8Tounp L038¢
o3uorog

SAY unutvooyn 4o
%‘r ‘Iaonf* \at¥'

Vol. XXIII.  No. 4 THE p()WER
1917 |
OF CHRISTMAS

December 22,

FIVE CENTS




2 CANADIAN COURIER A e 3

The

IX weeks of rest and placid
pleasure in the British West
Indies, far from war’s alarms and
the irksome routine of home and
business. Another climate, another

« civilization—all at minimum cost.

Those Christmas Cigars? | 7 ™ "'y

; You'll give several boxes, of course. Your .| 4
friends will appreciate the fine flavor and 7
mild aroma of : \

=
/

7 Z,

o ion I// }(/
,I/ /}'
.V;// //ﬁ

5
e/
..,/;/ A
y

i/

West IndiesVoyages

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

THE g
A Dominica and the rest.
: D §/ " Round trip, passage, including
v/,
S / é

e

C IGAR meals and berth, $195.00 to $145.00.
&

Write for descrip\tive_ booklet.
It is hand made of fine clear Havana Tobacco, ||| *7J] ROYAL MAL STEAM PACKET co.
wrapper and filler, by clever Cuban cigar 5B e
makers in our factory in Toronto. By making
the cigars in Toronto we can save you 60 per . Gt
cent. of the duty paid on the same cigar made ' : ; '
of the same tobacco in Havana.

Here is Our

 CANADIAN PACIFIC
Christmas Offer \ SR »,

Send us your orders for as many boxes :% b ‘ , T H E v Fl N E S T ' |
as you wish to send to your friends, with -~ "7y > HUNTING G R OU N D S .
their names and addresses, together with . ; Y T S e
R ¢ - IN AMERICA

your own cards for enclosure in each
¥ Ars Conveniently Reached
Canadian Pacific Railway
MOOSE, BEAR, CARIBOU, RED DEER |
and SMALL GAME are Quite Plentiful

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

package.

2 % We will send out DIRECT FROM OUR

: CIGAR FACTORY to each name given 4
specially packaged box of Agrada Cigars
with your card of good wishes enclosed, to
reach your friends by registered mail on
: Christmas; sending the receipts for each
: parcel to you. s :

| Th‘e(CbRONA' size ( see illustration ) per
: box of 25, $2.50—Panatel4 ‘size, $2.25.

- Try Four at Qur Expense -

" Smoke fotir "AGF : DAS?wheﬁyou receive

them=if they doit’ W' in évery way "M{
mid we will return i

A
|

i

Don’t wait—<
jur. -or “mail ta

can’t lose —we stand all the expense if they

fail to please you. '

ﬂ% 4 SCH R Un
o Lﬁ-‘ ‘Gauge,
and double the life of your tire g
Price $1.50 at your dealer or -
A. SCHRADER'S SON, Inc. | | [iterior Hardwood

¥ . b 20-22 Hayter 8t. - - Toronto 21
Remit by money order or cheque and mention 3 SN : London - Chicago ~ New York Finish Generally

o . . . 4 Highest award at the Panama
whether you like light, medium or dark cigars.. 4¢x"04C8" facTory
—

Rogelio, Girard & Co., 39 McCaul St., Toronto
R — -
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e of address should be sent two weeks before the date they are to go into effect. Both

'Pdnew addresses must be given. CANCELLATIONS We find that most of our subscribers

p"ﬁ:el’ not to have their subscriptions interrupted in case they fail to remit before expiration.
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- The Power of Christmas

HILE ‘we don’t conventionally wish our readers a Merry

Christmas in so many words, we beg to point out that this

whole issue of the Canadian Courier is a greeting to our

many thousands of readers all over Canada. We believe in the Power

of Christmas, and we have tried to put a fair percentage of it into

this number. From cover to cover the only feature of the issue not

- Made-in-Canada is the story, ‘‘The Greed of Jocelyn Jeffreys.”’ And

ﬂ}e rest, whether you think it good or otherwise, is inspired by Cana-

dian life both past and present and made-in-Canada by Canadians,

€Xcept a few of the photographs, which being of world events, were

i taken by foreign cameras. We believe in the Power of Christmas to

focus the interest on one’s own country. At a time when home-comings

: re the cheerful dramas, and when so many home-comings are im-

Possible because of the war, we want this issue of the Canadian
Courier to spread as much of the power of Christmas as possible.

i s iy
1Al

X !

IN R

D ,0’1? more issue and we shall begin our new serial, ‘‘The Indian
nz%. ' by Balmer and MacHarg. We have had this thrilling mystery
v Th:ymm hand for some time, awaiting its release by the publishers.
o b d}tor. .read it several weeks ago and had a great desire to begin
o 'ts ttshm,g it then; but the holders of copyright were as inexorable
oe 1;h:_’ﬂPOV'c'er of the story. Personally we have been held by the grip
1 the ¢ mYSteI:y of the great lakes, some of whose scenes are laid on
L i Ommon highway of Canadian and American ships. We feel quite
€ that the readers will be captured by it as well.

..‘wllttxt Week we shall run a further instalment of the picture story,

= Happened to Hoag,”” crowded out of this issue.
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A Complete Assortment of

WALTHAM WATCHES

| A.""YS In stock at Scheuer’'s, 131 Yonge St., 2 doors below the
€. Buy a Waltham and you’ll get the world’s best Watch value,

- Waltham Watches for Waltham Military Wrist Watches

Especially designed for active
i Caues the P OCket service conditions, with or with-
Bey In  Nickel, Sterling Silver, out the luminous dial, by means
t Golq Filled, and 10 and 14 :lf: w‘;ucg the itl;,ne cég b; ’read on
: 3 e darkest night. sed in Ster-
Solid Gold from lng Silver from
$7.00 to $375. $10.10 to $24.00.
altham Convertible Bracelet Watches

Mﬂudﬁ the dainty little watch with the ‘“disappearing eye’ that folds

the ety of sight when it is desired to wear the watch elsewhere than on

in 19 gny Bracelet and Watch in Empress quality, best Gold Filled, and
d 14 karat Solid Gold, from

$12.00 to $100.
DIAMONDS-WATCHES JEWELRY €
EUER

1 A / ;
ONGE STREET.
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ECAUSE it is a gift that’s
of real, every-day service :
because it adds to his comfort,
yet subtracts from his expense :
and because it looks—and is—
the best of its kind, the Gillette

Safety Razor is the one sure-to-
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please Chritmas Gift for a man.
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FIRE EXTINGUISHERS
FIRE ESCAPES
'FIRE ALARMS

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

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

i aEMICA
: EHFIR E Alf ]
EXTINGUISHER f
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EDUCATIONAL PATENT SOLICITORS.

UTOMOBILE COURSE — Complete mesmmmxg CO. The ald
A e R rite Canabin Coprensing: | - otstablishe Royal Bank Didg.,
ence College, Limited, Department O. Torouto. Otta , 6 Blgin -
Toronto, Canada. X fices mmm‘i‘c.n."a‘..‘ Bmhh? Lﬁ&‘
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BANK OF MONTREAL

Annual General Meetlng Held 3rd December, 1917.

The 100th Annual General Meeting of the Shareholders of the Bank of
Montreal was held December 3rd in the Board Room at the Bank’s Head-

quarters.

On motion of Mr. R. B. Angus, Sir Vincent Meredith was requested to

take the chair.

Mr. C. J. Flett, K.C.,, moved, and Mr. Alfred Piddington r:conded, that
Messrs. George R. Hooper and W, R. Miller be appointed to act as Scrutin-

€eers,
carried unanimousty.

and that Mr. O. B. Sharp be the Secretary of the meeting. This was

‘The Chairman then called upon the General Manager, Sir Frederick Wil-
liams-Taylor, -to read the Annual Report of the Directors to the Share-

holders. ®

THE PRESIDENT’S ADDRESS.

Sir Vincent Meredith, in moving the
adoption of the Report of the Directors
to the Shareholders, said:

“On the third of November last the_

Bank of Montreal completed the one
hundredth anniversary of the open-
ing of its doors for business.
« “I feel warranted in stating that
never during  this long period was
its prestige higher, 'its business in
sounder or more elastic’ condition and
its earning power greater than I be-
.lieve them to be to-day. I am glad to
believe also that it has never enjoyed
a wider measure of public confidence.
“The year, like the preceding one,
has not been free from difficulties
and amxieties, but we have been suc-
cessful in avoiding large losses *and

are in a position to meet the legiti--

mate demands of all commercial needs
in addition to doing even more than
our full share in financing both the
Imperial and our own Government’s
requirements.

.Financing Wheat Crop.
$n this connection, it may not be
of place to say that the banks of
Canada have recently loaned the Im-
perial Government $100,000,000 to as-
sist in the purchase of the North-

West wheat crop, and they are carry-.

ing further loans of $160,000,000 in
connaction with the purchase of
munitions. The advances to the
Dominion Government for war pur-
poses now aggregate $147,450,000.

‘“The patriotic.. response .. of the
banks and of our people to the de-
mands of the Imperial and Canadian
Governments for funds to enable
them to carry on, and the adaptability
of the Canadian banking system in
meeting the ever-growing strain of
war finance, are matters of gratifica-
tion. That we shall continue our ef-
forts to the utmost limit of our re-
sonrees, always having in mind our
liebility to depositors, there can be no
question.

“Business conditions
continue buoyant. There is no re-
cession in the great wave of indus-
trial and commercial activity of the
past few years, and trade in all lines,
including what are generally known as
luxuries, is highly prosperous. There
ts little or no movement in real estate,
and building operasions are restricted.
Labor is fully employed at high wages,
and there continues to be a deficiency
in the supply.

“Ia the ten-year period, 1905 to 1915,
the amount of capital employed in
manufaeturing indus:ries in Canada
fncreased from $846.585,000 to $1,994,-
103,000, or by 135 per cent., while the
value of the produets of these estab-
tishments rose from §718,352,000 to
$1.407.000,000, a gain of 96 per cent.
The eutput of munition plants has
doubtless been a factor, though it is
obvieus that the industries of Canada
are steadily enlarging the volume of
their business and finding new mar-
kets.

“Bank loans have been augmented
in cemsequence of tae high prices paid
for all merchandise. These high prices
are the cause of gsome uneasiness to
merchants carrying large stocks, and
while I would counsel prudence, it is
not apparent to me hew there can be
any material reduetion in the cost of
commedities in the near future.

Abnormal Trade Activity.

“The large expenditures by our own

in Canada

Government in providing munitions
and foodstuffs for Great Britain and
our Allies, supplemented by the
Mother Country’s expenditures and
the unexpectedly large orders which
have been placed im Canada by the
United States Government, all point
to a continuance of prosperity and
high prices, but it must not be forgot-
ten that the prosperity we are enjoy-
ing is in a large measure due to the
abnormal disbursements in Canada in
connection with the war, and may,
therefore, prove transitory. The frnds
which make possible these expendi-
tures are largely obtained from British
and Canadian Government borrowing,
and censtitute an jbligation which one
day must be provided for. What will
happen if these expenditures are cur-
tailed, or when peace is declared, no
one can foretell. “ersonally, I am
hopeful of prosperous business condi-
tions being continued for some time
during the readjustment period after
the war.

“In this connection, the desirability
of the extension of Canadian trade
in all directions during the period of
post-bellum  reconstruction, either
through Commercial Intelligence
Agents, acting directly for the Govern-
ment or a Board approved by the
Government, should not be lost sight
of.

“Since I last addressed you, the

scourge of war has continued with un--

abated violence. The number of belli-
gerents has increased; fortunately,
they are all accessions to the side of
the Allies.

“The entry of the United States into
the conflict, thought tardy, is whole-
gouled, and with their enormous re-
sources in men and money, which are
being given generously and unhesi-
tatingly to the Allies, cannot but be an
fmportant factor in bringing the war
to a speedy and successful conclusion.

‘No one can tell how long the war
will last. The imperative need, there-
fore, for efficieney and increfised pro-
duction, together with economies in all
public and private expenditure, is ob-
vious and cannet be repeated too otten
or urged too strongly.

“The unbouaded prosperity ' of
Canada, to which I referred a year ago,
is fully reflected by the abnermal trade
figures.

“In the seven months to October
31st last, the aggregate value of im-
ports and exports was $1,586,616,000,
or $273,000,000 more than in the cor-
responding period of the preceding
year, * Eliminating the item of coin
and bullion, as well a8 that of foreign
produce in transit through Canada,
our foreign trade was $1,550,000,000
for the peried as compared with $1,-
084,000,000 last year, an increase of
fifty per cent.

Growing Public Debt.

‘“T'he net public debt of Canada has
assumed = large ©Droportions, now
amounting to $948,000 000, exclusive of
guarantees, and is growing at the rate
of $1,000,000 daily. Large as these

figures are, they must continue to -

grow while the war endures, and some
concern is being shown as to how they
are to be provided for.

“The reeent Victory Lean, so splen-
didly taken up by all classes of the
people, should suffice, with the surplus
on conselidated revenue account, to
meet the financial requirements of the
Government until well on to the end
of next year, before which time many
thing®may happen. What is now im-
peratively required is that no unwise

{

expenditures be made, no new finan-
cial obligations undertaken, and that
the burden of taxation be distributed
equxtably

“Whether our debt is to be included
in a huge Allied funding operation, or
we provide for it by funding our own
liabilities, is a matter that need not
concern us at the moment.

“Our country is one of the most pro-
ductive in the world. Our gold hold-
ings per capita almost equal those of
the United States. Our natural re-
sources are unbounded and our credit
ig irreproachable. There are no doubt
difficulties and anxieties ahead which
we shall still have to face, but I think
we may look forward with confidence
to providing without undue strain for
the burden of our patriotic endeavor.”

THE GENERAL MANAGER’S
ADDRESS.

Sir Frederick Williams-Taylor, the
General Manager of the Bank, then
made his annual address, as follows:

“Mr. Chairman and Gentlemen,—I
feel it a great privilege to present to-
day for yeur approval the. centenary
balance-sheet of the Bank of Montreal.

“Coincident with this anniversary,
our President, Sir Vincent Meredith,
has completed fifty years of uninter-
rupted service in.this Bank, and it is
fitting that we should extend to both
our heartiest congratulations.

“As the President has dealt with the
banking and financial situation in
general terms, my preliminary re-
marks will be confined to specific in-
cidents and influences bearing upon
the business of your Bank.

“Above all othef events the entry of
the United States of America into the
war stands paramount and bears upon
the Canadian economic and banking
position with a forca the effect of
}Nllllch is only now commencing to be
elt

“Shortly after the outbreak of war,
Wall Street, as. every one knows, took
the place of the London market for
our countrys public leans, and con-
tinued in that place until a few months
ago. Now the influx of American
capital is scanty, the inflow ; of bor-
rowed mioney from the United States
—which we had come to loek upon as
a matter of course—--is suspended, it
may be until the end of the war, and
Canada is ‘on her vwn.’

“In other words, litile money is com-
ing into Canada, excert in payment of
exports, and, therefore, for the first
time since Confederation the Domin-
ion is cast upon her own financial re-
sources.

“By some this will be regarded too
seriously, by others mnot seriously
enough.  Actually, the stoppage will
have farreaching consequences. On
the one hand, industrial develepment
will be checked, but on the other hand
the inability to borrow may prove a
blessing in disguise, once we have ad-
justed our affairs to the changed con-
ditions. It is surely well for us to
learn to do without financial assist-
ance, especizlly as the country at large
already has a debt abroad, the interest
on which runs into the great sum of
about $500,000 per day. So long as the
stream of money flowing into
country was uninterrnpted, it was diffi-
cult, if not impossible, for our people
to see the necessity for economy. Per-
sonal extravagance is still conspicu-
ous in many directions, but presently
economy will become general—from
high motives, we hope; if nof, then
from stern necessity.

“It is true that the- development of
Canada could never have reached its
present stage but for moneys bor-
rowed abroad, and, therefore, Canada
is grateful, first, to Great Britain, and,
secondly, to the United States, for the
help they have thus contributed to the
remarkable progress which eur coun-
try has made, particularly during the
past twenty years.

“It 18, however, equally true that our

misuse of borrowed money s in great _
measure responsible for some of the '

chief evils that have came upon us. I
refer especially to the inflation which
before the war started the increase in
the cost of living, and to the creation
of debt unrepresented by productive
investment. Now that the inflow of
money is suspended, we must pull our-
gelves together, practise economy; till

-business of the country to be carri
on to an extent otherwise impra

-of liquid strength that we consider

the .-

the goil, produce to a greater extent
the manufactured goods we require’ for
our own use, until in the fullness of
time we emerge a wiser and a better .
people in a sounder economic positiond®
“Having learned our lesson, this %
clearly no time for us to hrood ov,
the errors of the past score of yeal
but rather to take stock of our rés§
sources, and with stout hearts to se ‘*3
about the work of ~onservation and
habilitation. i
“At the beginning of this Armage® ¥
don, England admittedly made mi
takes that would have demoralized any}
other nation. These mistakes have]
been corrected, until to-day the British
Empire has an army in the field whos®
equal in combined morale, size, equil
ment, organization, tenacity of purpost ¥ -
and fighting qualities the world has f-
never known. Canada has played no.
inconspicuous part tn this re-creatiob g
and we shall be equally successful if
recovering our economic balance. =
“We are the fortunate possesors O 1
a splendid, healthful and beautift§
country, abounding in natural wealthi§
and, what is equally important, we call
properly claim to be a virile, ind
trious and ambitious people. E
Quick Assets. .
“Thanks malnly to the souncness "* 1
our banking system and to the health¥
condition of our banks, Canada can stiltl
hold up -her financial head. Our o
Bank’s ratio of quick assets to liab:
ties is 751 per cent, compared will
75 per cent. a year ago and 64 pe
cent. the preceding year.
“We have heard 1t remarked by cer'f
tain friends that the Canadian bank®
are too strong, and your own Badn®
particularly so; but permit me to €%
press my clear econviction ' that
sheet anchor of our Canadian nationé
ship is the Canadian banks, and
anchor must be strong to hold ag
wind and tide. The banks have kﬂ 1
strong in an endeavor to prevent ct w
rency inflation, while at the same t.i e
they have made war advances to ‘-:
Canadian ‘and Imperial .Government
to an amount that would have b
regarded as impossible three years @
Such advances are naturally inclo
among liquid assets. The loans ma
by the banks to the Canadian and I
perial Governments have enabled

able. o

“Those of us who are responsible ¥
you trust that you are satisfied wib
our judgment as to the percentd

sential in these times. Of one thile
you may be sure, our strength is ‘3«“ 3
at the expense of our commerc®

to extend to meet the requirements
the Bank's customers.” s

Appreciation for Staff.

Mr. C. R. Hosmer moved, second!
by Mr. George B. Fraser, that
thanks of the meeting be tendered '?¢
General Manager, Assistant Genef®
Manager, the Superintendents,
Managers and other Officers of
Bank for their services during the p?
year. i
The motion was unanimously adop”

ed, and was responded to: by
General Manager, Sir Frederick
Hams-Taylor,

. ELECTION OF DIREGTORS.

’I\h-e ballot for the appalntmaﬁ;
Auditors and the election of Direct?’
for the ensuing year was then
ceeded with. The Scrutineers app
ed for the purpose reported
Messrs. James Hutchison, C. A. J.
tone Graham, C.A., and George C
C.A., were duly appointed Audito

The following gentlemen were 0%
elected Directors: ;

D. Forbes Angus, R B. Angus
Ashdown, H. W, Beauclerk,
Henry Cockshutt, H. R. Drummon
B. Fraser, Sir Charles Gordon, K.B:
C. R. Hosmer, Harold Kennedy,
McMaster, Sir Vincent Mered:
Bart; Major Herbert Molson,
Lord Shaughnessy, K.C.V.O.

The meeting then terminated.

At a subsequent meeting of
Directors, Sir Vincent Meredith, P
was re-elected President, and
Charles Gorden, K.B.E., was re-€
Vice-President.
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ow doth the city sit solitary,
~\that was full of people! hm% .‘
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that was great amony the nations,}
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HALIFAX IN RUINS

Story by an Eye-Witness who lives 1 Halifax
and who records in haste what he was able to
focus of the Tragedy up till December 9.

By ARCHIBALD MacMECHAN

ECAUSE some one
B man . or . several
blundered, or a

piece of machinery
broke down, because sheer
misadventure steered two
ships towards each other
from the ends of the earth,
the proud old city of Hali-
. fax was laid in ruins in an
instant of time. A thousand
of her people were slain and
not with sword ; as many more were maimed and wounded. Millions
of money will not repair the damage. Nothing can make good the
total of human suffering endured. :

Halifax is a long, thin eity, built on the western shotre of a great
harbor. The city is really two cities ‘divided by the huge hill on
which the eitadel is built. The South End, as it is called, is the resi-
dential portion; the North End is industrial. There are the wharves,
the dry-dock, the railway station, the factories, the main barracks,
the naval department. This quarter was the home mainly of the
working elass. Their houses were of wood, cheaply constructed. Here
is the wasp-waist passage between the outer harbor and the inner,
which is known as Bedford Basin. This passage or strait has a deep,
narrow channel, Here was the scene of the calamity whiech struck
Halifax like a comet on Thursday morning, December the sixth, 1917.

It was a morning of unusual and surprising beauty. There was
no snow on the ground. The air was kind and friendly as in summer.
Nothing in sky or on earth portended disaster; but disaster was on
its way. Men were getting down to their offices; the morning trains
were coming in at North Street Station; the children were assembled
in their schools. : : -

Over the still, glassy surface of the harbor, a French ship, the
¢““Mont Blane,”” was proceeding cautiously towards the Narrows. She
had four thousand tons of T. N. T. in her hold and a deck load of
pieric acid and henzol. She was to anchor in the Basin out of harm’s
way. The Dock Yard officials had a special eye on her, as they must
have on all such dangerous visitors. :

At the predestined hour, the Belgian relief - ship, “Imo,”’ com-
gpicuously lettered in red, as is the fashion of such ships, had left her
snchorage in the Basin and was proceeding outwards to sea. Both
were in charge of regular certificated Halifax pilots. As they neared
and neared, those looking on noticed that the ‘‘Imo’’ was disregarding
the old established, immutable rules of the road at sea. '

About a quarter before nine, the two ships met practically in the
Narrows, and the “Imo’’ rammed the ‘‘Mont Blane’’ somewhere about
the engine-room. Some say the steering-gear went wrong at the
- eritieal moment; others that the usual signals were misunderstood.

Almost immediately after the collision, the ‘‘Mont Blane’’ was
seen to be on fire. A tall column of smoke rose like a pillar of cloud
through the still morning air. Onlookers remarked that there was a
ship on fire in the Basin. The erew of the ‘“Mont Blane,’’ well know-
ing what they had underneath their feet, took to their boats and rowed
like madmen for the eastern shore, where the town of Dartmouth
siands, opposite to Halifax. The abandoned ship, burning fiereely,
drifted towards Pier 8, as it is called, a long, double wharf, where the
square-rigged ships load deals for the U. K. Long freight trains bear
the sawn lumber from the mills to the wharf.

One observer of the collision was the captain of one of H. M. ships
in the harbor, for nothing takes place in the vicinity of a British
man-of-war that is not noted and reported. He saw the danger and
ordered his eommander away in a boat, to board the derelict, anchor
her, and .get the fire under control. They never reached their goal.
Before they got near the ‘‘Mont Blane’’ she drifted inte Pier 8 and

_blew up.
AN eye-witness on the citadel curiously watching the huge column

of black smoke suddenly saw an immense upward spurt of red
flame. And that was the last of the ‘‘Mont Blane.”’ '

There came a burst of thunder sound. Those who have ex-
perienced earthquakes thought they were caught in another. The
ground rocked, walls swayed and fell, roofs collapsed. There was
only one explosion, but most Haligonians heard two reports: first a
deep, awful, subterranean rumbling, for earth carries sound more
quickly than air; the second was like the sound of an enormous blast,
as when the engineers of the Ocean Terminals explode tons of dynamite
in the cuttings.

Immediately all over the peninsula, in every dwelling, shop, fae-
tory, office, bank, warehouse, there followed the sound of shattering
glass, the splintering of wooden doors, shutters, as locks were burst
end hinges smashed, where the whole fabric did not fall in a heap.

f

The effect of the vast, sud-
den interference with the
air was practically the same
as if an earthquake had g
shaken Halifax to the}
ground.
To those who heard those.
awful sounds two or three
gimilar ideas occurred at
once. Most thought, ‘‘At
last.”’ German ships were
: shelling the city from out-=
cide the harbor. One! two! ~ When and where would the third
fall? Or else it was ‘‘An air raid.”’ Instinetively people ran into the
open to look for the Zeppelins, or took to the cellar to eseape the shells.
Then quiet reigned again. There were no more terrifying sounds.
Neighbors began to confer in the streets and make inquiries as to
damage and escapes. They also noted with surprise that everyone’s
house was wrecked as well as their own. In the South End people
were calm and unexcited; they were taken unawares, but they were &
not flurried. Annoyance at the inexplicable damage done was perhaps 4
uppermost, and curiosity as to the origin of the trouble. Blasting at.
the Terminals and the roar of big guns at practice have been so common
here that it takes a great deal to put Haligonians in a panic.
The true story of the explosion soon spread mysteriously from =
lip to lip. " Then practical people began to make repairs. They began 7
to sweep up the broken glass and fallen plaster. If they were lucky
enough to have some lumber they began boarding up their windows
if not they put up mats, Tugs, blankets, roofing felt, cloth and battens
——anything to keep out the weather. This was only true of the Sout
End. It was some time before the city realized the disaster which ha
befallen it.” : domi ThaoaT

FAR different was the scene in what the local papers called ‘‘th
busy North End.”’ St : :

There the incalculable force of the suddenly compressed air h
blasted the whole quarter flat. Every house was level awith the groun
and every tree. The cheap, wooden houses, which covered the hillside
simply collapsed in a moment like houses built of cards: In an instan
of time, before the unfortunates could realize the peril, their house
had fallen on their heads. One poor man hunting for his wounde
wife from hospital to hospital, said, ‘‘1 was sitting at breakfast, an
the two ends went out of the house.”” Men, women and children weré
killed instantly by the concussion, and were thrown yards away fromt
their homes. Others were torn to pieces, heads from bodies, limbs fro
trunk. Others were blinded by the pelting showers of broken glass
or strangely gashed and rent. In all conceivable ways was this poo
human frame rent, and broken, and shredded and crushed. The housé®
collapsed, killing whole families at once, or heavy timbers pinned dow?
living and injured. Their fate was the most fearful for—the wreckag
took fire . . . - , X /

Tn an instant of time twenty thousand people, half the populatio®
of Halifax, were rendered destitute. Those who escaped were hom
less: they had only what they stood up in. The case of the 1i
children was the most pitiful. Richmond School came down and kille
a hundred: the little white crushed faces could be seen through &
timbers. Fifty more were killed atSt. Joseph’s School. All but 17
perished with devoted matrons in the wreck of the Protesta
Orphanage. 3

Across the harbor the same things happenef:l, but the loss of li
was much slighter. Perhaps forty Micmac Indians were Kkilled on thei®
reservation at Tuft’s Cove. In Dartmouth itself, twenty-five Wé
actually killed. The flying fragments of the ammunition ship Kkill
many. The plight of the aged, the sick, the infants, the bed-ridde
the crippled, the nursing mothers, the pregnant, eannot be described.

In the immediate neighborhood of Pier 8, the damage was greate
The pier itselfy was simply abolished ; hundreds of freight cars with
their loads were upset, torn apart, and their contents seattered. TH?
station roof came down, killing or injuring all but two. The road W
completely blocked. Traffic was suspended. All through the city
trams and telephone service were at an end.

(Must send this to catch the 7.30 mail to-night, Dec. 9.
sion to-night or to-morrow ‘morning.)—A.M.

Perhaps nothing illustrates the inconceivable force of such &
explosion as well as the case of the ‘“Niobe.”” As guard-ship, she =
anchored head and stern by heavy cables, and also moored to
wharf. Bach link is of inch-and-a-quarter jron, in section. The &%
plosion produced a miniature tidal wave eight feet high, which 0"
her sixty yards out of her place. The wooden deckhouses came do
killing fifteen men. The same wave swept the wharves and put

i (Continued on page 23.)
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] E was on the borderland of
heaven and didn’t know

it. Because he had a
drudging, back - aching

bucksaw job alongside a long pile
of eordwood, and he had been in
Canada only three months; which : |i°
Was a long while ago, when the
Part of the land he went to was
A¢ing conquered out of the bush.
~And it was always those dark,
silent woods across the fields and
the snow that made the lad wonder
~What lay beyond. The mill he
DeW because it screamed all day ;
1€ corner-store he knew, for he
h_ad been sent there by old Grim,
laster, to buy tobaeco; and he
€W the blacksmith shop—and
€ harness-maker next door; both
°]: them mighty men in that vil-
38¢ gince horses must have both
8hoes and harness and the Lord knew it was a
a1d of horsges. ;
Christmas week—day before the day of days

- “heaven the night before had rolied out a gar-
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JMent of new spow that made even the saw-
ﬁﬂl 80 muffled and the—logs, the logs, the
88! Heavens, how they came, snow-eplashed
b huge under the creaking ehains and the
“Umpbacked binder-poles with the men bawl-
bobt? one another on top and the horses below
b g, jingling, belling along. Out of the
ofmfh they came, wherever that was, or the end
& in to the village and the mill.
g t—that—dawdlin’,”’ barked one out of
Spane Ay close by, where a large boot hung.
h;’%tacles. A leathery old face. His hammer
K, een whacking pegs into soles since seven
“eenWhen the mill whistle blew. ey
ol CTimes, oh erumbs; who is dawdlin’?”’
of th led 'the lad as he swobbed another lick
hick e Pork fat on the saw. He whopped a big
Ory stick on the sawbuck and began again.
00r shut. - “‘I won’t finish the job,”” he

muttered 6 ! ) % T4 3
smihters]” I won’t stay here, I don’t like it.

t'hate Meant the slivers and the hickory bark
Inked the saw and chugged his chin.

SEztEN days and more he had been whittling
of 4 that cordwood like a mouse nibbling out
5 Wall. In the land of the beaver, where
hugtj, man, as he had heard, was expected to
ang }, Or bust. Glorious 'wood ; seven varieties,

iy S time he knew most of them. The
,*ere‘d bersonage who hauled them here

Im 5
Hv&ﬂelgh ‘had taken boots for pay and he

“faby ".bey()‘lld the bush lines somewhere in the
By itus‘ land where the lad had never been.
likeq . V38 not his horses and bells the lad
mfl’“; that grey, hushed-up morning of
e izlhencgs and jingling, dreamy bells.
Syt he’d send me to the mill for a bag o’
he op,.” 10 bed the pig,”” mumbled the lad as
Mighs }:;1 himself to see what a spectacle it
 Shaking % behold twenty of those loads
. B ‘;mldst the walls of the logs.

Aoy, +5°  Every little while a log thumped

g oM the bunkg,
& W%?’EE;HA mile away and over some tree
| bu kzu;f&erday it had been so while the lad

and remembered the dingdong of

ol e
& :%%:Tay text in the saw-mill ehureh. ‘‘Seest

i‘;ﬁl dl,l’igent in business, he shall stand
’ Angs' Well, he was ready for the
M:}klld for aught he kmew these fur-
Tea] ki;:WS that drove the log-loads were
0f theiy %‘S* Now and again he had seen a
he gt telt boots dangled from the counter
; taleg’ 12d heard their fables and their
nin .. O the trees going down and the
out and the fights, ‘

ore
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the hidden clearing where lights

and music and great men and
kind women lived.
Would the king throw him

back? Had he boys enough and
to spare of his own? Oh, Lord!

What token! What sign, or
claim could he have upon this man
of the bells?

THE jangle of music changed
up yonder. Ben’s low-lying
eye mnoted something suddenly
dark aleng the track in the white
snow. It was—one of the bell-
chimes! Dropped, and the king
didn’t know it. Ben slid off and
snatched the treasure. Wildly
waving the string of bells for a
moment, he shouted ; then he ran,
on and on to the jingle of bells,

=~ s

on the tongues, on the collars, on the neck-
yokes, on the back-bands, whole strings of them
round some teams—as many kinds of bells as
there were colors of horses, brown, bay, black,
white, sorrel, chestnut, speckled and mongrel.
Bravo! The lad paused to smell the breath of
the horses. To hear the bellg louder than the
bucksaw thump in his ears. One of those
teams—who could believe it%—had two strings
of bells, one chime for each horse slung naively
under the bellyband. That must be a rich bush-
whacker. A hulky, huge-booted man of whis-
kers, he was, black and benign, sometimes a
bit scowling, as kings ought to be, and once
the lad heard his voice hoom back the road to
a teamster.

““Oh, I guess I got near two thousand on
here.”’

Two thousand what? '

Then the man stood up. Ben ceased sawing
altogether to gaze at the colossuslike straddle
of the great leathery legs as the load slid along
down to the corner, round the store and——

Smack | came the door under the boot.

“Go to work, you whiffit!’’ roared spec-
tacles.

And by now it was almost the drop of dusk;
last loads for the day crawling in from the
hinderland ; empty bobs trotting and jangling
home, bells at the bow and loose chains aft in
the snow. Ben followed the bucksaw and
looked. Oh, when would that king with the
iron-grey horses and the two chimes of bells
come by? Whenever he came Ben must be on
the slab bridge to wave at him. :

The shoemaker’s window blazed. Ben put

away the bucksaw and stood on the bridge.

Team after team. As yet no black-whiskered
king of the bush. Soon——

Ah! yonder round the store came the jangie
of those double bells. '

Ben crouched low on the bridge and looked
upwards. The team came snorting on the slow
trot. When he should pass! Oh, let the sign
of the oot and the drome of the bucksaw be
blasted !

Here was the man himself, squat low on the
forward bunk gidooping his team. Now or
never! As the hind bob slithered next the

bridge Ben leaped upon it, grabbed the binder-

pole and lay flat behind the bunk not far from
the dangling hook in the snow. He knew not
where he was going, but he was on the way.
He would stand before the king. And the
king saw him not. In the dusk Ben saw the
broad of the man’s back and the rumps of the
horses as the bells jangled ; one mile down the
town line, round a corner, over a culvert on to
a side-road, heading for the bush-land, the un-

known, the great grey ‘beyond of the trees and

up and up the strangest road he
had ever seen, panting as never he had over the
saw, slipping and tumbling and jingling—till
he saw the king’s horses turn in at a
gate.

A few minutes later Ben ran into a barnyard
where horses were loose.

‘‘Please, sir,”’ he panted, as he stood before
the bush king, whosé name he knew not, ‘I
brought you—the bells!’’

The king’s hand reached out.

“Well,¥’ll be jiggered! Where’d yeh brung
’em from, sonny?’’ . 4

As best he might the boy told him.

The bush king laughed.

‘““And I wish you a merry Christmas, sir,’”
said Ben, awkwardly.

““Well, you’d better come in and have sup-
per, boy. Mebbe—mebbe you can spend Christ-
mas with us if it’s all the same to the old man
yunder.’’

In a fit of blindness, Ben fumbled about help-
ing the great man stable his iron-grey horses
in one end of a huge barn—or it seemed huge.

. Strange cattle peered at him round a straw-

stack as he helped the man lug in straw to bed
the team. Chickens gabbled on a roost. A
line of strange birds occupied the entire peak -
of the roof on a slatsided cornerib. And the
king, as he paused on his way to the house
beyond the woodpile, yanked his whiskers
and said, . 3

‘““One o’ youse will be missing to-morrow
morning, I guess.”’

What family it was that gathered around the
supper-table Ben was too blind to notice clearly.
He realized that old Grim, the maker of boots,
would be in a fine rage by now. But he never
would find him that night.- No.

‘““Be you—wantin’ to go to roost, sonny?’’
asked a kind, motherish voice. .

A ND in all his excitement Ben was sleepy—
but not so drowsy as not to realize what
a mountainous feather-bed he was to elimb into
in a cold room off the parlor. And that he slept
in a pack of dreams, from which he was roused
by a terrible flutteration and squawking among
the poultry. When he came to himself he
observed the bronze-black hulk of a headless
gobbler lying on the woodpile. : ;

Oh, the erime of it!

The sun swept up in a blaze of blue. The
maze of all things lay about the lad in the great
trance of a perfect holiday. The horses snorted
and pranced out to the water-hole in the pond.
Cattle stood in the snow and the sun, chewing
their cud.

Breakfast! He scarcely knew when it came.
Dinner—dinner was the thing. The household

-set to getting the dead gobbler ready for the
(Continued on page 24.) .
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“¢0ld-fashioned Christmas din-
ner, I see, Archie.”’

‘““Worse than that,”’ re-
turned  Bellamy. “0ld-
fashioned Southern Christmas
dinner. Everything on the
table, all at once. Virginia
darkies by the score to wait
on you. I’ve been South a
dozen of times to get the local

Flosavent Je o

room at the Barristers, had finished

shaving and was groeming vigor-

ously his heavy head of tawnmy hair,
when there thundered on his door a most tre-
mendous knock.

““Who’s there?’’ he cried, expectantly.

‘‘Bellamy,”’ replied a voice. Whereupon the
owner of the voice thrust open the door and
stalked in, as he stalked down the centre aisle
of theatres, or into the middle of big dining-
rooms, with his massive pair of big shoulders
first. :

Archibald Bellamy was known to his friends
as a gigantic game of bluff and in this game of
bluff his shoulders played the major part. -

' Wainwright Monroe turned to him with a
humorous grin of disappointment on his
features.” ‘‘It’s only you, Archie,”’ he ex-
claimed. ‘“Too bad, I thought you were a box
of Duodecimos.’’

Archibald Bellamy strode heavily about the
room, making everything in it, except Monroe,
who was long where Archibald was broad,
seem small by comtrast.

“Why did you think I was a box of Duode-
cimos?’’ queried Archie, with a grunt.

“‘Because,”’ answered Wainwright, ‘I just
sent out for some.”’

Bellamy placed his hat carefully upon the
bed and tossed his stick beside it. ‘‘In that
case,”’ he announced, ‘‘I had better wait.’’

Wainwright tucked his military brushes into
their case and glanced doubtfully towards his
stout friend. ‘‘That doesn’t explain it,”’ he
ventured.

“Poesn’t explain what?’ queried Archie,
keeping up his interest in the door, through
_ which, at any moment, the Duodecimos might
come.

Monroe selected a waisteoat from his closet
and returned. ‘‘It doesn’t explain your
presence here so early in the morning, Mr. Bel-
lamy,’”’ he returned.

_Tor answer Archibald thrust his hand into
his eoat and drew forth from his breast pocket
a square white envelope. ‘‘I’ve come, sir,”” he
remarked, passing it over, ‘‘to eonfer upon you
a Christmas present.’’

“In-deed?’’ returned Monroe. He tore open
the envelope, extracted its comtents, and then
presented a countenance filled with comical
disappointment. ‘‘Is this all I get for Christ-
mas?’’ he complained.  ‘““Why, what do you
think I thought that this contained #—I thought
it was a check for that five thousand that you
owe me.”’

WAINWRIGHT MONROE, in his bed-

- .

ARCHIE waved his hand.
much better, my boy,”’ he remarked
casily. ‘“There are lots of checks for five
thousand floating around town, but it’s not
everybody who can get an invite to one of
Archie Bellamy’s Christmas dinners, let me tell
you that.”” b ‘
Wainwright studied the invitation carefully.

v

“It’s better, .

; color for it, Rightie, and it’s
going to be great.”’

“Well,”” mused Monroe, ‘‘I suppose I've got
to come. Who'’s going to be there, anyway?”’

‘A lot of people in general,”’ answered Bel-
lamy, ‘“‘but one in particular—Jocelyn  Jeft-
reys.”’

Monroe started. ‘‘Jocelyn Jeffreys,’”’ he re-
peated, as though searching his memory for
something that had escaped him. ‘‘Where have
I heard that name?’’ »

‘‘Probably haven’t heard it at all,”’ returned
Bellamy. ‘‘Most likely you have seen it in the
theatrical columns of the newspapers. She’s
doing ‘The Maid” of Green Cheese’ at the
Gaiety.”’ : :

Wainwright nodded. Some portion of his
uncertainty had departed from him, for he re-
called now, not only having seen the name of
Jocelyn Jeffreys, but he recalled, also, having
seen her at the Gaiety. -

““‘She’s the_girl,”’ went on Bellamy, ‘‘who
introduced from the Fourteenth Street Bur-
lesque House into Broadway that feature of
kissing every man in the bald-headed row. No-
body eould have dome it and done it right ex-
cept Jocelyn Jeffreys, and Broadway stood for
it hard.”’ :

‘‘I remember the girl,’’ said Wainwright.
‘‘She does ‘The Siren’ and that business is in
her kissing song, only she doesn’t kiss anybody ;
she pretends.’’ : : :

““How do you know?’’ asked Bellamy.

““I’ve been in the bald-headed row myself,”’
responded Wainwright. :

“Well,”” went on Bellamy, ‘‘I'll tell you
what. Jocelyn Jeffreys is just my kind, and
I’'m giving this little Christmas blowout just
for her—just for her and you. Do you under-
stand ?”’ ' . 2

‘““For me?’’ repeated Wainwright. ‘‘What
terrible convulsion of your nature led you to
give a dinner for me, I'd like to know?”’

‘It was no convulsion of my ‘nature,’”’ re-
sponded Bellamy. ‘It was just a little
idiosynerasy of Jocelyn’s. She wants to meet
}”011.” : ; /

‘“Wants to meet me!’’ exclaimed Wain-
wright, aghast. ‘‘Why the girl doesn’t know
me ; she doesn’t know avho I am.”’ .

““Doesn’t she,”’ returned Bellamy. ‘I should

think she did. You are one of the most dis-

tinguished Southerners in the Borough. * She’s
from the South, and, what’s more, she’s seen
you, and any girl in town, my dear young

friend, who sees you, wants you. Not very re-

markable, it seems to me.”’

But it was remarkable, somehow, to Monroe,
and remarkable chiefly because the mention of
the Gaiety girl’s name, following immediately
upon Wainwright’s early morning reverie, had
stirred something—some strange and in-
tangible memory, that he could not account for.
The mere fact that a Gaiety girl wanted to meet
him, was nothing to him. He had grown weary
of advances of this kind. But the fact that

 Jocelyn Jeffreys, a girl with a name that

haunted him; a girl whose lips he had almost

\
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- the erowd of common-places that always cha

. their converse to be overheard by no one, no

~ was a superb creature, without a trace of colo

[NVOLVING twoChristmas Din- §

ners, in which the art of a woman §
was strangely mixed up with the §
power of a woman to act, and the §

capacity of one man for being bam- |

boozled. E

met one night at the Gaiety, made him sud- |

denly and tremendously anxious to know her. =¥
In the week that lapsed before the dinner, un- =%
usual impatience possessed him. Two or three °§
times he was on the point of occupying a first §
row seat at the Gaiety again, to fall once more =

under ‘“The Siren’s’’ hypnotie spell; to see if SF
he could not succeed where other men had ¥
failed—could not, across that narrow space

between the audience and the footlights, sue-
ceed in wresting from The Siren the elusive
kiss, for the performance of which feat, the
vulgar Broadway manager was advertising on
his billboards, the suceessful winner would re-
ceive an even fifty dollars. But he did not go
And so it happened that on Christmas night h
found himself eagerly pushing his way throug

acterized Bellamy’s dinners toward the girl i
the far corner who was being monopolized b
Bellamy himself. Bellamy did the honors, and
inasmuch as Wainwright’s arrival had com-:
pleted the list of guests, the doors were thro
open and the dinner began at once. :

MONROE found, to his inward satisfaction;:
that though Jocelyn Jeffreys occupied
the place of honor on Bellamy’s right, h
Wainwright, was seated on the other side o
the girl herself. '

You give dinners, too, Mr. Monroe,”’ she
whispered, with a quick, confidential glanec
that indicated somewhat that she preferre

even by Bellamy himself. :

Wainwright did not answer at once. He
looked her fully and frankly in the face.
Glanced at her hair, her gown, her hands.

>

on her countenance. A little above the mediunt
height, perhaps, and with that strange = be
wildering combination of jet® black hair an
deep blue eyes. She was very pretty, and Mon-
roe noted suddenly, to his satisfaction, that th
girl wore no jewels. Her hair even gave I
sign of fastening.

Ranged up and down on both sides of th
long table were ladies of various ages an
various stages of beauty, but the face of each
bore evidence of art, not nature. It was sma
wonder with Monroe that over the top of thé"
abundanece piled in old-fashioned splendor o
the table, every man in the room was watchi
Jocelyn Jeffreys. =

““Yes,”’ finally returned Monroe, ‘I do giv®
dinners, now and then, but not like this; thif
is the kind of dinner that——’" He stop
suddenly and something seemed to cateh with
his voice, and then he went on, ‘‘that my mothe!
used to give.”’ i !

The girl shook her head. ‘‘Never,”’ she
plied. ‘‘Archie Bellamy never could get up
dinner like your mother used to get.”

Wainwright langhed. ‘‘How do you know
he demanded. But the girl only shook her b
and went swiftly on. -

“‘Your dinners I have heard of, Mr. Monroe-



‘““Three hundred dollars a plate,

Il you in New York, ‘Spendthrift Monroe’?’”’
: answered Wainwright, a bit
: ed. ‘““You don’t say that they call me
8pendthrift,’’

“What do you call yourself?’’ she asked.

then some new queer earnest look
Btrugeled to the fore. ‘‘What are you any-
Way?n ]

MONROE did not answer her. His face was
flushed, not with Bellamy’s wine, because

none had yet been opened, but with the distinet
and strange allurement in the eyes of the girl—
Something that was there appealed to him more
Strongly than had anything in his hitherto brief
Metropolitan career. She held his gaze quite
rankly, and it was with an effort almost visible

@haft Wainwright tore his glance from hers. He
Blanced up and down the room to find some
c’omm‘mp_]ace topic of conversation that might

Ielieve the strange emotion that obsessed him.

S‘uf,idenly he found it. .
h “Old-fashioned Southern Christmas dinner,”’
ae exclaimed, half aloud. ‘I should think it
;ﬁas. ' Look at the darky waiters; look at the

€ad waiter, great Secott.”’

For the fipst time, apparently, the girl looked,
And, as ghe glanced at the head
vaiter, she involuntarily shivered.

‘”’-somethjng like that, is it not? What do they .
e
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all the guests were affected by it. In fact, the
time came when everybody in the room, save
Bellamy himself, wondered what dire thing
would happen next. And then it happened.
Monroe’s waiter, purposely or by accident,
spilled a plate of salad down the shirt front of
his chief. Without a word, that huge savage,
waving his arms wildly in the air, swooped
down upon his lighter aide. The latter, less
burly, was more agile. He leaped suddenly
out of the way, switched his arm backward to
his hip pocket and drew forth, not a revolver,
but a razor. And then the figcht was on.
Immediately seven of the waiters leaped to
one side of the room, each with an open razor
in his hand, and confronted four others headed
by the chief. The rest was pandemonium. . . .
In the midst of it all Wainwright Monroe
was aware that he had arisen from his seat,
that he had caught the half-fainting Jocelyn
Jeffreys about the waist and had dragged her
into comparative safety in a far corner of the
room. He was aware of something else—that,
as he held her in his arms, he found suddenly
that her lips were lifted with infinite allure-
ment to his—found that he had kissed her. In
the confusion that followed, he forgot the
negroes—forgot everything save that one tre-
mendous fact—that he had kissed her.

entertaining after-dinner speech.

The negroes were nowhere to be seen.
Monroe drew the girl back to her seat, grateful
that the diners had never neoticed them, and,
no sooner had the company restored itself to
semi-mirth, then back into the room poured
the most orderly set of darkies that could be
imagined, each with a grin upon his face a
mile wide.

The diners rose and cheered them. The chief
waiter looked as sheepish at this unexpected
salvo as he now looked harmless, and again the
guests turned to Bellamy and raised their
glasses in a silent tribute to his genius.

Monroe grunted in disgust. ‘‘We’re con-
foundedly slow,’”’ he said to Jocelyn Jeffreys.

- ‘I ought to have known it all the time. That

razor fight was just one of Bellamy’s sensations.
He always has them at everything he gives.”’

The girl was still shivering. ‘It was worse
than a joke,’’ she exclaimed. ‘‘It looked too
real to be a joke.”’

He held her hand for an instant underneath
the table, and then suddenly a thought struck
him; and, obeying an irresistible impulse, he
rose in his place and extended his glance—a
lone figure—toward Bellamy. ‘‘Bravo, Bel-
lamy,”’ he exclaimed, as though from the bot-
tom of his soul.

The diners tittered at his be-

: ere did he get such a man?”

- She demandeq suddenly of Mon-

% “What, caterer would em- |-
2%y pl&y him?”

5 tﬁnme’ too, kept his eyes fixed

oy C Countenance of this negro.

.2 man had the proportions of a

Oﬁt::t and the face of an orang-

—Aang.  Al]l the brute in the negro

- Dature ¢ summed up and
czt‘hweu,” ejaculated Monroe,

- /ﬁette rest of them are not much
i Bzr" Which was quite true. J
1 ¥ E: m o

 Waiterg fY had provided a dozen

or perhaps fifty guests,
ﬁﬁﬂém the low-voiced exclama- j
the ' 0f Wainwright Monroe and
<) shbﬁ”ﬂ Were repeated around the
 Teal the fifty guests began to
L that they were in the
= w%me of the strangest set of
e 11;8 they had ever seen. There
o tﬁﬁuﬁg about them except
o e St’iemed to be aboriginal
eiyip: . almost untouched by
;_“7’1““&#?011, trained, perhaps, in
T e a:eSt side - restaurant, and
Sl 1the fifty guests watehed
f‘f'pv.b“‘;Vexf»or they could not
= Ut wateh them—the sullen o’
RSty of ‘lfh-e twelve began to |

ot his two right-hand
or by threw himself, purposely
poccident, in the way of the
Peoted g, waiter, as the latter
- ang g 1€ carving of the turkey
> Nice adjustment of the

~ chiep o On each plate. His burly . g
White 4 turned upen him in a flash showing
argon. Th'l'an'd uttering some unintelligible
- Bregyq 08 ill-will grew as the dinner pro-
28 hjg ﬁeand once Monroe detected in the air,
%

v .. Who was serving Bel-
P g and

ool m 8T0 served him, the genteel aroma of
: Q&k};&kgﬂ bemde. Monroe was shivering. She
Waiteng s’e?methmg impended. Suddenly the
ook d to divide into two factions.
Was Sides for and against their chief.
by ﬁh:ﬁfﬂn{)ed only by their mutterings
Pac d ostile Jostling of each other, as
i I and out the door.
» Who knew the negro thoroughly,
alarmed. His alarm erept along
a1d around on the other side until

lated acknowledgment, and he
slumped into his seat again beside
the girl.

‘“What’s the matter with you?’’
she whispered.

He waited until his fellow guests
had subsided into their customary
consumption of food and drink.

- Then he turned once more to her.
4 ““You don’t seem to understand,
Miss ‘Jeffreys,”” he exclaimed,
“‘that trick of Bellamy’s got me
what I wanted—a kiss from you.”’

The girl whitened perceptibly
. and turned the conversation back
into its original channel.

‘“Would you ever give a dinner
for me, Mr. Spendthrift Monroe ?’’
she inquired. ‘‘How much a plate
do you think T am worth?”’

MONROE was tremendously im-
pulsive and tremendously
energetic as well. Two days had
not elapsed before he had gained
an entree to Miss Jocelyn Jeffreys’
up-to-date apartments in the Bel-
vedere, before he was chummy
with her ecompanion, Miss Lieonora
Smith, a young woman quite as
ungainly as Jocelyn was comely,
and, in faet, it was on the evening,
of the second day after the Bel-
lamy dinner that he had the
temerity and the boldness to hand
to Jocelyn Jeffreys a little leather
case from Tiffany’s.
. ‘“A belated Christmas present,’’
he remarked genially, though

“Well,” mused Monroe, “l suppose I've to come. Who's going to be there any-

way 7"

How long they remained thus, he with his
arm about her and she with her hand laid in
some sort of frantic appeal upon his shoulder,
looking inte each other’s eyes—how long this
lasted they, neither of them, knew. They were
brought to their senses by a universal burst of
laughter and by the shrill voices of women and
the strong voices of men erying out:

“BRAVO, Bellamy, good boy, Archie.”” And

then they saw that the fifty guests, con-
vulsed with laughter, were reseating them-
selves at the table, which they had left but a
few moments beforesin alarm, and that Archie
was bowing his acknowledgments with beam-
ing face as though he had just perpetrated an

>

with some strange fear in his
heart that he was doing quite the
wrong thing.

They were sitting, he and she,
in her living-room at the Belvedere. In the
next room, reading the latest novel, sat the
discreet Miss Smith, always austere, always
ugly and always on hand, but she was too far
away to hear and the curtains between the
rooms were so adjusted that she could be
scarcely seen.

It was late, after the performance at the

(aiety, and Monroe had driven Joeelyn home

in his ear. She was leaning wearily baek in an
easy chair, her wraps thrown carelessly sside,
fatigued with the night’s work and the day’s,
too, for she had had a matinee, but her eyes
showed that she was frankly pleased and
freshened by his presence and his attemtion,
and she started from her chair and met him
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with adorable gauecherie as he handed her the
flat leather case that he had drawn from his
pocket. She opened it and drew back at its
exquisite elegance, for it was a dog collar of
pearls.

‘‘Spendthrift,”’ she exclaimed, ‘‘and who
might this be for?”’

““For you,’’ he stammered, suddenly knowing

that he had done the wrong thing, for the girl

had frowned on the instant.

‘‘Never,”” she returned coldly. ‘‘I wear no
jewels and I never accept jewels from anybody,
man or woman.’’

He flushed.
pleaded.

She shrugged her shoulders.
answered, shortly.

““I want to give you something,’’ he insisted.
“I’m a little erude—uncouth about it. What
can I give you?’’ he inquired.

“You will take these,”’ he

““No,”’” she

A GAIN she shrugged her shoulders and was

silent for an instant. Then she held out
her hand. ‘‘We are friends,”’ she
said, with gentle pressure, ‘‘good

CANADIAN COURIER

people, not like Bellamy, people like you. It
takes money, does it not? Well, then, if my
good friends want to give, let them give me
money.”’ She held up her hands as if in warn-
ing. ‘‘Let them give it in the right spirit and
I shall receive it the same way.”’

The whole thing staggered Wainwright Mon-
roe. It shocked him. And yet there was that
other side of the ‘girl’s nature that he could not
shake from him. Something that held him in
its g®ip. He felt different toward this girl than
he had felt toward every other woman he had
known. What was it in her that stirred him to
the depths? He had been in love before, so
he assured himself, and love had been a mighty
pleasant thing to him, no more, but this was

‘something more. If it were love, it was a love

that seared and burned him as though with a
white hot iron. He could not grapple with it—
he could net understand it, only, as he left
Jocelyn Jeffreys that evening, he stretched out
his arms toward her and pleaded silently for a
second kiss, but Jocelyn Jeffreys eluded him

an embarrassed way at first, without noting
the slightest trace of embarrassment upon her ™ N
part. (ave it to her freely, because it seemed &g
to please her, but never once did he try again Ji
to kiss her, and she seemed to like him the®F ™
better for it. And yet, through it all, there was §
something in her eyes that was leading him
on—Ileading him on. She seemed, somehow, &
Siren in real life as well as on the stage. 1
As time went on apace, she asked him for |
money, asked ‘it freely, and always with the |
same phrase upon her lips. ‘I take it in the |
spirit that you give it, my good friend,”” she §
told him.
These were gay days for Wainwright Mon- §-
roe. He lived as in a .constant round of |
pleasure. Food seemed like manna to him— 4
the wine he drank like neetar of the Gods. And §
it was all due to Jocelyn Jeffreys. He was §
with her most of the time—they ate together— 3
rode together. He waited for her at the stage
door of the Gaiety, and all the while New York §
snickered and laughed in its sleeve. Kven f
Bellamy confided to his friends §
that ‘‘Jocelyn Jeffreys had got §

friends, are we not? Is not that
enough?®’’

Monroe held her hand for one
instant. ‘‘Flowers, then,”’ he re-
marked. ‘‘I can bring you those.”’

But again she shoek her head.
‘I never take flowers,”” she re-
turned. ‘‘Gifts—what are gifts
to me?”’

He stepped toward her. ‘‘Do

you mean to tell me,”” he de-
manded, ‘‘that you never let any-
body give you anything—not your
best friends?’’

The girl closed her eyes as

though thinking hard, as though
uncertain what to say next. Sud-
denly she opened them
glanced into his with a cool and
calenlating glance.

‘““There is only one thing that
I ever take from any ome,”’ she
told him, quite in a matter-of-fact
tone of voice, ‘‘and that is— |
money.”’

He drew back. ‘“Money?’’ he
demanded, staggered by the cool-
ness of her tone and by the mental
attitude of a girl who is too
squeamish to accept a dog collar
of pearls, and yet who was ready
and willing to receive their value
in hard coin.

She noted the recoil and his
sudden mental and physical re-
treat, amd, as though teo make
amends, she followed him, talking
volubly the while. :

“You think me strange, do you
not,”’ she went on in the same
matter-of-fact tone of voice.
‘“Perhaps I am—perhaps there is not another
woman in New York of my——’’ she drew her-
self umeonsciously to her full height—‘‘of my
social standing, who would say things like this
‘to you. But I am praetieal, intensely prac-
tical "> She stopped here, and, as though
to offset the calculating character of her words,
she cast toward him a glance of bewildering
allurement that belied them. ‘“Yeu like my
veice?’’ she went on, switching off to some-
thing else. :

‘“Like it,”’ he answered, enthusiastically.
‘“‘Haven’t I told you already?”’

. ““Exactly,” she continued. ““And my voice,
some day, shall be my fortune—pessibly. But
now, I am under contract. Oh, he took advan-

a manager. He knew three years ago that I
had a voice and that I had no money, and so
I tied my voice to him for almost nothing, for
the advertising almost. For seven long years.
What then? I am ambitious. I love society.
I must live, and I love to live well, and to meet

r\
7 ,
and 'm

“This is our Christmas dinner, and this is my Christmas present.”

with ten times more energy than did the Siren
flee from the unwelcome kisses of the bald-
headed row. &

‘No, no,”’” she exclaimed. “Why should I
kiss you?’”’

““Why did you kiss me?’’ he demanded.

AGAIN she shrugged her shoulders. ‘‘That

was an aceident at Bellamy’s dinner,”’
she exclaimed. ‘‘I was beside myself with
fear, but now—listen, my friend.”’ She placed
her hand lightly on his arm. ‘‘Some day a
man will come to me and say: ‘Jocelyn, I want
you for my wife.” How then shall I explain
to him all these kisses, if there are to be

+ kisses 9’
tage of me, that hig, fat, vulgar Bllembogen of °

Again Wainwright was staggered, but he
came boldly to the front. ‘‘How will you ex-
plain that kiss of the other night?’’ he asked.
But she only smiled.

““That, somehow, was different,”” she assured .
him. “‘That is our secret, yours and mine.’’

Monroe gave her money after that, gave it in

Rightie Monroe by the nose and §
was leading him a merry life.”” 3
Once. Monroe proposed to her, §
but, with that calm little shrug of §
the shoulders, she rejected him
immediately. o E |
‘‘“There’s one thing, at any rate,
I’d like to know,’’ blurted out
Wainwright. - ““Is there anybody §
else out there in the future wait- :" .
Jing for you?” For truth to tell, |
Bellamy’s tongue, piqued as Bel- §
lamy was with jealousy, had 4
wagged a bit lightly in Monroe’s §
presence, and Bellamy had insinu- &
ated, in his coarse and elegant §
way, that Wainwright’s gifts of |
money were supporting some more §
congenial gentleman. It was not §
enough that Monroe had forcibly ¥
ejected Bellamy from his room at §
the Barristers in a fit of passion— =
Bellamy’s  insinuations = still #
rankled, but Wainwright . felt, |
somehow, that the girl, in the long
run, would tell him the truth, =
‘““Is there anybody else?’’ he
kept repeating. ’

HE shook her head. ‘“There i85 &
something else, though,”’ she &
told him. ‘‘Something, as yo#
say, out there in the future.”” Shé
clasped her hands behind her head &
and gazed on past him into the
vistas. ‘‘My ecarcer,”’ she whis® g
pered. ‘“The big life that wait3
for me.” She drew her hand sud
denly and wearily across her face
‘‘And it is so hard—so hard,’’ s
wailed, ‘‘here in New York.”’
This was the beginning of an idea that ha
been smouldering in Wainwright’s breast.
knew nothing of music, except that it please
him, and knew nothing of the . comparatiy
values of the voiees of the Metropelitan singers
but in the voiee of Jocelyn Jeftreys there W
some vibrant melody that had ever stirred
soul, and he felt that she was one of thos®
artists, who in time would be called ‘‘big
Monroe, in truth, was a spendthrift, but he ha¢
at least half of his fortune left. The spend
of the other half had been a wonderfull/ §
pleasant exercise, but now a new object pre:
sented itself, an object that was as definite ﬂ‘D‘
helpful, as it was pleasing to him. He woul o
“make’’ Jocelyn Jeffreys—he would make her
the best singer, the most talked of woman
New York. He told her about it breathlessly
hopefully. He bardly moted that she h
clutched him by the hand as he went on wit®
his recital, but when he finished the girl spra?
to him and laid both hands upon his should!
(Continued on page 20.)




4 (' UPPOSE we give the war a rest for @ bit and
talk about Christmas. We've all had more
experienee with Christmas, anyway. Other
Deople—we can’t always tell exactly who they

8Te—make wars. The people everywhere, in all
l§e homes of the world, make Christmas. Once a
Year in our childhood, in our youth, down into the
YEars that fetch the backward look, we have opened
$0r Oirgelves a magic gate into a world of beauty.
L 80 happened that the time was winter for the part
Of the world where Christmas began, in the northern

fMisphere; the time of the longest nights when
the Shepherds kept watch over their flocks and saw

© Magic star; in the holy silence of the snow,

?" the time of crackling logs and blazing fires, and

- SDuce trees draped in white, when the stars

fha:mt‘ted in the elear air and down the road came

music of sleigh-bells.
OW. my Uncle Dudley iy going to read this far

‘n? then he win say,

Pbycock! Slush! Here—darn you, young ’um,

i ] are you making such a row in here over your

vdle O’ papers? Think you're the only star on

“You as Eve? Put the soft pedal on, or 'l chuck

out into the snow.” : s
St I‘Jncle Dudley is a newsdealer—inclding books,
h-a;a Zlnes, toys, sundries, newspapers and “Sun-
ﬁlla: . He has a staff of newsboys big enough to
like ‘ss-treet'ear,, and they don’t make him feel much
he 5 Bta Claus in his speech. Tor some years now

. iy :s been cross at Christmas. He says it makes

AT t00 busy in his store. No customers are $o

ay, 8 Christmas customers. Half of them only

anyy a;)rver the things. Not much mpney in toys,

Since . Good toys hard to get. Not so plentiful

- ermany guit sending us toys. -As for books,
dayg ii:es and papers; it takes a lot of people these
arg 5 lotmake much in bulk of sales; small profits
bﬁnEtiOU of handling. And on top of all this ram-

o S newsies,
Te, you, Barney—can 'that clack! Tl twist
Teck -
Ay, € plunges out with his cargo of Sundays,
~° Ubseiting a man with a three-year<ld boy
 Want :{1:5 he ought to take home all the toys he
rao t‘ha‘t'h{Out anybody paying for them—a clear
b Santa Claus is a fact and not a fiction.
~ they w;::n and the child were jostled out. So
the Swing along the crowded street just to get into

\)Qdy s of Christmas. Clack and clatter, every-

%mfhse Dg and jostling—the child thought it was

- Bet Ch Ti;t he man growled a bit. He wanted to
‘%M werma.s atmosphere. This mn’t‘ it. All the
Teaq qnq o D A7108 With things to.eat and wear, and
g to take for medicine. They all looked much

ag
the te-y had done every night in the year except for
‘Deep little Christmas decorations that began to
~ log o 1‘here and there. They were all made to
Thepg I order that people might go in and buy.
S None of those shops where the poorest,
thing % ¢hild could have gone in and got some-
hi y, - BOthing. Kris Kringle, as we used to call
Pngsenuglland» had never seen any of these shops.
E’lpq(,ws v:? they came to a queer little front whose
LR ne::e covered with sale bills in three colors.
O ibogts - 987 there was to be a bankrupt sale

“fh@fe t;l,e Shoes and rubbers. And of all places
: ".‘%vthig.wsl)m‘t of Christmas would not be the next
: mﬂﬂin@ a8 the first. The man could imagine the
s clut({hi’% crowds of women and children

EHRISTMAS
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who- early in the morning would be clawing over
the footwear marked down to a price that always
had a 9 on the end. No, the spirit of Christmas
would not be in that.

But what was it that made the child and the man
pause before that ugly little window when the man
dreamed himself back into the world of Christmas
as it used to be?

It was the sheets of colored paper with the light
just oozing through. In the childhood of the man
one thing that marked off the Christmas time was
the fesgpons of colored papers which hundreds of
children in a London school used to help weave
into ehains that hung upon the chandeliers and the
windows and the doors. How they rustled and flashed ®
and made color-music to the children! Just colored
paper; cost next to nothing, and without them none
of the things that took money to buy would have
meant the same kind of Christmas. With those
colored papears to look at the three-year-old and
the man got the vision of Christmas, the I.ondon
Christmas of Dickens.

- Little bits of paper; simple toys; a Christmas tree;
a magic lantern; in the early morning the waits with
their cracked and ghostly voices; before dawn the
scramble from the long rows of beds in the white
dormitory into the suits of corduroy and the white
tunics; breakfast by gaslight; then the line-up in
the courtyard in the dawn with a skiff of snow on
the asphalt, yonder at the head somewhere the

. brass band, sometimes the fife and drum, ready to
- march out to the streets of great London, on and

on and on till in the mellow haze of the d4y we
found our straggled little two-deep line with the
band at the head trailing through tremendous, holi-
day-making crowds, tramcars, horses, carriages and
people. And by mid-morming we turned into a
church somewhere, a great church with a huge
organ at the far end, and we all took up the strain

~ of “This is the day and this the happy morn.”

Dinner—roast beef and hot potatoes and plum
duff. Such a dinner. Bonbons at the plates. Crack!
On with the paper caps and the aprons. Out to the °

~~ yard, for games. At night the magic lantern, more

carols and the unveiling of the Christmas tree, when
each child got one little gift.

That was the Christmas when the spirit of Christ-
mas ruled with kindness and magic, bringing joy
that never could be outlived to hundreds of folkless
children. Money? It cost little. We knew nothing
of commercialized Christmas. Kris Kringle was in
the offing; the saint who never buys but gives.

But that was all long ago—the Christmas that used
to be. This child on the Canadian street, looking
at the red, green and yellow papers, how could he
ever have such a Christmas?

In the clatter of the street there was a shrill shout.

“Oh, Daddy, Daddy! I'm finding Santa Claus!”

The lad had slipped away somewhere. Just for a
few minutes, but so fascinated that he was not
afraid, he had suddenly been picked up by a man
who had on a false face, the mask of old Santa Claus.

"‘Here’s your boy,” chuckled the voice in the mask.
“1 found him.”

And when the lad pulled up the mask—it was the
face of my Uncle Dudley who had just given all his
newsies a box of goodies each. And the three-year-old
had seen the spirit of Christmas; not the Christmas
that used to be, but the Christmas that now is and
must always be, or kindness perish from the earth.

ano AT NOWN PSS
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SANTA CLAUS AND THE KAISER}

Written for Children, Little and Bug

By THE

HAT the kindest man ever known for the last 1800 years

‘;‘/ and more thinks of Kaiser Wilhelm on Christmas morn-

ing, 1917, ought to be found out. Almost all the

editors and orators in the world, outside of Ger-
many and Austria, have abused the Kaiser; and a good deal
of the language has been set to work a great many times to
invent some new way of telling the world how awful the
German Emperor is. But after all, it is not a case for many
words. If only we can find the right judge who knows more
about people than anybody else, who has traveled and been
kind to everybody and never angry or impatient with any-
body, and know what he thinks about the Kaiser, we shall
be quite sure what kind of man he is and what we should
think about him at Christmas time; 1917.

Nobody should think evil of anybody at Christmas, even
if he has to all the rest of the year. If there is a kind
word to be said for this person who rules Germany, now
is the time to say dit. And if all the rest of the world
outside of Germany feels backward about saying this
kind word about the Kaiser, why, perhaps old Santa
Claus, whose whole life is kindness and who knows
the children of all the kings and princes in Europe,
might step up and tell us—something good about
this man. If he ean’t, then we may as well dismiss
the case. And the silence of Santa Claus on this
subjeet will be taken to indicate that he can
think of no good thing at present that he wishes
to say about the ruler of Germany.

No doubt Santa Claus remembers when this
strange Emperor was a child ; remembers the
toys he used to fetch him. No doubt Santa
Claus wishes the German Emperor had
never grown up. And if the Kaiser were
to echo the words of one of our poets and
say, on Christmas Eve, ;
‘‘Backward, turn backward, O time in thy

flight, :

Make, me a child again just for to-night,’’
Santa Claus would be puzzled to know just
what to bring him for presents. The Kaiser
has so many guns, so many drums, such a lot
of horses and jumping jacks and different
kinds of animals; he must be tired of them
all. Dolls? No, William can’t have any dolls
this year. Dolls are made to look like babies
and little children, and from what we have B
.read in the newspapers, we don’t think the
Kaiser is very fond of children—except, per-
haps, little Germans.

‘We know very little of this man as a child,
when he was getting things at Christmas. But
when he grew up to be a man and became the
German Emperor, William Hohenzollern found out that millions upon
millions of people all over the world had great faith in Santa Claus. So
he hit on a bright scheme of going into partnership with the oid Saint,
just the way he did with the Sultan of Turkey and the King of Bulgaria.
Santa Claus needed millions and millions of toys and somebody had
to make them. .

““Ah, yes,’’ said William Emperor, smoothly rubbing his hands, “‘I'll
make them—millions of them. All kinds. Tell me what you want.”’

So thousands of people, mostly women and girls and smaller folk,
were set to work making the toys for Santa Claus. To make a really
nice story, it should be said that the rich Emperor, knowing what a
lot of good Santa Claus was doing in the world, especially to poor
children, took the money out of his own royal treasure chests and paid
for making these toys, which he handed over to his very good friend,
Santa Claus. But of course that would have cost very much more than
even Willie Emperor had. So he hit on the wise idea of charging old
Santa for the toys and paying the people who made them just as little
as he could. Which, of eourse, meant a fine fat profit for the country
ruled by Emperor William.

And all this time the cunning Emperor was thinking up all sorts of
things he would do to the world when his country got richer and more

Y one of those happenings called coincidences the Ger-

man Emperor is here seen standing by what looks to
be the remains of a Christmas Tree.
were in the photograph and we left them there; hoping
that the man did not intend us to believe that he had put
his boot down on Christmas trees as well as upon all the
other kindnesses of humanity.

EDITOR i
powerful ; how, when he had made the people pay by taxes all they |
could stand and more to raise a huge army and a navy and a Iot of ; ]

airships and submarines and terrible great guns, he would march
sut and fight the whole of Europe. And as everybody big enough |
remembers, that was what he did in 1914, about the time the =%
people in (Germany should have been extra busy making
toys for Santa Claus at a fine fat profit. If anybody men-
tioned Santa Claus he just swelled out his chest and =

poofed and rattled his great sword under his cloak 5;;_

and said, b |

“BY the time Santa Claus begins to go over the ¥

world on Christmas Eve, 1914, our armies
will be in Paris and St. Petersburg, and if the Eng- §
lish don’t jolly well look out we shall have another =
army in London. By Christmas Eve, 1915, we shall
have soldiers in Ottawa and Washington and Win- §
nipeg, and German sailors in Vancouver and
Halifax. And we shall just hand Santa Claus
a niee little map of the world, telling him where =
to go and what to take everybody ; because Santa §

Claus fis a foolish old fellow who doesn’t always
divide things up the way he should. Poof !
And he called for his beer: dele

But all this, of course, as you know, never
“happened. We all know what has happened
instead; how many millions’ of fathers and
brothers and sons have been fighting in the
trenches and on ships and in submarines and.
up in the air. We all know what terrible things
| have been in the countries where Santa Claus
-used to be so well known to everybody. There
are great stacks of books containing all sorts
of tales with photographs showing that the
soldiers of this man who was supposed to be
a great Emperor. never was a friend of Sanfa
Claus; that he hated the old saint because he
was so kind; that he gave his officers orde
to be as cruel as they knéew how, more cruel
than any savages ever known; gave them or-
ders to burn towns and blow up houses and
steal the peoples’ wine and get drunk on it, °F
to. shoot down old men and cut beautiful girls
to pieces and soak people in kerosene to set
fire to them, and nail other peoplé alive O
crosses, and send over the trenches all kinds.
of poisonous gases to dry up peoples’ lungs. ané
burn their skins, and poison wells and spread.
awful diseases among the prisoners, and scab
ter white poison powder from bursting balloon!g
over the snow so that when the Russian sol
diers came to melt the snow for water they
would be poisoned—and to send out crews of
men in great blown-up Zeppeling to shoot
bombs down upon England to kill women ané.
children, the very children whom Santa Claug
was to have visited, 'and with submarine torpedoes to sneak up from under t
sea and sink ships with women and children on board.

All these things were done by order or by consent of this Emperot:
who, when he was a boy, was visited by Santa Claus. :

a

The spruce boughs

that for many, many years the people had been taught how some day’
their country would be at war with Europe and to defend themselves -
they would have to dosuch things to make the people afraid of them. =
But the queer part of that story, as any boy knows, is that in all th
three years and five months of this terrible war there never has bee
a shell burst, never a man killed, never a house burned in Germaﬂ
except by now and then a bomb from an airship and long ago by one © s
the Russian armies over in East Prussia. So it’s quite certain that tb
German people have not been fighting to defend their own country ©
they would be fighting in Germany instead of in other countries.
Santa Claus knows the whole story. He is one of the few who
know it. But ever since the war began he has been too sad at hed
thinking of all the homes where death has come because of the war
tell any secrets out of court. Just at present the kindest man in the worl®
shakes his great white-haired head and prefers to say nothing.

.
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ND then we have to remember that some
A folks have palm-leaf fans at Christmas.

Half the British Empire has its mid-
summer somewhere around December. Three-
quarters of the people who own the flag of
the world’s greatest Christmas country, never
saw snow on a Christmas-tree. What we
should like to behold as a new thing in Christ-
mas visiting would be a party from Bombay
spending Christmas with the folks up in Un-
gava. Up in an igloo. Sixty below. Dinner
o of walrus meat. Bed in a deerskin bag. All
it et ¥ sitting round the stone lamp burning sea\l oil.
: ! No chimney. Return visit of the Eskimos to
Bombay in 1918. Amogoglisiak and family
round-trip ticket from Ungava to Bombay.
No particular reason. Just to spend Christ-
mas in a different climate. Because that’s the
way they do in some parts of Canada and over
in England—those folks who think the whole
world goes into a new state of mind about
December 25th, just because they do them-
s'elveq
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A PRESENT-LESS CHRISTMAS |

"CHRIS‘TMA:Swasal'lright,”said B¢ ESTE LLE M. KERR

the middle-aged bachelor,

“‘until someone began writing it

Xmas with an X, the emblem of a
ten dollar bill. From that time on, Christmas
deteriorated into a kind of trade-festival. We
prepare for Christmas with an orgie of shop-
ping. Crowds surge through the streets and
shops preparing for the great day and on the
25th of December we naturally expeet things
to reach a climax, but they don’t—not for a
grouchy old bachelor at least. I know it will
be much the same as usual—a hectic exchange
of gifts, a hearty dinner and a heavy family
re-union., Now in the good old days . . .”

‘““When you were young?’’ we interrupted.

“Dear me, no! Not that all days are not
good when one is young—and especially
Christmas day—but I refer to the sixteenth
century or thereabouts, when the Lord of Mis-
rule or Abbot of Unreason was appointed to
superintend the -Christmas revels at Court and
in the houses of the wealthy. Of course it was
a religious festival as well, and is still, but you
must admit that, apart from that, Christmas has
been entirely given over to the children, and
even they don’t know how to keep it properly.
They think nothing of Christmas earols, dances
and games, they do nothing but play with their
presents all day long and stuff themselves with
sweets. It is the great family day—as if people
didn’t get enough of their families every day!”’

““But wasn’t it-a ‘family day’ in the olden
times?’’ . 5 ;

““Yes and mo. Families were worthy of the
name in those days. You didn’t find four
adoring grand-parents, two parents and five
or six maiden aunts and bachelor uneles all
playing Santa Claus to one overfed infant.
It was the style then to marry early and
often and to yearly increase the population.
The old squire and his family and more dis-
tant relatives celebrated Christmas with
their servants and tenants, and that made
it worth while to keep the timely festival
as it should be kept with feasting and merry-
making, the traditional roast boar’s head,
the yule log, holly and mistletoe.

‘““We try to, perpetuate some old customs
with our impo&ted holly and mistletoe, keep-
ing the letter but not the spirit of our
ancestors, who wreathed their doorways and
windows with greens from their own
domains. Perhaps it is because they are so
expensive that we use them—boughs of
scented pine and balsam are much more
decorative, but we must keep the X in
Xmas! The mistletoe, especially, is so

. expensive that one poor yellowish spray
is made to do the work of a luxuriant
bough, for it was customary for each
couple who kissed under the mistletoe to
remove a berry from the bough, but if
that were practised in modern times only
the early birds would get the berries—
and the girls would never allow that!

“No. The present Christmas is all
wrong. I mnse the word present in its
double meaning. If people stopped the
exchange of presents they might find some
other way to worthily celebrate the
greatest festival of the year. The most
successful attempts have been the com-

“Teach them Christmas carols ana
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munity Christmas trees in a public park
where the large and beautifully lighted
tree, and the Christmas carols, can be en-
joyed by all the citizens, young and old, rich
and poor, on Christmas eve.

“0Of course there are any amount of Christ-
mas trees for various charities, but these are
rarely held on Christmas day. We are much
too selfish for that. The great day is sacred to
our own families, and any day in the week
before or the week after Christmas is thought
suitable for the poor. Indeed, one tree with
its decorations, frequently circulates amongst
the various charitable organizations and the
poor children circulate with it. They look upon
Christmas as a time to receive presents—the
more the merrier—so the attendance at Sunday
schools, mothers’ meetings and various juvenile
organizations, increases greatly about the
middle of December, and greedy little hands are
held out for more and more.

“‘Qanta Claus was a beautiful fairy so long
as he was surrounded by mystery, but when he
visited every family Christmas tree and talked
with the voice of Father or Unele through
cotton wool whiskers, his glory faded, and when
he took up his abode in various department
stores, his charm vanished forever. The chil-
dren see him surrounded with outrageously
expensive toys and some of the less timid ones
will tell him that they want this or that (which
is usually marked with an X or a V), so the
poor mother in self defence has to destroy the

B a (e

let them go about llke waits.”

Get up Christmas pantomimes, masquerades,

illusion and explain that the real Santa
Claus can only bring gifts for which
Daddy can afford to pay.

““We can’t expect the little ones. to_ dis-
play hilarious joy at the receipt of a Victory
Bond; we can’t give them expemsive toys as
well; a few of us may be too sensible to buy
cheap trash that will fall to pieces before the
end of the day, and so, what are we to dot
Can’t we give them a good time in other ways,
teach them Christmas carols and let them go
about like waits—why, it would be a great lark!

tableaux! Revive the old customs! Let them
remember the Child of the Manger, whose
birthday they are celebrating. To be sure He
got presents : gold and frankincense and myrrh
—_whatever that may be. It sounds more like &
Victory Bond than a toy, something that would
be nice for a kid to have in the long run, instead
of the drum, the train of cars and the fireman 's
helmet. e

“But then, I’m only a crusty old bachelor,
and when Christmas eve comes I'll probably
sneak down town and buy a lot of cheap dolls
and lead soldiers for my sister Mary’s children
—though they have trunks full of toys already.
Next day I shall probably sleep late, over-eat

at the family party, and then spend the rest

of the day watching the kids play with their
presents—in keeping with our national tra-
ditions.”’ - ;

®

E was a crusty old bachelor and talked
largely for the sake of talking, but the
mother; whose name was Mary, heard these
things and pondered them in her heart, and as
a result of her meditations her family have
planned a present-less Christmas. The chil-
dren are as keen about it as anyone. I think
they have a suspicion that though their father
and mother may be delinquent in the matter
of present-giving, the postman will provide
them with the pleasure of opening parecels.

In company with some of their little friends
they are learning Christmas carols and early
on Christmas morning, when their little
neighbors are opening their stockings,
they will be surprised to hear the sound
of voices, beneath their windows. First
they will sing:

“‘(od rest you merry gentlemen,
Let nothing you dismay,
Tor remember Christ our Saviour
Was born on Christmas Day.”’ :

They will also sing “‘Gloria in Fxecelsis”’
and Herrick’s lovely carol with the famous
verses : .

““Why does the chilling winter’s morn

Smile like a field beset with corn?

Or smell Tike a mead new shorn,

Thus on the sudden?

“We see Him come and know Him ours
- Who with His sunshine and His showers,
Turns all the patient ground to flowers."”’

Perhaps their friends will mistake them
real waits and fling them pennies, perhaps t
will recognize them and drag them in W

sereams of laughter.
Then after a hot breakfast there will !
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ehurch, a walk and a g.od dinner.

““Without the door let sorrow lie,
And if for eold it hap to die,

E ;i:g;ak-% We’ll bury’t in a Christmas pye,

And evermore be merry.”’

: And after dinner the favorite uncle, who
bas been appointed Lord of Misrule, and Mary,
he mother, who will be called Mrs. Mince Pie,
Wwill insist on everybody’s dancing old English
Country dances like Sir Roger de Coverley—
and the knowledge that you will have to dance
dmmediately after dinner is in itself a good
00d Contreller.

d then innumerable wax candles on the
Christthas tree will be lighted, no colored balls
On it, no tinsel, just a beautiful evergreen tree,
and the Yule Log will be brought in, just as

big a log as the fireplace will hold. It should
be lighted with a brand saved from last year,
Tor the old song goes:

~ “Kindle the Christmas brand, and
Till sunset let it burn;
Which quenched, then lay it up again
Till Christmas next return’’? -
. X you didn’t save a brand from last year,
don’t forget to do it this Christmas, it will
Ting you all sorts of good luck! There will
°¢ pantomimes, charades and tableaux, some
are being arranged by the children themselves
and others hy Mrs. Mince Pie and the Trord of
1Srule, and T think this Old English Christmas
~ Promises to be jollier than the most up-to-date
~ /Anadian celebrations. Don’t you? Perhaps
AL 35 too late to try it this year, but next year
I we are still at war, let us all vote for the
“resent-less Christmas!

- f Y ANADA is fighting in Flanders for freedom. All the doing,
- *\_4 dying, suffering, mourning, all the soul-stirring tragedies of
‘ - the war, the Great War itself; are only means to an end—
A freedom. ‘‘Win the War’”’ has been our slogan, a spiritual
e Injunction which has penetrated deeply into the hearts of Canadians,
%Wt winning the war merely for the sake of a win, would be poor conf

“""."'»."‘Fﬂiation_‘ It is the cause for which the war is being waged that alone tlons which some of the warring governments bear ‘“to the people over

Makes the sacrifices endura_,’blé, makes winning worth while. It is the
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ARY has devised costumes for the children
which make them look like the real waits
of the story books. A close inspection reveals
the fact that these consist chiefly of their own
woollen tights, mufflers and felt bed-room slip-
pers, augmented by bright colored doublets and
a slashed cape or two for the larger children.
They are getting up a Christmas pantomime,
and that calls for a good many rehearsals, for,
if it 'is a success, they are going to repeat it
at a concert for wounded soldiers. That will
be their Christmas gift to the men who have -
been fighting overseas so that the children of
Canada will not suffer like the poor little ones
in France and Belgium. Perhaps the soldiers
will enjoy their little play more than the choco-
lates and cigarettes which are so plentifully
distributed at this season. All the Christmas
money that Daddy gives every year to Mary
and the children for their Christmas shopping
will this year be sent to buy milk for the
Belgian babies who are dying for the lack of it.
“‘It seems as though Christmas would never
come!”’ sighed the littlest boy, who is even more
enthusiastic about singing Christmas earols at
dawn than he used to be about emptying his
well-filled stocking, and as for the pantomime
—just think, he is to be the Knave of Hearts
and steal minece pies; and if he steals them as
they should be stolen and runs away in a really
professional manner, he ean do it again behind
real footlights to an audience of real soldiers.
And so, on Christmas morning, when they
hurry to the window to see if it hasn’t begun
to get light, it is not that they are looking for
Santa Claus to come over the roofs with his
sled full of toys, perhaps the Real Christmas
Spirit-we read so much about, yet cannot de-
fine, will come in his place.

BRITAIN'S TEST OF FREEDOM

By WILLIAM H. MOORE

of the great armament interests allied to them, sinister though all

these may have been, but in the nature of some of those governments

themselves, and in their relation to the people over whom they rule.”
Thus we are told to look for the main cause of the war in the rela-

: Idea behind the war, which makes a decisive issue imperative, which
S makeﬁ-—bémeupon compromise equivalent to defeat. As well might
3o have talked of peace parleys in the days of the American Civil
2%, while men and women were still slave-bound in the cotton-fields

R A i deeiind p il
. ‘Teat Britain seeks not territorial expansion, nor commercial advan-
‘ag?’, nor military prestige in the war; her stand is for freedom, un-
 Huivoeally for freedom, and it is the definiteness of the position which
akeg blain the path of British duty. But we are told by the Germans,
¥ the Austrians, by the whole group of Central Powers, that they,
-;,fha‘;:-;ﬁi‘e fighting for freedom, which reminds us that seldom, if ever,
'€ men consciously fought against freedom. Even the Confederate

Sl Permanently disrupted the Republic.
learly this word, freedom, needs to be defiried; its application
Ve' € War issues requires analysis and explanation. We must know
i d.l%atur_e of the freedom that has been demied, must know to whom
e y Whgt right it belongs; otherwise, it is a mere catch-word which
Sy Ot grip reality, There has been a sad lack of education in Canada
¢ underlying causes of the war. Our publicists seem to have
8 that Canadians would intuitively understand. But we Cana-
. 8annot bhe expected to possess greater powers of intuition than
;ﬁhmen, and in England scores of books have been written because
3 5 ff’}lfld that large sections of the community failed to realize
-—:Ther‘ ¢ Inner significance of the struggle.”’

1. 8 need for such an understanding in Canada, and the greater
'&3%,“13@ in this country we have claims for freedom which have
pested : :

Dolitical causes of the ‘present war,’’ say the editors of ‘‘The
half ?mpcraqy,"_ the most influential of English war books, ‘‘and
the entury of Armed Peace which preceded it are to he found,

. Particular schemes and ambitions of any of the govern-
~Tope, nor in their secret diplomacy, nor in the machinations

,v‘%ﬁ&ﬁes were fighting for freedom—their own—in fihe Civilear, which -

whom they rule.”’ Great Britain is fighting, not for her own freedom,

but is unselfishly fighting for the freedom of others. To bring the

matter squarely before the British people, the editors of “War and
Democracy’’ quote the following paragraph from ‘‘Imperial Ger-
many,”’ a book written by Prince Bernard von Bulow, who directed
German poliey as Imperial Chancellor from 1900 to 1909:

“If it were possible for members of different nationalities, with different
language and customs, and an intellectual life of a different kind, to live side
by side in one and the same State, without succumbing to the tamptation of
each trying to force his own nationality on the other, things on earth would
look a good deal more peaceful. But it is a law of life and development in
history that whera two national civilizations meet they fight for ascendancy.
In the struggle between nationalities one nation is the hammer and the other
the anvil; one is the victor, and the other the vanquished.”

~Here we have the pith of the issue. It is the opinion of the editors

of “War and Democracy’’ that “NO WORDS COULD INDICATE

MORE CLEARLY THE CAUSE THAT IS AT STAKE IN THE
PRESENT WAR’ than those which Prince von Bulow hae written
in this paragraph.

Many reasons—most of them very good ones—have been giver why
Great Britain is in the war. But this is the central idea. Prince
Bulow’s words, say the editors of ‘“War and Democraey,”’

“show us that there are Still governments in Europe so ignorant as to be-
lieve that the different nationalitieg of mankind are necessarily hostile to one
another, and so foolish and brutal as to think that national civilization, or,

as the German Professors call it, ‘culture, can and indeed must be propa-
gated by the sword.” -

Great Britain is fighting to stay the hand that wields the hammer—

~and necessarily Canada, too, is fighting to stay the hand that wields

the hammer upon the minor nationalities within the Central Powers.
That is the freedom for which we sacrifice.

It must be remembered that ‘‘War and Democracy’ is not merely
one author's view. It is the well-thought-out opinion of a group of
England’s best educationists—R. W. Seton-Watson, .J Dover Wilson,

'
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Alfred E. Zimmern, Arthir Greenwood; it was written for the use of PROMOT ED-NT 04
the Education }}H)}’kers’ Assqci&ipn of tl.le United Kingdom. "l‘he WENTY Christmastides has the now
hook hag been oftlclz}]ly re'coglmzed in Qn"tamo‘as a book which students T venerable Abbe Troie preached Christ:
must read for matriculation mto the University of Toronto. In other nas services in the great Notre Dame
words, it is authoritative. : : » Church in Montreal. Never again, as pas

Let us seek further clarity on this important question, let us attempt tor; he is now head of the Sulpician Order
10 have the principle definitely fixed by concrete application in our in Canada, succeeding F. Lerocq. He is the
minds—surely there is nothing in Canada worth more pains. By force first French-Canadian to be head of the

> L k N < 2 tev e
of eircumstances, usually eonquest, groups of people, once freely de- Sulpicians; a most important post—even in
‘ : wealth alone, fabulous. But the good Abbe

veloping tO\Val"dS common 'id'eﬂls, have come un.der) the government “¢ his age will not value the temporal so
f‘f an ahe.n nationality. This is true of the Slavs in Poland, the'Dal‘les uch as the spiritual possessions. Notre
in Holstein, and the French in Alsace-Lorraine. Germany maintains Dame, the great church of the plain people,
that these minor mationalities must be made subject to her culture knows this. And he
and may ‘at her will be limited in their own. Great Britain declares will be missed in
this to be.a violation of the legitimate freedom of nationality and Notre Dame, which

happens to be the

asserts that this, the most prolific source of wars, shall be ended once
largest church in

for all. With true pacifism, she sees in armaments only the means
of war, in the clashing of mationalities a potent cause, which must Canada, . the  srly
be uprooted. To quote again from «“War and Demoecracy’’: ShUVEN e L
: g 3 two complete gal-
“So long as there are peoples in Europe under alien governments, curtailed leries; a vast, ornate
in the use of their own language, in the propagation of their literature and and alwayg pictur-
ideas, in their social intercourse, in their corporate life, in all -that we in esque demdcracy, es-
Great Britain understand by civil liberty, so long will there be men who will pecially when cram-
~mock at the very idea of international peace, and look forward to war, not med with its crowds
as an out-worn instrument of a barbarous age, but as a means to national at Christmas.
freedom and self-expression.”
It is a splendid cause for which we fight, but we cannot refuse to

apply to ourselves the prineiples which we seek by arms to force upon

others. -There is, in the Province of Ontario, a minor nationality— extol the cause of .freedom, we may shed our best life’s blood in its
more French-speaking men, women and children than in Alsace and behalf ; but the true measure of our adherence to its cause is the extent
Lorraine—and this minor nationality;in substance, says to the dominant to which we give freedom, and as Lord Acton has wisely said: ¢‘The
Anglo-Saxon nationality: You have eurtailed us in the use of «wur most certain test by which we judge whether a country is really free,
language; you have restricted us in the education which is neecessary is the amount of security enjoyed by minorities.”’
for the propagation of our literature and 'ideas; you have denied us ‘It is not denied by the English publicists who have laid bare the
national freedom and self-expression; and this in a land which was relations of nationalities, that in the past France and Great Britain
ours before it was yours and ours. O e have been guilty of fighting in causes which were not essentially
That accusation eannot be dismissed with the simplé denial that the on behalf of freedom—security for minorities. But it is argued that
parallel between the minor nationalities of Germany and the thinor while men eannot be held responsible for all the acts of their ancestors,
nationality of Ontario does not run true. We must squarely face the they can and must be held responsible for their own acts. As Mr. J. M.
evidence. We can no longer use the old arguments of the ‘‘necessities Robertson, writing of France and Britain, puts it: .
of the Stdte,”’ the commercial advantages of homogeneity,”” the «Gimple common sense, priming common honesty, has dictated the avowal X
¢ handiwork of agitators,” ““the superiority of culture’’; we ean no by rational men that the honors are substantially even, that folly and sin

played their part in both polities, and that the sane course is for the self-gov:
erning communities of to-day to live a better life, whatever their forefathers
may have done.”

longer appeal to the essentialness of the common school crueible ; for
as we shall find —Germany has advanced all these things in her self-

defence, and they have been rejected as insufficient, rejected hy Great e Pae g : ;
Britain, rejected by what we believe to be best in ecivilization. We ”X; t?;a C{,a;l‘zqm? n;l‘l.St (];vehth.ast bet;er ps Bu;t)—«tam'i Ichﬁv‘e f
simply cannot be Germanlike, we must, as Britain’s allies, as an integral tlhere iq d?ql : «slto - .;;en }‘:'CO 1sdpro '%Sﬁor Wi ‘n- arlol_t ¢ e.gt;_n [
part of Great Britain itself, be unequivoeally and splendidly unlike g odislayally . B IERcA-LBRAGA, e minor nationality withit =
Canada has not contributed its share of men and support to the present

the Germans. : T
_We believe in freedom ; for that matter we believe in generosity. b ;a‘s‘ ot shouldered IFS fall O.f ‘Canadats 1-"es'1’)0n51b111t.y; 1’n
i But we may talk of generosity as muech as we please, extol it to the '(:1:;71(1)11”01; m’rqhye Eiﬁiﬁf?}?iiﬁﬁzeﬁ?\:’: 2;) ‘rab]e;eiagg) zzzlt(;zlrflof Xflyglf; lé:g:
skies, and yet if we give not generqusly ave merely prate. We may dian sentiment. It is DeTocqueville who points out that there are two &
T Bl A kinds of patriotism—that of instinet and that of reason—the former
THE WORL D AN P rRE-LUHILD which js disinterested, indefinable, but associating the affections with |
the place of birth, the Trench-Canadians have lavished wholly upon
this eountry ; but the latter, that of reason, which is due to the persond
interest of the citizen, and depends on his having a sense of security
under the State—that the French-Canadians have not in full measure:
Let us frankly admit that many TFrench-Canadians have not felt their
responsibility to the State as have most Anglo-Canadians in this wals
: Let us admit that their attitude is a disease of the body’ politie and
HOMAS EDISON then—what shall we do? It is vain to regret the disease, a waste 0°
Sloan here looks precious time to speculate on its serious outeome. Our prime dufy
out upon a troubled is to get at the cause, to diagnose the seat of the trouble. And in thi®
world of which his il- ingtance we Anglo-Canadians will find that, since the disease is mainl¥
lustrious grandad . . s
S S sl e of our oW makn}g, it ought to-be of our own curing.
people. Mrs. Sloan is In our diagnosis we may again turn with advantage to ‘‘War and
the daughter: of ' the Democraey’’; for this elashing of nationalities and its causes are of
great inventor. This common origin the world over. The editors say: :
little chap looks as “Phere are governments in Europe so foolish as to think that men and W&
though he might be T™en deprived of their national institutions, humiliated in their deepest feel
trying to invent a sub- ings, and forced into an alien mould, can make good citizens, trustwort®?
stitute for Santa Claus soldiers, or even obedient subjects.” : i
—which is a trick his We have been violating the principles which British men say ought

great grandfather to regulate the relations of nationalities within a common state, we
never could perform. have been out of harmony with the essence of national freedom, 8%
foolish enough to think that we could escape the consequence? Wf’,

: say we believe in freedom. ‘We have undoubtedly given the best that

i within us for freedom in Europe. In face of this we cannot contin®
to withhold freedom in Canada? Certain it is, we cannot contin®®
to foree men into alien moulds and expeet. them to be good citize™

trustworthy soldiers, and obedient subjects.
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A New Violin Star

EW YORK star-gazers have got a
new orb of the violin; a star for
which they have been yearning

" ever since Elman began to grow dull

by repetition; since war put Kreister
under the ban; since Ysaye, the demi-
8god, began to seem a bit too human
and familiar.

Jascha Heifetz is his name. He
came from the East; from Russia;
a tall, fuzzle-haired youth, with liquid,

* deep eyes and a soulsearching fiddle

—all the sorrows of Russia, it would
seem, compressed into that little
musi¢ box. And jaded, enthusastic
New York that never goes up except
to'a big sensation, has gone up.
So-Current Opinion, not a musical
theed, says: ; .
- What appears to be the great sen-
Sation of the musical season is the
American debut of Jascha Heifetz, a
Young Russian violinist, which took
Place in New York on October 27th.
If ‘press. superlatives count for any-
thing, there has not been within the

. Memory of living critics a musical
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Suceess so immediate, so sweeping, un-
less it be ‘the surprise sprung upon

by the discoverers of Galli-
Curei last season.

The element of surprise should,
however, have been lacking in this in-
stance, for Heifetz has been heralded
t the press all summer long. A
fontune is said to have baen spent on
his “advance = publicity.” Reviewers
and public alike had their expectations
keyed to the highest pitch, That there
Should not be the slightest note of dis-
?}?Mn’tment;in the comment is, under

€ circumstances, remarkable enough.
but the unreserved eulogies penned

¥ veteran critics, the blazing tributes
Paid by the younger reviewers, and the
:C‘Sbatxc ‘response  of the audience
~e&mﬂs.to leave no doubt as to the ex-
raordinary significance of this artis-
¢ triumph. : ‘
i In the Theatre Magazine “Mr.
tSaaesm" heads his list of Going to
he Concert with Heifetz, and says:

_ Jascha Heifetz, a young Russian boy
xllzgﬁng to nineteen years, came out
Waii s stage of Carnegie Hall, lifted a
tation to h1§ chin, and without osten-
men or display, made his debut to
ot h?ica Unquestionably he is master
IS instrument, a musician of the
Strasi.:stt character, a poet under re-
ting Sof a miatu-re sense of the fit-
hea.{-d i110}1_ purity of tone has not been
Bt 1 the memory of the younger
'Wa.rmm attgm_lants. That he made it
for violinists, as Godowsky said,

: wh.parent. I cannot agree with those

2 on the inspiration of the moment,
of t‘hg%y Sweep aside all the favorites
idea) ay. Kreisler still remaing’ my
+ ©f violinists, especially because

- m;;: t;lhan - violinist. But

et e right idea. He is, as
i?é‘ig’}g might have pointed out, “a
fiddlang » in sharp distinction to the
on the He did not obtrude himself
threy df?&nva:s of the compeser, but

e own the gates to a sweeping,
As oy SMunciations of the music iteelf.

“anq e O:‘t()od on the platform, so modest

, it seemed to me that in-
Pl li:f-,ei%?z'-it was Musie.
!Bysef o usical America, H. F.
Ot i, 85 2 paean to Heifetz, to a
5 Impression so complete, so over-
k.w:;img and indivisible, that a re-
st long rather to expatiate
© Blorious artistic entity than to
®t and particularize. It may,
broper to point out that
er plays with a tone so
o T0US and silken, so fragrant, so in-
Sweet, that only the molten
Fritz. Kreasler can be conjured
Comparison. But though it
t-‘h,ektears from the eyes by
t beauty, its vibrancy and
lay of ‘magical color, its na-
. oPeaks g gingular aristocratic
% Tather than an unrelieved sen-
= though its power of amo-
®onveyance and suggestion is
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By THE MUSIC EDITOR

unparalled. And, however forcible the
vigor of Mr. Heifatz’s superb, sweep-
ing bowing, not the smallest blamish
of roughness nor the minutest im-
purity of any other sort mars its cease-
less enchantment. From the pitch the
violinist never wavers by the breadth
of even a hair. In his rhythm he is
unfaltering, in his musicianship un-
challengeable.”

Henderson in the Sun cautiously
says: Heifetz is not a phenomenon or
a jingleur but a troubadour. The New
York Globe says he is a modern mir-
acle.

Krehtriel in the Tribune says that
he rose above his instrument and the
music written for it.

Well, we shall see. Heifqtz, it
seems, comes to Canada some time
this season.

Current Recitals

AGNER still manages to creep in-

¥ to Canadian programmes. A few
days ago Tattersall, organist of Old
St. Andrew’s, included among his or-
gan numbers at a recital the Ride of
the Valkyries. Last week at the se-
cond concent of the Hambourg So-
ciety, Boris Hambourg gave a cello
version of the Prize Song from the
Meistersingers.
have the best of taste, and they are
both cosmopolitans. They believe that
music is not so much national as it is
universal. Incidentally they gave vivid
randerings of the pieces mamed. But
the cello is not pre-eminently suited to
the Prize Song, and the organ has
some inherent difficulty with the trom-
bone effects in the Valkyries. Na-

Both these artists

turally any good Fremch-Canadian or-
gan made by Cassavant Freres should
cbject to trumpeting out those ele-
phantine blatancies.

However, it's all a matter of musi-
cal perspective.

Tattersall's best thing was a Widor
Symphony (French) which he did in
a manner 'worthy the genius of a man
who at the age of 15 could compose
such a thing. Widor is one of the
colorful masters of the organ which
he makes as orchestral as possible.
And even in a Scotch-Canadian church
the organ is becoming more and more
an orchestral instrument.

L 3

SURPRISE was sprung on a large

audience who heard the second
of the Hambourg Concert Society’s
programmes for this season. Jan
Hambourg was in the stocking. He
happened to be in Toronto for a couple
of days’ ‘visit. Mr. Vigneti happened
to be ill and could not possibly have
filled his programme at the violin
desk. Jan Hambourg, always game in
such matters, undertook with little
or no rehearsal to take his place, and
to use 1 strange vioiin taken out of
stock. .

Under such circumstances the or-
dinary interest in the programme was
somewhat disturbed. But the pro-
grammme was exceedingly well chosen
and most skilfully rendered. We have
already alluded to the finst of Boris
Hambourg’s group for the cello. The
other three were a Prelude of his own,
a very unusual duo-colored piece in
the best of moods for the instrument;

Hamilton Harty's Butterflies, which is
much the usual kind o! Mg under
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that name—except for the rendering—
and Sinding’s Ritornel. The hall in
which he played is not suitable for
the cello. I am wondering how that
great instrument of Boris’s will sound
in St. Paul's Cathedral Church to-
night—Dec. 13—but because there is
a performance of the Messiah in Mas-
sey Hall the same evening, I will have
to miss the cello in St. Paul’s.

The Arensky Trio for piano, violin,
and cello gave the three artists a fine
chance to give the audience 30 or 40
minutes  of perfect enjoyment which
seemed only half long enough. To the
exquisite and poetically eloquent ef-
fect of this beautiful piece Conradi at
the piamo contributed a high percent-
age. Conradi is a master of poetics
in ensemble work. Jan Hambourg
played in a somewhat subdued style
but with all his old-time authority.
And Boris never fails to fill in all the
holes necessarily”left in that sort of
composition. This Trio is one of the
finest things of its class ever written,
and made a splendid finale to a most
enjoyable programme.

ROM the average eggngelical

Christmas Sunday Service —
heaven deliver us! Of all vaudeville
performances in the name of music
this is usually the worst. We don’t ob-
ject to winding up the day with the
Hallelujah chorus; but. we hever have
the physical courage any more to sit
out a potpourri of Gounod, Wagner,
Haydn, Mozart and about ten others,
including selections from the Messiah
which are usually beyond the virtuo-
sity of the choir, and play hob with
most of the organs.

What we need is a simplified and
dignified musical service for Christ-
mas.

»

-/When Percy Plays (Not)

ONSIDERING that Percy Grainger
was: to have played in Canada
twice last week, and was prevented
from so doing by military orders, per-
haps the following lines written by an
admirer will have to do in his place:

When Grainger plays, I hear the beat

Of drums and tread of martial feet,

I see a mighty host advance

Across the fields and roads of France,
When Grainger plays.

I see the men who've fought and bled,
Their colors waving at their head
Who, knowing that their cause is right,
March bravely forth again to fight,
‘When Grainger . plays.
1
T see each youthful, raw recruit, :
The nation’s green and unripe fruit,

& Shqglderlng his gun and heavy pack,
Wit

head erect and unbent back,
' ‘When Grainger plays.

So eager they to join the fight,

They look not to the left or right,

I see their clear and forward glance,

As on they pass to fight for France,
When Grainger plays..

I hear the trumpet's strident blare,
I hear the guns which shake ths air,

" I hear the din and battle clash,

I see the smoke and blinding flash,
When Grainger plays

T hear the nations one and all

" Respond, “We come at freedom's call,”

I hear the shout of Victory,
The song of France restored and [ree
When Grainger playvs

RTHUR FARWELL is carrying on

some of the community chorus
work pioneered in New York by Barn-
hart, the blacksmith. Farwell is the
man for the job. Barnhart has the
right idea in the 90-per-cent. ability to
sing of a common average crowd. But
with his methods he doesn’t usually

" get the crowd much further than Old

Black Joe. Farwell, if he can keep
the evangelical ideas of Barnhart,
should be able to get some real music
out 'of a huge crowd. : ey

P
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YANKEE DOODLE INVADES B. C.

Victoria’s American invaders coming up from

OVEMBER the twenty-third must henceforth
be a red-letter day in the annals of British
ColumMia. On that day, for the first time
in the history of the Province, the Stars

and S\tripes of the United States hung at the top
of the flag-staff of the City Hall and all other gov-
ernment buildings side by side with the Union Jack;
and behind the speaker’s chair in the Legislative
Chamber of the Parliament Buildings the flags of
the two countries of North America were draped
together as one; while every store and every dwell-
ing displayed’ what American flags the owners had
in their possession, and hundreds of Victorians wore
miniature American emblems in the lapels of their
coats.

It was the occasion of the visit of one hundred
and seventy-five United State's’ Army and Naval offi-

the boat to the'city.

By N. de BERTRAND LUGRIN

‘cers from the State of Washington, for the purpose

of doing honor to His Royal Highness the Duke of
Devonshire, Governor-General of Canada, at the ball
given at the Bmpress Hotel in aid of the Victory Loan
on Friday evening. >

That Victorians appreciated the sympathy and
cordial friendliness which prompted the visit, was
evidenced by the thousands which met the boat on
her arrival at the dock, and cheered the representa-
tives of the great Ally’s Army and Navy as they
disembarked. Joining in the welcome was a large
number of officers from the Willows, Work Point
and Black Rock Battery, as well as a contingent of
officers from the Naval station at Esquimalt and
H. M. .S. Ships in harbor. There, too, were the regi-

. our hearts at this so. critical time.

mental bands, which voiced the crowd’s enthusiasm
in stirring national airs, among which American
patriotic music largely predominated.

The army men from the Republic were headed by
Brigadier-General Burr and Brigadier-General Irons.
The Navy was represented by the Commandant of
the Bremerton Navy Yard, Captain Coontz, and other
officers. Every branch of the 61st Division of the
United States Army was represented by the warty,
including the artillery, infantry, quarter-master’s
corps and signalling forces, quartered at Camp
Lewis, Tacoma.

They were met by Provincial and Civic officials
and G. O. C. Leckie and a staff of officers. from the
Canadian Army and Navy. Adding a touch of deep
interest, and incidentally a dasl. of colour, were
three French officers fresh from the Western front,
in their picturesque pale ’blue uniforms and their
little round caps with ithe scarlet and gold tops. Hach
one of them showed on his sleeve the gilt bands
which proved that he had been several times
wounded. The French government has lent them

-to the United States for a time to help train the

American soldiers in modern warfare.

After luncheon at the Empress Hotel the visitors
were escorted to the Parliament Buildings, wWhere
they were formally received and welcomed by the
Governor-General.

The ball in the evening proved to be one of the
most brilliant functions ever given in Western
Canada. Never before was there seen such a variety
of uniforms, even in this town, which figured as the
Imperial Naval Station.for so many years, and@ where
countless notable events haye taken place. At ten-
thirty the Governor-General arrived and took hig seat
upon the dais.at the end of the ballroom. Then
from the opposite end, Mrs. Macdonald Fahey, the

foremost soprano of British Columbia, sang “Rule —=

Britannia,” followed by “The Star-spangled Banner,”
while the Duke and his party stood. :

But all the brilliancy of the event, all the warm
cordiality of the various gatherings made not so

deep an impression upon us as the subtle, intangible =

international stimulus that the visit engendered in
t Perhaps = the
greatest dream of Canadians has been of a day
when all British-speaking people in the world should -
unite to keep the world’s peace, and under God, con-
trol the world’s destiny.

since the late Gen. Maude conducted his great

__, campaign down there |

and since Gen. Towns*
end was trapped at
Kut. The scheme 10
stop the advance upof
the Suez Canal and
upon Egypt and 10
corral the Turk has
" always been the pic

This picture of

through the streets of
the ancient capital of
the Caliphs is one ©

ever taken. Had It
happened to be th®
Kaiser’s gun-men
“ing the work, we iM

of able-bodied, my®
terious Arabs ‘woul®
have been allowed
stand idle white th®
officers shoved on the
gun. It was one %
the Kaiser’s drea"‘:s‘

in his vainglorio¥?
speech at Damasc!
to be the boss of th
Mohammedans. H'
dream is over.

agine how long a lot

_THE BLOCK AT BAGDAD

Bagdad has been in print a good many times ‘

turesque end of the

war. ]
Arabs watching &
squad  of Britishers

shove a heavy gul =

the best of its kind =

do-

as far back as 1898
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ATION STRIKES FIRE

British Capture of Jerusalam in the Ninth
Crusade, two weeks before Chrisimas, 1917,
18 the most Romantic Episode of the War.

- I' all cities, ancient and modern—Athens, Rome, Alexandria,
O London, Paris, or New York—none has had the power over
the human imagination possessed by Jerusalem, the ancient

Holy City of the Jews. Sunday<«School days the world over made
us all Jews in imagination. The greatest life drama ever enacted
had for its stage the City of David. They who fight Germany now,
anywhere on earth, are combatting Antichrist. All that makes
Christian civilization worth the price we pay for it in peace or in
yar was thought, and suffered in the life of the world’s greatest Man.
The capture of Jerusalem may be regarded not so much as a mili-
tary feat, not so much from the viewpoint of history, as in the
finer light of the imagination. It was in Jerusalem that as youths
we felt our earliest imaginations kindle from scenes in the life
of the Man who was regarded by His followers as the Son of God.
The photograph on this page shows one of the ‘holy pools in the
foreground. In the centre, just below the aeroplane, the Mosque
of Omar on the site where in Christ’s time stood the Temple,




~ well ten thousand dollars.”
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THE GREED of JOCELYN JEFFREYS

(Continued from page 10.)

and almost sobbed for very joy.

“you are the best friend that I have ever had,”
she told him. :

They sat down and discussed the details ot.his
plan. His proposition was to go to Ellenbogen and
to buy him off in order to release Jocelyn from her
unprofitable contract. Then to employ for her, as
her teacher, the biggest Metropolitan artiste that
they could get. After that, to buy her entries, at
the cost of thousands, if necessary, as prima-donna
in any big production that happened at the psycho-
logical instant to be the production of the hour.

“«1'11 see Ellenbogen, at once, to-morrow,” he ex-
claimed. But she checked him.

“Not so fast, friend Wainwright,” she protested.
“It’s true you are a spendthrift, but you are not a
business man. Come, do you claim to be one?”’

MONROE flushed and admitted that he was not.

“Fven Bellamy owes me a cool five thousand
and I can’t get it back,” he said.

“You have no business head,” she went on, her
eves sparkling, “otherwise your head is very super-
fine—1 like it—you have a good head—you have fine
hair, my friend, hair that one would like to touch,
to thrust one’s fingers through, not like that plaster
headed Bellamy, but the little bee of business—it

is not there, eh? No, you furnish the money and I

will do the business. I know the ropes.”

And so it was arranged. And, with less hesitation
than ever, this strange enigma called Jocelyn Jeffreys
beld out her hand repeatedly for Wainwright’s cash.
To him constantly she reported progress. She had
gotten Ellenbogen down to his bottom figure, and
wag already megotiating with an artiste at the opera
house. Bverything looked propitious. “Only,” she
told him, “it takes money, more money than we
thought, and all the time.” . :

“] wish I was worth millions,” sighed Wainwright,
“go T could buy you a theatre, like the rest of these
millionaires do.” -

But she placed her hand wupon his mouth, “Not
that, not that, my friend,” she said. “Tt is things
like that that make too much talk, and, as for me, I
am not to be talked about, do you see?
It would be well, though,” ghe con-
tinued, naively, “for me to have—say—

Wainwright actually whigtled, but not
audibly, only to himself. The girl at
times seemed to him insatiable in her
demands for more, and yet he could not
refuse her. Bellamy had warned him
a dozen times and a dozen times had
been rudely thrust out of the Barristers
with instructions never to remew the
conversation, and yet through It all,
guch was the art of the woman, that it
seemed to him that he was having the
time of his life. He had mever lived,
perhaps, more economically so far as
his personal expenses were concerned.
He had never lived more temperately,
and yet he felt as though he were going
the pace, and it was Jocelyn Jeffreys
who made him feel it. Jocelyn, who
plucked his heart strings and his purse
strings at the-same time. All the spice
of life seemed to be concentrated in
this girl, whose nature was as frankly
cold and greedy on the one hand as it
was fascinating on the other, Her de-
mands meanwhile upon him kept in-
creasing, but her progress in the making
of herself a star seemed correspondingly
slow. He noted, as time went on, that
there was a_ slight but ever-growing
change in her manmer toward him. The
more money he lavished upon her, the
less friendly, so it seemed, the girl be-
came, until at last—this strange cold-
ness having grown almost imperceptibly
into a barrier—he was met omne night
by Miss Smith, Jocelyn’s grim guardian,

~ with the curt statement that Jocelyn

.

was not at home.””

“But T've got to see her,” exclaimed Wainwright.

aQhe is mot at home,” persisted the cool and cruel
Miss Smith, and yet, at that very instant, Wain-
wright could have sworn he heard the swish of skirts
inside the living room.

He went out, considerably abashed, met Bellamy,
and made a fair attempt to drown his disappoint-
ment in champagne. He found, however, that while
it was no easy maftter to drown Bellamy, who was
always ready for amother quart, that his own feelings
declined absolutely to be subdued. - He found him-
self telling Bellamy about it, gomething, save for
the champagne, he would never have done.

“Well,” said Bellamy, “you are a plain jackass.
I always knew you were and this proves it. That
girl has simply drained you dry—she’s got every
dollar that you had and then thrown you overboard.”

“Not every dollar,” said Wainwright, ‘“I've got
some left.”” How much he had left, in sooth, Wain-
wright did not know. He was startled one day by
a curt note from his bank requesting him to call
there at his earliest convenience between the hours
of ten and three. ; o

He attended at ten o’clock sharp, and the cashier
caught him as he was passing into the bank and
dragged him into a private room. .

«Rightie, old boy,” said-the cashier to him, “you'll
have to sell a mortgage or some stocks, I guess.”

“What for,” demanded Monroe.

“Qverdrawn your account to about nineteen hun-
dred odd dollars,” said the cashier, “and 1 guess
youwll have to build her up again. What have you
been doing with all your money anyhow that you’ve
checked out of this bank, Monroe? Keeping it in
soap boxes at the Barristers?”

MONROE did not answer. He looked at the page
in the ledger that was dedicated to himself,
and allowed the fact to sink home, that he was
nearly' two thousand dollars short. He was still
brewing over this fact, when the cashier turned to
another page. . 2 -

“Monroe,” he said, “I'll show you a tidy little bank
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Drawn by Will Frost

account—an actress, too. What do you think of
that, Monroe?”

Monroe looked upon the page and gasped. It was
headed by the name of Jocelyn Jeffreys, and the
credit side showed her to be possessed of more, con~
siderably more than one hundred thousand dollars.

“Hasn’t she drawn any of this,” demanded Wain-
wright.

“Not a dollar,” answered the cashier.

“That’s a funny thing,” mused Monroe, “she must
be tight as thunder.”

“She’s as good as -gold,” added the cashier, closing
the book: Then he nodded seriously. “You had
better sell some stock and jack up your account, and
do it right away. We don’t like these overdrafts,”

Monroe turned pale. “I'll do the best I can,” he
said, forcing some lightness into his tone. And then
he strode out, and walked the streets for hours.

“Qell a mortgage—sell some stocks,” he muttered
to himself. He had no stocks—he had no mortgages
—he had nothing. He was two thousand dellars to
the bad and no way to make it up, and, what was
worse, she had done it. Bellamy was right, he had
simply been a plaything—a catspaw. He had had
money, the one thing she needed, and probably she
needed it for somebody- else.,

«Well, she got it, anyway,” he muttered to him-
self. After that Wainwright went down into the
‘depths. It did not take him long. He had no credit
—his friends were of the kind that expected him to
Jend rather than to borrow. He sold his jewels,
such as he had—left the Barristers, went into
innocuous desuetude. He was literally down and out.
In the midst of it all, he went back to Jocelyn
Jeffreys. He noted that she had stopped playing at
the Gailety, but had failed to see her name in any
paper. But he felt that he must see her, must take
a final plea to her, if not for mercy, then for money.
And again he was met by the redoubtable Miss Smith.
“Migs Jeffreys,” she told him, glibly, “ig out of town;
she will not return for six weeks, at the very least.
Good day.” :

The next weeks constituted purgatory for Wain-
wright Monroe. Heé had no business ability and no
practical ability of any kind, save to spend money.
He lived on the East side and nothing a day—he
starved. Once every day he sought Bellamy at the
Barristers to get back one thousand—a hundred, or
even a dollar that Bellamy owed him.
Bellamy simply cut him and sought the
friendship of some more prosperous man.

Once, as he walked the streets, he -
saw her, Jocelyn Jeffreys, in a limousina
with Bellamy. He could almost hear
her high-voiced laughter threugh the
beveled plate-glass windows. She had
cast him off forever, that much was sure.

One day the bellboy at the Belvedere
handed him an envelope. There never
was any mail for him, as a rule, but this
time the unusual had happened. He
looked at the envelope and gasped. It
was in her handwriting. Hastily he tore
it open, devoured its contents, and then
he fell back gritting his teeth. She had
invited him to her Christmas dinner
Everybody was to be there.
new friends to introduce to him. He
‘must come, looking his best and feeling
his best. ; :

B went back to his East Side lodging,

. digging his nails into the palms

of his hands as he went. Yes, she kneW,
she understood, she was laughing at
him now—she was going to ask him
there to make a laughing stock of him
before her friends—thie man that sheé
had drained dry and had cast aside 1ik@
some_worn out glove,
Suddenly a new idea occurred to hin-
He would go, not in the evening cloth
that he had no funds to redeem from
pawn, but he would go as he was—
starving—gaunt—almost ragged. He
would go and shame her before th
all. At the very least, she was a thief
he stopped himself, as he uttered

(Continued on page 24.)

She had |
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Your Somebody Else—

NE of the most persistent instinets in
humanity, according to Samuel
: MecChord Crothers, a writer in the
; Atlantie, is the desire to be somebody
else. It is rooted, he thinks, in the nature of
thlngs, and explained by the fact that every
Man can remember the time when he was some-
body else. “What we call personal identity is
4 very changeable thing, as all of us realize
When we look over old photographs and read
old letters.’’

Dr. Crothers believes that the fact that every
man desires to be somebody else throws light
upon many of the aberrations of artists and
iterary men. Painters, dramatists, musicians,
Poets and novelists are just as human, Dr.
Lrothers observes, as housemaids ‘and railway

Managers and barbers. A musician wants to

€ a painter and use his violin as if it was a

TUsh. A painter wants to be a musician and
Ej}mt_symp'hon‘ies. A prose-writer gets tired
Writing prose and wants to be a poet. You

80 to the theatre with the simple-minded

R akespearean idea that the play’s the thing.

ut the playwright wants to be a pathologist.

r‘)u discover that you have dropped into a

g e"‘_’SOH{e elinic. Or you take up a movel ex-
?Ectmg 1t to be a work of fiction, and you find

. at the novelist wants to be your spiritual
Viger,

thgths‘ conclusion that Dr. Crothers draws is

] Yyou do not kn‘ow.a man ‘until you know
g E;St Atlantis, and his Utopia for which he
S ‘gilzgs‘ to set sail.’”” We are told further:
oy hzgt-ion advances and work becomes more
e Zed, it becomes impossible for any one to
nd full development for all his natural

nd frae 4

D::::i:s in any recognized occupation. What then
g '€S of the other selves? The answer must be
- Dlaygrounds must ‘be provided for them outside
;mlo'r:‘)lmnes ?f daily business. As work becomes
k_wg‘em@ngrossmg.a.nd n‘_arrow&mg, the need is more
? ,.O-t‘\i for recognized and carefully guarded periods
LSt 1 ’:-;.“ d‘ﬂui‘e.
““:f&oghfht!ld Hebrew sage' declared, ‘Wisdom cometh
] & © opportunity of leisure.’ It does mot mean
. e r Wise man must belong to what we call the
o0 Hﬁe ;’T Cla.fxses. If means that if one has only a
| s . ®e time at his disposal, he must use that time
i "‘te refreshment of his hidden selves. If he
e In'u,athave a Sabbath rest of twenty-four hours,
s e learn to sanctify little Sabbaths, it may be
S i drmin'utess’ length. In them he shall do no man-
Work. It is not enough that the self that
and receives - wages shall be recog-
and protected; the world must be made safe
Iﬂd,e?;dﬁthgr selves. Does mnot the Declaration of
Tight e ence say that every man has an inalienable
the pursuit of happiness?”

N

;hesterton on Advertising Art—
‘ N his Jatest collection of essays, G. K. Ches-

: v‘tﬁl’ton. writes of a new kind of Utopia—
o2 kind that hard-headed business men

~ang o ;
mgal:gltahsts are going to establish for them-

il dfh_e.v ever get a chance. That they will

. ance and. that they may accomplish

b is (O I A ¢
Iygy it hesterton’s haunting fear. “We

is
Cap_ita)lism and hit it hard,”’ he says,
1€ plain and definite reason that it is
mop.8 Stronger. *? ; '
q ‘18* Up one after another certain aspects
%&artments of modern life, Chesterton
Dai-whm he thinks they w;ill be like in
3 b?ldlse. of plutocrats, this Utopia of
Nd gan 2SS i which the great story of Eng-.
,, t“-‘ﬁéso likely to end.”” He proposes to
g, ﬁhmks ‘‘our new masters, the mere
g will.do. with eertain human in-
¢ Institutions, such as art, science,

jurisprudence or religion—‘‘unless we strike
soon enough to prevent them.’”” And he starts
with the arts.

Most people, he observes, have seen a picture
called ‘‘Bubbles,”’ painted by Sir John Millais
and used for the advertisement of a celebrated
soap. This he holds up as an awful example.
The first effect of the triumph of Capitalism
will be that there will be no more art that might

not just as well be advertisement.
I do not necessarily mean that there will be no

good art; much of it might be, much of it already
is, very good art. You may put it, if you please,
in the form that there has been a vast improvement
in advertisements. Certainly there would be noth-
ing surprising if the head of a mnegro advertizing
Somebody’s Blacking nowadays were finished with
25 careful and subtle colors as one of the old and
superstitious painters would have wasted on the
negro king who brought gifts to Christ. But the
improvement of advertisements is the degradation
of artists. It is their degradation for this clear and
vital reason: that the artist will work, not only to
please the rich,” but only to increase their riches;
which is a considerable step lower. After all, it
was as a human being that a pope took pleasure in
a cartoon by Raphael or a prince took pleasure in
a statuette .of Cellini. "The prince paid for the sta-
tuette; but he did not expact the statuette to pay
him. It is my impression that no cake of soap can
be found anywhere in the cartoons which the Pope
ordered of Raphael. And no one who knows the
small-minded cynicism of our plutocracy, its secrecy,
its gambling spirit, its contempt of conscience, can
doubt that the artist advertiser Will often be assist-
ing enterprises over which he will have no moral
control, and of which he could feel no moral ap-
proval. He will be working to spread quack medi-
cines, queer investments; and will work for Marconi
instead of Medici.

®

—Too Many Stores, Says Armour

NY charge against the packers as being
responsible for or as unduly profiting by
the high prices of meat is not supported

by the facts, says J. Ogden Armour, in Colliers.
It is the stock-raiser, and incidentally the re-
tailer who is benefiting more than the packer.
It is his opinion, in this connection, that *‘be-
fore the price of meat and of other food pro-
ducts as well can be materially reduced, there
will have to be a far-reaching change in the
demands made by the public upon the retail
trade. The retail dealer is the last link in the
long chain extending from the farm to the
table, and, while he does nothing other than
act as a distributor, he is compelled to charge
in the neighborhood of twenty per cent. of tha
price of each article or each pound of meat in
order to cover the cost of doing business.”’
Nevertheless, we are surprised to read that
‘‘the great majority of retailers are the victims
of high prices rather than beneficiaries
thereof.”’ Armour believes that the great bulk
of the retailers will welcome a change in the
present expensive method of retailing that will
enable them materially to reduce their cost of
doing business.
In the first place, there are too many stores. It
is obvious that if there were only a third as many
. as now exist, each one would do about three times
the volume of business it is now doing, and a huge

. amount of overhead and fixed expense would be cut

off, making it possible to sell goods on a much
smaller margin than is now the case. Those mer-
chants who are now doing a legitimate business
should be aided, but I believe the public has the
same right to limit the number of stores as a means
for reducing prices as it has to limit the number of.
saloons as a means for combating the liquor evil.
.« . Neither can the retailers reduce overhead ex-
penses while the customers demand four or five

deliveries a day and extra fine WranpiQ paper and
colored string and all that sort of thing. In the
days when prices were low deliveries were, a matter
of once a day or maybe only twice a week.

If the people of to-day would but adopt the cash-
and-carry system of purchasing instead of clinging
to the credit and delivery plan, it would be a boon
to both dealer and consumer,.

L

—Did Luther Cause the War

HAT ‘“‘the revolt of the sixteenth century
led inevitably to the dread catastrophe
of the twentieth; the religious upheaval,®

started under the apostate Luther, sowed the
seeds from which developed the pan-European
conflict,”” is the charge made by a writer in
““The Sacred Heart Review.’’

“The fifteen centuries prior to Luther’s re-
volt were characterized by the gradual assimila-
tion of the doetrine of universal brotherhood
and by the rapid sequence to events calculated
to establish permanently the gospel of arbitra-
tion. The nations gradually turned to the
Church to settle the difficulties in which they
were involved.

‘‘She was the great ,peace tribunal of the
world to which men appealed not merely be-
cause they deemed it expedient, but because
prompted by a sense of duty.- Her authority
was respected, her orders were obeyed, and her
pronouncements accepted by both the sovereign
and his subjects. This was because society
recognized that the Church, with the Pope at

“the head, was from God, and because the varied

relations of public and private life were eolored
and controlled by religion.

‘“There were wars, it is true, in some of which
even spiritual leaders engaged. There were
differences between mations and disputes about
national rights; but back of all this was an
ever-growing tendency to appeal to Christ’s
Vicar for arbitration, a tendency fostered by
the teaching that nations should constitute a
united family under the fatherhood of the
Pope. These fifteen centuries were marked by
the gradual triumph of authority over force as
the controlling influence in society.

‘“The work of these centuries, however, was
destroyed by the Reformation. The unity of
faith which alone could secure a united world"
was broken. The Pope’s authority was over-
thrown by the pride of self-seeking men who
could brook no restraint. Civil rulers made
themselves supreme. The masses assumed to-
ward their sovereigns the same rebellious atti-
tude these had taken toward the Church.”’

Opposed to the views projected in the Roman
Catholic paper, Bishop Edwin H. Hughes, in
an address before the Boston Methodist Social
Union, declared that Luther ‘‘was the colossal

-champion of those very prineiples of democracy

for which America and her allies are now con-
tending. i
“‘It does not state the case too sweepingly
when it is declared that he was the premier
founder of democracy. It is true that his prin-
ciple was applied mainly to the church. He
dealt the divine rights of popes and priests a
terrible blow. But the moral logic and moral
conviction that led him to deliver that blow
could not possibly stop in any one realm. The
same arguments that he used against papal
autocracy could be employed with slight
changes of phraseology against royal autocracy
in the state. If there.is to be no pope in Rome.
for free Christians, neither can there be any
pope in Potsdam for freé citizens. In the
presence of Liuther’s essential conviction mem-
bers of a Reichstag are in as much peril as are
the cardinals of the Curia.’’ i



PSYCHOLOGY

When looking for a reason why Germany 18 making
: are the stock-in-trade

4 )
OW important Germany thinks the Cam-

H brai offensive really is may be inferred

from the desperate efforts to retrieve

the lost positions. The actual forma-

tion of the British salient at Cambrai is very

similar to that of the Ypres salient, but its

potential effects upon the German positions

are much greater. The Ypres salient promises

a British control of the submarine bases and

the compulsory evacuation of the northern sec-

tion of the German lines. These, of course,

are large advantages, and in no way to be

under-rated, but the advantages of a successful

offensive at Cambrai are still larger. Cambrai

. is near the centre of the Hindenburg Line and
one of its main buttresses. It is the railroad

ganglion through which that line is munitioned.

T: can not be maintained without the possession .

of Cambrai. The British forces in the Ypres
salient can not reap the full fruits of their
successes without a further advance that shall
bring Zeebrugge and Bruges directly under
the observation of their artillery officers.

But the British at Cambrai need do mo more
than hold their own, and they have won their
objective. Indeed they can do a good deal less
than hold their own, and still win their objec-
tive. Cambrai is now directly under observa-
tion and within artillery range, and it is there-
fore useless to the Germans. s railroad lines
are cut. In the Ypres salient the Germans
need do mo moré than maintain their present
positions and so deprive the British from the
final and full results of their victories.

But the Germans at Cambrai have a heavier
burden than this. If they are going to save the
Hindenburg Line they must do much more
than maintain their present positions. They
must recover their old ones. They must rescue
Cambrai and its railroad lines from the British
fire. They must efface the salient created by
General Byng in his assault of two weeks ago.
Here, at least, there can be no such thing as a
deadlock. The British need do no more than
make good their hold upon the semi-cirele from
Queant to Gonnelieu and the whole of the
Hindenburg Iine must retire. Indeed, the
British can afford to give a little, as they have
already done under the German counter attacks,
without losing their dominance over Cambrai.
The German efforts, therefore, are not directed
to resisting the British advance, but to driving
the British back to their previous positions.
If they can do no more than resist the British
advance they are lost. Nothing will avail them
short of a practical flattening out of the
British salient.

THE base of the British salient—that is th.)

say, the old Britisk line—runs from
Croiselles, northwest of Queant, to Gronnelieu,
a distance of about fourteen miles. The salient
itsel2 is in the form of a half circle with its
most easterly point about three miles from
Cambrai. Now, a salient has great advantages
. for the attackers. It is a spear point plunged
into the breast of the enemy. But at the same
time a salient is one of the most vulnerable of
all military formations.
can be attacked from three directions, and it
may therefore become an object of weakness
_rather than of strength, unless it can be ade-
quately fortified and defended. Tt needs a very
much stronger defence than a straight line
that is liable only to a frontal attack. Tt is
usually mueh easier to create a salient than to
sustain it against the assaults that are nearly
gure to come from three different directions.
The British salient in front of Cambrai has
been attacked in just this way, that is to say,
from three different directions. The attack on

L
»

It is obvious ‘that it

the morthern arc of the semi-cirele in the
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vieinity of Bourlon Wood was a failure, but
the Germans gained a little ground in the
vieinity of Fontaine and Anneux, they re-
ecovered Masnieres, and they advanced nearly
three miles at Gonnelien and Gouzeaucourt,
besides taking about one hundred guns. Now,
Gonnelieu is not actually contained in the new
British salient. It is just to the south of the
junetion point between the old and the new
lines. The Germans swept past Gonnelieu, and
we are told that the present fighting is in the
neighborhood of Gouzeaucourt, about three

ERMANY believes that the mainspring of
all national character is fear. The cour-
age that rises upon defeat to heroism is some-
thing that Germany does not understand. Mr.
Carl Ackerman knows this well when he says
that German resistance will crumble away as
soon as she meets a defeat that she can not
hide. Arrogance, cruelty, and fear go always
hand in hand. This characteristic has been
" displayed uniformly in the German bulletins
from the beginning of the war. No single frank
admission of reverse will be found in any one
of them. Even the battle of the Marne was a
strategical success, and the retreat to the Hin-
denburg Line was positively a victory. The
present battle at Cambrai has involved, so we
are told, a slight loss of territory, and since the
first British assaults we have been furnished
by Germany with a daily list of victories. The
Chancellor and Von Kuehimann are now sing-
ing paeans of praise over the Italian successes,
although their shadowy nature must be unmis-
takable even to them. Germany has prcbably
had no expectation of a military victory for
ovel two years, but she is still wedded to the
conviction that she can terrify her enemies
into submission, just as she is wedded to the
other conviction that if the worst should come
to the worst her foes can always be bought off
with offers of territory, and that they have no
other thought in their minds than the fluctua-
tions of a balance sheet. Germany knows that
she herself would have surrendered long ago
if the positions had been reversed. She is still
“pointing with pride” to her fruitless and mean-
ingless successes, and demanding their practi-
cal recognition.’ Her tactics are those of the
old Chinese army that was wont to display
colossal pictures of dragons and fabled mon-
sters in order that Its enemies might take
warning and submit in time.

miles to the rear, but we are not told that the
latter place was actually occupied by the Ger-
mans. The Germans claim, also, to have taken
La Vacquerie, about two miles to the north of
Gonnelieu, but this is not conceded in the
British bulletins. The effect of this German
gain is the creation of a small and sharply-
pointed salient with its westerly -extremity at
Gounzeaucourt, and if the Germans can main-
tain this position it will involve a slight falling
back in order bo straighten the British lines
to the north, Indeed, we are told that this
retirement is already effected. But unless the
Qermans meet with a much more substantial
suceess than this they will havé gained nothing
in return for their enormous expenditure of
life, an expenditure that seems momentarily
to have staggered them. The British will still
dominate Cambrai and its railroad lines, and
the result must almost immediately show itself
in the evacuation of the German fortifications.
We need not, therefore, attach any undue
emphasis upon such British withdrawals as
may be reloqrded}'iduring the next few days

/

of NEW OFFENSIVES

such a motse now, remember that fear and terrorization
of German War M ethods.

salient and a general withdrawal of the British
lLines now before Cambrai. Nothing short of
this will serve the German purpose. If the
Germans fail to secure this result the position
of the Hindenburg Line is a desperate one.
General Maurice, of the British Intelligence
Department, is willing to go upon record as
saying that the erisis in Italy has passed, and
that the German offensive is practically at an
end. Those less well informed might hesitate
at a judgment so definite,and even fear that it
may be premature, but there need be no doubt
that the situation has immensely improved, and
that the balance of military advantage is now
inelining in favor of the Italians. Thus we
may already notice that the German bulletins
are proudly announcing, not German advances,
but the repulse of Italian attacks. The Ger-
mans succeeded in crossing the northern Piave
in the neighborhood of Feltre, and in establish-
ing themselves upon the western bank. But
the Ttalians were able to hold them there, and
to prevent them from moving southward, and
also to prevent the crossing of reinforcements.
The Italians were also suecessful in stemming
the tide from the north, and as they were able
to do this before French and British aid had
reached them, it seems fairly certain that they
can continue their successful resistance now
that men and heavy guns have arrived from
France and England. But the most effective
help probably came to them- from the weather.
The Germans must have been very sure of sue-

cess, or very anxious for a semblance of sue-

cess, or they would never have ventured upon
an invasion of Italy through mountain passes

about to be rendered nearly impassable by - :

snow. Once more we have the distincet note of
desperation in this offensive against Ttaly. It
would never have been undertaken except as a
gambler’s chance, and we may be sure that
Germany now regrets it. Not only has it failed
of the moral effects expected from it, but it
has practically ‘interned and thrown out
action a great German army.

The Italian offensive is one more example

of Germany’s capacity to begin offensives -

and her incapacity to end them. She could do
nothing against the Russian armies after the

battle of Dunajec. She set forth with a mighty - e

1

flourish of trumpets to complete the conquest 5
of Roumania, but her advance rapidly dwindled = &

away into paralysis. She fought against’ the
Russian fleet in the Gulf of Riga, and anhounced
that it was blockaded behind the Island of
Oisel, but the Russian fleet was able to sail
away without interruption. She captured Riga
and threatened Petrograd, but nothing came of

i1. And now she strikes the hardest of all her

blows at Italy, wins a spectacular vietory, and
is speedily reduced to something very much
like a defensive.

The explanation of these ;,a:

abortions is visible enough to those who under- =

_stand the German character.

Christmas Shopping

utive young thing, with snow-white furs around

her neck, who impatiently waited her turn in the E |
line before the stamp clerk’s window. When yer

turn came she "stepped up with a thoughtful aif
“Have you any two-cent stamps?” This sweetly:
An answer in the affirmative brought this request?

«Wwill you let me see some?’ Here the clerk gaspedr i

but he was obliging. | Picking up a sheet of the

stamps he laid it before her. A moment of intens®

thinking. She made her selection. She was block
ing progress, but the impatient, squirming of th¢

back ofha'didn‘tsoanwmoleatthemw

“l think I'll take three ot of this row, pleasa™

A STORY is told in the national capital of a dimin |




Predictions

\ BREAK in prices when peace
comes, followed, however, by a
Quick increase at least to the point
- they have now reached, is foreseen
by business and professional men who
are students of economics and the
science of business, says the Journal
of Commerce. Professor Edwin R. A.
Seligman, of Columbia, and others, dis-
. tussed the subject, “Whgn Will the
Price Break Come?’ before the Ad-
vertising Club, New York.
Professor Seligman foresaw the tax-
Ing of accumulated wealth as a de-
. Velopment of the present tax system
to maintain the war and asserted that
‘this would reduce the power of in-
herited wealth and increase the influ-
~ ence of ingenuity, forcefulness, and
Antalligence. He cautioned his hearers

that the country must be prepared for

2 decline in business prosperity and
Prices, and, perhaps, even a panic in a
few years. Prices and prosperity, he
.declared, ran in cycles in this. coun-

~Ary, and he asserted that the country

Was mow in what would have been
. & period of rising prices even without
the war.

‘BxSenator Burton said that the

cycle of price movement was like the
alterations ' of depression and pros-

~ Derity in business, adding:
: . “The price cycles are very much
larger. In the last 108 years there
~ bave been pronounced upward. and
5WMWa.td movements, each subject

H allf ax

(Continued

Many fncipient fires. At least four
Steamers had their superstructures de-

. Molished and men on board Kkilled.

The twe steamegs in the dry dock were

1y injured. - The dry dock itself was

filled with debris. ‘The old sugar re-

Bnery, o {all brick building near by,

~ Bubsided into a shapeless rubbish heap,

~ ®nd the gyryp-soaked timbens burnt
:‘ - fercery,

Vide The Dock Yard suffered severely.

A The Royal Naval College with forty

A plece of the “Mont Blanc” weighing
alt a ton came down through the roof
O the Jargest clagsToom and smashed
'€ platform where the instructor
uds, The floor of the ‘“quarter-
- 98ck” hyckteq up in sharp  angles.
~ The new v, M. . A. hut just erected
',:fm- the benefit of the sailor was smash-
gz‘;d““% a heap of kindling wood. The
andeem' quarters were broken open
.4 the interiors ravaged as if by a
. 6. All the water-front sufferad
Mage from fire and water.
B oy The souna of that awtul rumbling
2% otad‘ h‘“‘”ldied away before the work
: ,Je eSoue and relief began. Every pri-
¢ car, motor, lorry, delivery van
o ;:a“ hhm in use carrying the injured
b db Nospitals, to chemist shops and
'Vimom"” offices. Before long the
o OTia General, Pine Hill, Camp Hill,

el :he Infirmary, were full to overflow-
e Then

. Gy y " 'mprovised hospitals—the

e Home, the School for the Blind,
i M";:h other public buildings as

e 0 take them in. The Acad-
" ® Music and the moving-picture
100k in the waits and strays.
urants served refreshments

BT Mo tons it siandlag e

- “dets in it had the walls blown. in.

the injured were trans-.
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Peace and Price Levels

by Experts

to interruptions, but in which the gen-
eral tendencies bhave been very pro-
nounced. In the last century prices
reached a maximum in the year 1809,
and a minimum'in 1896-1897. Aftér
1809 there were diminishing prices
with considerable interruptions for
forty years, until 1849 and 1850, then
increasing pricas for twenty-three
years, until 1873, then diminishing
prices until 1896-1897, then am excep-
tional increase to date with slight in-
terruptions in 1901 and 1907. If we
were to take the length of the last two
preceding periods as a guide, a down-
ward movement would be due in 1919
or 1920.

“As regards prices during the pres-
ent war, there is every reason to ex-
pect a maintenance or increaase of the
present range, The relation between
demand and supply has been revolu-
tionized. We face the enormous de-
mands of war, also diminished produc-
tive power, because some fonty mil-
lions of men have been called to the
colors. War is attended by waste and
destruction. The only check has been

~ the exertion of the strong hand of
Governments in the way of regulation
.and the prevention of extortion. The
present situation affords little light in
the study of prices because of the
very ‘_ exceptional conditions which
exist. After the war there will be
changes—social, political, and eco-
nomic—the scopa of which no one

in Ruins

from page 9.) !

ready to open its doors to those in
need. The motors flaw screeching and
~ hooting through the streets with extra
men standing on the foot-board, and
close swathed forms inside. The re-
sources of the city were soon over-
taxed, and aid came at the earliest
possible. moment from New Glasgow,
Truro, Windsor, Lunenburg. Most ef-
ficient aid came: from the American
hospital ship lying in the harbor. With-
in fifteen minutes after the explosion
she had two boats with landing parties,
surgeons and appliances at the Dock
Yard.

The work of collecting the bodies
aleo began at once. A young officer,
invalided from France who had charge
of a party of soldiers said the bodies
were lying as thick as on a battle-field.
Many were found lying on their back,
without a bone broken or a mark of
injury on them. These had been killed
by concussion. Some bodies were mak-
ed, having been torn from their beds.
Horrible human fragments had to be
gathered up—children’s heads—scorch-
ed limbs. The bodies were piled in
tens, to wait for the lorries which
were to carry them to the school
which had been turned into a morgue.

The wooden smashed confusion had
taken fire, and was burning in a dozen
places. There were living and injured
underneath. All the engines in the
city were on the spot at the earliest
moment. Unfortunately ‘the Chief of
the Fire Department and his Deputy
were killed before they could direct
the work., At the alarm of the burn-
ing ship they sped in their official
motor to the scene of danger. The
explosion caught them, flung their car
_high into the air and buried them

can forecast. The question arises,
Will the upward movement, which was
so much in evidence prior to the war,
continue?”

Bank of Montreal

ANNUAL MEETING.

HE shareholders of the Bank of Mon-

treal, at the annual meeting re-

ceived -the centenary balance sheet
of the bank. By a happy coincidence
the occasion was the anniversary of fifty
years of continuous service in the bank
by the President, Sir Vincent Mereditn,
Bart., who received the heartiest con-
gratulations.

The reports submitted showed a very
satisfactory condition of affairs, and Sir
Vincent Meredith expressed the view
that he was warranted in stating, that
never during the Bank’'s long course was
its prestige higher, its business in sound-
er or more elastic condition, and its
earning pewer greater than he believed
them to be to-day. He also expressed
pleasure in believing that the Bank had
never enjoyed a wider measure of public
confidence,

Sir Vincent referred particularly to
the general cenditions in the country,
stating that business conditions in Can-
ada continued buoyant.

There has been no recession in ‘the
great wave of industrial and commer-
cial activity of the past few years, and
trade in all lines is highly prosperous.
Sir Vincent pointed out that Canada’s
chief concern was to prepare for the
period after the war, and recommended
that Canada's trade should be extended
in all directions during- the period of
tha post-ballum Wgeconatruction, either
through commercial intelligence acting
directly for the Government or a board

“approved by the Government.

both under a heap of earth. There

was necessarily some delay and: lack
of direction at first, but the firemen
worked heroically and weére reinforced
by brigades from neighboring points.

‘About eleven in the morning the only
approach to a panic occurrqd. There
was some danger of a second explo-
sion, and the crowds of refugees and
onlookers in the North End were warn-
ed to move south to the parks and open
places. This order was run through
the streets in the same mysterious
way as the story of the collision, and
there was a movement of the popula-
tion southward, many abandoning their
homes with doors and windows wide
open. But time passed, nothing hap-
pened and everyone went back to his
immediate and urgent task.

Almost as strange as the stories of
the strange injuries are the stories of
.the hairbreadth escapas. Practically
every survivor had a narrow escape
from death or maiming. A man stand-
ing before his mirror shaving had the

(Concluded on page 25.)
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INVESTMENT vs.
SPECULATION

“A high return should at once
excite suspicion in the mind of the

prospective investor.” — Financial
Post,
There are  securities which

promise a high rate of interest and
the chance of an increase in value,
but for those dependent upon the
income from their investment, or
endeavoring to lay up money for
their old age they are too specula-
tive, With such, the Bonds of the
Canada Permanent Mortgage Cor-
poration are a favorite investment,
because they know that if they in-
vest $1000 in these Bonds they will
get the $1000 when it becomes due,
and that the interest upon it will
be promptly paid in the meantime.

These bonds may be obtained in
any sum from one hundred dollars
upward. They are, therefore, avail-
able for the investment of small
sums.

CANADA PERMANENT
MORTGAGE CORPORATION

. ESTABLISHED 1855.

Paid-up. Capital and
Reserve Fund exceed
ELEVEN MILLION DOLLARS

Toronto Street - - Toronto.

Cawthra Mulock & Co.

Members of
~ Toronto Stock Exchange

Brokers

and
Bankers

12 KING STREET EAST
TORONTO, CANADA

CABLE ADDRESS—CAWLOCK, TORONTO

Established 1864.

The Merchants Bank

OF CANADA.
HEAD OFFICE - MONTREAL.,

Paid-up Capital - - $7,00_0,000
Reserve Fund - - $7,42 1,292
Total Deposits - $92,1 02,072
Total Assets - - $121,1 03,558 :
233 BRANCHES IN CANADA.
General Banking Business
Transacted.
SAVINGS DEPARTMENT at all
branches. Deposits of $1.00 and

upwards received, and interest al-
lowed at best current rates.

TORONTO OFFICES:

18 Wellington St. West; 1400 Queen
St. West (Pukdald:z: 406-408 Par-
un

liament St.; St. and Ron-
cesvalles Ave.; Dupont and Chris-
tie Sts.

T
Elaﬁona%: _C*l'ru%t g[ompan‘g
Tttt e
DIVIDEND NOTICE.
a dividend for the three months

Notice is hereby given that

ending December 31st, 1917,
TEN PER CENT. PER ANNUM

has been declared upon the Capital Stock of the Company,

and that same will be payable on and after January 2nd next.

The Transfer Books will be closed from the 21st to the
31st of December, both days inclusive.

By order of the Board.

W. E. RUNDLE, General Manager.
Toronto, December 5th, 1917.

at the rate of
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tobacco smoked

s the “chum” of more pipe
smokers, than any other
EVERYBODY SMO

in Canada

“OLD CHUM"”
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THE GREED OF JOCELYN JEFFREYS

(Concluded from page 20.)
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CAPITAL AND RESERVE

Verdict of a
Life-Long Experience

Speaking of the advisability of providing in a Will that the Estate
shall have a Corporate Executor, the late eminent authority,
Sir Mortimer Clark, said:."It is the only method that
assures absolute safety." We refer to our thirty-
five years’ record and solicit appoint-
ment in your Will as Executor.

BOOKLET, "MAKING YOUR WILL," ON REQUEST

TORONTO GENERAL TRUSTS

CORPORATION

----- $3,350,000.00
ASSETS - - = = =« =« = =

HEAD OFFICE: 83 BAY STREET, TORONTO

$77,180,513.62

Beers

Known by discrimin-
ating Canadians for
over balf a century.

PALE ALE
HALFand HALF
XXX PORTER

In original streagth
order from

EXPORTERS
LIMITED

489 St, Paul St, West, MONTREAL

Te meet Ontario T A,
g o gt b By i
direct from Brewery.

THE wm{nmnuwnv 0.
Torontos Tel. Adelaide 486487

“shrilly.

British America Assurance
Compan;
(Fire, Marine and Hall.)"
Incorporated A.D. 1833.
2 Assets over $2,500,000.00
Losses paid since organization over
$40,000,000.00.

HEAD OFFICE, - TORONTO.

Add Cheer to Your Christmas
by Having

Sf. David’s Native Wine

OASE OF 1 DOZEN REPUTED QUAR1S

Port, White Label....................
Port, Blue Label............ocpieenns
Port, Red Label .... 5
White Golden Club.
Catawba Sweet........

SEND FOR (OMPLETE PRICE-LIST

St. David's Wine Growers Co.
/ 52 ATLANTIC AVE., TORONTO
Telephone Parkdale 532.

word. Somehow he could not bring
himself to say it. Somehow the
memory of what Jocelyn Jeffreys had
meant to him kept him from denounc-
ing her in his own mind, yet his pur-
pose to demounce her before her guests
did not flag, and with it was.a stronger
and more impelling purpose, a pur-
pose that led him for three days to
go almost without food, that led him
to stqp into a gun store and buy a
cecond-hand revolver cheap. He was
going to do something and he was
going to do it at her Christmas panty—
something that she would never forget
as long as she lived, and, as for him—
well, he would neot live to regret it.”
It wags, therefore, with some fiendish
enthusiasm that he pressed the butbon

| at her door that Chmistmas night. He

knew that emtering it he would never
leave that door alive. He braced him-
self to meet the cold and critical gaze
of Miss Smith, and was staggered,
when not she, but Jocelyn Jeffreys,
stood bafore him.

Jocelyn seized him impulsively by
the hand and drew him into the centre
of the room, into the full radiance of
the light. Apparently she did not
notice the pallor of his face or the
fever that burned in his eyes, or the
condition of his clothes. She forced
him into a chair and began to’talk ex-
citedly. ;

“You are the first one, friend Mom-
roe,” she eaid, “the others have not
come. Oh, we shall have a merry time
to-night. Bellamy 18 my guest of
honor, and as for you——" she laughed
“Do you mind if I place you
alongside of Miss Leonora Smith? She
is one of your staunch admirers.”

E did not answer her. He had

thought the moment he entered
that room to begin a denunciation—
swift—terrible, but the manner of the
woman and her magnetism prevented
him even from speaking. With a rush,
all his old feeling of tenderness for
her returned, and he forgot every-
thing but her, aven the weapon in the
right pocket of his coat. Suddenly,
there was an almost unheard tinkle of
an alogether unseen bell, and at that

. signal she rose, and, taking his arm,

gwept with him into amother room—a
room where there, was a table set for
two. She thrust him into a seat on
one side and faced him on the other.
“Phis is not my Christmas dinner,”
she said, softly, “it's ounrs, friend Mon-
roe.” ;

He looked wildly about the room.
“Where are the rest,” he demanded,
feeling that she had cheated him some-
how of his revenge.

“There are no others,” she returned.
Then suddenly she swept to the serv-
ing table in the corner, extracted
something from underneath a silver
salver, and returned to her seat.
“Friend Wainwright,” she went on, her
voice simking into that matter-of-fact
tone, “this is our Christmas dinner and
this i¢ my Christmas present.” She
tossed on his plate a long, thin, narrow
slip of paper. It was signed by her
and was drawn to-his order. It was a
check for nearly two hundred thousand
dollars. ;

He stared at it gasping. ‘Wh-What
does thie mean?’ he demanded.

For an instant she did not answer.
Then with her eyes upon her plate,
but with her hand stealing over the
table to meet his, to clutch it in a soft
and warm grip, ehe started on her

* music master.

—bellyband.

story, in her low musical voice.

“Wainwright,” she said, ‘“do you re-
member a white mansion in the South,
with tall fluted pillars at its front—a
country place in Monroe, Virginia ?”

He gasped. “My home,” he exclaim-
ed, “but mine no longer.”

“Ah,” she said, laughing, “sold under
the hammer, was it not? Did you
know I had been away—that I bhad
been to Monroe?”

He shook his head. “I didn’t believe
that you had been away,” he answered.

“I bought that place at sheriff's
sale,” she went on, softly. “I did it
for a reason. Do you remember,” she
continued, “a little green house near
the crossroads in Monroe, where there
dwelt a IHttle old-fashioned French
Do you remember
him?”

Monroe started. “I do remember
him,” he said, ‘“his name was X

The girl stopped him. “His name,”
she said, “was Jeffreys Jocelyn. He
was my father. Do you remember a
scrubby little girl, who used to sit
swinging on' the gate in front of the
music master’s house, a little mite of
a girl, many years your junior?’

Monroe ransacked his memory, and
then, baffled, shook his head.

“That little girl,” went on Jocelyn
Jeffreys, “fell in love with you whemn
she was as big as a peanut and when
you were as big as a bushel of peanuts,
and she always told that old musie
master that when she was grown up,
she was going to marry. that stuck-up
prig of a Monroe, no matter how good
he was. Do you follow me?” :

Monroe told her he did, but he told
it with his eyes, and in the same way,
he told her to go on.

IR T

HAT she said convinced Monroe .

that he was no actor compared
to Jocelyn Jeffreys. He discovered
that the greed of Jocelyn Jeffreys be-
gan a long while ago when she wanted
{0 marry him; that Bellamy was only
her fellow-conspirator for the purpose
of capturing him; that the Christmas
dinner at Bellamy’s was a piece of
stage play contrived mainly by Jocelyn
who had fallen victim to his kiss by

her own intrigue; that she knew his

passionate desire to help her develop
her voice would be sure to run away
with his money, and because, she saw
he had no head for iness she de
liberately comirived to get his money
and to put it in the bank.

Such was the greed of Jocelyn Jef-
freys. And it all came out in the little
Christmas dinner, covers for two—ine
cluding Wainwright Monree.

The Boy and the Bells
(Ooncluded fi-om page 7.)

oven, while the king greased and pol-
jshed a set of light driving harness
and set the lad to shining up a double
layback cutter. 4

Bells again! Shine the bells! Tha
bells of Christmas in the land.

And it was to the jingle of those
selfsame bells that Ben, the boy, in
the afternoon, up next the king in the
front seat, fett himself being scooted
back to the saw-mill village.

Back to the old bootmaiker.

Back to the cordwood pile. Back
to—oh, what did he care? He had
broken away, for one glorified Christ-
ma,s,bothelmothhobellsontho
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PROBILEM NO. 167, by Frank Janet.
(Mount Vernon, N.Y.)

Bpecially composed for ithe ‘‘Courier,”
with Holiday Greetings.
Black.—Nine Pileces.
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White.—Six Pieces.
White to play and mate in two.

SOLUTIONS,
Problem No. 165, by D. Przepiorka.
1. Q—K2 BR—RS; 2. QxKt ch, Kt x Q;
3. P—B5 mate. )
4. , B—Kt4; 2. QxKt ch, KtxQ;
l.lPxB mate.. :

3. P__B5 mate. :
e , Kt moves; 2. QxKt ch, K—
Kt5; 3. Kt—R6 mate. ;

To Correspondents. ;

G.L., Kingston.—The address of Mr.
Davie is P.O. Drawer 783, Victoria, B.C.
(J. MoG.). . Tamworth.—Thanks. for re-
vised problem. Are you sure 1. B—R2 i
not a cook? - GriaTad e
,..Carrect solution of Problem No. 164 re-
‘- Ceived from N. M. Knowles, Montreal.

CHESS IN HOLLAND.
" An interesting and instructive game
Played the last Dutch masters’ Tourna-
ment at Amsterdam. The winner, Van
Gelder, captured first place at the con-
&ress with four wins and one loss.

Four Knights’ Game.

: White. Black.
J. W. Te Kolste. G. J. Van Gelder.
1. Pogd S Tl L ue
. 2 Kt-XB3 2. Kt—QB3
. 3. Kt—B3 3. Kt—B3
‘ : ; B_;xtc‘:a 4 BoXth
. s b.. Castles
6. ga_.qs . 6 P-af
; 'g. BxKt (a) 7. PxB
) 8. B—K sq
. P—nBS 9. B—QB:
¥ K-kt 10. B—XKt2 (b)
5 9—x2 11. B—Kt5
B P_KR3 13. Kt—R4
13 K_no 13. Kt x Kt
i 1 Paxe 14. B—KR4
i P—KKt4 15. B—K1t3
¥ B-Xis (o) 16.. P—B3
B Bx3 @ 17. P—Q4
B BB (o) 18, RPxB
3, Kt—R4 19. B B2
9 £ 9Kt3 (D 20. R—K2
5 Ki—Bs 21. R—Q2
L Qsq gg. g.x 84
. . QR—Q sq
. ¥ Pom @ 2 Bowes
oy 25. BxKt
i & KtP x B 26. R—O3
3 P—KKt4 27. Q—02
2. B-Ksa 28, PxKP _
30, ‘o ??‘)9 Q——O,mﬁ ch
n BR_K3 () 31, QK18
33 RxR 82. RxRch
5 E—¥t3 33, P—R4 (1)
5 S=R4 34 PxP
3% P > 35. R—KBT
8 KRS (x) 36. R—B5
38, %:gtzz m BL roneh
5. P_r4 S
Resigns (m)
'é:) This move is not good as it

Ngthens Black’s centre and leaves him

km‘h“?vo Bis| against Bishop -

(b) The right move was 7.

(¢) TO prevent P—Qt.
attery, O induce P—B3, with a view " of

£8) ntes piaying Kt—R4 and Ki—BS.
8 0 8q, which wou
© enabled him to reply P—B4 to an

pﬁv‘;“:}’ %dva.nce of Bilack’s Queen’s
m(:e)k' This exchange not only improves

Queow:. L2WN position, but also opens his
13.63'_‘_3“2Rook's Ble. The alternative was
once, or BB sq, or even Kt—R4 at
Dot .0 Teply to the last Black could
ote, A‘ won & Pawn by 18. ...... . PxP,
m_ﬁgme‘vﬁat embarrassing reply te
,Phwwevex;; might have been
(}')’Nt,e'p 1-Q§_l. , 8 c.mw*lng the inferiority
) White ig new on the defensive, and
€3 more and more diffi-
Was threatened with the loss of
MR PxiP, followed by RxP.
qﬁucuer tvgeakenin.f his posé;.ign. tbut
suggest any satisfac
T ite at this qtuty!’- 5
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(h) If 31. QxQ, then 31. ......, R (QT)
xQ, followed by doubling the Rooks on the
sixth rank with disastrous results for
‘White.

(i) A powerful stroke to which there is
no satisfactory reply.

() 1f 35. PxP, then 35. ...... ,» R—R7ch,
and it 3. ExP, then 35 ......, Q—
Kt8ch, winning the Queen in either case.

(k) If 36. R—K®BS, then 36. ...... o
K17, threatening 37. ......, RxP.

(1) If 38. K—Kt6, then of course 38.
....... R—RS, threatening 39. ......, R—

R3, mate; but if 38. R—K2, then 38. ..... 5
P—B4; 39. P—R4, K—R sq, and a curious
position has arisen in which White loses
by shortage of moves.

{(m) Mate in a few moves, beginning
with P—Kt3ch, could not be avoided. A
finely played game by Heer Van Gelder.
(Notes from ‘‘The Field,” via ‘Year-
Book of Chess.”)

HALIFAX IN RUINS

('Oon‘cludf\\d from page 23.)

two large windows at each side driven
in across the bed he had just risen
from, daggers of glass stabbing it
through and through. A Wo-
man in bed with bher baby
heard the heartshaking rumble
and ingtantly covered her face and the
baby’s with the bedclothes. ‘The next
instant the window frame crashed on
them without inflicting a scratch. A
talephone girl operator had just come
off the night shift and had gone to
bed. At the fimst noise she wrapped
the bedclothes round her; the blast
flung her out of the house unhurt,
whilst everyone else in it was killed.
At the Nawval College two cadets were
skylarking on a table whem the same
thing happened. They were both hurl-
od through the window and alighted
on a bank outside, without sustaining
the least injury. Indeed the escape of
21l the cadets is a marvel. They were
cut with the flying glass, even got it in
their eyes, but no one was killed, nor
was the sight of anyone destroyed. The
wife of a naval officer was at break-
fast with her two children, while the

‘baby was asleep in his cot upstairs.

When the shock of the explosion was
over she found herself in the middle

. of the room bending over the tweo chil-

dren, the only clear spot whera heavy
furniture had not fallen. The stair-
case was smashed. She called the first
blue-jacket she saw to her aid; he
climbed up the ruin of the house and
found the baby still in his cradle, pro-
tected from harm by a closet door
which inclined across it. Forty-eight
hours after the disaster a seven-
months’ baby was dug out of a smash-
ed house in Richmond. He was semi-
conscious but soon revivad with

_ proper treatment. He had been flung

under the projecting front of the stove.
Every one else in the housa was killed.
And so on, and s on. There are as

' many stories of escapes as there are

survivors. Every one begins, “If I
had been there ten seconds before,” or
“after,” as the case may be, there

__would have been no story to tell.

What happened on December the
sixth is the womst calamity that ever
befell Halifax. The material damage

s estimated at thirty millons. The
‘whole North End beyond Wellington

Barracks will have to be rebuilt. The
physical suffering, the mental anguish
from wounds, blinding, crippling, be-
reavement, cannot be reckoned by hu-
man calculation. On Friday it began
to snew, softly at first, but soon the
wind blew with blizzard force. In the
afternoon a pitiful little procession fol-
lowed a hearse from St. Mary's, which
looks like an old Gothic ruin. *“We
shall have many funerals now,” said a
sad woman looking on. There are
bundreds of bodies blackened, charred,
dismembered, awaiting selpulture.
*The visitation of God?”

{3

will solve
the problem
of a
beautiful,
useful
and
enduring

Christmas

The Waltham Military Wrist Watch Glft

Your jeweler can supply
you with any of the stan-
dard Waltham models—
three of which are here
illustrated —in handsome
gift cases.
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The Wtham ie-'
Convertible Bracelet Watch

Write for the Booklet
“Concerning a Timepiece”

The W-lth “Colonial”
For Men
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No Scarcity of Pears’ Soap

A feyv dealers are offering cheap
substitutes for Pears Soap at the
Pears’ Soap price. They are claim-

ing that Pears is hard to get owing to
This is incorrect.

the war.

There is no difficulty about getting shipments of the
genuine Pears Soap from Englan it takes longer
to arrive—that’s nlr -

Stocks are placed in depots all across Canada to
meet demands promptly.

I vou fmd aie: dificalty Wit

you kindly write

A.&F. PEARS Limited 4
Toronte, - Ont. CAKE
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Has been Canada’s favorite yeast for over a
quarter of a centurv,
Yeast will keep fresh and molst longer than that
made with any other, so that a full week's supply

toaf will be just as good as the first.
MADE IN CANADA

EW.GILLETT COMPANY LIMITED

WINNIPEG TORONTO, ON'T. MONTREAL

Bread baked with Royal

Country Magistrate—“T'en and costs
for reckless driving.”

Young Motorist—"Listen, Judge!
We were on our way to your office

to have you marry us.”
Magistrate—"“Twenty and costs,

then, You're a darned sight more

reckless-than 1 thought you were.”

THENEXT OFKIN

ThoseWhoWait andWonder

By Nellie L. McClung

“This is a book of import-
ance, and Mrs. McClung has
arrived in real earnest with
this volume.’—Toronto Star
Editorial.

A book that will eventu-
ally be read by every man
and woman in 'Canada. Buy
it now.

Price $1.25

F
0
U
R
OUTSTANDING

LONG LIVE
THE KING

By
MaryRoberts Rinehart

“Will prove the greatest of
Mrs. Rinehart’s successes.”—

New York Times.

Everybody says, “What an
ideal Christmas book.”

Price $1.50

THE INDIAN
DRUM
McHarg a:d Balmer

The scenes are laid princip-
ally along the Great Lakes, and
the novel is based on a legend
that near the northern end of
Lake Michigan a sound like the
booming of an Indian drum is
heard whenever the lake takes
a life. One of the most intense-
ly mystifying stories that has
ever been placed between two
covers, one of these stay-up-all-
night books, Buy one of these
for yourself also, you will never
regret it. Roosevelt is strong
in his praises of this book.

Price $1.40

B
0
0
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CRUMPS

THE PLAIN TALE OF A
CANADIAN WHO WENT

PR

By Capt. Louis Keene

Written in the shadow of
Ypres by a young Canadian
artist, _illustrated by
gketches drawn on the spot.
Something different in a war
book.

and

Price $1.25

Il THOMAS
(\ el

ALL BOOKSELLERS

ALLEN, Publisher, Toronto |

=/

-

FRANK S. WELSMAN
Pianist. :
Studio for Lessons at Toronto
Conservatory of Musie.
Residence: 12 Walmer Road.

“p little advertising in a few maga-

zines has built up many a national in-

dustry.” Write to our advertisers
when you need their products and help
pbuild Canadian national industries. °

axwell.

“ Home” Washer

NEW BOOKS

Ambulances and Adven-
tures

“AT THE FRONT IN A FLIVVER.”
By William Yorke Stevenson.
RITTEN in the form of a diary,

in a racy and humorous style,

this book is one of the most attractive
war books of its kind. Mr. Steven-
son was a Philadelphia newspaper
man who went to France in 1916 to
join the American Ambulance Field
Service; and he is mow a recipient of
the Croix de Guerre, and the com-
mander of his section. He relates
a stirring story of adventuresome ex-
cursions between the lines and gives
vivid flashes of scenes in dressing sta-
tions; of dashes down shell-blasted by-
ways under fire from the enemy; and
tells of the perils and high privileges
for splendid service which combined
to attract to the Ambulance Field Ser-
vice work so many of the high-spirited
vouths of America who, until last
spring at least, could only vindicate
their purpose without viclating their
neutrality, by pressing into the great
affair under the banner of the Red
Cross. The=book has the blessing of
the intimate note handled well by an
experienced worker with words who
knows of a knack to take the reader
right along with him to the doing of
the deeds he tells about.—Thos. Allen;
$1.25.

4

Noteworthy Poems

“KITCHENER AND OTHER POEMS.”

By Robert J. C. Stead.

ROPHETS may be without honor

in their own ocountry, but poets
sometimes win acclamation from their
own people, as witness the high es-
teem with which the prairie folk of
the west regard R. J. C. Stead, of Cal-
gary. His first volume of verse caus-
ed the people of the placas he sung
about to exhibit their appreciation
by bestowing om him the soubriquet,
“The Poet of the Prairies.” His songs
were steeped in the atmosphere of il-
limitable solitudes and were quickened
with a sense of bigness and freedom
—they reflected the vigor of thought
and open-air gusto which all west-
erners regard as their own heritage
and easterners sometimés envy. In
his latest volume he looks, with a rare
understanding, beyond the prairie
country with its peaceful industry and
problems of settlement to a field of
far larger values in Flanders.

Many of the poems included in this
new volume have appeared in the
leading newspapers in Canada and
Hngland. The title poem, “Kitchener,”
ig already well-known wherever the
English language Is spoken. It was
eulogized by the London “Spectator,”
was reprinted by English admirers for
distribution in the army hospitals, and
subsequently found its way around the
world in the press of East and West,
It is probably the only poem by a Can-
adian which was ever included in its
entirety in a telegraphic-mews service.
—Musson Book Co.; $1.00.

L

A Group of Lyrics

“THE PIPER AND THE REED.” By
Robert Norwood.

N his latest volume of verse—'The

Piper and the Reed”—Robert Nor-

wood wanders away occasionally from

.

THE WAR CHARITIES ACT, 1917
Department of the Secretary of §tate
of Canada.

VHIE War Charities Act, 1917, defines

“war charities”’ as follows: any fund,
institution or association, other than a
church or the Salvation Army, whether
established before or after the com-
mencement of this Act, having for its ob-
jeots or among its objects the relief of
suffering or distress, or the supplying of
needs or comforts to sufferers from the
war, or to soldiers, returned soldiers or_
their families or dependents, or any
other charitable purpose connected with
the present Furopean war. Any question
whether a charity is a war charity shall
be finally determined by the Minister.

The Act also provides:

' (1) It shall not be lawful to make any
appeal to the public for donations or
subscriptions in money or in kind for
any war charity as hereinbefore defined,
or to raise or attempt to raise money
for any such war charity by promoting
any bazaar, sale, entertainment or ex-
hibition, or by any similar means, un-
less— :

(a) the war charity is either exempted
from registration or is registered
under this Act; and,

(b) the avproval in writing of the exe-
cutive committes or other gov-
erning bodv of the war charity
has heen obtained, either directly
or through some person duly
authorized to give such approval
on behalf of such governing

bodv: and If any person contravenes any
of the provisions of this section he shall
be euilty of an offence against this Act.

(2) This section shall not apply to any
collaction at Divine Service in a place of
puhlic worship.

The Act was assented to on the 20th
1917, and the above sec-
tion so far as it relates to registration is
applicable to War Charities on the 20th
of December. 1917. After that date. col-
lections made otherwise than on behalf
of a reeistered War Charity bv subscrip-
tions, donations. bazaars. sales, enter-
tainments~exhibitions or similar means
of eollecting money are illegal.

Resulations and information respecting
recistration may be obtained from the
undersigned.

THOMAS MITLVEY,
s TInder-Saerrgtary of State.
Ottawa. Dapamhar 2 1017, :

of Sentember,

To the Fur Trade

We Are
DRESSERS and DYERS

L OF =

Hudson Seal

Have You Tried Our

RAT, SKUNK
MINK DYES?

They do the work—Let us J
send you a Sample Pint.

Enquiries Invited

F. A. HALLMAN & CO.

75-79 Logan Ave. TORONTO

ANY of our Radial Lines will
take yourself, wife and kiddies
out into charming stretches of
woodland, hills and valleys of -
York County. Now is an ideal
time for a day’s outing. The
car service is frequent, the cost
of travelling is small. For full
particulars apply to:the Trafic
Manager,

Toronto & York
Radial Railway

\ Head Office :
88 King St. East, Toronto

: Telephones:
Adelaide 3810, 3811, 3812
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all rhyme and rhythm to sing his song,
free and footless, so to speak, in the
wilderness. It may be that those who
eare to follow him through the mea-
8ureless and mystifying mazes of
“vers libre” will detect a sonorous and
authentic hote even in thé BIAnKest
Passage of the songs he sings that 'way.
But there will be many more, one

French

thinks; well pleased to believe that £ & § OI‘ andie
)411 ;!;Nof'wood may reach a firm position . . g «
."mqng the American pdets by follow- : isused by hundreds
Ing ‘a more familiar path—the one in: £ S it
dicated by the opening lines of the 2 Wome. i .dy
:0113 from which his latest volume >, ¢ _ ; 0 because it carries
akes its namie: N : , y- _ i with it that much
I am a reed—a little reed o e . ! 1
Down by the river, . ' . . desired touch  of
A whim of God whose moment’s need 47 T | ¢ refinement,
Miglyali that the Giver | o )
ow melodious and long . : ' . . L
e cadence of eternal song. v J . ' ! Hous next lohe
—McClelland, Goodehild & Stewart; | A hgrie A || paper should be
$1.25. - / —D . : French Organdie.
% . v 2
L ‘ Ask your Stationer for it.
War Verses . s s e
“MARCHING MEN.” By Helena Cole- | ERlean by o ' \ I ~ I ;
man, . AT e B Wt
’ T T ieived
NOTHER very acceptable little of- 1 ' oronto - Camada

fering of verses by a Toronto
author is made by Helana Coleman,
; Sister of Professor Coleman, of the
Univer-sity of Toronto. They should
?Dpeal to all who have known the
thril]l of 5 proud impulse to cheer the
Darting with a smile as some best be-
loved marched away; who have
Wearied while waiting for an expected
t unwelcome word; who have heard
that worq and, while its echo hovered,
have walked in the valley of the sha-
dow. The little volume is dedicated
the memory of one “who fell in ac-
ton . | ang of other ‘Very Gallant
Otlemen’ who gave their lives for
r‘n&da,” and the verses are so ar-
4nged as to follow those “Very Gal-
lant Gentlemen” from the beginning to
€ end of their great adventure.——J,
- Dent ang Soh\;; ‘25 cents.

o -Vancouver- Winnpes-Glgar

Make the Most
of Travel

‘n ) ; 2 :
Son ’ THE passenger to the Pacific Coast is to-day offered a choice of routes that
“Th 8s of Women's WOI‘k renders it unnecessary to re-trace his steps and opens up a wealth of new
E NEW JOAN.” - By Kaﬁheripe scenery and outdoor sport.

Hale, ' ; 2 : ; ;
Do not fail to visit Jasper and Mount Robson Parks with their wonderful

‘mountains, gorges, glaciers and cataracts. :
Here the protection given to game has increased the quantity and reduced the

THE Warrior soul of Joan D’Arc, re-
ik Incarnated as a spirit of service
inspiring the will of millions of

W e
eoor:lnen to join a legion banded by a fear of man
lmon {; 5 . . .
vop uﬂ; ]ialj;fuLse ’EO'Sht;re tihcie stress Mountain sheep and goat, the most wary of animals, are seen feeding on the
B Y e Vislon  DEOy hills, and coming down to the railroad in view of passing trains.
o 11 the title piece of & delighttul | o e 8 the 1o i 0 s
‘e volume of poems by Katheriné ’ . For further particulars see our booklet “The Canadian Northern Rockies,” or apply to
le. They are, as the author notes General Passenger Department, Montrealr Quebec.; Toronto, Ont.; Winnipeg, Man.

: in
| gy [OTemora “chlefly songs of wo IAN NORTHERN RAILWA
8 work, but there is a Christmas CAN AD Y
f for soldiers,”
Is difficult to catch, in a short

Qotatioy | — :
the inspiration to courage : , Fr -
an : |
il eth; Deartening sentiment of the NORTHERN SN a\\ p GET IT TODAY
: tle volume, although some- . T
‘h 4 g any . ”
ve:;g Of these is reflected in the last 0 NTAR I 0 M
th 588 of “The’ New Joan,” which is 2 Use‘ THE GREAT NAP
8 title pi ; : A vast new land of promise : : N ol
Dlece. They are: D CLEANE
i and freedom now open for set- . an eaner | snawgsipane
BOW through mists of dew, through tlement at 50c an acre in some ; , e ;
We i 08Ping flame districts—in others Free,
Tha’tr de again upon an ancient quest, Thousands of farmers are re-
mi may bring Love home, no sponding to the call. Here, right
By 8€r guest, at the door of Southern Ontario, N
Ut Loyg Triumphant, ever to remain. a home awaits you. RITZ CARLTON HOTEL
See the p X : ¥ ! For information as to terms, MONTREAL
& bright banner a new Day out- regulations and railway rates to
L M L settlers, write to CANADA’S FINEST HOTEL
aghll)e ours to hold it high and H. A. MACDONELL, ,
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Sl CYZe change to Postum has |

- brought Health to so many
that it is easily worth ten.

days trial |

“THERES A REASON"




