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Vancouver, B.C. -

Canada’s Own Winter Resorts, and Spend |
Your Money at Home #
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Average Sunshine ‘8
Sy, 5% Hours Daily M; !

Splendid Roads for Motoring—Golf the Year Round—
Fishing, Hunting and Shooting

Three Superb Trains Leave Toronto
Each Week

Get Full Particulars, Through Tickets and Reservations from
Nearest C. N. R. Agent or write R. L. Fairbairn, General
Passenger Agent, 68 King St. E., Toronto, Ont.

TRAVEL \

CANADIAN NORTHERN
ALL THE WAY

Heated From The Garage
Economy of operation is a small consideration compared
to the joy of owning such a greenhouse as this, but every

point is given due consideration when you consult our

organization.
Address Dept. C. for a Booklet.

GLASS GARDEN BUILDERS, LIMITED
: KENT BUILDING, TORONTO

Transportation Bldg. Factory
Montreal, Que. Georgetown, Ont.

CANADIAN PACIFIC

Electric Service

Means comfort, convenience, economy, and safety.

The home that is completely equipped with electrical

devices is a happy one.

All the drudgery of housekeeping is eliminated by
electricity.

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

At our showrooms all these devices are ready for
your inspection. ~ Competent demonstrators  will

operate and explain them for you.

The Toronto Electric Light
Company, Limited

“AT YOUR SERVICE™

12 Adelaide St. East.  Telephone Adel. 404

F L O R l D Via DETROIT

and CINCINATTI
WHY NOT FLORIDA FOR YOUR WINTER TOUR?
THE ATTRACTIONS ARE UNSURPASSED.

Beautiful Palm Trees—Warm Sea Bathing—Orange and Banana
Groves—Golf—Tarpon Fishing—Luxurious Hotels for all Pockets.

TWO NIGHTS ONLY FROM TORONTO.
WINTER TOURIST TICKETS NOW ON SALE.
Fast train 4.00 p.m. daily from Toronto, via

CANADIAN PACIFIC
MAKING DIRECT CONNECTIONS AT DETROIT.

Particulars from Canadian Pacific Ticket Agents, or write W. B.
Howard, District Passenger Agent, Toronto.

Any Spare Time ?

While the work-a-day hours of the week may be devoted to pro-
ductive toil it is not always the case that the week-end sees accumu-
lated profit. Therefore the handicaps of average ability, of a poor
job, or of lack of opportunity to progress, must be made up—if made
up at all—in other directions. -

The spare time, the leisure time, the loafing time, the undevoted
to anything time, holds the secret of financial advancement. It holds

Why Not Earn?

To thousands of people the idea of earning ‘‘something on the side’” may
come as something absolutely new. Are you one of these people? Does
-increased income. seem desirable? (To whom does it not seem so.) If you
are in earnest about it I can show you how to go about it. The distribu-
tion of a journal with national outlook like the Courier is a big task, cover-
ing Canada. Therefore I need lots of men, women, boys—all can help.
Don't call it a ‘“‘canvassing job, for which you are not fitted.”

Write me for descriptive ideas on salesmanship of a national journal.

1 can profitably employ your spare time.

Sales Manager,

CANADIAN COURIER,
181 Simcoe St., TORONTO
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PERIODIGAL-PERSONALITY. \ : .
G 0 over the list of papers that come into your home and see if you

can’t pretty nearly deseribe the personality of each, almost as

if it were a human being. ‘When you come to find out what
makes the personality you are not so sure. Punch, for instance, trots
out just the same kind of paper every week. Page b.y page this week
is the same general get-up as last or this time next year. An im-
promptu page in Punch would be as bad as a bagpiper at a church
wedding. Some people like that. But everybody would object if
Punch were not in every page oneé of the most genial week-enders
in the world. :
~ Most papers, of course, work to a certain type of makeup. You
become used to the headings without knowing by what names the
printers call them ; to the ads featured on centain pages; to the stories
here and there; to the regular style of article or illustration that you
somehow feel couldn’t appear quite s0 well in any other paper; and
above all you look for certain names of contributors fo whose stuff
you have become accustomed. If you didn’t find one or more of
these ‘‘steadie®’’ as some people are called who come around regular-
ly with the best of intentions, you would be disappointed.

That’s about as far as you could get in analyzing the personality
of a paper. Most of the rest is indefinable. It grows. Week by
Week there is an accumulation of humanizing interest that comes
along with the stealth of a good garden. Week after week in-both
the garden and the paper you note certain critical improvements.
You are glad to find them. Beeause you have taken the paper and
had the garden long enongh to feel a personal interest in it. And
that brings you to a clear conviction regarding the personality of a
Paper. - ,

It gradually comes to represent your Own personality. Some

People say it is the editors—or the editor. Yes—and ne. The editors

as individuals—Never. Unless the paper is a personal house organ

of Mr. Jonathan Jones, concerned merely in exploiting his views for
the good of the commumity. : :

But the editors also are interested in paper-personality. How ?
T.he commonly accepted idea is that an editor picks up an article
either by a regular or a easual contributor and says: “Bully! Just
the sort of thing I like. In it goes.”’ That 's not the way at all. It ’s
much more like this—at least in Canadian Courier: ‘‘Let me see

_Mow—T wonder how this shipping story from down in Halifax Har-
bour would interest an average reader up in the Saskatchewan
valley$”” On general principles, it might not. Smith, Jones and
RO]E)inson from the Maritime might write three good local interest
articles to each of whiech an editor might say: “Not the kind our
Teaders want. Too local. Those men were thinking only of Smith,
Jones and Robinson. They should have been thinking about Brown
out in Vaneouver.”’ : :

i That’s w}?at the Courier exists for—To be the clearing house for

ofe?E and opinions and human impressions that are born in one part

i e count_ry but belong to all of Can-a(;la. After all it’s pretty well

Simmed up in what the Monocle Man says on page 18 this week about

at’l‘;?e lf‘ic‘cio:n Markeét in Canada.”’ There’s a heap of homely and
active common sense about that article.

theN~eXt Wee:\k on this page we’ll tell :Y0u o 1.ittle more about some of

b impressions we get of Canada in getting out.an all-Canadian

-'abger once a Week.‘ One of these days we shall start telling you

ut some of the personalities that co-operate to make the ‘‘Per-

TO INVESTORS }

THOSE WHO FROM TIME TO TIME,
HAVE FUND3 REQUIRING
INVESTMENT MAY
PURCHASE
AT PAR

DOMINION OF CANADA
DEBENTURE STOCK

IN SUMS OF $500, OR ANY
MULTIPLE THEREOF

Principal repayable 1st October, 1919.

Interest payable half-yearly, 1st April and
1st October by cheque (free of exchange at any
chartered Bank in Canada) at the rate of five
per cent. per annum irom the date of purchase.

Holders of this stock will have the privilege
of surrendering at par and accrued interest, as
the equivalent of cash, in payment of any
allotment made under any future war loan
issued in Canada other than an issue of Treas-
ury Bills or other like short date security.

Proceeds of this stock are for war purposes
only.

A commission of one-quarter of one per cunt.
will be allowed to recognized bond and stock
brokers on allotments made in respect of ap
plications for this stock which bhear their
stamp. .

Tor application forms apply to the Depaty
Minister of Finance, Ottawa.

DEPARTMENT OF FINANCE, OTTAWA
OCTOBER 7th, 1916

MAKE YOUR DOLLARS

FIGHT

AT THE FRONT’.
s Bty ,
DOMINION OF CANADA

THREE - YEAR

WAR SAVINGS CERTIFICATES

, $ 25.00 FOR $21.50
5 5000 ¢ 4500
100.00 “  86.00

INDIVIDUAL PURCHASES LIMITED TO $1500

T —

FOR FULL PARTICULARS APPLY AT ANY BANK
OR ANY MONEY ORDER POST OFFICE

FINANCE DEPARTMENT
Jan. 9, 1917 OTTAWA

‘ Wnality of This Paper.” ;
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Edition, Showing all Recent im-
provements

ModemT Gasoline
Automobile

Its Construction, Operation, Main-
tenance and Repair.
By VICTOR W. PAGE, M.E.

600 Illlustrations—Over 850 (5Y, x 8) -
Pages—Twelve Folding Plates.

Price $2.50 net

A COMPLETE AUTOMOBILE
BOOK, SHOWING EVERY RE-
CENT IMPROVEMENT.
Motorists, = students, salesmen,
demonstrators, repairmen, chauf-
feurs, garage owners, and even
designers or engineers need this
work because it is complete,
authoritative and thoroughly up-
to-date. Other works dealing with
automobile construction published
in the past, make no reference to
modern improvements because of
their recent development. All are

fully discussed and illustrated

The

[T

HE most complete treatise on
the Gasoline Automobile ever
issued. Written 1in simple’
language by a recognized authority,
familiar with every branch of the
automobile industry. Free from
5 technical terms. Everything is ex-
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The Beautiful New Evangeline Box contains a very Briiary " telbicnce may a8
attractive and delicious assortment of Gancline. Suiomobhe.  The _infor:

3 mation is up-to-date and includes,
in addition to an exposition of

; - principles of construction and de-

: , s seription of all types of automo-
biles and their components, valu-

able money-saving hints on the

care and operation of motor cars

A P B L, P . N

n"a

propelled by internal combustion
engines. £
TO THE 1916 REVISED EDITION

The subject of electrical motor
starting systems has been consid-
ered at length and all leading sys-
tems and their components de-
scribed. A discussion on ball and
roller bearing, their maintenance
and installation, has also been in-
cluded, and a number of other fea-
tures of timely interest such as
latest types of gasoline and kero-
sene carburetors, cyclecar power
plants, the Fischer slide wvalve
motor, detachable " wire wheels,
cantilever  springs, eight and
twelve cylinder motors, new valve
operating systems, Stewart-Warn-
er vacuum fuel feed, Boat type
body design, leather universal
joints, Entz electric transmission,
positive differentials, armored
automobile, hydraulic brakes,
etc., etc.

Entirely new material has been
added on ,tractors In three and
four wheel forms, cyclecars and
agricultural tractors or automo-
bile plows: combination gasoline-
electric  drive, front-wheel and

in a variety of centres —Creams, Nuts, Brittles, ‘
Nougatines, Caramels—in fact, an assortment that is
sure to meet with your approval. Be sure and ask for

TheFvangeline Box

( The most popular box of Chocolates in Canada)
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The Finest Chocolates you can buy at

I

- four-wheel drive and steer sys-
pound tems and other Important develop-
ments in power propelled vehicles.

box The discussion of power trans-

mission methods has been aug-
mented by consideration of the
skew bevel gear and two-speed di-
rect drive rear axle, as well as
several new forms of worm qear
drive, etc., etc., have been added
to bring the work thoroughly up-
T " A" MO " A S to-date.

Copies of this book sent prepaid to

T T T T T e e e T T T T T T A g
any address on receipt of price.
g A : FARM PRESS

181 SIMCOE ST., - TORONTO

Also sold in half-pound boxes at 30c.
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The World-Famous

= Highly indorsed
lnlsett by educational
leaders, profes-

sional and busi-

bread and pastry made from
ness. men, and
Memnry others through-
out the world

I u ' Also makes who have bene- -

More Bread and Better Bread SYStem'gﬁmffé’ﬁ =

tem.

Prof. A. Loisette’s Great Work
“ASSIMILATIVE MEMORY,

sfodeseeioefoodocfeeedenfrnfosioofosooulendrfrsdesfordestodode Or How to Attend,and Never
Forget.” :

OUR ADVERTISING POLICY Dutesive, oo inde o

stringent restrictions and at a

®
We will not, knowingly or Intentionally, Insert advertisements & i
from other than perfectly rellable firms or business men. If sub- : s v oo s
scribers find any of them to be otherwise, we will esteom It a Cloth, 12mo. Price, $3.00
savour If they will so advise us, giving full particulars. post-pai'd. ) i i ;
Advertising Manager, Canadian Courler UNIVERSITY BOOK CO.
4 8 University Ave. : Toronto
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N Christmas Day, 1916, all the
King’s ships in the harbour
PR wore green branches at their
mastheads and yard-arms,
according to anciemt Navy custom.
The little Grilse t.b.d. was moored at
the dock within a pistol-shot of which
th(.a Shannon swung at anchor with her
Prize, the Chesapeake, a hundred
years ago. She had no decoration, but
she surely deserved at least a feather
in her cap for what she had gone
through.

Inspection showed her planking still
_dirty with oil, @ huge dinge in the for-
_ward funnel, one mast gone, the deck
“Swept clean of gear, and the heavy

Bta.mboard stanchions supporting the
bridge bent like wet card-board. The
engine-room hatch had its back broken,
instead of showing like the roof of a
'hOUEe, it was squashed flat, and
€overed over with planking and canvas.
Down below, the spacious engine-room,
:Wl}ere the turbines live, was dry and
fall'ly clean. The men’s quarters were
_in confusion; they had been washed
out. On the whole, she @id not look
‘& wreck. Still, six of her crew had
met their death, only thirteen days
. before. That the whole forty{five did
~ Dot go the same road is due to their
- courage, skill and endless endurance.

Dlace for an unheated, iron vessel
Bver since it was a naval station, the
~King’s ships have come north in the
Summer to avoid the heat, and gone
south to Bermuda, or the West Indies,
~ in the winter, to avoid the cold. The
Problem before the Grilse was to make
the voyage without escort. She burns
oil for fuel, and her tanks hold just
‘enough to take her from Halifax to
]?'Bl'hmda in perfect weather condi-
tions, (Consequently, her low after-
deck was loaded up with oil casks,
~ When she left Halifax, Monday, Dec.
11, at 245 pm. The weather condi-
- tions were distinctly favourable, and
all went well until 10 a.m. Tuesday,
Dec. 12 when it began to blow heavily
from the south-west. The sea got up,

.

Nova Scotia peninsula.

for she began to leak forward
came down by the
Made her very hard to steer.

slippery with oil. About four p.m.,

knee,

:hoot head foremost over the side.
0 the officers’ quarters.

as lost with all hands.

'THE COU

Halifax in the winter months is 1o °

‘10 turn and run for Shelburne, the old Loyalist town at

about & pam.
honing up the sides with timbers, she
head, with four or five feet of water in her hold. This
. 8Doiled her trim, set her screws ‘racing under her shallow overhang, and also

THE weather got worse and worse. The racking must have opened her seams,:

. Slopping the leaks with tallow and s

= The deckload of oil-casks also incommoded her.
- Tid of them. So the men set to work, staving in the barrels,
overboard and then heaving out the empties. The decks were soon

leading seaman, helpless in the torpedo-
With two other men he had been engaged in heaving the oil-barrels
overboard. The two, Ashwin and Harris, had
enough to see. Slippery deck, heaving ship,
Chandler was
A boat-hook was sawn off to the proper length, one
’fgd Placed under his arm-pit, and then lashed to his body and the injured
1eg. S0 he lay suffering on a mattress on
E At 7.30, the wireless signal, “ginking, send
ight closed down and for forty-eight hours
At eight o'clock,
emendous sea that laid her on her beam-ends.
nsloe and Fry, were all on the bridge at
ucker, in charge of the wheel. The Grilse went over and over,
’mth? officers found himself standing on
. d box for the maps in the middle of the :
OVer to elghty degrees. Now, ninety is a right angle. Why she did not there
224 then turn turtle, no one can say. The reflux of the same wave that broached

February 10th, 1917

Hitherto unpublished story of how the greal little Cana-
dian T. B. D. with her crew of forty-five battled with the
Devil of the Deep last December

MacMECHAN
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and at 12 noon Captain Wingate decided
the very tail of the

lips overcame the difficulty.

In spite of all exertions,

levers by the feel. The stokers,

It was decided to get
letting the oil
1n0 means over.
Lieutenant Winsloe found J. Chandler,
r, his right leg broken above the

big engine-room was full of water.

engines,
il was done. The

gone. How they went was easy .
a sudden lurch and they would
conveyed with great difficulty

the sloppy deck until the rescue. But the word in the Navy is
assistance,” was sent out. Then
Canada believed that the Grilse
the little vessel was struck by a
The three officers, Wingate,
the time with the quarter-master,
until one
the side of the chart-table—a very ?
bridge—as if on a floor. . She heeled

the men going. TFortunately,

more and the Grilse,

R

the bone from the nose to the c¢hin, and
Winsloe acted surgeon, tying him up as
bandaged that he could hardly breathe.
So he was hors de combat.

The fight went on none the less valiantly.
to his arm-pits in sea water, in the darkness,
of their own accord, fastened down their
airtight hatch over their heads and stuck to their jobs.
in the Navy. The Grilse is Glasgow built and must represent much honest
rivetting, for not a spoonful of water got into
Wingate, Winsloe and Quartermaster Tucker
her course. There was no second swamping wave, but the danger was by

form a bucket-brigade, and bale her out, spoonful by spoonful.
officers took their turn with the
wet to the skin, handing buckets up the ladder,
muscles ached and almost refused to function. <
«Carry on!” The oil and sea-water together
had spoiled all the stores; there was little or nothing to drink, and that kept
also, there was a supply of tinned soup. The
and, when heated through, were opened,
to their strength. As they neared the

tins were fastened to the steam-pipes,
and provided the mecessary support
coast, the weather turned bitter cold.

By Thursday morning the long job was done,

l ER

Neo. 11

(K OF THE GRILSE

her to, slapped her back on the other
side, and slowly, very slowly, indeed,
she righted, but did not recover an
even keel. TUntil she reached safety,
she had a list to starboard of twenty
degrees. That means, she was navi-
gating lying down on one side with
her stern sticking up and her head
burrowing in the waves.

THE damage wrought by that one
wave was tremendous. It swept
the two life-boats and the life-craft
overboard. = It carried away the mast '
with the aerials, which were ulti-
mately discovered wound round and
round the starboard propeller. Worst
of all, tons of water smashed the frail
glass skylight over the engine-room
and flooded it as deep as a man’s arm-
pits. - Steel hatches over the skylight
would have made this impossible, but

the Grilse had no steel hatches.

Nor was this all. The lights went
out and could not be renewed. -In the
darkness, men worked like—sailors
(there is no higher praise) to save
the ship and their lives. It was at
this time the chief loss of life occurred.
R. Wilkinson, Artificer Engineer, sea-
sick at the time, and probably sitting
on the deck, disappeared in the black
night. No one saw him go. E. Cle-
ment, Warrant Telegraphist, trying to
rig new wires, disappeared in the
blackness. McAuliffe, Signalman, a
Halifax boy, went with the others,
and Chief Petty Officer Trimbee was
Jost while cutting away one of the
boats.

There was no time to moufn their
1oss. The crew set to work to repair
the damages. Under the direction of
the Navigator, C. MecLean Fry, the
engine-room hatch was covered over
with whatever would keep out the
water. In this job, Fry lost his foot-
ing and slid along the deck, face
upward, under the spare torpedo,
which was lashed to the engine-room
casing. The twin propellers caught
him fair. They laid his lips open to
gashed his right cheek. Once more,
best he could. Indeed, he was S0
A cigarette holder between his split

Down in the engine-room, up
Artificer Swarbrick worked his

It’s a way they have

the stoke-hole. Up on the bridge,
humoured her and kept her on

Wednesday night, Swarbrick reported that he wa3s afraid of his turbines

N
O “geizing,” if he could not get at
There was mnothing to do but stop the

them with his iubricating oil. But the

So
men, down in the blackness,
till the job was done, and

the engines were started once

“Leaking like a lobster-pot, steering like a dray,”
proceeded on her course to Shelburne.

Late on Thursday night, she came
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yawning up to the wharf, and the troubles were over.
From one end of Canada to the other, the good news
was flashed. Letters and telegrams of congratula-
tion poured in. No return of men from death to
life so stirred up Nova Scotia, since the boys came
back from the Boer War.

Professional .comment was restrained. That also
is a way they havein the Navy. “They had a pretty
thin time,” was one sympathetic officer’s opinion.
Another considered the prominence given to the epi-
sode by the newspapers as “jmpertinence.”  All
round the British coasts, trawlers, drifters, de-
stroyers are doing the same sort of thing, day in
and day out. There was nothing to make a fuss
over. The Court of Inquiry did not sentence the
officers to be hanged at the yard-arm, or shot at dawn.
Hence it may 'be inferred that the Department ap-
proved their conduct. Such navigation would be a
credit to any officers and crew in the Royal Navy.
And these were Volunteers—amateurs! The little
Grilse is certainly entitled to wear a feather in
her cap.

the Gulf of the St. Lawrence since the war be-

gan, or from Halifax or St. John, may have a
recollection of seeing the Grilse or her sister ships
as part of the grim machinery by which our sea-
communications with the Mother Country were en-
sured against possible interruption by the enemy.
Tew things in the making of a modern journey are
more impressive than the passing of a ship out of
the St. Lawrence into the North Atlantic under war
conditions. There was a time when it seemed a
mere trifling matter of passing so much low-lying,
sullen coastdine, seeing the blue-grey and black-
grey hills, salted here and there with snow drifts,
lifting their cragged ledges above the rocking seas.
The wind from the other gside .of Cape Race probably
raised the moan of the rigging a ftone or two in
pitch. The motion of the ship became more notice-
able, and night, settling down, betrayed the far, far
lanterns in light-house-tops, flashing and d‘imm;h.lg,
dimming and flashing like so many lone sentries

CANADIANS who may have sailed “in or out of

THE COURIER.

whom some spiteful officer, for punishment has set
a fantastic drill—and left, forgotten, with no words
of countermand, to repeat these evolutions till the
crack of doom., One saw—in those days—other
liners come reeling in out of the wrack, ablaze with
lights, like tangled necklaces of fairy topaz moving
mysteriously past, now high on distant crests, now
low in the unseen tumble of sea. Ship saluted ship,
curtly yet with a certain admission of their common
dignity; and passengers, lamenting no greater dan-
gers than the uneasiness of a bedevilled stomach,
groaned at the antics of the stars, or clutched the
rail of the berth and remembered with agony sins
of which they had once been proud.

But now? Lights out.” Blankets over the port-
holes, and the key of the wireless locked in the
captain’s room on the bridge. Now? -Does some
unseen, passing ship send the old greetings of ithe
sea—The Captain’s compliments and what ship is
that?—no answer! Ships don’t pass those easy
words of greeting any more. Instead, if some rash
skipper tries to be amiable, the captain sends word

to the wireless operator and that one of the magi

makes sputters and &parks in his cabin—then lis-
tens and nods and writes with his left hand, ‘and
tells the captain that the admiralty has heard and
will attend, and is even now on the look out for the
too talkative (and inquisitive) stranger.

There are no salutes. There are few ladies in the
lounge or on deck showing off their new clothes—
such as there are wear very plain clothes and keep
anxious eyes ever ready to quit the face of the smil-
ing movel for the face of the sea. The channel is
apparently no longer straight. The lights on shore
are no longer simple and direct but seem to be talk-
ing with one another over our mast-head—about US.
They seem in fact to be in conspiracy with a
shadowy, silent hulk that awaits the ship in mid-
channel and cross-questions our bridge with lights
of one kind and another.

A shore-echo of the story of the Grilse’s adventures
was observed in a mewspaper three thousand miles
inland from where the Grilse lay only a little while
after the sea found it couldn’t have her—that time.

It was a very small modest announcement of the
wedding of a certain young woman to one of the
officers mentioned in the foregoing account of the
Grilse’s battle with the weather. And no one of the
many who may have read that announcement was
more thrilled than the employees of a certain pro-
vincial government department,

One of the workers in this department was a young
woman whom the other young women marked for
distinction with the word “engaged.” They did not
know to whom she was engaged and probably thought
very little about the matter—for are not many wo-
men forever getting into that happy gtate—until the
news reached this office that the Grilse was feared
to be lost. At that the engaged girl inadvertently
gave 'way the fact that the man whom she was to
marry was on board that vessel. She remained at
her post, refusing to believe that anything had hap-
pened the Grilse. The other employees, from the
deputy minister down, tried, as delicately as possible,

to show that they too were certain the Grilse could

not have been lost. The closer friends of the young
woman assured her that it could not be so—and the
deputy minister, it is said, sent a special request to
Ottawa for information from the Department of
Marine.

Presently the reply of the Department of Marine
came back. It was very sorry—it feared that the
Grilse was indeed, as the newspapers said—lost! A
wiireless had been received at such-and-such @ time
saying that the boat was sinking and now—.

And then the real news arrived. The Grilse was
safe and not only that but the important officer in
question was safe—though he did have to breathe
through a cigarette holder till his face mended.

Unofficial records say that the joy in that govern-
ment department beggared all description, that a
great many folks cried who were not engaged at all.
Then the young lady in question asked her holi-
days in advance. Got ’em. Set forth for Halifax—
and was married. Further unofficial records state
that in the matter of a wedding present that depart-
ment did itself brown.

N.B.—This iis a perfectly true story.

PRIVATE MARLOW'S STRANGE EXPERIENCES

HE complicated machinery of war,
like the wheels of the gods, does
some wonderfully strange things.

it concerns itself with the elaborate
preparations necessary for “big pushes”
and yetris able to take care of such
seemingly unimportant and obscure
matters as the return of an English
widow’s son safe to his native cottage.

AN obscure member of His Majesty’s fighting forces turns up un-
expectedly on his mother’s doorstep after being prisoner of war
to the Turks in the Land
him up for lost when the
way home, a released prisoner.

Pnotograph by London News Agency.

of Kut. His mother had just about given
War Office announced that he was on his

to get either nearer Bagdad or nearer
home. Everyone recalls the tragedy of
Kut—but perhaps no one more vividly
than Pte. Marlow and his companions.
How their rations dropped lower and
lower, how they heard of the relief force
being sent, how the aeroplanes of the
relieving force tried to drop sufficient
supplies among Townsend’s troops to

Private Marlow enlisted in the 5th
Bast Surreys early in the war and with-
out having any very clear idea as to
where he was likely to see service. His
first ideas were that he would be called
on to walk to Berlin, Germany, there to
help ‘sit on the Kaiser’s head while he
was branded and dehorned. Later he
thought he would be lucky if he got
anywhere outside of the British training
camp! Anywhere for a change. As a
matter of fact, what happened ultimately
was a long sea journey down mighty
close to India and a terrible march—or
geries of marches—up from the Persian
Qulf toward the city of Bagdad.

“I uysed to think,” said Marlow to an
interviewer, «that Persia was a place
where you were walking all the time on
soft rugs listening to fine jadies singin’
to lutes, or fiddles or things of that sort.
Strike me pink if T saw any Persian
rugs that wouldn’t have to be taken out
and burned if they were in this country,
and as for the Persian women-kind—
none of us could ever figure they were
musical. We were taken up the Gulf of
Persia in various kinds of boats till we
came to the mouth of the Buphrates.
Then we got into some river boats and
started to go still farther up—and then
we got out and walked. No Persian
carpets in MINE!”

Pte. Marlow was one of General
Townsend’s small but determined force
that finally was taken after a long effort

keep them going until more practical
relief could be effected, these are some
of the things Pte. Marlow recalls.

At all events, the day came when it
was folly to hold out any longer. The
wounded were suffering beyond all en-
durance and even those who ‘were
fominally well were really sick for want
of the bare necessities of life.

“S0 we were taken prisoner,” says
Marlow, “and handed over our fighting
tools to Johnny Turk, and herded away
off into that God-forsaken country.
Strike me, as they say in the Navy, if
that is the part of the world where the

been put—then T’ve no more sympathy
for Adam for wanting to stay in it
~ There were snakes—but T didn’t see any
apple trees, mor any milk and honey,
either. What we got when the Turk
had finished marching us ’round was
rice and water, and precious little of
both. Mind you, that wasn’t because
Johnny Turk was mean, but because it,
was all he had to spare. Seemed to uS
he was getting a bit thin himself, last
we saw. Our boots wore out and we had
to go barefoot. Our clothes wore out
and we had to do without most of ’em.”
Marjow’s mother, it appears, had
almost given him up. She had resigned
‘herself to the loss—when the Wwar
Office, moving in its own Wways, was
pleased to announce that Private Mar-

low was on his way home.

garden of Wden is supposed to have

B et
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Father Vaughan Makes His Own Be

ATHER BERNARD VAUGHAN, of the

F great Westminster Cathedral, is here

®ycen in a new role—new at least to the
camera—dressing himself and getting ready to
make his own bed. The reason this camera
intruded upon the great cleric’s bed-room at
such an unreasonable hour was to give readers
of the Courier a chance to join in congratula-
tions upon the anniversary of his golden jubilee.

Fitty years now this great outspoken Catholic
~divine has been in the service of truth. During

the past twenty years no man in England, not

even the Bishop of London, has raised his voice
bitter in the denunciation of the sins that
weaken a mnation. An article of his on Eng-
land’s Empty Cradles was recently reprinted—
in part—in this paper. When he criticizes it is
the time for most people to listen. And he
never minces matters. He is sometimes thought
to be too outspoken for his own good. But he
{ makes no bid for popularity. He leads the
simple life that makes for high thinking.
When the photographer called to see him, the
Father’s fire was out.

“Well, you see, it’s war time economy,” he
said, with a twinkle. “Yes, I always make my
own bed, sweep my own room and make my
own, fire.”

Plenty of eminent churchmen might be dis-
covered who practise such arts of simple
living. The best proof of Father Vaughan’s
complete democracy in so doing is not that he
makes his own fire and bed and sweeps his
own floor, but that he didn’t tell the camera-
man to find his way out beeause such private
I~ma,tterss are his own business.

e

This Canadian Won His Way Up Again

OUNTLESS touching stories have been
C told of men who redeemed themselves
from stigma by their valour in the army,
and one of the latest and best of these concerns
a Canadian, C. B. Jones, whose picture, lying
| ‘ in a hospital in the northern part of England,
i is shown herewith. Jones enlisted in this
f country when the war was still young, and
{ Obtained a lieutenant’s commission. Later he
' was courtmarshalled. No sooner had he been
E dismissed than he went to Montreal and there
; applied to he taken on the strength of a certain
! battalion—as private. He succeeded and
gradually established himself in the confidence
of the officers of that battalion, First he was
made corporal, then sergeant.- In the heavy
fighting on the Somme he won the D. C. M.
Wwith Bar for his reckless courage. It was said
that wherever Jones went, there the Germans
seemed to be falling thickest. He fought like
a fury. On September 15th last, however, he
was seriously. wounded and now lies in Eng-
land convalescing.

Shortly after one of his exploits on the field
last fall, steps were taken to have Jones re-
instated as a commissioned officer. The story
of his gallant conduct, not only in offensives
against Germans, but in looking after his men
(as a mnon-com.) and helping rescue the
Wounded ynder fire, travelled up the scale from
his own O. C. to the highest authority. And
everywhere the story went—the recommenda-
tion for _reinstatement was endorsed. Finally

it was put through by the Canadian war
authorities,
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the beds of late verbena were already turn-

ing to a dusty purple, and the geranium
leaves becoming old and russet, she felt a curious
gense of isolation. Here, at least, no prying eye
might detect the strange restlessness that had come
over her—that uncertainty of mind and gpirit by
which she was obsessed.

The long wash of the sea met her gaze, leaden
and wavering as her owa thoughts. Sometimes a
gull dtpped and wheeled, or a dejected white sail
came imto view on the far horizon. - 4

She was scarcely sensible of that harmony of
natare with her own mentality. In mechanical pre-
cision, queer, black little notes danced before her
like the music that the morning’s mail had brought.
¥ had not been addressed to her, but she had opened
it, as she had done once before in one of her careless,
light-hearted moments. To the unsuspecting mind
the dots and dashes, breves and semi-breves, would
have meant nothing unusual. But the woman in the
garden knew that they formed a cipher.

Yet she had far greater cause of distrust. Her
thoughts reverted to the patriotic matinee in London,
a week before, which even Royalty had honoured
with its presence. Helen Armour remembered how
che had leaned eagerly forward in her chair, her eyes
intent upon the young pianist. How gaily he had
executed that quaint old Polish mazurka, as if he
were living his boyhood over in each rollicking
strain! A shock of fair hair fell over his brow, and
well nigh obscured his vision, “The privilege of a
genius to be untidy,” she had been wont to tell him,
laughingly. ” ;

She could not remember what he had played next,
but it was something of Mozart’s, with a melody that
was more a sorrow than a joy, and sublime crashing
chords that drowned the sense in an exaltation of
the spirit.

She had looked around in dewy-eyed wonderment.
Did these others appreciate his divine gift in the
same measure as she herself? Yes, everyone was
speaking excitedly of the artist from Warsaw. Then
her gaze fell upon a woman in the box opposite her,
and remained fixed.

She had seen her before, a willowy figure in secin-

tillating black draperies. Her face was oval and
expressionless, after the manner of the mediaeval
paintings; her pale brown hair framed it closely,
and in her light blue orbs there was only a languid
indifference.
. Helen Armour caught her breath quickly. This
was the woman she had seen at Bonme, only the
summer before. They had been walking under a
shady green avenue when she encountered them, with
o little foreign exclamation of surprise, and a hand
laid imperiously on. Maxim’s arm. He had not come
to see her that evening—pleading preparation for the
morrow’s exertions as an excuse, when he was to
play before a Grand Duchess, and her interminable
retinue. :

There was little space for jealousy in Helen
Armour’s nature, but something about the whole affair
had struck her unpleasantly. A sinister conviction
came to her, and when the matinee was at length
over she slipped out hastily, and waited for the
appearance of Maxim and the woman, within the
shelter of her taxi, : ;

LL day the woman had walked aimlegsly in
A the garden. Between its grey cliff walls,

THEY came together, as intuition had warned her,
They drove away in a close carriage and she
ordered her driver to follow slowly, When they
turned down an ‘unpretentious street she dismissed
the taxi at the corner, and quietly followed on foot.
¥rom a deftly chosen point of observation she
watched the woman go into a house, and presently
come out again with a bundle of papers.

“They are all here, lsa?” she heard him say.

“whhere is not one lacking. Ach, but I am glad
to see the last of them. That drawing of the coast
took me an eternity.”

“Till to-morrow, then.

child.”
As they conversed for a few moments in a lower

torie a friendly gust of wind blew two of the loosely
folded papers toward her. She picked them up, and
tucked them feverishly away in her blouse. The
‘others had mnot noticed the incident. When she was
“able to look them over privately she saw that they
were sketches, Symbols meant little to her, but she
realized that they were beautifully executed, and—
strangely enough—there was a tiny Austrian crest
in one corner. Yet to-day the woman in the garden

Go and get some sleep,
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A Musical Romance

Two souls seemed to have for a while

but a single thought expressed in the

great language of music. Thensome-

thing happened. Not the ordinary

cloud of sentiment; something more

sinister—a way the world has now-a-
days with individuals

By ETHEL KIRK GRAYSON

shivered, and could not bring herself to even think
the word ‘‘spy.”

‘*“Will you have tea served here, Miss Armour?”

“Oh, no, Palmer. It is too terribly desolate. In
the drawing-room, please.” % :

Tven tea and buttered muffins failed to dispel the
thousand and one reminiscences that irritated her.
Every word, every glance, would seem now to have
had its double meaning. How many months, was 2 o8
she wondered sadly, since she had first gone up to
London to become the pupil of the famous young
Warsaw pianist, and had ended by becoming this
betrothed.

Lady Grover entered volubly. ‘“This organization
business is going to take a whole lot out of me,
Helen, I've fairly lived in a motor since the be-
ginning of things, and knitting every minute of the
time. Couldn’t you contrive to help me a little
more?”’ S

‘Helen smiled wanly.

“PIl make an effort, Aunt Miriam, after I've settled
up one or two other matters.”

' surely hope so. Max coming to-night?”

“Yes, to stay till toomorrow night.”

“Well, 1 won’t join you at dinner, then. It takes
too much time to dress. Just have Palmer send a
tray to my room, will you? You'll drive to the
station for him, of course?” ;

“Oh, yes, 1 suppose so.” ;

Lady Grover took her tea with despatch, and was
up and away again. g

A liftle while later Helen drove slowly through
the September gloaming. A red-throated bird chirped
plaintively from the hedge-rows, mow a gorgeous
tangle of briar and berry, and flaming leaves. The
road wound white through the purple stillness; a
faint apricot glow still lingered in the sky.

SHE felt constrained when she met him, but he
had always talked more than she did, and so
the drive home was not quite as difficult as she had
anticipated. He was very foreign and distinguished
in his flaring grey coat, and the soft grey hat pulled
low over the heavy shock of hair, she thought, and
he chatted tirelessly of opera and drama, the war,
the army, the navy, the munition factories, Was it
all a part of his training? She almost screamed,

The tete-a-tete dinner followed.

“May 1 smoke on the ferrace?” he asked, when
it was finished.

“Certainly. Would you like me to join you?”

Tor ome fraction of an instant he seemed to
hesitate. :

“Why—yes, indeed. What could be more charm-
ing?"
 “Then I'll come in a few minutes.”” She left the
room, only to walk quietly into the garden by a side
door. There was a feverish flush in her cheeks,
now, and her eyes were dangerously bright.

She saw him come out on the terrace, look care-
fully around him, as if for her, and then go inside
again. She waited tengely—she could scarcely have
told why. The windows of his room faced the sea.
She knew instinctively that he had gone there. She
crouched behind a great lilac bush, and then she
saw him clearly, standing by the broad window. e
was holding a lighted candle in each hand-—or were
they torches?

Still looking far over the darkened sea he waved
them in a series of signdls. She did not think  of
the meaning that they might convey. She only
realized the horrible truth of it all.

He disappeared, and Helen ran swiftly from her .

shelter, and up the steps of the terrace.

“1 have decided not to stay with vou, Maxim. I
have a desperate headache, and I think I shall go
to my room at once.” ¢

£ L0

He murmured a few graceful words of sympathy,

In solitude again, walking restlessly in the old-
fashioned chintz bed-room, the woman fought out the
great struggle of her life. “It’s ridiculous,” she said
over and over, “Maxim isn’t a spy. He's a great
musician, and a conventional being who goes out to
dinner and rides in the park and belongs to the best
clubs--and signals with lighted candles from lonely
seaside houses,” she found herself dinvariably con-
cluding. :

“] love him,” she exclaimed once, fiercely. Then
came an awful revulsion. “My country is “in the
throes of her greatest agony, and he hates her, and
is plotting against her. A spy! How could anyone
possibly love a spy? Hateful word! And to have
won you under false pretences, under an assumed
name, no doubt!” :

But the heart of woman is a complex, wonderful
thing, and with every remembered warmth of look
or tone her soul went surging out to him. “If you
betrayed him he would suffer the fate of a spy.”
A gpy! Her own betrothed! Could anything be
more terrible? :

Then the stern voice of conscience—“would you
betray the land of your birth? And your brother
in the trenches at this very moment?”

It was midnight, and she still battled with her
problem. It would be a simple matter to walk to
the telegraph office now, and send a message to
TLondon. The military authorities would be down in
a few hours and then—ah, no! Not when a woman
Ioved as she had loved. A thousand times, no!

There came a low, quick knocking at her door.

“Miss Helen, dear, are you awake? Why—you're
still 'dressed. This telegram has just come. Shall
1 call her Ladyship?”

“Oh, no, Il read it first. I couldn’t sleep to-night.”

It was an official message. Harold—seriously
wounded. She repeated the words dazedly.

“Oh, Miss Helen, dear, poor Master Harold!
me call 2

“No, no, Cummings, my aunt must not be dis-
turbed. I shall go to the station myself. I want
to send a wire.” :

“Miss Helen! Not at this hour of the night! I’ll
have my things on right away.” :

“No, you must not do any such thing. You don’t
understand, Cummings. It isn’t just this mews.
Mhere’s another reason—I can’t stay to explain.
Wait here for me if you will, but do not rouse any-
body else.”

Let

S

S she sped silently, inexorably, down the stair-

case, through the oak-panelled hall, she caught
a rift of light from behind the velvet curtains. She
stole towards it—ah! Maxim was sitting by the
piano. His hands strayed over it, though he allowed
it to emit mo sound. His face was rapt, almost
seraphic.

“The musician now,” she whispered, “he has for-
gotten that he is also a spy.”

She could not trust herself to watch that look he
wore. She glided away like a phantom. Out into
the garden, past the sun-dial, crushing the geraniums
under her feet, along the box hedges and the old
stone wall—then came an awful glare of light.

The woman screamed. Away in the sky it was
gilhouetted against the deeper blackness, a
monstrous, awful thing, like a bird of evil omen,
There came a heavy deadening roar, as if some
Titan had been hurled into being. Helen was thrown
to the ground and for a long time she lay there
stunned.

When she dragged herself up again and met the
frightened village people, and the Zeppelin raid was
only a hideous nightmare, she saw unfamiliar things
around her. Old trees had disap'peamd, and ancient
fences, and there were battered houses, and people
moaning over their dead.

The house overlooking the sea stood miraculously
untouched. But just outside the garden there had
been a great upheaval of the earth. “Poor Max
must have run outside for safety,” her aunt explained
with choking sobs, “but when they found him—it
was so unlike—" 2 2

Helen listened to her, strangely quiet. Perhaps
the signals were wrong then, or surely the raid
would not have taken place that might. She had
resolved to give her lover to the Justice of her land,
and then Fate had intervened and spared her the
ignominy. The secret of his life might die with her.
She looked away to the sea, ghostly, and azure in
the dawning, and in her heart, almost oblivious to
the tragedy around her, there was only a great calm.
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- Outofitheway places

UCH against my will, I give this
testimony. I am one of those
who echo with gusto the cry

: that some ancient HEgyptian
u‘t“:ered when his lady love made him
kiss the kitty’s ears—*I hate cats!” I
belong to the ancient and honourable
order of catshaters. Whenever 1 hear
2 man say: “Damn the cat!” while the
cat, having squawked, scoots down the
cellar stairs to brood on her woes and
take ’em out on some unhappy cheese-
eater, T say to myself: There stands a
man and a brother. And if I see our
hos.tes‘s, guardian of the said cat, cast
a blighting glance in my ally’s direction,
as who should say “Broot,” I subcon-
Sciously, even consciously, rally to his
defence,

A Free-trader with a hare-lip and ruby
;mg once rode seven miles in a one-
_ung taxi with me, without any untoward
incident. [Free Trade, mangled accents

- and ruby ring were. all forgotten in the
light of our peculiar antipathy. When
We reached the end of that journey we
asked the chauffeur if he had ever by
any chance run over a cat,.to which he
replied that he had killed dogs, hens,

ike-riding curates and even birds on
}?e wing, but never a cat. He had
ved, it seemed, in vain being another
of us cat-haters. So we bought him a
cheese sandwich in a pub.—it was in
ondon, after the anti-treating orders
Were issued—and parted with emotion.
1 should say, too, before going on with
My unwilling evidence on behalf of

t. €se creatures, that I have had con-
Siderable experience of them. ‘There is
2 legend in our family of my great-
uncle George’s eleventh child being
killed in its cradle by 2 velvetty vam-
Dire that “sucked its breath.” I have
Never been very clear in my mind just

_ how the cat in that case did the trick,
g“ just what real loss the world sustained—judging
¥ the other relatives bequeathed me by Great-uncle
\Gem"gé- But it was a horrible story, worthy of pre-
.::Waftion, and my grandmother used to tell it on
ormy nights to divert our childish minds. Further-

More, 1,once owned & cat called “Tom,” who killed
hm‘s‘eu—'having mislaid his other eight lives, un-

appily—hy leaping headlong into a hole in a stone

Wall that was too small for him, though, curiously
enough, ample for the retreating mouse.

HAVE stroked hostesses’ cats and submitted to
be smeared with cat-fur. I have projected tooth-
w’;‘ls‘h holders and empty hair-tonic bottles from the
atn'dOW of my bed-room into the night below. I have
ttended the obsequies of unwanted kittens for whom
:0 doubt Sir J. M. Barrie will also provide a paradise;
liltm‘l have spent years of an otherwise unsporting

e, hoping to see a real cat-fight, a form of com-
f:titiﬂn which, if cats were not so delicate about

ese little affairs of honour, so skilled in choosing

Would doubtless put cock-fighting, pull-fighting, dog-
Aghting and ecclesiastical argument forever out of
AVour with ‘the masses. Indeed, T have seen one

~ Such fight-—a charming affair, brilliant in techmique,

:ery fast, and marked by a really good oratorical
wccmpaniment. Vet in a few thrilling seconds it
"a:; over—a sort of Peace without Victory, I judge—
1 cat comie glithering up the side-verandah
. DS with a disordered countenance and scalloped
evrs. That, T may say, was the first ‘thing that
_ ﬂher made me thigk a kind thought of a cat—not
: anati it was VERY kind, For real ginger it had been
Gt neompardble exhibition, and then, the way OUR
. ideclined all offers of repair, the m-anl.y way he
ai° ded capture and demanded access to his gloomy

* in the cellar, made him seem for half a moment

2 decent citizen. 1 like a man who, when he gets

a:d’ stays mad, and refuses to smirk on his admirers
wﬁ‘; invite sympathy and praise. Our cat was that

bmet now I am pressed into the defence of the cat
c&t:ll aunt who reads, somewhere or other, that the
miy of the United States kill approximately thirty
fon birds a year. Why, says the writer to whom

Y aunt alludes, should this awful waste be allowed

The Cat is a much-abused animal.
Dogs worry him.
Now even the e
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- the people of the United

and  unexpected moments,

!0 continwe? Why must our “feathered songsters”

By ONE . W.HU A T 28 H kM

be forever menaced by the lurking cat? Why should
States and Canada tolerate
this iniquity and waste? To which my aunt replies:
What cat ever yet had a decent meal of a common
sparrow? And if the cat is at times fool enough to
waste a perfectly good morning getting ridges in
his stomach by laying on a branch waiting tQ catch
his hors d’oeuvres and get feathers on his tonsils—
isn’t it a good work? A work of supererrogation?
Isn’t the cat the only remaining member of modern
society that at least pretends to keep up the early
traditions of his kind? Though the dog has become
a mere man-worshipper .and the horse has forgotten
the days when he fought for his wives, and the
canary-bird gets sick at his stomach unless you are
there to select his food for him—and though man
himself had almost forgotten he was a barbarian until
the Kaiser made a false step—the cat is still a
hunter. Though sky-scrapers may push-in the face
of the Heavens, and velvet cushions take the place
of grass the primeval battle of the forest remains
with us. There is still one living creature in this
country that doesn’t get his foot in machine made
packages—the cat, He preserves for us the tradition
of the days when every man on our street would
have worn deerskin breeches and putchered his own
venison up above Wells’ Hill. In fact, the cat re-

maing the only absolutely wild creature that civiliza-.

tion has left.

To the charge of killing thirty million birds a year
let the cat plead guilty. The total may be more or
less, but it is reasonably arrived at by computing
that the twenty-five million cats on this continent
kill a Ilz’ird-and-one-twenty4ﬁftl1-of-'a.-b‘ird per annum.
Now, gentlemen of the jury, having “admitted the
corn,” allow me to plead extenuating cireumstances?
In the first place, nobody has missed the thirty mil-
lion birds. There isn’t a particle less noise in my
eaves-trough in the mornings. The lettuce seed in
my back yard garden last year was all murdered in
the broad light of day by birds. Birds picked holes
in the fruit in my solitary cherry tree apparently for
no other reason than to see what was inside. The
robins whipped the vast reaches of the sky with
shameless love-making, and a wood-pecker, thinking
he heard pine-ticks tunnelling under my eaves-trough,
woke the whole house, morning after morning, trying
to sink a counter-shft before § 230, with what disas-

Boys put tar on his
Otherwise kind people neglect

ditor abuses him—Poor Pussy !
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trous results to our sleeping may be
imagined.

1f, gentlemen of the jury, the cat is
to be held to account for thirty million
birds done away with, why should I not
hold the birds to blame for all the
lettuce salads I have missed. Why—
now that 1 come to think of it—isn’t
there a society formed for the protec-
tion of angle worms? Do I see the
ladies who have brought the present
charge against the historic cat, rising in
defence of the worm whose home is
violated by the rapacious robin, and
whose wife and family are plucked from
their innocent walks in the forest of the
grass—and no account rendered. And
why not a society for the protection of
little fishes from big fishes? And little
business men from big business men?
And the defenceless public against the
machinations of editors?

AND consider the patience of the
cat in his work! It has, I know,
been hinted that an evil motive—hunger
is not an evil motive except on the part
of wild beasts toward ourselves—under-
lies the animosity of the cat toward
birds; that there is, indeed, some pro-
fessional jealousy in the matter of song.
But that is trifling, and on the other
hand the value of the cat’s example in
his stalking of his prey, is serious.
Observe yonder grey -tom-cat playfully
practising the art of seeming to sleep
on a low limb of the cherry tree? How
he slips off and falls and looks foolish
and tries again? How day after day he
leaps at the birds and the birds “do a
bank,” as cousin Willie the aviator says,

and elude their fate.

I have a notion that we might well
pattern parts of our lives after the ex-
ample of the cat. Dogs are forever
minding other people’s business. Not
so with cats. Dogs fall in love with their masters and
set them up as gods, to be worshipped in poverty or
wealth, sickness or health, drunk or sober—but you
can never paralyze a cat’s moral sense. It wastes no
sentiment. It won’t get thin because you are getting
thin, but will sally forth to do battle over already well-
patrolled refuse cans in the neighbourhood. It does
not notice whether you are sick or well, and if the
degree of sobriety to which you lay claim, is less than
it ought to e, your cat only stares into the fire or
works the slits in her eyes with gensual delight, con-
tent to think that at least herself is virtuous and the
world isn’t all bad yet. Somewhere within she keeps
a pot of contentment boiling and bubbling dreamily
like soup stock on the back of the kitchen stove. She
is capable of infinite exertion, quickness, precision
and purposeful action. She is capable of the com-
pletest relaxation.. And as for the birds—are they
not to the cat, what ideas about gods and fairies
and hell and harps are to us clumsier creatures?
Something of another sphere?

What's in a Name?

By NORMAN RITCEY

OST people do not kmow how or when their

names originated, and what is more, they do

not care. A sea captain relates how, in recent years,
a man acquired a strange name in a strange way.

Some years ago a boy of about ten stowed him-
self away on board a bark sailing from Liverpool
for the East. Out of sight of land the following con-
versation took place between the mate and the boy:

“Well, where are you from?”’ g

“Liverpool, sir.”

“What’s your name?”

“paddy, sir.” :

“paddy what? What’s your other name?”

“Ain’t got any, sir.” .

“Where are your parents?”

“Never had any, sir.”

Here was a boy without a name, and a name he
must have. Well, the name of the ship was
“«TaKemba.” The boy was named LaKemba. Last
heard of, he was boatswain on an ocean liner, and
had married. A whole generation of LaKembas may
spring from that accident in a boy’s life.
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= HUN TERMS WILL BE MODERATE §

HE war student who depends on

I the military expert for enlighten-
ment as to the locality of the
coming fighting will be per-
plexed by  diametrically  opposed
opinions. The expert of the New York
Times, whose capacity is beyond criti-
cism, says that the Germans will under-
take a great offensive between Kovel
and the Carpathians, He believes that
there will be no German offensive in the West. The
defence of Verdun has been an object lesson in the
Irench powers of resistance, and it is not a lesson
that need be learned for the second time, The
Germans were not only disastrously beaten at Ver-
dun, but they were barely able to hold their own
on the Somme. The British are now much stronger
than they were then, and they have an undeniable
advantage in their shell supply. Why, then, should
the Germans expect to succeed on a field where
their record has been one of nearly continuous
failure? y
But three days later the New York Times prints
a letter from the Amsterdam correspondent of the
London Chronicle, who tells us that large bodies of
troops are being sent to the depots in western Ger-
many and that they are composed partly of new
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recruits and partly of veterans from the eastern -

lines. This movement, he says, confirms his opinion
that there will be another attempt on a very great
seale to score a big victory in the West, and that
either for moral or for military reasons there will
be a desperate onslaught in the West within the
next few weeks. To this end “all possible elements
of frightfulness are being piled up in readiness.
These include still more horrible gases and other
barbarities than have hitherto been used.” The Jand
attack, says the same correspondent, will be sus-
tained from the ocean, where a large fleet of new
submarines with all kinds of improvements and able
to remain at sea for four weeks will work devasta-
ti upon all shipping, irrespective of flag or nationality.
The first of these two views seems to be the more
reliable, always supposing that Germany will under-
take any offensive at all. She knows well that a
Western offensive, unless it should have the most
triumphant success, would put her in possession of
nothing that must mot ultimately be gurrendered.
She entertains no illusions about territorial gaing
in the West. Whatever she now holds or whatever
she may presently hold in the West will have a value
for trading purposes and for mothing else. But she
does expect to retain her Eastern gains, or at least
all of those gains that have a bearing upon the
transcontinental railroad. And she knows well that
her hold upon those gains must be of the most
shadowy kind so long as Russia is.unbeaten, s0 long
as she is able to send men down into Roumania and
to fortify the banks of the Danube. With the Rus-
sians on the Sereth, the Serbians at Monastir, and
the British and French at Saloniki, Germany’s grip
on the railroad may be shaken loose at any moment.
Moreover, an unbeaten Russia is looking steadily at
_ Constantinople, and with the Turkish capital in
Russian hands there would be no all-German road
into Asia. But if the Russians could be driven back
from Kovel and Lemberg they must at once abandon
their Roumanian lines, and Germany might then
believe that her hold upon the railroad line was
secure. We may remember also that Hindenburg is
essentially an Eastern general, and that he has never
~ concealed his opinion of the superior importance of
the Eastern field.

BU’I‘ ‘we rather be\g the question when we ask our-
selves where the German offensive will begin.
It is by no means certain that there will be any
‘German offensive. That Germany will carry out a
number of savage attacks upon various parts of the
Allied line goes without saying, just as she is doing
at this moment in front of Verdun. But a general
oftensive is something yery much larger. A general
offensive is an effort to secure the initiative, and
to dictate the area and the direction of the campaign.
And we may very much doubt if Germany is at all

All Signs Poinl to Great Economic Weakening. Germany
May be Willing to Give up Everything on West Front and
Even Alsace, if She can Hold East and Digest Austria
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in the United States by the San Francisco Argonaut.
held by the Canadian Courier.

INDENBURG is the apostle of
frightfulness. The Kaiser is said
to be an advocate of peace at any reason-
able price. German editors are leading
the army. Their criticisms are permitted
to go through by the Emperor when Hin-
denburg would probably suppress them.
Geermany no longer has any hope of win-
ning on the west front. In the east she
has harried the Balkans which under the
thumb of Austria would be the means of
a yet greater Empire for the Germans on
the assumption that Berlin can swallow
Vienna. No further great German offen-
sive seems possible. The recent eruptions
are only the signs of desperation. Some
experts predict a fresh outbreak of Ger-
man violence in the west. They are prob-
ably mistaken. Mr. Coryn has nothing to
say in this issue as yet about what has
happened in the United States.

in the position to do this, if she can concentrate
enough men anywhere to compel her enemies (o
abandon their own plans in order to defend them-
selves. That she was able to concentrate a large
and successful army in Roumania is true enough,
but it is to be remembered that this was done at a
time when all other parts of the field were inactive
as a result of winter. Roumania was almost the
only area where fighting was possible. The German
army in Roumania was drawn from all other parts
of the line, and it was strongly aided by the Bul-
garians, who are already beginning to ask them-
selves why they should go on fighting. And yet in
spite of conditions so favourable to their arms we
find that the German force in Roumania is now prac-
tically at a standstill and that the strength of its
blow seems to have been spent. Germany could
probably have dome very little in Roumania had it
been possible to maintain the fighting against her
elsewhere. Is it likely that she can now hold the
line everywhere and at the same time amass enough
men at any given point to undertake a real offensive
that shall give her the initiative? It hardly seems so.

MBENTIONED the present attack upon Verdun,
which seems to be in considerable force, as an
example of the isolated assaults that will probably
be directed against various points of the Allied line.
We may suppose that this particular movement was
intended to forestall a French threat against Metz.
Some weeks ago I suggested that the French army,
liberated by the cessation of the Verdun siege, would
be used in this way, and from time to time there
have been reports of movements eastward against
the German fortress, which is actually within range
of the larger French guns. It seems likely that the
Germans have been alive to this danger and that
their new attack upon Verdun was intended to re-
move it.
1t is therefore by no means certain that Germany
will undertake an offensive at all, but if she does so
it will probably be in the East. ' It is only in the
Bast that her prospects are at all encouraging and
it is only in the Bast that she can expect to gain any
permanent territorial advantages. We may dismiss
as wholly improbable the stories that point to an in-
vasion of Switzerland. If Switzerland should be

willing to assent to such an invasion it
would of course enable the German
armies to make a damaging attack on
the French right wing or even ta
descend upon Italy. But there is na
evidence that Switzerland would assent.
On the contrary, she has mobilized her
forces in order to maintain her integrity,
and the Swiss army is by no means
insignificant. By an invasion of Swit-
zerland, Germany would do no more than create a
new enemy for herself, and an enemy that would
instantly receive reinforcements from France and
Italy. At the beginning of the war a large part of
Switzerland was strongly pro-German, and to such
an extent as to welcome a German invasion. But
much of this sympathy has been dispelled by the fate
of Belgium, and it now exists only among the intel-
lectuals of the German cantons. Swiss patriotism is
supreme among the masses of the people, and they
would unite with enthusiasm against an invader.
None the less, the mobilization of the Swiss army
is a proof that the authorities are wide awake to
the possibilities.

E report of Sir Douglas Haig on the battle of

the Somme seems to point clearly to a resump-
tion of the fighting in the same area as soon as the
weather shall permit. S8ir Douglas Haig says that
his army sought to attain three main objects. The
first was to relieve Verdun, the second was to pre-
vent the transfer of troops to Russia, and the third
was to exhaust the German,strength. The British
field marshal makes no mention of a hope to pierce

‘the German line and roll it up north-and south, but

we need have no doubt that there was such a hope
and that it has not been abandoned. But the three
objects enumerated by General Haig were, he says,
altained. The siege of Verdun was raised in order
to meet the new danger in the north; the dispatch
of troops to Russia was stopped; and German resist-
ance became ‘“decidedly feebler” toward the end of
the operations. Bad weather, he says, “has given
the enemy a respite,” and from this we may infer
that the battle will be resumed as soon as the snow
and mud have disappeared. If one might venture on
a forecast from such scanty data as’are available
it would include a new battle on the Somme and prob-
ably over a wider front, and some serious move on
the part of the Saloniki army as the main features
of the fighting now immediately ahead of us.

At the moment of writing there has been no further
peace proposal from Germany and nothing but a
mass of gossip and comjecture from which to con-
struct an opinion of the actual situation. There are
stories from mneutral countries of a keen rivalry be-

' tween the Emperor and Von Hindenburg, and, on

the part of the people, a loyalty that oscillates be-
tween the ruler and the general. Von Hindenburg
is said to favour projects along the line of “frightful-
ness,” of which the Emperor does not approve, but
it is hard to see what these can consist of over and
above a ruthless submarine war. Von Hindenburg
looks at the problem from the purely military point
of view and knows little ‘or nothing of internal condi-
tions nor the views of meutrals. The Emperor, on
the other hand, must be something more than a
soldier. He must be a statesman also. The resump-
tion of peace will relegate Von Hindenburg to the
background, but the Emperor ;must still be at the
helm and he must confront problems of reconstruc-
tion even greater and more dreary than those of war.
1t is for these reasons that popular gossip in Holland
and Switzerland attributes to the E@peror an over-
whelming desire for peace and to Von Iindenburg
an equally rigid determination to continue the war.
The antagonism between the two is said to be so
acute as to amount almost to hatred. :

BUT we need not doubt that other peace proposals
will soon be on the way. The evidences of
internal distress are too numerous to be negatived by
a few neutral travellers who are personally escorted
through Berlin and allowed to see the welldighted
restaurants and the well-staged evidences of nor-



~ Mality. The German newspapers are speakmg out
With consxderable frankness, and they show that
- Something much like starvation is prevailing among
the masses of the people. Some of these newspapers
:~have already been quoted, and now we find Die
~ Woche saying “it is true that the people must do
‘without food, but what are our deeds of abstinence
‘and renunciation compared with the deeds and sacri-
= -ﬁ'e(_as of our heroes?’ The officials of Dusseldorf
~ Warn the people not to complain of hunger, since
. 8uch complaints have a discouraging effect. And
~ €ven Herr von Batocki says “food secarcity undoubt-
~ edly exists, but it can not be overcome by abuse and
- 8Colding.”  Maximilien Harden is of course the most
~ outspoken of the critics, and it is not a little signifi-
* ¢ant that he should speak so boldly and with sueh
- impunity. Referring to the outburst of indignation
that followed the publication of the Allies’ terms, he
. 83ys that he finds in those terms a basis for an
£ understanding, and he then goes on to say that the
~ terms of the Allies are small “as compared with those
_of the people who want to eat up Belgium, southern
_'FMDCG, Belfort, Poland, Courland, Serbia, Roumania,
and even Venetia and Egypt.” Harden does not think
_that even Alsace and Lorraine should prove an in-
_ Superable difficulty. He has reason to believe, he
??JYB “that the peace possibilities will not be smashed
On the walls of Strassburg.” And then he adds with
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MAGINATIVE Americans have raised the ques-
tion: Will Mexico align herself on the side of
‘ the Teutons in case of war between the United
States and Germany? In Mexico alone does it
m possible that the ubiquitous Hun might stir
up trouble for the President of the United States.
‘Here is a long frontier, difficult to patrol, over which
Memca.n raids have already taken place and might
ke place again. It is conceivable that a great part
of the United States war energies—if it should come
10 war—may be absorbed to the advantage of the

: And yet there are many excellent rea-
ns for doubting the likélihood of German success
N stirring up such trouble. Though the Mexican
ates the United States he would display no squeam-
hness over the killing of Americanos, he is likely,
Officially at all events, to be very slow to accept
€ wishes of the Germans as their own washe-s

~ In spite of her internal troubles, in spite’ of her
"gnoﬂmce and superstition, and her unstable gov-
®riment, Mexico is to-day one of the world’s rich
untries, The Carranza Government may be no
better than it ought to be. Villa may still cause

the fact remains that Mexico is on the up-grade
for the present at least, and knows it—and doesn’t
tend to drop back if she can help it. In recent
Years the branches of American and Canadian banks
Mexico have barely been able to earn their run-
Ng expenses. But on a Tecent mail to the head
ce of a certain Canadian bank came a request
from its Mexican bramch for authority to do business
| a long list of Mexicans WHO WANTED TO
oy THROUGH DRAFTS AGAINST GOLD IN
Tn other words, Mexicans are begin-

ouniry and are bringing back the money they had
Sent out of the country in troublous times. The
Daper ‘money with which Carranza flooded the coun-
has gone the way of all paper money issued with-
ut Droper collateral in reserve. In spite of govern-
t enactments making such money “legal tender”
"aders have refused to take it. Popular disapproval
hag made it worthless. It has been driven out of the
Untry,

&N‘W a country which has commenced to win back

OWn prosperity and some measure of self-respect
0t likely to throw it away by making an unfor-
allia.noe against nations to whom it is already
debt, Mexico, allied with Germany “against the

a.n ally onve she declares war on Germa.m')

R

Germans by warfare of one sort or another along

%Whle here and there along the Ameérican border,

; Stn.tes (and,of course that‘ means against the
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surprising candour that “it is a pity that the heads
of the Central Powers failed to say on what reason-
aple terms they were ready to end the war and
arrange to live at peace with the rest of humanity.”
Harden’s voice is one of great influence, and he would
certamh not have been allowed to speak so freely
if his utterances were considered to be against the
public interest or the imperial policy.

HE German terms, we are told, will surprise the
world by their moderation. Personally, I am
disposed to believe that this is true, so far as that
part of the world is concerned that knows little of
the great territorial ambitions that have swayed Ger-
man policy during the last half-century. It is only
when we look a little way below the surface that
we realize how much Germany could afford to give
and still emerge from the war with a substantlal
profit. She could easily afford to declare a “drawn
game” and to restore all the frontiers as they existed
before the outbreak of war and she would still be
well rewarded for her efforts. She could return
Alsace and Lerraine and the balance would still be
on the right side of her ledgers. She could even
abandon the whole of the left bank of the Rhine, in-
cluding Rhenish-Prussia and Rhenish-Bavaria, and her
empire would none the less be increased and its
power would be still more formidable than it is now.

By BRITTON B €COOKE

could have little hope of mercy from her creditor-
enemies when the war comes to an end and the Teu-
tonic influence lies shattered. And Mexico knows
well that that influence will, sooner or later, be shat-
tered. There may be bandit raids across the Ameri-
can border, and Mr. Carranza may find himself far
from able to cope with them, But Mexico, as a state,
will not court damnation merely to help a strangling
nation in Europe to put off its final agony.

Of course the advent of the United States as a bel-
ligerent has many angles of interest aside from
Mexico. One of these other angles is the question:
How will American participation affect the industries
of Canada? Another is: How will it affect the fin-
ancing of Canadian enterprises? A third is: How
can the Americans get a chance at the enemy? This
last -question is still a matter for debate among mili-
tary experts. The obvious facts are, of course, that
the United States still lacks a serious army and has
by no means a dependable mnavy. Many years ago
an American gentleman, having been appointed to
represent his country at an important international
function, requested that his government send him
to the affair on a warship. He was told that the
G«overnment of the United States would indeed be
glad “to\supply the warship but—it was really very
sorry—the U.S.S.—was ashore off Nantucket, the
1U.8.8.—was in the Pacific and couldn’t be got round
in time, the U.S.8. — was being refitted at Brooklyn
and —. But the United States representative waited
for no more. He was carried te the great. «conclave
on a British war vessel.

T}LAT story may illustrate the condihon which
to some extent prevails in the American navy
today. There are no doubt some available units,
but far too many of Mr. Wilson's ships are ‘“‘other-
wise engaged,” or, as the Toronto Star aptly put it
in a heading (referring to another vessel ashore)
«American cruiser disports herself on the beach at

!’

The one posmtnve service to be seen for the Ameri-
can nation in helping prosecute the war—if they de-
cide they are not after all as proud as they thought
they were—will be in helping to convoy shipping.
The negative services they would render would lie
in cutting off such exports as may Dow be reaching
Germany from that country, and in dealing more
effectively wilth German-American plots against the
Allies. As for invasions of Canada from American
goil—that is no longer good enough even to frighten
children,

In the matter of raw material supplies for our

"
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The explanation of the riddle is to be found in the
fact that Germany and Austria have now been drawn
so close together, and Austria has been s0 weakened,
that a practical absorption of Austria by Germany,
at least the domination of Austria by Germany, is
among the certainties of the near future. And Aus-
tria, in her turn, must necessarily dominate the Bal:
kans if only by her size and her contiguity. If we
can imagine the Allies consenting to a drawn game
with a restoration of frontiers we might then con-
gider that Germany’s ancient dream had been realized
and that German control from “Hamburg to the
Persian Gulf” was an accomplished fact. Even if
Germany should abandon the left bank of the Rhine,
she would still be much more powerful than she was
before. There would be a practical amalgamation
between herself and Austria; Boznia and Herzegovina
would be in the Bund; Bulgaria would be her friend;
and Turkey would be her vassal. She would have
gained immeasurably by the deal. She would be on
the high road to a mnew strength that would enable
her to take back whatever it had cost her to gain it.
Austria, drilled and directed by Germany, would be
able to place ten million soldiers in the field from
her populatlon of over one hundred million. Austrian
railroads would be brought to the acme of German
military efficiency, while the Balkans, Turkey, and
Asia Minor could be relied on for food contributions.

WILL MEXICO AID BERNSTORFF?

- And if the United States Declares War—W hat Effect Upon Canada?

Canadian factories, the advent of the Americans as
belligerents might have very serious effects. At
present we are importing a great deal of steel for
munition and other work. The already-failing de-
mand for steel for munitions in the United States
would then be increased and an additional strain be
placed upon the steel resources of this continent.
Whether ithe consumption of coal would be so af-
fected as to injure Canada’s coal supply is a debate-
able question. There would be an increased demand
for navy and munition work, but there might be a
decreased demand for ordinary American industrial
work., On the other hand, if the Americans were to
mobilize, say, a million men, we should soon see-a
further advance in the price of foodstuffs. Every-
body knows that as a civilian an ordinary man eats
much less than he eats as a soldier. There might be
comfort in this for Canada in the fact that the de-
mand for Canadian agricultural products would in-
orease and we might find ourselves offered tariff con-
cessions for which our western farmers in particu-
lar have long been clamouring. Of course the com-
fort in this applies only to the Canadian as a pro-
ducer of goods for sale. The Canadian father-of-a-
family would find little to whistle about in the prob-
ably enhanced food prices.

All raw materials used in the making of army sup-
plies would be increased in price and reduced in
quantity-available. Leather, brass, lead, the elements
of high explosive, and cloth for uniforms would all
be affected. ;

Burt what about the Canadian money supply?

We are assured that the prosperity of the Ameri-
cans would not be immediately affected, and we know
that they have, as the small boy would say, oodles
and oodles of pelf. Last year we Canadians bor-
rowed something like two hundred million dollars in
American financial quarters. This year we might
like to borrow even more. The American is mot an
international dealer in money. He is not like the
Englishman, or the Scotchman, or the French or
German; he distrusts investments away from home.
And yet Canada does not seem away from home for
him. Perhaps for that reason Canadian securities
are the most favoured of all securities in New York,
save only American. The Podunk, N.J., widow with
ten thousand dollars to invest has a sort of feeling
that if anything happened her investment in Canada
she would only have to speak to the President to
have him send a sheriff to foreclose the mortgage,
as it were. She does not realize—nor do many Am-
ericans—that Canada has more armed men and more
munitions than the United States, and that if we

(Concluded on page 23.)
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A quiet little story

with a sly surprise

punch that comes just

in time to be included

in the story at all

ELEN sat on the edge of the bed swinging 3

her feet. The landlady had just brought up
the morning’s mail-—two letters from home
and a haberdasher’s advertisement.

“How inuch money have you—we got?”’ she asked,
lifting a pair of curious eyes to where her husband
stood at 1he window.

“How much?” - Ned unfastened a safety pin and
dug into an inner pocket of hisivest. .“I'm not ex-
actly aware of my—our financial circumstances my-
self,” he admitted, bringing out the roll of bills.

He smoothed out each wrinkled note, placing them
one upon another. There were four ones and three
twos. ‘“Ten dollars,” he announced quickly. Helen
looked at the-pile and then at the man.

“Not very much, is it?”

“Well, no, not a staggering sum,” he argued, “but
there’s no use in worrying, I'm certain to hear from
. Summerville any day now, and that’ll mean a good
job. His show must begin rehearsals pretty soon.
He’s fond of me and promised me one of the best
parts, toe.”

“We’ve been waiting for his letter ever since we
came to New York,” Helen objected, “and we’re get-
ting down rather low.” She surveyed the four dingy
walls of the little roem. “How much do we owe on
this—this luxurious suite, Ned?”

“Four dollars!” A

“That leaves us six.” She got up from the bed
and came over to where he was staring out of the
window. ‘“You won’t be angry with me if I tell you
something I have done, will you, Ned?” ;

“You know I’'m neyer angry with what you do,
Honey,” he remonstrated, “What ig it—a new suit
or a hat, or "

“Oh, it isn’t anything like that, Ned,” she faltered.
“It is something to help you! I—I've got a posi-
tion!” .

“A what?”

“A—a position,” she repeated. “Now don’t look
at me like that! Pleagse hear me through. I saw
an ad. in yesterday’s paper and I answered it—per-
sonally. An elderly lady wanted a companion. I
suited, so she engaged me. And—and, Ned, it’s ten
dollars a week!” B

“But—Helen,” he protested wildly, “I can’t never
think of you working! It’s—it’s absurd, Great heav-
ens, if I'm not capable of supporting you I'd better
go out——" PR

“But it isn’t real work, MNed,” she interrupted, her
eyes misting. “This lady lives in a beautiful apart-
ment on Central Park West, and all I have to do is
to walk out with her, or ride, or shop and keep her
company in the evenings.”

“Yes,” he choked, “but the very idea of you work-
ing. We're not down and out yet, Honey! And if
the worst comes—why, I can eagily pick up any
number of stock engagements!”

“Oh, but you dom’t understand, Silly,” she per-
sisted. “It ism’t work at all. It’s more of an out-
ing. Besides, I'll have all my meals—and that’ll
mean a whole lot to us—right now. It’ll only be for
a little while. . . And what do we care?” she added,
lowly, putting both her arms about his neck. “What
do we care, Ned! We've got each other and that’s
about all there is in this world. No one will ever
know a thing about it—and just as soon as Summer-
ville engages you, why I'll quit.”
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He brushed back the hair from her forehead and
kissed her cheek tenderly. ‘“That’ll be any day now,
Honey. He isn’t the kind of man to go back on his
word. Now you put that crazy idea of working right
out of your head. I'm the bread-winner of this family,
and if his job doesn’t materialize in due fime, why—
why, I'll find something else in short order.”

The mist in Helen’s eyes formed into tears and
instantly they began to trickle down  her cheeks.
Half an hour later Ned gave up the argument and
bowed to the inevitable.

So the following day the girl took up her duties as
a companion. The high little room on Forty-Fourth
Street became very empty and ‘cheerless during the
long evinings, but Ned never complained, for fear
of dampening the girl’s enthusiasm. He waited
patiently for her return and listened eagerly to her
recount of the day’s adventures.

Sometimes it was a long drive in the limousine
that she told him of, or a pleasant afternoon in the
park. Sometimes a matinee, or a shopping tour of
all the great stores, or a dainty luncheon at one of
the big hotels. :

Yet, in spite of the manner in which Helen seem-
ed to enjoy herself, Ned brooded over the situation
and chafed at the unseemly delay in getting back
into harness. For the previous three years he had
been fortunate enough to accept good positions in
the early Fall, and each production, while not play-
ing New York, had always lasted well into the Spring.
This year things seemed to be running at cross-pur-

poses.

URING a Summer season he had met Summer-
ville, a manager for one of the big Kastern pro-
ducers, who had liked his type and his work, and
while no contract had been entered into, yet a verbal
agreement passed between them to the effect that
Ned should play second business in one of the firm’s
new openings. A Broadway appearance was a much-
tobe desired goal, and a thing not easily gained;
therefore Ned patiently awaited Summerville’s con-
venience and frowned upon lesser engagements.
But such things have a habit or dragging slowly,

and nothing materialized except constant and allur-

ing promises. The money saved from the Summer’s
work went dollar by dollar, until but ten remained
out of the hundred and fifty. The days of enforced
idleness began to have a serious effect upon Ned’s
state of mind. Every fibre of his being protested,
and, to crown all, the fact that Helen, his wife but
one year, a girl who had been raised in comfort, if
not in luxury, should hire herself out as a companion

in order that his room remt could be met, has meals,

paid and his lauvndryman satisfied, seemed to be the
last straw on the proverbial camel’s back.
® One morning, with his mind firmly made up not'to
stand the suspense a day longer, he began the weary
rounds of the agencies. Here the first shock was
met with. It was so well along in the season that
all of the stock companies had been completed, and
most of the lesser road companies were already
opening. A week of this brought him to the bitter
realization that even these ordinary positions were
to be denied him.

He attempted to be cheerful in front of Helen, but
despite it all, his heart sank lower and lower and a
fear came into hig brain. It could not go along thig

 yaudeville exchange.

way much longer. Helen was not to work while he
loafed, depending upon vague promises.

The next afternoon he walked boldly into a cheap -
The outer room was crowded
with the usual mediocre gathering of singers, jug-
glers, magicians and acrobats. When a side door
opened he looked up with the others, and was sur
prised to see a pompous looking personage beckon
in his direction. He walked across the floor and
went into the private office. g

“What’s your line?” the manager asked, bluntly.

Ned began a wearisome explanation, and finished
by saying he possessed a fair voice.

“Let’s hear it.”

He walked over to the piano and sang through a
popular ballad that was open on the rack. The man-
ager listened and nodded.

“Pretty fair,” he admitted, when it was done. “1
think I can place you. Of course, you understand, I
can’t offer you what you've been getting in your
regular line. But, anyhow, a New York engagement
calls for less money.”

Ned held his breath. Did the man really mean he
could place him in a local production, and that he
would remain in New York aill the Winter?

“pye been drawing seventy-five a week for the
past three seasons,” he finally managed to slammer.
“But, of course, for a New York engagement I’d con-
gider less money.”

«gure thing,”’ the other cut in. “You're sensible.

‘This is a bad show year, and the man with a steady
job will consider himself lucky.

Never knew the
outlook to be so bad, and I've been in the business
the past twelve years. There’s a moving picture
house over on Eighth Avenue that’s after an illus-
trated song man. Four shows a day, and $20 a
week. Do you want it?”

Ned’s heart stopped. “A—a what?” he gasped.
“Moving picture show? Singing illustrated songs at
twenty a week?”

“Them’s my words,” the manager returned. “What
did you think I'd be offering you, eh? A season at
the Metropolitan?”

“Thank you!” The blood began to mount in Ned’s
veins, and his very throat quivered. ‘“T'm not that
far down yet. When I want to sing ballads in a
dirty Eight Avenue picture house I'll let you know.”

He got up from his chair and started across the
floor. At the door he paused. Did he say he was
not that far down? Not down far emough to accept
twenty a week when Helen was working for half
that amount and was happy to do so! He set his
teeth into his trembling lips and turned.

«p]1—T'11 take the job,” he said, simply, trying to
control his voice. “When do I start?”

“To-morrow at eleven! Come up here first and I'll
gend a note over to the owner of the house. My com-
mission is $2—in advance, please!”

Two of Helen’s dollars changed hands.

That night when Helen came home he met her at

-the door with a glad ery.

“No more work for you, Honey,” he hurried, kiss-
ing her again and again. “No more work. I got a
letter from Summerville, and I'm to start rehearsals
tomorrow. Isn’t that bully?”

She clung to him tight. “Oh, I'm so glad, Ned,”
she answered, her voice quavering. “But I'll have to
work just a little while longer—until your first week’s
salary comes in.”

“Not that long, Honey,” he put in quickly. “T'll
draw twenty from the management next Monday
night. I'm sure Summerville will advance me that
much.”

And thus, almost before he was aware of it, the
lie was given birth. 'Nor did it die with the passing
of the days. Helen’s absence in the evenings only
made it easier for him to keep up appearances, and
he always managed to arrive home before she did.

Down at the moving picture house he continued
to sing his four songs daily, timing himself so as
to get upon the darkened stage only a moment or :
two before his appearance. He never went around
to the front of the house, nor did he give the man-
ager his right name. > :

Tvenings at home he eagerly explained to Helen
the events of the day’s rehearsals, the people he met
and the way the work was progressing. She always
listened with bated breath and radiant eyes, and so
interested did he himself become in the tale of his
own spinning that the remembrance of the stuffy
picture house and the common songs and the gaudy
slides sort of melted into oblivion. ;

After he had finished Helen would relate the little
happenings of her day’s advemture; what she had
to eat, the long rides and some bits of conversation
that passed between her and the old lady.

“Mrs. Willmington is so kind and considerate to
me,” she would repeat time and time again, as it
to impress it upon Ned’s mind. “It almost seems I'm

(Continued on page 25.)
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“Kids’ party,” and was held in The People’s Palace, in Mile End Road,
in London’s East End. Sir George is here seen giving away cakes
to the little fellows—future soldiers of Britain.

Sir George Perley gave a party the other day. It wasn’t the kind to
which the guests come in gorgeous limousines, in uniforms with de-
corations on the front—though he has given that kind also. It was a

are keen to be off—“Mushl!” The event was arranged in honour of
the big carnival at St. Paul, which includes a sort of pageant of
the early days of that city.

This is one of eighteen dog teams taking part in a five hundred and

twenty.two mile race over ice and snow from Winnipeg to St. Paul,

Minnesota. The team here shown is in Winnipeg and the huskies
’ :
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Not an Emergency Board

UR friend, the Toronto Star, came at us one

day last week about the editorial in our issue

of week before last on National Government.
We are reminded that we have partizan objections
to the scheme. Thus tapped upon the wrist we
should go to our corner and say no more about it.
However, we are led to wonder if there
were a Liberal Government in Ottawa
instead of a Conservative, would the Toronto
Star be so eager for & programme of reform? It
may be so. But candidly, are we not as apt to have
national thinking as any Liberal or any ‘Conserva-
tive or even any independent paper in Can-
ada? We have no motive tor wishing either of the
old parties to retain their hold on this country any
longer than they -can prove themselves to be more
concerned in the welfare of Canada than they are
in that of the party to which they belong. We also
invite any party editor anywhere in Canada to prove,
by a fair selection of opinions from any number of
editorial pages in this paper, that we have any
political interest in parties.'

So far as National Government is concerned we
reiterate that what we need in this country is not
an emergency board to administer our affairs either
with or without the present Premier. We do not
need an aggregation of co-ordinating experts who
will win the war and save the country. We need a
re-creation of our whole political machinery. We
need a better Parliament; broader-gauge Cabinets;
less politics; less capitalizing of national issues for
the good of either party; less peevish and petulant
criticism; far less timid and crafty administration;
more—much m&re——concentratlon of the best brains
of Canada in the business of governing and repre-
senting Canada. National service is no new slogan
created by the war. It is as old as we are. If there
is any body of men in Canada who should be experts
in national service it is the Parliament of Canada.
We expect to have Parliaments after the war is
over. But we can’t reform Parliament by creating
emergency boards. The emergency we are in now
began a long time before the war., We should have
begun long before the war to meet if.

At the same time if any newspaper in Canada can
pick out three or four good men who would be of
better service to the Premier than as many men

now in the Cabinet—by all means let them be found,’

no matter to which party they belong. But when the
emergency has been met, let us not send these men
back to private business. Let them stay in public
business. Let them spend their energizing and
nationalizing ability for the good of the country—in
the Parliament of Canada.

e oy v

There Wére Three Crows

T least three very peculiar theories re-

garding the reasons for Germamy’s new mani-

festo of submarine frightfulness are perched
like the three crows on a tree,
man is likely to be confronted by one or more of
these three. The first is—that Germany wishes to
drag the United States into war. The second is—
that Germany wants the United States to declare
war upon Germany. The third is that Germany
wants a state of war between Germany and the
United States. To be sure there is a remarkable
similarity about all these psychic propositions.
Closely compared by the aid of a good Washington
microscope they begin in fact fo look almost iden-
tical. In fact, they all amount to practically the
same thing. Therefore it must be true—That Ger-
many really wants the United States to go to war.
There must be what amounts to 4 reason. In the
light of German psychology and Washington diplo-
macy, what ig it? First, because public feeling in
Germany is on the point of revolution, and that in
a final settlement Germany would say to her peo-

i

Almost any average

~ employees, why not by employers?

ple, “Well, you see practically the whole world was
against us.  What could we do? The world is a
very stupid institution. Pleagse don’t revolt and
we’'ll fix the world up.” The second is that, in the
final peace settlement, Germany will want one pow-
erful friend at the council table. If the United
States goes to war with Germany she will have a
good deal to say in the Peace Conference. That is
the doctrine of the eleventh hour worker mentioned
in the Gospels. And from the latest utterance of
President’ Wilson we may conclude that for one
reason or another—also psychological—the United
States officially wishes to remind the world that
she is a friend of Germany. The third is that Ger-
many wants the United States in the war so that
she may go ahead with her “to the limit” sub-
marine campaign without being charged with vio-
Jating international law. In that case she could in-
flict more damage upon England in a month than
the United States could possibly do to Germany in
the same time. And England is, after all, the coun-
try that Germany desires to punish—not the United
States.

These are the three popular theories. We may
take our choice or the whole lot. And then get
ready for a new crop. ;
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Temperature and Temperament

LUSTER about being a northern race does not

jibe well with shuddering over zero weather.

‘We have a lot of people in various parts of the
country who were never intended for more than 60
degrees variation in temperature one way or an-
other. The ideal etiquette in a thermometer for
such people should be from 10 above zero to 70
above. They would call one winter; the other sum-
mer. With such a beneficent accommodation in
thermometers we should hear no growling about
super-heat or whining about the internal cold. When
a man became politically naturalized under such
conditions he would also become acclimatized. He
would be just as cheerful a part of his environment
ag the beaver or the cat. Unhappily, however, we
live in a land in three-fourths of which mercury has
a magnificent compass from 105 in the shade maxi-
mum to 60 below minimum, or a total extreme varia-
tion of 1656 degrees Fahrenheit. With such colossal
temperament in our climate we should be able to
develop a national temperament of a rzmarkable
calibre. But if we continue to scold afsout extremes
of temperature we shall never develop our national
temperament. Of course something must be con-
ceded to the man who contemplates a coal bill about
as high as either rent or taxes. But the price of
being comfortable has a good deal to do with our
primitive and cumbersome methods of gathering
fuel, Umtil we can get coal out of the luxury class
we shall ‘have to consider migration with the birds
as a means of getting even. But in that case the
railways could get us. So what's the use?

e % W

As Fair for Jack as for Jill

OME people are said to have offered their ser-
S vices ‘to munition manufacturers gratis. There

are said to be Canadians now engaged in mak-
ing shells on that basis. Far be it from any one
who advocates true patriotism to squelch any such
gelf-sacrificing impulse in any one. But let us make
a practical and patronizing suggestion. For every
man or woman that gives hig services to the nation
in making munifions let the munition-maker strike

from his profits the cost of all raw materials and

machinery depreciation involved in making such
munitions, If services gratis are to be rendered by
If munition
makers are heaping up profits, why should they do
60 even to the extent of one-hundredth per cent. be-

-
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cause of the patriotic sacrifice of other people. If
any maunition maker or war supplies manufacturer
in Canada is making any fraction of a percentage
more in that kind of business than he used to do or
could have done in times of peace in competition
with the world at large under any sort of protective
fariff, why should he? There are munition million-
aires in the United States. Are we to have a crop
of munition near-millionaires in Canada? Will the
war tax of the Minister of Finance make it sure that
munition fortunes are impossible? Or is gome
higher form of patriotic service expected than that
a man should make a fortune out of a war when he
couldn’t begin to do it in any kind of legitimate in-
dusftry in a time of peace? Let us not discourage
other people from donating their services to the
country. Also let us see to it that no munition manu-
facturer makes a further profit on such services..

Y g w

Weighing Uncle Sam

HE business of weighing Uncle Sam is being

carried on just nmow by quite a few million

people. Probably no one is more engrossed in
weighing himself—his guns, his manhood and his
money—ag U. 8. bhimself. The Kaiser, it is to be
presumed, has long since finished weighing Uncle
Sam, and, having found him wanting, makes mno
bones about letting the world know about it. But
we who are passing buckets or actually fighting the
fire ourselves are willing to delude ourselves into
thinking Uncle Sam, if cast in the balance on our
side, would actually make the scale teeter in our
favor. In fact, we know very well that he would be
a help if he declared war against Germany—asg at
the moment of writing he may—but whether he
brings on our side formidable forces, or whether his
advent is a mere feather-weight in the scale, is the
question being decided by millions of “amateur
weighens.” Scales are, as it were, being held up in
every smoking car, back-kitchen, library and street
corner in the Dominion—to say nothing of the cars,
kitchens, libraries and corners in the lands of our
Allies, With squinted eyes and craned necks wa
watch Uncle Sam, dangling there before the eyes of

-mankind. In a few days the beam of the scale may

stop teetering and we shall see for sure just how
much Unecle Sam is worth at the present time. But,
even if he declares war, it will be some time before
anyone can say—even the Kaiser—his undeveloped
worth.

e oW oW

Atmosphere, Not Beverages

HEN a subscriber cancelled his subseription to
this paper a few days ago because he thought
we advocated reingtating bars in Canada for

the diversion of returned soldiers he was much too
hasty. We did no such thing. What we wanted was
to see some sort of resorts created for the recrea-
tion of men who, after they leave the hospital, are
not well enough to return to the front or to go to
work at any trade. Nobody imagines that any such
resort would have to include a bar or anything like
it. Tea and coffee and beef tea nright be quite satis-
factory. It is not the beverage, but the atmosphere
of the place that counts. More than half the inter-
est in any bar that has lately been abolished in this
country was not to be extracted from the bottles and
barrels behind the counter. Tt was in the place
itself: in the comfortable, crony-making conveni-
ences that made it possible for men to gather with-
out joining some expensive club or having to find
comfort in the sometimes awkward and austere pre-
cincts of church parlors. Just what such resorts
should contain to make them congenial we leave to
the creative ingenuity of social reformers. But in
devising such places it will be as absurd to harp on
the ddea of social or moral reform ag to dream ot
rehabilitating the bars.
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| THE CLOTHES CRAZE

ID you know that the latest thing in skirts
was the barrel shape? You must discard
all your old frocks and buy new ones which
will give to the lower part of your figure the

gTace.ful form of the barrel, bulging around the knees!
4 bhilosopher might have predicted this innovation,
e‘l’f Since‘ the outbreak of war found wus tightly
4 cased in sheath skirts, fashion has indulged in
Very kind of change—the overskirt, the crinoline,
"y Danier, the bustle, have all been revived with
no;mng rapidity, but for the last few months a saner
2 e h«&s. appeared and the loose, one-piece serge
3 diﬁﬁ, neither too short mor too long, neither too full

too scant, has had a decided popularity. Can

v We not seize this style anfq,hold it, at least for the

duration of the war?

i;:as'hions change so fast that we no longer have

llote to wear out our clothes. ‘And therefore we do

S il“_ﬂamt good material, nor good workmanship. We
?“Vﬁly demand poor material and poor workman-

- Ship ang reject what is not flimsy and shoddy, for

:iglwant to wear out our clothes as rapidly as pos-
_e.and 80 keep in the style. :

= lI'iils'r true that the women of past days were fond

m()dl‘ess, but this craving for change is essentially
€rn. The women of the Court of Queen Elizabeth

« —Were regal dréssers and their styles appear to have

f:;l extremely uncomfortable and inconvenient, but

W»ofr costumes were never discarded until they were
N out, for the fashions did not change. The

w‘;s’lﬂre for costly and showy shoddy is something
olly mew,

ANY innovations deemed advisable in war-time
Tk will have a doubtful value when peace is de-
Ted, but there are other lessons which it seems
cany 11a war can teach us, and if the women of Canada
earn the meaning of thrift they will not have

i :red in vain. In the Thrift Campaign in England
l‘av:S the people who could most afford to be ex-
This ,Ig"?m't who were the first to pt‘actise economy.
‘ ’thrifts not «stprvprlusing, because the rich are naturally
stay. Y. It is one reason why they become—and
2 —Tich. Among the pioneer organizations was
. YVOmven’s War Economy League, founded and
‘Bang oped by a group of titled women who got thou-
e U8 Of their sisters to pledge themselves to give
5 Unnecessary entertaining, not to employ men-
IVants unless ineligible for military service; to

by ;
Y 10 new motor cars, and use their old ones for

gﬂ;ﬁl“ or charitable work; to buy as few expensive
Way Z?S of clothing as pqssi-ble; to reduce in every
ity heir expenditures on imported goods; and to
cat, the buying of everything that came under the
the ﬁ‘dOrY of luxuries. Champagne was banned from
sy "Inner table: decollete gowns disappeared; men

tituted black for white waistcoats in the evening.

he abolishing of evening dress will have a marked

A
~ Mect on the national dress bill of Great Britain,

Jt;,ich was said to be four hundred million pounds
e e'iar, or more than the total amount annually spent
siOn.;ltomcaﬂng drinks. Special costumes for occa-
Warq that do mot meed special costumes fill the
av@‘;‘:be of a woman of fashion. We would not

her—ag in Wlizabethan days—ride horseback in

g
- - Satin gown, but besides the variety of clothes that

§
n:i“s and the changing seasons demand, there re-
& N the dresging-gown, the negligee, the morning-
, the street costume for morning, another for

- af
tgm‘mn, the afternoon gown, suitable for playing
g g€, the tea-gown for afternoon weag in her own

:;e, the dinner-gown, and the ball.gown, not to
e tion the multiplicity of hats, cloaks and coats
; essary to supplement these costumes. There is

By ESTELLE M. KERR

also the burning desire not to be seen twice in any

-one gown. The really fashionable woman must have

boots to go with every costume, though the prices
range from six to fifteen dollars a pair. At the be-
ginning of the winter season one shoe merchant in
Toronto claims to have sold 5,000 pairs of the kind
of high-priced boots that go with the abbreviated
skirt. White kids, bronze kids, grey kids, putty kids,
even red and blue kids, the price was high, but the
girls felt that they must have them!

HERE are some connections between war and
fashions that are natural; there are others
which are rather gruesome. That our clothes should
be more practical is obvious, that we should econo-
mize in wool is necessary, the famine in broadcloth

BAD FORM IN DRESS

¢¢"T"HE National Organizing Committee for
War Savings appeals against extrava-
gance in women’s dress.

“Many women have already recognized that
elaboration and variety in dress are bad form
in the present crisis; but there is still a large
section of the community, both among the rich
and among the less well-to-do, who appear to
make little or no difference in their habits.

“New clothes should only be bought when
absolutely necessary, and these should be
durable and suitable for all occasions.
Luxurious forms, for example, of hats, boots,
shoes, stockings, gloves and veils should be
avoided.

4]t is essential not only that money should
be saved, but that labour employed in the
clothing trades should be set free.”

AN ENGLISH ECONOMY POSTER.

and the high price of leather are directly traceable
to the war, but there are other connections to which
the fashion writers draw our attention that are quite

unnecessary, and they call them “Paris Fashions.”

“This frock and hat are an example of the effect
produced by a few innovations along military lines.
The hat is suggestive of a hussar’s, carried to an
extreme. The long lines of the coat, which is of light-
toned biscuit-coloured broadcloth, can not be anything
if mot soldier-like.”

“For the street, khaki is in great favour and the
more military the frock in appearance, the smarter
it is.”

“«The extent to which the European war is telling
on winter millinery is strikingly marked in this
diminutive turban of sphinx metallic braid, shaped
for all the world like a helmet, christened ‘The
Kaiser, and surmounted by a most charming little
tower of black velvet.”

And these descriptions appear in a column flanking
the very letters that deseribe an army inits agony!

There is something peculiarly unpleasant in the
gearch for Paris fashions just at the present time.
The fashion in Paris is to be unfashionable. The
same is true in London, where smart dresses are
assumed to indicate either a feeble brain or feeble
morals, and usually both. The most fashionable of

all costumes is that of the hospital nurse or the
munition worker.

R. W. L. GEORGE has recently written a short
book on “The Intelligence of Women,” in
which he says that mational bankruptcy must be
faced unless women can be coerced into uniforms.
Women, he says, by the insanity of their dress
fashions, have already corrupted the drama into a
show-room and invaded even the most dignified of
our newspapers with their infamous fashion pages.
This obsession for clothes affects the whole social
system, for it is not confined to the women who can
afford these debauches. A recent inquest on a girl
showed that she had starved herself in order to buy
clothes. It is mot beauty that inspires these excesses.
Very few women kmow what beauty is. It is the
desire to be more expensively dressed than her com-
panions, to insult and humiliate them.

It is not complimentary to our sex—but perhaps
we deserve some of it. It has been said that French
women dress to please the men, American women
to outshine each other. Personally we confess to
a great love of clothes, of rich materials and beautiful
colours, and though we heartily approve of trousers
for women whose work makes it advisable, we should
be sorry to see women’s clothing become as stiff and
ungraceful as that worn by men. The nearest
approach to @ uniform is the tailor-made suit, which
can be most attractive, but the light blouse and dark
skirt is not beautiful. If we might presume to sug-
gest a national costume, it would be one with a wide
girdle and shoulder-straps attached to the skirt, or,
better still, a low-cut waistcoat, worn with an under-
blouse with loose sleeves that can be easily turned
up and a collar which can be worn high or low. The
dress could be made of serge with the blouse of
washing material, and think how lovely it would be
made of velvet with a chiffon underblouse! 1f
fashions never altered, women would take pride in
having good, durable materials, they would also
embroider them and so give an impetus to the handi-
crafts of the country. The rapidly-changing styles
discourage such ornamentation. The waistcoat could
be very loose for stout or pregnant women, oOr
adjusted to the figures of slender ones. Some of the
hats worn at the present day are very sensible.
We remember the time when it was impossible to
get a hat large ngh to fit our heads. The soft
felt hat with ‘@ rolling brim for winter—possibly a
velvet one of similar design with a feather when our
love of decoration cannot-be held in check—and for
the summer a well-made straw with a wider brim
and a ribbon to match our gown—or our eyes. Believe
me, our beauty would not suffer.

WE had the doubtful pleasure of sitting through
a high-priced theatrical show the other might-
which resolved ifself largely into a display of clothes,
legs and shoulder-blades. A chorus of pretty girls
reappeared every ten minutes in a new set of clothes
that exhibited every eccentricity. Their skirts—when
they wore skirts—were made of three-inch checks of
black velvet and silver, or they were of multi-coloured
taffeta wired up in the back to touch their shoulders,
or they were made of leather, or covered with fur
and decorated with a long tail, and when they finally
appeared—imagination having reached its limit—in
daintily modest muslin gowns and hats of quaint
simplicity, the effect by contrast was startlingly
beautiful.

So why follow the latest craze of fashion? Why
hot let our ideal be beauty, comfort and durability,
rather than style.
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Once-a-Month Devoted to the Human

Leacock is Probably Twins—The Gentle
Art of Slang-Whanging
By THE EDITOR

The Market for Canadian Fiction
By THE MONOCLE MAN

Leacock is Probably Twins

seen him. Therefore, anything I may say about

him here is unprejudiced by his personality. I

am sure Leacock has a personality. How else
could he be a professor? Being a professor, how
does he presume to be a litterateur? Here we come
upon a paradox.

An old school book definition assured us solemnly
that literature is life. If Leacock is a litterateur, he
must have something to do with life. If he is not,
therefore, according to well-known principles of
boarding-house geometry, he must be a dead one,
which is absurd. Leacock may be a professor. But
he is not dead.

This is merely a matter of deduction. Existence
is the first principle of life. That which does not
exist does not live. It will do no good to quote that
old professorial dictum, Cogito ergo sum. We do
not admit as yet for purposes of argument that Lea-
cock thinks. But he certainly exists. How do we
A first condition of existence is, that

l HAVE never met Leacock. I have never even

prove this?
which exists must occupy space.
Leacock is simply immense. At space rates alone

he should be well enough off to maintain himself as

an honorary colonel—which he is not.

But a stone exists.
To predicate life about that which exists we must
give it also the attribute of cells. Leacock is one
of our very best sellers. Go a grade higher from
point to point and we grant that the cellular organism
which lays claim to any of the higher forms of life
must be conscious of the passing of time. Leacock
scores heavily here.
killers in the literary life of Canada.

AVING paid the Professor these compliments as
H a mere eﬁtity, let us consider him as a
“man. For all personal purposes we trace him no
further back than hie immediate parentage. He
was the son of an English minister who, as soon as
he discovered that his son Stephen was predestined
to make himself unpopular in England by breaking
literary canons, rules and precedents, migrated with
him to Canada. The coldly dispassionate brevities
of Morgan do not inform us as to what neck of the
woods the Leacocks chose for their habitation. But
we learn that somewhere in his youth Stephen Lea-
cock found himself a resident of a county in which
Orillia is one of the chief centres of enlightenment.
Those who know allege that “Sunshine Sketches in
a Small Town” was born in Orillia. That is not im-
portant. Leacock would have been just as true to
the life if he had written about the far simpler in-
habitants of Timbuctoo. :
Realizing that there was a far bigger world than
Orilia and all around there the youth went to Upper
Canada College, afterwards to Toronto University.
In this he showed due regard for conventionality.
Had he gome to Toronto University first, it would
have been much more like Leacock as we kmow him
in his books. However, he did yis best to put boots

As a space-filler,

And a stone does mot live. .

He is onc of the best time-'

i
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on his ears by going back to U. C. C—this time as
an expounder of modern languages, which we pre-
sume were French and German. I ‘think he had
already written BoardingHouse Geometry, so that he
was known to possess a working knowledge of
English.

Circumstamces and a quixotic passion for discourses
upon the cost of living led him to McGill as lecturer
in political economy, of which he is now William
Dow, professor in that institution.

Now, there are a good many people who marvel
that a man who has become such a master of levity
in literature ever should have gone into political
economy for a living. To admit that living has any-
thing to do with political economy was Jin itself a
commonplace. Leacock knew what he was up to.

He would show other people that the science of

getting rich quick was something of which no pro-
fessor was ever known to be capable. Haying demon-
strated that he could be a parson’s son just as suc-
cessfully as Max Aitken, he deliberately refrained
from becoming a financial magnate by remaining a
professor. Having shown in the course of his lectures
on political economy that the Wealth of Nations is
always accompanied by the poverty of individuals,
including professors, he proved the paradox of poli-
tical economy by showing that he could make more
monéy when he wasn’t working than he could when
he was. I don’t know what his salary is at McGill.
But any publisher knows- that any new levity of
Leacock is likely to bring him in more cash than
six months’ lectures on how to remain poor though
the father of a large family.

Faidh o\ N A

two - brains.
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In fact, Leacock has shown clearly that the solemn-
brow business of daily grind is mot necessarily the
vocation that keeps a man alive. Literature in the
hands of Leacock is a bigger producer than political
economy. Levity beats lectures. In his lighter
moments Leacock is most thoroughly alive. When
he is done with the serious business of demonstrating
how dividends differ from day’s wages he writes a
fresh chapter of levities and makes another hundred
or §0.

Leacock’s literary art ranges over pretty much
everything in the world. In all his world-wide travels
nobody ever heard of his spending a week in search
of a fact. If facts don’t blithely hop into Leacock’s
lap and beg him to record them, he invents fictions
instead.

But in most of his literary levities we observe no ’
traces of making light of political economy. There
must be a reason. Some day, when this indiscreet
master of literary amenities decides to quit being a
professor ,we may find him writing the humorous
psychology of the tragedy of Andrew Carnegie work-
ing like a slave to get rid of his money, ;

N rethinking over this 1 have decided that Lea-
O cock is a biological curiosity. If anything shoull
happen to put one lobe of his brain out of business,
the other would not be able to carry on as it does
in other people. KEach is absolutely and uncompro-
misingly different. One is' a commonly constructive
thinking-machine which turns out such a predica-
tion as this—concerning the future of the British
Empire written about the time of the Boer War, on
the subject of a change to a Federal Parliament, etc.:

The dead weight of inertia to be encountered be-
fore such a change could be effected will be realized
by all who are acquainted with the British political
temperament. g

The other lobe of Leacock’s brain was entirely dis-
connected from the power house when he wrote
that.

Years before he began to think in terms of
political economy Leacock’s other brain-lobe created
this (Boarding-house Geometry):

If there be two boarders on the same flat, and

_ the amount of side of the one be equal to the amount

of side of the other, each to each; and the wrangle
between one boarder and the landlady be equal to
the wrangle between the landlady and the other,
then shall the weekly bills of the two boarders be
equal also, each to each. For, ;if not, let one bill
be the greater. Then the other bill is less than it
might have been, which is absurd.

At the time of writing only two other examples
stick out as parallels to this intellectual duality—
Mark Twain and Bacon, An old friend of mine
always said that Mark Twain would yet produce
serious books. The posthumous pessimism of the
great humorist, recently published, is a proof that
he was right. Bacon is stil! supposed by some
otherwise intelligent people to have written both the
Novum Organum and Midsummer Night’s Dream.
Is Leacock a 20th century Bacon? Or is he a Cana-
dian Mark Twain? ;

This is a problem for biological experts, and the
consideration of individual, non-identical brain lobes.
It will probably be found that Leacock is twinms.

-



Bt whatever he is Canada regards Leacock as a
real contribution to the gayety of nations and the
Banity of being insane. Leacock as a sheer politi-

. cal economist might have been intolerable. Lea-
%0Ck as a mere humorist might have been merely a

 literary figure. With the two combined we have
Leacock the man and the Canadian, who we hope
Will never get his wires crossed.

Dr. Briggs and His Books

HORTLY after nine o’'clock every business morn-
S ing of the year an electric bell sends its quiver-
ing summons throughout the two million dollar
: fnstitution known to the public as “The Methodist
- Book Room.” Every morning, in response to that
. bell, the heads of all the departments in that great
- ¢ Canadian publishing house make their way to a
Magnificent office where an emt,xjam‘d‘i‘mry old man
SIS on a shabby chair at a shabby desk behind
heaps of freshly opened mail. That man is William
Briggs, D.D., an Irish Methodist preacher and busi-
Bess man—chiefly business man in the last forty
years. He hands out the mail according to depart-
Ments, discussing important parts of it the while.
Then his managers depart and he settles down—he
e IS eighty-one years old—to work until twelve noon,
= When he goes home for, lunch and forty winks. At
- fhree he is pack again and at work until five-thirty.
He takes no holidays. He seldom misses even so
~ Inuch ag a day a month from the office. Such is
the Temarkable head of a remarkable organization.
. The Methodist Book Room is in itself work enough
for wonder. If you should ask: To whom does it
~ Pelong? You could get no real answer. It has no
OWner. If you“should ask: Who is the “boss”—the
Answer is Dr. Briggs, and yet Briggs owns not one
ﬁ?ﬂe of it, and draws no profit.” You might ask if
- We institution did not belong to the Methodist Church
In Canaga, and in part the answer would be “Yes.”
‘Yet,legally that would not be true. The Methodist
00k Room belongs to nobody but to its own history.
. The sum of eighteen hun’-ed dollars was the first
Money and the last money ever invested in this

$a

_ “SUe covering part of the cost of the recently com-
- Dleteq plant.) That original $1,800 was paid back to
- 1086 who advanced it within a few years, and yet
 Wag the only monetary foundation of one of the
m"St -successful business organizations in the
try,
The story which is none too Well known in this
Intry, begins with a meeting of ‘a few Methodist
Wsters at Ancaster, Ontario, in the year 1829.
€3¢ men agreed that it was desirable to start a
ghu”’h paper _hi Canada and twenty of them pledged
selves to advance $100 each to start such a
"ADEr.  They even agreed that the paper was to be

The ,-or if not paid in advance, fifteen shillings.

¥ agreed that every minister who secured fifteen
°Striptions to the new paper was to receive a
Copy free,. e

a’r‘nh these starting conditions, one of their num-
% " Egerton Ryerson, collected eighteen hundred
arg out of the two thousand pledged and set off
0Tse back for New York, where he bought primi-
Drinting machinery of those days. Bringing this
Mery back to Toronto he set it up in a little
W D on “March Street, in front of the new Court

USe” (that is now Court Street and the “new
Tonr house” is the shabby old structure known to
DPolice reporters of the Toronto papers as “No.
5 lice Station.) ’

ST® the first copies of the Christian Guardian
;,‘m&pﬂmted~—it is, by the way, one of the oldest
dlag In the Dominion. Next year, 1830, the Guar-
Ky OVed to the shop of Mr. J. S. Armstrong, on
: , just a few doors from the present office
e 'I‘O?onto Street Railway Company. From this
o . - Moved to its well-known quarters on Rich-

- Street, and then, within the last few years,

o h‘MSO!iIe structure on the corner of Quten
Ohn Streets, i
.%k Room publishes to-day mo less than six-
Wm."’h and Sunday-school papers, to say nothing

output of books. It is the. only pub-
; I T ¥ ; %
5 :

*?markable institution (except, of course, for a bond .

?ﬁld at 12 shillings and 6 pence, paid in advance, per
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lishing house in Canada that can do all the work
from reading a new manuscript to printipg, binding
and. packing the book—without leaving the shelter
of the one roof.

In a few years after the Guardian was founded, the
men who had advanced the eighteen hundred dollars
had been paid back out of the profits of the concern.
It had been found desirable, too, to open a book
shop for supplying Methodist clergymen with neces-
sary books, at cost. This feature of the work grew
and still continues.

Meantime William Briggs, born in County Down,
Ireland, in 1836—when the Guardian and the Meth-
odist Book Room were seven years ‘old—came to
Canada. He had been in business in Ireland, hut
shortly after coming to Canada he was accepted by
the Methodist authorities “on trial’” at Durham, Que-
bec, and was ordained a minister in 1863. He had
preached in Toronto, Montreal, Hamilton, London,
Cobourg and other centres when called upon to
become a managing member of the Book Room Board
—the body which has general authority over the

Eighty-one years old and still at nis desk.

policy of the Methodist Book Room, and which con-
sists of preachers appointed by the General Con-
ference. Since 1877 William Briggs has managed the
institution. Not only have all the publications under
his care flourished, but the Book Room has brought
out important volumes—it discovered Robert W.
Service, for one thing. ;

Dr. Briggs has one hobby—work! For Saturday
afternoons he may allow himself a Iittle cricket, but
that is all. He rides to and from ‘his work on the
street cars—a true democrat.

The Gentle Art of Slang

NCE upon a time, in a small western Ontario
town, there was a parchment-faced, raven-
locked old land surveyor whose amiable and
perpetual hobby was to evolve a dictionary of slang.
Wherever Sherman. Malcolm, P.LSS., of Blenheim,
Ont., went among the ‘ditches amnd bridges and con-
cession lines of Kent county§ he habitually kept his
ears open for any new form of picturesque language
not either vulgar nor profane. :
“Pardon me,” he woudld say taking out his note-
book as he accosted a farmer. “Now where did you
learn that very striking expression you have just
used?” T t
There is no record that Malcolm’s Dictionary of

‘Slang was ever published. Which is a pity. Such

a work would have been an invaluable contribution
to the literature of Canada. "'We mention it here
only because the editor of this paper is accused of
slang-whanging. The accuser ig one “P. S.” who

‘book-reviewing in the University Monthly says con-
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cerning a work called “Sons of Canada,” alleges
that the author “uses journalese bordering on slang.”

This is a serious indictment. Since we have no
literary cousinship to George Ade we cannot glory
in our slang. The reviewer does not guote examples,
Since reading his critigue we have been searching
the volume in question to find examples for our-
selves. We have failed.

Something is wrong here.
slang that we fail to recognize it. Will the reviewer
give us his university definition of slang? We have
none ourselves. A great university should have
this. It Is just as important a branch of research as
investigating a disease. Tarry a bit. We are not
granting that slang is a disease. 'We do not cognize
even “Journalese’” the varioloid form of it as a real
malady. But slang is evidently a form of speech.
It is either organic or excrescent. Which?

Some writer not long ago—I have forgotten his
name—alieged that slang is a living form of lan-
guage. To his way of thinking it was as necessary
to evolve slang in speech as for science to construct
new words. in order to express new phenomena.
Without the constant evolution of slang a language
dies. A dead language has no slang. There is a
vitality about slang that keeps a language fresh.
Bageball jargon is one example. That language is
understood only by ‘“fans.” But it is perfectly un-
derstood. The steck exchange vernacular is an-
other. A classic example of this is “watering stock,”
the derivation of which is aptly given in the auto-
biography of Daniel Drew, the father of Wall Street,
who described how when he was in the cattle-drov-
ing business he used to drive herds of eattle from
the West into New York. Before weighing the cat-
tle they were first heavily salted to make them
thirsty; afterwards kept without water wuntil the
morning of weighing, when they were suddenly let
out to the trough. But the expression, “stock water-
ing,” is perfectly understood by the “talent,” just
as Congress always knows what is meant by ‘“the
pork barrel.”

We might go further and say that most vernacu-
lars are built upon slang. Even poetry abounds with
such unusual idioms of expression. In fact, every
time you indulge in a figure of speech you are in
danger of getting near the slang idiom. The phrase,
“sour grapes,” epitomizes a fable. Is it slang? If
not, what is it?- Somewhere the Bible says: ‘“The
fathers have eatem sour grapes and the children’s
teeth are set on edge.”” Here is a whole hereditary
philosophy capable of being condensed into a phrase;
and the phrase- would be a form of slang. Take the
axiom “gets my goat.” This has been traced to
various origins, one of which is the well-known goat
that frequents racing stables, and which when re-
moved by a jealous rival the evening before the race,
makes the horse so nervous that he loses.

When a man goes “up In the air” he is not neces-
sarily in an airship. Getting on a high horse does
not mean riding. “Come off the perch” is easily
understood. College wits might paraphrase it into
“descend from the pedestal” One is slang; the
other a figure of speech. “Hit the pike” is a pie-
turesque form of “going the road.” “Hit the hav”
expresses more than going to sleep: it connotes also
a high degree of dog-tiredness. “Beat it” is prob-
ably compounded of two ideas—the policeman’s beat
and hitting the pike. “A jag” is a perfectly legitis

We are so addicted to

- mized form of expression, even though the thing

itself is becoming illegal. A jag ig a small load and
that sort of load is more than any man should ex-
pect to carry and get away with it.

So we might proceed ad lib. without approximat.
ing to a definition. We merely cite these few in-
stances to show that there may be a philosophy of
slang respectable enough to enunciate even in the
University Monthly. And on behalf of the readers
of this paper who like the picturesque, but prefer it
to be respectable, we should be grateful if the
“P. 8.”. would favour uws with a definition of what

~ glang really is from his angle of literary apprecia-

tion. Then when we are charactersketching any

more academics we may unfalteringly “beat it” to =

“the well of English undefiled.”
We do not advocate the printing or the teaching
of slang. Slang is essentially a spoken, not a written
form of speech. It requires to be vocalized in ordsr
to be effective. When a slang phrase has run its
course it may either pass out along with the popular
songs, or be incorporated as a written idiom. {
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One Reason Why Paper is so High

(LR FlecTiIOMN. MARKETL

By T HE

‘B Editor of this great family journal 80
seldom vouchsafes me a subject that I feel
it only fair ,to give him credit for it when
he does. This week is one of the times when
he does. MThe subject he proposes for the few re-
marks which it is my duty to inflict upon you, gentle
reader, is “The Fiction Market in Canada.” Or, if
1 don’t like that, I can have “The Fiction Supply”
in the same place. I feel just as much at home with
one subject as the other. 1 do not know anything
about either. What I am is @ truth-teller. 1 do
not write fiction. And one of the reasons for my
devotion to the slim maid, usually clad in her own
purity and said to dwell at the bottom of a well—
possibly because of her costume, though why she
should feel that way, when young ladies are com-
pelled by the exigencies of fashion to shave their
arm-pits, I cannot imagine—is just because I was
unable to find the location of the said “Fiction Market
in Canada.”
we ue o e
R, perhaps, it was my “fiction supply” that was
wrong. 1 can ‘hardly believe that, however,
because 1 was always the favourite author of the
literary critic in whose judgment T have the greatest
faith. In fact, I buy all my fiction on his recom-
mendation. His name is to be found at the bottom
of the cheques with which I pay for this fiction.
(Moreover, I am buoyed up by the circumstance that
T deceived a number of American editors into buying
it. And I might have gone, on playing this bunko
game if T had not discovered—what I am sure cer-
tain other Canadian fictionists, whose stories are
really interesting, have discovered—that it is handi-
capping one’s self very greatly to try to live in one
country and write for the market of another. When
1 deliberately endeavoured to write a story in the
American atmosphere, I found that it took very
little return postage to sell it—though I felt con-
stantly that my atmosphere was faked and unreal
and very thin. I did not really know American life.
But when I set myself to a story of Canadian life,
1 found that New York was supremely unintérested.
1 had to sell it in Boston—or Toronto. Boston was
no more interested in the theme than was New York;
but Boston will buy a bad story because it is well
written. New York will not. And when Toronto
bought in those good old days—I do not know how
it is to-day—I always expected the bank to ask me
why 1 bothered them with cheques for small change.

g e ¥
SO the choice came between moving over to the
United States or taking the ghilling of jour-

nalism., 1 am quite confident that that is really

MONOCLE MAN \

why our authors go to New York. It is not that
they are nearer to the editors and can bother them
more persistently. Most authors I know anything
about—except Arthur Stringer—look better at a dis-
tance. They had far better send in their contribu-
tions by mail and enclose somebody else’s photo-
graph. But an author ought to live in. the atmos-
phere which is daily shaping the judgment and taste
of the editor on.whose judgment and taste’ his suc-

The Tom Hood of 1917.

cess must depend. It isémot only, or chiefly, that he
may want to write stories of that atmosphere—ﬁ is
to a far greater degree that he must see other atmos-
pheres through the eyes of the men who live in the
New York atmosphere.

9w w %
FIND this latter condition to apply to Canadian
editors regarding work I sometimes do—sketches
of Buropean travel and experiences. They like my
sketches much better when I write them in ‘Canada
after my return than when I write them abroad.
You would think the opposite wrould be the fact. I
once thought it ought to be. But I know better now.

And the reason is plain. When I am in Europe, I am
looking at things through a mental eye affected
somewhat by my European surroundings. I can’t
help choosing my incidents and the objects which
1 will describe with some reference to whether they
would be interesting to the people with whom I am
constantly in contact—both natives and experienced
travellers. I forget the attitude of mind of the un-
travelled Canadian for whom I am in a large measure
writing. I fail to tell him the things he wants to
know, and tend to tell him things he neither under-
stands nor cares about. But when I am once back
in Canada, soaked in our own atmosphere, 1 can then
take my Canadian readers down a street in Cairo
and show them the things which would most
clamorously attract their attention.

w v W

HE most successful book of travel ever written—
Mark Twain’s “Innocents Abroad”—owed its
success to the faculty which Mark Twain had at
that time of looking at every thing through a typical
American eye—ignorant, arrogantly sure of its own
superiority, convinced that wherever Europe or Asia
differed from the U. 8. A, it was either wrong oOT
ridiculous or both. By the time Mark wrote his
“pramp Abroad,” he knew more about Burope—he
was more in the European atmosphere—and  his
book would have been a failure if it had not travelled
on the reputation of its predecessors.
ge per ue
OWHERVER, we are getting off our text. A market
for fiction in Canada will be supplied precisely
in proportion to the ability of Canadian editors to
get writers who will write—not necessarily Canadian
stories—but stories from all the range of human
activity written to suit Canadian mental conditions.
These writers must be able enough to overcome the
handicap of American competition which flows in
upon us, cheap and often nasty, but written by the
cream of our fictionists on this continent for mental
conditions not so radically different from our oOwI-
The big prizes of the American market will continue
to attract our -best men—as a rule. Sometimes W€
produce a man who had rather have a thousand: @
year in Canada than ten thousand in New York.
Archibald Lampman was guch a man; but he was &
poet and not a fiction-writer. My old friend, Henri
Julien was such a man, but he was an artist and not
a fictionist. Tt is a difficult choice to make. Only
rare souls will stay with us. And every years our
distinctive market is becoming less distinctive and
more American, It can hardly fail to be so when
nine out of ten of the magazines and weeklies which
our people read are American. A man’s reading-
table tends to make his mental atmosphere. The
best influence in our direction is just what you aré
supplying—that is, an intelligent effort by 2
genuinely Canadian mind to pick out the class of
writing that you think your fellow Canadians would
like to read. If I were in ‘your shoes, I would. not
dream of confining myself to Canadian subjects—t
would seek rather to meet and maintain Canadial
taste as you know it by bringing the wide world in
fee to its table.

Another Slum Poet

——

T is called the poet of the tenement and the
glum; such a slum as Stepney, in the East
Tnd of London, vividly described in the cul*
rent issue of the Contemporary Review. willian®
Wilfred Gibson is his name; a sort of literary second
cousin’ to Masefield in style; that directly simple
method of writing that may be called talk-poetry:
Gibson is coming to America shortly to give read”
ings. Why do they insist on a poet reading from
his own works? Why exploit Noyes, Masefield a»
Yeats, who should always remain simple souls, fnoW”
ing nothing of the fluffy shirt front and the post
prandial speech? Why exploit this plain soul GibsoDr
who seems to be as sincere a delineator of povel‘ty
and its attendant tragedies as Tom Hood was in
his day? :
The question is worth asking when you conside?
the nature of the man’s ungarnished = message
mankind, which is as simple and direct as a conv!

:




Sation. Here is a sample, taken from a recent

«  @ppreciation of the author:

- “All life moving to one measure—
- Daily read, daily bread—

Bread of life, and bread of labour,
Bread of bitterness and sorrow,
Hand-to-mouth, and no to-morrow,
Dearth for housemate, death for neighbour
Yet, ewhen all the babes are fed,
Love, are there not crumbs to treasure?”

' Rev. John Holmes, in The Survey for January
5, talks eloquently of this realist poet. A ride on a
London bus to .the far East End, he says, a walk
- down a dirty slum street aswarm with children, a
threeflight climb up the stairs of a dingy tenement,
enfrance into a small back room, crowded with
books, fiooded with sunshine, adorned with a typical
“English tea-table, and picturesquely overlooking a
Wilderness of roofs and yards—it was thus on an
August afternoon, 1913, in company with my friend,
Rabbi Wise, that 1 found Wilfred Wilson Gibson,
: Whose forthcoming visit to this country is an event
0ot only for lovers of literature, but for social
Workers as well,

It was Daily Bread, published in 1912, which first
Made Gibson’s name familiar. An unpretentious col-
lection of seventeen dramatic sketches, all brief, all
Written in the simplest poetic style, this book yet con-
Btitutes one of the most impressive works in the field
of social literature which has appeared in recent
- Years,

Here in his little dramas are vminers. fishers, steel-

'w"l'kers, firemen, tenement-dwellers, factory girls,

. Slum ‘Waifs, rural labourers, fathers, mothers, chil-
~ dren, Here are people whose lives from morning

‘::m night, year in and year out, are concerned with

© bitter problem of getting enough bread to hold
dy and soul together. Here are people who have
e become 50 used to hunger, cold, nakedness, weari-
Bess, disease, death, that they have lost the habit
=0t Complaint, or revolt, or even inquiry, and accept
 their migery as passively as.the flower takes the
~ B8t of the hurricane. or the «chill of the autumn
g And here are people who, amid a thousand
'\.70;3 of fortune, preserve unimpaired their love for
 © another, their fidelity to duty, their faith in God.

”-"f“;_DEfendiﬁg Story Writers

\ ARIOUS theories are afloat concerning the use
made by writers of Canadlan material. In
our literary section for December a staff
a;_ ter gave expression to certain views which brought
Humber of protests from Canadian writers in
A::“"‘W-’ Now in the February book section, Mr.
40 Sullivan comes at the subject by the mathe-
alical method. Being apparently mentioned by our
hlan contributor as a writer who neglects Canadian
b‘?ﬂal in his stories. Having on hand all the fyles
VM‘* Dublished productions and copies of all MSS.
Y&t in print. Mr. Sullivan does a few sums in
oy etic to prove a case in literature. He says
’ 8tter to the Kditor:

'Edélm'- Canadian Courier:
“&ear Sir,—1 notice that in Mr. Cooke’s article on
Nadian Short Stories,” which appeared in your
18tmag issue, he apparently discovers a lack of
& 1:{ dealing with Canadian subjects, and goes on
mmxbress his belief that ths is due to the better
é_’_ret for short stories in the United States and
ot act that the American public prefers to read
*n’-:;ﬁﬂh takes its local colour from within its
. . “Oundaries. Mr., Cooke mentions Mr. Arthur
8€r and myself as being Canadian. short story
‘ltaim Who ‘use very little Canadian material, be:
0 the greater part of our work is sold outside
.Icallada,
o Tould like to take courteous but decided excep-
o % Mr. Cooke’s statement. I, naturally, cannot
Bﬁtas Ctoncerng Mr, Stringer, but as concerns
..~ I find that out of some forty short stories
°0 Within the last two years and a half, and
equally between Canada and the United
» thirty-four of them were purely Canadian in
* locality ' and colour. Out of six novelettes

»
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written during the same peroid, running from 40,000
to 60,000 words, five are essentially Canadian. The
sixth (and I might state that this is the ‘only one
which has not been sold) was cast in Virginia, in
a weak-kneed attempt at compromise. The result of
the compromse served me right.

A novel, which appeared in 1915, was laid in Can-
ada, and a further novel, which commences serially
in the March issue of ‘“Munsey’s,” is also entirely
Canadian. To put the matter briefly, my personal
experience i3 that the writer may cast his scene
either in Alaska or Timbuctoo, and the market value
of his product will not be affected provided only that
he knows whereof he writes and can, consequently,
express himself with the assurance that carries
conviction.

There are, without doubt, periodicals which devote
themselves principally to American . subjects, but
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these do not exist in any great number. 1 find that
editors are out for one thing only, and that is quality
and that particular element of human interest by
which the written word creates a picture to the eye
of the reader. I-find, further, that there is very
little ground for the somewhat widely held belief
that certain magazines have their own particular
circle of contributors and that it is very difficult to
break through this circle; So far as one can judge
to-day, the market for short stories is better than
ever before, prices are higher, and the chief com-
plaint of editors is that they must, in self-protecton,
wade through a great deal of stuff of gquestionable
quality lest they should happen to miss something
fresh and desirable. I know of no better field for
the imaginative writer than is to be found in Canada.
Yours faithfully,
ALAN SULLIVAN.

The Short Story

Problem Again

URSUE the Canadian short story and you will
P achieve a wonderful appetite for something
better. I don’t mean that there aren’t good
Canadian short stories. I do mean that the average
is very low.  There are just enough good ones printed
in a year to make one wish for more of them, and
the best of those that ARE printed appear, not in
Canadian, but in American publications.

1 say these things with knowledge aforethought,
for I have only recently finished going through cer-
tain bound volumes of the Canadian Magazine, Mac-
lean’s Magazine, the Courier, a few ragged copies
of ‘The Canadian Century”—Sir Max  Aitken’s. little
flivver of some years past—and sundry other publi-
cations in this country. I have examined page after
page in the hope of finding a good story and I have
found acres and acres of twaddle supporting a few,
very few, literary flowers. I don’t mean twaddle in
the sense that much of the Saturday Evening Post’s
fiction is twaddle. In that journal there must be
admitted to be a semblance of skill in the writing
of the tales. There is at least invention and more-
or: less sincere and shrewd observation of human
nature. ’Bu‘t,. in’our stories—except those written
from ‘Canada for American editors, there are seldom
even these points to récommend them.

In the first place, Canadian publications use a sur-
prising amount of “syndicate stories,” tales made in
England or in New York fourth-story-rears, and fed
out by the mile like telephone wire from a reel.
These stories are bought because they are cheap and
because the average Canadian editor finds no happy
medium between buying' cheap stories and the
fabulous cost of buying really good stories in com-
petition with American magazines. Sifting out the
syndicate stories from the Canadian stories, I find
that theé syndicate stuff, bad as it is, shows a certain
superiority to the average Canadian story in the way
it is handled, technically. The observation of life
may not have been as accurate, nor the plot as sin-

cere, but the syndicate story tends to run more
smoothly. It has to, having been “ironed out” by the
hacks in the employ of the syndicate.

Now, then, to take the Canadian stories written for
Canadian publications, this is the sort of thing T
find: A story of somebody’s summer holiday in the
north country in which the chief episode is a rescue
from a rapid. Stale! A woman writer here tells
the brave story of a young Canadian soldier who
goes to the Front and does something heroic (the

. author is careful not to give details) and rehabili-

tates himself in the eyes of his own home town.
Obvious! Here is a story of a trapper in the far
north who hears about the war and after much hesi-
tation decides to give all his life’s savings, except
enough to grubstake him for next year, to a machine
gun fund, down in civilization. We are asked to
believe that he trudges several hundred miles to
the office where subscriptions are being taken, and -
then turns right around and trudges straight back
to his traps—without even getting drunk, a most
unusual over-sight. At least that man would have
taken a day off to see the town. At least he would
have' bought a picture post-card and scrawled some-
thing on it for some distant friend.

Then T come to a tale called ““The Waters of Strife”
(by a Canadian woman who has, I think, great ability
if she could only apply it intensively instead of with
such a prolific pen). I try to read it, but how can
anyone continue in the face of dialogue like this:
“This. awful, awful war!” sighed Mrs. B., “I daren’t
trust myself alone with John for fear I’d ask him not
to go.” And then: “Oh, poor Mrs. B.! She is so
brave and it is her only son.”

That sort of dialogue is true enough in a way—
but so true that it goes without saying.

Most of the stories lack plot. They seem to turn
on some single episode, usually an accident. Omne
story, with a near plot, is based on the idea that

(Concluded on page 22.)

The Game of Life as revealed to Count Tolstoy in a game of chess.
Tolstoy. His two sons are at the right. What would this pacifist philosopher's
y . now if he were living to contemplate the map of Europe.

Next the great novelist Is Countess
view of the life-game ba
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WINTER IN THE WOODSH

L L1 & M 8

HOMAS HARDY once averred B y
I that it was only those who
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house, in the fold of the maple
orchard. The bemarbled foothills i
wear a pulplish tint. A yellow light :

half knew a thing who wrote
about it, for those who
knew it thoroughly didn’t take the
trouble. Certainly the time  to
write about winter is while it is
still young in months, and the won-
derment of its spell hag suffered no
diminution. After a little the eye
becomes accustomed to phenomenal
effects. They are ‘“just winter.”
And—to quote the Frenchman asked
for his impression of a country—
when we do not speak of things
with a partiality full of love, what
we say is not worth recording.
There is a theory that love is
the discovery of ourselves in others
and our delight in the recognition.
Applied to seasons and places this
is even more true. But to effect
it one must go alone. Then there
is ‘an exultation Homeric about
walking through white storms that
blot out all landmarks, mould road-
side drifts into curvilinear convolu-

tions, and shout windy dirges
through the Ileafless,. shuddering
trees.

In winter the way seems farther
tomlaces where the feeling of people
is left behind. But the Plain road
takes you there. Always a means
and not an objective—this level
stretch which you must needs
traverse before you partake of the
inspiration of the hills—your mind

is on the snow. The short mid-2
winter afternoon sunsetting. Corot
had a preference for -those hours of E
_chang‘ing light preceding sunrise "
and following sunset. Perhaps in E
them he found the sublimed realism o
which removed  his pictures,
othereally from the subject of their
expression, and made them painted
music. Any other medium seems
inadequate to convey the mystery i
of the incarnadined Mast, or the = 8 |
drama of the splendid close of day. 3
But Alexander Smith, poet and
essayist, translates one phase of
the latter, when he writes:

“The sun is dying like a cloven
king

In his own blood; the while the dis-
tant moon, N

Like a pale prophetess that he has
wronged, . k-

Leans eager forward with most
hungry eyes

Watching him bleed to death, and,

~as he faints,

She brightens and dilates; revenge

complete

walks dn lonely
through the night.”

PR

She triumph

Next to skating, it is easier to
leave an open fire and a good book
for a snowshoe tramp than for any
other winter recreation. And one’s »
feet have a habit of turning lake- &

races ahead. How will the creek
look? f1n the village the Ttiver
flowed swart betwixt its gerrated
white enamel banks. Under the
“first bridge” it stained the virginal
snow in one cream-coloured pepper-
mint-drop. But the creek is snowed
under. The landscape without the
beautiful mystery of water.
Snowbound, too, is the sugar-

Most people haven’t time to go to th
Some people have no woods to go to.
from Quebec give you the feeling

and photograph
tive mystery without the

of out-of-doors and decora

bother of putting on leg boots

e woods in winter.
This article

ward, which means parkward as
well if the air is keen. There is & 3
certain thrill about walking oD
water, even if it is frozen waters
just as there is mountain climbings
in looking down on what msually
looks down on you. A picturesques
ness, too, about the ice-cutting in=

(Concluded on page 30.)

JOYS OF TOWN MAJOR
Life is Never Dull to the Billeting Officer

in France

OU ask me what it is like to be a Town Major?

Y says Major Kenneth Bell, in the Nineteenth
Century. C’est une vie! My village—the vil-

lage of which I am Billeting Officer, O. C. Troops,
Representant de "Autorite Militaire Britannique, and
devoted slave—had, in time of peace, exactly 130
inhabitants. I love it with an almost paternal affec-
tion. 1 stand -and look at it against the evening sky,
or dim with the ghostly shadows of dawn, and feel
for it what Dante felt for Florence or Pericles for
Athens. Is it not my village? I love its dainty little
clocher, its miniature eglise, proudly defiant on the
mound in the very centre of its acres, overlooking
the most odoriferous of the two principal ponds; its
austere and tiny ecole, thrusting an unbelieving little
person nto the very churchyard—the equally de-
fiant, but certainly less attractive champion of the

civil authority; its irregular line of whitewashed,
round-walled farm buildings, big double-doored gate-
ways and capacious greniers succeeding one another
down the well-paved street; the little yellow cot-
tage that houses the Garde.Champetre; the fine
three-storey brick villa, beautiful iron railings and
pillared entrance gate and all, where resides M. le
Maire (qui est rationaliste), and the modest town
dwelling-house of M. le Docteur (qui est bien persant
and the Mayor’s bitterest enemy).

Yes, I can find it in my tolerant soul to love even
both sides of that bit of the street which containg
these two redoubtable antagonists. Have I not bil-
leted myself on both? Have I not listened in M. le
Docteur’s back kitchen to the thunderous eloquence
of his denunciation of a man so base as to refuse
to his dying mother the consolations of the Church?
Have I not seen him rise in his shirt-sleeves, his
anciefit corduroy pantaloons more even than normally
deboutonnes, to thump out with the more decisive
vigour on the table (till the coffee cups rang again)
his detestation of a character so vile, of belief so
degraded. Eloquence is the Doetor’s strong point.

Sarcasm is the Mayor’s. “Un medecin, lui?” he askfr
with withering scorn. “Au. contraire, c’est simple
officier de sante,” and if his enemy has absolut®
proof that the Mayor’s grand-daughter is no petter
than she should be, the Mayor has really no nee
to repeat the notorious fact that the Doctor’s adopte’
daughter has, well—shall we say no need of adoP”
tion? Petit village, mauvais sang.
So you see the village is adorable, indeed, put
not ideal. Put fifty men into a barn to live and
sleep, and it is not improbable that one of thett
some time or other will think of knocking in 2 T‘aﬂ_
to hang a coat on or support a shelf. But if he
knocks it into a wall made of mud and straw,
knocks down the wall, and leaves @ horrid skelet0
of worm-eaten balks to support the roof. Put %
fullted Clydesdale with perhaps a little dtch in B3
off hind into a stable made of similar materials, af s
in a surprisingly short space of time he will be 2
dignantly shaking the remains of the roof off 2
broad back, and snorting in a cloud of dust W
celebrates the euthanasia of the walls. ;
“Why the ‘ell don’t they ’ave ’edges round thel

hich



_flelds? Then we could tell what’§ private and what
ain’t. It don’t seem natural country, this don’t.” A
crudely expressed criticism of that ancient com-
unal agriculture, which, because France is the true
home of social equality, has survived the era of the
English enclosures and safeguarded down the ages
the independence of the “cultivateur.” Perhaps that
1S why Mr., Atkins, the proud representative of the

Mmost aristocratic social structure in Europe, makes
his own rights of way across one lady’s winter wheat,
through another’s “potager” to the orchard which

¢ Drovides a couple of widows with most of their liveli-
hood, and cuts down an apple-tree or two whenever
he wants a standard for a piece of harmess, or a
bicket post for a horse. Even Town Majors have
tempers, and I must admit mine gets the better of
me when I see that most hideous of wanton “degats,”
‘“un pommier massacre.” It needs a Cockney or a
Black Country miscreant to do so foul a deed. Three
years to grow to fruit-bearing age, and then ten or
fifteen years of steady production, thirty or forty
francs a year, and they have made a post of it!
- There are the branches, the buds still fresh, scattered
in a circle round the hacked and battered stum , and
there in the horselines 200 yards away is a breast
collar and a pair of tracés hanging from a fork-
shaped bit of green wood. No, it is mnot always
bleasant to have des etrangers chez soi. ‘“Regardez
_bien, mon Capitaine, ce qu’on a fait de mon potager,”
Says one poor lady, whose misfortune it is to have
her paternal half-acre situated in a direct line be-
tween A Battery’s billets and their cook-house. At
first there was a narrow, well-trodden path, then
two days’ rain turned it into a lane of mud, and
€ach man walked a little bit further out on the side
of it, till, finally, there is a boulevard twenty feet
Wide in what once was a garden, and even if you
but it out of bounds, the soil is trodden down so hard
itzl'at it will break the poor old lady’s back to dig
up.

He, the Town Major, may, perhaps, have stolen
five minutes to inspect his own horses (is he mot a
Battery Captain with 100 men, 160 horses, 20 wag-
gons, a cook-house, latrines, billets, wash benches,
horse-lines, forage stores, an interpreter, and a can-
teen to look after, to say nothing of a Major, a
Colonel, and a C. R. A.?) or to write to his wife (is
he not married, with four children, two nursemaids,
two servants, a mother-in-law, and a wife somewhere
in England?) Then it is morally certain that some-
One will come to tell him that the water has failed
4gain and Divisional H. Q. want to see him about it,
Or that the Divisional Sanitary Officer wants to know
Why the men of this battery are washing in their
billets and not in the proper wash-houses (which, by
the way, exist only in his imagination, there being
10 planks to make them with), or that the Assistant
Provost Marshal has been asking whether beer is

-~ Dot s0ld in the estaminet at the end of the village
In prohfhited hours, or that the O. C. of the ambu-
lance finds it necessary to withdraw the party who
have been cleaning out the pond, and what is to be

Bethmann-Hollweg: “I vos lookin’ for der love

ght in your eyes.”

5 —MocConnell in the Toronto Daily News.
3086 about it7 Or that the Corps A. Q. M. G. him-
welr has been through in a car and noticed that there

th&s 8till some mud at the side of the roads, or that
. ¢ Bandmaster from Headquarters is looking for

i

,;“"”6 concert finally settled. He is sitting down to
;s ast with a pile of letters a foot high to read
- and censor before nine o’clock, and a motor cycle
Yerly arrives with a chit: “Please find billets for
R Officers and 250 men of the —— Siege Battery,
GLA Also a park for five motor lorries. TUnit
'::u arrive some time to-morrow.” Perhaps he may
‘“ lucky enough to get someone else to finish off
3 . 1°ttel‘s. “hoping this finds you well, as it leaves

- because of its future developments.

the Town Major to get the programme for to-mor-
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me in the pink at present.” “Your parcel went down
Al, but don’t put any fags in the next one, darling,
as we get an issue twice'a week.” ‘Dear Ma, mind
you go and see Jane and the children soon, it will
cheer her up,” and so on and so on. Then he may
have time to get some arrangements made for the
unfortunate Siege Gunners before they arrive.

“Of course you are not serious?” 1 have been asked
by a weary Engineer officer when I have shown him
a barn billet for his men and told him it is one of
the best I have got. Certainly, it does look rather
gloomy and bare, with a steady drip proceeding from
a hole where a loose tile has fallen from the roof
and a rat as big as a Persian cat scurrying across
the floor. But revisit it two days later, when the
men’s kits are all neatly laid out in rows along the
wooden platform with which the barn has been fitted
up, with, here and there, an improvised bed knocked
up out of a few bits of wood and some rabbit wire
by someone who understands comfort—and perhaps
even a table and a bench of the same type of con-
struction—and you would never know it for the
same place.

HOLLAND’S CHANCE

She Must Decide to Join the Right Cause
Before it is Too Late

ROM the beginning of this world-struggle the

present writer has called many times in these

pages on the people of Holland -to take their
courage in both hands and to declare themselves
openly for the right cause, writes “Y” in the Fort-
nightly. Which was the right cause before August,
1914, may have been open to question, but once the
Germans began massacring, violating, and robbing
unfortunate Belgian and French citizens and their
women folk on the very morrow of their advance.
no human being with the smallest title to rank as
civilized could have been in doubt as to which side
was led by Moloch and which by Michael.

In Holland, as in Greece, there is a rift between
the popular view of things and that favoured in high
spheres at The Hague, and of late the former has
found louder and more emphatic expression than in
the earlier stages of the war through the increased
pressure of daily needs. This frame of mind, which
is cawsed and aggravated by the pinch of want, has

‘led to some searching questions as to the character
-of the national dynasty. Has Holland been guided

through the European crisis in accordance with her
true national interests and dignity, or simply by the
predilections and prejudices of a small Court? En-
lightened men in the country have made the dis-
covery for themselves that Germian rather than
Dutch interests have been the chief concern in royal
circles. The discovery is all the more unpleasant
The Prince Con-
sort is a German of the Germans, but his influence
has never counted as much in the country as in the
family circle. The only child of his marriage with
Queen Wilhelmina is the Princess Juliana, who
seems destined some time or other to have a Ger-
man pninceling as & husband. Apart from the Prin-
cess, the succession to the Dutch throne must pass,
if at all, to other German princelings who have about
as little regard for the Dutch as the Dutch people
have for them. It does not alter the fiact that the
Court of The Hague is just as much a German nest
as the Palaces of Sofia and Athens have been found
to be. These matters are receiving attention and
are giving rise to pointed questions, not here, but in
Amsterdam and other true centres of Dutch opinion.
Has the independent, freedom-boasting, Netherlands
Government become only a branch of the German
administration at Berlin? If it has not, why is no
protection afforded to Dutch shipping in the North
Sea, why has the repeated flagrant violation of Dutch
ternitory been tolerated, and why have German plots
to stir up strife in the Dutch Indies, from Sumatra
to Flores, been treated as of no concern by the great
folks of the Noordeinde and the “Plein”?

The attitude of the Dutch Government, its consist-
ent policy of doing nothing against Germany, has re-
sulted in a double wrong. It has not been able to
uphold the national dignity whenever Germany has
chosen to affront it; it has not been able to hold the
balance true of impantial neutrality in common fair-
ness to the Allies while Germany was being revic-
tualled on most profitable terms. The greatest con-
sideration has been shown throughout to HoBand by
the Allies. It looks as if The Hague Government
may receive far less tender treatment at the hands of
its own people now that its pro-German bias is be-
ing appreciated at home at the same time that the
export to Germany is being stripped of its gilding,

It is more than two years since Antwerp fell, and

-
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ever since the attitude of her Government has been
hesitating and equivocal. But, long as has been the
lapse of time, the door still remains open for effec-
tive, vigorous action that will restore Holland to her
proper place among the Powers that will have saved
the liberties of Eumope. But the opportunity can-
not be available indefinitely. Within a more or less
limited numiber of months it must pass by, and Hol-
land will have thrown away her last chance. When
the decisive phase of the contest has been reached
and passed it will matter to no one what Holland

Irate Passenger (as the train moves out):
didn’t you put my luggage in, you biithering old ass?”

“Why

Porter: “There’s mair sense in yer trunk than
there is in yer heid, mon. It's you that’s in the wrang
train!”

—Drawn by Harry Low in the London Sketch.

proposes to do, because the future of the war will
have declared itself, and nothing that she can do will
affect it. Her intervention will then be a matter
entirely for her own ends, and it will not be sur-
prising if the Allies display no interest in them and
render no help towards their attainment. But there
is still time for a nobler and more profitable de-
cision. Holland, by prompt action in asserting her
national rights and in opposing German aggression
on sea and land at her expense, can contribute more
than any other country in the world to the more
speedy termination of the war, thanks to her posi-
tion, and for such a timely co-operation she could
almost name her own terms and the Allies would not
be niggardly in their appreciation. But the present
is the moment to decide, and there is no excuse for,
or wisdom in, delay.

POORER OR RICHER ?
Which Shall We Be, Asks ihe Modern

Economist

OLLOWING an analysis of peace prospects, J.

A. Hobson in the Contemporary Review observes

that the net result of this genmeral analysis is
that, if we are to escape becoming poorer after the
war, we must become richer. This is not the empty
truksm it may at first appear. It signifies in the first
place that a mere return to the standard and volume
of production of wealth before the war is impossible.
For out of the after-war production a far larger
amount will have to be taken for interest and divi-
dends. Moreover, apart from the paymemt of war
expenses in the shape of in interest on loans and
sinking fund, the needs of public revenue for social
services, and probably for the maintenance of an
expensive army, will involve a larger total burden
of taxation than before the war. These enhanced
payments, to capital, fund-holders and the State,
would involve a heavy reduction of real wages, if
the total production were no greater than before the
war. But labour, as we diagnose the case, would
not consent to such reduction., If it be said that the
operation of economic prices would compel labour to
submit to the inewitable, I would reply that the
ovidence does not show this course to be inevitable.

‘There is an alternative course, viz., so to raise the
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total productivity of industry as simultaneously to
provide out of the enlarged output of annual wealth
the increased aggregate of interest and public reyv-
enue, together with a higher standard of wages and
congumption for the working-classes. The economic
stimuli of production brought into operation during
war-time show the possibility of increased production
even under an improvised organization. Our supreme
task must be to devise stimuli which, though less
acute in their appeal than those supplied by the
emergency of war, shall yet be adequate in peace to
operate successfully in a carefully reformed or-
ganization of industry, in which the interests of all
" participants, capital, labour, ability and the consumer,
shall be duly represemted. If these changes in our
industrial arrangements for producing and distribut-
ing wealth amount to a revolution, better this sort
of revolution than the other sort which history
teaches us may follow war.

DEEDS NOT ASPIRATIONS

Are the Things by which Britain Will
Pledge American Sincerity, says Brooks

interestingly expressed by Sydney Brooks in
the February issue of The Atlantic Monthly.
The author outlines the neutrality of the United
States and admits that “not even at this time would
any Englishman desire to see America drawn into
the war except under the constraint of purely Am-
erican interests and in order to fulfill her own con-
ception of what her self-respect and her duty as one
of the great pillars of democracy demand. Were the
United States, of her own initiative, to throw in her
Tot with the Allies, then, indeed, every Briton would
feel that his dearest political wish had been realized
in the mere fact of a working co-operation between
all the English-speaking peoples; would say—and
would be right in saying—that now at last the cnly
possible foundations of a lasting peace had been well
and truly laid. But that, as every one in Great
Britain realizes, is a matter for Americans to decide
in their own way, at their own time, and in the light
of exclusively American considerations. From first
to last in this war I do not think you will be able
to point to a single utterance of any British states-
man that savoured of the impertinerce of urging the
United States to abandon her meutrality or that ten-
dered any advice whatever on the subject. g
«If America is satisfied to remain outside, we in

ENGLAND’S real feelings towards America are

England are well content to have her do so. While -

we most passionately believe that we are fighting
for every sound principle of right-dealing between
nations, for evervthing that makes democracy pos-
sible, and for the protection of freedom itself against
the assaults of a panoplied absolutism, we do not
expect America to go crusading on behalf of these
causes unless and until her own national honour or
security is involved in their maintenance. We are

not quite so foolish as to look for an exhibition of -

international knight-errantry from the American or
any other government. Still less do we stand in any
need of either the naval or the military agsistance
of the United States. The war of European liberty
will be won even if America remains neutral to the
end. We can, and we shall, save civilization, if we
have to, without her. For themselves the Allies want
nothing from the United States beyond what their
command of the sea enables them at this moment to
receive—arms, food, raw material, equipment of all
kinds: and in regard to some at least of these neces-
garies they will before long be independent of any
gource of supply but their own. ?

“Many Englishmen have even argued that the belli-
gerent interests of the Allies are better served by
American neutrality than they would be by American
intervention. ~That also is a favourite American con-
tention and unquestionably there is a great deal to
be said for it. But no Emnglishman, or none at least
of any consequence, has been guilty of attempting
to force either that opinion or its opposite upon the
attention of the United States. Most emphatically
we do not seek and have never gought American in-
tervention; we are perfectly confident that we can
dispense with it; at the same time, if it came, as of
course it could only come, under _the compulsion AHf
American honour and American interests, we in Great
PBritain would welcome it, not so much for its effect
on the present war, as because it would powerfully
reinforce the guaranties of future peace.

“However slight or however onerous the task of
maintaining a lasting peace may hereafter prove,
Americans can take no effective hand in it so long
as they confine themselves to expressions of good-
will and pacific protestations, and, for the rest, wash
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their hands of Burope. If the United States is to
exert a genuine and first-hand influence in safe-
guarding and fortifying the peace of the world, there
must be a resolute and definite entrance into the
actual arena of world-politics and a willingness to
undertake the inevitable commitments -and run the
inevitable risks. : ;

“Jf that is, indeed, the direction in which Ameri-
can -statesmanship is tending, then it will be wel-

FITZPATRICK In S1. Louis Post-Dispaich

Strafed.
—Fitzpatrick in St. Louis PQSrt-Dispatch.

comed by no one more eagerly and more sincerely
than by the people of the British Empire. And it is
on the close understanding of these two ppwerful,
democratic and unaggressive peoples that the well-
being of humanity, the security of whatever dispein-
sation is evolved from the turmoil of this war, and
tLe best hope of a durable peace, must chiefly depend.
We in Great Britain stand ready to work with any
nation to prevent a recurrence of the awful cataclysm
now pulverizing Europe and detonating throughout
the entire world, But we would rather work with the
American nation than with any other—if, but only if,
America shall at length make up her mind to be
judged, not by her aspirations or her protestations,

bu’ by her deeds.”

SCANDINAVIA TROUBLE

‘Prospecls of Trouble With the Hun are

: Quite Bright Says Whriter

FTER withstanding, for two years and a-half,
plandishments and threats and acts of provo-
cation, the Scandinavian countries find them-
selves face to face with the most momentous period
of the Great War in its relation to the meutrality
declarations of Denmark, Norway and Sweden.
Will Scandinavia be able to maintain this neu-
trality for amny considerable length of time? asks
Julius Moritzen in the North American Review.
Scandinavia’s prosperity as a result of the pro-
longation of the war is as certain a fact as is danger
that this very progperity is a contributing cause to
the perils confronting Denmark and Norway, and to
some lesser extent Sweden. The sinking of Nor-
weglan and Dandish ships by German submarines in
the North Sea and the Arctic Ocean is a result of
Germany’s determination to impede” as much as pos-
sible shipments of food and ammunition to Great
Britain and her Allies. The Teutonic Powers, fur-
ther, are exasperated beyond expression because
importations into Denmark and Norway are regu-
lated through agreements with England which stipu-
late that certain products sol to Danish and Nor-
wegian houses can under no circumstances be re-
exported to Germany. On their part, Denmark and
Norway enter the complaint that this English re-
striction often leaves them without sufficient raw
products for home consumption.  The plenitude of
money in Scandinavia rather points in the direction
of a state of affairs where the war is blowing both
cold and hot. Evidently the selling power of the

. province is not considered likely, but a change of

_do much toward appeasing the uneasiness of the

Scandinavian countries is far from being impair ed. 1f
sky-rocket prices obtain for necessities in the north-
ern lands, it is because both England and Germany
are willing to pay abnormally for all sorts of pro-
ducts.

The Scandinavian outlook is far from reassuring.
It is not at all surprising that Denmark, Norway and
Sweden sent identical notes to the belligerents in
support of President Wilson’s request for informa-
tion, The answer of the Entente Allies to Germany’s
peace proposal scarcely suits Scandihavia, which be-
Jieves that another year of war will undo all she has
done for the maintenance of her neutrality. On the
other hamd, whatever may be the attitude of the
American Government in its relations to the war-
ring mations, there is reason to believe that it will
shape also the course of Denmark and Norway. Here =
again it would be unwise to include Sweden, even
though she, like her sister nations, is a party to the
identical Scandinavian note, The Swedish problem ==
in reality is one that calls for separate solution, The
writer cannot conceive it possible that Swedish semn-
timent would sanction anything that would aid Rus-
sian expansion in any direction.

And yet there is just one possible chance that
Sweden may be made to view her Muscovite neigh-
pour in a different light. It is in regard to Finland.
Of course, a recovery of this onetime Swedish

policy by Russia regarding Finnish nationality may
Swedes. With Belgian, Serbian and Polish national-
ism of such great concern to the belligerents, why

not come to a definite undermstanding touching Fin-
Jand? is Sweden’s query. y

il

The Short Story Problem

(Concluded from page 19.)

a mounted police colonel accuses a young subordinate
of forgery, only to find, in the énd, that the younS"
fellow was protecting the Colonel’s innocent young
spendthrift wife, who had herself forged the check
forsooth, because she wanted some pretty thing
and didn’t know any better. She confesses to th
Colonel in the end and thus saves the young man
from getting into trouble. Then we are asked L5
believe that the Colonel stroked his moustache and
sobbed to himself for not being kinder to hig young.
wife and explaining to her the trifling little formality
which says that it’s bad taste, to say the least, t
forge checks. Thus the tale ends very happily. Th
story is made still brighter by remarks like this
“There should never be any secrets between husban
and wife.” And the wife’s speech: “Thank God. .
Forgive me! . . .” And the husband’s retort:
know all.” Rubbish!

One little bit of a, story I ran across had, I thim
real elements of art. I think it was by one of the
woman writers above referred to. It made a‘ most .
touching, gmim picture, of a north-west settler wall
ing for his first good crop of wheat. It told in ‘stead¥r
dignified Janguage, how one catastrophe after another
had overtaken him till, at the crucial point, he i
watching the sky for rain for this last attempt @
a crop. He sees the clouds come up.. Hope wells UP
in his heart. He calls his wife to tell her the good =
news. The clouds come nearer and nearer, The wind .
whips over the fields. The settler starts to pray B
thanks—when suddenly he sees that the storm bring
not rain, but hail! That’s gloomy, of course. And
Canadian editors are still afraid to reveal unpleasd
truths about this country. But that was artistical
a great story. It was sincere. It was based on truth-

Don’t think 1 am overlooking men like Harves
O’Higgins, Arthur MacFarlane and Alan Sulliv
These men are successhil story writers in the Am
can field. But they write, unless I am greatly mi
taken, with a view always to the American taste
represented by the American editor. There i& not
ing to complain about in that. But then, whem 1h¢
finish their stories, they send them straight to the
American publisher. Why? Because that gen‘l
man, having a large and well-developed home mark
in which to work up the circulation of his paper, C
charge high advertising rates and pay high rat
for his stories. When a writer can look forward
two hundred dollars or more for one small manusc™
he may well put time and thought into its executit
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5 HOULD I, asks a woman on our

J Pacific coast, writing to this pa-
g ber, buy any more shares of this

. Stock? 1 open the envelope again and
{ind inside the prospectus of an auto-
mobile company which has apparently
been floated in Cleveland. As usual, it

I3 a very pretty piece of printing. The'

R Paper is of the most expensive sort,
and the wording is excellent (for the
- Durpose). The promoters of the com-
_ Pany probably paid not less than two
" hundred dollans just to have the facts
Stated in tRe convincing language of a
. 80%0d advertising writer. Furthermore,
* Tthink this company is an honest one,
Well-backed by a group of honest and
Wellintentioned automobile experts,
And T am far from certain that the wo-
~ Man on the Pacific Coast who writes
- 108 about this investment, is going to
- 986 money. Indeed she may make
‘S0me— (1 have written her about that.)
5 what strikes me is this: why
- Was it necessary to choose a concern
0 far away from home? Why an Am-
S concern when Canadian invest-
 Ments are just as attractive? T'm not
from the patriotic point of
®W, necessarily, but from the point
01' View of practical business. There
A8 government securities that may be
ha'd from any brokerage house in Can-
%43 and that will pay at least as well
this automobile concern and will be
CERTAIN to pay. What kink in hu-
Man nature led this woman to risk
money go far from where she could
€ it? ' And so much farther out of
Control than if she had invested it
bome in Canada? :
The awful suspicion dawns upon one
“that it was the gambling streak. The
BMbling streak lios in all of us. 1t
Dothing to be ashamed of—merely
Mething to be kept in check. It sig-
¢ vitality, optimism and a lively
nation, but that is about all. Wo-
“Il have it quite as well developed
‘Men, often-times better. And very
they don’t know they have it
Would be horrified to be told they
‘8ambling on the movements of a
. gtock., Of course, closely al-
ith the love of hazard lies the
e to get rich quickly, without un-
“®ffont, or any effort at all, if that
D& managed. That is why, when
Dded concerns go ‘“‘up-spout”
€ is nearly always to be found a
USt of women investors on the
of shareholders bemoaning their

toog investments are not hard to
t they are seldom as pretty to
as a bad investment. For in-
™ A really first class warship isn't
¥ in colour. It probably isn’f
%: gew-gaws and frills, with the
: Prosperous ferry boat or ex-
N steamer. But in war—? Surely
Doing jg clear. The finanaial world
0 or Jess like the high seas in
e, Jt pays to back the battle-
“ @gainst the exocunsion steamer,
ﬁ“’118h the former seem cold to
8aze. Very often excursion,
are lost through mere “stress
vuler,” ag the sailors say, and

even getting up against a com-

Some patent candy that a “gen-
" had induced her to invest in,
Jinute 1 read the word “gentle-
. Suspected that she was backing
Nind of candy—and she was.
Will the world learn that polite
and suave language are the
of a bad investment. This .

Far Off Investments Look Green

poor girl had been saving for years
and years—doing without new dresses,
wearing her old white gloves (cleaned
with gasolene for the nth time) when
she went to call on her friends, and
skimping herself— (she was a business-
girl) on her lunches. Thus she rolls
up three hundred dollars—and entrusts
it to ‘“a gentleman.” Can’t you see
the whole story being enacted before
your very eyes? How he lifted his hat
SO nicely the first time he passed her
in the hall? How, very hesitatingly, he
made ‘the first, rather dignified ad-
vances? How he gave this girl the im-
pression of great affairs and wealth?
Or of a cruel world that had abused
him and refused o recognize -  his
genius? And then she—not being very
clear whether she was investing money

or humoring a possible admirer (the

best of women have been known to do
that)—hands out her little bank roll
to back ‘“a patent candy.”

Ladies! Beware of clothes, manners
and words. When you choose a
banker, choose one that seems short
of time, short of temper, short of man-
ners. Other things being equal, he is
likely to be a much more satisfactory
man than some seeming Sir Galahad.

THE NORTH AMERICAN LIFE.

IGNS of solidity and strength have
S always been a feature of the North

American Life Reports. That for
the thirty-sixth year of business just
closed is additional evidence along
these lines. Assets now amount to
$16,442,713.47, while the net surplus
of policyholders’ account has been in-
creased to $2,657,105.64.

The new business dissued and revived
during 1916 exceeded that of the best
previous year, 1915, by over one mil-
lion dollars. The issued and revived
business for the past year amounted to
$10,189,5639.00, while the total . assur-
ance in force at the close of 1916
amounted to $59,685,112.00. The cash
income for the year amounted to $2,-
912,514.00.

Mr. L. Goldman in his address’to
the policyholders pointed out that dur-
ing the past year the sum of $1,691,-
000.33 was paid to policyholders or
their bheneficiaries, of which amount
$262,684.26 was paid in dividends or
surplus, while the guarantors received
only $6,000. During the past ten years
there has been paid to policyholders
the sum of $10,481,146.85, striking evi-
dence of the fact that the interest of
the policyholders is the first consider-
ation of this company.

Concerning Books

UST one dog story among the

other short stories of animals in
Charles G. D. Roberts’ new book, “The
Secret Trails,” is alone enough to en-
dear the book to those who love ani-
mals. This dog had something to do
with the war and the Germxan ad-
vance through Belgium. He had a
bright idea at a certain point in that
terrible game, and at considerable
risk to himself he chose to put it into
execution instead of crawling off into
gome safe corner and dreaming of a
hot dinner as some dogs would have
done 'in the circumstances. This dog
was no neutral, He saved a bridge,
and by that he saved three regiments.
But how he did it is the subject of
the story and not to be divulged ex-
cept to those who read it in the orig-

inal. The other stories concern all
sorts of animials familiar to Cana-
dians. They are jolly reading.
2 ® »

6 SOLDIER’'S Sketches TUnder

Fire” (Thomas Allem), is Har-
old Harvey's comtribution to the al-
ready overflowing heaps of war liter-
ature, It is a small volume packed
with aill sonts of sketches, some fin-
ished and some merely fragmentary
notes of things that this man saw at
the Fromt. His sketches are accom-
panied by descriptive notes telling the
circumstances under which the draw-
ings were made or the particular in-
terest attaching to certain of them.
The charm of the book lies in its
simplicity ard directness. Those who
are collecting war literature will find
it a useful adjumet.

Mexico and Bernstorff
(Concluded from page 11.)

knew where to keep the prisoners we
should get, we could probably spend
a most amusing half day capturing
New York. But the lack of this know-
ledge in no way injures our good
cousins and on the other hand, by en-
couraging their delusion regarding
our helplessness, we are in a position
to encourage their investments.

War between Washington and Berlin
would be ‘very unfortunate for us in
this connection. There is no denying
that the Podunk widow and even the
greater and wiser investors of the
United States would tighten their
purse strings. ' 'Where money had
flowed freely across the boundary, it
would come then only with difficulty.
It would not stop coming, perhaps—
but the interest rate would rise. That
would be certain.

So far, of course, we have
sidered the question only from the
standpoint of ourselves. If one en-
larges the viewpoint, however, and
takes into consideration the feelings
and interests of the United States, we
might almost wish them into the war
—for their own sakes. There was a
time when the American was a proud
animal. Twenty-five or thirty years
ago the earnest young American—how-
ever ignorant—was not ashamed to
hope to be president. Such a thing as
Mr. Benjamin Gould quitting his
native land for Canada, and spending
his time excoriating his mative land

from this side of the fence, was im- |

possible. The spectacle of Mr. Poult-
ney Bigelow coaxing applause from a

Canadian audience by abusing his

mother country would be impossble.

“But to-day these things are not only

possible, but prevalent. The thought-
ful, public spirited men and women to
whom Americans might have looked
for leadership in other times have
grown weary of frying to stem the
tide of crass materialism. They have
retired into their houses, cynical and

hopeless for any improvement.

A Safe Refuge.

The mining stock promoter dashed
into his office and locked the door.

“Where can I hide?” he cried. “The
police are coming.”

“Get into the simplified card index
case,” said the head clerk. “I defy any
one to find anything there.”

2 " »
British Frightfulness.
The Host—“I thought of sending
some of these cigars out to the Front.”
The Vietim—“Good idea! But how
can you make certain that the Ger-
mans will get them ?”-—Tit-Bits,

con-
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have been built upon the founda-
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Up-to-date business methods,
backed by an unbroken record
of fair dealing with its policy-
holders, have achieved for the
Sun Life of Canada a pheno-
menal growth. ‘

More than 166,000 of its poli-
cies are now in force for assur-
ances totalling over $265,000,-
000—much the largest amount
carried by any Canadian life
company.
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But you can appreciate the common sense article
resonant characteristics of a

THE COURIER.

YOU MAY NOT BE MUSICAL

IMITATION CAN'T PRODUCE SINGERS

By MAESTRO CARBONI

In this department from time to lime will appear a number of short musical arti.
cles intended to be interesting to most everybody. This is the first of the series.

paratus is a familiar subject to

all serious students of vocal art.
Frequently, however, slight misunder-
standings arise which a few words
can set right. The vocal cords are
not—as so many students imagine—
just mere bands attached at their two
extremities; they
are ligaments or
membranous folds
or shelves, united
throughout their
whole length to the
cartilaginous walls
on either side. Al-
though the vocal
cords are the prim-
ary agents of sound

THE mechanism of the vocal ap-

they cannot, of
themselves pro-
duce sound. It is

through their vibra-
tory action that the
membranous walls
of the respiratory
cavities and the air
which they contain
become sonorous.-

An illustration of this principle may
be found in violin playing. When the
bow comes into contact with the
string, the latter, which of itself prp-
duces mno sound, sets vibrating the
Pbridge on which it rests, which com-
municates the vibrations to the har-
monic table, which, in turn, sets in
motion the air contained in the body
of the violin. The pulsation or vibra-
tion of the air contained in the body
of the violin communicates itself to
the surrounding air by means of the
sound holes cut in the wood, and it
is the pulsation of the outside air
which reaches the ear as sound.

You have often wondered what
makes one voice of the same kind so
different from another. Leaving aside
for the moment the variations of tem-
perament, the fundamental difference
which gives any voice its peculiar
timbre comes from the form of the
membranous walls as well as the
shape of the cavities through which
the air vibrationsg pass.

This fact gives the lie to the er-
roneous theory held by many that it
is po"ssitble to glve vocal instruction
by imitation, i.e., that a teacher with
an excellent voice is able to impart
his vocal tone to his pupils, or that by
mere imitation of a great singer
heard on the Victrola records the lis-
tener will acquire in any permanent
degree the celebrity’s vocal tone.

The tension or stretching of these
vibrating walls ‘which determine the
form of these pneumatic cavities gives
to edch individual voice its musical
quality. As in the violin, strings,
bridge, harmonic table, body, air and
wood of the instrument vibrate, so it
is with the voice. Muscular contrac-
tion of the walls of these cavities can
at each instant change the tonal qual-

Head of Vocal
Faculty at the
Hambourg Con-
servatory, Toron-
to, late of Paris.

ity by their tension, elasticity, consist-
ency and stability; moreover, the re-
lative shapes of the cavities can
‘(-;ha,‘nge and adapt themselves to one
another at any moment. Not only can
we change the shape and capacity of
our pneumatic cavities at will, but we
can also temporarily change the tim-
bre or “sonority” of the voice, and
vary the amount of tension of these
cavities by . muscular -contraction,
while sustaining the tone by means
of respiratory reinforcement.

There should be neither “registers”
nor “passages” in .the gradually as-
cending vocal scale. The existence
of registers arises from the forced
maintenance of the same thickness of
the vocal cordg above the limits proper
to that thickness; and this excess of
thickness requires an excess of ten-
sion; it thus follows that this force
of tension becoming dangerous, the
cords suddenly change, losing their
thickness, thus requiring less tension;
by this we see that registers and sud-
den changes in vocal tone are caused
by the sudden relative variations of
thickness and tension of the vocal
cords. The vocalist should accustom
himself to vary both easily and con-
nectedly, at will, the thickness and
tension of the vocal cords, and by
avoiding both overstretching and over-
thickening of the vocal cords, he will
be able to give greater volume of tone
with no necessity to force his voice.
In equalizing the low, the medium and
high notes, confusion must not be
made between maintaining the same
evenness of sound and the same thick-
ness of the cords. On the contrary,
the regular diminishing of the thick-
ness from the lower to the higher is
required, thus avoiding all superfluous
tension and forcing the sonority even
when singing in halftone. The me-
dium comes within the range of the
speaking tone; therefore ‘the student
must learn to enunciate distinctly
without verbal affectation or foreing
the tone.

One of the principal aids in obtain-
ing beauty of tone lies din the will-
power of expression. Teachers under-
take to place the voice by imitation,
or by a mechanical process, relying
sometimes on one single vowel sound
and neglecting to bring uppermost in
the student’s mind the mnecessity of
carrying conviction by mental as well
as by verbal concentration. The mere
thought of lucid expression frequently
entails the necessary means for en-
compassing this end, and in any case
considerably modifies the timbre of
the voice. Another point to remember
is, that the charm of youth or fresh-
ness of vocal tone depends on the pre-
cise height or pitch of vibration of
each sound being attained. This pitch,
this youthfulness and freshness is ob-
tained by an initial study on the
vowels “oh” and “ah” on the high
notes and “e” and “a” (ay).

PIANIST,

PEDAGOGUE, COMPOSER

By THE MUSIC EDITOR

Another of a series of characler studies among musicians

DOUARD HESSELBERG has been

» known for some time tc readers
of this paper. He is a piano art-

ist, a pedagogue, a composer—and a

Russian. About four years ago he
came here from the end of a varied
and distinguished circuit of musical
positions in the United States. He

of Maestro Carboni, in which he compares the
h’uman voice to a violin

has now established himself as an ex-
ponent of modern piano art which he
expounds very much his own way, il-
lustrating his precepts by his own
practical work at the keyboard.

There is always a high degree of the
aesthetic about Mr., Hesselberg’s re-
citals—whether of pupils or of him-
self. In a marked way he projects his
own personal taste into a pupils’ pro-
gramme. Hesselberg never gives you
a mere recital. There is always the
stage accessory in colour and light
and sometimes costume. He has a
high regard for ensemble effects. He
believes in atmosphere. This is us-
ually an advantage. Sometimes it is
hazardous. Too much atmosphere
might mean too little real virtuosity
or even ordinary technical mastery in
music. Mr. Hesselberg is constantly
on his guard against this.

He must be judged in the main by
his teaching, which is most of what
he does. No teacher can constantly
perform in public. At the same time

~Mr. Hesselberg makes a high average
of public appearances in solo work.
He returned recently from a tour in
the United States. BExtreme brilliancy
characterizes most of his work. He
thas a high rega;rd for the obviously
engaging qualities of musical art. He
keeps away from the profound or the
merely technical. That is one way to
simplify art, cutting out the occult and
the vague-while retaining atmosphere.

As a composer Mr. Hesselberg is
prolific without being prodigious. He
writes songs and .piano pieces in most
of the important forms. His songs
are perhaps the more popular, one of
the reasons being that his wife, Lena
Shackleton Hesselberg, writes the
lyrics. This has the advantage of a
high degree of intimacy between the
words and the music and makes for

greater fluency and freedom of ex-

pression. He has a strong lyrical
sense, which pervades most of his
work, whether for voice or piano.

A Significant Recital.

ACHELLE COPELAND, of To-
R ronto, late of Petrograd and the
studio of Leopold Auer, gave her
first return-home recital last week.
She played to a crowded house, a large
number of patrons and patronesses,
and a decidedly cultivated audience
in the matter of higher criticism.
Plenty of ambitious debutantes have
managed to scratch through a geries
of big mumbers without absolute dis-
credit to themselves or their tutors.
Miss Copeland did much more than
scrateh through. She had one ‘big

concerto of Mozart, two colourful
things of Sarasate, a Nocturne of
Chapin, arranged by her tutor, 2
Caprice of Gretny, the Vitalo Cha~
conne, Tchaikowsky’s Meditation, and
a Debussey Minuet.

Nothing was lacking to give any
debutante a strenuous and heart-
searching time, And Miss Copeland
did not seem to be bewildered by its
complexities. She showed a rather
amazing composure and equilibriwm.

. Brilliancy was-demanded in at least

three-fourths of the things she played.
She responded with a smile. Hereby .
one criticism. The audience seemed
interested less in the native atmos-
phere of each number than in the way
the performer would overcome its dif-
ficulties, which were less obvious to
her than to other people. Perfect
poise without assurance is achieved
as a rule by only very young people
or great masters. But the master us-
ually succeeds in imparting his own
composure to the audience.

On so important a programme it was
obvious that Miss Copeland should
pretty well run the gamut of her
powers. And she did. Any one who
was mot intimately acquainted with
the pieces must have got a good crisp -
idea of what sort of things they were
intended to be. There was always 2

‘naive, optimistic charm to the player’s

work. She was always sunny. Amid
all the dntricacies of so exacting &
programme she resorted to no cap- :
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Tices. Never once did she attempt a
Subterfuge or any evasion of the
clearly difficult problem she had in
band. Her training in the Auer studio
after a term with * her Canadian
teacher, Mr. Blachford, has given her

The Debutante.

an abundance of technique, Some-
; times it may not have been just the
Kind of technique that the piece de-
anded, There were times when a
mﬂp less display of that element
Wight have been an advantage.

. But Miss Copeland got a hlg‘h degree ;

1S was especmlly no»ticeable on uhe
G and the K string. Most Auer 'pumls

 than seemed mnecessary.

THE

seem to make every possible use of
these extremes. Elman does it. Not
having heard Kathleen Parlow I can
only dimagine that she does it also.
Sometimes there was more vibrato
But a good
warm throb in the G is a temptation
to players of bigger calibre and more
experience than Miss Copeland. With
no end of dash and verve and reson-
ant vigour she sometimes caused a
shade of doubt as to exact pitch—es-
pecially in doublestopping—and occa-
sionally as to tone-purity. Here again
she is in the very excellent company
of some great artists. Even Joachim
when he played thiy same Mozart con-
cento a good many years ago is said
to have been mather careless of in-
tonation. With more repose and ser-
enity at her finger ends the recital
would have been a notable perform-
ance. As it was, Miss Copeland
achieved a high degree of distinction,
for which she should feel gratified as
she looks forward to the big things
she has yet to accomiplish.

Musicians and Manners

66 USICIANS are notoriously bad-
mannered,” announces Carl
Van Vechten in a book de-
voted to the theme of Music and Bad
Mamnners. “I have seen a soprano throw
a pork roast on the floor at dinner, the
day before a performance of Wagner”s
consecrational festival, with the shrill
explanation, ‘Pork before Parsifal!’”
The position of a certain couch in a
performance of “Lohengrin” once
aroused a dispute between Emma
Eames and a tenor,
At the rehearsal the tenor seemed
to have won the battle, When, at the
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performance, he found the couch in the
exact spot which had been designated
by the lady, his indignation was great.
With as much regard for the action of
the drama as was consistent with so
violent a gesture, he gave the couch a
violent shove with his projected toe,
with the intention of pushing it into his
chosen locality. He retired with a
howl, nursing a wounded member, The
couch had been nailed to the floor.”

But all the blame for scenes at con-
certs should not rest with the perform-
ers. Audiences as well, says the
author, may be relied upon to behave
badly on occasion.

“Mr. Paderewski was playing at one
of those morning musicales arranged
at smart hotels, so that the very rich
may see more intimately the well
known artists of the concert and opera-
stage. Some women started to go out.
The interruption became intolerable,
and ' Paderewski stopped playing.
‘Phose who do mot wish to hear mw
will kindly leave the room immediate.

ly,” he said; ‘and those who wish to re--

main will kindly take their seats.”’ Tha
outflow continued, while those who re-
mained began to hiss. ‘I am astonish
ed to find people in New York leaving
while an artist is playing,’ the pianist
added. Then some one started to ap-
plaud; the applause deepened, and
finally Mr. Paderewski consented to
play again. Once he had begun, he
played for an hour and twenty min-
utes, and the faithful ones applauded
so much that the echoes of clapping
hands accompanied him to his motor.”

The Little Sins

{Concluded from page 12.)

a guest in her house—instead of a
paid companion.”

At such times Ned would feel a wave
of remorse sweep over him, realizing
the girl’s simple trust and her faith
in him, and it was only after a deter-
mined and fierce struggle that he kept
from breaking down and confessing
the whole loathsome lie.© He never
dared to think how it was all going to
end.

Five of the seven days passed in this
manner, and then, one evening, re-
turning to the room between the after-
noon and evening performance, he
found a letter. He lit the gas with
trembling fingers, and the sight of the
name printed on the upper left-hand
corner of the envelope sent the blood

JAN. B, 1917

THE MINISTER OF FINANCRE

REQUESTS

THE PEOPLE OF CANADA TO

BEGIN NOW

TO SAVE MONEY FOR THE

NEXT WAR LOAN

DEPARTMENT OF FINANCE
OTTAWA
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roaring to his ears.
merville.

After he had finally composed him-
self from the finst shock he carefully
tore it open and read the few lines on
the sheei.

Mr. Edward Mack:

Things finally settled. Report for
rehearsals to-morrow morning at ten,
if position of second business at sev-

It was from Sum-

' enty-five a week is agreeable. We will

open the middle of the month at the
Longacre Theatre.
Yours hastily,
SUMMERVILLE.

The little room, with its bare walls
and its flickering gas jet, blurred in
the man’s vision. He mechanically
folded the letter and slipped it back
into the envelope. Summerville heard
from at last, and with the offer of a
fine position. It didn’t seem real.

He sat down in a chair before the
window, staring out over the fast-
darkening town. How long he remain-
ed there he mever realized, but of a
sudden, fumbling for his watch, he
found it was half after eight. Right
o'clock was his time for singing the
first song after supper. He laughed
aloud as he turned out the gas and

, reached for his hat.

That nightmare was over now. The
lie was to be at an end. Helen would
never know what had passed these five
days. How wonderful and perfect had
things turned out.

He went around to the stage en-
trance to meet the irate manager com-
ing out.

“Call around at the box office for
your money,” the latter jerked out.
“You're fired! I hired a man I can
depend upon!”

Ned smiled and retraced his steps
to the front of the house. The lobby
was almost deserted. The box office
was at the extreme end. He walked
up to the barred window.

“I’'m Lawson, the ballad singer,” he
said, remembering hig assumed name.
“I'm quitting to-night, and the man-
ager sent me around for the salary
due me.”

That was as far as he got. His
lifted eyes took in the face behind the
cage. It was almost a full minute be-
fore he realized he had been talking
to his own wife.

Books to Come

“Georgina of the Rainbow.”
By Annie Fellows Johnston. McLeod,
Toronto.
EORGINA, whose motto is, “Put
a rainbow ’'round your troubles,”
will be a favourite second only to the
“Little Colonel.” Every ‘girt who has
read the stories of the latter will love
Georgina,

Miss Johnston, the author of so
many delightful stories for girls, has
irn this book stepped into that realm
of fiction which holds equal charm for
young and old. The great quality of
naturalness in her heroines is retained
in this newest book,

At the tip of old Cape Cod the little
heroine meets many people. Uncle
Darcy, Mr. Milford, Mrs. Triplett—
all these soon become familiar to the
reader; and all learn from -Georgina
that “it pays to keep hope at the
prow.”

% * *
“Emmy Lou’s Road to Grace.”
By George Madden Martin, Being a

Little Pilgrim’s Progress. Cloth,
$1.35.
In “Emmy Lou,” George Madden

Martin gave a picture of the mental
progress and struggles of her little
heroine in the public schools.

In this new book, Mrs. Martin deals
with Emmy Lou’s spiritual develop-
ment vxind growth, illustrating the pro-
gress’ of her “little pilgrim” by inci-
dents at home, at Sunday School, at
Public School.

—McClelland, Goodchild and Stewart
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Problem No. 115, by D. J. Densmore,
Brooklyn, N. Y,

Specially contributed.
Black.—Nine Pieces.

j Y 12k

|
‘@H E S 9 P ”;//%7 S
Malcolm Sim "Wy
Conducted by | g
Ly / i %
olutions. R 4.,
Solutions to problems and other cors ; e ,
respondence should be addressed to the problem No. 112 by Th. C. Henriksen. //; fﬁ ) .
Chess Editor, 1:Canadlam Courier, 30 Grant 1. K—Bb5, Kt—Ktd dis. R 7 %/é co
Street, Toronto. S 7 . g /
Problem No. 116, by G. Guidelil, g , KtxR dis. ch; 2. Kt—Q3 mate. _
Third Prize, Good Companions’ Club, 1 0 Ri—B4 dis. ch; 2. R—B2 mate.
January, 1917. : Two Rooks v. Black Queen.
hite: H at KKt3; Rs a : ;
nghgr?d IIE‘BaQ&' I}glsasgt %Ktsq and KKt2; 5 T}i? foélovg{mg two .ﬁ?lr:tegrtléorilnggé)slatgé
) . : a KB4, y F. ackmann 1 tr b Tes
K%Bl%tc‘lge 'I{Pasxta(sf)};{ZQa‘g? QB5; R at QB4; focal play between the Rooks and the op- :
B at QR:&- Kt at QB8; Ps at QR4, QB3, posing Queen. i Wklillwtet% xsnei%‘iln(tih;nf%‘;go&g White.—Elght Pieces.
: e calls to? ‘ ; 3
i ks ar-‘h(%itg{zr'nates in two. }{%?’ f%lrost)ggaﬁr?pBabson's two-movers. White to play and mate in three.

ATZENAUER v NATEL LDING
ANNA CASE MARIE RAPPOLD ALBERT SPALDING
MARGARETE MATZENAUER Glr?«lzﬁ“ﬁznww)}htiml Soprano, Metropolitan Opera Soprana, Metropolitan Opera " America’s Greatest Violinist
Vazza-(%zg: %5{;&:{?0 s Grand Opera Company Company

It is the object of this advertisement to
differentiate Mr. Edison’s recent inven-
tion from any and all talking machines.
There are nearly one hundred different
makes of talking machines on the mar- B

ARTHUR MIDDLETON

,,.,.JA%%?:.,%W&“ | ket. The New Edison is not a talking Baseo, Mot e O
ompanyi |
machine.

The pictures on this page were taken Yvhile these
twenty different artists were actually singing or ‘plas"-
ing in direct comparison with the New Edison’s
Re-Creation of their work. :

These astonishing tests are chronicled in three hun-
dred of America’s leading newspapers, wh.1ct'1 cox}cede
that an artist’s performance cannot be distinguished

R 2 : : v
from the New Edison’s Re-Creation of it. I

OTTO GORITZ Baritone, Boston-Nati

Bavitone, bclstropolimn Opera [ W EDI[ S @N Grand Opera Company
mpany | zﬁ ” l

is positively the only instrument which has successfully sustained
the test of direct comparison with living artists. May we send
you the brochure ‘‘Music Re-Creation,” and; the booklet ‘‘What

the Critics Say.”
THOMAS A, EDISON, Inc. 7622, Orange, N. J.

ALICE VERLET 2z s \ : 7 ] It t lM trl litan
> : "0

Sopr IPan’a Grand Opera D —— Soprang, late gf letropo

ano, . ~ :

LIZABETH SPENCER
" Concert Soprano

Guipo CICCOLINI
Cel

CHRISTINE MILLER
lebrated Italian Tenor Concert Contralto

; ; ' DA GARDNER GLEN ELLISON
MARIE KAISER FLEN CLARK HARDY WILLIAMSON ADBGAKUNER Porl e otk Bon

Concert Soprano Qonor, late of

Deutsche Schachblatter, June, 1911.

White: K at QR5; Rs at KB2 and KRT7;
Ps at QR3, Q R 7, QKt4, QKt5, QKt6 and
K R 2.—Black: K at QRsq; Q at KKt2; Ps
at QR5 and QKt2. Mate in four. (1. R—
B2! Q—B6; 2. P—R4, etc.!) :

Deutsche Schachblatter, Dec., 1911.

‘White: K at QR5; Rs at KRsq and KR6;
Kt at KR3; Ps at QR3, QR6, QR7, QKté
and QKt6.—Black: K at QRsq; Q at KKt2;
Ps at QR5 and QKt4. Mate in four. (1
R—QBsq! Q—B6; 2. R—B6! Q—B4; 3
PxQ, etc.! If 2.., QxPch; 3. PxQ, etc.t
If 1.., Q—Bsq; 2. R (R6)—QB6, etc.)

The reasons why other moves of the
key-pieces along the rank, will not
answer, are very strategic in both com-
positions.

Correct solution of No. 112 received
from J. R. Ballantyne, Toronto, and B
Gordon, Ottawa. Mr. Gordon also should
have been credited with solution to No

TO CORRESPONDENTS.

(J.R/B.) Why not try one of the Cana~
dian Correspondence League Tourna-
ments?

CHESS BY CORRESPONDENCE.

A Dbrilliant game played in the Cor-
respondence Chess League of Greater
New York between R. G. Smellie of Tor-
onto and L. A. Turnbull of Chatham, New
Jersey. The notes are our own.

Muzio Gambit.

White. Black.
R. G. Smellie. L. A. Turnbull

1. P—K4 1. P—K4
2. P—KB4 (a) 2. PxP

3. Kt—KB3 3. P—KKt4

4, B—B4 (b) 4. P—KthH

5. Kt—B3 (c) 5. PxKt
6. QxP 6. P—Q4 (d)
7. KtxP (e) 7. P—QB3 (f)
8. KtxP 8. Q—Rb5ch (g)
9. P—Kt3 9. B—KKt5 (h)
10. Q—Kt3 (i) 10. Q—K2
11. Castles 11, Kt—KR3 (j)
12, P—Q4 12. P—Kt4 (k)
13. B—Q3 13. Kt—R3
14. P—QR3 14. B—Kt2
15. B—K3 (1) 15. Castles
16. P—K5 (m) % 16. Kt—B2
17. R—B2 17. B—B4
1878 o 18. B—Kt5 (n)
19. QR—KBsq 19. BxB
20. RxB 20: Kt—Kit5
21. B—Q2 21. P—QB4 (o)
22. Kt—R5 22. P—R4 (p)
23. P—R3 23. Kt—K3
24. R—K4 (q) 24, KtxP (r)
25. RxKK¢t!! 25. KtxQ
26. RxBch 26. K—Rsq
BETLC  mam

. Kt . Q—KS6ch (t
gg IB’xl‘%t 28. KxR !

. Px 30. R(Bsq)—Qs
31. BxP (u) e

_ (a) Mr. Smellie usually adopts a sport= |
ing variation in his correspondence ‘
games.

(b) 4. P—KR4, of course, leads. to ¢h"
sounder Kiegeritzky or Allgaier Gambits

(¢) 5. Kt—K5 is the Salvio Gambit; als® !
unfavorable.  Black’s = direct assaul
against the White King cannot, there-
after, be adequately met. 5. Castles I8
the orthodox Muzio. The text-move
initiates the McDonnell attack. /

(d) 6.., P—Q3 is simpler and better. If
7. QxP, then 7.., B—K3. The text-mové
went into disfavor following the 190
Gambit Tournament at Vienna. A

(e) 7. BxP was, unaccountably, consid-
ered best previous to the tourname
mentioned.

(f) Black must energetically oppo®®
the ngnaturing of his opponent’'s develoP”
ment. ;

(g) Maroczy against Marshall at Vienn®
defended inadequately with 8.., Q—B*
The text move might have helped a8 3
preliminary.

(h) This is a mistake that should hav®
brought the game. to an immediate coP
clusion. P

(i) Both players, curiously, overlook 1”
BxPch, enabling White to remove 2"
Queen from danger with a check! W

() If 11...., QxP, then 12. BxPch, EZ
Qsq; 13. P—B3, Kt—B3: 14. QxP. If n he
14.., B—Bdch, then 15, P—Q4, BxPCE
16. PxB, QxPch; 17. K—Rsa, Q—KSCH
18. Kt—Kt2, for Black cannot con-tiﬂq
18.., B—R6. on account of 19. R—Q&H
QKt—Q2; 20. RxKtch, BxR! 21. Q¥R¢
K—K?2; 22. QxRP with a winning gaml'g,

(k) Again 12.., QxP wag feasible.
QxP, then 13.., QxPch; 14, K—Rsd,
Kb5ch; 15. Kt—Kt2, B—R6; ‘16. BmP}‘g’/
KixB; 17. QxKKtch, K—Qsq; 18. L a0
KKt5ch, K—Bsq; 19. R—B2, B—QB4:
R—Q?2, R—KBsq and Black will be 5;0“‘
to still ~further dmprove his posit .
After the text-move he has-to cont
with White dominating centre. 1a5-

(1) 15. P—B3 was probably better P pif
The remark, indeed, is applicable to0
last move. mée“

(m) And this advance might have Tt
delayed until the philosophical m(ﬂ’f‘t e
P—RB3, Q—B2 and the doubling of ine
Rooks on the Bishop’s file seems
natural course. ined

(n) The Bishop should have rel’r!\gng's
on the long diagonal to defend his ¥¥
position.

(o) Otherwise B—Kt4

(p) In order to continue 23.., PXPKWPZ
(q) T now 24, PxKt, then 24.., F 5l
95. Q—Q3, KtxRch: 26. QxKt, Bx p i
the exchange ahead and the better o’
tion. The text-move is a very ﬂ“ewhici’
ception on the pat!‘tbof Mr. is‘me“’e'
took his opponent by surprise. 6

(r) If 24,..., Kt—R3, then . Kt’f
wing. ‘The Va«*:atlvo;l{s; are interesting:

g) Threatening Kt—B6.

%t) There is mnothing else for s

o}l\;‘fe.hgd Black resigned fourteen s

)~

(¢

later.
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" | The Toronto General Trusts orporation

- ||  The following report was submitted to the Shareholders at their
- || Annual Meeting, held in the Company’s Board Room in the Head
Office Building, Toronto, at noon, Wednesday, February 7, 1917.

THIRTY-FIFTH ANNUAL REPORT OF THE BOARD OF DIRECTORS
(bsing for the year ended 3 1st December, 1916)

TO THE SHAREHOLDERS:—

The Board of Directors have pleasure in submitting the Thirty-Fifth Annual Report of
the Corporation, together with the Statements of Assets and Liabilities and Profit and Loss
for the year ended 31st December, 1916.

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 antici-
pated losses, amount to $321,382.88, to which sum must be added $77,674.12, the amount
brought forward from the preceding year, making a total of $399,057, which your Directors
have dealt with as follows:—

To payment of four quarterly dividends at the rate of 109, per annum ....... . $150,000.00
To amounts subscribed as follows:— b
Canadian Patriolic Fand o v ola i e i R $10,000.00
British ' Bed Crosg-Society a5 Jodl iuin v bbb v SR 1,000.00
British Sailors’ Reliel Fumd /0 vn ie o o i 2,500.00
> : ——  13,500.00
To amount provided for 1916 Business Profits War Tax (payable in 1917) ....... 12,000.00
; To amount written off Head Office building ..o’ e it v 2o siirs s 25,000.00
To amount transferred to Reserve Fund (increasing this Fund to -$1,850,000.00). 100,000.00
To balance carried forward ......cc.i.iceneinsssienns e o e s N e 98,557.00
$399,057.00

The Assets and Liabilities Statement shows that the total assets in the hands’ of the
Corporation amount to $77,180,513.62, an increase of $5,311,043.52 over the preceding year.

The New Business in the way of Executorships, Administrations, Trusts, Investment
Agencies, etc., taken over by the Corporation for the year amounts to $10,075,979.17.

The Board of Directors have on your behalf made subscriptions to the Canadian Patri-
otic Fund, the British Red Cross Society, and the British Sailors’ Relief Fund, confirma-
tion of which will be asked for at the Annual Meeting.

Your Directors regret to report the death, ;which occurred during the year, of the ifon.
J. J. Foy, K.C., one of the charter members of the Board, and at the time of his death, Vice-
President of the Corporation. > e :

All of which is respectfully submitted,

A D LANGMUIR, i : FEATHERSTON OSLER,
Sion General Manager. President.
Toronto, January 23rd, 1917. ; Head Office Building, Toronto.
Lk PROFIT AND LOSS STATEMENT for year ended 31st December, 1916
s By Balance brought forward from 31st Dec., 1615 ........... $ 98,812.60 APPROPRIATED AS FOLLOWS:—
3 Less Balance of 1915 Business Profits War Tax ............ ' 21,138.48 To Quarterly dividends, Nos. 79, 80, 81 and 82, at the rate
: —_— % T77,674.12 of J10CpOr Centy DRI BNDIINN. .00 et s e e e $150,000.00
By Commissions received from Management of Estates, act- ; To Amount subscribed as follows:— e
ing as Trustee for Bond Issues; Registrar and Transfer . Canadian Patriotic Fund ...... O e e R e e e $10,600.00
Agents, etc.; Interest on Capital and Reserve; Profits on British ‘Red Cross S0CIetY i\ v ooviin s vis voren il b 1,000:00
Guaranteed Funds; Net Rents from Office Buildings, Safe British Satlors’ Relie€ FUNA «.cvevuvvivaiineionneiossasnens 2,500.00 :
BT She 4 ST G R AR e R e M $619,339.66 » 13,500.00
To Management expenses, including Directors’ and Auditors’ : To Amount provided for 1916 Business Profits War Tax s
fees, salaries, advertising, rent, taxes, commissions paid. 05, oo L LA R e Rl D0 TR s 12,000.00
agents. for fAnding Joang, @be. i v B LG i vk s mi cek shn . 297,956.78 To amount written off Head Office Building ................. . 25,000.00
————— To Amount transferred to Reserve Fund .................... 100'000_00
Net Profits for year ..eosccesstvevsosessons sessnnaninn v 321,382.88 To Balance carried forward .......... Uisaias n i e Soa P v e ien ’ 98.557.00
$399.067.00 $399,057.00
2 e e e . e
ASSETS ASSETS AND LIABILITIES STATEMENT for year ended 31st December, 1916 LIABILITIES
CAPITAL ACCOUNT— CAPITAL: ACCOUNT—
Mortegnges on Real Fstate (... ..c.ivciiiviisiuniannvans $ 2,145,850.58 Capital Stock . $ 1,500,000.00
Government and Municipal Debentures ............... 197,857.62 ' Reserve Fund ... 1,850,000.00
Bltocks Wnd BORES w0 ol o aiire s ve s s i i aih o e s b 60,000.00 _Dividend No. 82 .. 37.500.00
Loans and Debentures, Stocks and Bonds ............ 104,964.13 Interest in Reserve 5 27,500.00
Loans on Corporation’s Guaranteed Mortgage Account  150,000.00 Reserve for Balance of Business Profits
Real BEstate— % (Al I AORT) e P B AR e 9,469.67
Office Premises and Safe Deposit Vaults at Toronto A POUL BOA-T RN 520 . s b S e RN S e g s h & e 98,557.00
S0 OB - e O e L Y S s e ; 775,000.00 S i 3,523,026.67
Accrued Rents re Offices and Vaults at Toronto
BOA OB . s ciRa iy s i e B e e 4,970.89
BNy IASSOE s Tl s slesein sls s Ao R b B e e Ty . ~1,489.79
Cash on hand and in Banks ............. S e 82,893.66
ou S § $ 3,5623,026.67
ARANTEED ACCOUNT-— § : GUARANTEED ACCOUNT— g
Mortgages on Real Estate .........co0ievvvnnn SRS o. $ 7,621,468.91
Government and Municipal Dobentures . :..o..vsivs os 1,084.392.72 Guaranteed Funds for Investment ............ ssvevees  $8,965,168.35
Loans on Debentures, Stocks and Bonds .............. 166,310.00 i ————  8,965,168.35
Cash on hand and in Banks ........ Cnak R e e sy 92,996.72 S :
ESTATES, TRUSTS AND AGENCIES— . BSTATES, TRUSTS AND AGENCIES— ; !
Mortgages on Real Hstate ............. Do cevee $14,673,898.03 : Trust Funds for Investment or Distribution ........:.. 23,356,900.50
Gover t and Municipal Debentures’ PR g I B b e : . Trinpeietd ey
Loan Company Debentures 8.900.00
Biocks end TPORES. «. oo vonvs oo e mi 1,144,792.568
Loans on Debentures, Stocks and Bonds 1,204,419.69

Pesses e e sesssseaes

Sundry Assets . ,508.00
Cash on hand and in Banks .. 837,709.29

v ; $23,366,900.50
Original Assets, inclurding Real Estate, Mortgages, De- - :
bentures, Stecks 'and Bonds, etc., at Inventory Value 41,335,418.10

Inventory value of Oniginal Assets of Mtu and
Agencies under Administration by the Corporation. 41,335,418.10

$64,692,318.60

$77,180,513.62

: ‘s Audltorsf. Report, - ; : R 4 .
We, the undersigned, beg to report that we have made a full examination of the books, accounts and vouchers of The Toronto General Trus

‘We have examined, and find in order, all the mortgages, debentures, bonds and scrip of the Corporation, as well as those negotia

of Ontario, and Trusts, Estates and Agencies in the Corporation’s hands, and we have checked same with the gotiated for
The Trust investments and funds are kept separate from the Cor

Corporation as to show the particular Hstate, 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. | ‘ Tasfagy y P

Aol » i t o ! “ " :
R. %%NOE. lj‘.C.A. Can. } AMAitors.

‘Tovonto, January 22nd, 1917. s ; > , . GBo.

P.; J. G. Scott, K.C.; Sir Edmund Walker, C.V.0,, LL.D.; E. C. Whitney.

$64,692,318.60

$77,180,513.62
A AR

%0 3ist Decernber, 1916, and find same to be correct and properly set forth in ‘the above statements of Profit and Loss and Assets and Liabilities, ts Corporation

the Supr
e and debenture ledgers and reglsﬁe?':a Sams

mortgag:
"3 own . securities and funds, and all securities are so earmarked in the books of the

Oﬂioewe ha.'ve also examined the roporté_ of the Auditors of the Winnipeg, Ottawa, Saskatoon and Vancouver Branches,  and find that” they agree wltb the Head"

'w. BOARD OF DIRECTORS—President, Featherston Osler, K.C., D.C.L.; Vice-Presidents, Hamilton Gassels, K.C.. LL.D. a. ’ .C. ' /
- W R. Brock, Sir William Mortimer Clark, K.C., LL.D.; Hon. W. C. Edwards, Wellington Francls, K.C.; A. C. Hardy, John'l-for::?(lg,HK{g?{l AT AR S B
M pard, Thomas Long, W. D. Matthews, Hon. Peter McLaren, J. Bruce Macdonald, Sir Danlel H. McMilan, K.G.M.G.; Lt Col J. & Michie, Sir Edmund B. Osler,

——— e e e —— e—
R — — —— ——

[ 4
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CHAPTER VIIL

VEN with the man with the
stomach ache mounted on the
gpare horse for the sake of
extra speed (and he was not

suffering one-fiftth so much as he pre-
tended); with Ismail to urge, and
King to coax, and the fear of moun-
tain death on every side of them, they
were the part of a night and a day
and a night and a part of another day
in reaching Khinjan.

Darya Khan, with the rifie held in
both hands, led the way swifitly, but
warily; and the last man's eyes
looked ever backward, for many a
eneaking enemy might have seen them
and have judged a stern chase worth
while.

In the ‘“Hills” the hunter has all
ihe hest of it, and the humnted needs
must run, The accepted rule is to
stalk one’s enemy relentlessly and get
him first. Xing happened to be hunt-
ing, although not for human life, and
he felt bold, but the men with him
dreaded each upstanding crag, that
might conceal a rifleman. Armed men
behind cornmers mean only one thing
in the “Hills.”

The animals grew weary to the
verge of dropping, for the “road” had
been made for the most part by moun-
tain freshets, and where that was
not the case it was imaginary alto-
gother. They traveled upward, along
ledges that were age-worn in the lime-
stone—downward where the “hell-
stones” slid from under them to al-
most bottomless ravines, and a false
step would have been instant death—
up again between big edged boulders,
that nipped the mule’s pack and let
the mule between—past many and
many a lonely cairn that hid the bones
of a murdered man (buried to keep
his ghost from making trouble)—ever
with a tortured ridge of rock for sKy-
line, and generally leaning against a

wingd, that chilled them to the bone,

while the fierce sun burned them.

At night and at moon they slept
fitfully at the chance-met shrine of
some holy man. The “Hills” are full
of them, marked by fluttering rags
that can be seen for miles away; and
{hough the Quran’s meaning must be
siretched to find excuse, the Hillmen
are adept at stretching things and
hold those shrines as sacred as the
Book itself. Men who would almost
rather cut throats than gamble regard
them as sanctuaries. 3

When a man says he is holy he can
find few in the “Hills” to believe him ;
but when he dies or \is tortured to
death or shot, even the men who mur-
dered him will come and revere his
grave.

Whole villages leave their pre-
ciousest possessions at a shrine be-
_fore wandering in search of summer
pasture. They find them safe on their
return, although the ‘Hills” are the
home of the lightestfingered thieves
on earth, who are prouder of villainy
than of virtue. A man with a blood-
feud, and his foe hard after him, may
sleep in safety at a faquir’s grave. His
foe will wait within range, but he
will not draw trigger until the grave
is left behind. - 3

So & man may rest in temporary
peace even on the road to Khinjan,
although Khinjan and peace have
nothing whatever in cOMMOn.

It was at such a shrine, gurrounded
by tattered rags: tied to gticks, that
fluttered in the wind three or four
thousand feet above Khyber level,
that King drew Ismail into conversa-
tion, and deftly forced on him the
role of questioner.

“How can’st thou see the Caves!”

he asked, for King had ‘hinted at his .

intention; and for answer King gave
him a glimpse of the gold bracelet.

“Aye! Well and good! But even
she dare not disobey the rule. Khin-
jan was there before ghe came, and
the rule was there from the beginning,
when the first men found the Caves!
ve gained admis-
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sion, lacking the zight. But who ever
saw them again? Allah! I, for one,
would not chance it!”

‘Thou and I are two men!” answer-
ed King. “Allah gave thee qualities
I lack. He gave thee the strength of
abullandamoun’w.ingoa.tinone,and
her for a mistress. To me he gave
other qualities. 1 shall see the Caves.
1 am mnot afraid.” 5

“Aye! He gave thee other gifts in-
deed! But listen! How many Tndian
servants of the British Raj have set
out to see the Caves? Many, many—
aye, very many! Again and again the
girkar sent its loyal ones. Did any
return? Not one! Some were cruci-
fied before they reached the place.
One died slowly on the very rock
whereon We git, with his eyelids miss-
ing and his eyes turned to the sun!
Some entered Khinjan, and the women
of the place made sport with them.
Those would rather have been cruci-
fied omtside had they but known.
Some, having got by Khinjan, entered
the Caves. None ever came out
again!”

“hen, what is my case to thee?”
King asked him. “If 1 can mot come
out again and, there is a secret, then
the secret will be kept, and what is
the trouble?” '

“I Jove thee,” the Afridi amnswered,
simply. “Thou art a man after mine
own heart. Turn! Go back before it
is too late!” :

King shook his head.

“Be warned!”

Ismail reached out a hairy-black
hand that shook with half-suppressed
emotion.

“When we reach Khinjan, and I
come within reach of her orders again,
then I am her man, not thine!”

King smiled, glancing again at the
gold bracelet on his arm.’

I look like her rgan, too!”

“Thou!’” Ismail’s scorn ‘was well
feigned if it was Dot “real. ‘“Tthou
chicken running to the hand that will
pluck thy breast-feathers! IListen!
Abdurrahman—he  of Khapul—and
may Allah give his ugly bones no
peace! — Abdurrahman of Khabul
sought the secret of the Caves. He
sent his men to set an ambush. They
canght twenty comimng out of Khinjan
on a raid. The twenty were carried
to Khabul, and put to torture there.
How many, think you, told the secret
under torture? They died cursing
Abdurrahman to his face, and he died
without the secret! May God recom-
pense him with the fire that burns
forever and scalding water and ashes
to eat! May rats eat his bomes!”

«fad Abdurrahman this?” asked
King, touching the bracelet.

“Nay! He would have given one
eye for it, but none would trade with
him! He knew of it, but never saw
"

«f am more favoured. 1 have it.
1t is hers, is it not?” Does not she
know -the gecret?”

“Qhe knows all that any man knows
and more!”

6 AS she seen to €lay 4 man in
the teeth of written law?”
asked King, and Ismail stared

80 hard at him that he laughed.

“] was in Khinjan once before, my
friend! 1 know the rule! 1 failed to
reach the Caves that other time be-
cause 1 had no witnesses to swear
they had seen me slay a man in the

" teeth of written law. T know!”

“Who saw thee this time?” Ismail
asked, and began to cackle with the
cruel humour of the “Hills,” that sees
amusement in a man’s undoing, or in
the destruction of his plans. His
humour forced him to explain.

“The price of an entrance has come
of late to be the life of an English
arrficer! Many an one the English
have dubbed (thazi, because he crossed

. the border and buried his knife in a

man on church parade! They bang
and burn them, knowing our Muslim
Yaw, that denies Heaven to ‘him who
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is hanged and burned. Yet the man
they miscall Ghazi sought but the key
to Khinjan Cayes, with no thought at
all about Heaven! Thou are @& British
arrficer. It may be they will let thee
enter the Caves at her bidding. It
may be, too, that they will keep thee
in a4 cage there for some chief’s son
to try his kaife on when the time
comes to win admission! Listen—man
o’ my heart!—so strict is the rule that
boys born in the Caves, when they
come to manhood, must go and slay
an Bnglishman and earn outlawry be-
fore they may come back; and lest
they prove fearful and betray the
cecret, ten men follow each. They
die by the hand of one or other of
the ten umless they have glain their
man within two weeks. So the secret
has been kept more years than ten
men ean remember!” (That estimate
was doubtless due to a respect for
figures and bore no relation to the
length of a human generation.)
«Whom did she kill to gain admis-
sion?”’ King asked him, unexpectedly.

apsk her!” eaid Ismail. “It is her
business.” =
“And thou? Was the life of - Brit--

igh officer the price paid?”
“Nay. 1 slew a mullah.”

HE calmness of the admission, and
T the satisfaction that its memory
seemed to bring the owner made
King laugh. He found lawless satis-
faction for himself in that Ismail’s
blood-price should have been a priest,
not one of his brother officers. A man
does not follow King’s profession for
health, profit or sentiment’s sake, but
bealthy sentiment remains. The
loyalty that drives him, and is its own
most great reward, makes him a man
to the middle. He liked Ismail. He
could not have liked him in the same
way if he had known him guilty of
English blood, which is only proof,
of course, that sentiment and common
justice are not one. But sentiment
remains. Justice is an ideal.

“Be warned and go back!” urged
Ismail.

“Come with me, then.”

“Nay, 1 am her man. She waits for
me!”

“] imagine she waits for me!” laugh-
od King. ‘Forward! 'We have rested
in this place long enough!”

So on they went, climbing and de-
scending the naked ramparts that lead
eastward and upward and northward
to the Roof of Mother Earth—iIsmail
ever grumbling into his long beard,
and King congumed by a fiercer en-
thusiasm than ever had yet burned
in him. 2

“Forward! Forward! Cast hounds
forward! TForward in any event!”
says Cocker. It is only regular gen-
erals in command of troops in the field
who must keep their rear open for
retreat. The Secret Service thinks
only of the goal ahead.

It was ten of a bla:ing forenoon, and
the sun had heated up the rocks until
it was pain to walk on them and agony
to sit, when they topped the last
escarpment and came in sight of Khin-
jan’s walls, across a mile-wide rock
ravine—Khinjan the unregenerate, that
has no other human habitation within
a march because none dare build.

They stood on a ridge and leaned
against the wimd. Beneath them a
path like a rope ladder descended in
zigzags to the valley that is Khinjan’s
dry moat; It needed courage as well
as imagination to believe that the ani-
mals could be guided down it.

“Is there no other way?” asked King.
He knew well of one other, but one
does not tell all one knows in the
“Hillg,” and there might have been a
third way.

_“None from this side,” gaid Ismail.

“And from the other side?”

“There is a rather better path—
that by which the sirkar’s troops once
came—although it has been greatly
obstructed since. It is two days’
march from here to reach it. Be

, King could see turbaned heads above

warned a last time, sahib—little hakim
—-be warned and go back!”

“Thou bird of ill omen!” laughed
King. “Must thou croak from every
rock we rest on?”

“1f I were a bird I would fly away
back with thee!” said Tsmail.

“Forward, since we can not fiy—for-
ward and downward!” King answered.
“She must have crossed this valley.
Therefore there are things worth
while beyond! TForward!”

The animals, weary to death any-
how, fell rather than walked down
the track. The men sat and scrambled.
And the heat rose up to meet them
from the waterless ravine as if its
floor were Tophet’s lid and the devils
busy under it, stoking.

It was mid-day when at last they
stood on bottom and swayed like men
in a dream fingering their bruises and
scarcely able for the heat haze to see
the tangled mass of stone towers and
mud-and-stone walls that faced them,
a mile away. Nobody challenged them
yet. Khinjan itself seemed dead,
crackled in the heat.

“Sahib, let us mount the hill again
and wait for night and a cool breeze!”
urged Darya Khan.

Ismail clucked into his beard and
gpat to wet his lips.

“This glare makes my eyes ache!”
he grumbled.

“Wait, sahib!
the others.

“Porward!” ordered XKing. “This
must be Tophet. Know ye mot that
none come out of Tophet by the way
they entered in? Forward! The exit
is beyond!”

They staggered after him, sheltering
their eyes and faces from the glare
with turban-ends and odds and ends
of clothing. The animals swayed be-
hind them, with hung heads and droop-
ing ears, and neither man nor beast
had sense enough left to have detected
an ambush. They were more than
half-way across the valley, hunting
for shadow where none was to be
found, when a shotted salute brought
them up all-standing in a cluster. Six
or eight nickel-coated bullets spat-
tered on the rocks close by, and one
o narrowly missed King that he could
feel its wind.

Up went all their hands together,
and they held them so until they ached.
Nothing whatever happened.  Their
arms ceased aching and grew numb.

“Forward!” ordered King.

After another quarter of a mile of
stumbling among hot boulders, not one
of which was big enough to afford
cover, or shelter from the sun, another .
volley whistled over them. Their
hands wemt up again, and this time

Wait a while!” urged

a parapet in front.
ther happened.

“Forward!” he ordered.

They advanced another two hundred
yards and a third volley rattled among
the rocks on either hand, frightening
one of the mules so that it stumbled
and fell and had to be helped up again.
When that was done, and the mule
stood trembling, they all faced the
wall. But they were too weary to hold
their hands up any more. Thirst had
begun to exercise its sway. One of
the men was half delirious.

“Who are ye?’ howled a human
being, whose voice was so like a woll’s
that the words at first had no mean”
ing. He peered over the parapet, 2
hundred feeet above, with his head 80
swathed in dirty linen that he looked
like a bandaged corpse.

“wWhat will ye? Who comes unin-
vited into Khinjan?”

But nothing fur-

(

ING bethought him of Yasmini'd
talisman. He held it up, and the
gold band glinted in the sub:

Yet, although a Hillman's eyes areé
keener than an eagle’s, he did mnot
believe the thing could be recognized
at that angle, and from that distance-
Another thought suggested itself 0
him. He turned his head and cau
Ismail in the act of signalling with
both hands. - : |
“Ye may come!” howled the watch
man on the parapet, disappearing in®
stantly. : -
King trembled—perhaps as a rac®
horse trembles at the starting gatéy




though he was weary enough to
tremble from fatigue. The *Hills,”
that numb the hearts of many men,
had not cowed him, for he loved them
and in love there is no fear. Heat
and cold and hunger were all in the
day’s work; thirst was an dincident;
and the whistle of lead in the wind
had never meant more to him than
Work ahead to do,

But a greyhound trembles in the
A boiler trembles when word
80es down the speaking-tube from the
bridge for “all she’s got.” And so the
mild-looking hakim Kurram Khan,
Walking gingerly across hot rocks,
. donning cheap, imitation shell-rimmed

Spectacles to help him look the part,
- trembled even more than the leg-

Weary horse he led.

But that passed. He was all in hand
When he led his men up over a rough
-Stone caugeway to a door in the bottom
of a high battlemented wall and waited
for somebody to open it.

The great teak door looked as if it
had been gtolen from some Hindu
temple, and he wondered how and

' When they could have brought it there
- ACToss those savage intervening miles.

With his sixinch teak planks and
‘bronze bolts its weight must be
. 8Suessed at in tons—yet a horse can
- Dardly carry a man along any of the

trails that lead to Khinjan!

- The wood hore the marks of siege
- and fracture and repair. The walls
Were new-built, of age-old stone. The
. last expedition out of India had
- leveleq every bit of those defences
flat with the valley, but Khinjan’s
devils had re-erected them, as ants. re-

build a rified nest.
TH
time, pulled by a rope, manipu-
. lated from above by unseen
hands. 1nside was another blind wall,
twenty feet behind the first. To the
TIght a low barricade blocked the pas-
S4ge and provided a safe vantage
PoInt from which it could be swept by
o hail of Jead; but to the left a path
Yan wnobstructed for more than a hun-
Q4 yards between the walls, to
: 1€re the way was blocked by another
- Y8kl door, set in unscalable black
- Y0ck. High above the door was a
% 8€ of rock that crossed like a
*ridge from wall to wall, with a para-

;’g&s*Me built upon it, pierced for

e-fire,
. 45 they approached this second door
: ar - turban, not unlike King’s
e appeared above the parapet on
ha.?’ ledge and a voice he recognized
‘*led im good-humoredly.
Dalaam aleikoum!”
upon thee be peace!” King
"f*‘f!‘ed in the Pashtu tongue, for
oth, “Hills” are polite, whatever the
“J€T principles.
: R“Wa Gunga’s face beamed down on
M, wreathed in smiles that seemed
Nelude mockery as well as triumph,
& up. at him at an .angle that
® his meck ache.and dazzled his
S, King could not be sure, but it
0 to him that the smile said,
T® you are, my man, and aren’t
In for §t?” e more than half
8d he was intended to under-
that.  But the Rangar’s conver-
0 took another line.
Y Jove!” he chuckled. “She ex-
You. She guessed you are a
Who can hunt well on a dry
nd she dared bet you will come
o Of all odds!  But she didn’t
You in Rangar dress! No, by
~ You jolly, well will take the
Out of her sails!”
Made no answer. For one thing,
“hound,” even in English, is
SSsentially a compliment. But he
‘8T reason than that.
You find the way easily?” the
5 but King kept silence.
' Parched? Have they cut his
m the road?”
y lon was in Pashtu, direect-
 18mail ang the others, but King
“': for that,” he said, salaam-
L in the fastidious manner of
&entleman, “T know no other
than Paghty and my own Rajas-
0y name is Kurram Khan,

s ee"‘v :
%W. Up his wrist to show the
C and high over his head

g S

E door was swung open after a

wn
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the Rangar laughed like a bell.

“Shabash!?” he laughed. “Wel@ done!
Enter, Kurram Khan, and be welcome,
thou and thy men. Be welcome in
her name!”

Somebody pulled a rope and the door
yawned wide, giving on a kind of
courtyard whose high walls allowed
no view of anything but hot blue sky.
King hurried under the arch and
looked up, but on the courtyard side
of the door the wall rose sheer and
blank, and there was mno sign of win-
dow or stairs, or of any means of
reaching the ledge from which the
Rangar had addressed him. What he
did see, as he faced that way, was that
each of his men salaamed low and
covered his face with both hands as
he entered.

“Whom do you salute?” he asked.

Ismail stared back at him almost
insolently, as one who would rebuke
a fool. .

“Is this not her mest these days?”
he answered. “It is well to bow low.
She is not as other women. She is
she! See yonder!”

Through a gap under an arch in a
far corner of the courtyard came a
one-eyed, lean-looking villain in Afridi
dress who leaned on a long gun and
stared at them under his hand. After
a leisurely consideration of them he
rubbed his nose slowly with one fin-
ger, spat contemptuously, and  then
used the finger to beckon them, crook-
ing it queerly and turning on his heel.
He did not say one word. ‘

King led the way after him on foot,
for even in the “Hills” where cruelty
is a virtue, a man may be excused, on
economic grounds, for showing mercy
to his beast. His men tugged ithe
weary animals along behind him,
through ‘the gap under the arch and
along an almost interminable, smelly
maze of alleys whose sides were the
walls of square stone towers, or
sometimes = of mud-and-stone-walled
compounds, and here and there of
sheer, -slab-sided cliff.

At intervals they came to holted,
narrow doors, that probably led up to
overhead defences, Not fifty yards of
any alley was straight; mot a yard but
what was commanded from overhead.
Khinjan had been rebuilt since its last
destruction by some experf who knew
all about street fighting, Like 0ld
Jerusalem, the place could have con-
tained a civil war of a hundred fac-
tions, and still have opposed stout re-
sistance to an outside army.

Alley gave on to eountyard, and filthy
square to alley, until unexpectedly at
last a seemingly blind passage turned
sharply and opened on a straight
street, of fair width, and more than
half a mile long. It is marked “Street
of the Dwellings” on the secret army
maps, and it has been burned so often
by Khinjan rioters, as well as by ex-
peditions out of India, that a man who
goes on a long journey never expects
to find it the same on his return.

It was lined om either hand with
motley dwellings, out of which a mot.
lier crowd of people swarmed to stare
at King and his men. There were
houses built of stolen corrugated iron
—ithat cursed, hot, hideous stuff that
the West has inflicted on amn alltoo-
willing East; others of wood—of stone
—of mud—of mats—of skins—even of
tent-cloth. (Most of them were filthy.
A row of kites sat on the roof of one,
and in the gutter mear it three gorged
vultures sat on the remains of ‘2 mule.
Scarcely a ‘house was fit to be de-
fended, for Khinjan’s fighting men all
possess towers, that are plastered
about the overfrowming mountain like
wiasp nests on a wall. These were the
sweepers, the traders, the loose wo-
men, the mere penniless and the more
or less useful men—not Khinjan’s
inner guard by any means. ) :

TI—IERE were Hindus—sycophants,
keepers of accounts and writers to

the chiefs (since literacy is at a
premium in these parts). In proof of’
Khinjan’s catholic taste amd indiserim-
inate villainy, there were women of
nearly every-Indian breed and caste,
many of them stolen into shameful
slavery, but some of them there from
choice. And there were little children
tummies, who squealed and shrilled
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and staved with bold eyes; some of
them were pretending to be bandits on
their own account already, and one
flung a stone thdt missed King by an
inch,” The stone fell in the gutter on
the far side and started a fight among
the mangy street curs, which proved
a diversion and probably saved King's
party from more accurate attentions.

Perbaps a thousand souls came out
to watch, all told. Not an eye of them
all missed the government marks on
King’s trappings, or the government
brand on the mules, and after a
minute or two, when the procession
was half-way down the sireet, a man
reproved the child who had thrown a
stone, and he was backed up by the
others. They classified King correctly,
exactly as he meant they should. As
a hakim——a man of medicine—he could
fill a.long-felt want; but by the brand
on his accouterments he walked an
openly avowed robber, and that made
him a brother in crime. Somebody
cuffed the next child who picked up a
stone.

He knew the street of old, although
it had changed perbaps a dozen times
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since he had seen it. It was a culde-
sac, and at the end of it, just as on his
previous. visit, there stood a stone
mosque, whose roof leaned back at a
steep angle against the mountain-side.
The fact that it was a mosque, and
that it was the only building used as
such in Khinjan, had saved it from be-
ing levelled to the ground by the last
British expedition.

It was a famous mosque in its way,
for the bedsheet of the Prophet is
known to hang in it, preserved against
the ravages of time and the touch of
infidels by priceless Afghan rugs be-
fore and behind, so that it hangs like
a great thin sandwich before the rear
stone wall. King had seen it. Very
vividly he recalled his almost exposure
by a suspicious mullah, when he had
crept nearer to examine it at close
range. For the Secret Service must
probe all things.

HERE had been an attempt since
his Jast visit to make the mosque’s
exterior look more in keeping with

the building’s use. It was cleaner. It
had been smeared with whitewash. A
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platform had been built on the roof
for the muezzin. But it still looked
more like a fort than a place of wor-
ghip.

Toward it the one-eyed ruffian led
the way, with the long, leisurely-seem-
ing gait of a mountaineer. At the
door, in the middle of the end of the,
street, he paused and struck on the
lintel. three times with his gun-butt.
And that was a strange proceeding, to
say the least, in a land where the
mosque is a public resting place for
homeless ones, and all the “faithful”
have a right to enter.

A mullah, shaven like a mummy for
some unaccountable reason—even his
eyebrows and eyelashes had been re-
moved—pushed his bare head through
the door and blinked at them. There
was some whispering and more star-
ing, and at last the mullah turned his
back.

The door slajamed. The one-eyed
guide grounded his gun-butt on the
gtone, ,and the procession waited,
watched by the crowd that had lost its
interest sufficiently to talk or joke.

In two minutes the mullah returned
and threw a mat over the threshold.
It turned out to be the end of a long,
narrow strip that he kicked and un-
rolled in front of him all across the
floor of the mosque. After that it was
not so astonishing that the horses and
mules were allowed to enter.

«Which proves I was right after
all!” murmured King to himself.

In a steel box at Simla is a memor-
andum, made after his former visit to,
the place, to the effect that the en-
trance into Khinjan Caves might pos-
sibly be inside the mosque. Nobody
had believed it likely, and he had not
more than half favoured it himself;
put it is good, even when the next
step may lead into a death<rap, to
_gee one’s first opinions confirmed.

He nodded to himself as the outer
door slammed shut behind them, for
that was another most unusual circum-
stance.

A faint light shone through shit-like
windows, changing darkmess into
gloom, and little more than vaguely
hinting at the Prophet’s bed-sheet.
But for a section of white wall to
either side of it, thd relic might have
seemed part of the shadows. The mul-
}ah stood with his back to it and bec-
koned King nearer. He approached
until he could see the pattern on the
covering rugs, and the pink rims round
the mullah’s lashless eyes.

«what is thy desire?’ the mullah
asked—as a wolf might ask what a
lamb wants,

Supposing Yasmini to be jealous of
invasion of her realm, King did not
doubt she would be glad to have him
preak down at this point. Until he
had actually gained access to her, no-
body could reasonably charge her with
his safety. If he had been done to
death in the Khyber, the sirkar would
have known it in a matter of hours.
If he were killed here they might
never know it.

“Answer!” said the mullah. “What
{s thy desire?”

“Audience with her!” he answered,
and showed the gold bracelet on his
wrist.

The red eyerimg of the mullah
blinked a time or two, and though he
did not salute the bracelet, as others
had invariably done, his manmer un-
derwent a perceptible change.

«That is proof that she knows thee.
What is thy name?”

“Kurram Khan.”

“And thy business?”’

“Hakim.” -

«We mneed thee in Khinjan Caves!
But none enter who have not earned
right to enter! There is but one key.
Name it!”

King drew in his breath. He had
hoped Yasmini’s talisman would prove
to be key enough. The nails of his
jeft hand nearly pierced the palm, but
he emiled pleasantly. -

“He who would enter must slay a
man before witnesses in the teeth of
written law!” he said,

“And thou?”

«1 glow an Englishman!” The boast
made his blood run cold, but his ex-
pression was one of ginful pride.

“Whom? When? Where?”

“Athelstan King—a British arrficer

/
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—sent on his way to these
17

It was like having spells cast on
himself to order!

“Where is his body?”

“Ask the vultures!

“And thy witnesses?”’

Hoping against hope, King turned
and waved his hand. As he did so,
being quick-eyed, he saw Ismail drive
an elbow home into Darya Khan’s ribs,
and caught a quick interchange of
whispers.

«These men are all known to me,”
gaid the mullah. “They all have right
to enter here. They have right to tes-
tify. Did ye see him slay his man?”’

“Aye!” lied Ismail, prompt as friend
can be.

“Aye!” lied Darya Khan, fearful of
Ismuail’'s elbow.

“Then, enter!” said the priest re-
signedly, as one who admits a com-
municant against his better judgment.

Gl to

E turned his back on them so as

to face the Prophet’s bed-sheet
and the rear wall, and in that minute
a hairy hand gripped King’s arm from
behind, and Ismail’s voice hissed hot-
breathed in his ear.

«Ready -of tongue! Ready of it !
Who told thee I would lie to save thy
skin? Be thy kismet as thy courage,
then—but I am hers, not thy man!
Hers, thou light of life—though God
knows I love thee!”

The mullah seized the Prophet’s bed-
sheet and its covering rugs in both
hands, with about as much reverence
as salesmen show for what they keep
in stock. The whole lot slid to one
gide by means of noisy rings on a rod,

. and a wall lay bare, built of crudely
cut but very well laid stone blocks, It
appeared to reach unbroken across the
whole width of the mosque’s interior.

On the floor lay a mallet, a peculiar
thing of bronze, cast in one piece,
handle and all. The mullah took it
in his hand and struck the stone floor
sharply once—then twice again—then
three times—then a dozen times in
L quick succession. The floor rang hol-
low at that spot.

After about a minute there came one
answering hammer-stroke from beyond
the wall. Then the mullah laid the
mallet down and though King ached
to pick it up and examine it he did
not dare.

Excitement now was probably the
least of his emotions. It had heen,
swallowed in interest. But in his
guise of hakim he had to beware of
that superficial western carelessness,

that'permits folk to acknowledge them-

selves frightemed or excited or amus-
ed. His business was to attract as lit-
tle attention to himself as posgible;
and to that end he folded his hands
and looked reverent, as if - entering
some Mecca of his dreams. Through
his ‘hornrimmed spectacles his eyes
looked far-away iand dreamy. But it
would have been a mistake to sup-
pose that a detail was escaping him.

The irregular lines in the masonry
began btorbe more pronounced. All at
once the wall shook and they gaped by
an inch or two, as happens when an
earthquake has shaken buildings with-
out bringing anything down. Then an
irregular section of wall began to move
quite smoothly away in front of him,
leaving a gap through which eight meén
abreast could have marched.

As it receded he observed that the
lowest course of stones was laid on a
bronze foundation, that keyed into
wide bronze grooves. There was oil
enough in the grooves to have greased
a ship’s ways and there was neither
squeak nor tremor as the tons of mas-
onry slid back. : )

/

(To be continued.)

Winter in the Woods
(Concluded from page 20.)

dustry—or rather weird pagan rite,
as it looks to be, silhouetted against
the' pearly-gray 'sky of an oncoming
gtorm.

The mountain ranges, veiled by this
storm, and the imky foothills it has
not* yet reached, “compose’—if one
may be permitted the painter’s idiom

Ask the kites!” |

—a striking study in black and white.
A still more unusual one awaits you
in the park. Out” of beleaguering
drifts and down disappearing vistas
rise tall, straight-limbed cedars, and
up every ebony trunk runs a white
stripe of snow, giving to the tout en-
semble a startling, zebraesque effect.
The spruces are literally gwaithed in
snow—not hard crustations such as
one sees in March, but snow of the
consistency of softest down. Upon
their branches and twigs are wrought
a thousand fantastic shapes. (Marvels
of indescribable beauty seen on an-
other day, with the sun turning them
flesh-pink and etching long blue sha-
dows on the snow beneath.) The
smaller firs resemble dryads wrapped
in costly, jeweled ermine, caught hold-
ing high carnival in the moonlight,
and by some spell of enchantment
congealed as they sported.

Beautiful beyond words—and S0

silent! Silence almost personal.

In Winslow Homer’'s studio, at
Prout’s Neck, ‘there are, among the
other old-world antiques, two curious
cloclks—stopped. Many of his ani-
mated seascapes, depicting nature and
man in. action, adorn the walls. But
the arrested life of the famous artist,
like his stopped clocks, is sensed in’
the silence.

Here the silence is not like that.
Rather it is the kind out of which
Maeterlinck says great things fashion
themselves. If one thinks of cities,
it is not in the decadent’s formula,
“Pheir slaves are failure and their
gods defeat.” Failure and defeat are
meaningless synonyms in that rarefied
air. The beauty, not the imperfec-
tions of life call.

Forgetful of self, and place, and
time, you snowshoe On and on—itill
the storm voices die down, and night,
in a white silence, closes in.

The National Directory of Schools and Colleges'

The following is a list of some of

the Leading Canadian Schools and

Colleges which the Canadian Courier recommends as desirable institutions for

the education of Canadian children.
behind them.

'BOYS’ SCHOOLS AND COLLEGES.

Bigshops College School, Lennoxville,
P.Q.

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

St. Michael’s College, Toronto.

Stanstead Wesleyan College,
stead, Que.

Trinity College School, Port ﬁope,
Ont.

Stan-
i

BUS!NESS SCHOOLS.
Shaw’s Business Schools, Toronto.

CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS.

Shaw’s Correspondence Schools, To-
ronto.

Most of them

have years of reputation

GIRLS’ SCHOOLS AND COLLEGES.

Bishop une College, Oshawa, Cut
Loretto -Abbey College and Academy,
Toronto.

Moulton College, Toronto.

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

St. Margaret’s College, Toronto.

Stanstead Wesleyan College,
stead, Que.

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

The Associated Board of the Royal
Academy of Music and Royal College °
of Music, for Examinations in Music

Stane

in the British Empire. Resident Sec-
retary’s Office, 777 Shuter Street,
Montreal.

13th ANNOUNCEMENT

For Business Men

This is the proper season for the Canadian business man to
take his holiday, but he must not stay in Canada while doing
g0. He must go to a place where he is always in .
the open air—to a country where the windows

are never closed—to an atmosphere that is abso-

lutely pure and healthy.
Ships of the “Royal Mail”

sail from Halifax

each alternate Friday morning at nine o’clock.
Note the following examples of cost of tickets

from various points:

From Halifax a return ticket costs

(Rail trip, St. John-Halifax,

St. John a return ticket c
(Rail - trip, St. John-Halifax,

From

osts

$5.00 extra.)

From Quebec a return ticket costs
From Montreal a return ticket costs
From Toronto a return ticket costs
From Hamilton a return ticket costs
From Ottawa a return ticket costs
From Winnipeg a return ticket costs

For further particulars apply to




THE COURIER.

ENROLL NOW

a8 a shipper on the

TORONTO AND YORK
Radial Railway Company

Here are some of the busy
“recruiting” towns and villages
i on the Metropolitan Division:

| THORNHILL
RICHMOND HILL
AURORA
NEWMARKET
| SCHOMBERG
: QUEENSVILLE
KESWICK
JASKSON’S POINT
SUTTON
TORONTO
For full particalars as to “en-
rollment,” apply to the trans-
|| Port department. Headquarters,
King and Church Streets, To-
ronto.

LWE HAVE IT

‘Express Delivery at Freight Rates’’

Y oam 2 a

doy gl hemg

. You may say that, too— if you want more
Income. Eagy tolearn. Steady work at home the
Year round. Write Auto-Knitter Hosiery (Canada)

0., Ltd. Dept. 327F, 257 College St., Toronto.

Juutty

PHOTOGRAPHER
Studio : 101 King St. West

PATENTS AND SOLICITORS.

RSTONHAUGH & CO., Patent
o Solicitors, head offices, Toronto and
ttawa, Booklet free.

ATENTS

IN ALL COUNTRIES
Book ‘‘Patent Protection’’ Free
BABcOCK & SONS
OMerly Pitent Office Examiner. Estab. 1877

99 ST. JAMES ST., MONTREAL
Ms: Ottawa and Washington

—__ STAMPS AND COINS.

P ACKAGES free to collectors for 2 cents
tore] se: also offer hugdred d!ﬂebﬂe::
(] tamps; catalogue hinges;

c%’:t',-r We buy stamps. Marks Stamp

EDUCATIONAL.

Y°U CAN LEARN AT HOME-—Complete
%commercwl, Stenography, Matricula-
Se ! Courses,

- fupanee, Electrical, Mechanical, Architec-
i Engineering, Mind and
ing, or any subject. v&-ste
"fﬁd, Dok, Correspondence College, m -

~_ept. O., Toronto,
Hotel Directory

KING EDWARD HOTEL
—Fireproof—
Toronto, Canada.

Ac%mmoda.tlon for 750 guests, $1.50 up.
Mmerican and BEuropean Plan.

Co Comforts of dyor‘«}l; hopae.
B g Ao s and Muropean,

R, cold water in every room.
trigy EDMONDSON, Prop., shopping dis-
» 285 Jarvis Street, Toronto, Ont.

THE TUXEDO

A Comfortable and Execlusive

lodern Home. Table and Ser-
Vice in Keeping. Seven-course
‘ Evening Dinner.

o8 Coming to Toronto Should
Write For Reservations

The Taxedo, 504 Sherbourne St.
———

Stor‘iet'tes

Both Fore and Aft.
Miss Gush—*“Oh, Captain, were you
ever boarded by a pirate?”
Captain Storms—“Yes; he charged
me $11 a day for a hall bedroom on the
fourth floor.”—Indianapolis Journal.

2 ® » 3
Judge—"“Were you ever arrested be-
fore?”
Raggles—“Honest now, Judge, do I
look like I was a bud jest makin’ me
dayboo ?”’—Boston Transcript.

2 2 »
Fifty-Fifty.

An Irishman who had walked a long
distance, feeling very thirsty and see-
ing a milkman, asked the price of a
quart of milk,

“Threepence,” replied the milkman.

“Then give me a quart in pints,” said
Pat.

Pat, in drinking one pint,
“How do we stand?”

The milkman replied, “I owe yer a
pint.”

“And I owe you one,” said Pat,.“so
we are quits.”—Chicago News.

2 » »

An Incautious Burglar.

A MAN who is given to doing “odd
jobs” about his house was very
proud of a bit of painting he had

accomplished.

About midnight following the com-
pletion of the outside of the house he
was awakened by a noise. Creeping
to the window, he looked out, and, to
his horror, saw a burglar climbing up
a ladder to the second-story window.

“Look out there!” yelled the house-
holder to the burglar. “Look out for
the paint!”—N. Y. Times.

2 % »

The increased demand for women
munition workers, and for women
workers of all kinds, had resulted in
the arrival in London, for the purpose
of engaging in domestic service, of .a
girl from the west of Ireland. She was
cordially received, and thus she wrote
home: “It’s a strange place I'm com-
ing to, surely; cabs widout horses and
the lady of the house playing the pian-
ner wid her feet, and talkin’ to her-
self perpetual down a candlestick in
the hall.”—The Argonaut.

2 ® .»
Extra!

The editor of a lively little journal
in Towa was much annoyed by the cus-
tom of a rival editor who was forever
“stopping the press” in order to insert
a piece of late news. It  seems that
scarcely a day passed that the rival
did not state “We stop the press to
announce that” some one had died,
been born, lost money, been arrested,
ete.

This sort of thing finally got on the
nerves of the editor first mentioned, so
he inserted on the first page of his
sheet one day the following:

“We stop the press to announce that
there is no news of sufficient import-
ance to justify us in stopping the press.
Giddap.”—N. Y. Times.

” ® »

Duncan Macpherson was sent to an
outpost to observe any move of the
enemy. With rifle and a few bombs he
took his lonely stand. Suddenly he
observed in the darkness the approach
of an enemy scouting party. He open-
ed fire. The enemy charged. Empty-
ing his rifle, he flung a few bombs, and
the while maintained a frightful yell-
ing—defiance, threats, commands. Be-
lieving themselves facing a substantial
entrenched force, the attackers retreat-
ed, leaving eleven dead on the field.
Macpherson came off with a slight
flesh wound, and was awarded a medal
for bravery. The commanding officer
wound up his brief address with: “And
a good day’s work it was, sir.” “Tut,”
said the gallant and simple soldier,
quite forgetting that he was on parade,
and perhaps a little piqued at his per-
formance being spoken of as a day’s
work; “tut, it didn’a tak’ me twenty
meenutes.”—The Argonaut.
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Has been Canada’s favorite yeast for over a
quarter of a centurv. Bread baked with Royal
Yeast will keep fresh and moist longer than that
made with any other, so that a full week’s supply
can easily be made at one baking, and the last

loaf will be just as good as the first.
MADE IN CANADA

EW.GILLETT COMPANY LIMITED

WINNIPEG TORONTO, ON'T. MONTREAL"

N

M
8

La Diva

“Super-Bone’” Corsets
Modish and Smart

These ultra-fashionable corsets appeal quickly to
women who appreciate corset perfection.
Our famous SUPER-BONE woven-wire boning used
in these models only.
FLEXIBLE AS THE BODY ITSELF
Unbreakable and non-rustable, gives absolute freédom
with perfect support.
: Tall or short, stout or slim, there is a model to suit
your figure. Ask Youwr Corsetiere

DOMINION CORSET COMPANY
Montreal QUEBEC Toronto
Makers of the Celebrated D & A and La Diva Corset

A Convenience that
Every Woman will
., appreciate—

CATELLI'S

s READY CUT

ILK MACARONI

AN T L
O

2 Cut in handy little sizes—ready to @
be dropped into the boiling water.

Identical with our regular Milk Maca-
roni in everything but form. Made
of the famous Semolina flour and
milk —with the same smooth richness
and flavour,

Not better—simply more convenient.
10c. a package. ““The Girl at Catelli’s”
will tell you how to prepare Milk Maca-
roni in more than a hundred different

ways. Write for a free copy. (
THE C. H. CATELLI CO., LIMITED, @p
MONTREAL 25

Many people are sending their Couriers to the Boys

at the Front.
home.”

The Courier is a good *letter from
Send more Couriers and still more.



“ The Anticipation of O’Keefe's Ginger Ale

Mabkes Thirst a Pleasure ,

SPECIAL PALE DRY :
2 \\\\\\\\\\\\\\\ - \\\ Y \ \
= For Purity and Delicious Flavour
| O.K. Beverages Have No Equal
THE TRUE GINGER FLAVOUR |

with all the sparkle ‘and palate-
tickling, invigorating qualities of
Champagne—
A beverage to delight
discriminating people

BELFAST STYLE GINGER ALE

Insist on GINGER BEER
0'K COLA i
SARSAPARILLA i
.'.Blral,,nt} D LEMON SOUR Z

Special Pale Dry CREAM SODA ,

Ginger Ale . LEMONADE
and these other gp“é@'ﬁf"gfm

poyorpgons-— APPLE JUICE (Carbonated)

ORDER A CASE FROM YOUR DEALER

s O’Keefe’s Go
TORONTO A 4

Telephone
M. 4203.
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