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A feature of Coca-Cola’s goodness for you to
remember. Itself pure and delicious, all its purity
and delicacy of flavor preserved for your health
and enjoyment by clean and sanitary bottling.
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and you'll be sure of serving a pure, wholesome
and delicious beverage. Served at and sold by
all General Stores.
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GIFT SEEKER

The true Gift Giver
of to-day is better
known by the wisdom
of his selection than
by the amount of
money he spends. So
long as the Gift bears
distinction and qual-
ity, its cost may “be
dropped out of con-
sideration. The Gift
spirit is not measured
in Dollars and Cents.

In this connection
you will find the D. E.
Black & Co. Catalogue
an inspiration.  So
many things may be
had at such moderate
prices that the wants
of anyone may be
satisfied.

Our new 1917-18
Catalogue is just com-
pleted. Send for a
copy to-day. It is
free for the asking.

D. E. BLACK & CO.

Limited
JEWELERS
Herald Building CALGARY
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MINIMIZE

THE FIRE PERIL

BY USING

EDDY’S

Chemically
Self-extinguishing

“Silent 500s”

the matches with ‘“no after
r\glow”
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EDDY is the only Canadian
makerof these matches,every
stick of which has been
treated with a chemical
solution which positively
ensures the match becoming
dead wood once it has been
lighted and blown out.

Look for the words ““ chemi-
cally self-extinguishing”’ on
the box.
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Trade Marks

PATENTS and Designs

Write f or booklet and circularr, terms, ete.

FEATHERSTONHAUGH & CO.
Fred. B. Featherstonhaugh, K.C., M.G.
Gerald S. Roxburgh, B.A. Se.

16 Canada Life Building, Portage Avenue
Corner of Main) WINNIPEG

NDS

Mends Graniteware, Tin, Iron,
Aluminum, etc. in two minutes.
Without tools. 30 mends for 15¢,
From your dealer or us, postpaid
oi-Peek Co., P.0.Box 2024 Montreal
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THE WESTERN HOME MONTHLY

The Westeru Home Monthly

Vol. XX. §

Published Monthly [
By the Home Publishing Co., Ltd., Winnipeg, Can. §
I
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Remittances of small sums may

¢ well as new address

of’your paper.
label.

The Subscription Price of The Western Home Monthly is $1 00 a year, or_three years for
$2.00, to any address in Canada or British Isles. T peetiption to 1
$1.50 a year, and within the city of Winnipeg limits and in the United States $1.25 a year.
be made with safety in ordinary letters. Sums of one
dollar or more would be well to send by registered letter or Money Order. 4
Postage Stamps will be received the same as cash for the fractional parts of a dollar, and fil
any amount when it is impossible for patrons to procure bills.
Change of Addtam—fﬂbscﬂber%lwist‘:lng thelr‘ address changed must
N communications relative to chang address
us not later than the 20th of the preceding month. o

en You Renew be sure to sign your name exactly the same as i pears the label
It this is not done it leads to conmsiou? t e '
address, and the paper has been forwarded to you, be sure to let us know the address on your

The subsecription to foreign countries is

state their former as
must be received by

1f you have recently changed your

Chat With Our Readers

For The Young Men

The page entitled. “The Young Man
and His Problem,” for many years 8o
ably conducted by the Rev. J. L. Gordon,
passed over some months ago to other
hands, when that gentleman took up his
residence in Washington. 'The mantle
has fallen on another worthy and capable
westerner, Prof. W. F. Osborne, of the
University of Manitoba, and no name is
more favorably known in the west as a
writer and speaker. Whenever Professor
Osborne writes a letter or an article,
everybody reads it; because it is certain
to be interesting and to contain some-
thing of merit. Whenever he speaks,
whether in his lecture room or on the
public platform, he commands the at-
tention of interested listeners. In the
field of public morals, Professor Osborne
is a frank and fearless champion of all
that stands for righteousness and justice.
He is thoroughly democratic; he believes
in a square deal for all, and equality of
opportunity, and is an optimist among
optimists. ~ The publishers of the
“Monthly” have great pleasure in com-
mending this page to the young men of
Wostern Canada. Its writer is a com-
paratively young man, whose chosen
work in life is teaching young men, and
he has, through this magazine, the oppor-
tunity of reaching thousands who, we
feel sure, will be glad to welcome his
message from month to month. Nor will
his words apply only to young men, they
will be welcomed by old and young.
They will ring true and contain wisdom

and inspiration.

Wynyard,. Sask., May 25, 1918.

Dear Sirs:—I like the W.H. M. very
much. I always send my copy overseas
and it gets great praise “over there.” 1
like the stories. They are wholesome and
genuine. Would like to see the corres-
pondence column extended to grown-ups,
so that helpful advice and knowledge
could be gained by young mothers with
children of ages from babyhood to six
There are so many who are alone,
I am a soldier’s wife and
would appreciate any helpful suggestions
which might appear in the W.H.M. Of
course it would be impossible to please
everybody, but when 1 have read letters
over, from the younger boys and girls,
also bachelors who have termed them-
gelves “lonely.” I have often thought
about the lonely mothers and wives who

years.
like myself.
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have their loved ones “Over There.” How
they, too, would gain much pleasure by
having nice talks to one another,
through your columns. » I do not mean
this suggestion for soldiers’ wives and
mothers exclusively. There are plenty
of lonely ones who have not many
friends, and who would appreciate this.
I hope I have not taken too much of your
valuable time, and wishing you every
success to your interesting journal, I am,
a reader, Mrs. T. G. B.

Ottawa, Ont., June 7, 1918.
Dear Sir:—Your magazine has a splen-
did tone, and I am sure must be a valu-
able paper in the west. I like your
articles and fiction. We need much in-
spiration of that sort just now, and
there is so much the periodicals can do
in educating the public along those lines
of thought.
Wishing you every success,
very truly, Miss M. L.

I am, yours

Saskatoon, June 14, 1918.
Editor, W. H. M., Winnipeg, Man.

Dear Editor:—My set of dishes hasar-
rived safely and they are simply splen-
did and the admiration of everybody in
our home. It only took me half an hour
to get the three brand new subscribers
that you asked for.. I saw one of them
to-day and she is as pleased with the
“Monthly” as I am with my dainty set
of dishes. With good wishes, yours
truly, Mrs. L. Mc.G.

We believe that our magazine stands
at the top as a magazine for the home,
with its valuable and interesting depart-
ments, the high quality of its fiction,
surpassing both as to quality and num-
bers.

You cannot afford to lose the maga-
zine’s earnest, helpful, inspiring influ-
ence. You have come to depend upon it.
Its articles are like chapters in the lives
of real friends. Its departments have
saved you money, given you food for
thought, made the daily task lighter and
more cheery. Its short stories have made
you interested, and set you thinking
along right lines.

For your convenience we append a
gubscription blank in case youm subscrip-
tion has expired. Please note that we
have not yet advanced our rates—many
other publications have. Our rates are
still $1.00 a year, or $2.00 for three years.
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Beginthe day with

 BAKER'S
COCOA |

“Is Itself a Food”

A pure, delicious drink;
should also be considered
a valuable adjunct to a
meal as it contains a large
amount of nutritive matter
in an easily digested form.

Its use permits the saving of
other and more expensive foarz

Trade-mark on every package.
Booklet of Cholce Recipes sent Free

Walter Baker & Co. Limited

Estlbli'shod 1780

§i/53> Montreal,

.

Dorchester,

* DROPS OF MAGIC!
CORNS LIFT OUT

So simple! Drop a little
Freezone on a touchy corn,
instantly that corn stops hurt-
ing, then you lift it off with
the fingers. No pain! Try it.

A few cents buys a tiny bottle
of Freezone at any drug store
This is sufficient to rid your feet
of every hard corn, soft cogn, @7
corn between the toes, also a7l
calluses, and without the shghtest
soreness or irritation. 1t Jocsmt
hurt at all! Freezone 1s the mge?
talked of, .nagic ether 3 sCOMeRy
of the Cincinnati genius SO i,
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$10
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THE WESTERN HOME MONTHLY
The Cat---Alias Cupid

Written for The Western Home Monthly. By Evelyn Gowan Murphy

You can’t possibly get wet in the

atlamac

Featherweight WATERPROOF

A “Mattamac” is identical in appearance with the usual London three-

guinea Weatherproof. In utility also,

it equals its much more costly Com-

petitor. It wears as long, weighs one-third and is absolutely waterproof.
Though light and compact-folding, it,is Wind-proof as well as Wet-proof,
and can be used additionally as a light Overcoat for Driving, Motoring, ete:

19 OUNCES WEIGHT

(FIRST-GRADE)
Three ounces hearier than an umbrella.

$10

Sent fully insured
against Ocean Risk and
Duty and Postage Paid
for Price. Sold subject
to return within 7 days if
unsatisfactory and re-'
fund of full price paid.
For Lady or Gentleman.
Also made in Sporting,
Riding and Military
Styles.

Eight models are illus- ¥
trated in the “Matta- -
mac’’ Booklets Series.
Free for a postal. .

weightless.

This Horse-back Model
t8 fitted with extra
wide Skirt, Riding Vent
with Saddle Flap, ad-
justable Leg Straps, elc.
In 16 Khaki sizes.
MODEL No. 1f is the /4
same Coat, but with 7
Belt to buckle, and
Shoulder

MODEL No. 8
MODEL No.1, $10 Wide-Skirted
The Lady ‘‘Mattamac.”

JN 8 MODFLS, 6 SHADES AND 40 SIZES
The *“Mattamac’ is made for Ladies and Gentle-
men, from $10 up, and also for Children.
*Mattamacs'’ are made in the West-end of London,
where the best Overcoats are produced, withny
graceful, tailored “‘hang.” wide skirt, easy Raglan
shoulders and roomy under-arms.

Each “Mattamac’ has wind-strapped adjustable
cuffs, perpendicular pockets, lined shoulders, is
conscientiously finished in all details, and 1is
guaranteed to be mude entirely from the genuine
all-weather-proof *‘Matta’’ Fabric.

If your Dealer does not yet stock **Mattamacs™ we
supply direct.  Send measurement around chest over

22-0z. Cavalry “Mattamae.” $14

watsi-coat, state hewht, color, model, and enclose
remautiance.

FOLDS
INTO A
HANDFUL

“Matta" Fabrio is intensely strong
and exceedingly compact. The coat
worn by the 6-ft. Civilian beneath,
when folded, just made this handful.

This is an actual Photograph of his hand an« “Mattamac.”
The illustrations beneath are, in each case, direct Draw-
ings from Photographs of ordinary stock ‘‘Mattamacs.’””

Thrown over the arm, the 19-oz. ‘ Mattamac” is almost

It can be carried as easily as an umbrella, or

folded to fit into the jacket pocket on sunny days.

MODEL No. 7
“Matta=
......... $12
MODEL No. 4
Infantry Khaks “Mas-
amac”’.. $10 _~

\
’ :
\\ Sporting

..\ “Mattamacs,’"
‘ Ladies®

$10

MODEL No.2, $10
The Civilian ‘*Mattamae."”

FEATHERWEIGHT “MX:TITA” FABRIC

from which the *‘Mattamac’™® Weathcreont is
entirely made, is a light-weight, closely-woven
intensely-strong and compact-folding material. It
is hard-wearing and absolutely waterproof—so
waterproof that even wind-driven rain cannot
penetrate a *‘Mattamac.”

SENT DUTY, POSTAGE AND INSURANCE
PAID ON 7 DAYS' FREE APPROVAL
After a week's trial, vou ean return a “NMattamace™
if you wish. It issent insured aginst Occan Risk
and Duty and Postage Paid for price. If it pleases
vou keep it.  If not, you just send it back to the
NManufacturers and the full price you have paid
will be refunded by them. You take no risk

whatever when you buy a “Mattamac.”

SEND ICR ‘“MATTAMAC’” ART ECCKLETS, POST FREE

Send a posteard for the *Mattamac’ Booklets “‘Series 91A " and free patterns of “\Matta™ Fabric The

series illustrates eight “*Mattamace” Models, including Town and Sp ot

ing Models for Ladies and Geatles

men ($10), the Lady Belted Model ($12), and the Infantry Khuki Model so much worn in Frauce ($10).
“Matta' Sou'westers, Pullovers, Trench and Fishing Waders, and “Matta Vests™ have the same Weather-

proof light-weight qualities.

cluding prevailing shades of *“Matta’ Fabrie, Ordering Forms, etc.,

Stormproofs.

The Booklets deseribe them also. Write for Booklets “‘Series 91 A’ in-

to the Sole Makers of **Mattamac'

WESTERN HOUSE,

45’ CONDUIT STREET,
LONDON, W. 1.,

ENGLAND

GOOD CLASS DEALERS ARE INVITED TO WRITE FOR ATTRACTIVE AGENCY TERMS

Canadian Visitors to London can inspect all models
rooms and make their j urchases on the spot in English curreney-

»Conduit Street Show-
—subject also to tull

rof .0 if unsatisfactory on return within 7 days of purchas

@

was a wet cheerless night and
the girl, curled up on the
couch heaped high with
cushions, straightened up from
her reading, yawned with
sheer boredom and threw the book into &
far corner. .

“If only,” she thought, “things would
happen the way they do in novels where
the girl aiways meets the hero just the
minute she wzlantsl to and every thing in
the en is lovely,” .

Rtgx:gling up her dark ﬂuﬁ'g hair she
reached for a hand mirror and surveyed
herself. Wide-open grey eyes looked

|

back from the glass. The girl in the’

novel had possessed “twmklmgulgfeX

. eyes.” Her's only looked wistf

small nose “tiptilted as a flower” and a
mouth that might have been the gift
of a fairy godmother. No doubt the
fairy prince could have found no possible
fauit with the face reflected in the glass,
but that was just the trouble, there was no
fairy prince. _
Presently, above the sound of rain;
driving in sheets against the window, she
heard ‘“Meou—meou-ow”’ outside, in
the hallway. Dropping the mirror amon
the cushions, she ran to the door, open
it, and in walked a large yellow cat.
Doris, with a little laugh of delight,
picked up the visitor and carried him
back to the couch. Settling herself in the
cushions again and stroking pussy’s, soft
fur, she confided to him what a tiresome,
lonesome life a stenographer has who
leaves a little town where she has known
everyone, and comes to earn her “bread
and keep” in the city where she didn’t
know a soul and even envied the shop-
girls going home, two by two, at nights.
How her time was divided between a
stuffy office all day and a cheerless room
to return to each night. And pussy
purred and purred in complete under-
standing. Then the confidences were
interrupted by a firm step coming down
the hall, and a deep voice: “Kitty, kitty,
Bobby, now where the deuce?” and 1n
one bounce pussy was at the door making
his presence known as loudly as he knew

how.

The girl followed more slowly as the
man came to a standstill outside and
called, “Kitty.” “Meou,” answers Bobby
and the girl swung open the door.

“Oh, I say,” stammered the six foot
one inch outside, taking his pipe from
his mouth and stepping back as he sees
the pretty flushed face opposite him.

“T really wasn’t stealing him,” said
Doris, “he was crying outside my door
and I was so lon— I do so like cats so
I called him in. Is he yours?” -

“Well,, 'm his guardian,” answered
the man. “My sister has shut up her
house and shunted Bobby onto me to
keep while she’s away. I've lost him
three times already, and he’s no end of a
nuisance. Stepped in my ink bottle

Y . to-day, most awful mess, and I scrubbed

at his paw for ten minutes without im-
proving it a little bit. You couldn’t
sugeest anv way of getting the ink off,
could you?”’

Turning his brown eyes resolutely away
from the girl silhouetted in the doorway,
he regarded Bobby who was circling
about her and rubbing against her skirts.

“T take ink spots off my handkerchiefs
with milk, soak them in it,” she said.

The man shook his head. “Bobby’d
drink it before it had time to even wet
his meddlesome paw. The ink will just
have to wear off I expect. It was awfully
good of vou to take him in, and I say, if
it isn’t troubling vou too much, if you
should come across him wandering around,
could vou just drop him inside my door?
I'min the suite at the end of the hall.
Marsden's my name, Lorne Marsden.
My card is stuck on the door.”

“Oh,” ventured Doris.  “Oh, do vyou
think I coull have him till vour sister
comes back if vou really don’t like him.
I'd be ever <o grateful. He’s such a
cheerful lookine cat.”  She stopped, her
chetks (éu‘ color of a rose and eves that
shone ¢%ctlv like the heroine in the
novel, and the man looking down at her
felt a queer Loy little thrill run throuch

him.

“Do von v - mean vou'd like to he
hothered wit! m. honestlvy now?  If 1
had the resp bility of that eat off mv
hands 'd 1 bout ten vears »\'u':r‘:rﬁr.

Could you have him! Well, rather.
Only you would have to let me make good
for the milk and things he eats, the
hungriest beast ‘I ever—"’

“You mustn’t call the dear thing 3
beast,” cried the girl, stooping to pick up
Bobby and tucking him up against her
soft cheek. ‘“He’s the loveliest, wooliest,
cat. I just can’t tell you how I'll ap-
preciate the loan of him.” iy

“Well, Bobby, surely seems Wﬂiing to
stay with you from the row he is making.”

“That’s purring, not a row,” corrected
Doris. “Say good-night to your late
guardian, pussy.”

Bobby meou’d loudly and the
backed into the lighted room.

“Good-night, Mr. Marsden,” said she

girl

with a little double nod that the man .

thought vastly attractive.

“Good-night, Miss er—er?”’ but the
door was closed gently and he retreated
to his room where he sat the remainder
of the evening, puffing away at a favorite
pipe, his mind full of the girl, hearing
again her soft voice, and thinking of all
the things he might have said, and hadn’t.

And the girl, down on her knees beside
Bobby who was lapping up a saucer gf’
milk with his inky paw firmly implanted
in the dish, she espied the discarded novel
in the corner, picked it up and straightened
out the crumpled pages. ‘“He’s ever so
much nicer looking than that chap in the
story,” she said. “Oh, Bobby, I do
think yellow cats are lucky things to have
around the place.”

Next day and the next and the next,
Doris went to the office without seein,
Bobby’s late guardian. On the fourt
day, wending her way homeward she was
caught in a sudden storm, without an
umbrella and took hasty refuge in an
area-way to save her hat from ruin. It
was a particularly becoming little hat,
and the dark hair peeped from under the
close-fitting brim in little curling tendrils
to which the raindrops still eclung,
jewel-like and shining. And then she
saw him coming toward her, the rain
splashing against the long mackintosh
and dripping from his umbrella. Would
he recognize her or should she call to him?
No—, she couldn’t do that. But for
once Dan Cupid was not neglecting his
business, the man turned his head in her
girection and the next instant was beside

er.

“Marooned?” said he. “Do you think
I’d do for a friend in need?”

“Is it big enough' to cover two?”
queried the girl.

“Suppose we try,” he answered.

So out into the rain they went, joinin
the home going throngs, and splash
along talking of Bobby. The man by
degrees drawing from Doris the story of
her uneventful life, and finding how
nearly it tallied with his own experience,
for he, too, knew whatit meant to be
isolated and friendless among the thous-
ands around him. And all unnoticed and
unenvied the shop girls, two by two,
chatting happily, tripped past the pair
under the big umbrella.

It was a very happy girl with two
shining grey eves who lifted the yellow
pussy up from a cushion as she ente
and planted a kiss between his ears.
“Oh, Bobby,” she whispered. * “Every-
thing in the garden is just lovely.”

And the man, equally happy, eyves
chining, too. strode down the hall singing
in soft tones to himself: “Listen Bobby.”

“T'Nl be vour rain—beau,
I'll beam for you.”

Innocent Youth

After her third day at school, says
Everybody’s Magazine, Pauline was re-
tailing stories of her classmates’ naughti-
ness.

“That’s bad.” commented her moth(‘f_;
“Didn’t the teacher have to correct you.

“N0," Pauline assured her. “She had
to speak to all the class except me this
afternoon.”

“That's queer,” remarked her father
somewhat suspiciously. “What did she

1.’ reported Pauline, “ ‘Now,
~e will all wait till Pauline 1s
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Still Troubled

=R HIS is a time of testing for individuals for
| I ' governments. It is interesting and profitable

| to consider how Canadians have en ured the

test.

The whole world knows how nobly the young men
of Cahada have acquitted themselves on the field of
battle. God alone knows how bravely their wives
and mothers have worked and suffered at home. So

far all is well.
Yet when one looks closely into business affairs

icularly when he examines_ the treatment of the .

rank and file by the few who are in a position to exercise
control, his sheart is filled with misgivings. Matters
are no better because it seems impossible to place the
blame for many of the injustices which are being
practised in the name of trade.

The published market quotations of prices in
Minneapolis and Winnipeg are enough to make men
wonder if we have a government at all, or if the duty of
a government does not extend to such trifles as the*
regulation-of the cost of food. For most of us, these
trifles are the very worry of our lives. We have a
feeling that if a government cannot find a way of pro-
tecting the people, it had better give way to men who
can. A war government does not of necessity limit
its activities to raising an army and equipping it for
active service. To prevent injustice and extortion at
home is equally imperative. It is all very well for a
food controller to control the distribution andjcon-
sumption of foods. . There is no reason why or
some one else should not be vested with full authority
to regulate the price of necessities at such a time as
this. The story so far has been one of colossal blund-
ering, and there is evidently no sign that things are
about to improve. Must it be that just as it has been
necessary time after time to alter the eomposition of the
governments in Britain, France and Italy, it must le
equally necessary to do the same here? There is
undeniably a feeling that some members are in league
with the Ethiopian. The Ethiopian in this case is not
of the common people. He is richly clad and lives in a
mansion, and he sits on the board of many directorates.

To put it very plainly, there is something wholly

indefensible in food prices and there is a growing feeling

‘that the matter could be remedied if the right men

were in control.

Why We Are at War

=HERE is not a single selfish element—so far

i rl l as I can see—in the cause we are fighting for.
We are fighting for what we believe and wish to

be the rights of mankind and for the future

peace and security of the world. To do this great
thing worthily, successfully, we must devote ourselves
to the service without regard to profit or materia
advantage, and with an energy and intelligence that
will rise to the level of the enterprise itself.””—President

Wilson.
The Fuel Problem

HE American mines were short on anthracite.
The Western mine owners were quick to seize
their opportunity. They went directly to
American headquarters and said they could

take care of Western Canada. The government at

Ottawa was in turn informed that there was no anthra-
cite for Western Canada. Then the Canadian fuel
controller sent out his instructions to Western Can-
adians te send in their orders early for Western coal.

The minc-owners of Alberta would not play unless they
had a sure thing. Their programme Wwas this: Let

the people give their orders to local dealers; let the local

dealers send in their orders; then the mines will begin
to produce in plenty. Western mine-owners do not
live on faith. Neither do local dealers in.coal. They
wiit for definite orders from the people. It was not so
with the mine-owners of Pennsylvania, but we have
another breed out here. They play a sure game.
Now this whole programme was spoiled by the
foolish people. They refused to send 1n their orders
to local dealers and this for two or three good reasons.

They had no ready money. They were not accustomed
to buving in the spring and summer. They did not
foel like paying as much for soft coal as for good

"racite. In other words they felt they were being
iniairly treated. It took two weeks to get any cXx-
pliation from the fuel controller, and then the ex-

“lnation was far from satisfactory and convincing.,

There is a simple way of getting out of this trouble.
: 1s know definitely how much or how little we can

. out of the Canadian apportionment of anthracite,
i then let the municipalities on behalf of the people
lor the supply of Western coal that is necessary.
on fall comes, the people will buy, because they
In the meantime let our councils with the aid

1o fuel controllers, get busy on the matter of prices.

¢ i< true, as rumor has it. that in these war times,
man is getting fifty cents rovalty on every ton

.liced by two or three of the Western mines, let us

. him out of the country as an enemy. If anyv one

i~ extortionate let him be dealt with similarly.
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But let every worker and distributor and every rail-
way get fair return for services rendered. If necessary
let municipalities erect store-houses. But let us not
freeze. It is a disgrace to us as a people to have so
little ability to manage in a matter of this kind.

Notw we are told that the statement in the opening
paragraph is untruthful, but it was the only statement
that the writer could get from any source that appeared
to have any meaning. 1f any one can give & clearer
and surer explanation let him supply it. The Western
Home Monthly is anxious to give accurate information,
but when those in authority have a charming reticence
as if they were afraid or ashamed to tell the whole
truth, a journal has to do its best to get information
through other sources. Here is something quoted
from a paper which speaks with authority:

“Spokane, Washington, is supplied wit{ bituminous
coal in lumps and egg sizes at a cost at the mine of
$3.85 and $3.45, respectively. Bituminous coal in
Waestern Canada costs from $3.85 to $4.20, mine run—
that is, of no specified size. Special lignite mined in
Lewis county, Washington, which is on a par with
Alberta coal, is sold at the mine for $3.85 for lump, as
against $4.25, $4.96, $5,00 and $5.40 in Alberta. In
the latter cases, it must be pointed out, there is greater
ease of mining—and should therefore be less cost—than
in the south. The Drumheller mines, in particular,
are gravity workings. The shafts run horizontally
above the loading level and no expensive lifting ma-
chinery is needed, while the labor of extraction is
proportionateg lightened.”

Does this help us towards a decision?

The Cause

ET but the cause seem beautiful, dear God,

If we must die! Make us believe, in truth,

1t is for all mankind we give our youth—

To stay till end of time the oppressor’s rod;
That but for us, harsh power would ride rough-shod
Through freedom’s dclicate gardens, and the tooth
Of hatred rend our people without ruth:

So may we sleep content beneath the sod.

But else—; Who knows what gladness here on earth
Was destined us, what high and sweet employ?

O hard it is that youth should cease to be!

For now came love, with a great glad rebirth,

To company our way, and now came joy!

Not death we fear, but death’s futility.

—Paul Scott Mowrer.

How Goes the War?

INCE last issue there has been a further effort
of the German troops to force a road to Paris.
At great cost they have gained some ground,
but they have lost heavily in men, and in other

cases have had to yield positions taken. It is im-

possible to state just when the conflict in its present

form will end. At worst it might mean the fall of

Paris, at best it may soon mean a terrific counter-stroke

which will recover all that has been lost gince the big

drive began. Neither of these is likely. Paris is too
well defended to yield suddenly, and the allied com-
manders are too carcful of their men to launch an
offensive before the enemy has been worn down to the

point of exhaustion. The policy of presenting a

gradually yielding front will be pursued until it is felt

a great counter attack can be successfully carried out

without the slightest danger of failure. There is

nothing discouraging in the situation. On land and
sea things are going well. Only let it be remembered
that the war is to be won right here at home. We can
beat the Hun at the war game, but we cannot fight
profiteers and plunderers that live in our very midst.

The Holidays

"
® T is a good and wise custom this which gives the
children a vacation at midsummer. Educa-
tion is given all the year round and not merely
during the months at gchool, and in many cases
the most profitable education is given out-of-doors
during the vacation period. Physical power is as
necessary as intellectual attainment. Moral character
is developed in the fields as well as in the class room.
Only let parents see to it that there is proper super-
vision. The rest is casy and natural.

An Optimistic View
@XE of our newspapers editorially gives ex-

pression to a sentiment that will command
respect:

“It is now becoming apparent that the Allied
forces were quite as numerous as those of the enemy;
all the patter about being outnumbered was camouflage
of a very superior brand. The front line—designedly
wehk—was outnumbered, but had it been best to put
all the Allied troops in battle array the forces would
have been equal. Then the German rush would have
been held, but our losses might have been about as
heavy as his, hence, in the end®two exhausted antag-
onists would have faced each other, a stalemate have
existed, to be followed, possibly, by an inconclusive
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peace. This would have pre-intimated another strug-
gle within a few years.

“Foch realized there was but one way to defeat the
Hun. By holding his lines somewhat weakly, in front
of such tempting prizes as the Channel ports or Paris,
he foresaw that the greedy foe, hard- ressed for &
spectacular victory that should put new heart into the
starving masses of the Fatherlandgwould bring up his
reserves and stake all on the hazard of battle.

“Everything has so far hap ned in accordance
with the plans of the great Frenc soldier. The Ger-
man came on, took towns, carried positions, captured
prisoners—and leaves the Allies practically as power-
fully effective as ever, while he himself has lost several
hundred thousand of his picked troops. His Brand-
enburgers and Bavarians lie in windrows upon the
devastated, useless wreck of a countryside. He has
not reached the Channel ports; he has not taken Paris.”

Steam Ahead in Education

=e [NNIPEGGERS- are to the fore in lead-
ing off a new movement in education.
A committee of citizens, headed by
Lieutenant-Governor Aikins, has embarked
on the task of arousing interest in the idea
of a national conference on the character and citizen-
ship aspects of education. The meeting at which the
undertaking was inaugurated was presided over by
His Grace Archbishop Matheson. At this meeting,
among other clergymen present were General Supef-
intendent Chown of the- Methodist Church, and Rev.
Dr. Baird of the Presbyterian Church. Educational
organizations were represented by men like Dr.
Daniel McIntyre, Dr. W. A. McIntyre, and President
J. A. Maclean. The majority of those present, how-
ever, were simply outstanding business and profes-
gional citizens eager to signalize the new nationdl
importance of education.

These gentlemen decided to organize themselves
into a group with a view to working for the as-
gembling of a Canadian National Conference of
Fducation. The intention is to make this conference
notable by the presence, in addition to Canadian
educators, of distinguished educational leaders from
Great Britain and the United States. The keynote
of the conference, which it is hoped to hold, will be:
How to make education in Canada minister most
powerfully to the production of efficiency and char-
acter, to the advantage at once of the individual and
the nation. The order is a large one, but the contact
of bright minds and disinterested spirits may easily
produce notable results.

The Winnipeg group has entrusted Prof. W. F. Os-
borne of the University of Manitoba with the task of
arousing interest in this project: from the Atlantic
to the Pacific. Having visited the principal centres
of the Maritime Provinces, Professor Osborne is now
at work on this mission in Ontario. It is probable
that he will go right through to the coast on the same
errand.

Canada is so vast in extent, and so varied in the
interests of her people, that a special effort must be
made to energize with great common ideals the
schools of our various provinces. The administrative
_direction of Canada’s schools will always be in the
hands of the provinces, so that there is all the more
reason why the national ideals should be made to
permeate the life of the school-room. There must be
a conscious attempt to develop an informed and re-
sponsible patriotism. During this war a French boy
of about eighteen was found dead near where some
severe fichting had taken place. On his person was
found a note addressed to his parents, in which he
caid: “Oh, can it be that I shall have the honor of
dying for beloved France?” The schools of Canada
must be consciously energized with such ideas and
ideals that the children of our foreign-born com-
patriots will be brought as speedily as may be to
feel something of this same glowing pride in Canada.
Such great results are not achieved by accident. No
nation is strong unless it is morally united in the
pursuit of high and consciously entertained ideals.

It is much to be desired that the interest already
evinced in this undertaking may spread throughout
the country, and that a great national gathering of
citizens may result. It is hardly to be doubted that
if such a mecting does take place, measures may be
hit upon that will count for the advantage of the

nation.
looked upon to give her world domination, she
imposed on other nations by a falsé showing
of the great advantages and comforts enjoyed by her
own people. The actual truth, as now pl:m'en ‘from
records, is that the German masses have been miser-
ably housed, overdriven and underfed, and that the
aged poor have been made outcasts. *

Kultur at Home

OR a quarter of a century before Germany
commenced the war which she confidently

e L e
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For oily skins—How to correct them

FIRST cleanse your skin thoroughly by vwa\shnpg

it in your usual way with Woodbury's Facial
Soap and warm water. Wipe off the surplus moist-
ure butcleave the skin slightly damp.

Now work up with warm water a heavy lather of
Woodbury’s Facial Soap in your hands. Apply it
to your face and rub it into the pores thoroughly—
always with an upward and outward motion. Rinse

with warm water, then with cold—the colder the
better. If possible, rub your face for thirty seconds
with a piece of ice.

This treatment will make your skin fresher and
clearer the first time you use 1t. Make it a nightly
habit and before long you will see a marked improve-
ment—a promise of that lov’eller complexion which
the steady use of Woodbfiry’s always brings.

Enlarged pores

How to make your in fine
in texture/

Dip your washcloth in very warm water and hold
it to your face. Now take a cake of Woodbury’s
Facial Soap, dip it in water and rub the cake itself
over your skin. Leave the slight coating of soap on
for a few minutes until the skin feels drawn and dry.
Then dampen the skin and rub the soap in gently
with an upward and outward motion. Rinse the
face thoroughly, first in tepid water, then in cold.
Whenever possible, rub the face with a piece of ice.
Always dry carefully. .

Use this treatment persistently. You can feel the
difference the very first time you use it. Within ten
days your skin will show a marked improvement—a
promise of that greater smoothness and finer texture
that the steady use of Woodbury’s always brings.

Your skin is what you make it

AVE you ever wondered why it is that some girls are blessed
with naturally lovely complexions—the charm of clear,

fresh color?

The truth is that your skin, too, can be clear and radiant.

Your skin is what you make it.

If your skin is not fresh and clear, if it has been gradually

Three of the famous Woodbury treatments are given on this
page. Begin to-night to use the one which your skin needs. Use

it every night. The very first time you try it you will feel the

difference in your skin—a promise of the greater clearness and

freshness that the steady use of Woodbury’s always brings to the

growing®coarser, it is because you have not been giving it the proper - ment in your skin.
You will find treatments for the various other troubles of the

care for its needs.

Find out just what is the matter with your skin—
then give it the proper treatment

Your skin is being renewed every day.
forms to take its place. Begin at once to give this new skin the
proper treatment to keep it clear and lovely.

to see how quickly it improves.

As old skin dies, rew

You will be surprised

Send for sample cake of soap with booklet of famous
treatments and samples of Woodbury’s Facial

Cream and Facial Powder

Skin blemishes

Send 5 cents for a trial size cake (enough for a week or ten days of any

skin. Within ten days or two weeks you will notice the improve-

skin in the booklet wrapped around every cake of Woodbury’s
Facial Soap. Get a cake to-day, and begin at once the treatment
for your particular trouble. A 25¢ cake is sufficient for a month
or six weeks of any Woodbury Facial treatment and for general
cleansing use for that time. Woodbury’s is on sale at drug stores
and toilet goods counters throughout the United States and Canada.

Woodbury Facial treatment) together with the booklet of treatments,

A Skin You Love to Touch.”  Or for 12 cents we will send you samples

of Woodbury's Facial Soap, Facial Cream and Facial Powder.  Address

ghz&ﬁndrew Jergens Co., Limited, 2407 Sherbrooke Street, Perth,
! ! 0.

How to get rid of them

Just before retiring, wash in your usual
wav with warm water and Woodbury's
Facial Soap and then dry your face. Now
dip the tips of your fingers in warm water
and rub them on the cake of Woodbury’s
until they are covered with a heavy cream-
like lather. Cover each blemish with a
thick coat of this soap cream and leave it
on for ten minutes. Then rinse very care-
fully with clear, hot water; then with cold.

Use Woodbury’s regularly in vour daily
toilet.  This will make vour skin o firm
and active that it will resist the frequent
canse of blemishes and keep your com-
plexion free from them. »
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The Holocaust

Written for The Western Home Monthly. By H. Mortimer Batten

ELL,” expectantly queried Joe,
Barry’s clerk, as the latter
entered the cabin and threw

- -off his furs. “What's hap
pened?”’

“Same thing,” replied Barry, impat ient-
ly, tossing his mitts into a corner. “Been
on the spree again. We found him asleep
on the sled, dogs nearly frozen, harness
tangled, no end of a mess! Wonder he
didn’t freeze to death before we got tohim,
gilly blighter!”’

X short laugh broke from Joe’s lips.
#Just what I expected,” said he. “Going
to report him?”’

Barry looked his companion squarely
in the face. ““Yes, I am,” he said firmly.
«It isn’t good enough. Five hundred
dollars in that packet all in five dollar

bills! Anyone might have swiped the
“You'd

lot for all he knew.”

Joe sucked hard at his pipe.
have reported him long ago if you’d taken
my advice,” he said with a sniff. “Now
you've got to. If the same thing hap-
pened again and the Super got to know
about it, he’d play Hamlet with you
for keeping mum.”’

Barry pulled off his moccasins and
geated himself by the stove. “I know
that, old son,” he agreed mildly. “I
hate veporting a man, and, of course,
it means the sack for Culwood. He’ll be
hard put to find another job this time
of year, and expect he’ll
poison. Anyway, it can’t be helped, so
let’s have some supper.”’

Hal Culwood was the messenger be-
tween Great Dome Mine and the out-
lying prospect of Cranberry Creek, of
which Barry had charge. Every Thurs-
day Culwood left Cranberry for head-
quarters at Great Dome, travelling by
canoe in summer and dog team in winter,
returning with mail, wages and such
business communications as were_neces-
sary between the two camps. He was
due to arrive back at 3 o’clock Friday
afternoon, but to-day five had arrived
and still no Culwood. At six Barry and
two of the boys had set out to meet him,
finding him as described between the two
camps. ‘

Next morning Barry went across to
the bunkhouse while the boys were at
breakfast, and stooping over Culwood
he whispered: “You’d best get your kit
together, Hal. I'm going to Great, Dome,
and I want you to come along with me.
Bring all your gear.”

Telling Culwood to bring his gear was
as good as telling him he wouldn’t return,
and the big man’s eyes flashed angrily.
He was in an evil mood that morning, and
knew now that his excellent winter post
was lost.

“Ya—ya—college boy!” he shouted
out, loud enough for everyone to hear.
“Say, boys, ain't it a dream bein’ ordered
?)m:d by these yer honkeydory tender-
eet!”

Barry flushed angrily, but he knew the
folly of arguing with an angry man who
haslost his job, and, therefore,{as nothin,
further to lose. Barry was popular, an
Culwood was ignored by the rest of the
boys, which annoyed him still further.

“Say you,” he yelled insolently, “Tl
pack out when I get orders from the
Super, not until. You can go to—"’

This was more than Barry could stand.
He must at any rate retain his authority
in his own: camp. He approached the
big man with clenched fists, looking him
in_ the eyes. “Youll pack out this
morning, Culwood, so don’t be a blame
idiot,”” he said firmly. “You've done a
foolish thing and you know it. No one
will like you any the better for kicking
up a shine.”

Then he turned and strode from the
cookhouse, leaving the remainder of the
bovs favorably impressed.

So Culwood got the sack in midwinter.
e and Barry trudged in silence to Great
Dome, where the young engineer made
Lis report, and Culwood got his”check.

{'lis, of course, spoilt his further chances
©i obtaining a messengership in  the

cality, and being a man of the trails, with
o faint streak of Indian blood® in his

“vins, he was more or less on his beam

-ds. The remainder of the winter he

wnt at Porcupine City, the central

ining camp twelve miles by water from
“ireat Dome, chopping boiler wood for
e steamer which spring would bring,
+ a bird of passage, from the civilized
cters of the south,

ate me like |

With the opéning of the crgeks Cul-
wood invested his worldly possessions
in an old motor boat with which, that
spring, to earn a living conveying pas-
sengers, towing freight, etc., between the
various camps which dotted the creeks.
At about the same time Barry was pro-
moted, and joined the central staff at
Great Dome.

The young engineer had almost for-
gotten the unpleasant affair above re-
lated when one morning he left Porcupine
by canoe for Great Dome. The water
ran heavily against him all the way, and
it was a stiff day’s pull, therefore, he was
much relieved when, two hours on his
way, he heard a motor boat coming up
behind him. It is customary for the
launches to offer to take any canoes they
pass in tow on such occasions, the lift
being, of course, paid for, therefore, as the

An hour later they hove in sight of
Great Dome. Barry could see the Super
and the Surveyor standing at the landing
stage, and he waited for Culwood to
pull in.

But nothing of the sort. Culwood
held the centre of the creek, and Barry
yelled to him to stop. The shout did
no more than attract the attention of the
two engineers on the landing.stage. They
took in the situation at a ‘glance, and
broad grins began to overspread their
faces. Culwood turned and grinned tri-
umphantly at the helpless Barry. Then
both the guper and the engineer shouted
and waved to him to pull in, at which
Culwood blew them kisses, and a minute
later the whole outfit, with the canoe
still in tow, disappeared round a corner
of the creck.

" They travelled non-stop for a solid
two hours, when finally Culwood pulled
in at the very last camp on the creek.
Stopping his engine he turned round and
looked at Barry. “Say,” he shouted,

Admiral Sir Ro§sl‘yn Wemyss, First Sea Lord of the British Admiralty,

Capt. Pringle, U.S.N., who commands
on the deck of the American ship.

of the American naval forces in European waters. Kk
destroyer, and visited and inspected the men on a U.S. tender.

launch hove in sight Barry made the
customary signal by raising his paddle.
A moment later he saw that it was Cul-
wood’s launch with Culwood alone in it,
but even then it never occurred to him
that after this lapse of time the man
would bear him any malice. He forgot
that Culwood had Indian blood in his
veins, and was, therefore, not of a for-
getful nature.

«Take me in tow, Culwood?”

“Sure,” came the quiet response.

Culwood heaved out a line, and Barry
made fast. He then prepared to. draw 1n
and climb aboard the launch, but to his
surprise Culwood let in the clutch, and
the launch swung forward, the rope
tearing through Barry’s hands. Almost
instinctively Barry threw his weight to
the right, but how he missed being cap-
sized he never knew. The canoe jerke
round, shipped a bucketful of water, and
began to ricochet after the launch.
Then Barry saw that the line was dircctly
over the propeller, so that if he tried to
pull in his keel would be struck by th:
propeller ere he could grip the gunwule
of the launch.

%
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on the left, and

b

old friend, Billy, was at his own mine
for the Great Dome was a big place, and
this fact entirely knocked the stuffing
out of the little yarn he had invented
on the spur of the moment about having
come to see Billy on business. Culwood
was grinning wi(fely.

“Then I guess I'll have to go back
with you, Culwood,” he added, realizing
that the less said the better.

“Ain’t hitting out till to-morrow noon,
Culwood replied briefly. '

Barry saw that he was done. He un-
hitched, reversed his canoe, and seb
off down the creek in silence. - When fifty
{;nrds distant he heard  loud -guffaws

ehind him, but did not condescend to
look round. An hour later Culwood’s
émpty launch again overtook him.

“Want a tow?’’ shouted Culwood, but
the young engineer merely scowled and
looked away.

Naturally Culwood made the best of
his story, and everywhere Barry went
during the succeeding weeks of spring
he was greeted by broad grins and broader
hints about joy-riding in the wake of a
gasoline launch. He
part, but secretly he swore that sooner
or later he would get even with Culwood.

His chance came sooner than he ex-
pected. In these days Barry spent &
good deal of his time at Porcupine, and he
was there that fatal morning of July 11th,
when the sun rose a sickly brown, Wi
the air stifling with cedar smoke. For
weeks no rain had fallen, and for weeks
bush fires had simmered in every direc-
tion. Porcupine, at the lake margin,
was fairly safe, but many of the out-
lying camps were mcoguized as veritable

eath traps in case of forest fire. Also
there was Porcupine Landing across the
lake, where scores of women and chil-
dren would be burnt to death unless
t!:;y were ‘conveyed to this, the south,
side.

At about eight o'clock a roaring
hurricane set in, and even beforg anyone
had time to realize it a gigantic horse-
shoe of fire, fifty miles In width, was
bearing down upon the camp from the
unsurveyed areas of the northwest. A
hot, brown gas hung in the atmosphere
so that objects at thirty yards louked
weird and unearthly, and Barry, realizing
the danger, telephoned through to Greab
Dome.

“Yeos.” answered the Super, “I guess
we shall be all right here. I've got the
men working back fires, and we've water
galore. You look out for yourself, boy.”

Barry had some of the company’s papers
with him, and it occurred to him to bury
these in the moist sand at the lake margin,
together with his m(mc})]r. Making his
way down to the water he ound dozens
of men at the same game, each marking
his site with a stump bearing his own
initials, and laughing and jesting while
they were at it, little guessing what they
were in for.

“There’s o mean swipe for you!” said
one of them to Barry, pointing out across
the lake. “Going to scuttle his launch
in shallow water 8o as to save her.”

Barry looked out. He could discern

»”

ore it all in good

an American tender overseas, are standing together
Admiral Wemyss paid a visit on this occasion -to part

the outline of & motor boat, with someone
moving about aboard it.

“Who is it?” he queried, and as he
spoke one of the other two launches
landed. quite near to them with a batch
of women and children from the perilous
settlement across the water.

He examined a hew type of gun, a

“you’ll let me know where you want me

to put you off, won’t you?”
: ; . “Why, Culwood, of course,” came the
Barry nodded. As he did so his wrist ,pqwer, “Do you reckon anyone but a
came 1n contact with the hilt of his drimk('r.l breed would do such a thing
sheath knife. ’ while there are still scores across the lake
Well, unutterable fool that he had waiting to be brought this side?”’
been! Why in the name of all that was In a flash Barry realized the truth.
wonderful l)wl:uln’t he thought to cut the The despicable wretch in the launch,

rope? During the excitement and humili-  thinking only of saving his own {)ro yerty,
s fellow

ation of it all such a way of escape had
e 8aw
himself not only the laughing stock of
Culwood, but of his collcagues and the

never occurred to him, and now

entire country side.

«J infended getting off at Great Dome,”
he answered, as the launch bumped the
“hut guessed you were
so thought I'd
Then to the men waiting
“Say, is Billy

floating stage,
heading for this camp,
come along.”
at the stage he added,
Flint, the assayer, still here?”

“Ng, sor,”
Seottish accent.”

came back

”
now.

; in a broad
“He left us last fall.
He’s working along at the Great Dome

was prepared to allow scores of
creatures across the lake to suffér hard-
ghip or perhaps miserably.

“Say, I'm not st:uulin[; for that,” cried
the young engineer. ‘T've got pals
across t,,hcﬁukv, and I daresay you have.
Come along and lend me a hand?”

The man shrugged his shoulders and
gauntered off. It was no affair of his.
Barry, alone, hurried to a canoe et the
lake margin, pushed off, and a minute
later boarded the launch just as Culwood
took u‘) an axe to stow in the floor.
Instantly Barry pushed off Culwood’s
canoe and his own, and, caught by the
wind, they drifted shorewards.

“What are you up to, Culwood?” he

demanded, as the man turned on him
savagely.
“What in thunder is that to do with

Barry looked crestfallen.  He seemed
to be wallowing deeper into the mire!
He had not the faintest notion that his
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ou?” roared Culwood, shaking his fist,
‘Get out of it, or I'll throw yod over-

Barry did not mince matters. He knew
that now, if ever, the law of might was the
only law. Straight and true his fist shot
B e e

y clute at the w. . e
recovered with a snarl, and a long bladed
knife flashed in his hand.

Then for the first time Barry was
thankful for the little automatic lstc:}
oun

looking into the barrel of it, and

a gleam of fear came into his dark eyes.
During the lull that followed a dull roar
sounded above the wind, dull, yet of
It shook the very

“Hear that!” yelled Barry, pointing
across the lake. “That’s fire, bearing
down on the Landing, anl(lldyou know what
it means for the women and children unless
someone gets them out. Start up that
ine or by heaven I'll drill a holein you
and do it myself.”

The savage intentness of the young
man’s voice, the threatening manner in
which he held the little pistol, clearly
indicated that he meant what he said,
and Culwood, if he valued his life, had no
course but to obey. Thirty seconds later
they were cutting across the mile of water
which lay between the two camps, guided
chiefly by their sense of direction, for
black, blllowsi clouds of smoke now
obscured the sky.

Nearing the landing stage they ran
into a scene of chaos. Canoes and rafts
littered the water thronged with men
and women. Some had already capsized
owing to the wind and overloading, and
desperate creatures were hanging on to
them, while the wind bore them further
and further across deeg water. Nearer
in terrified horses could be scen wallowin
about among those who already hat
sought the water and wondering at this
panic while the fire was still some miles
distant, Barry suddenly recalled that tons
of dynamite were stocked at this camp for
distribution amon% outlying prospects.
At any moment, then, the whole place
might blow up, one explosion, ca
by & spark, creating another.

As they ran alongside the landing stage
a ¢rowd of foreign miners leapt aboard
the launch, then Barry began to throw

";mlm!lﬂllnw
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his heart into it. He shot one man
through the shoulder by way of example,
and snatching up Culwood’s axe trans-
formed himself into a fiend, charging the
mob and dealing blows impartially.

ten seconds he had cleared the“stage,
revealing a little cluster of women and
children pushed into the background by
the terrified foreigners. .

No man dared to approach while the
women and children climbed aboard
the launch. Had one attempted Barry
would have shot him dead, and well the
cowardly group knew it. The fire was
now perilously near. Wisps of lighted
birchbark flew through the air, settling
upon their skin and clothing. The air
was rapidly becoming unbreathable, and
clear it was that in a few minutes this
si_(ii;e of the lake would be a veritable hell-

it. ,
¥ One or two men threw in- their lot with
Barry in maintaining order while the
women and children were got aboard,
and when the launch was packed there
were still many more to come. Barry
scrambled aboard, starting up the engine
scarcely noticing that Culwood h d
taken his departure. -

That journey was & nightmare, for now
the air was full of flying embers, and at
any moment the launch might take fire,
in which case there would be no chance
for them. Barry landed the first load
amidst many earnest blessings, and re-
turned for the next. By now the other

launches were scuttled, and men called
him a fool for returning. He knew
that the fire had now reached the Land-
ing, and that he was going back to a

THE WESTERN HOME MONTHLY

and all sense of Eroporti_o_n dead within
him ‘again faced the burning blast.

He did not land this time. To ap-
proach the shore was impossible. He
scarcely knew what he did. Months after
fragments came floating back to him
like glimpes from a dim and unearthly
dream. Ele: recalled rescuing several
people, men and women, from a raft
which was going to pieces. He recalled
seeing entreating arms stretched out to
him, and one bearded Frenchman kissed
him profusely. Then he remembered
running down a canoe in the darkness,
and dimly realizing that he could save
none of its miany occupants, for his
boat was full. .

Ninety yards from the other side the
launch caught fire, and they ran ashore
just as the flames reached the petrol tank.
Headlong they l]])Iunged into the water
one after- another struggling up, an
wearily, painfully dragging thegnselyes
waist deep towards the shore. The city
lay away to the right under an unearthly
glimmer, and here, beyond the beach the
timber was partly cleared, but the very
muskeg that covered the earth was red
and qGuivering. .

As Barry fell in at the tail of the

athetic little procession, leaving the
Euming launch on the surface behind, he
heard the sound of human groans almost
at his shoulder. Looking round he saw
the shadowy figure of a_ man, clinging
to the gunwale with one hand, his face,
ghastly in the firelight, tumeci upwards
in an expression of extremity. At once
the young engineer knew that this was
one of the crew he had run down in the

First official photographs of the great battle.

Germans taken prisoner by the British waiting

to be interrogated

veritable hell. In all probability the
launch would catch fire, and all things
considered, it was a toss-up whether or
not he would ever return.

Nor was he far wrong. Nearing the
Landing his scarf tied about his mouth,
the fumes and the heat forced him to seek
refuge in the bottom of the boat, clinging
to the wheel with knotted fingers.

By now the citizens had taken to the
water, herded like cattle along the shallow”
stretch, some of them crowded out of
their depth by the stifled mob behind.
Barry ran in among them. A man helped
a woman aboard and tried to follow, but
was unceremoniously pushed back. Some-
one handed up a crying infant, and Barry
gave it to the woman already rescued,
noting her instinctive motherhood, even
in her terror, to hold it to her and protect
it. Others and still others were taken
in, huddling on the floorboards and gasp-
ing for breath, praying in terrified groans,
while Barry doused his smouldering
clothing, his mind a nightmare of ghastly
sounds and horrible scenes.

Again he set out acress the lake and
again made a safe landing. The fire was
now on every side, the noise of it defying
all description, and Porcupine itsclf was in

danger. Strong men nioved like creatures
in a dream, unable to comprchend what
had befallen them, stunned and bewildered
by the magnitude of it all, doing the most
heroic or the most cowardly things with
no knowledge of what they did.

A young girl clung to Barry's arm and
entreated him not to go back. “It's
absolute hell over there!” she muttered

shuddering.  Burry chook himself fro

darkness, and that the man, his arm
almost torn from the sockets, had clung
to the launch, and thus been towed across
the lake. He went back to help him, it
was Culwood! .

Three hours later two exhausted men
lay at the water’s edge staring at the
simmering inferno ahead, too chilled
to stir, too exhausted to make the effort.
For three hours one had kept the other
afloat, shielding his face with a scrap of
blanket, cursing him, entreating him,
begging him to keep his end up. The
very clothing had fallen from their
shoulders, which now lay bare and
blistered, their eyes burnt like living
ceals, their nerveless fingers were hooked
into the sand as though afraid that earth
itself would fall from under them. Yet
the worst was now over, and one in-
credible fact remained, they were alive!

Thus they looked into each other’s

faces, and cach nodded gravely.
“Geewizz!” muttered the elder. I
thought it was- whisky!” Then after a
space he added, “How did we get here?”
The boy looked away, and the shadow
of a smile flitied across his handsome face,
“I guess 1 towed you!” was his simple
comment.
Their Training Didn’t Harmonize
Mrs. Newlvwed i tears)—“T just
don't care! coing to give up house-
keeping! " Her Dearest Friend— W hat!
When yvou ook wospeciad course at college
in domesiic ~orenee?” Mrs. Newlyvwed

(sobbing but—bhbut 1 wut

I Lnow
find a butcher

by dadd
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Waterways afid Empire

(By C. J. Aubertin, in the “Daily News
and Leader,” London.)

Everybody knows bK this time that the
Germans have reached Odessa. Few
have noticed—or in these days of small
papers have had a chance of noticing—
that, according to several German news-
papers, the coming commercial agree-
ment with Russia will contain a plan for
the construction of a g:at canal from the
Baltic to the Black . A very pretty
scheme, it will be said, which will develop
in about twenty years. - Quite so, but
taken in conéunction with what we al-
ready know of Germany’s belief in water-
ways for political purposes, it is a fact
of great significance. It means that,
even if Germany does not hope to remain
physically in Russia, she hopes to remain
there economically. Just as ‘Mittel-
europa” is to be secured by the Main-
Danube Canal so “Osteuropa’—if one
may coin a word—is to be secured by the
new project.

Perhaps this sounds fanciful to those
who know only the toy waterways of this
country with their 30-ton barges. The
reply to this is that Germany has for the
last forty years spent millions on the im-
provement of her own island waterways,
with the result—to name only a few
instances—that the waterborne traffic
of Ruhrort increased 97 per cent in eleven
years, that of Mannheim 156 per cent in
ten years, of Frankfurt 153 per cent in
ten years, and of the River Main 102
per cent in fifteen years. And this traffic
was not filched from the railways, as the
railways in England have filched the

canal traffic, for during these years the

railway traffic of Germany increased by
57 per cent. The canals in  Eastern
Germany are standardized for boats of

400 tops, those in Western Germany for’

boats of 600, and the former before the
war were being brought up to the 600
standard, which is about eighteen times
that of England.

Mittel-europa

Improved waterways having brought
such prosperity- to internal Germany
(I speak, of course, of prosperity before
the war, though doubtless her water
system has played a noble part in the
actual conduct of the war), she is prepared

to push the policy further, in agreement, .

naturally, with Austria. What she ex-
pects to accomplish in Middle Europe
cannot be better summed up than in a
statement made just a year ago by the
Austro-Hungarian Minister in Switzer-
land, who declared that the Danube and
the Rhine, if united by canals, would
create an organic and united Central
Europe. And he added that the com-
merce of Germany, which might be
rendered precarious by the results of the
present war, possibly prolonged by an
economic war, would be replaced up to a
certain point by the navigation and river
commerce of Mittel-europa with the near
East.

The credit for the Main-Danube Canal
has already been passed, which is not the
same thing, it 1s true, as the actual
provision of the money. Nevertheless
the plans have been long prepared, an
over a year ago the King of Bavaria
stated that the work would be begun
by the labor of war prisoners. Perhap3
that has already been done. The canal
is to be 440 miles in length, and to cost
£33,000,000. It is to be electrically
worked by means of a great power station
on the Upper Danube, and it is to ac-
commodate boats of 1,200 tons.

Perhaps the phrase “Main-Danube”
does not convey much to English ears.
It means, however, that in eight years,
if the Germans are not too optimistic
there will be a waterway for boats of
1,200 tons from the North Sea to the
Black Sea. A scheme is also on foot for
the junction of the Danube and the Elbe.
Hamburg is erying out for it on the ground
that she is the true German port which
has suffered so much  during the war,
and that the Rhine traffic benefits only

Antwerp and Holland. Vienna jhas pre-
pared plans for a great inland harbor
where a canal from the Oder is to jomn
the Danube. The harbor, it has been
officially stuted in the “Nieues Wiener

Jowrnal”" is “destined for the transport
of German coal towards the East, where
w vast warket awaits it in place of British
coul
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Algernon Does His Bit

Written for The Western Home Monthly by Edith G. Bayne

UT out your tongue,” said
the doctor. “H’'m—just as
I thought. Liver. Now, young
man, come this way. Iwant to

sound you.”

- «T gay, doctor, you don’t think—"

“Strip.”

(Business of stripping.)

“«Hold still. What are you shivering
for?”

He spoke in his usual brisk, somewhat
testy tones and continued to move the
bally stethoscope about over the upper
portion of my anatomy, bending a listening
ear and giving vent only to grunts and
monosyllabic _exclamations. Finally he
lifted his head and fixed a severe glance

on me. . .
“Exactly as I suspected young sir!” he
remarked.
“What—how—"

“You have valvular trouble.”
“My word!” I exclaimed in affright.

cough by cutting out this smoking of
coffin-nails, go to bed at ten o’clock, omit
the last two courses at dinner, and get
right up on the top seat of the water-
wagon,”’

“Is it as bad as all that, doc?”

He pretended not to hear.

“T would strongly suggest a change of
climate too—say Canada.’

“Canada!” I cried, blankly.

“Yes, Canada.”

“T say, it’s a deucedly cold place to send
a chap—"’

“Just what you require. Climate there
is bracing. Get right out there and lead
the simple life for a year.”

“Most difficult proposition, by Jove.”
I murmured.

He smiled rather kindly upon me.
“Neyer did a day’s work in your life,
did you?”

“] admit the soft impeachment, doc.”
“Well, try my prescription. It will be

Two British signallers found a littte French child abandoned or forgotten in the flight from

the Germens.
safety between them. ¢ :
killing both men, but the child was found in

“And not only that.” he went on.
“You have pari-tubercular symptoms—"’

“Good Gad!”’

“_and incipient diabetes—"’

“Great Scott!”

“_due to lack of exercise; also tic-
doloreux in a slight form, and a touch of
very nearly everything except house-
maid’s knee. I suspect angina pectoris,
but am not certain—"
 He paused as he saw me drop weakly
infol a chair, but continued again, relent-
essly:

“_and if you do not call a halt directly,
my young man, I shall not answer for the
consequences.”’

“But doe—"

“Enlist? Tut-tut.
Never in the world.”

I groaned.

Take a long breath. - - - now
whereabouts does that hurt? Another
a3 Aha!’ and he smiled with
¢ld-blooded ~ professional  satisfaction.
Now my best advice to you, my lad, is to
-1 to work at something out-of-doors—say
.rming—at once, to immediately slough
o this flabbiness of muscle; stop the

Never take you.

They took it with them into a
In the night a German bomb from an aeroplane

it for warmth an
fell on the barn,
the morning peacefully asleep and unharmed.

barn, where they placed

hard at first, I have not the slightest
doubt, but after six months of life in
Canada you will be a different man.
Then we’ll begin to talk about enlisting.
There isn’t another doctor who would not
agree with my finding. Your system is
in a greatly debilitated state and you
wouldn’t survive the ordinary hardships
of trench life for more than a few days, In
your present condition even if you could
find a medical man foolish enough to-pass
ou. Know anyone out in Canada?”’

“QOnly Billy Smith.”

“Who's he?”’

“Oh, an old pal of mine who lived near
us at Ballingham-on-Sea some years ago.
He’s been in Canada some time now—on
a ranch in or near a place called Alberta.”

« should fancy that would be quite all
right,” said the good old physician, who
knew just about as much regarding
Canada, geographically, as I did myself
at that time. “I have heard of Alb:rta—
a few hours’ run from Montreal I believe.
The very thing This way out
my lad.”

So that is how it came about thatv

instead of going to fight for King and
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HO runs the risk when the bread-
winner neglects ta secure the pro-
tection of Life Insurance for those

Not himself surely, but those for whom it is
his duty to provide run the risk of his un-
timely death.

Whatever chances a man may rightly“take
for himself, there can be no excuse for sub-
jecting others to & risk against which they
cannot guard.

The Great-West Life Policies offer all that
can be desired in Life Insurance, low rates,
high profit returns, and the safeguard of
careful, conservative management.
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TUNION BANIK-

OF CANADA

Open a Housekeeping Account
and Pay Your Bills by Cheque

There is a decided advantage in_depositin
your housekeeping money in the UNl&e MNE
OF CANADA and issuing cheques for your ex-
penditures. You avoid the risk of keeping
a considerable sum in your home or carrying
it when shopping, and each cheque when
cashed becomes a receipt.

301 BRANCHES IN CANADA

Over 40 Branches in Manitoba; over 90 Branches in Saskatche-
wan; over 50 Branches in Alberta; over 5 Branches in British:
Columbia. '

Head Office, Winnipeg
* ‘Total Assets over
$140,000,000
Deposits over $110,000,000

@ % GRAIN © 18|

We continue to act as agents for Grain Growers in the looking after I
and selling of car-lots of Wheat, Oats, Barley, Rye and Flax, on com-
mission only. The members of our firm give personal expert service in
cliecking the grading of cars, and have been frequently successful in
getting grades raised. Liberal advances made at seven per cent interest
on grain consigned to us for sale. Write to us for market information
and shipping instructions.

THOMPSON, SONS & CO. |

Grain Commission Merchants

700-703 Grain Exchanée Winnipeg

When writing advertisers, please mention The Western Home Monthly
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“Good

“taste’’
in the

. kitchen

ALWAYS keep a bottle of genuine Lea
& 7Perrins’ Sauce in your kitchen.
When you are preparing soups, stews, cheese in

any form, mqkin%qgravy, or hash, add a few drops
of Lea and Perrins’. Not one of the many imitations is so good
or so economical. So be sure you get the genuine

Sauce

Would you like to have a copy
of the kitchen hanger we have
prepared? It is printed in col-
ors and contains recipes for a

number of dishes for breakfast,
lunch and supper that you will find
delicious and economical. It is FREE.
Write HAROLD SEDDON, Western
Representative, 850 HASTINGS ST.,

ROC I T

VANCOUVER, B.C.
2 L
& ( P
R\

No dust or gpas
escapes if your

; HECLA Furnace has

Warm Air FUSED JOINTS

‘ 7"‘»(‘/ will keeb Fhe |
air pbure and cleat

GET GUARANTEED HOUSE HEATING PLANS & BOOKLET - FREE.
If you are interested in Hot Water or Steam Heating ask for
our Booklets on Adanac Boilers & Hydro Thermic Radiato

COupoh_
CLARE BROS.WESTERN, LTD.,

Please send me “Comfort. and Health | also your guaranteed
house healing plans.

.- ADDRESS .
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WINNIPEC

Dept. E
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FENNINGS’

The Celebrated English Remedy

As used in Great Britain and Colonies for the last fifty years

- FEVER

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

Wohen writing adrertisors, please mention The Wesd Hioovge Monthly
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country I found myself, a fortnight later,
standing upon Canadian soil—I mean\tf)
say upon the dock at Quebec you know.
I had learned with amazement that 1t
would require five days to reach Alberta
from this point. However I was fairly
well supplied with cash though the pater
had said at parting that he would allow
me just six pounds per month. ]

“And remember, you need not write for
more money.” )

He had added this with a severity that
seemed odd in so kindly a man. But 1
have since learned that he meant to make
me stand on my own legs for the first time
in my life, and that he intended to play
Papa Spartan up to the hilt in order to
see me back in England within the year a

well man. .
“Dad, never fear!” I had replied
loftily. “‘Out on the rolling plains new

health and strength await me. 1 shall
wrest a living from the soil if need be. 1
shall cavort about, near to Nature’s heart,
shall drink in gallons of the pure ozone—"’

The pater had chuckled.

“That’s the way to talk! Ozone won’t
give you a morning headache.”

And so we had shaken hands and
parted. The mater, it is true, wept a
Little, and Sis had slipped into my port-
manteau a book at the very last moment,
the title of which as I found later, was:
“The Philosophy of Agriculture.”

So here we were in the promised land,
by Jove—I and my man (for of course I
had brought Boggs along)—and filled
with a number of bewildering, new im-
pressions. The spring air was like wine,
the sunshine was dazzling, the sky was a
perfect turquoise blue and although I
would like to speak of the magnificent
pine woods, the majestic rivers, the rich
valleys and orchards and the fields of
clover and springing wheat, I shall skip
all that and get on with the story proper.

Boggs is a tremendously fine chap and
much above his class. We get along like
twin brothers; unfortunately though, he,
too, was ineligible for military service
owing to the Creator’s having formed
him on the Lilliputian principle. The poor
little blighter has been turned down
repeatedly even by the bantam battalions.
I besought” him to drop the slightly
deferential air he wore in my company
and to treat me quite as an equal. I dare-
say the natives took us for a couple o
young tradesmen come out to séttle, for I
wore a suit of the head-gardener’'s. We
were resolved from the start to dress the
part, you understand. )

Now part of Billy Smith’s last letter
written six months previously, h.d run
something like this: “These prairies are
almost as difficult to navigate as an un-
chartered sea, so if ‘ever you should find
yourself out in this part of the world,
remember that I am on quarter-section
number x, west-by-south of Calgary.
Any livery in the town will bring you out
if you are unable to notify me. I should
warn you though that the ‘atmosphere’
here is rather different, don’t you know,
from that of Mayfair.”

I had this letter along and consulted it
from time to time, but we had decided
not to tell Billy of our coming. We would
take the dear old chap by surprise, by
Jove! Apropos of his warning 1 scemed
to recall something I had once read, to
the effect that no one should venture
beyond the Great Lakes who was not
possessed of both a strong constitution
and a strong sense of humour. Later
events proved the subtle wisdom «f this.
But I do not wish to appear pessimistic
so early in the chapter.

As a matter of fact, the pessimi m was
mer ly a passing phase. We were keyed
up for great and glorious adventures and
nothing at that time could damp ur
enthusiasm. To be sure we had our
adventures—but I m getting ahead.

I felt most conspicuous in the cosmo-
politan atmosphere of the aisle-up-the-
middle carriage, or car as they call it h re

in Canada. . There were two Chinanmen
in the next section to ours and above us
slept a Galictan fannly, while across the
aisle  were several full-blooded  Indians.
I'aney removing one's collar, shods and
waisteoat with sueh an sudience lookine
on! :

Well, the mornine «f the <ixth dav found
us enroute to Billv's panch in oo vehiole
IFnown o~ 2 praivie schooner, diiven by o
Yankee chap who wa< mo i an half-

The trail

seas i vas rough s
there was v landy presont T undorto
admir gllit" gt o the blighter
on the - of inton s ormmee. As 1t

mpr o

shintvo bour Boves grinned

continuously in an irritating manner. |
fancy he was thinking how many a time
and oft he and the pater’s butler had
assisted me to bed after a party.

The lady I have referred to was g
school-teacher from the eastern part of
Canada who had come out only the day
before to take the Lone Pine school after
the Easter holidays. She was a very
dainty little person with the suspicion of g
twinkle in deep, blue eyes, and sunny
brown hair and a dimple and quite the
most entrancing voice I had ever heard,
Everybody speaks to everybody else with-
out an introduction in this country—g,
habit I had thought positively horrible
until this day. Miss Elliott and I got
along famously from the start. The other
passengers were all strangers to the
country too.

It was a beautiful morning and so clear
was the air one could easily discern the
faint outlines of the distant Rockies. All
along the trail young gophers thrust in-
quiring noses up from_their burrows and
grass-birds rose flutteringly at the squeak
of our approaching wheels. The blood
raced in one’s veins and it was good to be
alive. I fancied that already the pain
in my lung was quite gone.

“There’s the caboose,” said our driver
suddenly, pointing with his whip to some
spot in the distant offing to our left.

“The what?”’ I asked, staring hard.

He rolled the quid of tobacco in his
mouth to the other side, spat and said:

“Jts the shack you blokes are headed
for—Smith’s.”

“How extraordinary!” I exclaimed, for
the building looked about the size of a
cracker-box. “But it must be one of the
outbuildings of course. My friend is the

ssessor of some means.”

“Oh, well, of course we’re four miles
away yet your lawdship. But that's
Smith’s joint all right, all right.”

Our amiable jehu now put the whip to
the team and very soon we had covered
about three miles, and then he drew up
in the sagebrush with a loud “Whoa!”

“Look here,” he said turning. “You
guys don’t mind heofing it vp the rise to
the house I s’pose? Y’sce I'm kinda late
as it is and I gotta get this lady over to
Lone Pine by noon.”

“Not at all, since you put it that way.”
I made haste to assure him.

| (onservation means |

i\ the use of foods re-

|| quiring less sugar,
ess fuel, and the

minimum of wheat.

| requiresNO SUGAR, |
| N0 FUEL less milk |
| or creamthan
other cereals, and
is part BARLEY.
[t's a concentrated,
nourishing, eco-
nomical and deli-
cious food. TRYIT!
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I had understood his colloquialisms but

r Boggs was still in the dark.
«] say, why is the blighter unloading
us out here?”” he demanded, irritably, for

his feet were asleep. _

«Jump down,” 1 ordered briskly
«We're going to do a constitutional up to
the house.” L )

«And don’t waste time knocking on the
door,” advised the driver. “Just walk
rightin.”’

The schooner went on, and I stocd
gazing after it till it was lost to sight
among the poplars. Miss Elliott waved
her handkerchief to me—:s—all the way.

Well, we reached the odd little house
within _half an_ hour. It was a good
mile’s walk and the path was beastly.
And when we got there we walked In
without knocking as we had been told to
do. A good thing too for we might have
worn our knuckles off; there was abso-
lutely nobody about, either in the house
or around the farm. )

«Most extraordinary thing. Surely
Billy and the servants cannot all

away.”

“gervants!” jeered Boggs. “There
aren’t any such people in this land they
say. You will find that Mr. Smith, who
is very probably in the town on business,
does his own chores.”

«1 ghan’t contradict you my dear
fellow,” 1 remarked with a glance about
the single room. “My word, it looks like
it! He seems to have ac uired some
slovenly habits since 1 saw him last. 1
say, are ou hungry?” .

“’Am 1?” and my companion’s tone was
eloquent.

‘(‘1\\7011, 1 suppose we shall have to
rustle the grub as they say out here.
Can you cook eggs, Boggs? I see half a
dozen up there on that dirty shelf i

Boggs shook his head dubiously. )

“When 1 was butler for Lady Ril-
chester I occasionally made egg souffle,”
he observed, “but I have forgotten the
knack.”

“Oh well, T'll seﬁs if T can fry them.
What is this utemsil—a fry-pan or 2
skillet?”’ ]

“A skillet, I believe. Shall I kindle a
fire? And you can look in the pantry,
sir, for more edibles. I think I see some
tinned goods.”

I got out some of the rude crockery and
tinware and we scouted about and found
st le bread, oleo, and a canister partly
full of tea—a cheap brand but better than
none. Somehow we made a meal but 1t
was rather awful you know.

It was mid-afternoon when we returned
from a ramble about the estate, having
seen not a living soul anywhere and how
the time passed from then on till dark I
cannot recall. But it was with mingled
feelings we watched night come down
over the great lone foothill land. Here
were we, two utter strangers to the
country, stranded in this remote spot and
without a weapon of any kind except an
old muzzle-loader which I had noticed
hanging on the wall. Indians, bears,
wolves, wild buffalo—all these terrors
loomed up in the imagination with
oppressive insistency and it was with
difficulty we made up our minds to go to
bed. But we did, finally, after another
cheerless meal.

I don’t know what wakened me so
suddenly. It may have been premonition.
At any rate I started up Broad awake
some fime in the night. Raising myself
upon an elbow I listened intently, but at
first could hear nothing except the regular
breathing of Boggs in the bunk above.
The light of a full moon streamed in at
one of the dirty little casements and the
fow articles of furniture in the room could
be faintly distinguished in their rude
setting. So convinced was I that some-
thing was wrong I found myself unable to
go asleep again, but presently I wrapped
myself in my greatcoat once more and lay
hack to watch for dawn. I closed my
eves once and no doubt might have suc-
ceeded after a time in falling asleep again
had not the unmistakable sound of human

fontsteps fallen on my ear.

“Ah, it's dear old Billy returning.”
I -id to mysclf.

i"ecling much relieved I rose to a sitting

17 <ture and commeneced to hunt about fer
1 waisteoat in a pocket of which reposed
v natchcase. JBut almost at the
snent, and giving me scarcely a second
drop dewn again, the owner of the steps
vhatever vou would call him, began to
n the door véry cautiously. It was
< intense care on his part that warned
o be on my guard (Billy would
. heen whistling or singing as he re-

! home.)

Watching from my corner 1 saw the
door creak open slowly, very slowly, and
then something blotted out the shaft of
light that lay athwart the doorsill. It
resolved itself into a human form.

_But this hardly surprised me. What
did amaze me was the man himself, a tall
chap with spurs, a revolver holster, and
knee boots.  Billy is short and rotund and
seldom goes armed as I understand it is
against the law even in this country.
Well, my midnight prowler stood there
for fully three minutes apparently listen-
ing intently. Then very quickly he dis-
appeared and had he not_left the door
open I might have fancied I had been the
victim of a nightmare.

“Boggs, I say Boggs!” I called softly
to the bunk overhead.

“Hello,” came faintly back.

“Look sharp! There’s a thief or an
Indian or something prowling about. I
sawghim not a moment ago.”

“A dream, possibly sir,—"

¢« tell you I saw him, and very dis-
tinctly. Keep perfectly still like a good
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fellow. I shall get that old gun and be
ready for his next appearance.”

“Perhaps it was a ghost, sir,” Boggs
remarked with a quite audible yawn.

But I told him to hush up, and crawling
carefully across the room, bumping into
two chairs and the table on my return, I
succeeded in my design and was no
sooner back in the bunk with the muzzle-
loader than the footsteps again became
audible. Next we heard voices.

«Two of them!” I miittered, and
crouched lower. 0

“He’s here all right, I heard his snores,”
said the voice that evidently belonged to
the man I had sgen«

“Be ready then,” said the other.

Then the dull ray from a dark-lantern
bobbed about and presently he who held
it pushed back the shutter and swept the
roopr It searched me out and remained
fixed. I dodged and it followed me. I
tried to skip aside but it trailed me about
is though I were a bally overatic star you
KNOW,

“Ho! He's drawing a bead on us,”
said the first. “Put that gun down!”

“Here, let me get the bracelets on him
before. he starts something,” said the
other. “Stay right where you are Fred,
and keep the door covered.”

“Come forward at your peril!” I cried.

Boggs, at this point saw fit to put in his
oar.

“I say, we expect the owner of this
place to return at any moment and he will
make it jolly hot for you!”

The visitors both started and for a
second the searchlight left me and trav-
elled higher.

“Who's that?” demanded the man who
held the lantern.

“Must be an accomplice,” hazarded
the other one.

And upecame the cover of the lantern
and the room fvas flooded with light.

“My word!” I gasped, letting my gun
drop with a clang. “It’s the Mounted

Police!”
For our visitors wore the scarlet tunics

in:
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dress, in shapely stylish designs
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Guaranteed

Furnace Results

Heat—sufficient volume to warm the home,
—even distribution to all the rooms in the home,
—the right quality to keep the home healthy,
—at a reasonable cost for fuel,
—with minimum effort in management, and
—without dust, smoke, ash or gas escaping into
the air of the home.

- Those are the results you have a right to expect
from your furnace. Those are what you should insist

on getting from it.

The Sunshine Furnace, installed the McClary
way, gives those results.

It has been getting those results in every kind of
home and building throughout Canada for eighteen years.

The Sunshine Furnace when installed the McCl
way is sold with the absolute guarantee that you will
get those results.

Engineering Service Free.

McClary's own heating engineers are at your service when you buy a

Sunshine Furnace, to give you free expert advice on your home-heating require- h

ticulars about this

ments. Write to the nearest McClary Branch, and ask for
the things you want

service. A booklet, ““Comfort in the Home,’* makes clear
to know about furnaces and it is sent free on request.

M‘Clary’s
Sunshine

Furnace

Winnipeg
Edmonton

Vancouver

‘T'oronto Montreal
Saskatoon

London i
St. John, N.B. Hamilton

Calgary
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INFLAMED, BOWED TENDONS

are quickly cooled, soothed and strengthened with ABSORBINE. It is
powerfully penetrating and efficient, but does not blister or cause any
inconvenience, and horse can be used.

ABSORBINE

is used by successful trainers, in developing fast, high-classrace horses, getting
them to the races fit and ready and keeping them sound and strong throughout
the season. They require a dependable, efficient liniment—one that does its
work well, in a mild soothing manner, and which, when used as a leg brace
or wash, will stop inflammation and keep out the soreness from the strained,
fatigued muscles, so that there will be no stiffness or **tying up’’ after a hard
work-out or race.

ABSORBINE, used full strength when needed, and diluted for a wash or
brace, helps the horse stay strong and win a race that otherwise might have
been lost.

ABSORBINE reduces bog spavins, thoroughpins, wind puffs, shoe
boils and similar swellings and soft bunches ; allivs pain and inflamnmation ;
stops lameness quickly. SEND FOR FREE HORSE BOOK G.

i ABSORBINE, $2.50 a Bottle at Dealers or Postpaid
OUNG, P.DF. 138 Lymans Bldg., Montreal, P.Q.
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and other accoutrements of the Riders
of the Plains! .

“Well, who did you think we were?”’
demanded the one who had the light.
“Come along quietly now, and let us have
no more trouble.”

“And you up there, whoever you are,
jump down till we get a look at you!”

Boggs looked like nothing so much as a
Piute Indian as he sat sulkily on the bunk-
edge wrapped in a red blanket. But he
descended when he found one of the Police
unceremoniously jerking at his feet.

“I say, you chaps, this is all a beastly
mistake you know!” I interposed with
some heat. “Or is it a wheeze of some
kind, that you are trying out on us? We
only arrived from—"’

“Got the cuffs on Jack?”

“We are just out from England—"

“Hold still can’t you?”

“But what—"

“Truss up,the little fellow too, Fred.
I never saw his mug before, but he looks
like a Mexican. Ready?”

“He's my valet.”” I said with all the
composure I was able to summon.

TEZS policemen laughed.

“Some accent, bo,” said one to me with
a grin at his companion.

“Come on! Left-right it down to the
wagon you two,” ordered the other, im-
patiently. “It’s nearly morning.”

“Where are you taking us and why,
pray?”’ I demanded as we all set forth,
finally.

“You are going to be the guests of the

Province, old chap,” replied the one who
had handcuffed me, with an atrocious
imitation of the English accent.

approaching in the distance. We had
just passed a fork in the road—I had re-
marked it the day before—and had come
upon a little rise covered with the wild
roses for which the country is noted in
early June. But needless to say cur
spirits were scarcely attuned to the bird-
songs this morning, nor had we eyes for
the beauties of Nature. I was feeling
horribly hungry and so was poor Boggs,
who sat huddled up across from me and
looking like a plucked pheasant.

Rather indifferently we both watched
the approaching rider as he drew nearer.
At length he had come right up and seeing,
1 supposé, that the Policemen had made a
capture, he reined in his hprse and cried
in a hearty voice:

“Who've you got there, officers?”

“We've got Emmilmann,” replied the
Inspector, a note of conscious pride in his
voice. ‘

“You don’t say!” exclaimed the new-
comer and trotted his beast round to pro-
cure a closer look at us. Our team had
pulled up, and the officers were regarding
the horseman with no little respect.

I turned to give the latter a haughty
stare—when all of a sudden he made an
incoherent sound, something between a
gasp and a gargle, and peered closer at me.

I gazed at him with equal interest, my
mouth, I fear, falling wide open, for the
recognition was instant and mutual.

“Why, Algy Stonchurst!” he roared.
“How on earth did—"

“Billy! Dear old Biily!”
fully.

“But__))

I cried joy-

These men are the survivors of the schooner, Edward H. Cole, which was sunk off the
Americar coast by a raiding enemy U-boat.

I was fairly trembling with indignation
at this outrage, but endeavored to restrain
myself for I could see it was of no avail
to argue with these fellows. It was quite
daybreak when the democrat-wagon into
which we had been bundled at last began
to rumble off up the trail in the direction
from which we had arrived on the previous
day. One of our captors did the driving
while his mate sat with drawn weapon in
the evident expectation that we would
cut up rough. Once or twice I tried to
ascertain the reason for this most unac-
countable ariest, to learn what it was we
could possibly be charged with under the
law, but the sergeant only laughed sar-
donically.

“You can’t pull that innocent ruse on
us,” he said. “Nice slick guy you are,
old top! But it's the cooler for yours this
time.’

“If you would endeavor to speak in a
language I could understand—"

“I'm scarcely. in the mood for witti-
cisms,”” he returned.

“Rather not,” agreed the other, whose
title was Inspector. “We've been watch-
ing you my man, ever since yesterday
afternoon and without a bite to eat.
l)on',? try to get funny or we may hurt
you.

I ignored his threat but lapsed into

silence presentiy, nur-ing my anger and
vowing veny o on the instigator of the
outrage  Th Lounder should get all that
was coming (o Lim, ax they say. Well,
gwe had Donneood for perhaps fourteen
miles !l e cun had risen and  was
pricking 11 dow-beads on the prairie
grass whe ¢ notiesd 2 lone horseman

<

“Oh, it’s all a horrible mistake, old top!”’
I commenced. “You see [—we—"

“Officers, what is the meaning of this?”
demanded Billy.

“Don’t fall for his bluff, Mr. Smith.”

“But I say you know that’s not Emmi
mann. He's a friend—"

“Not Emmilmann! Then who—"

“He must be guilty of something,” put
in the other officer with a baleful glance at
me. “He was pointing the butt-end of a
muzzle-loading gun at us.”

“Algy couldn’t hit a barn door, officer.
He was an awful rotter with a fowling-
piece, as I remember him.”

Both the Policemen stared at Billy.

“Oh, he’s a friend of yours?” said the
Inspector, disappointedly.

“Then you're not the guy that’s been
rustling the ‘I’ cattle and making an ‘E’
brand over the original?”’ inquired the
Sergeant turning to me in bewilderment.

“Most certainly not.” I returned
warmly. “And if you had listened to me
in the first place—"

Well, the upshot of the matter was that
dear old Billy who was a deeply respecte
member of the community, succeeded 1
getting us out of the bally predicament,
and he invited us ali to go and have
breakfast at his house where he had a Jap
cook - and - general - factotum. But the
Policemen, who no doubt felt much
chagrined at their error, declined to par-
take of his hospitality, though they drove
us right up to Billy's front gate. .

L was still a bit mystified over the affair
when we finally sat down to the tasty
breakfast in Billy's comfortable kitchen.
You remernber my mention of the fork 1
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the trail? Well that is where our Yankee
driver ought to have turned, for it ap-

ared that just fourteen miles up that
fork line lived Billy, and though the
driver was correct as to distance he
glipped up on direction. And Billy’s real
house was a marvel of neatness and
cosiness—that is to say, considering that
Bill is a bachelor. |§j’b

«But I say, you know, this business of
the German,” I began somewhat resent-
fully. “Do_I look so awfully like a
mucker as all that?” .

«You do resemble him my dear Alger-
non in the way of general build, and
coloring too.” )

«T shall go out to the barn and hang
myself!” o i

“My dear chap, that is’as far as it goes.
And these excellent fellows—by the way
I had Okoko put a small hamper of food
in their wagon since they would not come
in—these boys are quite new to this part
of the province, having been only recently
transferred from a post in the north. So
it is probable that neither had ever laid
eyes on this German and were trusting
to, description only. Then the fact that
you were in Emmilmann’s bed—"

“You know I came out here to lead the
simple life,” I interposed, ruefully, “and
the first experience I encounter is ex-
tremely complicated, by Jove! If this is
to be a criterion of what is to follow—"

“Give him some more hot flapjacks,
Okoko, and pass him the syrup-jug.
And the same with Mr. Boggs here.”

¢ suppose I shall have to forgive them
for callng me a Mexican,” remarked
Boggs. “But you know it was a beastly
bore take it altogether. I hope however
that they catch this cattle thief or what-
ever he is.” . ]

“Well, I fear they won’t,” said Billy
shortly. 3

“How is that? It won’t be from lack
of zeal,” I observed.

“When I was down at the Bar W this
morning I learned that he had skipped
across the border. So our friends the
Police were a little late in getting out
here to hide in the lee of his strawstack.
And the doctors won’t pass you Algy,
what?”’

“Not they.
agriculturally.”

So I have got to do my bit

“You're a godsend my boy. I shall
turn over my homestead to you and
Boggs. Iam ¥eaving for France 1n a fort-
night.”

“What!”

“Oh yes, I got in at last. Too fat they
said at first. Also too short. Then onc
doctor found I had a murmur, but the
next one said it was due to indigestion and
could easily be corrected, but that he
feared I had astigmatism coming on. At
last I joined up with some fellows going
over in a forestry batallion. It only goes
to l?how what one may accomplish if they
will.”

Shall I pass over the intervening weeks?
They were filled with work, and also
glaring mistakes, some quite reprehen-
sible others merely amusing. One does
not learn to be a farmer at the drop of tke
hat. The first time 1 hitched a horse—
but no, I shall spare you the account!
The first furrow 1 plowed, the first lariat

1 swung, the first time I monkeyed with

the buzz-saw, the first cow I tried to milk,
the first cream-separating I engaged In,
the first lesson in hog-tying and branding,
the first threshing, the first sowing, the
first roundup—I shall eliminate ll these
premier, painful matters and get on with
what was to me the climax of my new
carcer. I refer to my meeting again with
\Miss Elliott, which took place at a school
picnic. The whole countryside had heard
of my arrest and for many months there-
after 1 was the laughing-stock of the
neighborhood. The only person who did
not laugh at me was the little school
teacher of Lone Pine.

And when upon one memorable evening
1 asked her for the reason she told me
that one seldom ridicules the person one
loves.

This, of course was partly in response to
a very ardent declaration of mine, for |
1ad earried her image in my heart all these
woeks.,  She is now Mrs. Stonchurst and
we are going to buy Emmilmann’s ranch,
which is for sale—the bounder had not
renched the State of Montana and wiis
captured after all—and then we intend to
roduce food for the Allies. My wife

‘kes the best butter in the provinee and
{ might add in all modesty that I have had

‘ew agricultural triumphs myself, having
vin several prizes for grain at the Fair.
1 <hould like to put a few Boches

permanently out of business. . Therefore
1 am holding secret and very earnest re-
hearsals each afternoon out in the tool-
shed with a gun and a mark—but the
former isn’t the muzzle-loading kind, and
the latter is a real bull’s-eye and not a
valued member of the Mounted Police!

Needed

At the top of the stairs the boarder
paused for a moment, with her hand on
her own door. She was"listening to tHe
sounds of the house—the whirring of the
machine in the sewing room, where Mrs.
Holden was finishing a little dress for
Marjory; Nancy and Billy, up in the
playroom, arguing excitedly; Janet, step-
ping about her room and calling across to
her mother; old Mary downstairs, pound-
ing heavily about the dining room as she
set the table; Kent whistling and hammer-
ing up in the attic. The boarder did not
realize it, but she had fallen into the habit
of listening\for a moment, wistfully,

o
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before she stepped into the solitude of
the room that was hers. The Holdens
had their ups and downs, like everyone
else, but they were a family—they belong-
ed to one another, warmly and loyally.

The boarder did not notice—she was
thinking so hard—that she had not latched
her door, and it quietly swung open.
That was why Janet happened to stop in
the doorway a moment, with her arms
full of tan and black stockings. ’

“If T were rich,” she said, “I'd spend
half my fortune to get a mechanical stock=
ing darner.”

“If you were rich,” the boarder replied
smiling, “you could accomplish your end
much more easily and less expensively.
You could employ a human darner.
Won’t you let me help? I'd love to!”

“Don’t expect me to refuse an offer
like that, even if it did sound as if I was
hinting,”’ Janet rctorted. “Of course you
can help. Take Billy’s! I recommend
Billy’s to anyone who wishes to ‘acquire
merit’ or do penance. But you don’t
understand. Mending is the bane of my

life. I never want to go over to Freda’s
or go out skating, or settle down to a
book or a magazine, that there isn’t
mending to be done. That’s why I want
to invent a mending machine, that I may
cheer life for scores of other girls. I might
have a law passed compeﬁing boys to
mend their own stockings, too. Also, I’

give all elder sisters six months’ vacation
each year with full pay.”

“Child!” the boarder cried impetuously.

“Oh, did 1 say somethi.nﬁ dreadful?
I'm sorry, Miss Pritchard. was only
joking, you know.” .

The boarder was herself again; she
smiled at the girl. “You didn’t say any=
thing dreadful. Only, Janet, I hope you
will never know what it is not to be
needed.” .

Janet ran across to the boarder’s chair
and put her young hands over the busy
fingers. “Oh, please!” she cried. ‘‘Dear
Miss Pritchard, I need you, to make me
see stmiﬁht and big when T see crooked
and small. There are—so many kinds of
needs, Miss Pritchard!” .
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reputation is nation-wide.

experience.

shine” trade-mark spells.

price paid.
inence to these brands in

“Sunshine” Hosiery that it is the pro-

IT is a satisfaction to know when you buy
duct of the largest hosiery concern in

It is also a matter of satisfaction to know

that your preference for “‘Sunshine’ quality
is supported by the majority of Canadians.

For the “Sunshine” line includes the biggest
selling brands of hosiery in Canada. Its

Into “Sunshine” Hosiery is built a vast
In looks, in wear, in comfort.
each pair is made to sustain its good name. tqp
The very size of the “Sunshine” organiza-
tion, its tremendous buying resources, its
nation-wide market, its skilled work-people
all contribute to the value that the “Sun-

The “Sunshine” line includes several brands.
Each represents the highest value for the
Your merchant is giving prom-

-
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Good Value Won Its Good Name

““Three Eighties’’—A seamless cotton hose
for ladies and misses. Three-ply heels and
toes. Save darning. Has the largest sale
of any one style of hose in Canada. In
black, tan and white.

“Buster Brown’’—The most popular
stocking made for boys. ~ Mothers know
how much darning the three-ply heels and
Double elastic leg, narrowed

toes save.
foot and ankle.
5 to 1014,

and colors
any girl.

heel and toe.

&

“Marathon’’— A low-priced half-hose for
Quality considered, it is wonderful
value. ‘“‘Pedestrian’’—A better hose. Two-
ply soft lisle yarn.

men.

particular: tan and colors.

The CHIPMAN-HOLTON KNITTING CO. Limited, Hamilton, Ont. *%2ii%""

Largest Hosiery Manufacturers in Canada

}e
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“Little Darling’’—Made from Australian
lambs’ wool. Fast, stainless dyes, black,

Sizes 4 to 7. A dainty hose that pleases
Also ‘“‘Little Daisy’’—All sizes
for children up to 12 years old. Reinforced

I e
P
lL"" MOSIERD |

In black and tan. Sizes

. Silken heel and toe.

Both come in black,
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Lime | White Cont
Saves Time Wa(terpr?:f)inglm .
and " Whitewashing
and other

Sanitary Purposes

—NO WASTE. Every pound is guaranteed
m —READY TO USE when water is added

PUT UP IN PAPER OR JUTE BAGS :

!

1
1 From one to six weeks—according to weather conditions—is required to reduce
¢ R (or slack) lump lime into the putty state by mixing it with water in a mortar box or a

" mortar bed of sand, This often causes delays, or introduces the dangerous alternative of
it i using partially slacked lime in the most important parts of construction work.

“LION BRAND” HYDRATED LIME

2 is a uniform product, manufactured by processes which remove impurities and the physical
i® defects developed in kiln practice. Every pound and ounce of it is useful and active 1n every
possible mixture in which it can be used. Every useful property of the original lime from

[ which it was manufactured is present in the Hydrated Product.

Lo N

i For Concrete Work

it The addition of a small percentage of ‘‘LION BRAND'’ HYDRATED LIME—say

i ten pounds to each bag of cement—gives greater strength, lubricates the mass, increases the
PRI density and uniformity; waterproofs, by filling up all the voids, and makes a smooth finish

job. _

For White Coat (Plaster Finish)

“LION BRAND” HYDRATED LIME
makes & smooth, plastic, easily worked
putty, that will produce a clean, white wall—
free from pits, blisters, fire or chip cracks.

For Brick or Stone Laying

Mortar made from ‘‘LION BRAND"
HYDRATED LIME is much higher in
tensile strength than lump lime mortar,

use it contains no inert matter —
IT IS ALL PURE LIME.
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SOLD EVERYWHERE IN WESTERN CANADA

Ask your nearest Lumber or Building Material Dealer for Descriptive Literature and Prices
MANUFACTURED BY

Manitoba Gypsum Company Ltd.

WINNIPEG
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HETHER you want
durable LONGCLOTHS,
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boy is sixteen years old. He

was born in Chicago, and has

lived in that city practically

his entire life. He was in

second year at high school.

His cousin Fred, fifteen years old, livedon

a farm near a small city in Ohio, and

attends high school there. Both boys

have been guarded and trained as care-

fully as the understanding and the

circumstances of their parents bave
permitted. .

Next fall we will leave Chicago and take
up our residence on the farm on which I
spent my boyhood which adjoins my
brother Fred’s place. We have been
asked repeatedly by friends and neigh-
bors why we are willing to leave our com-

_ fortable home in one of the most beautiful

residential districts and desert, practically,
a paying and growing. business to “bury
ourselves” in the country. A few even-
ings ago I explained the reasons in detail
to an old neighbor, a father who has
raised three sons and a daughter and seen
two of the boys “go wrong.” For a long
time after I had finished he sat gazing
into the fire. Then he said simply:

“I think you are right, and I'll pray you
are in time. Billy, what you ought to do
is to write the things you have told me.
There must be thousands of parents situ-
ated exactly as you are—and as I was.”

Therefore: We are going into = the
country because of our boy. We have
found out what he knows, and that he
learned it of the city. Only recently my
wife and I discovered that, no matter how
carefully and conscientiously parents may
strive, it is practically impossible to rear a
boy in a large city and bring him to be a

kept winking at me while Fred talked of
the rotation of crops and the success and
failure of some experiments he had tried.
The only thing I observed that day was
that our boy did not compare favorably,
physically, with his sturdy, self-reliant
cousin. He was better dressed, but I felt
a pang of regret to think his younger
cousin could beat him at anything re-

-quiring strength or endurance. It was

not until night, when we retired to our
rooms, that I began to see light. George
hardly could wait until we were alone.
“QOh, aren’t ther rubes, though?’ he
laughed. ‘‘Honestly, mother, I hardly

could keep my face straight when Fred .

was showing me round. But, cracky,
I w'sh I could handle a machine the way
he does! He knows all about autos, and
his father lets him go anywhere in it.
But he’s green as grass. He talked as if
1 cared about cows and sheep and chopping
up corn and stuff. v

“Momsy, I nearly snorted out loud
at dinner and supper. What the dickens
do they want to pray for that kind of
grub for? I never saw such service. If
Jane cut bread into chunks like that, and
piled things on to plates, and shoveled it
at you the way these hayseeds do—"

“That will do,” I said angrily. “It

seems to me you have a poor sense of

oliteness to speak that way of your re-
Extions who also are your hosts. It’s a
poor return for their hospitality.”

“Qh, I forgot you used to be a Jasper
too!” he laughed, not in the least abashed.
“T'll bet you had to wash in cold water
and eat ham gravy, too. This simple
life isn’t any hit with me.”

I was losing my temper when the wife

Grand Beach, Manitoba, with Dancing Pavilion.

clean. broad-minded, wholesome young
man. The fault lies not with the boy, nor
entirely with the parents. I do not say
that the city-bred boy is doomed to
criminality, but I am fully convinced that
if he escapes becoming morally oblique and
tending toward degeneracy it will be luck
as much as anything else.

I am going to write as plainly, almost,
as I spoke with my old neighbor. If there
are fathers and mothers who think they
know their boys, I want them to read.
For the great trouble is that we all think
we know our boys and that they are “all
right.” Unti. last antumn we were smugly
satisfied with ourselves and with our boy.
W= felt rather sorry that Brother Fred's
boy could not have similar “‘advantages.”
It was through the bringing of the two
boys together that we were awakened to
see the truth.

We decided to spend our vacation in a
long-deferred visit to Fred on the farm.
It was understood that when we returned
to the city I'red’s boy should come with
us and remain a month or more during
the winter to “give him a chance to see a
little of life and broaden out.” We
reached Ired’s place after an all-night
ride, and tic bovs spent the morning get-

ting acqaiiied with each other. I walked
with t! < over the farm.  Fred
showed . George, his traps for
mink, weaso! and muskrat, that he had
set in the cr oL he pointed out the cover
where t: vere. oxaplained the silos,
took us tirovi e daioe barn, starfed the
cream-s-arnt oo explioied  the milking-
machin. ! mile nterested to see
the de ooof th ' oplice, and <o
interest ‘ lid it abserve for somie
time thu > areoared bored and

said: “Don’t scold him, Billy; it’s all new
to him, and he doesn’t mean to be rude or
impolite, do you, George?”’

“Why, these Reubens back here in the
high grass don’t know what politeness is,
Dad,” he argued. “Fred don’t know how
to tie his neck-scarf. He told me himself
he never had a dress suit in his life. What
do vou think of that? When he goes to
a party, he wears what he calls his Sunday
suit. And he’s never been to the theatre
except to ‘Uncle Tom’s Cabin’ and the
‘Drummer Boy of Shiloh.” He thinks
that's great. Wait till I get him into
town, and I'll teach him something.”

After George had gone to his room, I
could not sleep, but kept thinking over an
over his wordsand his manner; and ob-
serving that my wife also was sleepless,
I said:

“I'm worryving about George. If we
do not change him some way, he is likely
to develop into a cheap snob.”

“Why, Billy, what do you mean?” ex-
claimed the wife, rousing in an instant
to the defense of her only child.

“Just that,” T answered. “I did not
notice it until tonight. The things that
brings it home to me is that when 1 first
went to the eity the one thing that angered

me more than anything else was the ar-
rozant assumption of every person 1 met
that thev were a superior class, just’
cause | came from the country. George
has that <imie assumption.”

I don't helieve he is that way at ﬂ!L"
e v wife, blind in her devotion
e e, Tt is just because everything
»new and different.”

t41%e 1 until far into the night: T
Bitter beennse of the boy's words and man-
ter, oot <l warm in his defense.
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Cutter’s

Germ Free

Bacieg Flra

lackleq Tissue
Aggressin

The New, Safe
and Efficient Agents
for Protecting Calves

from Blackleg.

Cutter’s Blackleg TFiltrate posi-
}Ively protects against Black-
eg. ¢

Cutter’s Blackleg Aggressin,
made directly from animal tis-
sues, affords even greater pro-
tection and is recommended
for Pure Breds.

Neither the Filtrate nor the Ag-
gressin cam possibly produce
Blackleg in even the most sus-
ceptible animals since both
are germ free.

Both have given 100% protection |
wherever used.

Prices—

10 dose pkge. Filtrate....$2.00
50 i a8 “ ... 8.00

100 “ o i ... .15.00

10 dose pkge. Tissue Ag-
gressin ceeccccees eee. 400

N. B.—Cutter’s Filtrate (a “cul-

tural product” ‘aggressin) is full

5 c.c. to the dose, as_we believe

that smaller doses, whether con-

centrated or not, afford less pro-
tection.

Write for booklet telling what
germ free vaccines are and
wherein $cultural product” Ag-
gvessins differ from Cutter’s
Aggressin made from animal
tissues,

While these new “germ free vac-
cines” have advantages that.
should be known to every
stockraiser, ;we See no reason
for a quick chinge to them
by stockraisers who have had
satisfactory results from the
use of

CUTTER’S

BLACKLEG PILLS

‘California’s Favorite”
for nearly 20 years

Year in and Year Out they have
given better satisfaction than
any other vaccine made, and
as far as price and conven-
ience of administration are
concerned, they have all the
advantage.

Prices: o
10 dose pkge. Single pills $1.00
50 . " " o“ 400

10 dose pkge. Double Pills 1.50
50 L [y " . 6'00

Cutter’s Pill Injector.... 1.50

Insist on Cutter products. If un-
obtainable, order direct. We
pay shipping charges.

The Cutter Laboratory, Berkeley, Calif.

(u. s. LICENSED)

“The Laboratory That Knows How "

IMPORTED COLLIE PUPS

(Golden Sables) from regis-
tered stock. Males $15.00 ;
Females $10.00. At stud,
“Loveland Scotty,"” registered
in U.K.C. 236978. Fee $10.00.
Book on “Care and Training
of the Collie,” 50c. postpaid.

G. DETBERNER
Watrous - = Sask.

BOOK ON

DOG DISEASES
And Hovg to Feed

Mailed free te any address by

f America’s the Author
Pioneer H. CLAY GLOVER CO., Inc.,

i Dog Medicines| 118 West 31st Street, New York

’

“Well,” I finally remarked, “I will not
permit him to insult or affront Fred's
family. We'll study the boy, and I will
not speak of it again until you do, or until
I am certain of our ground.” '

Fortunately, we always had treated
the boy as an equal and invited his con-
fidences, so there was little difficulty in
learning his views and thoughts on various
subjects. The discoveries I made were
arevelation to me. They made me realize
that, closely as we had watched and
guarded the lad, our study of him had
been superficial; but now that I studied
him with a definite purpose, little was
concealed. For more than a week I
associated with him and his cousin as
much as possible without arousing their
suspicions, and drew them out on various
subjects. The saving feature of my boy
was that he showed little hesitation in
speaking openly to me and giving me his
opinions on the most delicate subjects—
subjects indeed that caused his cousin to
blush and stammer, and of which he knew
little or nothing. I was doing much think-
ing, and I studied my wife closely to see
whether she was observing the boy or not;
for, after our rather heated curtain argu-
ment on the night of our arrival, neither
had mentioned the subject. More than a
week passed before she opened the sub-
ject. She waited until George had gone
to his bedroom, and then remarked:

“Billy, I want to talk with you about
George. I have been watching him, and
T'm beginning to be ashamed of him.
You'll have to take him in hand and talk
to him. I'll not have him showing his
contempt for Brother Fred’s family and
for the people around here the way he
does.”

“What has he been doing?” T asked.
“What kind of a boy have you found him
tobe?”’ "

“I’m ashamed to say it,” she said, “but
if you and I do not make him change his
ways he’ll soon be the kind of boy I
wouldn’t allow a daughter of mine
associate with.”

«T felt that way myself, at first,” I
told her; “but T have changed my views
somewhat. What has he done to make
you ashamed?”

“He considers himself a superior being,”
she answered, ““He has low views regard-
ing women. He scoffs at ever{;f3 ling.
To-day Fred’s mother gave him a beauti-
fully bound copy of the Declaration of
Independence as a birthday gift, and when
Fred started to read it George said: ‘Cut
out that George M. Cohan stuff. It’s a
hundred years behind the times’. He
ought to be thrashed.”

&1t will not help to thrash him,” T re-
marked. “It isn’t his fault; it’s ours.”

“Ours?”’ she exclaimed indignantly.
“We never taught him to laugh at religion
and patriotism and look at a fresh young
country girl as if he were staring at some
Broadway walker.” )

“No,” T admitted; “‘we didn’t. Neither
did we keep him from doing those things,
nor show him wherein they were wrong.
He is merely reflecting the things he secs
and hears every day in the city, the things
you and 1 and our friends say and do, the
things he hears on the stage, sees on th,e
street, and reads in the newspapers. He’s
a city boy—"

«But he knows right from wrong.
We've taught him; we’ve sent him to the
best schools, and to church and Sunday
school.” )

“Yes, and slept late Sunday morning
ourselves,” I argued. “The whole thing
is that he sces so much bad that is accepted
as a matter of course, and without pro-
test, that bad and good are all alike to
him.”

! We talked it over again until far into the
night, and we decided to nmintu_in silence,
to correct him when a good object-lesson
arose, to show him that there are things
outside his own narrow life and views
worth while—and why they are worth
while. The one thing I feared, was
arousing a spirit of resentment. I wanted
him to see of his own accord. We agreed
to adhere to the original program and
bring the boys back to the city together.
The next day 1 casually picked up the
Declaration of Independence as we all <at
in the living-roorm, and opened a dis-
Fred. intending to confine the
conversiation to the grown folks and have
the boys as auditors. I spoke of the lofty
sentiments and thoughts embodied in the
Declaration and asked Fred if he thn.nuht
the same spirit existed among Americans
of to-dayv as mong those who signed that
famous ‘document. To my «l(-lighYl ]"rv'(l
took up the argument at once, voicing his

&

cussion with

oo
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view that everywhere except in the great
cities, the spirit of the signers was un-
changed, except by modernization, and
that even in the cities, although sub-
merged under the veneer of false living, it
was to be found. I observed that the
boys, who had been playing some game,
stopped and listened intently to our argu-
ment. In the midst of it my boy inter-
rupted, saying freshly:

“Aw, say, Uncle Fred, that’s old stuff!
We aren’t free and equal. We aren’t

‘even free. There aren’t any United

States: the Jews ownit.”

“It isn’t the Jew, nor the money power,
that threatens the United States,” said his
uncle; “it’s boys like you, who think it’s
smart to repeat glib, fresh sayings like that,
things they don’t know nor understand,
that threaten this country.”

The rebuke stung. George turned scar-
let, and pretty soon went to bed, shamed
and set back, and I believed my first step
toward bringing him to see himself as
others saw him had been a longer one than
I hoped.

The evening before we returned to Chi-
cago I held a long talk with Fred and his
wife, and explained to them the entire
situation, asking their co-operation.

“I have noticed,” I remarked, “that
your boy at first seemed in danger of imi-
tating his cousin, or rather of following
his example, but that within a week he
ceased doing so. I do not think there is
any danger, so if you are willing to take
the risk of ilaving your boy contaminated
by-a month in the city with my boy and his
friends, we’ll try this thing out.”

“The boy who never knows temptation
isn’t any good anyhow,” said Fred. “I've
faith in mine, not so much because he is
any stronger morally than yours or any
one else’s, but because he seems to see
things better.

“How do you account for it?” I inquired.

“It’s perspective, 1 think,” remarked
Fred. “We here in the country see the
evils in city life that you are too close to
see at all.” :

The month in the country had shown
me much, but the revelation was nothing
compared with that brought about b
four weeks in Chicago. My wife and
were with the boys as much as we possibly
could be. The eager expectancy of the
country boy, his interest in everything
he saw, his quickness in learning from
observation, and his instinctive recoiling
from evil interested us both. The atti-
tude of my own son toward the things his
cousin shrank from filled me with heart-
sickness.

I do not desire to convey the idea that
our boy was a wicked boy. He wasn’t.
He was just the average t of what we
call the “upper middle-class” boy. He
was merely tuned to the low moral tone
of the city. Vice, to him, was not a
monster of hideous mien. He had seen it
from childhood, and, although he had
not done so, he was arriving at the em-
bracing stage. He scoffed at the idea of
visiting the Lincoln Park Zoo when his
cousin proposed it, declaring ‘‘only rubes
go therc.” He sneered at the pro yosal
to go to the University of Chicago, w ich,
he calmly stated, was “only a Jew-and-
jay school where no one went. All the
real folks go to Yale or Harvard.” He
admitted that he never had gone through
the stock-yards, or the city hall, or the
art museum. He didn’t know where
Armour Institute and Hull House are.
In fact, in one week his country cousin
knew more about the city, its condition,
its institutions, and government than
mine did. He read the papers, discussed
happenings, made inquiries about various
parts of the city, and one day went un-
attended to the public library, then to the
Crerar, to look up some historical records
and being unable to find them was directed
to the Historical Society, and came late
to dinner full of enthusiasm. Thinking
it a good opportunity, I laughed and asked
George where the Historical Society was.
He did not know. Nor did he know where
the Crerar was, but said the public library
was that big building near the Illinois
Central terminal.  He never had been in
it nor scen its fine decorations and mar-
bles.

“You two,” I said to the boys, “show
me the truth about a thing that has puz-
zled me for years, and that is why t‘wm
are so few Chicago boys holding Chicago
jobs.  In our office there are seventy men,
and I do not think two of them are natives.

The evident reason is that the Chicago
boy knows so much less about his own
city than the country boy does that the
country bov gets the job.”
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Success
College

at REGINA

is unable to fill a large
proportion of the calls
for help! i

Saskatchewan's lar-
gest, best - equipped
business school.

Operated by
The SUCCESS

Business College
Ltd.

A.R. MACKENZIE Princ.

MEDIC EDUCATION
APPLIED SCIENCE
Mining, Chemical, Civil, Mechanical and

Electrical Engineering.

HOME STUDY

Arts Course by correspondence, Degsee
with one year's attendence or four
summer sessions,

Summer School Navigation Schoel
July and August December to April

19 GEO, Y. CHOWN, Registrar

Positions
For Boys and Girls

HERE is a marked scarcity of office
help in Winnipeg, due to the heavy
enlistment of office men. Success
Business College graduates are

given preference. The Buccess trains and
places more certificated Bteno, raphers,
Bookkeepers and Commercial Teachers
than all other Manitoba Business Colleges
combined. We employ 30 certificated,
expert teachers; own and use 150 type-
writers; occupy the largest, most modern,
best equipped premises. The Buccess is
the only school having a Chartered Ac-
countant on its day staff; leads in grad-
uates and gold medalists; places its
students. Ovvn-n all year. Enroll any time.
Train in innipeg where positions are
plentiful and board less expensive. Write
for Free Information.

The Success Business

College, Ltd.

WINNIPEG - MANITOBA

When writing advertisers, please mention
The Western Home Monthly
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Better kEgqgs-*

More of Them

Burns’
. Ideal Poultry
Food

Has proven_its worth under satisfactory
experimental conditions. More regular
laying means greater production and in-
creased profits from your poultry. Fowls
fattened for the market are much better
sellers if regularly fed with

Burns’ Ideal Poultry Food

Made from meat scraps taken from the
carcasses of government-inspected ani-
mals; it is pure and wholesome. The

small cost will be repeatedly repaid
you in increased profits. Try it.
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ELECTROCUTED

There is no way to cure cancer—it
must be killed.

If it is not killed it will kill the one
who has it.

Mild currents of Electricity will kil
it just the same as it kills other Tumors,
Goiters and Piles.

You are invited to call or write for
particulars regarding our drugless
methods.

Write Name and Address Plainly

DRS. AXTELL & THOMAS

504 McGreevy Block WINNIPEG, MAN.

Cheapest Way to Clear .and

Qg Nohorsesneeded—no extra help required—

one man alone pulls all kinds of stumps quick
d easy.The Kirstin holds record for lowest lEnd%lcar-
cost. New patented features Elvea enormous 8t

One-Man _E5 ok s,“.":sar"":&?"'..@,&“*:w:.;m"
mp p u "er / A. J. Kirstin Canadian Co.

o 1105 Dennis Street, Sault Ste. Marie, Ont.

FITTED WITH
EVERY MODERN
CONVENIENCE

Musice, Art and
\nple grounds
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I thought such examples, brought to
his attention at the moment when the
proof was self-evident, would awaken
him to the serious view of life. The
process, however, was slow, and most of
the time it seemed as if we were not mak-
ing headway at all. It was discouraging
at times, and irritating. For example,
one morning Fred said: )

“Let’s go down to the Field Museum
to-day.”

“Aw, what’s the use?” protested George.
“That won’t get you anything. Say,
Dad, there’s a bully matinee at the Illi-
nois to-day, take us to it.” .

I took them. Leaving the theatre
with the boys, I observed a flabby-faced,
loose-lipped, young-old man, overdressed,
weary-looking, and worn out at perhaps
twenty-five, loitering in the lobby. He
was a type—a type of the cane-carryng,
cigarette-smoking, loose-moraled youth
that is becoming more prevalent, and
so strong was my disgust, I called the
attention of the boys to him as another
object-lesson. )

“That’s a product of idleness and vi-
ciousness,” I remarked, nevér thinking
but that both would be as disgusted with
the sight of this semi-degenerate as I was.
“A boy who wastes his time and money
as he does soon degenerates into that
sort of travesty on manhood.”

How to bring home the truth to the boy
who never had seen anything but city
life, and therefore had no means of con-
trasting it with other standards, worried
me. One evening in the early winter
I stopped at the club for dinner, and
fell in with a man I shall call Ned. I had
known him, and known his father. He
was perhaps thirty years of age, and I
recall vividly that as a boy of seventeen
or eighteen I had regarded him as the
wildest young scapegrace I knew. Sud-
denly he had dropped all his wild ways,
steadied down, and, although still a
bachelor, was rated as one of the soundest
of the younger generation of business men,
a leader in civic affairs, a thinker, and a
clean, straight fellow. I asked Ned to
dine with me. After dinner I said:

“Ned, I want to ask you some close—
impertinent, perhaps—questions about
vourself.”

Then I told him in detail of the boy, his
actions, how much he knew, and how
much of the fruit of the tree of evil he
already had tasted, and concluded:

“I want to make him sec it himself.
I remember you when you seemed to be
going the samesvay. I want you to tell
me what it was that set you to thinking
and caused you to change.”

He was thoughtful for some time, and
then said: “I know just what changed
me. Maybe it will help in your case.
At least, it can not do any harm.”

Then he told me some secrets of his
own bovhood; how, for one long period
he skirted the brink of ruin, physically
and morally, and how an accident had
confined him to his room for wecks and
altered the course of his life.  We agreed
to try the same experiment on my boy.

The following day Ned brought me a list
of books that he asked me to prpcure.
That evening after dinner I was n the
library, and T summoned my son.

“George,” 1 remarked, “I have de-
cided to take vou out of school, for a time
at least. This will not change our plans
for a college course for you, but prohably
help more. T want vou to do some special
reading and studying here at home 1
shall insist upon serious work. Ivery
morning at nine o'clock go to vour room
and work on the hooks 1 shall give. vou,
until luncheon-time.  After that vou are
free for the dav.” )

I gave him the five bocks T Fad pur-
chased that day, with a lst showing the
order in which I desired him to study them.
He elanced through one after another,
plainly puzzled, and striving 1o guess
what the objeet wax. The manner in
which he fumed and fretted for three or
four davs was annovine, and he was at
it every evening when 1 eame home from

dinner. .

ST don't see anv sense in this Sl‘vlﬂ."\.
he 4'“!'.\“!'!7!11"1. Wl ot ?\1’__;;1 out?”

“In cood tane T (el vous if vou ean't
see for voursell,” 1replicd yather sharph
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and 1 W v Bk L0 i
of wi A PR,
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was puzzled over the object of the work:
there was a history of money und its uges
a work on the sex relation, and u histor\’-
of civilization in France. Then there
were two novels: one historical, dealip
with Polish history; one with the de.
generacy of modern Rome.

For a month Ned and I selected books
varied in subject and in material. Georgp:
was reading much better—that is, more
intelligently— and he scarcely grumbled.
A dozen times, perhaps, he inquired what
I was “driving at,” but he was off in his
auto, or with friends in the afternoons, and
1 frequently took him with me to the thea-
tresin the evenings. 5¢

It was five weeks after the start of the
experiment that I began to notice a subtle
change, one perhaps he did not realize
himself. He was more silent, and appeared
to be thinking. I observed, too, that
frequently in the evenings at home he
would read bocks from our own library,
which were not on my lists, but which,
in every instance, were referred to in some
of the books I had set him to reading. I
gave him a book on the Modern Drama,
and for days afterward he referred con-
stantly to Shakespeare, tracing plots and
ideas, looking up references, and when
we went to the theatre he took a great
interest in the construction of the piece,
criticizing rather shallowly and flippantly
with his newly acquired knowledge.

If the theatre had been partly respon-
sible for his moral blindness, it also helped
to open his eyes. It was rather a cheap,
tawdry, and essentially nasty French
farce that finally turned the tide. We
went together, and before the middle of
the first act I saw something had hap-
pened. My son seemed oddly excited,
almost disgusted. The character was
effeminate and disgusting, and he was a
burlesque on the ultra-modern young man.
We were leaving the theatre when in the
lobby we encountered a youth who had
been one of my son’s oldest chums at the
private school.  George cut him dead ashe
bowed and raised his hat.

“Why did you cut him?” I inquired.

“Why—you see,” he stammered, “I
don’t want to associate with that kind of
fellow again.” Then he burst out, “Oh,
Dad, I just saw tonight why you wanted
me to read those books and why you take
me to these plays! I've been so slow.”

“They didn’t teach you to_snub that

boy because he does not see things as you

do—now?”

“No-0o, I'm sorry I did.”

He sat silent, looking out the window
all the way home. We went into the
house together, and as I started upstairs
he said, more timidly than he had spoken
to me in years:

“Dad, tomorrow is Saturday. If you're
not busy I'd like to have a long talk with
you.”

I knew the turning-point had come.
The talk we had lasted for hours, and the
boy laid his heart open to me.

“You ean go back to school now,” I
said. “And vou'll be an influence for
good among the fellows. You might try
to help them by a word or act.”

“Dad, don’t ask that of me!” he im-
plored. “When I began to see what you
were driving at, to sce things right, al-
most a week ago, T had that idea. I want
to help them, but I'm afraid, yet. Father,
I'd like to go to the farm—just for a year
or two; and maybe, when we come back,
I'll be strong enough to be sure of myself
and to help them.” .

I called my wife. In thatlittle family
council we confessed to each other, an
when we parted for the night it was under-
stood we were to build on part of the ol
home place, near Fred's, and live there
richtlv.  And as he started for bed my
hov kissed his mother, which he always ha
dome. and then kissed me, a thing he had
not done for vears: and T felt he was saved.

“I’rom “The American.”
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Letters from Laddie---Homegoing Hopes Aroused

Written for The Western Home

PRIL 9th—“Up at 4.30 this

. a.m., everybody is happy and
smiling at the thoughts of

Canada being so near—that is

all except a few poor fellows

who have to wait over for the next sailing,
they look extra glum. It didn’t take the
boys long to get washed and shaved and
¢ blankets rolled and the haversacks
packed for the last time, then out to line
up in front of the garage for the last
preakfast of war bread, bacon, porridge
and coffee, and to hand in our much
punched meal tickets. Then back to our
the third floor, grab our things

room on
and get out to the Drive for the last
muster roll call.

It's a damp dark morning with a fine

drizzle, but who minds that. At last
everybody has answered their names and
formed up on the road outside—and we
spend five minutes listening to the fare-
well speech by the Colonel—the band
strikes up a lively tune and we are away.
I wonder if we peeve the sleepy in-
habitants who reisde in the houses on the
streets we traverse to the station, we
make enough noise with the band and the
cheering, who cares though, we're going
home. At last we reach the station and
we again have to tell the Sergeant what
our name, number and initials are, and
receive our ticket. When we are all
comfortably settled in the carriages the
good English ladies come around with
cigarettes for us, Canadian cigarettes too.
We also have a visit from the Padre who
gives us a photograph of the home we had
in ——. At last we hear the guard’s
whistle and a ‘toot, toot’ and we are off
for the landing station of our two-year
ago arrival, now our last port in the
home land—an hour’s run. It is our last
look at the beautiful English country-
side too, but lovely a country as it is we
are not sorry to leave it, all our thoughts
are already in Canada—days in advance
of the arrival there of the great ocean
yhound we are to go on.”
(Note by B.D.—I want my dear readers
“ of The Western Home magazine, to note
also that this great steamship which is to
bear Laddie, Sr., home, has made an
immense number of trips across the ocean
and back since 1914, heavily laden with
our precious troops and, returning; bring-
ing our dear wounded ones back, so take
heart and have great courage, if this huge
modern target can so long and so safel{;
run to England and back throygh su

Monthly by Bonnycastle Dale

infested waters—we have got the sub
beaten—also give great credit to the U.S.
navy that so ably assists the British navy
in this most difficult task of guarding
troopships)—to resume Laddie’s Diary:

“We pass right through the big city
and stop at the dockside and in a few
minutes we are lined up on the great
floating dock—with our eyes searching

Laddie, Sr., on boat deck of transport.

the waters for our boat—there are all
sorts of boats there, we are told it will be
fifteen minutes before she comes alongside
to take on her load of broken but happy
warriors, women and children and heaps
of baggage—no supplies are taken from
this side, all ready stored for the return
trip while still in U.S. or Canadian waters.
1 wish I dare tell you how this boat came
across and you would agree with me that
Lloyd George is right when he says ‘we
have the subs held’ There is much
speculation as_to whether we will land
at Halifax or New York, we all hope it is
to be New York as most of us have never
been there.

The great steel sides of our ship slip
alongside—we are getting very hungry
by now—the huge gangway opens and we
start to go aboard. T am lucky to get a
comfortable bunk in a cabin, some of the

some chest and back. We are soon
settled and in an incredibly short space of

One of the guns on board the transport.

is to the nearly black bread of the C.D.D.
at
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men have to sleep in hammocks and I
wouldn’t like that a bit with my bother-'

time everybody has found the dining
saloon and we are served with a lunch—
and we taste our first bit of white bread—
and are not so wild about it as T imagined
we would be, there is no taste to it as there

and the war bread of England

generally—we don’t need to have a meal-
ticket either; although the dock and
England are only a few feet away, every-
thing on board savours of Canada and we
are pleased.

Deing wounded, sick and furlough men;
there is only one parade each day for us
when the Captain of the ship makes his
tour of inspection, that doesn’t take long,
there are a few men picked out for fatigues,
pickets and armed lifeboat guards, but 1
escape all duty.

About three in the afternoon all the
luggage was in the hold and the boat
pulled out to anchorage—for how long
we did not know, all that afternoon was
spent by us in exploring the ship and
hunting up friends—she’s an immense
ship and well armed, and other modern
things besides cannon are here that I must
not picture even in words and, as cameras
are verbotem, perhaps the censor will like
me all the better. There are all sorts of
rumors flying about, some say we are not
going to sail for several days, but an A.B.
:loldkme we are going to sail tonight after

ark.

At last we are away, the anchor is up
and the ship is slowly picking her way out
through the mine fields, not a light to be
seen, even smoking is strictly forbidden on
deck, and I believe punishment is heavy
for those who might be foolish enough to
light up. Everybody is up watching the
lights of England fade away in the dis-
tance, it is the last look we have of land
on this side of the ocean; unless we get
torpedoed within the next twenty-four
hours, all the crew are alert on duty;
everything manned, gunners standing to
and will stand to until we are far beyon(i
any danger zone, we all wear lifebelts,
while on board. It is a comical thing to
see children, wee tots, with lifebelts on as
big as themselves—there are so many
women and children on that it will go
hard with them if we get into trouble, but
there are many more life boats that will
hold all the passengers and the crew.
Eastward bound this huge ship is crowded
—and she made it safely every time yet.

It's turned quite cold up on deck.
England has passed from view and its
misty out. 'I'm tired so will soon turn in
—1It’s quite a trick to makes one’s bed
upon the top bunk, I was hot and nearly
out of patience when I got it done. I'm
sure I banged my head twenty times on
that big steel beam before 1 learned it was
there for keeps—having all the portholes
closed makes it hot and stuffy. Well!
I'm going to bed, and am trusting in the
Lord and the Captain to get us safely
through these sub-infested waters. For
the sake of the women and children I
hope we come in contact with none of
“Von Turnips’ parasites, as for myself Ird
like to see one of them. I have faith in
the hooded men who are even now stand-
ing by the guns, watching always even
though the night is black—Good night.”

As this is all of Laddie’s manuscript I
have received at present I will close by
giving you an underseaman’s ac’ ount of
a bit of his work, as we hear so much of the
army, so little of the navy and almost
nothing about our subs.

“What’s your greatest
asked the Sub’s man.

“Letting the British navy spot you or

danger?” 1
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hitting our own mines. ‘There’s not
much danger of an enemy ship seeing you,
there’s only been two of the biggest dare
to show themselves outside Kiel since
Jutland fight, and we_ got them. both.
I’ve seen some odd things In my work
you know we always protect life, even 1
it be a murderous Hun or a greasy Turk.
Well one day we rose beside a brigantine,
there was quite a bit of a swell on so we
couldn’t snub her and we wanted to ship
her crew off in her o'wn boats and sink her
pretty quietly as there were others about.
‘Keep her covered!’ sang out an order and
our officer leapt into the sea, swam over,
coolly climbed aboard,.shlpp_ed that crew
off in ship-shape order in their own boats,
hunted up matches and oil, set her ablaze
and, when she was full afire; dived off the
low rail and swam back {ust as if he was
doing a stunt in fleet drill. Now mark it
down against the Huns that they pot
poor defenceless women and children, as
well as men, when the crews leave the
torpoeded ships. We always either put
them in boats near shore; if at all possible,
see that they have food and water, or else
tranship them to some boat all on to go
Scot free. I've been in the “tin Lizzies.
If I dared tell you the size of the mosquito
fleet fighting against the subs Germany
might well throw up her hands.”
“Thousands,” I put in.
“Guess again,” he said. “The biggest
fleet that ever sailed the seas, g): ought
to see us after an underwater chide. With

" our destroyers lifting a fair wall of water

outside, and the “tin Lizzies’ scittering
along like dolphins, and a few hydrqs
dropping depth bombs, I tell you it ain t
none too healthy for that sub, you see the
hydros can usually keep in sight of them
on their current, and we ain’t publishing
all the troop and freight bottoms we put
down either, and never a word to the
Germans about the subs we sink—‘Num-
ber so-and-so’ just fails to make home
port—and they have been wondering for
three years now about some of them.
I’ve been down when our wireless was
out, when we ran slap bang into three
obstructions one after another, when our
periscope was scored, our guard most cut
off, when we were thrown off our course
many points and we had to come up and
down like the sinker on a restless urchins’
fishing line, and I remember the time we
went full tilt into the nets that had been
stretched since we went in—say! we did
come up fast that time, talk about falling
down stairs you landsmen, you want to

fall up fifty feet in a sub to learn motion.

We had over ten thousand miles recorded
when we bumped the home dockyard,
with never a mite of outside help or
repairs all the time. If you want to get
your nerves working full time just sit
down on the shallow bottom and let a
fleet of trawlers sweep right over you—
they do tell, but I don’t vouch for this—
that one of ours anchored in a little calm
western bay in British waters, there was
an enemy sub sitting on the bottom wait-
ing for night, over the side goes the com-
mander in a diving suit and pretty soon
he was tapping Morse signals on the hull of
that squatting Hun. ‘Rise—to—the—
surface—there’s—a—bomb—in — your —
screw.”’

I hope to be able to give you some
actual facts from Laddie’s pen now that
he is homeward bound, but just one thing
I want all my readers to watch carefully
for. There are, in this Canada of ours,
certain men and families who, starting
wrong and not helping at first, are so
soured by their own acts that they are
positively enemies to our cause at present.
So much so that we are ashamed to have
our returned\boys meet them and know
we were soft enough to allow them to live
in our midst and act so, try by kind word
and example to get them to understand
their position.. In a- few years this
country will be under the civil control of
the very wounded men who are now re-
turning, imagine the full half million men
home again—I tell you homes will be
marked” with stars for the fighters and
positions and preferments and honours

heaped upon our returned heroes—What
kind of a mark will the home of the
slacker get?

) During the hearing of a lawsuit, the
judge reproved o man for making un-
necessary  noise. “Your  Honor,”' was
the reply. I have lost myv overcoat and
I am looking about to tind it." “Well
sir,” said the judge, “peaple often Jose

\\'_lmle suits here without making so much
disturbance s that.” )

QGoing Out to Dinner

Mrs. Coburn. had decided at the last
minute to go to town in the morning with
her husband. He fretted while she go
ready, and together they rushed for the
eight-fifteen, only to find themselves
much to Coburn’s unacknowledged dis.
comfiture, in plenty of time. %Ii, im-

" patience he expressed in a tirade against
the slowness of women in dressing, and
the unnecessary fuss they made ahout
their ‘clothes. A writer in the Chicago
News tells the story.

“My dress suit comes home from the
tailor to-day,” he said to his wife as they
parted. “I’'ll get there at five-thirty, so
we can start for that dinner in plenty of
time. And, Bess, do start to dress before
the last minute!”

At twenty-five minutes to six Coburn
rang the bell furiously and long. The
maid and Mrs. Coburn arrived at the door
simultaneously.

“Thought you’d never come,” h- said
as he flung himself out of his overcoat and
dropped 1t on the stairs. ‘I must have
lost my latch key. Did the tailor send m
suit—oh, there’s the box. Looks all
right, but you never can tell. Where
on earth are my dress shirts? I haven't
one in sight—"

He paused as his wifs ook his hands
out of the bureau drawer, which he was
frantically pawing from top to bottom.

“Not in there,” she said. ‘“That’s the
drawer your socks and handkerchiefs are
kept in. Here they are!”

“Oh!’ he exclaimed, slightly mollified.
“Aren’t you dressed yet, Bess? I wish
you’d put in the links and buttons for me.
And say, will you hunt up my ties?

“Ask Mary to see if the patent leather
polish is downstairs, will you, and tele-
phone Bill not to come out this evening.
I forget to tell him we wouldn’t be home!”

Mrs. Coburn, in her kimono, and with
her hairpins in her hands, flew one way and
Mary flew the other. The roar of running
water and mighty splashings came from
the bath-room. '

“You’ve got those buttons in wrong?”’
he cried, presently. “Still in that kimono?
You'll be late, sure as fate!”

He emptied the tailor’s box and pro-
ceeded to don his new clothes. A groan
brought Mrs. Coburn to find him twisting
his head round perilously and staring into
the mirror with an anguished face.

“Awful!”” he moaned. “Give them
away—burn them up—they don’t fit!”

“Now, Harold,” said his wife, re-
strainingly, “what is the trouble?  Of
course, the coat wrinkles when you twist
yourself up like that!” ‘

“Can’t you see,” he stormed, ‘“the
coat’s ruined! It’s cut too low in the
neck! The shoulder hunches. Look at the
sag here! And the trousers are too
tight! That man a tailor? He ought
to be breaking stones!”

“Let me hold the mirror and you stand
stj}l and take a look,” commanded his
wife.

He did so and then coughed. .

“T¢’ll have to do for to-night,” he said.
“Where’s my hat? Tl bet it’s still
packed away in moth balls. Oh, did you
get it down. It smells like a drug shop.
Aren’t you dressed yet? I'll go down-
stairs, and please hurry up. Wonder
where my overcoat is—ugh!”’

Coburn fell over the overcoat at the
bottom of the stairs, and promptly
examined his new suit and shirt front for
possible damages. His eye caught the
clock.

“Bess,” he yelled, ‘“‘it’s quarter of seven!
We've just fifteen minutes to drive four
miles! “You've had the whole afternoon
to dress—”’

“My dear boy,” said his wife sweetly,
“you sit down and be quiet. Now that
I've got you dressed, I'm going to finish
myself. That clock is half an hour fast.
I set it ahead, and the one up here, too,

for I knew just how it would be when you -

started getting ready.” .
Coburn sat down to wait without &
word

Wheﬁ Slavery Began

The dull boy in the class unexpectedly
distingnished himself in a recent history
examination. The question ran: ‘How
and when was slavery introduced into
America?” To this he replied: “No
woman had come over to the early Vir-
ainia colony. The planters wanted wives
to help with theavork. In 1619 the Lon-
don conipuny sent over a shipload of girls:
The planters gladly married them, an
slavery was introduced into Awerica.
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Writte

thing &
twice -
putting
I’'ve se
a Mo
settled
chair
ponde:

She
Willia:
have t

cussio
cernir

T
ti
—~




the last
Ing with
she got
for the
mfielves,
zed  dis-
His im-
against
ng, ba-ond
> _about
Chlcago

'om the
as they
irty, so
lenty of
s before

Coburn
r. The
he door

h> said
oat and
st have
end m
oks a
Where
haven't

3 hands
he was
ttom.

at’s the
iefs are

ollified.
I wish
?for Ire.

leather
nd tele-
>vening.
home!”
nd with
vay and
running
ne from

vrong?”’
cimono?

nd pro-
A groan
twisting
ing into

> them
, fit!”

ife, re-
?  Of
u twist

d, “the
- in the
k at the
are  too
e ought

u stand
ded his

he said.
s still
did you
ig shop.
 down-
Wonder

at the
romptly
ront for
yht the

f seven!
ve four
ternoon

sweetly,
yw that
o finish
ur fast.
re, 100,

hen you -

thout &

yectedly
history
“HO“'
ed into
1 “No
rly Vir-
d wives
he Lon-
of girls.
m, an
rica.”

thriftlessness on_the part of a young
wife in that section of the country was
enough to ostracise her from the “Ladies’
Aid” or any neighborly confabs in which
the main topics of these meetings con-
sisted of scurrilous talk.

Myra Smith, however, was all un-
conscious of the criticism and dislike
she was creating among her neighbors,
went happily upon her way doing her
work in the easiest manner possible
and devoting all her spare time to her
books and music to which she was greatly
attached, during the long hours she was
obliged to spend in the house alone.

Occasionally a neiihbor would call,
but though she tried her best to receive
i such a caller as becomes a hostess, there
seemed to be a wall of partition which
she could not break through.

She was thinking of this one day as she
was taking in the clothes when she heard
a step behind and turning faced the
ponderous form of Mrs. Riley.

“Good afternoon, Mrs. Riley,” was
the gentle greeting. “Just step inside
the parlor and I'll be with you in two
minutes.” Mrs. Riley, not unwilling to
find shelter from the hot sun, stepped not
into the parlor, but into the sitting room.
An open book lay upon the table which
Elamly condemned the young house-

eeper to the crime of reading on a
washing day. Carefully adjusting her

lasses and unscrupulously picking up the

k, Mrs. Riley proceeded laboriously
to spell the title.

“Ahem! M-e-d-i-c-a-], that’s medical,
H-i-n-t-s, hints, Medical Hints. For
goodness’ sakes and on a wash-day, too.”

Her lips curled in contempt. Just at
that moment Mrs. Smith entered the
room and received her visitor cordially. ~

“Oh, I am so pleased that you have
found something to the time! It's
m{ doctor book, is 1t not? I was just
referring to the first aid applications in
case of emergency. You know I have
always lived In the city within easi call
of some doctor, but I should like to know
what to do in case of an accident, because
even with the teleggone in the house
recious time might be lost.”

“For goodness sakes! You ain’t got
one of them talking things, have you?

)

L] ’ L]

Mrs. Riley’s Awakening

Written for The Western Home Monthly
by C. M. Watson

N likes? She don’t even wash

her clothes, but put§ ’em

in some sort of round-a-bout
putting a ’and to ’em. Lors-a-me
I've seen her readin’ at eleven o’clock on
a Monday mornin’,” and Mrs. Riley
ponderous weight.

She looked interrogatively at Mrs.
Williams to see what that individual might
adjoini_n% Mrs. Riley.

I called on her on my way home from
town yesterday,” said Mrs. Williams
with and we ought not to run down our
neighbors, but I can’t help sa ying she
does have the most ridiculous furniture
parlor, even. She’s had that ainted dgnd
put down a bit of rag that on’t touch
any side by three feet. She hasn’t any
a few pictures which are such dull things
you wouldn’t look at ’em twice, and when
I asked her about the fancy things she
take so much time dusting,’ and there she
sat readin’! Sarah Riley, when I comes
here with a clean white blouse that you
clean white blouse a’reading a book,
and she couldn’t find time to decorate
her parlor in a fitting manner. Gee!

This was only one of the many dis- P
cussions that the Riley district had con-
cerning their new neighbor. Any sign of
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I'should call it a waste of mone{l paying
ave one

for them things, and wouldn’t
nohow.” )
The discovervy of this ‘“talkin

with her cronies. M .
to feel the coldness which her neighbo

took no pains to conceal, and finally they

ceased to call altogether.

To one with her sensitive nature this
omission was keenly felt, for she had felt y
that perhaps she might share with them
$help to broaden
Instead, she found

herself entirely shut out from all their

of her best, and also
their narrow lives.
has

interests. But “Every cloud

silver lining” being her maxim, the brave
er best, kept her own
counsel, not even mentioning her trouble

little woman did

to her husband.

It will come right in time,” she would
muse, for as Emerson said, “Persons and
events may stand for a time between you
and justice, but it is only postponement.”

A full twelve months had d sin

any of her neighbors had c ed on her,
she saw
the ponderous form of Mrs. Riley hurry-
arden path as fast as pro-

when, one bitter cold mornin

ing up the

portions wo
At onc

neighbor

d allow.

the house.

“Oh, Mrs. Smith, it's that brute of a
horse that kicked my man and he’s
bleeding awful from his head where he
struck when he fell. You’ve been reading
doctor books, maybe you know what to do
till the doctor comes. He can’t be here

for two hours yet. Our hired man
hitching up a team to go for him but
will take him a good two hours’ drive
town and the same for the doctor ba
again, and the poor man’s a’ bleedin’
death. Oh, Mrs. Smith, could ye ha
pity? If you read
ye come down?”
“Yes, yes, my
Myra. ‘“But
the doctor.
hired man going to town.

There is no need of t
Why, he

thing”’
that Mrs. Smith had had installed, and
that she could talk to her mother in the
town or even her friends in the city, was
“food”’ which Mrs. Riley willingly shared
at last began

Myra surmised that her
as in trouble and was waitin
at the door to receive her as she reache

what to do, could

dear Mrs. Riley,” said
first let me telephone for

“Oh,
He’s the good man that—"

eulogy of Dr. Brown, M
number and was calling

ment.

rs  “Dr. Brown,” said Mpyra.
Can you tell me where he is,
We must have him at once—Yes—
you so much.” "

a Yes, he has.”
taelciﬁel}one again. “Is this Mr.
An

yet?—Yes—Will you kindly
to step to the ’phone a minute?”’
Is that Dr.

here in less

ce
recelver.

Andrews, so we caught him nicely.
let us hurry to Mr.

can do.”

to place Mr, Riley’s head
fortable position.
of blood was a more difficult task.

by usi

to flow.

not done just as you
is here in a hurry there would not
it been much use coming at all.

to yofing lady just a
ck life.” After the wound had been

to and Mr. Riley sleeping quietly, Mrs.

to her with tears

in her eyes and said with trembling lips:
“My dear Mrs. Smith, I've mistreated
and the

he very things I have talked against you of

ve Smith turned to go.
But Mrs. Riley cl

and slandered you shamefully,

is Continued on page 20

only a boy, and will freeze in this weather.
What doctor would you like, Mrs. Riley?”’
it’'s Doctor Brown we’ll get.

But before Mrs. Riley could finish her
a found the

1 im up. Mrs.
Riley listened open mouthed in astonish-

“Not in?
hank

Then Myra turned to seize the directory
again, saying, ‘He’s over at Jim Andrews,
Mrs. Riley. That’s not quite two miles,
and if Mr. Andrews has a telephone we
can get' him in less than thirty minutes.
Myra then turned to the
Jim
ws? Thanks! Is Dr. Brown there

ask him
“Hello!
rown?—Mr. Riley—Tom
Riley—has had an accident and we want
ggu as quickly as possible—" ‘Yes, he’ll
i than half an hour, Mrs.

Riley,” said Myra as she replaced the

“He said he was just leaving Mr.
i Now

iley and see what we

It took Mrs. Smith but a few minutes
i in & more coms
But to check the flow

compresses she saw it gradually
become less and less, so that by the time
the doctor arrived, it had almost ceased

“A nasty cut,” he said, “and if you had
have and got me
have
That

ut saved Mr. Riley’;

OW ain’t she a shiftless woman
thou%h? Did you ever see her
thing and then she turns a handle once or
twice and hangs ’em out ’thout hardly
settled down more comfortably in her arm
chair which protested loudly under her
have to say of the slothful way of their
new neighbor who had bought the farm
in answer to the expected look of her
neighbor “‘She is a nice person to talk
in that house. She hasn’t what you
would call a carpet on the floor of the
paper flower ornaments around, and she
hasn’t got no fancy things at all. Only
says, ‘Oh, Mrs. Williams, I really don’t
have time to do fancy work, besides they
or I'd think good enough to go to church
in, she could sit there all alone in a
I wonder how her husband puts up with
it.”’
' ’
 They’re Get-"
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LADIES!

but you’d better hurry,

Description of Dishes

The set consists of 58 PIECES as follows:
12 medium dinner plates 1 bowl [dishes,
12 teacups, 2 vegetable or scallop
12 saucers, 1 cream pitcher,

12 fruit dishes, 1 large platter.

’ of this lovely Dinner Set, which you woul
who will collect only six new subscriptions,

Just consider—a beautiful set of genuine
pretty clover sprig pattern in white and gol
like them for special service, and they are’'q

with them. )
i Just send us the $6.00 you collect with

We'll send them the paper and deliver the dinner
will cost you nothing but the small carriage charge.

Remember, your order must be received beforg September 1, 1918, or we
cannot guarantee to send the Dinner Set on the above gpecnal terms. 'Use
the coupon~and write names and addresses of the six new subscribers

plainly on a separate piece of paper.

THE NOR’-WEST FARMER, Winnipeg

the list of new subscribers.
get at your station. It

uife durable enough to stan

Hundreds of our friends in all parts of Western
of these attractive and useful dishes. Of course you'd like to have a set too,

because we may be compelled to alter this
soon, owing to the unsettled condition of the porcelain market.
In the meantime, however, we continue our

RECORD BREAKING OFFER
d have trouble in duplicating for $12.00. We are GIVING THEM AWAY to every reader

s for The Nor’-West Farmer at $1.00 each.
British semi-porcelain dinner dishes, care
d that can be duplicated or added to very easily.

THE NOR’-WEST FARMER, WINNI

Enclosed pleasé find the names an
subscribers to The Nor’-West Farmer,
for one year.

Yours?

The Nor’-West

Farmer’s Famous
53-piece
Dinner Set

IT°’S FREE !

e

Canada have received sets

great prize offer very

fully selected for utility and service. The
These dishes are so attractive you will
d the strain of everyday use. We KNOW you’ll be delighted

PEG, CANADA. W.H.M,, July

d addresses of six farmers who are not now
also six dollars to pay for their subscriptions

Please send me the 53-piece dinner set.
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A String of Pearls

Written for The Western Home. Monthly by Erma Stocking

HE soldiers in training in
Western Canada, the year of
the big crop showed no hesita-
tion in responding to the call to

r save the wheat. All of the
grain was needed by the Empire in this
time of her great trouble. Harvest help
was at a premium and those soldiers who
would do their bit for the West by saving
her grain were given leave of absence.

Sewell Camp, as it was called that year,
held no charms one of those bright days
of autumn, for the boys in khaki who were
eager to entrain for tKe harvest fields and
forget the monotony -of  drilling. Dick
Hurley was Eolishing buttons and packing
his knapsack with a spirit that provoked
sarcasm from two of his tentmates who
were not leaving camp. )

“Why the sudden burst of energy,
Hurley,” said a young Englishman.
“What do you anticipate so pleasant
about seeing your bally homestead again?
If your piece of land is anything like mine,
you wouldn’t crave the privilege of seeing
the place again.” :

“Say another word, old chap,” answered
Dick, “and I'll show you the kind of
muscles homesteading gave me. Haven’t
I told ?'ou that I used to own the finest

iece of land in Canada? Not a stone or
ush was on it, exce{: a dandy little bluff
right near my shack. I nearly killed a
half-breed that started to cut it down one
day when he thought I wasn’t there. Of
course, I am going back, for there is
something magnetic about the prairie
when you have watched a quarter section
of raw land evolve into a fine field of
wheat.”

“Good for you, Dick,” laughed the
cheery American boy, who had come
North and enlisted for a reason that he
never would tell. “You probably knew
good land when you saw 1t, and I'll bet
Fred here picked out a nice, sandy farm
because it happened to be near a creek
and had a few trees and a hill or two on it
that reminded him of home. Say, if she
writes a letter while you are away, shall
we open it to see if it 18 important enough

to send on, or are you going where you’ll
see her and not need writing?”’

“One thing sure,” said Dick, “if you
want to know a thing, it doesn’t take long
for you to ask and find out. But the fact
iscl haven’t an idea what it would be like
to hear from a girl. They seemed to be
scarce articles around my homestead. I
sold my land before I enlisted and am
going to a new_part of the country, so you
see there is no “irl attracting me away
from here.”

“If you boys are going as far as Brandon

with me, you had better get a hustle on
you.”
There was no part of Saskatchewan
more favored by Nature that year than
the district around Rosetown, the heart
of the famous Goose Lake Country.
Robert Dale was often heard to declare,
much to the amusement of his daughter,
Inna, that he had the most fertile and
prettiest piece of land to be found in the
province. Its fertility had yielded beyond
his dreams this year, and had occasioned
the need of mqre help during harvest.

The great train bearing its always heavy
traffic between Saskatoon and Calgary
seemed a miracle as it sped over the appar-
ently trackless prairie. As it came sud-
denly to a stop, Mr. Dale’s keen eyes
caught sight of Dick Hurley, whose manly
bearing seemed to suggest a desire to get
into the thick of things. Dick was
equally attracted and_they were soon on
the long road toward Mr. Dale’s home.

With cheeks as pink as her beloved
flower, the prairie rose, Inna flew from her
work to the door to watch the road where
her father would be visible for miles.
“See Daddy too,” said Tiny Tim as he
coaxed to be held up so that he might look
down the road with the field glasses that
Inna had used. “Daddy’s coming, Dad-
dy’s coming!” he assured her, as she put
him down after his long look for his
father, and he danced down the lane with
an abandon of delight that Inna sorrow-
fully wished his mother were alive to see.
“Wait honey,” said Inna, ‘‘he is not as
near as the glasses seem to tell you. Help
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me to get some roses for the table, for
think how hungry he will be and we must
have dinner all ready.”

When Inna stepped through the door to
greet her father, Dick thought that he
had never before seen so sweet a sight.
The dark blue of her eyes Dick knew was
of a shade that could seem black from the
depths that love or anger might give.
But anger, except for a righteous cause,
could never come to the possessor of that
sweet face. Her hair caught the sunshine
that turned its brown to bronze, as she
lifted up Tiny Tim to his father to be
kissed

When the tired harvesters had finished
their evening meal, by clever questionings
Inna drew a description from Dick of lifé
in the training camps. “It’s mot all sand
3:6 our beds, nor monotonous drilling, Miss

ale” he laughingly said, ‘we even have
our Movies, and the boys of the 53rd have
had moving pictures taken of them that
we are rather proud of. There is fun
about camp more often than you would
think.”

“Not long ago our Company’s mascot, a
bull-dog decided he didn’t like the looks
of Company D’s daschund. The daschund
had as much grit as length and didn’t
mind fighting it out. Of course, we
banked on our dog and thought he would
win out easy. That fight lasted longer
glan we thought it would, for the dashund

as in fine trim and made of good stuff.
But the bull dog hung on long after we
thought he was down and out and he
finally won. Poor Dutchy was minus
both ears and his tail.”

During the harvest in the Canadian
Northwest, the sun can shine with an
ardor that can not be excelled in a more
southern country. Dick found that stook-
ing wheat had its drawbacks when he was
on the opposite side of the field to the jug
of water. He had a ready welcome for
Inna when he saw her coming through
the stubble with a pail in her hand. With
a laugh she showed him the Red Cross
badge on her arm and offered him a
drink of lemonade from the pail that she
was carrying. “I always did want to do
Red Cross work,” she told him, “and I
thought it well that I revive the ex-

hausted soldier in my fields rather th:
wish I were in France.”

“I’ll make you a medal of gold from thix
wheat, Sister of the Red Cross,” answere«
Dick. “May I have a pin? We will
have the ceremony of decorating the hero
who has saved a life. You can’t imagine
how hot I was.” She did not know that
the ceremony offered a delightful excuse
to find how deep her eyes were.

“Thanks, Monsieur, for your gallantry.
Allow me to place in monsieur’s cap the
insignia of the Order of the Rose,” she
replied with mock courtesy.

“Tell me, do many others belong to
your Order,” he asked her.

“Indeed, sir, you are not going to learn
the number that I have decorated,” and
she laughingly left him; not noticing that
the rose was removed from his cap ard
placed in a place of safety near his heart.

There are no busier days than the har-
vest time on the northern prairie. Wheat
must be cut with all possible speed to save
it from the frost that might any night
appear, and from the winds that scatter
the dry kernels far and wide. Two or
three binders on every farm of the average
size make a constant hum, and the several
stookers busily gather up the sheaves that
have fallen from the bundle carrier of the
binder. Mile-long fields of grain suddenly
become bewildering arrays of stooks.
The stubble offers tempting feeding
grounds for the wild duck and prairie
chicken. The face of the farmer loses a
few of the tense lines of worry, for his
whole year’s labor is either a success or a
ga,lll(lilre according to the yield of these

elds.

A week of work in the wide wheat
fields brought to Dick a return of the
sense of all that is best in life. Training
for war had for a time be-dimmed his
knowledge of the true values of a well-
lived life.

“Love and work, we must have after
all,”’ he thought, ‘“‘to bring life to its best.”
Work, he never had feared to meet, but
love had been to him as an unknown land.
He was entering that land now, he knew;
and he blessed his guardian angel that he
had never frittered away by purposeless
passions the love that he would not be

r' 3 SAVE FOOD BY HOME

CANNING

““The Food
Crisis is Grave
and Urgent
Beyond
Possibility of
Exaggeration’’

“More and more we
must live on Garden
Products. More and
more we must give
our commercial sup-
plies to our Allies. 1t
is only through the
help of our House-
wives we can accom-

plish this substitu-
tion.”
CHAS. LATHROP

PACK,

President National
War Garden
Commission,

Washington.

of our war duties.
utilize the largest pessible

mands upon exportable tinned goods,

To ensure success in home canning,
experts at 238 places within the Province

238 Canning Demonstrations
Evervaanitoba Woman Should Attend One of These

Apart from the War

Everyone now knows that the co
“Food is Ammunition.”

Home Canmred Goods are Wholesome and Delicious.

nservation of food is a very vital part
We are asked to save it and to
proportion of perishable food in our own land,

sending exportable foods to our Soldiers and Allies overseas.

In our “War Gardens” we are now growing tons of vegetables that can

best be saved for winter use by home canning.
and these will be available for shipment abroad.

the Manitoba Department of Agriculture is giving practical canning demonstrations by
during the summer months of 1918.

This will reduce the

Needs, Home Canning is worthy of encouragement.

WatCh for Posters or write the Agricultural Extension Service,

‘Parliament Buildings, Winnipeg, as to dates.

For Manitoba’s excellent FREE CANNING BULLETIN, “Canning by
the Cold Pack Method,” write a post card request to the Publications Branch,
Manitoba Dept. of Agriculture, Winnipeg.

V. WINKLER

Minister of A.-iculture and Immigration.
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ashamed to offer to this sweet wild rose of
agirl.

With the rest that Sunday brought,
came opportunity for closer companion-
ship between Inna and the soldier Tiny
Tim ran away with Dick’s cap and made
it a covering for his curls. He romped
into the house with a stick for a horse
and announced that he was ‘“‘do-ing to
war with Dick.”

“Oh, honey-mine, don’t” say such
things,” said Inna, as she pictured hé
little brother grown to manhood, lying
on the battlefield; his golden hair covered
with blood.

“Here is my coat, young man, if you
must have it. Sorry I can’t dress you out
in full uniform, but you are doing very
well for your coat hits the ground,” said
Dick as he wrapped around Tiny Tim the
coat with the shiny buttons that had
charmed the baby’s eyes.

Inna noticed with heightened interest
in him, his gentle ways with Tiny Tim
and the kindness of his looks as he talked
to the laddie in his arms. His sudden
glance upward surprised on Inna’s face
the look that told him that the picture was
delightful to her.

“] can now better understand that fine
old man in Dickens’ ‘Tale of Two Cities,’
said Dick with a smile. ‘Do you remem-
ber how happy he was in being aYfriend of
hose who admitted him into a real home?
The old chap looked forward to his Sun-
day dinner with the Manettes, but I shall
look backward with as much pleasure to
the two Sundays that I have spent in this
happy home.” ‘

Inna, all unconscious of her charm, did
not know that much of thatpleasure was
due to her presence, but shdawvas delighted
that he knew so intimately one of her
favorite characters Together they dis-
cussed the fascination that Dickens held
for them. Laughter and tears brought
the sweetness of expression to Inna’s face
as they talked of the brothers Cheeryble,
Madame Defarge, Little Nell and the
well-loved Tiny Tim.

When they came indoors, after watching
the beauty of the prairie sunset, Dick
asked for music. Inna played the open-
ing bars of Dixie, with a merr smile that
changed to one of surprise as he joined in
the spirited words of the chorus.

«I love it too, though I belong to
Canada,” he said.  “It reminds me of the
strength and vigor of the long-leaved
pines of your Georgia State " ;

“But “there is a song that has all the

heauty of your favorite wild rose. Will

you play ‘The Rosary’ for me?” She
played it for him, nor dreamed that that
hour would be one of her dearest memories.
Before it was ended her heart had un-
folded to the warmth of the tender tones
of his voice and the fine honesty of his
simple manners. )

A month passed, and the threshing of
the harvested grain was commencing.
Robert Dale looked with relieved eyes at
the mounds of grain lying on the ground
where the threshing machine had stood.
The yield had been even greater than he
had anticipated and not enough gran-
aries had been provided. Irom the time
the gasoline engine began its irritating
noise until the last bit of straw flew
stackwards, the threshing scene was a
mine of energy.

The long hauls to the grain elevators at
Rosetown had commenced, when from
camp headquarters came the call to the
wldier-harvesters to report for overseas
draft.  With the desire to know the taste
of real fighting, the Homeland seemed
dearer and fairer to Dick Hurley for one
that he loved would be left behind. A
longing to return came to him, but first he
mist learn whether it would be worth
while for him to come back. If Inna had
o more than a friendly interest in him,
desth on the battlefield would be far
better than life without her love through
fiture years. ) )

There was a touch of frost mn the air
when he asked Inna to walk with him that
iight. He wrapped around her his khaki
sreat-coat, and a great heart-hunger came
", him as the waves of her hair touched

_ cheek. Only the whirr of the wings of
vild cranes ﬂyving low broke the stillness

" the prairie evening.

<oftly he spoke:

st leave to-morrow
hat is ahead of me. )

Il experience the horror of seeing com-

mnions shot down beside me; I may fall

v<elf in the same way. But., whatever

v fate may be, if Tknew that you loved

. there would be no suffering th t 1

.1ld not more easily bear. ’

“Dear Rose-girl, 1
and I know not
It may be that 1

With all the bravery that these dayvs are
bringing out in women of the \\'Q.rring
lands, Inna forced back her tears and,
standing proudly poised placed one hand
on his shoulder and with the other bent
his head until his lips touched hers.

I'he memory of each hour that she
spent with him “makes a bliss of solitude.”
Her rosary does not end in a cross. In
its place 1s a pearl of hope, a symbol of
dréhms of his return. She sees a little
prairie home overflowing with happiness
where her love fills every corner of it.
She dreams that wild roses creep over its
step and nod with approval at this home
where reigns a purity and sweetness equal
to theirs.

Theé Forgiveness of Sin

_There are in the Bible nine terms for
sin—Debts, Missing the mark, Lawless-
ness, Disobediefice, Transgression, Fault
(moral aberration), Defeat, Impiousness,
Discord. These terms show the extent
and depth of sin in human life. But we
need forgiveness as wide as the sin. And
we find in the Bible as many terms ex-
pressing forgiveness as we found for ex-
pressing sin—Forgive, Remit, Send away,
Cover up, Blot out, Destroy, Wash away,
Cleanse, Make them as if they had never
been.

Forgiveness does not at once remove all
the consequences of sin, either from our-
selves or from those who have been in-
jured by us. The experience of the exiles
illustrates this for all time. They could
not restore to life those who had been
slain in battle or died on the exile jour-
ney. They could not for many years re-
store the country and city to its ancient
glory. They must have an inferior Tem-
ple.” They could not, for a long time,
remove the bad influence of their conduct
upon the heathen nations, or regain their
power as servants of the Most High to.
be a light in the dark world around them.

At the same time Forgiveness of the re-
pentant does remove many of the conse-
quences of sin, both from the penitent
himself and from those he has injured.
The prodigal returned to his father’s
house may have many blessings which he
could not have while indulging in riot-
ous living, or dwelling with the swine.

Every man who knows anything knows
that one law can be neutralized by an-
other. There is a law of gravitation
which keeps this Bible here upon the
desk. That law cannot be altered, it can-
not be stopped; it will draw, and draw,
and draw, whatever you may say or do,
but it can be neutralized by the law of
my will. I can lift the Book and make
the law of gravitation to appear as though
it were not. That is exactly what we say
about the pardon of sin and the arrest of
its consequences.

Sin must be taken away by some means.
It is ruining men and nations. Sin must
be forgiven—its evil consequences re-
moved, and the disposition to sin taken
away. Free forgiveness, merely on con-
dition of Trepentance, fails in satisfying
the sense of justice; in showing the evil
of sin; in satisfying the conscience of the
sinner himself; in preventing sin in
others. No ruler in a wicked world can
make it a rule to forgive sin and remove
its punishment on the mere condition of
repentance, although it be sincere, with-
out spreading and multiplying that sin.
Wherever the penalty is thus relaxed the
sins multiply. -
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The Big Job of Any Washer is
to Save a Woman’s Strength !

Folks used to wash their clothes by hand—and get them clean
—but think of the back-breaking work it was. Now-a-days the

KLEAN YVacuum Washer

not only washes the clothes
cleaner than by hand, but it
does it in a fraction of the
time, with much less wear and
tear on the clothes —and 1t
does away with all the hard
work. Operated by hand, gas,
or electric power. The Vacuum
principle 1s much  easier on
the clothes than the ordinary
dolly type of washer.

Let us send you full particu-
lars, price and guarantee —
to-night.

Cushman Motor Works
of Canada Limited, Dept H, Whyte Ave. & Vine St., WINNIPEG

- - ———

= mIHE finest brew
P9%S of ALL times;
wholly original in
character and super-
fineinflavor Enjoy
it icy cold.

E. L. Drewry, Limited, Winnipeg, Canada

Most everybody sells Maltum
Don't forget to drink it at the Fairs
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. Make
Your Own

best I ever tasted.”

Dept. W.H.1.

LAGER

AT HOME_ NO SPECIAL EQUIPMENT — FROM OUR PURE AND POPULAR
HOP-MALT BEER EXTRACT :

This i< 2 Food Beer, more delicious, nourishing and better than any malt beverage you can buy in
| bottles. Drink all you want of it.
Rich, ereamy foam, natural color, snap and sparkle.

Large can, makes 7 gallons
Sample can, makes 1 gallon ... ... ... .60

Send money order or postal note.

HOP-MALT COMPANY LIMITED

BEER

(Conforming to Temperance Act)

Easy to make. The drink that *‘ cheers but does not inebriate.”
Your friends will confirm your opinion—*‘The

......... $1.76 Small can, makes 3 gallons . ........ .$1.26

Prepaid throughout Canada. Agents wanted everywhere.

HAMILTON, CANADA 92 King St. West
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Will Wonders
Ever Gease?

Finds Cure for Rheumatism
After Suffering 50 Years!

Now 83 Years Old
—Regains Strength
and laughs at
“URIC ACID"
Goes Fishing;
Back to Bus-
iness, Feels
Fine! How
Others May
Do ft!

“] am eighty-three years old and I doctored
for rheumatism ever since I came out of the army
over fifty years ago. Like many others, I spent
money freely for so-called ‘cures,’ and I have
read about ‘Uric Acid’ until I could almost taste
it. I could not sleep nights or walk without
pain; my hands were so sore and stiff I could not
hold a pen. But now I am again in active business
and can walk with ease or write all day with
comfort. Friends are surprised at the change.”

HOW IT HAPPENED

Mr. Ashelman is only one of thousands who
suffered for years, owing to the general belief
in the old, false theory that “Uric Acid” causes
rheumatism. This erroneous belief induced him
and legions of unfortunate men and women to
take wrong treatments. You might just as well
attempt %o put out a fire with oil as to try and

get rid of your rheumatism, neuritis and’ like ~

complaints, by taking treatment supposed to drive
Uric Acid out of your blood and body. Many
physicians and scientists now know that Uric
Acid never did, never can and never will cause
rheumatism; that it is a natural and necessary
constituent of the blood; that it is found in every
new-born babe, and that without it we could
not livel 4

HOW OTHERS MAY BENEFIT
‘FROM A GENEROUS GIFT

These statements may seem strange to some

folks, because nearly all sufferers have all along
been led to believe in the old *Uric Acid’”’ humbug.
It took Mr. Ashelman fifty years to find out this
truth. He learned how to get rid of the truc
cause of his rheumatism, other disorders and
recover his strength from “The Inner Mysteries,”
a remarkable book that is now being distributed
free by an authority who devoted over twenty
years to the scientific study of this particular
trouble. If any reader of The Western Home
Monthly wishes a copy of this book that reveals
startling facts overlooied by doctors and scientists
for centuries past, simply send a postcard or letter
to H. P. Clearwater, 40-D, Water gtreet. Hallowell,
Maine, and it will be sent by return mail without
any cbarge whatever. Send now! You may
never get this opportunity again. If not a
sufferer yourself, hand this good news to some
friend who may be afflicted.

Women Cured at Home

Women's disorders al-
ways yield, from the
very beginning of the
treatment, to the mild
but effective action of
Orange Lily. Within
two or three days after
commencing its use the
im])ru\'rm('nl becomes
noticeable, and this im-
provement continues until the patient Is com-
pletely cured. Orange Lily is an applicd or
local treatment, and acts directly on the womanly
organs, removing the congestion, toning  and
strengthening the nerves, and restoring perfect
circulation in the diseased parts. In order to
convinee all suffering women of the valie of this
remedy, T will send a 45¢. box, ¢ h for ten
days' treatment, absolutely FRET! to cachi ludy
sending me her address.  Price $1.30 per box

MRS.LYDIA W. LADD - Windsor, Ont
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have turned out a benefit in the saving
of my husband. I have been thinking
I could learn some lessons from you, my
dear, instead of setting myself up as a
know-all. And I'll start to read and have
a telephone put in this week.”

From that time on Mrs. Smith found
herself a heroine in the Riley District.
The one who had done so much to set
Fublic opinion against her was now the
oudest in her praise. .

“No sensiblg p‘érson would be without a
telephone, that’s what you call a talking
machine,” said Mrs. Riley, “and if folks
can enjoy readin’ and can learn by it,
the sooner they start the better. Now the
first thing you reads, Maria, is the seventh
chapter of St. Matthew, it’s on’y short.”

An imperceptible shadow of a smile
crossed the careworn features of Mrs.
Williams. Mrs. Riley continued her
admonition. , “And if they do use washing
machines and puts their sheets away
‘thout being ironed! ’deed, I'm getting
one myself, and I advise you to do the
same, for Mrs. Smith showed me her
clothes, and they’re as white as any I
broke me back over.”

“Yes,” Mrs. Williams, “I've
thought so myself, for those spotless
waists she wears just dazzle me eyes.
They do beat me I own, but I never was
much at turning out a good looking wash.

HOME MONTHLY

health and even lowering the moral tone
of the child. )

I saw, in the very early spring, on on¢
of our streets, a mother and daughter.
It was a bleak, chilly day and the mother
wore a heavy suit and a fur boa, a quiet,
sensible dress; but the daughter was clad
in a dark skirt and white waist, elbow
sleeves and the whole front of lace. The
bare chest and blue arms made me shiver.

That girl was about fourteen years of
age, that critical time in a young girl’s life
and I felt tempted to speak plainly to that
foolish woman. She was but one of
many. Is it any wonder that pneumonia
and “quick consumption” claim its
victims? .

I meet sometimes young girls whose
sailor blouses are opened in the neck quite
too low for modest, refined young women.
I am not “cranky” but do let our girls
keep that precious modesty that if lost is
not regained.

Again on a cold day I met two mothers,
richly and warmly clad, dragging crying
miserable little tots of three or five years
»f age wearing little half hose or socks and
slippers, and their poor little limbs were
blue with cold. Some business men
stopped and stared and their faces in-
dicated “swear words.”

I find it wise to put on my children warm
woolen underwear in winter, soft and not

Near Gladstone, Man., where the big onions grow.

Mrs. Andrews was over last night and
she showed me an advertisement for a
washing machine in a farm paper she
takes, it was cheap enough and guaranteed
or your money back if it did not give
satisfaction. So we are both getting one,
for I sent the letter this morning. Oh,
yes, I'm also thinking of painting my
parlor floor and have the carpet made into
a rug. Mrs. Smith knows where they
do it and told me where to send it, she
says it would make a fine one. She says
it saves a lot of work, too. And she
took my name as a subscriber for two
of them papers she’s so took up with.”

“And 1 <ﬁfl the same,” said Mrs. Riley,
“Though sure I have to spell out most
every word before I can sense it. But I
might pick up some of her quick ways by
doing it, and it will do me no harm if it
do me no good.”

The Clothing of Children
By Bessie Johnson

While much has been written  and
said on the very important subject
of the” moral and spiritual development
and training of the child, 1 feel impressed
to send out a hittle message on the clothing
of children.

()lll' (_“:lll.‘l\h:lll mothers are nul»l(-‘ I"'l‘_’hl
women in the ma o 1T fear many
for the sake of app sacrificing

TN ¥
thnee, al

too heavy. As the spring opens up gar-
ments that have worn thin or else a set
of soft cotton with high neck and short
sleeves. Then for the warm days the low
neck and short sleeves.

You are perhaps in very moderate cir
cumstances like myself, but better the
rubbers and rain coat, and warm under-
wear for winter than elaborate dresses.

My little daughter has made some little
garments by hand very dainty and fine
and I am proud of these.

Do not allow corsets on your young
girl. A girl of fourteen came from a near-
by city to visit friends. She was dressing;
she squeezed, pulled, puffed, jerked.
“My,” she ecried, “that was a job.”
This child with her delic#fe figure and
precious vital organs squeezed out of
place! Let us put on our girls the
sensible waist and save their health.
The rompers, the bloomers, the little
overalls are excellent.

Although my children like slippers and
“ties” and I allow them, I think the high
soft shoes <upport the ankles better

All Bets Off

Miss Ello 'l bet vou a h undred
that I'll never oooery”

Mr. Eas P take voul b

Miss Bl ituroushy — Wil vou.
reallv?  Th. 't betl after all”

CHAFFLESS

COFFELR

SATISFYING to

the keen appetite,
whetting to the
listless one.

Get a can from your
grocer to-day.

The Gold Standard Mfg. Co.
Winnipeg, Manitoba
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CANADA FOOD BOARD —License
numbers 6-436, 3-900, 2-079, 2-080,
2-081, 7-418.

Registration
Certificates

It would be inconvenient to
lose your certificate. Better
to attach it permanently into
one of our convenient little
leather cases. Size when
folded, 2 x 3 inches. A neat,
attractive case for a purse
or your vest pocket.

Sent to any address
PRICE EACH - - 2bc.

Stovel Company Ltd.

Fine Bookbinding and Loose
Leaf Systems

WINNIPEG, MAN-

Bannatyne Ave.

J. H. M. CARSON
Manufacturer of ARTIFICIAL LIMBS
338 Colony St., Winnipeg
Established 1900

The Latest in Slip Socket. Satisfaction
Guaranteed

I:R[. = Lavalliere or
Rose Bud Ring.
Riny setwith Rose Bud. l.aval-
liere set h rex stone, ygreen
‘ es. Your choice for 12 ~—
cuts. both for 22 cents.  Warranted for three
Rex Jewelry Co., Dept. 3 , Battle Creek,

Mich
1C.

Wihon writine ;nl\'vr[isnr\‘(.']ulq-zlw mention
e Western Home Monthly
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The Meaning of Morale

It was a saying of Napoleon’s that, in war, morale is
to .all other things as three to one. And within the
ast month General von Ludendorffi—realizing, as all
the other military masters of the German people now
realize, the supreme and vital necessity of maintaining,
if possible, the confidence of the German people in their
power of achieving victory—has said, in an urgent
appeal, which has been published broadcast throughout
Germany; that “‘the war will not be won so much on the
fighting lines, as by the resistance of the people back
of the fighting lines against, the influences which would
disintegrate their solidarity and resolute determin-
ation.” The importance of morale is plainly funda-
mental. This all-important quality in a people is hard
to define adequately. It includes physical, moral and
spiritual qualities. It involves bodily strength, moral
strength, mental strength and spiritual strength—
courage, training and discipline of the body and the
mind and the soul. It requires conviction of the right-
ness of the cause for whigh one’s country is making a
life-and-death fight; and it produces confidence while
fighting and assurance of the certainty that the right
will triumph. In the maintenance and strengthening
of morale every man at the front has his duty to him-
self and his country, in regard to his own personal
physical, mental and moral health; and every person
at home, for whom every man at the front is fighting,
owes a supreme duty to do everything in his power
towards aiding the man at the front in the maintenance
and strengthening of his physical, moral and mental
well-being, so that not only will he have all the material
comforts it is possible to get to him, and every provision
for binding up his wounds and caring for him if he is
wounded, but also that he will have convincing reason
to feel that he has the sympathy and the confidence of
the people at home, and so can preserve his cheerful
cour at top pitch. All this is what is meant by
m orale. ,

Another Waterloo Campaign B
Last month brought the one hundred and third
anniversary of the battle of Waterloo. The campaign
of 1918 now being fought in Flanders and France is
another Waterloo campaign, with numbers incom-
parably greater, but essentially like that campaign 1n
many respects. In the beginning of the June of one
hundred and three years ago Napoleon still believed
that he could defeat Wellington; and in the great
battle that ended his campaigning he came perilously
near to success. But failure brought him swift and
sure ruin. Months of acute anxiety are ahead of us.
New and heavy blows must still be expected. But the
German assault upon civilization will be repulsed.

Language and Citizenship

In the United States there is only one official lang-
uage, namely, the English language. English is the
only language spoken in the House of Representatives
at Washington and in the United States; and English 18
the only language in which the official records, the stat-
utes of the United States and the government publica-
tions of the United States are printed. And the same
is true of each one of the States separately. Canada’s
history has been different from the history of the
United States; hence it is that our country has two
official languages. But in Canada, as in the United
States, it is a fact manifest and undeniable that no
child ¢an have a fair chance in life who cannot speak
English. In justice to the public welfare, as well as in
justice to the individual, as Mr. Roosevelt has been
pointing out, the teaching of English is necessary.
It is necessary for the right understanding of the civic
duties which are imposed on the individual by the fact
of his citizenship. In this connection it i8 \_vorthy of
note that Bishop Harding, of Qu’Appelle, in his address
to the. Anglican Synod of that diocese, has made some
sound and practical observations on this subject, wl}lch
are of special application here in the West. It is a
subject which every thoughtful Canadian, considering
our national problems, must regard as of nothing short
of vital importance to our country.

An Admission From Berlin

The London Times makes a practice of printing
iranslations of extracts from leading German mews-
papers, which it obtains by way of Amsterdam. One
of the most interesting and enlightening of these in the
latest batch of issues of The Times which has come to
I'he Philosopher’s table is the rueful admission by the
Berlin Lokal Anzeiger that the hopes which Germary
tuilt on the German-Americans in the United Staters
have turned out to be completely illusory. “Our
optimism regarding the part the German-Americans

ould play,” laments the Berlin Lokal Anzeiger, In an
nthurst of bitterness, ‘was based on what is the greatest
ault of us Germans, that is to say, our sentiment-
Aliem.”  The interest of this is greatly added to by the
‘.1 which The Philosopher hae discovered by turning

1 the files of the London Times for 1915, that the
erlin Lokal Anzeiger in that vear repeatedly dwelt

von the political power possessed by the German-
mericans in the United States, and declared again
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The Philosopher

and again that that power wquld show itself tc be the
dominant factor in the shaping of the foreign policy of
the Washington government. The Lokal Anzeiger
went even so far, in September, 1915, as to suggest to
the leaders of pro-Germanism in the United States
that they should inaugurate a movement for the
discarding of English as the official language of the
United States, and the substitution of German in its”
place! The Lokal Anzeiger has reason to realize now
how grotesquely it misjudged the situation in the
United States when it made that suggestion. As for
the German “‘sentimentalisng” it now has so much to
say about, it is strange how that “‘sentimentalism’
continues to regard outrages committed by Germans
as heroism.

~The Only Way

_ Every time a German “peace offensive” is attempted,
it can be counted upon to be offensive, indeed, to
every right conception of justice. The rulers of
Germany have never yet said, or done, anything to
indicate that they accept the fact that they must deal
with Allies as a whole, standing solidly together. The
German idea is to make terms with the different nations
of the Allies separately. German hopes are

upon the possibility of dissension among the Allies.
The German mind cannot conceive of it as possible that
the Allies will stand faithfully together, both in fighting
and in making terms, and so looks forward to being
able to secure the best possible results for Germany
from the war by playing upon the jealousies and
treacheries which it confidently expects to develor
among the Allies, and which every possible method will
be used to start and to stimulate. In this the German
purpose will get help from the few pacifists in the Allied
countries who are still obsessed by the notion_ that
peace can be secured by some sort of bargaining,
without defeating Germany. These people 1magine
that the Allies should earnestly beg é)ermany to
“gstate her terms of peace.’” No sane person cares
what Germany’s “terms of peace” may be. The
terms of settlement must be laid down by the Allies
after conclusive military defeat has been administere(i
to Germany. When an individual has committed
such -crimes as arson, rape and murder, we do not
allow him to say how he shall be dealt with. He has
first to be overpowered. The case is not otherwise
with a criminal nation. .

The Armor of Childhood

- Sad reports come from France in regard to the
children 1n zones near the front, who, it is said, no
longer look like children at all. It has even been said
that they no longer play. Those who have seen the
children in such districts in France have looked into
deeps of unlimited sadness. Every one of us has
known, in time of peace, of cases of individual children
suffering injury and deprivation and unhappiness.
But this dreadful blighting of youm(;i lives in great areas
of territory reaches a point beyond which it does not
appear possible that desolation could go further.
Some consolation, such as it is—if consolation it can be
called—is derived from the reports that in the districts
of France which are not near the front, as in Great
Britain, the effect of the war upon the children is less
serious. They do not fail to show traces of tragedy.
The Hun has laid a burden upon them, as upon all
others. Yet, in the districts“which are not near the
actual desolating destruction wrought at the front,
even in such regions in France and England which
have known visitations of destruction in repeated air
raids, childhood which escapes the bombs dropped b
the Hun from the sky is clothed with an armor whic
is, for the most part, too strong for him to pierce by
what he calls the “moral effect” of his savageries.
This protective armor of childhood consists chiefly of
the qualities which make youth youthful—the qualities
of elasticity, of growth and of fioung hopefulness,
which provide the constant renewal of humanity, even
spring brings its renewal of inanimate Nature every
vear.

A True Analogy

The elder-of the Mayo brothers, the eminent sur-
geons, who is now Major Mayo, of the United States
‘Army Medical Service, said in an address to an audience
of physicians and surgeons at Toronto a couple of
weeks ago that it might be said that each microscopic
cell in the human body, each unit in the structure, has
a brain of its own, to speak—an intelligence whose
work is to encourage and guide it in co-o ration
with all the other cells in its neighborhood in doing its
work as a part of the whole organization which is the
physical being of each human individual. It some-
times happens that one cell fails not merely in that
co-operation, but seeks to operate on its own accqunt.
Why it does this, and how, are matters which are, as
vet, largely hidden from human knowledge. But
when a tell that’has thus started to work in the wrong
way has got well started, a physician looks at the,
results, and says, “cancer.”” In like manner, in the
community, every individual human being has his
duty of co-operation with his fellow-citizens for the
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furtherance of united and peaceful progress, which is
community health. The same thing 18 true of the
nation; and in any right view of the meaning of civiliza-
tion, it is true of the nations considered as a whole.
One nation, Germany, deliberately planned to violate
its duty to civilization, and to surge ahead on its own
account and at its own will, with absolute disregard of
rights of others. And so the world is now suffering
from a malignant cancer, which will have to be dealt
lvgnltllédbefom world-health and well-being can be estab-
ished.

The Obligations of Freedom

“In the veins of the fatherless children of France,”
wrote General Pershing, in an appeal on behalf of
French children made orphans by the war, which is
being widely circulated in the United States, “‘courses
the blood of heroes. Theirs is a heritage worth
cherishing—a heritage which ams to the deepest
sentiments of the soul. What ce, thro eir
fathers, has done for humanity, France, thro them,
will do again.” These ‘words of the general in com-a
mnd of the United States forces in France have been

en in some quarters as meaning that he expects
that the evil tl?mg which has wmgught such savage
destruction in France, with such murderous cruelty
and such elaboration of outrage, may have to be
fought down again before the hves of the French
children it has orphaned are lived out. But surely
General Pershing’s meaning may well be that while the
children of France may be counted upon to grow up
to be men and women of the same unconqu spirit
as their parents have given proof of, &lﬁll‘ work for
humanity in the years to come may not have to be
done on the battlefield. All the free peoples can
serve their freedom and the true essentials of their
democracy by constantly living up to the full
of their obligations as citizens of free countries. It
is the spirit of faithfulness to those obligations that
animates the world’s banded free peoples in their
determination to make the autocratically controlled
military might of Germany understand by force—
since force 18 the only thing it understands—that it
cannot make itself master of human destinies.

An Utterance of the Kaiser's )

“The giant deeds of my brave troops,” said the
German Emperor, in one of his latest utterances to the
German people, “will secure respect for the German
name foralltime.” Never did a more grotesque utterance
pass the lips of the Kaiser. The world outside Ger-
many does not deny, nor does it at all underestimate
the physical courage, usually mass co of the
German troops, nor the great bravery of which there are
instances on record—though there are also on record
cases of gunners chained to their guns, and riflemen
shackled to trees, and bodies of spike-helmeted troops
coming forward to the charge because their officers
with automatic revolvers in both hands drove then;
on. But granting a full measure of courage to the
German troops, they can never be given respect.
Soldiers who murder unarmed old men, who crucify
nurses, who impale babies on their bayonets, who
work, nameless horrors of out: upon women and
girls and who inflict filthy, loathsome and barbarously
savzage cruelties upon prisoners who fell into their
hands can never be respected. These may be “giant
deeds,” in the eyes of the Kaiser. It may well be that
by “respect” the Kaiser meant ‘fear.” If so, he is
wrong again. The free peoples of the civilized world
know now what German frightfulness is, but that
knowledge has created in them only a cold, steel-
hard determination to conquer and put an end to
German frightfulness.

Typically Teutonic
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