” the theatre around
some danger sandbar, and when such notorious
spots as Rowdy Bend and Plum Point were reached,
every man and woman of them was armed with a
flintlock to repel the possible attacks of river
pirates. One night the ropes of the Ludlow’s boat
were cut by practical jokers, and the troupe awoke
to find themselves floating amidst the snags and
treacherous currents of the uncharted Mississippi.
Then, too, a rival soon appeared in the p'erson of
the once famous actor, Sol Smith, but, fortunately
for Ludlow, [Smith’s floating palace was cut in two
in 1847 in a collision with another boat, and Lud-
low’s company could boast of itself as the “only
original.’”

In those early days a showboat was used for many
purposes not exclusively theatrical, such as prize
fights and horse-back specialties; but during the
past forty years the average river theatre has pre-
sented only plays, and the features usually seen in
vaudeville. As early as 1847 an English actor, Wil-
liam Chapman, with his numerous sons and daugh-
ters, went by water from Pittsburgh to New Orleans,
playing “The Stranger and Cinderella,” and from
that time to this many a boy has ‘gained his first
vision of drama through seeing on a boat-stage such
light comedies as ‘““The Girl in Brown,” “Under
Southern Skies,” and “The Minister and the Maid.”
Heavier drama is sometimes undertaken, however,
and not infrequently “Faust” has thrilled the awe-
struck audience of river towns.

BONINIA AND THE FOOD SPIRIT.

ONINIA is an elderly native of Tantutu, one of

B the villages of the Dowai-ia division of the
Binandere tribe, on the lower Mamba River,
British New Guinea. He was a man of no reputation
as a magician or prophet, says E. W. P, Chinnery, in
the Hibbert Journal. Early, however, in 1914, he
visited the other villages of his group—Gauoro (on
the coast, Duvira, and Tsiu (up the River)—and
announced that he had been “struck down” in “his
garden by the “Spirit of Taro” (the staple ~diet).
He had been told, he said, to warn the people that
their dilatory methods of cultivation had given dis-
pleasure, and that unless they observed a ritual
which had been taught to him, the “Food Spirit”
would destroy their gardens and force them to live
on sago. Boninia's message was received without
enthusiasm and the ritual declined. Nothing more
came of the incident until the following November,
when a young girl named Dasiga, of the village of
Gauoro, developed a condition of mental abnormality.
For a day or two she was ‘quite oblivious of her
surroundings and chanted mechanically a new song,
which was identified as a part of the ritual disclosed
by the man Boninia. In response to the request of
the people, Boninia examined the girl, and in con-

" formity with his advice she was taken into the

gardens, and there, amongst the taro leaves, as he
had foretold, the “'Spix'it left her,” and she recovered
her normal state. Two or three days later she re-
turned to her village.
she relapsed into her Kava-Keva condition, and
sim‘ultane‘ousl'y, one other Gauoro girl and four young
men ‘“were visited by the spirit.” A second mes-
senger to Boninia found that the sickness had ap-
peared in each of the villages of the group, and
that several natives were “possessed” and under
treatment by Boninia. The headmen of the group
were considerably alarmed, and called a meeting in
Gauoro, Here those who had been “visited” dis-
closed the communications of the “Spirit.” It was
decided that the group villages, acting co-operatively,
should propitiate the “visitor,” and that the rites
taught to Boninia and others should be performed
forthwith. So much spontaneity attended the ser-
vices that on November 25th, when I witnessed the
ritual, there were but few who remained uninitiated.

The ceremony, as I saw it, appeared to be con-
trolled by Boninia. He invoked tle presence of the
“Spitit,” and to the rhythmic drumming of the
younger men, he ghouted repeatedly Irie! Irie (which
are not Binandere words), and gradually. worked
himself up into a‘frenzy. The excrtement of watch-
ing his efforts became too much for some of those
present, and in a second or two several men and
women became like him, “possessed.”” After the
manner of drunken men they staggered through the
village, falling over obstacles, bumping into trees

- and houses, their faces twitching and their eyes

Then, almost immediately, °
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rolling, They exhibited a stilted, jerky movement
of arms and limbs, and a laboured respiration. With
the palms of their hands outward, some shrieked,
others sobbed, and many were silent. Those who
were unaffected continued drumming and chanting
in a low key the taro song which the “Spirit” had
taught to Boninia. I noticed one of the drummers,
who-had previously been unvisited, gradually giving
way to the feeling. He appeared at first to resist;

—T
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—Toronto News.

but after a shont struggle, he displayed the symptoms
of the “possession.” He staggered a few feet and
then fell to the ground in a fit. The other drummers
encircled him, and changing to quick time, moved
round him singing an ordinary food song. At this
stage Boninia revived automatically, and treated the
boy with vigorous rubbing and slapping, calling re-
peatedly in his ‘ear, Do! do! do! At length the boy
responded and was Dlaced upright. He was Kkept
moving in order to prevent a relapse threatened by
his puffed face:and stupeﬁed manner,

HOW RUSSIA RET'ROGRADIED.

OW the present dislocation in Russia was led
H up to by a series of denationalizing episodes
is well set forth by an article some: time ago

in The World’s Work. It refids as follows:
While there is' not the slightest anxiety about the

attitude of the Russian Government or the Russian

people towards the war, and- while the recent re-
script of the Cza.r in reply to the German peace pro-
posals is a mokt valuable statement of Russia’s cer-

.t;a.mty af defence in the present and the justice of

her claims for the future, there is undoubtedly a
grave political crisis on in connection with internal
affairs, which promises to dissolve itself into a con-
fict between the Duma and the advocates of repre-
sentative Government on the one hand and of the
old retroactive influences of the bureaucracy on the
other,

All the Allied countries have been going through
phases-of political reorganization: and when a few
weeks ago the Russian Government changed and
Premier Stuermer was dismissed because he was
suspected of lacking the necessary hostility to Ger-
many, one hoped that the Russian Government would
settle down to a vigorous prosecution of the war
and a promotion of efficiency and economy at home.

But the trouble evidently lay deeper than the sus-

[Rlulhn Cartoon} /

An Unspeakable Libel

~from Novi Sbtmu PG!W
SHARK “ Ah, ueighbor 1 have been grossly insulted! *

“ How? "
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" pected pro-German tendencies of M. Stuermer and

his associates. It will be remembered that when
the last Government took office there was a more

- or less severe conflict between various ministers and

the Duma. Of course, in the Russian scheme of
things the Government is mot responsible to the
Duma, and it is not necessary for ministens to make

19

reports or answer questions addressed to them from
that body. When certain ministers refused to ac-
cede to the wish of deputies to take part in the
direction of public affairs there were riotous sittings
which lasted for several days.

If the Great War were not demanding the energy
ofevery one of us againgt the enemy these political
upsets in Petrograd would leave us unmoved, as
they only follow the Czar's old policy of playing the
retroactive nobles and the progressive bourgeoise
off against each other alternately. «

Speaking of Immigration
(Conc]uded from page 15.)

of mixing good blood with bad. The U. 8. A. is
another example of wholesale race mixture, and who
will deny that the U. 8. A. of Lincoln’s day would
have aided Belgium and civilization from the very
beginning of this tremendous war—would have volun-
teered for America’s defence at a somewhat faster
rate than 6,000 in three weeks? So, for these and
other reasons too numerous to mention, I object to
Wasyl and all peoples whose ideals and standard of
living are lower than our own.

Secondly:  With all my strength 1 deprecate the
condemnation of the Britisher’s twin fetishes—per-
manence and thoroughness. From a cash point of
view, the Canadian or American is wholly right, but
it is a sordid, mean viewpoint. There is so very
much Mmore in life than cash: for instance, there is
character. Now, it is a fact, that shipshod, good
enough methods of work, react on a man’s mind and

- produce a slipshod, bad enough character, of which

we have ample evidence in our industrial life, in our
politics, and in the fact that we were fast becoming
dishonest as a nation. This is not to say that per-
manence and thoroughness cannot be overdone, and
the Britisher is at first apt to overdo it, but it is to
say that the Canadian underdoes it, and this evil is
much the greater of the two. ;

Thirdly: Many Canadians have only - one-sided
ideas regarding the EngliShman’s notions of Canada.
It is quite true that the Englishman regards the
whole Empire as a part of England, as belonging to
England, and like the Scotchman, he goes to some
part or other of it “to collect the rent.” But this is
only a half truth; he is perfectly willing, nay more,
he is anxious, to concede the converse—that Eng-
land belongs to the Empire or any part of it, \in
proof whereof he welcomes any Canuck, Anzae,
South African, ‘etc., to share with him all that he
has—his home, his industries, his Parliament, his
magnificent Past and Present; mind you, he did this
for many years prior to 1914.

Is this not a fair -exchange? As to all the other
numerous little kicks and knocks, the Englishman
can split 50-—50 with the Canadian every time; he
has his vices, which the Canadian, being human,
freely forgives. What the Canadian finds hardest
to stomach, is the defect of his virtues.  But seeing
that most of him who could (and many who

_ shouldn’t), joined the C. E. F. and behaved fairly

decently, maybe he will ultimately be forgiven
even them. ;

TFourthly: As to the American, He may be all
our fancy paints him—the most desirable of all de-
sirables—or he may not. It is darkly hinted that
by his getrich-quick methods of farming he has
entirely beggared vast portions of his own country.
To grow wheat after wheat, burning the straw for
twenty years straight, may profit him personally, but
will it profit us? Again, there are Americans and
Americans; some are home bred, but far too many
hail from undesirable parts of BEurope. Those may
be adaptable all right, éven as Wasyl, but as regards
chamcter, ig there anything to choose between them

and Wasyl?

In conclusion, I most heartily endorse Mr., Chis-
holm’s advice, that we exercise the utmost discre-
tion in the future' as to our immigrants. I would
go further than a mere literacy test. Let us dis-
courage all aliens, we shall get far too many from
the States anyway; prohibit all Germans and Aus-
trians.  If we cannot stomach our own fellow sub-
jects of our own race from India, how shall we stand
for Prussians, Austrians, Poles, Russians, and Turks?

Yours truly,
Pio. B RO BW,
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THE GARDEN
B ROSEDS

By FRANK WALL

ONT JEAN is a drowsy old town in the North

of France, so magnificently fortified by bad

/ roads that it has withstood all the assaults

of peace and war since the days of the

Grand Monarque. There were sporadic visits from
small forces, but it was not until the third month
of the present war that the vast enveloping move-
ments of the Allies swept Mont Jean into the circle
of Lhelr opemtmns, and the quiet old seventeenth-
century town knew more of the hor;m*s of war in 1
week than it had learned in the: previous two

centuries.

During those few days it was the most famous town ‘

in the world. It was taken and retaken half a /dozen
times. It was bombarded by heavy artillery and
swept by machine guns. There were furious cavalry
charges and bayonet fighting in the narrow streets,
in which the opposing forces beat each other back
and forward until it seemed as if the frightful
struggle would continue for ever.

During the afternoon of the third day the arrival
of strong reinforcements left the town temporarily
in the hands of the Germans, and it was then that
Fritz von Meister, a Captain in one of the Cuirassier
Regiments, obtained two hours’ leave and slipped
quietly into the older part of the town, where the
streels were almost deserted and there was little or
no sign of the war.

It was a very warm afternoon and he had scarcely
slept ‘for three nights. A strange feeling of drowsi-
ness crept after him like an enemy, and he hurried
ajong the silent streets almost uneasily.

He reached presently a little postern gate, set in
the midst of a high stone wall, at the end of which
there was an old house, built of grey stone. One
might guess that the high wall hid a garden.

The German officer had apparently visited the
place before, for he pushed open the little door and
entered without any hesitation. He opened it with
his left hand because -his right was gripped about
the stock of an automatlc pistol hidden beneath
his coat.

There was not a sign wof life in the little garden.
It lay drowsing in the sunshine as quietly as though
the war were a thousand miles away. The high wall
continued round three sides and the fourth was
bounded by the house itself, and all the four sides
were covered and hidden and bowered with climbing
roses.

The German stood as still as if he had been turned
o stone. The little postern gate clanged noisily (o
a sudden gust of wind, but he did not turn his he-d.
The thought of the fate that had come to his ¢ .-
rades in this garden of roses only a month ago
seemed like something that had happened in a pre-
vioug life. The purposeé that had brought himr here
to-day passed across his mind like a feather floating
on the wind. :

Coming from all the horrors of the fighting, from
the thrusting and stabbing and shooting, from the
furious screaming and the still more furious silence,
he was stunned by the brooding quietness and the
sunshine and the blaze of colour and the overpower-
ing smell of the roses. More than all else he was
consumed with a tremendous desire for sleep. He
gank on to a little bench and stared across the smooth
lawn, and began to wonder drowsily how he shonld
go about the task he had set himself to do in t]ns
garden of péace.

Already his head was nodding and ‘his eyes were
heavy. He fell asleep almost immediately. =

When he wakened the sun had passed away from
the garden, and the shadows were beginning tio creep
slowly across the grass and to slant along the roses.

_He looked up with a start, and saw by his eide a
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silver tray with a bottle of wine and some liitle cakes.

The sight was a welcome one, but he hesitated
for a ngomen't at the possibility of poison.
door of the house was-opened and a beautiful girl
appeared on the threshold, carrying some peaches
and grapes in an old Sevres dish,  Her firgt words
reassured the German Captain. It wa-.s“ evident she
did not remember him. -

“Monsieur is of the English Army?” she said, WJth

2. wistful confidence.

“Anglais, moi,” said the Capmm with a grim smile,

“Vous parlez Francais, Monsieur?”

“Ah, oui.” ;

After that, they were quite frlendl\
how her father and brothers had gonp to the wax,
and she had only her mother and sister with her.

The German put down his glass hurnedly His
hand was trembling.

“Monsieur is unwell?” said the g"irl, and then she
fell into a sudden silence, staring at the trembling
hand and the spilt wine. /

“I heard the Germans had visited you,” stammered
the Captain. v

Her breast. was rising and falling a ° little
tumultuously. There was an extraordinary light in
her eyes. “I did not wish to tell you,” she said, slowly.

“I am sorry. I heard it someone told me.”

“They shot my mother and my sister. A thousand
of the Germans rode into the town a month ago and
twenty of them came here,”

“How did it happen?” said the Captain, moistening
his lips with his tongue. =

“One of them insulied my sister, and my mother
seized a pistol that was lying on the table, and killed
him. Then the others became furious and the officer
shot my mother and sister. I saved myself by offer-
ing to show them where we had hiddén all our money
and valuables, if they would §pare me,”

“What became of the German soldiers?”

“T led them to a cellar. It is an old hiding-place
of our family, and they|could never have found it
alone., They were reckless with the wine they had
had and they rushed into the cellar without taking
any precautions. I closed the door quickly and locked
them in. I have not seen them since.”

“That was a month ago?”’ whispered the German,
hoarsely.

“Yes,”

she said. “A month ago.”

i

HYSICAL fear gripped his soul and shook him
like a reed in the wind. The purpose that had
brought him back to this garden of roses was already
defeated. He had come thinking that his comrades
would have been taken away as prisoners long ago,
and that he would force the lonely girl to show him

" the hiding place, and steal the treasure for himself.
She had taken a seat about two yards away from-®

his own, and was staring at the ground as though
she had utterly forgotten his presence. He looked
furtively at her, and his hand begamn to creep towards
the pocket that held his automatic pistol. He would
shoot her down, and take his chance of finding the
treasure afterwards. -

But at the first movement he made, or tried to
make, he' felt that an extraordinary paralysis had
fallen upon him. In reality his nerves had been

“shattered by the three days’ ceaseless fighting and

the want of sleep, and the quiet beauty of the garden
and the odour of the roses had acted as a drug
upon him.

He thought that he was frightened by this grave-
faced girl who had described so quietly the killing
of twenty of his comrades. That was true in a sense,
but he had really wakened from his heavy torpor at
the mercy of the ﬁret—comer.

Then the’

She told him

The shadows had crept so swiftly that he could
scarcely see her face.now, but his other senses were
quivering to the slightest movement she made.

“The officer escaped,” she said, suddenly, and he
shrank back as though someone had lashed him
across the face.

‘“He remaired in the garden. I think he heard the
men screaming and feared an ambush. When I re-
turned he had run away. He was a coward.”

“You could afford to allow one to escape,” he
said, hoarsely.

“It was he who shot my mother and sister.”

“You remember him ?”

“Yes, I remember him,” she said, dully. And then
she rose and came towards him.  ‘“Come with me,”
she said, “I want to show you.”

“No: No!” :

But she took his arm and he went with her. He
felt that he was walking to his death, but he could
do nothing to save himself. A voice within him
spoke and uttered his own condemnation, forcing the
words one by one through his rigid teeth.

“You know me?” he said.

They were at the door of the house now, and. she
turned slowly. “Yes, I know you.” '

She led him into the house, and opened a door in
the hall that revealed an apparently interminable
slaircase that seemed to end in nothing but dark-
ness. - He looked and drew back hastily, shivering
like a.man: with the ague.

“It is. the way to the cellars," she said. “Come.

“ I will 'go first.” ¢
" “That will be ®bettér,” he said, harshly, and again

his hand began to creep towards the pistol. She
was quite unconscious of his gesture, as she stepped
in front '0§ him and began to descend the gloomy
staircase. She -was quite unconscious of the fact
that he pulled out his pistol, and that. if fell imme-
diately from his nerveless fingers and. clattered
noigily info the darkness.

FTER that he gave up the struggle and followed

wherever she led." They passed t-hvough' two or

three cellars, so large that they must have covered

the whole space occupied by the house, and so dark

that the German unconsciously clesed his eyes in

the sirange torpor that was upon him, and found it
made no difference. ‘

They came at last to a door, where the girl stayed
to light a lamp that stood upon a bracket. It cast a
faint circle of radiance in their immediate neighbour-
hood, beyond which the shadows seemed to roll up
like tremendous waves. The girl pressed a hidden
spring, and the door came slowly open.

“This is our hiding place,” she said.

“This is where you locked them in?”

“Yes.” :

-“They went in a month ago & . .
here ?" he whispered.

She paused for a moment, and then: “No,” she
said, quietly, ‘“the German ftroops relired from the
town the next day, so I told the Mayor and he had
your men taken away as prisoners.”

He gave a long sigh that was almost a groan.

“There is the money and the silver plate.”

“I don’t want it. 'I want to go_back I ca,n’t breathe
here.”

they are stin

She took the lamp very deliberately from its
bracket and extinguished it. “If you had entered
that place,” she said, “you would have stayed there."”

They passed swiftly through the dark cellars and

up the staircase, and all the way he clutched her

arm like a child who is frightened of the darkness.
There were tears rolling feebly down his cheeks.

When they reached the hall and the sunlight again,
she turned. - “You do not regret the money?” she
insisted.

“l want to go away.” i

“Come first with me, and then you shall go.”

Still holding her arm, he submitted to be led to
a little drawing-room, where she stood aside and
forced him to enter first. There were two laddes by ®

the window. They stared at the German officer as

he entered the room, and he staggered back almost
into the arms of the girl.

“My mother and sister,” she said, quietly.

He did not hear her. He was creeping across the

polished floor as stealthily as if he feared they would '

(Concluded on page 25.)
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CANADA IN WAR PAINT

€6 HE Companyg® read the orderly
TSergeant, “will parade at 8.45
a.m., and go for a route march,

Dress: Light marching order.”

A groan went ‘up from the dark
shadows of the dimly-lighted darn,
which died down gradually on the or-
der to “cut it out.” “Sick parade at
7.30 a.m. at the M.O.s billet Meninlee-
Chotaw,” announced the O.S. sombrely.
“Any of you men who wanter go sick
give in your names to Corporal Jones
right now.”

Yells of “Right here, Corporal,” ¥
can’t move ‘a limb, Corporal,” and
other statements of a lke nature, an-
nounced the fact that there were quite
a number of gentlemen whose pro-
nounced view it was that they could
not do an eight-mile route march the
next day. Corporal Jones emerged,
perspiring, after half an hour’s gallant
struggle. Being very conscientious he
took full particulars, according fto
Hoyle: name, number, rank, initials,
age, religion, and nature of disease.
The last he invariably asked for by
means of the code phrase, “wossermar-
rerwiyou ?”’

Having refused to admit at least half
a dozen well-known scrimshankers to
the roll of sick, lame, and lazy, he fin-

ished up with Private Goodman, who °

declared himself suffering from “rheu-
matics hall oveér. Me legs is some-
thin’ tur’ble bad.” ‘

There were thirteen names on 'the
report.

Menin-le-Chateau being a good three
kilometres distant, the gick fell in at
6.30 a.m. the next day. The grey
dawn was breaking in the East, and a
drizzling rain made: the village street
even more miserable-looking than it
was at all times. As on all sick par-
ades, all the members thereof en-
deavoured to look their very worst,
and succeeded admirably for the most
part. They were unshaven, improp-
erly dressed, according to military
standards, and they shuffled around
like a bunch of old women trying to
catch a bus. Conporal Jones was in a
very bad temper, and he told them
many things, the least of which would
have made a civilian’s hair furn grey.
But, being “sick,” the men merely lis-

By CAPT: RA

tened to him with a somewhat apathe-
tic interest. ¥

They moved off in file, a sorry-look-
ing bunch of soldiers. ¥ach man
chose his own gait, which no injunc-
tions to get in step could affect, and a
German under-officer looking them
over would have reported to his su-

They were a sorry-looking bunch of
e soldiers. . ' :

periors that the morale of the British
troops was hopeless.

At 7.25 a.m. this unseemly proces-
sion arrived in Menin-le-Chateau.  'In
the far distance Corporal Jones espied
the Regimental Sergeant-Major. The
latter was a man whom every private
considered an incarnation of the devil!
The junior N.C.0.s feared.him, and
the Platoon Sergeants had a respect
for him founded on bitter experience
in the past, when he had found them
wanting. In other words he was a

~ cracking good Sergeant-Major of the

old-fashioned type. He was privately
referred to as Rattle-Snake Pete, a
tribute not only to his disciplinary
medsures, but also to his heavy, fierce
black moustachios, and a lean, eagle-
like face in which was set a “pair of
fierce, penetrating black eyes.

“If,” said Corporal Jones loudly, “you
all wants to be up for Office you'll

LPH W. BELL
walk. Otherways vou’'ll march!
There’s the Sergeant-Major!”

The sick parade pulled itself to-

gether with a click. Collars and the

odd button were furtively looked over '

and done up, caps pulled straight, and
no sound -broke the silence save a
smart unison of “left-right-left” along
the muddy road. The R.S.M. looked
them over with a gleam in his eye as
they passed, and glanced at his watch.

“’Alf a minute late, Co’poral Jones,”
he shouted. ‘“Break into double time.
Double . . . march!” The sick parade
trotted away steadily-—until they got
round a bend in the road. “Sick! ! !”
murmured the R.S.M. “My h’eye!”

A little way further on the parade
Joined a group composed of the sick
of other battalion units, sime fifty in
all. Corporal Jones handed his sick
report to the stretther-bearer Sergeant,
and was told he would have to wait
until the last.

In half an hour’s time the first name
of the men in his party was called—
Lance-Corporal MacMannish.

“What’s wrong?” asked the doctor
briskly.

“’A have got a pain in here, sirr,”
said MacMannish, “an’ it’s sair, sorr,”
pointing to the centre of his upper
anatomy. .

“Show me your tongue? H'm. Eat-
ing too much! Colic. Two number
nine’s. Light duty.”

Lance-Corporal. MacMannish about-
turned with a smile of eostatic joy
and departed, having duly swallowed

: the pills.

“What did ye get, Jock?”

“Och! Light duty,” said the hero
with the air of a wronged man justi-
fied, “but you’ll be no gettin’ such a
thing, Bowering!” g

“And why not?” demanded the lat-
ter scowling. However, his name be-
ing then called put an end to the dis-
cussion. i

“I have pains in me head and back,
sir,” explained Mr. Bowering, “and no

sleep for two nights.” The dogtor
looked him over with a critical, expert
eye.

“Give him a number nine. Medicine

NUMBER 70 BERLI
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and duty. Don’t drink so much, Bow-
ering! That’s enough. Clear out!”

“He’s no doctor,” declared the vie-
tim when he reached the street. “Huh!
I wouldn’t trust a cat with ’im!”

The next man got no duty, and this
had such an effect on him that he al-
most forgot he was a siek man, and
walloped a pal playfully in the ribs on
the doorstep, which mnearly led to
trouble.

Of the remaining ten, all save one
were awarded medicine and duty, but
they took so long to tell the story of
their symptoms, and managed to de-
velop such good possible cases, that it
was 8.45 before the parade fell in again
to march back to billets, a fact which
they all thoroughly appreciated!

Wonderful the swinging step with
which they set forth, Corporal Jones
at the head, Lance-Corporal MacMan-
nish, quietly triumphant, bringing up
the rear. They passed the Colonel in
the village, and he stopped Corporal
Jones -to inquire what they were.

“Your men are marching very well,
Corporal. ‘A’ Company? Ah, vyes.
Fatigue party, hey?”

“No-gir, sick-paradessir!”

“Sick Parade! God bless my soul!

Sick! How many men were given
medicine and duty?”

‘“Nine, sir.”

“Nine, out o fthirteen. . . . ‘A’

Company is on a route march this
morning, is it not?”

“Yessirs”

“My compliments to Major Bland,
Corporal, and I would like him to par-
ade these nine men in heavy marching -
order and send them on a nine-mile
route-march, under an officer.”

“Very good, sir!”

Next day there were no representa-
tives of “A”” Coy. on sick parade!

Aeroplanes and ‘Archie’

g HERE is something fascinating
I about  aeroplanes. However

many thousands of them one may
have seen, however many aerial coms-
bats one may have witnessed, there is
always the desire to see these things
again, and, inwardly, to marvel.

Ten thousand feet above, round

balls of black smoke appear in the
blue sky, coming, as it were, out of
(Continued on page 22.)

STORY of espionage as they had it in England and still haye it in Russia. Told with great
simplicity and dramatic force. What is Number 70? That’s what Lewin Rodwell knew all
- fabout when some people didn'’t.

CHAPTER III.
The House in Wimpole Street.

UST before eleven o’clock that
night Jack Sainsbury stopped
at a large, rather severe house
half way up Wimpole Street—a

house the door of which could be'seen
in the day-timeMo be painted a royal
blue, thus distinguishing it from its
rather dingy green-painted neighbours.
In response to his ring at the visi-
tors’ bell, a tall, middle-aged, round-
faced man-servant opened the door.
“Is Dr, Jerrold in?” Jack inquired:
*Yes, sir,”” was the man’s quick re-

bly; and then, as Sainsbury entered,

By WILLIAM

he added politely: “Nice evening, sir.”

“Very,” responded the visitor, lay-
ing down his hat and stick and taking
off his overcoat in. the wide, old-
fashioned hall.’ b

Dr. Jerome Jerrold; though still a
young man, was a congulting physi-
cian of considerable eminence, and, in
addition; was Jack’s most intimate
friend. Their fathers had been
{friends, living in the same .remote
country village, and, in consequence,
ever since his boyhood he had known
the doctor. :

Jack was a frequent visitor at the

\

LE " QUEUX

doctor’s house, Jerrold always being
at home to him whenever he called.
The place was big and solidly fur-
nigshed, a gloomy abode for a bachelor
without any thought of marrying. It

-had belonged to Jerrold’s aunt, who
had left it to him by her will, together.

with a comfortable income; hence her
nephew had found it, situated as it was
in the centre of the medical quarter
of London, a most convenient, if dull,
place of abode.

On the ground floor was the usual
depressjng waiting-room,
big, round table littered with illus~

with  its

trated papers and magazines: behind
it the consulting-room, with its busi-
negslike writing-table—whereon many
a good man’s death-warrant had been
written in that open case-book—its
heavy leather-covered furniture, and
its thick Turkey carpet, upon which
the patient trod noiselessly. D)
Above, in the big room on the first
floor, Jerome Jerrold had his cosy
library—for " he was essentially a
studious man, his literary mind having
2 bent for history, his “History of the
Cinquecento” being one of the stands:
(Continued on page 27.)
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ANY thanks to Mons. Francis de
M Bourguignon, the Belgian pian-

ist, newly arrived as a citizen of
Canada, for showing us what may yet
be accomplished by way of democra-
tizing the piano. ILast week Mons.
Bourguignon gave his introductory re-
cital in Toronto. He played a number
of pitces we have heard before, some
not so familiar and three absolutely
new to this country-—which were a
group of short pieces of his own. It
is of one of these we are tempted to
say a few words by. way of peculiar
appreciation.

Mons. B. is a tall, serious-looking
man who never smiles in public. He
appears to be too busy to smile. His
interest is not in people but in the
piano.

The most remarkable thing about
Mons. B’s playing of his own pieces
was his study and variations for the
Jeft hand only. With his left hand he
played a piece which if left to the ear
only might have passed for a really big
two-hand piece. He traversed the en-
tire keyboard with that left hand,
keeping up a sustained bass with the
pedal, and doing the air on the middle
register and the variations above. It
was a most admirable and exacting
piece of technique. If one man can
do so much with his left hand why
should anybody with two hands fail to
do something on a piano? Also if he
will combine with this the use of the
soft pedal only by means of the right
foot we shall accord him still further
appreciation as a technical master.

In his Prelude he gave a dainty bit
of subdued sentiment couched in fine
form and most poe_tically’ conveyed.

His work on the Staccato Btude of
Rubinstein was his best. Here his
mastery of fluent and facile technique
had a “fine fling. He is not the fire-

v

works variety of technician either;
much more of the pellucid Godowsky
type. His handling of the Valkyries—
or as one of his listeners expressed it,
the Valcartier piece—was quite dra-
matic and at times almost thrilling.
As a Chopin player he is not at his
best. He did the Scherzo from the
Sonata in B flat minor in a rather
disjointed style, not at all impressively
and without its customary breadth.
His handling of the Nocturne in F
sharp lacked the insistence that keeps
it from becoming a weak composition.
Mons. B. has not the lyric and legato
equipment necessary for the highest
interpretation of Chopin, He does not
make as much of the singing tone of
the piano as he might. But he is a
superb technical artist and has many
of the obvious lineaments of poetry in
his work. His facility is remarkable
and his sincerity admirable. He is an
artist. And as such he is welcome.
* * *

ISS OLIVE COOPER, a gifted

pupil of Mr. F. S. Welsman,
whose artistic and - temperamental
playing has won many friends for her
in Toronto, gave a recital in Conser-
vatory Hall on April 24th, which was
an unqualified success. A capacity
audience greeted her, and she re-
ceived numerous recalls. She began
with the Bach Italian concerto, render-
ed with authority and sureness, then
played the Beethoven Sonate Op. 78,
to which she gave a thoughtful and
musicianly reading. A group of short
numbers was particularly charming,
consisting of Chopin’s Waltz Op. 34,
No. 1, Grieg’s To Spring, Le Cygne by
Saint-Saens and Hinton’s TFireflies.
The first movement of Tsckaikowsky's
B flat minor concerto was given a

. prilliant rendering which made a

fitting close to a most successful pro-
gramme,

Miss Sydney Aird, who was in ex-
cellent voice, gave two vocal numbers
in her usual happy style.

LITTLE THRIFT STORIES

By WILLEFAM .,

ing-room after dimner. We

didn’t lay out to win the war
by next week, or to reform the Borden
Government, or to reconstruct the Em-
pire. No, we didn’t have the right
sort of brows for.those subjects, so
we just tackled the thrift problem—
everybody’s doing it. We had no par-
ticular doctrines as I remember. None
of us were disciples of Adam Smith.
We just took up a few practical cases

WE had all drifted into the smok-

of how certain men in this country

had got along under hustle-oribust
conditions. /

“Did you see this .item about Me-
Taughlin, the stove king, taking out

a permit for a new big residence on

Tenth Street?” asked Campbell, look-
ing up from his evening paper.
“There’s one man who has made good.
Used to be a foundryman’s helper at
$1.75 a day.”

" “Queer,” agreed Smith.

“Well, I’'ve thought over McLaugh-
lin’s success. He was born in my
town,” continued Campbell. “It began
with his recognizing an opportunity
and having a little money for capi-
talizing it. He saved sufficient money
while working as a labourer to be able
to cash in on his opportunity when it
came along. Even on his wage of

»
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$1.75 a day, they tell me that he saved

money. Not satisfied with that, hav-
ing an ineclination for carpenter work,
he @did a good deal of cabinet work
in his spare time in a little shop he
fitted up in the back shed of his home.
Of course, he soon gol a good wage at
his trade of foundry man, but he did
not get reckless in spending it. The
first thing the people knew he had
started a small foundry of his own on
his eavings. Then gradually he pro-
gressed. He worked hard, but the
basic reason for his success was—
saving the cash to start his foundry.”

«pputh in what you say,” agreed
Jones. “I had a case come to my
attention. at the office. The men in
this case was a jamitor, While he
has not been successful in the big
way that McLaughlin has, neverthe-
less, he has secured for himself a de-
gree of independence. He came to
me for advice on the purchase of a
house on Donald Street. I knew that
there wasn’t a house on Donald Street
worth less than five thousand dollars,
and so I was surprised when he
broached the subject. At first I
thought that some real estate’ agent

was leading him on to buy the house .

on a small payment down, but found
{hat he had the cash to pay for it

" hit.

He further informed me that he had
been buying and selling houses and
making a little on each for some time.

“He had had ambitions to acquire
enough money to give him a certain
degree of independence. So some
years before, when he was offered the
job of looking after the boss’ garden
in addition to his regular work, he
took it.

Encouraged by that extra |

money, he hunted for additional means

of swelling his income. Not far from
his home was a vacant lot that had
once been cultivated, but in recent
years had been allowed to grow up in
weeds. He renied this ground and
raiged garden truck. It cost him a
very moderate figure and by dint of
hard work was able to produce a good
crop of green stuff that met with a
ready demand from dealers in the
central part of the ecity.

(Concluded on page 31.)
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(Continued from page 21.)
the nowhere into here. -After long
listening you hear the echo of the dis-
tant explosion, like the clapping to-
gether of the ‘hands of a man in the

aisle of an empty church, and if you ;

search very diligently, you will at last
see the aeroplane, a little dot in the
ether, moving almost slowly—so it ap-
pears—on its appointed course. Now
the sun strikes the white-winged, bird--
like thing as it turns, and it glitters in
the beams of light like a diamond in
the sky. Now it banks a little higher,
now planes down at dizzy angle. Sud-
denly, short, sharp, distinet, you catch
the sound of machine-gun fire. Quick
stuttering bursts, as the visible ma-
chine and the invisible enemy circle
about each other, seeking to wound,
wing, and destroy. Ah!” 'There it is!
The Fokker dives, steep and straight,
at our machine, and one can clearly
see the little darts of flame as the:
machine-guns rattle. Our man quite
calmly loops the loop, and then seems=
almost to skid after the Fokker which
hag carried on downwards, evidently
e swoops down on the stricken
plane, pumping in lead as he goes.
The twain seem to meet in collision,
then—yes, the Fokker is plunging,
nose-diving, down, down, at a terrific
rate of speed. Our aviator swings free
in a great circle, banks, and at top
speed makes back to his air-line patrol,

while the German Archies open up

on him with redoubled violence.

It is truly wonderful what a fire an
aeroplane can pass through quite un-
scathed as far as actual hindrance
to flight is concerned. Many a time
you can count mnearly two hundred
wreathing balls of smoke in the track
of the machine, and yet it sails plac-
idly onward as though the air were
the native element of its pilot and
the attentions of Archie non-existent.

It is Tommy who first gave the anti-
air-craft gun that euphonious name.
Why, no one knows. It must be in-
tengely trying to’be an Archie gun-
ner. Rather like shooting at driven
partridges with an air-gun, though far
more exciting. The shells may burst
right on the nose of the aeroplane,
to all intents and purposes, and yet
the machine goes on, veering this way
or that, dropping or rising, apparently
quite indifferent to the bitter feelings
it is causing down below. It is the
most haughty and inscrutable of all

‘the weapons of war, to all outward ap-

pearances, and yet when misfortune
(Continued on page 23.)
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WAR CONDITIONS

In the Mother Land war condi-
tions have rendered great self-
denial necessary. Money is ex-
pended only for the barest neces-
sities. J

In Canada we have not YET felt
the strain of war in this way.
Perhaps we shall not. Whether
we have to sacrifice to this extent
or not, we should be practising
economy and saving. ‘While trade
is good, work plentiful and wages
high, we should be making some
preparations for the lean days to
come.

However small your saving, put
aside something—Deposit it in a
Savings Account—Do it system-
atically, something each week or
month as you receive your in-
come.

The

well as the

equally

smallest as
larger savings are wel-
comed by this Corporation. For
more than sixty years, increasing
numbers of our citizens have been
availing themselves of the facili-
ties it has afforded for accumulat-
ing their savings and surplus in-
comes, receiving a fair rate of in-
terest therefor, and at the same
time being free from all anxiety
as to the safety of their money.
If you are not one of our deposit-
ors, we cordially invite your ac-
count. Begin to-day with one dol-
lar or more.

CANADA PERMANENT
MORTGAGE CORPORATION

Paid-up Capital ...... $6,000,000.00
Reserve Fund ........ 5,000,000.00
Investments ........... 32,264,782.81

TORONTO STREET, TORONTO
Established 1855.

i  Shake hands with your-
\ self if you have one of
| our policies with liberal
features.

Costs little for ample
protection.

See about it fe-day.
Drive around to our

agent.

L=
LONDONMUTUAL
F I R E INSURANCE

COMPANY

F. D. WILLIAMS, Managing Director
Head Office—33 Scett Street, Torento

o)

Cawthra Mulock & Co.

“enlntl of
Torento Stock Excinlgo

Brokers

and

Bankers

12 KING STREET EAST
TORONTO, CANADA

CABLE ADDRESS—CAWLOCK, TORONTO

STAMPS AND COINS.

PAQKAGES free to collectors for 2 cents
postage; also offer hundred different
foreign stamps; catalogue; hinges; five
cents. We buy stamps, Marks S
Co., Toronto.




a recent display advertisement of-

fering to sell stock in a new con-
cern, the first to be opened was one
which read that the -applicant for
the stock had read the adv’t. in the
Canadian Courier. This reader was
probably one of those who regularly
read the column, not always regularly
conducted of late by Investicus.

¥ ¥ %

lN a large heap of letters answering

MUNITION MONEY.

ONEY for munitions goes

through a number of changes

before it gets finally back into
ordinary investment channels. It
comes to Canada by millions, is paid
out to an army of workers and goes
into the cost of living and invest-
ments. This aggregate of instantly
available and steady capital becoming
wages day by day forms outside of
land revenues the chief source of the
average Canadian’s ability to purchase
investments.

According to a report by Mr. J. W.
Flavelle, chairman of the Imperial
Munitions Board, to the Minister of
Finance, the orders total $850,000,000,
equal to the entire international trade
of Canada in 1912, The value of muni-
tions shipped to April 30th was $470,-
000,000 and the total disbursements
$543,000,000. The
ployees is divided as follows: Head-
quarters staff, 800; inspectors, 4,000;
workers, direct and indirect, 250,000
to 800,000. Six hundred and thirty
factories, chemical and loading plants
are in operation, the products includ-
ing’ shells and their parts, represent-
ing an immense tonnage of steel, brass,
copper, lead, ete. In March cash dis-
bursements were 41 millions, and for

April there will be two millions more. .

Towards the financing of this im-
mense business, meaning so much to
the empire and to the prosperity of
Canada, the Dominion government has
contributed $200,000,000 as a loan. to
the Imperial treasury and has arrang-
ed with the banks for advances aggre-

_gating $100,000,000.

% %

SHIPBUILDING MILLIONS.
E are told by a financial contem-
porary that orders have been
placed for steel ships in Can-
ada up to the full limit of all steel
plants available during the next fif-
teen months, . The question of develop-
ing wood shipbuilding in Canada has
been under investigation during the
last month. It has been presented to
the Imperial government that substan-
tial tonnage of suitable wooden vessels
could be obtained. The Dominion gov-
ernment, in order to assist the devel-
opment of shipbuilding in Canada,
Finance Minister Sir Thomas White

A

has offered to find credit to the ex--

tent of $10,000,000 for the Imperial
Munitions Board for this purpose.

~ This-offer has been accepted and will

greatly facilitate progress. Specifica-
tions and designs of the type of
wooden vessels required have been un-
der discussion between the board, rep-
resentatives of the British ministry of
shipping and various shipbuilding peo-
ple. They are now almost complete,
and will be available as the standard

- pattern of design. It is hoped to be-

gin work on vessels of this type very
shortly and the building of a consider-

number of em-.
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able number will be arranged for in
Canada, where suitable lumber is
available in abundance. Sir Thomas
White stated in the House that or-
ders have been placed by the Imperial
government for the construction of 22
steel vessels, with a total tonnage of
175,000, with Canadian shipyards,
while orders for eight others are pend-
ing. This will keep all Canadian ship-
building plants busy until well into
1918.

* % *

TO SAVE MONEY.

HEN a young man starts earning

what might be called a fair sal-
ary, says Wm. G. Kennedy, in the
American Magazine, his expense ac-
count grows. Such was my case. Al-
though my salary was increased six
hundred dollars in four years, I often
had to borrow money to help me over
tight places. At last I hit on a scheme
to save money without much appreci-
able difference in my way of living.
This is it: For every cent for what I
call pleasures—theatres, confectionery,
tobacco, and so on—I put an equal
amount in the savings bank, a small
box sufficing to hold the loose change
until 1 deposit it.

Now, in six months, what has this
scheme accomplished? XKnowing that
I “fine” myself an amount equal to
that spent unnecessarily, I have cut
out a large number of things I used to
do—and am not suffering any hard-
ships, either. I have begun to learn
the value of money, and that over half
of the “pleasures” of life are uncalled
for; and, best of all, I not only have a
snug sum in the savings bank, but
can meet my bills without borrowing,
and still have money left. Think it
over!

Canada in War Paint

(Continued from page 22.)
overtakes it, it ig a very lame duck
indeed. :

Archie is very much like a dog, his
bark is worse than his bite—until he
has bitten! His motto is “persevere,”
and in the long run he meets with
some success. Haleyon days, when he
wags his metaphorical tail and the,
official communiques pat him on the
head. He does mot like other dogs,
bigger dogs, to bark at him. They
quite drown his own bark, so that it is
useless to bark back, and their highly
explosive nature forces him to put his
tail between his legs and run for it,
like a chow pursued by a mastiff. No
common-sense Archie stops in any
place long after the five-nines and the
H.E. shrapnel begin to burst around
it. 'In that case discretion is indubit:
ably the better part of valour.

Aeroplanes have a nasty habit of
“spotting” Archies, whereby they even
up old scores and prove their superi-
ority. For even the lordly aeroplane
does not charge an Archie barrage by
preference.

It is when the planes come out in
force, a score at a time, that' poor
Archibald has a rough time, and, so
to speak, scratches his ear desper-
ately .with his hind leg. »The planes

‘do not come in serried mass, but,

wheeling this way and that, diving off
here and down yonder, to confuse poor
Archie that he even stops barking at
all, wondering which one he ought to
bark at first! By this time most of
the planes have sidled gracefully out
(Concluded on page 25.)
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and upwards accepted.

Guaranfeed 5%

Investfment

Our Guaranteed Plan of Investment will interest you. Under this
plan your .investment is guaranteed by our capital and reserve, and
by a specific first mortgage on improved property. 5% mnet, per
annum, payable by cheque quarterly or half yearly. Sums of $500

Write Us for Our Booklet and Full Particulars

TORONTO GENERAL TRUSTS

CORPORATION
Capital Paid-up, $1,500,000.00.
Head Office: Bay and Melinda Sts., Toronto.

Interest

Reserve, $3,350,000.00.

JL
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troublesome processes.
ous attention.
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Dafional

Capital Paid-up,
$1,500,000

Satisfactory Settlement of Estates

Is not a matter of mere good will. It involves complicated and
It needs ability, diligence, and continu-

The preference for a Trust Company as Executor is growing
because a Trust Company brings to these processes prudence,
experience and skill such as few individuals achieve.

Wrrite for further information.

imifed

18-22 Kinc STREET EasT, TORONTO.
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Reserve,

“$1,500,000
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NOTICE OF QUARTERLY DIVIDEND.

Notice is hereby given that a Dividend at the rate of five per cent. (5%
per annum upon the paid-up capital stock of this Bank, has been declared for
the three months ending the 31st of May, 1917, and that the same will\be pay-
able at the Head Office and Branches on and after Friday, the first day of
June, 1917. The Transfer Books will be closed from the 17th day of May to
the 31st day of May, 1917, both days inclusive.

By Order of the Board,
Toronto, April 24th, 1917.

J. COOPER MASON,
Actg.-General Manager,

TORONTO CONSERVATORY OF MUSIC
“ A. S. VOGT, Mus. Doc., Musical Director.

Unrivalled facilities for Professional and Non-Professional Students.
Conservatory School of Expression, Dr. F. H. Kirkpatrick, Principal.
Send for Year Book, Syllabus, Women’s Residence Pamphlet, and School of
HExpression Calendar.

RICHARD TATTERSALL

Organist, Old St. Andrew's Presbyterian
y Church.

Studio: Canadian Academy of Music only.

Residence:
347 Brunswick Ave. Phone Coll. 2403

FRANK S. WELSMAN

Pianist. E

Studlo for Lessons at Toronto
Conservatory of “Music.

Residence: 30 Admiral Road.

PATENTS AND SOLICITORS.

FETIfIJ.L‘RS‘TONHAUGH & Co., Patent
Solicitors, head office, Toronto, and
Ottawa. Booklet free. :

ATENTS

IN ALL COUNTRIES

Book “Patent Protection’’ Free

BABCOCK & SONS

Formerly Patent Office Examiner., Estab. 1872
» 99 ST, JAMES ST., MONTREAL

Branches: Ottawa and Washington

JUST FOR
BOYS

This offer \is for you, 8; no-
body else. I want wide-awake
boys in every town and village in
Cana. over,

I want you because you can help
me make sales for the Canadian
Courier,

You want MY PROPOSITION
because it will show you how to
make money.

MY GUARANTEE, TOO.

I positively guarantee you at
least 50c a day. Write meyto~da.y
and I will tell you HOW. You just
learn the HOW and then go and

do it
SALES MANAGER,
CANADIAN COURIER,
TORONTO.

If you change your address and de-
sire to receive your copy without de.
lay, always give your old address as
well as your new one. :
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THAT UGLY
BOARD FENCE

HE board fence in the town gar-
T den is on its way to doomdom.

The reasons for abolishing the
war, or the slave traffic, were never
more convincing than the arguments
against the lumber fence that now
makes the backyards of any average
town or city look like a wilderness of
box stalls for horses.

The board fence is ugly. It is black,
weatherbeaten, and rotten. It keeps
light away from some parts of the
garden more successfully than a cloudy
day. It keeps out the wind that any
garden needs to dry it in a wet sea-
son. On the scantling side it is a ren-
dezvous for old tins, semi-bricks, de-
funct bottles and wandering, gymnas-
ti(; cats. The cats alone would make
a chapter on the reasons why the
board fence is doomed.
~ The board fence lasts a few years
~and begins to rot. When you begin
to jack up a decaying board fence you
are making an ugly thing twice as
ugly. Your new boards don’t match
the old; the scantlings won’t hold the
nails. The posts are rotted off just
above the ground where the air strikes
a!png with the wet. Patch it and cob-
ble it if you will—it only looks uglier
than ever.

There are several -serious indict-
ments against the board fence. It is
undeniably ugly. It keeps out the
light and harbours the cats. It keeps
one corner qf your garden so wet that

you .are lucky in a wet spring to get

anything in it at all. Hence it wastes
land which is valuable either for vege-
tables or flowers or both. It -gets
rickety and falls down. If your neigh-
bour has chickens no amount of wire-
netting on top of a board fence will
keep hens from crawling °through
holes in the bottom. It costs as much

to build one around a decent sized

garden as it costs to put coal enough
in your cellar for a winter. Lumber
has climbed faster than coal—and
about as much as potatoes. And when
you have it, there’s nothing about it
that isn’t absolutely ugly.

The wire fence is taking the place
of the old board partition. And it is
the only sensible successor., The wire
fence costs less, last longer and is
much more useful. It has none of the
objections urged against the -board
fence. It lets in light and wind and
puts an embargo on cats and rubbish.
When you have a wire fence you don’t
chuck all the old junk into a corner to

The Man who made this Pergola
wouldn’t have done it if he hadn’t
pulled down an ugly board fence to put
up a wire fence. Notice how he has
decorated the fence.

 If you have any ex-
periences you would like
to hand on toother
would-be gardeners,
send a letter to the Edi-
tor. It may help some-
body and it won’t hurt
you.

~—

accumulate year by year. You 'put
there a clump of cosmoses of a shrub.
If you want privacy you line your

-wire fence with a hedge of hollyhocks,

or ever-blooming stellas. Of if ‘you
want to encourage climbers your fence
becomes a natural trellis for nastur-
tiums, scarlet runners, morning-
glories, canary creeper or woodbine.

CONCERNING
SWEET CORN

By WM. Q. PHILLIPS

AST summer I had occasion to go
L into the shop of a grocer who

makes a specialty of fancy vege-
tables. A basket of corn attracted
my attention, and I asked him if the
variety was Country Gentleman?

“lI don’t know what it is,” he said,
“probably not Country Gentleman.
That’s done, I think.”

“Anyway,” T persisted, “I suppose
it’s not field corn. That is what some
farmers are selling on the market, al-
though it’s hard to believe—perhaps
you have noticed it.”

The grocer chuckled. “Have i no-
ticed it? About half the corn offered
from farmers’ wagons is field corn.
And they have the nerve to call it
Golden Bantam! Can you beat that?”

“That is adding insult to injury—
but how do they manage to put it
across?’ The grocer shrugged his
shoulders. *

A few days before I had occasion
to hand a few cobs to a lady who

.would perhaps give me a testimonial

if required. “Thanks,” she said, “your

corn is better than anyvthing we get
in the country. “I have just been
home for two weeks”—which meant

- in the country—“and all the corn they

-

" know, it is a dwarf

had was what they could hook out of
the fields.”

Something for nothing—that must
be the temptation. Why anyone with
ground available for a garden should
munch field corn is a puzzle. At cer-
tain stages.it may be eatable, but as
a rule, tasteless. For selling on the
market it affords a rake-off, and at 20
cents a -dozen runs into money. But
no one familiar with choice table corn
will knowingly buy ensilage:

It may be well to explain the dif-
ference. Field corn produces a robust
cob, generally with thick centre, and
as the grains mature they become
hard and coarse. Picked at the milky
stage it may be tender, and slightly
sweet, but a liberal buttering and pep-
pering are necessary to make it eat-
able. Quite often a cob of fair appear-
ance will prove altogether delusive—
a collection of tasteless warts-on a
thick club that contributes liberally
in the form of splinters, Of course,
field corn is not selected or bred up
for table use, and the farmer who
hooks his own -supply from prospec-
tive cattle feed is really fooling him-
self. ‘ :

Sweet Corn, of standard varieties,
is tender and sweet just when the
grains attain full size, and before they
take on any trace of hardness. The
grains are also deep and rich, and
come away from the slender stick
without irritating tags of the material
of cob pipes. Long and careful selec-
tion has been required to get just the
right balance, and even the best sorts
are in prime eating condition for only
a limited period. Needless to say, the
best-known and most advertised is
Golden Bantam.

The curious thing is that it was in-
troduced only 17 years ago. Several
sorts of small-cobbed yellow sweet
corn have been known, but they were
out of fashion, the larger white sorts
having the call. DBurpee, who intro-
duced Golden Bantam, described it as
from the private stock of a grower
who had always refused to distribute
seed. It has proved to be the one
great hit in table corn, and so far has
no rival, I happened to grow it the
vear it was first offered, and at once
became interested.
Many extravagant
things have been writ-
ten about Golden Ban-
tam, but they are all
true. :

As most people

corn, about as early
as any worth growing,
bearing one . or two
small cobs to the
plant: It can' be
planted closely, five

~

seeds to a hill, in fact, as close as it
can be cultivated. Owing to its dwarf
habit it stands up well against wind-
storms, a matter of importance for
small, unsheltered patches, and it also
comes back pretty well after a knock-
down. Middleton, of the Toronto
News, who has a microscopic farm,
and entertains his readers with bulle-
tins in verse, had the following after
an exceptionally bad summer storm:
A Letter and an Answer.

“Midland, Ont.—Sir: Re Golden Ban-
tam corn. Don’t worry, old top. My
GBC was all down, but it is standing
nearly straight again now. Hooray!
0. B”

My corn was down,
I was the bluest gentleman
In all the town.
But though I did mot lend a hand
It rose. :
That Golden Bantam now stands wup
And CROWS.

OLDEN BANTAM is fit to use

when the grains are creamy and
the cobs stand away a little from the
stalk. They look small, but swell up
remarkably when cooked. There are.
differences of opinion as to how long,
but my preference is for 25 to 30
minutes in slightly salted water.

As to the eating quality, one is
tempted to use superlatives. (;auvght
at the right stage, Bantam is abso-
Tutely tender, and parts from the stick
at a touch. The grains are distinctly
sweet and of a slightly musky flavour.
They are good enough to eat even
without butter, and a piece of cold
boiled cob tastes like nut candy. The
sugar content at this stage must be
high. Unfortunately it does not last
long, but there is often a secondary
growth of suckers which bear small
and usually imperfect cobs, which are
of good eating quality and later than
the main crop. Successive plantings
are worth trying, and on a small scale.
A few hills may be started in pots in
the cold frame, and set out about the
first of June. L

Bantam responds liberally to care-
ful selection. When first on the mar-
ket many imperfect cobs were pro-
duced. My own experience of saving
seed and sowing only from a cob of
perfect form has been to produce a
high percentage of similar cobs, and
of the full average size.

Dad’s
Leisure
Hour.
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BOOKS YOU WILL READ

WAYFARER

A ROMANCE OF FAR CATHAY.

REVIEWER’S life is just one
A damned novel after another, but
in the flotsam and jetsam thrown
up on the Sea of Time there comes to
shore every now and again a pearl of
great price. Such a pearl is THE
WANDERER ON A THOUSAND
HILLS by Edith Wherry, which has
just been received from Mr. S. B;
Gundy, Toronto., Mrs. Wherry-—who,
by the way, is in private life the wife
of a well-known Montreal physician—
has laid the scene of her book in
China, not the Chinatown of New
York nor San Francisco, but the China
‘that is as remote from our civilization
to-day as it was when first fashioned
by Time in the misty ages of the past.
With consummate skill and exquisite
charm she has brought very vividly
before us the quaint home life and the
curious social customs and religious
beliefs of these strange people—so in-
teresting yet so unlike ourselves.
Recently we read in an evening pa-
per that a lady of our city expressed
a horrified surprise on learning of the
respect paid by the Chinese, both
adult and juvemile, to their parents.
That lady would be still more horrified
did she but know that this filial piety
is, perhaps, the dominating feature' of
home life in China, and that during the
Tife time of his parents a son—daugh-
< ters are of little or no account—has
no will but their will, knows no way
but their way. It is this filial piety
- on the part of the son, this contempt
for
theme of “A“Wanderer on a Thousand
Hills.” Tung Mei, a young Chinese
girl—a very lovable type of young wo-
man—suddenly bereft of her husband

and her baby and driven from home

by her cruel parents-in-law, wanders
out into the hills and finds the still
living body of an English boy to whom
she had been nurse before her mar-
riage. He had lost his way in.the ter-
rible storm raging at that time and
was nearly dead from fright and ex-
. posure. Clasping him to her bosom
and thanking her gods for a son who
would perform the prescribed rites for
the repose of the soul of her dead hus-
band, she carried him off to the home
of her own father. Henceforward she
devotes her life to the memiory of her
husband and the upbringing of Hsie

' Chin, the Divine Child, as she calls

the precious foundling. How he grew

up, how he attained the coveted hon-

our of scholar-laureate, the highest

academical honour in China, and what

ultimately became of him and his fos-
ter-mother are told by Mrs. Wherry
with a deftness and grace of diction all
too rare in books written by residents
of our country. "

* * ®

MR. KIPLING’S LATEST.

NEW book by Rudyard Kipling is
always an event in the literary
world, For some time, in fact, since
the war broke out, he has been busy,

first rousing his countrymen to their

awful danger because “the Hun is at
the gate,” then chronicling the doings
of our splendid fleet which has suc-
cessfully—and for all time, we hope—
-slammed the gate in the face of the
 mjurdering Hun. :

_ His new volume, A DIVERSITY OF
’

st it

the daughter that furnishes the e

CREATURES, published by the Mac-

millans in Canada, is a collection of *

stories, some written as far back as
1908, some as recently as 1915, which
reveal Mr. Kipling’s extraordinary
versatility and his wonderful literary
skill. The poetical summaries of the
stories, 5o distinctive of his work, are
models of compression and correct
versification.

The first story in the book, “As Easy

as A. B. C.)” is somewhat cryptic. It
deals with aeroplanes, with heat, light
and sound, and electricity and mag:

netism in the wonderful manner in
which Algernon Blackwood writes
about these forces. It is very realis-
tically done, however, for when Mr.
Kipling writes about machines or ma-
chinery he is an expert engineer, and
when he dedls with physics he is a
physicist—but always with a magical
pen. So, too, in his military stories
like “The Honours of War” he is more
the soldier than even the fussiest ‘old
martinet. “The Friendly Brook” is a
story of the soil of England which is
flesh of his flesh and bone of his bone.
When he writes of England, that won-
derful little island that has mothered
such a breed of mighty men as the
world has never kmown before, then
Mr. Kipling is at his best.
comes

Conducted by

Address all communications for this
department to the Chess Editor, Cana-
dian Courier, 30 Grant St., Toronto.

PROBLEM NO. 137, by I. Smutny.

(1910.)
Black.—Nine Pieces.

White.—Five Pjeces. ;
‘White to play and mate in 3.
SOLUTIONS.

(e i

1. ..., KtxQP; 2. R——K3 mate,

R L N O mate.

1 ..., Kt—KB6;: 2. R—Qsq mate.

Problem No. 135, by H. Fischer.

1. R—Kt3, P—R5; 2. R—B3, P—R6;

3. B—Kt6, PxP mate.

TORONTO LADIES’ CHAMPIONSHIP.

The Toronto Ladies’ Championship for
%;ergson 1911535--15)817 has bm&t; by Miss

rence K. Spragge, ! of Mrs.
Arthur Spragge, who has done much to
promote . organized finterest in chess
amongst lady players in the city. Miss
Spragge tied wiith Miss Elsie Banks in
the tournament, and the three games
were mecessary, in the play off, to de-
cide the issue—a hard-won victory, upon
which the winner is to be congratulated.

.. To Correspondents.

(W.J.F.) Thanks for solutions. Your
latest compound self-block, as you sug-
gest, 'has rather lean strategy. A dif-
ficult task. . B i

R. A. Fradkin, Lethbridge). No. 133
is a self-mate. See solution, last issue.
- ‘Correct solutions of problems No. 132
and 133 received from W. J, Faulkner,
Toronto, and of No. 132 from G. Marler
and D. Loomis, Lennoxville.

A CHESS BRILLIANT,

Played in 1907 at T.odz between Rot-
leviy and the great Russian master, A.
Rubinstein. 3

Queen’s Gambit Declined.

White. . Black.
Rotlevy. ) Rubinstein.

1. P—Q4 Ey 1. P—Q4

2. Kt—KB3 ) 2. P—XK3

3. PalKs 3. P—QB4

4, P—B4 4. Kt—QB3
5. Kit—B3 5. Kt—B3

6. PxPP - 6. BxP
T.P—QRI | % P QRS (d)
8. P—QKt4 8. B—Q3

9. B_Kt2 - 9. Castles
10. Q—Q2 (b) 10. Q—K2 (c)
11.'B—Q3 11. PxP
12, BxBP %g P—QKit4
13. B—Q3 . R—Qsq
14, QK2 14. BKt2
15. Castles 15. Kt—K4
16. KtxKit 16. BxKt
17. P—B4 (d) 17. B_B?
18. P—K4 18. Qn-at;;&
19. P—KBb 19. B X

20. K 20, Kt—Kit5! (e)

21, B—:I%:q(vf) 21 Q-R5! .

22. P_Rt3 () 22, RxKt 1!

23. PxQ (h) 23. R—QT!! ()

24, QxR (3) 24. BxBoh
Q—Kt3 25. R—KR3!

25.
Resigns (k)

(a) P—QR4 is weakening.

(b) Not good. B-—Q3, fallowed by
Q—K2 was the correct development.

(c) Fimely played. If in reply 11. PxP,
PxP; 12, KtxP, then 12.., KtxKt; 13
QxKt, B—K3; 14 Q—Q2, sq and
White's difficulties -are not offset by his
Pawn to the good.

(d) Safer was 17. KR—Qsq.

“ (e) The initial ‘move of an extremely
brilliant winning combination. The faults
in White's development mow come to the
surface.

(f) If 21. QxKt, RxB foliowed by either
R—Q7 or R—B7 as opportunity offers,
(g) If instead 22, P-—RS3, the follows

22.., RxKft; 23, BxR (if 23. QxKt, then
23.., RxKRPch; 24. QxR, QxQch; 25.
PxQ, BxBch; 26, K—R2, R—Q7ch, 27

K—Kit3, Black mates tn three), BxB!
(niot 723, ., P—KR4: 24. R-B3 preventing
Q—Kt6) 24. QxB, Q—Kt6; 25. PxKt,
Q—R5 mate. If here 24, QxKt, then 24, o
Qx0: 25. PxQ, R—Q6, threatening mate
and the Bishop, winning eventually.

(n) If 23 BxB, then 23.., RxKtP
(threotening R—EKR6 and KtxRP) 24,
R—KKtsq, RxR; 2. RxR, Kt—B7ch; 26,
K-—Kt2, Q—R6 mate. Or 24. R—B3,
RxR; 25. BxR, Kt—Blch; 2. K—Ktsq.
R—QT7 winning the Bishop. Of course if
23. BxR, Black mates, commencing 23. .,
BxBch.

(i) The point of the combination.

() 0Ot 24 BxB, then 24.., RxQ; 25.
B—Kit2, R—KRS6.

(k) The threatened mate cannot be par-
ried. A fine game by Rubinstein,

Canada in War Paint

(Concluded from page 23.)°

of range, rounded up and driven down
the iron-cross birds, and, having drop-

.ped their “cartes de visite” at the rail-

head, are returning by ways that are
swift and various to the place whence
they came. All of which is most un-
settling to the soul of Archibald.

In the evening, when the west is
pink and gold, Archie’s eyes grow
wearied. He sees dimly many aero-
planes, here and there, going and com-
ing, and he has been known to bark
at the wrong one! Wherefore the
homing aeroplane drops a star-signal
very often to let him know that all is
well, and that no German hawks men-
ace the safety of the land over which
he is the ‘“ethereal” guardian, in
theory, if not always in practice.

At night Archie slumbers profoundly.
But the birds of the air do not al-
ways sleep. Many a night one hears
the throb and hum of a machine cross-
ing the line, and because Archie is
asleep we pay him unconscious
tribute: “Is it ours, or theirs?”

Once, not a mile from the front

“in the rays of the searchlights.

He be-

25

line, Archie dreamed he saw a Zeppe-
lin. He awoke, stood to, and pointed
his nose straight up in the air. Far
above him, many thousands of feet
aloft, a silvery, menacing sphere hung
3 And
he barked-his loudest and longest, but
without avail, for the distance was too
great. And the imaginative French
folk heaped unintentional infamy upon
him when they spoke quite placidly of
“Archie baying at the moon!”

Win-the-War Mulloy

(Concluded from page 6.)

that. We differ mainly as to the form
of unity and how much tinkering it
will stand from the Oxford group. The
unity of Canada has not been as yet
achieved. The war has that also on
its programme. The war is yet to burn
up bigotries in this country—unless
those bigotries are asbestos. The Win-
the-War convention in Montreal next
week, beginning with Empire Day, is'
the first big step in that direction with
the impetus of Bonne Entente behind
It .

Mulloy is a big enough man to be
backed up by the country. If ever
Canada rose it should be now. We-

. have gone up on our hind heels over

parish politics and howled ourselves -
hoarse over party leaders. = Happily
we don't need to make that sort of -
demonstration over the Win-the-War
Idea based upon the Bonne Entente.
It’s no occasion for an uproar. It's
more a case for silent prayer.

But then we forget; there are those "
who do not believe in national unity.-
One thinks about it as a wedge. The
other as a club. :

The Garden of Roses

(Concluded from page 20.)

disappear at the first sound he made.
The girl followed him until the four
people were close together, and then
she spoke again. :

' “You did not kill them. My mother
was. only slightly wounded, and my
sister fainted as you fired.”

“They are alive,” he said, dully,
“and ‘the others . . they are alive,
too.”

The old lady bowed gravely. “The
French have retaken the town as you
slept,” she said, contemptuously. “You
had better go.”

“I went before,” he said, wonder-
ingly, “and then I came back and
everything is changed.” Then he
caught a glimpse of his own face in a
mirror. “My hair was black and now
it is white,” he said, with a hoarse
chuckle. “Yes, I will go. It is time.”

And he walked out of the room,
still laughing to himself,

Hodge Up Against it
(Concluded from page 17.)
It was the weather. The poor devils
were homesick for walls and crowds
and clack. They were clean hungry

. for somebody to heave along in a club-

room and talk bunkum about saving
the country—along with the Empire.
All right.. But they're properly stung,
When the weather lifts they’ll all be
so sick of bank and other forms of
smug, unprofitable insincerity that
they’ll put their eyes on sticks to look
at a good hay job on. this farm,
They've got the soil in their souls.
They'll never get it out. It's like the
North—or falling in love.”
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ADDING MACHINES.
“United Typewriter Co., Ltd, To-

ronto. ;
ARTIFICIAL LIMBS AND TRUSSES.
Dominion Artificial Limb Co., To-
ronto.
ASPHALT.

Imperial Oil Company, Limited,
“Imperial” Asphalt, Toronto.
AUTO BODIES FOR COMMERCIAL
PURPOSES.
Robert Elder Carriage Works,
Limited, Toronto:
AUTOMOBILE . ACCESSORIES
Cutten & Foster, Toronto

.Deer Park Garage & Livery, To-
ronto.
Hyslop Bros., Toronto.
AUTOMOBILE LUBRICANTS.
Imperial Oil Company, Limited,
“Polarine,” Toronto.
AUTOMOBILE RADIATORS.
White & Thomas, Toronto.

AUTOMOBILE TIRES.
Gutta Percha & Rubber, Lirmted
Toronto.
Kelly-Springfield Tire Co, “K. &
S.” Auto Tire, Toronto.
The B. F. Goodrich Co.,-of Canada,
Limited, Toronto and Montreal.
AUTO TOPS AND EQUIPMENT.,
Cain, Fussell & McLean, Toronto.

BABBITT AND SOLDER.
Hoyt Metal Co., Toronto.

BAND INSTRUMENT MANUFAC-
TURERS.
Whaley, Royce &= Co., Limited,

Toronto and Winnipeg.

SATTERIES (Minature).
Interstate Electric Novelty Co. of

Can., Ltd.,, Toronto. *“Radio”
Batteries.
BELTING.

~ Beardmore Belting Co., Toronto.
“BETHLEHEM AMMUNITION -BOX,"

CHAINS AND RINGS.

_Tarbox Bros., Toronro.

BICYCLES AND SUPPLIES.
R. G. McLeod, Toronto.
.. Planet Bicycle Co., Toronto.
BISCUITS AND CAKES.
Christie-Brown Co., _Limited, To-
ronto. : J
BOATS, (Pleasure, Commercial,
boats).
The Disappearing Propeller Boat
Co., Limited, Toronto.
The Gidley Boat Co., Ltd.,, Pene-
tang, Ont.
BOILERS.

Polsor Jron Works, Limited, To-
ronto.

BONDED WAREHOUSE

Standard Warehouse & Mercan-
tile -Co., Toronto.

Life-

THE NATIONAL DIRECTORY OF
STANDARD PRODUCTS

BOOTS AND SHOES.

W. B. Hamilton Shoe Co., Limited,
“Model” Shoes, Toronto.
BOOTS, SHOES & RUBBERS

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

BRICKS AND TERRA COTTA.

Don Valley Brick Works, Toronto.
BUILDERS’ SUPPLIES.

Britnell & Co., Limited, Toronto.

BUSINESS SCHOOLS. .

Central Business College and
Seven City- Branch Schools, Teo-
ronto.

Dominion Business
Shorthand, Bookkeeping
Matriculation, Toronto.

CANNED GOODS.
Balfour Smye Co., Tartan Brand,
Hamilton.

CARBORUNDUM GRINDING
WHEELS.
Norman Macdonald, Toronto-

CARPETS AND RUGS.
Toronto Carpet Mfg. Co., Ltd., To-
ronto.
CAR WHEELS AND CASTINGS.
Dominion Wheel & Foundries,
Limited, Toronto.
CEREALS.
White Swan Spices & Cereals,
Ltd., “White Swan,” Toronto.
CHAFING DISHES (Electric).
The Toronto Electric Light Co.,
Toronto.
CHARCOAL.

Ely Bros., Toronto.

CHARCOAL, for Kindling.

Charcoal Supply: Co., Toronto.
CHOCOLATES AND CONFECTION-
ERY.

Patterson Candy Co., Ltd., Toron-

: to.
CIGARS.
Andrew Wilson & Co., “Bachelor”
Cigars, Toronto.

CIGAR LIGHTERS (Electric).

College of
and

The Toronto Eleetric Light Co.,

Toronto.
CLEANING & CARETAKERS’
PLIES.
Soclean, Limited,
ronto.
COAL AND COKE. b
The Standard Fuel Co. of Toronto,
Limited, Toronto.
COAL AND WOOD.
P. Burns & Co., Toronto.

The Elias Rogers Co Ltd., To-
ronto.

/ The Rose Coal Co., Limited, To-
ronto.
COATS AND PANTS.

! A. R. Clarke & Co Limited, To-
ronto. .

SUP-

“Soclean,” To-

HIS directory includes the names of the leading Canadian firms making and handling the
various classes of goods indicated. The Courier recommends these concerns as leaders in

' their classes and every prospective purchaser can rely upon getting honest wares from them.
Most of them have years of reputation behind them. Moreover, they are “National” and a con-
stant reminder of the steady growth in Canadian Industries.
last issue in each month. Watch it grow.

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

CONTRACTORS AND ROAD EQUIP-
MENT.
Wettlaufer Bros., Limited, To-
ronto, Halifax, Regina.
CORDAGE AND TWINES.

Scythes & Company, Limited,
Toronto.
COTTON AND WOOL WASTE
Scythes & Company, Limited,
Toronto. k
COTTON DUCK. ;
Scythes & Company, Limited,
Toronto -
CREAM SEPARATORS.
The Sharples. Separator Ca,
Toronto.

CURLING TONGS (Electric.)

The Toronto Electric Light
Toronto.

DIAMONDS (On Credit).

Jacob Bros., Toronto.

DUPLICATORS.
United Typewriter Co., Ltd.,, To-
ronto.
ELEVATORS.
Otis-Fenson Elevator Co., Toronto
EMERSION HEATERS (Electric).

The Toronto Electric Light Co.,

Toronto.
FANS (Electric).

The Toronto ‘Electric Light Co.,

Toronto
FENCING (Ornamental,
way).

The Banwell Hoxie Wire Fence

* Co., Limited, Hamilton.

The McGregor-Banwell Fence Co.,
Limited, Walkerville, Ont.

FIRE EXTINGUISHERS.

Ontario May-Oatway Fire Alarms,
Limited, “Pyrene Fire BEx-
tinguishers,” Toronto.

FIXTURES (Electric).

The Toronto Electric Light Co,

Toronto.
FLASHLIGHTS (Electric).
Interstate Electric Novelty Co. of
Can., Ltd. “Franco” Flashlights.
FLY SWATTERS.
Perfection Mfg, Co.,, Weston, Ont.
FURNACES.

The MecClary Mfg. Co., London,

Ont.
FURNITURE POLISH.

Imperial Oil Company, Limited,

“loco Liquid Gloss,” Toronto.
GELATINE. /

Charles B. Knox Co., “Knox Spark-
~ ling,” * Knox Acidulated ” Mont-
" real.

GLOVES (Men’s and Women’s).

Dent, Allcroft & Co., “Dent’s
Gloves,” N[ontreal. gt

GLOVES AND MITTS. 4

A. R. Clarke & Co., Limited, To-
ronto.

The Craig-Cowan Companty, Lim-
ited, Toronte

Co.,

Farm, Rail-

The Directory will appear in the
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GRILLS (Electnc)

The T%Aonto Electric Light Co.,
Toronto.

HAIR DRYERS (Electric).

The Toronto Electnc Light Co.,
Toronto.

HARDWARE.
Hardware Company of Toronto,
Limited, Toronto.

Rice Lewis & Son, lelted To-
ronto.

HARDWOOD, FLOORING AND TRIM.
4 b Hancock, Toronto,
HEATERS (Water, Electric).

The Toronto Electric Light Co.,
Toronto.

HEATING PADS (Electrlc)

The Toronto Electric Light Co.,
Toronto.

HOT WATER BOILERS, RADIATORS

Cluff Bros., “Regent” Hot Water
Boilers and Radiators, Toronto,

HY-LO LAMPS.

The Toronto Electric Light Co.,

Toronto.
INFANTS’ FOOD.

J. R. Neave & Co. “Neave’s
Food,” Fordingbridge, England.
Edwin Utley, Agent, Toronto.

IRON AND STEEL. :

Baines & Peckover, Toronto.

IRONS (Electric).

The Toronto Electric Light Co.,
Toronto.

LAMPS (Standard, Electric).

The Toronto Electric Light Co.,
Toronto.

LEATHER (Sole-Hemlock & Union
Oak). .

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

LIGHTING, WELDING & CUTTING
PLANTS

The Siche Gas Co., Ltd Toronto.
LUMBER AND TIMBER.
R. Laidlaw Lumber Co,, Ltd., To-

ronto.
The Boake Mfg. Co., Limited To-
ronto. X

MARINE ENGINES:

- Polson Iron Works, Lxmited To-
ronto.

MATCHES.
The E. B, Eddy Company, Limited,
Hull, Que.
MAZDA LAMPS.

The Toronto Electric Light Co.,
Toronto.

MILITARY AND CIVILIAN BOOTS
- AND SHOES.

H. C. Wilson, Toronto.
MILITARY EQUIPMENT.
Wreyford & Co., Toronto
MILK
Odty Dairy Co., Limited, Toronto.
" 8. Price & S’ons Limited, Toronta
'
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MOPS (Scrubbing and Dry Dusting).
Tartox Bros., Toronto.

MULTIGRAPH LETTERS & MAIL
LIsTSs.

 Harry Edwards, Toronto.
MUSIC PUBLISEERS.

Whaley, Royce & Co., Limited,
Toronto and Winnipeg.
MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS.

Whaley, Royce & Co., Limited,

Toronto and Winnipeg.

NITROGEN LAMPS.
The Toronto Electric Light Co.,
Toronto.
OFFICE FURNITURE.

United Typewriter Co., Ltd., To-
ronto.

Green Bros., Toronto.
OILS AND GREASES.

Canadian Oil Companies, Ltd.,
Toronto.
The Imperial 011 Co., Limited, To-
ronto. :
Ontario Soap & 0il Co., Toronto.
OIL REFINERS.
The British American O0il Co.,

Limited, Toronto.
OIL SOAP. :
Ontario Soap & Oil Co., Toronto.”
OVENS (Electric).

The Toronto Electric Light Co.,
Toronto.

OVERALLS.

"'Hamilton Carhartt Cotton Mills;
“Limited, Toronto.

: 'PAINTS AND VARNISHES.

Benjamin Moore & Co., Limited,
Toronto.

Brandram - Henderson, Limited,
Montreal, Toronto, Halifax.

International Varnish Co., Limited,
‘Toronto.

Lowe Brothers, Limited, Toronto.

Martin-Senour Co., Ltd., Mon-
treal, Que.

A. Ramsay & Son Company, Mont-
real, Toronto, Vancouver.

Standard Paint & Varnish Co.,
Limited, “Suaperlastic Rust Pre-
venter,”. Windsor, Ont.

The Dougall Varnish Co., Limited,
Montreal.

The E. Harris Co., of Toronto, Ltd.

The Sherwin Wllllams Co. of Can-
ada, Limited, Montreal, Toronto,’
Halifax, Winnipeg, Vancouver,

. Calgary.

PAPER (Bonds and Writings).

Howard Smith Paper Mills, Lim-
. ited, Montreal.

"PLUMBING SUPPLIES.

"SCALES, (Computing).

PATTERN MAKERS AND WOOD
TURNERS.
Potts Pattern Works, Toronto.
PERCOLATORS (Electric).
The Toronto Electric Light Co.
Toronto.
PIANOS.
Heintzman & Co.,
Toronto.
Gerhard Heintzman Co., Limited,
Toronto.
PIANOS & PLAYER PIANOS
The Cecelian Cot, Ltd., Toronto.
The Newcombe Piano Co. Ltd.,
Toronto.

“Ye Olde Firm,”

Cluff Brothers, Toronto.
Fiddes & Hogarth, Limited, To-
ronto.
PORTLAND CEMENT.
Alfred Rogers, Limited, Toronto.
PRINTERS, Commercial & Theatrical.

W. S. Johnston & Co,, Limited,
Toronto.

PRINTING INKS.
Sinclair Valentine Co. of Canada,
Limited, Toronto.
PUBLICATION PRINTERS.
The Ontario Press, Limited, To-
ronto.
RADIATORS (Luminous, Electric).
The Toronto Electric Light Co.,
Toronto.
RAZORS (Safety).

AutoStrop Safety Razor Co., Lim-
ited, AutoStrop Razors and Ac-
" cessories, Toronto.

READING LAMPS (Electrlc)
The Toronto Electric Light Co.,
Toronto.
RIBBONS (Typewrlter, Adding Ma-
ch;nes)
United Typewmter Co, Ltd., To-
ronto.
RUBBER FOOTWEAR
Gutta Percha & Rubber Co., Lim-
ited, Toronto.
RUBBER STAMPS.
W. E. Irons, Toronto,
SALT.
Canadian Salt Co., Limited, “Wind-
sor” and “Regal” Salts, Windsor,
Ont. :
SCALES.
C. Wilson & Son,
Scales,” Toronto.

“Gold Medal

Brantford Computing Scale Co.,
Ltd., “Brantford” Scales, Brant-
ford, Ont.

SCRAP IRON, STEEL & METALS.
Buckleys, Limited, Toronto.’
Frankel Bros., Toronto.

SEEDS (Garden—of every Descrip-
tion).
Carter’s Tested Seeds, Inc., To-
ronto.

SEWING MACHINE MOTORS.

The Toronto Electric Light Co.,
Toronto.

SHAVING MUGS (Electric).

The Toronto Electric Light Co.,
Toronto.
SHEET MUSIC AND MUSIC BOOKS.
Whaley, Royce & Co., Limited,
Toronto and Winnipeg.
SHIPS.
Polson Iron Works,
ronto.
SHIRTS.
A. R. ’larke & Co., Limited, To-
ronto.
SHOW CASES & STORE FIXTURES.
Canada Show Case Co., Toronto,
SIGNS.
Denis Advtg. Signs, Limited, Signs

‘of every Description, Montreal
and Toronto.

SPORTING GOODS.

The Harold A. Wilson Co., Limit-
ed, Toronto.

John B. Brotherton, Toronto.
STATIONERS AND PRINTERS.
United Typewriter Co., Ltd., To-
ronto.
STEEL (Tool).
Wm. Jessop & Sons,
Toronto.
STORAGE

Standard Warehouse & Mercan-
tile Co., Toronto.

Limited, To-

Limited,

STOVES, COOKING, Coal, Wood,
Electric and Gas.
The McClary Mfg. Co. London,

Ont.
- Wrought Iron Range Co. of Can,,
Ltd., Toronto.

STOVES (Electric).

The Toronto Electric Light Co.,
Toronto.

TANKS.
Polson Tron Works, Limited, To-
; ronto.
TEA KETTLES (Electric).
The Toronto Electric Light Co.,
Toronto.
TELEPHONES AND SUPPLIES.
Canadian Independent Telephone
Co., Limited, Toronto.
TENTS AND TARPAULINS.
Scythes & Company, Limited, To-
ronto.
:'I'IME CLOCKS AND RECORDERS.

The International Time Recording
» Co., Limited, Toronto.

i §
TOASTERS.
The Toronto Electric Light Co.,
Toronto.
TOYS.
The Harold A. Wilson Co., Lim-

ited, Toronto.
TRANSFORMERS.

Maloney Electric Co., of Canada,
Limited, Toronto.
TYPEWRITERS.

United Typewriter Co., Limited,
“Underwood” Typewriters, To?
ronto.

UNDERWEAR.

The C. Turnbull Co., of Galt, Lim-
ited, “Ceetee” Pure Wool Under-
clothing, Galt, Ont.

UNIFORMS.

Beauchamp & How, Limited, To-

ronto.

'VACUUM CLEANERS (Electric).

The Toronto Electric Light Co.,

Toronto.
VARNISH.

The Holland Varnish Co., Limited,

“Dyke” Varnish, Montreal.
VARNISHES AND JAPANS.

The - Ault & Wiborg Varnish
Works, Toronto.

Scarfe & Co., Brantford, Ont.

VIBRATORS (Electric).

The Toronto Electric Light Ce.,
Toronto.

WASHBOARDS AND CLOTH PINS.

The Wm. Cane & Sons Co., Lim-
ited, Newmarket, Ont.

WASHBOARDS, Zinc and Fiberware.

The E. B. Eddy Company, Limited,

Hull, Que.
WASHING MACHINES.

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

“1900” Washer Company, Toronto.

One Minute Washer Co., Toronto.

WASHING MACHINES (Electric).

The Toronto Elecmc Ll"ht Co,

Toronto.
WASTE-PAPER.

The Levi’s, Toronto.

E. Pullan, Toronto.

WATCHES AND JEWELLERY.

Scheuer’s Limited, Toronto.

WATCH CASES,

American Watch Case Co., Lim
ited, Toronto.

WINDOW LETTERS AND SIGNS

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

WIPING RAGS.
E. Pullan, Toronto.
WROUGHT IRON PIPE.

Canada Pipe and Steel Co., Lim

ited, Toronto.
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(Continued from page 21.)

"ard works upon that period. Indeed,
while on the ground floor all was
heavy, dull and gloomy, well in keep-
ing with the dismal atmosphere which
all the most famous West End doctors
seem to cultivate, yet, on the floor
4bove, one passed instantly into far
brighter, more pleasant and more
artistic surroundings.

Without waiting for the servant,
Thomasson, to conduct him upstairs,

. Jack Sainsbury ran lightly up, as was
. his babit, and tried the door of the

doctor’s den, when, to his surprise, he

found it locked. :
He twisted the .handle again, but it

. was certainly firmly fastened.

“Jerome!” he cried, tapping at the
~door. “Can I come in? 1It's Jgck!”
But there was no reply. Sainsbury

- strained his ears at the door, but
could detect no movement within.

A taxi-cab rushed past; then a mo-
ment later, when the sound had died

- away, he cried again— :

.

' Mr. Trustram, of the Admiralty, went

“Jerome! I'm here! I want to see
vou, old fellow. Open the door.”

Still there was no answer.

Thomasson, standing at the foot of
the wide, old-fashioned stairs, heard
his master’s visitor, and asked—

“Is the: door locked, sir?”

“Yes,” Jack shouted back.

“That’s very strange!” remarked
the man. “I’'ve let nobody in since
.av\;ay——a}bout a quarter of an hour
ago.”

‘Has he been here?” Jack asked.
“L met him here the other day. He
struck me as being a rather surly
man, and I didn't' like him at all,” de-
clared S_amsbury, with h_IS‘ usual
frankness. : :

“Neither do I, sir, strictly between
ourselves,” replied Thomasson quite
frankly. “He’s been here quite a lot
lately. His wife consulted the master

- about three months ago, and that’s

how they first met, I believe. But

“too!

can’t you get in?” !

“No. Curious, isn’t it”

“Very. The doctor never locks his
door in the Tsual way,” Thomasson
said, ascending the stairs ‘with Sams-

bury, and himself trying the handle. -

- He knocked loudly, asking—

“Are you in there, sir?” But still
ne response was given:

“I can’t make this out, Mr. Sains-
bury,” exclaimed the man, turning to
him with anxiety on his pale face.
“The key’s in the lock—on the inside
He must be inside, and he’s
locked himself in. Why, I wonder?”’

Jack Sainsbury bent and put his
eye to the keyhole. 'The rooms within
was lit, for he could see the well-filled
bookecase straight before him, and an
empty chair was plainly visible.

Intently he listened, for he
thought in silence—at that moment
there being an absence of traffic out
in the street—that he heard a slight
sound, as though of a low, metallic
click. ;

Again. he
breath. He was not mistaken.

listened, holding his
A

slight but quite distinet sharp elick

could be heard, as though a piece of
metal had struck the window-pane.

Onp%—thce—xt was repeated, after-
wards a long-drawn sigh.

Then he heard no more.

“Open the door, Jerrold!” he cried
impatiently. “Don’t play the fool.
What’s the matter, old chap?”

“Funny—very funny—isn’t  it!”
Thomasson exclaimed, his. brows knit
in mystification. :

“Most curious,” declared Sainsbury,
now thoroughly anxious. “How long
was Mr. Trustram here?”

“He dined out with the doctor-—at
Prince’s, I think—and they came back
together ,about half-past nine. While
Mr. Trustram was here he was on
the telephone twice or three times.
Once he was rung up by Mr. Lewin

Rodwell.”
uMR LEWI)({ODWELL"’ echoed
Saindbury. “Did you happen
to hear anything of their conver.
sation?”
“Well,

.lnl""‘/'

not much, sir,” was the
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servant’s discreet reply. “I answered
the ’phone at first, and it® was Mr.
Rodwell speaking. He told me who
he was, and then asked if Mr. Trus-
tram was with the doctor. I said he
was, and at once went and called him.”

“Did Mr. Trustram appear to be on
friendly terms with Mr. Rodwell?”
asked the young man eagerly.

“Oh! quite. I heard Mr. Trustram
laughing over the ’phone, and saying
‘All right—yes, I quite understand.
1t’s awfully good of you to make the

" suggestion. I think it excellent. T’ll
propose it to-morrow—yes, at the club
to-morrow at four.”

Suggestion? What suggestion had
Lewis Rodwell made to that official
of the Transport Department—Lewin
Rodwell, of all men!

Jack Sainsbury stood before that
Jocked door, for the moment unable to
think. He was utterly dumbfounded.

Those words he had heard in the
board-room in the City that afternoon
had burned themselves deeply into his

“bmin. Lewin Rodwell was, it seemed,
a personal friend of Charles Trustram,

the well-known and trusted official to
whose push-and-go the nation had
been so deeply indebted—ithe man
who had transported so many hun-
dreds of thousands of our Expedition-
ary Force across the Channel, with
all their guns, ammunition and equip-
ment, without a single mishap. It was
both curious and startling.
could it all mean?

HOMASSON again hammered upon
T the stout, old-fashioned door of
polished-mahogany.

“Speak, sir! Do speak!” he /im-
plored. “Are you all right?”

Still there was no reply.

“He may have fainted!” Jack sug-
gested. “Something may have hap-
pened to him!”

“I hope not, sir,” replied the man
very anxiously. “I’ll just run outside
and see whether the window is open.
If so, we might get a ladder.”

The man dashed downstairs and out
into the street, but a moment later he
returned breathlessly, saying—

“No. Both windows are closed, just
as I closed them at dusk. And the
curtains are drawn; not a chink’ of
light is showing through. All we can
do, I fear, is to force the door.”

“You are quite sure he’s in the
room?”

“Positive, sir.”

“Did you see him a,fter Mr. Trustram
left?” ;

“No, T didn’t. I let Mr. Trustram
out, and as he wished me good-night
he hailed a passing taxi, and then I
went down and read the evening
paper. I always have it after the doc-
tor’s finished with it.” :

“Well, Thomasson, what is to be
done?’ asked Sainsbury, essentially a
young man of action. “We must get
into this room—and at once. I 'don’t

like the present aspect of things a

bit.”

“Neither do! I sir. Below I've got
the jemmy we use for opening pack-
ing-cases. We may be able to force
the door with that.” :

And once again the tall, thin, wiry
man disappeared below. Jack Sains-
bury -did not see how the man, when
‘he had disappeared into the basement,
stood in the kitchen his face blanhced
to the 1ips and his thin hands trem-
bling.

It was only at the moment when
Thomassori was alone that his mar-
vellous self-possession forsouk him.

\/
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On the floor above he remained cool,
collected, anxious, and perfectly un-
ruffled. - Below, and alone, the cook
and housemaid not having returned,
they being out for a late evening at
the theatre, a craven fear possessed
him. !

It would have been quite evident to
the casual observer that the man,
Thomasson, possessed some secret
fear of what had occurred in the brief
interval between Mr. Trustram’s de-
parture and Sainsbury’s arrival. Tall
and pale-faced, he stood in the big
basement kitchen, with its rows of
shining plated covers and plate-racks,
motionless and statuesque: his head
upon his breast, his teeth set, his
cheeks as white as paper.

But only for a moment. A second
later he drew a deep breath, nerved
himself with a superhuman effort, and
then, opening a cupboard, took out a
steel tool with an axe-head at .one
‘end and a curved and pronged point
at the other—very much like a bur-
glar’s jemmy. Such a tool was con-
structed for strong leverage, and, quite
as cool as before, he carried it up the
two flights of stairs to where Jack
stood before the locked door, eager
and impatient..

Sainsbury, being the younger of the
pair, took it, and inserting the flat
chisel-like end into the slight crevice
between the stout polished door and
the lintel, worked it jn with leverage,
endeavoring to break the lock from its
fastening.

This proved unsuccessful for, after
two or three attempts, the woodwork
of the lintel suddenly splintered and
gave way, leaving the door locked
gsecurely as before.

Time after time he tried, but with
no other result than breaking away

the lintel of the door.
‘What mystery might not be con-

tained in that locked room?

His hands trembled with excitement
and nervousness. Once he had thought
of summoning the police by telephone,
but such an action might, he thought,
for certain reasons which he knew,
annoy his friend the doctor, therefore

‘he hesitated.
Probably Jerrold had fainted, and-

as soon as they could get at him he
would recover and be quite right
again. He knew how strenuously he
had worked of late at Guy’s in those
wards filled with wounded soldiers.
Only two days before, Jerrold had told
him, in confidence, that he very much
feared a nervous breakdown, and felt

_that he must get away and have -a

brief rest. &

Because of that, Sainsbury believed
that his friend had fainted after his
hard day at the hospital, and that as
soon as they could reach him all would

~be well.

But why had he locked the door of
his den? For what reason had he de-
sired privacy as soon as Trustram had
left him?

Again and aga.in both of them used
the steel lever upon the door, until
at last, taking it from Thomasson’s
handsy Jack placed the bright curved
prong half-way between the lock and
the ground, and, with a well-directed
blow, he threw his whole weight upon
it. :

There was a sharp snap, a crackling

‘of wood, the door suddenly flew back

into the room, and the young man,
carried by the impetus of his body,
fell headlong forward upon the dark
red carpet within,

CHAPTER 1IV.
His Dying Words.
HEN Jack recovered himself he
scrambled to his feet and
gazed around.

The sight which met both their eyes
caused them ejaculations of surprise,
for, near the left-hand window, the
heavy plush curtains of which were
drawn, Dr. Jerrold was lying, face
downwards and motionless, his arms
outstretched over his head.

Quite near lay his pet briar pipe,
which had fallen suddenly from his
mouth, showing that he had been in
the act of smoking as, in crossing the
room, he had been suddenly stricken.

Without a word, both Sainsbury and
Thomasson fell upon their knees and
lifted the prostrate form. The limbs
were warm and limp, yet the white
face, with the dropped jaw and the
aimless, staring eyes, was horrible to
behold.

“Surely he’s not dead, sir!” gasped
the manservant anxiously, in an
awed voice.

“TI hope not,” was Sainsbury’s reply.
“If so, there’s a mystery here that we
must solve.” Then, bending to him,
he shook him slightly and ecried,
“Jerome! Jerome! Speak to me. Jack
Sainsbury!”

“PI1 get some water,” suggested
Thomasson, and, springing up, he
crossed the room to where, upon a
side table, stood a great crystal bowl

full of flowers. These he cast aside,
and, carrying the bowl across, dashed

water into his master’s face.

AINSBURY, who had the doctor’s

head raised upon his knee, shook

him and repeated his appeal, yet the

combined efforts of the pair failed to
arouse the prostrate man.

“What can have happened?” queried
Jack, gazing into the wide-open, star-
ing eyes of his friend, as he pulled his
limp body towards him and examined
hig hands.

“It’s a mystery, sir—ain’t it?” re-
marked Thomasson. >

“One thing is certain-—that the at-
tack was very sudden. Look at his
pipe! 1It’s still warm. He was smok-
ing when, of a sudden, he must have
collapsed.”

“1’1l ring up Sir Houston Bird, over
in Cavendish Square. He’s the doc-
tor’'s greatest friend,” suggested
Thomasson, and next moment he dis-
appeared to speak to the well-known
pathologist, leaving Sainsbury to gaze
around the room of mystery.

It was quite evident that something
extraordinary had occurred there in
the brief quarter of an hour which
had elapsed between Mr. Trustram’s
departure and Jack’s arrival. But
what had taken place was a great
and inscrutable mystery.

Sainsbury recollected that strange
metallic. click he had heard so dis-
tinetly. Was it the closing of the
window? Had someone escaped from
the room while he had been so eagerly
trying to gain entrance phere?

He gazed down into his friend’s

. white, drawn face--a weird, haggard

countenance, with black hair. The
eyes stared at him so fixedly that he
became horrified.

He bent to his friend’s breast, but
could detect no heart-beats. He
snatched up a big silver photograph
frame from a table near and held it

-close to the doctor’s lips, but upon

the glass he could discover no trace
ailth,

Was he dead? Surely not.

Yet the suggestion held him aghast.
The hands were still limp and warm,
the cheeks warm, the white brow
shightly damp. And yet there was no
sign of respiration, so inert and mo-
tionless was he.

He was in well-cut evening clothes,
with a fine diamond sparkling in his
well-starched shirt-front. Jerome
Jerrold had always been well dressed,
and even though he had risen to that
high position in the medical profes-
sion, he had always dressed even fop-
pishly, so his traducers had alleged.

Jack Sainsbury unloosed the black
satin cravat, tore off his collar, and
opened his friend’s shirt at the throat.
But it was all of no avail. There was
no movement—no sign of life.

A few moments later Thomasson
came back in breathless haste.

“I’'ve spoken to Sir Houston, sir,”
he said. “He’s on his way round in
"a taxi”

Then both men gazed on the pros-
trate form ‘which Sainsbury supported,
and as they did so there slowly cams
a faint flush into the doctor’s face.
He drew a long breath, gasped for a
second, and his eyes relaxed as he
turned his gaze upon his friend. His
right arm moved, and his hand
gripped Sainsbury’s arm convulsively.

Tor a few moments he looked
straight into his friend’s face inquir-
ingly, gazing intently, first as though
he realized nothing and then in slow
recognition.

“Why, it’s Jack!” he gasped, recog-
nizing his friend. “You—I—I felt a
sudden pain—so strange, and in an
instant T—ah! I—I wonder-—save me
—J—I—ah! how far off you are! No
——no! don’t” leave me—don’t. I—I've
been shot——shot!—I know I have—ah!
what pain—what agony! I——"

And, drawing a long breath, he next
second fell back into Saingbury’s arms
like a stone. .

Ten minutes later a spruce, young-
looking, clean-shayen man entered
briskly with Thomasson, who intro-
duced him as Sir Housion Bird.

In a moment he was full of concern
regarding his friend Jerrold, and,
kneeling beside the couch whereon
Sainsbury and Thomasson had placed
him, auickly made an examination.

“Gone! I'm afraid,” he said at last,
in a low voice full of émotion, as he
critically examined the eyes.

Jack Sainsbury then repeated his
frierd’s strange wordd, whereupon the
great pathologist—the expert whose
evidence was sought by the Home
Office in all mysteries of crime—ex-
claimed-—

“The whole affair is centainly a myq-
tery. Poor Jerrold is dead, without a
doubt, But how did he die?”

HOMASSON explained in detail

Mr, Trustram’s departure, and

how, a quarter of an hour later, Sains-
bury had arrived.

“The doctor had never before, to
my knowledge, locked this door,” he
went on. “I heard him cheerily wish-
ing Mr. Trustram good-night as he
came down the stairs, and I heard him

say that he was not to fail to call to-

morrow night at nine, as they would
then carry the inquiry further.”

+  “What inquiry?” asked Sir Houston, - :

quickly. 5

“Ah! gir—that, of course, I don’t
know, »” was the servant’s response.
“My master seemed in the highest of
gpirits. I just caught sight of him

Ty a:-\:i‘
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‘ready removed Jerrold’s coat,

at the head of the stairs, smoking his
pipe as usual after his day’s work.”

The great pathologist knit his brows
and cast down his head thoughtfully.
He was a man of great influence, the
head of his profession—for, being the
expert of the Home Office, his work,
clever, ingenious, and yet cool and in-
cisive, was to lay the accusing finger
upon the criminal.

Hardly a session passed at the Old
Bailey but Sir Houston Bird appeared
in the witness box, spruce in h_h morn-
ing coat, /and presenting somewhat the
appearance of a bank-clerk; yet, in his
cold, unemotional wonds, he explained
to the jury the truth as written plainly
by scientific investigation. Many mur-
derers had been hanged upon  his
words, alwiys given with that strange,
deliberate hesitation, and yet words
that could never, for a moment, be
shaken by counsel for the defence.

Indeed, long ago defending counsel
had given up cross-examination on
any evidence presented by Sir Houston
Bird, who had at his service the most
expert chemists and analysts which
our time could produce.

“This is a mystery,” exclaimed the
great expert, gazing upon the body of
his friend with his big grey eyes. “Do
you tell me that he was actually
loeked in here?”

“Yes, Sir Houston,” replied Thomas-
son. i

“Curious—most curious,” exclaimed
the great pathologist, as though spe.alk-
ing to himself. Then, addressing
Sainsbury, after the latter had been

speaking, he said: ‘“The poor fellow
declared that he’d; been shot. Is that
s0?”

“Yes, He said that he felt a sudden
and very sharp pain, and the words he
used were, ‘I've been shot! I know I .
havel””

“And yet there appears no trace of

any wound, or injury,” Sir Houston
remarked, much puzzled.
. “Both. -windows and door
secured from the inside, therefore no
agsassin could possibly: escape, sir,”
declared Thomasson. “I  suppose .
there’s no one concealed here in the
room?” he added, glancing apprehen-
sively around.

were

N -a few moments the three men had
examined every nook and (fﬁ‘i'ner

of the apartment—the two long cup-
boards, beneath the table, behind the

heavy plush curtains and the chenille-
in con-

portiere. But nobody was
cealment.

The whole affair was a profound
mystery.

Sir Houston, dark-eyed and thought-
ful, gazed down upon the body of his
friend.

Saingbury and Thomasson had al-
and
were searching for any bullet-wound.
But there was none, Again Sir Hous-
ton inquired what the dying man had
actually said, and again Sainsbury re-
peated the disjointed words which the
prostrate man ‘had gasped with his#
dying breath. .

To the pathologist it"was quite clear
first that Jerome Jerrold believed he
bad been shot; secondly, that no
second person could have entered the
room, and thirdly, that the theory of
assassination might be at once dis-
missed. ;

“I think that poor Jerrold has died
a natural death—sudden and painful,
for if he had been shot seme wound

“gtead.

CANADIAN

would most certainly show,” Sir Hous-
ton remarked.

“There will have to be an inquest,
won't there?” asked Sainsbury.

“Of course. And, Thomasson, you
had -better ring up the police at once

and inform them of the facts,” urged
Sir Houston, who, ‘turning again to
Sainsbury, added: “At the post-mor-

tem we shall, of course, quickly estab-
lish the cause of death.”

Again he bent, and with his fore-
finger drew down the dead =man’s
nether lip.

“Curious,” he remarked, as though
speaking to himself, as he gazed into
the white, distorted face. “By. the
symptoms I would certainly have sus-
pected poisoning, Surely he. can’t
lhave committed suicide!” :

And he glanced eagerly around the
room, seeking to discover any bottle,
glass, or cup that could have held a
fatal. draught.

“l don’t see anything which might
lead us to such a conclusion, Sir Hous-
ton,” answered Sainsbury.

“But he may have swallowed it in
tablet form,” the other suggested.

“Ah! yes. I never thought of that!”

“His dying words were hardly the
gasping remarks of a suicide.”

“Unless he wished to conceal the
fact that he had taken his own life?”
remarked Sainsbury.

“If he committed suicide, then he
will probably have left some message
beh'il‘ld him. 'Dhey generally to,” Sir
Houston said; whereupon both men
crossed to the ‘writing-table, which,
neat and tidy, betrayed the well-
ordered life its-owner had led.

An electric lamp with a shade of
pale green silk was burning,  and
showed that the big padded writing-
chair had recently been occupied.
Though nothing lay upon the blotling
pad, there were, in the rack, three
letters the man now dead had written
and stamped for post. Sainsbury took
them and glanced at the addresses,

“Had we not better examine them ?”
he suggested; and, Sir Houston con-
senting, he tore them open one after
the other and quickly read their con-
tents. All three, however, were pro-
fegsional letters to patients.

Next they turned their attention to
the waste-paper basket. In it were a
number of letters which Jerrold had
torn up and cast away. Thomasson
having gone to the telephone to in-
form the police of the tragic affair,
the pair busied themselves in piecing
together the various -missives ani
reading them. f

All were without .in*teresb—lette'rs

‘such as a busy doctor would receive
every day. Suddenly, however, Sains-

bury spread out before him ‘some
crumpled pieces of cartridgepaper
which proved to be the fragments of
a large, strong envelope, which had

been torn up hurriedly and discarded.

" There were words on the envelope
in Jerrold’s neat handwriting, and in
ink which was still blwe in its fresh-
ness. As Sainsbury put them together
he read, to his astonishment:
“Private. TFor my:friend, Mr. John
Sainsbury,; of Heath Street, Hamp-

year after my death.”

Sir Houston, attracted by the cry of
surpi'ise which escaped  Sainsbury’s
lips, looked over his shoulder and read
the words. ‘

“Ah!” he sighed. ‘‘Sulcide! 1
thought he would leave something!”

Not to be opened until one
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CHAPTER V.
Certain Curious Facts.

BOTH men searched eagerly through

the drawers of the writing-table
to see if the dead man had left another
envelope addressed to his friend. Two
of the drawers were locked, but these
they opened with the key which they
found wpon poor Jerrold’s watch-chain
which he was wearing.

Some private papers, accounts and
ledgers, were in the drawers, but the
envelope of which they were in search
they failed to discover.

It seemed evident that Jerome Jer-
rold had written the envelope in which
he had enclosed a letter, but, on re-
flection, he had torn it wup. Though
the crumpled fragments of the
envelope were there, yet the letter—
whatever it might have been—was
missing.  And their careful examina-
tion of the  waste-paper basket re-
vealed nothing, whereupon Sir Hous-
ton Bird remarked:

“He may, of course, have changed
his mind, and burned it, after alll”

“Perhaps he did,” Jack agreed. “But
I wonder what could have been the
message he wished to give me a year

after his death? Why not ‘now?”

“People who take their own livea
sometimes have curious * hallucina-
tions. I have knewn many. Suicide is
a fascinating, if very grim study.”

“Then you really think this is a case
of suicide?” :

“I can, I fear, give no opinion until
after the post-mortem, Mr. Sainsbury,”
was Sir Houston’s guarded reply, his

Tace grave and thoughtful.

“BUT it is all so strange, so re-
markable,”  exclaimed the
younger man. “Why did he tell me
that he’d been shot, if he hadn’t?”
“Because to you, ‘his. most intimate
friend, he perhaps, as you suggested,

wished to conceal the fact that he had
been guilty of the cowardly action of
taking his own life,” was the reply.

badg g mysm’ery:—a profound mys-
tery,” declared Jack Sainsbury.
“Jerome dined with Mr. Trustram,
and the latter came back here with
him. Meanwhile, Mr. Lewin Rodwell
was very anxious concerning him.
Why? Was Redwell a friend of
Jerome’s? Do you habpen to  know
that?” 2

“I happen to know to the contrary,”
declared the great pathologist. “Only
a week ago we met at Charing Cross
Hospital, and some chance remark
brought up Rodwell’s name, when Jer-
rold burst forth angrily, and declared
most emphatically that the man who
bosed as such a patriotic English-
man would, one day, be unmasked and
exposed in his true colours. In con-
fidence, he made an allegation that
Lewin Rodwell’s real name was Lud-,
wig Heitzman, and that he was born
in Hanover. He had become a natural-
ized Englishman ten years ago in
Glasgow, and had, by deed-poll,
changed his name to, Lewin Rodwell.”

Jack Sainsbury stared the speaker
full in the face,

Lewin Rodwell, the -great patriot
who, since the outbreak of war, had
been in the forefront of every charit-
able movement, who had been be-
lauded by the Press, and to whom the
Prime Minister had referred in the
most eulogistic terms in the House of
Commons, was a Geérman!

“That’s utterly impossible,” ex-
claimed. Jack. “He is one of the direc-
tors of the Ochrida Copper Corpora-
tion, in whose office I am. I know
Mr. Rodwell well. There’s no trace
whatever of German birth about
him.”

“Jerrold assured me that his real
name was Heitzman, that he had been
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born of poor parents, and had been
educated by an English shipping-
agent in Hamburg, who had adopted
him and sent him to England. On the
Englishman’s death he inherited
about two thousand pounds, which he
made the nucleus of his present for-
tune.”

“That’s all news to me,” said Jack,
reflectively; “and yet——"

“What? Do you know something
regarding Rodwell, then?” inquired Sir
Houston, quickly. :

“No,” he replied. “Nothing very
extraordinary.  What have just
told me surprises me greatly.”

“Just as it surprised me. Yet,
surely, his case is only one of many
similar. Thousands of Germans have
come here, and become naturalized
Englishmen.”

“A German who becomes a matural-
ized Englishman is a traitor to his own
country, while he poses as our friend.
1 contend that we have no use for
traitors of any sort in England to-day,”
declared Jack, vehemently; both men
being still gngaged in searching the
dead man’s room to discover the mes-
sage which it appeared had been his
intention to leave after his death.

Vinar
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They had carefully examined the grate,
but found no trace of any burnt paper.
Yet, from the fact that a piece of red
sealing-wax and a burnt taper lay upon
the writing-table, it appeared thal
something had been recently sealed,
though the torn envelope bore no seal.

If an envelope had been sealed, then

‘where was it?

“We shall, no doubt, be able to es-
tablish the truth of Jerrold’s allega-
tion by reference to the register of
naturalized Germans kept at the Home
Office,” Sir Houston said at last.

Jack was silent for a few moments,
and then answered:

“That, I fear, may be a little diffi-
cult. Jerrold has often told me how
it had been discovered that it was a
favourite dodge of Germans, after be-
coming naturalized and changing their
names by deed-poll, to adopt a second
and rather similar name, in order to
avoid any.inquiry along the channel
which you have just suggested. As an
example, if Ludwig Heitzman became
naturalized, then it is more than prob-
able that when the changed his name
by deed-poll he did not adopt the name
of Lewin Rodwell, but something
rather near it.”

“Very likely,” was the great doc-
tor’s remark. 3 !

Suddenly Jack - Sainsbury paused
and, facing his companion, said:
¢¢J OOK here, Sir Houston. In this

tragic affair I believe there’s

something more than suicide. That’s
my firm opinion. Reflect for one
moment, and follow my suspicions.
Poor Jerome, in addition to his pro-
fession, has fo_r some years been un-
officially assisting the Intelligence De-
partment of the War Office. He was
one of the keenest and cleverest in-
vestigators in England. He scented
acts of espionage as a terrier does a
rat, and by his efforts half a dozen,
or so, dangerous spies have been
arrested and punished. In a modest
way I have been his assistant, and
have helped to watch and follow sus-
pected persons. Together, we have
traced cases. of petrol-running to the
coast, investigated might-signalling in
the southern counties, and other
things, therefore I happen to know
that he was keen on the work. Curious
that he never told me of his grave
suspicions regarding Mr. Rodwell.”

“Perhaps he had a reason for con-
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cealing them from you,” the
other’s reply.

“But he was always so frank and
open with me, because I believe that
he trusted in my discretion to say
nothing.”

“Probably he had not verified his

was

facts, and intended to do so before re-’

vealing the truth to you.”

“Yes, he was most careful always
to obtain corroboration of everyihing,
before accepting it,” was Jack’s reply.
“But certainly what you have just
told me arouses a grave suspicion.”

“Of what?”

“Weell—that our poor friend, having
gained knowledge of Lewin Rodwell's
birth and - antecedents, may, in all
probability, have probed further into
his past and——"

“Into his present, I think more
likely,” exclaimed the great doctor.
“Ab! I quite see the line of your
argument,” he added, quickly. ‘“You
suggest that Rodwell may have dis-
covered that Jerrold knew the truth,
and that, in consequence, death came
suddenly and unexpectedly—eh ?”

Jack Sainsbury nodded in the affir-
mative.

¢«PDUT surely Trustram, who was
one of Jerrold’s most intimate
friends, could not have had any hand
in foul play! He was the last man
who saw him alives No,” he went on.
“My ‘own experience shows me that
poor Jerrold has ‘died’ of poisoning,
and as nobody has been here, or could
have escaped from the room, it must
have been administered by his own
hand.” i

“But do you not discern the motive?”
cried Sainsbury. “Rodwell has risen
to a position of great affluence and
notoriety. He is a bosom friend of
Cabinet Ministers, and to him many
secrets of State are confided. He, and
his friend Sir Boyle Huntley, play golf
with Ministers, and the name of Lewin
Rodwell is everywhere to-day one to
conjure with. He has, Since the war,
risen to be one of the most patriotic
Englishmen—a  man whose unselfish
efforts are praised and admired from
one end of Great Britain to another.
Surely ~ he would- have become
desperate if he had the least suspicion
that Jerome Jerrold had discovered
the truth, and intended to unmask
him—as he had openly declared to
you.” '

“Yes, yes, I see,” Sir Houston re-
plied, dubiously. “If there were any
traces of foul play I should at once
be of the same opinion. But you see
they do not exist.”

“Whether there - are traces, or
whether there are none, nothing will
shake my firm opinion, and that is that
poor Jerome has been assassinated,
and the motive of the crime is what
I have already suggested.”

“Very well; we shall clear it up at
the post mortem,” was the doctor’s
reply, while at that moment Thomas-
son re-entered, followed by a police-
officer in plain clothes and two con-
stables in uniform. ;

On their entry, Sainsbur)\r introduced
Sir Houston Bird, and told them his
own name and that of his dead friend.

Then the officer of the local branch
of the Criminal Investigation Depart-
ment sat down at the dead man’s
writing-table and began to write in his
note-book the story of the strangs
affair, as dictated by Jack.

(To be continued.)

\

Whﬁﬁum@w ;

S

BESS



CANADIAN COURIER 31

Little Thrift;Stories

(Continued from page 22.)

plan was followed the next year, and
at the end of that time, with the
addition of the savings from his
regular wages, he found himself wilh g
a bank balance of six hundred and
twenty dollars. He then. bought a
house and lot in the neighbourhood
for the sum of $1,000. . The house was
" a dilapidated one, but Brown felt that
with a few improvements it could be
My COl'll Said Tllis Shoe made quite presentable. His cash
but payment was $500—with a mortgage.
% 3 % He had a cash balance of $100 and
F&Shlon Sald Tllls One he used this in improving the house.
Being quite a carpenter himself, he
TouChy Corns was able to repair the fence, walk,
and New Shoes and other worn-out parts at small cost.
HE comfort of old shoes A coat of paint' was applied to the
“~ may now be had with outside and the inside re-papered with
new shoes. Blue-jay makes cheap but presentable paper, doing all
it possible. No need to wince this work himself. When this work
from new shoes nor f'°r‘;'°3 was finished, the house was one of
g_op:i:d touadergo & pe the best appearing in the district and
Before getting a new pair of
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L e e and assuming the mortgage of $500. :
D & A GOOD SHAPE BRASSIERES

should a new corn come lateri
Bl;;,j: ;;:;;;;1:{,:?;:2;:;22; This was the beginning. ' He followed
Blue-jay Plasters at home, always the same policy of buying and selling’
until he is now dealing in houses of The D & A GOOD SHAPE BRASSIERES are
the five thousand dollar class.” scientifically designed from perfect standard
to fit the figure faultlessly, and they are made
in such a wide variety of styles that there is a

ready. Relief is always handy,
and instant,
“Well, Fred Smith said the very
same thing to me when I was at his
model perfectly suited to every figure.
Ask Your Corsetiere

Paring never cures. Harsh
liquids are harmful. Blue-jay re-
moves the corns permanently,
roots and all. The first application

house last week,” chimed in Dancey,

ai this stage, leaning forward on one

knee as he usually does when he has

anything buzzing in his beehive. DOMINION CORSET COMPANY
Montreal QUEBEC Toroato
Makers of the Celebrated D & A
and La Diva Corsets
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your feet. Blue-jay points the
way. Know tonight.

removes 91 per cent. More stub-
born cases require a second or
third treatment.
Wear new shoes—any shoes—
with complete comfort. Forget
BAUER & BLACK, Limited “Fred was at one time a steno-
Toronto, Canada grapher at Thompson’s. At that time
Makers of Surgical Dressingss etc. they employed about fifty steno- f
i graphers.  Smith desired to be his E““mmu mmm’“
gﬁ.‘bo:; h:g 22 lt:;i 1;? Ezs:hi(;q;l;r; I!mlllﬂlillllw.-.umwnm|muuummm1&:\\ﬁll‘llﬂmnmmmuuummmmumllmlmﬂmm!
how he was going to use it, but he
stops Pain—Ends Corns felt that an opportunity of employing
1B¢c and 25c'at Drtigaists it to good advantage would come.
Also Blue-jay Bunion Plast The amount that he was able to lay
5 aside from his wages did not satisfy
him, so he looked for some way of
supplementing his pay. He considered
many things, from book-keeping ' to
<elling life insurance in his spare
hours, but finally decided to try typs
writing and &tenography at night.
“He went about it in a business like
way. On the very start he decided
that he would not overwork himself,
but that he would take the proper
amount of ontdoor exercise and cer-
tain evenings off. He purchased a
typewriter of his own—a second-hand
one that would allow him to turn out
good work. He was not overcrowded
with work on the start, but what he
did do he did well, so that once he
secured a patron, he kept him. He
continued this for about a year, during
which he made a good deal of extra
money in his spare time. but so much
work gradually began to come in that
he was not able to look after it in the
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Blue-jay

“Just selling things”

—that’s the way
to learn to be g

SALESMAN

SO YOU
BOYS

can start a profitable life
business right now selling

CANADIAN

2 T CHOOL
T RRPE CO,
"I LD S A

Manufacturers of

High"Grade Bank

£ Office Fixtures,

School, Library &7

Commercial F;ur-

niture, Opera &5

Assembly Chairs,

Interior Hardwood

Finish Generally.

4
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Patriotic Pin Trays 3
Sew a small silk flag to an embroidery
hoop, and for feet use

-
Moore Push-Pins
Prettiest home novelty of the season.
Hverybody can make them, The
Push-Pins make perfect glass feet,
Kasy to insert. Samples and Booklet Free.
Moore Push-Pins. Made in2] 13ec.
sizes. Glass Heads. Steel Points kts.
Moore Push-less Hangers, 4 [ 2 pkts.
sizes. The Hanger with the Twist. ] for 2bc.

Moore Push-Pin Co., Dept.F., Philadelphia, Pa.,U.5.A,

EDUCATIONAL.

YOU CAN LEARN AT HOME—Complete

Commercial, Stenography, Matricula-
tion, Civil Service, Teachers’ Courses,
Special. English, Journalism, Beginner’s
Course, Electrical, Mechanical, Architec-
tural Courses, KEngineering, Mind and
Memory Training, or any subject. Write
Canadian Correspondence College, Lim-
ited, Dept. O., Toronto, Ont.

time allotted. It was at this period
that he beean to consider the possi-
bility of making a regular business of
public stenographyv. An investigation
of the field brought out even greater
possibilities than he had at first an-
ticipated, and he decided to go into it
on a considerable scale. The money
he had saved now allowed him to open
an office ‘and install ‘a multigraph
machine and other equipment for
properly looking after this work.
To-day he has a staff of six in his
office and spends all his time in
soliciting business and looking after
the management of the office.”
(To be continued.)
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Where ?

In every Canadian Home_—wherever there are stores, shops. homes

you can sell CANADIAN COURIER at a GOOD SELLING PROFIT.

Boys are wanted in

Small Towns Throughout Canada

totake up this Friday and Saturday spare time
- pocket money. For terms and locati

Sales Manager

‘CANADIAN COURIER
181 Simcoe St., TORONTO

job of making
on, write me TO-DAY.
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