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The business of being a man 3\ //
has its advantages these days as ;?/ :
well as its responsibilities—especi- =4
ally if someone thinks enough .‘-—E HE. simplest way to commence your
about him, hisneeds and his wishes, / Christmas shopping is to go to your

Jeweler’s and see his range of Waltham
Watches. In any Waltham Watch you have
a combination of beauty and utility. More-
over, you can rest assui ed that the name
“Waltham”’ on a watch is the world’s greatest
guarantee of watch quality.

to choose for his Christmas gift

"Tﬁlllette Safety Razor

Most men are practical. The welcome gift
is the useful gift—the Gillette—that fits right into
a man’s intimate personal life, makes things

Our Illustrated Booklet, ‘“‘Concerning a
Timepiece” will greatly help you in
selecting the most suitable watch for your
purpose.  Werite for a copy.

easier for him, and prove._ its quality by the way

it shaves,

At any good Hardware, Drug or Jewelry WALTHAM WATCH COMPANY

Store you can pick out a Gillette Set that will be MONTREAL

sure to give him lasting pleasure. If you have

any trouble getting what you want, write us and T R S5, =y T
e ~’W W S0 N
P e o

we will see that you are supplied.

GILLETTE SAFETY RAZOR CO.
OF CANADA, LIMITED,

Officeand Factory : Gillette Building, Montreal.
281
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AIR IS CHEAP—
USE PLENTY OF IT

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

New air is cheaper than new
tires.

Give your  tires all -the air
they need.

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

Schrader Unliversal
Tire Pressure Gauge

THE FINEST
HUNTING GROUNDS
IN AMERICA

Are Conveniently Reached
via

Canadian Pacific Railway

MOOSE, BEAR, CARIBOU, RED DEER
and SMALL GAME are Quite Plentiful

P rticulars from Canadian Pacific Ticket Agents or
W. B. Howard, Dlstrlct Passenger Agent, Toronto

If you have been riding on
haphazzard pressure, you have
been spending a great deal
more money for tires than you
need have spent.

Price $1.50

For Sale by Tire Manufacturers,
Jobbers, Dealers, Garages, or

A. SCHRADER’S SON, Inc.
20-22 HAYTER ST,
TORONTO, ONT.

Schrader products were awarded
a Grand Prize and two Gold
Medals at the Panama-Pacific
Exposition ‘“There is a Rea-
son,’

GET IT TODAY Manufactured by
¥ A S h d ] S I 20-22 Hayter Street
NEW YORK: LONDON: CHICAGO:
785-795 Atlantic Avenue Dorset Place 1200 Michigan Avenue
Highest: Award 'Pawama-Pacific Exposition

SNAP

~-THE GREAT. -

" Hand Cleaner
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Reader Interest and
Printer’s Art

P EOPLE too often forget that printing is one of the arts; even

S s T

the editor sometimes forgets this. The art of the printer
- is principally to make people read as easily as possible what
e other people write. In the attempt to make newspaper space valuable,
the editor sometimes puts too much printed matter into it. When
ir you look at the large number of people writing in a newspaper office,
i and another large number of people in the composing room transferring
the written articles into type, you often wonder who are the people
in the world that are supposed to read all those things prepared with
so much labor and human interest. In all economic surveys ever made,

nobody has yet attempted to discover what percentage of printed I O B Ac ‘ : o
matter on the average is dead waste of printers’ ink and white paper.

é The paper which succeeds in interesting its readers most is, on the is the “chum” of more pipe
e whole, the paper that combines interest in what is printed with as smokers, than any other
¥ much ease as possible for the people who are to read it. tobacco smoked

In this issue of the Canadian Courier we have made a radical mn Canada
change in the printing art involved. Because we believe that there is EVERYBODY SMOKES
no page in this issue that is not interesting to the average reader, we : “OLD CHUM”
have printed most of it in larger type, to make easy reading. These
are strenuous times. People everywhere are trying to avoid waste
in every department of living. So far as can be observed, the printer
and the publisher are about the last people in the world to practise
what they are preaching to other people. If economy is necessary in
food, clothing and luxuries, it is just as necessary in printing.

o

FIRE EXTINGUISHERS
FIRE ESCAPES -
FIRE ALARMS

IN the second week of the twelfth year of this paper there are

more than three times as many people reading it as there
were a year ago. Because of the increased number of the readers and
the extension of the interest in thé paper as a consequence, it is very
much more important now than it was a year ago for us to make our
space valuable to you by reason of genuine reader interest.. Two things
only are necessary in this reader interest: the first thing is the interest
itself; second is the certainty that people will discover this interest.
We know that this paper is interesting, and we also know that at
present a number of people have been prevented from finding this
interest to the fullest extent by a certain difficulty in reading news-
paper type. By the use of a larger type we expect increased interest
in this paper. In times like these, when every custom and habit or
practice in the world that does not help in giving strength to the work
We are engaged in, is being discarded, we cannot afford to waste any
of our efficiency by an unwise misuse of the printer’s art.

With the appearance of this issue we expect to increase the ‘
readability of this paper by a very large percentage. In doing so, we
are reminded of the irate subscriber to a country paper who went into
the editor’s sanctum one day and complained that the paper was too
bard for him to read; and asked as a special favor that his copy of
the paper be printed in larger type. Spectacles may be all right for
some people, but we do not want to be responsible for the buying of
iore spectacles than people ought to have, just because they feel that

Reduce your insurance, increase your safety.~
Protect your lives, your property, your
business.

ONTARIO MAY-OATWAY
FIRE ALARMS, Limited
26-28 Adelaide St. W. - Toronto

numu|umummmmmmmmmmmmumwmmwmummumw&mm

Multiply Christmas by 99

Give your wife for a Christmas present, a skilful assistant to
take ‘the drudgery out of her household duties. Give her a

Cadillac Electric Vacuum Cleaner
You are sure of quality when you buy the “‘Cadillac,” the gold

medal winner at the Panama-Pacific Exposition. Made in Canada
and guarameed by the

Clements Mannfactnriig Co., Limited
76 Duchess Street, Toronte |

Send Now for Bookdet and List of Enthusiastic Users.

they must read this paper.
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THE BUSINESS SIDE

OF YOUR

VOTE ON DEC. 17th

BUSINESS MEN---Have you stopped to
-think what it means to you if -Laurier and
Bourassa win? The dishonor of a country
is its ruination. If we quit the war---and
that without any question at all is” what
would happen if the Laurier-Bourassa forces

are victorious---the other civilized nations
,of the world would look down upon us. Our
foreign credit and international relations
would suffer tremendously. We could not
attract the new capital we need to develop
our country.

Capital Shies at Quitters

Capitalists do not lend money to quitters.
To-day we are entirely dependent on the
~ United States for necessary supplies of
“cotton, hard coal, tin plate---the base raw
materials of the great canning industry---
the largest proportion of our iron and steel
brass and copper, and many other com-
modities. All these articles are to-day
shipped from the United States under
license from the Government of that coun-

No War

What about Great Britain? Would she be
likely to continue sending us war orders for
shells, or would she spend her money in the
United States, which supports her in the
war ? ' !

Munition making has practically kept the
country from collapse, and the possibility of
it being stopped while the war is on and
ordinary business is disorganized should
rightly be viewed with great alarm.

try, and Canada gets the same treatment
as the citizens of the United States because
we are in the fight with them. What would
happen if we quit? Common sense tells
us we would lose the active sympathy and
co-operation of our neighbors, and that
surely would have disastrous effects upon
our industries. Remember, the United
States is now refusing to send supplies to
Russia because she has quit the war.

Orders

There can be no doubt that the credit of
the country would suffer in proportion to
the degradation of our honor, because the
honor of a country has great bearing on its
credit. No lender likes to lend money to a
borrower who does not manfully see things
through---and he never lends it to a quitter.
As it is with individuals, so it is with
nations. The country which maintains its

“honor at the highest point is the country

that has the hlghest credit.

Think !E Over---Think E Over Seriously.

Support Union Government

-Unionist Party Publicity Commatiee
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FORWARD'!
; T last the west front begins to look
A like real war. We read that tanhks
and cavalry were two big factors

in the advance that broke the Hinden-
‘burg Line. Some of the cavalry were
(;anadians. The Fort Garry Horse were
among the units engaged. ) :
Lieut.-General Sir Julian Byng was the
commander under whom-—operating un-
dgr supreme command of Sir Douglas
Haig—the great part of the action was
carried out that for the first time really
‘broke through the Hindenburg Line.
General Byng is known to Canada By his
command of the Canadians before the
appointment of Sir Arthur Currie. He
will not deny that the Canadians began
to do one of the greatest things in the
war even before he took command, by
their blocking of the Huns’ road to Calais.

He remembers also that they did just as

great work in a shorter time when they
did the lion’s share in the_capture of
Vimy Ridge under his own command.

5

VICTORY !

The general whoe commanded ‘the Cana-
dians at Vimy Ridge happens to be the
man who on a wider field has since con-
ducted one of the greatest offensives of
the west front, in the actual breaking of
the Hindenburg Line.

Gen. Byng and his cavalry and his 100
tanks pulverizing the entanglements of
the Germans, rolling and galloping over
the ground broken by the great guns be-
hind, are the beginning of what all those
on the side of the Allies hope will be-
come real open fighting. Armies every-
where, peoples everywhere, are sick of
the trenches. Much as Canada has done
in the trench system, she will do far more
in the open when the cavalry get under
way. The Hindenburg Line was broken,
not by the cavalry, but in the engage-
ment when for the first time the cavalry
and the tanks co-operated on a big scale
with the infantry, the air-man and the,
big guns.



- first public visit to Canada. No
- such crowd ever before assembled in
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TO CANADIANS:

| speak the literal truth when | say that what has
been accomplished by you Canadians and by your
brothers of the continents and islands which lie
under the southern cross is without a 'parallel in

- history,

Yeu have chosen to walk on the hard and glorious
road of service and sacrifice and high achievement.
You have made your bodies the servants of your
souls’ desire.

Nothing would have been easier than to say that
you felt such horror of bloodshed as to be unwill-
ing to send your sons to slaughter. But, thank
Heaven, you men of the north, like the men and
women of the continent far to the south, spurned
the counsels of a mean and blind timidity. You
realized that in any partnership, and above all, in
the partnership of empire—as in the partnership of
war—only the partner who bears his full share of
the common burden is entitled to his full share of
the common honor, of the right to self respect and

to respect from others.

A picked itself up and made a grand
march on the Armories; to see and
{  +hear and get into the vibrations of—
one American man. Whose name, of course,
was Roosevelt. Who came technically to talk
Vietory Bonds, but could have got the people
to stampede the hall if he had been announced
to talk about the nebular hypothesis or the

polar flea. j
~ Teddy Roosevelt in Toronto might as well
have been Teddy in Detroit, Buffalo or St.
Louis. Ten thousand people got in; more than
half as many didn’t. And the effort to con-
vinee some people that they had no physieal,
moral or any other kind of right to hear Roose-
velt made it quite clear that Toronto has the
nmost orderly erowds, the best police foree and
the worst system of inside management of big
things on the American continent. This does
not refer to the plan of the hall or the handling
of the erowds which was admirable, but to the
system which planned the meeting. Tt had
been somewhat pompously announced in the
press that if ever there was a democratic meet-
ing this was it. Such a erimp had been put on
the ticket system that even the press-men were

”

CANADIAN city of 450,000 last week

CANADIAN COURIER

Let Us All Be As Good.

A T least 20,000 Canadians turned

out to hear ‘‘ Teddy '’ on his
No

this country to hear ome man.
Some of the reasons why they went
and what half the crowd maissed by
not hearing him are given by one
who came near being among those
present—outside.

®»

not allowed to take their wives to hear Roose-
velt. Only a small seetion of the armories,
about the relative size of a postage stamp on
a Government envelope, would be chalked off
_for anybody but—The People. The people
were exhorted by the newspapers to go, and
they understood the reason. Roosevelt was
going to talk about Vietory Bonds. It was
no pienie, no eircus, but a plain exhortation
to patriotism given by one whom everybody
recognizes as a patriot. For the first time yet
the general admission erowd who never have
a chance to get inside tips were to rule a great
meeting from start to finish. No nabob, no
stand-patter, no Government House hanger-on
would have any more rights at this Roosevelt
congress than anybody else; except a necessary
bodyguard on the platform.

It turned out that besides badges for the
press and the platform, a large number of

- tickets in two colors had been printed and
handed out to heaven knows how many hun-

dreds of people who dawdled down to the
Armories in street-cars and limousines at the
usual hour they go to theatres. But the plain
people also turned out. Some of them began
to decorate the west end of the Armories be-
fore five o’clock. By 6.30, the hour publicly
announced for the opening of the doors, the
10,000 seats were all oceupied; only a few of
the ticket-holders, surmising that time and not
place was the essence of the contract, had got
inside and the grand army of the rest began
to mass up at the stage entrance; a erowd, as
anyone could testify, big enough to have filled
Massey Hall. Whoever had handed out tickets
to the preferential class, those in charze of the
seating failed to back them up; with the result
that the plain people did get the innings and
the ticket holders had to play rugby with the
police. Prominent citizens, honorary colonels
and real colonels and staff officers, newspaper-
men and returned soldiers in civies and in
khaki, ladies and escorts, jostled for Hill 60.
The bridegroom’s awning came down and got
kicked into the corners. The mounteds danced
their horses on the toes and skirts of the erowd,
and never did horses exhibit more reluctance
to step on a ecitizen’s corns or riders show more
good-humored patience when the crowd
obstinately refused to move back. As a New
York newspaperman remarked, that kind of
thing in New York would have meant horses
charging the crowds, and a hurry-up call for
ambulanees. :

T HE editor of this paper had a badge. At

. -8.25, when he arrived, it was as useful as
one of last year’s tag-day flags. By repeatedly
asserting the principle that the press has a
right to get in to everything here below, what-
ever happens elsewhere, and by toeing in at
every move the editor got three times up the
steps to the door only to be swept back again.
Finally he got in. If the ticket-holders who
didn’t get in are half as earnest about getting
into heaven—— ‘ :

But that has nothing to do with a Roosevelt
meeting.  What was this wonderful inside

.?‘.

Canadians]

gathering? Was it, different from any other
meeting? How and why? 3

A wonderful crowd. The greatest ever under
one roof in Toronto. The crowd sang songs |
from slips of paper accompanied by a piano =
and John Slatter’s band. When the Govern-
ment party came in the crowd sang God Save
the King, and limped through one verse of
The Star-Spangled Banner. They waved thou-
sands of little stars and stripes and cheered as :
Teddy, in a dress suit, waved and bowed and B
all but shook hands with the erowd. The chair
was taken by Sir Thomas White, who made the
only speeches that were delivered. It was not
a time for speeches. All the ordinary customs
about speechmaking were forgotten. After
four hours of patience that crowd were in no
mood for speeches. They wanted—Roosevelt.

Most of us had seen him hundreds of times
in photographs and read about him hundreds
of times in newspapers. Here he was. No
living Canadian, even Laurier, could step among
a crowd of Canadians and be more instantly
recognized. It might be the same in Sydney,
Bombay or Capetown, in London or Paris or
Rome. The people knew him. If he had used
a sign language without saying a word he
could have satisfied the erowd. There is some-
thing more than plain American about Teddy.
He is universal. He has the same quality that
King Edward had. Everybody knows him.
He has genially butted into everybody’s game
and he has always been enough of an egotist
to believe that he had a right to. And when
he talks to a erowd he treats it Jjust like one.

WHEN he started to talk the first disap-

pointment came. Teddy’s voice is not
the size of the man. Tt carried but without
much body. Sometimes he ended a passage in
a sort of mammylike chuckle that contained a
joke. Once you got used to the small voiee
of the big man you were consecious that the
voice didn’t really matter. Tt was no speech
that the people came to hear. Forms of oratory
would be no good for the prize ring. ‘' Here
stood a man who had got a glass eye through
a boxing bout with a trainer, who had shot all
sorts of wild beasts in all parts of the southern
and western world, who had defied Tammany
when Police Commissioner of New York, who
had been Secretary of the Navy, commander of
the Rough Riders, cowhoy, broncho-buster,
Vige-President, President, Republican, writer,
world traveler, rebel in his own party ‘and %
forlorn leader of the Bull Moose, turned down
by the President when he offered to raise a
legion for France—-a man who, after traveling
through Egypt, had dared to stand up in the
Guildhall and tell Englishmen how they were
mismanaging the country; and since shortly
after the war began, had equally dared to tell
Americans how they were not living up to their
responsibilities in the world. If such a man
had tried to be a mere orator he would have
failed. : J
So Roosevelt just talked and hammered the
rail; talked as though he were in a large
smoking car with 10,000 people in it all
smoking. He talked a good deal like the late
D. L. Moody, who blazed the trail for Billy
Sunday. He mixed up common-sense, patriot-
ism, historical perspective and slang.
made no attempt to create big moments or to
build aup elimaxes. He could get a climax any
moment, by a simple twist of the wrist. Some-
what slouchily he read part of his speech, hut -
he did the audience the compliment of tossing :
the sheets on the floor like a horse slings foam
from his bits. He+had no wonderfully ecom
pacted discourse. He was telling’ axperience



'As Roosevelt Is An

American

. By THE EDITOR

talking about the Victory Loan and Liberty,
about citizenship and war, despotism and the
rights of man, the ethies of fichting and the
rights of little nations—Ilike Belgium.

Therefore, nobody troubled to remember
that in 1914, writing in the Outlook, Roosevelt
made it quite clear to himself as he saw matters
at that time, that. America had no call to inter-
fere because Belgium had been invaded.
Being a great man and a great American,
Teddy has changed his mind. He changed it
with the same noise that a motor-car changes
gears. He was still Roosevelt; the man of the
people who could make any audience of any
color or tongue—interested. If the United
States had gone to war when Roosevelt told
them to the war might have been over now.
When he got the fog out of his eyes and forgot
that once he had been hail-fellow well met at
all the courts of Europe, he saw that the world,
ineluding America, had a great big job to clean
up and that America was one of the clean-up
nations that ought to be into it.

When Roosevelt talked about the rights of
man he had no need of a large flag. When
he talked about democracy—I don’t think he
used the word once—he didn’t need to foam
into political history baek to the Magna Charta.
He just talked about it as though he had
knocked off work to lean over your fence.

The man has absolutely no airs or studied
mannerisms. One of the most tremendous
egotists in the world, he is as plain as a bump
on a log. He has the kind of ugly good-looking
‘‘mug’” of a face that he knows people like.
He knows people like to see his teeth. He
knows they like to hear him talk about fichting
like one who knows what it is. He knows they
like to see him act like a broncho-buster even
though for seven and a half years he was
President of the world’s greatest republic. He
understands that people of all calibres or
classes warm up to him as they do to the south
wind, and that if he had a monoele or an aceent
or mere oratory they wouldn’t do it. ;

So Roosevelt, with the plain, jug-handle to
his name, himself as well-born a Knicker-
bocker as ever was, comes up here among those
who have the knightly prefixes and the affixes
correet to nine decimal places, and he just
knows that most of them are putting over-
checks on themselves by taking titles. Of
course he has never spoken against titles. Oh,
no, with all his bullfooted style Teddy has far
too much tact. In fact, he may see some use
in titles for some people.

Imagine—Sir Theodore
Oysterbay !

No doubt he was quite sincere in praising
this ecountry for its part in the war. Months
ago, in an Ameriean magazine, he wrote an
article on that subjeet, then reprinted in
this paper. He understood’ the Empire when
he praised the overseas commonwealths., WhHat-
ever pe may have written years ago on pan-
Americanism, he understands now that Canada
has a mind of its own and intends to hoe its
own row in the world’s cornfield. He knows
that we are the making of a virile people and
that his sareasm about those who have all sorts
of reasons for not sending armies to fight in
Europe was not lost on us. We have always
regretted that in his search for big game he
did not try the sub-Arctie, and that when he
was relieved of the Presidency he did not come

kind of half-continent it

Roosevelt! Or Lord

up here and see what
was that he hadn’t been President of because
for some reason we preferred the erown and
the old flag. But he knew what he wanted,

\..
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HANK heaven our people
T are awake, and have t.he
same purpose as yours. We in-
tend to see the ficht through
and see that it is fought to a
finish.

I

=

YOU may have heard the people who

never hit at all if
for being hit a little. If you hit a man,
he isn’t going to feel sentimental about
hit him put him to sleep.

and that perhaps the time would come when
he could come up here and shake hands.

So he came. In getting within the zone of
this man’s prize-ring performance, a large
number of people discovered new reasons for
standing by the common, hard-headed, old-
fashioned principles of humanity and citizen-
ship. Teddy talked himself clean through all
the fictions of classes and masses as a cireus
rider jumps through a paper hoop. He was on
that platform as an undoubted American ; but
representing an Americanism not bounded by
the 49th parallel and the Gulf of Mexico. As
Roosevelt preaches and practises Americanism,
it is something that belongs to the whole world.

And he does it because he knows his country.
He has been all over it. He has gone in among
all sorts of people in it. Not because he wanted
a newspaper camera to take his picture in un-
common clothes—though he was very glad
when it did ; but because he had a real, instine-
tive one-ness with any sort of people he ever
came across. They found fault with him for
dining Booker T. Washington. Intellectually,
Teddy may have blundered in entertaining the
black man at the White House.  Humanly he
was as right as Lineoln.

We don’t worship Roosevelt. Sometimes we
imagine he has the P. T. Barnum perspective
on a lot of the hero-worship that comes his way.

- But we hugely admire his great kamerad quali-

ties of mind and heart and musecle. ‘Teddy is

a big, hard, humanizing fact. His exagegera. -
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say, ‘‘Yes,
much., We will fight, but not excessively,’’

you can possibly avoid it, but never hit soft.
and only hit him a little,
it. Don

_negro.

knows that Ameriea,

certainly we will go to war, but not
It is with a nation as with an individual;
Nobody is grateful
he is going to hurt you, and
't hit a man if you aren’t forced to; if you do

tions and his carieatures are those of a man
who sometimes has to be all things to all men
for the sake of the work he can do in the world.
He is a world artist and no mistake. He knows
that nine-tenths of the world are plain people,
and ‘that if he has them the submerged tenth
known as the snobs have to come along anyway
or be left out in the cold. The fact that he has
been everything the United States could make
him and several things besides on his own hook
does not spoil him for coming right in among
the boys—anywhere. He could have a good,
sensible time with the people of Siam or Monte-
He sees into the common heart of
things. He knows just enough camouflage to
use it on the crowd. But above all things,
Roosevelt is sincere and straightaway.

And in knowing his own country in.order to
interpret it to other people he sets the rest of
us a big, conerete example. A lot of Canadians
would rather not know Canada. They prefer
to study the great aggregation known as the
Empire, which none of them ever will under-
stand. Roosevelt knows that inside his own
country—and inside Canada as well—are the
forms of all the Empires that ever were. He
) ineluding Canada, con-
tains the whole world; and that he who knows
America knows the best of the world. Only he
must know it intimately, humanly, from the
ground up with the simplieity of a child.

And if there is one thing Roosevelt ean teach
Canada better than anything else—it’s that.
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MRS. WILSON WOODROW
HERE was something wrong about the

I new machinery in the “thtle Loo”’
mine, and Alma’s father, who was the
foreman having no one else toc call

upon for the errand had sent her after Jessop:
Jessop was an expert mechanician who had
recently struck it rich on his lease in the ‘‘Left-
Over,”” and thereafter worked intermittently
and at the promptings of his humor, devoting
instead much time to -castle bmldmg, and
seleeting with peculiar fitness Spanish Alma
as the mistress of his Castilian domains. :
But he was not the only miner in this isolated
mountain village whose dreams environed, en-
throned, and crowned Alma. She sent their
imaginations soaring until they saw in the

most roseate clouds of heaven but-humble foot-.

stools for her little feet; the gold of Ophir
_which they would presently wrest from these
~ stern and savage mountains would be as dust
for her hands to scatter to the winds. Was it
name, - place, state she asked? They should
be plueked forthwith from a suplne world and
offered her as a nosegay. And in justice to
Alma let it be said that her position in the lime-
light, so to speak, as the central figure of all
 of these mental tableaux was not due to the
usual mining-camp dearth of feminine dream
material. On the contrary, and it is not draw-
ing the long bhow to .assert that the tribute
would still have been hers in those communities
where man loiters, crushed and overwhelmed
among furbelows and feathers, and only meets
a hrother for every ten sisters.

This may give some idea of how spoiled a
child was Alma at: twenty years; and now,
when ordered by old Gallito to trudge up the
Tong hill to Jessop’s cabin and feteh him back
with her, she had drawn down her silky hlack
brows and pursed her scarlet hpg in pouting
protest.

- ““He will not come,”’ she said to her father.

“You know he will not work sinee money is

pourmg in to him from- his lease in the ‘Left-
“Over.” And look-at the snow!”’. - -

. The gnarled old Spaniard set his lean jaw

and gazed at her from under his beetling hrows.

got the hang of it yet.
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His skin was like parchment. It clung to his

bones and fell in heavy wrinkles in the hollows .

of his cheeks and about his mouth, but his dark -

eyes, fierce as a wild hawk’s, were as brilliant
and pierecing as in youth.

““He will come if you ask him,”’ he¢ said,
curtly.. ‘“There is no one else understands the
new machinery. I’m supposed to, but I haven’t
The work’ll have to
stop unless it’s ﬁxed soon. I’m responsible to
my-boss. You go.’

And Alma had sulked and stamped and
sworn under her breath many strange Spanish
oaths she had picked up from lean, brown,
scarred old pirates and piearoons, cronies of
her father’s, who had taken a hand in her
upbringing ; nevertheless, she obeyed Gallito’s
orders. She knew better than to refuse when
he looked at her that way with his hawk’s
eyes; but it was with resentment and rebellion
in her heart that she carefully folded and laid
aside her wedding dress upon which she had
meant to sew the whole of this Monday, threw
over her shoulders a heavy, long cape, twisted
a erimson scarf about her head, and started
up the hill to Jessop’s cabin.

Her progress was necessarily slow. Many
ore waggons from the ‘‘Left-Over,”’ a mile up

~the hill, had eut the snow into great ruts which’

made walking diffieult, and where it was
smoother, it was exceedingly slippery. But
Alma was a tireless creature, supple as a whale-
bone, and used to elimbing over the mountains
at all seasons of the year and in all kinds of
weather. 2

[’1‘ was late in Mareh, but there was no sug-
& gestion of spring in the landscape. From
the white, monotonous expanse of snow rose
bleak, skeleton shapes of trees lifting bare,
black boughs to the snow-:sodden clouds, a
forest of desolation varied oan by the sad
dull greens of the wind-blown pines, stretchmg
away and away until it became a blue 'shadow,
as, unsubstantial as smoke on the mountain
horlzon And yét spring was in the air with

all its soft intimations of bud and blossom: and

b
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_of her straight shoulders as if casting off re-

- evidently been noted from the window, fo

/

joyous life. It brushed Alma’s cheek like a
caress, it touched her lips like a song.

When she had climbed as far as the ‘‘Left-
Over’’ mine, she paused a few moments to rest, |
and cireling the great ore dump, sat down on @
a little bench outside the engine house and =
drew a long breath. Two men who were un-
loading ore from the cars gliding along the
shining steel tracks from the black depths of
the tunnel house stopped-a moment to give
an eager greeting to the girl. She asked at
once if Jessop were at the mine, explaining the
difficulty at the ‘“Little Loo,”” but they both &8
assured her that he was not and had not heen 3
there for several days. He’d been laying off &
to fix up something about his cabin, they
believed. :

LMA lifted both brows and shoulders and
then quieckly dropped them in foreign ex-
pression of disappointment and resignation.
Luck, she said, was against her. Only last
night she had run the cards and studied the
coffee grounds. Nothing but evil presages. It
was not a week since she had seen witeh flames =
dancing on Bold Mountain. The cat had run
away vesterday after a fit'in which it had
stared motionless, with its eyes as big as
saueers and g'reener\ than any grass, at some-
thing whiech no one else could see; but the milk
in its saucer in the corner had been drunk
just the same. Oh, well, she could do no more
than she had done. She had been to confession
on Saturday, to mass yesterday. Left to her-
self she would have stayed indoors the whole =
day, sewing as a woman should, and saying
prayers to lift the spell of evil from the house;
but sinee her father had sent her out upon this
errand, it was he that would suffer, not she.
Her first duty was obedience, but if harm came
to her—a bear or a mountain lion was not
improbable—Francisco Gallito would certainly
roast many a year in hell ‘hefore having even
a chance at purgatory.

Then with a heavy sigh and several fore-
boding shakes of the head, Alma wrapped her
heavy cape more closely around her and started &
on, not forgetting, however, to thank the two-
men very prettily, that is, audibly; and to
thank them still more prettily, inaudibly, with
dark eyes shining through a fluttering mesh of
long lashes and wonderful dimples all tangled
up in an unbelievably adorable smile. Then,
with a little movement of the hands as if
salfiting the inevitable, and with a little shrug =

sponsibility, she went on up the hill r
Above a quarter of a mile above the ‘‘Left- -
Over’’ she crossed a bridge which spanned a
deep and narrow crevasse, a gash which cleft
the great moufitain to its foundation. Alma
lingered a moment, and leaning on the railing
looked down curiously .into those mysterious
depths. The white walls of the sharp, irregul
declivity reflected many cold, prismatic lights;
and down, far down where the eye could no
longer distinguish’ shapes and outlines, there
lay a shadow like steam from some vast, sub
terranean caldron, blue, dense, impenetrable.

At last she went on, but her step was laggar
now, and a few feet on the other side of the
bridge she paused frowningly to contemplate
a narrow trail which turned from the road at
a sharp right angle and led to Jessop’s cah
It was, Alma reﬂected as she turned into t
path, almost like walking through the tunnel
of a mine. The snow wallq on either side off‘
her weré as high as her head. Occasionally
the green fringes of a pine branch tapped her:
cheek sharply with their rusty needles. The.
the tunnel widened to a little clearing, whe
stood a cabin of two or three rooms, not unpic-
turesque with the lichened bark of the  tree:
on the rough-hewn logs. Her approach had

Jessop, big and brawny, red-haired, freckled
insouciant to recklessness, wppeared 1n .,
hastily thrown open door.

“Alma!’’ he cmed exhlbltmg the hve
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 surprise.

“What in the name of everything!
I didn’t expect to see you again till you were
Mrs. Jack Tillotson. I hear the bans have been
twice called. Sure you ain’t the Spring walk-
ing over the snow? I’ve felt her coming for
the last few days.”” - :

“The ‘Little Loo,””’ she said, hastily and
wearily. ‘‘Something’s wrong with that new
machinery and pop’s all in. He wants you to
come down and fix it.”’

‘“All right,”” said Jessop, briefly, ‘‘but 1 guess
there ain’t any great hurry. You look pretty
well in yourself.”’

She shook her head, but it was a perfunctory
dissent.

““Come on in and sit by the stove awhile,”’
he urged, stepping aside that she might enter.
“I got to ’tend to some things here before I
can go down, and you got to rest after such
a climb. You want to dry your feet, too.
Come on’’—impatiently—“‘don’t be a fool, I
won’t eat you.”’ :

“I ain’t afraid of you, Bill. It would take
even worse than you to scare me,”’ she flashed
back at him as she entered the cabin.

[E was right. She was too tired immediately

to begin the long downhill walk, and to

rest a few moments in the warm room was not

only agreeable but necessary. - So, entering,

she sank into the chair Jessop pushed up for

her beside the fire, and without even a glance

at him, slowly drew off her mittens and began
to unwind the searf about her head.

Jessop fussed about the room a moment,
poking the fire, rattling a cup and saucer,
moving the coffeepot to the front of the stove.

- ““That’s on the boil now,”” he said, lifting the
lid and peering into it: ‘‘You need it. Just
wait till T get you out some crackers. By a
stroke of good luck I stocked up yesterday.
Went dowh to camp and bought out the store,
enough to last a month or more.”’ ;

~ Alma’s lithe young body was soon rested.
The steaming, strong eoffee refreshed and re-
stored her as she.sat beside the fire. Tt wus as
if in.throwing aside her heavy, dark eloak she
had ecast the dull chrysalis shell and emereed
a butterfly ; and this warm, rich, glowing effect
of her was mnot the temporary and doubtful
result of costume, but the more certain and
lasting one of individuality. Her dress was of
a soft crimson, and in her ears, swinging
against her olive cheek, were great hoops of
dull gold. Her black, shining hair was gathered
in a knot on the nape of her neck. Her lips,

~scarlet as a ‘pomegranate flower, were ex-
quisitely cut, and the fainter, duskier pome-
granate bloom on her oval cheeks faded into
delicate stains like pale coffee beneath her long,
narrow eyes. ,

Although accepting Jessop’s hospitality, she
made no effort to show the least appreciation
of it and replied to his questions with either
a negative shake or an affirmative nod of her
head. Finally, her last sip of coffee taken, she

~ rose to her feet and prepared to depart.

“You can sure make
mitted, grudgingly. : :
- ‘T can make other things, too,”’ in light,
quick, Trish boasting. ‘T can make “money,
and T can make love. You ought to know that.”’

good coffee,”” she ad-

N

SHE did not deign to answer, but-threw him
one swift glance of scorn and busied her-
self fastening her cape about her.
“Just wait till T give a last pokedown to
the fire.~ There.”” He picked up his Mackinaw
coat and fur eap. ““Come.”’ He paused in the

doorway a moment, his reckless blne eyes look-

ing deep into hers. “Lord! 1’d sell my  soul
to the devil to keep you here forever!”
“What for should he buy what he already
out into the snow, and then fell back, gazing
a}mut her with a strange and startled expres-
sion. His eye reflected it as he, too, stared
about him, :

- owns?”’ she mocked indifferently as she ste pped

4

-the sheltering wall

¢ quiekly !’
: t with a look, not yet of alarm, but
‘pfyrld,vdgep quder, For the second that
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they waited the earth, too, seemed to wait—a
solemn, awe-filled moment of incalculable
change—a tense moment, as if the unknown,
mysterious forees of Nature were gathering
themselves together for some mighty, unpre-
cedented effort. The solid ground beneath
their feet trembled, as though from a deep
convulsion, the white peaks seemed bowing
and bending in a strange dance; then, there
was a roar as of many waters, the air darkened,
and earth and sky were full of flying snow.
Alma had fallen on her knees, and was cling-
ing blindly to the open door, her face blanched
white, her lips muttering inecoherent prayers;

‘but Jessop leaned against the rough logs of

his house and gazed with dazed and unbelieving
eyes into this formless and whitely whirling
world. He had looked upon a miracle. He
had seen those immutable peaks, as stable as
Time, bend and bow in their strange cosmie
dance; for the changé in the apparent position
of one had created the illusory effect of a
change in all. Gradually, as the air cleared,
he saw that a new world lay about him. For
a dozen yards before the eabin, his path, with
its high white walls, was intact, but beyond
that lay an ineredibly smooth expanse of snow,
one thin layer, it appeared, for the bare earth
showed here and there in great patehes. The
road was obliterated, the vast, projecting rock
ledges which had overshadowed it had disap-
peared. The great sweep of the avalanche had
left not a tree standing. They had all been
razed or else uprooted like the rocks, and car-
ried on in that irresistible rush. The light
poured baldly down upon a hillside bare and
blank and utterly featureless. But down the
road ‘where the bridge “had spanned the
crevasse there rose a vast white mountain,
effectually cutting them off from all communi-
cation with the outside world.

Nothing remained of familiar surroundings.
This 'was & new
earth. At last,
Jessop roused him-
self from  his
stunned  contem-
plation of it and
bent his eyes upon
Alma’s cowering,
muttering figure.
He gazed at her a
moment in unsimu-
lated surprise, un-
believingly, as if
she must be a part
of the vision, this
miracle that he
had seen ; then, he
leaned out from

and scanned with
a measuring - and
speculative eye
the white heap
that rose from the
erevasse and seem-
ed almost to touch
the lowering and
sullen sky. Appar-
ently satisfied, he
gave one long
whistle, and enter-. :

ing the eabin, be- %
gan to build up
the fires he had so
carefully = &xtin- ,
guished a short time before.

The crackling of the logs roused Alma, and
she lifted her head, bent over the beads she
had drawn from her pocket, and stared at him
with wild eyes. i

““Don’t do that!’”’ she eried, sharply.
““Come !"’—struggling to. her feet—‘‘we must
go—go—get away from here! Dios! Are you
mad? It is the end of the world. Come

‘““Where?”’ asked Jessop, with one of his
queer, sarcastic smiles, throwing another log

‘‘ “There won’t be any shooting around here until I say
what I got to.” ”’ :

9

on the fire; for it was a peeuliarity of his that
his large living room held not only a small
ccoking stove, but a huge open fireplace.

““Home,”’ she ecried, wildly, ‘‘to the church.
We can at least die blessedly. We must get
to the chureh.”’

‘““How?’’ asked Jessop, still laconie. ‘‘Liook
at that!”’ He pointed to the new mountain
which rose from the gully.

“Ugh!”” She shrank back from the window
blinking her eyes and crossing herself; then
she peered out again fearfully yet curiously,
in faseinated horror. ‘‘But it is all, all dif-
ferent,”” was her bewildered exclamation.

‘‘Ha, ha, ho!”’ ~ Jessop’s laughter rang
through the cabin, and it seemed to Alma as
if that strange, white plain without were full
of wild echoes of its mereiless triumph. ‘‘ Alma,,
listen.”’

She looked up to meet his eyes sparkling
with a thousand twinkling reflections of his
mad mood.

““My friend the devil took me at my word.
He’s a better judge of a good bargain than
vou are.”’ :

HER eyes swept him briefly with a sort of fur-
tive fear; then, without a word, she fell
to telling her beads again.

“Why, Alma’’—a virile note of power, as
if some long-dreamed-of mastery were his at
last, swelled like a diapason through his voice
—“every man that’s lived the kind of iife that
I have knows that there comes times when, do
what he will, he can’t buck up against the
combination against him; and there’s other
times when his luek’s just like a big eornu-
copia without a bottom, pouring a steady
stream of good things on him. In the main,
life’s a 'damn cruel mistress.  She’ll bind bur-
dens on you that’d break a burro’s back; she’ll
make you work till your fingers split open and .
give you neither
a fi’penny bhit nor
a thank ye; she’ll
break vour heart
and take all your
money, the jade,
and then give you

the go-by. But
there dc come
times, now and

then, when she’ll
hang round your
neck and be so
soft and sweet
that she makes up
to you for every
rotten trick she’s
ever played on
you. Why, look
at her now-—the
sweetheart! Look
at my lease in the
“Left-Over’! Lok
how my ore’s run-
ning! And’’—he
positively hugged
himself at  the
thought—‘‘I went
down not a week
ago and bought
all these furnish-
ings and fixings
up!” He looked
about him with
pride. “‘George!

R

- And to think I stocked up with provisions only
- yesterday !

S To think of it!’’ -
. ““What do you mean?’’ Alma turned frown-
ingly from her beads.

“That”’—he pointed to the great wall be-
tween them and the eamp—‘‘that puts you in
prison, right here, my girl.”’ He spoke with
deliberate and yet exultant tritmph. ‘‘With
me for your jailer!’’ ; .

But it was only the supernatural that had

power to terrify Alma, and now she threw hee
: | (Continued on page 34.)
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- NOT SO BAD AS IT’S PAINTED

Southem Alberta Farmer Replies to Mr. W. K. Marsh to point out that Western
Farmers are not Menaced by $2.20 Wheat

UR issue of November 10th contained a

i O letter from Wilbur K. Marsh, a farmer
- in Saskatechewan, alleging that the
“was bad political economy because it restrieted
the selling power of a bushel and would there-

- fore tend to curtail wheat production. On the
same page we pu’blished an article by Prof.
Maclver, one of his series on the Possibilities
Qof Price Control, which stated emphatically
that thé fixation of a $2.20 price on wheat was

a good thing beecause it kept the Buying Power

fixation of a maximum price on wheat

of the  Dollar from going lower. Between
these two points,

Selling Power of the Bushel,

Buying Power of the Dollar,
lies the truth of the wheat business. We have

now ,received a letter from a farmer in Mae-
leod, Alta.;one of the oldest subseribers to the
Canadian Courier, who occupies a position of
influence in a public body, who disagrees abso-
lutely and unequivoecally with Mr. Marsh, and
for his own personal reasons prefers not to
have his name published. We give as much
prominence to his letter as we gave to that of
Mr. Marsh, because it deserves to be read on
the other and more hopeful side of the problem:
Editor, Canadian Courier:

Dear Sir,—

As a western farmer, I deplore your having

permitted to be published the letter of one
Wilbur K. Marsh, appearing in the issue of
the Courier of Nov. 17th. If the Courier were
read in the West only I should merely ignore
the letter, as it certainly deserves no recog-
nition. It is absolutely beneath the notice of
Western farmers. But lest your HEastern
readers, who undoubtedly greatly outnumber

FOOD CONTROL and the RETAILER]

“spread’’ in food prices takes place
between the retailer and the consumer.
This has been established beyond question by
many investigations, such as that made by the
U. S. Bureau of Labor statisties into the cost
of marketing butter. Of the retail price of
creamery butter in New York City in the cases
investigated it was found that while the whole-
saler took only one and a half per cent. and
the jobber four per cent. the retailer required
a margin of about fourteen per cent.—and but-
ter is far from being the most costly food pro-
duet for the retailer to handle. Some people
who realize the size of the retailer’s margin
(not profit) and do not at the same time realize
the cause of it—the necessary expensiveness of
retailing—elamor for drastic action on the part
of the Food Controller.
But when we leave the wholesale for the
retail field we pass from a fairly well-mapped
region to a veritable jungle of complications,

I AST week I pointed out that the great

and methods of price control applicable in the

former case are no longer applicable here. To
fix wholesale and intermediate margins is hard
enough, but to fix retail prices is many times
harder. There are such endless differences of
cost as between different retailers, differences
of rent, of wages, of transportation expenses,
of service to eustomer, of turnover, and so on,
even within a single locality, still more between
localities,, If retail prices are going to be fixed

. space.

A LETTER TO THE EDITOR

- us, should come to regard us as the mercenary

misfits this aneroid farmer’s effusions would
indicate, I am led to request a little of your
A very little will suffice in which to
proclaim to all Canadians that the letter re-
ferred to no more represents the attitude of
Western farmers than one soldier who deserts
on the eve of battle—if ever one of ours did—
is typieal of our gallant Canadian Army.

Not only does this letter imply grave dis-

loyalty and seditious purpose upon our part,
but it is as well, a most serious reflection upon
our intelligence. Sad it is to know that one so
little informed as this man evidently is should
wish to proelaim his ignorance through the
medium of our National weekly. Such men as
he who are ambitious to appear in print ought
by law to be confined to their local paper,
thereby reaching only those to whom they are
known personally. This is usually sufficient
to guard against their being taken seriously.
' Be it known to this man henceforth that the
Government, through the Grain Commission,
set the price on Canadian wheat at the request
of the organized farmers. Also, be it known to
him what every housewife in the land knows,
that the price of flour was at once adjusted,
and quite equitably adjusted, to the new wheat
price by the millers themselves.

And yet, again, bedt known to this man that
the farmers generally in the West are so much
bigger than he that they are content to allow
minor questions of tariffs and machinery prices
to rest in abeyanece until they have seen through
the one big problem before the world to-day.

It is unfortunately true that here and there

Sixth of a Series of Articles on the }.imils and
Possibilities of Price and Food Control

”
By PROF. R. M. MacIVER

at all it must then be by means of a great
number of local boards—Ilocal price-tribunals,
as it were, except that they must constantly
be altering their decisions as conditions change.
It is true that some system of this kind is
actually in operation in Great Britain and
other European countries. But I showed in an
earlier article that priee-fixing must be, under
present British conditions, a more important
part of food control than it should be in Can-
ada. We scarcely realize how different is the
food situation there and here. Again, it is
easier to regulate retail prices in Great Britain
than in Canada, since distances are shorter and
costs more uniform from distriet to district.
Even so, retail price-fixing in Great Britain is
by no means smooth sailing. You may not
observe it if you read the metropolitan papers,

‘but read the local papers and you will find

eloquent testimony on the subjeet. Here, for
example, is an extract from a Scottish local
weekly just come to hand, dated November
10th: ‘“The extraordinary prices being paid in
the open market for some time past”for fat
pigs have brought it home to Food Control
Committees that retail selling cannot possibly

.\—

are evidences that not all the farmers have

risen to the height their profession justly de-
mands of them at this time. We see Non-Par
tizan League candidates in the field in opposi-
tion to Win-the-War Unionists, but the writer
is confident that the support their candidates
receive at the polls in December will prove so
meagre as to quite vindicate the Western far
mer in the eyes of all good Canadians. It will ¥
be found that he has only one great immediate
object in yview, and that he is content to await '; i
a more fitting time to demand his just rights o
in domestic affairs. The unfortunate thing is &
that the few who are so purely selfish may &
permanently injure the farmers’ cause.

There is” a lot in the Marsh letter so trivial,
so .childish, so pieayune, that no one would
think of trespassing upon your space or your
readers’ time by taking mnotice of it, but the
closing paragraphs: are so shamefully mer-
cenary and contain such a malicious libel upon
our profession that I must set down the follow-
ing facts:

There is more land ready for crops at this
moment than there ever was before at this =
season of the year in the history of the Prairie
Provinees, and there is absolutely no intention,
no thought in our minds other than to put all.
this land and all we can get ready between now
and seed time in cereals to feed our armies &
and our peoples, and as to price, there isn’t one
farmer in a hundred who won’t realize that he
is mighty lucky if he gets nearly as much for
his 1918 crop as the present one has brought
him. Let but the elements prove propitious and
you will see harvested in the West next year
by far the biggest erop on record. 1

Southern Alberta Farmer.

be within the limits prescmbed by Lord
Rhondda. Here was a pig of 178 lbs. bought ©
in the open market. If sold over the counter »‘
at the controlled price the buyer had a dead
loss of something over £3, without allowing for -
any shop rent, wages, ete., without whieh allow-
ances no man can eonduct business profitably
The Food Committees must naturally see in
these things, and the problem is—What is to
be done? What, indeed, but price revmon,
and then again price revision?
There are special cases where the fixing
retail prices may be expedient, but the general
question remains: Would the result of esta
lishing these price tribunals in Canada b2
worth the effort, when the immensely impor-
tant thing is to turn our effort to produetio
rather than price? ~With so many ecalls on
national energy we must be eareful to husband
that precious thing, and I say without hesit
tion that-to expend that energy on this endle
business of fixing retail prices, while the para-
mount need of further production remains un-
satisfied, would itself be as striking a form of
waste as any we condemn. 3
- Here is clearly a field where drastlc coercwﬂ
action by government is the least likely to suc-
ceed. Take any of the costs of food retailing.
which the Food Controller might attack by
general edict, apart from actually fixing price
There is waste in advertising. Shall he cut it

(Concluded on page 20.)
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An Aerial Gondola
and -a Contrast

HAT looks like a Dreadnought with its accompanying destroyer is

V-v really the section of a captured Zeppelin with its gondéla. The

Zeppelin is the L49 which took part in a recent air-raid over Lon-

! don. It was brought down on its return trip in France. The most inter-
< esting thing about the picture, aside from the huge dimensions of the Zep-
& pelin itself is the gondola. The size of this can be estimated by the size
: of the man standing on it or the figure below. The gondocla is as neces-
sary to a Zeppelin as a torpedo tube is to a submarine. It is used for the
same purposé. Swung below the parent air-craft, it contains the bombs
which are loaded into the tube shown at the side, and from it either
i dropped or shot as the Zeppelin and its attachment go reeling through
space. When such air mechanisms as this have in three years failed

evén to terrorize London or Paris, it is easy to see what human chance

the Germans will have in fighting after the test gets down to the fight-

ing qualities of the men engaged. The German army and the German

) n;,ltion are buoyed up by German inventions. And the inventions are failing.

Air-Craft
: Silhouettes

NE of the reasons why the

Zeppelin is a failure is the
growing effectiveness of British
anti-aircraft guns as shown in
this striking silhouette. This
photograph was taken during a
battle on the war front and
shows the various actions in-
volved in firing at aircraft. The
gun is pointed direct at an en-
emy craft. The gunners are
loading the gun as the men to
the right pass up the shells and
the officer to the left gives the
order.

%
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More Babes
in Toyland

MONG the many results of Ger-

man “valor” this procession
of the Babes in Toyland to a place
of safety in London is one of the
most startling. A few years ago
the world was buying toys for the
world’s children from Germany—
“kind<hearted human Germany
from which we get the kindergar-
ten.” These little younger than
kindergarten tots are being con-
ducted by their nurses to a place
of safety from air-bombs. The place.
to which they are going is an un-
derground cave which looks like a
cross-section of a tunnel

2
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' MayBe the Last Aet

"RITING within forty-eight hours
‘;s/ of the great British victory in
France, it is by no means easy
- to measure its actual extent nor
to appreciate its full significance. Cer-
tainly these are not disclosed by the four-
» ineh newspaper maps with which most of
us have to content ourselves. The strategi-
eal values are shown only by a study of
the whole battle line from the North Sea

to Verdun.

The tendency of that battle line under
the inexorable pressure of the Allied ad-
vance has been to straighten itself, that is
to say, to bring itself more or less parallel
with the Belgian frontier. At the he-
ginning of the spring the line was nearly
straight north and south from Nieuport to
Noyon, within a few miles of Paris, and
thence in an easterly direction to Verdun
and Metz. Roughly speaking, it formed the
two sides of a square, and the angle at
Noyon, where the line turned east, was
nearly a right angle. Tt had remained
almost unchanged sinee the Battle of the
Marne, when the two armies, each trying
to outflank the other, had raced nerthward
until stopped by the sea. Tt was the be-
ginning of the ‘‘deadlock’’ that pro-German
writers assured us could not be broken except
through the advent of a German peace. Their
solicitude was obviously due to the fear that
it could, and would, be broken, a solicitude
that we see now to have been well founded.
None the less it deceived many. "’

The first important shifting of the lines took
place at the beginning of the spring. The
Battle of the Somme had foreed the Germans
from Bapaume and Peronne, and had wrested
from them a considerable extent of territory.
The battle, that had been stopped by the win-
ter, was about to be resumed, when the Ger-
mans forestalled the inevitable and evacuated,
not only the whole of the territory under
immediate dispute, but the entire contents of
the triangle Arras-Noyon-Craonne. The new
Hindenburg Line was established from Arras
—or rather to the north of Arras—4to Craonne,
thus substituting a nearly straight line for the
rectangular formation that preceded it.
southern part of the north and south line was
thus swung eastward toward the Belgian and
Luxemburg frontiers. Sl

In this way the Germans- shortened their
lines and economized their man power, but we
need not stop to examine their ridiculous
claims that they had embarrassed the Allied
strategy, or that their retreat, that was in
every sense compulsory, was a ‘‘retreat to vie-
tory.”” Once more we were told that the new
line was impregnable, and that there was
another deadlock that could he broken only
by negotiations. The wish was father to
the thought. '

MUCH to the German surprise, the new

Hindenburg Line was not attacked ex-
cept at its extremities, that is to sav, at the
- points where it was hinged to the old fortifica-
tions. Sir Douglas Haig made tremendous
assaults around Arras, Oppy, Gavrelle and
Fresnoy. At times it seemed as though he
- might break through, but the Glermans patched
up the breaches in their line, and effectually
hardened their resistance. The French at the
southern hinge had somewhat better luck.
They took Craonne and threatened Laon, but
the Crown Prinee began his attacks on the
Chemin des Dames, toward Rheims, and along
the line to Verdun, and no eritical eains were
‘made by the French until their assault of a
month ago, when they cleared the Chemin des
Dames, forced the Germans across the Ailette,
and advanced within easy range of Laon.
‘T& now became probable that the Germans

The’
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WHA T is taking place in Rus-

sia makes it obvious that
the war must be mainly won on
the west front. The breaking
of the Hindenburg Line is not
in itself sufficient. The fact
that it can be broken and the
Germans driven back does mean
that the force accumulated on
that front is constantly gaining
in weight and intensity to a
point when it becomes the Irre-
sistible force, no matter what
Germany may do with Russia.

By BIDNEY CORYN

were contemplating a further retreat from the
Hindenburg Line toward the Belgian frontier,
and that their attack upon the French line in
the south was intended to facilitate such a
move. The Hindenburg Line, in its retreat,
would have to pass across the face of the
French army on the Aisne heights, and it was
therefore imperative that the French forees
should be dislodged before such a move could

he made.
BY this time Sir Douglas Haig had trans-
ferred his attacks to Ypres, and had been
so far successful as to create a great salient,
and to render the necessity of a German retreat
still more emergent. The (Germans, indeed,
were in a predicament. Their northern line,
as well as the new Hindenburg Line, was sway-
ing at both extremities under the British and
French blows. A withdrawal was urgently de-
manded, but a withdrawal was rendered doubly
diffieult, first because of its military dangers,
apd secondly because of its effect upon German
public opinion that was growing restive and
inclined to be suspicious of another ‘‘retreat
to vietory.”’ ;

This brings us to the last and the most re-
markable battle of the war. At present we
know only the bare facts, and it may be many
days before its full results become apparent.
The Hindenburg Line has been in a somnolent
state since its establishment, with the exception
of ‘the attacks upon its two ends, near Arras
and at Craonne. It was probably lightly held,
and we may be sure that the Germans had
confidently withdrawn some of its defenders
for the purpose of the Italian offensive. None
the less its fortifications were enormously
strong, as defensive strength was measured
before the advent of the tank. The British
commander was able to mass an attacking
foree sufficient to cover over thirty miles of
line, and he seems to have done this without
arousing the slightest suspicion in the minds
of the enemy. i :

A large number of tanks were also collected,
and with an equal seerecy, a feat of modern
war as remarkable as any that has heen seen’
There was no preliminary bombardment, and
therefore no warning of the British intention.
The tanks did everything that could be ex-
pected from prolonged artillery work, and
even more. They passed through the wire
entanglements as though they were not there.
The infantry followed them, and attacked so
unexpectedly that there was no formidable

opposition until the rear lines had been reached.

N
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in the Drama

The first reports said that the German
lines had been penetrated to a depth of five’
miles. A day later we are told that this
had been increased to six miles, and that
Cambrai was under fire and was burning.
Presumably the six miles’ advance was not
over the whole'length of the line extending
from Arras to St. Quentin. The advance ¥
would probably take a curved formation
with the heaviest pressure in the centre,
which would be opposite Cambrai. The
success is timidly admitted by the German
bulletin, which at the same time eclaims
insignifieant successes at the two extremi-
ties of the arc of advance, and the recapture
of a village immediately to the west of
Cambrai.

"IT is likely that news of a still more stir-
ring nature will be available before
these lines are in print. I am strongly of
opinion that the British success is much
greater than has bheen disclosed by the con-
servative bulletins. The use of cavalry is
significant, sinee cavalry would probably

be used for a turning movement which
would become possible only with the com-
plete penetration of the German lines. I.f

the lines have actually been pierced, then it
would be difficult to exaggerate the peril of

the German army. It must retreat over a front

of a hundred miles, and it would be lucky to

be able to retreat at all. »

Such a movement would not be confined to
the thirty odd miles of lihe under attack. It
would probably involve the whole line from
the North Sea to Laon, and this would uncover
the flank of the Crown Prince, who must also
fall back. The French would at once attack
on the east and west line from Liaon to Verdun,
and the possible results to the Germans are
hardly caleulable. It is the mest interesting
and vital situation that has yet been seen. The
Battle of the Marne was the first great act in
the drama, and this may easily be the last.

The Italian situation has improved, but it is
still too early to say that a vetreat from the
Piave positions will not be necessary. It is to E 3
be remembered that the chief danger to the =
Ttalians does not lie in the direct attacks on &
the Piave positions and in German efforts to =
cross the river, but in the Teuton attempt to .
move southward from the northern mountains
to the rear of the Italian army. The area that
actually contains the greatest danger is imme-
diately south of the mountains between the
rivers Piave and Brenta, and as far westward
as Asiago. It is here that the Teutons are
winning whatever success has come to thei
arms, and it is the bulletins that relate to this
area that should be most ecarefully scanned.
But it may be said again that a further Italian
retreat is not an Ttalian defeat, and it may
be said, also, that every day of delay is to the
Italian advantage. Freneh and British rein-

forces, and the prospeect is in every way brighter .
than it was a week ago. The German bulletins
admit a preponderance of numbers in favor of
the Italians, and they confess that the situation
is a difficult one for them, which is suggestive
of their old methods of preparing their people
in advanee for one more disappointment.

l SAID last week that even if Germany should
decisively defeat the Italian armies it would
have no grave military effect upon the Allied
cause in general. The faet that she threw her
army against Italy instead of against the
French and the British is in itself an admission
of despair of being able to resist her inevitable
doom upon the western front. Would any in-
telligent person doubt the ultimate issue of the
war if the (erman armies in the west were
actually expelled from France and Belgium?

X
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Were We War-Prepared ? No !

“Laurier and the Canadian Courier were two
souls with but a single thought in the days
when the publication and the Premier took
sweet counsel together in the neutralities of
pacifism, in the fervor of their common hatred
of dreadnoughts and their ignorant unbelief
in the German peril.”—Toronto Telegram.

the war it preached the doctrine of

pacifism, the gospel of ‘‘peace on

earth, good-will -towards men,”” and
did not believe in the imminence of the Ger-
man peril. Further, the Courier will admit
that it did not emphasize the necessity of mili-
tary preparedness as it would have done had
it believed in the imminence of the German
peril.

But the Telegram is wrong in saying that the
Courier opposed the building of Dreadnoughts.
Reference to the Courier flles will show that
this journal supported the Dreadnought policy

THE Courier frankly admits that before

of Sir Robert Borden, and supported the Cana--

dian navy poliey of Sir Wilfrid Laurier. It
deliberately straddled the policies of both gov-
ernments, and strove for their fusion. It urged
the Canadian navy in the days when the Tele-
gram joined hands with M. Bourassa in oppos-
ing the building of eruisers and submarines,
two complete naval units, for the protection
of the Pacific and Atlantic coasts of Canada,
and the overseas commerce of the country. It
fought for a navy, for ships that might have
done what Australia’s navy has done in the
war. With all its might the Courier protested
against the ‘‘tin pot”’ campaign of ridicule
waged by M. Bourassa and the Toronto
Telegram.

‘When Sir Robert Borden succeeded Sir Wil-
frid Laurier in the administration of the coun-
try’s affairs, the Courier continued to support
naval preparedness; it could see no incon-
sistency in making the three proposed Dread-
noughts part of the Canadian navy—to be
built in Gireat Britain, if necessary ; to be loaned
to the Imperial Government, if necessary ; but,
eventually, to come under the administration
of the Canadian Government, administered and
supported in exactly the same way as our land
forees of to-day. -~ v

A pretty broad programme for a pacifist
journal, disbelieving in the imminence of the

-German peril, eminently broader than that of
the peril-believing Telegram, which in sub-

stance said: If we cannot give Dreadnoughts
for Great Britain to man and maintain, we will
do nothing at all. '

But Sir Wilfrid and the Courier were not

alone in their pacifism, in their disbelief of -

the German peril. Sir Robert and his Govern-
ment disbelieved in its imminence; otherwise,
the outbreak of war would not have found the
shores of this country unproteeted; otherwise,
there would have been great modern guns built
in this country and Canadian artillery-men
trained in their use; otherwise there would
have been stores of ammunitions for the army.
There would have been trained infantry-men,
instead of a half-disciplined, half-recruited,
half-efﬁmlgnt militia. There would have been
no panie in Toronto, no spending of money for
antiquated arms to guard the city from in-
vasion, o
And Mr. Asquith and England were pacifists.
They did not believe in the imminenc:s of the
Germgn peril. Mr. Asquith and England were
essentially unprepared for the war when it
came, and it was England’s very unprepared-
ness that guaranteed to the world she sought
no war, h:ad no designs for expansion, no de-
signs for interference with the affairs of other
nations. Tt was unpreparedness which won

her the support of that great pacifist country,

the United States; her unpreparedness which
won her the sympathy and the support of the
hest part of the world; and which will
eventually win the war for the Allies, for the
triumph of pacifism.

Cheerfully, the Courier admits its pacifism
before the war, and cheerfully does it accord
its support in placing all the resources of this
country in opposition to the militarism of the
German Empire.

Apparently alone, did the Telegram believe
in militarism. No, not alone, for the Kaiser
believed in it also!

»

The Riddle of Russia

O Russia has at last lapsed into Leninism,
which we hope will make as mueh head-
way as it deserves. The greatest asset

the Allies can have now in that part of the
world is as much disunion as possible. A united
Russia, under the banners of Lenine, would
make it possible to convert Russia into an
antagonist. German disruptions feed upon
Leninism. If there is a real Russia, a nation
that is not'a mob, behind the red-rag forces
that now seem to dominate the country, that
part of it will make the Germanization of
Russia impossible. The release of 1,000,000
German prisoners in Russia will do a good
deal to buck up Germany’s man-power. But
that will be of small use against a much greater
American army that can be landed on the west
front by the time Germany’s reclaimed army
is available in action. We shall continue to
hope that the spirit of Revolution, even in the
shape of anarchy, caused by the eurse of abso-
lute monarchy, will continue to work and to
act as a boomerang on the Kaiser. All we
have to fear at present is what most we hoped
for a while ago, a united Russia. If Germany
is waiting to deal a separate peace with a duly
authorized Russian government, let us hope
that no such government will be possible till
the war is over, and that anarchy will continue
to prevail. In Russian anarchy lies the ad-
vantage of the Allies. A people who seem to
be ripe for civil war should not be deprived
of the luxury if civil war in Russia means/an
impossible barrier to German domination.

L

No Party Capital in Disloyalty

HAT Kitchener, Ont.; seems to be suffer-
ing from is a minority of undenational-
ized Germans; unfortunately repre-

sented by a majority of the City Couneil in its
disloyal refusal to apologize to the Premier of
the country for the disturbance at the meeting
called by Sir Robert Borden for the diseussion
of national issues. Attempts have been made
to convert this into a political issue.
efforts should be treated with the contempt
they deserve. Whether on one side or another
in this election, disloyalty cannot be regarded
as party politics. It does not require a very

‘sublime height of idealism to say that no sup-

porter of either party in this eountry would
or could have any part in such an exhibition
of anti-Canadianism. The politician or the
leader who would count rank disloyalty as an
asset to his cause would not hesitate to aceept
German money for the campaign fund. When
a respectable paper like the Toronto News in-
sinuates that the Laurier campaign is backed
by German money, there is no reason why less
reputable newspapers should not say that the
Laurier ecampaign is backed by the disloyalty
of a minority of undenationalized Germans in
the city of Kitchener. Sir Robert Borden, in
his electoral campaign, is not the Sir Robert
Bordemw})o came out with his anti-reciprocity

-

Such,
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campaign in 1911. Sir Robert Borden in 1917
is the head of a Union Party which he proposes
to make into a Union Government by the con-
sent and the will of the Canadian people. That
Union Party stands or falls by the Military
Service ‘Act, which is law. The party which
proposes to substitute what ‘the Parliament
of Canada have already discarded for the plr-
pose of carrying on the war in Canada are
doing so because they believe they are right.
Every man, every party is entitled to its beliefs
when those beliefs do not menace the loyalty
of the country to itself, to the cause and the
Empire. The eruption of minority-disloyalty
at Kitchener should be deplored as deeply by
the Liberal Party as by the Unionists. That
disloyalty is a menace to Canada, no matter
which party may be in power. It is a symptom
of anarchy which has become too prevalent at
various fimes in most of the countries engaged
in the war on the side of the Allies.. If any
Unionist gloats over such a symptom as a proof
that the Liberal Party is in league with the
Kaiser, he is just as bad as any Liberal who
would welcome sueh an exhibition because it
means a certain menace in one quarter to the
cause of Unionism, military service and law.
For the sake of all the national decency we can
preserve in the most serious election ever held
in Canada, we hope that sensible opinion on
either side will repudiate the small-minority
disloyalty in Kitchener, Ont.

»

Coal and Christianity

OAL and Christianity are not, as a rule, in
the same boat. Just now we seem to
need a good deal of Christianity in our

concern about eoal. There is talk of confis-
cating citizen coal for the sake of people who
haven’t any. In some ways a very commend-
able idea. But as applied to communities
where coal-confiseation is most urgent, there
should be a better way out. Every big city
has a large percentage of poor people and a
large number of churches. It was said by
the Founder of the Christian Church, ‘‘The
poor ye hawe always with you.”” We under-
stand this to mean that the ehurch has a con-
stant duty towards the poor.

Very well. The large number of churches
in any city like Montreal, Toronto, Winnipeg
and Vancouver, where the eoal-less cellars of
the poor are most abundant, contain thousands
of tons of coal supposed to be used in the
cause of practical Christianity. It takes more
coal to heat a big church once a week than it
takes to warm forty small homes for a week.
In the name of Christianity, as applied to coal,
why should not a number of congregations
either worship in their church basements or
combine their congregations and let the poor
people have the extra coal? Why should not
some of the money-losing hotels do likewise ?

»

; A Terrible Book

WHEN you want to feel what war smells
like, eats like—what in all its filth,
fury and misery it actually is like, just
pull down the bed light, fix up your pillow
nicely, light your pipe and open anywhere you
like that book by Henri Barbusse—‘Under
Fire.”” Remember, you are still a human
being, and have the veneer of civilization; per-
haps a telephone at your bed; and to-morrow
you will growl if the porridge is scorched a
bit or you didn’t get a ticket to the opera.
We quite intended to quote one of the casunal
horrors so ably and savagely depicted in this
book, but on second thought have decided to
let the reader do so for himself. There are
packs and stacks of war books. Almost any-
body is entitled to try, his hand at another one.
Nobody is likely to rival Henri Barbusse. Even

Kipling, in his most realistic period, never got

to the zolvesque limits of this peculiarly French
thing. And no doubt it’s all true. j
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PREVIOUS instalments show that Martin Hoag, office

manager of Markhams, Ltd., has begun to get a glimpse
of the life that for years he has been merely dreaming about,
In getting away from the commonplace, so-called realities of
routine, he found that his books, his shadow, his drunken
fellow-man, the midnight woman with the baby, and the moving Continued from
picture, all pulled him in the direction of what really—Is,

A Serial Story Told in

“To-morrow | will send you a story and a good
one. Next thing to a scoop, Eh?

XVL

N /B ARKHAM came back to the office
M as a bull moose smashes through
underbrush.  Three weeks on the

rbeks with shoepacks .and mack-
inaw socks on the long trails after the en-

and bunking in a tent would have given him
good humor enough for a year if he hadn’t
been so crazy about iron. Iron was his
~mania. He could almost eat it. Iron is good
for the blood, they say. Markham’s blood
was up. In pursuit of iron he was like a
tiger stalking an antelope. And he spouted
his sudden mania in the office, where for a
while he had no need of wiles or diplomacy
as he damned the rugs and wished he were
back on the moss and buzzed for Miss
Munro.
~ He smiled at her, grabbing his chair hard.
‘“Get me all the factory heads on the line
as soon as possible. These reports don’t
please me. Meanwhile take a few letters.”’
He rattled-off twenty which she took down
in galloping short-hand. When the tele-
phone interrupted she disereetly got to her
own line and rang up all the managers, in-
strueting each of them to get on his line as
‘soon as it- was open. He depended on her -
to be smooth. She knew how. For the:
present, to him she was a sexless machine,
not expeeting the common ecivility to which
a woman is entitled, knowing that his humor
would work off before the day was over and
by evening he would be quite charmingly
polite. There were times when working for
Markham was the limit of any endurance ;
times again when it was possible to enjoy
candy and flowers and books in the office.
Helen Munro took the average. She pre-
ferred such a man to the steam roller who
never varied his gait. This man was like
niobody else she knew. In the morning he
tortured his managers over the wire ; in the
afternoon he would have each of them on
 the carpet. Before noon three reporters
came. Helen knew better than to admit any

efficient girl in the shop.
gineers, camp grubstake in the highlands ‘
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of them. They got as far as the counter
Just outside her office.

““Ah!’’ he said. “You want a story, So
good of you. But I am sorry. You must
wait. I have heen hunting. But to-morrow
—I will send you a story, and a good one.
Next thing to—a scoop! Eh?”

And to each seribe he handed a cigar that
looked like a small submarine torpedo.

XVIL

TRYI;\'G to adjust herself to the mnew
swing of things in the office, Elsie
e Carnovan lost her nerve. She knew

that now, if ever, the system demanded of her

one hundred per cent. efficiency. None of

Mr. Hoag’s benign assurances could prevent

her from feeling the terrible exhilaration
that radiates from one powerful personality
in the head office, whose moving form she
could now and then see faintly silhouetted
through the erizzly glass. Elsie would have
worked even desperately harder to please
Mr. Markham, whom she could sometimes
see in her sleep, like some gigantie dynamo
in phantom form, but who had never even
set eyes upon her to recognize her. She
knew that in the great system dominated by
him she was nothing but one of the cobwebs
on a wheel, which more speed would fling
off into the dust-heap. She was the least
She knew it.
Sometimes she felt that Mr. Markham, with
his terrible grasp of things, knew it, too;
then she smiled feebly at her own' conceit
and with' dizzy head and frazzling nerves
felt herself going into something very much
like what some people call hysteria. She
knew there was something wonderfully
potentiac about Mr. Markham; that he was
about to make Markhams, Ltd., one of the
biggest things in Canada; that to be able to
register as a hundred per eent. efficient in
her own little corner of such a works would

come to mean something vastly more than -

merély hammering away at a machine any-
where else. And the more she bent herself

j
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The more she felt that the thing was shaking
her as the wind does a rag on a clothes line, .

\.
%

The other women in the case—one of them sacrificed to the
system, the other made by it, are both symbols of the other.
life that men don’t have to die in order to realize. One of
them reveals to him the power of sex ; the other the power of _
sacrifice. In this instalment of pictures illustrated by little &
chapters, Hoag has the choice of the system that will mak
him comfortable, or the shadow that will make him live,

WHAT HAPPENED TO HOAG

as Many Pictures and as Few Words as Possible
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to get the throb and the thrill of the thing,
the more she felt that the thing was shaking
her as a wind does a rag on a clothes-line.

XVIII.

HENRY MARKHAM understood pub-
licity. He had made a long and
shrewd study of newspapers. It was
one of his common sayings, ‘“It’s what people
think, not what they do, that concerns me.’’
By which he meant that if people thought
in his direetion favorably enough he could
get them to do about what he wanted. So
he was very careful to keep all the news-
papers. oiled up—except the Clarion, which
was the organ of the workers. ‘

““Why the devil is it?’ he asked Miss
Munro, ‘“that a paper that Ias no money
is so hard to get into line?”’

She knew that he understood why.

‘“Those stories are ready, sir,”’ handing
him a sheaf of typewritten sheets. :

““Oh! Clarion gets one, too. Thanks!”’

He looked at her through a web of smoke.

“You are—almost a genius,’’ he laughed.

Smiling, she withdrew. In a few minutes
he came and handed her back the MSS. with
instruetions to see that each paper got its
story just as she had prepared it; he had
made no changes. :

“But of course the Clarion won’t print a
line of it,”’ he said. “They don’t need to.
Those beggars pretty nearly guessed what
was in the wind. T wonder how?”’

On that point Miss Munro could not en-
lighten him. But he still believed that some-
body in the office had let the news leak out
to the Clarion. He did not suspeet her; she
knew that.

- Thousands of people next day discovered
that Henry Markham’s three weeks’ absence
in the north had to do with a sensational
discovery and utilization of iron ore de-
posits that were to work a miracle on the
economies of that eity, and in faet all that
part of the eountry. ; :

On the following day, while the street and ¢
the clubs were still clacking about the mar-
velous movements of this wizard of indus-
trial finance, in. each of the five papers a {
large advertisement blazoned forth to the . ¥
world that for the first time in the history
of mining here was a mine that would imme- .3
diately affect the prosperity of = ecountless §
thousands of people, not. only now, but here- ¢
after; that to bring this about Markhams,
Ltd., proposed to become the husiness agent §
of the public; that naturally a scheme so
vast as the Munro Mine and its affiliated
coneerns would take more money than
Markhams, Ltd., had or could get from its
own business; that Markhams were not
bankers, but business developers; that a
great amount of money was urgently and
immediately needed if this bonanza was to 38
develop into a boom; that said money might
be got from financial institutions, but Mark-
hams preferred to get it in small lots from {8
the people, because the new iron and steel A4
epie, with all its vast ramifications in in- 34
dustry, trade and finance would mean the
ultimate good of thousands of homes and
\the public would naturally like to invest in 38




. become

¢ I call—business creation.
- question of individuality—in—subordination
R prefer to say co-ordination. Eh?”’

~

the enterprise as stock-holders, thus reaping
the benefit of their own investments not
merely in dividends, but in work and wages;
that in asking for this money in return for
stock Markhams, Ltd., were merely plant-
ing the people’s money that the people
might get the harvest. \

The whole alluring argument was skilfully
surprinted upon a huge map which, in bold
outlines, showed the location of the Munro
Mine, the proposed railway to ship-
water, the new ore terminal, and the dotted
lines of ship routes carrying down the ore.
On the margin of the map were shrewd
little sketches, showing miners, navvies,
locomotives, doek-hands, ships and blast
furnaces.

This advertisement got a swift popularity
among hundreds of thousands of readers
never achieved in so short a time by the
most sensational ‘“best seller”’ among
popular novels.

But the Clarion refused to print it. - And
Henry Markham cursed the Clarion.

"‘Come across on this proposition and I'll make
you the man psychologicallyr behind one of the
greatest businesses in Canadal”

XX :
Iron and Psychology

; I I OA}«G’S first talk with Markham was

after he had blinked uncomfortably

at a string of ironmaster pictures—
Germans most of them, except Carnegie—
and two or three monarchs, one of whom
must have been the Kaiser, in the big, main
office. The boss read on. He had a hahit
of keeping certain people waiting when he
wanted to impress them.

His manner was oddly quiet. He smoked
almost reflectively as he turned and without
glancing at Hoag gazed out of the window.

‘“Yes,”” he said, musingly, ‘‘I’ve been
thinking, Mr. Hoag, that it’s time you and
I understood—each the other,?’

He accented the last words.

5 “You have outgrown the office. I knew
you would. Miss Munro did. TIt’s the way
all worth-while people do who work for me
—uh, with me I prefer to say, if you will
excuse me, Eh?”? :

Hoag squirmed at this politeness. He had

~expected a raking over the coals about his

unfitness to be any good whatever in a

, modern business system.

““A great business such as this is bound to
Mr. Hoag, makes itself_croate
opportunity. It is my first principle to have
first of all the men. Give me the men and
I'll find them the work. When the man gets
next to the work he will develop it until
that work needs other men. That is what
And it is all—a

é
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Hoag understood that silence was the best
answer.

““But you have not yet been co-ordinated,
Mr. Hoag.”’

Markham bit off a fresh ecicar. ““Sorry
vou don’t smoke. I can always talk better
to a man if he smokes. Yah.”

Iroag observed that the man’s pin-wheel,
bushy eyves had a sort of diamond lustre.
Markham was talking in a low, somewhat
guttural tone. His mask was on.

“You and I, Mr. Hoag, are—opposites.
You never could do my work; it would kill
you in a week. You have not begun to do
vours; and if ever you do T shall never be
able to do it in your place. And I am not
flattering you.’’

Hoag gave a dry cough, and squirmed a
bit.

Markham waved a hand at the ironmaster
pictures.

“We are all hard men,”’ he said, as he
walked pompously along the row. “Iron is
a hard business. This is the iron age.’”’

He stalked, thumbs in his armlets.

‘“‘The nation that leads in iron will rule
the world. England did. She has gone to
third place. America is first. But unless
this continent makes greater progress Am-
erica will soon be in second place, and we
shall all be led and therefore ruled by
Germany.”’ :

In a corner bookshelf Markham had a row
of books on iron and steel. Te had read
them all. '

““But I am not to preach to you about iron,
Mr. Hoag. You will never be an ironmaster.
You have—other talents®’

Hoag walked to the window. :

" ““Yes,”” said Markham, after a pause. ‘I
believe in psychelogy of the working class.
Without that the iron trade is impossible.
The business that goes to more than par with
others is that which studies the psychology
of the workers.”’ ; :

Hoag felt himself mumbling several com-
monplaces. He had never known Markham
to be so confidential. And he guessed what
was coming.

““Mr. Hoag’’—the voice was a sort of gut-
tural whisper— ‘you have the psychologic
power to understand the common people.
You have tremendous sympathies. You 20
about prying into personalities. An ordinary
system would push you out beecause you
would interfere. Markhams, Ltd., wants
you—in; more in; altogether in; wants you
to do for a great system and for money what
you now do in a small way to please your

~benevolent instinets. Do you—get me?”’

Markham stepped over the shadow
Hoag, who inadvertently stepped aside. He
could almost count the purple dots in the
man’s rough but. expensive tweeds.

¢‘So, what I have to offer you is something
whieh is in your power to create. As the
head of Markhams, Ltd, I want to under-
stand—sympathetically—the  temperament
of those in our shops and factories. In a
short time those shops will be like a village
that becomes a ecity. But we want to
humanize them, We must find out what the
men-want, what they are thinking and say-
ing among ‘themselves—one to another.
Markhams, Ltd., must what you call psychol-
ogize itself with those people. We must
build iron and steel upon the minds of the
people.
more valuable to me than any head of de-
partment T have, because he will be at the
head of the department of applied psy-
chology. : :

Markham rubbed his hands. He was
visibly excited; had, as he confessed, stolen

“some of his terms from university professors

with whom he had taken dinner. 2

- ““Money, Mr. Hoag, will be no object.
Come across on this proposition and I will
guarantee to make you the man psychologi-

And the man who does that will be-

§
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cally behind one of the greatest businesses
in Canada. The university will send men to
you to diseover your methods. You will be
written up in the magazines. But—you are
always to bear in mind that the real secrets
of your work helong to Markhams, Ltd. On
no account will you——-"’

The telephone rang. The ante-room was
half full of important people all waiting for
the boss, at a signal from whose eyebrows
Mr. Hoag slid his shadow out of the office.

XX.

A Sentimental Calculation

O doubt Markham had lifted a curtain
to Hoag. Clever man! No wonder
he succeeded. Temptation. A vista.

Mysterious Mr. Hoag, man behind at Mark-
hams, strange but vital link between the
world of factories and of colleges; chanece
to hobnob with professors, to write books.

Any man thalf human would have warmed
up to this. ;

Hoag assuredly did. He became quite ex-
cited. Much of a child. What lured him
more than the obvious side of the scheme
was the extremely personal side. :

And here, as Hoag turned it over in his
room at midnight among his nondeseript
rows of books, most of the lodgers asleep,
he got a glimpse of himself quite startling.
He felt his ears go hot with excitement. .
Most . ordinary thing in the world. Take
Markham up, co-ordinate himself, grow into

_a new, creative job with a fat salary—how

then could Helen Munro consent to marry
Would she not prefer
the. manager of applied psychology? With
all her craze for operas and fine clothes and
limousines and some big castle going up on
the Rosemount nouveaux riches hill, would
she not foresee that she would some day
weary of it all and prefer to link up with -
a phase of the work that was so mueh more
human than being the wife of_a great iron-
master ?

It all came with a rush. Markham had
swept him off his feet. He felt dizzy. The
man had shown him a new world.

But would Markham give her up? With
no doubt in the world that he eould win the
woman away from him, Hoag flattered him-
self yet further that Markham would even
release Helen if to do so meant to further
the interests of his business. He was not so
deeply in love with her. She charmed him
only as fifty other women might. He was
blind to her real charm, to her essential
magice, valuing most her ability and her
feminine wiles. After all, as the wife of

Martin Hoag, she niight be. more valuable
to Markham than as Mrs. Markham.

In the grey bhrr of the two windows he saw the
‘phantoms of two women,

~
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His first glimpse of Markhams, Ltd., up under the
hill just as the men were getting out.

Or perhaps some day she would be Lady
Markham? ; :

Such things did happen in Canada. .

And the thought of that filled the foolish
man with all sorts of purple desires; made
him for the time being scheme and dicker
with himself and with fate fer the hand and
the heart of a woman whom he might lure
away from this thumping big ironmaster
that never allowed another man to defeat
his purposes. Helen would understand. All
was fair in love. Why should Martin Hoag
not be in love with a woman whom he had
known before Markham ever paid her a
salary? Why should he not prove to Mark-
ham that he was even more of an artist than
he imagined?

Anyway, Helen Munro would be happy

as Helen Hoag. :

Yet, as he admitted, she would make a fine
Lady Markham.

Hoag creaked himself to bed.

Anyway, as he was now and ordinarily
would beecome if he failed to go in on Mark-
ham’s terms, he was doomed to remain a
nice, humanizing dub. Modern business
would never use of him more than a mere
fringe of his personality; leave him to vege-
tate among his books and his shadows and
moon over the movies when he could make
nothing out of them, floundering among
vague ideas and presentments of one kind
or another—when he might, by hooking up
with Markham, redeem the beast in his busi-
ness even if he had to rob him of a woman
to do it; or even though he left him the
woman—and himself became the devotee
only of his new work among the labor peoplg,
the link between the factory and the college.

Ah! Now he began to understand. Mark-
ham’s strange fear of the Clarion, which had
refused to print his Markham Mine adver-
tisement.
case?

Probably much.
Markham feared it.

‘Markham was a strange man.

BT

A Spiritual Spy ~

OAG got his first glinipse of Markhams,
Ltd., up under the hill, just at 5.30
on a winter evening, when the pen

were getting out. He had never dreamed
the place was so vast, thought he knew how
many hundreds of men were employed.
What might it be in future? Grimy-looking
men, some of them like coal-heavers—but
they all seemed to be kings to Hoag. 0Odd
blotehes of talk in the snow only piqued his
curiosity. Some trouble shaping up. Men
had leaders in close intimacy with the
Clarion. Two of the men mentioned Clarion

Hoag liked the Clarion.

What had that to do with the '

~don’t mention it.
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as they went by. Up near the gate Hoag
could hear the sharp voice of a newsie sell-
ing Clarions. He remembered Markham’s
fear of that sheet, the paper he could not
buy. He lost himself in a sort of dream as
he reflected—how Markham had tried to
buy him. These were the men he was to
go amongst as a sort of spiritual spy. Up
the hill yonder stood aecres of new homes,
most of them peopled by families of Mark-
hams, Ltd. No business in the country had
such an organized ecommunity of workers.
Markham himself had spent a fortune on
Dukes’ Acre. He had also built the Dukes’
Aecre church. Now he wanted Hoag to go
in there as a spiritual worker, getting prac-
tieal psychology; perhaps organizing some
corps of social workers—all the machinery

- that would naturally arouse the employees’

suspicions if done elumsilly. He, Hoag, was
to do it deftly, irrisistibly. Again—it was
a great temptation. He was to regulate all

matters affecting the Markham Foundation

for Workers—and he was to do it in the
guise of a common workman, in the foundry,
in the yard, in the machine shops, wearing
overalls, getting grime on his face and
calluses on his hands—being a thorough-
paced hypocrite as well as a spy.

Hoag whistled to himself as a long snake
of flatears loaded with pig-iron creaked and
coughed over the ‘siding in among the
foundry walls. The night shift was work-
ing. The village of Markhams, Ltd., soon
to be a city, as the boss said, was all shot up
with ‘flares of fantastic light and shadow.
Hoag turned and left it; went somewhat
vaguely to the neaxest hotel, where he got
his supper and read the Clarion. Again, as
the Clarion noted, some trouble was
imminent at Markhams, coming so soon
after the great publicity campaign for the
Markham Mine.

When would this paper and the people
who kept it up find out that the best interest
of Markham lay in avoiding trouble? Why

«did they persist in taking Markham as a

wolf ?

The Clarion was evidently engineering a
strike.

Hoag hated the whole idea of a strike.

Somebody should prevent strikes.

That was to have been his job.

At a salary equal to that of any manager:
second only to the nominal salary of the
boss himself.

XXITI.

One Way of Looking at 1t

AS early as possible Hoag climbed the
_overhead bridge at the tracks and

went to find the house where Elsie lived.

Elsie was ill at home. The high speed of
the office wheel had flung off the eobweb.

- This bridge was the way she had gone and

come twice a day for months now; no won-
der she had grown tired of it. The street
was dark and narrow, but quite respectable ;
the house a mere section of a block marked
off by a window above and below the dead
image of twenty others in the row. But it
was neatly kept and had the cheerfulness
that comes of gentie breeding. Mrs. Car-
novan, a peaked little woman, was up and
about, mainly because Elsie was abed and
one of them had to be doing the work.

“I’'m sure it’s more than good of you to
call,”’ she said. “‘I’ll tell Elsie you’re here.
I know she’ll want to see you.”

Hoag was struck with the likeness of the
two women; more than ever when he came
to Elsie, propped up in pillows in her tidy
little room.

“Oh, T think T shall soon be out,’’ she
said, quiekly, with a flush as he sat beside
the bed. ‘‘T must do something. Mother
can’t. No, not back to the office—please
That place is too fast for

N\

me now. I think T’ll
something.’’

Hoag rammed his -hands into his poekets
and gazed at the ceiling. He had no par-
tieular reason for coming, exeept to cheer
the girl, whose nerves were completely un-
strung. )

““Elsie,”” he said, suddenly; as he caught
her smiling at the way he looked. ‘“I don’t
mind how erazy you think I am. You are
going to be all right.”’

‘“Christian Seience?’’ she tittered.
thanks.”’

He lifted a finger.

““There’s no name to it,”’ he said. “‘People
limit their beliefs ‘When they give them
names. But I want you to keep me in your
mind. I shall need you.” ‘

She looked at him sceptically.

““Now, you mustn’t talk in riddles, Mr.
Hoag. You know well enough that you're
not the one of us that needs anything—ex-
cept yourself and your own way of getting
along.”’

““Exeuse me,”” he snapped.

try millinery—or

“No

“lidon’t get

along. T am a dismal failure.”’
““Oh!” Elsie was silent for a while.

““Does—Miss Munro—think so?’’

He blinked both eyes somewhat irritably.
. ‘I haven’t consulted her.’’

Another hiatus in the talk.

‘“Still—she seemed very much concerned

-by the way—the way you acted on the seroen

that evening, Mr. Hoag."’ ;
He yawned. “‘I think you mean—morti-
fied.”’ <
““Oh, well, .it was a good show. I really
think you ought to go into movie acting. T
thought it was just bully the way you 2

~ He got ﬁp. ““Now you’re getting excited.”’

‘“All right. Tell me to calm down and
I will. But—but look here, Mr. Hoag, you
know very well that if she hadn’t wanted
to get me out of the office she could have
found me & job I could do. But she wanted
me out. I knew it. I knew the day she
came and talked to me—that she was jealous.
Oh, well—oh, well,.I admire her. I think

she’s marvelous, the things she does and the

way she keeps up to that terrible man, Mr.
Markham, and the standing she has with
all those fine people over on Rosemount
Road. She’s earned it. I couldn’t. But I
know that if I were Martin Hoag, with all
his ability and kindness and personal interest
in people, I'd never let a hig bully of an
iron-master =

Hoag smiled and took her hand.

““There, my girl, you’ve said enough
absurd things to make you feel better for a
while. I’'m coming to see you often. Good-
night.”’

(To be continued.)
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“If | were Martin Hoag I'd never let a slg bully
of an iron master—” :
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! 3 THE SIMPLE LIFE
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¢ IFE is too complicated!”’ said the
Busy Woman, as she sank into an
easy chair and loosened her furs.

‘“Yours certainly is,”’ said the Languid One.
‘“Have you instituted any new organization
for the uplift of humanity ?’’

““No, just the same old round, only a trifle
worse. Take to-day for a sample: After I had
done my housekeeping, as well as I eould with
the telephone ringing every minute that I
wasn’t using it myself, I went out and finished
the door-to-door canvassing I had undertaken
to register the women’s Federal vote. It was
rather depressing. Some of them began to
cry when I asked if they had relatives in the
army, and I had to wait and hear their tales
of woe, others had to be persuaded that it was
their duty to vote—and that took time! Then
I had to send off my overseas parcels (I was
up till one o’clock last night packing them) !
After that I took some things T had been
knitting to the Brittany Hospitals Bazaar,
which opens to-morrow (do try to come!) and
when I got there everything was so upset that
I stayed to help with the decorations. It was
nearly two o’clock when I got home for lunch
and T found that one of the pipes had burst
in the laundry and it was hours before they
could get a plumber. Then the housemaid
gave notice. She isn’t much good, but you
know how hard it is to get anyone just now!
Al).important letter T was expecting failed to
arrlve,.thgugh I knew it was posted last night.
Of course I was late for the meeting at the
Seqqurs National, and after it was over I came
straight here, though T had promised to go to
a Red Cross tea my Chapter of the Da/ughters
of the Empire are giving this afternoon. To-
night I really must. put in an appearance at
a musical in aid of the Belgian refugees (I am
one of the patronesses), and I am going to a
Supper party afterwards to meet the celebrated
artist. Do you wonder that I sigh for a life

‘“Not a bit! But I ean just imagine how you
quld hate it, after one week,”’ said the
Languid One. ““One week of drawing your
own-water, would make you content with the
vagaries of the plumber and sympathetic to-
wards his bills. One week of dbing your own
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“My i1aes or e simple life is to press an electric button and have a
well-trainco maid servant anticipate my wants.”

housework would make you submit amiably to
the ministrations of the least effieient of cook-
generals. One week of walking to the village
post-office would make you overlook the short-
comings of our young war-time postmen. One
week of loneliness, or of the enforced com-
pany of your eountry neighbors, would make
you fly gladly back to your committee meet-
ings, bazaars, teas and concerts!

““My idea of the simple life is to press an
electric button and have a well-trained maid
servant anticipate my wants. And, sinee the
present desire is for tea, let us put it into
practice ! Now, see how simple it is!”
she added, as a maid entered with the tea-
tray. “Two lumps? Oh, T had forgotten! Of
course you wouldn’t be so unpatriotic!”’
““If your idea of simplieity is the absence
of all physical effort, why not remain in bed
altogether?”’ said the Busy Woman. “You
could dispense with clothes as completely as
the most aggravated ‘back to nature’ apostle.
You might even, in time, be able to dispense
with food also.”’ :

‘“Now, don’t be sarcastie,”’ said the Languid
One. ‘““You and I could never live simply—we
are too well educated, too highly  eivilized.
Take the simple task of dusting this room. I
know how to do it just as well as the little
maid who brought in the tea, but it takes me

- twice as long, because I can’t help thinking

all the time, It is a very bad habit. Jane per-
forms the task like a machine. If she replaces
a pieture upside down, she is quite unaware
of it. Now, when I dust that mantle shelf, it
becomes a problem in decoration. I carefully
consider the arrangement of space. 1 can’t
pile eushions on the sofa without using my
knowledge of color harmonies. To me, Jane’s
life seems beautifully simple. She works all
day, seldom thinks, and goes to a moving
picture show on her Thursdays: out.”’

““Then you think that simplicity exists in
other people’s lives, but never in our own?’’
said the Busy Woman.

The Languid One yawned. ‘‘Perhaps there
are a few very old and very wise men who
have achieved simplicity and know it. There
are also children and fools, but these do not
know. However, wise or stupid, there is only

¥
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one thing that any of us have

to do.”?

‘‘And what is that?’’

“Why, the next thing; of
course.”’

‘““Well, the next thing for me
to do is to go home,”” said the

Busy Woman.

““And do try to get a little rest.
Jane will show you to the door.”’

And Jane in the haliway mur-
mured,

‘““Talk about leading the simple
life. and they can’t even open a
door for themselves!’’

W g

PA,’[‘RIO’I‘IC appeals usually con-

tain an effort towards sim-
plicity. The man or woman who
has enlisted for serviee in the
army, finds that there is no fur-
ther need to plan and scheme and
worry about what is the best thing
to do and what the best means
of doing it, he must simply obey
orders. The appeal to our pockets
for donations to war eharities or
for victory bonds, robs us of sur-
plus eash with which we might
further complicate our lives, for
each new possession brings with
it an added care. Simplicity in
dress, food, manner of living will tend to make
the individual happier, and to simplify our
efforts so that they will be expended along one
line, will make our work more efficient. There
are so many excellent societies for patriotic
work and each is glad to welcome a new worker.
But think twice before you join. Don’t spend
half your precious energy running from one
to another, trying to attend all the meetings,
to help at all the money-making sehemes.

Jhristmas comes, making new demands on
our busy lives, but the most important feature
of our Christmas giving—the overseas mail—
has been attended to long ago. And how
eagerly the letters and parcels from home are
welcomed at the front only the man who has
been there can know. A soldier in the trenches
is considered wealthy not for the numbers of
dollars in his pocket, but the number of letters
he receives, so we hope there will be no poor
men on Christmas Day ‘‘over there.”” A Cana-
dian officer, in speaking of his Christmas din-
ner last year, said: ‘‘With careful carving we
made the 140 Christmas puddings sent us serve
the mess. This particular mess is composed
of six officers. Each got some twenty-three
puddings. Who says we do not look after
our fighting men?’’ Each new year of war
brings with it a stronger appeal for a
simple Christmas. Even the children feel it
and are glad: to share their gifts with little
Pierre and Jean in far-off France or Belgium.
It isn’t the children’s fault that Christmas has
appealed more to their greedy little stomachs
than to their sensitive imaginations. The Child
whose birthday we are about to celebrate was
born in a manger, then why should our chil-
dren be deluged with elaborate toys and rich
food when other little hands are empty and
cold at this Christmas time, when all is joy
and good-cheer?

Let us eliminate the trash and the trivial
and make our Christmas this year a spiritual
rather than a material one, and do not let us
relapse into the old-time Christmas orgie of
giving and getting, eating and drinking till
the Christmas bells again ring peace and good-
will to all mankind. £

“The greatest truths are the simplest, and
so are the greatest men.”
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If the Huns Get Venice

Which, of course they won’t, but in any case th.se Pictures of Shylock’s
Home and all around there will be of great interest just now. All but onc |
were dug up from an obscure issue of the National Geographic Magazine.

SUALLY Canadians don’t have to go to the Alps for
distinctive mountain scenery, any wmore than to the
Himalayas. Our own Rockies are the equal of both these
celebrated mountain systems. But this picture of the
Grivola, in the Italian Alps, is different from anything we
have. A lot of Italy’s greatest fighting was done in scenery
very much like this, :

WE read about Sunny ltaly and the love of the Latin_
races for warm weather, oranges and grand
opera. But in this picture of Italian soldiers fighting
in the Alps we are reminded rather of an expedition
to discover the North Pole. A race that fought in-
side Austria under conditions like this—do you im-
agine how it will fight to get the Hun invader out?

ERE they are, as good an edition

of Stalky & Co. as ever talked

Latiﬁ; a line-up of mountaineer

boys, immature banditti, or con-

dottieni, or whatever they may be—

and fine-looking little rascals at
that.

HAT happened in Paris and

Antwerp is now going on in

Venice; removing as many of the

art treasures as possible to safe

places and protecting art buildings

with sand-bags. Venice is cramful
of art treasures,

ND if there’s a violent contrast any worse than a
wolf in sheep’s clothes, it would be any average
Hun officer gliding along one of the streets of Venice
in a gondola. The Englishman has a knack of ﬁt"ting
into_almost any landscape. But the spiked helmet in ,
a gondola with a guitar in the bow would be an out-
rage to manners, customs and art. The best place for
any Germans, wanting to capture venice, would be at
» the bottom of the canals.
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THE SACBED STONES OF VENICE

sinee the war began, has reinforced her airy arches and delicate
triforea. This specimen of architecture is probably the unique treasure
of Venice. There is nothing like it anywhere else in the world. One
authority says that its interior is the most precious thing in Italy, some
of the marvelous mosaies being by Tintoretto, and some going back to
the twelfth century. * St. Mark’s is probably the best-known church
in Ehe world, and its destruction would mean to Italians what the
destruction of Westminster Abbey would mean to the British Empire,

HE threat of a Teuton conqueror erushing the sacred stones of
Venice and wreaking barbaric vengeance upon the inanimate
witnesses to the glory of her past has kept the world a-tremble

for many days for fear the valor of the army at the Piave would not

suffice to protect the Bride of the Adriatie. It was as though the
shades of- Bellini, Giorgone, Titian, Tintoretto and Veronese shud-
dered at the approach of the ravaging Hun. The (ferman high ecom-
mand issued promises of protection, but the world could not believe

e

that the Hun that fired Louvaine and ruined Rheims Cathedral would
hesitate to desecrate this sacred shrine of art.

There is no other city just like Venice—there never will be. Her
destruction would be the greatest ecalamity of the war. Even Rome
herself hag hardly a better right to demand exemption. And yet it
Was sentiment and not strategy which provoked the_fear which set
the whole ecivilized world quaking for the future of this eity of the
bast. With the first thrust of the Teuton offensive in the Julian Alps
the fear began. Hosts of workmen weré marshalled to move the price-
less art treasures that have Tured millions of lovers of the beautiful
to this Mecea of loveliness, Even the famous Colleoni statue, whieh
I8 regarded as the finest equestrian statue in Europe and which Ruskin
called the most glorious piece of sculpture in the world, was lowered

while to art lovers the loss would be even more appalling.

Almost as famous is the Ducal Palace, with its eurious inversion
of the usual values in its lacework foundation below its solid upper
walls, one of the sights of the city that millions have journeyed to see
and admire. Besides these two priceless specimens of architecture
are a dozen churches considered among the treasures of the world,
and palaces almost without number, but each a witness to the art that
has made the name ““ Venetian”’ something before which crities uncover,

‘“May God keep the stones of Veniee,”” prayed the poet Gabrielle
d’Annunzio, over two years ago. Even then he was fearful ilest
i the stupid Austrian feroeity should ruin one of St. Mark'’s
domes, a wing of the procuratie, a lodge of the Ducal Palace, a nave
of SS8. John and Paul’s Chureh, the choir of the Frari, or the gentle
miracle of the Ca’ d’Oro. i

from its massive pedestal fronting the Church of SS. Giovannie Paulo :
and taken thence for present sanctuary to the Museum of the Baths
The Four Horses of St. Marks, sole existing
Specimen of an ancient quadriga, were also lowered and transported
It was the fifth journey
these wonderful bronzes have been ventured upon. Constantine sent
them from Rome to Constantinople, whence the Doga Dandola brought
them to Venice in 1204. Napoleon had them carried to Paris in 1797
to Venice till 1815. Now they are in Rome
2gain close to the site of the triumphal arch of Nero, which they

of Diocletian in Rome.

from the path of the plundering Huns.

and they were not restored

onee adorned.

But what all authorities consider to be the greatest treasure of
2“,ll*the Piazza of St. Mark—is left without defence except for the
rough Walls_ of bricks, cement, sand-bags and beams with which Venice,

- /The Vote and the Home—

WITH many thousands of women voting in
: Canada on Decempber 17, the problem
- of what to think and how to act about
- this eSponsibility becomes of popfilar interest.

In a recent issue of The Outlook, Dr. Lyman

bbott, writing of the newly granted woman
suffrage in New York State, says that accept-
ance of woman suffrage as settled means, first
ot all, the abolition of the sex question from
Politics, For that, devout thanks. To set class
against eclass or gect against seet or race
4gainst race ig bad enough ; to set sex against
- %X would be intolerable. That danger for
New York State has passed. ‘“‘Form a Women’s
Lparty 1 said one of the advocates of woman
. Sufftage the day after election. ““No, indeed.
i Are Republicans, Democrats, Socialists,
; Pr(;’hl?itioniStS, Independents, everything, and
M s absurd to say that just because we are
Women we will herd together in one political
,pen.’.’ This eo-operation with their brothers
I different political organizations for the
'-'3030.mplishment of different political ends is
- 88 right as it is inevitable. ¢
herever woman suffrage is asked for and
8ranted there is laid upon the women a duty
of doing Something more than drop a ballot in
i a box.. It lays on them the duty of new lines
it study, diseussion, and thought. ‘A million

and three-quarters of uninformed and indif-

,} fgrent voters added to the polling lists of New

Y orkﬁS'tateWGuld be a calamity. The addition
B million and three-quarters of thoughtful,
,mte}hgel}t,' and conscientious voters would be
ot ‘inestimable value. - Indifference may be
- i e :

v..' %)

‘suffrage something more than a mere inerease

republie, an oligarchy
world.
dominated the Hast.
now, was hers; so wer

government could have

cured by enthusiasm, but ignorance eannot be
cured except by study and reflection. We all
know what place is paved with good intentions.
This political revolution calls for changes in
our school curriculum, changes in the contents
of our women’s papers, and especially changes
in drawing-room and afternoon tea discussions.
It is sometimes said that men pay too little
attention to politics. I am inclined to think
that they pay. relatively too much. In the club,
the smoking-cars, the hfter-dinner conversa-
tions, the topics discussed by men are almost
exclusively business and polities. It is rare,
except in_a professional gathering, that one
hears a scientific discovery or a philosophical
problem, or a new book, a new picture, a new
symphony, or even a new play, made the therne
of discussion. The amount of political illu-
mination furnished by these informal cancuses
is very considerable. If women are to render
the service to the State which I am sure they
can and hope they will render, thg political
problems of the city, the State, and the Nation
must take the place of the neighborhood gossip
whieh, if we may trust the popular stories, have
contributed the chief topic for purely feminine
social gatherings. :
But we have a Tight to hope from woman
in the number of voters. The most potent argu-
ment for woman suffrage is the eontention that
on certain subjects women are natural experts,
and that on those subjects the Stgte needs the

benefit of their active and efficient co-opera-

tion. Temperament and age-long habit have
peculiarly fitted women to be builder$ of homes
and trainers of little children, and there is no

After the fourth ecrusade she held Constantinople
Italia Trredenta, for which the battle s waging

loved and sung. She made her Mediterranean rivals her vassals.
the fifteenth century she was the leading maritime State.
have carried the constant struggle with the Turk to success had not
the hardy explorers of Portugal altered the map by discovering the
sea route to India by the Cape of Good Hope. But for this it may be
doubted if even the incompetence and eorruption which overtook her

As to the city itself, the old supremaey of Venice has passed for-
ever, yet her history remains among the wonder stories.

The Venetian
in . fact, was one of the great powers of the
and
e the Isles of Greece, where burning Sappho
In
She might

destroyed her.

other work in the world so important for the
physical comfort and the moral and spiritual
welfare of humanity. But within the last half-
century the building of homes and the training
of children have become so’ interwoven with
the government of the State as not to be sepa:-
able-from it. A warm advocate of woman fuf-
frage put this duty of the new voters in a
pregnant sentence the day following the elec-
tion. She said: ‘“While women are of all
political faiths just like men, they are, a large
broportion of them, keenly interested in making
the State a cleaner, juster, better place for
children to grow up in, for workingwomen to
earn their l\iving in, for men and women to
-make homes in.”’ s

Will the women voters adopt the principles
advocated by some radical feminists and lose
their interest in their homes beeause of their

= interest in the State? That is altear I have

never entertained. Political revolution will
not, and cannot, destroy the spirit of wifehood
and motherhood.,

-
—Those French Socialists

premiership is concluded it is likely

that much of the evidence will mdi-
cate that one of the most misehievous factors
contributing to the fall of his ministry was the
opposition of the French Socialists under the
leadership of Albert Thomas. For many weeks
previous to the sudden ship-wreck of Painleve
and his cabinet the . voices of many politieal
prophets were raised to warn the ex-Premier

‘NZ HEN the post-mortem on the Painleve
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that the ‘‘Stoekholm Shoals’’ ealled for ticklish
navigating and not a few declared that Pain-
leve’s policy gave little promise of safe pilot-
ing through the political eddies which had been
stirred up by Ribot’s earlier refusal to grant
passports for Stockholm to the French labor
representatives.

The hopeful outlook in the military situation
served to stay the storm for a while, and the
Paris Temps was optimistic right up to the
last that the Socialists would, because of the
vietorious note in the communiques, defer their
demands until spring at least. Painleve, as
an advanced Radieal, maintained close rela-
tions with the Socialists, but he was vigorously
opposed to any idea of a conference in Stock-
holm this year at least. He was firmly eom-
mitted to the theory that the imperial German
government will not hold out until next spring
and believed that a Stockholm eonference would
merely complicate a simple situation. He is
said to have asked for a delay of some weeks,
that is, until next January, for the vindication
of his prophecy that the end is in sight.

But the Soeialist groups were determined to
force a way for the election of their leader,
Albert Thomas, to the post of premier before
the May elections. They live in dread, as the
Humanite confesses, of a bourgeois peace. It
is a part of their creed that the war will have
heen fought in vain if it leaves a bourgeoisie

- in being. In the Figaro, the Socialists are
- even accused of conniving at a peace that
will leave Alsace-Lorraine to Germany. M.
Ribot roused them to anger with his declara-
tions on that subject—declarations which, so
they declared, would “prolong the agony.”
Their refusal to work longer with him was the
first instanece since the war began of Socialists
- going out of a coalition. ‘‘Peace must come
quickly and on terms dictated by Socialist and
Labor forces of all countries,”’ is, in substance,
the legend on their banner. Under the bril-
liant leadership of Albert Thomas they have
manoeuvred to a position of tremendous tae-
tical advantage in the French chamber, and
the sudden overthrowing of Painleve would
indicate that it was an easy matter for them
to preeipitate a crisis in the French ministry.

The London News declares that the Paris
situation is only a refleetion of a general condi-
tion and that Albert Thomas and his tacties
typify, in action, the ambition of the British
labor party as well as the aims of French
Socialist groups. The opposition to the scheme
of the Swedish Branting, begun by Ribot and
carried on by Painleve, springs from a source

- much deeper than to mere military expediency,
put forward as an excuse for a ‘‘postponement’’
by Painleve, according to the London News.
“It lies,” says this paper, “not in any difference
of opinion between the ruling classes and the mass
of the nation about particular terms of peace, but
in the fundamental objection of the ruling classes
to the mass of the nation having any hand at all
in the drafting of peace terms. The theory that in-
ternational affairs ought to be and are the monopoly
of an exclusive caste is still held by the exclusive
caste. The Cecils, typical members of the caste,
have recently voiced it, Lord Robert Cecil with an
honesty born of medieval zeal, and Mr. Balfour, with
an honesty born of the most profound and candid
cynicism. Mr. Balfour, ' an extremely dangerous
. enemy of democracy, can stand up before the repre-
sentatives of the people and calmly sneer at their
pretensions to guide the ship of State, and so low
are the representatives of the people fallen that not
one per cent. of them dares to make an effective
proteet.

It is natural tha{ in such an anti-democratic atmos-
phere as now prevails any comprehensive scheme

~for the participation of the people in the molding of

peace terms should be scotched, o far as it can be

scotched, by the representatives of privilege and the
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foes of popular freedom.

The London Post has carefully investigated the
subject and it assures Thomas and Painleve that
British labor dis not on the side of an international
peace conference of the Socialist kind:

“That is why we insist on the fact that the mind
and will of this country at any rate are not to be
reflected by any conference that is purely or mainly
Socialist. When °‘the organized proletariat’ speaks
we shall listen; but we do not expect to hear that
voice in the accents of the Independent Labor Party.”

»

—Your Bath-Tub Favorite

HAT do you whistle in your bath-tub

when * you .are in a reminiscent
mood ?”’ asks Carl Van Vechten, in the Theatre
Magazine, by way of ‘putting an impudent
point to a paragraph or two about ‘‘the good
old days’’ of comic opera. ‘‘Is it,”’ he goes on,
““The Typical Tune of Zanzibar, or Baby, Baby,
Dance My Darling Baby, or Starlight, Star-
bright, or Tell Me, Pretty Maiden, or A Simple
Little String, Sister Mary Jane’s Top Note, or
A Wandering Minstrel I, or See How It
Sparkles, or the Lullaby from ‘Ermine,” which
Pauline Hall used to sing as if she herself were
asleep, or A Pretty Girl, A Summer Night, or
the Policeman’s Chorus from ‘The Pirates of
Penzance,” or The Soldiers in the Park, or My
Angeline, or the Letter Song from ‘The Choco-
late Soldier,” or I'm Little Buttercup, or the
tobble Song from ‘The Masecot,” or the Anna
Song from ‘Manon,’ or the march from Fati-
nitza, or P’m All the Way from Gay Paree, or
Love Comes Like a Summer Sigh, or In the
North Sea Lived a Whale, or Jusqu- la, or The
Harmless Liftle Girlie’ With the Downeast Eyes,
or They All Follow Me, or The Amorous Gold-
fish, or Don’t -Be Cross, or Slumber On, My
Little Gypsy Sweetheart, or Good-bye, Flo, or
La Legende de la ’\Iere Angot or My Alamo
Love?”’

Just before quoting this long list of re-
minders, Carl ’fesses up to a hid-away-in-
lavender longing of days gone by when his
heart’s desire was Della Fox and his whole
ambition- was to have Della order her visiting
cards inseribed Mrs. C. Van Vechten. Then
he lets loose another list of queries aimed espe-
cially to loosen up a few recollections of middle-
aged codgers. Says he:

‘You will admit, I think, at first glance, the
superior literary quality of these lines; you will per-
ceive at once to what immeasurably higher class of
art they belong than the lyrics that librettists hand
out to us to-day.

Wall Street broker, poet, green grocer, banker,
lawyer, whatever you are, confess the facts to your-
gelf: you were once as I. You have suffered the
same feelings that I suffered. Perhaps with you it
was mot Della Fox. Who then? Did saucy
Marie Jansen awaken your admiration? Was pert
Lulu Glaser the object of your secret but persistent
attention? How many times did you go to see Marie
Tempest in “The Fencing Master,” or Alice Nielsen
in “The Serenade?’ Was Virginia Earle in “The
Circus Gi‘rl” the idol of your youth, or was it Mabel
Barrison in “The Babes in Toyland?’ Theresa
Vaughn in “1492,” May Yohe in “The Lady Slavy,”
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‘Hilda Hollins in “The Magic Kiss,” or Nancy Mec-

Intosh in “His Excellency?” Madge Lessing in “Jack
and the Beanstalk,” Bdna May in “The Belle of New
York,” ‘Phyllis Rankin in “The Rounders,” or Ger-
trude Quinlan in “King Dodo?”

Food Control and the Retailer
(Concluded from page 10.)

out? But advertising enables the large store
to sell stocks of certain goods quickly and cer- .

tainly, and so to sell them at a lower ecost.
There is waste in the delivery service. Shall

- familiar with him.” “But sure, sir,” said Mary, quite

N

he issue an ediet against it? It would save
two or three cents in the dollar if goods auto-
matically came to the door of the purchaser,
but sinee the purchaser must otherwise go to
the goods, at much cost of time, carfare, and
convenience, the loss might well be greater #¥
than the saving. There is an excess of retail &
stores. Shall one be taken by the Food Con
troller and another left? And do we realize
that the advantage of the larger store consists
by no means wholly in economy of buying and=%
selling, but partly in variety of goods and 88
quality of service which the small store cannot
provide, because it costs too much? 3
I am not defending the existing retail system
I am seeking merely to show that its improve- &
ment can hardly come from coercive govern-
ment action, and that it cannot come quickly..
I believe there are many improvements pos-:
sible. Some have been tried elsewhere, with
success. In London, Eng., for example, a big
dalry union (The United Dairies, Litd.) has
just been inaugurated, which promises to pre«
vent much of the duplication of service in-
volved in milk-delivery. A more fundamental &
method is the co-operative store. It has met® -
with remarkable suceess in various countries
but the history of the co-operative store in
Canada (you will find it in a bulletin recently
published by the Department of Economies at
Queen’s University) has up to now been mmtly 4
a record of failure.
Sometimes to stimulate voluntary effort is
the best action a government can take. It is &
way which has been adopted with distincet sue-
cess in respect of household €eonomy. When
the need is brought home directly and econs
cretely to every household the response is won=
derful. Special appeals may sinmiilarly be made’
to the retailers, particularizing the forms of
waste that oceur in retail selling, and suggest-
ing definite ways of avmdmg these. ]
The time when the line is threatened at some
point is not the time to reorganize the wholé
army system, but to send all available forces
to that point. The food line is now threatened
The supply of the Allies is in jeopardy. It is
the time for immediate reinforcement, by
saving and produetion. Let us concentrate our
efforts on accomplishable ends, and not on
those schemes of reorganization, whatever their:
promise, which eannot be realized to- day, and.
which, even if realized, would not solve our @
first and foremost problem, the increase of
exportable food surplus. :

JUST TO READ ALOUD

M RS. HIGGINS was an incurable grumbler. She
grumbled at everything and every one. But at
last the vicar thought he had found something about
which she could make no complaint—the old lady
crop of potatoes was certainly the finest for miles
around. “Ah, for once you must e well pleased
he said, with a beaming smile, as he met her in t
village street. “Every one’s saying how.splend
your potatoes are this year.” The -old lady gla
at him as she answered: “They’re not so poor. Bu
where’s the bad ones for the pigs?” 4
»

OON after a certain judge of the Supreme Con

of Rhode Island had been appointed he we
down into one of the southern counties to sit for &
week. He was well satisfied with himeself. “Mary,”
he said to the Irish waitress at the hotel where he
wag stopping, “you’ve been in this country how
long?’ ‘““T'wo years, sir,” she said. “Do you li‘k,, 2
it?” “Sure, it's well enough,” answered Mary. “Buty
Mary,” the judge continued, “you have many pri 2
leges in this country which you'd not have had in
Ireland. Now at home you would never be in a room.

B

with a Justice of the Supreme Court and chatting

'

in earnest, “you'd never be a judge at home'
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ITORRINGTON AS HE WAS

: ALL we shall ever do to creafe a National Music in Canada was begun in an organized way—
so far as English Canada is concerned—by the Englishman who spent nearly 60 years of

COURIER

By THE MUSIC EDITOR

musical effort in the country
OR the best part of sixty years one man worked as
F hard as he knew how to help create a nabional
music in Canada. His name was Torrington. His
funeral service, a few days ago, was attended by
musicians of all ranks, camps and calibres, all of whom
believed that Torrington, in his day, had done work that
10 man not of his temperament could have done. First
in- Montreal, in 1856; some years later for a short time

in Boston; in 1873 to Toronto.

You may wander into almost any town big enough for
8 water-tank on the prairie, up in the mountains or out on
the Coast and find somebody doing something in music

'bhﬁt he first learned how fror: Torringron. ‘I'nere are
:hud'm’_l Whose grandmothers learned to sing or to play
rom him. His career dates back to the juvenile days of
great singers ‘wh,_o died ‘or quit the stage long ago. He
was an established musician in Montreal when Albani
first began to sing. He came out from Iingland almost
in his teens ang went teaching in Montreal at about half
a d?ll'ar a lesson, playing a church orgah, tuning pianos,
blaying first violin in an orchestra and conducting a British
regimental band. There are old ongans by the score in
mld_dle Canada that Torrington opened or played upon in
Técital. A few years ago, out West, he played at the
Wedding of his own grand-daughter. He was a friend of
Pat Gilmore away back in the pre-Civil War days, when
Gilmore was wp in Montreal selling band instruments.
He was ‘organizing people into singing communitids in
the d"'y‘? when Lowell Mason was spreading the music
gospel in New England. In his never-discouraged John
Bull style he was carrying on in this country”the plain,
Undecorated one-two-three, down'beat work of the old
masters in England. Canada was a raw, unmusical land,
here and there a singing society, a few organs, very few

. Planos, an occasional onchestra, Torrington was the ener-

ge@c Englishman who went abou{ doing good as sturdily
a8 any Labrador missionary or governor of a British island!
in the last of the seven seas. When Gilmore undertook
‘t‘{ organize a colossal Peace Jubilee, in Boston, after the
Civil War, he got Torrington to help him as one of the
sectional conductors of {wenty thousand singers and 1,000
instruments,  Torrington had a genius for getting
acquainted with strange organs: and it was his experi-
‘ental recital with a big organ down in Boston that got

- him the post of organist in the King’s Chapel, where he

.re'f??ained four or five years and at the same time played

~ Violin in a company that gave operas.

In 1873 he came back to Canada; this time to Toronto,
- and took the organ and choir in the Metropolitan Church,

'.’PG,‘}? just dedicated “after the lecture tour of Morley

.. Punshon. The organ he had then soon gave wey to ome

. whie
Who nearly forty years later built, under Torrington’s

he got built by Warren, ‘his old Montreal friend,

" to have a good time with good music.

direction, the great organ that now fills the big church.

Time and again has the story been told of Torrington’s
first choral concerts in Toronto. The first he ever gave,
I think, was in the hall over the old Public Library on
Church St., where he was compelled to hit the doorkeeper
a poke in the ribs to get past the dopr to the conductor’s
desk, because the doorkeeper didn’t know him.

In a short time he had the nucleus of the old Philhar-
monic, ‘with a local orchestra giving oratorios, in old

~ Shaftesbury Hall, next to what is now Eaton’s, on Queen

St. It was the Philharmonic plus almost twice as many
more singers with an onchestra drafted from Toroento,
Hamilton and Buffalo that gave the great Festival of 1886
in the old Caledonia Rink, where the present Arena Gar-
dens now are. 'That festival was one of Torrington's
dreams. The idea of converting the rink into an audi-
torium came to him by accident. The accident cost $3,000
to carry out, involving the erection of a pipe organ behind
the choir gallery for Frederic Archer to play; a chorus
of 700, a full symphony orchestra and a corps of soloists.

For several years thereafter Torrington gave his Phil-

harmonic programmes in the Horticultural Pavilion, an
imitation Crystal Palace of wood and glass in the Allan
Gardens. He had already established the College of Music
in the same year of the great Festival.
" It was in the Metropolitan Choir that I first came under
Torrington. ' The recollection of those days is that of a
festival time in our musical history. Torrington was
always making it .possible for a large number of people
His rehearsals
were comedies, tragedies, plain drama and joyful hard
work for thousands of people as the years came and went
with that red-faced stoeky John Bull of an inspired con-
ductor rapping out the tempo down there on the platform
or taking up his fiddle to give some section the run of a
difficult passage in oratorio. He was as much at home
with a band or an orchestra as with a c¢hoir and an onrgan.
Life to him was one long piece of music. He wanted to
get people to like good music and he did it. One of his
greatest works in that way was the juvenile orchestra
which he trained at the College for years and up till a
very few years ago, gettin.g young folks of all descriptions,
no matter how poor or how illiclad some of them might
be, to learn the sublimities of the great masters even in
a crude way.: !

The opening of Massey Hall, in 1894, was the last big
epoch in Torrington’s career. It was partly on his advice
that Hart A. Massey built the hall, one of the objects of
it being to provide a bigger and better auditorium for such
concerts as Torrington has built up in Toronto. That
festival lasted two days and nights. “F. H.” as the boys
called him, was then in his prime. He was successful.
Gone were the days when he had {o go down in his own
pocket to keep his orchestra instruments from being seized
for Philharmonic debts. His college was at its zenith.
His church choir was still famous. He still had twenty
yvears of work ahead. Those years are scarcely as yet
musical history. All the rest is. And the sixty vears
since the year when, as a young Englishman, he came to
Montreal, are the story of one man’s effort to create in

~ some form or other a national music in Canada.

How he sacrificed himgelf for that work Mrs. Torrington
best knows. She labored with him during much cf the
best part of his work and helped him when he grew
feeble, too feeble even to recognize some of his old friends.

In all Torrington’s bluff, John Bull enthusiasm and his

sometimes irascible domination of other people there was:

a golden thread of great human kindness. How delicate
and how true this always was could best be told by the
lady who at his funeral servic’e sang so beautifwlly the
old man’s own setting to Abide With Me. Hileen Millet
owes most of what she is as a singer to Torrington, whom
like many and many another of his pupils she loved almost
‘as a grandfather. Twenty years ago, in the summer of
the great Diamond Jubilee, I recall one of Hileen Millet’s
first solos, when as a little girl with a marvellously sweet
voice she gtood up on a Sunday afternoon by the organ

- in the Metropolitan Church and sang Cowen’s Better Land.
. And if any encore had been ‘possible at the funeral service
of F. H. Torrington it should have been that song—the |

child’s eternal question Which the spirit of the old musician

~ might hayve answered as the woman sang.

WIS |
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You'll Give War

Books, of Course
This year books on the War will be

given largely for Christmas remem-
brances. They are easily selected
and eagerly read. Here are five of the
best and newest published this fall.

Militarism
By Dr. Karl Liebknecht

This was written for Germans by a
German—*'The only man in the Cen-
tral Empires who had the courage to
speak out”—and for this he was im-
prisoned. The ' book is creating a
wonderful stir in England and the
United States and will be read with
extreme lnterest. o il $1.00

All In It K1 Carries On
By Major lan Hay

Following up the same author’s,
“THE FIRST HUNDRED THOU-
SAND,” Major Hay writes in rom-
ance form actually of the war as only
he vany 88 3. 5 e e b $1.50

Over the Top
By Arthur Guy Empey

Stories of actual war experiences
telling most practically of the lives
our boys are leading in the trenches
and on the field. Supremely graphic
and occasionally - startling this ook
has, during the past few weeks, be-
come the best seller in America, $1.50

The Shell
By A. C. Stewart

Look for a reproduction of an 18-
pounder shrapnel done in actual colors
on paper boards. This is ‘“The Shell.”
Splendid material by -~ a  Canadian
writer appropriate to its subject. The
novelty of the book makes it a most
accept@ble gift. 75¢

A Green Tent in Flanders
By Maud Mortimer

BExtraordinarily vivid impressions of
hospital life. A most appealing book
remdniscent of ‘“Tthe Hilltop on the
Marne."” $1.25

Choose these in comfort at your

bookseller’s

WILLIAM BRIGGS, Publisher
TORONTO

Established 1864. .

The Merchants Bank

OF CANADA,
HEAD OFFICE - MONTREAL.

Paid-up Capital - - $7,000,000
Reserve Fund - - $7,42 1,292
Total Deposits - $92,102,072
Total Assets - - 3121,103,558
233 BRANCHES IN CANADA.
General Banking Business
: Transacted.

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

" TORONTO OFFICES:

13 Wellington St. West; 1400 Queen

St. West (Parkdale); 406-408 Par-

liament St.; Dundas St. and Ron-

&esxéailles Ave.; Dupont and Chris-
e Sts.

FRANK S. WELSMAN
& Pianist.
Studio for L.essons at Toronto
Conservatory of Music.
Residence: 12 Walmer Road.

KING EDWARD HOTEL
~~Firepropf—
Toronto, Canada.
Accommodation for 750 guests, $1.50 up.
American and European Plan,

THE TUXEDO

A Comfortable and Exclusive

Modern Home. Table and Ser-

vice in Keeping. Seven-course
Evening Dinner,

Families  Ooming to Toronto Should
Write For Reservations

The Taxedo, 504 Sherbourne St.
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Music Not Made by Hands

LIDE back the mahogany panels,

says  Munsey’s Magazine for
Christmas, insert the perforated
paper roll, and press the bujiton; or

crank up the motor, if your phono-
graph has no self-starter attached; or
form four abreast and clear throats
for action. Which you do is no matter
so long as music results, the music
that every one can make and an in-
creasing number enjoy—music not
made by hands.

In the presence of this kind of
music the trained musician suffers
something of the awkwardness of the
bashful youth who does not know what
to do with his hands. No such em-
barrassment afflicts the amateur; he
feels instinctively that they were
made to mark time with. His fore-
finger goes like a pendulum and his
right foot descends with infallible
strokes. He is his own conductor,
and can be as dramatic in the role as
he pleases. The professional musician
knows not these joys, but must saw
away at the strings without conscious
pose, the while a mysterious imp—
call him a metrognome—hops and
skips among the beats and accents.

The player-piano is really one of
the most notable inventions of the
age, albeit there are some who will
add “and the most infernal.” But
even those who do not enjoy Mr. To-
bani’s “Hearts and Flowers,” as ren-
dered by the young man in th'e flat
above, can have nothing but respect
for a mechanism which has saved
thousands of expensive instruments
from the scrap-heap. For that was
whither most pianos were bound be-
fore playing devices were marketed.
Now the oldest and longest-idle. up-
rights and grands can have cabinet

players hitched to them and be made
to yield as large a dividend of melody

_as the owners demand and the rusty

strings allow.

The true musical artist neither
feels nor _affects contempt for the
piano automatically’ played, or the

phonograph. He knows that the roll
of perforated paper can sound chords
which the fingers of Paderewski can-
not compass; that the earliest appre-
ciation of musical timbres and or-
chestral coloring may be derived from
half a dozen black disks.

In music, as in every other art, the
first requisite to the development of a
sound and cultivated taste is frequent
contact with the work of artists. A
person of sufficiently acute mind,
hearing music and more music and
more music of all kinds, could con-
ceivably end by deducing for himself
every principle on which music is
based. A person of merely average
intelligence who will use it as he lis-
tens will, if opportunity to hear music
comes often, arrive eventually at a
fair understanding of what constitutes
good music. More than that, he will
have some inkling why it is good, and
will appreciate what he hears at some-
what near its actual worth.

The case for vocal music is even
stronger. We shall have an unusual
lot of it this winter, and the reference
is not to concert platforms, but to
chorus-singing in the home, in the
church, in the camp. The chorus is a
community enterprise hitherto under-
develo‘pe'd in America, but less likely
to suffer neglect in the future. Inter-
est in choral singing has been power-
fully stimulated by the plans of Major-
General Franklin Bell and others to
make the American soldier a singing

Beethoven says:

ished during childhood.

and refinement.

on these “Artists’ Choice Pianos.”

FREE

To the mothers and fathers
who desire to give their
children the advantages of a
musical education and a
useful Christmas gift.

“Where the piano is there is the happiest home.”
Very few of us fully realizé yet the actual value of a musical educa-
tion to the child. Music is the food of the soul, and should be nour-
It will help them to grow up better, broader
and maore sympathetic men and women.

Music will beautify the character of the child and impart grace

Every parent should send for this “Art and Critic” album giving
the autobiography of the musical great.
know the life of Great Artists as the history of politicians.

This book will interest every child and teach them to kmow the
great musicians of to-day. Models of the famous Williams New Scale
Piano are also shown with Gold Autograph of Artists, which is placed

THE WILLIAMS PIANO CO., Limited

DEPT. C.C., OSHAWA, ONT.

: Send this free coupon to-night._
EVERY FARM HOME NEEDS MUSIC.

Please send me your free album of Great Musicians and Models of
Williams Pianos. g

- It is just as mecessary to

soldier because, as General Bell de-

clares, a singing soldier makes a fight-
ing soldier. Choral singing is capable
of developing more enthusiasm than
any other form of the musical art. It
can progress to the heights of Par-
nassus, and it carries the singer swith
it.

The secret does not lie in the artis-
tic knowledge and appreciation acquir-
ed, but in the kindling of generous

emotions, their liberation or “motor
discharge” as psychologists would
say; above all in the creation of that

contagious fellowship and general
good-will which are vital to the suc-
cess of an army and richly profitable
to the life of each single human soul.

-

NEW BOOKS

An American Diplomat

“MY FOUR YEARS IN GERMANY.”
By James W. Gerard.

THE Pompous pilots of international

diplomacy have long been peeved
by the direct quality which has been
the outstanding characteristic of Am-
erican ambassadors abroad; and a
monocled myrmidon of one of the for-
eign offices once tagged the whole

Yankee tribe as “shirt-sleeve diplo- -

mats” by way of ridding himself of a
little pique and ridiculing the Yan-
kees a whole lot. Instead of trying
to live the epithet down the Americans
apparently tried to live up to it. At
least James W. Gerard, American Am-
bassador to Germany, certainly did
live up to it during the four years he
occupied the American embassy in
Berlin. His book, “My Four Years
in Germany,” is chock full of records
of igcidents of the “shirt-sleeve” style
of getting things done—many of them,
in fact, suggest shirt-sleeves rolled up
from flexed fore-arms and cuffs tucked
away.from fists full of fight.

- Outside of the records of official
transactions and a remarkably inter-
esting and illuminating account of his
negotiations with the Wilhelmstrasse
dealing with the submarine outrages,
there is much more in the book which
tells, in an entertaining manner of

Gerard’s observation during his stay
in Berlin and his travels about Ger-
many. ;
chapter on the psychology and causes
which prepared the nation for war.
McClelland, Goodchild and Stewart,
$2.00 net. =

»

“Human’ Stories

“THE NEXT OF KIN.” By Nellie

L. McClung.

LTHOUGH Mrs. McClung’s latest

book is naturally full of the
iragedy of war, and how it affects
those whom she knows best, the wo-
. men and children of Canada, yet it
is relieved by a nice sense of humor
and the thread of suffrage argument
+ which runs boldly through it. The
book comprises sixteen tales, for the
most part what are popularly known
as “human’ stories; these tell of
cheerful sacrifice or of proud courage

in the most tragic tale the reader can-
not help but feel a strong sense of
cheer, a note of optimlsm, which even
more than the human quality of the
stories should give this book a large

| i vogue.—Thomas Allen, $1.25.

" tive;

many things which came under Mr.

He shows a keen insight in the

under the burden of sorrow. But even

_so on and so forth—all these have
been very cleverly sketched into the
- Goodehild

A Yegg-Man Santa Claus

“A REVERSIBLE SANTA CLAUS.”

By Meredith Nicholson.

OW the calloused conscience of a

yegg man was softened by the
simple confidence of a child he had
accidentally kidnapped when he stole
a roadster to hasten his. retirenient
from ‘“the scene” of his Christmas
Eve crime, is the rather hackneyed
theme which Meredith Nicholson has
threaded through “A Reversible Santa
Claus.”” Mr. Nicholson pushes the
poor fellow into many adventures be-
fore he allows him to take up poul-
try farming and a lawful life.

There is a touch or two of delight-
ful humor which brightens the narra-
a dash of mystery to give it
something of a Christmas tale taste;
and almost enough “humin feelins” as
the burglar himself terms them, to
make the story Worth‘while.—Hough-
ton Mifflin Co., $1.00.

®

Valcartier to Blighty
“CRUMPS.” By Louis Keene.

ROM Valcartier to Blighty by way
F of Ypres is the road reviewed by
Louis Keene in “Crumps” and the nar-

rative of incidents which befel by the =

way is colored with a vividness of
description in the text, and’a striking
quality of the sketches—done by Cap-
tain Keene himself out there amongst
the crash of the “Crumps” and the
bursting of “big Berthas.” °

In a prefatory note Major General
Leonard Woods of the. U.S.A. forces,
says: “Captain Keene has made an
interesting contribution to the litera-
ture of the present war in his account
of service, which covers the experi-
ence of a young officer in the making
—Thomas Allen,$1.25 net.

&
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“Spooky
“A KING IN BABYLON.”
E. Stevenson.

F Dickens’ fat boy had about one

half the knack of tucking thrills
int6 a tale as Burton E. Stevenson dis-
plays in “A King in Babylon” his am-
bitions as a shiver manipulator would
have reached to a skin prickling pin-
nacle. Every device warranted to jig-
gle the spinal column and curdle the
corpuscles has been used and a few
new pieces of what might be called a
literary jiu-jitsu are introduced to add
a few extra and sudden psychic jolts
by way of good measure. The scen-

ery shuttles between a modern movie 3

“location” and the tomb of an Egyp-

tian gentleman who was a close rela-

tive of the lady who found Moses when
she went for her swimming lesson.
There are ghosts who play mpeek-o-boo

around the sand-dunes in the desert =

and stiffen the back hairs of the
camera man every time he takes his
pipe -and pique out from *“camp” for
an evening stroll. Of course, rein-
carnation reinforces the theme of the
tale and is the main thread in the

thrilling fabric of the whole piece. 5
of %

The desert, with its maultitude
mystic possibilities—the spell of star-
lit sands;
around the edge of the oasis; the ullu-
lating whine of a queer ritual wafting
over from an Arab encampment; and

background.—MoClelland,
and Stewart, $1.50 net.

By Burton

and weird whisperings
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Conducted by MALCOLM SIM

P?\Q'B'LEM NO. 165, by D. Przepiorka.
Irst Prize, Revue Suisse de Echecs.
(Assorted Tourney.)
Black.—Eleven Pieces.
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Tk White.—Eight Pieces
‘White ta play and mate in three.
SOLUTIONS. ;
frob|en,1‘5Nlci\. }1363, by - N. €. C, Lose:
. » RxB; 2. KtxB; e
R.l Kt, or PxR, R—Kt8 matg e
...... XB; 2. KtxR, B moves; 3.

3 =

R oy
i Kt or PxB, R—Kt8 mate. -

R\

%

------ ; B—B§: 2 : -
R—K5 mate, 6; 2. BxB, RxQ; 3. BxR, .
Rek b tf]x:ft;'; 2. BxB, threat; 3. Bx

CHESS IN TORONTO
The following  beautiful game was

i 3
ghgsesdclln the first round of the Toronto

ub Gambit Tournament, between
x&inglms Sim, President of the T.C.C.,
SRt orrison, the Canadian cham-=

Kieseritzky Gambit.

N}’\’hite. Black
i P*]S(i;n Ji S. Morrison.
2. P_KR4 e
3. Kt—KB3 3, P—KKt4
;. 11::?5.1?4 4. PLK{t5
i E 5 5. P—Q4 (a)
£ Qip Kz(b) 6. QK2
s 7. B—Kt2  (c)
g 8. P—KB3 (d)
—Q3 9.-P—B6
}({ PxP 10. PxP
b %?3%\ 11. KtxQ
L 3_343 12. B—Kt5 (e),
e 13. Kt-—Kt3 (f)
a 14. K—Q2 (g)
ok 16. R—Ksqch
e 16. Kt—R3 (h)
o h 17. KtxKt (i)
18. B—Kt5eh 18. K—Qsq
19. Bxr 19. PB4
20. PxKt! 20. B—Qbch
o K—Bsq % 21. KxB
2. &Kts &) 22. P__B5
B Bm 23. BxB (1)
& ngB 24, K—Q2
2% P—Rs (m) 25. Kt—K4 (n)
2% RR4 (0) 26. B—B4
i Kt§4 27. R—KKtsq (p)
Rth!(q) gg. Kt_—Ktbch
g(]) Kt—Kéch 30. I]?tm K2 (r)
3 g:gg;gq 31, R_Ktd
32 KtxBen : 33 %:% L
% R:IQ{Q:ch 5L s o,
oo —
3$ 5:13{44!' 36. R—Q5 (“,’))
Moy S 37: REQTen' -
R § Resigns.
: Morphy's move, . A strong' and

b B R RN R "“fEl’lCe

(b) More fre :
QL Xt *quently adopted is 6. P—
(ﬂk's ;;'f,{o??, 7. BxP, KtxP, also in
; : Th.e h(}o}k continuation is 7
(8Y Termonis —Q4, Kt—R4, ete.
to abandon to Probably have been better
&Rd: chntinie ; advanced Bishop’s Pawn
Fip oo ie 8000 , Kt—KB3; 9. BxP,
(e)

backs,ThlS move has its attendant dvrav.v-‘

€ prospects from aba
th?f)Pav;meoii r:gtifnl%mmgingf{ ho;g\?::.n -
BEge G , "Kt-—R3, th
‘i?éokgﬁgz.cthreataning the Bishop taﬁg
iy ﬁa“&n?equently he abandons the
th? Ring's 'side.n the hope of recovery on
BYSIE 14,01 Castles, then 15. P—Rb,

B Ksqch: T e
R B Pane ety KRR T P
Kt_jop o0i 18 R_KKtsn. P_Bi: 19,

BxP: 20. KtxB PR t: 21
g(l\t“h ar} embarrassing attack, TP.\GR ;.1:5‘12
will repay examination -
(h)" This (18 o) mistale
ae?fns satisfactory. :
fr ;}7 1T S K_ZKQ then 18. KtxP.
B e DL el 0

() Plaved pri
blookine | brimarily to entice P—B5,
Bla"k"nén;t;;:t embarrassing entry of the

ay F2 Bem then 23...... . BxBP,
k] KLP, then: 24. 'R
bolﬁs%h B_K4; 95. R-_Ksa. threatening
pilass 5. P—R5 and 26, Kt—B7oh. .
taelT This initiates a verv interasting at-
i afnd incidentallv prevents Rlack im-~
ediafely consolidating bv P__KR4.

but nothiné;

6.(ng;;4,% ...... ,:V‘th-»—Kz. then eq-ual}y
bigae TS e, i
P TF 27, R—RBsa, then 98 RvD,

. TTiE L 80 oD e D2 20 N WU

_ lenders.
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sq wins, If 27......, B—K&5, then 28. R—
Ksq wins a piece.

(q) Far better than accepting the prof-
fered Bishop.

(i e (1 hSedaess K—Bsq, as afterwards
suggested by Morrison, was compara-
tively better, but White would still miss.

(s) If 32......, K—K3, then 33. P—QT,

R—Ktsq . KtxB, ete.  If 32......, K—
Ksq, then 33. P—QT7ch, K—K2; 34. P—
Q8 (Q). Now White captures the Bishop
with a check.

(t) If 34......, KxP, then 35. Kt—Béch.
3§ St BN , R—KKtsq, then 35. R—Ksqch,
obliterating the Rook!

() I 360 , K—B4,
Kbch.

1 B € S . R—Qf7ch; then 37. R
—K2, R—Q8; 38. R—K4, followed by 39.
K—K2. It will be noticed that Black can~
not move his King to permit the capture
of the advanced Pawn. A truly remark-
able. position, that could vie with a
Rinck end-game.

then 36. R—

The Waste of British Gold

become depositors in the huge

National Bank represented by
the Victory Loan, it is interesting to
note what an able critic has to say
in a very reputable magazine about
the financial policy of England. In
this country as a rule one doesn’t pre-
tend that our financial wisdom or ex-
perience is much guide to the British.
We are borrowers; the British are
Only since the war have we
gone into the loan. business—as a
people—although the banks have been
lending Canadian money on call in
New York for a long while.w

But according to Mr. Oswald Stoll,
it appears that once in a while Cana-
dian Finance does something worth
imitating abroad. Mr. Stoll makes a
point of the fact—which we have not
seen mentioned in print—that the
Roval Bank of Canada has recently
got control of the Merchants’ National
Bank of New York. The point he
makes about this comes out in his
argument. He writes an open letter
to Lord Milner in which he asks:

In relation to British war finance
of the past three years, have you cal-
culated how much of the, approxi-
mately, five thousand millions of
pounds expended by England on the
war has been really spent for the good
of the country?

Has not a sum little short of two
thousand millions of pounds been
thrown away chiefly in a false rise of
prices, in addition to a true rise?—
the true rise being due to relatively
meagre supplies of commodities in
connection with an insatiable demand;
the false rise to the deliberate and
needless depreciation of our legal ten-
der currency, once our pride, by the
substitution of paper for gold as its
base? 4

There is always a reasonable limit
to the height to which prices of com-
modities will rise under pressure of
insistent demand in conditions of lim-
ited supply; but there is no limit to
which prices inflated by an increas-
ingly depreciated currency will not ex-
pand until the uneconomic balloon
bursts.

Did we not find means to augment
the waste represented by this inflation
by selling valuable securities, the pro-
duct of age-long effort, at exception-

NOW that 300,000 Canadians have

ally low prices, thus buying dear and.

selling cheap; by utilizing the pro-
ceeds of these sales at face value only,
when, if the sacrifice had to be made,
it could have been made for gold, or
gold certificates, which, in America,
could have been legally made the basis
of five times its face value in credit in
a bank acquired by ourselves, in the

same way as the Royal Bank of Can- |

ada has recently acquired the control

of the Merchants’ National Bank of

New York—a policy which the Ger-
mans had pursued long before the
outbreak of war, not only in America,
but in our midst; by paying heavy in-
terest and commissions on the credit

charge; and by doing the same upon

the credit amounting to £1,000,000,000

we might so have commanded free of -

which we could have obtained also
free and without loss of any kind (not
even of the gold which would have re-
mained in our bank reserve) upon the
£200,000,000 of solid gold metal which
months ago we had sent to the United
States? :

More gold, no doubt, has gone since
then. TFor lack of it the depreciation
of our legal temnder currency has
steadily increased.

BANK OF MONTREAL'S REPORT.
HE Bank of Montreal in its annual

statement recently issued, makes a-

remarkably strong showing. The re-
port, which is for the year ending Oc-
tober 31, 1917, following the 100th anni-
versary of the Bank, breaks all records,
and is one that should create a good deal
of confidence in Canada’s financial posi-
tion during these trying times.

The assets are in excess of $400,000,000
(the first time such a figure has been
reached in Canadian Banking.) Liquid
assets are equivalent to over 759, of li-
abilities: to public. =

That the Bank has benefited from the
maintenance of such a strong position is
evident from the savings accounts, which
reach a total of $246,000,000, an increase
of almost $36,000,000 for the year.

The extent to which the Bank of Mont-
real is endeavoring to meéet the needs
of the Government is reflected by an in-
crease in the value of Dominion and
Provincial Government Securities from
less than $500,000 a year ago, to more
than $28,600,000. There has been an in-
crease of seven million dollars in deposits
in Central Gold Reserve, this account
now standing at $14,500,000.

The profit and loss account shows that
earnings allow a considerable margin
over the dividend and bonus require-
ments. They are substantially above
those of the previous year. The net
profits for the twelve months amounted
to $2,477,969.09, equivalent to 15.439, on
the paid-up capital. Added to the bal-
ance of profit and loss, they brought the
total amount available for distribution up
to $3,892,393. Of this amount, dividends
and bonus required $1,920,000; war tax
on bank note circulation, $160,000; sub-
scriptions to patriotic fund, $73,600 (of
which paid $47,600); reserve for bank
premises, $100,000, leaving a balance to
be carried forward into the new year of
$1,664,893, as compared with $1,414,423
at the end of the previous year.

PATENT SOLICITORS.

FETHERS’PONHAUGH & CO. The old
established firm. Patents every-
where. Head Office, Royal Bank Bidz.,
Toronto, Ottawa Office, 6 Elgin St. Of-
fices throughout Canada. Booklet Free.
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SEASONED
SECURITIES

This Corporation was established
in 1855, and for sixty years has
been steadlily growing in strength
and in the confidence of the de-
positing and investing public. In
that long tieriod there have been
“hard timmes” as well as seasons of
prosperity, but the moneys en-
trusted to our keeping have always
been ready ‘vhen called for.

The Corporation’s Bonds are,
therefore, a ‘‘seasoned security.’
They are issued in accordance with
the restrictive provisions of the
Corporation’s Charter, and also
those with which the Legislature
circumscribes the investment of
Trust Funds. More than Ten and
Three-quarter Million Dollars of
Shareholders’ Money are a further
pledge of their security.

These Bonds may be had in sums
of one Hundred Dollars and up-
wards.

CANADA PERMANENT

MORTGAGE CORPORATION
Pald-up Capital ..... $6,000,000.00
Reserve Fund ....... 5,000,000.00
investments ......... 32,264,782.81

TORONTO STREET, TORONTO.

Cawthra Mulock & Co.

Members of
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Brokers
and
Bankers
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For Christmas
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52 ATLANTIC AVE., TORONTO
Telephone Parkdale 532.
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Everyone who has even a small estate should read the Booklet.
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head back and faced him with blaz-

ing, furious eyes. “It’s a lie!” she
cried. “You think I'd stay here with
you, Bill Jessop? - Why, I’'d rather

throw myself in that snow mountain
down there. There’s some way to
get home. I know th

“Well, you know the mountains as
well as I do,” he said with a sort of
sardonic indifference. “You think of
it.” He began to whistle through his
teeth softly as he filled his pipe, care-
fully prodding the tobacco down with
his thumhb; then, seating himself com-
fortably in his chair, he lazily struck
a match.

He seemed to be pondering some-
thing deeply, occasionally squinting
an eve at the ceiling in abstruse cal-
culation. ;

“It’11 give us abouf ten undisturbed
days,” he said, speaking with the pipe
between his teeth, his eyes following
the smoke wreaths as they curled
above the blazmg logs on the hearth.

“We're in for a big thaw, but it'll
take time to melt down that moun-
gain out there. They won't worry
about us down in camp, for they know
that you came here. They know that
I'm stocked up. So they know that
we're either comfortably-dead in that
snow out there, or comfortably alive
here. Anyway, they'll: be busy dig-
ging out the ‘Left-Over’ boys for the
next few days. It’ll be about a fort-
night, Alma.”

“A fortnight! Here with you?”’ she
cried aghast. “Never! TI'll kill you.
Tl kill myself first.”

ESSOP whistled softly his one
monotonous tune: “You won’t feel
that way long.” His eyes were full
of audacious laughter. “You'll come
to me before those two weeks are
up, and you’ll put your arms around

my neck, the same as life’s doing

now—just as soft and . sweet—and
yvou'll beg me to keep you here al-

ways.”
“Dios!” Alma had tottered -back
at his unlicensed. utterances, and

stood with her arms stretched stiffly
against the wall, her mouth open,
staring at him in horrified incredulity.
Then her hot blood flushed her cheek,
her eyes narrowed and glittered, and
like a cat she sprang at him and

slapped him across his indolently
smiling face. ‘“Take that, dog!” . she
cried, “son of an ape!” She flung

Spanish oatls at him with such force
and heat that he told her they splut-
tered when they fell upon the cold
of his frightened ears.

But the maddening smile still lin-
gered on his lips as he bent to pick
up the pipe her blow had sent flying
to the floor. And still smiling, he
stood for a moment caressing the
white dents her fingers had left on
his hard red cheeks. Then carefully
refilling his pipe he drew a table to-
ward him, and sat for the rest of the
day softly whistling and playing one
game of solitaire after another.

Alma, for her part, retired to the
darkest part of the cabin, = Hér at-
titude resembled that of a panther
huddled sullenly in the back of its
cage, feigning sleep yet warily watch-
ful, listless yet tense, and ready at
any moment for a spring. Jessop
made two or three remarks, but they
were ignored. She preferred silence
and indulged her preference. -

And evefl when the ‘1long shadows
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THE NEW EARTH

(Continued. from page 9.)

had crept up from the valley and
night had definitely closed down, she
showed no evidences of a change of
mood; true, something of the listless-
ness vanished, but the tenseness and
the watchfulness increased. She did
not offer to help Jessop, who, with
the skill of one who long had “batch-
ed” alone in his cabin, was moving
about preparing a savory supper. But
when he had laid the cloth, placed the
food upon the ta!ble‘, and, with m
triumphant flourish, added the final
touch, a gaudy lamp with a shade of
brilliant and flaring color, she so far
forgot herself as to lean forward with
parted lips and eyes full of a wonder-
ing, almost awed admiration.

A S Jessop had announced, he had
recently refurnished his cabin. In
so doing he had permitted himself the
joy of a prodigal expenditure and had
achieved results commensurate with
his newly acquired and ever increas-
ing wealth, but strikingly incongru-
ous to a miner’s cabin in so remote
and isolated a spot. Theuneven floors
were covered with silken rugs of glar-
ingly vivid hues, and the rough walls
were adorned with crude, highly col-
ored pictures in. resplendent gift
frames. Tables and easy chairs
abounded, all of the most expemxve
and inappropriate desrcrlptio'n and he”
had even let his faney revel in sofa
pillows, table covers and ornaments
which it were criminal to describe.
‘When, at last, he announced supper
by simply stating briefly, ‘“The bis-
cuits are .done,” Alma, who through
the long hours of the afternoon had
darkly contemplated starvation,
hastily renounced the thought at the
tempting sight and odor of the sup-
per set before her, and sullenly, re-
luctantly, with the worst possible
grace, accepted the chair Jessop of-
fered, and ate avidly but in silence
and with eyes resolutely downcast.
During the progress of the meal,
Jessop had surveryed her more than
once with a speculative and somewhat
quizzical glance, but had made” no at-
tempt to draw her into conversation,
and at its conclusion, he deftly cleared
away all traces of the supper, wash-
ing the dishes without requesting or
even seeming to expect her assist-
snce. Then lighting his pipe, he en-
sconced himself in an easy chair, and
devoted his attention to a pile of news-
papers several days old. Long ago his
isolated life had taught him the lesson,

so difficult to one of his Irish blood,

of silence, a lesson which Alma had
yet to learn. Her enforced speech-
lessness had grown almost unendur-
able to her, and now and again she
rose and moved restlessly about the
room as a panther.might pace its
cage, yet never relaxing her furtive
watchfulness of Jessop, who sat low
in his great armchair, his long legs
stretched out to the fire of logs upon
the hearth, wreaths of smoke from his
pipe curling about his head, still ab-

sorbed in his papers, and, as far as -

outward a,ppea.ra.née went, most un-
forgivably indifferent to Alma.

At last he rose and knocking ‘the
ashes from his pipe stood lazily con-
templating his prisoner, who had re-
tired to her distant corner and sat
there in contemptuous disdain, the ef-
fect of which was somewhat marred
by her appearance of watchfulness,
which had increased a thousandfold.

With a humorous twist of the lip,

N

Jessop turned and took from a nail
on the wall a lange key. This he
threw upon the table near him, where
it fell with a rattling clang. “I got
two rooms to this cabin,” he said.
“This one’s yours, the other’s mine.
There’s the key of it, you ean lock
the door after I go in. I know you’d
never trust me to do it.” A smile sar-
domically mocking played for a mo-
ment about his lips.

Without even a glance at him, she
extended her hand quickly and took
up the key, neither did she respond
to his teasing yet rather wistful “good
pight,” and he had scarcely entered
the adjoining room before the sound
of a hastily turned key clicked in the
lock.

But Alma was not used to inaction
and had she attempted to maintain
her attitude of the passive prisoner
who scorned to assist her jailer in the
necessary household tagks, it might
have gone hard with her; but fortun-
ately for her, during the next two or
three days she found a channel for
her emergies. Daughter of the moun-
tains as she was, she kmew of vari-
ous trails lying in different directions,
and she was sure that 'one or two of
these, if fully explored on snowshoes,
would enable her to make the camp.
Jessop, in spite: of her voluble protes-
tations, insisted on accompanying her,
and together f:hey two traversed many
profitless miles alone in those white,
monotonous wastes, whose stillness
was only broken by the harsh cries
of the coyotes and the howls of the
mountain lion: :

Reluctantly, bitterly, but still finally,
Alma was at last forced to admit the
truth of "Jessop’s earlier prognostica-
tions. They were pocketed in a nest
of deep ravines, and the encircling
mountains, stern bastions barring her
way to home and happiness, soon con-
vinced her that nothing remained for
her to do but to await the great spring
thaw, necessarily near at hand.

B UT Alma was neither capable of
protracted silences nor of an un-
varying pose of stoical indifference.
The very effort involved in keeping
up the outward appearance of these
fictitious inward states produced an
almost feverish reaction, dynamic in
its gffects, and one evening when the
lamplight, falling through its garish
shade, dispersed the gso6ft shadows of
evening and lighted as with a torch
the harsh but vivid dissonances of
this crudely gorgeous cabin, she, with
her feminine love of luxury, her in-
herent susceptibility to color, could
no longer resist the influences of her
environment.

Alma was a child of the South,
given to swift and sudden changes of
temperament. She had sulked for
days, had now and again given way
to tears and bitter rebellion, until the
pendulum had swung to its limit in
the other direction. Her natural love
of life and of gayety asserted itself;
she must laugh, she must talk. Her

“spirits were as effervescent as cham-

pagne.

It was with no thought of entertain-
ing Jessop that she allowed herself
this gay truce in their warfare, and
chose, for the moment, to disregard
him in his /official capaeity——the en-
emy. She had, for the time, and with
easy mental facility, relegated him to

‘the same position as the chairs and

tables. He served as audience, or,
eclipsed by per more complete nega-
tion, background.:

To do her j’ustice,_ it was for herself

X
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that she sparkled and shimmered be-
fore the fire, cracking nuts and.-eat-
ing them with infinite zest, until at
last, the. better to depict some little
comedy of the camp, she acted out
the pantomine with unapproachable
grace and drallery. It was with the
ﬁngl snap of her long brown fingers in
unison with the tap of her heels that
Jessop detached himself from the
background, and proved once and for
all to Alma the futility of her insolent
relegation

From the shadow he hurled himself
into that zone of glowing firelight
Where she sparkled and fluttered. A
‘_».“hite flame passed over his face and
lighted his eyes with that burning, in-
candescent glow that only those cold,
b.lut? eyes can show. Primeval, all pre-
luzmnary bowing and scraping in the
minuet of wooing ignored, he saw his
he'ax‘t’sb desire, and seized it, lifting
this flower of Spain in his mighty
aru%s, crushing her against his breast
until she, dazed for the moment, lay
captured and captive, a tropical blos-
Som adorning the frieze coat of the
Celg.
° But her second of surprised, invol-
untary nonresistance served her well.
He looked into her eyes and forgot his
V1gxlanCe; and, with a twist, Alma had
slipped through his arms and: was
ecross the room, catching from the
taple she had set for breakfast a knife.
Its cold blue glitter she concealed in
a fold of her ‘dress, her arm held at
length for a long lunge, her head
t'hrown back, a smile on her white
lips, her eyes daring him. ’
JESSOP took no dares. It was a

part of his creed. He was across
the .room in a step. The steel flashed
straight at him, no deflection of pu‘r-
bose there. At the same moment he
caught her arm with a peculiar -up-
ward twist, and the knife whirled
through the afr over his head to clat-

t(?'l‘ to the floor half a dozen feet be-
hind him. :

- He dropped her wrist and stepped

aside, punctiliously observing the
r\.11es of the game. She was free to
bick up her sword and have at him
again. ~
"leut Alma made no move to seize it.
++aere are other knives,” she whis-
‘Bered bravely through her stiff lips,
and I will kill you sure if you -ever
try to lay a finger on me again.” Then
tacitly discarding the game at which
she was predestined to lose, she in-
stinctively drew from its scabbard her
one invincible weapon—she covered
3}81}'1 facg with her hands and wept.
] you are a devil,” she moaned,
kz.t]nd you make me one. ‘I would have
illed you, I would, 1 am like that.”
hex:n.d‘:l’essop”was on his knees before
- “Alma!” he  cried. “Forgive
me. . Why, you're as safe here as in

your father’s cabin. You see I ain’t

8ot used to havin, j
and' T kind o g you around yet

forget myself. It won’
happen again, Why, yself. It won’t

room if you want to, and
food through the door
when you feel like it

Bsut ‘this circumstance did not serve
as a thunder cloud clearing the air.

just pass my
now and then

Jessop had never been a favorite with -

Alma, -and she aseribed the horrid ae-
cident of the avalanche, which kept
her a prisoner in his cabin, to the.
malign powers of eyil arrayed against
ber and with which she vaguely sus-
pected him of being '
she resented bitterly the time which

must elapse before she would be free,

_ Alma, you can
keep me locked up there in ‘the other

in collusion. Also.
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her delayed marriage, her unfinished
wedding dress, and she fancied that
her heart, her vain and fickle heart,
pined and ached at the separation
from her handsome, blonde Swede.

But in spite of the electrical atmos-
phere within the cabin, without, vthe
slow procession of the passing days
was infinitely dreary. The spring
thaw which was to melt the mountain
of snow in the ravine, was no longer
presaged, but at hand. The rain fell
for hours each day, the air was soft to
‘mildness; but the dull and weeping
skies, the heavy air, oppressed ‘Alma’s
spirit and made her now sad and list-
less, and now irritable and restless.

One day, when she was more s§1ent
than usual, Jessop thought she looked
pale and feared for her health. She
had scarcely touched food, he remem-
bered.

«“What's the matter, Alma?” he ask-
ed. ““Ain’t you feeling well?” And
Alma, crouching beside the low-burn-
ing fire, her eyes somberly, unseem-
ingly upon it, had bent her head upon
her knees and sobbed.

“i’s my wedding day,” she said,
and wept afresh.

Jessop made no comment, merely
puffed at his pipe.
‘Presently she brightened. “But we

will set a new wedding day,” she an-
nounced confidently, “as soon as I am
out of this.”
“Not now,” said Jessop calmly, with
another long draw on his pipe.
«What are you saying?” she cried,
aflame in a moment. “Who’s going to

. stop us? Not you. Bah!” She snap-

ped disdainful fingers at him. “Jack’s
as big ag you are, and if I tell him to
ne’ll bréak every bone in your body.”

«To the devil with Jack,” said Jes-
sop equably. «He's all right. T've
nothing against him. What I mean is
that he won’t want you after you've
been living up here with me for two
weeks.”

HE ringing scornful insolence of

‘her laughter! “He’d know that
I Wés safer from you than ever after
Jooking at your ugly face for a fort-
night.”

Jessop grinned across his solitaire
board at her. “Safe or not safe, you
mind me. He npor any other man
won’t want you after you've been here
all this time with me.”

“Wouldn’t you, if things had hap-
pened this way with me, and it was
one of the other boys?” she flashed.

«0Oh, Lord, yes,” he said carelessly,
“r'd be glad to get you any kind of a
way. I ain’t making conditions.”

“Bah!” Alma tapped her foot and
preened herself, looking down at him
from heights of scorn.  “Everyone
knows how you've been running after
me for two years. They know, too,
that I wouldn’t even look at you.
None can blame me for this. It is
an accident sent by your friend, the
devil,”

“Do you think that’s going to make
any difference?” he asked. “I'm tell-
ing you straight, Alma, when I tell
you that there ain’t a thing for you t.({
do but marry me.” >

“You!”—her hands on either side
of her round waist, her eyes looking
down at him through her long black
lashes in sparkling rage—“I've chosen

'a good man. Do you think that I

would marry a devil like you?”

Fe prodded tobacco in his pipe with
his thumb, apparently absorbed in the
FDROCORRES S T €0 A
‘I been a hard liver,” he said, “but
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I wouldn’t hardly call myself a lost scorn. *“A gambler!”
soul.” “Got to have gome fun, and then
‘Well, I would. A drunkard, too!” I'm lucky at cards.”

“But not at love,” she fleered.

“Oh, I don’t know. But I'll never
look at another petticoat if you'll have
me. Promise you that. Is it a bar-
gain?”’

“Never was,” he answered coolly.
“Got drunk when I wanted to. Never
touch it again if you ask me not to,
real pretty.”

“Sss—s!”’

Bank of Montreal

Annual Statement

She curled bher lip in

Statement of the result of the business of the Bank for the year ended 31st
N October, 1917.

Balanee 'of Profit and Loss Account, 31st October, 1916 $1,414,423.99 .
Profits for the year ended 81st October, 1917, after deducting charges
of management, and making full provision for all bad and doubtful

debts . .

2,477,969.09

$3,892,393.08
. ...$400,000.00
400.000.00
160,000.00
400,000.00
. 400.000.00

Quarterly Dividend 21 per cent. paid 1st March, 1917
Quarterly Dividend 2% per cent. paid 1st June, 1917

Bonus—1 per.cent. paid 1st June, 1917 ..........
Quarterly Dividend 2% per cent. paid 1st Sept., 1917
Quarterly Dividend 2% per cent. payable 1st Dec., 1917

Bonus—1 per cent. payable 1st Dec., 1917 ............... 160,000.00
$1,920,000.00

War Tax on Bank Note Circulation to 31st October, 1917 .. 160,000.00
Subscriptions to Patriotic Funds, $73,500—of which paid .... 47,500.00

Reservation for-Bank Premises ......... .. iacai.. P A L 100,000.00
B 2,227,5600.00

Balance of Profit and Loss carried forward $1,664,893.08

Note—Market price of Bank of Montreal Stock, 31st October, 1917, 2109}, ex. div.

GENERAL STATEMENT—31st OCTOBER, 1917.
Liabilities.
Capltal * Stock’ b il it i sbi e s s e e vk b S m s S At e $16,000,000.00
1 Ry N e S e .$16,000,000.00 ’
Balance of Profits carried forward ........ 1,664,893.08
$17,664,893.08
Unclathied DIvIAENAs i adac vl v samviosoigs avises s s vinies efis s e 3,640.50
Quarterly Dividend, payable 1st December, 1917.$400,000.00
Bonus of 1 p.c., payable 1st December, 1917 ..... 160,000.00

560,000.00
—_—  18,228,533.58

; $34,228,633.68
................ $29,308,086.00

Notes of the Bank in ecirculation
13,638,962.36

Balance due to Dominion '‘Government

Deposits not bearing interest ............. . . 71,114,641.65 Y
Deposits bearing interest, including interest accrued to
date of -statement N il e iy s s s bnay s o v 246,041,786.81
Deposits made by and Balances due to other Banks in Can-
BB o T Ry Sl e SN A ke e BN b e ph 4,147,482.91
Balances due to Banks and Banking Correspondents else-
where than in Canada .. 496,621.28

Bills payable

.« 1,024,346.75
—————  365,771,927.68

Acceptances under Letters of Credit ........ciiiiiiiiiinieneniiiiinins 3,335,499.68

+ Liabilities_ not included in the foregoing .......ivvoeisveiecieisnsennns 644,275.82

$403,980,236.64

v e

& Assets. \

Gold and Silver coincurrent ... ci. i ivmiinay fhel $20,692,891.86
5575 1040 DHE 00000 U Sl - i wian s T b SR T it ot < Be R Mo R G SR 30,760,233.26
Deposit in the Central Gold ReServes ......v.iciesessassn 14,500,000.00

v

Balances due by, Banks and Banking Corres-
pondents elsewhere than in Canada ..... $ 16,629,089.91
Call and Short (not exceeding thirty days)
Loans in Great Britain and United States 100,610,214.54
s msmbmiincies 1 175889, 304 45
Dominion and Provincial Government Securities not exceed-
ing market wvalue 28,678,322.12
Railway and other Bonds, Debentures and Stocks not ex-
ceeding . market VAILE . LU0l snl o eiivn <o da v o dih i viaisin 12,671,625.43
Canadian Municipal Securities, and British, Foreign and
. 83,455,254.64
. 1,494,676.00
17,111,090.06

Colonial Public Securities other than Canadian .
Notes of other Banks ;
Cheques on other Banks .....0...... T s et b ’

: : $276,298,397.81

Current Loans and Discounts in Canada (less rebate of
interest) . .
Loans to Cities, Towns, Municipalities and School Districts
Current Loans and Discounts elsewheré than in Canada
(less rebate of interest) i
Overdue debts, estimated loss provided for

97,607,404.98
11,415,383.61

10,045,811.81
371,629.30

119,440,229.70

Bank Premises at not more than cost (less amounts written off) .... 4,000,000.00

Liabilities of Customers under Letters of Credit (as per contra) ....  3,835.499 58
Deposit with the Minister for the purposes of the Circulation Fund.. 790,000.00
Other assets not included in the foregoing ..........c.ceevvieeinnn i 116,109.55

$403,980,236.64
FREDERICK WILLIAMS-TAYLOR,
General Manager.

VINCENT MEREDITH,
2 ' President.

To the Shareholders of the Bank of Montreal:—

We have checked the Cash’and verified the Securities of the Bank at the Chi
Office and at several of the principal Branches at various times during the year, :g
‘well as on 31st October, 1917, and we found them to be in accord with the books of

. the Bank. We have obtained all information and explanations required,-and all
transactions that have come under our notice have, in our opinion, been within the
owers of the Bank. We have compared the above Balance Sheet with the Books
and Accounts at the Chief office of the Bank, and with the certified Returns re-
ceived from its Branches, and we certify that in our opinion it exhibits a true and
correct view of the state of the Bank’s affairs according to the best of our infor-
mation, the explanations given to us, and as shown by the Books of the Bank.

; ’ J. MAXTONE GRAHAM,
3 ¢ ! ; JAMES HUTCHISON,
; % 4 GHORGE CREAK.
Chartered Accountants

} Auditors.

-

Montreal, 20th November, 1917,

Some people like the rattle of silver dollars in their pockets,

but gentle folks prefer the quiet unpretentious bill. Don’t
. forget this when you are tempted to buy cheap noisy pub-:

licity instead of magazine advertising. = :
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NORTHERN
ONTARIO

A vast new land of promise
and freedom now open for set-
tlement at 50c an acre in some
districts—in others Free,

Thousands of farmers are re-
sponding to the call. Here, right
at the door of Southern Ontario,
a home awaits you.

For information as to terms,
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DEPARTMENT OF THE NAVAL
SERVICE.

Royal Naval College of Canada

ANNUAL examinations for entry

Naval Cadets into this College
held at the examination centres of
Civil Service
year, successful candidates joining

" lowing the examination.
Applications for entry are reczived
to the 16th April by the Secrctary, C

blank entry forms can be obtained.

reached their sixteenth birthday, on the
H. A. MACDONELIL, 1st July following the examination.
Director of Colonization, Further details can be obtained on

Parliament Buildings, Sppiication. to & J:

TORONTO, CANADA.
HON. «. HOWARD FERGUSON,
Minister of Lands, Forests and

4 Department of the Naval Service,
Mines.

Ottawa, March 12, 1917.

vertisement will not be paid for.

Commission in May each

College on or about the ist August fol-

Service Commission, Ottawa, from whom

Candidates’ for examination musi have
passed their fourteenth birthday, and not

Desgbarats, C.M.G.,
Deputy Minister of the Naval Service,
Department of »téxe Nx})val Service, Ottawa.
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Deputy Minister of the Naval Service.
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MADE IN CANADA CIGARS

Why Pay Duty on the Finished Product ?

The AGRADA Cigar is hand made of Fine Clear
Havana Tobacco, Filler and Wrapper, by clever
Cuban cigar makers in our factory in Toronto. By
making the cigars in Toronto we can save you 60%
of the duty paid on the same cigar made of the
same tobacco in Havana. We will send you

Direct From Our Cigar Factory

fresh and fragrant a box of twenty-five
of the CORONA size (see illustration) of

AR

for $2.60, Now, you know CORONA size clear

CIGAR
Havina cigars cost.you 15¢ and 20c each in
the regular way—We save you half your
money and give you a better smoke for 10c.
Box of 25, Panatela shape, $2.25.

Try Four at Our Expense

Smoke four ‘‘AGRADAS” when you receive
them—if they don’t please you in every way—
send back the balance and we will return your
money without a word. Don't wait—get your

order jn the mall to-day. You can't lose—we

stand all the expense if they fail to please

you, o <
oo B By B iy e o SR ST L R

Rogelio, Girard & Co., 39 McCaul St., Toronto
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“Listen!” Alma leaned forward and
pounded in one open palm with the
other hand clinched in a fist. “If Jack
went back on me; if my father would
drive me out into the mountains to
die and'be eaten of coyotes; if you
were the last, the very last man in
the world, 1 would not marry you. I
would go into a convent first!”

“You! In a convent!” He took his
pipe from his mouth.and the walls
echoed his laughter.

HIS was almost the last conversa-

tion between them, for Alma re-
lapsed into one of her silent moods,
and Jessop spent much time down by
the mountain of snow, watching its al-
most magical vanishing.

“They’ll be swinging some sort of
an old plank across the ravine to-day,
Alma,” he said at breakfast, a morn-
ing or two later. “Let’s go down and
look on.” :

But Alma shrank. “I won’t come,”
she said sullenly. “There will be a
crowd. The whole camp will be there
to stare at me. Pop and Jack can
come and find me.”

Jessop tapped the table a moment
or two in silence. “Better go, Alma,”
he said at last. “It’ll look better for
you, the more anxious you are to get
shut of me and this.”

But Alma only glowered in dark
obstinacy. “How silly you are! How
could they think I would not be anxi-
ous to leave? But I will not be stared
at.”” Then she would say no more,
but spent all morning alternately gaz-
ing from the window and running the
cards, while Jessop devoted himself to
cleaning and loading a brace of pistols.

About noon Alma, gazing for the
hundredth time from the window, gave
a little cry, “Jack and pop!” and
rushed to the door, leaving it open
behind her. Like a bird she flew
over the threshold and would have
thrown herself into her father’s arms,
but he caught her wrists and pushed
her back a step or two, anything but
gently.

“Why wasn’'t you
bridge?” he asked sternly.

down at the
The old

man had changed in this® fortnight.

There were anxious puckers about his
eyes, which were at once brighter and
more sunken than ever. His parch-
ment skin looked livid and lifeless,
and his mouth had tightened until it
was drawn in and pinched.

“Why wasn't you down at the gully
waiting for us?”’ he asked again, “hid-
ing up here in that cabin like you'd
as lief stay there as not! What*do
you suppose the camp thinks of you
now ?”’

“Yes, Alma, why wasn't you at the
bridge?” echoed the great, blonde,
handsome Swede beside him. His
tone was appealing, puzzled, hurt.

Alma looked at him a moment in
frowning, puzzled lincomprehension;
from Tillotson to her father she
glanced and then back again. Then,
as the meaning of their attitude flash-
ed over her, she fell back a pace or
two from them, swaying a little, her
face grown ~white as the truth of
Jessop’s hateful prophecies surged
over her in waves of bitterness.
“Dios!” she muttered with stiff lips, a
g0b rising in her throat. The loyalty
she had never doubted, had leaned
against as if it were an oak, was but
a broken reed.

One moment she despaired hope-
lessly, a brief momsent. Then she
tossed high her head in hot resent-
ment. Her mouth was set in a thin,

ke
scarlet line of obstinacy, her eyes “
burned, but their expression was un- 3
readable. With a slow movement of :zé
her body, expressing infinite scorn, L
she swung away from her father and
lover, and with her eyes upon the far
horizon superbly ignored them.
“Oh, Alma, my Alma, don’t act this§
vay,” pleaded her lover, his voice§

broken with emotion. “Why wasn’ti
you at the gully? Wouldn’t he let'ﬁ;
you?’ He pointed a finger at Jes.\‘op,v‘f}
who stood a little apart watching the,’%‘
scene with folded arms, his pipe thrust
between his teeth. “Oh, Alma”---his
voice wavered and trembled—‘‘why ©
don’t you answer 'your pop?  Ain’th
you ;us;t as good as when you come?”

But Alma’s seven or seventeen
devils were all in full possession of
her .now. Petted, spoiled child that
she was, she could not bear to be thu$
treated, chidden and questioned,
where she had expected a rapturous
welcome, and one of the seven devils,
a newly acquired one, the demon of
silence, stood her in good stead. She}
rightly divined that this attitude of:
non-explanation would prove far more §
maddening to her inquisitors than the =
vials of her wrath poured freely upon

them. 3
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But although-her father’s silence &
was as grim and unbroken as her
own, Tillotson continued to-plead, “Oh, !
Alma, ain’t you the same? Just te
us, ain’t you the same?” Until ab:
last, driven to fury by his bleat, sh
dropped her pose of insolent indiffer-f"
ence and proud defiance, and whirling
suddenly about, scorched him with he
glance. bkt o

“How can I be the same when I
been living up her two weeks with'f
Bill Jessop?” she flashed. :

Tillotson sprang toward Jessop, bu
Gallito’s hand had. shot out and ™
caught him by the arm With a grip of '3
steel, holding him back, and the Swede
threw his hands over his face an
sobbed and trembled all over his big
frame.

“Good Lord, Alma!” Jessop strodé
angrily forward, his face white, heavy
creases between his brows. ‘“What the
devil youw queerin’ yourself this way
for?” .

Her father looked at him, a slow
and bitter smile about his lips, then he
gave a little nod of acrid comprehen- =
sion. Tillotson  dropped his hands &
from his face, his gray eyes blazed
through his tears, and again he madé.
as if to spring at Jessop and again
the old man held him with those long,
lean, bloodless fingers from which age
had taken nothing of their grip.

“You keep out of this, Bill Jessop,” :
he said in a low, cold, deadly voice. &
“This is between the girl and us. Tl &
settle with you later. Alma, you an: =
swer the question that was asked you. -
Are you the same as when you left, of
rot?” ;

A wailing wind swept down from the =
peaks and blew a great cloud of snow, &
fine as dust, through the heavy damp =
air. The mocking cry of coyotes at
an almost incredible distance sounded
near at hand in these white, wasté 5
solitudes; a bird flew from one tree to.
another, and the sound of a breaking

twig was like a pistol shot.
MOMENTS passed, and still Almeé
had not obeyed that parental com-
mand. It was not repeated, which was
characteristic of Gallito. He merely
waited until at last Alma lifted her i
eyes, eyes so like his own, and um
waveringly met bis gaze, 9
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and leaned toward him

“Am I the same?
said clearly.

Jessop made a step toward her with
protesting, out-thrown hand as if to
stop her. Then, evidently thinking
better of it, he stood negligently with
folded arms. His eyebrows were still
raised in unconquerable amazement,
but a faint smile of mingled resigna-
tion, amusement and admiration play-
ed about his lips. The ways of Alma
were past even his Celtic comprehen-
sion. :

Gallito had dropped his hand from
Tillotson’s arm. The time for emotion
as well as for further interrogation
Was gone. All three men recognized
that. This was the moment for ac-
tion. Still in his slow, ¢old voice, he
said to Tillotson, with not another
glance at Alma, “This is mine; but
youw'll probably get a shot at him,” and
reached back to his hip pocket.

“Look here, Gallito;” cried Jessop,
Still with his arms folded, “I ain’t
afraid of either you or Tillotson. I
don’t care a darn how soon you begin
to shoot. I ain’t even got my gun
with me, but I been cleaning and load-
ing it all morning, and if you two don’t
put air through me out here, ’'m going
back to the cabin and finish the job
myself; ’cause I won’t stay here with-
out her. For some reason—God knows
what—she’s stringin’ you both. I've
asked her to marry me more than once

since she came here, but she wouldn’t
hear of it

No, I ain’t,” she

The Spaniard, unheeding him, lifted
the pistol and took steady aim.

‘.‘Put up that gun, pop.” Alma’s
Voice was lifted in imperious com-
mand as she stepped lightly between
Jessop and himself, “There won’t be
any shooting around here until I say
what I got to. Ain’t men the fools?”
Hands on her hips, the color back in
her cheeks, the light in her eyes, her
mercurial spirits apparently restored,
she swung her skirts and surveyed
Tillotson and her father, a half humor-
ous mockery in her slanting gaze,
“You prancing up here trying to show
off, and ready to smirch my good name

in the camp by shooting holes in Bill. |

Jessop! A nice trick! And you, pop,

to go bringing that suspicioning lump
o‘f dough’ with you!” A contemptuous
tilt of her elbow toward Tillotson.
“.And letting him ask me such ques-
t{ons! Do you think I'd take it from
either of you? My Lord! I don’t see
bow the pair of you’s ever going to
bold up your heads again.” And now
Ler glance softened, her head lifted
higher yet, her voice rang out ex-
ultantly. “Bij essop would never ask
me whether I was good or bad and no
man that’s got any sense would dare
to. : ‘Are you the same? ” mimicking
their voices. “No, I 3in’t. I told you
the truth when I said that. Nothing’s
the same, Look around you. This is

A& new earth and I'm new, too. For
now I can go down”—her voice had
Sunk almost to, a_ whi | her
lashes lay on hep
I don’t want to
A.{essoﬂp was beside her in two strides
“Alma,” he cried, “what in th ¥
} e
of all i,

the saints are - (o)
Al you saying?
She lifted her radiant face to his

Wwith all the
allurement, the softness and sweet.

ness of the South in her voice and
eyes. “I—want to stay here now,”
she'mumvnured; “I love you, Bill.” '

And this time, the flower of Spain

un’résistingly, joyously, adorned the
coat of Irish frieze.

whisper and her |
ﬁllShing .chee’k._'_“],__f 4l
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HRISTMAS letters
and acknowledge-
ments should be written

French
Organdie

the stationery which has
that much desired touch
of refinement.

Ask your stationer for it.

French Organdie
paper and envelopes are
packed in handsome
papeterie form (as well
as in other styles) and
would make an accept-
able Christmas gift.

&

22-10-17

Barber~Ellis
Toronto, Canada.

Z\_—=Brantford, Vancouver

27> Winniped, Calsary.
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Here the protection
fear of man

given to

Make the Most
of Travel

THE passenger to the Pacific Coast is to-day offered a choice of routes that
renders it unnecessary to re-trace his ste
scenery and outdoor sport.

Do not fail to visit Jasper and Mount Robson Parks with their wonderful
mountains, gorges, glaciers and cataracts.

game has increased the quantityand reduced the

For further particulars see our booklet “The Canadian Northern Rockies,” or apply to
General Passenger Department, Montreal, Quebec.; Toronto, Ont.; Winnipeg, Man.

CANADIAN NORTHERN

ps and opens up a wealth of new

Mountain sheep and goat, the most wary of animals, are seen feeding on the
hills, 2nd coming down to the railroad in view of passing trains.

RAILWAY

with skin disease.

Hiscott Hair

HISCOTT INSTITUTE,

LIMITED -

| Skin Diseases and Blemishes Treated Successfully

For twenty-five years, the Hiscott Institute has been af-
fording relief to men and women who have become afflicted
We treat only the non-infectious kinds
and have had marvellous success in curing Pimples, Black-
heads, Redness, Roughness, Eczema, Blotches, etc.
who cannot come to the Institute for treatment can obtain
our preparations by mail, with full instructions for home use.

Princess Complexion Purifier $1
Princess Skin * Food
Lily Lotion (white and flesh)
Rejuvenator ......
Princess Nerve Tonic and Blood Builder. ;

Princess Magic Healing Salve

Superfluous Hair permanently removed by Electrolysis,
the only satisfactory method.
Write for Catalogue and Booklet ““S.”

62 S College St., Torontt_n

Consultation Free.

3
1.00
50

Those

Help to meet the big demand for Hosiery

- for us and your Home trade,

: Industrious persons provided with
profitable, all -y ear- round employment
on Auto-Knitters, Experience and
distance immadterial.

'Write for particulars, rates of pay
§ etc 3 centsin stam)

! ps.
" Ar*-Knitter Hosiery (Can.) Co.Ltd.
Dept. 327 F;257 College St., Toronte

ing, mental

wod " EDUCATIONAL
TOP FORGETTING.—World-renowned
course mm mind and' . memory
and physical e
Write Canadian Correspondence College,
Limited, Dept. O, Toronto, Canada.

cents.
Co., Toronto.

STAMPS AND COINS,
ACKAGES free to collectors. for 2.cents
postage; also offer hundred different
foreign stamps; catalogu
We buy stamps.

€; hinges; five
Marks étamp

train-
fficiency—

fCANADIAN OFFIGE SeHOQ
EURNITUREICORITD)




THE nation-wide reputation for
the matchless efficiency of
McLaughlin motor cars is the
result of "honest and persistent
efforts in perfecting right prin-
ciples of mechanical construction.

The McLaughlin valve-in-head
motors have again been improved
and furnish more power from
gasoline than any other type of
motor.

The art of coach building has
been our pride for 40 years and
our 1918 models in body design
and beauty express our ideals,
and anticipate the coming styles.

The quality of McLaughlin cars
backed by the excellence "of
McLaughlin service makes the
McLaughlin the best buy for

Canadians.

// Send for the new 1918 catalogue of Series "E" giving description and prices

THE McLAUGHLIN MOTOR CAR CO,, Limited - OSHAWA,ONTARIO
12 BRANCHES IN LEADING CITIES DEALERS EVERYWHERE ‘

o




