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A PICTURESQUE OLD CANADIAN INDUSTRY

North America independent of Germany in the manufacture of Dyes
READ ABOUT IT IN THIS ISSUE
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IX weeks of rest and placid
pleasure in the British West
Indies, far from war’s alarms and
the irksome routine of home and
business. Another climate, another
civilization—all at minimum cost.

“Royal Mail
West IndiesVoyages

From Halifax to the Windward Islands
and Demerara and return to St. John,
twenty-one calls en route, each port
with its own individuality. See and
know Bermuda, St. Kitts, Antigua,
Dominica and the rest.

Round trip, passage, including
meals and berth, $125.00 to $145.00.
Write for descriptive booklet.

ROYAL MAIL STEAM PACKET CO.
Halifax, N. S.

THE

Winter Tourist

WARM SEA BATHING — GOLF —
TARPON FISHING, ETC.

Homelike, Moderate-priced Resorts
as well as
The More Palatial Hotels

Choice of Routes
See That At Least One Portion of Your Ticket

Reads
({3 | * P 'ﬁ R k' »”
| Via Canadian Pacific Rockies.
\??E}f-‘vn Particulars from Canadian Pacific Ticket Agents, or

W. B. Howard, District Passenger Agent, Toronto.

EFFICIENT FOOD

Dr. Alexander Bryce, M.D.,, D.P.H.
{Camb.),a famous authority in dietetics,
has compiled a table showing the num-
ber of calories per ounce in different
foods.

Calories are the units of food values.
The number of calories per ounce con-
tained in food proves its value.

This is what Dr. Bryce found and pub-
lished:—
(CALORIES PER OUNCE)
Kellogg's Toasted Corn Flakes 103.

Eggs (poached) 483
Macaroni au Gratin 445
Milk - 20.6
Oatmeal (cooked) 18.

Potatoes (baked) 32.7

Not one of these staple foods con-
tains one half the number of calories
per ounce that Kellogg's Toasted Corn
Flakes do — some of them are less than
a fifth efficient in calories.

This is a real test of food values.

Put Kellogg's Toasted Corn Flakes
on your daily menu—they are good to
eat three times a day. Delicious, di-
gestible, nourishing. -

Sold only in the original red, white and
green package.

Hollogs? ...
CORN FLAKES

ONLY MADE IN CANADA BY

The Battle Creek Toasted Corn Fiake Co., Linte
Head Office and Factory: London, Ont.

Est’d 1906

LICENSED BY THE FOOD CONTROLLER UNDER NUMBER 2—055

Talk Correctly and You Will Think Correctly

Slipshod English promotes slipshod thought. Get into the habit
of careless use of words and you will soon be careless in thought. To
think correctly and talk correctly, to talk correctly and think’ cor-
rectly you will find

A DESK BOOK OF ERRORS IN ENGLISH

a very serviceable little book. “Right to the point.” 12mo., cloth. 24
pages, $1, p.p.
8 University Avenue UNIVERSITY BOOK COMPANY, Toronto

Dominion Express

Money Orders

There is nc better way to send money by '
mail. If lost or stolen your money refunded I
Qﬂ issued free of charge. ,




THEASLEVER

-Is the most recent de-
velopment of the well
nown “A,A."”

Fountain Pens

t' The lever is a simple, effec-

Ve, convenient, filling device

Which enables you to easily and

:eatly fill this pen from any ink
ottle or ink well.

v “ALAJ Pens are fully guar-
;‘,“teed and render long and con-
Inually satistactory service.

Ask your nearest dealer te
show yow the ‘“‘A.A.” line

Modern Pen Company

170 Broadway, New York City

A. R, MacDOUGALL & CO., LTD.
anadian Representatives

468 King St. W., Toronto, Ontario.

The Radial- Lines

Passenger and Freight
Service Daily

Toronto Richmond Hill
urora Newmarket
Sutton Schomberg

New Toronto and Port Credit

Information as to rates and
schedules will be gladly furnished
m}' local agents or traffic depart-

ent,

HGId' Office :
88 King St. East, Toronto ﬂ

Toronto & York
Radial Railway

Express Service at Freight Rates

Tires that are kept inflated to the
pressure recommended by tire
makers last twice as long as tires
that are used with the air in them
unmeasured.

Use a SCHRADER Universal
Tire Pressure Gauge

and double the life of your tires.
Price $1.50 at your dealer or

A. SCHRADER’S SON, Inc.
334: King St. East, Torontoor
London Chicago New York
Highest award at the Panama
Pacific Bxposition

STAMPS AND COINS.

Pacs
P Dos{tAG'E’S free to collectors for 2 cents

Lorejpy 28€; also offer hundred different
centﬁn Stamps; catalogue; hinges; five
0., Toron%o,buy stamps. Marks Stamp

EDUCATIONAL.

S—.
UTo;
A agMOBILE. COURSE — Complete
®oyg ote. D‘%t;cticm‘ models of engine,
Toa College“te Canadian Correspond-
ontg, Caﬁaég‘mdted' Department O.,

Eary $50 A WEEK.,

!na;]e&"n ey —Be an illustrator

N spare time—big de-
: %“&l‘s ‘3}‘{; 8raduates successful. Parti-
L e

D%g%wzgorrespondence School,
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Published fortnightly at 181 Simcoe St., Toronto, by the Courier Press, Limited,
Subscription Price—Canada and Great Britain $1.00 per year, United States $1.50
per vyear, other countries $2.00 per year, payable in advance. IMPORTANT:
Changes of address should be sent two weeks before the date they are to go into
effect. Both old and new addresses must be given. CANCELLATIONS: We
find that most of our subscribers prefer not to have their subscriptions interrupted
in case they fail to remit before expiration. While subscriptions will not be carried
in arrears over an extended period, yet unless we are notified to cancel, we assume
the subscriber wishes the service continued.

HELP the HALIFAX BLIND

HE tragedy of the suddenly blind; of those who in the morning

I saw a great world and a beautiful eity and suddenly found

that the world and the city had passed forever from their sight
is told with the strength of moderate language in the appeal recently
sent out by Sir Frederick Fraser, head of the School for the Blind
in Halifax.

In a letter to the editor of this paper, Sir Frederick expresses the
wish that, through our many thousands of readers all over Canada,
we should give publicity to his appeal. We do so herewith in the con-
fident expeectation that people all over Canada will respond to the
eall. The Halifax tragedy made a direct call upon the kindness of
Canadians as nothing has ever done in the history of this eountry.

If every reader of the Canadian Courier would do no more than
send an average of twenty-five cents in any sort of currency capable
of being mailed to the address given on another page, the philanthropie
efforts of Sir Frederick Fraser and his staff of workers would -he
immensely stimulated. Here is the call. Will you answer it?

To the Friends of the Blind in Canada:—

In view of the recent terrible explosion in Halifax, and the number of persons
who have become totally or partially blind as a result of the same, the several
organizations in Halifax for the care and training of the blind find themselves
almost overwhelmed in meeting the new conditions which have arisen. Even
before the disaster the resources of the Halifax School for the Blind, the Home
Teaching Society for the Blind, the Maritime Association for the Blind, etc,
etc., found it almost impossible with their limited resources to meet the demands
upon them, but these demapds have been suddenly increased by the necessity
for providing shelter, care and training for upwards of two hundred men,
women and children who lost their sight as a result of the recent disaster.
Under these circumstances it is imperative that an appeal be made to all sympa-
thetic and public spirited Canadians. The best and most effective way of
making provision for these sightless people is to immediately increase the
Blind Endowment Fund so that it may reach a total of $500,000.00. The income
arising from such an endowment fund will enable us to meet the problems
of the blind in Halifax in a systematic and practical manner, and would bring
to many a one now helpless and hopeless new opportunities to fit himself or
herself for the battle of life. No greater need to help the blind has ever arisen
in any part of the world and | pelieve that when the people of Canada fully
appreciate the situation generous help will be forthcoming.

The Blind Endowment Fund is in the hands of three trustees, namely, the
President of the Board of Managers of the School for the Blind, Halifax; the
Treasurer of the School for the Blind, and The Eastern Trust Co., of Halifax.

A FEW TYPICAL CASES.

A woman of 31, now totally blind, is a patient in one hospital while her little
daughter nine years of age, totally blind, is a patient in another.

A mother, 35 years old, totally blind, father has lost one eye and a child aged
five is totally blind.

.A young wife of 18 whose husband is in the army is still in hospitdl, four months
pregnant and frantic over practical blindness. | ;

A mother, 45 years of age, now totally <blind, had five children of whom one Is
missing, one lost a leg, one is suffering from other serious injury, and one is totally
blind. The father was probably killed as he has been missing since the explosion.
The child of the married daughter is also totally blind and badly mutilated.

A mother, of 39, totally blind, had a child of 10 totally blinded in the explosion, who
has since died. A second child, aged 12, has lost one eye. The husband is in the
trenches.

Contributions towards the Blind Endowment IFund may be sent to

SIR FREDERICK FRASER
School for the Blind, Halifax

N a letter to Edward VanCleve, Superintendent of the New York Institute
I for Education of the Blind, Sir Frederick told the story of how the ex-
plosion affected the School for the Blind: x
Our school had dispersed after Roll-Call and the teachers and pupils were
all in their class-rooms or at their assigned duties. My wife was reading
(Concluded on page 11.)
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“YALE

If You Want “Yale”
be Sure You See the
Trade-Mark “Yale”

When you buy a Yale pro-
duct in Canada you buy a
product made in Canada,
by a Canadian institution
for use by Canadians. And
as evidence of their origin
and genuineness every Yale
product bears the trade-
mark Yale plainly, where
you can always see it. The
quality and service and
reputation of Yale produets
is attested by their wide
and general use throughout
Canada—in every kind of
building, public and private.
You, too, should bu; Yale locks
and hardware, if you want Yale
quality and security and protec-
tion. Yale products made in
Canada include padlocks, door
closers, night latches. builders’

hardware—and each and every

one of them bears the trade-mark
“Yale.”

Yale Products for
Sale by Hardware
Dealers

Canadian
Yale & Towne Ltd.

St. Catharines, On—

Yale Door Closer—
themaster of the door.
Controls and closes

The INustration
shows one of the
many styles in

doors absolutely and which Yale
always. To Tt all Builders’ Hard-
doors. > ware is made.

Yale Padlocks A
madein avariety
of styles and sizes
—to meet every
padlocking meed
and every pocket-
book.

Yale
Night Latch 18 per-
fect reinforcement
for a doubtful lock;
as sure security and
;wg{tcction as the only
lock.

Cylinder

Y/
YA)
"YALE:-

Made in Canada
= B

C /WWWWMWMMWWMWWMMMWW”WWM&VW

Canadian bzsfz?afibn
for
Canadians
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Especially on Front Wheels—

Goodyear Tires, along with Goodyear
Tubes and Goodyear Tire-Saver Acces-
sories, are easy to obtasn from Goodyear
Sertvice Stations everywhere. Waich for
this emblem, and enjoy the benefits of
Goodyear service wherever it is shown.

[FTTIVTIY

To steer easily and safely in any kind of
weather—that i1s what it means to have
Goodyear All-Weather Tread Tires on your
front wheels. They carry you 'around cor-
ners surely, take you out of ruts, across wet
or snow-covered car tracks, over slippery
pavements. Yet they steer as easily as a
smooth-tread tire.

“On the rear W};eels Goodyears resist skid-
ding just as faithfully; give just as comfort-
able riding straight ahead.

Y ou would want Goodyear Tires for their
greater goodness alone. They also offer you
an actual saving in price—because they are
made in Canada. The following table shows
that Goodyears cost you less than good plain
treads imported from the United States.

Cost of Goodyear Saving to

Size Style Goodyear Tires Made-in-Canada  Canadian

if Imported Prices Motorists
30x 315 Plain $26.00 $20.00 $ 6.00
All-Weather 30.42 23.00 7.42
32x 3% Plain 30.42 21.60 8.82
All-Weather 35.55 25.90 9.65
34x4 Plain 44.46 34.80 9.66
g All-Weather 51.94 41.75 10.19
36 x 415 Plain 62.62 48.60 14.02
All-Weather 73.17 58.30 14.87
37x5 Plain 76.66 58.55 18.11
All-Weather 89.70 73 20 16.50

The Goodyear Tire & Rubber Co., of Canada
Limited

R o
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-:’ith the distribution of every necessity of life——
1004, fuel; so with transportation from poi~t

t %
0 the size of the community, the numbers to
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WHY

HE biggest city in Canada is the worst
managed.- According to the repeated
and vociferous confession of its own

: journals, the revenues of our commer-
€lal metropolis have been mishandled until it
I8 op the verge of bankruptcy. Bankruptcy is
the word employed.

Why is this? .

Simply because the city is too big. It has out-
BTOWn the capacity of the officials who attempt
0 manage it. They might deal with affairs in-
Yolving hundreds or thousands of dollars. But
Millions are beyond them.

All the troubles of the world, says some one,
begin With the multiplication table. The setticr
in a new country builds his house near a spring
and so ensures his water supply. . To get water
for the village or town is somewhat harder; bt
Dot impossible. One pump per household is th:2
Tule and every man can still drink from tho
Waters of his own well, a condition of beatitude
But When the town becomes a city, even on our
C.anadian ten thousand inhabitants classifica-
ton, the cost of its water supnply becomes the
most serious of questions. When the city swells
1o the size of Toronto or Montreal, the problem
o giving the people clean water to drink anud
to Wash in involves the outlay of millions. So

0 Doint. The difficulties increase in direct ratio

vl,

\ TR
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people. The big city spells high rents (i.e, fat
profits for the speculator and the landlord) and
over-crowding and slums for the poor. Here is
a chance for Canadian originality. Here is- a
chance for a Canadian city to make a name an.l
fame for itself that will echo all round the world.
For there is a limit to bigness. In spite of all
the “boosters” in the world Toronto can never
be as big as New York. The frog in the fable
tried to puff himself up as big as the ox, but he
pburst in the effort. Suppose Toronto were the
ﬁr;t city to attack the problem of the modern
city, the housing of the working class. For the
city is carried on by the people who labor with
their hands. But for them, the business of tha
city would come to a standstill like a clock
that has run down. Is it fanciful, is it Utopian,
to hope that some Canadian city will lead ia
making it possible for the laboring man to have
a decent shelter for himself, his wife and his
children, a real home; not two rooms in a ram-
shackle tenement? :

IS it too much to hope that his children will

have some place to play in besides the street,
that his wife will have some relief from her
housework besides gossip with a neighbor, that
he himself, now that the saloon is abolished,
will have some place of recreation where he can
meet his friends?  Apart altogether from the
demands of social ' justice, the solving of the

¢ Supplied.
And YEt every city in Canada wants to be biz,
milslch bigger than it is. It is afflicted with the
€ase called mega'omanija. The town of ten
th(em:::'nd wants to be a hundrel thousand. and
i lly of a hur_ldred thousand a‘ms at a m’llion,
clubl;"et St.)uls organize what they call “booster
of 5 “0' Increase the population, with a “slogan”
Sator bigger, brighter, busier” town. If yon
nterv;;n”e of these'megalomaniacs in. a lucid
ity 3 ) a.'ld ask him why he wants a bigger
> 18 will gasp “progress,” “more business.”
g&l:::ently he never reflects that if the city
» More traders will press into it, competi-

tio
of nnw"ill b? kr—?ener. rents will go un with cost
by ving' and overk~al charges. The benefits of

o
SHeSs are a delusion.

ILL anyone who remembers Toronto forty years
1 livea§0 gleny .th_at it was then a pleasanter city
Morthe, In than it is to-day? Bloor Street was the
oy Sn boundary then instead of being the equator
Into th:tturday atterno‘on you could walk right out
. andrea‘l country, \xthere now there are railwav
leici, b stran'ge,' exotlc.p.alaces. Most of your
Now 1, ved \ﬁ{lthxn_easy distance of Queen’s Park.
ko ronto 1§ twice as big and twice as lonely.
N 5 stl.,(:NJur friends, you must go a day’s journey
¢ et car. Hverything costs twice as much as
; OOSter:I:’ty )'e’ars ago. And yet, 1 suppose the
M"hWard' won’t be happy until Toronto has spread
ang Kig to Georgian Bay and taken in Hamilton
appy thESton as suburbs. I monder if they will be
y oy €n. -There is no limit to magalomania.
It rem?lore I ask, “Why big?”
nds me of the argument that used to prevail

BI

many times.

By ARCHIBALD MacMECHAN

in the school-yards of Oatario, “My father’s bigger’'n
yocur father.”

It is the talk of children.

The cities of Italy comnete with one another, it
is said, almost to the peint of financial ruin. But
they do not compete in respect to size of population.
They beast whi-r has tha finest art gallery, the best
museum.

Suppose Canadian cities began to compete not in
mere size, but in sane matters that count.

Suppose they began to brag, not that they were
becoming “monstrous tuberosities,” but that they had
the cleanest streets, the lowest death rate for chil-
dren, the lightest taxes, the best appointed s~hools
and play-grounds, the highest salaried teachers. 1f
a single Canadian city specialized in the single matter
of light taxation, it would have all the population it
could possibly deal with eagerly flowing into it.

Sunpose—it is an impossible, a ridiculous supposi-
tion—that a single Canadian city could justly boast
that it had solved the problem of housing its working

GGER the town, on an average the
harder it is to livein. Thas big-town
craze siruck this country, not once but
When is @ man better off
—in a city of half a million or a one of
100,000 population ?

suggested in this article.

The answer 18

housing problem would be “good business,” the
very best of good business. We boast of our
progressiveness; but old communities lika
(lasgow and new communities like those of New
7ealand have far outstripped us in this regart.
And why should we stop at bettering city con-
ditions for the werking class? Why should not
the city be made a possible place for-the little
clerk, the shop-girl, the family man on small
salary? In each case, it takes one dollar out of
every six, if not. one out of every four, merely to
provide shelter, a roof over one’s head. It is
too much. There is something wrong somewhere,

The modern city has come to stay. It cannot
be abolished. Nay, more, it will continue to
grow. But it is not a mere work of nature. it
is a human contrivance, the work of human brains
and human hands, designed for the benefit of man.
We can remould it nearer to our heart’s desire.
Robert Balmer, after thirty years’ absence from
Toronto, was horrified to see the same old slums
in the centre of the city that he had known as an
undergraduate at Varsity. In the interval he hail
seen how much better a city can be managed in the
case of Sydney, N.S.W. Adam Shortt, one of the

~wisest men in the country, has his ideas on ths

development of the city. Forestalling the lanc-
sharks is part of his scheme and rapid transit
another. In Belgium, thanks to rapid transit, the
workingman could have his own house and garden
well removed from the foundry or the shop. Berlin
owns 36,000 acres outside its present encircle, which
were bought in the open market and are being held
for rational development by the community, not to
enable a few speculators to fatten on the needs
of their fellow men.
(Concluded on page 25.)
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EXPORT FIRST:SAVE AFTERWARD

CANADIAN COURIER

CAN ADA is réady for drastic action on the part of the Food Controller.  Producing more food for export
according to population than any other country, we are capable of real self-denial.

There are at least a million unofficial con-

trollers—male and female—each of whom is

quite persuaded of his ability to hold down
that ‘particular job with better results than those
obtained so far by Hon. W. J. Hanna, or to be
obtained by Mr. Thomson, his successor.

“I don’t see the least advantage in this war bread
they are advertising and that Mr. Hanna wants us

_to eat,” remarked one woman to another in the
course of a street-car conversation.

“Neither do 1,” was the reply. “Why, it is just as
expensive as the white. It all goes to show how
little sense Mr. Hanna has. I do believe our food
costs us more now than before he was appointed.”

Now, I am not qualified to discuss intelligently the
question whether or not the various substitutes for
white bread should, or should not, be sold for a less
price. That is, after all, a side issue—important as
it may be to each and all of us in these days of the
shrinking and rapidly diminishing dollar. The
trouble with most of the Food Controller’s critics is
that they are muddled in their thinking. ¥First things
first is a safe rule. To reduce the cost of living
for us who remain at home is NOT the principal
purpose for which a Food Controller was appointed.
His main task must be accomplished first. We are
facing world-wide scarcity of food; we are, in fact,
in danger of world-wide famine. The Tood Con-
troller’s task is so to regulate and direct consump-
tion of food that there will be sufficient for all, so
to divert consumption from one food to another that
certain essential staples and highly concentrated
toods such as wheat, beef and bacon may be saved
for export. 2

Much noise has been abroad in the land about
the burden of sixty cent bacon. Much of that noise
has emanated from farmers who have mo objection
to $2.21 wheat or 18 cents per pound live weight for
hogs. But why should sixty cent bacon be a burden
on home keeping Canadians? We need not eat it.
Indeed, if we are-alive to the real needs of to-day,
we shall have seven baconless days a week. Bacon
is scarce; it is a highly concentrated food that
occupies comparatively little space in these days of
scant shipping facilities; it is an absolutely essential
food for the Canadian and Allied armies. Yet the
idea of most of the amateur Food Controllers in
Canada seems to be that the F. C. should reduce

THERE is one official Food Controller in Canada.

By FRANK MAITLAND

the price of bacon for the Canadian consumer in
order that we may, without undue strain upon our
pocketbooks, eat more of it. 0

Why waste time with advice and persuasion, which
so often go unheeded, when Government has the
power of compulsion. backed by the unmistakable
mandate of the people? Or, if we are still wedded
to 'voluntary effort and the fetich of personal liberty,
why be so modest in the requests that are made of
the public? Why restrict consumption of beef and
bacon in restaurants and hotels to five days in the
week? Why not restrict it to one day, or two days
in the week? ~Why not make the same'rég’ulaﬁons
applicable to private homes as well, wiﬁl_l such ex-
ceptions as may be demanded by the pecul}'ar con-
ditions in some localities or by the needs of men
engaged in strenuous manual labor? :

If it is not advisable or practicable to make such
regulations compulsory, why not make the request
of* the patriotic people of Canada? The request once
made and reasons for it stated and explained, I am
convinced that public opinion would quickly send to
Coventry any thoughtless individuals who might
selfishly disregard it.

It is a matter of common knowledge among all who
read the newspapers and serious periodicals that
there is' an alarming scarcity of wheat and flour.
The United Sta{es has no wheat for'export on the
basis of ordinary consumption. Mr. Hoover is appeal-
ing for a saving in the consumption of wheat and
flour and the saving each month is being sent over-
seas. In Canada, we have a small surplus for export
on the basis of ordinary consumption, and the Cana-
dian Food Controller asks us to increase that surplus
by reducing our consumption of bread and flour in
all Canadian households. So far so good; but

AND ONE CLEAR GALL FOR HIM

HIRTY-TWO years ago, on the 28th of July next, Alfred Richards stood in the old C. P. R. station,
Montreal, and called out the first through train for Vancouver that ever ran in Canada. “All aboard

for Hong Kong!” was his slogan.

Kong was about as far away from Montreal as heaven is now—from Toronto.
For twenty years he was train announcer.

enough to see Hong-Kong coming to Canada.

We are not told how many people got aboard.

In those days Hong-
Alfred Richards lived long
A few days

ago he went on a journey where no train could carry him. This is the picture of it.

This is a policy of saving first and shipping later.
It is voluntary saving. Why not export first and save
afterwards, thus making the saving compulsory?

Is it not possible to-day for the Canadian and
American Governments to make an accurate estimate
of the minimum requirements of wheat in both
countries and either set aside for export, or export
at once, the entire surplus? That estimate should
be made on the assumption that liberal use will be
made of all the various substitutes for white bread
now recommended to us by the Food Controllers:
If the wheat and flour were unobtainable, we should
soon accommodate ourselves to the use of hoe cake
and oatmeal products. Until such action is taken,
or we are put on rations under a ticket system, the
saving of wheat products in Canada and the United
States will be very much of a farce. There is 10
sanction for law the equal of necessity.

Of course, such a policy would entail some hard-
ship.
then that this country is at war. One weakness of
a democracy at war is the hesitation of government
to demand real sacrifice of the people. Canadians
are more ready for sacrifice and hardship than our
Government and our Food Controller seem to realize:
A drastic policy, involving real sacrifice and um-
doubted individual hardship would bhe welcomed by
the great majority of patriotic Canadians.

Tor the task of greater production in 1918 on our

farms the effective mobilization of all our man power
and woman power is urgently and immediately neces:
sary. Our farmers cannot be blamed if they hesitat®
to sow and plant an increased acreage until they
have positive assurance of an adequate supply of
labor for the plowing, the hoeing, the weeding, the
harvesting and the threshing of the crop. In every
village, town and city in Canada, committees should
be at work enlisting the signed and pledged assist:
ance of men, women, boys and .girls for work 01
Canadian farms during the busy season of 1918.
Boards of retired farmers could be usefully employed
in passing ‘upon the lists of these volunteers for
agricultural service. No time need be wasted in
appealing to the farmer for greater production Dbe
cause of the profits he can make at present high
prices.” He knows all about that and is apt to resent
being reminded of his present day good fortune. But
appeals can profitably be made to his patriotism.

In Western Canada there is a strong agitation for
the conscription of aliens for work on Canadian farms
at reasonable rates of wages. A blazing indignatiom

was excited last year by the hold-up tactics of aliens’

from enemy countries who exacted double th®
ordinary wage—often more than that—from pat!‘iO“C.
Canadian farmers whose sons were serving i“‘
Tlanders for $1.10 per day. A drastic and firtt
handling of this problem is confidently demanded Off
the Government by the people of Western Canada.
Vast areas of land in Western Canada, belongind
to the Government, to the railway companies, and
to private speculators are lying idle. Many tho®
sands of Chinese laborers are crossing the contine“t
each month on their way overseas. Could not our
Government try the experiment of borrowing a few

trainloads of these men and putting them to work:

under competént direction this spring on the task

of breaking up some tens of thousands of acres of
this idle land? It is probably inadvisable to SO%
wheat on new breaking in the prairie country. p
immediate returns might be obtainable in 1918, bu
we have 1919 and succeeding years to look forwar!
to, years of scarcity and probably years of war.

Canada is in the mood not only for sacrifice, put

for daring innovation and courageous experim.e“f

She has given her rulers an unmistakable mandafe
to spare no efforts but to mobilize all the resource®
of the Dominion for the winning of the war.
is probably more anxious, to give than her T
are to demand; she is ready for sacrifices which
rulers may fear to ask of her. No demand upon y
patriotism of Canadians will be made in vain, if t
reasons for the demand are properly explained'

ulers
her

But what of it? Some of us might realizé
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CANADIAN

"CANADIAN ARTISTS

HEN the last gun has been backed off the last battle-
field on the war map, and the last warplane has
folded its wings, some lone figure with a sketching-
easel will be looking over what’s left. Art will

nd what war began. After more than three years of war
that seemed to be killing art, the artist is now busy making
War Records.

Canada will have four artists at the front—or near it-—
Within a few weeks. Or rather four Canadian artists will be
Working on the pictures of war. They have been drafted

: and gazetted, with captain’s rank, and will soon be in khaki.
Two from Montreal—Messrs. Cullen and Simpson; two from
Toronty, Beatty and Varley. Others may follow in the spring.
. When they come back, what will they bring? To Ottawa,
;;:efal‘ as is known—nothing definite. Ottawa is not sending

S¢ men. The Art Commission, which kept the National
:hlseum supplied with pictures, had nothing to do with
:;:s;;ing, and will have nothing to do with financing these

‘ladian artists. The choice was made by a-@anadian com-
:}t‘gee. The értists will be financed by L'?rd B‘e’a\"erbl'r.)ok,
- smy men organized for that purpose by lnm They will be
% all part of a large corps of artists eng‘ii"ged in preparing
Come:ecmds. for Great Brl‘itain and the Empire. What be-
s tOf their work when it is done; 'what part of it struggles
o 0 Canada to find a place in Ottawa, will probably be

de@ by one who used to be a Canadian, but is now a

o e .
;0;?9‘138T~L0rd ‘Beaverbrook.
heirs not to reason why. = The four artists in the first

(i:clf{t Will go where they are senj, do as they are told, come

” then they are wanted, aqﬁ&.,the value of their work

"iduaj; recorders for Canada must depend upon the indi-
ty each man puts into his work.

0 doubt the Committee has chosen these four men wisely.
me:Ytare all non-studio’ painters; men of the out-of-doors;
the batitwhom the field and the sky, the human figure and

ered wall are more than posings in a studio.

M

m snoyy,

AURICE CULLEN, R.C.A., is famous in Canada as our
foremost snow painter. He delights in zeros, bliz-
zards, ice-cutters, blocked roads and houses buried
| :And he li'ves in the best city in -the world for just
o ﬂSpllring' st‘lb]e'cts. He has never been spoiled hy too
mOney'sf:Clal distinctions in a city which mixes up art and
i Netter than any other in Canada. He was born in St.
mctu’re ewfoundland,' a colony which is more famous for
g S thgn for pa;p;ters. He went to Montreal when he
ng sc;’lo“ng man, at first in commercial pursuits, later study-

o tthure under Hebert, afterwards to Paris for painting,
fop 'Sub'en much 'a‘broad whenever he had time and money
ot ‘ii?ts afnd inspiration. But he has remained a Cana-
eSDe;iaII~ICh is what some men don’t do when they travel,

: Y when they practice art.

G

qanad

HARLES W. SIMPSON is a brilliant painter. He has

?Onﬁned most of his work to Montreal and Quebec. He

IS one of the younger Anglo-Saxons who have found

i :r;f] best color in Quebec: Sanity, combined with great

Dost, o . a f_res.h sense of color, are hisg qual;’ﬁc‘ations for the
i aptain in the Canadian Artist Corps.

St

CAPTAINS OF ART.

Maurice Cullen, R.C.A.
Charles W. Simpson, A.R.C.A.
J. W. Beatty, R.C.A.

F. Horsman Varley, O.S.A.
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to the FRON'T

By - AUGUSTEUS BB LD LK
W. BEATTY never needed war for excitement. He
has mastered many colors in paint. There have been
times when he saw red-—most. And there never was

a man who could get rid of his red as quickly whenever a

big subject or a simple human situation or kindly sentiment

demanded it. He was born with an overplus of enthusiasm
which even the lassitudes of art have never overcome. His

career as a painter began after he had passed through a

considerable term as a decorator, a number of years as a

member of the Toronto Fire Brigade, and some months as

a private in the Royal Grenadiers out against Big Bear and

Poundmaker in 1885. His adventure into paint has always

been a big, romantic quest and a desire as deep as that of

Ponce de Leon or Sir Galahad. FEurope—including Paris,

London, Laren, Madrid, two terms at that with his eyes and

ears open—never drove out of his system the Canadian germ.

The past ten years he has been a pioneer in the ranks of

those that are willing to splash \Canada on the canvas no

matter when or where or-for whom, or for nobody at all but
themselves. He 1ugéd to have a penchant for the Dutch. He
has -found that which beats the Dutch. Beatty’s return to

Turope will be a strange sensation. " No artist ever carried

back with him to a new country a livelier lot of images than

he has done of the art cef{{tres of the world. Europe, in the
glory of her cathedrals and cottages and old “bridges and
tumbledown streets was the theme of his earlier art. The
new Europe of the town that used to be, but is not now, the
heap of debris that used to be a village, will"tax all Beatty’s
curious love of the land where the rampike stub above the

prule in the rocks speaks of a forest primeval.
F o the Courier. His covers and illustrations have already

stamped him as a man upon whom a patch of earth
and sky or a lump of a human figure gets a powerful grip.
I don’t think he is strong on scenery or that he cares much
for what may be called a mere landscape. Observation of
this north-of-Englander as he bangs about here in Canada
suggests that he goes hard after the big, essential virilities.
Above all things he admires strength and realism. Not what
a thing seems to be, but what it is; not the glamor or the
chiaroscuro—enough of it for his purpose, but no more—but
the strong massing of forms and colors that leaves the im-
press of a recreated reality. Varley would have made a strong
sculptor. He seems to demand mass and heft in his work.
He has had a lot of experience that knocks the guff out of
any man. He knows what it is to be a wayside man without
enough to eat, a dock walloper, a companion of those who
never see three meals straight ahead in a row, the knights
of the empty pocket and the full soul. He believes in the
splash of rain on the pelt, the bite of the hard wind, the glint
of a naked, hot sun. No fear but he will get as good a strangle-
hold on the tremendous things that high explosives have left
in France as any of the contingent. Augustus John, h;ead of the
Canadian corps, had better keep an eye on Varley,

HORSMAN VARLEY is well known to all readers of

Rl

o2

VERY now and then some man
With opportunities dangling all
round him like straps in a To-
ronto street-car, makes you
Oh, if I only had,” and so on—
A Whﬂ\vmﬂd like to do.” And once ‘
“iﬁges t: We come across a man, even in this man-shuffling time of war, who
€ hiatus. Col. Vincent Massey, the new Secretary<of the War Cabinet
O it:\v'?, was never physically fitted for anything like txjen h life. He wés
wpe“sOna]“ hat Canadians call luxury. Gfra‘ndson of the late Ha:
mj reasons he preferred not to go into the big business

llig : Pt gihe
hens of investment, output and wages and a world-wide .Connection. « -
co
Pursnigg.
Wity

'thim{\..
What

» but with tremendous sincerity, against the suggesiiqn‘* that'lie should

exploited z
i i L gl
i y.of Toronto.

nexpected'

ave
v:}zzgged the case. The character of Col
.én ¥ le to be ignored. L e :
Deople b h‘f'ealth are not so popular as they were before thi;‘_f\'ﬁirari ‘Millions of
Wealty ie ind the front lines have a notion that the world can do better without
Can;'ida, I the hands of a minority. Trotzkies are shooting up everywhere like
on ¢y thistles in a wheat-field. The idea of Bolsheviki with sabotage riding

i

n print for what he had begun to do for the Uni
as respected, even when the subject, with all “its

Massey »ill-u-stra.tes a prineiple

€ taj). g
: il-boarq is likely to spread even in Canada, where it must be confessed -

Influence Better Than Power

Illustrated by the Career of Lieut.-Col. Vincent Massey

A I\Iass&ey,vfor 2
hat répresents:

llege—at first Victoria, afterwards Oxford—Ilured::him into-academic,
He has always hated any sort of notoriety. Yedrs @go he protested’

) 11%its ‘novelty of the
Was most tempting to the man with the typewriter." Circunistances -

we had begun to make a little tin god
of the nouveau riche without bothering
to find out where he got his money.
Col. Massey may be set down as the
example of a man who early in life
Rty . preferred to live by means of the good
his inherited wealth could do, instead of by the power it i'epresented. He saw

“the opportunity and ‘he seized it: the road of service for the good of others. The

world as Massey-'sées it is a place for a man to struggle—even :ig’a'ins}f the
power of money—that he may strengthen himself for gredter service. He chose
te be of service to the young man at college, which is ‘everybody’s democracy.
As he will be sure to object to seeing ‘any printed use made ‘o't";his name‘éoupled
with any benefactions, no specific mention of what he has -done ‘is ‘made here.

©As ihstructor in miusketry, Col. Massey went about doing his' work as quietly

and effectively as only a man could who had made a deep study.of the art of

,."?f(_lap;ting himself to the needs of the case. ' As Secretary of the War Council he
«will ‘be perhaps the most unobtrusive man in Ottdwa.. Any one who discovers

i being way-laid by a caméra or a man. with a notebook had better: put it

- down rds one of those things ‘that ‘are dreamed about but never come true.

S'impl‘e" things‘are more in his line. He caught the Oxford spirit, but he remained
a Céanadian.’ He put a touch of old Oxford on Victoria College—but he knows
as well as any man that Victoria is a thorough-paced Canadian college. Hence
he refused to be carried away by mere Oxonian enthusiasm, which is a mighty
hard thing to resist. "And the reason he is talked about here is that he repre-
sents a principle of action in the use of wealth which is good for any country. {

2



— IN THE NAME OF PEAT ="

ANY years ago it was all right
for Old" King: Cole to'make
merry, but-the time has come

g when we must stop fiddling
about with the fuel situation. A few
thousand of us are .down to the bare
boards of empty .bins,- whilst the .com-
missioners, controllers, et al, are sing-
ing lullabies in concert to a tune which
has conservation as the major motif.
But all the fiddling in the world will not
alter the fact that, as far as the central
provinces of Canada are concerned, we
may no longer depend upon Pennsylvania to keep
our home ﬁrgs burning. . As to conservation, it is a
mighty fine principle if applied in time, but with the
mercury cuddling down into the bottom of the bulb
and no coal in sight either for conservation or con-
sumption, it amounts to just so much chatter—and
the coalless households shiver just the same.

We have been getting about seventeen and a half
millions of tons of coal a year from across the line—
and using every pound of it. No preparation has
been made to. shield us against a shortage. - The
hardships of last winter and this show plainly enough
that .it is a day-to-day proposition; and a boy’s size
snow-storm is sufficient to prove our abject depend-
ence upon clear tracks between the international
beundary and the home-town yards for the daily dole
of fuel. Go out amongst the poor who keep body
and soul together by hauling a bag of coke or a
bucket of coal from the yards each day for from five
to six months of each year and vou'll learn some-
thing of a desperate situation. Com-

men in order to keep warm.

CANADIAN COURIER

COME to think of it, a carload of black stones hauled a thou-

sand miles at a greater cost than it takes to get the stones
out of the earth, is a ridiculous way for humanity to get heat.
Some day we shall stop shovelling coal because we shall have no
further need to make thousands of our fellow beings into cave-
Till we get into closer conn:zction
with the sun’s heat than digging up coal full of gas, we shall
need to make use of all we can get that has calories in it. The
name of that near-by combustible is Peat. o

By REXSEHOL D L

Nature has laid by for us sufficient fuel to fill our
present needs for over 150 years, which is a much
happier condition than faces even the United States,
with all its coal mines—that-is; if the Yankees stick
to bituminous and anthracite.

Then why have we not tapped this reservoir of
comfort? Simply because ccal was in vogue and
peat but a vague memory of a few who knew Ireland,
Russia, Italy and a few other European countries
where peat is in general use and coal difficult fo
get. Peat, as it is in the bog, isn’t obvious enough
as a fuel factor. In its natural state it is usually
associated with about nine times its weight of water,
and the wet stuff must be removed before the com-
bustible material has much of a thermal value. Coai

came to us in hopper-bottomed cars or jute bags,
and, so long as the supply seemed regulated only
by the demand, it was too handy, that was &ll.

A few desultory attempts were ma.d;e to develop a
peat fuel industry, and one plant actually got started

up out of the bpg, mashed up into ®
mush to mix the fuel elements properly,

§ix inches deep, to dry. In about three
days it is nearly réady. At that time
it is simply cut transversely and longi
tudinally into blocks about the size of
an ordinary brick. It is then an eX:
cellent fuel and will stand a large
amount of handling without any 105?
and resists, to a large extent, the re-
absorption of moisture. It is extremely
- easy to ignite—a little paper or a few
shavings. will -start up a peat fire in an ordinary

-cook-stove. in a couple of minutes, and it need not

be kept burning continuously, as is the general case

with coal, since a new fire can be easily started
when required. : : :

The case for peat has not nearly been completed_»
when its fuel values have been exposed. Scientists
have been tumbling  over each other lately to:

announce the fact that peat has a remarkably high i

content of nitrogen in a form readily made available

as fertilizer—at a time when nitrates have beent
pushed up to a fabulous price at that. As Dr. Haanel
told the amazed members of the Conservation Com
mission the most accessible of the peat bogs of
Ontario alone would supply, as a by-product, a few
million tons.of ammonium sulphate. In Italy they
develop’ large areas ‘of peat for no other purpose,.‘
than to recover the valuable nitrogen content——aflda
we, with a failing wheat yield and a fuel famin®
glariné at.us to boot, let the stuff lay fallow to father

: a.crop of berries which nobody bothe?";

placent burghers with a cellar full o1
anthracite and the thermostat set at 72
may smile in blissful ignorance, but
when a few million men, living on the
safe side of the international boundary
and hundreds of miles nearer the source
of supplies, are forced out of work be-
cause coal supplies are dwindling, it is
high time the complacent crowd joined
the chilly throngs and set about to find
a remedy.
How can we do it? Simply by signing
a declaration of independence! There
is no actual reason for our utter reliance
in the product of the Pennsylvania coal
areas for fuel. In Ontario alone, on
lands that have been owned by the Pro-
vineial Government for so long they
‘pave forgotten about them, there are
hillions of tons of fuel lying neglected.
It isn’t a question of sawing wood, but
of digging, drying and delivering peat.
Peat is the factor which the fuel com-
missioners have so far scorned. Peat
should solve the problem. Let Peat do
it. Ontario has been blessed with an
abundance of it and so have Quebec,
New Brunswick and Manitoba. As a
fuel, peat is superior to coal in some
frespects and quite as good in all the
essentials. One ton of peat gives as much heat as
about two-thirds of a ton of the best hard coal—and
_peat burns without cinders or clinkers and leaves
very little ash. It makes less soot than hard coal, is
cleaner in every way, and is less liable to deteriorate.

S to the exact quantities available, the govern-
ment surveys have been rather negligent about
tabulating - the deposits; but what few peat areas
have beén delimited, mapped and investigated by the
Dominion Mines branch indicate that, by way of a
beginning, we may be sure of 28,638,000,000 tons of
reat fuel to start with. Within a few miles of To-
ronto alone seven small bogs are known to contain
the equivalent of over 26,500,000 tons of peat fuel.
Let those who would pooh-pooh the name of peat
pause for a moment to consider the potential of
close on to thirty billions of tons of fuel hoarded
away—forgotten, .in fact—right at our back doors.
It means, that right where it is needed most, in the
Central Provinces, that provident old lady Dame

down in Prescott county. Machine peat was made
there and shipped to Ottawa and Montreal,” where
it sold at $3.25 per ton.. ‘The householders who used
it found it an excellent fuel for cook stoves and‘fires,

and they asked for more. But the war came along

and for some reason or other the baby industry

languished and finally lay down on the job. The
trouble seemed to be that the natural peat cannot
be dried out economically by artificial heat or
machine pressure, and the natural method of spread-
ing the stuff out to dry was so simple the scientific
johnnies overlooked it. But, as Dr. Eugzene Haanel
pointed out to the Commission of Conservation; at

Ottawa, a few weeks ago, the sun and wind, if let’

in on the job, will make machine peat without boost-
ing up the pay-roll of the plant one peany.

The process used in Kurope is,.so -far, the only
practical one to be applied here. The peat is 'scooped

about harvesting.

DR. HAANEL, in his most excellé’fﬂt-
; address before the gentlemen i

have been left stuck.in’the mud of the
. thousands of square miles of peat bogs
which overlay. parts of our provinc"";
He gave details of the simple, but cer

‘s th transform this  wonderful heritag®
into actual wealth. If the government
“inters the information with the’~”d‘5|§?l
obsequies in a blue-backed . brochure—
and . forgets, as usual, it stands inddct"d
.again of colossal indifference and of
what, in these times, is nothing Short
of a criminal prodigality. G '

Perhaps  the Hon. George Howard
Ferguson will stir himself ,and‘;sh_qw
that Ontario at least.is awake. A el
' famine certainly clutches the Central
Provinces. The province has “at it8

people, let the Province of Ontario—
and all the provinces which have peat—
get busy on the problem of exploitiné

. this commonplace, near-at-hand fuel that nature gave

If the United States
puts.its threatened embargo on all export coal not_',

. used. for' “war industries,” we shall have a very

us when she denied the coal.

1mn1+}(ilate reason for talking in the name of Peat.

N EARLY twelve yeavs the house had been to leb,

and the houseagent was in despair. It was

the old, old tale of its being haunted, and tenants
‘gimply wouldn't look at it.

At last the agent hit upon a brilliant idea. He
equipped every room with elaborate gas-fittings, not
only fo make them look smart, but to frighten aWaY
the, ghosts.

A week elapsed,
someone had been after the house.
to the house-keeper of the mansion.

“This is splendid!” he gasped breathlessly to th:
latfer., “I hear that someone has taken the hous®

“I'm sure I don’t know, sir,” replied the caretake,t'

He hurried ©

“Someone’s taken the gas-fittings and perhaps Llse

come back for the house!”—NMail and Empire.

and then spread out in a layer about

Ottawa, projected a fascinating visiont
of the industrial possibilities whigh

tain processes which should be applied

Hands an almost illimitable fuel supply:".
Then in the name of Peat, and of th®. -

and a rumor reached him that

¥
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. WOMEN IN THE WORLD’S WORK

HESE warriors are women. They are the famous Battalion of Death, real supporters of the Revolution
and the spirit of Russia, more feared by the Germans on the east front than any man’s battalion.
These women are here shown keeping themselves in good spirits as well as in good camp technique by
the art of the dance. ‘A Ballet Russe may be more picturesque, but it was never so significant as the
dancing of those heroic women of Russia on the eve of battle for their country.

‘e

—=

ERE, as may be observed, is no German
scene. The poor old blind lady is being
helped from her house at Masnieres, partially
wrecked by German shell fire and cluttered with
debris. The British, on their way through re-
occupying Masnieres village, stopped to remove
from their homes all the aged and infirm.
ISS ANTINETTE GREELY, of Washington,
has found a useful niche for herself in get-
ting rooms at moderate rental for Government
clerks called to Washington for war work. No
place in America knows so much about the art
of charging three prices for one room as Wash-
ington. Miss Greely undertook to circularize
Government employees in homes of their own
asking for rooms at fair prices for new comers.
F »
HATEVER Mr. McAdoo’s unfitness for
director-generalship of U. S. railways, he
has under him as regional director of the opera-
tion of eastern linés, Mr. Alfred H. Smith, Presi-
dent of the New York Central. Mr. Smith’s
minority report on Canadian railways was the
work of a man who knows—railways.

O fine feathers are required to show
come how this Englishwoman has be-
fes ;'f great war-service to her ceuntry.
Servie - Barrett now controls the motor
i € of the Gas Light and Coke Co.

" Ondon. She began with that firm as
typist.

»

UR Ffugged near-Canadian, Dr. Gren-
ectu:e“’ has recently been in Canada
igges':g. In his best days, doing the
“Dr. % work of which he was capable,
Calley :ke of the Labrador,” as he was
s y ﬂ-\e late Norman Duncan, Cana-
el‘oes"OtVehst, was among the world’s
fie hat serve and suffer and sacri-

He is a hard, big human fact—
ally, morally and mentally,

thSic

AND MEN ALSO
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I are hearing a good deal nowadays ablout
the regrouping of human interests after
the war. A vast deal of portentous
twaddle is being unloaded upon the public.

Tirpitz, for instance, fumbles his whiskers and says
the general alignment hereafter will be continental
Europe against England and America. He a$sumes
that Germany will completely corrupt and disinte-
grate Russia, without destroyimg her nationality,
making Russia the vast eastern protectorate of the
Kaiser. |
able terms with Austria and re-enter the old Alliance.
France will be so thoroughly smashed and disheart-
ened that she will never dare raise a national head
again except by the expressed consent of swollen
Germany. Belgium, of course, will be Gérmanized.
The small neutrals and the Balkans will all be dis-
posed of seriatim, and won’t count for much anyway.
With a huge central organization redrawing the map
of Europe, what will it matter about the national
aspirations of any country not big enough to back
up its nationalism by heavy guns?

So this Rhine-oceros seems to think. Well, megalo-
mania Teutonica is a marvelous thing. It has done
a lot to get Germany where she now is on the war
map. But its work is only beginning. This malady
had to work itself out first on the rest of the world.
It will take its last contortions out of the people that

first created the germ inside Germany. We know
now that it wasn’t put there during the lifetime of
anyone present. It is an ancient disease. Bismarck
had no idea that even he was the boss of the labor-
. atory when that germ was invented. But it was Bis-
marck who said after a long, studious time ambassa-
doring in Russia—that by all means Germany must
keep that Russian door open. We know why. The
door seems to be fairly well ajar now. But one of
these days something will arise in Russia bigger than
Trotzky, Lenine and Co.; greater than the game of
Quitoff and Repudiation. There is a national spirit
in Russia which Germany can’t organize her own
way. - And if the Rhine-oceros were not so thick-
hided around the eyes he would observe that any
nation, no matter how small, has something at the
core that it doesn’t care to swap for anything else.
L ]
OOKING over ourselves, what has Canada
L evolved nationally that is worth the while of
seven or eight millions to fight in order to
preserve? Suppose the ethnological expert should
put us under his glass, what would he find that was
truly Canadian which the people of this country
should fight to the last furrow to defend agsainst all
others? Judging us by many of our present symp-
toms he might find a great deal that is not Canadian
any more than it is some-part-of-European, or British,
or American. Looking at most of our towns and
cities which are supposed to be characteristic, he
would not find that many of them could not be trans-
planted a thousand miles or so without making much
difference in the looks. When we speak of something
being really Canadian we must rule out a good deal
that has been done since Confederation. Much of
it is not Canadian except that it was done under the
Government of Canada and by the laws of Canada.
But laws do not make a country. Flags do not
make a nation. A map is not a racial expression.
Laws, flags and maps are being jumbled up just now
in Europe as never they were even in the days of
Napoleon. :

Yet no doubt the furthest-north inhabitant, not
counting the Eskimo, could ‘discover something
deeper down than a flag or a statute, something
bigger than a map that he could think of as really
and vitally Canadian, for which he would fight;
something that he wants to see kept in the world
after the present upheaval is over; something that
the world needs as never before if it is to keep the
spiritual side of life on even a par with the material.

There is no province in Canada where such a life
cannot be found. In some provinces it is more

Italy will, of course, come to some reason-

Nationals Can ’t Be Crushed

»

What Have We of Our Own ?
: »

A Novelist on Suffrage
”

Big Men and Big Jobs
® :
Stiff-Collar Ethics
»

Poets and Thermometers
»

A Letter to the Editor
»

Port Arnthur, Ont., Jan. 12, 1918.
Editor, Canadian Courier:

In your recent article, ‘“The World Its Own Doctor,”
there are a few more things that want saying in addi-
tion to what you have so well said. 1 agree with the
spinit of the whole of what you have written, but after
all how are we to heal ourselves?

‘““Are we all to become slaves of the State?’ you ask.

Autocracy and Militarism has not its home alone in
Prussia, and it behoves us, as citizens of a free Do-
minion, which is part of a great and free Commonwealth,
to see to it that the hideous negation of free life is not
allowed to again secure a footing in Canada: I say
“‘again secure” Because, surely the municipal, political,
and social history of Canada, for the past fifteen years,
will give the lie to us if we assert that we were not
fast becoming slaves to a State of municipal specula-
tion, political graft and social vanity, where getting into
debt was considered a virtue, supporting a political party
to get a pull, was the cleverest thing in commercial life,
and gambling in land was looked upon as a social dis-
tinction.

The war came. Germany thought we had got suffici-
ently entangled in these snares to become an easy prey
to her diabolical ambition. Thank God Germany. was
wrong. We shall fight till we kill this evil that threatens
us, but, as you rightly say, the war will not do all the
great work that is to be done.

‘What remains? We have just returned to power a
Union Government. You say: ‘“Let us get together as
never we have.” Yes, let us; that is the first step. 'Then
you go on: “And being assured of the Government's wis-
dom, based upon the will of the people, let us submit
ourselves as partners with the Government in working
out this great business of making the world a fit place
to bring children into.”

How can we be assured of the Government’s wisdom,

and how can the Government base its wisdom on the
will of the people, if the people do not enlighten the
Government as to what its will is?

The Government asked the people to return it to power
to win the war. The will of the people, as expressed at
the ballot box, was unmistakable. The people has said:
“Go ahead with all speed and power and win the war.”
So far so good. What will the Government do to win
the war? What do the people want the Government to
do te win the war? You say the people must “wish
the Government all wisdom, based on the will of the
people,” and advise the people then, ‘“‘to submit as pant-
ners in working out this great business of making the
world a fit place to bring children into.”
to have in view, but ‘“submit’” seems rather a bad word
to use to a free people. Have we not submitted to being
partners as spendthrifts, grafters and gamblers, in the
past too readily. “Submit,” yes! it's easy to submit,
but submission begets the servile spirit and the servile
spirit spells autocratic or fbureaucratic government.

Rather, let us turn over a new leaf, or begin an en-
tirely new book. Let us show our sincerity by scrapping
the old party political machines. I.et us establish, in
every constituency, a people’s party to stand at the
back of and advise the people’s representatives at Ot-
tawa. Let every representative, in this way, know de-
finitely what the will of the people is, so that his wis-
dom maiy be based upon it, and if he bases on it his
own self-interests, or his own incompetence, foolishness,
or vanity, then the people surely will have moral cour-
age sufficient to correct the disease before it spreads to
other members of the legislature. 4 ?

The old system of party politics has been in wogue
t0o long. The system almost caused our undoing, and
vet, there are those, who think, that after the war is

A noble object

won, we ought to go back to the old game once mors
God pity us if we do! .

If we are to make this old world—‘‘a fit place to bring
children into’”’ our real work will only begin when peace
comes, and there, Mr. Editor, I think you and I are at
one. That, I take it, is the message to go to the heart
of the people in your article. You want them to pre=
pare themselves for that great day. I think, if I divine
your spirit aright, not in this article alone, but in many
others you have written, that is your object. You want
yvour paper to become one of the instruments to accom-=
plish that great purpose, if I interpret you aright. That
is a noble aim and a worthy ambition and may you and
I, and all of us, have the satisfaction of seeing it come

to pass. FREDERICK URRY.

vivid than in others. The Quebecker understands
it a little better than anybody else, because he has
not been invaded by un-Canadian influences like the
rest of us. The westerner, if he looks back far
enough can see western Canada as plain as a cara-
van of Red River cars creaking over the trail. The
British Columbian can look back to the great day$
before éven the C. P. R. came there. The Maritime
provinces have a peculiar character and history
that could belong to no other land or nation than
Canada. Ontario has never become so sophisticated
with un-Canadian ideas that even a member of the
Toronto Club could not dig around and find within &
block of his dinner table something absolutely Cana-
dian that he would like any son of his to fight for.

]
RS. HUMPHREY WARD opppses women suf-
frage. She believes that women are too
excitable to do politics any good, that they

are too easily influenced by men and that the LaboTr

party is working for suffrage because labor wants to
line up women to enforce its demands on the coud-
try. She fears that with the normal feminin®

majority in population increased by the ravages of °

war, politics will soon be dominated by feminism.
She declares that suffrage States are less well gov-
erned than others; that while British men by theif

sacrifice and sufferings at the front have earned the -

franchise, women workers in munitions, and in many
forms of public service are not entitled to the vote
hecause of what they have done for the very good
reason that they are getting big wages for doing it
and are working for the interests of their husbands
and sweethearts anyway. Women in other belliger-
ent nations are not claiming the franchise because

of anything they have done in the war; why should |

Englishwomen? Moreover, women should be given
the vote right and left for all matters concerning
local legislation, for the thousand and one things that
have to do with public health, children, education,
sweatshops, etc.; but not for conducting the affairs
of a nation. The novelist’s logic is unassailable. But

votes for women is not a case for logic. It is a senti

mental issue.
»

BIG man for a big job. No job ever created
by war conditions in this country ever called
more imperatively for the biggest kind ot
man than the business of Food-Controlling. Time

and again we have pointed out the almost Gargal

tuan scope of this department of public service:

Before Mr. Hanna was appointed we published aB .

article describing what that kind of official has had
to do in other countries. Mr. Hanna tackled it
bravely. In Canada it was a different problem from
that of any other country. We are over-producers—
and we incline to become over-consumers. The

business of balancing our consumption against ouf

production was the first clear programme that Mr.
Hanna chalked out.

And that job still remains. On another page &
contributor makes it quite clear how the West might
prefer to act on the contract of getting Canada’s
share of exportables exported. He intended the sug"
gestion for the first controller. It applies equally
to his successor. And Mr. H. B. Thomson as Canada

has begun to know him is the big man for the big

job. The little finger of Rehoboam may prove tO
be thicker than the loins of Jeroboam as in the day®
of the Israelites. Mr. Thomson may give us a CO%"
tract in natiomal service based on individual sacrk
fice far more drastic than anything that Mr. Hann®
proposed. Well and good. The country is with him-

Because H. B. Thomson is the big man for the job-
He is physically big. He is an iron-thewed giant in
physique, as big a man as Magrath, the Fuel CO%




«=der, and as hard as an iron casting. He comes
to a hefty job with the certainty that if any man
€an personally wrestle with its difficulties, he can.
And that counts. This is"a job where it counts tre-
mendously. The power to drive and to execute is
hecessary. The courage that carries conviction into
action is needed. H. B. Thomson has it. He has a
band the size of a small ham. When that hand
¢Omes down——! ?

His appointment is a sound one for many reasons.
He has the experience, not merely in some other
kind of husiness, but in food control. He has served
under Mr. Hanna. He knows how the department
Was organized, what it is capable of doing, what it
may have failed to do.

He was in food service before that. He was a
member of the Commission which recently investi-
gated the salmon fisheries of the Pacific. He is a
Westerner., He knows the measure of the land
which produces most according to its population.

H. B. Thomson has all the qualities of a big man
for a big job if any one man could have them. He
Will never get a knighthood out of it. No man can
Mmake food control popular emough for a title. The
Present British Food Controller, Baron Rhondda,
20t his before he became Controller. H. B. Thom-
50n will never need a title. He is already entitled
to the biggest support Canada can give to a big man
With a big job. And he will get it.

3

W E are within two months of seeding. Isn’t it

about time several thousand townspeople—

with more or less negligible jobs—made up
their minds to go on the land just as soon as the
_Country needs them? If factories can be closed for
the lack of fuel in the homes, why can’t offices be
closed on account of labor-scarcity where labor will
500n be most needed? A nation under certain con-
ditions ig just so many hands and feet and lifting
Capacities. There are probably 100,000 men in Can-
ada who can learn to put in and take off a crop,
Provided they have some experts on the land to
"hOW them how. Canada is only a ‘shirt-sleeves
aWay from the farm. We are a farming nation. Let
‘S act from now on as though in the main we were
2180 a nation of farmers. Organizing for a 1918
harvest will be too late in April. A lot of the or-
Banizing must begin with the people.
Agriculture are not Moseses.
and take off a good crop in 1918 it’s the people who
must do it. ApAd if the people don’t meet the auth-
orities at least half way, Government may conscript
until the crack of doom and the crop won’t be pro-

te morning paper to me when suddenly it seemed
that af( our buildings were collapsing about our
heads. We naturally supposed it was a German
8hell or homb, and believed with what thought was
left ug that others would follow. With a prompti-
‘ude that surprised me, and would indicate long and
E¥Stematic drilling that staff and pupils, headed, by
the way by our own cut and bleeding and much
frightened 1little boy, gathered in the
ba'sement, where all waited for some eX-
D}ﬂnati(,n of the terrible happening. Our
little Freq had often heard us discussing
the raids on London, and being frightened
When off alone in his nursery by the
; fash of tne explosion he fortunately
™med and ran, thus saving his life or
8t least his eyes, for a second later the
":’xe window by which he had been
otanding was shattered into thousands
Dieces, and the sashes blown across

; J;:v room. Fortunately the cuts he re-
w ed were slight. Our staff and pupils
°re likewise fortunate, only a few minor
SCratches having been experienced. One

_blast under order of General Strike.

Ministers of
If we are to put in _

i
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duced. A township is not a military camp. Farm-
ing by the people is no more difficult than fighting

by the people, so long as the people are willing to
do it. But a lot of us will need to get rid of our
stiff-collar ethics if we are to be of any use to the
nation except as consumers who have the cash.
»
ON. W. S. FIELDING has never been regarded
H as a Quebecophile, except that he loves Que-
bec as an integral and necessary part of Can-
ada, as the rest of us do. But Mr. Fielding has a
very sane and absolutely hopeful view of what may
be called the Quebec situation, and he sets it forth
at some length in an article of which the following
is an extract:
What then can be done with the Quebec problem? The
best thing is, so far as any formal action is concerned,

to let it alone, wait until the present clouds roll by,

and trust to the healing power of time to bring happier
conditions as it has done in the past. In the meantime,
since the problem is to be always with us, the English
majority might well endeavor to make a more careful
survey of the attitude of their-fellow-citizens of French
origin, to ascertain the causes of it, and be ready to do
whatever is possible to bring about better relations.
Questionings of the loyalty of the French are both mis-
chievous and unwarranted in fact. There is no national
flag other than the Union Jack to which they bow. They
have a sentimental regard for the tri-color of France,
but never as a rival to the British flag. They have
no thought of union with any other nation. In almost
everything that the English majority regard as the ele-
ments of good citizenship the French Canadians are
admittedly their equal. If the Canadianism of the French
is more intense and their Imperialism less evident, the
fact should not be surprising. Let it be remembered that
though they possess so many virtues in common with the
majority, they are still French and not English.
»

qHUTTING down factories under orders is no
}_) new thing in Canada. In years gone by we

have shut down scores of factories at once un-
der General Hard Times. In other years, as pros-
perous as these, we have shut down factories at full
There’s noth-
ing new in the principle. The novelty is all in the
way we come at the thing. For a long while we
have been so accustomed to industry at high pres-
sure that a brief shut-down even for lack of fuel
seems ‘a sort of calamity. What used to trouble us
in the hard times period was abundance of goods
and low demand. What troubles us now is high
demand and scarcity of almost everything but hard
work. We are into a new era of political economy
and the sooner we get rid of a lot of the old-time
bogeys about our economics the better we shall be
able to realize that a nation’s factories shut down

HALIFA

(Concluded from page 3.)

distant from the scene of the accident, which was
the northern end of our harbor.

F7N
/C;f//i; ’_:’:::‘\\El\\
// & - .,l\\
§ //f (\j‘\"-\ e

W\

N\ :
NN
) \

N _\1\" \\\
W S
RN Y §\“

NS

A
/{4 SR W
g

\
%

£a ]

i

®acher had an artery cut in her neck: N2 =\ \ 4
is i G h 3
50 record, in the face of 800 pames of -=. .- < 3
A r:s having been instantaneously shat- _\@ : / LD \\ %3 \
& . 1 .
Dord to atoms and window cases and \¥% "&; Al \\ 2 ko et >
0\18 blown in, passes understanding. : ‘._' < S\ S .
N d::n well understand that our escape /; ; V% i e
entirely to our being two miles’ Sl 5

N\

/) \\\v"‘ ‘-—-——- Ly \r ’./t,_
AT ER

11

in the midst of a peak load for a day or two is not
a drop in the bucket compared to the widespread
suspension of industry caused either by hard times
or a big general strike.
”
E beg to remark that two deceased English
W poets were in their day much misinformed
as to the real character of climate. It was
one Charles Kingsley who, having been a water baby
in his youth, wrote, in a fit of blind enthusiasm
worthy of a better cause,
“Welcome wild northeaster,
Shame it is to see,
Odes to every zephyr,
Ne'er a breath to thee’

Charles never had real experience in northwesters
anyway. He never rose in his bedroom and saw an
ode of breath in front of him like a small geyser in
Iceland.

Again there was the Gulf-Stream-nurtured old dog
Shakespeare who bade one of his characters say,

“Blow, blow, thou winter wind, thou canst not
bite
So nigh as benefits forgot.”

William never stood on the cornmer of King and
Yonge or Portage Avenue or Jasper Ave. or Notre
Dame and felt that a coonskin coat down to his
ankles was about the same relative texture as a
night-gown of cheese-cloth.

”
LACE: Burwash Hali, Toronto, refectory in
P peace times for hundreds of students in arts
and theology from all over Canada. :

Time: Luncheon with the faculty.

Scene: Hundreds of men in khaki at the tables.
Royal Flying Corps men, Overseas Training Corps
and Ca‘dets,-

Dialogue: “Oh it's three years now since this place
was a barracks.”

“Where do the men sleep?”

“Pour in a room anywhere there’s room.”

“Any of the students in. khaki down there?”’

“Quite a number. But more—elsewhere. Gone.
Overseas.”
“Oh. Some of the faculty in khaki, too?”

“Some, yes. No reason why not.”

«“But tell me—who are these youths of Sixteen
filing in; that little corporal’s guard in civies at the
corner table—seventeen in all? Who are they?”

“My dear sir—you are now looking at all that is
left of the male student corps of Victoria College.”

And there are twenty colleges in Canada that
might be the scene of such a playlet.

X BLIND

The explosion shattered doors and windows in
my solidly-built summer home ten miles away, and
was felt at a. distance of 200 miles from Halifax.
The only way that I can describe the effect of the
explosion is to say that it caused a blizzard of
splintered glass, and this, accompanied by flying
shrapnel, probably accounts for many deaths as well
as for the loss of eyesight. I am having a careful
investigation made Wwith respect to the
latter and hope that the estimate of 250
who have lost their sight may prove ex-
cessive, but I fear not.

Our own plans for the future are still
in embryo. The school will be dishanded
for at least one month, if not longer, but
the problem of how to make both ends
meet, serious as it was under war con-
ditions, is made doubly serious by the
expenses resultant from the explosion
and the caring for the sick and hoéme-
less. To add to this we have to face
a new problem, as to how we can best
serve those who have become blind as
a result of the terrible disaster. I feel,
however, that this matter is in God’s
hands and that with His help something
effective will be done.

The last instalment. of What Happened
to Hoa intended for this issue, wili
appear our next. G

“REikand”



waiting ahead of him at the ticket window,
the lobby of the theatre was deserted. It
lacked only twenty minutes to three, when
he glanced once more impatiently at his watch.
Behind the drawn curtains of the auditorium, ripples
of laughtér, scattering volleys of applause, told that
the usual Saturday matinee audience was getting its
usual enjoyment out of the latest popular play, still
running to full howses when other theatres had
already begun to close for the summer. The man
in the box office was at the telephone, the irritating
deliberation of his answers being plainly audible
from without. He had nothing left for to-night
nearer than the nineteenth row. No, nar for next
Tuesday either. Wednesday, the house was practi-
cally sold out; two large theatre parties. Thursday ?
He might do better for Thursday. Hold the wire.
It seemed to Mellish hardly worth his while to
wait. He knew from experience that it was unwise
to offer Nora tickets for the nineteenth row; she
would rather never see the play at all. The women
ahead of him evidently shared his discouragement.
The younger one was bewailing the necessity of
exchanging her tickets for some evening next week,
in place of to-night. Such good tickets, too! It
was so like Harry to forget and make an appoint-
ment with a business friend. “My dear, during busi-
ness hours Harry doesn’t rementber that I exist!”
Mellish sighed involuntarily, and careworn lines
revealed themselves on his thin face: He wished
that he shared the ability of this unknown Harry,
the ability of the average unimaginative, tranquil
husband, to shut domestic cares behind him when
he stepped out over his threshold in the morning.
He wished that just for one busy, harassed day, he
might forget that there was such a person as Nora
in existence. He knew that it would be better for
his peace of mind, better for his business interests,
if Nora’s face did not hover so often between him
and the letters he wrote, the sales he made, the
contracts that demanded undivided thought—Nora,
with her small, red, mutinous mouth, her aureole
of hair like spun copper, her childlike appeal, her
wide, gray eyes, avidious of admiration. He won-
dered vaguely whether other men, outwardly happily
married, had their joy cankered by gnawing sus-
picions, intangible doubts, insidious as microbes,
that found a lodgment in the brain, and thrived and
bred a fever of unrest. :

E XCEPTING for Mellish and the two women

THE wife of the absent-minded Harry, having at last

won attention from the box office, and accepted,
under protest, an exchange for the third row in the
balcony, made way for Mellish. With the spasmodic
brusqueness of natural timidity he demanded the
tickets she had just surrendered, and somewhat to
his surprise, obtained them. They were splendid
seats, nine rows from the stage, on the middle aisle;
the sort of seats that Nora always expected him to
get. It was characteristic of Nora always to expect
the best of everything, and usually to end by getting
it. Equally characteristic was her pretty imperious-
ness, which for a time had almost blinded him to
her inborn selfishness.

From the theatre, Mellish turned down Madison
Avenue to Twenty-sixth Street, and thence
westward along the northern boundary of Madison
Square, not because it was a shorter way to his home,
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but in obedience to a sudden, unreasoning impulse
to pass the restaurant where his wife had told him
she would be lunching. At this late hour it was
quite possible that he had missed her; yet Nora
was one who loved to linger over a lunch table,
forgetful of the flight of time. There was still a
chance that he might catch a glimpse of her through
the windows on the Fifth Avenue side, or even have
the luck to meet her just coming out, in all the
pride of her new raiment. He knew already how
extremely will it became her. It had come home

from the dressmaker’s only the mnight before, and

had put her in a gracious mood for the whole even-
ing. She had even donned it for his private benefit,
and had mocked him gaily because he kept forgetting
that the right name of all that gorgeousness was a
lizard green moire. How she loved the pleasant,
luxuriant things. of life; dainty viands, lavish clothes,
the glitter 'of many gaslights, the adulation of the
passing glance! She was not made for domesticity,
she was too exotic—that was the initial fault, the
source of his unrest. She craved the stimulus of
perpetual excitement; the showy, outside life of
theatre, restaurant, hotel; the champagne atmos-
phere of the modern caravansary. It was in a public
restaurant that he had first met her, five years ago—
a dinner at Sherry’s, where he had first listened to
those mutinous red lips, first been dazzled by the
coppery glint of her hair, first looked into those
wide, gray eyes, and answered their appeal for
flattery. She was little more than a child in years—
he had realized that at the time—just a tall, slim
thing, with a face that robbed him of his sleep.. He
could smile now, grimly, remembering how he had
fought against the piquant spell of her precocity,
her nascent grace of womanhood. It was not normal,
he had told himself, for a young girl in the butterfly
days of life to care seriously for a shy, reserved man
like himself, already verging upon forty and settling
down to staid bachelor habits. But Nora’s family
had smiled approval upon the junior member of the
established house of Marvin & Mellish, and cleverly
manoeuvred to make his courtship easy. He had
not been blind to their diplomacy. He had simply
allowed himself to be cajoled, deluded, hypnotized
into the belief that, through some modern miracle,
some special dispensation, Nora really loved him.
Even ‘now, after five years, there were fleeting
hours, halecyon days, when such a belief ceased to
scem absurd. Yet, almost from the first, the dis-
crepancy in age had rankled in him, begetting vague
suspicions, morbid doubts, symptoms of which he
was slow to guess the meaning. Then, one day he
realized, with a wave of self-contempt, that he was
jealous—he, Mellish, in his sober middle age, jealous
of callow youths, with the bloom of undergraduate
conceit fresh upon them, the jargon of football in
their speech; jealous of every compliment murmured
in her ear; jealous of every stranger’s flattering
glance. That was the burden that he carried
secretly, the incubus of an undefined, unjustified
jealousy. At times more definite images, ugly
thoughts with ugly names, had threatened to crystal-
lize. But he had never quite put them into words,
even beneath his breath, never narrowed down his
fears to a specific accusation. Above all, he had
sought to hide his burden from Nora herself, as
one hides a physical deformity.

Before the ‘solid, unpretentious building on the
corner, a landmark of fashion and conviviality to
an earlier generation, Mellish paused uncertainly,
peering blindishly, with near-sighted eyes, wonder-

: luncheon of six, to meet a cousin she was’ expec

ELLISH'S
USPICION

bg Frederic Taber Cooper

ing whethet somewhere behind that broad . expanse
of spotless window Nora was still there; wondering
indeed, if she had been there at all. He realized
that the thought was an epitome of his chronic frame
of mind. Between what Nora said she was goins
to do, and what Nora «afterwards did, he felt that
there was no fixed ratio. How many times he had
sought to meet her, as he was now doing, ‘risking
the chance of being inopportune, merely for the
sake of seeing her an hour sooner! How many times
he had. found to his chagrin that the day’s plan®
gaily reheansed across the breakfast table, had beet
discarded for others which took her among scenes
and people quite foreign to those among whom he
had all day pictured her—equally foreign, the demo?
of suspicion whispered, to those of whom she after”
wards told him in the evening. And always theré
was a reason for her change of plans, so plausible
that it seemed to put him in the wrong for having
expected to find her where she had told him sh®
was to be.

ITH characteristic self-consciousness, Mellist
found himself uncomfortably conspicuot®
waiting on the corner of the avenue. Yet he could
not make up his mind to enter. Instead, he turned
westward again, and loitered slowly along the uppe’
side of the cross street, straining his near-sighted
eyes each time the wide portals of the restaurant
emitted any of its guests, in couples or in group#
He was not sure whom he expected to see, but B€
knew that he vaguely dreaded their appearaﬂCe
‘What was the use of keeping up the pretense with
himself? He doubted the truth of what Nora bad
said—that was the unvarnished, ugly fact. Mrs:
Faversham was giving a small luncheon party, Note
had said. Well, in his inmost heart he was by %’
means sure whether he was expecting to see MI'®
Faversham and the women of her set. He questione
whether Nora would have mentioned this luncheorl
at all, if he had not in a measure surprised it from
her. She had been in the hall, telephoning, when he
quietly let himself into the apartment the nlgh
before, just before dinner. She had stood beyol
the bend in the hall, that threw him partly int0
shadow. But the full light of the electric shone upo?
her, emphasizing every change of expression on hes
mobile face. He had felt a singular clutch at his
heart, as he stood there, unseen, and watched her:
Nora always had one manner for women and anothe’
manner for men. It was only when she talked with
men that her gray eyes widened, only when sbe
talked with men that her red lips curved int®
mutinous pouts. . How often he had watched, Wit e
feigned indifference, that same scintillating play °
her features as she laughed up in the face of som®
other man, Jack Elting, Ted Voorhis, Wind?"
Hinckley—always just Jack and Ted and Windo™
on Nora’s lips, never by any accident the formi"llt
of a surname. How long she had been there in t
hall, talking, wasting her graces on the unseeiﬂ
telephone, he could only guess. The convel'i*ati
was about to close.. She was saying, with a Cu"iou:
little laugh, “That is all just between us tw0: °

course,” adding “to-morrow, then, at one-thn‘ty” ”’n‘
had named the restaurant as she hung up the 1e
ceiver. Then, suddenly, she gave a queer, itt &

startled cry, “Paul, dear,. how you frightened
creeping in upon me like that, as though you W°
stalking game!” and then, with nervous haste. blie
explained that Mrs. Faver sham had planned @ ltt




lizarq green moire was unmistakable, even his

from Buffalo. “I thought you were talking with a
man!” he had blurted out, surprised for once into
blunt frunkness. And then a still queerer look had
) coie over her face, almost a frightened look, he told
£ hlmself; but she answered quite naturally, “And so
I was, my dear. How clever of you! Mrs. Faver-
sham is a perfect coward about using a telephons,
80 he is giving the instructions for her. He was
‘iust saying something very nice about you, but I
- told him I didn’t mean to pass it on!” Faversham!
%The thing seemed unconvincing. Pompous little
Faversham, with his shiny forehead, his thin saffron
‘ha'r, his nervous stammer! She never would have
Squandered pouts and smiles on him, even over a
telephone. Nora’'s unembellished manner, her man-
ner for women, would always be good enough® for
-any Faversham. Yet somehow, for the moment it
had not struck him that her non-committal form
of speech might with equal readiness have
, designated Mrs. Fave:sham’s husband, or her
Self-complaisant  younger brother, Windon
Hinckley. '

HE warm, bright, summer afternoon was
passing, and still Mellish lingered, staring
Ineffectually at the doorway, through which he
haq already ceased to expect her to appear.
Suddenly a bevy of women came out together,
two, four, yes, six of them. He could not see
their faces from across the street. Mrs, Faver-
: sham might be there or she might not; but the

Poor eyes showed that. He made a reckless
Plunge in front of a delivery waggon, and nar-
Towly shunned an automobile, because his
thollghts, like his gaze, were fastened on that {
&roup of women across the way, - half hidden
behing g hansom cab. Nora had told the truth
after all, he thought, with a gladness that was
al.mogt pain. But as the automobile moved out
of hig path, he saw her, to his amazement, step
Into the waiting hansom. A man sprang in '
after her, a slender man, of medium height,
Whose face he could not see. The other women
haq dispersed, melted, vanished in thin air—it
Scarcely mattered where, if they were not, after
all, Mrg. Faversham’s luncheon party. He
: aI‘.I‘ived beside the cab;. he caught a sidewise
gh‘mDSe of the coppery hair, the soft, watery
Shimmer of the green moire; one more step and
he ¢ould have reached out his hand and touched
€I arm. The driver swung his long, flexible
bla.sh', that snapped like a spiteful cracker within
&1 inch of Mellish’s ear. The horse, a yellow
. Toan, with gaunt, ungainly legs, started ner-
Yously, scrambling for a foothold on the slippery
:thalt, then lurched suddenly forward and
Wept the woman and her companion from his
;ﬁ?ounded gaze, around the corner and down
fth Avenye,
imAt ‘a‘ﬂy other time, had the question been laid
Partially before him, Mr. Mellish would have held
:rt a.man who tried to follow on foot a rapidly
2 ;atl,ng hansom cab through the crowded maze
9 e?’ York streets, during the busy rush of Satur-
: uponalternoon, was in a serious condition, bordering
L UI.Iacy. In the present crisis he did not pause
nsider, but simply gathered himself together

S To

. an . f
: Ong SPrinted nimbly down the avenue, forgetting for
: lik:tto be self-conscious, his long, thin legs flashing

: llle long, thin spokes of a rapidly turning wheel;
i 1go\asses 'threatening to slip from the bridge of
bt : Ng, thin nose; his near-sighted eyes straining
Plessly after the yellow roan, that flitted like a

ot ;‘fngf evil, in and out through the endless stream
e aus, motor cars, omnibuses and business wag-
'tati;m At Twenty-fifth Street the mounted police,
T E(ti there to regulate traffic, waved the south-
"'Way ths ream of vehicles westward towards Broadl-
‘th * YI'ough the tag-end of a city block that forms
SWHn:S? Of-the Worth Monument triangle. As they
, eleetricm Single file, first right, then left again, an
by, g car for a moment blocked the procession.
Yol t@\;'n'fm cha:smg a runaway hat, which the wind
. tem-‘“ngly just in front of him, Mellish saw, in
“alg oughlilorary lull, a chance to grasp his quarry,
‘ OW this was to be done—whether he meant
N e”: himself into the hansom, like an avenging
. 8, Or to seize the horse by the reins, at the
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risk of being dragged in the dust; or simply to verify
his suspicions with a glimpse of her companion’s
face—he had for the moment no idea.

Fate willed it that, in taking the cﬁrve, in oblivion
of the rights of fellow pedestrians, he should come
into . collision with a street vender of flowers, a
Greek lad with a trayful of spring violets. The
damage was inconsiderable, a few bunches flung to
the ground, and one of them trodden underfoot; but
the occurrence had as sobering effect upon Mr.
Mellish; it wakened him to a consciousness of the
ridiculous figure he was cutting. He could not run

amuck this way, through the Broadway crowd, risk-
ing strangers’ necks as well as his own. His breath,
that already came in hard, dry sobs, was a further
admonition. .He thrust a dollar bill into the hand
of the easily pacified Greek, his eyes all the time
intent upon the hansom with the yellow roam, that

The woman interposed, “Jim, can’t you see the man is sick?

He is going to fall!”

¢till waited in line not fifty feet ahead of him, with
a huge red motor-car impatiently chug-chugging just
behind it. Then, all at once, the blockade opened
up, the waiting file shot ahead and swung south
again, past the Albemarle, the Hoffman House, past
the venerable portals of the Fifth Avenue Hotel,
onward into the maelstrom of traffic that sweeps
around the. angle of the Flatiron Building.

ELLISH'S first lucid thought was to spring into
one of the many vacant hansoms that waited
along the curb and bid him follow the yellow roan,
which this time threatened seriously to elude him.
He waved to one spasmodically, with his long arm.
Then as it promptly responded, he waved it away
again. He realized suddenly that he could not bring
himself to take a stranger, even an unknown cab
driver whom he might never see again, so far into
his confidence as to bid him follow that other
hansom. . No, he could not expose his jealousy to a
cab driver; already he pictured the ironical curiosity
in the fellow’s eyes. Instead, he swung himself on
to a Broadway open car, that for two blocks shot
southward with such speed that he gained once more
rapidly upon the fugitives, when at Twenty-third
Street he suddenly lost sight of them altogether. He
rose from the seat he had just taken in a bewilder-
ment of helpless indecision, But the car had started
once more before he could decide to get off; and
the next minute, as it slowed down for passengers at
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Twenty-second Street, there came the yellow roan,
at full tilt, straight across from Fifth Avenue, as
though intent upon running down the car he was in,
and him. with it. With sudden comprehensicn he
remembered that the police regulations would
naturally have obliged it to make the circuit of the
Flatiron Building; that was why it had vanished
from sight at Twenty-third Street. Now at least he
would have a good view of her companion, the man
who so insolently appropriated his wife in broad
daylight. But three stout women, crowding past him
at the critical moment, blocked his view as the cab
swung in once more ahead of the car. He had
caught only another fugitive glimpse of the green
moire, the glint of copper below the green ostrich
plume, and-still more vaguely a smooth-shaven, black-
haired, youngish man beside her. Impotently he
cursed his weak, near-sighted’ eyes, that left him in -
doubt who the scoundrel was, who brazenly rode
there beside Nora, for all Broadway to see. Was
it someone whom he knew? Someone who had
clasped his hand, partaken of his salt, enjoyed
his hospitality a score of times? Among the
men who came habitually to her evenings at
home, or freely dropped in for dinner or for tea,
there were half a dozen of medium height,
smooth-shaven and with darkish hair. It might
be any one of these. The names seemed to
repeat themselves trippingly in his ear, ii
rhythm with the hum of the car-wheels—Jack
Elting, Ted Voorhis, Windon Hinckley—Windon
Hinckley? The image of Mrs. Faversham’s
brother persisted in recurring to his mind, crowd-
ing to the front, elbowing out of the way the
other vaguer phantoms of his uncertainty.

EVER before, in all these months of un-

. spoken - jealousy, had  his suspicions
focussed definitely upon any one man. Windon
Hinckley! With his foppish dress, his dilettante
manner, the indefinable stamp of dissipation in
his boyish face and' keen, bold eyes. He had
never even tried to like Hinckley. It had jarred
upon his sense of fitness to see Nora, with her
innate fineness, suffer contact with a nature that
he stigmatized as vicious. Yet this antipathy
was so intangible that he had never put it into
words. He had simply left the house, on more
than one flimsy excuse, had gone out into the
winter night, rather than listen to Windon’s
light, frothy talk, rather than hear his high-
pitched laugh, that seemed to penetrate the
furthest corner of the apartment, rather than
see Nora's gray eyes widen mockingly, in feigned
rebuke of his flippant audacities. That was the
way he had guarded his home, by taking his hat
and going out into the winter night! No wonder
that Windon’s laughter had seemed to fill the
apartment. So blind a husband was a rare
diversion! And, after all, how was it that he had
never been definitely afraid of Windon before? Now
that his mind was receptive of something definite,
a hundred damnatory trifles rose up out of the past,
cumulative and convincing.

At Union Square the cab turned east once more.
Mellish sprang recklessly from his car, without wait-
ing for it to slow up, and broke into a run once more,
as though the devil were spurring him. A hundred
flower vendors with trampled violets could not have
stayed him now, under the impulsion of his new
certainty. Cutting diagonally across the square, he
gained somewhat on the cab, which was fading
into the vista of Fifteenth Street when he finally
reached the corner. Luck once more played into
his hands, in the shape of an open trench where a
gas main was being repaired. The cab must wait
while a dump cart was backed out of the way. Ten
doors further on it drew up in front of a four-storey
brick dwelling in whose fallen fortunes could be
read the history of a slow transition through succes-
It had lately been
converted into a second-rate bachelor apartment, of
the sort that exercised no censorship over the quality *
or sex of its tenant’s visitors. The vestibule, with
the gleaming brass of its speaking-tubes and letter
boxes, was the one touch of newness in the whole
shabby exterior. .

Mellish, reeling dizzly in pursuit, his forces almost
spent, was not a hundred feet away when the hansom
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stopped. From the ambush of a grocer’s waggon he
saw the couple descend, saw the driver touch his
hat in acknowledgment of his fare, saw her glance
apprehensively up and down the street, before gather-
ing up t®We folds of her green skirt, and slipping
furtively through the doorway. As the man vanished
after her, Mellish awoke to a consciousness that he
was about to lose them. The street door had closed
again before he could reach it. In his haste to gain
admission he impetuously pushed every one of the
eight new bells in rapid succession. The
automatic latch sounded a responsive staccato, the
knob yielded to his hand, and he sprang into the
inner hall, stumbling over a scrub-woman’s pail,
standing just within the dim vestibule. From some-
where above- him, there floated down throilgh the
gloom of the narrow stairs the sound of voices and

brass

a woman’s laughter.

Up through the darkness, the closeness, the stale
odor of cooked food, Mellish sprang two steps at a
time. The physical strain had told upon his strength;
the throbbing beat of his heart rang in his ears,
shutting out other sounds, deadening thought itself.
As in a dream he was conscious of softly opening
doors, and curious heads thrust out as he passed
successive landings. That was the consequénce of
his reckless pressure on all those new brass bells.
Half way up the third flight he was just in time to
see the trail of the green moire vanish through
the doorway of the front apartment. Some how he
managed to cover the remaining distance and thrust
his foot forward, just as the door closed, to keep
it from latching. At the same time he knocked with
wrathful vigor. He heard her startled exclamation
as the door was flung open by a man who certainly
was not Windon Hinckley, a man whom he had never
seen before. “Well, my friend, what do you want?”
the man asked sharply. “I want my wife!” Mellish
gasped hoarsely, and flung himself into the room.
As he did so she turned and faced him, a woman
with coppery hair and alizard green dress—but not
Nora, thank Heaven, not Nora! He voiced the
thought wonderingly, incredulously: “You are not
Nora!” It took a minute or two for the truth to
sink in. He had followed the wrong couple through
a mile of New York streets, he had tracked them
to their lair, he had violently broken in upon them,
and all that he could think to say in explanation was
just these four enigmatic words, “You are not Nora!”
He felt their ludicrous inadequacy, as he uttered
them. “Mercy, how he scared me!” said the woman,
“I felt sure that it was Sam!”

Mellish suddenly felt strangely shaken, strangely
faint and weak. Every thing seemed to have grown
curiously black, blacker even than the stairs he had
just come up, two steps at a time. That was it, he
told himself, the stairs and the heat and the excite-
ment. He heard the man’s voice saying, brusquely,
as if from some remote distance, “Well, now that
you know it isn’t Nora, don’t you think you had
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better be going?”’ And the woman interposed hastily,
“Jim, can’t you see the man is sick? He is going to
fall!” Mellish tried to get to the door, tried to frame
some words of apology, excuse, protest, all in one.
Instead, he collapsed weakly into a chair. It was a
new morris chair, with gaudy plush cushions. His
last conscious sensation was the stuffy smell of new
upholstery.

As the haze cleared from his eyes, the woman was
holding a thick tumbler containing brandy to his lips
—the woman who had felt sure that he was Sam,
the woman whose hair was so like Nora’s, and whose
eves and mouth were- so different. As’ she leaned
over him, he noted the cold, bold violet of her eyes,
the irregularity of her teeth, one of them badly
brackened. In the immensity of his relief he felt
his heart expand towards this clandestine couple
who had been so afraid that he was Sam, and who
now so plainly wished him to be:gone. It really
would have been awkward for them to have a
stranger seriously ill or dying on their hands. Police,
reporters, coroner’s jury—such were the fears that
he read in the attentions they forced upon him. No
wonder they chafed his hands and spilled the brandy
down his collar, in their haste to see him on his
feet again! ' Yet he was not in the least haste to
be gone. It was such a comfort to lie there feebly,
with eyes half closed, and gaze around the room.
The dingy wall-paper, the tawdry hangings, the cheap
newness of the Third ‘Avenue furniture, all bore in
upon him the realization that such people and such
surroundings did not form a part of his world, of
Nora’s world—that it was impossible to make Nora
fit into any of the ridiculous pictures that his sick
fancies had conjured up. Dainty, fastidious Nora.
who always demanded the best of everything and
usually got it—why, her very selfishness would have
been proof armor against a rendezvous like this.
He almost laughed aloud, as he grasped the full
absurdity of his fears. He owed these two a big
debt of gratitude for having cured him, once for all,
of his chronic jealousy. With sudden energy he
gathered his long, thin limbs together and rose to
his feet. As he backed himself out into the dingy
hall, with a final apology, he felt an honest amuse-
ment at the visible relief of this man and woman,
the irregularity of whose lives had so nearly touched
him.

It was past their dinner hour when Mellish at last
reached home. Nora, radiant in her new lizard
green, opened the door in person, greeting  him
effusively, too absorbed in herself to notice the dis-
order of his appearance. Windon was here, she told
him, and would stay to dinner. Windon? Well, what
of it? In the joyous confidence of his new cure,
Mellish felt that he_ could afford to be cordial even
to Windon Hinckley. Besides, he thought, as he
made a hasty toilet, it was at most only for an hour;
Nora would have to excuse herself as soon as coifee
was served, if she was going to the theatre with

A-STAGE PICTURE 1IN HBEAL LIEE

PI E came back from the
4 trenches — the only
sot; back to Winnipeg.
Mother and father and all
the rest meet him at the
station. Here they are in the
“ street. They’re so glad to
see him, they don’t say a
word. It’s all in the looks.
And looks are often deceiv-
ing. If a stage manager had
charge of this group he
would have father bustling
up along side the .lad,
nudging him into fits of
laughter, mother crying for
joy and the girls hanging
on to the outskirts, uncer-
tain whether to laugh or cry
or a little of both. Human
nature stages happiness—as
it really is; too deep down
sometimes for theatrical ex-
pression.

et

him to-night.

The dainty dinner scored the success that Nora’s
dinners always scored when they were not dining
alone. Nora herself was, as usual, nervously voluble. :

“How did Mrs. Faversham’s luncheon go off? Why,
there had not been any luncheon. She hoped he '
had not been foolish enough to try to meet her. MrS.

Faversham had telephoned that it was postponed;‘
her cousin had not come from Buffalo, after all®
Then, turning suddenly to Hinckley, “Tell me, Win-
don, about that mysterious cousin of yours, Cousin
Nelly, isn’t it? Your sister says that you were
desperately in love with her once. What is she like? i
Is she half as nice as I am?” :

As he looked across the dinner table at Nora,
dimpling under Hinckley’s flattery, suddenly Mellish's;
elation fell. They had shut him out, those twO
yvoung congenial spirits; they had forgotten he was
there. The old familiar spasm gripped his heart.
He realized that he was not cured after all; the
wonder was he had. not realized it sooner. HiS
bizarre blunder in following the wrong couple all
through a summer afternoon was no proof of Nora’s
innocence. To-night, like every other night, he was
powerless to read the truth of a single word that
fell from those red, mutinous lips, a single glancé
shot .from those wide, gray eyes, a single thought
behind that serene white brow, with its wonderful
crown of shimmering copper. Once more he bowed
his shoulders under the incubus of his unreasoning
jealousy. Long after dinner was over he continued
to sit in the dining-room; his coffee growing cold
before him; his cigar slowly turning to ashes where
it smouldered in his saucer. The clock on the mantel-
shelf struck nine, when at last he roused himself
and drew from his pocket the theatre tickets that
Nora had forgotten to ask about—the splendid aisl®
seats -that he had equally forgotten to show to her
At intervals Hinckley’s boyish, penetrating laugh
echoed down the length of the hall. Thoughtfull¥
Mellish tore the tickets across the middle, dropped
them in his saucer with the ashes, lit a fresh cigal
and pausing at the parlor door long enough to framé
his usual flimsy excuse, put on his hat and paSsed
out into the summer night.

Britain vs. Germany
Editor Canadian Courier:

Mr. Moore’s article in a recent Courier, whil® "
ably argued out, is nevertheless grossly misleading
and his comparisons are, to say the least, “oderousv"
Germany not only forbid the use of French, or any
language but German in the schools of conquef@d
territory, but forbid their use anywhere in publiC:
Now, compare this with the British practice. In all
her colonies and the Dominions the citizens may us®
any language they choose. Though with the exceP”
tion of South Africa and our Dominion the offici®
language is the English. In the Dominion Parli#”
ment French and English are equally used, and I¢
corded in Hansard. If Mr. Moore will consult the
much damned “Instruction 17” of the Ontario Act
will see that both French and English tuition is pro’
vided for. And as this is an overwhelmingly EDE
lish-speaking Province, it is made obligatory that
children in the French settlements should be taush
to speak and write English as well as French.
course provides for the study of French literatur®
history and composition. This is hardly to be chal®
acterized as German kultur. In Quebec Province the
official language is French, and provision is m#ade -'f"'r
English schools for the English minority ther®
From the above I think we have no reason to lame?

a failure of British justice and freedom, or a hypo
critical attitude towards Germany.
UNITED EMPIRE LOYALIST: :

tree’

WO Tommies were strolling idly along the Sctjye

when they chanced to gaze into an attra
shop window. £ty
Being soldiers, they both had an eye for a I?reel'.‘
girl, and there within the shop was a real wmﬂt P
“Sandy,” whispered Mike, ‘“shure, she’s just 1t's
fairest colleen my eyes hiv iver rested OR:- _ . ng
mysilf that’ll go in and buy something, an’ Perh
ghe will have a smile for me.” » a8
His companion came from “ayont the TWeed'
his answer proved. ye
“Pll gang wi’ ye,” he said. “But, hoot, MO% ze
neednae spend a bawbee. A’ ye hev tae dae 18

ask her fur change o’ a shillin’,”—Tit-Bits, : |
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T HE MENAGE

== N/,

OF - THE MOYVYIES

At Two Leading Toronto Film Houses in the Same W eek

ONE SHEWED S

BEFORE this first examination of the movie
menace goes any further, let it be clearly
understood that we believe in fair play on
the stage. As long as nine out of ten grand
Oberas are built upon illegitimate love, movies have
-'.in equal right to portray the underworld. But there
I8 a difference. Opera seduces only those who have
the Price, Movies, in so far as they are a menace,
f}: in their deadly work on millions who are
andmgn back on  vaudaville which is all right
urlesque which is wsually rotten. Fhis indict-
”Zﬁnt Of. the movie is made because this paper cir-
. liites in a territory containing thousands of movie
Ses attracting nightly hundreds of thousands.
agN-O Committee of Forty has: inspired this protest
skamSt the menace of the movies. The slight
étch herewith is a suggestion in pen. and ink of
€ culminating scene ‘in, When a Man Sees Red.
;shOWs the human gorilla who had outraged a girl

San Francisco literally broken to pieces alive by
a‘: brother of the girl who is a raving maniac

Ong the South Sea Islanders. That finale was
ote re.sult of hundreds of visual impressions, most
“st‘vhlch were connected with scenes of violence,

» drunkenness, intrigue, and brutality.
m’gsf)ore I retrace the story of this masterpiece, re-
pelledel-. that in the same row of seats there hap-
to be a five-year-old girl.
Dec::;‘y’ the hero, a young seaman of ’Frisco, is ex-
¥ou, h‘Ome any day now by his aged mother and
& sister. On shipboard he is a g;‘eat favorite,

';t addicted to the Bible given him by his sister
youucOn.ta,ining her portrait. Somehow or other t?]e
iedg sister finds herself suddenly in a cabaret, in-

g to drink and smoke by a lewd young tough
erersxurrounded by painted ladies of vice, sq.uan-
eneg S of wealth and common drunks. She is fright-

s and l.eaves the table. Her partner goes at‘.ter
‘kil.)p I‘{e is intercepted by a burly hard-looking
‘Tetelel who snatches the girl from him and under

~ehce of taking her home orders a taxi. Scenes

the taxi. The gorilla tries to embrace the girl.
€ Tesists him. There is a struggle.
e(nrlﬂ;:egg:e‘yev&r-old child in the same row of seats sud-
behind the chair-backs and wept aloud).

Eihe, gorilla drags the unconscious girl from the
8;&‘.3‘ 5116 next seen of her she lies on the st.reetr
Léd;,!' .D comes a limousine; occupants, the “Pamte?d
i‘;llair just out of the cabaret and a drunken mil-
Omeg €. They pick her up and take her honie. She
! Larr to her mother a raving maniac, and dies.
up h-oy comes on shore, happy as a lark. Swinging
Stay t“ol the docks with his pack he stops at a ﬂowe.r—
m°ther buy an armful of white carnations for his

% and sister. He arrives—to learn the news.
bz::on’ the gorilla, prepares to sail agaip in the
i ;’SS. . He has trouble getting a crew because
At t101‘1‘1ble brutality. Larry, anxious to go to sea
’ s“tton 0 forget everything, signs on vas first mate to
e loo‘ The two men hecome enemies at sea.- Larry
eaptainp(;ipm-ar and too fond of his Bible..whlch thg
re&ding ings to the deck and orders him to stop
ﬁan.w I‘Jarry knocks him down.
Soy 5 hlle. a yacht sails away from Frisco to the
ﬂ;‘erew €as in the wake of the Albatross, on board
Palnte of drunken pleasure-seekers, including the
: Lady and the dissolute-millionaire.
81a5 4 Albatross and the yacht land at the same
Blacy. " Lflnia_ At a cabaret here not far from the
‘Slanders, Larry meets the Painted Lady and

A Maniac Murdering a Human Gorilla
as Revenge for the Death By Mania of 04
.8‘ an Outraged Sister.

By “Pheatrieus

‘Scene in When a Man Sees Red, starring Wm.

Farnum. —Drawn by One Who Saw It.
»

througﬁ a flirtation engineered by herself falls in
love with her. She declares she cannot marry him
because she is a fallen woman. She sails away,
apparently not having told him that she knows who
is the betrayer and murderer of *his sister. The
Albatross sails, leaving behind Sttton’s baboon
«underdog,” who knows the secret, and Larry, who
has left the ship. A terrible storm strikes. The
Albatross makes for shelter. The yacht is beached
on the rocks. Dissolute young millionaire in his
underclothes and Painted Lady are marooned on a
rock. Signals of distress. A boat from the Albatross
comes to the rescue. Millionaire vanishes some-
where. Painted Lady is taken on deck to the cabin
of the gorilla. Scene. Knife encounter. Sutton

OVIES in their best form are a revelation,
M capable of glorifying nature, enlarging the

vision of art and enlightening humanity. In
their worst form they are a revival of the worst
melodrama we ever had; infinitely multiplied in
variety and speed, exaggerated in size and intensi-
fied by powerful lighting effects. Where a melo-
drama had but five complete changes' of scene in
one play the movie has five hundred. With no voices
to engage the ear the eye is left free to concentrate
on the screen. The attention of an audience at a
movie is greater than at any but the most powerful
plays done by the greatest of actors. = A gripping
movie is a succession of climaxes leading up to other
climaxes. The brain and the eye -and the: n‘erve\s
get no chance to rest. The result is a terrific stimu-
lus to the nerves followed by a reaction. There are
no stage limitations. The movie has little or noth-
ing to do with the stage. The most colossal stage
spectacle ever produced could never equal-the pro-
digious scenic investiture of even the commonest
{ilm. The movie has become a menace because its
power is subject to no human check znd because
real censorship of movies has never -yet ‘been;in-.
vented. The redemption of the m_oi}iés will never

come about until the production jof fiims:is taken

away from inartistic scene butchers, social scavengers
and experts in burlesque.

‘wall.

A Young Woman Untrue to Her Wedded
Husband Because of Awakened Memor-
tes of the Man She Married First.

THE OTHER

makes a horrible threat, which he executes when he
orders a boat and himself rows the lady to shore.

Here on an island Larry has been living for weeks
among the natives, still brooding over his sister and
mother, he has become a maniac. Here, also, Sutton,
with his captive, discovers a pow-wow of dusky
islanders, to whom he offers the Painted Lady to the
highest bidder, body and soul and all. He drags her
by the hair and shakes her as a dog does a rat. Just
as the scene is at its most horrible height, Larry
comes rushing over the sand. He has learned from
the underdog of Sutton that the murderer of his
sister is the beast who is maltreating the woman.

Then follows the worse than brute fight between
the maniac and the gorilla; with the result that the
maniac crushes the life out of his enemy and lets
him fall on the sand and rises with his clothes almost
torn from him, leering, panting, devilish.

(Five-year-old on the seat beside me claps her hands
and crows in exultation. She has got the story.)

a far less repulsive and much gentler story. In
its own way it is quite as immoral.

Rosamond, girl wife of an English officer in India,
confesses in bed to her husband that she does not
understand the meaning of love. He passionately
vows that he will teach her and rides away with his
regiment up to the hills, where the hill tribes are
making war. His regiment is besieged in a fortress. .
He writes to his voung wife. His letters are fyled
away, with no awakening of love in her. The siege
gets worse. The gallant garrison. starving and
thirsty, are cut to pieces and hurled over the cliffs.
Those escaping confirm the news of Capt. English’s
death. Rosamond marries again; this time to an
elderly officer who becomes Lieutenant-Governor of
Northern India. He is a nice old hushand but she
does not love him. Living with him only makes her
gradually conscious that she really does love—the
man whom she first married. Brooding over his loss
she is entreated by a surviving officer, junior to
English, to permit him to write her first husbhand’s
life from his memoires in her possession. She con-
cents. Arrives at the palace a native secretary to
the Governor. Rosamond is advised by her doctor
to return to England. She goes and visits the old
home of her first husband. Here she sees all the.
religues of him, some of the clothes he wore, the
room he slept in, his portrait in oil on the wall.
Everything conspires to bring him back to her. Her
recurring love is almost hysterical. Meanwhile her
husband  arrives from India accompanied Dby his
native secretary. Rosamond at first refuses .to see
hiny; finally consents to come down; is taken vio-
lently ill at the table and retires upstairs td have a
seance with the portrait of her first hugshand. The
Goyernor comes up. She commands him to take his
“horrible hands” away and asks him what right he
has to ‘be thef"e_”_at all.. He leaves her. She has a
violent seance with the portrait; implores her native
attendant, who ;has some- black magic of the. hills
to .invoke Dby .ineantations the spirit of her first -hus-
ba;ifld, The witeh ‘holds an orgy over a pot. In the
steam and the smoke and the turmoil—you guess the
denouement: the native secretary of the: Governor
rlz{shes off: his- whiskers .and his turban and rushes
to the -scene. : His pportrait is seen to move from the
It. is—himself! The Gowernor can do nothing.
Lgve has conquered marriage.

R OSE of the World, featuring Elsie Ferguson, is
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ADVERTISING for A MISTRESS

AMELIA engages to be on hand Friday morning in three different
places. Amelia’s crowd control because they are organized.

will agree that the problem never was so
urgent as it is now. Keeping house never
was quite such a tax on ability, patience and
energy. The time to face the problem honestly is
now, if we are ever to get it on the road to settlement.

Little things happening like this are typical of a
lot of people’s experiences: '

Answering an advertisement for domestic help—
general—a. maid applied; liked the house, had no
objection to the children, was satisfied with the
wages and not anxious for more poetic license than
any average maid might expect.

“I'll come Friday,” she said, sweetly.

“I can depend on you, Amelia?”’

“Oh, certainly, I always keep my word.”

“But you understand—I have been fooled so often
by girls who promise to come.”

“Oh, yes, but you can trust me.”

“I have refused other maids, better ones some-
times, because I had already engaged one who
promised to come—and didn’t.”

“Oh, that’s not square at all. You can depend on
me. Friday morning—yes. Good-day!”

Amelia might as well have said good-night. For
she never came. From casual evidence collected
afterwards, it was found that Amelia had engaged
to four mistresses in one day. She had taken what
seemed to her the best of the lot. The other three
all waited for Amelia to turn up—on Friday!

The obvious way to get even with Amelia and her
tribe would be to engage every girl who ‘comes—and
 take the one who turns up. But of course this would
be bad ethics. It is not recommended here.

Why was Amelia thus able to deceive three mis-
tresses in a day? Because she had the whip-hand,
and she knew it. Because Amelia was really adver-
tising for a mistress, making the lady pay the cost
of the ad, and turning her down when she found
someone who suited her better.

If mistresses are to overcome this problem, they
must begin to organize. Amelia and her tribe are
organized. They have esprit de corps and all the

P EOPLE who ordinarily employ domestic help

passwords. Mistresses go at haphazards. Where is
the remedy?
Let us see. A glance at history shows us that

domestic help was once supplied by slaves. House-
work was probably classified as fit only for the lower
orders of beings. This will continue to be the case
until we raise the standard of proper training of the
workers, by treating them with the consideration
given any other class of workers.

The economic situation is out of joint to-day be-
cause of. world-wide conditions. The high wages
paid for unskilled labor in munitions and other manu-
factures of war needs, have turned many girls from
their kitchen-ward course.

gl'I‘ is useless to tell them how much more they
would have at the end of the month of doing
housework. They readily counter with the reply
‘that they want to be out more, and they want to
‘wear good clothes, and company to work with; and
it is worth more than the difference in money to
work with people who do not look down on one. And
they always add the irrefutable statement that it is
so much pleasanter to have regular hours and to
know that you will not have to be called as early
as b am, if you happen to work in one of those
antedeluvian homes where washing is still done in
the house. This bone of contention -has, in the
majority of homes, been removed to the laundry
unless the mistress does it herself, as many do. So
that when the autocrat of the kitchen table inquires
with lofty mien, “Of course you do not expect your
help to do laundry work,” the prospective mistress
eagerly pleads “not guilty.”

The mistress is to blame—not because she i3
offering to a girl who is seldom well trained the
complicated system inevitable in a one-maid house-
holid, but because, viewing the situation from the

_pinquity, and chose only

By ELIZABETH BECKER

standpoint of a broader experience she should do all
possible to make conditions such that the maid can
do her work properly and in reasonable time.

SHE IS TO BLAME if she allows members of the
family to impose upon her demanding extra service.

SHE IS TO BLAME if she does not give her a
warm and comfortable room in which she may sew
or read when her work is finished.

SHE IS TO BLAME if she does not safeguard her
morally in her home as she would her own daughter,
and she is to blame if she does not endeavor to
extend these safeguards of self protection about her
when she goes out for her necessary recreation.

Many a girl well qualified by practical experience
in her own home would prefer housework to factory
or store, but for the danger of getting into a home
where immoral men of the family think a domestic
their lawful prey. Strange to say, there are not
lacking people otherwise good, who condemn instead
of commend a girl for defending herself at the
point of the revolver in such desperate straits.
There is the problem of the immoral maid, who can
do untold harm in a household, but the mistress is
the one in command of the situation, and it is her
first duty to make fair conditions. “Systematize
your work as I do my business, and finish at a
certain hour,” is often the well-meant advice of the
master of the house, but unfortunately the home is
a continuous performance and the raising of a family
a dealing with the infinite and eternal that cannot
be shut down when mere time says “six o’clock.”
It needs a day and a "hight shift with plenty ot
spare women available, and yet one woman is often
supposed to do it all and be ready “to smile at
eventide.”

Where the helper is of
equal social standing with
the family and is treated
as such, as was the case
when the country was
newer and as Jds still the
case in some communities,
the problem is reduced to
its lowest terms. How-
ever, all women are not
like the mother who had
seven sons, and each cf
them married to a one-
time maid of their
mother’s. She evidently
understood the law of pro-

neighborhood.

ments.

such maids as she felt

above the big lake was to become a centre of influence.
talked of doing good. She only did it.
Church-women never could organize her into action.
sent crusty notes to the school teacher.
or hell to discuss with the minister. But no teacher and no minister ever
came away from under Martha Gray’s roof who did not feel that he had
been inspired to work harder himself for the good of others. :

How can I better illustrate this spiritual character of a woman whose

we should now be reaping the result. Our present

system makes this training available only for those
who have the advantage of longer training. Not
only would this aid the mistresses, but it is of
inestimable value to the working girl when she
leaves factory or store for a home of her own after
yvears of boarding.

Few of those household treasures the Swedes
Finns, Danes and Norwegians, are to be had now-
Only those of longer Canadian residence but shorter
training. Women endeavor to simplify their house:
keeping, but the complexity of life about us cannot
be entirely counteracted by removing the doylie3
and the service plates. :

Recenuy a distraught housekeeper, now to the last’
advertised for &

shred of strength and patience,
general, weeks without receiving one reply. She
changed the ad. to “Companion Helper.” They came
in by the dozen. Maids young and green, maids old
and shrivelled, maids shy and maids brazen, maids
that hadn’t gumption enough to button their boots,
and maids that showed signs of managing every:
thing in sight, and woe betide a baby that dared

to cry; maids that looked with intent to kill, if they s
were not employed, and pathetic, broken down old

women, who tried to spruce up and step lively in
the hope of being employed.

HE wages asked are all the way from §$20 per
month for ignorance, utter and unabashed, to
experienced help at $35. Some would consider the
position only if there was no washing. No cooking
and not too much company. Evidently only housé:
maids’ duties are ideal. Others demanded every

Sunday afternoon and evening off. o)

To some women, the Companion Helper offers 2
least a partial solution.
striking illustration of the trend of the times.
refined, well educated women, who have been un-

(Conclﬁded on page 34.)

HOW MARTHA GRAY

EVER be it believed, would Martha Gray have done her sharé

I \‘ of the world’s work -in and about the log house of the third
homestead, if she had not been an artist. It was the spirit of.

what she did and thé form it took—crude as the form might

be—that carried her over mountains of toil. It made possible her idea O'f‘
the family. It was behind all her belief in the school, the church and the
To her the house on the gentle slope-up from the lané

Yet she never
She had nothing to do with mov®

She had no theories of heaven

It certainly serves as & =
Many.

She never

were suitable or could be
trained to be suitable for
her sons. No doubt she
had plenty of applicants!
Women are to blame that
they have not risen to the
occasion and with their
united wisdom evolved
some scheme of supplying
well trained domestics as
well as beginners who may
continue their training
under a mistress.

Let women unite on
getting- domestic science
taught in the lower grades
of the public schools, so
that every girl who has to
leave wschool early may
have the advantage of
proper teaching of simple
cookery. It seems looking
a long way ahead to meet:
the urgent need of to-day,
but if we had commenced
it even ten short years ago,

hands were always thick and hard with toil, than by telling the short
story of the little organ that became a sort of visible soul to the whol?
family? - In the strange art sense of Martha Gray, her striving after pictures

on the rag mats, colors in the rag carpets and gaieties in her pa,tchwork >

quilts; in her passion for clothing and feeding a family of eight besides
herself and Jon; in her capacity for six days work a week from five a.1m-
until nine or.ten at night; in her zeal for the children’s knowledge, industry
and self-help; in her particular care for all the things to her hand, the
spindle and the loom, the scissors and the needle and thread, the paring
knife and the pickle jar, the cheese-bags and the soft-soap kettle; the
knitting and the darning and the patching; the kettles and the pots and
the pans; the fur caps and the straw hats she made; the bonnets and th?
shawls and the mitts—in all these there was the intense love of use ar

beauty that found sometimes its most perfect expression in the music
of the home. : :

Music was as necessary there as the pork-barrel. Hymns haunted Ma
when she had no voice to sing. An old song—Scotch, perhaps—or som®
nubbly old, English thing caged up in the memory of Jon, had the powel'
to lift her away from the sense of drudgery.

And without this much of Martha’s work must have drudged her i
a drab and weary thing. Her toils were not in themselves all beautiful'
Disorder and dirt lay in wait to clutter up her hands and her feet. There
were times when no artist would have found her a subject of charm. Time?
when her clothes and her flesh and the crude,)\sticky and cumbel‘soma
things with which she worked made her into a sort of woman of the caves

But that log house, afterwards weather-boarded, plastered and enlarge™

nto

rtha
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JOSEPH’S COAT of MANY COLORS

OSEPH’S coat of many colors has always been
J a mystery. Where did Jacob get the dyes?
* . We are not told. But we infer that the sons
of Jacob were not dependent on any foreign
nation—like Germany—for the colors that went into
Joseph’s coat. The art of dyeing is evidently about
asold as the race.
Subtract dyes from civilization, and what a drab
thing it ig! Even the Indians made dyes—mostly

Vermilion—an essential part of their regime; and

they didn’t pretend to be civilized at all. In all our
de"elopment we have evolved nothing more wonder-
Tully than the colors of civilization. Where the red
men had but two or three primal colors, we have
about three hundred variations on the rainbow.
Women’s clothing has long since outdone the flowers.
Ffflshions have depended even more upon the dye-
Makers than upon the wearers. When war broke out,
the World was in a blaze of colors—and we know now
how abjectly dependent the world used to be upon
®'many and Austria for much of its dyestuffs.

Among other nations, Canada is being hit, and hit
Bard, by the conditions which have developed in
regarq to dyes since the outbreak of the war. This
Is bEComing more and more evident. One of the main
T€asons is traceable to England. Shortly after the
Outbreak of war the English manufacturing firm that
first Produced aniline dyes commercially threw up
.he Sbonge, and went into the production of fertilizers
Mstead. Byt for that, Canada, and for that matter
all othey countries, would not be passing through the
“nsatisfactory conditions they are to-day.

It is only after years of dye-decadence that the
Mmost of us have been learning the importance of
dyes, Most of us knew something' of the dyeing
Oberationg which were carried on in the homes of the
Country, But few of us took the time to consider
the place they occupied in industrial life. Some
People never know there is a moon until an eclipse
Comeg along. We know how important dyes are in -

FOOLED JONATHAN

S HE wanted an organ. Jonathan thought the
— melodeon would do till the mortgage was paid.
Deadlock. The way out of it led through a quince
Orchard, in her dealings with which M artha show-
€d that she had both determination and ingenwity

A BB B LT

ga;tgel about it the lighf of the unseen. It was to express to Martha
herselt the consummation of her love of country, of home, of God and of
It was her own corner of Canada in the making.
The Grays had a spindle-leg melodeon. Martha yearned for an organ.
: Nothing but the best available would do.
li Plano she had never even heard. Her soul would be satisfied with a

By o

Work,

® girls were to have lessons.

‘the enhanced cost of dyes.

civilization because the world is slowly losing its
color. And the colors we get are by no means as
fast as they used to be. They cost more, but they
don’t last long. Sometimes -they don’'t come any-
where near matching anything. If you are uncon-
vinced of the degeneracy that has crept over the dye
industry, just send a piece of goods to your local dyer
with a sample of the color you want, and see if he
comes anywhere near it. You may send a sample
of burnt orange and nof get a navy blue. But you
are as like as not—after several telephone calls—to
get something like a second cousin to a faded-out
fawn. :

So we are beginning to wake up to the fact that
dyes count for a great deal in connection with practi-
cally every textile industry in the country. If there
no dyeing, there would be no color; and
humanity, like the angels, would have to parade the
=treets in white; at any rate until its garments be-
came soiled by the dust, smoke and grime of city life.

The principal difficulty dyers and textile manu-
facturers are experiencing is not in connection with
The worst trouble is in
regard to color-variety. In fact about the only kinds
that can be said to be in anything like adequate
supply are blacks. Fancy dyes are about as scarce
as diamonds in a junk-heap. Even the colors possible
to get other than blacks are not dependable. Textile
manufacturers no longer guarantee permanence in
the color of the goods they produce. The wholz2-
saler, the retailer, the tailor, and the consumer have
either got to take what they can get or go without
it. And as the tweeds, worsteds and dress goods
made under normal conditions have been practically
all cleaned up, those wanting new garments have no
other alternative but to take what they can get
and be thankful. ; S R

Still another new development is in regard to what
is termed merchant dyeing. ~When dyes were iu
adequate supply and moderate in price it was the
practice of wholesale and
retail houses to have piece
goods that had been long
enough in stock to get out
of fashion dyed over in
order to comply with the
new conditions obhtaining.
This practice is now
almost to the vanishing
point on account of the
heavily increased cost.

In Great Britain, due in
part to the dye situation,
as well as to scarcity of
wool, textile  manufac-
turers are being compelled
to manufacture to a stand-
ard.  Possibly manufac-
turers ‘in Canada may ulti-

was

O R

tle organ which she had seen; a thing not much higher than the
§e1°d90n; none of those grandiose, musical sideboards that dominated so
:‘;any farm parlors in later years, but a simple, compact‘ combination of

?ds, bellows and stops which would cost, as she found out, $300.

out, wummon!” protested Jon whenever she mentioned it. “That’s

sl;)r Bone but grand folks in brick houses wi’ cornices at the gables and

MUce edges round about. The melodeon’ll do till we’re done—TI think so.”
€ cost was the only obstacle, as Martha knew. But all' they could
I exchange for the melodeon would be $20. . Mortgage interest and
& S were never done. The 'aq;ﬁgén would cost as much as summer ﬁ‘elds

.. Vinter logs could fetch in a year. : e F
in ny' ay,” he argued more diplomatically, fuzzling his. chin. “But we be

€ed of wot’s more use to uz than a horgan. It’s a sewin’ machine you

30t more, 1 tell you.” ' ;
worith Which Martha disagreed. She could, as she said, do the needle
baeke;)y hand as always she had done. She drove hard for the organ,

Sentimentally by all the family. :

harseMa“th& had a great desire, so she had a knack to meet it. Jon was
Wag d" to move than a green elm stump. But if Jon was stubborn, Martha
Yet etermined. He was without guile. Martha, honest as the day—was

c“nn? Woman. Wherefore she added to her determination a  certain
d :

Bet

- Day g,‘ Having no idea how she would ever get him to hoard money to
i whmvn on the oi'gan,,‘ she nevertheless helieved a way would open up. .
g ih came about this way: concerning a scraggy squad of quince_ trees

* (Continued on page ** >

mately.be compelled to fol-
low suit. Even as it is,
men and women in Canada
are, through force of cir-
cumstances, gradually be-
ing compelled to narrow
the variety of the color of
the garments they wear.
Exclusive colors are going
the same road as the Dodo
—at least for a while

T is true that before the:

war Canada did not
get all her aniline dyes
direct from Germany. But
over forty-three per cent.
came direct from that
country. And if that
which we got from other
countries had been ear-
marked we would have
found that most of it had

its origin in the land of

the, Huns.

. 'Here s 'a little ‘table

NOW that the peacock lustre is
. gradually fading out of civiliza-
teom, we begin to wake up to the im-
portance of dyes. Nature which
wmvented the soap bubble, intended
women at least to wear colors. If
the war keeps up long enough ue
shall all be dressing wn black ana
white.
"

EDMONDS

which enables one, at a glance, to ascertain the
cxtent of Canada’s import trade in

BvooW

aniline dyes
during the peace time of 1913 and the war time of

1917 and the variation which has taken place in it
during the period covered by the figures given:

Imports cf Aniline Dyes in 1913 and 1917.

From— 1917 in lbs. 1913 in lbs.
Gaeat Britain . o el L0 626,744 439,673
B e e N e e e AR 46,267
RO e R L o G T s s 1,141,792
SVATZe g R S T TR et 20,117 114,863
United States il o i 1,131,296 665,560
Oher Coun tries™ e fedu sigra e 33 2,265

ROt ek s AR S s s 1,778,190

2,411,420

FRO;\I the above it will be seen that the United

States has about taken the place of Germany
as a source of supply for aniline dyes, and in pro-
portion to the total imports from all countries, even
a greater place than the latter formerly occupied,
heihg 63 per cent. of the whole. But while the
United States has been able to supply us with a
quantity so much larger than four years ago, she
has been unable to supply us with the variety in
either color or quality. . .

The trouble with the quality of the American dyes
is that the color imparted to the article dyed is not
as fast as that which was obtained from the German.
Probably, however, this will be corrected in time, as
the Americans are making a laudable effort to estab-
lish an aniline dye-making industry that will make
them independent of Germany in the future. Down
in Tennessee, for example, a town with a population
of seven thousand has been created within the last
three years as the result of the establishing of such
an industry at that point. ¢

In Canada we have so far done nothihg in the way
of establishing an industr; for the making of aniline
dyes, although every textile mill has a dyeing de-
partment in connection with its plant. s ;

While during the four years the imports in aniline
dyes from the United States have increased by about
70 per cent.,, and those from Great Britain by 42 per
cent., yet the grand total from all countries was
smaller last year than in 1913 by 633,230 pounds, a
decrease of over 26 per cent., notwithstanding that
the needs of the country have in the meantime
increased. 1

But one of the most striking features in connection
with the import trade in aniline dyes is the relative
change in values. In 1913, for instance, when the
quantity imported was 2,411,420 pounds, the import
value was estimated at $555,075, Last year, however,
when the quantity was but 1,778,190 ‘pounds, the value
was $1,847,878, ‘an increase of $1,292,823. In other
words, while there was a decrease in: the quantity
of 26 per cent. there was a gain of 233 per cent. in
the value.

Comparing the average import cost for the two
periods, it will be found that whereas in 1913 it was
about 23c, last year it ran to over a dollar < per
pound. But even this increase of over 338 per cent.
does not fully represent the augmented prices which
the dyeing establishments have to pay to-day for
the dyes they use. The average, according to one
of the leading authorities in the Dominion, is. now
approximately five dolars a pound compared with

_one dollar per pound in ante-bellum days.

»
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betwixt house and garden, much
scorned by Jon, who would root
them out only that he was too busy.
He was tearing mad when he said

CANADIAN COURIER

HOW MARTHA GRAY FOOLED JONATHAN

(Continued from page 179

told him—but the two girls knew,
and also why mother was deceiving
him so.

It was the only concealment be

it, because he had waited all sum-
mer to_nibble one of those quinces
and when he did it,

“Drat the ’ard, sour thing,” he
said, spitting it out. “Wife wum-
mon! Never any gude them’ll be.
The pigs won’t eat them. Wot sow
won’t eat man Shouldn’t—I tell
you!”

ARTHA knew as little about
quinces as Jon did. But she

had a better sense of smell and
more skill with fruit. Such a lovely
crop to look at never grew to be

idle. Jon was prejudiced. Some
day he should find out, Time.
Years, maybe Nevertheless.

After experiments Martha dis-
covered that she could make from
quinces not only preserves—which
she never showed Jon—but a cer-
tain amber-colored jelly more de-
licious than currant, grape or crab.
The very first year she secretly
filled all her available small jars
with quince ‘““jell,” as she called it.
Jon never so much as saw one
of them. He observed that the quinces were all
picked. Where they had gone to he knew not.
Martha had crannies in her root-house that held all
manner of things.

Very first market-day after the job was done,
Martha went along as usual; always, as usual, help-
ing to load the democrat evening before so as to let
them off by two in the morning in the October
starlight for the twenty-mile drive to get the stand
next the main street of the county town. Surrep-
titiously by the flicker of the lantern Martha managed
to smuggle in among the quarters of lamb, bags of
potatoes, cabbages and muskmelons—a patchwork
quilt cunningly loaded and padded with these twenty
jars of quince jelly. For a wonder, Jon never de-
tected the ruse. They went under the seat on
Martha'’s side, and she skilfully played the loose
ends of the buffalo robe about it, all the way in,
hour by hour, mile on mile towards the daybreak
which ci'ept over the caravans of the gravel road
just as they caught sight of the spires of the county
town. And the sun lifted ‘itself only when Jon,
shouting to the boom of the market bell, backed his
team to the curb two stands down from the main
street, because some of the French farmers from
the nearby claims had beaten him to the front line.

One day at market to Jon and Martha was very
much like all the rest. This was different. Martha
had a charge to conceal. While Jon manoeuvred
with the horses she contrived to conceal her bundle
up by the dashboard, before she laid out her tempting
little tail-board shop which, with its various colors,
was a very charming picture; and she well knew
how a bit of color and artistie arrangement helped
to interest the critical housewife with her basket.
If she could but have crowned the show with those
rows of amber-colored quince jars she would have
had a much better picture. But Jon must not find out.

By noon, having breakfast before two, they ate
their basket lunch and drank cold tea sitting by
the curbside among the marketers. The load was
selling better than usual. By half-past three, please
God, as Jon said, it might be all gone, and they
could start early for home. Not so Martha, who
still kept in hiding her jars of jelly, waiting for a
chance. Always when the load was done Jon and
Martha took a turn up the main street to some
store. This day Martha had a headache. She would
stay with the load. But she entreated Jon to get
for her at a store far up street something which she
knew would take him best part of an hour, and he
said so; but she was quite determined. So off
he went.

And with a pair of baskets loaded with her jelly
jars off went Martha also, swiftly across the bridge
of the creek in among a pack of well-to-do houses
she could see from the market. The sight of this
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While Jon manoeuvred with the horses, Martha
contrived to conceal her bundle up by the dash-board.

black-bonneted, trudging woman with the neat, faded
black dress and the two baskets was something new
on that street, where all the housewives did their
own carrying. '

Oh, the hurry she had to get back before Jon,
minus all her jars at fifteen cents each, charging
five for the jar so that she might buy others for
the rest of the quinces. But by the help of good
luck and swift heels she made it. She had not a
jar of jelly left. And when Jon came trudging back
to the team here she was busy packing up.

Week by week Martha carried on this secret
campaign with the quinces till she had them all con-
verted “to jelly and the jars off.to market, away on
into the driving east winds of November, the rains
and the-mud. Every Saturday she contrived some
way to get Jon off her hands for half an hour so that
she might deliver the jars which she had contracted
by custom the week hefore. Narrowly many a time
she avoided some housewife at the waggon asking
her after the jelly; though if possible she slipped
one over when Jon wasn’t looking.

HIS was to be a secret. Martha knew how to
keep it, knew how to wait year by year, hoard-

ing up her stealthy cash against the great day, watch-
ing the quince-trees bloom white, the nubbins come
on and the fruit thicken up while Jon left the quince
grove alone, never seeming to know where the pesky
sour things went to, when not one of the children

tween these two. It lasted four
years, at the end of which time
Martha Gray had accumulated #
secret $54. .

Last Saturday evening of the
market season, after getting home,
Martha gave the children some
work to stay up. Perhaps they
knew why. Jon looked over the
laggard group.

“Now, then, to bed all on you!”
he said. “Church in the.mornin’."

UT they went not. Instead, Mar-
tha rose and went to a secret
place in the bottom of a bureau
drawer. She fetched back a tin
box, which she set on the kitchen
table and slowly unlocked while
the family leaned over the table
under the scowling front of Jona-
than. With a smile she spilled the
box loose—ten-cent pieces, quarters,
fives, coppers. :
“O—0—oh!” screamed the family.
Jonathan shouted—*“Woman Mar-
tha! Wot’s all this, then?” ?
“Oh—it’s just them despised
quinces. It’s the very pieces I've got for them——"
. “Yes, but ’ow, then? You've not sold 'm.”

So she told him about the jelly, when the look -

on his face was something like his namesake of
old must have had on the Isle of Patmos.

“That’s cash payment on the new organ,” she
said. “And we’ll make the quince trees pay for it.”

To describe the reverent conventicle that ushered
in the new organ is not the scope of this article-
It came many miles on a grand sort of waggon. It
was carried as gingerly as though it had been a new
baby into the barish front room with its rag carpet,
new-plastered walls and box stove. It was set up
between windows and at once became the heart of
the room; the spot where most of all the lamp stood
—because seldom anybody went to the parlor unless
to hear the beautiful sweet tones of that organ.

The voice of that little box of reeds and bellows
became the finest sound in the whole community-
Neighbors flocked in to hear it. All the Sabbaths
and some of the evenings were made beautiful and
gracious and almost divine by the hymns and song8
and polkas and grand marches done on that organ
from two or three books. Hundreds of dollars in
cost were all forgotten time and again as Martha
and Jon listened. The deep drudgery of the morrow
folded itself up and went to rest while somebod¥
played the organ and one held the lamp, and all
gathered about like a village choir.

‘What it cost would last for years.
would live forever.
made the farm home seem like a gate of heaven.

(To be continued.)

What it sald

“THE EVOLUTION OF MIRAND A

IRAINDA came to us after the manner of an in-
M fant left in a basket on the doorstep. She was

like Moses found by Pharoah’s daughter in the
bulrushes. She was at the railway .station after a four
days’ journey {rom a bleak, sea-washed country in the
far east; she had followed all the instructions given her
by the shipper, faithfully to the letter—and here she
was more than a thousand miles from home with a big
city clattering overhead and underfoot, thousands of peo-
ple within two blocks of her, a whirligig of travel in her
brain and the general demeanor of a young owl caught
at mid-day blinking in amazement.

We pitied Miranda, She was so far from home. So
silent. So thick through. So ill-clad and picturesque.
So altogether looking 'like a misfit in a cruelly busy
world. ; :

Well, time would tell. Miranda said nothing, but went
to work. Her first difficulty 'was over the stairways and
doors.

“Oh?” she said, “be I to go in be the back door, sure
enough?”’

‘“Yes, Miranda, maids are always supposed to go in at
the back door. The front door is for the mistress.”

She laughed-—baboonishly.

“And them stairs now?’ she wanted to know.
g0 up them front ones that’'s carpeted?”

“I domn't

“Only when you clean them, Miranda; and of cours®
you can always use the front door when you go out for
the milk. Now you understand.”

So she did. But it was such a strange world, this city
place. Miranda came from a land where they had 1o
back stairs and where one door was as good as another’
a land of no cellars, no coal, no gas, and no electric
lights. She had been brought up on wood and coal-oil-
And it was a very grave problem with her mistress what
would become of such a primitive creature in so giddy
a whirl ags a modern city, with its manifold temptations:

Miranda’s first diversion was going to a lecture in #
nearby church. She came home in a state of excité"
ment to say that she had met & woman in the very sam®
seat whom she had known down below at home. In ted
days she had met, casually, at least six of her felloW"
natives. Which would be very nice for Miranda, quo!
her mistress, not wanting her to be alone. 5

Much in need of clothes, Miranda consented to let hef
mistress conduct her downtown to a department storé:
Never can she forget the wide-eyed hysteria of the
who in the terrible clatter and the crowd almost a9
away. \

“Oh, Indeed, T'll never go down there any more!” #®

(Concluded on page 31.)

The magic of that little organ




- The RECRUIT EMBARKS,

By ESTELLE

war-time may seem simple—till you

try it. A chauffeur who is to don uniforms

soon after she arrives at the other side of
the water has no need of fine raiment, but all pur-
chases must be made judiciously, selected with re-
Bard to their weight and durability. Crepe de Chine
Mmust make way for flannel, fine kid for the heaviest
of leather, chiffon for wool. Even the process of
¢elimination takes time; and though I find a place
for everything that is necessary, I now realize that
8 fresh elimination must take place in London, where
Sbace must be cleared for my chauffeur outfit. The
heayy, knee-high rubber boots are the most unaccom-
Modating things to pack; and farewell gifts, such
88 a Tommy’s cooker and a large electric torch, refuse
to be shoved into a corner at the last moment; they
Gemand a definite number of cubic inches. And then,
When the final adjustments are made, I find. that
! have packed most of those things that are needful
for the two days’ journey to St. John and left un-

P REPARATIONS for a voyage overseas in

Packed those that are quite superfluous in a sleep-

Ing-car!

A NUMBER of my friends gathered to wish me
“bon voyage,” and when the train whisked me
Past the last waving figure, I found that I had col-
lected 5 new assortment of luggage—flowers, candy,
dried fruits, books and magazines. It was like
.Christma.s morning! The last two packages I opened
© Contained articles that formed a sharp contrast to
Oe another. In one was a dainty net boudoir cap,
‘OMamented with pink silk roses, in the other a heavy
bair. of hrown woolen stockings. The boudoir cap
Tébresents the luxuries I am leaving behind; the
Woollen stockings stand for the stern necessities to
Which I must limit myself overseas. That thought
Bave the flowers, sweets and other luxuries an added
Charm, and the boudoir cap will serve its turn during
~e Voyage. I shall probably put it on each morning
rhen the steward knocks at my door and says:
“You're path is ready, Madam!”

ST HAT was quite a send-off you had, Miss!” said
b the conductor, and when he inspected my
don': he added, “Well, youre going overseas—I
@ blame them! Not a very propitious time to be
OSsing, though, T should say!”
dién the seclusion of my sleeping compartment I
Dass:;mt have much chance to observe my fellow-
S ngers, but after leaving Montreal I was most
ested in the numerous officers who gathered in
atfegining-car. The majority of them were returning
2 &dgesick leave and no two of them wear the same
m‘o%;}- There is an aviator in khaki with his
tunic and embroidered wings, a naval aviator
ie::-e, an officer of the naval reserve, a bombing
With a red badge on his sleeve, a chaplain

Wi
Ve:: a black shoulder strap, a dental surgeon, a
i Tinary surgeon. The men inside the uniforms
freq Still more: several spoke with the unmis-

:il:i voices of English- gentlemen; another was
O the - tf)O, but of a different class—he referred
tel“n Tadiator as “the ’eater,” anq I overheard him

& Someone that his wife had six brothers, three

T,

brg

vma;:ers-in-law and himself, all in khaki. ' The
.°lid”ty Were Canadians, looking very fit after their
You t:?- There was the western

san- .« "THOSe father owns a salmon-

bi ,m“g\factory in British Colum-

* the son of the grain merchant

the ra?;ta’ the rancher in Manitoba,

a g, Way magnate in Montreal—

. avelling to the old port of
" Johp,

One of my friends came with me to the boat
tast;i::t: had never before been in St. John, I was
oy, g d by the steep, snowy streets, the funny
s 8hS and the general dinginess of the build-
!hipmnut most of all I liked the wide river and the
Whe, © i the harbor. It was evidently low-tide
betweewe drove down a steep incline to the ferry

M high, green piles, to which black seaweed
In the centre of the river two grey ship3

Werg
s M0, 3 ; :
g AChored, painted groteésquely with wide stripes.

~

.

-have all been branded by the camouflage
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of black, circles of green squares of dark red,
triangles of blue running this way and that, with no
apparent motive or plan.

“Why, it only makes them more conspicuous!”
was our first thought, and then we discovered that
right before us lay a number of ocean liners that
we had not noticed, for, owing to the camouflage,
they -seemed to disappear into the background. I
tried to draw one of the ships, with its deceptive
painting, and found this very difficult, for the great
bands of color running up the side, across a life-
boat, and finishing at a tangent on a smoke-stack,
made it difficult to delineate the true form. My
opinion is that the camouflage artists have used
too much black paint, that blues, greens and
grays would be less conspicuous when seen
distance, even at night, but when the ships
put out to sea with their convoy of con-
verted cruisers we shall be better able to
ohserve the effect.

Our own ship is uniformly gray, but the
six or eight ocean liners in the harbor

All -were busy loading cargoes of beef, bacon, canned
goods, lumber, etc.,, but the departure of many of

‘them is delayed owing to the shortage of coal, while

others are waiting for their cargoes to arrive by
rail. The seagulls circling overhead, looked like
distant airplanes till they dove greedily for the
refuse from the boats. We made a tour of the big
boat and admired the charming drawing-room, the
cosy library and my own comfortable state-room,
then, having deposited my hand-luggage, we crossed
the river once more and discovered an attractive
little tea-room opposite a church with a tall steeple
which Time had painted a lovely soft green. After
tea followed more violets and roses, another good-
bye and I felt deserted and lonely.

T was quite dark when I returned to the docks
and my ticket was carefully inspected by a
sentry before I was allowed to pass. The gang-
plank, formerly on a level with the dock, was now
a steep hill to climb, as the tide had risen about
thirty feet. The electric lights were dim, the boat
chilly, and I had a melancholy dinner in the great
dining-room at an almost empty table. After dinner
a few of the passengers straggled into the drawing-
room and some attempted to be sociable. The chap-
lain invited those present to join him in—no, not a
hymn—a game of “500”! but was unable to get a
quartette. Now, I am writing while the chaplain’s
daughter, seated at the piano, is entertaining the
young aviator from the West with a group of melan-
choly songs: “Just a wearyin’ for you,” “Somewhere
a voice is calling,” and other well-known melodies.
The young aviator listens with wrapt attention and
between each song he assures her: (1) That he does
not know one tune from another. (2) That he likes
that one. (3) That he never heard it before. And
in each intermission she assures him that she has

.19

lots more in her
trunk. Already
she has sung at
least a dozen. The
lights are lowered
and the music
ceases, but this is
only a signal for
conversation to

N |

le

begin. They seat
themselves sym-
metrically ©ppo-

site each otlrer at
a writing table
and knees ©ross-
ed, chin in hand,
talk far into the
night.

Thurs«lay.

HIS morning
they are at

it again, only this
time it is in the
library. All night
long the winches
rumbled, pulleys
squeaked, men
shouted as they
They are still at it and no one
We may remain here

loaded the cargo.
knows when we shall sail.
a week, yet the officers warn us against going on
shore, for the boat, they say, may sail at any moment.
The stewards and my pretty little blonde stewardess
are very kind and attentive, and already I feel that

the boat is quite homelike. I have been placed at
a table over which the ship’s doctor presides—a
handsome and dignified elderly man, another doctor
who has fought in France and cared for the wounded
in Macedonia, sits beside me. He entered the army
in August, 1914, and is now returning overseas after
his first leave. He says he feels so fit, having
breathed good Canadian zero ozone once more, that
he feels ready to go into the trenches once more.
The man in civies at my other side says, pessimisti-’
cally, that the benefit of a leave soon wears off—
his did!

HAVING had such difficulty in obtaining my pass-
port, I am naturally curious to know how the
other woman passengers got theirs. As far as I can
discover, there are no nurses on board, but there
are a number of women with young children—some
are crossing with their soldier husbands; one pretty
young thing is taking with her the bonniest of habies
to a father he has never seen. My room-mate cays
hers is a case of sickness and death—she must return
to England to settle the affairs of her mother, re-
cently dead. : 2
“But won’t you have trouble in getting a return
passage?’ I ask, and she says, no, for she is a
farmer, doing a man’s work these days with her
husband and son. The red-cheeked blonde is prob-
ably going to marry a soldier, the girl with glasses
is probably a war-worker of some sort, but the women
are few and there are only 100 passengers altogether,
besides those who travel in the steerage. We are
still waiting for them to arrive before we proceed
to Halifax. In any case I must be on the safe
side and make sure of posting this in Canada.-

Not Post-Curod

COLORED man entered the gen-
eral store and complained to the
merchant that a ham he had purchased
had proved not to be good.
“The ham is all right, Joe,” insisted
the merchant.
“No, it ain’t, boss,” insisted the
other. “Dat ham’s sure bad.”
“How can that be,” continued the
proprietor, “when it was cured only
last week?”

“Maybe it’s done had a relapse.”—
Everybody’s.
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Mahler’s Maughty Symphony and Jazz

OB3TON devotes most of a huge page in the
Saturday Transcript to what the head-lines
call’ Mahler’s Manifold and Mighty Sym-
phony of Life, Death and Resurrection; or

in other words, Man, Mind, Moods and Medium fused
into Music at White Heat. This is by .way of
‘announcing that the Mahler work would be given on
the following Tuesday by the Boston Symphony
Orchestra. It seems the super-orchestra
was used for the occasion. In ‘addition
to the usual string body, which must be
as large as possible and must possess
double-basses with the deep C-string,
Mahler demands four flutes, all of
which have to play piccolo at one
time and another; four oboes, two
of which exchange with English
horns; two small E-flat clarinets;
three ordinary clarinets; a bass
clarinet; four Dbassoons,
which have to keep a double-bassoon
warm between them; six horns in
the orchestra and four behind the
stage; ‘s,ix,:trumpets in the orchestra
and four behind the stage, two of
whom, however,

two. - of

may save money to
their employer by a willing use of
shoe-leather; t‘o_ur trombones; a

tuba of the deepest-dyed bass-ness;

two sets of kettledrums, with as

many drummers; bass drum; cym-

bals; high tam-tam; deep tam-tam;
triangle; military drum, if pos-
sible .reinforeced , by several
others; little bells; three large
bells; ruthe (a bundle of light
rods swxshed over,, a. drum-
head) ; bass drum, kettle drum,
and triangle behind the stage,

Riccardo Stracciari was recently pronounced

By THE MUSIC EDITOR

Jazz music, wherever it was, in a rathskeller or up
on a roof garden or at Carnegie Hall-—no, not there,
neither at the Metropolitan—seems to have sent the
Sun man, F. T. Vreeland, off into a day-dream. Here
is what tre su(:ceedb in getting out of his system,
and this brief extract will give an average Canadian
reader a foretaste of what may be coming over
here some day if we keep on opening imitation
cabarets:

‘The young man with a face that seems to have
grown (hnwi from blowing his cornet to the point of
apol)lexy looks around at his handful of fellow
players comm(mdm"h and begins 'thumping
earnestly’ with ‘his fashionably
shod foot and instantly the whole
pack is in full.ery. .The; musical
riot - that . breaks forth from
clarinet, t‘r()m‘bone, cornet, piano,
drum and variants of tin pan in-
struments resembles nothing so
much as a <chorus: of- hunting
hounds on the scent, with an
occasional exp)(')sion in the sub-.
way thrown in for good measure.

It is all done in correct time—
there is no fault to be found with
the rhythm of it. .Even though
the (mneh%t is constantly throw-
ing in flourishes of his own and
every once in a while the trom-
bonist gets excited about some-
thing and takes it out.on .the in-
snnmont their tapping feet never
step. The notes -may blat
and collide with: ajar, but their
pulses blend perfectly. In' fact,
the‘y ﬁequentlv ime(‘t beats of
their own bot\\een the main
thumps just to make it harder for
themselves, yet they’re always on
time to the dot when the moment
arrives for the emphatic crash of
notes. e

On the dancing floor

miss

of the

and organ. g . by Chicago critics the greatest of all . pestaurant the couples gyrate with
Lok Boat ¢ b ¥ I Rigolettos. Chicago has also the greatest cyery sign of satisfaction, though
HokR . Hoslon g, 90, Al Mephisto In Georpe Baklanoff. there is no evidence that they
there after it was dOl;l‘e g have cotton in their ears. They
Stlauss 35 “not the only super-dynamic modern com- smile happily as they dip and sway, holding each other
poser. Swmch an orchestra was devised by a man who  2fter the most approved jiu-jitsu -principles. Fox trois

knew what he wanted;
the writer,

‘“a personality in life,” says
“unbelievably dynamic. I saw him in
Rome in the spring of 1910, when he was conducting
a few,éymphony concerts. The orchestra was far
from adequate to Mahler’s exacting standards of
interpretation; but under his vigorous.and compell-
ing leadership it played several degrees better than
its real best = By the second concert, however, under
the provocation of remarks which they could not
relish—I believe Mahler celebrated a particularly
bad rehearsal by calling them a lc' of bootblacks—
they plucked up enough courage to conspire against
him, and brought a numper to grief.”

What of the symphony? . Prodigious as may be
imagined. Reviewers have wrangled over it, as to
whether his treatment of the symbolism of resurrec-
tion should be regarded as Catholic, Protestant,
Judaic, early Pagan, neo-Darwinian, materialistic,
spiritualistic, pantheistic, nihilistic, ideal, literal,
hyperbolic, diabolic, :atirie, lyric, angelic or commer-
cially strategic.

Mahler is dead now. He was a Bohemian Jew who
spent most of his musical life in Vienna, and in later
years became conducto ' of the Philharmonic in New
York, where he died in 1911 from an extensive com-
bination of diseases caused by such things as his
second symphony.

: » : :
OW, what in the name of ragtime and razoo is
Jazz music? A long spiel from the New
York Sun on this subject says in the headline,
JAZZ MUSIC A 'WEIRD MEDLEY.

Whatever it is, New York seems to have it. No
fear. Spanish dancers are not necessarily the latest..

_the most evenly delightful pro-

and one-steps are the dances they are supposed to be
(xecutm , but fired by the liberties that the players take
e old masters of ragtime the d.m(,ms improvise
.squxl,xﬁmgs and ‘shruggings of their own that are not-in
the original one-step text books. «Some of them seem
to progress backward simply by a method of wriggling
the ankles.

Now the clarinet is yelping like a dog that hasn’t
fletcherized+ a "bone ult‘f-’lclently . This inspires the cor-
netist to frenz#-and he hands a tin box on the end of
the horn. The ensuing noise.is something like the buzz-
ing rattle of a machine gun, onl ' not so musical.

Not to be outdone, the trombonist inserts the end of
the instrument into a large tin can, producing similar
sawmill sounds. The violinists saw away in a paroxysnt,
throwing their bows in the air and catching them; the
pianist beats the baby grand into insensibility; the drum-
mer vents his spleen on the cymbals, throws his sticks
into the air, and celebrates his feat of catching them on
the wing by welting the kettle drum and the bass drum
simultaneously, and the selectlon expn es in a grand final
cataclysm,

®”
At the Concert

ESERVE is a good thing in music—sometimes.
R Many soloists and a number of choruses and

orchestras we have heard go right to pieces the
moment they throw off their reserve. Abandon is not
possible to all artists. A chorus often does wonders
on soft music and shows terrible weakness on a for-
tissimo- Only the greatest organizations in the world
can cover the entire range of ex-
pression equally well.

This is by way of intimating that
the National Chorus concert re-:
cently given in Toronto with Mar-
garet Keyes as soloist was one of

- now. Some of our

grammes of the sort ever put on in that
connection. For quality: of tone the
‘chorus'hold its own, which is a good deaL
Thanks to a bad seat near the tenor end
the writer heard mostly tenor and
goprano with a muffled background of
bass and contralto. But the quality Wwas
always ﬁne The unaccompamed work
was suave and gracious.” There. was ‘of
course no orchestra, and that hampered
the choir’s range of work. The unaccom-
panied numbers were of a great variety, sentimental,
descriptive, and heroic and patriotic. There were N0
thrills. anywhere. The chorus spoke in well-modu;
lated teljms to music. It was an essentially polite
performance, replete with all sorts of fine musical
suggestions. It is merely a matter of taste, perhaps
that one should now and then prefer a cold creep at
the roots of the hair. Dr. Ham prefers not to indulgeé
it. He knows what he is after; a sane, cool-headed
interpretation of as much British stuff as possiblé
devoid of hysterics or big moments. Of such a pro-
gramme he is a master.

His augmented choir of boys spent half an hour
very agreeably on the cantata The Walrus and the
Carpenter; a tuneful, agreeable thing that never rosé
above the level of pleasantness and peace. Dr, Hant
is an authority on boys’ voices. He gets effects that
are quite characteristic; far different from those ob-
tained by Father Finn as described in a former issue:
The boys sang with a natural tone and with fine uni-
formity. But here again they never lifted anybod¥:

Miss Margaret Keyes gave a very finished per
formance. $She is described as a contralto. Bi
dently she is a mezzo. When she first sang with the
National Chorus about ten years ago, then a pupﬂ of
Dr. Ham, she was a mezzo soprano. Time has deep
ened her voice and experience has given her 2
matured sense of artistry that never offends. She 18
a Canadian singer who has done and is still doing her
share to uphold Canada’s prestige abroad as a land 0
potential music.

»

RNEST SEITZ gave his second recital for thi#
season a few days ago. His programme was i
skilful presentation of some of the best styles in
which he is becoming a master. Two years ago he

(Continued on page 23. /

»
The Concert Gown s Conge

F all singers

who'had rea-

son to appear
in short sKirts
Trilby was the
chief. Here she is,
or as she was
when impersonated
two seasons ago by
Phyllis Neilson-
Terry, who reap-
peared in Canada
week before last in
a new English play
“Maggie.” She was
the finest Trilby
ever known, be-
cause she can sing.
Trilby had as much
reason to be proud
of sher :feet -as a
danseuse. Yet she
persisted in a long
train capable of-«
concealing a hun-
dred feet. The
concert-stage train
is long out of date

soloists now are
coming out “in
street - length
skirts. And some

of them, alas! have
no Trilbies to ex-
hibit, Such is art.
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3 ECIL DE MILLE, the motion-picture producer,
says Current Opinion, recently came out of
his projecting-room with the expression in
his eyes that must have been in the eyes of

Columbus when he first saw the new land.

¥ “Come in here,” said De Mille to his associates.
1 Want you to see something. I don’t understand it;
1t is new and strange, but it is the greatest thing I
SVEr saw.” And what they saw in the projecting-
'00m was the Japanese actor, Sessue Hayakawa, in
2 then unfinished film play entitled “The Cheat.” It
Was the spectacle of an actor who could register

8reat emotional effects without moving a mascle
Of his face,

Qﬂestioned on the subject, Hayakawa gave a char-
a’(fte"ii"tically oblique answer, intimating that the
illy Sunday revival-meetings are an indication of
88 Weakness of western civilizations, He said that
h_e Vociferous evangelist seemed very strange and
gIOtesi‘lue to a Japanese of the Samurai cl=ss, adding:

elﬁo‘t‘i‘re ar'e all trained from childhood never to betray
Ereaton With our faces. Mr. Sunday certainly. has a
&nd. leO'wer over his audiences, but he waves his arms
Dhragelmm up on his pulpit and screams 0!'1t slang
coulq S. We had an actor in Japan named Danjuro who
edidsvay. an audience more powerfully than Sunday.
s Ston t fling his arms about. He didn’t move a muscle.
s 0d in the centre of the stage absolutely motionless,
ace absolutely without expression.”

nOHaYakawa, on the screen, obtains his most pro-
refu'l(:ed effects by this same repressed method. He
Utes the theory that motion pictures can never

(3 :
SUbta Breat story because there are no words; that

Y gestures, On the contrary:
1 :Vof‘ds are the crude things.
5 Subtle story.’
ut gestures? 1 expostulated. ‘Can you tell the
of g man's soul struggle by wriggling your hands?
m‘e’nitydo ‘UYOt_ wriggle my hands,” said Hayakawa, witk
on the ls Neither do I make gestures. If I want to show
at i, Cf’een.’that I hate a man I do not shake my fists
« I think down in my heart how I hate him and

try
n.
fn lif:? to move a muscle of my face; just as I would

i :
“ .HOW does the audience get it?

Saj Ha't Is one of the matters difficult of explanation,’
! getsiiakawa. ‘But the audience gets it, nevertheless.
“oug Do: Story with' finer shades of meaning than words
Tway ¢ Ssibly tell them. Words would, in fact, take
fom the meaning and confuse it.’ "

ta] It is words that cannot

Story
B

alT::tancfent drama of Japan, we are reminded, is
Were élr'aglc character and-tells of death. Comedies
T8cant ﬁlost unknown in Japan:until in comparatively
but his- lm?' It. is true that Shakespeare is popular,
on hiq é‘p(‘f‘.p-ul.anty‘ is based on ‘his tragedies and not
%o Séﬁlo?&gdlesxf The favorite native Japanese Plays
the Wire ull O,f-;_s?r_row and tears, which ITxa.kes it all
actoy th isufprlsgng to this typically stoic Japanese
Mogt ﬁoa‘ .a‘m_(?‘_lgr the American screen players the
c ’._fpm?!' in, I@panl is .Charley Chaplin. A great
childrénOY Chap.lip ;has,'gome through the school-
0ty of Japan: o :

Yelopg is,c°nnectipp, we . read that Japan has de-
Ship l‘ulj code. of movie gthic&: in the way of censor-
S that is in many respects an improvement

anyty; 3
1uv0k:dthlrng that our official censors have thus far
trom “S' For example, Tokio bans the sex triangle

Mmovie menu,

3 It requires love scenes to be
fals Del‘ate

o and restrained.” Divorce, domestic in-
Mgt iand belligerjency between husband and wife
in ¢ €T be altogether avoided or kept discreetly
thiy, Ckground. Under no circumstances can such
bloiy, ¢ Teatured or their unsavory details be ex-
AUmey | 'egardless of the “moral lesson” ostensibly

Sv,ery. :t' Mllrder, burglary, arson, crime of mearly
be‘:e:p‘tort' treason or disloyalty to country, are to

arg Off the screen as far as possible.  Children
Permitteqd to witness pictures in which

nto P
.Toki o destl‘uction of property” is depicted. Finally

Dﬁrg%s il bermit no picture that exposes to ridicule
- '™ authority, such as teachers or policemen

1'okio Insists on Clean Wholesome Movies

le, Psychological effects cannot be snown simply
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—a rule that hits at the very capstone of American
film “comedy.” There are many things for us to
learn from the Japanese in film making.

2
L 5t rpy gt i
Why Close the Theatres ?
MONG the schemes proposed to save coal has
been that to close theatres and vaudeville and
motion-picture houses- three days a week.
It is interesting to us who in Canada are consider-

F you had eyes like this gentleman you would naturally
I apply for a job in a movie show. Mr. Chichenin—

that’s his name—qualifies for the screen. He is-the
man whom Trotzky nominated as Russian Ambassador
in London before the post was offered to Mr. Litvinoff.
He was in an English internment camp when he %was
offered the post. Oh, he surely qualifies for the screen.

ing this move, to read of the effect of such a rule in

New York City. Because of its 118 places of such
entertainment, the rule would be specially noticeable
here, says the Outlook. These places burn some
$2,500 worth of coal a day; were they closed in cold
weather, they would still have to burn much fuel to
prevent the freezing of their sprinkler systems.

Added to this would be the attendant loss to the
Government, of taxes on admission, which would
much exceed any saving on coal. So far from saving
something to the Government, therefcre, the scheme
would work the other way and the saving of coal
would be negligible. i

But this is not all. The thousands of employees,
not to mention some hundreds of actors and actresses,
would be reduced to part pay on half-time employ-
ment. But most important yet is the recognition of
the theatre as a distinct means of stimulating a
cheery, soldierly spirit. London and Paris have long
since understood this, and the theatres in those
cities are open and crowded. In every city there are
large numbers of soldiers and sailors on leave.

— iy ’ 1
Florence Easton’s Elizabeth
LORENCE EASTON’S work in the role of Eliza-
beth in Lizst's opera of that name at the Met-
ropolitan seems to have ranked among the bhig inter-
pretations of the season. In nearly two columns’
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description of the work the New York
Evening Post devotes the major part of
its report of the artists to the admir-
able doings of this Canadian singer who
made her opera debut here some years
ago with the Savage Opera in English.
The writer says:

The audience was in its attitude like
the large assemblages that have so often
worshipped at the shrine of ‘‘Pasifal.”
Very few left before the impressive final
scene; there was much applause for the
spectacle, the music, the singers; and all of it was fully
deserved. Florence Easton made the part of Elizabeth
one of the most emotional and fascinating impersona-
tions ever witnessed at the Metropolitan—quite as good
as Fremstad’s Kundry in its way. Her airs are mostly
pathetic, but with the aid of tonal modulation and varied
facial expression she imparted to them surprising variety
and a deép appeal to the feelings. Her diction, too, was
remarkably distinct. Several times during the evening
the writer heard the remark that for the first time at
the Metropolitan a work was being sung in understand-
able -English.

. . S s
Begin in the Chorus
E SIE FERGUSON. who appears in ‘“‘Rose of the
World,” has this bit of advice for the amateur who
would a-filming go:

“The tfime has passed when inexperienced people will
be able tagrattain a position of importance in films. Real
artists have .come into the industry, and the cost of
production has become so great that directors can no
longer take the time to train their people in the art of
acting. © I "would emphatically urge that beginners start
their ‘career:on the stage, if they would attain real
artistic success. I would advise them to get positions in
the .chorus. The other girls around them will act as a
support during their first days. Thus they get used to
stage ways and study the art so that when the ovnor-
tlfnity comes to play a little part they will be equipped
for success.”

Miss Ferguson began in the chorus

~+Back to Happincss

AURETTE TAYLOR comes back to her own in “Hap-~

L piness.”’ That doesn’t mean that she lacks ver-

satility ‘or_can only play the Peg line of parts. So

far, though, she has been at her best in the display of

the gaminé hpmor and pathos which won her greatest

recognition in “Peg o’ My Heart.” In ‘“Happiness'’ she

returnsito this phase. with apparent satisfaction to her-

self and to the quick appreciation of her great personal
following.

Some expert dramatists have confessed that they wrote
their plays backwards; that is, they found their climaxes
and then wrote up to them. Mr. Manners is evidently
not of this school, for in his plays the finish seems to
gain from him the least eonsideration. The main thing
is achieved when it provides even a plausible setting in
which the star may shine, and this ‘“Happiness’ 'does.
The first act was the original sketch supplying the title,
and the key without which the rest of the piece means
little. In the added material we have the exposition of
what had only been told at first, shown best by author
and artist in the touching and delightfi'! air of motherly
protection thrown by the child about the mother.

Lovers of Peg will find much of her brought to life
again in ‘“Happiness,” and in the earlier episodes might
bring themselves to believe that this is Peg befére she
went to England.

»
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EO DITRICH-

STEIN, who

used to be
such a success in
The Concertmas-
ter, is now doing an
equally picturesque
role In “The King''
at the Cohan The-
atre, New York.
Eyeqlass and ci-
garette and Per-
sian lamb cuffs
are included in the
wardrobe. The tilt
of the cap over the
monocle is a cool
bit of subteriuge
that goes well with
the gloves in the
under-hand.
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Quebec From Two Angles

Glimpse: of French and
English in Quebec by an
Observant Visitor.

”®

Truth About Canadians

Perry Robinson says our troops
are not singled out for special
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The Need of Niagara

How war has minimized the
value of scenery for the sake
of power.

®

The King-Pin Socialist
Brantling of Sweden, is the
hope of all Stockholm Confer-

headiine cminence.

UEBEC is never - stale as a subject for the
descriptive writer. One of the best efforts
along this line recently is that of a writer

editorial page of the Christian

Geience Monitor, who, in two issues, gives two dis-

tinct pictures of life in that Province. In his first

he describes French Quebec; in the second the Eng-
lish section in Quebec City.

on the

New France! The change from the Maritime
Provinces or Ontario comes suddenly. In a moment,
as it were, one is surrounded by French Canada, by
French faces, French farms, French songs and
In all America, there is no more pic-
turesque and old-world region of the white man than
this Habitant Country beloved of the poet, Drum-
mond, and occupied by peasants: who form the only
important offshoot of the French people to be found.
The section has an isolated, quaint, almost medieval
eivilization, in which gay French chansons echoing
from peasant cottages, home-fashioned hay carts and
furniture, lofty wayside “calvaries,” tumble-down
little Norman houses with sloping roofs and dormer
windows, like those of France 300 years ago, scarlet
sashes and bright, knitted hoods, high, two-wheeled
carts or caleches, and low-running sleighs or bur-
leaux, speak eloquently of a day long past. So, too,
speak the leisurely, old-world courtesy and the
simple gayety and contentment of light-hearted
“Pierre and his people,” amid whom hospitality
reigns supreme and smiles are universal.

language.

The villages are long and straggling. They often
begin with one saint and end with another, as though
the parishes, having caught up with each other, had
decided to make common cause. Pass out of the
long, winding funnel of the irregular main street,
past the open-air clay ovens, where peasant women
daily bake bread, with a crowd of children tugging at
their skirts, pass the litter of lumber mills, and a
high cliff or slope, crowned by a lordly monastic
ectablishment, invariably comes to view. Noble and
majestic in its aloofness, it casts its long shadow
across some hut into which a habitant and his
numerous family have burrowed. Enter this hut,
and you will doubtless find that the main room is
doing service as parlor, dining-room, and kitchen.
In the corner, a clumsy staircase leads up to a loft
that is a shakedown for mem-
bers of the family and a
storehouse for lumber. It is
the old France, the France
before the revolution.

All along the shores of the
St. Lawrence, once the only
highway, lies the true heart
of the Habitant :Country.
Here are the historic farms,
their  precious
by feet and

measuring
river frontage
their depth by miles, their
houses ranged, in coloniai
days, in rows that their occu-
pants might the better fend
off the attacks of the Ameri-
can Indian.

“Jean Courteau”  clings
with an almost desperate love
to the picturesque  riparian
villages of the St. Lawrence,
stretching all the way from
the “gates” 6f the Habitant
Country at Riviere du Loup,
beyond the core of Drum-
mond’s adoptéd Habitant
world at Trois Rivieres ton
that outer western edge at

THE MINISTERIAL PORTFOLIO.

Shopkeeper: ‘““Here is a fine portfolio. It
is guaranteed to last for years.”
New Russian Minster:
want one to last for a few days."”
—From Novy Satirikon, Petrograd.

Bord a Plouffe, which hugs the banks of the beautiful
liviere des Prairies.

Quebec’s ‘life is English as well as French, but
one would have to dwell for some time in the city
before being fully conscious of this fact. For that
life is segregated, secluded and almost as precarious
as the hold of the attacking British under Wolfe,
until that “one perfect vol-
ley” gave them a permanent
footing. It is a curious cir-
cumstance that the ‘“colony”
has clung to the old battle-
field ever since. The English
quarter is almost wholly amid
the gardened villas of the
upper plains.

The visitor with 'introduc-
tions to the leading ‘“‘English”
families soon finds himself
whisked off to the Little Eng-
land on the heights. Outside
of the host’s house will run
a fence, probably guarded,
in approved English fashion,
by a quaint English lodge. A

path, spread with imported
brown English gravel, will
wind amid the trees and

flowers to the front door of
an Elizabethan brick man-
sion, a gardener will be mow-
ing trim lawns, or tending his
precious charges in a con-
servatory, and an English
servant maid, in unmistak-
able “cap,” will probably
open the door.

There is a sense of being thrown amid one great
family in this West End of Quebec. Hospitality and
entertainment are the key-notes to the lives of these
people, whose family names are often met with in
(‘fanadian history. But it would be hard to find a
drone among them, in spite of their leisurely habits.
The masculine ranks include lawyers and lumber-
men, tradesmen and military men. None of them so
busy .that they cannot, of an afternoon, stroll into
the picturesque little Garrison
Club, hard by the gate that
leads to the battlefield of
Wolfe and Montcalm. In the
club, with its trim bowling
green that reminds one more
of the Old Country than any-
thing else in Quebec, one
meets every one, who  is
“worth knowing,” among the
English-speaking inhabitants
of the French city. Now it
is the pensioned colonel, in
golf breeches and florid of
face, who has fought in every
part of the Empire, then the
retired bishop from some far-
away western see with a
quaint French-Indian name..
Over there sits the breezy
editor of a duodecimo Quebec
newspaper supported by its
limited English-speaking sub-
scribers, while by the huge
English billiard table bend a
monocled “yvounger son,” a
garrison officer, and a - trig
solicitor in comfortable
tweeds. The lounging room

“Oh! But 1 only

THE POTSDAM PIPER.

‘““What the Hindenburg will happen when |
have to stop?”

—Capt. Bruce Bairnsfather, Bystander, Lon-

don.

ences, Why ?

hhas its habitues buried in capacious morris chairs
and reading the Fortnightly or Punch, while an Eng-
lish servant serves them with the familiar “five:
o’clock” on individual trays. Yes, this little unpre-
tentious club is a corner of England that one cannot
duplicate elsewhere on the whole American Continent.

But once a year winter comes to dispel the illusion-
The " whole English quarter
puts on a change for the
worse. The fences of the
estates are pulled up, tha®
they may not be a trap for
the inevitable snowdrifts, the
great houses are closed, and
the hostesses, if not the hosts,
flit off by the earliest steamer
to the comparative warmth

and. the exhilaration ©f
shopping and festivities it
the great British capital

Then Quebec comes to her
own again. She is once more
wholly French.

»®

« EOPLE often ask—D?

P Canadians really Pel”

form such wonderful
feats of valor at the front, OF
do the Canadian headline®
exaggerate to please OUF
national vanity? The sal®
question is, no doubt, asked
in Australia concerning B¢
Anzacs. But it seems tbab
over in England they a¢
asking the same question, not about British troops.
but about overseas troops. H. Perry Robinson, of the
London Times, writing in the Nineteenth Century R€
view, explodes the notion that all correspondents are
in conspiracy to glorify Canadians and Australians &
the expense.of the soldiers from the British Isless
Following an exposition of some of the restriction®
placed upon the correspondents by the censol; in
which he explains that the mentioning of units ©
British troops by names in dispatches might eﬂable
the enemy to locate a particular Division in the
line, he says:

The Australians and Canadians always fight iz
units of a Corps, the former sometimes having two
Corps in the line together. An attack may be d
livered on a frontage of three Corps, of which, per”
baps, the centre Corps is Australian and those on
either side are composed of troops from the B"if".‘qh
Isles, each Corps having two Divisions in the Lings
The Australian two Divisions—comprising twenty”
four battalions-—are all Australian; while on eac
side of them are two Divisions made up of twent?”
four battalions drawn from as many different regh
ments. Supposing six hundred men of each batta]ion
in all Divisions to go into action, there will be o
gaged six hundred only of Devons, or Cheshires 5
Black Watch, but there will be nearly fifteen h0
sand Australians.

e,
It will be readily understood, in the first plac

that the concealment of the presence of a COrpP® i
Australians in the line is very difficult. The L

talion of Devons, of Cheshires, of Black Watch: m?Y
easily be unknown to the German, or the identity

that particular Division. But he is mnever long s
ignorance ‘when an Australian or Canadian Col'll’y
has “taken over.” Thesg latter, then, can generale.
be spoken of with certainty of no harm being doﬂt‘
One cannot assume the same of the individual he
talion of Home troops.




@ e iy
Vioygp, elping hand.

Moreover, it is evident that six hundred men, how-
ever gallant, cannot play as large a part in any fight
a8 can fifteen thousand. Not only can the Aus-
tralians be mentioned freely, but, being twenty-four
times ag numerous, they ought to be mentioned
twenty-four times as often a3 any individual battalion
on their left or right. We can only speak of the
Corps to right or left being composed of “English

. troops” or of “Scottish, Irish, and Welsh units.” We

are aware that that pleases nobody. But shall we,
then, mention all the forty-eight battalions seriatim
and make the enemy a preSént of our whole battle
order? Three or four battalions of the forty-eight—
one, Derhaps, from each Division—can generally be
hamed with safety, and that is what we commonly
do. 1n each section of the battlefield some one bat-
talion hag usually signalized itself beyond all others,

_either by the accident of having the most difficult

D?Sitions to carry or by some especially brilliant
Piece of work, We strive to tell the story of that
achievement so as to do the least injustice to the
forty other battalions, the gallantry of which must
80 unsung,

»

SO long as we insist on having tourists instead
of turbines at Niagara Falls we are sacrificing

Something like sixty million horse power for

he sake of a scenic asset. The hydro-electric en-

‘Elneers estimate that the tilt in the topography
etween lakes HErie and Ontario makes it physically

Dossible to develop a maximum of 6,500,000 horse
POWer ‘at the Falls, but international treaties, ex-
:;eSSing a public desire that the cascade be prjesgrye(l
ove‘: hatural wonder, restricts development to_ a’_little
500,000 horse-power. In dodging these dictums

£ €ngineers who were determined to develop a

4T8er percentage of the potential power than the :

legi : : el
sigSSIative limitations would allow have gone down-
Yéam. The latest proposal of the kind is set out

" Drint by Robert G. Skerret, in the Scientific Am-

STican, ang i¢ called the Thomson-Porter Cataract
Droject,

Brieﬂ)’, the fundamental feature of the project,vsays
e‘;i Skerret, is a massive dam arising from the rocky
"Ol‘nolﬁ the Niagara River and blocking the gorge

Mileg ank to bank at a point a little more than 4%
below the famous Cataract and something like
l;tam'ﬂes south of Lewiston, N.Y., and Queenston,
he rno. By means of this dam the water level would
e r‘a:ised high enough above the present surface of
Ocallver to provide an effective head of 90 feet. The
ankil‘esult. would be to lower the visible rise of the
s ;lg cliffs by something like one-third, but the
o evel would merge exactly with the existing
1o Wi:urface at the Falls, and would therefore, in
e!istine Ch?.nge the scenic conditions there. The

" & rapids would, necessarily, be submerged, but
2 dschfme contemplates substitute rapids below

ably am that would be equally tumultuous and prob-

e more spectacular. ‘

Dra:t‘:ch}'dro-electric installation, that would be made
woulq Zble by the building of the proposed dam,
5 evelop quite 2,000,000 horse-power, and one-
othe,.ththis would be for the United States and the
Orsealt for the Dominion of Canada. Assuming
tog s 'llz)OWer to call on an average for the cqnsump-
Woulq s tons of coal a year, the energy so obtained
€ equivalent to the conserving of 20,000,000

tong
i of fuel annually! But apart from that, it would

it
& ::ﬁ the inqustrial consumer should miners strike
Cont 'ﬁdSDOrtational conditions hamper the prqmpt or
ays 4 ::ils delivery of coal. The state of our rail-

Tty "‘ay emphasizes this point.
the se:nc.ed by the ensemble of titanic might and
Ni&garammgly irresistible sweep of the waters at
Wo Falls anq immediately below them, it is no
ﬂuggesiizhat most people are staggered at the mere
8 ey t1 of damming the river. The task might
Napype. U8R impossible of accomplishment but for
At Foster’s Flats, the: pre-
panaéiaﬂbr}lpt drop of the wall of the river on the
Whie vrn Side is radically altered by a long slope
n&rro sefche?: far out into the water course and
imuhe Tiver to a pronounced degree, giving it
M depth of 35 feet.

€re s
ang o It is that Dr. Thomson would rear his dam,
States positively that it is his opinion as an

r ;
© an enormous amount of power which would
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engineer that because of the physical conditions
mentioned it would be entirely feasible to build more
than 50 per cent. of his dam on dry land before in-
terfering at all with the flow of the river. Accord-
ing to his figures, it would cost substantially $100,-
000,000, and take three years to rear the dam and to
build and equip the associate hydro-electric plants
for the development of 2,000,000 horse-power.

®

HEN people ask why the Social Democrats are

W so eager to stage their star performance at

Stockholm, the knowing ones point to the
name of Hjalmar Branting, who, as “the strong man,”
is the head-liner on the bill. Branting is the leader
of the Social Democrats amongst the Scandinavians
and he has a way of prevailing over opposition and
pushing his reforms into practice in spite of the
radical wing of his own party on the one hand, and
the pro-German party on the other. Le Correspondant
(Paris), in an appreciative sketch of Branting, after
telling of his parentage and education—he was a
class-mate at college with the present King—and
specialized in mathematics and astronomy at Upsaila
University—says:

"He completely abandoned a scientific career and
made his debut in journalism. After a few random
articles he became the editor of Tiden (The Times),
a small. radical journal with socialist tendencies.
Thenceforward politics entirely absorbed him. The
success he obtained as the director of Tiden was
relative. Personally he became more and more

-'soc¢ialist—one of the most advanced in Sweden. He

soon quitted the Tiden to undertake the control of
the Social-Demokraten, the journal founded by Palin,
the tailor who founded the Socialist Party in Sweden.

The elections held last September were marked by
great bitterness between the conservatives and the

.social democrats, the latter making use of the Lux-

burg- documents in the Argentine affair. On Sep-
tember 16 they made a great public demonstration
in Stockholm.

Branting and seven other of the most prominent
members of the party delivered aadresses marked
by great violence, affirming in a long resolution
adopted with enthusiasm and published later through-
out the country, that they were fighting for the
objects which, from the beginning of its existence,
had been those of the International Social Democracy,
against war and militarism, for peace and justice,
against secret diplomacy. This manifesto violently
attacked Germany and was, in fact, not only a social
manifestation, but one in favor of the Allies.

Finally, after long negotiations, a mixed ministry
was formed, having as its head a Liberal and com-
posed of seven Liberals and fcur Social Democrats,
including Branting as Minister of Finance.

The closing paragraph gives this portrait of the
new minister’s physical personality:

Vigorous, -~with broad and slightly stooping
shoulders, with an eye which is piercing and often
hard when he is stirred, endowed with a powerful
voice which carries clear and vibrant to the last
rows of the crowds in big meetings,‘hve is an orator.
He speaks almost entirely without notes, and, gifted
with an extraordinary memory and .strong lungs,
enabling him to answer heckling without fatigue,
he replies to all his opponents. One of the ministers
of the last conservative cabinet called him “an oppor-
tunist revolutionary.”
ciently exact.

»

CAMOUFLAGE

(3

Nothing Could Be Safer

PASSENGER on the Great Kentucky Central Rail-
A way said to the conductor:
“Do you use the, block system here?”

‘'No;. we ain ‘got no.use ‘for ‘the - bloek
stranger.” : : :

“Oh, I suppose, then, you use electric or pneumatic
signaling?’*

“No; no use for them, nuther.” ;

“Then you have train dispatchers and run your trains
by telegraph?”

“Nope.”

“But when you stop between stations. you at least go

system,

. Bit of Heaven.”

HE civilized Eskimo who lives in this Balmy Beach
igloo has made a tactical mistake. The Eskimo

Hid always builds the igloo round himself and digsv

himself out. This man dug himself in. Note the dog

who is put there to keep any more snowflakes from
intruding.
»
back a hundred yards and flag the rear?”

“Nope, stranger; nope.”

“Thew,” said the passenger, angrily, ‘“all I've got to
say is that this road is run in a criminally reckless
manner.”

The conductor frowned, and taking out a plug of tobacco
snapped off a chew viciously.

“Stranger,” he wisaid, ‘“‘if you don't like .this line,, say
so, and I'll stop the train and you can git off and walk.
I'm the president of the line and the sole owner. This
is the Great Kentucky Central, and, stranger, don’t you
forgit it. She’s seven miles and a half long. . She runs
from Paint Rock to Nola Chucky. This is the only train
that travels on the Great Kentucky Central, and what
yvou hear snortin’ ahead is our only engine. We ain’t
never had a collision. We ain’t never had an accident.
What's more, we never will. Now, are you satisfied,
stranger, or shall I pull the string and let you git out
and walk?”

NCE upon a time, they say, robins nested in those
pines and song sparrows clambered through the
spruce hedge. But the man who lives in the

house sometimes talks in his sleep.

»

Two—Not of a Kind

Sault Ste. Marie, Ont., January 25th, 1918.
Editor, Canadian Courier:

Reading your exceptionally good stories under cap-
tion “Camouflage” reminds me of a very funny experi-
ence of mine about two weeks ago. I'or gilding pur-
poses I had occasion to order by phone some chloroform
from our druggist, who also handles the Victrola; he
also had our order for a new record entitled, ‘A Little
He noticed me passing his store one
afternoon, whereupon he came to the «door and an-
nounced:

“Call in on your way back, there’s a bottle of chloro=-
form and a little bit of Heaven waiting for you!”

\Vishing the “Courier’”” and its publishers a prosper=
ous 1918, I am, Yours very truly,

J J. . MOORE.

The phrase is neat and suffi- -

AR has taught us all to be thrifty. The owners
of these nice cars thought it would be bad
economy to build garages in wartime. So they

left the cars outside. When last seen they were

: snowed in.
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Dodging Difficulties
Men are sometimes heard to say that the questions

raised by planning the disposal of their estates are so B y INVESTICUS
] R E

difficult that they hesitate to attack them. Expressed

F or not, some such feeling as this is usually responsible in N times like these financial straws are supposed to show how the wind iS'
for the many failures to make wills. I blowing, perhaps a little more definitely than in ordinary commercial
3 speaking = fccling thins,. it i it v ?eriods'. This' country, like m:.my others, but- also in a way peculiar to
1 that bv e iefusal t6 make walls ‘the e itself, is passing through an inverted financial and economic develop-
realize that by their r a y a < o 5 e 1d
really passing on to ae Ticids or tamihes b= ment. The ordmar.y c'ondmons 1.10 Xo.nger prevail. No country in the worA
problems which thcy themselves hesitate to try to e has swung so far in its economics since the war as Canada has done. AS‘
everyone knows—and thousands regretfully—when the war threw the monkey-
Every man can plan for his family and property wrench into the world’s threshing-machine, Canada was sailing along at & A
better than anyone else can do it. Have your lawyer tremendous clip on the high seas. We had all the canvas out and the wind
draw your will. The modern executor is a trust was going strong. :
u company. We are happy to be consulted. Nothing had more to do with this sensational economic voyage than what
T = is called real estate. Land values were the accepted index to our prosperity.
E‘)aﬁomtmusi %mpalg r Whenever any man wanted to tell you how prosperous any friend of his had
e 4 become, he just traced the history of one little corner lot as a sample, showing
Capital Paid-up, jimited . Reserve, how that bit of land had chased itself into a realty value ten times or twenty
$1,500,000 $1,500,000 times what it was in the days of so-and-so—not so very long ago. Lands were
18-22 KING STREET EAST, TORONTO. boosted up regardless of their location or their producing power. Land under
the 1910 regime did not have to produce
JL -] L ANYTHING BUT MONEY.

It made no difference whose the money was or where it came from. Popula-
tion, posterity and prosperity were to unite in proving the speculative value
e of any piece of land within striking distance of a railway or a trolley-line, or
Nleh a mine, or any jerkwater town big enough to hold a water-tank.
merica kife All this was natural enough under the circumstances. And it was all changeil
tS_rJ'gd as in the twinkling of an eye by the war. It had already begun to chang®é

fetinent before the war. The first sign of the times was the sneak back into real lifé

of hundreds of real estate experts who could no longer get other people’s

Y ; money for any sort of promised land. These men were not accredited financial

concerns. They were not operating under government charters.

NORTH AMERICAN LIFE One of the most remarkable symptoms was that none of the accredited
; . financial and loan companies closed their doors. Evidently the land business
ASSURANCE CO- of the country as represented by these concerns was in no condition of panicC:

HEAD OFFICE : : TORONTO, CANADA And after three years of war we are now confronted with the first failure of
. any reputable, good-sized banking concern—which occurred on February 1st,
when the Dominion Permanent Loan Company closed its doors to all creditors
and assigned to G. T. Clarkson, of Toronto. The extent of the failure will not

Offers the following oustanding figures of the business for 1917 which stamp it ihe
most successful year in the hisiory of the Company:

;zltl:llezsls?;?c:?: g::é:ed sgggg,ggggg be known definitely until the assignee’s statement of the financial affairs ot
Cash Income 3:138z817:40 the company is made public, but from present indications the readily realizabl®
ﬁsietss .l 1;»?22,4?‘-46 assets will cover only a small percentage of the liabilities. The greater PT‘:'
P:oﬁt:?’)aiuds Policyholders ’2481357:22 portion ‘of the funds of the company are tied up in the Spokane and B. O. ‘
Total Payments to Policyholders 1,574,291.23 railroad, which operates a bi-weekly service on a short line in the State 't
A net gain of over Five and a Half Millions in  The sum of $11,448 465.06 has been actually Washington, and which has been a legacy of financial trouble to the present
business in force is indicative of the increases paid to Policyholders or their beneficiaries dur- directors of the Dominion Permanent from the days of the Stratton regime-

de. thy i . s
e 2ty a ek The railway is little more than a project produced in the boom days of twenty -

years ago, and when the present directors inspected the thirty-five miles of
g..ragg]{{AgEgsggw “So]id as th e C Ontin ent” L.'GOLDI\}';IACI:li.d 5 single 'track and scanty equipment, last September, th?y' realized that as 33
asset it was an overload on the books of the Dominion Permanent an
immediately began negotiations to rid themselves of the incubus of its owner-
ship. Their failure to achieve this and.the maturing of a short term debentur®
; issue on February 1st forced them to declare the company as insolvent.
TGT Officials of the company declare that the mandate of President Wilson
declaring all U. S. railroads under Federal control and administration prought
their negotiations for a sale of the railroad property to an abrupt end. The
line runs from Danville on the International boundary to the town of Republi¢ .
Washington, and as an independent road it is overwhelmed by the competition®
Z of the Great Northern Railway. Certain charter privileges and a right-of—Wi"y
for an extension south from Republic to Spokane were highly valued by the
Dominion Permanent under the Stratton administration, and together with
the track and equipment represent an investment approximating $3,000.000
of the company’s funds: The prospects for a liquidation of this asset are 8%
indefinite as the duration of the war, as the present Federal railway p(’”“y
of the United States acts as a practical injunction on transfer of ownership.
Other assets of the company are represented in mortgages against land?
in Western Canada and the real estate holdings and a forced realization of
these would result in a further considerable reduction in the value of assets
The directors, however, have expressed assurance that granted a lengthy perw'l,‘ :

Ask for a copy of the Annual Report

Vice-Presidents

We Care for Your Securities

Appoint us your Financial Agent, and we will Jook after
all details in connection with your securities. We collect
rents, mortgage interest, dividends on shares, etc., attend
shareholders’ or directors’ meetings, buy or sell securities
under instructions, pay taxes, insurance premiums, make
returns as required by Federal Income War Tax Act, and
advise in case events affect your interests. Our services
save the losses frequently occasioned by a client’s inatten-
tion to details. Write for particulars.

THE of ligquidation a substantial payment will ultimately be made against t
@R@NT@ @@:ﬂ@ TRs 3 s 'liabilities of the company.
. The last financial statement of the company showed assets, as standing on !
EST/}g'élZSHED CORPORATION ':,%;g?.;%ﬁ December 31st, 1916 (including the S. and B. C. securities) of $4,476,386, gi"ing

an apparent surplus over liabilities of $1,852,251. The same statement S€ 5_,
liabilities to the public as: Deposits and accrued interest, $224,073; debent‘f‘res :
and accrued interest, $2,399,248, and sundry accounts of $813. ; :
- i : The failure of the company affects the slender financial resources of hundre‘is
of the small investor class throughout Ontario who hold the bulk of the der
MATRICULATION bentures issued by the company and form the majority of the depositor®
Junior er Honer c-vered thoroughly in our 10 Shares in the capital stock of the company, of which $1,410,700 has been jssue®
Months’ Day. School Course. We also give these " v N t:
courses at Night School or by Mail. Write now are also held largely by pensioners, widows and retired farmers in the Wes

BRANCHES : OTTAWA ,WINNIPEG, SASKATOON, VANCOUVER

o T T O T T T T T

s 2 Y, \ q
for particulars. : = . My o The company, which is capitalized at $10,000,000, was incorporated in 1890
Dominion Business College, Limited -  log and all partic- R e R 4 gcop
357 College Street - . Torento 15.Jn Wheetbaze = mEA Arirogs 9+ as the Dominion Building and Loan Association. Right years later the
J. V. Mitche 1, B.A., Principal. BUSH MOTOR co.MP,lAkrg:Is:" of its activities broadened, and it became the Dominion Permanent Loan C©
Bush Temple, ¢ Chicago, lllinois pany, with the Hon. J. R. Stratton as president up to 1915.
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I CORNER ON COLOR
BROKEN!

American Enterprise, Industrial Science and Will Power
determined to break Germany’s Monoply in Dye:s.

columns in America and Canada so heavily as the dye industry. The

first industry to be affected was dyeing. Germany had a world monopoly.

America set out to break the monopoly by finding substitutes for
German formulae. The attempt was at first partially successful. But only
Partially, Germany’s color laboratories had dyed the world. The rest of civili-
Zation must take over the business of dyeing—in the terms laid down in
German formulae, or leave it alone.

Nevertheless, American enterprise and ingenuity stuck to the task. A short
time ago a startling item appeared in the newspapers. German dye formulae
haq been discovered by English agents in Switzerland and carried to England.
But Wwhether true or not—if true it means an absolute break of the German
Monopoly in dyes—American enthusiasm, science and industrial will-power
have gone ahead on the problem of developing the dye industry on its own
basis as a native American industry.

Being more than casually interested in the dye problem, the Canadian Courier
WIote recently to the publicity representative of perhaps the most highly
Organized dyeing industry in America. The main question asked was—How
far hag America began to be independent of Germany in making dyes; what
Measures have been actually taken and the processes nailed down by experi-
®nce to prevent Germany from ever again being able to dye this continent?

The direct answer is as follows:

1 It is almost impossible to tell just what has been accomplished because the
abor situation in this country has seriously interfered with the physical de-
elopment of any new industry. It can be said as a fact, however, that the
Merican dye industry is on -such a firm basis that it would be impossible for

Iel‘many- to ever recover the lead which she had before the war. From a
&boratory standpoint, virtually nothing remains to be done. The dye industry
a8 passed the experimental stage, and it has been demonstrated beyond

Question that everything which the Germans accomplished is possible on this
de of the ocean.

€ war accentuated the dependence of the United States upon Germany

Or dye stuffs. We took advantage of this opportunity and are now constructing

on enormous plant near Wilmington, Delaware, to manufacture the dyes which

tll:r chemists have produced in the laboratories. It is expected that before

. € winter is over we will be the only American producers, on a commercial
Cale, of synthetic indigo, which is the real back-bone of the dye industry.

Ortly thereafter many of the other important dyestuffs will be manufactured
urn until in a short time we will take a commanding place in this industry.
tio €re is a vast amount of technical information available on this dye ques-

Coln' but T take it that you would find that information a burden to your

- Umns. What I have written above can be accepted, not as advertising, bl.lt

lhethe deliberate official announcement of a company whose achievements in

a Wworld put it in such a position that when it announces that it has solved
Droblem this statement can be taken as a fact not to be questioned.

hope this material may be of some use in your columns, and if it is not
Way find it interesting as general information.

Very truly yours,
CHARLES K. WESTON,
2 Publicity Manager.
Now, this particular firm has been one of the world’s greatest munition

DroducerS, bar none. How it made the bridge from public service in the form

. eXl.)losives to a much more permanent public service in the shape of dyes is
Otained in the slogan, ;

From Munitions to Dyestuffs.

rThe facts of this interesting transition are contained in the firm’s own public

eSentation of the case, which is as follows:

S INCE ever'the war began no one industry has encroached on the news

You

D

FROM munitions to dyestuffs has become a national slogan of prosperity.

Thp entry of the greatest of all munition plants into the dyestuff field

of ty IS intensely interesting because it assures a new economic era, not because

iy the mere fact that one large company has decided to take a step which
© most natural one in the world.

but 1‘; end of the war will put a stop to the manufacture of military explosives;

establ'ng before this time comes the new industry will have been so firmly

ﬂcrap_lshed that it will be a profit rather than a hardship to make use of the

5 €ap for discarded plants.
step a.a long time the explosives manufacturers have been preparing for this
Pans nd. the preparations are now complete. The development of this com-
of the Urmg. recent years in the explosive and in the several other branches
3 by Chemical industry brings it now to the logical result of undertaking, in

king and comprehensive way, the manufacture of synthetic dyestuff and
Ted produets, ;

It
With izn"my a matter of evolution. The explosives manufacturer starts first
he g notor the necessary raw materials which are products of this country;
ea‘refull dependent on Europe. In the case of this company a very large and
enel’gieg ‘Selected chemical and engineering organization has been devoting its
m'agnitud to the dyestuff situation. This organization is second to none in
are % e an_d scientific attainment. Unequaled plant and laboratory facilities
ll‘xereialeady n existence and there has been established an adequate com-
ith ?Pgamza.tion. '
anq big ese physical requirements already met little remains to be done,
The e§°nsumers have looked forward to thig little as certain.
Plosives and coal tar industry are closely allied. Both require inter-
Baj

t
with’h‘e] 'S Note: The name of the American dyve firm alluded to in this article is
%?é)h"sh ;‘Gm bublication so as to remove any suggestion of advertising. ~The

s,

5 therehy placed upon the facts. The name will be furnished to any-
wants to knowr it. :

¢ Who

mediates which the company already
manufactures in a large way. Both
are highly scientific and thoroughly
developed. Development of actual
output will necessarily be progressive,
but it is promised that the progress
shall be rapid.

A recent announcement by the com-
pany telling the world of its proposed
entry into the dyestuff industry con-
tained this very striking paragraph:

Back of all this is the compelling forca
of the country’s need; if as the result of
the combined efforts of all, the United
States can in time become self-contained,
we are quite certain that we voice the
sentiment of the consuming industries in
predicting that the effort will not have
been made in vain.

This “compelling force of the coun-
try’s need” has been in evidence in
every household since imports from
Germany were cut off at the beginning
of war. The American consumer has
suffered to an extent which has drawn
sharply to the attention of even the
smallest the need for a well-estab-
lished home industry.

At the beginning of the war Ameri-
can dye plants made noble efforts to
jump into the breach, but as success
was not marked there was even danger
that “American dyes” would become
a byword and a reproach for all times.
Activity was stimulated, however,
until at present the world is looking
forward with assured hope that in the
very near future the word “American”
as a prefix to dyes will mark them
as the best it has ever known.

Why Big ?
(Concluded from page 5.)

What Canada needs is a radical
party that will insist on social reforms.
There is no hope in the present parties.
Liberal and Conservative are merely
convenient terms for Ins and Outs.
They are only labels, indicating no
essential difference in policy. In the
lean years we are so soon to face,
there will be a bitter cry against high
rents, high taxation and high cost of
living; and a remedy must be found,
for the burden will be intolerable.

Stage Technique

CCORDING to Jphn Corbin, writing

in the New York Sunday Times, the
American public has of late developed
a strong interest in the technique of
the drama. Technique in relation to
genuinely dramatic art is a thing sub-
tle and baffling in the extreme; yet
now no less a dramatist than Hartley
Manners himself is in revolt against
the “play of ‘sitnation’.” He says: It
has become a tradition to write up to
a big situation and down from it....
To me character drawing is all-im-
portant. In the development of char-
acter in the real joy of play-writing.”

But in real life how is character “de-
veloped” if not in situations? TFor a
thousand days we crawl about the
earth acting like the others. Then
comes a day that is the thousand and
first. Circumstances conspire to place
us where we can be only ourselves.
We range ourselves, if need be, against
the world, and in doing it we uncover
our very souls.

To illustrate the superiority of the
technique of situations, we shall have
to go no further afield than Mr. Man-
ners’ own play of “Peg.” 1 do not
praise the story for novelty, or the
play for any exceptional skill in its
technical structure. But the method
is right. Situations are deployed in
climax; and the result is one of the
great character creations of our stage.

“INVESTMENTS”
A Much Misused Term

Many who should be, and think
they are laying up money for their
old age, are misled into so-called
“investments’” where their hard-
earned money is jeopardized, and
frequently lost, though it is of the
utmost importance to them and to
those who may be dependent upon
them that its absolute safety should
be beyond peradventure.

To those who should invest safely
and with caution, not speculate,
the bonds of the Canada Permanent

Mortgage Corporation can be con-
fidently recommended. This Cor-
poration is most conservative

in the investment of the funds
entrusted to it. For more than
sixty years it has held a lead-
ing position among Canada’s finan-
cial institutions and its bonds are a

Legal investment for trust {unds.

They are issued for one hundred
dollars and - upwards. Write for
full particulars.

CANADA PERMANENT
MORTGAGE CORPORATION

Paid-up Capital and Reserve Fund
$11,250,000.00

TORONTO . STREET, TORONTO
ESTABLISHED 1855,

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

Costs little for ample
protection.

See about it te-day.
Drive around to our

-
LONDONMUTUAL
F l R ' INSURANCE

 COMPANY
F.D. WILLIAMS, Managing Director
Head Office—33 Scott Street, Torente

Cawthra Mulock & Co.

Members of
Toronto Stock Exchange

Brokers

and

Bankers

12 KING STREET EAST
TORONTO, CANADA

CABLE ADDRESS—CAWLOCK, TORONTO

Earn money knitting
at home

‘Many women using Auto-
Knitters at home can earn $1 or
$2 per day, Kknitting hosiery.
The work is pleasant and easily
learned, and gives one steady
employment the year round.

Write to-day “to Auto-Knitter
Hosierv (Canada) Co., Ltd., Desk
327 D, 257 College Street, Toronto

and enclose a 8¢, stamp for particulars as
more workers are needed at once.




‘ S they reached the restaurant
A and passed between the rows
of tables, women looked up at
him; oblivious, apparently, to
their gaze, he chose a table a little re-
moved from the others, where ser-
vants hurried to take his order, recog-
nizing one whose time was of import-
ance. She glanced across at him, when
she had settled herself, and the first
little trivialities of their being together
were over.

“I took a visitor down to your office
this morning,” she said.

“Yes,” he answered.

Constance was aware that it was
only formally that she had taken Alan
Conrad down to confer with her
father; since Henry was there, she
knew her father would not act with-
out his agreement, and that whatever
disposition had been made regarding
Alan had been made by him. She
wondered what that disposition had
been. :

“Did you like him, Henry?”

“Like him?” She would have thought
that the reply was merely inattentive;
but Henry was never merely that.

“I hoped you would.”

He did not answer at once. The
" waitress brought their order, and he
served her; then, as the waitress mov-
~ed away, he looked across at Con-
stance with a long scrutiny.

“you hoped I would!” he repeated,
with his slow smile. “Why?”

“He seemed to be in a difficult posi-
tion and to be bearing himself well;
and mother was horrid to him.”

“How was she horrid?”

“About the one thing which, lea-t
of all, could be called his fault—about
his relationship to—to Mr. Corvet.
But he stood up to her!” 3

The lids drew down a little upon
Spearman’s eyes as he gazed at her.

“you've seen a good deal of him,
yesterday and to-day, your father tells
me,” he observed.

“Yes.” As she ate, she talked, tell-
ing him about her first meeting with
Alan and about their conversation of
the morning and the queer awakening
in him of those half memories which
seemed to connect him in some way
with the-lakes. She felt herself flush-
ing now and then with feeling, and
once she surprised herself by finding
her eyes wet when she had finish=d
telling Henry about showing Alan the
picture of his father. Henry listened

intently, eating slowly. When she
stopred, he appeared to be considering
something.

«That’s all he told you about him-
self?” he inquired.

“Yes.”

“And all you told h'm?”

“IHe asked me som~» things about
the lakes and about the Miwaka, which
was lost so long ago—he said he’d
found some reference to that and
wanted to ¥mow whether it was a
ship. 1 told him about ¥t and about
the Drum which wmwade people think
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ONCERNING the mysterious fate of old Ben Corvef, head of
Corvet, Sherrill and Spearman, great lakes shippers in Chi-

cago. Corvet suddenly disappears.
has the contract of making the discovery.
to himself, he is the son of Corvet.

Alan Conrad, from Kansas,
Previously unknown
Conrad searches his father’s

house and discovers an intruder who is trying to find something
and thinks Conrad is the ghost of somebody who is connected
with the Miwaka? What was the Miwaka? Conrad gropes for a clue
until Sherrill reveals how Corvet left his property to himself. In
a stormy interview with Spearman, Conrad gets still more of the
clue to the mystery of the Miwaka.

that the crew were not all lost.”

“Apout the Drum! What made you
speak of that?” The irritation in his
tone startled her and she looked
quickly up at him. *“I mean,” he of-
fered, “why did you drag in a crazy
superstition like that? You don’t be-
lieve in the Drum, Connie!”

«It would be so interesting if some
one really had been saved and if the
Drum had told the truth, that some-
times I think I’d like to believe in it.
Wouldn’t you, Henry?”

“No,” he said abruptly.
quickly:

“It’s plain enough you like him,” he
remarked.

She reflected seriously. “Yes, I do;
though I hadn’t thought of it just that
way, because I was thinking most
about the position he was in and
about—Mr. Corvet. But I do like

him.”
“go do I, Spearman said with a

“No!” Then

He fell forward on to the

snow and lay still.

seeming heartiness that pleased her.
He broke a piece of bread upon the
tablecloth and his big, well-shaped
fingers began to roll it into little balls.
“At least I should like him, Connie,
if I had the sort of privilege you have

to think whether I liked or disliKed .

him. I've had to consider him from
another point of view—whether I
could trust him or must distrust him.”

“Distrust?’ Constance bent to
ward him impulsively in her surprise.
“Distrust him? In relation to what?
Why?”

“In relation to Corvet, Sherrill, and
Spearman, Connie—the company that
involves your interests and  your
father’s and mine and the interests of
many other people—small stockhold-
ers who have no influence in its man-
agement, and whose interests I have
to look after for them. A good many
of them, you know, are our own men—
our old skippers and mates and fami-

lies of men who have died in our sW»™
vice and who left their savings IS
stock in our ships.”

“I don’t understand, Henry.”

“I've had to think of Conrad this
morning in the same way as I’ve had
to think of Ben Corvet of recent yeare
—as a threat against the interests of
those people.”

ER color rose, and her pulse quick:

ened. Henry never had talked to
her, except in the merest common-
places, ‘about his relations with Uncle
Benny; it was a matter in which, she
had recognized, they had been OpP-
posed; and since the quarrels between
the old friend whom she had loved
from childhood and him, who wished
to become now more than a mere
friend to her, had grown more violent.
she had purposely avoided mentioning
Uncle Benny to Henry, and .he, quite
as consciously, had avoided mention-
ing Mr. Corvet to her.

“I've known for a good many years,”
Spearman said reluctantly, “that Ben
Corvet’s brain was seriously affected.
He recognized that himself even ear-
lier, and admitted it to himself when
he took me off my ship to take charge
of the company. I might have gone
with other people then, or it wouldn’t
have been very long before I could
have started in as a ship owner my*
self: but, in view of his condition. Ben
made me promises that offered me
most. * Afterwards his malady pro-
gressed so that he couldn’t know him-
self to be untrustworthy; his judg
ment was impaired, and he planned
and would have tried to carry out
many things which would have been
disastrous for the company. I had tO
fight him—for the company’s sake and
for my own sake and that of the
others, whose interests were at stake-
Your father came to see that what I
was doing was for the company’s good
and has learned to trust me. But you
—you couldn’t see that quite so di*
rectly, of course, and you thought I
didn’t—like Ben, that there was some
lack in me which made me fail to ap°
preciate him.”

“No; mnot that,” Constance denied

.

quickly.  “Not that, Henry.”
“What was it then, Connie? You
thought me ungrateful to him? I 1€

alized that I owed a great deal t0¢
him; but the only way I could pay .
that debt was to do exactly what [
did—oppose him and seem to push into
his place and be an ingrate; for, D€
cause I did that, Ben’s been a respect”
ed and honored man in this town al
these last years, which he couldn’t
have remained if I'd let him have i
way, or if I told others why I had t°
do what I did. I didn't care what
others thought about me; but i di
care what you thought; yet if you
couldn’t see what I was up again®
pecause of your affection for hill
why—that was all right too.”

“No, it wasn’t all right,” she de
nied almost fiercely, the flush flooding
her cheeks; a throbbing was in her
throat which, for an instant, stopP®
her. “You should have told m8
Henty £ or—I shouid have been able
see.” x

“I couldn’t tell you—dear,” he S?’ld
the last word very distinctly, but i‘;
Jow that she could scarcely hear- .
couldn’t tell 'you now—if Ben nad
gone away as he has and this © e
tellow come. T couldn’t tell you ’, _
you wanted to keep caring so much #%




Your Uncle Benny, and he was trying
{0 hurt me with you.”

SHE bent toward him, her lips part-

ed, but now she did not speak. She
never had really known Henry until
this moment, she felt; she had thought
of him always as strong, almost brutal,
fighting down fiercely, mercilessly, his
ODponents and welcoming contest for
the joy of overwhelming others by his
OWn decisive strength and power. And
She had heen almost ready to marry
that man for his strength and domin-
ance from those qualities; and now
f‘he knew that he was merciful too—
1ndeed, more than merciful, In the
Yery contest where she had thought
of him ag most selfish and regardiess
of another, she had most completely
Misapprehended.

“I ought to have seen!” she rebuked
herself to him. “Surely, I should have
S€en that was it!” Her hand, in the
Yeproach of her feeling, reached to-
Ward him ‘across the table; he caught
it 3:11(1 held it in his large, strong hand
Which, in jts touch, was very tender
too. She had never allowed any such
‘:}?monstration as this before; but now

S let her hand remain in his.

B How could you see?’ he defended
s'en “He never showed to you the
lde he showed to me and—in these
s‘:st years, anyway—never to me the
de he showed to you. But after what
has happened this week, you can un-
Ie;Stand now; and you can see why
ave to distrust the young fellow
Who's come to claim Ben Corvet's
bPlace »
dr;‘CNlaim!” Constance repeated; she
5 h‘(‘er hand quietly away from his
- “Why, Henry, I did not know
¢ Claimed anything; he didn’t even
n“"W When he came here—"
Sai;{e seems, like Ben Corvet,” Henry
eofislY-, “to have the characteris-
e Showmg one side to you, another
” cle" Connie. With you, of course,
oural-med nothing; but at the office—

. father showed him this morning
ﬂeeml:stmuwnm of transfer that Ben

i to haYe left conveying to him all
nteread‘—hxs other properties and his
iy SIt 1}1 Corvet, Sherrill, and Spear-
eXec.‘ut" very naturally objected Fo the
Q(.)nsmlon of those transfers, without

orvet?r'able examination, in view of
B ths mental condition and of the

at they put the controlling stock
eoli"fvet, Sherrill, and Spearman in
eardands of a youth no one ever had
Story of—and one who, by his own
k. a»y'neVer had seen a ship until yes-
my bu‘. A And when I didn’t dismiss
°!‘ninsmess with a dgzen men this
8 to.take him into the company,

8 claj g
the..IMed occasion to see me alone to
"eaten me,»

“Thl‘eat

Whagom How? With

en you, Henry?

b Itﬁbuldn't quite make out myself,
an ‘exai Wwas his tone; he demanded
diqny 1’;1 anation’ of exactly what, he
i ake clear, He has been given
trol op éal.)parently, the technical con-
5 deaOI_Vet, Sherrill, and Spearman.
tp turn 1 if T oppose him, evidently is
e out and take the manage-
hilnself_n

Oon
A8 Stance leaned back, confused.

I~

e
"Heé:lan Conrad?” she questioned.

e Oan’n t have done that, Henry! Oh,

2 ay’;ehave meant that!”
e he didn’t; I said I couldn’t
A L what he did mean,” Spear-
hip,

Saiq,

U'Thin
With g3 have come upon

ather a rush, of course;
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and you couldn’t expect a country boy
to get so many things straight. He’s
acting, I suppose, only in the way one
might expect a boy to act who had
been brought up in poverty on a Kan-
sas prairie and was suddenly handed
the possible possession of a good many
millions of dollars. It’s better to be-
lieve that he’s only lost his head. I
haven’t had opportunity to tell your
father these things yet; but I wanted
you to understand why Conrad will
hardly consider me a friend.”

“Ill understand you now, Henry,”
she promised.

He gazed at her and started to
speak; then, as though postponing it
on account of the place, he glanced
around and took out his watch.

“You must go back?”’ she asked.

“No; I'm not going back to the of-
fice this afternoon, Connie; but I must
call up your father.”

He excused himself and went into
the nearest telephone booth..

CHAPTER IX.
Violence.

AT' half-past three, Alan left the
office. Sherrill had told him an
hour earlier that Spearman had tele-
phoned he would not be able to get
back for a conference that afternoon;
and Alan was certain now that in
Spearman’s absence Sherrill would do
nothing further with respect to his af-
fairs.

He halted on the ground floor of the
office building and bought copies of
each of the afternoon papers. A line
completely across the pink page of one
announced “Millionaire Ship Owner
Missing!” The other three papers,
printed at the same hour, did not dis-
play the story prominently; and even
the one which did failed to make it
the most conspicuous sensation. A
line of larger and blacker type told of
a change in the battle line on the west
front and, where the margin might
have been, was the bulletin of some
sensation in a local divorce suit. Alan
was some time in finding the small
print- which went with the millionaire
ship owner heading; and when he
found it, he discovered that most of
the space was devoted to the descrip-
tion of Corvet’s sharé in the develop-
ment of shipping on the lakes and the
peculiarity of his past life instead of
any definite announcement concerning
his fate. |

The other papers. printed almost
identical items under small head-type
at the bottom ' of their first pages;
these items stated that Benjamin Cor--
vet, the senior but inactive partner of
the great shipping firm of Corvet, Sher-
rill, and Spearman, whose ‘“disappear-
ance” had been made the subject of
sensational rumor, “is believed by his
partner, Mr. Henry Spearman, to have
simply gone away for a rest,” and that
no anxiety was felt concerning him.
Alan found no mention of himself nor
any of the circumstances connected
with Corvet's disappearance of which
Sherrill had told him.

Alan threw the papers away. There
was a car line two block west, Sher-
rill had said, which would take him
within a short distance of the house
on Astor Street; but that neighbor-
hood of fashion where the Sherrills—
and now Alan himself—Ilived was less
than a half hour’s walk from the down-
town district and, in the present tur-

moil of his thoughts, he wanted to be .

moving. '
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PEARMAN, he reflected as he
walked north along the avenue,
plainly had dictated the- paragraphs
he just had read in the papers. Sher-
rill, Alan knew, had desired to keep

the circumstances regarding Corvet
from becoming public; and withoui
Sherrill’s agreement concealment

would have been impossible, but it was
Spearman who had checked the sus-
picions of outsiders and determined
what they must believe; and, by so do-
ing, he had made it impossible for
Alan to enroll aid from the newspapers
or the police. Alan did not know

whether he might have found it ex-

pedient to seek publicity; but now he
had not a single proof of anything he
could tell. For Sherrill, naturally, had
retained the papers Corvet had left.
Alan could not hope to obtain credence
from Sherrill and, without Sherrill’s
aid, he could not obtain credence from
any one else.

Was there, then, no one whom Alan
could tell of his encounter with Spear-
man in Corvet’s house, with prob-
ability of receiving belief? 'Alan had
not been thinking directly of Con-
stance Sherrill, as he walked swiftly
north to the Drive; but she was, in a
way, present in all his thoughts. She
had shown interest in him, or at least
in the position he was in, and sym-
pathy; he had even begun to tell her
about these things when he had
spoken to her of some event in Cor-

2L

vet’s house which had given him the
name ‘“Miwaka,” and he had asked
her if it was a ship. And there could
be no possible consequent peril to her
in telling her; the peril, if there was
any, would be only to himself.

His step quickened. As he ap-
proached the Sherrill house, he saw
standing at the curb an open roadster
with a liveried chauffeur; he had seen
that roadster, he recognized with a
little start, in front of the office build-
ing that morning when Constance had
taken him down-town. He turned in-
to the walk and rang the bell.

The servant who opened the door
knew him and seemed to accept his
right of entry to the house, for he
drew back for Alan to enter. Alan
went into the hall and waited for the
servant 'to follow. “Is Miss Sherrill
in?” he asked.

“7]1 see, sir.” The man disappear-
ed. Alan, waiting, did not hear Coun-
stance’s voice in reply to the an-
nouncement of the servant, but Spear-
man’s vigorous tones. The servant re-
turned. “Miss Sherrill will see you
in a minute, sir.”

Through the wide doorway to the
drawing-room, Alan could see the
smaller, portiered entrance to the
room beyond—Sherrill’'s study. The
curtains parted, and Constance and
Spearman came into this inner door-
way; they stood an instant there in
talk. Az Constance started away,
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Spearman suddenly drew her back to
him and kissed her. Alan’s shouiders
gpontaneously jerked back, and his
hands clenched; he did not look away
and, as she approached. she became
awaregthat he had seen.

She came to him, very quiet and
very flushed; then she was quite pale
as she asked him, “You wanted me?”

He was white as she, and could not
speak at once. “You told me last
night, Miss Sherrill,” he said, ‘‘that
the last thing that Mr. Corvet did—
the last that you know of—was to
warn you against one of your friends.
Who was that?”

HIE flushed uneasily. “You mustn’t
attach any importance to that: T
didn’t mean you to. There was no
reason for what .Ir. Corvet said, ex-
cept in Mr. Ccrvet’s own ming..: ‘He
had a quite unreasonable animo:\'ity' -
“Against .Ir. Spearman, you mean.”

She did not answer.

“Hig »animosity was against Mr.
Spearman, Miss Sherrill, wasn't it?
That is the only animosity of Mr. Cor-
vet’s that any one has told me about.”

“Yes.”

“It was against Mr.
he warned you, then?”

“Yes”

“Thank yow.”
waiting for the man,
He should have known it
had seen that Spearman,
nouncing him\"isﬁelf as unable to
back to the office, was with Constance.

He went swiftly around the bhlock
to his own house and let himself in
at the front door with his key. The
house was warm; a shaded lamp on
the table in the larger library was
lighted, a fire was burning in the open
grate, and the rooms, had been swept
and dusted. The Indlan came into the
hall to take his coat and hat.

““Dinner is at seven,” Wassaquam
“You wantisome change

Spearman that

He turned and, not
let himself out.
when he
after an-
get

announced.
about that?” :

“No; seven is all right.”

Alan went up-stairs to the room
next to Corvet’s which he had appro-
priated for his own use the night be-
fore, and found it now prepared, for
his occupancy. His suitcase, uxwack
ed, had been put away in the closet;
the clothing it had contained had been
put in the dresser drawers, and the
toilet articles arranged upon the top
of the dresser and in the cabinet of
the little connecting bath So, clearly,
Wassaquam had accepted him as an
occupant of the house, though upon
what status Alan could not guess. He
had spoken of Wassaquam to Con-
stance as his servant; but Wassaquam
was not that; he was Corvet's ser-
vant—faithful -and devoted to Corvet,
Constance had said—and Alan could
not think of Wassaquam as the sort
of servant that “went with the house.”
The Indian’s manner toward himself
had been noncommittal, even stolid.

When Alan came down again to the
first floor, Wassaquam was nowhere
about, but he heard sounds in the
service rooms on the hasement floor.
He went part way down the service
stairs and saw the Indian in the Kit-
chen, preparing dinner. Wassaquam
had not heard his approach, and Alan
stood an instant watching the In-
dian’s tall, thin figure and the quick
movements of his disproportionately
small, well-shaped hands, almost like
a woman’s; then he scuffed his foot
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upon the stair, and Wassaquam turn-
ed swiftly about.

“Anybody been here to-day, Judah?”
Alan asked.

“No, Alan. I called tradesmen;
they came. There were young men
from the newspapers.”

“They™ canie: here, ‘did. ‘they?
why did you say no one came?”

“I did not let them in.”

“What did you tell them?”

“Nothing.”

“Why not?”

“Henry telephoned I
them nothing.”

“You mean Henry Spearman?”

Then

was to tell

“Yes.”

“Do you take orders from him,
Judah?” )

“I took that order, Ala.a.”

Alan hesitated. “You've heen here
in the house all day?”’

“Yes, Alan.”

Alan went back to the first floor
and into the smaller library. The
room was dark with the early winter
dusk, and he switched on the light;
then he “knelt and pulled out one of
the drawers he had Seen Spearman
searching through the night before,
and carefully examined the papers in
it one by one, but found them only
ordinary papers. e pulled the drawer
completely out and sounded the wall
behind it and the partitions .on both
sides but they appeared solid. He
put the drawer back in and went on
t0 examine the next one, and, after
that, the others. The clocks in the
house had been wound, for presently
the clock in the library struck six, and
another in the hall chimed slowly.
An hour later, when the clocks chimed
again, Alan looked up and saw Wassa-
quam’s small black eyes, deep set in
their large eye: sockets, fixed on him
intently through the door. How long
{he Indian had been thaie, Alan could
not guess; he had not heard his step.

“What are you looking for, Alan?”
the Indian asKed.

Alan reflected a moment “Mr.
Sherrill thought that Mr. Corvet might
have left a record of some sort here
for me, Judah. Do you know of any-
thing like that?¥: :

“No. That is what you are lookmg
for?"”

“Yes. Do you know of any place
where Mr. Corvet would have been
likely to put away anything like
that?” ‘ :

“Ben put papers 1ini all tlLese

drawers; he put them up-stairs, too—
where you have seen.”

“Nowhere else, Judah?”

“If he put things anywhere else,
Alan, I have not seen. Dinner is
served, Alan.”

A LAN went to the first floor lava-
~“tory and washed the dust from
his hands and face; then he went
into the dining-room. A pla(p had
been set at the ‘dining table around
the corner from the place where, as
the worn rug showed, the lonely oc-
cupant of the house had been accus-
tomed to sit. Benjamin Corvet's arm-
chair, with its worn leather back, had
heen left against the wall; so had an-
cther unworn armchair which Alan
understood must have been Mrs. Cor-
vet’s; and an armless chair had been
set for Alan between their places.
Wassaquam, having served the dinner,
took his place behind Alan’s: chair;
ready to pass “him what he needed'
but the Indian’s sﬂent, watehful pres:

. Island,
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ence there behind him where he could
not see his face, disturbed Alan, and
he twisted himself about to look at
him.

“Would you mind, Judah,” he in-
quired, “if I asked you to stand over
there instead of where you are?”

HE Indian,

without answering,
moved around to the other side
of the table, where he stood facing
Alan.
“you're a Chippewa, aren’t you,
Judah?”’ Alan asked.
“Yes.”

“Your people live at the other end
of the lake, don’'t they?”

“Yes, Alan.”

“Have you ever heard of the Indian
Drum they talk about up there, that
they say sounds when a shlp goes
down on the lake?”

The Indian’s eyes
edly. “Yes,” he said.

“Do you believe in it?”

sparkled excit-

“Not just believe; I know. That is
old Indian country up there, Alan—
I’arbre Croche—Cross Villag
dle Village. A big town of Ottawas
was there in old days; Pottawatomies
too, and Chippewas. Indians now are
all Christians, Catholics, and Method-
ists hold camp meetings and
speak beautifully. But some things
of the old days are left. The Drum
is like that. Everybody knows that it
sounds for those who die on the lake.”

“How do they know, Judah? How
do you yourself know?”

“I have heard it. It sounded for my

who

father.”
“How was that?”
“Like this. My father sold Some

bulloeks to a man.on Beaver Island.
The man kept store on Beaver Island,
Alan. No Indian liked him. He would
not hand anything to an Indian or
wrap anything in paper for an Indian.
Say it"was like this: An.Indian comes
in to buy salt pork. First the man
would get the money. Then, Alan, he
would take his hook and pull the pork
up out of the barrel and throw it on
the dirty floor for the Indian to pick
up. He said Indians must take their
food off of the floor—like dogs.

“My father had to take the bullocks
to the man, across to Beaver Island.
He had a Mackinaw boaf, very little,
with a sail made brown by boiling it
with tan bark, so:that it would not
wear out. At first'the Indians did not
know who the bullocks were for, so
they . helped him. 'He tied the legs of
the bullocks, the front legs and the
back legs, then all four legs together,
and the Indians helped him put them
in the boat. When they found out the
bullocks were for the man on Beaver
the Indians would not. help
him any longer. He had to take them
across. alone.. Besides, it was bad
weather, the beginning of a storm.

SHe  went away, and
went to pick berries—-I was small
then. Pretty soon I saw my mother
coming back. She had no berries, and

her hair was hanging down, and she/

was wailing. She took me in her arms
and said my father was dead. Other
Indians came around and asked her
how she. knew, and she said she had
heard the. Drum. The Indians went
out to listen.”

“Did you go?”

“Yes; 1 went.”

““How old were you, Judah?”

T “Pjve years.”- i

“That was the time you heard it?”

my mother .
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“Yes; it would beat once, then there
Would be silence; then it would beat
again. 1t frightened us to hear it.
The Indians would scream and beat
their hodies with their hands when the
- Sound came. We-listened until night;
there was a storm all the time grow-
Ing greater in the dark, but no rain.
The Drum would beat once; then noth-
Ing; then it would beat again once—
hever two or more times. So we knew
It was for my father. It is supposed
the feet of the bullocks came untied,
and the hullocks tipped the boat over.
hey found near the island the body
f one of the bullocks floating in the
Water, and its feet were untied. My
father’s hody was on the beach near
there »

“Did you ever hear of a ship called
the Miwaka, Judah?”

“That was long ago,” the Indian an-
SWered,

“ThEY say that the Drum beat
Wrong when the Miwaka went down—
that.it wag one beat short of the right
mper »

“That was long ago,” Wassaquam
Merely repeated.

“Did Mr. Corvet ever speak to you
Rb‘om the Miwaka?”
ev;NO; he asked me oance if I had

T heard the Drum. I told him.”

N

WASSAQUAM removed the dinner
and brought Alan a dessert. He

T
®turned to stand in the place across -

the table that Alan had assigned to
stim, ?and stood looking down at Alan,
?‘adlly and thoughtfully.

Do 1 100k like any one you ever

im,
“No.”

‘:IS that what you wers thinking?”
CfoZhat is what I was thinking. Will
€ be served in the library, Alan?”
sQ:;:;l (j.rossed to the library and
it himself in the chair where his
er had been accustomed to sit.
Sm‘:ﬁaquam brought him the single
o 1 cup of' coffee, lit the spirit lamp
°Ver'e Smoking stand, and moved that
i ;'1 t_hen he went away When he
2 nished his coffee, Alan went into
) Om;mall‘er connecting room and re-
Paweeneed his examination of the
conig PE under the bookshelves. He
is taskear the Indian moving about
0 the dS, and twice Wassaquam came
on hip, qoor of the room and looked in
“HY-thin’ but he did not offer to say
8, and Alan did not speak to
s,earchAt.ten o’clock, Alan stopped his
L and went back to the chair in
; ary. He dozed; for he awoke
e hzdstart and a feeling that some
Bazeq l?een bending over him, and
Iudian li) Into Wassaquam’s face. The
f ad })een scrittinizing him with
aWay’ Aanxious. inquiry. He moved
> but Alan called him back.
Tuday 0 Mr. Corvet disappeared,
anis’t iyou went to look for him up at
Teagg (:ue, wh.ere he was born—at
Yoy Wer;tSherrxll said that was where
might ﬁnd. .Why did you think you
“ him there?” Alan asked.
‘Boeg ba:k end, T think, a man maybe
g&‘n. oy ,to the place where he be-
b at’s all, Alan.”

- in
that s tl;g end! What do you mean by
of hat do you think has become

48 e

';- = ‘Corvet ?N
45 :tlk now—RBen’s dead.”
. - Makes you think that?”

“Notp
.“»-"?1&;5:3? makes me think; I think

Sea y
You mean you have no rea-

8
h‘}W before, Judah?” Alan inquired of
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son more than others for thinking it;
put thai is what you believe.”

“Yes.” Wassaquam went away, and
Alan heard him on the back stairs, as-
cending to his room.

HEN Alan went up to his own

room, after making the rounds
to see that the house was locked, a
droning chant came to him from the
third floor. He paused in the hall and
listened, then went on up to the floor
above. A flickering light came to him
through the half-open door of a room
at the front of the house; he went a
little way toward it and looked in.
Two thick candles were burning be-
fore a crucifix, below which the Indian
knelt, prayer book in hand and rock-
ing to and fro as he droned his sup-
plications.

A word or two came to Alan, but ‘

without them Wassaquam’s occupa-

tion was plain; he was praying for -

the repose of the dead—the Catholic
chant taught to him, as it had been
taught undoubtedly to his fathers, by
the French Jesuits of the lakes. The
intoned chant for Corvet’s soul, by the
man who had heard the Drum, fol-
lowed and still came to Alan, as he
returned to the second floor.

He had not been able to determine,
during the evening, Wassaquam’s at-
titude toward him. Having no one
else to trust, Alan had keen obliged
to put a certain amount of trust in
the Indian; so as he had explained to
Wassaquam. that morning that the
.desk and the drawers in the little
room off Corvet’s had been forced, and
had warned him to sce that no one,
who had not proper business there,
entered the house. Wassaquam had
appeared to accept this ovder; but now
Wassagquam had implied that it was
not because of Alan’s order that he
had refused reporters admission to
the house. The developments of the

. day had _tremendouSIy altered things

in one respect; for Alan, the night be-
fore, had not thought of the intruder
into the house as one who could claim
an ordinary right of entrance there;
but now he knew him (o be the one
who—except for Sherrill-—might most
naturally come to the house; one, too,
for whom Wassaquain appeared  to
grant a certain right of direction of
affairs there. So, at this thought, Alan
moved angrily; the house was his—
Alan’s. He had noted particularly,

" when Sherrill had showed him the list

of properties whose transfer to him
Corvet had left at Sherrill’s discre-
tion, that the house was not among
them; and he had understood that
this was because Corvet had left Sher-
rill no discretion as to the house. Cor-
vet’s direct, unconditional gift of the
house by deed to Alan had been one
of Sherrill’s reasons for believing that
if Corvet had left anything which
could explain his disappearance, it
would be found in the house.

Unless Spearman had visited the
house during the day and had obtained
what he had been searching for the
night before—and Alan believed he
had not done that—it was still in the
house. Alan’s hands clenched; he
would not give Spearman such a
chance as that again; and he himself
would: continue his search of the house
—exhaustively, room by room, article
of furniture by article of furniture.

Alan started and went quicly to
the open door of his room, as he

heard voices now somewhere within
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the house. One of the voices he recog-
nized as Wassaquam’s; the other in-
distinet, thick, accusing—was un-
known to him; it certainly was not
Spearman’s. He had not heard Was-
saquam go down-stairs, and he had
not heard the doorbell, so he ran first
to the third floor; but the room where
he had seen Wassagquam was empty.
He descended again swiftly to the first
floor, and found Wassaquam standing
in the front hall, alone.

“Who was here, Judah?” Alan de-
manded.

“A  man,” the Indian answered
stolidly. “He was drunk; I put him
out.” :

“What did he come for?”

“He came to see Ben.
out; he is gone, Alan.”

Alan flung open the front door and
iooked out, but he saw no one.

“What did he want of Mr. Corvet,
Judah?”

“I do not know. I told him Ben was
not here; he was angry, but he went
away.”

“Has he ever come her: before?”

“Yes; he comes twice”

“He has been here twice?”

“More than that; every year he
comes twice, Alan. Once he came
oftener.”

I put him
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“How long has he been doing that?”

“Since I can remember.”

“Is he a friend of Mr. Corvet?”

“No friend—no!”

“But Mr. Corvet saw him when he
came here?”

“Always, Alan.”

“And you don’t know at all what he
came about?”

“How should I know?
not.”

Alan got his coat and hat. The sud-
den disappearance of the man might
mean only that he had hurried away,
but it might ‘mean too that he was
still lurking near the house. Alan
had decided to make the circuit of the
house and determine that. But as he
came out on to the porch, a figure
more than a block away to the south
strode with uncertain step out into the
light of a street lamp, halted and faced
about, and shook his fist back at the
house. Alan dragged thc Indian out
on to the porch.

“Is that the man, Judah?”
manded.

“Yes, Alan.”

Alan ran down the steps and at full
speed after the man. The other had
turned west at the corner where Alan
had seen him; but even though Alan
slipped as he tried to run upon the

No; I do

he de-

O
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snowy walks, he must be gaining fast
upon him. He saw him again, when
he had reached the corner where the
man had turned, traveling westward
with that quick uncertain step toward
Clark “S#reet; at that corner the man
turned south. But when Alan reached
the corner, he was nowhere in sight.
To the south, Clark Street reached
away, garish with electric signs and
with a half dozen saloons to every
block. That the man wag drunk made
it probable he had turned into one of
these places. Alan went into every
one of them for fully a h_alf mile and
looked about, but he fourn:d no one even
resembling the man he bad been fol-
lowing. He retraced his steps for sev-
eral blocks, still looking: then he gave
it up and returned eastward toward
the Drive.

—~ HE street leading to this was less
well lighted; dark entry ways

and alleys opened on it; but the night
was clear. The stars, with the shin-
ing sword of -Orion almost overhead,
gleamed with midwinter brightness,
and to the west the crescent of the
moon was hanging and throwing faint
shadows over the snow. Alan could
see at the end of the street, beyond
the yellow glow of the distant boule-
vard lights, the smooth, chill surface
of the lake. A white light rode above
it; ' now, below the white light, he saw
a red speck—the masthead and port
lanterns of a steamer northward
bound. Farther out a second white
glow appeared from bhebind the ob-
seuration of the buildings and below
it a green speck—a starboard light.
The information he had gained that
day enabled him, to recognize in these
lights two steamers passing one an-
other at the harbor mouth. :
“Red to red,” Alan murmured to him-
self. “Green to green—Red to red,
- perfect safety, go ahead!” he repeated.
It brought him, with marvelous
vividness. back to Constance Sherrill.
Events since he had talked with her
that morning had put them far apart
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once more; but, in another way, they
were being drawn closer together. For
he knew now that she was caught as
well as he in the mesh of.-conse-
quences of acts not their own. Ben-
jamin Corvet, in the anguish of the
last hours before fear of those conse-
quences had driven him away, had
given her a warning against Spearman
so wild that it defeated itself; for Alan
merely to repeat that warning, with no
more than he yet knew, would be
equally futile. But info the contest
between Spearman and himself—that
contest, he was beginning to feel,
which must threaten destruction either
to Spearman or to him-—she had en-
tered. Her happiness, her future, were
at stake; her fate, he was certain
now, depended upon discovery of those
events tied tight in the mystery of
Alan’s own identity which Spearman
knew, and the threat of which at mo-
ments appalled him. Alan winced as
there came before him in the darkness
of the street the vision of Constance
in Spearman’s arms and of the kiss
that he had seen that afternoon.

He staggered, slipped, fell suddenly
forward upon his knees under a stun-
ning, crushing blow upon his head
from behind. Thought, consciousness
almost lost, he struggled, twisting
himself about to grasp at his assailant.
He caught the man’s ciothing, trying
to drag himself up; fighting blindly,
dazedly, unable to see or think, he
shouted aloud and-then again, aloud.
e seemed in the distance to hear an-
swering cries; but the weight and
strength of the other was bearing him
down again to his knees; he tried to
slip aside from it, to vise. Then an-
other blow, crushing and sickening, de-
scended on his head; even hearing left
kim and, unconscious,; he fell forward
on to the snow and lay still.

CHAPTER X.

A Walk Beside the Lake.

“THE name seems like Sherrill,”
the interne agreed. “He said
it before when we had him on the

BRUCE'S SEEDS

Your Duty— To grow all the foodstuff
possible and to get the best results,
high-grade seeds, such as BRUCE'’S
are a necessity. ‘

Our Duty—To provide sufficient seed and

of the highest grade possible.

Business Established 1850

Implements and Poultry Supplies.
Werite for a copy to-day.

Hamilton. Canada

is ready—112 pages of Sceds, Plants, Bulbs,

Worth its weight in gold. Free—

JOHN A. BRUCE & CO., Limited

TRADE z;;j‘;\'\g‘,:m

R R R RS B
The Best Washer You Ever Met!

Never gets tired or cross! Never “skimps.”” Handles ‘lifht or heavy goods—blankets

table cloths, or
§ or tear the most
washer to have \\

handkerchiefs—a full tub or a few articl

es equally well. Doesn’t wear

delicate fabrics, and only takes half the time ! Isn’t that the kind of a
in your homc? Then go to your dealer's to-day and meet the—

—a ball-bearing washer—light, noiseless, easy-runnin;

—of handsomely-finished cypress.
dasher makes it best for washing everything.

Specially -design
it Enclosed

gears mean safety. Write us for booklet— FREE.
MAXWELLS LIMITED, Dept. L, St. Marys, Ont. 36
)

3%,

COURIER

table up-stairs; and he has said it now
twice distinctly—Sherrill.”

“His name, do you think?”

“1 shouldn’t say so; he seems trying
to speak to someone named Sherrill.”

The nurse waited a minutes.
“Yes; that’s how it seems to me, sir.
He said something that sounded like
‘Connie’ a while ago, and once he said
‘Jim.” There are only four Sherrills
in the telephone book, two of them in
Evanston and one way out in Mi-
noota.”

“The other?”

“They’re only about six blocks from
where he was picked up; but they're
on the Drive—the Lawrence Sherrills.”

few

The interne whistled softly and look-
ed more interestedly at his patient’s
features. He glanced at his watch,
which showed the hour of the morn-
ing to be half-past four. “You’d better
make a note of it,” he said. “He’s not
a Chicagoan; his clothes were made
somewhere in Kansas, He’'ll be con-
scious some time during the day;
there’s only a slight fracture, and—
Perhaps you'd better call the Sherrill
house, anyway. If he’s not known
there, no harm done; and if he’s one
of their friends and he should . . .”

The nurse nodded and moved off.

Thus it was that at a quarter to five
Constance Sherrill was awakened by
the knocking of one of the servants
at her father’s door. Her father went
down-stairs to the telephone instru-
ment where he might reply without
disturbing Mrs. Sherrill. Constance,
kimona over ‘her shoulders, stood at
the top of the stairs and waited. It
became plain to her at once that what-
ever had happened had been to Alan
Conrad. :

“Yes. . . . Yes.. . .. You are giving
him every possible care? ... At once.”

She ran part way down the stairs
and met her father as he came up.
He told her of the situation briefly.

“He was attacked on the street late
last night; he was uncouscious when
they found him and took him to the
hospital, and has been unconscious
ever since. They say it was an ordin-
ary street attack for robbery. I shall
go at once, of course; but you can do
nothing. He would not know you if
you came; and of course he is in com-
petent hands. No; no one can say
yet how seriously he is injured.”

She waited in the hall while her
father dressed, after calling the garage
on the house telephone for him and
ordering the motor. When he had
gone, she returned anxiously to her
own rooms; he had prbmised to call
her after reaching the hospital and as
soon as he had learned the particulars
of Alan’s condition. It was ridiculous,
of course, to attach any responsibility
to her father or herself for what had
happened to Alan—a street attack
such as might have happ’ened to any
one—yet she felt that they were in
part responsible. Alan Conrad had
come to Chicago, not by their direc-
tion, but by Benjamin Corvet's; but
Uncle Benny being goxie. they had
been the ones who met him, they had
received him into their own house;
but they had not thought to warn him
of the dangers of the city and, after-
ward, they had let him go to live alone
in the house in Astor Street with no
better adviser than Wassaquam. Now,
and perhaps because they had not
warned him, he had met injury and. it

might be, more than mere injury; he
might be dying.
She walked anxiously up and dowl

her room, clutching her kimona about

her; it would be some time yet before
she could hear from her father.
went to the telephone on the stand

‘She

beside her bed and called Henry Spear-

man at his apartments.
answered; and, after an
Henry’s voice came to her.

curred.

His servant'
interval,’
She told'
him all that she knew of what had ocC

“Do you want me to go over to the

hospital?” he asked at once.

“No; father has gone. There I8
nothing any one can do. I'll call you
again as soon as I hear from tather.”

He seemed to appreciate from her
tone the anxiety she felt; for he set’
Limself to soothe and encourage her-

She listened, answered, and then hung
up the receiver, anxious not to inter-
fere with the expected call from her
father. She moved about the room
again, oppressed by the long wait, ut-
til the ’'phone rang, and she sprang to

it; it was her father caliing from the

hospital. Alan had had a few mo-
ments’ consciousness, but Sherrill had
not been allowed to see him; now, bY
the report of the nurse,

assured Sherrill that, this being the

case, there was no reason for anxiety

concerning him; but Sherrill would
wait at the hospital a little longer tO
malke sure. Constance’s breath caught
as she answered him, and her eyes
filled with tears of relief. She called

Henry again, and he evidently hﬂd‘

been waiting, for he answered at once;
he listened without comment to her 1€’
petition of her father’s'report.

“All right,” he said. when she had
finished. “I'm comiiig over, Connie.”

“Now?” : :

“Yes; right away.”

“You must give me time to dreSS!"
His assumption of right to come to her
at this early hour recalled to her oI
cibly the'closer relation which Henry
now assumed as existing betweel
them; indeed, as more than existing
as progressing. And had not she ad-
mitted that relation by telephoning t°

him during her anxiety? She had not .
thought how that must appear to him; -

she had not thought about it at all?
she had just done it.

S HE had been one of those who think
of betrothal in terms of questio?
and answer, of a moment when de-
cision is formulated and spoken; she
had supposed that, by withholding I

ply to Henry’s question put even b€

fore Uncle Benny went away, she was

thereby maintaining the same relatio?
between Henry and herself. But now
she was discovering that this was noi{
so; she was realizing that Henry h#

not required formal answer to him he-

cause he considered that such answer -

had become superfluous; her yes, it
she accepted him now, would not €%
tablish a mew bond, it would merely
acknowledge what was already unde’”
stood. She had accepted that—’had
she not—when, in the rush of her fee_l—
ing, she had thrust her hand into BI®
the day before; she had accepte
even more undeniably, when he ha
seized her and kissed her.

Not that she had sought or €Ve"
consciously permitted, that; it had, I
deed, surprised her. While they were
alone togethér, and he was telling 1°
things about himself, somewhat a8

Alan Wwas
sleeping, and both nurse and internes .

d ity




had"at the table at Field’s, Alan Con-
rad wag announced, and she had risen
to go. Henry had tried to detain her;
then, as he looked down at her, hot
Impulse had seemed to conquer him;
he caught her, irresistibly; amazed,
bewildered, she looked up at him, and
he bent ang kissed her. The power of
his armg about her—she could feel
them yet, sometimes—half frightened,
half enthralled her. But his lips
a.gainst her cheek—she had turned her
lips away so that his pressed her
Cheek! She had been quite unable to
Know how she had felt then, because
at that instant she had realized that
She was seen. So she had disengaged
heI‘Self as quickly as possible and,
after Alan was gone, she had fled to
| her room without going back to Henry
'} at al,
. How could she have expected Henry
S,to have interpreted that flight from
him ag disapproval when she had not
“feant it as that; when, indeed, she
_ did not know herself what was stirring
In her that instinct to go away alone?

- She had not by that disowned the new
Telation which he had accepted as es-

' Wablished hetween them. And did she
. Wish to disown it now? What had
: happeneq had come sooner and with
. 1ess of ner will active in it than she
ad expected; but she knew it was

! Oly what she had expected to come.
« The bride she had felt in being with
I wags she realized, only anticipa-

| ;Ory.of the pride she would experience
228 his wife. When she considered the
feeli.ng of her family and her friends,
+ the Tney that, though some would go
Tough the formal deploring that
®0ry had not better birth, all would
€ satisfied and more than satisfied;
®Y would even boast about Henry a
| attle, and entertain him in her honor,
14 show him off. There was no one

* “1OW that poor Uncle Benny was

{ g‘mefWho would seriously deplore it
[t aqp!

-1
{

1
;! CONSTANCE had recognized no
; Benre}lc of uneasiness from TUncle
l Btoor(lly S last appeal to her; she under-
Y hthat thoroughly. Or, at least,
! -0ad understood that; now was
T a change in the circumstances
that understanding, because of
llitdhad happened to Alan, that she
herself re-defining to herself

e :
& " Telation with Henry? No; it had

ot

fo

n:;ze"ed only to Benjamin Corvet.
1 TBemly had “gone away” from
Ouse on Astor Street, leaving his
mZt}tlt'lere to his son, Alan Conrad.
Citeq Ing which had disturbed and
- the ﬂrstAlan had happened to him on
 hoyge,. night he had passed in that
 begy I;rand now, it appeared, he had
i th:“f}’ented from passing a second
! hag ee\‘l‘r.e. What had prevented him
e 5 N an attempted robbery upon

tPEelt’ her father had said. But
Dpose it 7

an robbery'

e ‘
m‘itel 001):1(1 not formulate more de-

~ She CZutlléls thought, but it persisted;
o ik i no .

. Shagg it off. t deny it entirely and

0 T Fisrd

00y oAtlan Conrad, in the late after-
Wag. - that day, this same thought

Dlac
i So
i

m
awakem‘e bersistently, He had been
0oy, And sane gince shortly after

Ahaq Y. "The pain of o head which
bn“ﬂeq thTObbingly and of a body
Dlag, , 1 sore was beginning to give

LAl °°abfeeling merely of lassitude—
: ' Which revisited incoherence

had been something else’

| Comip : :
5 Ming tar more definitely and

Oths s
Mg to do with Henry, of course;
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upon him- when he tried to think. He
shifted himself upon his bed and called
the nurse.

“How long am I likely to have to
stay here?” he asked her.

“The doctors think not less than two
weeks, Mr. Conrad.”

HE realized, as he again lay silent,
that he must put out of his head
now all expectation of ever finding in
Corvet’s house any such record as he
had been looking for. If there had
heen a record, it unquestionably would
be gone bhefore he could get about
again to seek it; and he could not
guard against its being taken from
the house; for, if he had been hope-
less of receiving credence for any ac-
cusation he might make against Spear-
man while he was in health, how much
more hopeless was it now, when every-
thing he would say could be put to
the credit of his injury and to his de-
lirium! He could not even give orders
for the safeguarding of the house and
its contents—his own property—with

rassurance that they would be carried

out.

The police and hospital attendants,
he had learned, had no suspicion of
anything but that he had been the vic-
tim of one of the footpads who, dur-
ing that month, had been attacking and
robbing nightly. Sherrili, who had
visited him about two o’clock, had
showed that he suspected no other
possibility. Alan could not prove other-
wise; he had not seen his assailant’s
face; it was most probable that if he
had seen it, he would not ‘have recog-
nized it. But the man who had as-
sailed him had meant to kill; he had
not been any ordinary robber. That
vurpose, blindly recoghized and fought
against by Alan in their struggle, had
been unmistakable. Only the chance
presence of . passers-by, who had
heard Alan’s shouts and responded to

them, had prevented the execution of
his purpose, and had driven the man
to swift flight for his own safety.
Alan had believed, in his struggle
with Spearman in Corvet’s library,

that Spearman might have killed
rather than have been discovered
there. Were there others to whom

Alan’s presence had bgeome a threat
so serious that they would proceed
even to the length of calculated mur-
der? He could not know that. Thq
only safe plan was to assume that
persons, in number unknown, had de-
finite, vital interest in his “removal”
by violence or otherwise, and that,
among them, he must reckon Henry
Spearman; and he must fight them
alone. For Sherrill’s liking for him,
even Constance Sherrili’s interest and
sympathy were nullified in practical
intent by their admiration for and
their complete confidence in Spear-
man. It did not matter that Alan
might believe that, in fighting Spear-
man, he was fighting not cnly for him-
self but for her; he knew now cer-
tainly that he must count her as
Spearman’s; her! Things swam be-
fore him again dizzily as he thought
of her; and he sank back and closed
his eyes.
(To be continued.)

ERVOUS EMPLOYER: “Thomas,
1 wish you wouldn’t whistle at
your work.”
Office Boy: “I ain’t working, sir; I'm
only whistling.”

E—Of course, women should vote.
They deserve suffrage as much

as men—more, because their minds
are purer and cleaner.
She—Of course their minds are

cleaner, but how do you know that?
He—Because they change them so
much oftener.—Puck.

THE EVOLUTION OF MIRANDA

(Concluded from page 18.)

said when she got back.
ped entirely, m’m.”’

iSo thoroughly scared she seemed to be
that Miranda 'did not for many weeks
venture down town again. She gradu-
ally accustomed herself-to the busy shop-
rooms of the west end where the shops
ran only in two directions. She went to
church, Sundays and evenings, and at
home sang Moody and Sankey hymns.
Her religion was of the emotional sort.

“I've been brought up perfect,”” she
said.  “I sang in the choir back ’ome,
m’'m.”

She promised to join the choir. This
was very auspicious. ‘'Choirs, prayer-
meetings, and sewing-circles would soon
make her a citizen. She had an amazing
appetite for them all. She even hob-
nobbed with the Salvation Army, although
technically she belonged to the ¥English
«Church. 4 e

And when she was not out to one or

: wther of those spiritual and social means

iof grace, Miranda was by no means lone-
gome. Within a month shie had developed
a powerful interest in the butcher’s de-
livery boy. He brought her candy along
with'- the meat-orders; and the cat in
Miranda’s kitchen was fed meat good
enough for a king.

The butcher boy was soon supplanted
by a series of soldier admirers, some of
whom seemed to hail from Miranda’s part
of the world and some of whom. she pick-

.ed up 'with at church meetings—so she

said.

.One by one they itrailed away, the
butcher boy grew weary, and Miranda
became the sole object of passionate in-
tention to a young man who came four
evenings a week and threatened geri-
ously to interfere with her attendance
upon other means of grace. The affair
between this lonesome maritime girl and

“I"d be kidnap-

" dezvous.

~had developed.

the young city lad became fast and furi-
ous. Miranda's kitchen became a ren-
It was no longer a iere place
to sing the Glony Song and to make her
floors spotless in the evening after litter-
ling them all day. It became a seance.
Miranda was the centre attraction. A
curious little knot of folks came there,
might after night, both sexes. Miranda
'was the animated centre of interest for
itthem all. No longer was she silent and
glum and lonesome. She became a young
twitch of great interest. Often she went
itrooping ‘out with her entourage to the
shops, and came back at any hour be-
tween 10 o'clock and midnight. Some-
times she came alone, a clatter of swift
ifeet on the side pavement, a grand rush
into the kitchen and a breathless,

‘“Oh, m'm; I was chased.-home by a
man, I was. Oh, I"m that frightened!”

Poor Miranda! She could not foresee
what her sequel would be. The day came
iwhen. she was missing from the kitchen

'withiout' extra clothes or notice of leave. .

The evening came when she did not re-
iturn. The telephone rang. Inquiries for
Miranda. So many friends wanting to
italk to her in the evening. Strange!
None of them knew she had left.

And before her mistress could begin to
understand it all—Miranda herself and
her young man appeared at the bhack-
door. He had found her. She went to

bed. In the morning she was up as usual. .

At breakfast time there was no break-
fast. Miranda had flown, taking her good
clothes with her. '

And the last we heard of her she was
chief waitress in a negro restaurant with
the young man as assistant. Miranda
She had burst her shell.
And her mistress is now looking for an-
other maid—but not for an experimental
foundling like Miranda.

2
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“The Toronto General Trusts Corporation

Report of the Proceedings of the Thirty-Sixth

Annual General Meeting
(b-ing for the year ended 31st December, 1917)

The Thirty-Sixth Annual Meeting of the Shareholders of the Toronto General Trusts Corporation was held in the Board Room of the Corporation’s
Head Office, corner of Bay and Melinda Streets, Toronto, on Wednesday, F ebruary 6th, 1918.

s The President, the Hon. F'eatherston Osler, took the chair and Mr. W. G. Watson, Assistant General Manager, acted as Secretary of the meeting.

Mr. A. D. Langmuir, General Manager, submitted and commented upon the financial statements showing the operations of the Corporation for
the year ended 3lst December, 1917.

The report to the Shareholders was then read, as follows:—

We have pleasure in submitting the Thirty-Sixth Annual Report of the Corporation, together with the statements of Assets and Liabilities and.
Profit and Loss for the year ended the 31st of December, 1917.

The net profits for the year, after payment of salaries, advertising, fees and all expenses of management at the Head Office and Branches, and
providing for all ascertained or anticipated losses, amount to $300,886.11, to which sum must be added $98,557.00, the amount brought forward from the
preceding year, making a total of $399,443.11, which your Directors have dealt with as follows:—

To payment of four quarterly dividends at the rate of ten per cent.
DO ATIHIITIE 0 s s 5 iy sty W s o s v/ SR fa o N s. iy o+ ST e $150,000.00
To amounts subscribed as follows:—

Canadian Patriotic Fund . $10,000.00
British Red Cross Society s : b 1,000.00
W MACEA Military Bond v 5., e oo et e s Vo s 1,000.00
v e 12,000.00
To amount provided for 1917 F'ederal Income Tax (payable in 1918) 11,000.00
To amount written off Head Office Building .....ccociivuuiiiinnen. 25,000.00
To amount transferred to Reserve Fund (increasing this Fund to
S1950:000000 075« (it ey ve s r e en gD e AT e w¥ olE mankis Ylacese 4HN &l 100,000.00
To balance carried fOrward . i..ici.c. v msssonarssessesengnsarssesis 101,443.11
i
P MR BT A

The Assets and Liabilities Statement shows that the total assets in the hands of the Corporation amount to $83,286,782.69, an increase of
$6,106,269.07 over the preceding year. ¢

The Board of Directors have on your behalf made subscriptions to the Canadian Patriotic Fund, The British Red Cross Society, and the
Y.M.C.A. Military Fund,, confirmation of which will be asked for at the A nnual Meeting.

It is with regret your Directors have to report the death during the year of Sir Wm. Mortimer Clark, K.C., and Mr. W. R. Brock, two valued
members of the Board. The vacancies on the Board have been filled by the appointment of Mr. E. T. Malone, K.C., and Mr. H. H. Williams.

All* of which is respectfully submitted. ;i
A. D. LANGMUIR, FEATHERSTON OSLER,

General Manager. President.
Toronto, January 22nd, 1918.

PROFIT AND LOSS STATEMENT for year ended 31st December, 1917

By Balance brought forward from 31st December, 1916 $ 98,557.00 APPROPRIATED AS FOLLOWS—
By Commissions received for Administering Estates, To Quarterly Dividends, Nos. 83, 84, 85 and 86, at the
acting as Trustee, Agent, etc.; Interest on Capital rate of 10 per cent. per annuUmM ......c..covvonens $150,000.0v
and Reserve; Profits on. Guaranteed Flunds; Net To amounts Subsr:‘ribgd.as f‘ollaws:—- ‘
Rents from Office Buildings, Sufe Deposit Vaults, e s e
BLO. o o s (AT 5 e e eI o e M R AL M A S 8 ot ok $621,447.89 o R R M L e 1 o1 RGN S P 1.000.00

To Management expenses, including Directers’ and ; & e, 12,000.00
Auditors’ fees, salaries, ad-\'ertisibng, rents, taxes, To Amount p.rovxded for 1917 Federal Income Tax
ete g 320.561.78 (payable in 1918) .v..iie.ealiiinriiiieiaeiin, 11,000.00
R SR T A SRR S VR R S T G LR B LA 3 . To Amount written off Head Office P-‘Jﬂﬂ’ﬂf: AAAAAAAA 25'000.0%
T AT T A To Amount transferred to Reserve Fund ........... 100,000.0
Net Profits for Year ...ceeceveecciaees $300,886.11 To Balance carried forward

....................... 101,443.11

$399,443.11

——
ASSETS AND LIABILITIES STATEMENT for the year ended 31st December, 1917
CAPITAL ACCOUNT— ASSETS. CAPITAL ACCOUNT— LIABILITIES.
Mortgages on Real Estate ................... $2,006,165.22 Capitals Stock . il balisa v ivabienad $1,500,000,00
Government and Municipal Debentures .... 365,632.65 P e, e e R A O (R e 1,950,000.00
Stocks and Bonds .......c.c..c.ceciiiaiiine 60,000.00 Dividend No. 86, due January 2nd, 1918 ...... 37,500.00
Toans on Debentures, Stocks and Bonds ..... 103,775.00 Interest in ReSErve .......oevevtvnreacnonsnans 27,500.00
Loans on Corporation’s Guaranteed Mortgage Appropriation for Federal Income Tax (pay-
OO, 0 e v s e w3 0 SO ad i a8 1bi oo 200,000.00 . ADNE I TR " e vl e s e 8 SR 9,185.15
Real Estate— Profit L aud Lo e ey s el 101,443.11
Office Premises and Safe Deposit Vaults R’ VG R hiS
at Toronto and Ottawa °.. 750,000.00 $3,625,628.26
Accrued Remts re Offices and Vaults at
Toronto and Ottawa 5,469.53
Sundry Assets .........c00. e PR e 231.86
Cash on hand and in Banks 134,354.00
— . .~$3,625,628.26
GUARANTEED ACCOUNT— GUARANTEED ACCOUNT— W
Mortgages on Real Estate .................. 7,408,774.18 Guaranteed Funds for Investment............ $8,989,785.76
Government and Municipal Debentures ..... 1,218,323.82 —_— Sa
Toans on Debentures, Stocks and Bonds .... 179,210.68 8,939,785.7
Cash on hand and in Banks ................. 133,477.08

8,939,785.76
ESTATES, TRUSTS AND AGENCIES— :

Mortgages on Real Bstate .................. 14,131,724.28
Government and Municipal Debentures ..... 6.699,889.47 :
Loan Company Debentures. ..........c...... 5,500.00 ESTATES, TRUSTS AND AGENCIES—
Stocks and BONAs. & .scuie i bbeeiirie s v e 1,154,592.93 Trust Funds for Investment or Distribution. 24,263,928.17
Loans on Debentures, Stocks and Bonds .... 1,142,625.38 .
Sundry Assets ........ SRV e e 5,143.59
Cash on hand and in Banks ........c.ccoc0nn 1,124,5562.47
$24;263,928.17 pf

Original Assets, including Real Bstate, Mo~t-. 3 Inventory Value of Original Assets of g«)states

gages, Debentures, Stocks and Bonds, ~ and Agencies under Administration by Y ¥

etc., at Inventory Value ................. 46,457,440.50 the Corporation .. . iwi. s vivebioiis e e 46,457,440.50

L4 70,721,368.67 RO AR N 0 Sl O 1
$83,286,782.69 $83,286,782.69

3y 3 AUDITORS’ REPORT.

We, the un~dersigned, beg to report ‘that we have made a full examination of the books, accounts and vouchers of The Toronto General Trusts
Corporation to 31st December, 1917, and find same to be correct and properly set forth in the above statements of Profit and Loss and Assets and
fabilities. ; :

g 1We have examined, and find in order, all the mortgages, debentures, bonds and scrip of the Corporation, as well as those negotiated for the Supreme
Court of Ontario, and Trusts, Estates and Agencies in the Corporation’s hands, and we have checked same with the mortgage and debenture ledgers and
- ors., 5 S £
N:’gist‘:rrhe Trust investments and funds are kept .separate from the Corporation’s own - securities and funds, and all jsecurities are so earmarked in the
books of the Corporation as to show the particular Estate, Trust or Guaranteed Account to which they belong.

The Banker's Balances, after deducting outstanding cheques, agree with the books of the Corporation.

All our requirements as Auditors have been complied with. . - 2

We have also examined the reports of the Auditors of the Winnipeg, Ottawa, Saskatoon and Vancouver Branches, and find that they agree with
the Head Office books.

Toronto, January 21st, 1918. AR R. F. SPENCE, F.C.A. “Can.”

The report was unanimously adopted. GEO. MACBETH,
The following Shareholders were elected for the following year: Ham ilton Cassels, K.C., LL.D.; Hon. Senator W. C. Edwards; A. Wellington
Francis; Brig. Gen. Sir John M. Gibson, K.C.M.G., LL.D.; Arthur C. Hardy; John Hoskin, K.C, LL.D.; R. W. Leonard; Thomas Long; Hon. Peter Mac-
Laren; J. Bruce MacDonald; Sir Daniel H. MacMillan, K.C.M.G.; E. T. Malone, K.C.; W. D. Matthews; Lieut. Col. John F. Michie; Sir Edmund Osler,
M.P.; Hon. Featherston Osler, K.C.; J. G. Scott, K.C.; Sir Edmund Walk er, C.V.O., LL.D.; E. C. Whitney; H. H. Williams.

Auditors.
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CANADA'S PREMIER PIANO” TELEPHONE AND EQUIPMENT.
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Canadian Ind: dent Telephone Co., Limited! ‘@
Toronto - =~ Ontanio vt
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Make Ironing Easy
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THE GLDEST ESTAELISHED WHOLESALE D!AMND IMPORTERS IN CANADA

OME sorts of organ music are for
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: alf sleep and suddenly to lift _’ $2-7—5.
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i O rush off to a fire. Contrasts
QESe,ofese are advisable only in the
Sole, | a.r} artist occupying the con-
V°°atio: his recent recital at the Con-
Serieg MHall,‘ one of the regular
8“011;, r. Richard Tattersall gave
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impression as everything else you do.
notes and letters should be written on dainty stationery.

Empress Louise Papeteries
are of the daintiest.

Supplied in delicate tints of green and azure as well as white.’

YOUR correspondence should
convey precisely the same
Therefore, your

Ask your stationcr for a box.

10-7-17

= T 1 '\|t . i
BRANTFORD safb@:ﬂ!ﬂ' i .]m]_ls VANCOUVER
WINNIPEG = ~Limited.  CALGARY

Toronto.

Canada.

LS

Make the Most
of Travel

THE passenger to the Pacific Coast is to-day offered a choice of routes that
renders it unnecessary to re-trace his steps and opens up a wealth of new

scenery and outdoor sport.

Do not fail to visit Jasper and Mount Robson Parks with their wonderful
mountains, gorges, g]aciers and cataracts.
Here the protection given to game has increased the quantity and reduced the

fear of man

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

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

CANADIAN

NORTHERN RAILWAY
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Cosgraves
Beers

Known by discrimin-
atiny Canadians for
over half a2 century.

PALE ALE
HALFand HALF
XXX PORTER

In original stremgth
order from

EXPORTERS
LIMITED

489 St. Paul St, West, MONTREAL
To meet Ontario Temperance Act,

order from.dealers, grocers, or
direct from Brewery.

THE COSGRA{I&REWERY CO.
Toronto: Tel. Adelaide mﬂ

Northern Ontario

A vast new land of promise and freedom now
open for settlement at 50c an acre in some dis-
tricts—in others K'ree.

Thousands of tarmers are responding to the
call. Here, right at the door of Southern Ontario,
a home awaits you. i

For information as to terms, regulations and
railway rates to settlers, write to

HON. G. HOWARD FERGUSON, H. A. MACDONELL, -
Minister of Lands, Forests Director of Colonization,
and Mines. Parliament Buildings,
i TORONTO, CANADA.

- dividends in 1918.

T

ADVERTISING FOR
A MISTRESS

(Concluded from page 16.)

expectedly thrown upon their own re~
sources and have no special training eX®
cept their experience in home-making
apply for these positions. They usually
ask lower wages than the proi‘emionnb
and could not be treated on the isolation
plan. IEspecially where there are chil®
dren there is the great advantage 0
having about them helpers of refined
manner and speech. While this raises
the $tandard of household help it is only
temporary, but it points to certain sig®
nificant aspects of employment.

The eagerness with which educated
women seize upon these positions when
at all above the level cf the menia'ly
proves the dearth of openings for this
large class of Canadian women, There
are a hundred positions for the illiterate
and at good wages to one for the. edu”
cated woman, unless she has specialized
in some line. As the war continues and
after it is over this will be increasingly
true.

We cannot look to the captains of in*
dustry or to the industrial classes to 294°
just these matters, but to the women
themselves working in conjunction with
the leading educational bodies. The mogt
practical form of first aid is for the W02
men to specialize in all departments of
homemaking, and for the employers a0
employed to rid their minds of the ab-
surd old bogey of prejudice that grades & .
house worker as of a lower order thah
those employed in the comrﬂe!’ci‘*.1
or industrial world. In the British Isl€8
the educated women have been facing
this problem for years and now in differs
ent parts of our Western Provinces many
of them have taken up small farms 4
are raising fruit, bees, poultry, and ?ra
making a success of their venture in e
dependence.

War and Life Insuranceé

; e
AR and business conditions gener

ally have turned the minds of peo”

ple more to the subject of Lifé n-
surance than ever before, according ¢
Mr., W. Kerr George, Vice-President L
the North American Life .\ss.ul'ﬂ"ce
Company. /
This remark was made in the (:OLll'v‘ie_‘J
his address at the 37th annual meeting
of the company on the 31st of January’
and from the satisfactory report sub;
mitted it would seem that this statemen
was well founded. d
Mr. L. Goldman, the President, referf€s
to the company’s assets, now umouﬂ“":
to §17,268,471.46. After liabilities D&Y
been provided for, there is a net surpiu?
of $2,774,854.38.

715 ]} : . tiie
Policies issued and revived during ‘t;m
year amounted to $12,535,832, & 5| 2
eviod

considerably in excess of any PT .
year’s business. The total assurance ”,Ovt’
in force amounts to $65,213,623, a net ml
crease during the past year of $5,538’5%l:
During 1917 over one and a half m‘lg
lions, or, in exact figures, $1,574.291‘21;
was paid to Policyholders. = Of ms
amount $248,857.65 represented divide“d_'
and at the same time the company 301
nounces that the much larger sum r
$310,967.66 has been apportioned
During the past
years this company has paid the su
$1,882,467.04 as dividends or surplus i
their Policyholders, while during . 10
same period the total amount pal
Policyholders was $11,448,465.06.

Then Fido Wept

YOUNG lady with a pet 408 °
an electric car asked the
ductor to stop at a certain v 4
When he did so, she went to the p,lag'
form and there stood gesticul""tlrl
with the dog in her arm. yor
“Hurry ' up, miss, hurry up! 4
want to get out here, don’t you: ol
“QOh, dear, no, thank you. ther
wished to show Fido where her B0

lives.””—Christian Register
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UNDER THE GREENWOOD TREE.

KINGSLEY’S HEROES.

A BOOK OF REAL MERIT FOR 50 CENTS

By Thomas Hardy.

The story though slight is perhaps the most beautiful work of its
author—the book is a leisurely living with the queer lovableness
and delightful self-sufficiency of the Wessex folk.

THE PINCH OF PROSPERITY. By H. A. Vachell.
To quote the writer, “In this book Prosperity and Poverty are
placed side by side as they may be found in the book of Life.”

THE CHAPLAIN OF THE FLEET. 1746. By Besant and Rice.
A very fine description of early London will make this book im-
perishable, and it is remarkable also for its very telling account
of prison life, as illustrated by the condition of prisoners in the
“Fleet” and within the ‘“Rules,” and of criminals in Newgate.
CHILDREN AND GRANDCHILDR’EN OF THE GHETTO. By lsrael
Zangwill.
Never losing sight of his own excellent axiom, “Nothing is good
without the love of logic and the love of  laughter,” the writer
touches on practically every Jewish custom.

5, JOHN STREET. By Richard Whiteing.
Here, in an appealing tale of liie in a tenement room, are voiced
the deep emotions which rise in the hearts of the pitiful among
the rich, and in the flaming souls of the poor when they think as
well as feel. The lifelike reproduction of the impulses, the un-
conscious humor and the diction of the slums, is only equalled
by the fine stinging delicacy of the sarcasm that reveals all the
cults and devices adopted by silly women to fill their empty days.
THE WOODEN HORSE. By Hugh Walpole.
The name of the book refers to the Trojan household which in its
intense family pride regarded most of the rest of mankind as “the
others”—the Greeks. :
ROSALIND IN ARDEN. By H. B. Marriotg Watson.
In delicate fancy and invention; in witty and humorous dialogue;
in ingenious manipulation of plot and character, Mr. Marriott
Watson has never shown his great gifts of style and keen obser-
vation to better advantage than in “Rosalind in Arden.”

IVES. 1813. By R. L. Stevenson.

The story of a French prisoner in Edinburgh Castle, told with

very characteristic evidences of knowledge of French and Scot:

tish traits.

THE CITY OF PLEASURE.
True in every respect to its label:
Pleasure is a gigantic “White City.”

THE MISTRESS OF BONAVENTURE. By Harold Bindloss.

This is an adventurom story dealing with the ranches of the
far West.

THE LILAC SUNBONNET. By S. R. Crockett.

The hero is a candidate for the ministry in a “bye ordinar” nar-
row Scotch sect, and his profound views on the eyil nature of
women would do credit to St. Anthony. They are, however,
gpeedily at a discount when winsome Charteris in the lilac sun-
bonnet- appears.

THE LONG NIGHT. By Stanley Weyman.

One of this author’s most stirring romances, dealing with the

history of the free city of Geneva and centering round a love story

as fresh and wholesome ‘as the early dawn.

NO.

8T.

By Arnold Beanett.

“A fantasia.’ The City of

THE WHEELS OF CHANCE. By H. G. Wells.
An amusing tale of a young draper who ‘emerges from his
draperies and reveals the man.” He starts a cycling holiday as
a novice on wheels and even more a novice in knight-errantry,
and in a few days his progress in both directions is marvellous.
"TWIXT LAND AND SEA. By Joseph Conrad.
This book contains three stories—A Smile of Fortune, The Secret
Sharer, and Freya of the Seven Isles.

HIGHLAND WIDOW AND THE BETROTHED.
The Highland Widow. The Two. Drovers, My Aunt Margaret’'s
Mirror, and The Tapestried Chamber are included in this volume
The Betrothed gives a picture of Wales in the time of Henry II

" REDGAUNTLET.—George Ill.’s Time.

A TALE OF TWO CITIES. By Charles Dickens.
PICKWICK PAPERS. By Charles Dickens.

HERMANN MELVILLE’S TYPEE.
A marvellously true, yet ideal, record of tropical life in an almost
magic region. In other words, a ‘“Narrative of a Four Months’
Residence in a Valley of the Marquesas Islands.” It is based on
Melville’s own adventures there, and should be read with its
sequel. :

DEFOE’S MEMOIRS OF A CAVALIER.
In his “Memoirs of a Cavalier” Defoe has used with life-like nar-
rative effect his art of making fiction look like a document. The
Introduction is by Defoe’s well-known critic, Mr. G. A. Aitken.
The story deals with adventures in Germany under Gustavus
Adolphus, and in England under Charles I.-(See also vols. 59, 74.
289.)

FANNY BURNEY’'S EVELINA. Introduction by R. B. Johnson.
Eighteenth-century English life and manners.

GUSTAVE AIMARD'S THE INDIAN SCOUT.
Gustave Aimard (1818-1883), not long ago a favorite of both
French and English boys, himself went through many of the ad-
‘ventures he described in this book. It will be remembered how in
“Tartarin of Tardscon” the famous lion-hunter nourished his soul
on Aimard and Fenimore Cooper.

THE GLADIATORS. By Major Whyte Melvilie.
Mavrogordato.

The author of “Tilbury Nogo”
translated himself to Rome in this tale of the first century after
Christ. Emperors like Vitellius, British slaves, patriciam ladies,
tribunes, and others here move across his page. He has combats
in the arena. The love-story and the trlzedy move on to a great
climax in the siege of Jerusalem

VIRGIN SOIL.
Townsend.

Introductien by J.

By lvan Turgeniev. Newly: translated by Rochelle S.

The work in which his art is ripest and his understanding of the :

social predicament of Russia made most clear to the outer world,
and undoubtedly one of the great novels of the nineteenth century.
In its pages the spirits of the east and west seem to mix, and the
very type of the romantic revolutionary, presented in -Nejdanov,
lives-and moves in the scene.

FOR THE YOUNG PEOPLE

FROISSART’S CHRONICLES.
The Chronicles of England, France, and Spain by Sir John Frois-
sart (1337-1410?). The present condensed version, based on that
of Thomas Johnes (1803), was adopted by H. P. Dunster in 1853.
“Whoever has taken up the Cnhronicles of Froissart,” says Scott,
“must have been dull indeed if he did not find himself transported
back to the days of Cressy and Poictiers.”

A CHILD’'S BOOK OF SAINTS. By William Canton.
First published in 1898, but already a favorite of the Children’s
Library. Illustrated by T. H. Robinson.

GRANNY’S WONDERFUL CHAIR. By Frances Browne, with Intro-
duction by D. Radford, illustrated by Dora Curtis.

The best and most imaginative book written for children by the

blind poet, who was born in 1816.

Introduction and story of the Twelve Labors
of Hercules, By Grace Rhys.

Charles Kingsley (1819-1875), in the intervals of his other

wrote this book of Greek fairy tales for his children, Rose,

rice, and Mary. :

N

work,
Manu-

“MRS. GATTY’S PARABLES FROM NATURE. Introduction by Grace

Rhys.
Margaret Scott (Mrs. Gatty, 1809-1873), in these Parables shows
a joyful imagination “deeply colored by Christian doctrine and a
spirit of affection, making it possible for the reader to sympathizo
warmly in the small conversations of bees crickets, kittens, rain-
drops, and vegetables.”
MARRYAT’S CHILDREN OF THE NEW FOREST.

This is reprinted from the earliest available edition, that of 1853.
It is different from the other works of Marryat, insomuch that it
is almost domestic in character, with a slight historical back-
ground.

ABBOTT'S ROLLO AT WORK AND ROLLO AT PLAY.
by Lucy Crump.

This is one of the many books which Abbott wrote for children.

It is the happy and free life of a little New England boy. Abbott
was born in 1803 and died in 1879.

MARRYAT'S SETTLERS IN CANADA. Introduction by R. B. Johnson
The republic of children has always liked and will continue to like
this book. It is a thoroughly pleasant story seasoned with inci-
dents of peril and wonder.

UNCLE TOM’S CABIN. ;
This will ever be memorable as the story which set on foot the
slave liberation movement in the United States. It is a glowing
description of the life of the slave. :

EDGAR’S HEROES OF ENGLAND.
A series of capital short lives of Drake, Raleigh, Sidney, Nelson,
etc.

PINOCCHIO. By C. Collodi. L ‘ :
The best puppet story even written. *“Pinocchio” comes from
Italy, and it is certainly fitting that Italy should give it to us.
No other country has ever loved >uppets and puppet shows with so
much childish ardour and gaiety. It only remianed for Signor
Lorenzini, otherwise and better known by his pen name of “Col-
lodi,” to write once and for all the joyous epic of the puppet and
put it into new form

THE TWO BOVHOODS AND OTHER PASSAGES AND CHAPTERS.
By John Ruskin.
Includes some of those passages of narrative and of delightful
natural description which he wrote for the wise children of the
world. The book might be called a Ruskin’s Anthology for youns-
er readers.

Introduction

A SPECIAL TRIAL OFFER TO READERS OF “THE COURIER’’

“THE NEW FREEDOM,” By President Wilson.
A. G. Gardiner

“ACROSS FRANCE IN WAR-TIME,” By Fitzwater Wray.
(Author of “War Lords,” “Prophets, Priests and Kings,” and “Pebbles on the Shore”—50,000 Sold in. Canada

“PILLARS OF SOCIETY,” By

'$1.00 POSTAGE PAID TO ANY ADDRESS.

These are “only a few of the 840 Titles — British Made, Artistically Bound in Cloth Gilt.

Complete Lists Sent on ~Application. - If your

Bookseller cannot supply we will send them postage paid. Publishers

J M. DENT & SONS LTD, London, Paris, Vand 27 Melinda St., TORONTO

and “Market Harborough” fas =
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