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‘There are hundreds of thousands of Immi
grant settlers in Canada who have seen
more of &fhis_ country than half the ;,)z-%s"sg)ﬁw
born in Canada. Yet we have the great-
est transportation systems in the world, both
by land and water, and a greater variety of
tremendous scenery than any other country
known to civilization. The contents of this
number are an attempt to trace a land and

water route

CLEAR ACROSS CANADA

mited, TORONTO

Eo



THE

To little hearts and big ones,

too — the Wrigley
Spearmen are calling,

calling every day:

Their message is one of good cheer about this
refreshing, beneficial goody that costs so little
but means so much to comfort and contentment.

MADE IN
CANADA.

Write Wm. Wrigley, Jr.,
Co., Ltd.,, Wrigley Bldg.,
Toronto, for free copy of
quaint “Mother Goose”
book and sample of the new
“Double Mint.”

against all
impurities

Electric Service

Means comfort, convenience, economy, and
safety.

The home that is completely equipped with
electrical devices is a happy one.

All the drudgery of housekeeping is elimin-
ated by electricity.

You can wash, iron, sew, sweep, cook, keep
cool in summer and warm in winter, by
means of electrical apparatus designed es-
pecially to relieve you of unnecessary and
fatiguing labor.

At our showrooms all these devices are
ready for your inspection. Competent
demonstrators will operate and explain them
for you.

The Toronto Electric Light
Company, Limited

‘“AT YOUR SERVICE ”’

12 Adelaide St. E. Telephone Adel. 404
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GREENHOUSES

Erected Anywhere in Canada

Our enlarged facilities now enable us to offer the advantages of ¢
thorough workmanship and knowledge, for the building of greenhoud
anywhere in Canada.
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This is vitally important to those who formerly had to submit to hi
American prices or forego the delights of a greenhouse with its flowt
and hothouse vegetables at any time in the year.

To those unacquainted with the superior advantages of our greé
houses, we will gladly send full information, The man who finds hil

self deprived of the pleasure of the garden at the passing of Summ!
should write us.

GLASS GARDEN BUILDERS LIMITED

Dept. C.
HEAD OFFICE—201 CHURCH STREET, TORONTO

Transportation Bldg., St. James St., Montreal
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Meet me at the For Value, Seril
Tuller Sk

et

Nee HOTEL TULLER
Detroit, Michigan v
Centre of business on Grand Circus Park. Take Woodward car, getoff at Adaml)

ABSOLUTELY FIREPROOF
200 Rooms, Private Bath, $1.50 Single, $2.50 Up Double
2000 1t SR 00 S aging e e

'00 . L) o 2.50 . 4.00 [ L
1002 - tdis 86010 180080 5,004 - 450 i e [
Total 600 Outside Rooms - All Absolutely Quiet
Two Floors—Agents’ New Unique lej‘
Sample Rooms Cabaret EL'

_2

RITZ CARLTON HO'fi
SHERBROOKE ST. WEST, MONTREAL i

TARIFF

Single Room and Bath from $3.00 up. 4

Double Room and Bath from $5.00 up. )

Table D’'Hote and a la carte Meals at Moderate ];"’1‘1!00':t

CANADA'’S FINEST HOTEL FRANK 8. QUIGK,ﬂ

OUR ADVERTISING POLICY

We will not, knowingly or intentionally, insert advertisemel
from other than perfectly reliable firms or business men. If 8
scribers find any of them to be otherwise, we will esteem |
favour if they will so advise us, giving full particulars. i

Advertising Manager, Canadian
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The Circulation of a
National Paper Like

THE CANADIAN COURIER

depends upon the activities of
many people scattered far and
near, over the mnine Provinces
of the Dominion. There is no
town or village so remote from
the publication centre—Toron-
to—where business for The
Courier is not a possibility.

CHANCE FOR BOYS.

This need of a national paper,
circulating widely over the Do-
minion for efficient and ener-
getic representatives, is ever
pressing. Into this service there
is an opportunity for the young-
est to enter. [Boys are noted
sellers of publications in the
cities and they can be just as
successful in the smaller places.

SUBSCRIBERS’ BOYS.

The opportunity for Boys is
practically wide open. If you
have a boy, or you know of a
boy who wants to make money,
you can confidently recommend
him to me. I have a plan of
teaching and encouraging the
boy to sell which practically
eliminates - failure. Success
guaranteed.

GIVE US A CHANCE.

'How often this cry is heard—
Give us a (Chance to [Earn. I
am offering Boys a chance to
earn money in

the big towns and cities,
the little towns,

the villages,

the hamlets.

The Boys may not have the
reading habit as to advertising
matter. Hence this is directed
to you, the reader. Speak to or
for some Boy. (Get him to write
for my plan to-day.

CIRCULATION MANAGER,
CANADIAN COURIER,

THE COURIER.
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HIS is a Seeing Canada First Number. The title speaks for
T itself. It is a large subject and a large country. We have
merely seratched the surface in a more or less picturesque

sketeh outline of what it feels like to lose yourself in the travel

Joys of a huge, half-discovered country. As far as possible, we have
tried to give the reading matter the character of novelty. Travelling
is not merely going from one place to another and getting there on
schedule time. That’s all very well for the man who haé a deal to put
through on the other end and considers his time wasted on the train
till he gets the man at the other end. ‘Neither is it essentially a case
for the sleeping car. The train that works while you sleep is all right
as an economic business. But did you ever go on a new ftrip, either on
a train or a boat and hate to go to bed, because you would be sure to
get nothing out of it but the same old dreams you had at home, and in
the morning wonder just what you missed by not being able to see it
all? Travelling is—seeing things away from home. If this Seeing
Canada Number gives you that impression it will have done what the
editors intended it should. And if any readers unable to go far afield
this season can take any compensation out of reading about how other

folks feel when they travel in Canada—so much the better.

The photograph on the eover is a view of Mt. Robson and Emperor
Falls in the upper Canadian Rockies.
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Price of Coal

Means more than dollars and
cents. It includes—

Quality and Delivery

We guarantee these factors—
The amount of money asked.
The quality assured.

The time of delivery promised.

IT’S UP TO YOU

The Standard Fuel Co.

of Toronto, Limited
28 King Street East

Tel. Main 4103

THE COMPANY WITH THE QUALITY
e AND SERVICE

JUST FOR
BOYS

This offer is for you, boys; mo-
body else. I want wide-awake
boys in every town and wvillage 1n
Canada—all over.

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

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

MY GUARANTEE, TOO.

I positively guarantee you at
least 50c a day. Write me to-day
and I will tell you HOW. You just
learn the HOW and then go and
do it.

SALES MANAGER,

TORONTO. CANADIAN cgggéi%
—mmeeee——————1 =
o &
g . ; i < 2 0 © < T - ® ¢ Ca3e,- -
The National’s Service = @
v. |l What could you do with !
@ . ®
OFFICERS ]| $1,000in ReadyCash? |K
The Executive Staff of the Company is composed of. men A Well £ hi
U fitted by long training for the competent fulfilment of their a f?ve ;l;:: zzgt.lgg;nyfatdc?iﬁat:z =
o various duties, = Mortgage Corporation Debenture.
~W. E. RUNDLE g: A $1,000 Debenture at 5% for five
General Manager. = years, pays (if Compotfmgse;) $i7-80
, : In 1nterest or a gai s [
J. C. BRECKENRIDGE, GEORGE H. D. LEE, one of the safesia l!? l(:ot theo safeslts.
Assistant Manager. Estates Manager. investment obtainable.
EDWIN CASSIDY, W, M. 0CoNNOR sy et bvedt 00 ey
Secretary. 7‘ Tlreasuly'er. IE ‘ }:881:—8 l"mndred. Write for our
: H. A. CLARKE = : ooklet about Profits from Savings.
J. M. MACDONNELL, H. V. LAUGHTON = It shows how to save systematically
F. R. MACKELCAN, oW B g = and invest wisely. Address Dept. 35
Trust Officers. Estates Man ager. g 4% 'interest allowed on savings deposits,
U U £ subject to cheque withdrawal,
- G. L. ELLIOTT, Transfer Officer. - =
F. B. POUCHER, z
Manager Real Estate Department. ® ]
3
Dafional 0 of Tompatyy { Branches: Ayr. Brockyile Chat-
eATY wited T ke Jas " o ham, Elmira, New Hamburg |
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“ Niagara to the Sea it

The Premier Water Vacation

A delightful summer eruise through a land of
indeseribable beauty—a country famed for its
traditions, beautiful seenery and cool, invigorat-
ing elimate.

Niagara Falls—Toronto—Lake Ontario—Thou-
sand Islands—St. Lawrence River—The Rapids
—_Montreal — Quebee — Murray Bay—Tadousac
—Saguenay River Canyon—Capes Trinity and
Eternity—Laurentian Mountains.

United States citizens need no passports.

The trip may be started at any point and there
are many short side trips of unusual interest.
Luxuriously equipped passenger steamers.
Every comfort and convenience. Low passenger
fares. Stop-overs allowed en route. :
For full information apply any ticket office or
send for beautifully illustrated booklet, ‘‘Niagara
to the Sea.”’ Eneclose 6 cents in stamps to cover
postage.

FARES FROM NIAGARA FALLS

To Montreal and return =+ - = - '= - $18.55
To: Quebec ‘and, returm: - =: v iz = 25.90
To Saguenay River and Return - - - 34.55

LOW RATES FOR AUTOMOBILES.

There is no need to leave your car at home—-
bring it along and enjoy your stop-overs to the
utmost. All steamers are equipped to handle
cars of all kinds.

You’ll Enjoy a Few Days Stop-over

At either of these excellent houses you can
spend a week or a month comfortably at your
favorite Sport—Golf, Tennis, Swimming, Fish-

at Canada Steamship Exclusive Hotels.

The Manoir Richelieu at Murray Bay and the Tadousac at Tadousac, Que.

ing, Riding, Etc., and in a climate where Hay
Fever and Malaria are unknown.
Write Hotel Managers for Booklet.

Canada Steamship Lines, Limited

John F. Pierce, Assistant Passenger Traffic Manager, 12 R. & O. Bldg,, Montreal,
H. D. Paterson, General Agent, 46 Yonge Street, Toronto
or any Ticket Office in Canada or United States

Operating Fast Passenger and Freight Steamers on Great Lakes, St. Lawrence River and
Atlantic Ocean »
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great big fat old hen? And what is the

party man but the tender little chicken

that crawls in, at dusk, as close as he can
get to the old lady’s pin-feathers and lets her cluck
him to sleep?

And what is the country but a barn-yard? And
what is the revenue of the country but so much
bread-and-sour-milk and screenings? What is life
but the business of picking over the barn-yard and
sharing whatever additional findings the old hen,
with her superior vision, or the self-denying rooster
With his bright eye, finds for us?

I am aware that the figure is not a perfect one,
because I can’t account the rooster or for a hen in
Opposition or a hen sitting on the Treasury
Benches. But as expressing the relation between
the party man and his party the figure is, I submit,
a sound one. Just as every chick needs mothering,

-even if it’s only in an incubator or under a bit of

flannel in a biscuit box behind the kitchen stove, so
€very normal man wants his party. At noon he may
stray afield through the forests of independent
thought. But when the night comes and the winds
blow his poor little feathers over his head, when the
shapes of the cattle take on terrible shadows and
the great calves bawl in the pen—he goes’ home,
chirping to the nearest motherly clucking, and stays
safe hid from marauding skunks, till another dawn.

But what of the motherless chicken? What of
the man without a party? What of the chicken who
has conscientious reasons for declining the shelter
of the hen? What if the mentality and morality of
the hen become so be-devilled with new poiicies,
fads and aberrations that her best children cannot
follow her, but must needs, obeying conscience,
strike out for themselves? The answer is: the
bolitical orphan, the party derelict, the floating voter,
the Man without a Party.

Though it is true some men are born orphans, un-
responsive to the instinct for association and co-
operation, which after all marks the enlightened
races, nevertheless the numbers of orphans who
should not be orphans is steadily increasing in this
country. I do not mean the men who think, and
always did think they were born to lead, not follow.
I mean honest men who stay out in the cold when,
but for honest scruples, they would rather have
a good night’s rest with the others. For in politics,
as in religion, it is more comfortable to delegate
Some of one’s responsibilities to an organization
representing one’s general notions of the subject;
and it ig the only practical thing to do. The busi-
ness of running with the pack may, it is true, be
overdone, but not nearly so much as the business
of hunting alone, Egotists hunt alone. “When they
happen to be great as well as Egoists, they some-
times attract to them others who will run with them
—thus forming another pack. But the increasing
number of Men without a Party in Canada is not
even seriously made up of Egotists. Its new recruits

are honest men who have no organization to repre-
sent their views.

I MET one of them the other day.
Look here,” I said. “You don’t seem to turn up

at the —— ag often as you used to. What’s the
trouble?”

He averted his
to ease his left.

“Oh—1I don’t know,” he drawled, trying to scpeail:
casually. “I guess I got a bit fed up for a while.
Besides—I'm busy these days. Too much ta do.”

gaze and shifted to his right foot

CANADIAN
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T E MAN USRI HOUT A PARTY

FTER all, what is a political party but a

THE GROWING COMPLAINT OF THE POLITICAL
ORPHANS OF THE DOMINION

By BRITTON B, COOKE

“Go home and water the grass at nights, I s’pose?”

“Y-yes—and take the kids to the movies.”

“Losing interest in politics?” I suggested, deli-
cately.

“Eh!” nervously.

“Not so keen about seeing the old party win out?”

With that a bitter look swept across his face.
“Party!” he said. “Huh!”

We took a car together, hung to a strap together,
tried to get room enough to unfold our papers or
squint at the headlines, but failed. We exchanged
invitations home to dinner—pot-luck. Argued about
which asked the other first, and settled it by betting
on the series number on our transfers. I lost. We
had dinner and smoked and visited the garden, and
this errant chicken told me the substance of his com-
plaints while he hosed the lawn.

“Now don’t you get thinking I'm any of these
political Nestor folks,” he said, by way of a preface.
“It ain’t because I'm swell-headed or anything like
that T've quit going around to the club. But just
the same—{I've quit!”

He let the stream from the hose play on the roots
of the chestnut tree and puffed at his pipe bitterly.

“lI was born a Conservative,” he said. “Father
was one, and his father before that. Married into
a Conservative family—though all women are Tories
anyway. Fact is, 'm a Conservative by disposition,
just the same as most Grits are Liberals by disposi-
tion. Stomach, liver, nerves—all that sort of thing
decides what a man’s politics are, because according
to the way his internals work so his mind works.

And mine worked Tory.

“But what you s’pose [ felt like when the Whitney
Government of this province started bringing in
legislation that would have made Lloyd George ner-
vous? Every bit of it was Liberal in its tendency.
Hydro-Electric and Government ownership! That
was Radical, not Tory, but I stood for it because
I'd got the habit of flocking along. Besides, I liked
Whitney. Nobody could help liking him. {If he put
through Radical Legislation at least he knew how
to grouch and growl like a Tory. So I stuck.”

Again a pause, filled with the sound of the water
dribbling from the nozzle of the hose down over the
toe of the Derelict’s boots.

“Three years ago I believed in Local Option,
though it seemed to me it was against the best tra-
ditions of the party. I kept on voting the Tory
ticket because in liquor matters I believed the muni-
cipality probably ought to be allowed to judge its
own liquor problems according to its own general
character and so on. I figured that it was the duty
of the Government to control and regulate the traffic
after the municipalities had passed on the question.

“Now what’s happened. Rowell advocates abolish-
ing the bar, which is all right for a Liberal. You
expect the Liberals to do the Reforming and the
Conservatives to do the ‘Conserving. But do they?
No. Hearst goes Rowell one better. He wipes out
the bar!”

“But you don’t drink?” I objected.

“I don’t drink and I don’t approve of drinking,
either,” he retorted, “but if there’s to be no Con-
servative element in politics, if the party that’s
supposed to put up the opposition to radical reforms

No. 2

and test them out, as it were, by making a fight
over every issue—I say if that party lies down on
its job and goes two miles when the Liberals only
ask them to go one—well, that doesn’t represent a
party I can stand in with. Nn-nh!”

HE talk wandered to other fields as well. The
Provincial Government was spreading Govern-
ment ownership everywhere. He didn’t mind Gov-
ernment ownership of some things, but he resented
the spectacle of his party going in for wholesale
Government ownership just because it was popular.
“I’'m just Tory enough to say this,” he concluded,
“I believe in an almost even balance of legislative
forces. Of course if it was dead even we couldn’t
get anywhere at all. There’d be a stalemate. But
I like to see the Liberals push and the Tories resist.
It’s the right principle. It makes the best man and
the best policy win out in the end. It prevents a
piece of popular legislation from getting through too
quickly, and it prevents the old tried laws from
being changed too easily. It makes for progress
with stability. But now——" he spat to emphasize
his contempt, “everybody’s pushing. There’s no
break on the thing. We’re going to the bow-wows.”
We emptied the hose and I handed it through the
cellar window. The children went to bed and their
mother brought out her mending. Up on that front

verandah everything seemed content except the
Derelict.
‘I hate playin’ alone,” he sighed, finally. “But I

got to.”

Just then a yellow ball of fluff came shrieking
down the side entrance. It was in terror and half
leaped, half flew out onto the lawn. It was one
of the children’s chickens. One that had been lost
and was now seeking the hen. I looked at the
chicken and then at the Derelict, and saw a great
light.

But not all these wanderers are Conservatives.

N a back-room in a certain rich man’s house in
‘Winnipeg, there meets every Saturday night, or
thereabouts, a group of men who have strayed away
from the Liberal Hen. There is' old Peter—who
made a fortune in Saskatoon real estate and then
fell victim to bucking conscience, so much so indeed
that he started giving his money away until his wife
threatened to apply for a commission in lunacy or
get an injunction against him. Unknown to his wife
he finds solace in these Saturday night meetings in
his back room. His allies are four other rich men.
One made his in wheat—and it is whispered that he
monkeyed with the grading till he had a close call
under a trolley and turned Christian Scientist. This
man’s name was Thorpe. With him came Plumb,
who had made money on a grading contract on the
G. T. P. Kelly, a lawyer with a taste for slumming.
Treadgold, a millionaire preacher with a hankering
after higher criticism and socialism. Kelly once ran
in a South Saskatchewan constituency as Liberal
candidate for the House at Ottawa. He was elected,
but had bumpy riding in the Caucus of the party be-
cause he would insist on Free Wheat and something
about as feasible as the expropriation of the C. P. R.
Treadgold had barked his shins trying to settle a
labour dispute, and Plumb, whose wife was an
amazon, advocated women’s suffrage, not only in the
province, but in the Dominion as well.

For several years these men had contributed of
their passion and their more material resources to
the cause of Liberalism. Peter himself believed

(Concluded on page 21.)
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SEEING CANADA FIRS1

An Opportunity for Every Pleasure-Loving and Patriotic Canadian

Banff, June.
Most Distinguished and Honourable Lady:
WRITE you news of the most profound import-
l ance to our family since our baby swallowed
the key of our house. I sit on a warm rock up
behind the sanitarium hotel here at a village
called Bahn-ff. I write you with almost a trembling
hand and a piece of a pencil on a pad of paper. I
found the pencil in the rotunda of the hotel last
night after I was sweeping up after the rich Cana-
dian natives had gone to their rooms for sleep.

I know, Most Illustrious Lady, that you are
desolate without my merriment in our house, but I
console you when I announce that I am well and I have
discovered a large province called by its present in-
habitants—Canada, a province so great that I cannqt
tell you how much it measures, but certainly more
than five hundred times all the country in our valley
at home. The (Canadian natives tell me there Is
more of Canada over to the east of this place, and
a great city called Calgary. But it is not necessary
to believe this on account of the exaggerating ten-
dencies of the Canadians. There is probably a league
or two of unknown land lying to the east of what
they call the foot-hills. But I shall not explore it
on this trip on account of possible dangers from
strange tribes which are spoken of, such as the
people of Winnipeg, and a very ferocious tribe
called the French-Canadians, who live in a region
called Quebec, probably one of the valleys along
the foot-hills.

I do not care about these. I sit here in the saddle
of this new country and I am very full of thoughts
about what I have accomplished. T am forced to
exclaim: “How great is Man! For have not I, a
man, made this great discovery?” I think also that
you, my wife, should feel very glad to have so great
a husband. You might say so to the neighbours.
As 1 write this record the sun-light warms my person
agreeably, as though it were offering tribute to my
accomplishment. The wind fans my brow almost
as gently as you yourself once did in the month
of blossoms after we ran away from your father, the
cobbler, and I conferred my name upon you. Before
me and behind me rise great peaks.
their lines is like the waves which bad artists paint
on screens, or like the arms of priests lifted above
their heads as though with such gestures they
offered all the beauty of the earth to Buddha. Below
me is a valley into which all the rivers of the world
could be poured and still make only a little pool
like a pearl lying at the bottom of a deep pot. The
smell of the woods climbs the terrible hill and
faints at my nostrils. The glory of the whole earth
lies here, and yet there is not even a volcano to
rumble threateningly like some wicked old man who
owns an orchard and snarls at the folk who smell
the blossoms of his trees.

HE way to get into this country from the sea
is very hard, and I think there are devils in

the mountains which look out over the sea watching

the ships that approach or that go up and down be-
tween Vancouver and Victoria and the place called
Prince Rupert. These devils make a spell over the
place so as to bewilder the eye of the traveler with
awful beauty. The coast is not like the one where
you and I once sat musing in Japan. It is not a
modest shore, low-lying, that retreats before the sea

“and invites the waves to play as they ‘will on soft

beaches. It is a warlike coast made up of ranks
of terrible mountains, who advance boldly against
the sea, even wading out into the deep water to
meet its forces. These mountains wear white capes
on their shoulders and their heads they keep veiled
in clouds. To their thighs they are robed in green,
scarred here and there with the courses of turbulent
streams or the paths of avalanches.
water leap from high ledges of rock and fall sheer
into the waves, hissing. Sometimes mists move
abroad or the spirit of the wind howls from a grey
ledge to the frothing sea—or calm sunlight sleeps
lightly on the rocking waves till, in the sea itself
some strange spirit works a miracle, making white
waves rise suddenly without apparent cause in the
midst of calm water, and die away just as suddenly
and without any cause whatsoever. This 1s what
the natives call the “tide rip.” I was not afraid

The sweep of .

White jets of,

OKI BENU DISCOVERS
BRITISH COLUMBIA

By JAMES GRANT

The Untenanted Palisades that overlook Lake
Maligne, B.C.

of it—after I had seen that it would not wreck a
big ship. )

The people who lived in this country before the
Canadians have hollowed trees for their fishing. They
are called Indians, and they live in nooks and
crannies of the coast, apparently having learned
how to get in and out from the shore without anger-
ing the spirits of the mountains. It is my belief
that though the sea and the Jand are sometimes
friends, there is here a great war between them and
the land is jealous of those who go out on the sea,
and the sea is impatient of those who come from
the land. So that the goings and comings of a man
on this coast are like to be matters of some risk.

S"DRETCH out your hand to me as you read, I1lus-
trious Lady, and we will walk together into
this land. Here we are ashore. Underfoot is a
springy soil composed of dead leaves from a great
many centuries. No foot-fall can be heard unless
where, here and there the rock of the mountains
crops through the soft earth to remind the forest
of his suzerainty. You stumble.
as thick as one of our little houses at Kioto. They

The trees here are .

go straight up toward the sky, like bold men, with-
out compromise to the wind. Presently, as one
keeps on walking, there comes the sound of running
water. The forest slopes away from one’s feet and
suddenly—there is nothing to support one’s next foot-
fall. The forest falls away. 'There is a precipice—
two precipices, one at one’s feet and the other
opposite, forming the farther wall of what is called
here a canyon. And though the distance down to
the bottom of the canyon is great, yet the sound of
the water comes up to one’s ears perfectly and the
water itself lies in green jade pools, laced together
with chains of white, sparkling diamonds, where one
pool falls into the next, singing.

Last month I, with two others from the city of
Vancouver, made our journey up into the valley of
the Fraser River. At New Westminster the fresh
water meets the salt water and is broad, deep and
smooth. The Chinese here have their market gar-
dens and hovels, where they snatch sleep between
sunrise and the first light in the morning. I, with
two others, walked on foot the whole way from here,
so as to save money. At first there was nothing but
these market gardens in which the Chinese seemed
for ever at work, stooping close down over the rows
of green vegetables, plucking out the weeds, tending
the plants as kindly as though they were children
in a school for little ones. Endless rows, unnum-
bered stooping, squatting figures of Chinamen. Then
we came to farms of the native Canadians who, being

(Concluded on page 23.)

MAHONEY ANDI AND
THEDOG

By AUGUSTUS BRIDLE

AHONEY and I and the dog set out in May,
M 1901, to go from Edmonton to Prince

Albert—by the all-water route. We might
go on to Winnipeg, depending upon the
Grand Falls and the wiles of Lake ‘Winnipeg.

«Not that I know a rood of the route,” blithered
Mahoney, as we stocked up our double-sided row-
boat at the Strathcona scow-yard. “Neither do you
nor the dog. But we’ll kill one summer on the road
and have a cheap trip.”

“Costing only for craft, grubstake and camp outfit,
including a mosquito bar—

“Baccy and this,” he squinted, holding up a quart
bottle of Irish. ‘“Oh, I'm a stony busted bummer of
the Jasper House Brigade’—referring to a returned
Klondiker lingo of rhymes he had made while living
at that trail-‘bounders’ retreat from the far north.
The Klondike failure had made him hate west, north
and the beyond. He insisted that every other man
in that country was a grafter, and every settlement
an illusion. He had no sympathy with people coming
in. They would all get -sold, as he had been.

Bducated at Trinity, knocked about from cow hills
to furpost, Mahoney was as cynical as a file, genial
as a chinook, and as uneconomic as a half-breed
with a land-strip to swap for a three-days’ spree. We
slid down the swollen bosom of the north Saskatch-
ewan amid songs of birds, the faint scream of a

- saw-mill, and before evening the skirl of a rapids

at-the first elbow—by means of which we hauled
up under Fort Saskatchewan, which had an historic
hunger to be a rival to Tdmonton before Edmonton
got a railway in 1905. To all idle questions about
when the railway would strike up there we gave
cunning answers.

«We're on the road to meet it,” sang out Mahoney
in the morning as we glided into a gridiron of
poplar-topped islands and consigned ourselves to
picturesque oblivion for a term of weeks.

«This whole valley from the top of Lake ‘Winnlpeg
to the old fort at Edmonton is bellyaching for the
railroad,” he said, as he lay back and smoked. “To
hell with the railroad! I'd sooner be on this—eh,
Jim?” to the wolf-hound, who swatted the cargo with

his tail.

Here and there a half-breed village on a head-land;
fewer and further between, crooks and elbows and
infant rapids, sudden long reaches of river with
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tes of islands and white dots of drifting scows
7e went by rowing and gave them the password
ahoney got weary of exercising himself and
2d to fall asleep under a cloud. I did the same.
d the dog. When we woke up the boat was
3 ashore among the willows and it was raining.
itched camp, hooking the ring in the canvas-
f our mosquito bar on to a bent sapling and
3 down the cheesecloth sides, piling in the
ets, and in slickers went firing up in the wet
for a hot supper of bacon and beans and -dried
3. ’

ht wriggled reluctantly through the rain as we
2d under cover and rolled into the blankets,
‘the dog got under a spare canvas in the boat.
- on the poplar leaves—pattering vast music,
- of it, and the rushing, swishing river—and
‘We crawled out at sunrise the land was a blaze
‘an sunlight.

TEATHER'S a queer critter,” growled Mahoney.
.~ “But I like it.” Whereat after breakfast
ackup he hauled out his banjo and tunked off
 to the top of thé morning while I worked the
5down past blocks of bush where coyotes came
| drink and sit on the sand like dogs, where a

deer now and again flicked among the poplars,
'8 Mahoney to grab at his rifle and predict that
‘these days we’d pe in the moose belt, wherever
. And we soon got used to letting the boat
while the hot sun pelted our necks and the
oozed, and Galicians came out of the bush to
}he pole fish-nets, much exciting Mahoney, who
1 to go visiting—he was such a sociable dog.
We soon got down past the Galicians into the

unlimited solitude—Ilimited only by a casual
eed village and a now-and-then scow drifting
0 the trade-posts and the missions. We were
bsolute children of the big river, as sensitive

-

ictacular Indjans in to spend treaty money.”

vagrant humours as though we had been
ded from York boatmen.

Wy could travel with Mahoney and not be a
- But when at the end of a week of this we
o the Loon Lake landing, the “stony busted

“bered kindergarten Cree to a clump of shock-

- natives on skinny cayuses, who informed us
Agepcy Wwas six miles inland over the hills ’
4 ha.vmg securely cached the contents of the
(M0 glven admonishment to the Crees to touch
vell of it, because we were going to lodge
le Agent, Who would smite them, we tramped
* miles amid a doddering caravan of Cree
‘nd red shawls and frowsy dogs. ‘

d‘. Family a1 at home in a large, domestic-
] house on a low, broad knoil overlooking a
0US panorama,

e my eyes,” mumbled the adoring Mahoney,
ave one sudden glance at sundown over the
Jle. bl Bidhr ) isn’t heavenly—mosquitoes and all.”
Tew down the green-gauze curtain of his cow-
) as he came intq a cloud of mosquitoes.
ey rbe?ow the Agency Hill was a smoke-curled
18en ring of bronze-red tepees, bright green
. nd deserted winter shacks; threaded by a
g ribbon qf gleaming water that was much
than usual because of rains. The Agency
rked. Out came two young ladies dressed
2 conventional style.

- mey drew up his veil and greeted them with
Tish gravity. He had met them in Edmonton
~nces and the like. He introduced me. The
semed very glad fo see us—unshaven and

T” gave signs of ‘becoming a land-lubber again.
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And this was the way the Saskatchewan

looked to Mahoney and Me and the dog.

camp-dudded as we were. Travelers by an unknown
route, and fresh down from Edmonton, the 1235 town
of no railway, we had about us the light -of magic
aureole of the globe-trotter.

In a very little while he was so adroitly at home
among these denizens of the Cree hills that he was
able to monopolize the girls, leaving me to be enter-
tained by very interesting parents, father gruff,
bearded and matter-of-fact, mother a little lady who,
from all her wedded life among the Crees, had clung
passionately to the idea of civilization.

MAHONEY had no desire to leave next day. He

was for going the rounds among the Crees
with the Agent. But it rained. Mahoney, I'm posi-
tive, fell in love with one of the girls—he scarcely
knew which. When the rain stopped it was too late
to go back to the boat. John, the half-breed do-for-all
at the Agency, took a streak over to the river and
reported that she had come up ten feet, still rising
and with a current of unquestionable speed.

‘Owing to the beguilements of the young ladies,
who had seen nobody civilized for many a moon, we
consented to wait over until the scow should go down.

“Only a matter of a day or two,” said Mahoney.
“And it’s easier than paddling that boat.”

He took a hectic notion to study telegraphy over
at the shack of the operator, who was also in love
with one of the girls, he scarcely knew which; and
that left me free to ruminate on what a shakeup

. would come to that mediaeval settlement among the

Crees and to dozens more like it if ever the much-

dreamed-of railway came shrieking in there.
Mahoney scoffed at the idea.
“Fit only for Indians and mosquitoes, was the

Hudson Bay description of the country when they
wanted to keep settlers out,” he reminded every-
body. “A genial distortion as I'll admit.. No doubt
the land will grow anything but lemons. But it
never will be farmed in our day. Good lord! it’s
the plumb vortex of nowhere—and I'm glad of it.

The Agent agreed with him. But not the Agent’s
daughters. I know those girls hankered to be taken
along on the scow when it started for Battleford.
They were the two saddest folk in 10,000 square
miles when big John drove us over to the landing
with a team of oxen behind the rig. They might
never see us again. So said Mahoney, always a
romancer.

“However, don’t weep,” I advised him, as we loaded
oxen and horses on the scow just newly down from
Edmonton with half her cargo destined for down
below, including half a carload of British Columbia
shingles. “Railways make the world pretty small,
you know.”

We were soon out amidstream, a house-boat and
a freighter all in one, horses and oxen amidships,
a long pole sweep abaft and astern and a fireplace,
whose smoke drifted out over our boat snub-nosed
along one side just out of reach of the stern sweep
in its socket.

That was a lubbering,

pole-creaking, porridge-

"eyating trip into more and more solitude, day after

day among the snyes of bewildering islands, with
now a (band of horses swimming the river aheaq,
once at daybreak a moose which caused big John
to whop himself with a rifle into the boat and go
down stream ahead of the scow.

“No get him,” he panted, as he clambered on deck
again for breakfast.

The river was going down. Sandbars pushed their
grey backs up through the water. With much skill
John steered away from them—until far down past
old Fort Pitt and five days out with no signs of habi-

-tations anywhere, we hung up on one and all hands

piled out with pry-poles to shove off, Mahoney, as I
remember, in his shirt only. After which there was
a smug session with a bottle of Irish.

One gem of a morning, about two hours after
sundown, one of those sandbars hooked us fast close
along shore. We had no way of getting her off. By
John’s orders the horses and oxen were landed over
gang-planks, and John and Mahoney went scouting
to find out where under the sun we might be; came
back late in the day to say that we were forty miles
west of Battleford, and that John would drive me
over to the town by trail, leaving Mahoney to look
after the scow till a crew could be sent back to shove
her loose.

That trail-hammering clip to old Battleford town
by evening and night over muskeg and poplared plain
put me asleep. I woke up to find John hammering
at the 'door of a whitewashed hotel. We had supper
amid strange folk and went to sleep. Next day
gaudy and spectacular Indians came to town to spend
treaty money, while John rounded up a few and
went back to fetch down the scow. v

This white-walled, dormer-windowed old Battleford,
at the junction of two rivers, gave me the same kind
of feeling that Mahoney had got back in the hills.
It was strangely, hauntingly beautiful; a pagan, lazy,
Cree-clattering place that might have been the cradle
of some big town or young city to be——whenever
the railway should come; and the white folk were
all clacking of that. What did I know, what had
we heard about it? Nothing. Well—we should-see.

Next day down came the scow. Mahoney and the
dog bounded .into town with splutter enough for a
camp of Crees.

“Look here,” he said, hastily, as he eyed the squint-
ing and enchanted town. “We’d better call oif that
river trip. My eyes are sore from water-glare.” We
can sell the boat and the camp outfit here and——

“The Packing-case and the Box-car were everywhere.”

“You're going back to Loon Lake to learn tele-
graphing,” I suggested. “You don’t want to get to
Winnipeg.”

“Winnipeg be ‘damned!” he exploded. “All I
wanted was to escape anybody’s town. Towns are

the invention of the devil, and a new town is worse
than an old one.”

The inconstant bounder!
“I know what’s wrong with you,” I said, suddenly.
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“It’s not the country you’re so much in love with.”

“Who said I loved anything?” he retorted. “Dox}'t
be so sentimental.”

We agreed to disagree. Next morning early 1 got
what few items belonged to me out of the camp-
truck that Mahoney was to -sell—advancing the ten
dollars as my share—and boarded the bus-stage for
a two-days’ drive from Battleford to all there was
then of Saskatoon. 1Tt was a beautifully lonesome
journey with a dismal ending. Saskatoon-in 1901
was enough to give a blind man the blues. 1 took
the first train out to Regina—which in those days
was very little better, and 1n two weeks I was back
in the East, wishing to heaven I had never agreed
with Mahoney to leave Edmonton. For in a few
years there would be a railway into that village. It
was all a matter of waiting.

And I wondered if I should ever see Mahoney again.

pe v %2
BACK TO EDMONTON.

EVERAL years later I went back to Edmonton. It
S was a strange experlence. After I got past
Winnipeg, I found myself by accident in a
Pullman state-room which I mistook for a smoker.
In a few minutes the occupant came in, a shrewd,
business-looking chap, who said:
“Please sit still. 'There’s plenty of room.”
It was his first trip to the West. He was intensely,
immensely voluble. The sensation of pounding up

OW is the busy season in the Top Country.
Summer travel has set in, and all the through
roads are carrying northbound traffic. < That
isn’t romancing. Did you know that it is

possible to buy a ticket, or a series of tickets, that
will take you very comfortably from Montreal, say,
to the edge of the Arctic Ocean, and by as fine a
route as there is in all Canada? It does not appear
in the standard timetables yet, but if you want it
all you have to do is to ask for it.

Rail to Edmonton, of course. But also rail now
past Edmonton, to Peace River (Crossing.. .. Then
steamer down the Peace River to $Slave River
Finally a long, soul-satisfying, eye-opening sail down
the Mackenzie to the end of the line, into the Land
of the Midnight Sun. A good trip all the way
through, productive of thrills, suggestive of wilder-
ness pioneering, filled with novelty, but as safe as
a pleasure jaunt on the St. Lawrence.

If you really wish a deeper colouring of adventure
and roughriding excitement, you may have it by
varying the route to read via the Athabasca River.
That is the way the old fur transports went and
came, and the chances are yowll find all the sport
you desire in its rapids and on its portages. The
average traveler to the North will prefer, however,
to go the other way; it has less of adventure, but
makes quicker connection with the Top.

The Mackenzie is hardly a tourist route yet.
Scenery, interest, and comfort are not lacking, but
it is laid out on such a scale of magnificent distances
that only leisured people seem likely to patronize
it. From /Smith Landing on 'Slave River, where the
Arctic sailings properly begin, to Fort Macpherson,
the farthest north post, is 1,315 miles, and the round
trip takes five weeks. With the Peace River con-
nections, this means two months from Edmonton,
and the steamship fare alone is $240, plus meals.
But in that time and for that money one covers a
total of 3,982 miles of wonderful waterway, the like
of which does not exist in any other part of the world.

As it is now, the trip to the Top is scheduled for
one month less than in former years, because of the
new railway connection; but not a great deal can be
looked for in further shortening of the time except
by a possible margin of a week or two. To visit
the Arctic one must make up his mind to a long
holiday.

There are two boats on the route, and each makes
but one round trip in the season, covering practically
the months of June and July. They are well built,
comfortably appointed, electric lighted boats, and
give a service surprisingly up-to-date for so far north.
It is true that their frequent stops along the way
to load up fireewood for their own fuel are likely
to recall the old Mississippi riverboat days, but
otherwise they are fully modern. The larger one
of them is operated by the Hudson’s Bay Company,
and the other by the Northern Trading Company.
As yet the two have been able to take care of the
traffie. « :

Business on the Arctic route is expected to be
fairly good this summer. The fur trade, which in
1914-15 was seriously affected by the war, has been
picking up, chiefly through a new demand from the
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the Saskatchewan Valley in a Pullman excited him.’

It also excited me. Second day out, meeting him
again, I told him the story of my trip out with
Mahoney.

He seemed to know who Mahoney was.

“Quite impossible!” I suggested. “He went back
to Loon Lake to study telegraphy. He’s probably
living in a shack now. He‘s nothing but a delightful
old roundabouter with a big dog. He’s probably
married; but I'll bet he’s still a pagan.”

I spoke enthusiastically. Never had the vision of
old Mahoney seemed so vivid. All the way up the
valley I was thinking of that scalawag, hoping I
might see him with Jim the dog at some station
to see the train come in, even though he hated rail-
ways. I saw all the land through which I had come
on the gorge of the river seven years before. And
this railway with a stop every ten miles was the
road that in 1901 had just been crawling up from
somewhere down below. How it got there was all
Greek to me—as it probably was to Mahoney, who
hated railways. But already it was carrying a large
number of well-dressed, civilized people up the Sas-
katchewan Valley, plus a few carloads of folk who
were trekking in for the first time to make homes.
The packing-case and the water-tank were dotted
all along the route. The old glamour was gone. A
new glamour had taken its place. ‘Carloads of goods
and chattels were going in now, week by week spill-
ing themselves out along the new railway. These
people were all building something, and they were

ON THE WAY

1S THE TOP

By AUBREY FULLERTON

The Phantom Ship on Lake Athabasca.

Passenger Traffic Along the Arctic Coast.

all part of a bewildering
interest.

‘When I got to Edmonton in the early morning I
needed a guide to show me over the town. Walls
were going up——

But this is no boost for any particular place. I
went to a modern hotel, several blocks from the old
hostelry immortalized in Mahoney’s verses on “the
stony busted bummer.” I was just getting used to
the clock of a new civilization when a large but very
aged wolf-hound came wheezing and clawing across
the rotunda.

“By gum! It’s old Jim,” I gasped. “How the——?”

“—— devil are you?” said a voice.

And I’'m blest if it wasn’t Mahoney, clean-shaven,
togged in business tweeds, neat boots, and a Stetson
cowboy hat! He shook hands with the warmth of
a grizzly bear.

“Yes, it’s me,” he said.

spectacle of strange,

“I didn’t learn telegraphy.”

“No, you old fakir, you got married and——"
“I’'m living with my family in Edmonton,” he broke
in. “I've made $20,000 in——"

“Real estate,” I interrupted.

“And I want to tell you that this town is——"

“Yes, yes of course, the greatest place in the world.
I know it. Any man that’s made $20,000 without
working any harder than you do on an average 1Is
entitled to think so.”

“All the same, I’ll be glad to have you come up
to the house,” he said.

And of course I went.

American markets, and the wilderness is busy again.
The one lean year was a hard jolt to the Indian
trappers, who were compelled to deny themselves
the white man’s sugar and tea and tobacco because
they could not sell their furs; but they came through
it, and now are trafficking as before. It is the fur
trade, of course, that creates the business of the
Mackenzie. Merchandise goes in for the trading-
posts, and the accumulated stocks of raw furs come
out; there is little other traffic but the carriage of
supplies for the Mounted Police and the northern
missions. As to freight rates, the charge from the
end of the rail to Fort Macpherson is $13.756 per
hundred pounds. 2050,

The ingoing freight for the North this year, now
already on its way, is of about the same quantity
as last year. When the slump in the fur trade came,
the northern posts were all heavily stocked, and
the orders from head office to close down hard on
credit, and at the same time to stop buying, meant
that for that first winter the stocks were but slightly
reduced. For that reason the new supplies since
sent in have been only of average proportions, not-
withstanding the present good times in the North.
A much more valuable lot of furs will come back
in exchange for them, on the return trips of the
boats. It will run up into many thousands of dol-
lars—just how many will depend upon how busily
the Indian and Eskimo trappers plied tHeir wilder-
ness trade last winter.

His Majesty’s Mails also go on one of these Arctic-
bound carriers. Fort Smith, 550 miles north of

Edmonton, is now a postal depot for the Top Country,
and the mails for down the Mackenzie are there

made up and dispatched. From Fort Smith north

there are lbut two mail deliveries a year, and that

going by the summer water route is much the
heavier, including all the papers and second-class

matter that ever get to the Top. What with mail

and new supplies, it isn’t to be wondered at that
the northerners look for the coming of the steamers

with as much eagerness as a youngster looks for

Christmas.

By way of special features in this season’s activity

in the Arctic, there is the trip down the Mackenzie
of Captain Lane, the American adventurer who hopes

to find Stefansson and bring him back to civilization.
That intrepid explorer, who was given up for lost
and then reported himself safe 'and happy, is now

about due to come out of his circumpolar haunts,
and we shall all be  glad to hear his story when
Lane brings him within reach.

There is also the exploring expedition of the Angli-
can Church Mission, belonging to the diocese of
Bishop Lucas.
Macpherson is to make a thousand-mile trip along

the Arctic Coast in a motor-boat, for the purpose of
spying out new fields for missionary work, and espe-

cially in the 'hope of locating the mysterious tribe

of blonde Eskimos who live somewhere in the vicinity
What the natives along
the top coast will think and say when they see this

of the Coppermine River.

chugging power-boat is not known yet; certainly it

will be an innovation in waters usually traveled only

by their own one-passenger kyacks.

A party from the mission at Fort
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At the head of the Great Lakes th'is—'happens to be Port Arthur.

THE UNKNOWING MR. POGGLESON

€¢ IR?” said Mr. Poggleson.
I repeated my observation.
“Sir?” he repeated with a rising inflection
amounting to almost irritability, “Who are you—
anyhow ?”

“Who are you?” I countered.

“Poggleson! That’s my name. Ship-builder. Port
: ” and he mentioned the name of an Ontario lake
port once tamous ‘for the number of windjammers that
took their barley cargoes there sixty yvears ago. *

“Thanks,” I returned, “I thought that was who you were.
That’s why I asked my question. My name is Brown—
John H. Brown, of Montreal. I wanted to know what had
become of the old windjammers. You seemed to know
something about these lakes. That is why I asked you.”

“That ain’t why you asked,” he retorted with a know-
ing sneer on his weathered-face. “I know—I know what
you are after!” And with that he moved aft along the
promenade deck, leaving my question unanswered. If
he “knew” it wags more than I did. I had asked the ques-
tion out of an idle curiosity concerning these lakes I wag
sailing for the first time, Now to that was added curi-
osity about the old man. He was obviously a man who
had had to do with seas and ships,—even if they were
only fresh water seas.

‘The great grey shapes of the elevators at Fort William
and Port Arthur were already receding into the haze of
Smokes that hangs over the Twin Cities when the wind
is down. Behind us, under that curtain long-hulled black
freighters lay under the grain shoots swallowing thousands
of bushels per hour., In the yellow dust of the grain the
“trimmers” were distributing the cargo evenly under the
iron decks. Tugs came and went officiously, bringing an
empty freighter to his elevator, or leading another one
out into the channel. A1l this lay behind. The clean cool
alr of Lake Superior came humming in over the bows of
the Dassenger liner. Passengers, turning to glimpse the
last of Isle Royale Passage Island, and Thunder Cape,
faced now straight ahead where not a spot of ‘land was
to be seen. The sailing vessel that had prompted my ad-
vances toward Mr. Poggleson, was a mere sail on the
horizon, her masts canted a trifle by the night wind which
had reacheq her first in its way across the lake.

.“I know what you’re after!” Old Poggleson’s exclama-
tion returned to my mind. What did Mr. Poggleson think I
Was? Why had he resented a question from a stranger?

Morning brought a clear sky and not a glimpse of land
anywhere. There was no sea. The ship moved steadily
on her course, the lake air, as she forced it aside, hum-
TIng Softly in her rigging. 1 read in the glassed-in sun-
Toom, then smoked—and began counting the half-hours
till dinner time. = Occasional streaks of black smoke on

e horizon resolveq themselves into freighters, pounding
steadily along with their solitary funnels set far aft and

their long bodies thrust uncompromisingly ahead. Some
were from Duluth, others from Sault Ste. Marie, where
we were heading. Twice we saw passenger vessels. But
of sails we saw none. Poggleson, passing me on the deck,
glared. He had a sort of strut when he walked and a tilt
to his shoulders suggesting that here walked a person of
importance. He eyed everyone with the same chin-in-thes
air-give-you-good-day-SIRRAH! manner.,

He whispered over my shoulder:

“I s’pose y’d like to know a lot of things.
these locks maybe. But I'm watchin’,
know what you are after.”

Then he jumped back like a grasshopper and was lost

among the other passengers on the deck.
& ¥ *

Things about
I'm watchin’. 1

AKE HURON has a character all her own. Superior

is distinctly male, and a brusque powerful male at
that. Huron is a woman. For us she wag pleasant—smiled
us down, day by day, night by night, to Sarnia. The
Georgian Bay, on our left, might have given more varied
scenes: islands and picturesque rocks set about like the
forgotten playthings of some giant’s child. But Huron
herself can offer warm dreamy days and soothing, dream-
less nights. And such are not to be scorned.

At Sarnia Poggleson tried, with a vicious light in his
old eyes, to hale me before a policeman. He even ex-
plained his project to me—ag though I should somehow
have a sympathetic interest in it.

* * %

HE police-sergeant told me the first I knew about poor

Poggleson’s life. Poggleson told me the rest as he
and I, fast friends now, made the rest of the journey by
water from Sarnia to Detroit, Cleveland, the Waelland
Canal and Toronto. He had been a ship-builder with yards
near Port Dalhousie in the days of the barley trade. When
the wind-jammer was finally superseded by the steam
freighter and there was no sense spending money on good
white oak for schooners—Poggleson’s yvards closed and
Poggleson missed the fortune he had planned to make.
Not that he lacked enough for the rest of his days—but he
Lad had a great vision of a perfect ship he was some day
to build.

But on the way down he told me stories of the old sail-
ing days on the lakes. Lake Erie, basking like a cat in
the sun, took on new colours for me as he recalled the
old trade. Instead of the freighters and passenger liners
at Cleveland my eye saw only schooners with tall masts.
So at Dalhousie and Toronto.

“But,” I said to old Poggleson finally, “What HAS be-
come of the sailing ships,

This time he answered.

“Gone!” he said. “They use ’em for tow-barges, and
when they are too old they fill ’em with rocks and sink
’em where somebody wants a wharf or a breakwater.”

THE LADY OF THE ST. LAWRENCE

HE was brobably an adventuress. So far as I remember
she got on at Charlottetown, which at that hour of night
looked 1like the king of place adventures might come
from. ghe was dark—speaking of her as I recall her
oW irhen she came into Pprominence on the hurricane deck
ho"ll‘s after the boat left Kingston in the early dawn. She was
quite dark, Blondes are never so interesting in the role of
Seems to me she wore a grey and black silk
er a waterproof. Anyway, she was a very rust-
One much prefers that kind on board. You can
coming louder than the clack of the tourist crowd
ation of the boat. This lady always came at one
sh. Dark and a bit pallorish; rather delicately thin
© sort; long black eyelashes that seemed to sweep
he gateway to the 1,000 Islands as though intending
t what interested them most and shut out the rest.

She hag

ling Dberson,
hear them
or the vipy
With g Swi

out over 1]

L the 1 Never seemed to observe me. But we had not passed
| 00th eénchanteqd island in that part of the St. Lawrence
| before 1 o .

- about e

oncluded that she had made the same inward remark

I took refy
2 pleasing ¢
there wag a

ge from the lady looking at the landscapes. What
orture she would have been in mid-ocean! Here
fresh oil bainting every minute. The enchanted
Past s in endless cycloramic profusion. Such a

combination of nature and man-w
gardening, castles and cottages a
never beheld,

When we got"pa.st the maze steaming on to Ogdensburg I
found the task easier. The extras we took on at O, made me
all the more determined to see that Mdme. XYZ did not escape
me when it came to the transfer and the crush at Prescott,
getting hundreds of people into a boat half the ‘size ready for
shooting the rapids.

As yet Mdme. XYZ had never see
were getting into a different state of affairs. By 7 o’clock we
were due in Montreal. Lazy boats drifted up the canals. Ours
was hitting a divine clip down towards the rapids. Everybody
was beginning to stand up. I did so. Mdme, XYZ—did not.
She sat and calmly seemed to be readin

8 a book. To this day
I don’t understand how she did it. Most certainly when my
interest in her was piqued to the utmost I felt impelled to

observe the delirium of the waters Wwhen the power went off
in the engine-room and the craft was caught in the arrogant
violent clutch of the seething waters,

It seemed tame after the excitement was over and the power
went on again. Nothing had excited Mdme. xXyz, She must
be used to this journey. I did myself the satisfaction of ignor-

(Concluded on bage 22))

ealth and architecture and
nd fools’ paradises, I had

med to notice me, We

Pointing out the sweep of a glacier.

Prelude Lake, 100 miles E. of Winnipeg.

]

Along fresh lakes into new mountains.
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No doubt Madame XYZ had romantic, old-world notions about this palace of

PERE AND POETRY

FTER my experience with Madame XYZ I intended to keep to myself
A for the rest of the journey down the St. Lawrence to Quebec—and to
Saguenay, if possible. It was break of day when I clambered out of
my stateroom on an ocean liner and watched the operation of em-
parking. With what magic simplicity that vast vessel let go her freight-hooks
on the wharf and the magnetizing city and swung her nose into the blaze of
the rising sun. I seemed to be all alone watching it; the only passenger aboard
to whom such a scene was an absolute novelty. :
Up in the prow I felt a strange sense of exhilaration as the ocean liner got
into her lane and began to swing down past the drydock, past the amusement
park, out into the lightening aisles of the broad, blue river that from now on
spoke the strong, sweeping language and the music of the open sea. But I had
been there but a short while till a burly, benign figure loomed up alongside,
clerically dressed in black with a dangling crucifix.
“] suppose you regard St. Lawrence as a real saint?” 1 ventured to say,
knowing that he was a Quebec cleric. : J
He smiled. We were down among the low-sliding, sleepy batteaux, loaded
low with hay and lumber and all manner of hand-gotten truck on its way to
Montreal. Far behind now was the last old ferry limping across from Longeuil
with its loads of people—which it would be before noon, but as yet sleeping
and smoking up at the dock.
“I am not thinking so much of saints,” he replied. “This is nature. Ah!”
He seemed to eat the divine air. What a river!" What a landscape! How
the villages with the tin-spires blinked and dozed and wakened in the enlivening
sun! How the acres upon acres of fireweeds purpled up along the shore! We
had breakfast and went up again. One should never Miss a rood of the Sft.
Lawrence once it gets into Quebec; for that is really where the great river
geems to belong. My friend, whose name I did not inquire, seemed to know

One always comes into Quebec by river as though he were seeing it for
| the first time.

' gress,” he said, wisely.

COURIER.

Madame XYZ kept her seat wnen the other passengers crowded to see the
rapids, below the Islands.

the names of all the little towns and villages on both sides of the river. To
him they were all parishes. To me they were places which I never should know
intimately, and if I did should perhaps not like them so well as from the deck
of the steamer, seeing the rise of the hills and the slope of the roads, the blink
of the spires and the ribboning out of the long, narrow and fertile farms that
make Quebec one of the fattest lands in the world. I preferred to see them
in the unity of distance and perspective.

So I told him, half aloud:

“But why concoct for yourself the imagination of a difference?”’ he asked.
“You are from Anglo-Canada—call it that. You like Quebec?”

“Who wouldn’t?” I asked him. “It’s so much of a poem.”

“And that is what we try to keep it,” he said.

«“Well, I fancy that if I were living anywhere along here I should get tired
of the poetry,” said I. “I like it because it’s different from the world we live
in up west. At the same time some one has to live here and to keep the
pastoral idea. The trouble is——"

I smoked and waited to see what he would say. :

«you are thinking that Quebec is too much picture and mot enough of pro
“Do not despair. We have some of the greatest water-
powers in the world, great cotton and pulp works, marvelous mines 7

“Yes, yes. I know all that,” I interrupted. “But if you wait for Anglo-
Canadian capital to develop them, where are you?”

Now T'm quite sure that on shore I never should have talked so to’a priest
whose name I did not even know. But here it was all free and easy and we
were on a sort of common ground on a river that got its waters from Ontario
and beyond. 1 could have quarreled with him on shore. Here there was no
possibility. We were in a land of national charm.

“Yet if you were on Lake Huron on your way to Fort ‘William,” I asked him,
“would you feel the same sympathy with our part of Canada as I do with yours?”

He laughed. And there was a sort of finality in his laugh.

«You do mot realize the value of local colour,” he said. “You have the idea
of 'a national unity without diversity——"

TInME and space would fail to record how we dilated on this theme as the
ship got down to the part of the world where the tide begins its tug and
the salt of the sea begins to creep.up the valley.

By early afternoon we passed under the citadel and swung into QuebeC
harbour. Pere—whoever he was—stood beside me.

«I know what you are thinking of, M’sieu,” he said.

«“National unity, you will suggest, perhaps? But I have been here
yet ”

“It seems to you like the first time again.

“You’ve guessed right, Pere.”

«Because I've had a lifetime of experience, my boy. I was born in thos€
plue-hazed hills among the little farms tucked away in the valley of a hig
river. I am a part of Quebec. It is my mother. YetI am always coming into
Quebec, as if T were like Champlain seeing it for the first time. That is why,
although I am a busy man, I always come by river. And if Montreal could
only be down stream instead of up I should like it better—because I could
then gaze at Cape Diamond before me in the west and get some of that hol¥
feeling of discovery that awed those old explorers.”

“Why not go to Halifax?” I suggested.

He was silent a moment. The ship had docked. The cabbles were clamour-
ing below. ‘

«That is different,” he said. “We in Quebec are between those A.nglo—folk
and the others above. Nature and fate made it so. We divide them by oul
unity. But Quebec—some day she will unite us all; The city is much English, a8
you know. I am not one to wish it less s0.”

“Nor I to wish it more,” was the inevitable reply. “Leave Montreal to’ be the
melting-pot. Posterity will know this old city as best of all French—the gate-
way to the new world, but only the gateway.”

He was met by some clerical rig; T took a cab, or was it a caleche—I gcarcely

béfore,

Is that so?”



know. He no doubt went to the palace, I to the Cha-
teau. In the garbled glamour of the great hotel,
cosmopolitan as a bit of Paris, yet rising somewhat
out of a village scene of lounging folk on the plank
promenade, I was satisfied to remain conscious of the
eternal riddle of Quebec. The place was clattering
with tourists. The souvenir books sold freely. The
glasses clinked. The place was full of the soft music
of the French. Underneath the old town lay like a
squint into an old world, keeping the old ways while
the city above was a mixture of the old and the new,
of priests and politicians, soldiers and civilians,
demoiselles and smart English folk, tourists from the
United States, and simple small-town folk, to- whom
the city on the hill, the sparkling gem in the zone
of the St. Lawrence must never become too big or it
Wwould lose its charm.

) You can get as fine a paternoster in Quebec as
in Rome. Also as good a cocktail as in Paris. In
the Chateau they meet but never mix. And when
you have enough of both you may take one of those
cheerful river boats that are part of the great chain
of travel from Fort William to the up-gorges of the
Laurentians in far-down French-land—up to the
haunting solitudes of the lordly Saguenay, where you
get neither, but instead the old wine of a new life
among the silent prayers of the eternal hills.

Maritime Meanderings

OW, whether you like old St. John or not, you
must get to it from westward by a riverway
with a railway alongside that makes you dizzy

when you try to dream how many moons of travel
it would be to reach the old Eskimo “femme” in her
kayack coasting along the Arctic. There is no river
in Canada with more individual intimate beauty than
the St. John, and the romantic chain of streams that
run into it. Best of all in the mornings, perhaps.
And before noon you are into the rare old city that
blocks up on the Bay of Fundy, the city of two har-
bours and the tides, of many newspapers and much
politics—of Courtenay Bay and the wharves, the
fishermen and the optimist. St. John is peculiarly
Canadian. And it is old; solid and simple, the home
of a fine old-fashioned people of whom you take
regretful leave in the crisp of an early morning
and scud across Fundy to the fish-smacked, cherry-
treed village of Dighy, where ox-carts tinkle down
the streets and the long, stolid fisherman slinks into
the bush to cut fresh poles for his weir somewhere
between Digby and Bear River among the old farms
of Nova Scotia.

Presently, up from Yarmouth, comes the noon
train. You could loaf in Digby for a week, but from
there to Halifax is one of the finest railway trips in
Canada—up through the valley of the land of Evange-
line, from which many and many a man has rollicked
away into various parts of the earth following the
Sea. That run of seven or eight hours i§ an unweary-
ing delight. Almost anywhere you may stop and be
Within an hour or two of a cove where care never
comes. But you are anxious to see Halifax—and that
city on the greatest harbour in America is such a
comfortable mixture of pleasures, ancient, mediaeval
and modern, that you do violence to your own
temperament if you escape from it in less than twice
as long as you have time or money to stay.

Some fine morning out you go by the Intercolonial,
and make the run over to Moncton—back to New
Brunswick when you mever kmow just where you
cross the border. At Amherst, N JS., you marvel that
S0 busy a town ever arose from so sleepy and Holland-
like a country, where the sail luggers glide dreamily
up among the tide-swept meadows, and the hay comes
to crop three times a year.

You get to Moncton through a woodland that
Wwinds you into the region of the Petitcodiac and the
land of the Bore; and here you are in a fascinating,
restless and old-style town, that feels itself becoming
new, and has for a long while been the metropolis
of the I. C. R. Moncton is almost too hospitable. You
know from the study of the timetable that the haunted
Metapedia Valley lies beyond, eastward into the land
of the St. Lawrence again. And it would need a small
book to describe Metapedia, which with its climates
and crescendos of great landscapes seems to be in
another world from the St. John which you seemed to
have been seeing two moons ago, whereas the time
Is precisely ten days.

Something better than half a railway day fetches
You back to a place called Levis. And from Levis
You behold again the ancient City of Quebec.

This condensed description must be read—between
the lines. If at the end of such a beguiling journey
any traveller hankers for more sensations, he can
find millions of them by leaving the main lines of
travel for a plunge into the wilderness.
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A Painter’s Paradise on the Northwest Miramichi.
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 THE GREAT REPUBLICAN CONVENTION IN CHICAGO, WEDNESDAY, JUNE 7.

This, it may be noted, is not a photograph of the convention as it actually happened in 1916, but one of

the same event in 1912, held. in the same place, the Coliseum. This was the convention from which Roose-

velt formed the Progressive Party, now a relic, which will probably support him if he becomes the Re-
publican nominee, in preference to Judge Hughes or Elihu Root.

WHY GOUIN

By THE
MONOCLE MAN

WON

in Quebec—outside of Quebec—which is very

misleading, and which is admirably calcu-

lated to create a dangerous feeling through-
out the English Provinces. Those who would like to
have it so, usually for political reasons, represent the
rally of the people of Quebec to Sir Lomer Gouin
and his Government as a tidal wave of race feeling,
roused by what they tell us is a distorted version of
the Ontario and Manitoba attitudes on bi-lingualism.
This theory ignores several obtrusive facts—such as
that Gouin carried the whole Hastern Townships
without missing a seat; that he got eight out of
twelve English-speaking members; that he gained
one English seat and lost none, and that he has a
habit of sweeping the Province. But what theorist
ever abandoned a petted child which promised to
bring him political profit, simply because the facts
wouldn’t fit? At the previous elections the Oppo-
sition to Gouin was led, inspired and drummed into
a fury by the Bourassa-Lavergne Nationalist com-
bination. Yet Gouin then swept the province. The
sweep was not quite as complete as it was this
time; but, on that occasion, the official Conservative
party, led by Federal Ministers, put up a far harder
fight. This time the official Conservative Opposition
was so disorganized that it let a lot of seats go by
default. The gains made by Gouin were due to this
collapse of the regular Conservative Opposition very
much more than to the disappearance of Lavergne
et al.

THERE is a lot of talk about the Gouin victory

g v %%

AM not saying this from any notion that the French
voters of Quebec do not resent the attitude to-
ward French schools of Ontario and Manitoba. Any
of your readers who have done me the honour to
follow this department know that they do resent it
—and that they have every right to resent it. That
feeling is undoubtedly strong in Quebec; and it may
some day appear in politics if the powerful English
majorities in the English Provinces do not take steps
to assuage it. But it did not elect Gouin. Gouin
was successful—as we have seen—when Nationalism
was in the saddle against him. Nor has Gouin stood
forth in any special sense as the champion of that
feeling. His has been a distinctly moderate attitude.
Of course, he believes that his French fellow-Cana-

dians in some of the English Provinces are being in-
tolerantly treated. Why shouldn’t he, when he him-
self treats the English minority in Quebec so very
much better? But he has not made this grievance
his issue. He has done no more than express his
opinion and permit the municipalities of Quebec to
vote their money to help ‘“the cause” in Ontario.
Other men are leading the Nationalist fight, while
Gouin plays the moderate and conservative role.

g v %

ERHAPS I have put my finger in that last sen-
tence, quite by chance, upon the secret of
Gouin’s steady success. He is a conservative—not a
Conservative—public man. As a friend put it to me
the other day: “I think,” he said, “that Sir Lomer
would make a good future leader for the Liberal
party at Ottawa. He is the nearest approach to a
statesman in Canada. He is careful, cautious, re-
served and yet strong. It is true that he is French—
and the Liberals might balk at two French leaders
in succession. Put if he once got the place, he would
go up to the English Provinces; and the people would
come out to hear him, expecting to see a Frenchman,
but finding a regular Johnny Bull instead.” Sir
Lomer took over the affairs of Quebec when that
Province had the champion debt of Confederation
and when most of its past history was generously
decorated with annual deficits; and he has been giv-
ing the thrifty Quebecers annual surpluses instead.
That is one reason why they rally to him down there.
He is a canny, conservative business man—the far-
thest remove from a racial fire-brand you could well

imagine.
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[ course, Sir Lomer benefits from his political

alliance with Sir Wilfrid Laurier, the Grand Old
Man of Quebec in quite a gpecial sense. As the
political partner of Laurier, Gouin gets the large
Liberal vote which goes steadily with and for
Laurier. This makes him very strong in rural
Quebec. Then, when he comes to the centres, like
Quebec City, Montreal, Sherbrooke, etc., he enjoys
to an extraordinary extent the confidence of the solid
business men. They have disccvered in Gouin—
what business Canada discovered in Sir John Mac-
donald in the days of his power—a politician with a

strong sense of responsibility for the use of his
power; a publi¢c’man with definite policies and prin-
ciples. Gouin does not merely follow the lines of
least resistance, nor does he yield automatically in
the direction of the strongest pressure. He himself
constitutes a force in the Legislature—by far its
greatest force. He sits—as I used to see Sir John
Macdonald sit—in judgment on private bills, and re-
fuses to permit proposals to pass which, in his opin-
ion, would either be bad for the Province or open
the path to bad future policies.
% ey
AM aware that this sounds like extravagant lauda-
tion—Ilike the praise of imagined perfection. But

it is this active leadership and vigilant censorship
of his which has won for him the practically unani-
mous confidence of his people; and the Gouin vic-
tories cannot be understood without taking it into
account. He has succeeded in uniting the two great-
est forces in Quebec—the hero-worship of the French
people, won for him by the Laurier alliance; and the
commercial interests of the Province, won for him
by his own commercial sanity and sagacity. His
father-in-law, Mercier, had the former but not the
latter. Laurier has never really had the latter—
though he may have looked a little like it in the
days when his retention of power was a foregone
conclusion. But Gouin has it; so there is no firm
foothold on which to construct an opposition to him.
A demagogue might beat him—but hardly “a safe
and sane” business opponent.

AM moved to put these facts before my fellow-

English Canadians because I feel that it would
be a mischievous thing if the impression were to get
abroad that the sweep to Gouin was a sort of chal-
lenge by Quebec to English Canada on the language
question. It was absolutely nothing of the sort. If
French Quebec had been minded to run its election
on the language question, it would have chosen a
more aggressive and outspoken champion than this
French-speaking “Johnny Bull.” French Canada is
wounded to the heart over the language question.
But it is still in the attituae of Sir Wilfrid Laurier’s
speech—it is only appealing to the, British justice
and the sense of fair play of English Canada.
THE MONOCLE MAN.

K FTGEREEN ER--S
MOB
Pictures of Soldier-making trom Awkward
Squad to Front Line Trench

By JAMES NORMAN HALL

ROM the time a man—Canadian or British—
enlists in his civilian clothes with all the
customary ways of the street, home and busi-
ness about him, until he gets right into the

front line of some German trenches driving Fritz
out of them, is one of the most remarkable trans-
formations known to the world. It is more thorough.
much less sudden, than conversion from sin to
righteousness. And how it is done, phase by phase,
is told in one of the most interesting of many war
‘books, “Kitchener’s Mob,” by James Norman Hall.
The author is an American, who enlisted as a private
in England and stayed with the army until the cvd
of 1915. His regiment was transformed from 'a
crowd of nondescripts into some oc¢ the world’s finest
fighting men who had as part of their programme -
to help drive Germans out of front line trenches.
How the men went through it stage by stage is in-
dicated in the accompanying extracts:

Arms and the Man

Our arms and equipment were of an equally non-
descript character. We might easily have been mis-
taken for a mob of vagrants which had pillaged a
seventeenth-century arsenal. With a few slight
changes in costuming for the cake of historical fidel-
ity, we would have served as a citizen army for a
realistic motion-picture drama depicting an episode
in the French Revolution.

One Sunday morning in May we assembled on the
barrack square at Aldershot for the last time. Every
man was in full marching order. His rifle was the
“Short Lee Enfield, Mark IV.,” hig bayonet, the long
single-edged blade in general use throughout the
British Army. In addition to his arms he carried 120
rounds of ‘“.303” caliber ammunition, an intrenching-
tool, water-bottle, haversack, containing both emerg-
ency and the day’s rations, and his pack, strapped
to shoulders and waist in such a way that the weight
of it was equally distributed. ' His pack contained the
following articles: A greatcoat, a woollen shirt, two
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or three pairs of socks, a change of underclothing,
a “housewife,”—the soldiers’ sewing-kit,—a towel, a
cake of soap, and a “hold-all,” in which were a knife,
fork, Spoon, razor, shaving-brush, toothbrush, and
Cpmb. All of these were useful and sometimes essen-
tial articles, particularly the toothbrush, which
Tommy regarded as the best little instrument for
cleaning the mechanism of a rifle ever invented.
Strapped on top of the pack was the blanket roll
Wrapped in g waterproof ground sheet; and hanging
beneath it, the canteen in its khaki-cloth cover.
Bach man wore an identification disk on a cord
about his neck. It was stamped with his name, regi-
mental number, regiment, and religion. A first-aid
field dressing, consisting of an antiseptic gauze pad
and bandage and a small vial of iodine, sewn in the
lining of hig tunie, completed the equipment.

Stoical Tommy Breaks Loose
ERE was one burst of enthusiasm, as we start-
ed on our journey, which struck me as being
SDOHFaneous, and splendid, and thoroughly English.
algtslde the harbour we were met by our guardians,
h €et of destroyers which was to give us safe con-
¥ across the Channel. The moment they saw thein
thz men broke forth into prolonged cheering, and
“re Wwere glad shouts of—
littlThere they are, me lads! There’s some o’ the
M€ old watch dogs wot’s keepin’ ’em bottled up!”
Good old navy! That’s were we got ’em by the
throat!»
“Let’s give ‘em ‘Sons of the Sea!’”
tioind t'hey did.. They sang with a spirit of exalia-
b Which Englishmen rarely betray, and which c.n-
iced me how nearly the sea and England’s positioa

a8 Mistress of the Sea touch the Englishman’s heart
of heartg. :

“Sons of the sea,
All Britigh born,
Sailing the ocean,
Aughing foes to scorn,
hey may build their ships my lads,
And think they know the game;
But they can’t beat the boys of the bulldog breed
Who made old England’s name!”

Shorty’s Complaint
SHORTY, a seasoned lieutenant at the front, gives
the new-comers some notions of what conditions
" This is how he describes some information
eneught 'back by one of our listening patrols near the

“rny lines:

. ut this is wot gives you the pip,” he said.
p T® We got three lines of trenches, all of ’em wired
s ShQ that a rat couldn’t get through without scratch-

& lss‘e’lf to death. Fritzie’s got better wire than
Chin;’ve ave, an’ morfe of it.. An’ ’e’s got more ma-
P 8uns, more artill’ry, more shells. They ain’t

‘Y little olq man-killer ever invented wot they ’ave
P ng more of than we ‘ave. An’ at ’ome they’re
lhegm’ W’y don’t they get on with it? W’y don’t
"6re SlflifSh through?” Let some of ’em come out

I da'm :'we a try! That's all I got to 8’y.”

: arld W't tell Shorty that I had been, not exactly
in g Mchair critic, but_at least a barrack-room critic
tmonfo’land. I had wondered why British and French
i ull)ﬁ had failed to smash through. A few weeks
onily € trenches gave me a new viewpoint. I could
sOldieWOnder at the» magnificent ﬁghting qualities of

'S who had heid their own so effectively against

arng ‘ 2 3 sips
‘emes 2quipped and armed and muritioned as the
™Mang were

are,

- Tommy's Fair Play
l A‘_’E always admired Tommy Atkins for his
bi offall‘ p!ay. He enjoyed giving Fritz “a little
ha, d ‘all-mght," but he never resented it when Fritz
of Deals own fun at our expense. In the far-off days
Bon Ce: I l}sed te lament the fact that we had fallen
- evil times. I read of old wars with a feeling
da giret that men had lost their old primal love for
the brOUS sport, their naive ignorance of fear. All
By ol‘ave, heroic things of life were said and done.
boyg 1 those trench-mortaring days, when I watched
the Dla}’mg with death with right good zest, heard
one . Shouting and laughing as they tumbled over
cony ROther in their eagerness to escape it, I was
thm&’:ced of my error. Daily I saw men going
lag; 8h the test of fire triumphantly, and, at the
thew. Vhat a severe test it was!

hey ) And how splendid'y
ﬁl‘ingfn-et it! ])uxjing six months continuously in the
argg. he, T met less than a,dozen natural born cow-

dl‘ap’erznd my experience was largely with plumbers,

i traditio assistants, clerks, men who had no fighting

SDite 0S to back them up, make them heroic in
- Of themselves

The Skylark

skylark, singing
OVer No-Man’s-Land! I scarcely know which
€ more pleasure, the song. or the sight of the
Of those English lads as they listened. I was

ga.Ve
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Tanganyika.
ever known for war purposes.

the Von Wissmann.
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WAR IS SOMETIMES PICTURESQUE

HE smallest and most picturesque expeditionary force sent out during the war was the navai expedi-
tion of 27 officers and two armed motor boats sent to Central Africa to clear the Germans off Lake
This fleet travelled farther and utilized more methods of transport than any other fleet
After reaching Capetown by steamer, the fleet travelled by rail to Fun-
gurumee, 3,448 miles from F., it went 148 miies of a cross-country trek to Sankosia; thence by rail, 18
miles, to Bakama; thence by Lualaba to Kaballo, 350 miles, and again by rail to Lake Tanganyika, where
the two armed motor boats, after 15,000 miles journey, captured the German gunboat Kingani and sank
By this brilliant feat the fleet liberated the natives from the clutch of the Germans.
In the picture below the fleet is seen with full gas ahead on the trail of the German gunboats.
picture above the gaudy and gorgeous natives are engaging in a dance of celebration in the fleet’'s honour.

In the

id

deeply touched when one of them said:—

“Ain’t ’e a plucky little chap, singin’ right in front
of Fritzie’s trenches fer us English blokes?”

It was a sincere and fitting tribute, as perfect for

a soldier as Shelley’s “Ode” for a poet.

How German Trenches Look

HE author describes how certain German
trenches were taken by the British and what
those trenches looked like. In view of recent ruc-
tions along our own front this description is im-
mensely interesting:

Many of the shell-proof dugouts were fifteen and
even twenty feet below the surface of the ground.
Entrance to these was made in the front wall of the
trench on a level with the floor. Stairways just

large enough to permit the passage of a man’s body
led down to them. The roofs were reinforced with
heavy timbers.

There were larger surface dugo.ats with floors but
slightly lower than that of the trench. These were
evidently built for living quarters in times of com-
parative quiet. Many of them were six feet wide
and from twenty to thirty feet long, and quiet pal-
aces compared to the wretched little “funk-holes” to
which he had been accustomed. They were roofed
with logs a foot or more in diameter placed close
together and one on top of the other in tiers of three,
with a covering of earth three or four feet thick.
But although they were solidly built they had not
been proof against the rain of high explosives. Many
of them were in ruins, the logs splintered like kind-
ling wood and strewn far and wide over the ground.

MOOSEJAW WILL

OOSE JAW proposes to teach history. Her
pupils will be all Canada or as much as can
get there next July. The special subject will

be “Prairie History.” In short, Moose Jaw is to have
a “stampede” on the 11th, 12th, 13th, 14th of July.

The modern westerner does not have much oppor-
tunity to acquaint himself with old-time ¢onditions.
The life he leads is quiet and comparatively hum-
drum. But the old-timers and sons of old-timers
don’t propose to let the new men escape or forget
the traditions of the country. Hence the coming
stampede. There will be a reappearance of cowhoys,
cowgirls—kings and queens of the lariat—the rough
riders, ropers, sharpshooters and their fantastic
equipment of saddles and bridles, gold spurs, chaps,

S EAMPBEDE"

hats and gloves. The ranch is disappearing—has
disappeared entirely from the older parts of the
West. The influx of settlers into Western Saskatche-
wan and Southern Alberta put an end to wholegale
horse and cattle dealing. The cowboy turned plough-
man—or moved away along with the lariat.

Moose Jaw was for twenty-five years on the east-
ern boundary of the ranch couuntry. It was the
winter home of many ranchers while their foremen
and outriders kcpt an outlook over the steck on the
ranges. Moose Jaw was also a great market place
for cattle. It has therefore all the traditions of a real
ranch country centre. Thousands of Canadiansg and
Americans will gather in the big western city next
month for a real western Canadian thrill.



14

THE COURIER

ESSENTIALLY WHAT'S WHAT

Interesting Phases ot the World's Doing and Thinking as Recorded
; in Current Periodical Literature

Do They Want To Win ?

R. L. J. MAXSE asks the pertinent question
in the May issue of the National Review, “Do
they want to win?” By “they” he means the

powers that be; and he proceeds to find an answer
to the question by intimating just who the men of

“George, did you read this article on the duty of what they
| should think.
if we were the working classes!”

impertinence. Written by an anarchist,

Great Britain are that should be winning this war
instead of parliamentarians and tacticians of debate.
He says: s .

In a lawsuit against Germany none of us would
complain of the conduct of our case by Mr. As-
quith, K.C., M.P., Sir F. BE. Smith, K.t., M.P,
Lord Robert Cecil, K.C, M.P., and Sir George
Cave, K.C., M.P., though we must ‘suggest that
this array of talent be reinforced by Sir Robert
Finlay, K.C., M.P.,, Mr. H. B. Duke, K.C.,, M.P.,,
and, last but not least, Sir John Simon, K.C.,
M.P.—to say nothing of others If faults were
committed—as they might be, because it is hu-
man to err—we should at any rate know that
these gentlemen, learned in the law, were more
likely to be right than their critics because they
are experts.

So in a parliamentary debate with Germany we
should be delighted to leave our interests and our
honour in the hands of Mr. Asquith, Mr. Balfour,
Sir Bdward Grey, Lord Curzon. Mr. Bonar Law,
ete., etc., confident of their ability to overcome
in such a tournament Dr. von Bethmann-Holl-
weg, Dr. Helfferich, Herr von Jagow, Herr von
Zimmermann, and the rest of them. Unfortun-
ately, we are at war with Germany, in which
neither forensic acumen nor dialectical skill are
of the smallest avail. On the contrary, they are
positive drawbacks. Lawyers are tempted to
shackle British sea-power with “juridical nicet-
jes.” + Debaters are Iiable to waste irreparable
time in futile discussion.

None of us would dream of suggesting that
Admiral Jellicoe, Admiral Sturdee, Sir David
Beatty, Lord Kitchener, Sir William Robertson,
Sir Douglas Haig, or indeed any sailors or sol-
diers, should be invited to run a lawsuit or a
debate against Germany. But we do suggest,
and indeed demand, that for the duration of the
war our pariiamentarians confine themselves to
matters they understand, such as civilian admin-
istration, the management of Parliament, and
the education ol public opinion, and leave the
war to those who know something about it.
There is only one institution more childish than
the Five Politicians who have put themselves in
a position to overrule both Army and Navy on
purely military or naval questions—without the
country being even allowed to know that the ex-
perts have opinions—and that is the Twenty-
three Politicians—or Twenty-four if you count

Lord Haldane—who can overrule thu Five with-
out even hearing the experts, upon whom,
nevertheless, all the blame is chivalrously
thrown when it comes to a tragedy.

It is only the politicians who can answer the
question at the head of this article, and we
shall know by that. answer what to think of

Never saw such

We ought to do this, and we ought to do that—just as
—London Opinion.

call the comfortably-off classes?

them. “Do they want to win?” “Yes,” if they
hand over the management of the war to sai:
ors and soldiers. ‘“No,” if they refuse.

The President to Be

S the Republican Convention meets in Chicago
this week to nominate a candidate—Roose-
velt, Hughes or Root?—it is of immediate
importance to consider the Presidential

situation in the United States. What kind of man,
whether of one political stripe or the other, ‘'should
be next President is discussed frankly in the May
issue of The World’s Work. The writer says:

There is only one person in the American Government
whom all the people have jointly had a hand in select-
ing; only one, that is, who represents the whole nation.
Constitution or no constitution, the people regard the
President as the head of administration and look to him
to make their will effective. ' A President is a success or
failure according to the success or failure of the legis-
lative programme which is passed in his administration.
Everything he does interests us. What Congress says
or does interests us hardly at all. The people look to the
White House for leadership, not to the other end of
Pennsylvania Avenue. In reality the Constitution, as
well as the popular voice, has made him leader, and in
asserting his leadership he does not violate this docu-
ment, even technically. The Constitution makes it the
President’s duty to recommend legislation and gives him
the right to veto; it is, therefore, preposterous to insist
that executive initiative is «usurpation’” and encroach-
ment ‘‘on the legislative power.” This contention is
particularly preposterous since the average Congress-
man and Senator notoriously spends his time not on
national but on local issues.

The successes of Mr. Wilson’s administration find their
explanation in this courageous assertion of the Presi-
dential leadership. When he has failed he has failed
because he has temporarily abandoned this leadership
and left Congress to flounder about without a rudder.
In obtaining tariff revision, the new currency law and
the Federal Reserve Act—in practicafly all domestic
questions—Mr. Wilson has given the nation a splendid
illustration of a resolute captain at the head of the
nation. In failing to assert this same championship of
public opinion in the improvement of our military and
naval defenses, his administration has been a disap-
pointment. In refusing to back up Mr. Garrison and in
letting Congress, almost without guidance, transform our
army into another gigantic pork barrel; in retaining as
Secretany of the Navy so absurd a person as Mr, Jo-
sephus Daniels in face of an almost universal popular
demand that this post, the most important of all at this

£

moment, be filled by a man of great intelligence and
energy—these are the details in which the President has
proved false to his own conception of his office. In his
recent stand for American rights, however, he has as-
serted once more his leadership, with results that have
thrilled the nation.

Violations of International Law.

According to the Wilsonian theory, the President’s
duty, in this as in all other large matters, was to make
effective the popular will. What then, was the popular
will on this great question of American rights? Did the
American people stand upon the unquestioned principles
of international law, or were they prepared to waive
these principles in the interest of the Kaiser? This par-
ticular question struck deep at the issue that lies at the
base of the European war. ‘Whether Americans should
travel on armed merchantmen was merely a detail. No
one, not even Germany, disputed the legal point in-
volved. For centuries merchant ships had had the right
to carry defensive guns without acquiring the status of
war vessels. Germany merely contended that the point
was academic; that, since the development of new
methods of warfare made the old rule obsolete, she could
ignore it. What the Central Empires really demanded
was the right to change international law whenever in-
ternational law conflicted with their military advantage.
That idea has apparently dominated German military
philosophy all through the war. Stripped of all its fine-
spun arguments, it means that a nation at war is justi-
fied in doing anything to win. On this ground Germany
justifies her invasion of Belgium, the bombardment of
unfortified towns, Zeppelin raids, the burning of Lou-
vain, the massacre and violation of Belgian women and
children, gas bombs, and the sinking of the Lusitania.
All these things, the German legal authorities will admit,
controverted international law, as international law had
painfully ‘developed through the centuries. Since such
violation helped Germany however—or German militar=
ists believed that they did—they were justified. Should
the American people acknowledge this contention?

Food in War Time

OW nations are fed in war time is of tremen-
dous importance now that there is talk of
nationalizing the meat supply of Great Britain,

and since Germany has issued yet more stringent
orders regarding the supply of food to soldiers and
civilians; orders that a year ago would have beell
regarded as sensational to the point of calamity-
A recent article by D. Noel Paton, M.D., in Chambers’
Journal on “Food in War Time” brings out the
main features of this problem from the standpoint
of one who examines the qualities of food in regar
to nutritive value. He says:

Our food is the sole source of our power of doing work:
How do we measure the energy value of foods? It 18
done by finding the amount of heat each gives off iB
combustion. Now there are three great groups of foods’
(1) the fats, (2) the sugars and starches, (3) the flesh®
puilding foods—by mproteins. Fach of these yields &
definite amount of energy In the body, and the diet must
contain a sufficient quantity of them to provide the
energy required. Any intake of food over this amount #
simply wasted.

Obviously the diet must be adjusted to suit the condi”
tions of life. One of these foodstuffs is absolutely essen’
tial. There must be enough of the flesh-forming mater:
jal to repair the wear and tear of the body in the adult:

i)'
—_By Louis Raemaekers, Noted Dutch Cartoonist

”

The American attitude on the German submarine pol




and in the young to build up the body. There is good
evidence that the supply of these flesh-formers should be
largely in excess of what is absolutely necessary. Prob-
ably two ounces is sufficient, but four ounces is desir-
able. The proportion between fats and starch foods is
Dot so important. It is determined (1) by consideration
of economy—the starches are cheaper than the fats—
{nd (2) by the fact that the power of digesting each is
limited, so that it is better to take a proportion of each.
It is thus possible to state definitely the amount of
energy and of proteins which a diet will yield.

Now we come to the question, What is a good diet?
It is one which supplies the energy and the flesh-formers
at the smallest possible cost. This is the economic
deﬁni-tion; because the more cheaply energy—the power
of doing work——can be got, the more economically work
can be turned out. Coal and iron are so much inert
material in the bowels of the earth until the energy of
human labour is made to act upon them and to convert
them into the ships, the guns, the shells, and all the
Various machinery required for the ‘prosecution of this
War. . Our power of financial endurance as a nation de-
bends in no small measure upon this power of economi-
cally broducing munitions—and this depends upon an
adequate and cheap supply of food. It therefore be-

“The Submarine Killer”

OFF Kent, in the English Channel, a tiny black
dot rides the surge of the blue water. One

hundred yards farther from the shore lies an-
other, beyond it another, and still others, placed at
one hundred yards intervals, chart the course of the
dreaded English submarine net.

The dots, according to A. M. Rud, writing in the
Ill_ustrated World, are barrel floats, each attached by
Wire cables to the mesh entanglements below. They
are adjusted finely to the water pressure, so that the
moment that a big fish—or a submarine—blunders
blmdly into the snare, the floats above become sub-
merged,

And the fishermen are watching. Up and down the

i)
soll;::’.},', (to new gardener)—"“Of course you are strictly

Applicant—yes, mum, often.”

h:;e, Of floats a ceaseless patrol 1s maintained. Never
GIHStant passes in which a majority of the floats
in tlimt un'der eager observation by alert watchers
Tiea € fishing smacks. There is an air of earnest-
§ about it all far different from the bluff joviality

Seine fishermen on the Grand Banks.
Theye smacks, too, are odd for fishing purposes.
e¥e mare long, low racing motor boats, built with an
back ore to spged than to seaworthiness. A little
lengthOf the middle of their lean, forty-five foot
liVeri S are the engines, multi-cylindered affairs de-
0r3eng from twelve hundred to sixteen hundred
nlarinpow-er' This tremendous power gives the “sub-
tehe € killers”—for thus the British navy has chris-
Houy the.se boats—a speed of over forty knots an
» Sufficient to enable them to out-manoeuver any

at 1 90es which the hunted submarines may launch
them, -

or g
boai cq
largegy
ully

8 these wasps without stings. Each motor
Tries forward a six-pound rapid-firing gun, the
Weapon that ever has been mounted success-
% Dunpon a motor boat. It ig just heavy enough
Yet go Cture the defensive armour of a submarine,

Whe Small that it can be handled by two men.
I one of these fast boats, swirling along the

Courg,
€ of the steel-net floats, sights one of the bar-

Telg
the tl;at Is acting suspiciously, it swings out around
Merg, ;’t In a wide circle. If the barrel stays sub-

» the men on the motor craft know that o
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Mistress—‘‘Goodness, Bridget, where is our telephone?”
Bridget—‘‘Mrs. Jones sent over, mum, askin’ for the use of it, and | sint it over; but | had the divil’'s oyn

toime gittin’ it off the wall, mum.”

submarine has become entangled and is struggling
to get free. The circle narrows. The motor boat
finally plies more slowly in a narrower route, keep-
ing her six-pounder trained constantly on the spot
where the submarine must rise if it gets clear.

And the submarine must come to the surface if it
can, for the lifting power of its air tanks is prac-
tically the only saving strength it possesses once its
propeller gets entangled. While the float is under
the surface, divers are at work far below, striving
desperately to clear away the mess of entanglements.

If they succeed, the submarine floats free and rises
to the surface, to be greeted immediately by a rain
of shots from the six-pounder. One fair hit usually
suffices, for submarines, in spite of the tremendous
water pressure they are built to withstand, are fra-
gile creations with respect to defensive armour
equipment. \

If they fail, the submarine’s enemies above wait
five days. This lapse of time sees every living thing
in the submarine asphyxiated.

Shaw “Defends’’ Himself

66 OME time ago,” says George Bernard Shaw,
writing in “To-day,” “it was gravely stated
in a Viennese paper that I had shut myself

up in my house, put sentries at my doors, and could

show myself in public only on pain of immediate
assassination by the infuriated patriotic London mob.

At that time our own newspapers took it for granted

that England was one solid roar of execration against

Keir Hardie, and that the name Ramsay Macdonald

was to British patriotism what the name of Judas

Iscariot is to Christendom. Never were evil repu-

tations more firmly and unanimously established, as

far as the press went.

‘“What were the facts? KXeir Hardie died, neither
unwept, unhonoured, nor unsung. Mr. Mac-
donald was addressing crowded meetings throughout
the country, with such standings-up, and singings of
‘For he’s a jolly good fellow,” and salvos of cheers
as Mr. Asquith himself can hardly elicit by the most
dramatic repetitions of his famous stunt about terms
on which we will sheathe the sword. As for me, I
was addressing large open public meetings in Lon-
don every week, inviting and answering questions
from all comers about the war or anything else, with-
out a sign of hostility, and rather more than any
usual meed of applause; and I was receiving reso-
lutions strongly approving my conduct from the
provinces every day.

“I could multiply these instances of the planting
out of fools’ paradises by the London press. g

“What was the use of all this depressing bluff? It
did not frighten the Germans. It did not encourage
us; it was, on the contrary, obviously only part of
the general pamnic which oppressed and distracted
the more hysterical civilians when the war broke
out. The same sort of thing goes on in Germany;
and the only effect of it on us i1s to make us feel
that a nation which has not stuff enough in it to look
everyday facts in the face, and snap its fingers at
scarecrows, will never stick it out if we go on long
enough. When did we first begin to believe in the
French army after its retreat from Namur to the
gates of Paris? It was when, in the middle of our

—Drawn by Bert Thomas.

absurd explanations that the reircat was a success-
ful combination of profound strategy with undying
heroism, Joffre electrified us by bluntly saying that
the French should not have been beaten at all, and
that there was no excuse either for the men or the
generals, many of whom he promptly sacked. At
that exhilarating sound of a Man talking at last, we
turned  to him instinctively as the saviour of the
situation; and. since then he has been the only gen-
eral in the field in whom there is any large and
generous faith: «.. o .

“If the England of the Press were the real Eng-
land I should shake its dust from my feet and retire
to the most desclate corner of my native land. But
I am fortunate enough to be able to talk occasionally
to the people who are really running the war, both
in the field and 1 the departmenrts. Their contempt
for the press is almost equal to their contempt for
the party politicians; and in ta'king to them I am
in a sane world of reality and )cssibility and activ-
ity, free from the asphyxiating vapours of spite and
panic, greed and terror, Pecksniitery and Podsnap-
pery, which rise and enfold us in paper clouds every
morning and afternoon from Fleet Street. The Front
Ber.ch speeches in the Parliamentary debates ought
to sweep these- clouds away. But they only make
them denser and more acrid.

“I am an old journalist myself. and used to think
Oscar Wilde much too particular when he complained
that English journalists were nor gentlemen. But
now that the hrave, good-humoured, friendly, mag-
nanimous ones have all gone goldiering, the only
defence I can make of my profession is that we are
no worse than Cabinet Ministers.” ;

The Banqueter—*“This is the feast of my life.”
. —From The Sydney Bulletin.
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UPPOSED TO BE THE FIVE GRATEST LANDSCAPES IN CANADA

Panoramic View of Rockies at Burgess Pass, showing, from left to right, Mt. Field, Cathedral Mt., Mt. 9 M. GOOdier, Mt. Dennis, Van Horne Range, Mt. Burgess, Mt. Emerald, Mt. Vice-President and Mt. Wapta
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Submarines and Agriculture

ANADA IS VITALLY interested in the sub-
C marine and its effect upon the trade routes
that lead to the British islands. Until an an-

swer is found to the submarine, the British people
of the United Kingdom will not fesl themselves safe
in depending upon overseas supplies of food, and
desperate efforts will be made to increase the size
of the loaf that can be made from horue-grown grain.
The men responsible for the nation’s security are
already turaing their minds to the ways and means
by ‘'which the Home-lan¢ may s<cure a greater meas-
ure of food indepeudence. Three forms of induce-
ment have been suggested. One form is a duty on
imported wheat, which would exclude foreign suap-
plics so long as home prices wers, {or example, below
$1.35 per bushel. This means a sliding scale, with
its ; attendant opportunities for speculation and a
dearer loaf ‘for consumers. Another form is a guar-
antee of a minimum price for home-grown wheat of,
say‘., $1.35 per bLushel for a fixed period of years.
This throws upon the taxpayer an uncertain burden,
but leaves the consumer his cheap loaf. ' The third
forin is a bounty on each additional acre ploughed,
based in the first year in the cost of the opcration,
say, six to seven dollars, and reduced to two dollars
and a half an aecre in three succeeding years. This
does not regulate the crop to be cultivated, and,
except on the added area, leaves the wheat-grower
at the mercy of the anticipated slump in prices. At
present prices the cost of producing a quarter of

WOUNDED IN ACTION.

..Major-General
Division:

Mercer,
of Canadians,
Victor Williams, wounded in the fierce attack on
the Canadian front at the Hooge Sector last week.

commanding the 3rd
and Brigadier-General .

These men paid the price of doing their duty. Gen.
Mercer is in hospital at Boulogne. Gen. Williams
is reported a prisoner; and the above photograph
of him (right) was taken when he was Col. Wil-
liams, camp commandant at Valcartier.
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wheat in the Gld Country is in the region of 40s.
A minimum price of 45s., whether secured by duty
or by guarantee, it is thought, would be 'a reasonable
offer.

There are not accurate statistics possible as to
the average cost of producing wheat in Canada, and
comparison is rendered increasingly difficult by the
varying costs of trans-atlantic transportation. It is
certain that the difference in costs between produc-
ing wheat in Canada and in the United Kingdom
are not so great that the Canadian farmer will be
able to make his way over tariff walls or press past
discriminating bonuses into the Oid Country markets.
Efforts will doubtless be made after the war to pre-
vent by international arrangement the further use of
the submarine in the destruction of commerce. But
no matter the assurances given to this end, the peo-
ple of the United Kingdom will demand an increase
of home food supplies, and Canada must regard with
anxiety the course of the submarine and its toll upon
the commerce of the high seas.

% g %

“Join in Fellow Service”

SPEECH QF SOME importance was maile in
Montreal at the Monument National last
week. . It was addressed to French-Canadians.

“So long as there are French-Canadian mothers,”
said the speaker, “their tongue is in no danger of
being lost. But I ask you, my com-
patriots, to leave all other consilerations for the
supreme task! There is no more potent or
more enduring way of cementing the two races in
Canada than that way which had wiped out the
recollection of centuries of strife between the two
mother lands. Seal your appeal to the generosity
of your big brother Canadian by service! In fellow-
service/ for a sublime common cause there will be
born a spirit of mutual trust, mutual generosity,
mutual understanding, and mmntual comradeship.
which will stand the test of the most acute prob-
lems, and give to Canada a united citizenship built
upon the best of British traditions.

“This, my 'compatriots, is what I ask—this is the
entente cordiale I would have us achieve by service
together. I am older than most of you, and am

more than ever convinced that there is no real suc-
cess but that which is based and has its foundation
on right and justice and the generous instincts of the
human heart. Let us all unite to allay, and please
God to extinguish, the prejudices that pull us arart,
and do our utmost like real men and women to bring
together the two elements irn our country, after the
same way in which they were brough! together at
Westminster Hall in old London. I have had suc-
cesses and reverges. I trust that siiccesses have not
blinded my eyes, nor reverses discouraged me. Let
there be no exultation in success and no weakness
in reverse. Come, my young compatriots, with these
brave young men who offer their service—their lives
—that France may live, that Britain may continue
her noble and generous rule, and tha* heroic 3el-
gium may be restored to her standing as a nation!”

This is real Canadianism.

The speaker was Sir Wilfrid Laurier.

¥ ow e
“ Barren Absolutism ”

ARKMAN KNEW his British.
When he wrote of the struggle between our
ancestors and our one time opponents in North
America he might almost have been commenting
on the present struggle in Europe.

“This war,” he says, “was the strife of a united
and concentred few against a divided and discordant
many. It was the strife, too, of the past against the
future; of the old again the new; of moral and in-
tellectual torpor against moral and intellectual life;
of barren absolutism against a liberty, crude, inco-
herent, and chaotic, yet full of prolific vitality.”

9 ¥ e
" Who Is Bereaved ?

UR MINDS ARE occupied in estimating the
O effect of the recent sea fight on our naval

strength. Our imaginations try to picture the
gargantuan confiict. In the very quiet background
move figures we are likely to overlook: the figures
of men and women curiously poor, curiously rich.
“Who dies if ¥ngland live?”’ Who is bereaved that
loses son, husband, father, lover or brother in such
a fight as last week’s.

WHEN NELSON LIVED AGALN

By T HE

N May 31, beginning at 3.15 p.m., and on past

midnight, the spirit of Nelson was on deck
O in the North Sea. Trafalgar could have been

dropped into the Battle of Jutland as pop-
guns fired into a thunderstorm. But Trafalgar was
re-enacted in the North Sea with the shade of mighty
Nelson reincarnate on the decks, in the great gun-
rooms, in
wherever British seamen strove and sweat in the
dark and the heat and the blinding noise to do what
Nelson did—his duty. Not a man of all the 5,000
bluejackets who went below knew how many hun-
dred ships were engaged in that fight. Only now
land-lubbers begin to realize the enormity of the
battle in trying to imagine between 150 and 200 ves-
sels of all sizes, from super-dreadnoughts to sub-
marines, engaged in action—all within 12 hours, from
3.15 p.m. May 31; on till sunset behind the smoky
cloud; on into the dusk and the night, when storms
broke and lightnings flashed that would have made
old Thor with his mighty Scandinavian hammer
seem like a baby with a tin drum.

And through three hours of a short northern mid-
summer night and into the dawn the spirit of Nel-
son was on deck-—against the spirit of Von Tirpitz.
When the fleet of Jellicoe swept the seas of Jutland
that morning of June 1, they found not a wrack of
the Tirpitz fleet left, Der Tag was not May 31;
neither June 1. Der Tag has not dawned yet. It
will never dawn. Five thousand British seamen lie
in the waters of near-Germany. Kourteen British
ships—battle cruisers, light cruisers and destroyers
are at the bottom of the North Sea. Miles from themy
more German ships and as many Germans have
found the bottom never to rise again. And the
corpses of thousands of brave German seamen are
drifting in the undertow among the bodies of the
brave men who went out to meet them.

Death so splendid and so terrible as that of sailors
in battle knows no distinction in bravery. The cold
official report dealing in facts and figures, tons and
ships and guns and dead men, makes no attempt
to magnify German, or to minimize British losses.
It was a real navy that the British cruiser fleet went
out to fight; the second greatest navy in the world
that for many years has caused the German people
to sweat taxes and ask no questions; the navy that
was built in order .to dispute England’s right to

the engine-rooms, in the stoke-holes—.

EDITOR

maintain the real freedom of the seven seas—and
for no other purpose. With four of the greatest
ships of that navy and several others gone below
and with a possible eight others bottled up in the
coves of Denmark till they come out to fight, the
great German navy is now no longer big enough to
be more than a few dots on the Kiel Canal and the
waters of Heligoland. And the mother of navies is
still mistress of the seas. In the name of Nelson
and Blake and Fisher and Jellicoe she intends so to
remain.

It is now a year and ten months since the British
fleet put to the North Sea under Jellicoe with the
King’s message—“Capture or destroy the enemy.”
Four times since parts of the fleet have engaged the
enemy: at Heligoland Bight when Admiral Beatty
became famous; at Cape Coronel in Chili, when the"
German Pacific squadron sunk three cruisers under
Admiral Cradock; at the Falkland Islands in Decem-
ber, 1915, when that German victory was more than
avenged; off the Dogger Banks, when a still greater
victory was achieved in the greatest running fight
on record.

Since the Dogger Bank smash our navy has done
little but watch and ward—somewhere in the North
Sea. That raid and the one that preceded it, the
attack on Scarborough, and the raid a few months
ago on Lowestoft proved that the German navy,
beaten on the high seas, intended to do something
nearer home. , Invasions of England were talked
about freely—with submarines below and Zeppelins
above, a spectacular nightmare. A fleet of barges

 Joaded with Germany army corps was another jour-

nalistic pipe-dream. Emplacing 17-inch guns at

. Calais to shoot across the Channel and to bedevil

our troopships was another. Calais is not yet and
will not be an emplacement for German siege guns.

What was left for this costly, high-powered pro-
duct of Von Tirpitz to accomplish? All the pipe-
dreams went up in smoke. The high seas were swept
of German commerce and German warships—except
the Moewe, after the Emden was smashed off the
Australian coast. The Kiel Canal and Heligoland
began to resemble a huge offing just before a regatta
—with a regatta that never came off. The waters
were mined and guns of fabulous size were mounted
on Heligoland which in a fit of diplomatic good-na-
ture we once ceded to Germany for the protectorate
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England Confessed That Every Man That Day Had Done His Duty

The dramatic and remarkable photograph of a British naval airship silhouetted ag ainst the sunset, In all the glory of poetic action. This particular airship may not
have noticed the approach of the German fleet that got such, a bad smashing from part of our fleet on May 31.

Of Zanzibar. After the audacious dash of Admiral

Catty early in 1915, there was no possibility of
the British fleet making any attacks in those waters.
The two mouths of the Kiel Canal, so ingeniously
thought out by Bismarck when he forcibly annexed
Schleswig—Holstein from Denmark, were strategically
Very important to Germany. Separated by a huge
arc of the North Sea it was impossible to watch
both equally well. In a time of fog a squadron might
fasily slip out through lanes between German mines
for a swift raid on the English coast—and they some-
limes did, mainly to their sorrow. The British fleet
Was free to patrol all that stretch of water, but it
Dever could tell when it would have a chance to
Strike a blow at the enemy. Winston Churchill said
after the Scarborough raid that the German fleet
“must be dug out of the Kiel Canal like rats from
their holes.” He was thinking of a land attack on
the Canal. But he had far too much to do trying to
Smash through the Dardanelles with some of Eng-
lang’g mightiest warships. And all the while the
Combined British and French fleets in the Mediter-
Tanean were engaged on that hopeless job, the re-
Mainder of the British fleet policed the North Sea.

Waiting—for the day. Every little while the King,
Or Kipling, or a bishop, or some scribe, paid a visit
to the fleet—somewhere; nobody was ever allowed
to know where. Descriptions of the great Fleet ap-
Deared in various English and some American papers.
The location was never revealed. It was never twice
the same place. We almost lost trace of Jellicoe.
A casual picture of him such as that published on
this page got into print. Nobody, not even Lord
Northeliffe, could ever tell just where the camera
Was when it took the picture.

!
1
HEN the submarine war began. Germany’s fleet
must do something. The top-seas fleet was be-
Coming a mnational joke. The ‘‘unterseeboote” be-
Came a grim reality., The trails of those murderous
Craft ran round three sides of Europe and round
most of the British coast. Von Tirpitz began to
Chuckle. He had good reason. It took the British
Admiralty many months to begin to check the sub-
Mmarines. How difficult a task that was and how
formidable a weapon Germany had in the subs is
Well described by “A Naval Correspondent” writing
in the May, 1916, issue of the National Review. He
Says:

The German submarines employed to attack the Grand
Fleet were singularly unsuccessful. But their attacks
Imposed upon the Fleet certain conditions and the em-
bloyment of certain tactics which had their effect on the
War, The German submarine war upon commerce 'was
broclaimed in February of last year, and began before
the specified date of March 1. It inflicted loss which was
absolutely serious, relatively insignificant. The consum-
Mate address and indomitable tenacity of the Navy prac-
tically defeated the submarines in six months. During
the next six months the losses were much fewer; but;
in the meantime Germany was preparing men and vessels
for 5 new campaign, which began in March last.

This, then, is the new element of naval warfare: in-
visible piracy: annihilation by an unseen foe. It is use-
less to rail at Germany because she breaks all rules, vio-
lates all treaties and derides humanity. Germany con-
siders war to be annihilation, ,and there's an end on’t.
We are to face the situation as it is.

That situation consists in the fact that naval Power,
owning an inferior Fleet which is shut up in its ports,
can occupy the junctions of the trade routes, and by so
doing can exercise a partial blockade. It is prevented
from being a complete blockade by two factors. One is
the comparatively small number of submarines; the
other is the active offence conducted against them. Even
under these conditiogs, the percentage of loss inflicted
is roughly equivalent to the percentage of loss inflicted
upon British commerce by cruisers and privateers dur-
ing the Napoleonic wars. The conclusions adduced from
statistics by Admiral Sir Cyprian Bridge, in a recent let-
ter contributed by him to the Times, are erroneous, inas-
much as the losses inflicted by submarines fall almost
entirely upon the proportion of tonnage which is not re-
quisitioned by the Government, and not upon the whole
available tonnage. Government tonnage is usually es-
corted or convoyed; and an escort of men-of-war is a,
protection, though not an absolute protection.

Therefore we arrive at this remarkable conclusion:
that, although the virtual command of the sea, in the
old sense of the phrase, is being so exercised by the
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Admiral Sir John Jellicoe, whose fleet swept the

seas looking for German war-craft and finding not

one; and Rear-Admiral Sir David Beatty, hero of

Heligoland, whose cruiser fleet did its whole duty

on the German high seas fleet—without calling on
our first line of battleships.

Fleet that no above-water enemy ship, with such infre-
quent exceptions as the Moewe, can touch sea-borne trade,
the losses inflicted upon commerce are much the same

as though that command of the sea were not being ex-
ercised.

In other words, the Fleet has not got the command of
the sea.

We had submarines of our own. They have done
some of the most daring exploits to the credit of that
kind of craft in any waters from the Bosphorus to
the Baltic. But we never knew how far the sub-
marine menace was checked or how many more subs
Germany was building. We believed once that we
had disposed of sixty one way and another. And
yvet the submarine continued to be a real menace.
Germany’s faith in the submarine was impossible to
fathom. Only Germany knew how near that kind
of warfare was to becoming a fiasco because for nine-
tenths of its work it was not warfare at all.

Had the submarine begun to play out? Did the
renewal of the unterseeboote activities after the last
of the American notes spell the beginning of the
end of the submarine as an arm of sea war? We
cannot tell. But at any rate the great high seas
fleet still remained in superb idleness and in hiding;
almost as idle as the German ocean liners cooped
up in American harbours. Why not let loose this
mighty fleet as German armies were being let loose
at Verdun and elsewhere?

Plainly there was but one way to do it—to take
chances of getting past the British fleet in the North
Sea and to make another but this time a still greater
raid upon the British coast. This would be a good
companion piece to the attack upon Verdun and
the furious onslaughts of the Austrians concentrated
upon the Italian front.

To postpone Der Tag was no longer possible. The
day must be—soon. So the great fleet put out.
What happened to it has been told in the despatches.
Where it is now and what it amounts to is known
pretty well. What it cost England and the Empire
in that twelve hours of indescribable combat is easily
reckoned up. But we know that with all the loss to
us, the loss to Germany’s fleet in proportion to its
size is tremendously greater, and that the German
fleet is now in a worse way than ever as a fighting
machine against the invincible British navy.

Better than all we know that against a daring, mur-
derously scientific enemy British seamen and british
commanders lived up to the noblest traditions handed
down by the mighty Nelson. For nearly two years
England has been expecting every man on that fleet
in the North Sea to do his duty—whenever the day
should come. England now confesses that when the
day did come on May 31, 1916, every man did his
duty—and that the British fleet still makes it pos-
sible for every son of the Empire to sing as never
before,

‘‘Rule Britannia!
Britannia rule the waves!
Britons never, never, never shall be slaves.’’
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The Fitness of Things

IRE!” The alarm spread through the wing
of a summer hotel in the dead of night,
and the guests, rudely roused from their
slumbers, vacated their rooms in an 1n-

credibly short time, but none too soon, for the build-

ing was soon reduced to a charred ruin.

A few hours later the ladies, most sketchly
attired, gathered for breakfast. Many of them had
never spoken to each other before, but now they
chatted like old friends, their conversation being—
now what is usually the subject of conversation
when two or three women are gathered together?
Clothes. ;

“] had to shake Ella to get her awake, and then
she ran to the mirror and began to brush her hair.
I told her to grab some clothing and run. What do
you think she picked up? A pair of silk stockings!”

“Stockings were always my weakness,” confessed
Ella, “but they’re not very satisfactory as the sole
item in a wardrobe. Look at Mrs. N——, she l0ooks
as if she had just come in from a walk. However
did you find time to dress?”

“Dress!” laughed Mrs. N——, “I'm not dressed.
1 instinctively grabbed this long coat and my hus-
band’s deerstalker cap.”

Two maiden ladies, huddling modestly beneath
the same shawl in a corner, nodded approvingly.
“Let this be a lesson to us, sister,” said one. ‘“After
this I shall wear a fresh nightgown every night and
keep a—what did you say the name of your cap is?
Deerstalker. Thank you. I forgot my pencil in my
hurry to escape. You will excuse my sister for not
speaking, she left her teeth behind.”

“The trouble is, you all go to bed too early,” said
a girl in a pink tulle evening gown. “Here am 1 fully
dressed, but I look just as silly as you do, break-
fasting in a dancing frock. Mrs. N—— has kept up
her reputation of being the best-dressed woman in
the hotel. 1 shall always
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At the Sign of the Maple

EDITED BY ESTELLE M. KERR

a decree prohibiting the importation of luxuries, in-
cluding silk, silk or lace-trimmed clothing, fans,
hats, jewelry, ete. In Munich the Commandant issued
an order giving power to the police to arrest ladies
who are conspicuously and wastefully dressed.
Within two hours after the issue a lady belonging
to one of the best military families in Bavaria was
arrested, but was released after being detained a
few  hours, but warned to dress in a more simple
fashion.
HALL we give up our imported luxuries volun-
tarily or must we wait until we are forced to
do so by law? Toronto boasts of her patriotism
and spends $15,000 for 24th of May fireworks. The
clothes worn on the opening day at the races were
quiet, for the day was cool, and the papers com-
mented favourably on simplicity in war time, but
on the twenty-fourth, the sun shone brightly. Sim-
plicity had vanished, Economy stayed at home. Ye
Gods, what clothes!
e w5

For War Workers

F course some women will tell you that thick
soles hurt their feet, that flat heels make
their back ache, that silk
wool, and anyway, one shouldn’t wear wool when
it is needed so badly for the soldiers. Also that
they never feel dressed without their earrings. But
when they begin to do serious war work in agricul-
ture or munitions, their ideas undergo a change. An
overlong skirt cost a girl her life on the London
Tube not long ago. There isn’t much room for
coquetry in a pig-stye, and when there is no one but

is just as warm as.

:

will only be solved by those who have a sense of
the fitness of things.
e e e
HE question of clothes has been most satisfac
torily answered for the Red Cross Nurse, whoseé
uniform is universally becoming yet practical as
well, and other women may well emulate her in
selecting costumes where neatness, suitability and
durability are combined. Let us condemn eccentri-
cities of fashion as utterly unsuitable for women
whose countries are at war and cease to buy cos-
tumes which Paris designers have labelled “fashions
for neutrals.” The old saying, “What you lack in
your head you make up in your heels,” has acquired
a new significance in connection with the spectacular
boots now in vogue, and women of sense will now
take a firm stand in the question of clothes.

Personalities

For the Red Cross

RS. EDGAR D. McCALLUM, formerly Miss
Alice Lanigan, of Winnipeg, is an accom-
plished musician and an expert chauffeur.

She hopes to drive a Red Cross motor in England
when her husband jeaves. Her husband was Hon.
Secretary of the Saskatchewan Provincial Branch of
that organization, and it is due to his efforts that
Saskatchewan took second place in the Dominion
in the list of provincial donations, in December. Un-
fortunately for the Society, Mr. McCallum is now
transport officer with the 195th, of Regina. ;

ge e e

Something New in Antiques
T was indisputably a case of giving the public
what it wanted when Miss May Loucks took her
plunge into the Sea of

wear an ulster and hunt-
ing cap for fires after this!
Success in clothes, after
all, depends largely on a
sense of the fitness of
things.”

% oy e
Clothes and the War

OW many women are
distressingly lacking
in a sense of the fitness

of things? Fired with
patriotism, they will vol-
unteer for agricultural

work and appear before
the disgusted farmer in
open work stockings and
patent leather shoes.

Commerce. And fortun
ately for her, she has that
Sea pretty much to her
self. One might say theré
is practically no competi
tion in her “line” in Ot
tawa. In case she resents
this statement, let it be
known that the dealers
who had gathered together
antiques in the old way,
soon  gave way before the
cleverer methods of @&
woman, and before the
more attractive articles
she had to offer. Sheé
started moderately, col
lecting odd pieces of wal
nut, mahogany, Sheffield,
prints, engravings, and s0

“What shall I wear on war
service?” is the constant
question at the Labour
Exchanges in London.
“Will a sport’s coat do and how shall I dress my
hair?”
e we W
OME, in the spirit of play-acting, have adopted
trousers, and great concern is expressed by
many against this innovation. They needn’t worry.
The skirt ‘will survive, not from a desire in women to
accentuate the difference in sex, but because they
prefer it. Deprive women of the privilege of wearing
skirts and there will be a greater uproar than if
vou deprived the Highland regiments of their
uniform.

Y e v

RS. PLUMPTRE, of Toronto, has received about
13,000 letters from soldiers at the front, and
in less than a dozen were there any murmurs of
complaint. One was from a Scotchman, who said
he was in the hospital and as there were no kilts
for him to don when better, he just refused to get
up until- kilts were provided.
: f e g W

O Canadian women favour conscription? It
would seem so if the Daughters of the Wmpire

are representative. But that applies qnly to men.
The Germans have enforced regulations that will
affect women more nearly, for they have adopted

el

Miss May Loucks, of The Old
Curiosity Shop, Ottawa.

Miss Florence Munsie, of Victoria,
who is to marry Lieut. Brown, of the
Royal Berkshire Regiment.

the forewoman to see, the pretty munition-worker
becomes reconciled to leaving her hairpins at home
and braiding her hair with ribbons. No metals may
be carried where explosives are made, consequently
not only jewelry must be left outside, but hairpins,
boots with nails in them, buttons with steel fasteners
are all prohibited. 'The girl acetylene-welders 1In
dark blue pinafores and fearsome goggles don’t look
very beautiful at work, but they make such good
wages that they can afford to make up for il after
hours, and the former parlour-maid who now earns
£4 a week dresses better than her late mistress.

A Canadian lady fust returned from England was

amazed to see the latest extreme fashions worn here’

by women of good families. In London there is only
one class of women who wear such clothes.

MO A

HY shouldn’t the woman chauffeuse make the
most of her oilskins, and the tram eonductor
glance in the mirror to see if her cap is on at the
most becoming angle? Women think of their looks
whether they drive a motor lorrie or deliver letters.
Dress crops up in everything, and the adaptation
of women’s clothes for their manifold new activities

Mrs. Edgar D. McCallum, Regina,
zealous in Red Cross work.

on. Then she opened Theé
0ld Curiosity Shop, which
belies its name to the eXx*
tent of being not a shop at all, but a suite of beauti
ful salons. By the und of her first season, she had
to make a trip to England and the Continent to ré
plenish her depleted wareroom. On her last visit
to the old country, she bought according to previou#
calculations sufficient goods for two years’ sales:
But this spring she has to go across the perilou$
ocean once more. Not the least reason, perhaps, for
her amazing success, is the interest—the most gra
cious interest—Their Royal Highnesses the Duke and
Duchess of Connaught have taken in The OIld
Curiosity Shop. They not only commanded the
Royal insignia to be placed upon the door, they not
only pay frequent unofficial visits to the rooms, and
buy generously, but they recommend such distin
guished guests at Government House, as Their EX
cellencies the Russian Ambassador and his wife, t0
visit the salon. It is no small feather in Miss Loucks
cap to realize that some of her favourite pieces “of
silverware will some day grace the Ambassador’s
table in far-away Petrograd. ’

Some of the best known dealers in antiques in ouf
large Canadian cities are women, and it is a busines$
peculiarly adapted to them, for artistic taste and dili-
gent study must be combined with good bhusiness
methods. Personality also counts, for there ig &P

atmosphere about an antique shop that tempts on€

to linger, and lingering to buy.



er
of
n-
at
i

tid
)t
ts

TS

Y

d,

S,

- N these
2 soft
p £
Elu-
Can’t k'w-ants Dbeace. That’s it—a woman
. the aip

O

L If the
v ; .

Come 1o Ta, duite indifferent to the in-

THE COURIER.

The Man Without a Party

(Concluded from -page 5.)

that all Canadians should speak both
French and English. Within their sacred
four wallg there was easy lodgment for
all the latest reforms from Germany—

tivu's‘ was before the war—and England.
National Workingmen’s Insurance; na-

tional labour bureaux, old age pensions,
ete. Treadgold has a plan for organizing
the industries of the Dominion—and a
Derfectly same and sober one at that. But
for no?e of these progressive measures
;:a.n this group find a sympathetic hear-
ng at Ottawa, or with the Provincial
Governments, 3
Old Peter would like to form a party,
but hig Wwife won’t let him. Treadgold
Wwould like to run in a ‘Winnipeg constitu-
;’};Y, but can’t get the nomination of the
berals, Where do these men stand?
co(laif Course the ordinary chicken, when
li‘fe’ cares very little about the private
of the hen. So with the ordinary
Di:ty People. We say we are democratic,
isn’tasy honest man knows that that
i clO. .The' a.ve.ragt.e voter is seldom
£ ear in hlslmmd just what he ought
emml:e(:t.from his party or from the gov-
fafly nt in the way of legislation or agi-
things. hJobs and honours are substantial
fie i te' can grasp pretty easily. But
DPOtect?S ion of {‘eforest.ation, or fisheries
suh 10n or tariff or civil service reform
mutilas; gets through to him in a badly
g ed state. For him the party is the
o € can depen}i upon to back him up
other argument with any member of the
Bho Party. How he came to join one
¥ or the other was largely an aceci-

d ¢

c:l‘:t- Once joined he hates to quit, be-
S€ the proverb says it is only stuck

up peo

s -mu‘plie Who set themselves up as having
-Darty.c .brams.tha.t they can judge the
himse;nd its do.mgs better than the party
Sther - He likes to see through the
Darty barty, not his own. e goes to
e socs.‘mo_k'ers with the same hankering
i h lability that he goes to lodge. He

¥ susceptible to hero worship, more

Y ; #
. ®Sbecially if pe doesn’t know that hero’s

early beginnings. Xven then the news-
papers have to say he is a hero first. If
a politician says from the platform:
“What has the opposite party done to
reduce the cost of liviug?’ he will cheer
wildly. But he doesn’t -know, or .care
much what his own party proposes to do
about it—SO LONG AS IT SOUNDS
SMOOTH TO HIS EAR. Certain barren
lands should be planted with trees and
a sincere young speaker tells the average
voter about it. It makes him yawn.
Another sincere young statesman declares
that our fresh-water fish are not being
made use of as they should be. The
listener is attentive long enough to dis-
cover that it would take months of effort
to get the proper system into force—and
he goes asleep. Good roads? Sure we
want good roads. But his interest in the
subject is not sufficiently sustained to
force any party—Liberal or Conservative
—to put through a comprehensive and
consistent policy.

The truth about democracy is that it
depends for its progress on the ideas of
the leaders of the parties after due con-
flict in the legislative assemblies. The
one party stands for the old things that
have been tried and tested and found
fairly good. The other party stands for
the new things that promise to 'mend
the old sores in society. Both are right.
Both are necessary. By their ceaseless
struggle they grind out sure and sound
improvements in our state of living.

But in Canada the parties have lost
their savour. The Conservatives no longer
conserve, but are stampeded by passing
waves of popular thought—rather than
relinquish office. The Liberals are no
longer reformers.

One of these days the chickens will get
together and start new organizations of
their own. And these, denouncing one
another—as it is fit and proper that lusty
parties should denounce one another—will
readjust the balance and save the pre-
sent waste of political energy.
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The Kaiser
Tules of humanity in war.

i War's effects are not all evil,
ght saving,

Son’s notes.

Worry in Constantinople.
The
®Xpert,

Lau!ldry

B If all those
8rch strajght

ever t Lloyq George do it is Britain’s revised version of the slang saying
¥ time she finds a new and ticklish task that needs handling.
\ ;

WAR NOTES.
asks Woodrow Wilson to make all the belligerents obey the
Well, let Woodrow start with the Turk! 1
It has made us reailze the wisdom of day-

Great Britain seems to pay more attention to U. S. letters than to Wil-
fon One of the Kaiser’s sons is to join the Turkish army. This is a new cause

U. 8. ladies’ military service camp listened to a lecture from a beauty

Evidently they regard a pretty front as one of their best weapons.

Can it be that the German fieet is “too proud to fight?”

Austrians are now wearing white shirts in the snow-clad mountains.

bills will now help to pile up the war
Russians on the western front get homesick they are apt to

across Germany to get home. 2

W ‘PPeSident Wilson says the war has caused him many sleepless nights.
iy Why will he sit up late at nights writing those notes?

debt.

Courierettes.

Deace movements it seems that
heart is almost always accom-
®d by a soft head.

Jan
® Addams recently asserted that

Al €eD a secret,
180 ¢ 3

M has an invention for keeping
Pure in submarines. Wonder if

Vie y
Stars announce their salarles as

£ -Du!:ting‘ rose-coloured lights
carriages, TLet the pessimists

read their war reports under those rosy
lights,

“T. R.” seems to the American mind

just now to be symbols for the phrase
“To Run.'’

We read in an English paper that “Miss
Levey is being fitted with a new song.”
Is that all the poor girl can get?

Marry beauty if you will, but beware
that you do not find it on the dressing
table when you retire.

No doubt the Turks deeply deplore the

. disgracing of the Grand Duke which was "

the cause of his being sent to their midst.

Some U. S. congressmen want an all-

summer session.
home?

Evelyn Thaw has married again, and
there are many good little girls who can’t
even find one husband.

Force is right if actually needed, says
President Wilson. But he may have to
realize that it is not always right there
when actually needed.

Are the Huns at Verdun showing the
value of persistence or the folly of not
knowing when to quit?

Price of Bibles
will worry along
have.

is rising. Most of us
with the old ones we

Boston recruited seven men in a week

for the U. S. army, Thus preparedness
doth progress. J

2 2 »
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Make this your rule of life and you
Will never go to smash—

Give a dollar’'s worth of service
For a dollar’s worth of cash.

LR R

The Contrast.

Woodrow Wilson’s recent sharp
note to the Allies would seem to in-
dicate that he is more excited over
the seizure of American mails than
over the slaughter ‘of American
males and females.

LR I
Which?—Soap has now become a luxury

in Berlin. There are places where it
has never been regarded as a necessity.

2 ®®
The Early Bird.

A queer old chap is Mr. Bark,
His ways are hard to follow;
He often gets up with the lark
And goes and gets a swallow.

2 ®»

Tight.—‘‘He’s the tightest wad I ever
meti’’

Tight 2"

“I should say so. If he had a thousand
watches he wouldn’t give you the right
time.”

2 e »

Watch Them.—Keep your eye on those
scoffers who say they don’t believe half
what they see in the newspapers, and
you’ll probably find they spend most of
their reading time on the comic supple-
ment.

LR IR

Sir Sam and the ‘“Telegram.””—There
is no love lest between Sir Sam Hughes,
Minister of Militia, and the Toronto Even-
ing Telegram. That statement of fact
is by way of prologue to the telling of a
little incident of Sir Sam’s recent visit
to Toronto, when two Telegram repre-
sentatives tried to interview him.

Sir Sam, be it known, absolutely re-

fuses to give interviews to Telegram men
since the occasion on which he was quoted
in that paper as saying things that he
says he didn’t say. 'The Telegram, never-
theless, keeps on trying to interview him,
ust as the Germans keep on scrapping at
Verdun. But the paper always sends two
men- to interview the Minister since that
episode—one to do the conversing and
the other as a witness and possible
affadavit-maker.
- On this occasion Sir Sam was the centre
of a group of more or less notable men,
military and civilian, in the rotunda of
the King Edward Hotel on the morning
of Empire Day. The newspaper men
waited their chance and finally got the
Minister apart from the others. Sir Sam
glanced keenly at the trio of scribes. One
of the Telegram men began to - ask
questions.

‘“What paper are you from?’ asked the
General.

‘“The Canadian Press,” was the answer.

‘“Yes—and what else?”’

“Oh, I'm from the Canadian Press,
General.” ;

““And you’'re on the Telegram staff,
too?"”

‘“Well—yes,” was the admission,

“‘Good morning,” said Sir Sam, curtly.

The other Telegram man made an effort
to start a discussion of the Ross rifle.

“Good morning,” said Sir Sam, again.

Then he walked aside with the reporter
from another daily and talked to him for
ten minutes.

Are they afraid to 80
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“Niek” §

Nick 2724 Pull-
and practice

pencil economy

Save all the lead when
you sharpen a penecil!
Whittling a wooden peneil
takes time and shaves off -
two-thirds the lead wher-
ever you make a point.

With a Blaisdell just
“‘nick and pull’’—and the
pencil’s sharpened in an

instant without loss of
lead.
Blaisdells last more

than half as long again.
Their smooth, speedy leads
save time in writing, too.
They are favorites with the
biggest commercial houses
because of their marked
economy ; they are favor-
ites with their employees
—book-keeper, stenogra-
pher, clerk—because they
are quick to sharpen and
easy to write with.

- Blaisdell 202 with eraser
makes staunch friends in
every office.

Blaisdell 151 blue pen-
cil is a world-beater—out-
sells all other blue pencils
combined. Order by num-
ber from your stationer.

The Blaisdell Spun Glass
Ink Eraser is the delight
of all. Sharpens like the
Blaisdell peneil. ' Lasts
three times as long as the
ordinary eraser. Have
one handy, by all means,

Blaisdell is a complete
line of pencils — every
kind for every purpose,
including regular, colored,
copying, indelible, extra, -
thick, china marking,
metal marking, lum-
berman’s and railroad
pencils. All grades and
all degrees of hardness.
Sold by leading station-
ers everywhere.

Nick and Pull
the modern
way to sharpen
a pencil

by

o Pa.pe,{
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MONEY AND MAGNATES

STATUARY MOULDING IN CAN-
ADA.
“TYHE Commercial Intelligence

Branch of the Department of

Trade and ‘Commerce has been
gathering particulars regarding mew
industries established since the war
began, and the manufacture by old-
established industries of articles that
were not formerly made in Canada.
The first report of the [Department
states that The [Robert Mitchell Co.,
Limited, of Montreal, as a result of
the war have established a statuary
founding industry, and that although
the cost of statuary founding in Can-
ada is higher than in ithe countries
from which such works were formerly
imported Canadian sculptors have
shown their willingness to patronize
the Canadian industry.

Some time ago monument models
were submitted by Mr. Alfred TLali-
berte, sculptor, of Montreal, for the
large central retail market at Maison-
neuve, a suburb of Montreal, the
Robert Mitchell ICo. entered a bid for
the difficult work of casting the en-
tire group in bronze, which was ac
cepted. The group when finished
weighed about 7,519 pounds, and to
cast it necessitated an entire new
equipment. TLarge iron flasks werv
needed, ovens for drying moulds, and
French sand for moulding. ‘While the
equipment was being arranged expert
moulders had to be engaged.

Since the Maisonneuve statuary was
completed, several other orders for
heroic statuary have been filled. Omne
of Tiord Dorchester, height 8 feet,
weight about 1,400 pounds; and one
of Intendant Talon, same height and
weight. y

This is mot an “industry” in the
usual sense of the word and yet the
fact that such work is being done in
Canada is important. TEquipment for
statuary founding has other secondary
uses and by developing the skill for
this work in Canadian workmen tends
to raise the working efficiency of all
moulders (of metal) in Canada.

THE CHINESE CORNER ANTI-
MONY.

S business people the ‘Chinese
are not to be ignored. A British
\Consular report contains am
flluminating account of the one
Chinese episode. “The war,” it says,

“had not been long in progress before
it became evident to all concerned in
the manufacture of explosives that the
province of Hunan in China actually
controlled the total visible supplies of
antimony then existent, and in order
to obtain this much needed metal,
Hunan prices would have to be paid
for it. Before the war the value of
antimony regulus on the London mar-
ket was about £25 per ton. It had
long been assessed by the Chinese cus-
toms for the purpose of export duty
at about $10 per ton. The price has
now risen to over £100 per ton, but
the customs rate remains the same.

“Previous to the outbreak of the war
the whole output of the pure metal,
as refined by the Hua Chang Company
of Changsha, which enjoyed a monop-
oly of the manufacture of regulus In
Hunan province, was controlled and
marketed in London by a British con-
cern, under a time contract. In times
of peace and normal prices this ar-
rangement offered many advantages
to the Chinese manufacturers, but
after the outbreak of the war their
interests lay in quite another direc-
tion. ‘Temporary banking difficulties
having arisen with the war, the
Chinese refiners of the metal seized
the opportunity to denounce the con-
tract. ‘

«goon afterwards market quota-
tions for standard metals were stopped
in the United Kingdom, and the ex-
port of antimony prohibited. Owing
to the mse made of it for the manu-
facture of munitions of war it was de-
clared to be contraband, and its trans-
port by land or sea closely watched
and restricted. The area within
which it was produced in France was
invaded by the Germans and thus cut
off from the world at large, as was
also the output from Austria{Hun-
gary. ‘The Bolivian and (Mexican
mines having closed down, only two
or three minor sources of direct pro-
duction remained as possible com-
petitors to the one important produc-
ing area left, that fis to say, the
Chinese province of Huhan. From
both foreign and Chinese sources of
information the real state of affairs
soon became known to all the Chinese
interested in the trade, and when @an
urgent demand arose in Japan, Russia,
America and the United Kingdom, the
iChinese seized their opportunity, held
up supplies for a time and cornered
the market.”

WHATIT, COSES T VISHES -

ERE are a few samples of the .cost
H of “Seeing Canada First.”” Out of
the innumerable trips that are pos-
sible from almost any centre we have
picked a few—from such points as,K To-
ronto, Montreal and Winnipeg, to the
other parts of the country. Train or boat
fares are always the first consideration
in estimating the expense of a journey.
In the following list the holiday seeker
may find useful suggestions as to the
trips that would most nearly fit his or
her pocket-book:

1. FROM MONTREAL.

(By steamer (including meals and berth).
Round Trip Fares to:

QUEDEC, i uiiszs + = ¢4 oo = s Sl BVRGITED $ 7.35
Alexandria Bay . ..ccceeeereceees 9.50
Murray Bay, Que. ...coeoceererees 10.75
Tadousac, QUe. ......conireeecrerrs 12.50
The Saguenay, QUes .......coreeree 16.00
Sault Ste. Marie, Ont. ....ceoveese 40.15
Chicago, T o oxssiesepibaseimcstset 53.956
Port Arthur, Ont., and Fort Wil-

BA, JOME "5 £ wlny oy v a8 62.50
Duluth, Minn. ....c.ocooosneeencrees 68.50
II.—FROM MONTREAL.

(By rail).
Round Trip Fares to:
L U SRR e L $ 3.20
EIUDENACAU . cx o oo nie b va s erasBiil s 3.95

504 02300 i N s D O A A 7.36
T.ake St. Joseph ....cc.oceeirecenen 8.45
Cap a Lraigle ... ..c.ooeavvsoccnnacs 10.75
Algonquin Park .........ceccaeeren 12.60
Take EAward .......iccoceooosveos 12.95
Muskoka LaKes .......cooivvennsens 18.20
Amherst, NuS. ...ooecceeiiieneennes 24.95
Land of Evangeline ............... 27.86

III.—FROM TORONTO.

By steamer (including meals and berth).
Round Trip Fares to:

Port Dalhousie .........iceeecvenes $ 1.50
St. Catharines .........ccoeeeinvier 1.60
Alexandria Bay ....c...ceesiiiiaaes 10.00
) oy el S g TR & RS 16.70
Sault Ste. Marie ... .ocoiiiiiianees 23.45
QUEDEC. | it il o iy e e i) o8l 24.05
MUTTAY BAY .« oovvnveneoosnannniaess 21.45
TAAOUSAC +voolevssvurassnsesnannieds 29.20
The SAZUENAY ..coconeranrsrsssanes 32.70
)1 s S PR S WA i R € 37.25
PRRER LN e v Ve S el 45.45
Port Arthur and Fort William .... 45.80
IV.—FROM TORONTO.
(By rail).

Round Trip Fares to:
Jackson’s Point, Ont. ..... $ 2.50
Grimsby Beach, Ont. ..... 2.50
Beaverton, Ont. .......... 3.25
Kawartha Lakes, Ont. .... 3.85 to $4.60
Sparrow Lake, Ont. ...... 4.20

Niagara Falls, Ont. ...... 4.2b
Orpillia, Ont. .S daeilss vags 4,36
Georgian Bay, Ont. ...... 4.60 to 6,60
Muskoka Lakes, Ont. ..... 5.10 to T7.10
Liake of Bays, Ont. ........ 6.60 to 9.30
Deer Liake, Ont. .......... 7.80
Algonquin Park, Ont. ..... 9.30
Rideau Lakes, Ont. ...... 9.45
Temagami, Ont. .......... 13.15
Liake Champlain, N.Y. .... 21.02
QUEbEC . iwli bl Ve swelsane s nle 24.05
Atlantic CIty . .ivvvrnans 25.00
Lake 'St. Joseph, Que. .... 25.15
Cap I/Aigle, Que. ........ 27.45
Chicoutimi, Que. ......... 32.70
Nipigon River, Ont. ...... 34.05
Port Arthur, Ont. ........ 34.80
St. Andrews, Ont. ........ 43.10
Halifax and Yarmouth, N.S. 46.55

V.—FROM WINNIPEG.
(By rail.)
Round Trip Fares to:

= FT 1 o A R A AT SR S GO $40.09
Tabilee TaOMINB. ot ies Unis e daigmaisinie 40.00
Jgeper Park . ....ceceeesacatedies 40.00
Mt. RODSON . .oovouvereossuntansach 40.00
T N e e e R 45.00
VANCOUVED oo oy sphessseomaohacesvvns 60.50
o oo s i D S RO R 60.50
Prince Rupert .......o.ooeeeiceeees 61.15

In long train journeys it is customary
to allow $4 a day for meals and incidentals
and $3 per day for Pullman sleeper.

The Lady of the

St. Lawrence

(Concluded from page HED)

ing her existence while waiting for the
nex‘t rapids. There were several. Their
names at this date I have forgotten in
exact order. It makes no difference. The
last one as I know was Lachine, within
smoke-sight of Montreal and the moun-
tain; to me the most devilish of all with
those two rocks Scylla and Charybdis on
either side and myself feeling a heap like
Ulysses—without his Penelope.

But even in that thrilling moment when
the crowd swirled to the bows, Mdme.
XYZ disdained to leave her seat. I felt
like seizing her by the arm and command-
ing her to rise and see in the midst of
what dangers we were.

And we were gliding under Victoria

Bri&ge in full view of Montreal before

my indignation and disappointment over
the lady began to die down. She calmly
got ready what little luggage she had to
leave the boat. She had no concern over
where she might be going. I wanted to
ask her. But I felt sure she would be
going on to Quebec and the Saguenay the
very next day. She seemed to be a born
traveller.

The moment I got on the dock I lost
her. Look for her as I might she was
no part of the crowd that went uptown;
and I saw every one.

Who was she? Whither was she bound?
What was the story of her undisturbed
yet very disturbing life?

There was but one clue. I decided upon
this as I got into a cab and went up to a
hotel.

Madame XYZ had vanished—but not
forever. I should probably meet her again
in a boat along the St. Lawrence; not
likely on a train.

She was not a corporeal lady at all. She
was the feminine figment of my travel
imagination. And as such I hope to meet
her again—Preferably on the - St
Lawrence.

The Self-Made Varlety.

It is said that some women make fools
of some men—
'Tis impossible, quite, to deny it;
But- 'tis ‘true that quite often the trick
has been done
Before ever the women could try it.

® ®®»

Relative Values.—A batch of hitherto
unpublished Dickens letters brought
$4,150 at a sale. Some unpublished love
letters written a few days ago by less
famous men would no doubt bring more.

L 2R A
Cruel.—‘‘He took a couple of clubs, went
with his wife to a lonely spot, and beat
her badly.”
“The cruel monster!”’
“Oh, no, not at all. They were playing
golf.”

CREATING
CAPITAL

Saving small sums creates capi-
tal. It is the only method by which
the average man can become DOS=
sessed of the ready money which
will enable him to avail himself of
the opportunities constantly pre-
senting themselves in this ‘‘Can-
ada’s century.”

No sum is too small to be de-
posited with us, and the three and
one-half per cent. compound in-
terest we add materially assists the
increase of the capital. Put your-
self in a position to grasp your
opportunities.

Open an Account To-day

CANADA PERMANENT
MORTGAGE CORPORATION

Paid-up Capital ....... $6,000,000.00
Reserve Fund 4,750,000.00
Investment ............ 33,546,242.74
TORONTO STREET, TORONTO.
Established 1855.

|

We own and offer a
wide range of Can-
adian City Bonds to
Yield 5% to 6.30%.

Particulars Upon Request

Dommion SecurmmEs

CORPORATION-LIMITED

ESTABLISHED 1901
HEAD OPPIOE; 26 Kine 87. EAOT, TORONT®

Cawthra Mulock & Co.

Members of
Toronto Stock Exchange

Brokers
and ‘
Bankers |

12 KING STREET EAST |
TORONTO, CANADAA '
CABLE ADDRESS—CAWLOCK, TORONTO
A
—
THE STERLING TRUST?

CORPORATION

Incorporated by Dominion Charter

Authorized Capital .u.v.s. $1,000,000-%
(Fully Subscribed.) 50
Paid-up Caplital ....... .00 361,903 \

Total ASSES ..uwsusosinsss 3,644,769

President
W. S. Dinnick
Vice-Presidents %0
E. D. McCallam John Firstbro?
Earl of Clarendon
Managing Director Secretary
Herbert Waddington J. G. Langt®®

HEAD OFFICE:

ra
80 King Street East, Toronto,cy"d

i
i
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B SICOAND " PEAYS

War-Play at Alexandra.

R. ROBINS shows nice discrimina-
M tion in his selection of plays, and
good judgment in their presenta-

tion. Last week “Inside the Lines,” a
8ripping play of the secret service, was
offered by the Robins Players, excellently
Staged and adequately acted. It is the
best war-play since the ‘“White Feather,’
that masterpiece of thrills, vivid charac-
terization, and rollicking humour. Mr.
Robins, as Captain Woodhouse, a British
Sercet Service agent, posing as a German
official in disguise, kept the audience in
& speculative mood as to what side he
Was on until he took the code from his
bseudo-accomplice, an Asiatic servant,
in the employ of the Governor of Gibral-
tar, but an insidious and clever spy from
the Wilhelmstrasse, whose plot to blow
UD the British fleet would have been
accomplished had Capt. Woodhouse not
been running him to earth. It was an
Unusual ending. George Cohan always
has g surprise before the last curtain falls.

Eugene Frazier, as the Indian servant,
Performance was subtle, compelling and
Quietly malignant.

* * *
Robin Hood Revival.

HE spirit of spring, ebullient youth,
and joyous out-of-doors pervaded
the performance of Robin Hood,

Which had a seasonable and welcome re-
Vival at the Grand Opera House last week,
by the De Koven Opera Co.

Several years ago we had the pleasure
Of witnessing this ever-popular opera at
the ol1q Princess Theatre, but, in point
of general all-round excellence, the com-
bany which is now on tour eclipses that
of the former occasion, with the excep-
tion of the tenor role of Robin, sung by
Ralph Brainerd, whose deportment is un-
Convincing and  vocalism  metallic.
_Regin.ald De Koven and Lord Tennyson,
I “The Foresters,” have immortalized
the merry band of outlaws who robbed
the rich, disported, drank, and made
Mmerry in Sherwood Forest. Maid Marian,
the chief character, a girl of captivating

beauty, a quick wit and a faithful, though
circumspect lover, was adequately realized
by Ivy Scott, whose singing voice is sweet
and’ his histrionic ability commendable.
Cora Tracy’s full, mellow contralto was
heard to fine advantage in ‘““Oh, Promise
Me.” Herbert Waterous, glorious basso,
in The Anvil Song. James Stevens’ name
is inseparably connected with ‘Brown
October Ale,” his delightful rendering.
The Sheriff of Nottingham and Gay of
Gisborne were superbly acted, with a vein
of bibulous humour. The singing chorus
is well selected; stage appointments fitting
and costumes periodic.

* ok %

The Flying Torpedo.

NOTHER American preparedness
A film, by Griffiths, entertained
Shea’s audience in Toronto last
week., It was a good melodrama. The
Flying Torpedo, an American invention
plotted against by—hyphenates—even-
tually saves America by smashing hades
out of the invader from the deep blue
sky above. There was no end of excite-
ment. And evidently we are in for a
good many generations of war if we
wait for the flying torpedo to decide the
issues.

COMING EVENTS

“Kick In’” Coming.

R. W. E. Cuthbert, press agent
M Royal Alexandra Theatre, informs
us that Mr. Robins has secured
the rights to present “Kick In” at the
“Royal” week commencing Monday, June
12th. This play is secured at the highest
royalty the Robins Players have so far
paid for big New. York productions.
* * *

The Vandenberg Opera Co. open their
summer season at the Grand next week,
presenting the tuneful and popular
“Floradora,” to be followed by such
favourites as San Toy, Mikado, Belle of
New York. Mr. Lee Grove is publicity
agent.

Conducted by

242K
pik
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Malcolm Sim

EAddress all correspondence to the Chess
+ditor, Canadian Courier, 30 Grant St.,
Oronto,

PROBLEM NO. 47, by D. J. Densmore.
s‘DeCia,l'ly composed for the ‘‘Courier.”)
Black.—Two Pieces.

White.—Seven Pieces.
White to play and mate in three.
Problem No. 48, by Giorgio Guidelli.
€cond Prize, Good Companion Club,
: March, 1916.
poVhite: K at QKt6; Q at Q2; R at KBT;
bs &t OB5 and KB3; Kts at Q7 and Ksq}
pit KKt4 and KR4,
5 Ktslack: K at KB5; R at KB3; B at K6;

ang %{tKC%EZi and KKt7; Ps at KKt2, KKt3
‘White mates in two.
SOLUTIONS.
1 Problem No. 43, by A. Ellerman.

1 Kt—B3, R_Kt6; 2. P—Q6 mate.
S ,» R—QB6; 2. KtxP mate.

i ..., R—K6; 2. Kt—Kt3 mate.
T , RxKt; 2. R—K6 mate.

L N , Kt or P—B5; 2. P—Q6 mate.

e

PG e , threat; 2. Q—KS8 mate.

The feature of No. 43 is, of course, the
four wvariations following the moves of
the Black Rook. The: following note-
worthy composition has nine variations
springing from a Black Rook moving on
the rank and file, the Black King having
a flight square.  The fact that discov-
ered mate from the Queen, will not re-
sult from the upward move of the Rook,
should not be overlooked.

Author Unknown.

White: K at KKtsq; Q at KR4; Rs at
QR4 and KKt3; Bs at KRsq and KR6;
Kts at QR6 and QR7; Ps at QKt3, QKt4,
QKt5, QB2, QB6, K6, KKt4é and KKt7.
Black: K at Q5; R at KKt4; P at QB6.
Mate in two. (1. R—KS3.)

Problem No. 44, by D. J. Densmore.

1. R—Q8, KxP; 2. Q—Réch, any move:
3. Q or P mates.

s T RA KtxRP; 2. Q—Rbch! any move;
3. P—Kt3 or 4 mate.

xS S , KtxBP; 2. Q—B5ch! any move;
3. P—Kt3 or 4 mate.

R el , Kt—Rsq; 2. KxKt, KxP;
3. R—Q4 mate.

The task in No. 44 is evidently to give
mates by the White Pawn, with the
Black King standing on four squares. In
the following remarkable splitting of the
idea, there is a five-fold accumulation,
but the pretty Queen sacrifices are of
course missing. A  checking key is
essential.

By W. A. Shinkman.

White: K at QRsq; Q at QR7; Rs at
QKtsq and Qsq; B at QBsq; Kt at Ksq;
Ps at QKt2, Q2, KKt4 and KKt5. Black:
K at QB5. Mate in three. (1. Q—QBT7ch,
K—Kt4; 2. P—Kt4, etc. 1. — &

2. Q—BS6, ete. 1. » K— §

Wi » K—Q4; 2. P—Q4, etc. 1.
..... ,» K—Qb; 2. Q—B6, etc.)

K. A, L. Kubbel, of Petrograd, has
evolved a threefold accumulation on the
one file, with a non-checking key, which,
by yielding the three flights, fully offsets
the limitating effect produced on the
King's file.

By K. A. L. Kubbel.
White: K at Qsq; Q at QKt7; Rs at
QBsq and QBS8; Ps at QB2, Q6, Q7 and

KKt4. Black: K at Qb; Ps at KKt2,
KKt3 and KKt4. Mate in three. (1.
R—KS, etc.)
Solver’s Ladder.
No. 41. No. 42. Total.
W. J. Faulkner .... 2 3 37
R GeiHumter . @0, 0 0 19
T ABCRN i i 2 3 17
B, Coombs e i 2 0 4
To Correspondents.
(F. C.) Thanks for letter. Write Sec,,

Toronto C. C., K. B. O’Brien, 7 Thorn-
wood Rd. (W. J. F.) Thanks for letters
and problems. Both very welcome.

: CHESS IN ENGLAND.

The following interesting game is the
second of the two in play off between
E. G. Sergeant and T. Germann, in the
City of London Championship Tourna-
ment. The first game we published May
27, it will be remembered.

Vienna Game.

White. Black.
T. Germann. E. G. Sergeant.
1. P—K4 1. P—K4
2. Kt—QB3 2. Kt—KB3
3. P—B4 3. P—Q4
4 PxKP 4. KtxP
5. Kt—B3 5. B—K2
6. Q—K2 (a) 6. KtxKt
7. KtPXKt 7. P—QB4
8. Q—B2 8. Castles
9. P—Q4 9. Kt—B3
10. B—Q2 10. P—B5
11. B—-K2 11. P—B3 (b)
12. Q—Kt3 12. PxP
13, P 13. B—KB4
14. Castles KR 14. Q—Ksq
15. K—Rsq 15. Q—K1t3
16. Kt—Q4 16. KtxKt
17.. PxKit 17. QxQ
18. PxQ 18. BxP
19. B—KKt4 19. B—K5
20. R—B4 20. RxR
21. PxR 21. P—KKt3
22. R—Kisq 22. K—B2
23. RxB (c) 23. PxR
24. P—Q5 24. B—B4
25. B—Ke6ch 25. K—K2
26. B—Ksq 26. P—K6
27. P—KKt4 27. B—Q5b
28. B—R4ch 28. K—Ksq (d)
29. P—Q6 29. P—B6
30. B—QK1t3 30. P—K17
31. P—K6 (e) 31, B—B3
32. P—Kt5 (f) 32. B—K2 (g)
33. PxB (h) 33. R—Bsa ()
4. B—OB2 34. R—B5
35. R—Kt2 36. RxP
2R, B—Ksq 36. R—BS8
37. BxP 37. P—K8 (Q)
Resigns

. (@) This move is only effective when
Black has weakened his Queen’s side by
playing B—KKt5. 6. B—K2, or 6. P—
Q4, would be a better reply to Black
last move.

(b) Black
better game.

(c) Being a Pawn down, with an
otherwise hopeless game, White does
well in boldly sacrificing the exchange
and endeavouring to make play with his
two passed Pawns.

(d) Black afterwards pointed out that
he ought to have played 28 . . ., P—KKit4,
winning without difficulty, ¢. g., 28 . . .,
P—KKt4; 29. BxP ch, K—Ksq; 30. B—

has already obtained the

R4, B—BS6, followed . by P—K7 winning
the Bishop. If, instead, White plays 29.
PxP, theni29 ;. . .,  BxP; 30.. P——Kt6 ch,
K—Q3; 31. PxP, R—R sq; 32. B—BS5,

(not 32. B—Kt8, because of 32 . . ., P—
B6), B—B6, followed by P—KT7 as before.

(e) White could now have drawn the
game by perpetual cheek, but he plays
to win.

(f) If 32. B—K sq then 32 . . ., R—Q
5q; 33. P—QT7 ch. K—K2; 34. K—Kt2, P—
QR4, (not P—BT7 at once, because of 35.
B—Kt4 mate); 35. K—B2, P—Kit3; 36. K
xP, P—B7; 37. B—Q2, (not 37. K—Q2,
because of 37 . . ., B—B6 ch), B—Kt7:
38. BxBP, KxP and Black wins easily.

(g) A fine move. Black gives up his
Bishop in order to render the adverse
Pawns innocuous and to get his Rook in-
to action.

(h) P—QT7 ch, instead, would have pro-
longed the game, but Black would no
doubt ultimately have won.

(i) The two unsupported Bishops are
now helpless against the Rook and
Pawns.

Oki Benu Discovers
British Columbia

(Continued from page 6.)
less fond of labour than the Chinaman,
keeps kine and sells butter and milk to
the dealers in the cities. Bye-and-bye
green grass, so deep that to cross a field
was like walking on cushions. Here and
there were the houses of little farmers
and beside the houses orchards in bloem.
Instead of fences there were hedges.
They, too, were in flower. And at the
edges of the lagoons, which the river had
made in which the water, like the breast
of a sleeper, rose and fell with the tide
in the estuary of the river, there grew

23

we began to feel the mountains creeping
closer round us out of the haze of dis-
tance and we reached a valley which
must once have been a resting-place for
the foot of Buddha himself. Here the
river must once have filled the whole
space between the mountains, but had in
time worn for itself a deep and easy
course, winding whimsically from side
to side of the valley as a woman wou'd
walk through a bazaar, seeing first a
beauty here and then a beauty there, and
turning as her fancy moved her. The
land thus left dry by the river was flat
as a flag-stone and covered with bright
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Residence: 30 Admiral Road.

ALBERT DOWNING

First Tenor Adanac Quantette.
Soloist Bloor St. Pres. Church.

Mus. Dir. Dovercourt College of Music.
Phone College 3163, Jet. 274.

ATHERTON FURLONG

A Brilliant Season
Now Opening.
159 Coliege St. Telephone College 1192

W. 0. FORSYTH

Pianist and Teacher of the Higher Art of
Piano Playing—Complete Training
for Concert Room or Teaching.

Address: Care Nordheimers, Toronto.

DR. ALBERT HAM

Conductor of National Chorus.
Conservatory of Music
661 Jarvis Street, Toronto.

HARVEY ROBB

P I A N I S TToront%fc&r‘\‘s‘elE/atory

Phone Coll. 2401

PAUL WELLS

Concert, Pianist and Teacher.
—Toronto Conservatory of Muslc—

ERNEST SEITZ

PIANIST and TEACHER

Studio: Toronto Conservatory of Music

ALEXANDRA

Mats. Wed. and Sat.

THE ROBINS PLAYERS.
with Edward H. Robins

Present for the First Time in Stock
TRICK 1. "
The play that set all New York a-thrill.

Ev’g., 25¢, 50c, 75c. Sat. Mat.,
Mat. Wed., all seats 25c.

NEXT
WEEK

Prices:
25¢, 50c.

HESSIELBIRG

MASTER-FIANIST—COMPOSER—PEDAGOGUE.
AVAILABLE FOR CONCERTS—RECITALS—MUSICALES—FESTIVALS, ETC.

32 BLOOR ST. W., TORONTO.

PHONE NORTH 5380,
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Victoria Drinks in Sunshine

and smiles on the sojourner. A bit of Old Eng-

$6.00 a year protects your new |
Ford Touring Car from loss by fire
to the extent of $500, including

loss from explosion and self-igni- land in Canada’s newest land of golden promise—
o a City of Gardens — fine motoring roads, among

Coyere fire lbs, while car {8 14, the most noted being the celebrated Malahat drive.
kit 5 g B Frmietrell | Giant Douglas fir trees shoot straight upward for
It)l;g“clurg“y other policy you ‘can 300 feet—stately wooded cloisters—and the sun-

shine sparkles in a clear cool blue sky almost con-
tinually. Visit Victoria either going or returning
through the

Write for rates on Ford Cars up
to three years old.

Similar rates and con-
ditions are granted to |

Piping fustvins . i, Canadian Pacific Rockies

on the world’s greatest transportation system—the

Canadian Pacific Railway

No side trips necessary—every comfort and luxury at mod-
erate cost.

LONDONMUTUAL
I R INSURANCE

Everything Canadian Pacific Standard—None Better.

COMPANY

& ILLIAMS. MANAGING DIRECTOR
HEAD OFFICE - 33 ScoTT ST TorONTO.

For further information apply to any Canadiah Pacific
Ticket Agent, or W. B.
Howard, District Pas-
senger Agent, Toronto.

"
|8 LR

o !
U {111

EstabHshed 1864.

The Merchants Bank

OF CANADA.
HEAD OFFICE - MONTREAL.

Paid-up Capital - - $7,000,000
Reserve Fund and Un-

divided Profits - - $7,250,984

206 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. vsestg:Parkdale); 406-408 Par- THE GREAT
liament St.; Dundas St. and Ron-,

&?v;ut:- Ave.; Dupont and Chris- Hand Cleaner

HAN G ELE ANER
PRI T Clou

SOME BOYS WHO TRIED

British America Assurance have found it a delightful week-end task selling the Canadian
Company Courier to friends and neighbours. I want good reliable boys,
(Fif¥, Marige 208 HEH-) in towns of 500 to 1,500, all over Canada. You may be one of
Incorporated A.D. 1833. ; oful I ¥ e
Assets over $2,500,000.00 the suceessful ones. I ean show you how.
Losses paid since organization over Sales Mana,qer,
ki Jasa 181 Simeoe St., Toronto.
HEAD OFFICE, . TORONTO. : :

The Land of Fishing Thrills ,§

3 =
1=

A Sportsman’s Paradise where the cool waters of

Wild, Unspoiled Lakes and Rivers

Give the salmon and speckled trout and gamy black bass
fighting qualities to delight the most ardent angler, making

ALGONQUIN PARK, (Ontario)

A Vacation Territory to Dream About. It offers canoe trips through my- _— ;)
o riads of waterways,with ideal camping grounds among forests of pines and balsams Ga¥ § bt

2000 Feet Above the Sea

i ions for those who love the social side of resort life can be had at Highland ! i ;
Ege :tccmrggg:it‘:onfgar?{r Station, or in the novel and comfortable Log Camps Nominigan and Minnesing.

Handsomely illustrated advertising matter and full information supplied free
on application to C. E. Horning, Union Station, Toronto, or J. Quinlan.
Bonaventure Station, Montreui.

mu-mmnmmm—-—-—n—-—u--mm-m-n.-m e A =

very tall, straight trees, which are called
“Cottonwood” trees. To look at the
farther bank of such a lagoon was like
looking upon a fine painting by some man
who had dreamed just before he died.
The tall trees cast their gracious shadows
into the water, and the sheep of the far-
mers moved pleasantly through the grass
underneath the trees. The air was sweet
with the scent of blossoms, and yet a
little bitter with the wilder air venturing
in from the sea.

We were many days in this part of the
valley, and with fishing poles which we
had made from cuttings in a wood, and
twine and hooks provided by those that
were with me, we fished for trout and
salmon. In the early morning we fished,
or in the evening. Thus we saw the
valley in every light and the surrounding
mountains in every mood. Once, while
the sun shone in the valley, we could see
that one of the farther peaks was
obscured by what we learned was falling
snow—a storm. In the morning the sides
of the hills were grey with the rising
mist. At noon they were green and at
night the wooded slopes were deep in
purple shadows.

The river Fraser grows less civil as
he lies nearer his sources, which is like
mankind itself. Following the railway
out of the valley of the blossoms we found
the hills crowding in closer about the
line of steel. The pieces of flat farm land
were not so often to be seen and the road
was crooked, following the turns of the
river. The mountains grew more lofty
and more whimsical in their moods. One
would now thrust his toe out into the
valley as though to trip the river, though
the river was not to be tripped, but passed
snarling around. The next mountain
would stand far back from the river as
though in deference, or mockery, saying,
“See! I allow you to pass.” The rocks
showed now at the edges of the water,
grey and fretted with the carved faces of
dragons, devils and evil spirits whom it
had washed out of the hills and whom it
thus remembered. Where two rocks
sought to join across the torrent, it roared
so that T and my two companions could
not hear our words among us. We saw,
also, fishermen here and there who had
crawled down over the rocks and found
foothold in notches and crannies at the
river’s edge from which to fish for salmon.
Our road mounted steadily. The gorge
narrowed, and at length, stealing a ride
on a freight train, we reached this place
vhich is called Banff. We were employed
by the natives as servants in the hotel
near which I sit as I write.

E o E % 4

Dusk is spilling into this wvalley, over
the edges of the peaks. I must come to
an end. Though the neighbours, when
you tell them, may say that those who
came with me here are also discoverers
of the Province of Canada, this is not so.
They are like the Canadians who, from
all I can see, only work till they get
sick. Or if they are sick, eat and rest till
they get well. When they have both
health and money they make journeys to
far away places in the United States,
which I have heard of, or across another
ocean called the Atlantic ©Ocean, to
Europe and England. It is only the
strangers who know Canada, I think.
Those who came with me here think only
of the money they may save to return
to their native land. I think only of how
I may bring you here to my side, Most
Illustrious Lady, to enjoy what I have
discovered.

Anatomy Note.—It’s a great race now
whether the women spend more on
covering their heads or their feet, but
there’s no doubt as to the spot whereé
dear old Dad continues to get it—in the
neck.

L A B

Companions,—Champ Clark declare$
that the Bull Moose is a thing of the
past. Gone to keep company with the
houn’ dog of Missouri that mustn’t b€
kicked aroun’.

L A A 1

Fashion Note.—Women are wearing
hand-painted hats this season. And Wwe
regret to report that some of them aré
wearing hand-painted faces beneath
the hats.

® ® ®».

Spirit of the Age.—The modern girl is
afraid that her petticoat shows and that
her hose don’t.
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HIS GREAT ADVENTURE

By ALAN SULLJVAN

CHAPTER XV.—(Continued.)

€¢ HAT did you mean when
you were talking in
the train about not
being able to make me

happy?” he demanded, suddenly.

She hesitated. “Don’t you know,
dear, that all girls love to talk about
all kinds of impossible things?”

“Nothing is Impossible!” He
blurted this violently, and people in
the street turned and stared at him.
“If to-night should decide matters for
us, believe me they will be decided
Or some one else, too!”

The hours dragged slowly on, till,
a8 evening closed, their feet turned
automatically toward Florio’s. Again
Pearson felt as he had felt the night
of that memorable dinner. Again he
Was about to risk the future in one
throw. Again he fumbled as to that
Which might lie on the knees of the
gods,

As they entered, he glanced on one
side ag though expecting to see his
Own lean figure staring through the
Window. Then, walking slowly down

the aisle, he stopped at the table
Where (Stanovitch and Natalie had
Once sat.

“Will this do?” he said, quietly.

“Yes.” iShe was a little breathless,
and her eyes wandered to the table
ODPposite.

“That one is engaged, madame,”
but in the waiter. “But I have no
dowbt that the gentleman would——"

“It doesn’t matter,” broke in Pear-
Son. “Thig will do very well.”

Again that sense of recurrence stole
Over him. Natalie looked as she had
looked that night before. Florio’s had
ot changed. Only the chair of Stamno-
Vitch was empty.

The manager walked up, looked
harq gt the young man, and bowed
Courteously, “Ah, sir, you are wel-
fome back to Florio’s.” There was a
Pink flush in his cheeks.

mocking spirit took hold of the
flewcomer, and he laid a bill on the
table, “Thank you, you are very kind,
and I can assure you there will be no
Misunderstanding “this time.”
«.The round little manager blushed.
¢ I8 difficult sometimes not to make
Mistakes,” he said, apologetically.
erhaps monsieur and madame will

0 Mg the honour of taking a glass of
Wine with me later. I have an admir-
able cuvee which I keep for very
SDec_:‘ial occasions, and,” he bowed
again, “thig is a very special occasion.”
T farson nodded. “With pleasure.”
- ®h - suddenly Natalie breathed
1AIDly, and the colour fled from her
Cheeks_

“Jack!»
IOQk!u
scHe looked. The tall man with the
doar On his cheek was coming slowly
SOWH the aisle. He glanced at Pear-
saf’ bowed distantly, and deliberately
o down at the engaged table. He

48 quite alone.
wr CATSON’S eyes signaled to the girl.
i ake no notice,” they said; “take no

Otlce_"
ta;ihe» Smiled nervously and began to

@bout topics of the-day. Pearson
thestered all his powers, and, between
Dighe. (hey kept the ball rolling.
Notey: 2PDeared and vanished, and he
thafd' With a queer pang in his heart,

She only toyed with the food.
S the aigle, the stranger ate
Odically, never turning his . eyes
heir direction. He seemed devoted

Oa 800d dinner, and had apparently
InakOther object in the world than to

Ne the most of it.

talie played with knife and fork
the ‘ﬁfnt betitionary glances that made
Veing 00d throh riotously in Pearson’s
Word' t Presently the stranger, with a
acrog 0 the waiter, got up, stepped
anq ; the narrow space toward them,
wyrsoWed with formal courtesy.
moméi;tlt,l beg for the favour of a few
Mer 1y S8° _conversation with my for-
in g aveling companions?”’ he said,
evel vojce,

Again that tide of daring

she whispered. “Jack,

In

lifted

R

Pearson in its embrace. “By all

means! Won’t you sit down and have
a glass of wine?”’ he concluded,
calmly.

The stranger bowed again. “You
are very kind.” Then he added, in
low tones. “You put another aspect
on duty.”

Natalie’s lips were parted as she
scanned the dark face. “Duty.” she
said, faintly.

“Yes. I often think how strange a
thing is duty.. It is often very hard
to perform. It falls on the innocent
as well as the guilty. In fact, it seems
to me that' it is almost always the
innocent who suffer most.”

“Do you not think it would be wise
to get down to business?” said Pear-
son, abruptly.

“You are very impetuous,” was the
deliberate answer. ‘“Business done in
the proper way is an art—I had almost
said a pleasure. It calls for the most
tactful qualities of humanity, and
business should always be considered
a diplomatic matter. HEspecially since
it is often painful and distressing.”

“Take what time you please,” put
in Pearson, coldly. “I need hardly
remind you that we have come a long
way for the privilege of this inter-
view—if it is a privilege.”

“Accept my thanks. Now,” he be-
gan, carefully, “I would like to put a
case to you, and while I am describing
it I trust you will do me the kindness
to believe that it is purely imaginary.
Let us assume first that in a very re-
mote place there is something of
value. The knowledge of this comes
through means which I will not weary
you by describing, to those who have,
without question, the very best use
for it. After careful deliberation, an
emissary is sent out to discover and
thoroughly examine this thing of
value, it being the policy, I might add
of those who send him—let us call
them the society—not to put too much
trust in any one man’s honesty. You
are still young, and your impatient
nature may question the wisdom or
fairness of such a policy. To this I
can only say that the Wise men of
the world believe that human nature
is apt to vary, especially where
wealth is concerned. Very well. The
first man goes, but he does not go
alone, although very naturally he
thinks he is entirely beyond observa-
tion. He discovers the object of value
and is at once carried away by the
extraordinary wealth which Ilies, let
us say, at his feet. Then a thought
works like poison in his brain, and,
since wealth is apparently in the
balance, his honesty falls to the
ground. In the act of theft and deser-
tion, he is given his ultimate lesson
by the shadow which accompanied
him from the first and was acquainted
with every movement.”

“Then you killed Stepan Kolkoff!”
broke in Natalie, her breast heaving.

HE looked at her in surprise. “Who
is Stepan Kolkoff?” he said,

calmly. “I'm afraid you forget
that I state a purely imaginary case.
I merely said that the unfaithful
emissary got his ultimate lesson. To
continue, this imaginary society is
fortunately headed by one who is very
wise. He decrees that another man
be sent forthwith, and with him still
another. You will now observe that
already four persons. are involved.
Now follow me carefully, if you please.
This third man is vastly brave and
clever. He has the strength of a giant,
but in some respects the heart of a

child. He also imagines that he sees

the riches at his feet, at least let us
assume that they are at his feet, and
conceives the idea that although one
has already failed, he himself can
carry the treasure to his own hiding
place. This idea possesses his mind,
even before he starts on his journey.
Gradually it grows in his brain until
he thinks and dreams it constantly.
Finally he talks of it in his sleep, and
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FROM THE ORIiENT TO

'YOUR TABLE

Every sealed packet of SALADA TEA is filled with fresh, young

leaves of surpassing fragrance.

SEALED PACKETS ONLY,

~SALADA"

BLACK, MIXED OR GREEN,

are ideal.
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As an After-Dinner
Confection

Ganong’s Chocolate Peppermints

The delicate peppermint
flavored centre make them seem
specially adapted as an after-dinner
confection. But they are also just the
thing for all out-of-door occasions.
The most popular of all chocolates.

1 OCent Box— enough for one

Sold at any store that sells good chocolates.

Buy a

—or a 25 Cent Package.

The National Directory

Schools and Colleges

This directory includes the names of the leading Canadian Schools and Col-
leges. The Canadian Courier recommends them as leaders, and every parent
can rely on them as desirable institutions for the education of their children.
Most of them have years of reputation behind them.

BOYS’ SCHOOLS AND COLLEGES.
Bishops College School, Lennoxville,
P.Q.

Lower Canada College, Montreal.
Ridley College, St. Catharines, Ont.
St. Andrew’s College, Toronto.

St. Clement’s College, Toronto.

St. Michael’s College, Toronto.

Stanstead Wesleyan College,
stead, Que.

Trinity College School, Port Hope,
Ont.

BUSINESS SCHOOLS.
Shaw’s Business Schools, Toronto.

CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS.

Shaw’s Correspondence Schools, To
ronto.

Stan-

GIRLS’ SCHOOLS AND COLLEGES.

Bishop Bethune College, Oshawa, Ont.

Loretto Abbey College and Academy,
Toronto.

Moulton College, Toronto.

Mount Allison Ladies’ College and
University, Sackville, N.B.

St. Margaret’s College, Toronto.

Stanstead Wesleyan College,
stead, Que.

Westbourne School, Toronto.

UNIVERSITIES.
Queen’s University, Kingston, Ont.
EXAMINATIONS IN MUSIC.

The Associated Board of the Royal
Academy of Music and Royal College
of Music, for Examinations in Music
in the British Empire. Resident Sec-
retary’s Office, 777 Shuter Street,
Montreal.

Stan-
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LAKE SIMCOEL

A Deli_htful Summering Place
FEATURES [

Lake Simecoe, the largest
inland lake in the Domin-
ion, is about 35 miles long
and 20 miles wide, with a
charmingly irregular
shore line of over 600
miles. Its shores are dot-
ted with handsome sum-
mer homes and hotels.
The lake is alive with
canoes, sailboats and
launches, all adding life and color to the beautiful scene. The
best boating; bathing, fishing and
other forms of recreation, such as
are possibly unsurpassed in any
other spot in the Dominion, are
found at Liake Simcoe.

LR AR

ELEVATION

Lake Simecoe is approximately 500
feet above the level of Lake On-
tario and over 700 feet above the
sea level. The air is bracing and
clear and, with the wide sweep of
water all round, is delightfully
cool in summer time.

HOTELS

Hotel accommodation may be seeured at any of the following
places on the Lake:

Hotel Proprietor Post Office

g 1 T SRR LS e W.. H. Saunders ...ceeose Jackson’s Point P.O., Ont.
gfnlfﬁrrlli?)ve ............. 5 N - 5 3 0 e NS G e Jackson’s Point P.0., Ont.
Pine Plaza ..oc-csvooase F ARl ey 0 swip sl s Jackson’s Point B O5 Ot
Jackson’s Point Hotel..J. M. McDonald ......... Jackson’s Point P O Ont,
Glen Sibbald ....... vveads MeNeI. Jihoisadiasesios Jackson’s Point P.O Ont;
Glenwoodland .......... S VAT HE v i v o s g e Jackson’s Point P.Ou, Ont.
GleNDOTO '« cossomens savoe B AP Aravig i s e gmee Jackson’s Point P.05 Ont,
Simcoe Farm .......... Q. Beotl v deie iv veren Jackson’s Point P.O., Ont.
Alberta Lodge ......... W Osborne . S5l st sl Jackson’s Point P.O., Ont.
Island Grove Park ..... C. Willoughby .......... Island Grove P.O., Ont.
Idlewyld . ...ceneesaions JooMIlEan oo dRln e Orchard Beach P.O., Ont.
Simcoe Lodge ....ce0ee W g Davisan s iy et Orchard Beach P.O., Ont.
Cedar Glen ............Mrs. J. H. Warriner ....Keswick, Ont.
The. PlasE. . v e Mrs., F. Terry ieissenass Weswick, Ont.
Blmerott .. aeee v W. ProSSer ....sseesessie Keswick, Ont.

These popular resorts on Lake Simcoe are only about two
hours’ journey by trolley from Toronto.

HOW TO GET THERE

The easiest way, the most comfortable way, and the most in-
teresting way to reach Lake Simcoe is to travel on the Toronto
and York Radial Railway. No einders, no soot, no smoke.
The cars on this line are of the interurban type, large and

comfortable, with smoking compartments. There are seven
cars daily, twelve on Sundays, both ways, with a special service
Saturday afternoons and Monday mornings. :

The Trafic Department will furnish full information as to
rates, timetable, ete., upon application.

Toronto and York Radial
Railway Company
HEAD OFFICE - -  TORONTO

his companion hears. Another traitor
has entered the scene.”

‘“What?” interrupted
“Stanovitch a traitor?”

The stranger flipped the ash from
the end of his cigarette and gazed
sadly at the young man. “I am afraid
{ must have been very stupid. 7 tried
¢0 hard to explain that the c.se 1
recite is purely imaginary. SHorgive
my clumsy use of your admirable
language. With your permission let
us proceed. We have now a situation
in -which the third man has turned
traitor, and the fourth man knows it.
The next development naturally is
that the traitor attempts to kill the
discoverer.”

“No—no! That wasn’t the reason,”
breathed Natalie. “It was something
more dreadful than that.”

“Madam, you have remarkable intui-
tion. I begin to think that ycu could
have put my case much befter than
myself. We have come at length to
the point at which it is necessary to
remember that a fifth person, a
woman, steps upon the stage. The
curious thing is that she is there not
because she does not know enough to
stay out of the wilderness, but be-
cause she knows too much to be left
alone. The third man warns her
against the fourth and gains her help
in an attempt to murder the latter
on the grounds that her life and what
is more than her life are in danger.”

“What!” stammered the girl. “Was
Stancvilch deceiving me?”

Pearson.

113 ARDON me, but I do not under-
stand your question. It is
obviously impossible for me to

explain the actions of an individual

whe erists only in your mind. I

meiely put to you a certain affair

which may or may not have happened.

When I have finished, your advice will

be asked om a certain point as to what

certain in {ividuals should most wisely

do. So! rhe fourth man survives
and Ja <~ on Kkills the traitor. It was,
I a’nt unfortunate, but entirely

necrszary under the circumstances.
The fourth man now thinks he is the
sole survivor of the four emissaries.
A strange thing then follows. He is
left quite alone, so far as he knows,
with the girl for a few moments.”

Natalie grew deadly pale. “Don’t!”
she implored. “Don’t! You are
cruel!”

“l am sorry,” continued the

stranger, “but you should not allow
yourself to suffer purely on account
of the visionary effect of anything I
may say. The fourth man then makes
a great mistake. He forgets that he
is there for a set purpose and allows
himself to be swayed by emotioas for
which the society makes no allowance
whatever. It becomes necessary to
remove him—and—he is removed by
the same shadow that was sent to keep
watch on the first emissary.” He
hesitated again and went calmly on:
“We now arrive at a situation which
you will admit is very intricate.
Three valuable men have perished.
The society which sent them has not
berefited. A knowledge which is of
vast importance is in the possession
of a girl and of a well-meaning em-
ployee of limited intelligence who it

~was not intended should ever leave

the scene of discovery.”

“Do you mean that?” cried Pearson.
“Was the villainy as deep as that?”

“The purely imdginary villainy.
Yes. My friend, you should not be so
realistic. @~ The affair now becomes
even more delicate. These two escape
and survive,” he hesitated, “owing to
the human weakness of one who
should not have intervened.”

“On Selwyn Lake,” broke in Pear-

son, suddenly.

“I'm afraid I do not understand,”
said the stranger, smoothly.

“Ah—I forgot. I, too, refer to a
purely imaginary case of a man and
a girl who were starying to death and
were saved by an invisible friend who
left food outside their tent.”

A flicker darted through the dark
ey es.

“Not actual food, of course.”

“No, not actual—I'm describing
-5t such an occurrence as you did.”
“Tq that case, I must admit that the
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to CaliForniavia
Grand Canyono >ha
-and a visit toYosemite
and Big Trees :

You can camp, tramp, fish and sleep
Motor, sail, swim and dance

Play golf, polo and tennis —or just
be lazy

A California Summer is de-
lightful — cool always, by the sea and
in the mountains

San Diego Exposition open
all 1916, Cool summer trip if you
go Santa Fe

Four daily California trains

Ask for folders of train and trip

Low Excursion fares
daily May 20 to September 30 97a

F. T. Hendry, Gen. Agt.,
151 Griswold St., Detroit, Mich.

“Tender

undersigned and endorsed
for Riding School, Royal Military College,
Kingston, Ont.,” will be received at this

office until 4.00 P.M., on Wednesday,
June 14, 1916, for the work mentioned.

Plans, specifications and forms of con-
tract can be seen and forms of tender
obtained at the offices of Messrs. Power
and Son, Architects, Kingston, Ont.;
Thos. Hastings, Clerk of Works, Postal
Station “F,” Toronto, Ont., and at this
Department.

Persons tendering are notified that
tenders will not be considered unless
made on the printed rforms supplied, and
signed with their actual signatures, stat-
ing their occupations and places of resi-
dence. In the case of firms, the actual
signature, the nature of the occupation,
and place of residence of each member
of the firm must be given.

Each tender must be accompanied by
an accepted cheque on a chartered bank,
payable to the order of the Honourable
the Minister of Public Works, equal to
ten per cent. (10 p.c.) of the amount of
the tender, which will be forfeited if the
person tendering decline to enter into a
contract when called upon to do so, or
fail to complete the work contracted for.
If the tender be not accepted the cheque
will be returned.

The Department does not bind itself to
accept the lowest or any tender.

By order,
R. C. DESROCHERS,
Secretary.
Department of Public Works,
Ottawa, May 30, 1916.

Newspapers will not be paid for this
advertisement if they insert it without
authority from the Department.-——45139.

fu

PHOTOGRAPHER
Studio: 101 King St. West
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ROCHE MIETTE, AS SEEN FROM THE CANADIAN NORTHERN RAILWAY

CANADIAN NORTHERN

ALL THE WAY FROM THE

LAURENTIANS TO THE ROCKIES

Foy 1. i
oﬁr L.lterature and information, apply to General Passenger Department, 68 King Street East, Toronto,

Serving Canada’s National Play Grounds

Mount Robson National Park, B.C.; J asper National
Park, Alta.; Quetico National Park, Ont.; Nipigon
Forest Reserve, Ont.; Algonquin National Park,

Ont. ; Muskoka Lakes, Ont.: Rideau Lakes, Ont. ;
Laurentide National Park, Que.

Through Tickets and Low

Summer Fares to All Points

Some Canadian Northern Publications:—

““Outdoors in Canada’—*‘Where to fish and hunt’’; ‘‘At Your Service From Coast to

Coast’’—Travel de Luxe; ““The Canadian Rockies’’—Yellowhead Pass Route; ‘‘Muskoka’s

Lake Shore Line”—“Sparrow Lake and Severn River’’; ‘‘Summer Resorts Along the Road

by the Sea’’—Halifax and South Western Railway; ‘‘Price Arthur Hotel and Port Arthur,

8nt.” “Week End Leaflet’’—Tourist, Week End, and Commutation Fares from Toronto,
nt.

ario; Union Station, Winnipeg, Manitoba, and 226 St. James Street, Montreal, Quebec.
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imaginary food was left on Selwyn 2
Lake.” d L

“Then you saved our lives only to A vantages Derlved
separate us,” interrupted Natalie, >
quickly. “It would have been kinder From Wearing

to leave us there.”

A sudden wrinkle appeared on the
stranger’s brow.

He lit another cigarette, while a
faint colour reddened his brown
temple. “It is an unfortunate fact
that no human mechanism can elimin- ‘ 7
ate humanity. It is almost invariably at all times and in all seasons
the heart and not the mind that makes
the false step. So! This knowledge
is to-day, one might almost say this

SURE PROTECTION against sudden
changes of temperature.

evening, about to escape, and with it BETTER HEALTH AND MORE
any possible gain by the society. And COMFORT.

now for a moment I beg your careful R : i A

i f 3 ool 1s the only natural clothing

attention. It has been decided that fle Bnay provides | parfeck venidlad
the girl return to the supervision of tion to the skin, is a slow heat con-
those who know the meaning of the ductor, and protects equally from
word silence, and the man”—he Heat and Cold.. Jaegar Pure Wool

Garments can be had in many differ-

paused again—“the man will give his ent weights, and ‘are ideally suited
oath to go back to his native land for for all climates and all temperatures.
the rest of his life and not to speak A fully illustrated catalogue and Dr.
of what he knows under any circum- Jaeger’'s Health Culture will be sent
stances whatever.” free on application to
“And the alternative?” snapped Sanitary Woollen
Pearson, angrily. BR- IAEGER System Cﬂ Limited
“Ah! I hesitate to mention the al- TOBONTO MEHTREAS WINNIPES
: ternative.” Tncorporated in England in 1883, with
24 RSO y British Capital for the British Empire.

HERE was a moment’s silence, then
a voice came in like the click of
a steel trap.
“Sit still! If you move I’ll blow
your brains out if I swing for it. Now
I’'ve got something to say.”

3 LT

Manufacturers of

'The stranger shrank. Pearson’s
T hand was covered with a napkin from ° i Bank
] o BAC c o which the shining muzzle of Natalie’s ngh Grade Ba

) revolver protruded for a quarter of an Eg"Oﬂicc Fixtures, ‘
o ” e ipe inch and just cleared the edge of the s
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smokers, than any other tall man could’ see straight down the Commercial Fur-
b . .
tObaCCO Sm°ked a}:rel : 4 : niture, Opcra 8&
. Canada You vy111 be kind enough to sit per- 5
n fectly still, and please remember that Assembly Chairs,
in the past few months I have seen >
EVERYBODY SMO.KES enough of death not to mind a little Irft o Hardwood
«OLD CHUM’ more. Now listen, although I won’t Finish Generally. |

take as long as you did. You saved
our lives, but your terms are ridic-
ulous. You talk as if you were omni-
potent as to the platinum—for that is
what you mean. Also please observe
that I am not stating an imaginary
case. All I have to do is to tell the
Canadian government the truth about
this whole, horrible affair and they

e | —

will put a guard of Mounted Police up Hotel Directory
there that will blow holes in every
¢ Russian murderer in America. Now, KING EDWARD HOTEL
Sand |Qc for box as to my future wife, she will stay Toronto, Canada.
ccﬂ’rasm'"a ‘2};"505‘* with me, and we are going to be mar- —Fireproof—
popular styles... ried to-morrow. I think your past | Accommodation for 750 guests, $1.50 WP
2 dealings must have ‘been with American and European Plans.
o Esterbrook Pen Mfg. Co, cowards.”

Slnce 1860 46-70 Cooper St, Camden, N.J The stranger’s face was as motion- HOTEL KRAUSMANN B
less as marble, but one arm moved, GRILL Rq
and his shoulder shifted slightly. EUROPEAN PLAN :

PRINTING. STAMPS AND COINS. “Another quarter of an inch and Rooms with bath $1.00 per day up: - in
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gngarnard. oy E%r.l,ts’i‘orx?o.bm stamps. Marks Stamp | ;. cended slowly on the spotless cloth. —— :ltn

: “That’s better. Now I want t() ask
something. Do you actually - think I THE TUXEDO

. . am going to sit here and take what
you hand out? I'm a poor man, I A Comfortable and Exclusive

” o i 1d Mod H %
{3 . admit it, and that platinum wou odern Home. Table and Ser
It is the best ale we ever brewed it g g e G ie TR e e
- ing to forget it if—if you will forget Evening Dinner.
us. There is one more thing. If you T R e
WHI I IE l ABEI AI E insist on this girl going back to Rus- Write For Reservations
gia with you, you will never leave this
vlsce vl The Tuxedo, 504 Sherbourne St.
THE more you know about good ale the better “Do vou expect me to yield to a L
you will like White Label Ale. Its best ad- threat? : E _
vertisement is your criticism of its quality. “] expect 'no‘thm'g, teﬁccelﬁt) rtht?et ;l‘rll dar; —
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common-place. : my young fire eater, you think I'm
Nothing more tasty or more thirst-quench- alone.  You are very shortsighted.” Ottawa - Canada
ing for a pure drink. “What do you mean?” stammered 1
Natalie. . B
GET SOME'! «lt’s very simple,” hef gaid, 1mpﬁr- American and European Plans
sonally. “The policy of our socieity Faci
is always to provide for emergencies. ng Grand Plaza
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or a machine? What do you gain by
this?”

“Personally I gain nothing; but
others profit much.”

“And if they could profit just as
much in another way?”

The stranger shook his head.

“Who are you?—a homeless wan-
derer. Can I trust you?—I have no
reason to.”

Pearson wracked his brain, and be-
gan to speak carefully and slowly.
“Look here, you want to secure a cer-
tain thing—very weli, you can secure
it. I will give my word of honour not
to use my knowledge or divulge it to
any one, on the understanding that
you drop out of this matter, here and
now. My future wife will give the
same promise. It is not on my own
account that I say this. I’m not afraid
of you.”

“The word of an unknown soldier
of fortune?”’ ‘The tall man smiled.
“Hardly!”

“Would the word of Lord Aldwich
do?” put in Natalie, quietly.

Pearson started violently, but the
revolver did not even waver. “What
do you mean by that?”

“It’s true, dear. I’ve known it since

yesterday.”

His eyes remained riveted to the
stranger’s brown face. “Natalie,
you're - joking!” Then he added,
severely: “This isn’t exactly the time
for a joke.”

“Perhaps,” broke in the stranger,
“the lady is not joking.”

The Englishman’s cheeks reddened,
but still that small, shining barrel cov-
ered the man at the end of the table.
“Where is your proof?”’ he said, in
level tones, although the blood was
rushing riotously through his veins.

She glanced at him strangely, and
laid a newspaper clipping on the table
before him.

“Read it,” he commanded; “I'm
busy.”

She obeyed him in a shaking voice.
“This is taken from a London paper,
dated three weeks ago. A firm of
English lawyers is advertising for in-
formation concerning the Honourable
John Pearson, of Dyce Castle, Beau-
lieu, Hampshire. He came to America
early this year and has not been
heard from since that time. His
brother, Lord Aldwich, died two
months ago.”

HERE fell a silence, into which the
young man’s voice broke with
queer, = deprecating tomes: ‘It

appears that I'm Lord Aldwych. I
knew I would be one day, if I lived.”
He stared straight into the tall man’s
eyes. “You would not take my word
before—will you take it now—although
it’s no better?” he added, quizzically.

The stranger paused. “Ah, that
affects the matter considerably. Now
I deal with a personage. One can
always find Dyce Castle, in Hamp-
shire, without too much exertion or
expense.” He looked hard at the
young man. “And if I do take it——"

“You may regard the incident as
closed,” said Pearson. He slid the
revolver into his pocket and turned
to the girl. “What do you say, best
beloved? You understand better than
I.de?”?

She stared at the Russian, and spoke
quickly in their own language. He
thought for a moment, then replied in
a brief, crisp sentence.

“It’s all right,” she said, tremulously.
“You may believe him. That was the
password of the inner circle, and he
dare not break his word, now.”

“Then it is mutually agreed,”’ con-
tinued Pearson, with a queer lift in
his words, “that we part now—at once,
and that neither of us mention what
we know, and that trom this time on
the person of this girl ceases to be in
danger or under observation.”

“She will not be in any further
danger, but both of you will always
be under observation. That is inevit-
able, since you know what you do
know, but you will be unconscious
of our observation, and it need not
cloud your sky. So, it is agreed!”

He rose, and a look of sadness came
over his lean, brown face. “In saying
farewell I would ask you to remember
that no man is happy whose fate it is
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THE CANADIAN BANK
OF COMMERCE

SIR EDMUND WALKER, C.V.O,, LL.D,, D.C.L., President.
JOHN AIRD, General Manager. H. V. F. JONES, Ass’t. General Manager.

CAPITAL, §15,000,000  RESERVE FUND, $13,500,000
SAVINGS BANK ACCOUNTS

Interest at the current rate is allowed on all deposits of $1.00 and upwards.
Careful attention is given to every account. Small accounts are welcomed.
Accounts may be opened and operated by mail.

Accounts may be opened in the names of two or more persons, withdrawals
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HER DAY OF DAYS
OTHER events of those happy hours may soon be for-

gotten, but how she’ll ch erish, at the time and years

after, the gift of a Waltham Convertible Wrist Watch.
While the daintiness and beauty of the Waltham has made
the wearing of wrist watches a mark of good taste, it assures
the definite accuracy that has made the Waltham Watch a coveted posses-
sion the world over. The Waltham Convertible Wrist Watch is the watch
with the disappearing eye, that makes it a wrist watch or an ordinary
watch as the wearer desires. May be had in 7, 15 and 17 jewel movements
in solid gold or gold-filled cases, at $18 and up. Ask your Jeweller to show
you the new Walthams. Write for booklet “Concerning a Timepiece.”

WALTHAM WATCH COMPANY, MONTREAL
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The old home is all right—BUT-—it
is cold—cold—COLD in the Winter.
That old home, can be made as warm
and cosy as any city mansion, by a
modest expenditure for the installa- |
tion of a hot-water heating system.
Country house or city house—it
makes no difference—a hot-water
heating system is easy to put in,
easy to control, and is the ONLY
truly satisfactory way to get,a
° steady, even,unfluctuating | f¢
Klng and permanent heatin a}fll
o)

Radlators 1ivz:.’al,ltl(iiexs' and in

e all parts of the house. Every room,
\ ‘ east side or north side, still days or windy

days, wet or dry, makes no difference, the King Hot Water
Boilers and Radiators give the warmth desired, with least cost in
fuel and least attention and labor.

Do You Want to Know What a Hot Water Heating
System Would Cost ?7—Write Us for Particulars.

King Hot Water Boilers and Radiators embody certain exclusive principles

which make them economical, quick, heaters and easy to take care of. Let
us tell you some of the reasons why. Write for our FREE Illustrated Book-
let—*“ COMFORTABLE HOMES ”’—sent on request, post-paid.

‘Steel i Radiation Limited

Head Office and Factory, 275 Fraser Ave., Toronto

FORCE OF MIND

By ALFRED T. SCHOFIELD, M.D.

The relations of mind to disease and therapeutics are everywhere admitted,
but vaguely understood or used. The author shows how the mind consciously
and unconseciously can be of greatest usefulness in many phages of nervous
troubles. 12mo, cloth, 347 pages, $2.00 post-paid.

UNIVERSITY BOOK co.

8 Unlversity Ave. - - - - - - - Toronto.

COURIER.

to be the shadow.of his fellow men.
You must believe that. But,” he hesi-
tated for a moment, and then went
quietly on, “when, in the future, you
think of me, I will ask you also to re-
member the imaginary food which was
found outside an imaginary tent on
Selwyn Lake.” He bowed to Natalie,
and held out a long hand to Pearson.
“My lord, I have the honour to bid
you good evening!”

As he came, he went—tall, noise-
less, and mysterious. At the door he
turned, bowed slightly, and vanished.

P BARSON breathed hard. It seemed
difficult to get air into his lungs.
Slowly his eyes met those of the

girl, and hung there, piercing far into

their starry depths. Her lips were
parted, and it seemed that her spirit
paused ere it rushed to meet his own.

In another moment, a voice broke
in: “And now, sir, will you do me
the honour of taking a glass of wine,
and perhaps the lady will, also?”

Natalie nodded brightly and with
relief. She was beginning to be
afraid of the tumult in her soul.

Their host lifted a brimming glass.
“To your very good health.” He
emptied it at a draft.

“You are very kind, for, as a mat-
ter of fact, we are celebrating a very
happy event. Accept my compli-
ments.”

The manager bowed. “I'm doubly
fortunte. And now, I am sorry, but
my duty » He saluted them again
and vanished.

The young man refilled his glass,
and stared at the girl over its shining
edge. In the bubbling depths he saw
life and joy and a new, intoxicating
future. Across the table was beauty
and love.

“Why didn’t you tell me before?”
he said, slowly.

“Don’t you see? If you had knrown,
you would have gone to the police and
demanded protection, and then,” she
faltered, “not only would they not
have been able to protect me, but you,
too, would have been in great danger.
Dearest, it was not Lord Aldwych I
learned to love, but,” here she lifted
her own glass, “I shall not love him
less,” =

His brow wrinkled.
have let me go?”

“My heart would never have let you
go; but since my presence would have
meant peril to you, I would have
slipped away from you forever. But
now——" the rest was lost in an un-
utterable look.

He lifted his wineglass. “To our-
selves,” he smiled. “We need it

She nodded, and drank. Then, with
a curious gesture, she dropped the
glasg. Their eyes mingled again as it
shivered into fragments.

«“yYou did that once before,” he put
in, suddenly.

“yes—and for the same reason: ‘To
the very end.””

Half an hour later, they were walk-
ing, arm in arm, up Broadway. He
stopped at a jeweler’s window. oy
should like to buy an engagement ring
for the future Lady Aldwych, if she
will kindly advance me the necessary
amount,” he laughed, with worship in
his gaze. “It’s only for a day or two,
and T'll give excellent sgeurity.”

They leaned over the counter and
surveyed the jewels. The salesman
glanced at them and opeped a drawer
and brought out a magnificent dia-
mond.

“you can’t do better than this,” he
remarked, admiringly; “it’s a perfect
stone, set in the latest fashion—in
platinum.”

Her lips trembled.
she said, under her breath,
not in platinum.”

THE END.
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“So you would

“It’s beautiful,”
“but not—

The Rising Generation.—0dd are some
of the answers which the rising genera=
tion offer in their examination papers.
Here are a few of the latest:

«parliament consists of the House of
Commons and House of Gods.”

«The population of New England is
too dry for farming.”

“The grand divisions of North {Lmerica
are wheat, rye, cornm, barley, and so
forth.”
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100 The Battle Creek Toasted Corn Flake Co. Limited

G IVE atouch of variety to your dish of Kellogg’s

) -G
# gefltly stimulating acids of the fruit will blend agree-
ably with the delicate ““toast” flavor of the crisp
corn flakes. Kellogg’s are always fresh, always
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Policies issued by the Society are for the protection of
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¥ The luxury loving Greeks equipped the bath |
‘with extravagant accessories—but they lacked
PALMOLIVE, the famous modern luxury for
toilet, bath and shampoo. True, Palm and Olive
oils were the favorite cleansing agents—but obtain-
able only in their crude natural state. Their scien-
tific combination in the smooth, creamy PALM-
OLIVE lather is a triumph only twentieth cen-
tury users know in

PALMOLIVE SOAP

The wholesome PALMOLIVE cake with its natural attractive color and apreeable
faint fragrance is known to millions of users. lts perfect cleansing qualities oripinate
the PALMOLIVE “doctrine of soap and water.” *

PALMOLIVE SHAMPOO—liquid PALMOLIVE—is- equally popular. Itsuse con
stitutes a perfect means for thorouphly cleansing the hair—an essential for healthy growth
The Olive and Cocoanut Oils in this shampoo are unequalled ingredients of a perfect .
hair and scalp application. Our new Palmolive Booklet about the complete Palmolive Line:

together with threefold sample package, will be mailed on receipt of 10 cents in stamps:

'B. J. JOHNSON SOAP COMPANY, Inc., Milwaukee, Wis:

CANADIAN FACTORY: 155-157 George Street, Toronto, Ont. (513)




