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of the Tea Table, and/in thousands of homes, of the Dinner Table, too. is
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And Why? Because Blue Ribbon Tea is a deﬁghtful beverage—healthful—mildly stimulating
_pure as the Western breezes—and almost as cheap. \

Drink Blue Ribbon Tea for your health’s sake. Buy it for your pocket's sake.
good tea—dust and

And note the new package—a perfect protection against the enemies of
Ask Your Grocer

moisture. A Money-Back Guarantee Goes With Each Package.
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Only Eight Subscriptions Secure Dinner Set Illustrated Below

- .

T
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THERE WILL BE A BIG DEMAND. GET YOURS NOW

THE DINNER SET CONTAINS 6 Soup Plates, 6 Dinner Plates, 6 Bread and Butter Plates, 6 Tea o
Plates, 6 Fruit or Cereal Plates, 6 Saucers, 6 Cups, 1 Meat Platter, 1 Covered Dish, 1 Gravy Bowl, 1 Jug. - § '

YOU ARE SURE TO% GREATLY PLEASED. This is absolutely the most liberal Dinner Set
offer ever made, and we hope you will be the first in your neighborhood to take advantage of it. We ¢
never knew a woman who had too many dishes. Our splendid plan certainly should appeal to you.

A If you care to make enquiry at your store, you will find that the very
lowest price you can buy a combination dinner and tea set is about §11.00,
and the quality would not be nearly as good as what we are offering.

You are probably wondering how we can make you such a liberal offer
and send you this fine Dinner-and Tea Set for so smalla favor on your part.
This is the explanation. We bought several sets of dishes at the lowest price
anyone can get for buying in immense quantities and are glad to give you the
benefit of the big bargain. By all means take advantage of this unusual

Western Home Monthly opportunity before the supply is all gone.
at $1.00 apiece, FOR FURTHER PARTICULARS ADDRESS
color, soft and velvety in tone.

4 ¢ The Western Home Monthly - Winnipeg $_" "
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Remember

The Gombination Dinner and
Tea Set consists of 47 pieces ¢
and is made of the best
English semi-porcelain.  The
design is one of the most popu-
lar patterns we have ever seen.
The floral decoration is printed
under the glaze in a rich flow

You can obtain this
magnificent Combination
Dinner and Tea Set by
sending us in eight new
subscriptions to The
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The Western Home Monthly
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Published Monthi :
Vol. XVIII. By the Home Publishing Co., (l?:d..ywmnlpeg. Canada. No. 11 %«
: - A W

—no floor draft

y The Subscription Price of The Western Home Monthly is $1.00 t!
\ N S for $2.00 to any address in Canada, or British Isles. The subs,;ri tion t: ngx-:l;g()x: og;fxetr){:: ::
L | Bl day 31.50; ls;eiar. and within the City of Winnipeg limits and in the United States $1.25 a year.
g emittances of small sums may be made with safety in ordinary I " S=— g
THE WRONG and THE RIGHT _dollai; :;tmoreswmﬂd be Ylegeto sendegythregistered lett{r %ruivtl);neyu(')yrdztrt.eu Sums of one no as or dHSt
Postage Stamps will be receiv e same as cash for the fractional f = You « 2
and in any amount when it is impossible for patrons to procure bills. Utial ik msallar, : Thln‘?rgfaﬁl‘;rte?t%g::etgytge }P{IE\gtl;\VAlfe
fOlm(!ha.neo uot Addre:shr—eSubs?{{;en wishing their address changed must state their 5 to have her house heated with a ,
er as well as new 88, communications relative to chang £
be received by us not later than the 20th of the precedin; mv:ntl(l,. ¥ . e ok i : WANS8
R o S - When You Renew be sure to sign your name exactly the same as it i
n constructl.ng art}ﬁmal teeth label of your paper. If this is not done it leads to t::onfwsion.y if you haﬁk&%ﬁﬂffnéﬁ ' : FURNACE
make s a great dlﬁerence in zzury ggrdrlisge z?nd the paper has been forwarded to you, be sure to let us know the address @ They are big items towards the comfort
your appearance ‘ B i The picture. helow chome soms.
. ; WS SO!
5 | of the “HECLA" exclusive feature&—mee
Note the change in above face Perndieat e i R
3 s 3.3 — nvenien aj scienti
__ when teeth. are properly made. -Chat with Our Readers | correct water pan—the individual grate
Therefore choose a dentist who ¥ the gos into et —the casy method of
] has had a wide experience and A considerable number of subsctiptions to The Western Home Monthly expire ¥ :?eai';"’,'é:fa:,‘;'h::eafte':&,?;“s_f“dh:,h"e
= one who will study your ex- with t!ns issue. To all whose subscriptions expire with this number we have sent {8 A furnace is somethin vo:obu s,own'
ression and requirements by mail a subscription blank as a reminder of the fact. Now, we wish to ask if i last for years. It's \séll to t‘;ke
, P q : there is a single one of these many readers who regrets that he or she subscribed  § e o buy right in the first
= You will find it pays to take for the magazine a year ago? Have you not received, in instruction and enter- H& B 8?,},,;: cang“':a(gﬁgﬁ?ozomf
= : T tainment, many times the value of the small sum of money you paid us for the B : i i hangi
] °nt, | ) U you have any intention of ch
? a trip to Winnipeg and have magazine? Has not the magazine been all that we promised it should be, and your present heatirg s):slnen? or ofint

your work done at - all that you could wish or desire? Have you not been pleased with it ever since ' stalling a system in a new house
you became a subscriber ? Send To-day for Your Copy of

‘Nr’ We earnestly hope that every individual one of those whose subscriptions = Comfort_and Health "'—Free
DR‘ GLASGO S expire with this issue will send us a renewal of his or her subscription for the Clare Bros. Wostern, Limited

coming year, and that as many as feel disposed to do so will get up a club, and
N ew M ethOd thus secure one or more of the valuable and useful rewards we offer. Remember, Dept. H WINNIPEG
Dental P arlors that if you get two friends to join you in subscribing, thus making up a club — =

Cor Donald and Porta ge of three, each will get the magazine a whole year for a total cost of only two =1 vV

dollars. For larger clubs we give fine premiums. If you will send for our

WINNIPEG Complete Outfit for Getting-Up Clubs for The Western Home Monthly, which we
send free, you will receive our complete Premium List, describing different

where you get the best in any articles given upon remarkably liberal terms.
form of dental work, whether The growing appeal of this popular periodical is due to the fact that we

embody in it the characteristics of a publication above all indispensable to the
home. While it is primarily a fiction magazine, its various departments are of a
high order of excellence. The Western Home Monthly is more popular to-day
than ever before in its history. Rarely does any one ever hesitate to subscribe
when the magazine is once called to his or her attention.

it be extracting, filling or re-
placing lost teeth with or with-
out a plate.

e MOS? apprgved met'hOdS ll_sed We do not wish to lose a single one of our present subscribers, and do
- in eliminating pain and scien- not see why we should. The magd##iné costs such a small sum that any one can
tific principals applied in the afford to take it. Please send in your subscription just as soon as possible. Do

not put it off; do not neglect it. Remember that for the modest price of a year’s
subscription to The Western Home Monthly you provide yourself with whole-
some reading for a whole year to come.

<

construction of your work.

- ‘ 2 A Pertinent Question
4 The Western Home Monthly particularly commends itself to me for its COUPON
clean, wholesome and appealing stories. fSo many of the magazines to-day cater LT T -TT" S
, ’ i i : Clare Bros. Western, Limited
to the tastes of those who demand problem stories suggestive of things that we - Dept H  Winnipeg, Man. :
deplore. After reading them we have a bitter taste in our mouths. Why is it 3 pjeace send me copy of “Comfort and

that so many magazine writers preach that Home is no longer the most sacred § Health.” :
- and happiest place on earth, that married life is not what God designed it 0 be, 1 Name.o oo meerersennee saen b
' that the sanctity of the Home is weakening—the Home which should be a type 1 Adifeeas 3
of Heaven? So far, I have seen nothing in The Western Home Monthly to cen- ‘__,________-:_-_______-J
- |

sure, and much to praise. The other departments of the magazine are excellent.
.0
She.Queen

I am grateful to the friend who sent me the magazine for 1916, as 1 have
Dr. Partin’s Face and HeaLING PowDER i8

thoroughly enjoyed -it.—Moosomin, Sask.

Permanent Crowns " Opiion of a “Mere Man”

d B .d S Although your cxcellent magazine seems to be equally good for men, most ﬁ;‘i?ﬁ;‘ﬁ;’&ﬁ?ﬁ:ﬁf?ﬁiﬁ” Its special
an rl ge of the letters from subsecribers printed on your editorial page are from women. the skin smooth andclear.
. . I infer from this that women as a rule are most disposed to thank you for giving I;I!&ﬁ“gﬁ?ﬁﬂﬁ?ﬁ?:&
— made from the best materials to the public so good a publication at so small a price. My mother, who mtu Oranse'é "800, bo;,‘,‘? 3!_.0’19;
-— i inforced on chewin, very critical reader, says she considers the fiction in your magazine superior-io box. Free et, " The
heafvxly rein " g tha{ in the higher priced magazines. She had never taken The Western }'101110 ﬁ;’igogs'gl%e?f;‘gg‘fl .
Sl." ey S “Monthly until this year, because she said it was imppssible to get a magazine— Dr.P Institatede Beaute
— give correct “bite $ with good stories the rule rather than the exc<3pt1.()n——gtt‘f e price you ask. R(;mn“xﬂ.'. 103 Yonge Street, Toronto, Canada,
— beautifully finished However, when I read ilhe ﬁr.fﬂt copy to her :i\he exclalmo}()l: V\(Ey, ]t;}(lil.‘,tl"(! 'lslm')]%] a
— ili trivial story in it; and as for your special pages such as the lLditorial, 1he
durability guara.nteed Philosopher?W’hat the World is Saying, etc., they are in themselves an education.
It has been a long time sinte I have read a publication that was wholly good.” [
M Whalebone heartily endorse my mother’s sentiments. The Western Home Monthly is‘good, HAIR GOODS
y “plumb good.” from cover to cover. I do not know of any other way in which .
% v I .t $ the same amount of money could have been invested with more profit and Our 1917 Catalogue containg
u canl € easure, than in a subscription to your ma razine.—La Riviere, Man. full particulars and prices of
pleasure, 1 y g I ahad priea
PI tes Transfornmltloéxs,_ Wﬁgs,
a SET Toupees, Curls, Switches
s ' : . _ etc., also 8 high-grade line of
{ t thful expression Regarding the Dinner and Tea Set Skin-Foods and Cosmetics.
| _ ;(éil?rl:teygl:,d Sucient‘i)ﬁc We have received many enqui}fio}s from road;;rs. regarding tlhc @?-piefe/(lofm- WRITE TO-DAY FOR A COPY
4 - : ; g Aol we ave ol oEiD s b return for |
—_ i : bination Dinner and Tea Set, which we are offering our readers in ! \
: ‘ —tll]et}’(:l?%geflﬁicltltzeth eight new subscriptions. \Ve,impress upon all the advisability of referring to SEAMAN & PETERSEN
e —:afli?éient u{f u‘se the advertisement in this issue which contains all particulars. We have no - NEW YORK HAIR STORE
- — beautiful workmanship hesitation in saying that this is the greatest premium offer that has ever been 301 Kensington Bldg. WINNIPEG
l — durability guaranteed made by any Canadian publication, bearing in mind the fact that at this time
i with imports so restricted, china, and crockery are 50 per cent more expensive
= than at this time last year. ¢ " EARN $1T0$2 ADAY AT HOME B
3 ° 9'S( Help to maet‘ the big ;Ionung for Hosléry
St Our Christmas Issue - i paos movid <. #
Dr. Robinson : e

3

G on Auto-Knitters, Experience and

distance {mmaterial,
\grite or particulars, rates of pay
D Ato-Katttor Hosiory (Cane) Co.Ltd.
0sie! n.) Co.Ltd.
Dept. 338 E; 257 College St., Toronte

L. Alany writers of note will contribute to our December number. Tn matter
DENTAL SPECIALIST 1 ..d illustration, it will be of surprising merit. Send a copy to your friend
abroad. and. by the way; when you come to think of Christmas gifts, may we
BIRKS BLDG. - WINNIPEGJ suggest that nothing can be more appropriate and acceptable than a years

subscription to The Western Home Monthly.
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A Copy of the [
New EATON
Catalogue is /i

yours for /A
a post :
card

is Western 4; S
Canada’s price 2, \. "
guide to econo- GA "’":“
mical living, and c:) g N
you will do well to C A S e
consult it in all your e A e
buying. If you have not "
‘received your copy we @
want to place one in your >
hands immediately, so-don’t <9
delay. /&
SEND FOR IT NOW

THE NEW EATON CATALOGUE

. SPELLS ECONOMY ON EVERY PAGE

¥ &

Our New Fall and Winter Catalogue is just brimming over with exceptional values in everyday

wants—Men’s, Women’s and Children’s Wearing Apparel, and all Farm Needs, including Implements,
Machinery, Wagons and Harness.

- The need for things that winter weather makes so necessary—Heavy Clothing, Stoves, Building
Paper and innumerable others—is no doubt on your mind at this time, EATON’S have anticipated
your demands along those lines far in advance, in some cases six month€ and in others a vear and even
more. _ It is this foresightedness in merchandising that permits a selection so wide and varied as this
store offers and at prices so consistently reasonable.

We invite you to examine this book, our new Fall and Winter Catalogue, and would suggest com-
parison, which is the best method of determining trueevaluc. Your name and address is sufficient
and we will send a copy of this book on its wayto you immediately. »

SEND FOR IT TO-DAY!

A LIST OF BOOKLETS SUBSIDIARY TO OUR GENERAL CATALOGUE

Along many lines where detailed description is so necessary in order to make satisfactory
selection we have 1§suod special booklets for your convenience. This list of booklets in-
cludes Men’s Clothing, Wall-Paper, Modern Plumbing, Modern Homes and Farm Buildings

AN}’ WILL BE SENT FREE UPON REQUEST ,

<T. EATON C%ureo

WINNIPEG - CANADA
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No.
(3R 193

A particularly
clean looking
herringbone
weave in at-
tractive grey
shade. Men
who suit the
double breast-
ed style will
find this an
ideal suit for
every day
wear. Pants
have helt
loops, two side,
one hip and
one watch
pocket.

13A1931—In
gizes 36 to 44
inches chest
measure and’
30 to 84 inches
leg measure.
Give height
and weight
when order-
ing. PRICE
PREPAID

1150
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Democracy

HERE is no expression more frequently met
with in the papers and magazines of Canada
Britain and the United States than ‘the
ht for democracy.” No phrase more completely
gsets forth the purpose of the war. The world is not
safe so long as the few have absolute power and the
many are in abject submission to them. It is all the
same whether the power is wielded by a military class
a religious order, a political clique, or a ﬁnanciaj
corporation. Just now the world fight is against
military despotism. The other forms of tyranny must
in time be overthrown in the same way. The nations
and all individuals must be free. Death is better
than slavery or servitude.

Now it is strange that though we, who are in Canada,
have been willing to give life and wealth to overthrow
the despotism of Germany, we are quite willing to
tolerate an equally objectionable despotism at home.
The German war-lords have no more power in their
own country or in Europe than have the money-
kings—the big business men—right here in Canada.
It is wonderfully strange how some people who are
shouting “conscription,” are blind to the other evil;
wonderfully strange how they can denounce German
robbery and heartlessness, and condone robbery and
pillage right in our midst.

The Rule of Wealth

URING the last three years, as never before
Canada has been in the grip of the moneye(i
: interests. Appointments in and out of the
government have gone to those who possessed gold, or
who were willing to fall down and meekly worship the
golden image. The possession of wealth has been to
those in office a sufficient recommendation for leader-
ship. Think of the last appointment to the Canadian
Senate, think of the chairman of the most important
of our commissions. Think of all the other appoint-
ments that meant so much to Canada during the war,
and of the character of the men who have had at all
times the ear of the government. If ever a country
was ruled by a small coterie of men rather than by
the representatives of the people that country 1S
Canada. If ever there was a disgusting aristocracy it
is the aristocracy of dollars that has the ascendancy
just now. It is a small satisfaction to see the common
people come into their own in England, Russia and
other European states, and to find that right here we
are in subjection to a few men, most of whom have
acquired wealth as the result of special legislation, or

because of donations from the public treasury. We ¢

can have no true democracy until the directors of our
national life are true representatives of the people,
rather than creatures of special privilege or worship-
pers of the money-chests.

Should any one think this is overdrawn, let him
consider who are the real advisers of the government
to-day. Not men of the people, but those who, above
all others, were responsible for the plunder of the
people. And when it came to actual appointments
to the cabinet, does not everybody recognize that
no one stood achance who was not a friend of the
interests? The very first appointments from the ranks
of the opposition were men who could be trusted to
stand in with “big business.” -

Any thing could go so long as the money-kings were
left in possession of their plunder. The militarism of
Germany is bad, the moneyed bureaucracy of Canada
is worse, because in this case we are responsible for
the evil. .

There is a question being asked by every Canadian

and by every newspaper, “Why should there be divi-’

sion at this critical time?”’ The answer Is as plain as
the nose on a man’s face. It is not primarily because
of race, religion or politics. It is because there are
forty or fifty men who control one-third of the wealth
of Canada, and they are determined to control the
government of the country. It is easy for them to
do so when the men in charge are such willing friends.
Verily the love of money is the root of all evil.

The Remedy

OW shall we get things right? There is only
one way. The people can rule just as soon
as they make up their minds to do so. No

one need fear chaos and confusion. There could be
nb greater blundering and injustice than we have had
during these last three years. _
There is only one thing stands in the way. An old
philosopher has told it all in a parable. Would you
hear it? “Once upon a time the fishes of the streams
and lakes waited upon King Pike and complained that
he was too rapacious, that every year he swallowed too
many of their number. King Pike, after careful de-
liberation, replied that there was, perhaps, some gmund‘
for the complaint, and that he would improve matters
by allowing one of the little fish each year to he('om;;
a pike.  Then they all left p({rfﬂ:fly catisfied, for eac
one hoped to become that pike.” . .
The cure for all our ills is publicespirit. I'here are
public-spirited individuals in every community. Let

us entrust them with authority. These are the only
men and women who can be trusted. After all it is a
question of moral worth. Canada will not be great,
prosperous, happy, so long as dishonest, unscrupulous,
blinded partizans control its destinies. Nor will it
be any better if its policies are shaped, and its inter-
ests' administered by men who represent special inter-
ests. A man who is a grain grower and nething more,
a trade’s unionist and nothing more, is just as unsuit-
able for public office as a man who is conservative and
nothing more, or liberal and nothing more. In
public office men must rise above their private affairs,
they must cease to be partizan, they must be men.
“God give us men! A time like this demands

Strong minds, great hearts, true faith and ready hands;
Men whom the lust of office does not kill;

Men whom the spoils of office cannot buy;

Men who possess a conscience and a will;

Men who have honor, men who will not lie;

Men who can stand before a demagogue,

And damn his treacherous flatteries without winking;
Tall men, sun-crowned, who live above the fog,

In public duty and in private thinking,

For while the rabble witﬁ their thumb-worn creeds,
Their large professions and their little deeds,

Mingle in selfish strife—lo, Freedom weeps,

Wrong rules the land and waiting Justice sleeps!”

It is bad enough to meet a man who is not willing
to send men and money to assist in the great world-
struggle. It is even worse to meet a man who is
crying “conscription” in order to drown the clamor
that 1s beiniralsed because of his own misdeed. So
whether we have conservatives or liberals or both com-

bined, to lead us, let them be men of the people.

The Food Controller

T must be) confessed that up to the present
the food controller has not accomplished
very much. He may have gathered

statistics and figures, he may have travelled a good
many miles and may have talked with a good many
people, but he has certainly not done what people
expected him to do. He has not relieved the strain nor
lessened the anxiety of those who find it so difficult
to live, and this despite the fact that he was so em-
phatic in his promises. Here is something from his
own pen: ‘“Against the other price-raising factors,
against competitive buying by foreign governments,
against unequal distribution of resources, against
speculators, greedy middlemen and wasters, the public
will be vigilantly protected.”

It is impossible to get away from the impression
that Mr. Hanna, or the men behind him, have been
more anxious to stand in with the big interests than to
relieve the distress of the people. For there is distress
because of high prices, and these prices are altogether
unnecessary. It is idle to say that an interference
with prices would disrupt our economic system and
cause national disaster. Isn’t it about time the present
system of handling food supplies was upset? Can’t
we usher in a new system here as well as in England?

A short time ago a gentleman of this city was at a
town. a little over one hundred miles away. He
bougﬁt a basket of blueberries for $1.15 and paid
express charges of 20 cents. He could have had all
the blueberries he wished for at this price. On reaching
the city he found the price to be $2.75 retail. Even
then the retail dealers were making but a little profit.
There is, however, on King Street, a fruit combination
that the food controller seems to have passed by.
There is at the city market even a worse combination
dictating the price of vegetables. A citizen has been
offered outside the door of the market potatoes at 35
cents a bushel, when the members of the gang who
were buying at that price were demanding 60 cents.
This thing has been going on for years. The retail
men are afraid to say a word. In Toronto the same
thing is taking place. In Calgary it is no better. Our
food controller is either powerless or blind. In a
democracy the common people should have a little
considération. They receive next to none in Canada.

Here is something for Mr. Hanna to read: ‘‘New
York State strides over men who thought themselves
its masters, to cheapen food for consumers. Congress
may tax profits as high as 80 per cent. Reverence
for the law of supply and demand may have wrought
well for a time, developing initiative, but it is as dead
in Great Britain as King Alfred. Lord Rhondda in-
structing local committees tells them that their first
duty is to safeguard the interests of the consumers.
Farmers and market gardeners received from 75 cents
to $1.00 a bushel for their potatoes last fall. In the
spring consumers had to pay $2.50 a bushel. In
Montreal potatoes were allowed to rot in cars so that
prices might remain high.”

But what is the use? What is the use of a controller
who can’t or won't contfol? Perhaps, however,
Northeliffe was right in saying that a controller needs
the courage of a lion, the eyes of a hawk and the hide

of a buffalo. It may be that our own food controller -

has not yet acquired the characteristics of all three.
Give him time.

Misplaced Emphasis

7 E are informed on good  authority that the
\\ grain crop of Western Canada is worth
seven hundred millions. To this add the
value of the roots and vegetables, and the income from
the sale of stock and stock roduction—butter, cheese,
wool, hides. The total will not be far from a billion
dollars. Then the fishermen, lumbermen, miners,
have been busy, and the manufacturers have been
earning a huge income. Now deducting cost of pro-
duction, there must be a very handsome balance in
favor of the producers. Shall we say half a billion or
more or less? , The exact amount it is impossible to
determine. Let each man, for himself fix a figure. It
will of necessity be a high one. One farmer says that
he will clear fifty dollars out of every eighty-five he
receives for his grain. That means a pretty big saving
for a man with a thousand acres of wheat. Other
farmers may do worse, and a few may do even better
according to their acreage.

What should the receipt of such a vast sum mean
to the country? It should mean first the payment of
debts to banks, loan companies, implement dealers
and local tradesmen. It should mean the purchase of
comforts for the homes, the introduction of modern
conveniences and labor-saving devices, the erection of
new buildings, the building of roads, this and a thousand
things beside. But all this is for the present. What
about the future? How much will be set aside for the
betterment of society, for the education of children who
will constitute the society of the next generation?

A rough calculation shows that about three per cent
of the gross income of Western Canada goes to the
squort of schools. - This includes all that is spent in
salaries, buildings, payment of debentures and every-
thing else, and covers elementary, secondary and
higher education in all its branches. Does it not seem
to be about time for our people to take education
seriously? Our schools are not doing all they should.
The teachers in the elementary schools are underpaid.
It is impossible to get men gt the salaries given, and
women remain at the work but a few years. In the
secondary schools the teaching force is very unsatis-
factory and the programmes of study very inadequate.
QOur technical scLools are not to be compared to those
of Europe and America. We must surely awake. It
matters comparatively little how much money a man
leaves behind him, it matters everything what char-
acter and ability are possessed by his children. Three
per cent is a ridiculously low allowance for education.
Ten per cent would be none too. much. We are not
putting emphasis in the right place.

The Latest Allies

SIRUGUAY is not” a 1 country.  Its
population is about a million. But it is a
country of great resources. It has rich
plains capable of bearing wheat, corn, barley; millet,
oats and rye. The people, however, take to stock-
raising rather than agriculture. There are twenty
million sheep in the country. The wool crop is over
30,000 metric tons annually. Cattle and horses are
also reared in every part of the country. The ple
are chiefly of a mixed race—Indian, Spnnisﬁmand
Portuguese. The prevailing language is anish.
The trade of the country is considerable, and apart
from this it will be a great blow to Germany to be shut
out of her seaports.

Peru, on the opposite side of the continent, is about
1,100 miles long and 800 miles broad, but owing to its
broken surface its population is but four and one-
millions. Its climate varies from tropical to frigid
because of varied altitudes. Its productions are varied,
the chief being sugar, leather, wool, coffee, and copper,
lead, bismuth and tin. There are three or four im-
portant towns or cities—Lima, Callao, Arequipa and
Cuzco. One-half the population may be called
Indian, and one-fourth of mixed origin. ~The prevail-
ing tongue is Spanish. - Peru is a land of romance.
Originally the home of the Incas, it was despoiled by
the Spaniards who treated the inhabitants shamefully.
During the last few centuries it has been torn by in-
ternal strife or engaged in struggles with its neighbors.
Its break with Germany is an added recognition of the
righteousness of the cause of the Allies. It also means
that there is another long stretch of a thousand miles
of sea coast free from the depredations of raiders.

" Here’s a hand to you—Uruguay and Peru!

Let Us Not Be Discouraged

: HI. War is going well with the Allies and
ﬂ badly with the enemy. On the one side the
j power is increasing and the morale is excel-
lent. On the other side the power is diminishing and
the people losing courage. The mutiny in the German
Navy must be interpreted as a feeling that the
(terman method will not win the war. With that
view the Allies are in complete sympathy. The end
has not yet come, but we can see it. The boastful
and threatening speeches of German officials need not
impress us, nor should we be disturbed by the talk
0 long as Germany can hold a gun.




Examine your skin
closely. Find out just what
is wrong with it. Then

below how you cam correct if.

" The girl who sighed for a lovely skin

There once was a girl whose sallow,
how she could give her skin the fresh smoothness,
The secret she learned is one you,’ too, can learn and us

HAT is the matter with your skin?
Are there little rough places in it
that make it look scaly when you
powder? Is it sallow, colorless, coarse-tex-
tured or oily? Is it marred by blackheads
and blemishes, or conspicuous nose pores?

Whatever it is that is keeping your skin
from being beautiful, it can be changed.

The skin of your face, like the rest of
your body, is continually changing. As
the old skin dies, new forms. By the prop-
er treatment with the right kind ofp soap
you can make this new skin just as fine,
clear and fresh looking as you have al-
ways wanted it.

Woodbury’s Facial Soap is the resut
of years of study and experience by a skin

blemished skin spoiled all her pleasure, until one day she learned
the radiant complexion she had always longed for.
e to make your skin as lovely as you want it.

specialist. For thirty years John H. Wood-+"

bury made a constant study of the skin.
He treated thousands of obstinate skin
troubles; made countless skin tests, until
he evolved the formula for Woodburv’s
Facial Soap.

Find below the treatment just suited to
zr)our skin, and begin tonight to get the

enefit of it for your skin.

To correct an oily skin and
shiny nose

First, cleanse your skin thor
oughly by washing it in your us-
ual way with Woodbury's Facial
Soap and-warm water. Wipe off
the surplus moisture, but leave
the skin slightly damp. Now
work up a heavy warm water
lather of Woodbury's in your
hands. Apply it to your face and
rub it into the pores thoroughly.
Rinse with warm water, then
with cold—the colder the better.
If possible, rub your face for a
few minutes with a piece of ice.

This treatment will make your
skin fresher and clearer the first
time you use it. Make ita nightly
habit and before long you will gain complete relief
from the embarrassment of an oily, shiny skin.

S |

If your trouble is an ofly skin and
shiny nose, make this treatment a
daily habit.

Troubled with blackheads P .

Apply hot cloths to the face until the skin is reddened.
Then with a rough wash cloth work up a heavy lather
of Woodbury's Facial Soap and rub it into the pores
thoroughly — always with an upward and outward
motion. Rinse with clear, hot water, then with cold
—the colder the better. Dry the skin carefully.

Do not expect to get the desired results by using this

% p)
treatment for a time and then neglecting it. But make it a
daily habit, and it will rid your skin of ugly, embarrassin
blackheads.

Blackheads come from improper cleansing. This
treatment will keep your skin free from this annoy-
ing trouble.

#. Is your skin ‘‘pimply,’’ blemished ?

Just before retiring, wash in your usual way with Wood-
bury's Facial Soap and warm water, finishing with a dash
of cold water. Then dip the tips of your fingers in warm
water and rub them on the cake of Woodbury's until they
are covered with a heavy ‘‘soap cream.”’ Cover each
blemish with a thick coat of this and leave it on for

For sale by Canadian druggists from coast to coast. A 25¢ cake is sufficient for a month or six

4]

ten or fifteen minutes.
Then rinse very care-
fully with clear, hot
water, then with cold.

Repeat this clean-
sing, antiseptic treat-
ment every night until
theblemishesdisappear.

Send 4¢ for a week’s-
size cake and this
complete treat-
ment booklet

We have been able
to give just three treat-
ments on this page, but
you can get them all,
together with many val-
uable facts about the
skin, in this iittle book-
let,*“A skin you love to
touch.’” For 4 cents we
will sendyou thisbook-
letand a cake of Wood-
bury's Facial Soaplarge
enough for a week of
any Wooedbury treat-
ment. Write today.
Address The Andrew
Jergens Co.Ltd.,2411
Sherbrooke Street,
Perth, Ontario.

Di{{igurmg blemishes need the
soap cream’’ treatment.
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Love’s Help \

By W. R. Gilbert

Chapter I.

ND we’ll all be off to Cowry
Bay for the holidays on Wed-
nesday, and Mirabelle’s no
nearer knowing her own mind

' about' me,” complained Rod-
die Hastings, his handsome grey eyes
glowering disconsolately through ihe
haze of cigarette smoke with which he
and his companion were filling the
typical Chelsea studio. “Can’t get her to
say ‘Yes’ or ‘No.””

“T thought you did not mean to take
‘No’ for an answer.”

“I don’t if I can jolly well get any
other; but I tell you she won't even
vouchsafe me that definitely. Says she
‘thinks’ she likes me better than most of
the fellows who buzz round her. ‘Better
than most,” mark you. Doesn’t so much
as let me know whether she includes that
drivelling ass Sinclair, who practically
lives at their place. He is going away
with ’em, too, confound his inf — his
ineffable impudence; so she’ll have two
strings to her bow always in the house,
to say nothing of the extra people who
always do turn up
in the country, in-
terrupting and in-
terfering, a n d
spoiling sport at
every turn. I
shan’t even see as
much of her as
I’ve done in Lon-
don,” pursued the
love - sick swain,
for, on the subject
of her, otherwise
Mirabelle (whose
other name doesn’t
matter, her first
being so like her,
frivolous, pretty
and absurd), Rod-
die was rapidly
becoming a bore.
However, his com-
panions was sel-
dom bored by
Roddie.

“And when T tell
her it’s not fair on
a chap, she laughs
and well — you’ve
seen the ways her
eyes sparkle like
black diamends set
in that little ivory
face of hers?”

“Well, it’s send-
ing me absolutely
crazy. The holi-
days—in that rip-
ping place of her
people’s—are going
to be positive tar-
ture for me.”

“Poor_old Rod-
die.  Poor \boy."l
You know I'd—D
help you if I
could.” ‘

“I know you would, dear old pal.”

Roddie’s “dear old pal” gave a queer
little smile. She—yes, by the way, it
was a “she”— a girl with blue eyes and
a blue cotton painting pinny. A blue-
eved woman should ‘always wear some
blue about her, but not in a smudge of
ultramarine paint over her nose, as
Madge had now.

‘But she was a hard-working little per-

A

son, earning her living by designing the,

lids of expensive chocolate boxes that
became presents for pretty ladies of
leisure like Mirabelle. And her appear-
ance had to stand aside for her work.

Consequently her thick fflir hair was
quickly “done,” and worn In a pushed-
style; Chinese
white and charcoal spoiled her finger
nails; and the painting pinny concealed
@ business-like tweed skirt, an unallur-
ing flannel blouse, a polo collar and a
man's tie.

There was “no nonsense” about Madge.
But Mirabelle, who was practically all
“Nonsense,” they adored.

“She .can’t help being rather spoilt,
Roddie, by all the attention she gets.
From what vou tell me. it seems a mat-
ter of course to her. One man's ;ult""flA
tion is much the same to her as another’s.

She's _like the girls who work in candy
factories, and who may eat as many
sweets as they like. I believe they never
want to touch one. Mirabelle knows
she’s only got to put her hand out and
help herself to all the admiration that’s
going. She’s never wanted anything she
couldn’t get. But®—Madge spoke por-
tentiously—“there are other girls in the
world, Roddie.”

“Not for me, Madge.”

“Oh; you. silly old thing; I mnever
th(_)ught so,” retorted his companion
quickly. “I meant, couldn’t you let
Mirabelle imagine there were? She’d
think so much more of you if you—well,
took a leaf out of her own book. Show
her that two could play at that game.
Flirt with someone else.”

“With whom ?” doubtfully.

“Oh, what does it matter? With any-
one. /Introduce a third person; it’s an
ancient ruse, but it still works wonders,
ieve,” Madge told him, beginning to
put the leadless-glaze tea cups away in
her typical little bachelor-girl cupboard.
affair. I mean, if I can, to see you en-

War uurges in training at U.S. General Hospital No. 1, marching past St.

joy your holiday in the society of some
other girl.” .

“There are not going to be any there.”

“Well, confide in one you know up
here, and get her to go down and help
vou, play up to you, pretend to be the
other half of sudden attachment.”

“My dear good Madge, how could I?
I don’t know any girls, well—except you,
and you don’t count. You're so X

“Unfeminine.”

“Oh, not in a horrid way, but—well,
you've always fended for yourself like a
man, haven’t your 1T often feel you’re
like another fellow. Besides, how could
one possibly ask a girl to do that—to
consent to be a sort of locum tenens 1n a
love affair, eh?”

The little artist shook her table cloth
out of the studio window, tied up a
bulging portfolio of studies, and finally
answered in her most matter-of-fact
voice.

“Yau could ask me anything, Roddie.”

“You? But &

The young fellow gasped, gazing at the
pro=aic. little ficure of his confidante,
sharer of =0 many studio teas-.and out-
inos and concerts ever since they left the
<ame village in the country to live, one
in St. James” Street rooms, one Ina
Chelsea =tudio.
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They had been real “pals” for two
years now. People didn’t believe in pla-
tonic friendship; said it always ended in
something warmer, but Roddie knew
better. There were exceptions. Look at
himself and Madge!

“You are a little ripper to suggest
helping me,” he added, half-doubtfully;
“but I don’t see that you are—"

“Not pretty enough?” put in his pla-
tonic pal, bluntly. *“Looks don’t matter.
It would make her all the more furious
to have her nose put out of joint by such
a plain girl.”

“Perhaps that might work,” said Rod-
die, with apparent brutality. But as
there was no “nonsense” about Madge,
she knew she was jolly plain beside a
girl like Mirabelle, and wouldn’t expect
to be contradicted. So they went on dis-
cussing the plan, and Roddie found him-
self becoming persuaded.

“But, then’you were going sketching
in Brittany for your holiday ?”

“I’ll come sketching to Cowry Bay in-
stead.”

“You are a brick—you are really.
Youre most awfully good - natured
Madge——"

“Not a bit. I'm interested in this
affair. I mean, if I can, to see yon en-

gaged before the end of the holidays.”
Oh, Madge! I say, how you do cheer
a chap up. I've never kmown anyone
like you. ['ll bless you for ever. I can't
tell you how—how sickeningly grateful
I am to you. If I could ever do anything
in that line for you. But, then, you're
not that sort of girl, are you? You
don’t -care. about anything but your
work, do you? You're so unsentimental;

you're o
“A  born bachelor-girl,” concluded
Madge, drily. “However, don’t let

Mirabelle suspect that fact, once we all
get down into Arcadia. And buck up,
Roddie. Plenty of things may happen
in the country.”

And she dismissed her fellow-conspira-
tor with a gay little nod.

But when Roddie, much cheered, had
departed to his rooms to look out flan-
nels, fishing tackle, and other holiday
kit, this born bachelor-girl sank down
on her studio lounge, buried her little
ultramarine-smudged nose in a shabby
Liberty cushion, and smothered a sob.

“A locum tenens,” she muttered bit-
terly to herself. *“A pirl that’s to be
made love to for a fortnight, pretending
that she's occupying the place of a
prettier, luckier girl. That’s all I'm ever
to know of love.”

Patrick’s Cathedral in America’s greatest Red Cross
parade. They are members of one of the U.S. base hospitals.

Chapter II

“Plenty of things,” Madge had said,
“may happen in the country.” :

Pretty Mirabelle had begun to find out
that this was true. She discovered that
the country was not nearly so enjoyable
this year. Something had gone wrong
with the tennis lawn. Some other holi-
day makers — odious cockneys — had
erected a bathing hut in her (Mira-
belle’s) own favorite and particular bay.

Her dréssmaker —idiot —had disap-
pointed her over her summer muslins;
and her wet-day “things” were a disap-
ointment also; that Burberry hat, which
ooked so fetching in the illustration,
was not becoming after all — hid too
much of her hair. :

Mr. Sinclair—wretched creature—had

- written to say that Somerset - House

could not spare him for another fort-
night, so'that Mirabelle was baulked of
her favorite amusement, that-of looking
lovely as a “summer girl,” while she
played one admirer off against another.

Roddie Hastings—that -nincompoop—
would be positively the only’' man-there
to see what a charming picture Mira-
belle’s creamy skin and black-hair -made
against the background of -the'pergola-
covered with crimson ramblers. Worst
of all, even Rod-
lic, the infatua-
#d, had ' prepared
wn unpleasant sur-
prise’ for his en-
slaver.

“A friend o f
mine,” he informed
the family the
second day at
breakfast,” h a s
taken rooms at
the post office here,
going to do a fort-
night’s sketching.”

“Oh, do bring
him in to see
us,” said Mira-
belle’s mother, hos-
pitably.

“Do,” added Mira-
belle, demurely; “it
will be 'so much
more amusing —
for you 'of course
—with another
man.” :

“It happens to
be another girl,”
“Thanks,. I’ll .bring
her over this after-
noon.” ‘

“Another . girl
Could anything be
more tactless of
Roddie? He might
have known that
Mirabelle w a 8
bored to tears by
other girls. An
artist into the
bargain. Mirabelle

new what women
artists  were —
dingy dowds and
frowsy frumps
with clothes past
praying for;
dabs of oil paint on the ends of their
noses, and hair all anyhow. There
would not even be the fun of competi-
tion with another pretty girl, concluded
the disgusted Mirabelle.

Consequently, when she first beheld
the friend whom Roddie brought in from
the whitewashed, honeysuckle - grown’
post office, she was more than amazed.

So was Roddie.

He had scarcely been able to believe
his own eyes at the sight of Madge when
she appearcd in her holiday get-up. Was
it Madge? Or was it the get-up that
iad so transfigured her?

Gone was the prosaic figure in the
strictly utilitarian clothes, gone the
screwed-back coiffure, vanished utterly
the stains of the untidiest of professions.

And framed in the honeysuckle-
wreathed doorway there stood a smiling,
dainty maiden in a delightfully-cut, cool
cotton gown of blue-and-white check;
the blue just jmatching her mischievous
eyes, the white to suit the cluster of
flowers in her big straw hat. She wore
preposterous but pretty- suede shoes and
stockings of saxe-blue; her nails were
pink and polished, her cheeks pinker
under a suspicion of -scented- powder.
Another grub had become a butterfly!
Actually she carried a sunshade with a

“
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saxe-blue pom-pom dangling frivously take an interest in kidnapping. And as

from each spoke.

for her legitimate admirer—he who was

“Madge, Madge, what have you been to propose to her for the tenth time at

.doing to yourself ?”
“Merely dressing to suit the part,
Roddie.” '

the end of the month—what was he
doing? Neglecting his charming hostess,
and dancing attendance on that silly,

“But, by jove, I didn’t know you. And straw-haired girl who had come down to
I say, I thought the idea was for you sketch.

to look—well, as plain as you could ?”

Very little sketching she’d done, in-

“Well, these clothes are quite plain, deed, except that one unfinished study of
quite simple,” returned Madge, smiling a field of blazing scarlet poppies in the
inwardly over the thought that Roddie emerald-green corn, which she had taken
should never, never know what that sim- a whole morning to paint, while Roddie
plicity had cost—namely, the rest of the Hastings, if you please, had sprawled on
savings intended for her Brittany holi- _the grass beside her easel, reading aloud
day. “And I thought I’d wave my hair to her, “Love in the Valley.”

for a change.”|
It’s a transformation.”

And almost every other morning he
had likewise spent with this chit of a

“No; it’s my own hair,” laughed the Madge.

girl,"who, with her new clothes, secemed

There’d been walks on the beach—al-

to have assuined a totally new manner. ways under the indignant black eyes of

A manner coquettish, assured; a man-

Mirabelle—rows in the bay, climbs up

ner of positive proprietorship in Roddie the cliff. It was all very well for Roddie

Hastings.
And it was not lost upon Miss Mira-

to give out that he and this girl were
old friends from childhood, and that he

belle, though she made herself sweetly was bound to make things as amusing

hospitable towards the intruder.

She as he could for her while she was away

was even sweeter, however, towards the alone on her holiday.

intruder’s introducer.

®

Personally, Mirabelle disapproved of

“l?? you see? It’s begun to work, old bachelor-girls who go about without any
boy, dgdared_ Mad_ge, reassuming her chaperons, and who pretend to believe in
normal “platonic pal” manner as Roddie, platonic friendships.

though actally

white thingummies—what are those
flowers ?” |

“Syringa.
‘mock-orange.’
for a mock-love affair.
isn’t it?”

«T can’t think why you’ve never had
a real love affair of your own, Madge,
instead of just going in for a make-be-
lieve one to oblige a friend.”

“As you said yourself, I'm not that
sort of girl.”

“You've seemed quite a different sort
of girl since we've been down here. I—
why, even I haven’t seemed to know you
before,” declared Roddie, examining his
old chum with a new curiosity. “It may
be your having had to pretend to be dif-
ferent, and to play up to me and all
that, but this ‘locum’ business seems
to have brought you out, Madge.”

“Has it?” she said carelessly. “I'm
glad 'm—I seem to be some sort of
credit to your. taste, Roddie. I'd never
thought of wasting time and money on
clothes before. What was the use? I
mean—this is my first job as a ‘locum,’
you see. However, we won’t waste time
talking about me. What about Mira-
belle? I think it would be almost safe
to begin paying her a little attention

The country name for it is
Mock-orange blossoms
Appropriate,

eye out? Were the sandhills to be made
as dangerous as the beastly links?” and
so on, thus dispersing his anger—against
himself—and giving Madge time to col-
lect her self-possession.

Neither quite knew what had oc-
curred. But it seemed to Madge that for
one whirling second something hot and
soft had scorched her cheek; and to Rod-
die it seemed that his lips could never
forget that one stolen Kiss.

But he had forgotten himself. And he
seemed to read his reproach in Madge’s
averted glance, when he left her at the

post office.
“T have behaved like a fool and a

. cad,” he said bitterly. Dashed if I know

how it occurred. I must make an excuse
not to see her for a couple of days. It’s
the end of the fortnight on Saturday,
anyhow. I was a beast to do it.”

Chapter IV.

Another person at Cowry Bay was
calling herself names at that moment.

“Idiot! To give myself away like
that. Why did I come? Why did I
think I could bear it? Why was I ever
born?” fumed Madge, the bachelor-girl,
in the little latticed-windowed bedroom
of her lodging. “Oh, I thought it would
‘ be worth it, just

—  ODE fortnight of

pressed to remain
by a glance from
his lovely brunette,
saw the trans- :
formed blonde back R
to her lodging.
“She’s astonished
and piqued. A
bird’s wings never
look so white as
when it flies. And
Mirabelle’s begin-
ning to fancy that
there is a possi-
bility of your fly-
ing.

“How can she?”
murmured Roddie,
quite dazed by the

suceess . of the
ruse.

“You’re sur -
prised? Ah, well,

1 know girls bet-
ter than you do,
so mind you go on
taking my advice.
‘Keep the bone
and the dog will
follow ‘you’ The
bone of contention
being in this case
our attentions.”

“I should never
have believed that
Mirabelle was —
was like that.”

“All girls
like that,” de-
clared the other
conspirator. “A
little  wholesome
neglect, and you’ll
see the result next
time you propose
to her. When’sthat to be, Roddie?”

“She told me just before we came
down that I wasn’t to bother her about
it again for another fortnight.”

“Right,” returned Madge, holding out
her unusually manicured hand as they
reached the honeysuckled posp~office
porch. “It’s going to be hor bly diffi-
cult for you, though.” )

“Shan’t mind that if it really does
come off all right. Besides, it seems to
be more—more amusing than ¥ thought
it would. Isn’t it funny?”

“Awfully funny. Quite a lark, in
fact,” agreed Madge, taking away the
hand again. “Good-bye till to-morrow,
partner-in-erime.”

He beamed at her gratefully.

“Good night, ‘locum.””

are

_Chapter III.

Quickly the lovely summer days went
by, but they seemed slow enough this
year to Mirabelle.

That spoilt beauty was having the
dullest holiday of her life at Cowry Bay.
There was nobody there—absolutely no-
body, except a couple of Sandhurst
cadets, callow vouths in  scarlet-and-
white blazers, who fell vietims at once.

But Mirabelle was, after all, not yet
old, enough, ax she put it pettishly, to

- the
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A View of Riga, the large Russian Sea Port, recently fallen to the Germans.

Mirabelle, who began making pointed
remarks about two being company, and
who had loftily refused to leave the
lawn, glanced across from the garden of
ler house and again saw two figures—
the tall, athletic one in white flannels,
and the small, dainty one in saxe-blue—
sitting close together in the shadow of
sandhills, ~ Very “platonic” that
looked.

Roddie was a humbug and a flirt.
Never before had an admirer of Mira-
belle’s flirted with anyone else. The
girl—well, the girl was a shameless
poacher. Mirabelle was not used to hav-
ing- her preserves poached. Yet, what
<ould she.do? And what was going to
happen at the end of the fortnight?

The couple on the sandhills were talk-
ing thus:

“Madge.”

“Well? You needn’t say it in that im-
pressive tone, Roddie. Mirabelle can’t
hear us from the garden. You can talk
as we usually do—as man to man.”

“Speaking as man to man, then—why
did you never do it before?” :

“Do what?”

“Oh, get yourself up to look so awfully
——well, different. Do your hair that jolly
way, leave off those beastly collars and
clumpy boots, wear u pretty trock, and
tike to picture hats with clumps of

again now, Roddie. It’s mearly the end
of the fortnight, and—ah!” \

She stopped with a little cry. Some-
thing whistled by like a bullet, missing
within a hair’s breadth'the smooth fore-
head under the mock-orange trimmed
hat, before dropping with a little thud
into the warm sand.

It was a trifling incident, one of these
details that sometimes make or mar a
destiny.  Only a golf ball. But for a
moment it scemed like a thunderbolt
that had fallen between them.

Utterly startled, the girl shrank back
against the man, whose arm went in-
voluntarily round her; and for one
second Madge clung to it, leant her soft
cheek against it, and gasped “Roddie!”

“It’s  all right, darling,” said Roddie
Hastings, without pausing to think. And
then sandhills and sky seemed %o wheel
about Madge’s head in swirls of gold and
blue. An angry, scarlet-coated figure
blundered into the picture.

“So sorry,” growled the golfer, in a
serve-you-right tone of voice. “Not
hurt, I hope? Didn’t you hear me call
‘fore’?”

Roddie, standing up very - suddenly,
told that golfer exactly what he thought
of his ‘eriminal carelessness. i

“What was the good of ecalling out
‘fore” after vou had knocked a lady's

looking mice and
enjoying myself in
the sunshine with
him, even if it
. were only make-
| believe, even if I
were only the ‘lo-
cum’ he looks
upon me as. And
now it’s  worse
than ever; I ecan
never see h im
again, never.”
+ Indeed, she did
not see Roddie
Hastings for two
whotle days. Madge
spent those miser-
able days in paint-
ing the lanes in
the opposite direc-
tion from Mira-
belle’s house. Then
came that Satur-
day which she felt
she could hardly
live through. The
day which end
that fatal fort-
night; the day
when Roddie was
to propose — for
the goodness -
knew - how - many-
eth time—to Mira-
belle, and to be ac-
cepted. F]
Oh, yes. Shed
accept him  this
time. Madge had
seen it in those
‘black diamonds”
of eyes of hers.
The ruse of a lo-
cum tenens in Roddie's affections had
been but too successful; and Madge,
who’d only herself to thank, felt like
the little boy that nobody loved, and
who prepoesed to go out into the garden
and cat vorms.

Only Madge’s form of it was to feel
she ought to put on all her old studio
clothes and to scrape her pretty hair
back. She did not, however. Not yet
would she go back to being the prosaic,
hard-working girl. She was still wear-
ing the blue-and-white cotton frock of
her butterfly fortnight that afternoon,
when she set up her casel near a splen-
did hedge tangle of purple and golden
veteh, which she sat staring at when a
well-known voice behind her made her
start.

“Too difficult to paint, eh?” it said
gaily. “Ah, the most beautiful things
are the hardest to express properly.”

And Madge, pulling herself together
by an entircly feminine effort, met Rod-
die’s smiling grey eyes with a smile in
her own.

“Hallo!” Her voice was perfectly
steady.  “Where have you been?”

“I have just come,” he told her
blithely, “from having a most interest-
ing talk with Mirabelle.”

“Have you proposed to her?”

“Yes.”
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“Ah, good,” cried the other girl, des-
perately plucky. “I see I needn’t ask

ou what she said, Roddie. It’s success
this time. I’'m to congratulate you?”

“Yes, please. Mirabelle has just made
me very happy.” \

“Hurray!” she cried frantically, deter-
mined to keep it up. “I do congratulate
vou, old boy, with all my heart.” And
she held out her hand.

Roddie Hastings took the hand, took
the other hand, took the blue-and-white
armful of bravado straight to his breast.

“Madge, Madge! ‘With all your
heart’? It’s your heart, I want dear.”

Was she dreaming? She felt that
heart beat against his own, felt his
kisses rained down on her soft face.

“Roddie, what do you mean ?”

“] mean that Mirabelle has made me
very happy by telling me of her engage-
ment to that chap Sinclair who has just
come down, Madge. It seems that she
‘always cared for him. He’s so constant,
so true. She’d never be- afraid of his
flirting with any other woman,” and so
on. Our little plan, bless you, was not
as clever as you thought it. But it’s
success if—if you can get me engaged by
the end of these holidays, after all.
They’ve shown you to me, Madge. It’s
not that platonic-pal nonsense I want
from you any more, and it’s not all this
rubbish about being a locum tenens. I
want you for a really-and-truly sweet-
heart. I ought to have known it days
ago. That afternoon on the sandhills
taught me something, Madge. Did it
teach you something, too?”

Madge, with her face against his, gave
a little sobbing laugh.

“You silly boy. You darling, silly
boy! As if I hadn’t always known,
without any teaching, that I never could
care for anyone else.”

And the lovers clasped and, kissed
under the flowery. hedge. Madge’s easel,
overturned, lay neglected, and beside it
her shady hat with its wreath of
syringa flowers. :

No more mock-orange now, for the
happy bride would wear real orange
blossoms in a month or so. Love’s
locum tenens had come into her king-
dom at last.

American Donation to Canadian
Red Cross

Tt is sometimes said that there is no

sentiment in business, but it is time that, -

in these days particularly, sentiment
plays a very large part in business. And
when sent ment tends to draw allied
nations still closer together it is, per-
haps, the very best kind of business. An
experience with thic kind of sentiment
came to the notice of the land depart-
ment of the Canadian Pacific Railway at
Calgary a short time ago. Mr. W. G.
Fraser, of the aerial training station at
San Francisco, had a balance of fifty dol-
lars coming to him on a land transaction
with the company. As Mr. Fraser is now
lined up with Uncle Sam’s fighting forces,
he desired that the money should go to
some patriotic purpose, and wrote the
C.P.R. asking them to turn it over to the
Canadian Red Cross. He might, of
course, have had it paid direct to him,
or to some American patriotic society;
but he elected that it should go to the
Canadian Red Cross, which a few days
agol received a cheque for the amount.

Hard on the Lions

The Rev. Charles H. Spurgeon’s keen
wit was always based on sterling com-
mon sense. One day he remarked”to one
of his sons:

“Can you tell me thc reason why the
lions didn’t eat Daniel ?”

“No, sir. Why was it?”

“Because the most of him was ])ack-
bone and the rest was grit.”—-Tlt-Blts.

Sine Qua Non

The Sunday.school teacher was talking
to her pupils on patience. She n-xplf'nnu(l
ler topic carefully, and as an aid to
understanding she gave each pupil a ("arrd
hearing the picture of a gbo_\' fishing.
“Lven pleasure,” she said, rwlmn-s‘tho
exercise of patience. See the boy fishing:
he must sit down and wait. He must be
patient. And now can any little boy tell
me what we need most when we g0
tishing 7?7 .

Th: answer was qui('kly shouted with
one voice: “Bait!”

#HE little *Canadian nurse ad-
justed the night lights—two
dim oil-lamps, one at either
end of the long ward—and
then taking up a medicine
glass went into an adjoining room,
technically the surgery but actually
merely a screened-off section of the main
apartment. )

“Some more bromide, doctor,” she said
to the French surgeon. who, in shirt-
sleeves and with a soiled white apron on,
stood working over a table full of bott-
les, jars and instruments.

An orderly behind him was cleaning
the operating table after the last surgi-
cal case. There was now a brief lull in
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the stress of work, but the doctor’s face
was worn and haggard like that of the
nurse. :

“For yourself, Mees Ellen?” he asked,
his eyes resting anxiously on the girl’s
face.

She smiled and shook her head.

‘I’m all right. It’s for the Canadian
boy—the hip case, you know. That hypo-
dermic doesn’t do for him and if he
doesn’t get relief from the agony, I'm
afraid that——" '

“Ah, yes! I remember noew. It’s the
boy from your own home city as you
call it,” and the doctor poured out the
drug, scolding Miss Ellen gently, mean-
while.

7

“You work too hard and too long,
Mees. Ma foi! You are very brave,
yes. But you should call Madame Lois-
ette now. It is time she was up.”

“Let her sleep. Poor thing! She was
exhausted, after seventy-two hdurs on
her feet.” '

“But yourself, Mees! I am not satis-
fy. I like again to see you look what
you call rosee, is it not?”

“Tll sleep ‘soon. Just because I was
silly enough to faint' yesterday, you
needn’t imagine I'm a piker. TIll' not .
show the white feather again.”

The surgeon, if he did not understand
the idioms, at least caught the gist. He
shrugged his shoulders and' sighed as
Miss Ellen departed.

The Cockney orderly slipped after the
nurse and touched her on the arm.

“Tyke ’is hadvice, Miss,” he pleaded.
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motor cars.

FOUR Every-Weather Car
All Prices F. O. B. Walkervllle

The great Studebaker plants at
Walkerville, Ontario, represent
one of the most complete auto-
mobile manufacturing establish-
ments that any country knows.

They are an important part of
this world - famed 1nstitution—
the largest manufacturers of
vehiclesin the world—with assets .

Back of every Studebaker Autompbilé
is an Institution with 65 years’ business

success and assets of $60,000,000 —

NLIMITED resources,
two generations of manu-
facturing experience and

pre-eminence 1n the solution of
‘the world’s transportation prob-
lems—with a proud
successful building of fine ve-
hicles—has wrought for Stude-
baker a superiority in producing

floor space.

record of

countries.

FOUR-CYLINDER MODELS ‘ g:% %:::il.t:rc" o« o 3:%
witw: STUDEBAKER Hiker,
FOUR Touring Car . 1375 A g& %;e-g;'wulhﬂ Car . ;922;
FOUR Landau Roadster . 1635 . l.- 21X Conpe® . ' : e

15 Walkerville, Ont_a’ 10 SX Conpe . . - 2O

of $60,000,000 and giant factor-
jes that cover over 147 acres of

The production of the Canadian Stude-
baker factories is confined to Studebaker
cars sold in Canada and overseas

And, built in Canada for Canadian
roads, the Studebaker is a car you can
depend upon for consistent, satisfactory
service in any part of the Dominion.

In every detail of construction the su-
periority of the Series 18 Studebaker is
evident—its masterful power, its lux-
urious comfort, its beauty of lines—
things you must see and experience to
really appreciate. And when you have
seen the Series 18 Studebaker FOUR
or SIX—when you have put it to every
test—you will appreciate the wonder-
ful value this great Canadian institu-
tion builds into its cars.

SIX-CYLINDER MODELS

All».l_iricco F. O. B. Walkerville




'The Simple Truth

About Corns

A corn today is just as need-
less as a spot of dirt.

It can be ended almost as
easily, as simply and complete-
ly as a spot of dirt.

The way is scientific. It was
invented by a famous chemist.

It is prepared by makers of
surgical dressings, whom physi-
cians respect.

It is called Blue-jay. )
~ You apply it in a jiffy, and
usually but

gentle. It affects the corn
alone. The corn is wrapped
.and protected, so you forget
it. In two days, usually, the

corn is gone. Only very
tough corns need a second ap-
plication.

The results are sure. The
method is gentle, but no corn
can resist it. Millions of corns
are ended every month in this
way. Don’t use harsh methods
—relics of the

once. There is
no muss. The

Blue-jay

old days. See
what Blue-jay

pain stops in- Corn Plasters | does.

stantly and for- EnS‘:oE Pain Jo""‘i"'dn Prove it on

ever. orns Completely one corn to-
The action is 25c Packages at Druggists night.

BAUER & BLACK LTD., Makers of Surgical Dressings, Etc., Toronto, Canada
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How Blue-jay Acts

A is a thin, soft pad which stops the pain by
relieving the pressure.

‘B is the B& B wax, which gently undermines the
corn. Usually it takes only 48 hours to end the
corn completely.

C is rubber adhesive, which stitks without wetting.
It wraps around the toe and makes the plaster
snug and comfortable.

Blue-jay is applied in a jiffy. After that, one
doesn’t feel the corn. The action is gentle, and
applied to the corn alone. So the corn disappears
without soreness.
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‘The apple at the bott

under “0.K.” brand—clean

“0.K.” Box Apples Are Economical

/is as good as the one at the top.
Only carefully selected;, tree ripened apples are packed

OKANAGAN UNITED GROWERS, LIMITED
VERNON, B.C.

A® co-operative organization of 1,400 grpwers, employing
280 people, who work in 37 packing houses and offices.

WRAPPED APPLES KEEP LONGER
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apples spell economy.

e —— O

“You look done hup, rare ghost-iike, I
call hit. I shall distribute the myle
w’en hit comes.” :

“Oh no, Bob, thanks. That’s my duty,
you see. Ill wait up. It will be here
at ten and it’s nearly eight now. Be-
sides——” and _she smiled through a
mist of rising tears, “besides, there will
be the package for the Canadian boy and
I don’t want to miss his joy at the sight
of it.” )

The orderly looked at her and then
looked away. He shook his head.

“That bit o’ fluff ’e keeps rairing abaht,
she’s a ’eartless piece o’ goods Miss, or
she’d remember him. I should like to
shyke ’er soundly!” 4 .

“So would I! For,three weeks now
he’s been calling for mail that never
comes and to-day was his birthday.
He’s been awfully restless all day, call-
ing out for Mary, Mary, every few min-
utes. Oh, if there’s nothing for him to-
night, I don’t know how he’ll get over
it!”

“You tyke it to’eart too much, Miss.”

“Perhaps. But you see—he’s the first
soldier from my own country, that we've
had here.”

And the little Canadian nurse, with a
finger on her lip for silence left the
orderly and tiptoed up the ward to the
Canadian lad’s bed. He was half-dozing,
and moaning- fitfully. At her approach
he started up, but was arrested by a
short stab of pain, fell back an labor-
ed voice asked if the mail had come.

was the English captain who mutterea
constantly in delirium. The left side of
his face had been blown away. There
had never been any hopes for him either.
In lucid intervals he had asked for mail
but nothing had come for him excepting
a box which he had been too ill to open.
It was placed on a chair by his bedside
at Madame Loisette’s instigation, so
that when next he came to he would see
it directly. .

Miss Ellen got up and crossed over
to a window, the window facing morth.
It was from this direction that the mail
van would come. She peered down the
long stretch of muddy Flanders road,
but could see nothing. They were be-
hind the danger zone but every moment
or so she could see the whitish glare on
the horizon line to the east that told of
star shells being sent up by enemy lines.

“The Canydian, Miss,” spoke the
voice of the orderly at her elbow. ‘“E
wishes to see you.”

It was the same old query—“any mail
yet ?”

“Marcel is bringing it,” she answered,
gently." “Try and sleep, won’t you?”

“Do you think—there’ll be—anything
for me?” he asked, a world of anxiety
behind the halting words.

“Surely,” returned Miss Ellen, bright-
ly. “She couldn’t forget your birthday.
Your twentieth, isn’t it?”

He nodded. For a moment his eyes
rested on a framed print of the Virgin
and Child that hung above the bed of

Two German airmen captured by the British, and put_in a prison camp near Maidenhead,
managed to escape; but their prison leave was short. England was not big enough to hold
these two Teutons, and after the authorities tracked and recaptured them, they were
returned to Maidenhead. The German _airmen are Lieut. Joseph Flink and Lieut. Orbun A.
Von Schultz. This British official phbtograph shows them being returned. to the prison
under military escort. It is not known how these two airmen were captured, whether they
were brought down in a raid over England or whether they were brought to earth in France.

)

“Pretty soon,” she answered, smiling-
ly. “Take this, please.”

“Don’t give me anything to put me
asleep,” he protested, weakly. “I don’t
want -to miss the mail.” :

“If you do fall asleep, I’ll call you,”
she promised, with a mental reservation.

He was young—scarcely ‘twenty Miss
Ellen judged.. This Mary whoever she
was, was probably his very first love.
Miss Ellen smoothed the pillow under
his dark curly head. Then she went
down the ward again to her desk to
make out the delayed reports.

There were nineteen patients in this -

rude little school-building, and they were
all such stoics, so brave, so uncomplain-
ing! There was the little poilu with
seventeen wounds. He was in fever con-

stantly, but no amount of suffering

seemed to dampen his merry spirits.
There was the Belgian boy who had
been blinded. All day, if he were allow-
ed, he would sing, and his clear tenor
was one of the things for which .Miss
Ellen nightly gave thanks. It acted
upon the others as no medicine possibly
could.  Then there was big Ivan who
had lost an arm and a leg. Gangrene
was setting in despite the best efforts
of doctor and nurses, and nevermore
would Ivan see the gpeen forests of his
little Russia. Yet his broad smile was
the cheeriest sight in the ward.

There were others of vatying nation-
alities, ages and dispositions. And there

big Ivan opposite. In the semi-darkness
a kind of benediction seemed to descend
upon him from those haloed heads. He
closed his eyes and presently slept.
Madame Loisette had risen at ten and
besought the other nurse to go to her

rest but Miss Ellen maintained that she

wasn’t tired. The mail was late. It did
not arrive until midnight and Marcel
told, in voluble French, of bad roads,
of hundreds of shell-holes, of an upset
they had had, of a narrow escape from a
collision with a transport going the op-
posite way.

“Never mind. Just so long as you
got here!” Miss Ellen returned, cheer-
fully.

Feverishly she sgorted the letters,
papers and parcels. There was nothing
for the Canadian! Then and only then
did the little nurse’s lips tremble. He
was sleeping now, but when he awoke
how could she break the news, how tell
him that there had been nothing? Al-
most she wished he might never waken!

“Come—Mees! The Anglaise officer—
he is—he dies, I think.”

It was Madame Loisette in a hurried
whisper at Miss Ellen’s side.

Someone had drgwn a screen about the
young captain’s/%)ed. He looked up

gravely into the kind faces bent over

him. The calm light of reason reigned

in his fast-dimming eyes. He even tried

to smile under the heavy bandages.
“I shan’t be needing—this,” he said,
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feebly extending a hand to the box at
his bedside. “Give it—to some other
chap, nurse.”

“Helas!” murmured Madame Loisette
who had herself given five sons to
France. “So young to die!”

When the English captain’s pallid face
had settled into the stony lines of death,
when the long shuddering sigh told them
that he had passed on to join those many
other young knights ‘clad in shining
armor who have gone before,” the kindly
Frenchwoman carried the package out to
the surgery.

“From his wife, I think,” she said
softly, to Miss Ellen.

The doctor was taking a well-earned
rest on a small cot near. They spoke in
whispers, as they reverently undid the
cord and removed the covering of the
box.

“A woman’s writing. It is postmark-
ed ‘Salt Cove, England,”” said Miss Ellen,
examining the covering.

“Yes. That was his home, I remem-
ber.” ,

Miss Ellen found a card inside on the
very top, above the tissue-paper wrapp-
ings. She turned it about, read the
single message it contained and set it
down.

“These things,” she said, sighing.
“Ought we disturb them now? Let us
wait till morning. He said to give them
to the other boys, but they are all
asleep.”

“Even that restless one, yes. But he
can’t live. Not many days before he
too, helas——"

é
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%Iiss Ellen shook her head.

. Against the rules,” she said. “But
it’s only a line. You can see it. Or
shall I—>

“Yes. Read what it says.” :

Miss Ellen took the card and read
aloud:

“With best wishes, from Mary.”

Tllfz boy drew a long long sigh.

“Give it back,” he pleaded, and she
put.the card into his hot hand. “It was
for me, all right, wasn’t it9” "

“I can sleep now,” he said. “We can
open up the things in the morning. I—
I’m tired now,—so tired.” And so,
smiling contentedly his eyes closed.

They never opened again. At dawn,
still sleeping, he died, the remnant of
that happy smile on his thin face, the
card clasped in his hand. - Looking at
him Miss Ellen was repaid for her prick-
ings of conscience.

They distributed the contents of the
captain’s box among the patients. There
was candy. There were nuts and raisins,
a cake, “smokes,” a muffler and handker-
chiefs. Apparently the captain had
had a birthday recently too, for there
were numbers of packages with birth-
day greetings inscribed thereon, gifts of
friends in England. There was even a
tiny silken Union Jack and this Miss
Ellen kept herself.

She wondered if her white-lie was for-
given. She had always had a sort of
George Washington reputation and now
—being a person who possessed a deep
sense of honor—now she had lost it! But
something told her that the Mary in Salt

where food

“_Wproblems are
intelligently

,//Il

bed - / /' 4
W X%
—— e

meets with well-deserved approval.
Women prefer it because they have
alwaysbeenabletodepend absolutely
on its purity and uniform quality.
It never disappoints.

*Let Redpath Sweeten It . »

@ade in one grade only—the higliést.

Clark’s

There is no respite for the Germans in the trenches along the Flanders front from the
steady poundingpof the big British guns. By day and by night these gc_ayyhhgvyltzcrs k(;’(ip
up their steady cannonade of the Teuton positions while the great Britis nv%hstea 1});
moves forward in the great push that is squeezing the Hun out of Flandersh lc wt;r
of the big guns is an important factor in the task that the British have sctﬂt ﬁlrps}s vcs},‘ or
they are making the trenches of the enemy untenahle. This remgrkab]e ashlight g oto-
graph shows a squad of gunners preparling pr;e of the big howitzers for action during
the might.

1i i the card Cove would approve. And she had seen
aggil:ﬁ 1\{‘1\&: Ellé:nhﬁi&dcggte(tiouﬁer. She a soul enter t;,}?e mists of eternity with
whispered eagerly to the Frenchwoman faith in his kind unshattered. After all
who in turn smiled and nodded. To- what did it matter about her conscience?
gether the co-plotters in duplicity carried Things like this were being done each

Pork and Beans

The value of BEANS as a strength
producing food needs no demonstration.
Their preparation in appetizing form is,
however, a matter entailing considerable
labor in the ordinary kitchen.

CLARK'S PORK AND BEANS save
you the time and the trouble. They are
prepared only from the finest beans com-
bined with delicate sauces, made from

the box to the bedside of the Canadian day. She must get over her squeamish-
boy. ness!
. in with
“v «—tell him—> be- At noon Bob the orderly came in wit
gan‘\;li§:s 1;5“11(:’;’11.11(811g te ' a large mail package. He set it on Miss
But he had already wakened. His FEllen’s table. , .
eager eye;\,s saw the grmiles with which  “Fahnd it on the road ’arf a mile

. 2» < d
the nurses regarded him, even though dahn,” he said. . hove?
-closed. Now the “What is it? Not medicines T ope!
})}l;z:}lide{:iflewere half-closed y The bottles will be smashed to' bits—

[ 243 PR 2 t
¢ i ? a parcel— Hit’s haddressed to the Canydian wo
“.h;lcf[}??,,‘t come? A letter or a p went west. Hit must ’u\'t: fal}]en 1;:‘0111
‘A p i . » replied Madame the myle van last night w’en they hup-
Lo‘iiat}t)grce]’ Hbtle oney” fpaplist, S5 set. My word! The roads abaht ’ere,
“Give 1 - el” Miss, are enough twi—” )
“gr;\;e ltatomn(:lerlel?‘};{,llgz?g. Miss Ellen Miss Ellen seized it, wonderingly.
hastily. “We—we opened it in the sur- “Yes, that’s the one he expected! It.:'
gery, to save time. We—" addressed in a woman’s hand. And look!

1

"here——" That would be his Mary
“:l‘lﬁrere- See? It weighs twelve pounds, - Ag Miss Ellen took the temperature
T should say. It took the two of us of big Ivan she looked intently up at the
to carry it.” face of the pictured Mary with her Babe

He turned his head and gazed at the and just then a ray of sunshine stoledm
marvel, then sighed happily. and lay athwart those fhta}}oed :l(faths(;

“You're sure it’s for me?” and he put Down at the nt]herv Un.(.l of ein\:a e
out one weak hand and laid it lovingly blind Belgian boy W L\<;::§ S(;mpho“l;
on the top. Tt came into contact with clear rmgmgz1 1fe1‘101' 1‘,} med E
the square of pasteboard. ' like the sound of angels 5.

. ace ¢ i Miss Ellen's
i e S he lamp A great peace crept into Mis
Oh, h(?es i, pArod Bring the ! heart and \\'ralblmd her round about.
up nurse.

,Bowel complaints cured
with one dose. Typhus and
low fever cured with two
doses. Diphtheria cured
with three doses.

Sold in bottles at 50 cents each, with full direc-
tions by the National Prug and Chemical Co.
of Canada, Montreal. Branches in all parts.

the purest ingredients, in a factory equip-

ped with the most modern appliances. .

They are cooked ready—simply
warm up the can before opening

MONTREAL

NNINGS, The Great PREVENTI
and CURE

« % ight.  Give it to me. Tp in this corner it says ‘from M. M’ FOR FEVER AND INFECTIOUS DISEASES

That’s all right ive it to I o SORE THROAT CURED WITH ONE DOSE

Scarlet Fever cured with
four doses. Cholera cured
with five doses. Influenza
cured with six doses.
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- || 01d Dutch

quickly dislodges milk

clots, grease, and grime in
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“Z half the time. It lengthens
2;“‘ the life and wearing
- quality
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FOOD VALUE

> Ogilvie’s Royal Household Flour is rich
\_° in gluten, that powerful builder of brain

=~ and brawn. Per pound it has far more
AT Mg nourishment than meat.

>=0GILVIE'S 7
ROYAL HOUSEHOLD FLQUR-Z

makes big, creamy-white, fine-textured
loaves and delicious pastries and pud-
dings, wholesome for both young and
old. Try a sack.

eI

Prohibition Is Here To Stay!

But don’t let that worry you. You can make GEN-
UINE LAGER BEER right yn your own home with

HOP MALT EXTRACT

ordinary so-called ‘‘ Temperance Beer” as day is from night. It has the real
creamy beer flavor, because it contains only pure malt and hops. If you like a
glass of REAL LAGER BEER get some Hop Malt Extract to-day.

Large Can, enough for 6 gals.......... $1.50 o
Small Can, enough for 214 gals....... 3.0 } Prepaid

- | HOP MALT CO. Dept. O

AGENTS
WANTED

Beamsville, Ont.

This beer conforms strictly to the Temperance Act, but it is as different from’

The Triangle Ranch

By Charles Dorian

N the shadow of Baker Moun-

tain lies a city where life flows

B| furiously gay. Not that we

care how fast or how shady—
ourpurposeistousex_tonlyas
a landmark pointing the location of a
drama on the sky line. We do not even
care about the name of the city—Baker
will do well. .

Baker Mountain is timbered to its crest.
The valley in its shadow is half a mile
above the sea, narrow where the rapid
river hisses through, but stretching out
in flat lands here and there or rising
steeply into hills that roll away into the
clouds. -

What are known as homesteads on the

rairie rank resoundingly as ranches in
%ritish Columbia. Baker stood sentinel
over a hundred of them. Prosperity
came but slowly to most of them and to
three it did not even bow.

There was XE ranch, where no man
remained long enough to harvest his
ﬁl?en truck, though only six miles from

er. t

Adjoininﬁ were the AX and —— (Bar
Pick) ranches, notorious for the sudden
deaths of their short term incumbents.
Their dark fame spread throughout the
valley until they lost all appeal to the
prospective settler. )

Then strangely they all became in-
vested at once.

A young man, slenderly made, anaemic,
black-haired and blue-eyed, drifted into
Baker and made a splash. He had made
similar splashes since coming to British
Columbia but this was final. The source
of his income, some baronial possession in
Merrie England, played erratic and left
the errant Reginald S. Furlow to his own

I resources. !

“" Fortuneless, he might be driven to work
for a living. His daintily gloved hands
and bespatted feet did not hold much
hope for that, however, and his delicate
chin promised less.

It seemed a marvel that he should
know his way about. Yet he had an
unusual scent for the sporting palaces cf
the gaudy west and he no sooner found
the one in Baker than he began to make
the aforesaid splash and get in deep. He
cast his last dollar to the roulette winds
and emerged fumbling his loose change in
one pocket and a pearl-handled pistol of
mean calibre in the other.

When a thin-featured, pale and blue-
eyed human man begins to feel dejected
he looks it in every lineament. Our
Reginald was done. It was just a matter
of working himself down to the proper
stratum of despondency to slink into
hateful oblivion.

No use standing there in the open
street; best to hie beyond the city limits
and stroll a space into the country, he
argued with himself. It was a dismal
stroll. The darkness and the silence
should have brought himto—his—senses.
He had manipulated the toy in his pocket
and rehearsed his last act so thoroughly
that it became self-hypnosis.

It might have had a better result, a
finish. As it was it left him only deeply
unconscious with a tiny furrow up one
side of his scalp.

Ravening coyotes cried out dolefully
in response to the sharp report and in
another moment the night was silent as
before.

Daylight evolved from the mountain
edges and rolled back into the valley, re-

SAVE YOUR MONEY

Stop all laundry troubles. *Chal-
lenge”’ Collars*can be cleaned with
a rub from a wet cloth—smart and
dressy always. The correct dull

finish and texture of yhe best linen.
If your dealer hasn’t **Challenge®® Brand write

us enclosing money—25¢ for collars, 50c per
;mlr for cuffs. We will supply you. Send
or new style boock. Made in Canada

The Arlington Co. of CanadaLtd.
54-64 Fraser Avenue ,TORONTO, Can.

When writing advertisers, please mention The Western Home Monthly

vealing the splendors of spring creation
and that dull spot on the roadside.

This was the road which led to the
triangle ranches of uncanny fame, a

deserted road save for Indian scouts .

looking for wolf heads on which hung
profitable bounties.

It was not an Indian who drove out in
the early daylight hours that morning.
Much of the Indian grace and poise had
she but her face was as the snow-capped
peaks with the sun glinting rosily upon
them,

Much of the spring freshness was in the
song she carolled which ceased when the
horse shied and she glimpsed the object
on the roadside. A long sigh escaped
the man when she bent over him.

“You poor idiot!” exclaimed the girl,
not without pity, as she picked, up the
pistol at his hand. The blood had con-

] gealed over the wound in his head but as
he stirred it started oozing out in little
bubbles. She took a handkerchief from
his pocket and tied it round his head.

Knowing little what else to do she loosened
his collar and rubbed his hands gently.
Everything combined restored him.

“T’ve made a mess of it,” he groaned.

“You sure have,” she agreed. “Get
up and forget it.”

His eyes opened wider and they seemed
to contain a deeper blue. His-face was
terribly pale but his chin did not look so
weak as he sat up and listened to the girl.

“You don’t need to tell me anything—
I’'m a good guesser,” she told him.  “Now,
if you go back to the city you'll be pulled
in for a would-be suicide, so you’d better
come on out with me to the Bar Pick
ranch and let me fix that wound up so it
won’t look so conspicuous. Then if you
like you may stay there until the wound
has healed or returnto the city this
evening.”

“You're a deuced good sort,” he said,
earnestly, as he stumbled into the buggy.

“Never mind the nice talk,” she re-
minded him. ‘“You’ve a serious job in
sight.”

“That’s the trouble, Miss —"’

“’I')orna Waters, without the Miss, suits

“That's the trouble, Dorna Waters,
I've no job of any sort in sight and I
can’t do much anyway.”

“Bad bringing-up, Mr. —

“Reginald Furlow, if you don’t mind.”

)

“I sure do mind. ‘Reginald’ is enough .

to kill any self-respecting creature. Your
bound to look a Reggie with the name
following you around. Haven’t you a
substitute?”

“Well, my middle name is Strong—
Reginald Strong Furlow, to be exact,” he
exp. ;

“That’s better; Strong Furlow should
be your name. Why not discard the
Reggie and live up to the Strong?”’

“Oh, I say, would you advise that?”” he
asked.

“Try it,” she recommended. “It will
have a stimulating effect.”

“By Jove, you're a brick, you know,”
he praised.

“Just about that hard,” she laughed.

“Tt must be very early in the morning,”’
was his next comment. “Would you
mind telling me about your rawnch?”’

“Don’t say rawnch!” she chided. “Do
try to talk straight Canadian. You're
wondering, I suppose why I'm driving
out so early. Well, the ranch isn’t fixed
up yet. My brother is running it. He
is going to put up a log house for my sister
and me, but meantime I live in town and
come out to get the meals. When the
log shanty is up I intend to take out a
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claim on the AX ranch and the three of
us will yvork them both until we get our

tent.’ .

“Don’t you have to clear away a lot of
push and grow things?”’ he asked.

“That is how one makes a living but it
is not optional in acquiring a deed at the
end of three years. It is only necessary
that one live on the ranch all the time for
the three years to earn a free ranch.”

“By Jove, it’s interesting. I believe
I shall try it. . Are they plentiful—the
ranches, I mean?”’

“There is only one available here. It
has a small shack on it. If you decide to

- take it up, Dick (that’s my brother) will
plow up a couple of acres for a house
en and you could stump a large area

and get it ready for feed. You'll want-

some stock and hens to start with, you
know.” :

“Of course. It could be managed.
T've a lot of bally trinkets in my trunks
that would bring in a little sum. It's
deuced new to me and I expect I shall be
soft and all that sort of thing. Oh, I say
—that must be your place yonder.
You’ve several cattle and some horses.”

“Oh, yes. We've made a fair start.
We sold our housedown east and brought
a carload of stock out with us. That’s
the way most folks do in this country.
Most of the land in the west is settled by
down-easters who hanker for a change or
see better opportunities. We've laid out a
fair sum of money and if we can’t make
it we're a poor combination. You
will have worse odds to fight against but
it’s worth the try—and you can count on
us to lend a hand.”

“You've kept up your strength remark-
ably well because you've lost an awful
lot of blood and it's still running. We'll
have to let a doctor fix it up properly and
trust him to keep his counsel. TI’ll drive
you in this afternoon when you can make
all arrangements about the ranch at the
same time.”

“You've been deuced kind. I'll prob-
aPly fu|1l to do as well as you expect, but
I'm glhd you took me in hand,” he
thanked her.

Dick was several years older than.

Dorna and naturally assumed a per-
missible proprietorship. He heard her
story about the proposed neighbor and
what he was expected to do for him with
unaffected displeasure. '

“If you know how to work, young man
you’ll make it go, but if you don’t, you’li
go up in the air quicker than blue blazes,”
he informed the sickly stranger when he
had a moment alone with him.

He seemed quite cheerful, therefore,
when Dorna drove out next morning
alone and showed him a note that Furlow
had left for her. ©

“I’'d never make it go on the{ranch.
Your inspiration would be a great aid but
I am not physically able. I thought I
was, but the doctor thinks otherwise and
recommends rest. I want to thank you
for the help you gave me. 1 hope that I
may yet be a credit to the principles you
avow even though I never see you again.
1 am going east on the night train.”

“Just hold ‘Ginger’ while I go and eat a
bun. I'm going into town.”

“What’s the hurry?”’ asked Dorna.

“I'm going to enter for that other

After a hard day’s work in the orchard gatherin

fruit, these girls are getting a well-
%ey are British women who have taken

earnéd r s n beds of straw in a barn. : itish_ 1
o Tesl ey o i to war and are doing their bit to help increase Great

the places left vacant by men going

k from 8 a.m. to 6 p.m, they are a merry party

Britain’s food supply. Thou%h they wox;arm ¢ Hounslow, and they are paid eight cents

abors is a

of girls. The scene of their
an

They had been travelling through well-
wooded undulating forest. Now they
arrived at a flat, woodless plateau, the
highest of several which stretched away
in stopes, stair-like for several hundred
yards. The flat lands below were sparsely
wooded and here and there in the distance
the river loomed in_view, while- away
beyond were vast cumtains of bluish-grey
mist rising into sky-piercing summits of
white—the arctic paradise of Alpine cloud
dwellers. .

“We have a beautiful site,” the girl
acknowledged with an air of prideful dis-
covery. “Our ranch goes down in flat
lots right to the river’s edge. Across the
river there are more ranches, away back

@beyond the top of that awful hill. )

In that direction the bank of the river
shot up three hundred feet and rounded
off into a respectably sized mountain on
which a road wound and disappeare
around a gigantic curve. ) .

Dick \V%iéers received the derelict with
a bad grace. He had seen the type before
and knew their maladroit Wways. e
made no comment upon the mans wound
merely taking Dorna’s explanation,
“struck on the head on the road from
town and knocked out,” as sufficiently
plausible, and acting as sullenly as his
morose nature allowed. He unhitched
the horse while Dorna started prepara-
tions for breakfast and bathed the head
of the visitor.

“You've lots of sand,” she said to him.

hour.

ranch in Bertha’s name before any other
bloke gets a chance to come dyin’ around
this diggings.”

Dorna laughed merrily. Bertha was
the senior member and general home
manager of the only remaining Waters’
family and it looked as if things might
hum on the triangle ranch.

Dick hired a few men to get the other
log shanty ready and it was occupied in
three days.

A barnyard was fenced off in course of
time; a good stable erected and a boundary
fence made around the three ranches—
now one.

The land with the fewest stumps was
put under cultivation and yielded suf-
ficient hay, alfalfa and oats for feed.

It was a wise selection having the
ranch buildings on the lowest stope close
to the river. That wasithe secret of the
failure of those who went before—they
found it so difficult to get at the water.

Dick and Bertha were growing content
with their slow but profitable progress
while Dorna wished ranch life had more
excitement and some refinements.

The regular milking of seveyal cows,
feeding pigs and hens, making huge
quantities of butter and the seemingly
useless romping over the lands gathering
in small crops here and there and rounding
up recalcitrant _ cattle, hored her im-
measureaply. Her nature demanded a
change. [The doctrine of work was sound
enough for making hardy, healthy folks

{
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Should be a BRISCOE

Because the BRISCOE is a real car at a moderate price.
Because it is a car you can be proud of.

Because it is easy on tires and economical of gasoline.
Because it is handsome, roomy, speedy, powerful, responsive

and durable.

The BRISCOE, B “4-24" is the climax of a million experiments
—the fihal outcome of Benjamin Briscoe’s determination to make
the automobile value of a dollar mean more under the Briscoe
name than anywhere else in the industry. .

The BRISCOE, B ‘4-24" has: Electric Lighting and Starting
System——Full Eilliptic Springs—Floating Type Rear Axle—
Tilted Eye Saver Windshield—Speedometer—Iilectric Horn—
Gasoline Gauge—Ammeter—Trouble Light Socket—Automatic
Switch with Key Lock—Tools—Repair Kit, etc.

The price includes everything—no extras to buy.

BRISCOE, B *4-24" Touring Car or 4-Passenger Road-

ster, 105-inch Wheel Base, $935 f.0.b. Brockville, Ont.

WRITE for Benjamin Briscoe’s own story of the ‘“‘Half
Million Dollar Motor,” or call at your local BRISCOE CGarage
and let the car ““show’’ you.

THE CAN.-\\ﬁ}AN BRISCOE MOTOR CO., LIMITED,
BROCKVILLE, ONT.
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Comrade of Ambition

He says a good beginning is half

: friendly adviser to s ha
TG BEN ! the doing of a thing. His part in life

p ¥ogng. meni.f Inl:he moFts starting each ‘day right.

g 55 DUSUISRS. B 08 -magnlft Big Ben of Westclox is respected
of success draws them into the by all—sentinel of time throughout the
world. Youth sets out to prove world. He's loyal, dependable and
its pluck. his ring is true—ten half-minute calls

Big Ben of Westclox knows each  ©F steadily for five minutes.
ambition. Big Ben understands each Big Ben is six times factory tested.

. . At yotr dealer's, $3.50. Sent prepaid
dream. He’s a loyal guardnap of high :)n r}tls(c):elr toiaxfrice if your dealer doesn’t
ideals—a faithful business guide.

stock him.
La Salle, Ill., U. 8. A. Wcstcrn Clock CO. Makers of Westclox

Other Westclox: Baby Ben, Pocket Ben, America, Bingo and Sleep-Meter
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Mr. Farmer:
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) O you ever think of the plight of your family
if ever you were Kkilled or carried off by
disease ? Now your earnings provide them

with the comforts they deserve. Your wife is free
from worry. Your children are obtaining a good
education. Your love shields and protests them,
and they are happy. But what would happen if
the ‘“unexpected " should overtake you ?

Deprived of your support and protection, your

wife would be compelled to take up the burden as

a breadwinner. And, lacking your skill and train-

ing, she would be forced to the added expense of

hiring help to work the farm; or your children

might be forced to leave school to help with the
- work, and thus lose their education.

Make adequate provision for your family by means
of Life Insurance, the only sure way to provide
for the future.

The Great-West, Life issues Policies to suit every
need and circumstance. Do not put it off any
longer, but write now for information—a post card
will do—stating age, to

The Great-THest Life

Aggurance Company
Dept. “Q™

HEAD OFFICE - - WINNIPEG
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UNION BANK-

Head Office, Winnipeg
Total Assets over

Deposits over $90,000,

OF CANADA

| Loans for Livestock

T HE UNICN BANK OF CANADA is
prepa:2d to make loans to good farmers

on reasonable terms, to purchase cattle
for feeding or breeding purposes.
It is in the best interests of farmers to increase
their herds. Consult the Local Manager for
particulars.

Paid Up Capital - - - -
Total Assets Exceed - -

$5,000,000.00
$100,000,000.00

o000 THE PIONEER BANK OF WESTERN CANADA

$109,000,000

' THOMPSON, SONS & CO.

700 W Grain Exchange

#@ 18 FARMERS ! @ &

You will get good satisfaction and the best possible
cash results by employing our services to look after
and dispose of your carload shipments of Wheat,
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Shipping Bills at 7 per cent interest. : : : :
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and keeping them out of mischief. But
somehow, Dorna wanted a little mischief
thrown in.

staple viands that make harvest time the
season of all seasons.

The boss of the outfit was a ferocious

In another year the; would have per-“~looking individual with bearded jaws and

formed the necessary duties to make the
triangle ranch theirs. They would be
land wealthy. They might sell and move
to Baker or another city and taste of the
easy life, thought Dorna. The secret of
her unrest was that she wanted someone
to love her.

Ranching in times of peace is difficult
enough. When the war came and took
away all the young men the work multi-
plied and new burdens piled up.

Even “Reggie” would be a help in these
times, Dick confessed, and Dorna agreed
with him. Indeed she had been thinking
a great deal of young Furlow in those
trying days. She wondered if he had
found himself or just naturally drifted to
the dogs. Perhaps he had enlisted. But
no, he would be turned down as physically
unfit.

She had not much time to dwell on
those things. The most important thing
was to get a threshing outfit for the
grain they managed to stook by arduous
overtime. ( \ W

She was out looking for the cows early
one morning and went as far as the highest
plateau on the ranch in search of them.
This was a flat piece of ground only about
an acre in extent and fivé hundred feet
above the river. It’s sheer edge was
thickly grown with giant timber and the
view over the forested valley to the east

superb.
“This is where the ranch house should
be,” she mused. ‘It should have a broad

sharp eyes. He moved slowly, and
seldom spoke, giving the impression that
he was a bigger man than he was. He
loaded his own wagon to nearly twice the
height of the others and unloaded it in
the same time as the other loads that were
brought up to the separgtor. This marv-
elous feat proclaiming him the champion
sheaf handler of the outfit placed him in a
class by himself more than the fact that
he owned the outfit.

On the last day of the threshing he re-
marked to Dick: ‘“Why don’t you let
somebody run this ranch that knows
how?”

“I’'m satisfied with the way it’s run,”
retorted Dick, acidly. -

“Tt’s not fair to the women,” went on
the thresherman.

“What do you know about the way this
ranch is run?”’ asked Dick, evenly.

“Anybody can see that your women
folks are drudging and getting no fun.
You spend too much time drawing tanks
of water for the stock—you’d save time
by having a ram or a power pump.
Then, you lose a third of a day chasing in
cows, running all over the mountains for
them instead of havinga fenced-in pasture
for them. You told me when you en-
gaged my outfit that help was scarce.
Machines are plentiful and more constant
than hired help. You haven’t enough
up-to-date machinery on your ranch.”

Dick .could not afford to quarrel with

Canadian cooks, with their gas masks at the alert, taking tea up to the men in a village
near the line.

verandah here right to the edge 6f the hill
where one could just sit and enjoy the
gorgeous view. A tennis court and lawn
there,” she indicated. ‘“Barns and gard-
ens and everything else far away—this
secluded for decent living. Oh, if we
could only afford it! Wonder what
smoke that is 'way down the valley, a
threshing outfit, I sure believe.”

She told Dick about it and he promised
to go down next day and make arrange-
ments if he could.

An Indian brought in the week’s supply
of papers, a catalog and a magazine.
Letters were rare. Dorna took a notion
to read the papers before the catalog and

in the casualty lists there published she‘

saw the name of Capt. Reginald S.
Furlow among the ‘killed in action.”

She put the paper down suddenly and
without saying a word to her sister who
was washing dishes she went to her room
and gave up to a half hour of quiet
sobbing.

Dick saw the list, too. But both he and
Bertha took it with the impersonﬁil grief
that goes out to all who fall in 'battle.
Dick grunted:

“Wonder how he ever managed to get
into the army!”’

The threshing outfit was engaged byt
would.be several days getting round to
the triangle after working all the ranches
in the valley. :

Meantime Bertha and Dorna busied
themselves with special cookery#for the
occasion, dainty things to ge“with the

this man. He would want him another
year. He therefore humored him.

“Of course anybody is free to criticize,”
he said.

Dorna was after cows next morning
when she ran across the thresherman on
the high plateau. The outfit was ready
tomove out.

; “Come here a moment,” he called to
her.

v “Just look at that view,” he invited.
“The dream valley of the Rockies!”

“It’s lovely—I've looked at it often,”
she responded.

“I'd love to build a home here,” he
went on, musingly. Then approaching
Dorna more closely, he said, passionately:

“Dorna, I'd love to have a home here

with you as my wife. Will you have
me?”’

Dorna looked at him starkly. And
staring thus she made a discovery.
Through the wreath of whiskers she
identified him as Reginald Strong Furlow
—she wasn’t sure, so well was the illusion
of changed speech and changed appearance
carried out.

“Come, Dorna, dear—I see you know
me. A lot of changes can take place in
two years but you have not changed. I
left here determined to do something
worthy of you. I took the doctor’s advice
and rested two months, taking mild
exercise and special diet. Luckily my
uncle kept up small remittances or I
should have gone under. He was killed
in action the other day, poor chap.”

“T read of it,” Dorna breathed. “I
thought it was you.”
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He smiled. “You must have thought
me a better specimen of man than I am to
imagine that I could die a hero.”

‘%glllllt tell me what you’ve done since

. ~you left here,” she urged.

“After the two month’s rest I went to
an agricultural college for the fall and
winter term. I was more fat than strong.
But we were there taught practical work
and got no end of muscle-building ex-
ercise. Then, in the spring, I hired with
a farmer and learned what it meant to
work from 5 a.m. to 9 p.m. I left him to
go threshing and after that wasover, back
to the college. L hired” with the same
farmer in the spring and with the help of
my  uncle bought This threshing outfit
this fall. That’s the whole story. Does
it! not appeal to you a little? Your
doctrine of hard work to make life worth
living is quite sound, but why can’t we
compromise a little? I'm able to work
for two.”

Dorna thought with pity of the Furlow
she had first seen and the instinct to
mother him that had come to the surface.
Now he was robust, muscular, handsome
in spite of his grotesque beard, and her
mother instinct haloed over gave birth to
a sweeter emotion which lighted up her
face resplendently. All nature sang in
harmony of sound and color; the mountain
air was sweet with the scent of pines; even
as she released herself reluctantly from
Strong Furlow’s arms, the sound that
disturbed her was not the raucous clatter
of a cow bell, but a tinkling, musical
sound. ,

“Here comes the cows,” she said,
happily. “Let’s see who can milk the
most!”’ '

“It's ;a bet,” he accepted. “And
Dorna?’,

“Yeg, dear.” :

“Keep the secret from the rest until
after supper. I’ll shave then and maybe
they’ll guess.”

Dick was at that moment saying to
Bertha: ‘That bearded hoss’s face seems
familiar to me, somehow, and, by the way,
ain’t that him comin’ down the road with
Dorna behind the cows?”

“It sure is,” confirmed Bertha,” and
it's about time.”

“About time?”’ Dick asked, puzzled.

“Time the cows were in,” explained
Bertha.

The following speech was made by an
Irish barrister in defense of his client,
whose cow had been killed by a train:

“If the train had been run as it should

‘have been ran, or if the bell had been

rung as it should have been rang, or if
the whistle had been blown as it should
have been blew, both of which they did
neither, the cow would not have been
injured when she was killed.”
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Historic Hagwilget Indian Built
Suspension Bridge Collapses
After 20 Years '

By Francis J Dickie

One of the scientific engineeri .
ders of the world, the hist%risenggwﬁ;gt
Indian built suspension bridge across the
Buckley. canyon in northwestern British
Columbia, collapsed on August 30th
after serving the natives of the district
and travelling white men for thirty
years. Designed and built entirely by
members of the native tribe of Hagwilget
Indians the bridge stood as a striking
and uncommon evidence of perseverance
on the part of the red man, not a usual
thing, and also as one of the engineering
wonders of the world, for it was entirely
planned and, after two failures, was
completed by these primitive men.
Knowing absolutely nothing of the laws
of stress, vibration, tensile strength, etc.,
relating to the construction of such a
structure as a suspension bridge they
yet succeeded in throwing across the al-
most perpendicular walls of the Buckley
canyon at the height of a hundred feed
& suspension bridge 146 feet in length
and ten feet wide. In the entire struc-
ture there was not a nail, the joints
being made by dovetailing, and burning
of a hole with red hot coals through the
logs, which were then secured by stout
hand made wooden spikes. Particularly
romantic interest attaches to the bridge
in that the abandoned wire of the fam-
ous but not probably almost forgotten
American Telegraph Company made it
possible for the Indians to complete the
structure. A little over two decades ago
this then famous but unfortunate con-
cern began a line to Europe through the
wilderness of the extreme -end of the
North American continent, thence across
the narrow waterway .of Behring Strait
to Siberia, from there to connect up
with all the greht capitals of Europe.
The successful laying of the Atlantic
cable, however, put an end to the project
when but half completed. With its
abandonment a great supply of wire was
left in the Canadian wilderness near the
Buckley canyon, the cost of returning
it to civilization being prohibitive. Aid-
ed by this wire and plenty of growing
timber handy, the Indians went ahead
and spanned the canyon, a work umique
in engineering annals.

When the wild rush to the Yukon and
Klondyke took place, the bridge lay on
the direct route taken by many gold
seekers and proved a valuable aid in
crossing a difficult canyon. At its one
end stood a famous Hudson’s Bay post
where the ingoing men took on pro-
visions for the last stage of the journey.
For nearly twenty years this unusual
bridge, which swayed and rocked like a
ship in a stormy sea at every crossing,
served well both native and white popu-
lation of the region. Its collapse was
due to neglect, several attempts to get
appropriations for its preservation hav-
ing failed; for though recently a modern
bridge of latest suspension type was
erected by the engineering firm of
George Vradock & Company, Wakefield,
England, making the Indian one mo
longer necessary, it was desired to pre-
gerve it as a relic of the constructive
ability of a primitive people, and stand-
ing as it did unique in engineering
annals. »

The photo taken recently shows the
work of the red and the white man. The
latter skilled bridge builders, an interest-
ing and unusual contrg.st. . The new
bridge is the highest of its kind on the
North American continent, being 250 feet
above bed of river. It is 451 feet long,
10 feet wide, with a moving load capa-
city of 18,000 Ibs. It carries both foot
and vehicular traffic. Old t}}mgs pass
and new ones come; but in this particu-
lar instance it is much regretted by
many in British Columbia that the

native bridge was lost.
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offer to give you music lessons in your own home, absolutel
free. The ONLY cost is for postage and sheet music, which .
averages only 12%c weekly. We can do this because our 6ours®
makes friends—pupils recommend it to others and then we make our
profit. _We make this offer on condition that you give them our
name when they ask you.

SEND NO MONEY MAI: COUPON

Learning music successfully by our Home Study method is
a positive, proven fact. The lessons are so interesting-it is
more like a game than a stidy. Thousands who never knew
one note from another before taking the lessons have developed l U. S. School of Music,
lnt.ot erxpert muslﬁgusﬁ The ave{ggowearlyl l:;nro‘lll‘lymem. for the 1211 Brunswick Bldg., New York

ast few years een over 25, pupils. e grade you .
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Beginners or advanced players. One lesson weekly
Tllustration smake everything plain. Only expense
about 2¢ &er day to cover cost of postgfe and music
used. rite for FRE Booklet, which explains

everything in full. American School of Music,
2 Lakeside Bldg.. Chicago.
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There are Women and Women

By E. G. Bayne

F there is one place in the
world more than another
which is popularly supposed
to bear over its entrance-way

the imaginary sign “Abandon

sentiment all ye who enter here,” that
place is a bank. It is generally believed
to be the least human of all human
habitations. ~The beings in the cages
are not men, but expert machines who,
when they do give voice, utter only such
platitudes as “Sign here please,” or

“Kindly endorse this, madam.”

.There were four of us in the cages of
the Metropolitan.  First there was
Hemmingway, accountant, rather elder-
ly with a bald patch and two wives (one
dead). Then there was Charlié¢ Bateson
(aged about twenty-two), paying teller
and lady’s man. The latter part of
Charlie’s dual role, needless to say, was
assumed principally out of business
hours, as the chief was known to frown
upon wicket ' flirtations. Next came
yours truly, a married but otherwise
nondescript individual labelled “Receiv-
ing teller,” and then there was John
Janes, ledges keeper. John wasn’t fond
of the janes at all. Sentiment had mo
place in his nature. He hdd no sympathy
whatever with Charlie Bateson’s numer-
ous affaires des‘goeurs, and when love
was mentioned, ag it sometimes is even
in a bank, Jap€s simply wasn’t inter-
ested in the topic. We all had our opin-

ion of J}xve,xﬂ but Janes that is, and we

warmly human—something you are
not.”

“It’s a mess of mush!” he retorted.

“The style is rather punk,” I ad-
mitted, “but the writer is in earnest. He
has loved himself and he knows how to
impart heart throbs to his readers. It
would do you good to read that book.
It might heat up your frozen blood a
bit.”

“Did you read that—that conglomera-
tion of silly emotion?” he demanded,
looking at me as though any lingering
respect he may have entertained for me
had died a sudden death.

“Sure thing!” I returned. “And it
was as good as a spring tonic. It set
my blood to racing.”

“And you a-benedict!”

“Well, what of it? I've been one for
several years, but the wife and I
haven’t started throwing crockery at
each other yet. I don’t know whether
you’re married or not, but P

“I'm not,” he interposed succinetly.

“Well, instead of going home to a
cheerless boarding house, wouldn't you
like to have a little nest of your own,
Janes, to return to each night? Would-
n’t you like to have a loving wife meet
you at the door with a ”

“Yeah!” he interjected. “A wife to
meet me at the door and turn my pock-
ets out and grouse about the maid and
talk me tired and then insist on hawk-
ing me off to a bridge party!”

Historic Hagwilget Indian built suspension bridge collapses after twenty years.
(See previous page)

referred to it at various times in a
jocular or melancholy way, according to
our different natures, but always with
an underlying tone of respect.

Charlie, being a youth with engaging
manners, blue eyes and a rosy, cherubic
countenance, was very popular with the
girls. But his was a fluctuating and
mercurial disposition. =~ With Charlie
twas always a case of “How happy I
could be with either, were t'other dear
charmer away!”

John Janes was a comparative new-
comer. In the last bank shakeup he had
been wished on us from a distant branch
in the West and for quite a while we
did not feel like taking any liberties
with him, for his face was a rather stern
and gloomy one. He was about thirty,
dark, fairly well set up and almost
handsome. He could talk about Aris-
totle, Plato and Epictetus; in fact, he
fairly revelled in Greek poetry and phil-
osophy, but he shied away from grand
opera and the modern best seller. Once
Bateson had left a novel lying about
among the ledgers. It was one of those
red hot love stories of the kind that
depicts the tender passion so microscopi-
cally that very little is left to the read-
er’s imagination. Janes glimpsed the
title only, and with a scornful lip he
picked the book up and dropped it into
the waste paper basket.

Charlie was simply amused at this
and recovered his property with the
very best good nature. But I felt in-
dignant. A warm thrill of resentment
tingled through my veins. =

“Janes, youre one of the greatest
fools on this merry old earth,” T said.
“That book may-not be a classic but it’s

“There are women and women,” I re-
plied. “Look at old Hemmingway over
there for instance. He’s had two of
them and he still looks as though life
were worth living, doesn’t he?”

“Women,” asserted Janes, with a
bored air, “are all alike. They haven't
a thought above dress. They’d put their
immortal souls in hock for a pretty
bauble. Aristotle says 2

“Oh hire a hall!”

“Don’t waste breath on the old stick,
Bert,” called out Charlie Bateson, with a
laugh. “He’s a confirmed woman-hater.”

“Well, we're halfway through leap-
year,” I observed, “but there are still
six months of it to run. Be careful,
Janes, that’s all! Even you are not
proof against the more subtle shafts of
little cupid, and when lovely woman up
and proposes, what is mere man to do
but accept ?”

Now when T said this I confess I had
no particular or immediate meaning in
mind. It was merely a sort of general
warning. Janes resumed his work and
turned an unsympathetic back upon us.

But as I glanced up at Charlie I
caught a fixed and speculative and
withal mischievous look in his eye. He
looked as though an idea of some kind
had hit him, and even as I gazed at him
he slapped his knee, chuckled quietly and
sent me a wink.

The chief came out of his office just
then and passed out to his waiting auto-
mobile and, as though this had been the
cue for the next actors (or actresses) to
appear, scarcely three minutes now
élapsed before our tessellated floor rang
to the clicking of daintily-shod feet and
I looked up to see three well-dressed

FAIRY

SODA BISCUIT

Dainty, crisp little

sodas,made either
plain or with just
a little salt to give
them added zest.
FAIRY biscuits

are now packed in

cardboard cartons
instead of tins—a sav-
ing to you, yet with
our modern methods
of distribution
they reach
you with
snappy fresh-
ness because
they come di-
rect from the
oven to you.

Most Grocers have them—

all can get them. - 25
North-West Biscuit Co., Limited
Edmonton, Alta.

Agencles at Regina, Saskatoon, Calgary, Vancouver.

The Home of Success

GIRLS and BOYS

WANTED

Results prove The Success College
supremely superior. Twenty-five calls a
day for Success graduates is common. This
year we could have placed 426 more Sten-
ographers and Bookkeepers. Our annual
enrollment of 2,100 students (in one school)
is Canada’s largest—it greatly exceeds that
of all competitors combined. We employ
28 expert, certificated teachers. If you wish
to succeed, attend Success College. Enroll
any time. Send for catalogue of courses.

d THE
SUCCESS
Business College Ltd.

WINNIPEG, MAN.

— —
THE G.P. R, GIVES YOU
TWENTY YEARS TO PAY

An immense area of the most fertile
land in Western Canada for sale at low
prices and easy terms ranging from $i1
to $30 for farm lands with ample rain-
fall—irrigated lands up to $560. One-
tenth down, balance if you wish within
twenty years. In certain areas, land
for sale without settlement conditions.
In irrigation districts, loan for farm
buildings, etc. up to $2000, also repay-
able in twenty years—interest only 6
per cent. Here is your opportunity to
increase your farm holdings by getting
adjoining land, or to secure your
friends as neighbors. For literature
and  particulars apply to Allan
Cameron, Gen'l Supt. of Lands,Depart-
ment of Natural Resources, C. P. B,y
911 First Street East, Calgary, Alberta.
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nymphs approaching the paying teller’s
window. ‘

The dear creatures brought into our
subdued and unromantic atmosphere an
air of frivolity and two or three différ-
ent brands of perfume. They crowded
about Charlie and buzzed and laughed
and chaffed him and were chaffed in

Charlie was deeply in love this week
_with the one in shell pink. Last week it
had been the one with yellow:hair, who
jnvariably wore blue. Next week,
1 made no doubt, it would be the tall

o in apple green. But when he loved
t:anloved with a vengeance. He bore all
the earmarks of a sighing and despair-
ing Romeo. Janes, turning about sud-
denly to locate a missing sheet of blot-
ting paper, caught the glances Charlie
bent upon Mabel and Pearl and Gladys—
especially Gladys. Janes glared.

Love in its most acute stages, like a
bad attack of the mumps, always seems
highly humorous to the average un-
sympathetic onlooker. But in tempera-
ments like that of Janes, it awakens
nothing but savage gloom.

“Sour grapes,” I murmured aloud to a
handful of bank bills I was sorting.

“Is this a bank?” growled Janes, “or
a clearing-house for dcbutantes?”

“Sorehead, sorehead,” I chanted.

“I wish a mouse would happen along
just about now,” he said, as he refilled
his pen.

“Youre jealous;” I returned, “why
don’t you go get a girl of your own?”

I told him that love was the greatest
thing in the world and I pointed out to
him the lovers of history, those beings of
immortal fidelity with whom all fine
literature makes us familiar—Dante and
Beatrice, Orlando and Rosalind, Petrarch
and Laura, Romeo and Juliet, Mark
Anthony and Cleopatra, Gabriel and
Evangeline.

But he retorted that Dante was a
drivelling idiot, Orlando a lovesick jack-
ass and that as *for Gabriel it was a
blessing he and Evangeline did not
marry for who knows what sort of a
life she might havé led him and then
Longfellow would have had to cook up
a very different plot for his great poem!

It was just a few evenings later that
Bateson and I happened to sprint for
the same car going home, and as we
bumped and jolted out to the suburbs,
little did either of us foresee all that
would transpire from this chance com-
panionship. Although we both lived out
north, we very seldom managed to travel
together. As we crossed an intersecting
car line, whom should we see standing
upon the curb, waiting for his car going
west, but old Janes, who had left the
bank early.

“Look at the Herr Professor,” re-
marked Charlie, with a sidelong nod.
“See that tome under his arm? Gibbons,
I bet anything. Or maybe it’s Carlyle
or George Borrow or the addresses of
Daniel O’Connell. He’s been to the
Carnegie literature larder and now he’s
going to spend a profitable evening eat-
ing that strong mental fodder. Then
sharp at ten-thirty he’ll close the volume
with a reluctant sigh, turn out the gas
and retire.”

“You seem to know his habits pretty
well.”

“Sure. And I'm only a guesser, too.
His life is all systematized. He know:
to a minute just what he is going to do.

“Some people work to live, others live
to work,” I mused aloud. “I wonder 1£
he really gets any pleasure out of life!

“T doubt it; mental pleasure perhaps,
but no other kind.” .

“He onmly lives with one-half of his
nature,” I said, “and yet the othgr side
of him, though somnolent now, ml,ght be
capable of immense development.’

“How do you mean?” asked Bateson,
who was only half listening, his eyes
being on the alert for pretty women
entering or leaving. .

“T mean he is one of those very In-
tense people. He feels strongly. He
must have a heart. With all his scof-
fing, he’s the kind who, if he ever did
fall in love would fall so hard that the
concussion would jar all his ideas to
fragments.”

‘A sort of mental earthquake,” chuck-
led Charlie, “and wouldn’t I like to wit-
ness it! May I be there, so help me,
Mulligan!”

We spoke of other things, among ther’n'
our approaching vacation. Two weeks
cach we were allowed, but were obliged

b

to take our holidays as the Chinese 'walk
—one after the other.

“Janes goes first—the second and third

weeks in July,” remarked Bateson, tak-
ing off his hat to a couple of girls pass-
ing along the street. “There go a pair
of peaches, Bert. Pipe the one in the
blue suit.”
. Following his glance, I caught a fleet~
ing glimpse of a trim feminine form
Just rounding a corner. “Another of
your numerous,” I had begun. But he
spread out his hands deprecatingly.

“No sir! She’s refused me eleven
times and I'm beginning to think .she
dqesn’t want me,” he said, with uncon-
scious humor, and a look of regret in his
eyes. “To be frank, Bert, she’s older
than me by a couple of years.”

“Who is she?”

“First cousin of mine—Margaret Al-
lison by name, but usually gets
‘Madge.” She’s a teacher in the Vin-
cent Street Collegiate.”

“Ah, brainy, I suppose, and all that.”

“Somewhat. But she’s a bit of a cut-
up too. We used to make mud pies to-
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gether, and quarrel and make it up a
dozen times a day. She's awfully quick-
witted and she can read character as
you and I read the printed page.”

“A sort of Miss Sherlock Holmes,” I
murmured distastefully, “and of course
plain—though what I saw of her figure
was very fetching.”

“Plain?” echoed Charlie. “Do some
more thinking! She’s a pippin I tell
you.”

I smothered a yawn and pulled out
the evening paper. After a few mo-
ments Charlie spoke again.

“Where are you going for your holi-
days?®”

“Don’t know yet.
going ?”

“Oh, up at my usual haunt in Mus-
koka. I come at the tail-end but I'll
get the September fishing. By the way,
the place is kept by an aunt of Madge’s
—DMrs. Bradley. Guess you've heard me
speak of it.”

“Hemlock Cove?” .

“That’s it. It’s a regular tourists
paradise. Swell spot.”
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“T heard you recommending it to the
boys the other day. Janes in particular
;oemed greatly taken with the traw-

ing.” '

“His specialty. He’s going up there.
Sent in his application yesterday.”

“I suppose he’ll trawl with the line in
his teeth and a volume of Bacon’s Es-
says propped up in front of him.”

Charlie grinned.

“Bert, old chap,” he said, after a mo-
ment, “did you see me wink at you the
other day? I was thinking what a
great wheeze it would be to get some
girl to propose to old John, just to see
how he'd act. Listen and get an earful.
I think I’ll put Madge wise to him—
she spends most of the summer up there
you know—and I know she’ll be game.
She’d enjoy a mild flirtation like that.”

“He’d be about as responsive as a
hitching post,” I said, without enthus-
jasm. “Well, here’s my corner. So

long!”

It was some days after this that the
foregoing conversation, which I had
completely forgotten, was recalled to my
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mind by Bateson thrusting a picture
. postcard under my nose. In a neat wo-
man's hand was written this somewhat
cryptic message:

“Hemlock Cove, July 9th.
“Cousin Charlie—The person alluded
to arrived yesterday and took aunt’s
first floor front. He ‘doesn’t even know
of my existence yet, though we sit at
the same table. Going to be difficult
work I fear. Madge.”

“She was game!” chuckled-Bateson in
explanation. “Thought it would be
heaps of fun. She’s going to send me a
daily report.”

And the next day there was another
card. It said: “Very little progress. I
dropped my handkerchief right in front
of him and the brute pretended not to
notice, so I had to retrieve it myself. I
think he’s horrid.”

The next message was almost as dis-
couraging. It read: “Went out boating
in the bay alone last evening and drop-
ped an oar—purposely. Then I called
‘help, help!’ at the top of my lungs, but
that creature (who “vas sitting on a log
‘on the shore) merely rose and walked
on a few paces. I called again. He stop-
ped, looked| listened, and ‘passed by on
the other side!” One of the boys towed
me in. He has nice eyes—Mr. J. I

—~

mean. Too bad he always wears such
a gloomy expression.” .

A.day or two intervened and then
Charlie received another message:

“We have made a start! Mr. J. asked
me to pass the “butter this morning at
breakfast.”

“They’re coming along like a house
on fire,” I remarked sarcastically.

“Oh, leave it to Madge,” rejoined
Bateson, cheerfully. “Whati that girl
can’t do jsn't worth doing.” :

And, as if to reward and justify his
faith, the next report ran thus:

“Mr. J. remarked to me—on his own
initiative, mind you!— that this was
going to be a beautiful day. I agreed.
Then he went fishing with a copy of
Plutarch’s Lives and a can of fishworms.
I took my sketching materials and wan-
dered up to the bluffs.« We met acci-
dentally-on-purpose just at sunset and
he told me that his luck had been poor.
Nevertheless, he did not look greatly
cast down. I wonder why!”

“Poor Janes!” sighed Charlie, in mock
pity. “He’s knee-deep already and does-

n't know it.”
“Rained to-

Madge’s next card said:
day. Mr. J. read Browning’s Ring and

Book to me all morning on the piazza.
In the afternoon he asked me to play
chess with him in the living ‘room by

THE WESTERN HOME MONTHLY

the fire. He became so profoundly en-
grossed he forgot the tea hour. So did
I. P.S.—He certainly has nice eyes.”
“Look out, Bateson,” I said, shaking
my head. “This affair may get beyond
you and your cousin. You'd better
write and tell her not to let it go too

far. The fire of love when once
lighted »
“Too far? With him? I'd like to see

that salamander in so far ‘he’d forget
his own name! I owe it to him for the
times he’s sneered at me and my ‘sus-
ceptibility,” as he calls it. No sir! Let
the good work go on.”

The next report did not serve to ease
my mind either: “Mr. J. 15 writing to
ask for another week or ten days. Says
the air up here is doing him worlds of
good. I tried to propose last might but
my tongue clove to the roof of my
mouth. Somehow—well I don’t think
T'll ever be able to! Do put in a good
word for him with the chief, Charlie
dear.”

The chief, who liked old workhorse
Janes immensely, readily granted him
extra leave, and then, most unaccount-
ably, Madge’s postecard messages abrupt-
ly ceased. Charlie bewailed her fickle-
ness and lack of interest, while I felt re-
lieved, and the days passed until my
own holidays came due. I decided to

&
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take a run up to Hemlock Cove myself.
I am very fond of canoeing.

As we docked on a warm July after- -

noon, I cast a glance about among the
assembled campers and tourists who had
come down to the little wharf for the
only real excitement the day provided—
the steamer’s arrival. I don’t know just
what I expected to see. Perhaps in the
back of my mind there had been a no.-
tion that Janes and Madge would be
there. But they were not.

I found Mrs. Bradley’s luxurious little
summer hotel and took a room. Then I
strolled down to the beach and wandered
along the fringe of pine woods for a dis-
tance of several hundred yards. I was
in search of a good canoe and finally,
after a short negotiation with the old
man up at the ‘Point,” I secured one and
was about to push out into the bay
when a girl in a white skirt and a red
and black striped blazer rounded the
cliff. One glance at her convinced me

that it was none other than Miss
Allison. Hadn’t Charlie called her g
pippin? And Charles was a connoisseur

where feminine loveliness is concerned!

I sprang out of the canoe and pro-
ceeded across the strip of sand to meet
her.

“Miss Allison?” I queried, doffing my
panama. '

She looked at me and smiled, but in a
puzzled way. “I'm in the same bank as

your cousin Charlie Bateson,” I ex-
plained. “My name is Bert Living-
stone.”
“Oh!” she exclaimed, “I’ve heard
Charlie speak of you” We shook
hands.

“Er—I say, you know, what have yon
done with poor old Janes? Has he
gone the limit?” T enquired, as we pur-
sued the path up the hill.

She stopped, looked sharply at me,
and laughed in a way that was good
to see.

“So you know? Charlie told you?”

“He did. He has shown me all those
daily reports, and we've enjoyed the
little farce immensely, though I confess
I became somewhat uneasy after you
had” twice mentioned Janes’ eyes. I
thought—er—that is—"

“You thought I was in danger of —”

“Well you see,” I hastened to explain,
“the joke was to be on him, not you!
And I was afraid perhaps it might turn
out the other way. Pardon my_blunt-
ness.”

“Oh T pardon everything. I'm feeling
awfully like a guardian angel these
days. My heart is brimming over with
satisfaction and peace and pride. You
see I've just consummated a great coup
—and didn’t know it!”

I looked at her, thoroughly mystified.

“You know,” she resumed, “Mr. Janes
and I were getting along together about
as rapidly as a pair of lifelong enemies.
Then one day I happened to mention—
a name.” &

“A name?” I 5rechoed, as she paused.
“Whose name ?”’ '

“The name of my best girl friend,
Isobel Emerson. I just happened to re-
mark that she would be here in a day
or two. It was at luncheen. ' Mr. Janes
glanced sharply and éagerly at me. A
dull red climbed up his cheeks, and he
looked as though he wanted to say some-
thing. But he closed his lips tightly
and looked down at his plate.”

“And who is this Miss Emerson?” I
asked.

“She’s a girl he met in the West five
years ago. They loved and quarrelled
and separated. She gave him back his
ring and he went to another town and
eventually came East. But don’t imag-
ine I learned all this at once. I con-
trived to mention her name again in his
presence. It -was the day he had gone
fishing and caught nothing. You will
recollect that it was just after this he
wrote for an extension of holidays.”

“I should have imagined he’d want to
flee,” T said. “He's such a woman-hater.”

“I think these years must have taught
him a few things. At any rate, he
stayed right on, and stuck to me closer
than a brother. Anyway the quarrel
they had was such a silly one. Isobel
told me something of it.  You see I'm
engaged to her brother Tom.”

Miss Allison blushed charmingly, and
stooped to pluck a daisy. )

“Ah!” 1 observed. “And didn’t you
feel a prick of conscience?”

“Oh Tom won’t care. I'm going to
make him a full confession when I see

him. He's coming next week.”
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+ with a sheaf of ferns.

«“And so, when you saw how the land
lay, you ceased operations? That ac:
counts for the dropping off of your post-
card messages. Good girl! Well where
is this gay Lothario? T'd like to see
him—also the girl.”

Miss Allison shrugged and laughed.

“Search me! They met at the dock
last Wednesday. It was very melo-
dramatic indeed. He cried ‘Isobel!” She
stared a moment, turned pale and
preathed ‘John!’, They didn’t see me
at all, so by-and-by I slipped away.
They've acted in the most idotic way
ever since. I never saw a couple be-
have worse. They start away with
lunch and books and a box of candy
every morning and nobody ever sees
them until evening. I guess theyre
making up for lost time. Why—there
they are mow! Look!”

She pointed across a little dip in the
land to where on a fallen log a man
and a girl sat. Their backs were toward
us but I don’t suppose they would have
seen us anyway because—oh well, you've
often seen the same thing in the movies.
1t is called, I believe, a ‘slow dissolve.””

“Sh!” I whispered. “Let’s sneak up
on ’em. I want to get that pose to send
to Charlie.” )

T unslung my camera-strap and as we
advanced on tiptoe I unfolded the kodak
and, kneeling down, gave the picture =
good long exposure, for the sun was
pretty far down in the west.

Then we called out a view halloo. The
couple turned. They started violently
{o find how close up we were. John
spied me and his face took on the hue
of an over-ripe tomato.

“Well, well, well,” I said, “well, well,
well!”

“Hello, Livingstone,” articulated John
at length, but not in a tome of over-
whelming cordiality.

Love and a coat of tan had utterly
transformed his face. As for the girl,

<he was positively bewitching! Had I
not been married—well—
Introductions followed. Then Miss

Allison pounced upon her friend and the
pair went to search for ferns.

#How’s this?’ I demanded of Janes,
digging a thumb into his ribs. “When
is it coming off, eh?”

He did not resent the familiarity.
Instead he smiled with a mixture of
sheepishness and pride. Yet he had not
altogether lost his old habit of business
precision. \

“The wedding,” he said, “Is to take
place immediately.”

I seized his hand and wrung it in
silence. The girls were returning, each
Janes saw only
Isobel. She sent him a this-is-for-you-
alone smile and he looked very mascu-
line and superior and happy-.

“J]—er—I thought you were the prince
of woman-haters,” I remarked, sotto
voce.

“Oh—there are women and women,”

he replied.

The Flag Goeé By
By Henry Holcomb Bennett

Hats off!
Along the street there comes
A blare of bugles, a ruffle of drums,
A flash of color beneath the sky:
Hats off!
The flig is passing by! .
Blue and crimson and white it ‘slnnes
Over the steel-tipped, ordered lines.
Hats off!
The colors hefore us fly; .
But more than the flag is passing by.

Nea fights and land fights, grim and

great,

I'ought to make and to save the state:
WWeary marches and sinking ships:
Cheers of victory on dying lips:
Days of plenty and vears 01:‘ peace:
March of a strong land’s swift Increasc:
Equal justice, right and law,
Stately honor and reverend awe:

' Hats off!
Along the street there comes
A Dlare of bugles, a ruffle of drums;
And loyal hearts are beating high:

Hats off!

The flag is passing by!

Preliminary Bout

Madge—“Don’t you :
should marry an ecomonical man?

Dolly—*I suppose s0:
heing engaged to once.
4'lll'.\'.

think a_ girl

but it'x awful
’ 1,i\'m']mnl Mer-
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Station No. 7
By Carola 8. Craig.

HE United States mail ship,
the Arcadia, butted her nose
gently into the warm, black
swells, and cutting them, left

- in her wake long, white, curl-
ing fingers of foam, which were lost, fifty
vards behind, in the velvet meeting of
sky and sea. Not a sound was to be
heard except for the whisper of water at
the ship’s bow, and the regular throbbing
of the engines. It was a breathless
night—warm with that smothering hum-
idity, which one finds near the equator,
when after the winter rains, the summer
heat sets in.

Two middle-aged men, clad in white
duck, sat smoking on the after-deck; a

third leaned silently over the rail, gazing
into the night, apparently oblivious to
the others.

“Harrington, I’ve been thinking of that
empty command at Station No. 7,” said
the elder of the seated men to his com-
panion, “I think I know just the man
for the charge, young Hendrick—perhaps
you remember him. You knew his father,
anyway—the old captain. The boys like
him, they say, but he’s seen mno active
service, and has only just gotten his
strips. Hell be glad of the chance to
command tltis station, for it brings more
pay and puts him in line for further
advancement at the end of his two years
there. Then, too, he's not likely to have
any trouble, for the natives in that sec-
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tion are peaceful and friendly, with the
exception of the Igorrotes, and all thc
men under him are old, seasoned veterans.
It 'is a quiet, safe emough place—not
much to do, good pay, chance for
advancement—just the place for a newly
married officer.”

The man at the railing turned: “Don’t
do it, Colonel,” he said earnestly; “don’t
send a boy an’ girl out to that God-for-
saken place. It'll be the breaking o’ their
lives, sir.” .

“Why, Sergeant, you're crazy,” replied
the first speaker, laughing, “It’s a chance
for any young married man—fair pay
and certain advancement.” _

“Don’t do it, sir,” repeated the other.

The seated officer smiled up -into the
brown, rugged face of the standing man.
Though the one was an officér of high
rank and the other only & rough ser-
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If you keep it pay ouly the rock bottom price—at

ill be able to “steer clear’’ of over-price :
ftee: today—now—for the watch book and ouroffer. ¢

Burlington Watch Company

289 Cariton Street —

- Adjusted to positions—

Look!
21 Rubyand Sapphire Jewels—
Adjusted to the second— . .

Adjusted to temperature—
Adjusted to isochronism—

Gold strata case—

Genuine Montgomery Railroad
Dial—

New Ideas in Thin Cases.

And all of

have to pay.

watch prices

til you see the watch. Youdon’t buy a Burl%nl;l;todn W ;cltch ithov DESS o
i f th tch itself. Thin ‘model, handsomely shape —aristocratic in every line.
dlid beguty of U Voo i e masterpicce of the watch makers’ skill, a perfect time-

d watches which are no ¢

Winnipeg, Manitoba

his
$2.50 per Eé\onth—-a great reduction
in watch prices—direct to-you—
the exact prices the wholesale dealer would
Think of the high grade,
aranteed watch we offer here at sucha

remarkable price.
| may pay this price at the rate of $2.50 a
/8  month. 'Indeed, the days of exorbitant
: have passed. Write now.

@ d 2
See It First You don sy s

h without seeing it. Look

the rate of $2.50 a month.

Only
)50

A Month
for- $2.50—only

itively

And if you wish, you

>

it for yourself before you

7 “BuingtonWatchCo.
Send Your Name / =5

¢*  Please send me (without obliga-
tion, and prepaid), your free

' ‘," ".' "" g es, with full explanation o
l }c p o b i h or $2.50 a month offes on
o" h's ¥ .. ‘hy.an"‘::_u ofw a

Get the Burlington Watch Book by sending this coupon

ill know a lot more about watch buying when you read it. LN o
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$100 in Christmas Prizes

WHAT PRESENTS ARE IN THE CARS
FOR BOYS AND GIRLS *"43 iFas

SRR

SO that we may become acquaint-
ed with more young people this
Christmas, we are giving you this
train loaded down with Christmas
resents. Each car gontains one
nd of present and the name is on each
car but the man who painted the name
got the letters all jumbled. Worse still,
the man who coupled the cars got them
in the wrong order. Now, can you
straighten things out and re-arrange the
letters in the names of the presents in
each car and put the cars in their right
order behind the locomotive?

Car No. 6, DOES ILL, contains‘‘Dollies.”” The
other cars may contain gloves, candy, baseballs,
animals, bicycles, building blocks, skipping ropes,
nine pins, engines, skates, Noah's Ark, perfume,
laqtems. tools, footballs, games, or something else.
It is for you to find out.

Should you get the cars behind the locomotivein
their right order, you will find that the first letter
of the correct name of each Christmas present in
egch car when these first letters are all put together
will spell out the name of a great Nation in Europe,
one of the Allies—a Nation whose Navy controls
the Oceans.

On Christmas Day, Uncle Peter, who edits the
Bunny Page in EVERYWOMAN'S WORLD, will
judge the answers and award the following big
cash prizes to young people under seventeen years
of age complying with the conditions of the con-
test, whose answers are all correct or nearest cor-
rect, neatest and best written. So get busy and
send in an answer to-day, and this Christmas Season
may be the happiest you have ever had.

The Big Cash Prizes

& ¥ %3
DOES ILL
$25.00 Cash to the Boy or Girl who sends us i3
the best reply. $15.00 Cash to the Boy or Girl Sk
sending the second best reply. $10.00 Cash to the ¢ 2 - No. 6
Boy or Girl sending the third best reply. DOLLAR o
BILLS. Fifty bright, new, crisp $1.00 biils to the
fifty next Boys and Girls with the 50 next best replies.
If you are bright and quick you wi!lalso have the
opportunity of winning a Shetland Pony and Cart
or Bicycle and many other fine prizes in a pleasant
contest even more interesting that this one.
Write your answers in pen and ink, using only
one side of the paper. Put your name, addressand
age, in the upper right hand corner of each sheet.

g8 ¢ A & F 8

No. 7

Send Your Answer This Very Evening!

ERE are 53 Cash Prizes and in addition other fine awards for eve oung person who ifi
his or her entry in this fascinating contest. Each boy or girl desirirrygs;ﬁs o% l?er entry to g;lr?nl;efg
" for one of the fine prizes will be required to perfiorm a small service tor Everywoman's World for
which additional Reward or Cash Payment will be given. Wouldn't youlike $25.00 Cash? Wouldn't
you like a Shetland Pony and Cart or Bicycle? These fine prizes will go to our young friends and we
would like you to get the hest of them. Address your answers as follows: '
Uncle Peter, c/o Everywoman’s World, 88 Continental Building, Toron*a,

Intense in heat, easy to ignite. KING COAL
has won a big reputation for cleanliness and
economy.. No dust. No clinkers. Prompt
delivery guaranteed.

THE CARDIFF COLLIERIES, LIMITED
EDMONTON, ALTA.

- S
® i g ’ ___
, 71 St. Andretw’s College
o i o TORONTO .
FIEE G Y (R ; A CANADIAN SCHOOL FOR BOYS
i UPPER AND LOWER SCHOOLS
Careful Oversight Thorough Instruction
targe Playing Fields Exce!lent Situation
Winter Term Commences Nov. 19, 1917
REV. D. BRUCE MACDONALD, M.A. ,LL.D., HEADMASTER
, Calendar sent on application
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geant, there was a strong friendship
between the two, and each respected the
judgment of the other, for they had
fought together through the Phillipine
War, and had been brave, unflinching
companions under fire and hardship.

»Sit down, old fellow, and tell me why
I must not send a ‘boy and girl out to
that God-forsaken place,” as you term it.
You know we can’t afford to detail a
scasoned fighter to rot from sheer disuse
in that sleepy post—out with it! What
are your reasons?”

The sergeant disregarded the proffered
chair, and leaning over the rail, looked
steadily into the enveloping darkness.

Then, slowly: “I'll tell you two a story,
and perhaps you'll know how I feel. I
ain’t got th’ gift o’ words, but perhaps I
can make you see.

“The last.man they sent out to take
charge o’ the post was a boy of twenty-
two or thereabouts. He was a fine, clean
chap, with a frank, honest face and clear
eyes that looked straight into your'n an’
never wavered. With him he had his
little girl-wife. She was only a slip of a
girl, not strong like, nor hearty enough
for tl’ rough life, but the way she'd look
at him with them big eyes of hern
showed that she didn’t dread nuthin’ but
the thought of partin’ from him. It
won't be very long,’ she’d say to me of
an evenin’ when I’d be off duty an’ drop
in to chat, ‘It’s only two years and then
Jack will be promoted, and we can live
in the States—home!’ and then she'd
smile, gentle and wistful like.

evenin’ she’d sit in the porch with the
Luck in her arms, watchin’ the sun set
in the sea an’ the light would shine on
her face an’ hair, an’ remind you of a
pitcher of the Holy Mother.

“But the summer heat set in. Day
after day the sun blazed like a red-hot
coal in a sky of heated copper. The
nights were worse than the days. The
darkness set in an’ smothered us like a
heavy blanket o’ black velvet. The Luck
was too little an’ delikit; it couldn’t
stand the heat. It died. It never had
been strong, anyway. The men was heart-
broken, an’ the boy sobbed like a child
when the post doctor said it was gone.
We buried our Luck at the edge of the
marsh in the jungle, in a little packin’
box. It was the best we had, an’ we
painted it white an’ lined it nice inside.

“From that time on, the girl scemed to
fade. When the boy was away, she'd
creep about so white an’ sad-like that it
was pitiful to see her, but when he was
with her, she’d try to be cheerful an’
bright. She'd count the months ’till they
would go home, an’ joke an’ talk o’ his
promotion, an’ what they’d do with the
extra pay.

~After a while, the boy seemed to get
over the loss o’ the Luck, an’ he tho’t she
had, too. But I'd see her sittin’- with
empty arms, lookin’ out to sea, an’ by
her white face an’ hungry eyes, I'd know
she hadn’t forgot.

“It’s queer he couldn’t see her fadin':
all we others could. But we didn’t say
nothin’: we thought he’d be moved to the

==

There is waiting for the Hun aviator who comes within range of this big British gun, an

exceedingly warm reception.

The gun and its crew are stationed somewhere along the east

coast of England, and they are on the lookout for manifestations of ruthlessness from the

air. This anti-aircraft piece is evidently a naval gun, for it is manned by a gun crew of

sailors. It is mounted on a railroad truck, and is mabile, so that it can be brought into

action wherever danger from the air threatens. The photo shows the crew loading it for
use against the (ierman airmen.—British official photograph.

“They had a little hbungalow frontin’ on
the sea, an’ a little porch \vl\\r're she’d-
always sit an’ watch for the mail ships.
The back of the bungalow lgoked toward
the jungle an’ the marsh—you know
what it’s like, Colonel—the black, heavy
jungle an’ the marsh, hungry to swallow
vou up—the slitherin’ snakes that twist
around your ankles as you plow thro’
the drippin’ undergrowth, an’ the spiders
as big as saucers—and crawlin’ things;
oh, it’s a mightmare! But the boy, he
loved the jungle an’ the marsh. ‘They’re
human,” he’d sayv: Cif yvou love an’ trust
them, they'll give vou their best, but if
you hate them they’ll sure get you.

“We men were most of us old-timers at
the post, an’ we'd had other command-
crs, but none like this hov. All the men
loved him. An’ the girl—well, they'd

have gone thro’ five an’ water for her.:

Towards the end of their first yvear at the
post, a little haby came—a little girl, it
was, tiny an’ pink—like a rosebud. The
hov was that proud of it—an’ the men,
well, they was tickled to death.

“They called it the “Luck™ of the post,
an’ on the next mail ship that came,
ordered a big silver Tovin® cup from the
States, with *Luck” on th' outside an® the
date an’ the name o' the station.  The
ship was to bring the cup on its next
trip— that was in three months,

“The ol didn't say mueh, hat in the

~

States, before she gt real sick. When
the time before they were to go got so
short, we could cofnt it in weeks, she
took to her bed,/an’ the fever, loosed
from the swamps by the winter rains, an’
risin’ in the thick white mists every
night, got its grip on her. o

“I think she knew she was goin’, but
even then thesboy couldn’t see it. He'd
sit on the edge of her bed an’ talk of how
soon they’d be out of this God-forsaken
hole, an’ on their way to the States.
She’d  get  better then, he said—the
change would help her. An’ she'd smile
into his eyes, gentle an’ wistful-like an’
agree with all he said.

At last, one day about a weck before
the ship was to come to take them home,
the doctor told us it was. no use: she
never had had any stamina, an’ the fever
had eat up all her vitality. ‘She ain’t
dyin’, he said, ‘because she's too sick to
live, but because she’s just too weak.’

“The hoy took on awful when the doctor
told him, grabbed him by the shoulder.
an’ shook him. *Oh. Doc, you're jokin.’
he eried, hoarse an’ frembly, “why she's
not sick—she’s goin’ to get well an’ go
Lack home next week. Surely you don't
mean itr”

“The doctor laid his hands on the hoy’s
shoulders, an’ looked him in the eyves—
Brace up. old man.” he said gently. an’
aoin there to her. for she's passin’
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quickly now. The last hours of her life
are slippin’ like grains of sand through
our fingers, to return to the dust from
whence they came.’ :

“Then, very quietly, the boy went into’
the room an’ looked at her lyin’ like a
proken lily, on the white pillows. His
eyes caressed her passionately—her lips,
her eyes, her hair, but he only knelt by
the bed an’ bent his head over her little,

ale hands.

. *¢‘Boy,’ she said at last, gentle and
weak-like, ‘I’'m goin’ for a little while,
hut you mustn’t miss me too much, dear.
Our little baby needs me. She would be
afraid out there in the jungle, all alone.

_“The boy “didn’t say nothin,” but his
eyes, as he saw her slippin’ away from
him, were like those of a dog in pain. 1
hardly know when she did go—it was all
so peaceful-like and still. Only the hoy
gave one chokin’ sob, and gatherin’ her
into his arms, kissed the still,"'white face.
Then, very gently, as tho’she still could
feel, he laid her back on the pillows and
crossed the slender hands. Without look-
ing back he tip-toed to the door, as tho’
afraid of wakin’ her, an’ on thro’ the
barracks into the jungle he went.\

“He seemed so calm an’ quiet-like, we
never tho’t much on his goin’ out like
that to the jungle. It always had been
his friend, an’ he’d taken his joys an’
gorrows there afore. But he didn’t come
in that night, nor the next day, so we
sent out a search-party. b

“On the third day, we found him ’way
in the jungle, his back full o’ poisoned
arrows, an’ a look o’ agony on his face.
He must o’ run amuck o’ one o’ them
Igorrote hunters.

“IVe brought back what there was o’
him an’ buried him an’ the girl together
by the side o’ the Luck, on the edge o’ the
jungle. The post doctor talked, for we
hadn't any preacher, an’ we men sang an’
prayed. It scemed like th’ life an’ the
leart an’ the hope o’ the post was buried
in that rough board coffin. An’ when we
came back from the funeral, we saw th’
smoke o’ the Arcadia on the sky toward
th’ west—the ship that was to ha’ taken
them home.”

There was a long silence. The officers
drew quietly on their cigars; the ser-
geant leaned motionless on the rail. In
the darkness a porpoise splashed into the
night, wheezed and plunged beneath the
oily surface. At last the senior officer
spoke to his companion: “Harrington, I
think I know just the man for that com-
mand at No. 7—old Johnson, fine old
fellow, Spanish War veteran, seasoned,
old bachelor, too—just the man for the
place.”

Sealed

(By John DrinKkwater, in the “Nation,”
London.)
The doves call down the long arcades
of pine,
The screaming swifts are tiring towards
their caves,
And you are very quiet, O lover of mine.

No foot is on your ploughlands now, the

song

Tails and is no more heard among your
leaves

That wearied not in praise the whole
day long.

T have watched with you till this twi-

light fall, )
The proud companion of your loveliness:
ITave you no word for me,no word at all?

The passion of my thought I have given
you, : _

Striving towards your passion, never-
theless

The clover leaves are deepening to the

dew,

And T am still unsatisfied, untaught.

You lie guarded in mystery, you go.

Into your might and leave your lover
naught.

Would T were Titan with immeasurable
thews .

To hold vou trembling, lover of mine,
know ) -

To the full the secret savor that you use.

and

Half the ills flesh is heir to
Wouldn't really be =0 bad.

If we did not always thereto

Add the ills it never Liad.

A Young Canadian Hero

Captain V. G. Tupper’s Last Letter to
His Father

As an illustration of the lofty senti-
ments possessed by Canadians who die on
the European battlefield in the war for
democracy, a notable instance is the fol-
lowing letter received by Sir Charles
Hibbert Tupper, from his youngest son,
who made the supreme sacrifice at Vimy
Ridge, a few hours after the letter was
written. Captain Tupper joined the Van-
couver Highlanders at the outbreak of
the war as a private, and all the honors
that came to him were won on the field
of action.

Held Acting Rank of Major

His promotion to captain was gazetted
October, 1916, while he held acting rank
of major and; during the long winter of
1916-17, he was with his company  in
France through all the unrecorded fight-
ing of trench life. He several times re-
fused to accept a staff appointment, pre-
ferring to remain with his men.

When he fell in action on Easter
Monday, at the age of 21, it was after 31
months in the service, two years being
spent in France, and it was during his
sixth great.battle and at the head of his
company, to the command of which his
long and faithful service, his ability and
his courage had brought him.

The late Captain V. G. Tupper, M.C.

“My Dear Father,—I am writing one
of these ‘in case’ letters for the third
time, and, of course, I hope you \\_'nll
never have to read it. If you are reading
it now, you will know that your voungest
son ‘went under’ as proud as Punch on
the most glorious day of his lifo.’ I am
taking my company ‘over the top’ for a
mile in the biggest push that has ever
heen launched in the world, and I trust
that it is going to be the greatest factor
towards peace.

“Dad, you can’t imagine the wpndvr_ful
feeling: a man thinks something like
this: Well, if T am going to die, this 1is
worth it a thousand times. T have ‘been
over’ two or three times before, but never
withsa company of my own. Think of it
__a hundred and fifty officers and men
who will follow vou to Hell, if need be.

“I don’t want any of you dear people
to be sorry for me, although, of course,
vou will, in 4 wav. You will miss me,
it vou will be proud of me. Mind you,
[ know what I am up against, and that
the odds are against me. I am not going
in the wayv I did the first time, just for
sheer devilment and curiosity. I have
seen this game for two _\'«-:lrs,‘and T still
like it and feel that my place is here.

«Qo much for that. 1T want to thank
vou from the bottom of my heart for all
vour loving kindness to me. This war
has done wonders to me and makes me
realize lots of things 1 would not have
done otherwise. 1 could write a book
about it. but you know what 1 mean.

“Good-bve. dear father and mother,and
all of ;-'.;1: Again T say that T am proud
he where T am now.”

he

1o
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Why Those Holes
~ In Bread?

To separate the food cells into thin walls, so digestion can
easily act. Without that, any grain food, as you know, is
almost indigestible. * "

4 Times as Many
In Puffed Wheat -

Puffed Wheat is four times as porous as bread.
It is also whole wheat, not the mere inner flour.

The food cells are not merely separated. Each food cell is blasted
by internal steam explosion. In making Puffed Wheat a hundred million
explosions oceur in every kernel.

©

These bubbles of grain, thin, flaky and flavory, seem like intentional
confections. But their enticements are all accidental.

Prof. Anderson created Puffed Crains to supply scientific grain food.
Few cooking methods break even half the food cells. This method breaks

them all.
These are the ideal foods for easy, complete digestion. And every

Puffed Puffed
Wheat . Rice

Both 15¢ Except in Far West

These Puffed Grains are more than gestion makes them ideal between meals
breakfast dainties.  They should be served or at bedtime.
in every bowl of milk. Their ease of di- Salt or douse with melted butter for
hungry children after school. Use like
nut-meats in home canly making. Secat-
terin your soups.

—

8érve a Different Grain

Thin, Flavory Tidbits to
i Each Morning

Mix with Fruit

The Quaker QOats ©Ompany

Sole Makers

Saskatoon, Canada

Peterborough, Canada (1721)
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Prof. W. F. Osborne, University of Manitoba
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Let Bygones be Bygones

One of the grand secrets of success is concentra-
tion. So many of us let the past weigh on us with
a heavy hana. Yesterday is always wanting to take
its toll from to-day. It will inevitably take a cer-
tain toll. There is no use of our consciously aiding
it in the process. If we have succeeded, we like to
gloat over the fact, and over the details of the fact.
If we have failed it is hard to resist the temptation

. to mourn and whine and analyze. We should put the

whole of ourselves into the present task. We should
live all the time with the sum total of our force.
A man needs a certain recklessness to make things go.
A certain abandon is the secret of vitality. A man
like Roosevelt is what he is because he is so amaz-
ingly vital. I once stood in a narrow corridor in the
Waldorf Hotel through which he passed. The air
tingled as he swept along. The reason was that he
is so full of zest. He is still a boy and pitches him-
self into the job of the moment with a-boy’s keen-

- ness. Let us remain boys in this respect. Don’t be

worrying all the time as to whether what you are
about to do or say is precisely consistent with what
you have said or done before. Emerson says that
“Consistency is the hobgoblin of small minds.” The
key is be true to yourself, and the past and the
future will take care of themselves. Polonius, giving
advice to Laertes his son, says: “To thine own self
be true.” A life lived in fidelity to oneself will draw
into a consistency and uniformity superior to that
which can be attained by prim, anxious nursing of
ourselves. .

People in Glass Houses

We often blame the peoples of Europe for ac-
quiescing in militarism. The Germans, in particular,
we blame for putting up so tamely with the brutal

domination of a military class. We carry this so

far that, when we see them practically united in
support of the war, we conclude that they are hand
in glove with their rulers, and in effect as guilty as
they. We feel in the same way about the peoples
of countries like Roumania and Greece. The popular
feeling was supposcd to be all our way. Why did
they not give effect to their desire? Why did
Roumania not join the Allies long before she did?
In the days when Venizelos was out of power, but
tremendously popular, and general Greek sentiment
was preponderantly pro-British and pro-French, we
wondered why the people did not do what everybody
said most of them wanted to do.

But let us try on ourselves this cap that we ad-
just so cavalierly to the heads of others. Does the
Canadian people easily manage to have its will car-
ried out? The country is overwhelmingly in favor of
a national government which shall put an end to
partizanship, at least for the duration of the war.
That has been the preponderant desire of the people
since a very carly period in the war. And yet, at
the time these words are written, we have after a
long effort just now achieved our purpose. Suppose
a foreign observer has been studying carefully dur-
ing these months our Canadiap newspapers. Would
he mnot rightly conclude that there was an over-
whelming demand for the formation of &' government
representing all the major interests of the nation
without regard to party? And, sceing that we were
not getting it, might he not easily conclude that, as
a people, we are marked by some strange incapacity ?
In other words, he might, not very unreasonably,
mete out to us just about the same sort of judg-
ment that we at one time and another have passed
on European peoples. '

Then another thing comes to my mind as I write
this, which I think tends in the same direction, or
bears on the same point. On certain subjects public
opinion tends strongly in certain directions. Under
these circumstances this same public opinion is apt

“to become extremely repressive. I am struck by the

fact that, in private conversation, strong and able
men are constantly cxpressing opinions that run
direetly counter to the views that are publicly in the
ascendant. These views are virtually never voiced
in public. ' Why? The men that hold them are afraid
—-that’s all. I meet men in Winnipeg who hold
extremely decisive opinions. This very week I have
met different men who have said things so violently
counter to general opinion as these, for example:
That there cannot be any permanent organization of
the world on a peace basis until a world court is
set up that will pass in review the title by which all
the nations hold possessions outside their own
boundaries; that the policy of Protestant Canada
with regard to the education of Catholic citizens has
been a complete failure, and that we should have
been farther ahead if we had let Catholics have pub-
lic money freely for the maintenance of schools con-
ducted in accordance with their special views; that
even Great Britain has not stated with sufficient
clearness the objects for which she is fighting in this
war. These views, of course. have nothing to do

,‘7/

]

with each other. They dgal with different’ subjects,
and I am giving them simply as illustrations. There
is not one of them which, openly avowed, would not
send to Coventry the man who would make himself
responsible for it. The result is, they are never
heard in public.

When we think of these things we should not be
disposed to charge with quiet docility the people of
militaristic countries. All that a man has to fear
here, for the most part, is the penalization of opinion.
There if an individual protested he would be im-
prisoned. And if large numbers protested, there
would probably be a proclamation of martial law,
and the ones responsible for the protest would be
shot. That realization, and the knowledge of the
way we ourselves act, should make us:chary about
the judgments we pass on other peoples.

Wrongly Directed Criticism

Father Drummond, a brilliant and a'ccomplished
Jesuit preacher, long resident in Saint Boniface, now
at Edmonton, some time ago spoke almost sneer-
ingly of the Russian revolution. Father Drummond
in doing this was aiming his darts at the wrong
people. For one thing, I should like to know how
authentic his information is that nearly forty
thousand persons lost their lives in the first few
days of the revolution. Those figures have certainly
not become general property.

But suppose they were true. Suppose even worse
excesses are yet committed. Who are to blame,
primarily? Not the gigantic and childlike people of
Russia, just emerging, and violently, from their
swaddling clothes; but rather the czardom and
bureaucracy—the former hopeless]y reactionary, and
the latter hopelessly corrupt—that for so long re-
pressed and defrauded and brutalized the people. 1
read the other day a significant sentence, written by
a Frenchman, Albert Lorel;: He says, in effect, that
the fires of revolution are:fiot chargeable to the un-
fortunate people who commit them so much as the
excesses of the bad old systems, that these same
people have to rise to destroy. Read Young’s Travels
in France, see the conditions obtaining among the
French peasantry prior to the revolution; and then
ask yourself whether it is any wonder there was a
reign of terror. Think of the obscuration, the
venality, the treachery of the old regime in Russia,
and ask yourself whether it is much wonder that
blood had to flow. The excesses of popular revolu-
tions are the penalty of vicious and tyrannical
governments. There is no rose water way of getting
rid of a hoary octopus like the former government of
Russia. The system that persists in repressing one
hundred and sixty million people has itself to blame
if, in the long run, it is removed with violence. The
real friends of society are those who, in advance of
catastrophe, try to mediate between classes in the
effort to achieve by evolutionary process what,
denied that method, will ultimately express itself
in revolution.

Results of German Education

I have recently read as a whole a book of which I
had read parts before. I refer to the famous book on
Germany written by Madame de Staél and published
in England in 1813. She tried to publish it in France
in 1810, but the myrmidons of Napoleon suppressed
it, and she had to flee frem the country.

One certainly has difficulty in recognizing in the
Germans of 1917 the successors of the Giermans of a
century ago. Then they were disunited, subjective,
timid, lacking in executive capacity—dreamers. poets,
philosophers. To-day they are welded into a com-
pact machine, aggressive, masterful, ruthless. The
change that has been wrought in this people in a
century and less, should, teach us how mighty a force
nationally conceived education is. The German
people has been transformed because a persistent
n}a.tionnl propaganda has been carried on among
them.

Let us ask ourselves in Canada to what extent our
cducation is making us as a nation what we want
to be. Have we a goal? What is it? Have we a
conception of national character? What, in turn, is
it Are we proceeding, or simply drifting? = The
signs are, indeed, that we have not even had before
us a program of national unity. We are to-day a
divided people. English Canada has never bestirred
itself to interpret itself to French Canada. We have
left Quebec lyving by itself. We have left the whole
ficld of ideas in that province to men like Bourassa.
The result is that when a testing time of the first
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