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You Can’t Legitimately
Hit Me. I’'m Standing
On the Flag. :
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. THE TORONTO RAILWAY COMPANY
It is a Handmade | | REPORTIOF THE PRESIDENT AND DiRECTORS

we ® 4 OUR Directors with pleasure submit the Twenty-sixth Annual Re-
i port, together with Balance Sheet and Profit and Loss Account

‘ lear Havana ‘ ‘ l ar of the Company, for the year ending 31st December, 1917.
s . While the gross income of the Company has shown an increase, the
. : net income has been adversely affected owing to increase in wages and
to.the abnormal war conditions causing the price of all classes of sup-

plies to advance very materially.

The gross earnings amounted to .......coivvevarisocnccicsronanss $6,291,759.06

You save 60 per cent. of

Charges for operating, maintenance, etc. . 3,815,277.82
the du because . NBb BATDIEES e e i e R i S e $2,476,481.24
From which net earnings there was deducted the sum of e ———
$2,293,918.98, distributed as follows:— i
DIVIASIOR L or s s s s s s m e e e e $960,000.00 é
THE Bond Interest, etC. «.ccoscocirecsssosonsnssossoonvrose 146,887.66 1,106,887.6
» Payments to City: ‘
Percentage on earnings $970,512.41
‘ I e o ATesil  1187,08L32
. SNOTAl M AXES o tiuiicvianioss s ale vy viweh sieswe sk : ,678. ,187,031.3:
CIGAR i : .

ettt

for the year $6,202,562.67, compared with $5,881,505.28 for the year 1916.
When one has in mind the large number of our citizens who are still
engaged in the war overseas, the income from the operation of the sys-
tem must be recognized as satisfactory.

The operating charges have increased—(a) through the large in-
crease in the wages of conductors, motormen and shop hands; (b) owing
to the fact that in nearly every line of material used in the upkeep of
the Company’s plant, the price has advanced greatly—in some cases the
material used has increased over 200 per cent.

The operating and maintenance cost for the year amounted to the
sum of $3,815,277.82, an increase of 4.5 per cent. over the cost of opera-
tion in 1916.

The payments made to the City of Toronto amounted to the sum
of $1,187,031.32, which when compared with payments made during the
previous year, shows an increase of $74,021.57.

The seventh drawing of the Company’s currency and sterling bonds,
under the terms of the mortgage deed dated 1st September, 1892, took
place on the 21st day of June. Under said terms the Company draws
annually during the last ten years of its franchise, five per cent. (6%)
of the amount of bonds issued, thus reducing during the ten years men-
tioned, the outstanding bonds to fifty per cent. (50%) of the original
issue, and all bonds so drawn are to be redeemed on or after the 31st day
of August following the date of drawing, from which date no interest
is payable on bonds so drawn. There has been drawn to date a total
of $1,592,519.98.

i Careful attention has been paid to the maintenance of the plant, |
° rolling stock equipment and other properties of the Company. -
Here ls Our Offer * AGRADA” Your Directors declared, out of the accumulated surplus earnings
PERFECTO of the Company, four quarterly dividends of two per cent. (29). all of

which dividends were paid on the several dates set for payment.

x The gross passenger earnings show an increase of $321,057.39, being

is Made in Canada by
expert native Cuban cigar
makers out of clear
Havana tobacco, wrapper
and filler, and packed n
Mexican cedar “boite
nature.”

\ > > A regular monthly audit and verification of the books, accounts and
We WIll send twentY"hve fl'CSh, fl'agrant vouchers, was made by W. S. Andrews & Company, Chartered Account-
6 A d " k d . M . d ants, and their certificate has been attached to the Company’s balance

gra as paC € in a exican cedar . sheet. : Respectfully submitted,
WILLIAM MACKENZIE,

President.
........... $6,291,759.06

‘box, and shipped to you S Rt

Gross earnings ...... o s haaetie

Direct from Our Cigar Factory fherest Sh bonds, ete -1, -1 griiies
; ; Pevement, taeis ol et D Sl g L 264,271.80  5,196,949.19
at the following prices: Corona or Pler- et TR

e . : 31st December, 1917. :

{scto sllze,. boli)( of f tWCHtY-ffl}’e, g% 3(5) ; Sarpius ‘Curpings, stter pymént | of Gl pimass,  intereet e i
aniateldl size, Bok of twenty-five; 25 . i S i A R ek et e ot
yOu can then ! lP)’ivlvidendsf, fourlgltsz per cent. each, on the paid-up csaspitoaél.s‘.]h.és. $ 960,0@0’0
, i gieibin bl g sl s e RO
Try Four at Our Expense GENERAL STATEMENT—Year Ending 31st Dec., 1917, w'jsjﬁ

’ » % ) ASSETS. - .

Smoke four (13 Agradas when you recelve Road a.ntd eq\ttnpwment, real estate and buildings, including pave-
: : ; advances to subsidiary companies 111111 MRS
them---if they don't please you in every e 7 e R R i e T T T i
- ; ~ i e ——————  413,419.6
way-..send back the balance and we Wl" “ Cash in hald and In DARK ........beeei@heeieieieieiin. _ 860,77:.:
. ’ $23,781,243.57
return },()u'll money w]'thout a word. Dont capkﬁlths;rolgté and issued ..... LlABILlTIEs $12,000,000.00
wait---get your order in the mail to-day. o i e £ B il SRR A Ly e
Y 5 l : d ll h Shont: WA ANGIEN o . o o U e e it s e s v s e 1}5‘031000100
ou cant lose---we stand all the expense i o M T S Sl ot s ol T TV A

if they fail to please you || Acormssintersat on Bond i sicvicrssaid 0l shaeaes
2 . 86, p: a TN BN G s ,000. A

Reserves:

Remit by money order or cheque and Eo e Lo i Ny
mention Whether you like light’ medium Insurance fund ‘for injuries and damages .......... S ;giggg;g agradt
Profit an@ Loss. .....i....... T e RS L 5,543,683.55

Certified correct,

or dark cigars.
W. S. ANDREWS &

ROGELIO, GIRARD & CO. Chartered Accountants.
The Board of Directors were elected as follows:—President, Sir William

MacKenzie; Vice-President, Lt.-Col. The Hon. Frederic_Nicholls; Brig.-Gen-
39 McCaul Sto e - - Toronto Sir Henry M. Pellatt, C.V.O.; Hon. C. P. Beaubien, Frank W. Ross, E. R. ‘Wood,

Geo. H. Smithers. R. J. Fleming, General Manager; J. C. Grace, Secretary-
Treasurer. —

————
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Published fortnightly at 181 Simcoe St., Toronto, by the Courier Press, Limited,
Subscription Price—Canada and Great Britain $1.00 per year, United States $1.50
Der vear, other countries $2.00 per year, payable in advance. IMPORTANT:
Changes of address should be sent two weeks before the date they are to go into
effect. Both old and new addresses must be given. CANCELLATIONS: We
find that most of our subscribers prefer not to have their subscriptionsinterrupted
in case they fail to remit before expiration. While subscriptions will not be carried
In arrears over an extended period, vet unless we are notified to cancel, we assume
the subscriber wishes the service continued.
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CANADA NOT A NO-MAN’S LAND

RTICLES about Canada are not necessarily Cana-
dian. Stories about Canada can be circulated in any
English-speaking country. Getting ex-Canadians

Who live in New York or Boston to write and illustrate
things about a country which they did their best to for-
get long ago, is not getting far ahead in the business of in-
terpreting Canada to Canadians.

We say this, because such things are done in the name
0f Canada. We say it in a condition of real acquaintance
With the man over the border or across the “pond,” who
With profitable affection alludes to Canada as “We, Us and
C_O-” And we publish the Canadian Courier as far as pos-
Slble_ to show that Canada is not merely a copy-mine for
Oreign exploitation. It is the business of this paper to in-
‘erpret Canada for Canadians by being on the spot our-
Selves and seeing to it that the highest possible percentage
O our production comes right from this country by Cana-
dians who may talk about Timbuctoo if they want to—but
When they talk they talk as one of ourselves.

Canada has too long been a No-Man’s Land between the
Ténch lines. It is time we took stock of ourselves. It’sall
Very easy to say that Canadian writers and artists are not
€qual to those in some other countries. And they neven
¢ be in our estimation until we Canadians open our eyes
‘0 What they can really do. If getting out a Canadian per-
lodica] is merely a matter of assembling a lot of more or
€8S clever foreign-made stuff and giving it a Canadian
abel, we might as well move our plant to Detroit or Buf-
alo or Seattle or Boston. We could get out a paper in any

those places with less effort. We could even send it into

anada with a Canadian label. But it would not be Cana-
and our readers would very soon find it out.

NEXT ISSUE WE SHALL HAVE

Camouflage in Medicine Advertisements
Tltme we Abolished Fortunes from the Gull Industry
»

Another Menace of the Movies
A New Kind of “ Pub.” on Other Corners
"

Two Views About Quebec
Each From a Different Angle and From 3000 Miles Distance
®

: Canadian Choral Conductors Contrasted
H. A Fricker and A. S. Vogt Under the Musical Microscope
- »

An Irish Play, Illustrated

In Honor of St. Patrick’s Day in the Morning
=

Cover Design, on Wearing of the Green
: By Frank Carmichael

“ADE IN CNI—\_ 7

Bread is the cheapest
food known. Home bread
baking reduces the high
cost of living by lessen-
ing the amount of expen-

sive meats required to
supply the
nourishment to the body.

REFUSE SUBSTITUTES.

e
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A EW.GILLETT COMPANY LIMITED

WINNIPEG TORONTO ONT MONTREAL

HE wife of a successful young
literary man had hired a buxom
Dutch « girl to do the housework.
Several weeks passed and from seeing
her master constantly about the house,
the girl received an erroneous im-
pression.
“Ogscuse me, Mrs. Blank,” she said
to her mistress one day, “but I like to
say somedings.”

“Well, Rena?”

The girl %lushed, fumbled with her
apron, and then replied, “Vell, you pay
me four tollars a veek—"

“Yes, and I really can't pay you
any more.”

“It’s not dot,” responded the girl;
“but I be villing to take thee tollars
till—till your husband gets vork.”—
Boston Transcript.

RENNIES SEEDS

-
-

_For Betler Gardens _

¢¢FNVERY back yard should be used for the cultivation of fruits and
vegetables’’—says the Food Controller’s Bulletin. Market Gardens
must be worked to capacity. But all this effort is wasted unless
the seeds sown are capable of producing sturdy, vigorous plants. Plant
Rennie’s War Garden Seeds and insure a full crop !

Cabbage

Caulifiower

Resisting
Celery

Planting

Mar. 1st
e Select)

Order
NOW !

Danish Summer Roundhead .10

pkt. ¥ oz. ¥ o;. oz.] ¥%1b
s 0.90 2.75

FOI' Rennie’s Danish Drouth-

15&.25 1.00 “1:85 3.50 10.00 |

Paris Golden Yellow (Extra

.60 1.10 2.00
pkt. oz. 3% b, 1b.

pr. Rennie’s Extra Early Red .05 .35 1.00 °3.75
Radish—Cooper’s Sparkler ,05 .20 60~ 2:20
Tomato—Market King.... .10 .60 1.7

Rennie’sImproved Beefsteak .10 .75 2.50

Pansy—Rennie's XXX Exhibition Mixture........ .
Sweet Peas—Rennie’'s XXX Spencer Mixture ...
Nasturtium—Rennie’s XXX Chameleon Mixture.
8tocks—Rennie’s XXX Large Flowering Globe
20 6L o T PRREEREE T T S e e R TR e 4

LOOK FOR THE STARS

Our 1918 Catalogue should be in your hand by now. It is your patriotic duty
to consult it at every opportunity. Our Government insists we must pro-
duce more. - Start right, then, and be sure and sow good seed —RENNIE'S
SEEDS. ILook for the special star border bargains in our Catalogue—it

will pay you to do so.
X,

THE

wirram JR EENNI

KING & MARKET ST°5

ALSO AT MONTREAL

COMPANY
LIMITED.
TORONTO

WINNIPEC VANCOUVER

The Radial Lines

Passenger and Freight
Service Daily

Toronto Richmond Hill
Aurora Newmarket
Sutton Schomberg

New Toronto and Port Credit

Information as to rates and

schedules will be gladly furnished
by local agents or traffic depart-
ment,

Head Office :
88 King St. East, Toronto

Toronto & York

Radial Railway

Express Service at Freight Raites

A S

T

Enown by discrimin-
ating Canadians for
over half a century.

PALE ALE
HALFand HALF
XXX PORTER

In original strength
order from

EXPORTERS
LIMITED

489 St. Paul St. West, MONTREAL

To meet Ontario Temper Act,
' ‘order from dealers, grocers, or
direct from Brewery.

THE COSGRAVE BREWER .
LTD. sy

Toronto: Tel. Adelaide 486-487
S

£

E
§
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If you change your address and de-
sire to receive your copy without 'de-
lay, always give your ol address as
well as your mew one.
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Bushels
to

the

Wor}d ’s Shortage Demands Wheat—More Wheat—More Wheat. Plant a Few Dollars Each Month
in Fields of Wheat and Watch Them Grow. Staw at Home and Reap Your Profits—Later, Settle on
Your Own Wheat Farm if You Wish.

Now, for the first time, the small investor can share in the big profits from grain-growing on a large scale, under

modern methods, with power machinery; the maximum of production with the minimum of expense. Remember,
the war must be won by arms and farms.

You 8an own a definite number of acres in Western Canada’s largest grain farm. You can own a small, medium
or large acreage, on easy payments, or for cash. Your crops will be put in for you, harvested and marketed,
year by year. We will farm it for you1; or, later on, if you want to, you can farm it yourself.

Get the Big Free Book That Tells the Story

It is Illustrated—It is Interesting—It is True

You will have no taxes or insurance to pay, nor money tied up in tractors, plows or other machinery; nor in
buildings or equipment, and no seed to buy, while we farm it for you. Our Big Free Book gives all details
and necessary information covering these points and others.

The property consists of 50,000 acres, located in the famous Snipe Lake District of Saskatchewan—a district
famous for its record yields of 25 to 65 bushels of wheat per acre. Wheat is now selling better than $2.00 per
bushel. Every acre of this land is tillable, free from stones, and there is no cost for clearing.

Western Canada Wins World’s Prize
For Wheat Growing

At Peoria, Illinois, Sept. 23, 1917, Western Canadian Fariners walked away with the Wheat Championship of the
World, and took all the other Wheat Prizes besides at the Twelfth International Soil Products Exposition. They
also took First Prize on Barley and Flax, and Sweepstakes on Oats and Rye. QOur Big Book will lay before you

a mass of evidence that will show you our every statement to be most conservative. You simply can’t afford

to miss this book, and you will read every word of it.

Help Yourself and Heip
Win the War

Idle land grows tax bills; cultivated land is the basis of
all wealth. This is your opportunity to share in big pay-
ing crops by becoming a wheat iand owner. Young men
and old men, here is a chance to benefit yourselves and
aid in winning the war. You can help grow wheat, and
by saving a few dollars each month, you can produce
a steady income, and provide a good home for your
old age. You ought to dig down and dig up every dollar
you can spare to speed thc plows and turn the furrows
where serried ranks of waving grain are grown in the
sunshine of Saskatchewan. Saskatchewan is the ban-
ner wheat growing province of the world—that’s a fact.
The Snipe Lake District of Saskatchewan is the banner
wheat district of Saskatchewan.

Ask Any Bank or Dun’s or
Bradstreet’s Regarding
~ This Organization

Trust‘ee: The National Trust Company, Limited, Toronto,
Canada, Capital and Reserve $3,000,000, will hold title
to the land purchased until conveyed to you.

Fiscal Agents: Baker, Vawter & Wolf, Certified Public Ac-
countants, with offces in Chicago, New York and other
important cities, will supervise the receipt and disburse-
ment of all moneys and.render each purchaser a certified
annual statement,

Farming Organizations: J. E. Hauskins & Company, of Eston,
Saskatchewan, will have entire charge of all farming
operations. The fanming will be done under the personal
direction of Mr. J. E. Hauskins. Almost everyone in
Western Canada will tell you about the successful
record of Mr. Hauskins in the I'ield Management of

wig wheat farm properties, Ascociated with him are-

competent and experienced wheat growers, who have
placed many thousand acres of Canadian wheat lands
under the plow. .

General Counsel: Tolman, Redfield & Sexton, of Chicago,
who have drawn the contracts, and are in charge of all
legal matters. .

General Sales Agents: Oliver & Company, Dearborn and
Washington Strests, Chicago, members of the Chicago
Real HEstate Board, and of the National Association of
Real Estate Boards, with thirty years’' experience in
large veal estate ‘ransactions.

Enlist Your Idle Dollars

Idle dollars are as costl;” as idle men, or idle lands.
This plan is intended for those who wish to continue in
their present work, and make a profitable investment,
without leaving home. Under our plan you can start
right now, and get your share of the profits, beginning
with this Fall. Later on, we will turn over to you, -if
you wish to farm it yourself, an improved, cultivated,
producing farm, ready for you to operate. You are
spared the hardships and expense of pioneering, and
your farm will be in a high state of cultivation when
you move onto it. 3

Send for the Book

The Book— “WHEAT PROFIT AND PATRIOTISM”—
will answer all your questions. It is Free, and sending
for it will place you under no obligation whatsoever.
Land values in Saskatchewan, it is freely predicted, will
double in price after the war is over. Get in before the
Big Rush, and get your share of this Prime Wheat Land
and what it produces, and get it NOW—five acres, ten
acres, a quarter section, half section, or section—as
much as you want for cash or on easy payments, and
have it farmed for you.

Remember, by sending in the coupon now, you will be
given an opportunity to participate in the profits of this
year’s crop. Don’t wait until to-morrow, and don’t lose
any time in getting our literature. It will cost you
nothing.

WRITE NOW: Just send the coupon, or put your name
and address on a post-card, and we will send the Big
Ilustrated Book by return mail.

Oliver & Company

Generzl Sales Agents
Dept. K. Dearborn and Washington Stceets, Chicago, IIl, U. S. A.

—— === FREE COUPON == ===~

OLIVER & COMPANY, Dept. K.,
Dearborn and Washington Sts., Chicago, WIS AUIS AL

Gentlemen: Please send me by return mail your Big
Fre.e Book— “WHEAT PROFIT AND PATRIOTISM'’—
telling me how I can make money raising wheat without
leaving home, and later on, if I wish, may own a wheat
farm. This request places me under no obligation what-
soever. 7
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. oney, no one doubts that the world

* thing points to that.

XX11L. "
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OME day soon Canadians will
S wake up, blink their eyes
and find that they belong
to one of the world's
greatest nations, not in area alone, |
but in wealth and power—a regular \ PR ST i -
Whale of a nation. \ ,l\\\\\\‘\\‘\"\\\\}\
The war has probably pushed the ‘\\\\\\
coming of this day ahead at least
4 decade. In spite of the suffering,
Poverty and misery, loss of life.
Wastage of materials and cost in

Will emerge from the struggle—
better. The triumph of the doc-
trines for which we are fighting, no
Matter how long it takes to achieve,
Will 'mean benefit to every country
engaged.

Canada will probably profit more
than any other country. Every-
Her losses,
apart from those of her gallant sons
Who fell in battle, are only skin-
deep. Canada has been isolated B Yy
from the actual hostilities. While
in Europe, countless villages and towns have been razed to the ground, Canada,
Telatively speaking, is precisely the same as she was before the war.

Suppose we kept a balance sheet for Canada. On the loss account place the
loss ‘of soldiers; men who would have led the nation a few years hence. The
Other Josses are only temporary and will be retrieved in overflowing measure
by the stupendous commercial and industrial awakening that has already come.

A certain type of Canadian might say, “Why, things are dead to what they
Were three years ago. And then he would go on and tell about the big land
deals, and the building booms that characterized those days which now seem
FO the most of us like part of a dream. He might go on to say that the present
Industrial situation in Canada is due only to war orders and that on the return
of peace the whole fabric will
fall fiat. To that argument we
Will reply presently. Two years
820 the man from the Pacific

c

ARSI

o5 4 |

-Coast might truthfully have ! ' ,

v

8aid conditions were critical,
&0d his remark would have de-
8Cribed the situation through-

e

ANADA has had enough of real estate booms and other kinds.
waat now is ship’s booms and the boom of organized Canadian industry
roaring with real national progress. Jellicoe says, wait till August and we’ll
curb the subs. Very same week, sub sinkings
Bonar Law says we lost 6,000,000 tonnage in 1917, and replaced less than
2,000,000, and we must beat that record. We are dead sick of bunkum.
Let us get down to business, and believe in the future of Canada as a nation.

CHABRLES

MARCH 2,
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the people. Duilding can be post-
poned for a while—until the great
influx of settlers which every
thinking Canadian anticipates after
the war begins to flow in. The
new prosperity—the kind which we
are tasting to-day—is preparing us *
for those Canadian settlers that
are yet to come to us, for those
that are to reap the harvests and
operate our mines and factories of
the future, establish the towns and
cities of to-morrow.

The new prosperity means more
actual industry and eventually
more money in° circulation than
was ever possible in the ‘old era.
It means more extensive cultiva-
tion of our farm lands—matter-of-
fact dev-elopment, and less specula-
tion. We are beginning to dig down
into the fundamentals.
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What we

show a 20 per cent. increase.

ANADIAN shipyards are busy

| Er S H A W as never before. They are
laying down schooners, auxiliary

freight-carriers, motorships and steel steamships. A great industry has sprung
into being within a few months. Factories with million-dollar pay-rolls and pro-

" duction capacities far greater than the average Canadian believed possible a

short time ago have been created overnight. Many of them are working twenty-
four hours a day to supply materials to be shipped away on Canadian-built
and other bottoms.

The war has stimulated every basic industry of the country. In spite of the
nation-wide labor shortage, the great agricultural, lumbering, mining and fishing
industries have simply had to progress. Output records have bBeen smashed.
War-time conditions demanded it. The Canadian people have had the meaning
of production and thrift drilled into them as never before. Those engaged in
industrial work have had, to
work a little harder and a
little longer per day than be-
=>  fore, and they have done ‘it
. cheerfully.

Canada to-day stands indus-
trially stronger and more pros-
perous than at any time in her

Out the country. But the crisis  ~
hfls been passed. The big
glties of the West, which
8eemed half-deserted a while
880, are now rapidly filling up
8gain. Hotels have just ex-
Perienced the best season since

€ war. In many towns it l
:&kes‘ days to find a vacant
Welling-house for occupation.
:: Rel}t” and “For Sale” signs

% t;amdly elbowing their way

€ dodo category.

P ROSPERITY s returning,
b and it is a better kind of
_Perity than we had in the
!ne:; days. It can’t be

ured only in land values,
for that We may be thank-
s It hasn’t 5o far meant an

°°13b1e increase in build-
. 3Ctivity and for the one
- 900 that the ccuntry hasn’t

v
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past history. .
* And now comes the big ques-
tion. What is going to happen
i when the newspaper headlines
announce peace? What will
happen to Canada’s industrial
machine when the demand for
x shells and other war supplies
\ suddenly ceases? Will stagna-
tion follow until the nation
gradually readjusts itself to
the new conditions imposed by
peace? Will the return of
overseas soldiers clog the labor
market? Will commodity
prices undergo a shock? Will
Canada linger in preparing her-
self for the new era until other
nations have secured for them-
S selves a lead that will be hard
to overtake?
Most certainly not. Cana-
dians, individually and collec-
tively,-must determine that no




matter when the war ends, Canada’s war-time effi-
ciency must go on. The factory wheels must keep

turning. Ships must be launched in greater numbers *

than before. Farmers throughout the land must con-

tinue their pace, clinging to this one slogan—bigger

crops. Luplbermen cannot afford to lag in their

activity. The output of the mines and fisheries must
‘ not slacken,

BECAUSE—after the war there will be a demand
for everything that Canada can produce. The
trade war will be on. Equipment for victory will
consist of two main factors—labor and sea-going
tonnage. The return of 400,000 soldiers to civilian
occupations, if the process is worked out methodi-
cally, will solve the Canadian labor problem, and it
will be, further solved by a tremendous post-war
immigration to this country. The second factor,
that of tonnage, depends on the. voice and labors of
the Canadian people themselves. If Canada is found
with a weak merchant marine, then she must of
necessity drop out of the running. Especially is that
a fact since Uncle Sam launched his great' ship-
building programme to bridge the Atlantic with ships.

The United States has learned the lesson of isola-
tion. Tt has at last thrown off the shell which for
nearly half a century held it down to a policy of
internal development and scorned the idea cf over-
seas expansion, not only in colonization, but in trade.
Now the Americans are getting a new perspective.
Merchant marine and foreign commerce are the two
main foci of the picture. :

Canada, after the war, should create a market for
Made-in-Canada goods in every country of the world.
Canada is too big to remain by itself, self-contained,
reserved and self-complacent. That is not the theory

: that made the British Empire. Canada has got to
maintain an open door—an open door to the flow as
well as to the ebb. Let the ebb tide be people, and
the outflow—Ilet that be articfes of commerce, carried
in Canadian ships.

Canada’s industrial leaders should lay their plans
so as to reduce to a minimum the time necessary
for readjusting their plants to peace-time require-
ments. And the Government should be unanimous
and determined that shipbuilding must be given every
encouragement. Ships will be by far the most effec-
tive weapons in the war cof peace. ’

After an exhaustive survey, the Dominion Com-
mercial Intelligence Service has reached this con-
clusion:

Export of Canadian manufactures can be main-
tained at the war level when the demand for muni-
tions and other war supplies ceases, if Canadian
manufacturers in general will really study the possi-
bilities of export trade and organize for business
immediately after the war. Great as Canada’s ex-
ports have been during the war, the total is small
compared with Germany’s export trade the year
before war began. To secure sufficient overseas

. conditions.
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business to replace the present war orders, Canadian
manufacturers would only need. to- capture a small
percentage of Germany’s former trade in markets
where German goods are likely to be unpopular for
many years. ;

Canadian manufacturers will be able to meet Euro-
pean goods in more equal competition after the war,
because the European workingman has been accus-
tomed to higher wages during the war. We shall not
be campeting with the sweatshop. FEuropean wages
after the war will more nearly approximate those
paid here.

Great natural advantages are possessed by Canada
that are shared by no other country. We have almost
a monopoly of several important minerals, the biggest
forest reserve and the greatest grain country in the
world. Canadians don’t appreciate the advantage
that the possession of unlimited cheap waterpower
gives us over a country like Germany, for instance,
which almost entirely lacks waterpower.

There are still some people left who scoff at the
idea of Canada competing in foreign markets with
the older-established powers of the world. The posi-
tion of those people is precisely the same as those
who less than twenty years ago laughed at the idea
of Canada supplying its own manufactured needs,
and had put in the high school geography books of
the time the fact that Ontario was “not adapted to
manufacturing.” Here is the answer to those
pessimists for the years 1911, 1913, 1917:

Manu-

Farm. Forest. Fisheries. Mines. factures.
1911.

$134,845,458 $45,439,057 '$15,675,644 $42,787,661 $35,283,118
1913.

194,930,040 43,255,060 16,336,721 57,442,546 43,692,708
1917.

352,543,470 51,271,400 22,377,977 = 66,589,861 242,034,998

In 1911 manufactures stood fourth on the list. Last
year they were second, nearly seven times as great
as the manufactures of 1911.

It was not until 1916 that industrial Canada really
hit its stride, because in the year before the manu-
factured exports, while higher than those of any
previous year, were more than two and a half times
less than those of 1916. The growth of cxports of
manufactures would make an even more remarkable
showing if all foods prepared in factories and forest
products that underwent some process in the mills
were: also included. Munitions and war supplies, of
course, swelled the total, but the figures go to show
the real capability of Canadian industry when there
is the demand.

One of the results of the war is certain to be the
creation of ‘a distinct imperial preference on revised
In this.scheme Canada, on account of
her geographical position and her *capabilities “of
production, will -share bounteously. The Trade
Agreement between Canada- and Australia-has had
the effect of forcing the trend of trade between the

two dominions steadily upward, and an extension of
this reciprocity between Canada and other parts of
the Empire, as well as with the motherland, must
bear the same fruits.

The Oriental field stands ready for Canadian
exploitation, and while China is likely to be the bone
of contention among half a dozen world powers bent
on extension of trade, Canada’s geographical situa-
tion will be of tremendous advantage—advantage that
can be emphasized by chips.

As to markets in the motherland: Britain imports
11,000,000 cwt. of flour annually, of which half comes
from Canada. Canada is eminently in a position to
export flour, as with an annual capacity of 30,000,000
barrels per annum and an approximate home con-
sumption of less than 10,000,000 barrels every year,
our mills must grind very largely for export.

Investigations have disclosed that freight rates are
practically the dominating factor in the extension
of Canadian business in flour. Because Canada was
dependent:on the ships of other countries and had
none of her own, she was helpless at the outbreak
of war, and the special trade commission sent to
Furope in the spring of 1915 reported that,

In taking a general view of the transportation be-
tween Canada and the Allied nations, it would appear
that the established lines have not given that service
in linking up Canada with other countries that might
have been expected. It has been felt for some years
that the rates of freight have been of such a character
as to seriously impair their usefulness as a means
of developing Canadian trade. Canada’s ocean trans-
portation will have to be completely reorganized 1
the Dominion is to derive the fullest benefit from
her natural resources and manufactured products.

Devastated France and Belgium will need the pro-
ducts of Canada, especially in the way of building
materials. Here, again, looms the question of sea
transportation, for the ships suitable for carrying
timber, wheat and pulp are not adapted to carrying
back silks, gloves, perfumery and other articles which
express the genius of the French people and which
will constitute the bulk of the French imports to
the Dominion. It is simply a question of ship$,
Ships, SHIPS! They must be had, and in great
quantities. :

Evidence that after the war Canada may step in
and corral business hitherto untouched is inexhaust
ible. There can be only one conclusion reached after
an examination of facts. The opportunity is there, .
and everyone must help Canada make the best of it.
There is a part that can be played by every mal,
woman and child to make this wonderful land of ours
still greater by making it their ambition to see Canada
prosper abroad as well as at home. It is a dut¥
which ‘We owe the eountry, ourselves and those who
fought and perished that Canada might go forward.

Canada is ‘too great a nation to confine her. great-
ness within her own borders. Make way for her!

FTWO SIDES T0O0 BOLSHEVIKISM

HETHER the Bolsheviki movement will become a world movement or back itself ingloriously off the stage seems to be the oné

. most pressing speculation just now.

pro-German and predicts that hunger will eliminate the Bolsheviki movement in a few weeks.

Constantine Nabokoft who represents Kerensky interests in London says,

Trotzky is @
The Copper King from Montand

says, Bolshevikism is going to last —_long enough any way to use up a million dollars which he has subscribed to the movement:

six months

cracy the world over.

anything but that.
On the left,

Tennessee.

N the right, Col. Thompson, the cop-
per king, who was in Petrograd for
last year and was so im-
pressed by the counter-revolution that
he believes the Bolsheviki should be fi-
nanced as the greatest living foe to auto-
He says the Bol-
sheviki are certainly not pro-German;

some of the Circassian
Tartars who have subscribed their lives
to uproot the Bolsheviki.
of the picture is Prince Bagratan, the
jast descendant of the Circassian no-
bility that once ruled the Transcausian
kingdom of Georgia—a long way from
: In the centre, Col. Gatofsky,
his chief of staff, who looks as though he
might revive that old song, “If | only
had a moustache like the Kaiser.”

On' the right
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THREE PICTURES
° By BELLE DOBIE

SSOCIATED with three men
and three pictures is a chain
of interest that inspires a few
fragmentary recollections. The
Subjects are (Major) John Pringle,
Chaplain of the Highland Brigade,
Canadians, France, (formerly of. the
YllkoIl); Lieut. John Pringle, late of
Sdeey, Cape Breton; and Vilhaljmar
Stefansson, the Canadian explorer, in
the far north, who has reached Fort
Yukon, Alaska.

While each man illustrative of the
Story possesses strong individuality,
10 doubt had it been their good for-
tune to meet, chat, compare experi-
€hces, and exchange interests in such
Places ag Massey Hall, Toronto; Al
bert Hall, London, Eng., listeners

~ Would have heen rendered spell-bound,

later carrying away impressions never
o be forgotten. However, it will
lever he the fate of “the three” to
Meet. Two may meet, but Lieutenant
:ohn Pringle (son of Major Pringle,
0OW on duty in France), who gave his
life in the Battle of the Somme, now
OCcupies a spot in the “Garden of
R?St" and field of Honor in France.
BTWO vears ago, while in Victoria,
C., I called to see an old girl friend,
Cefsi) Mary Riter Hamilton, now a
terZdl‘ated artist. Shortly after I en-
e the studio, in looking at a pic-
man, I re:marked in rather an abrupt
teresn:r’ ‘who’s the man with the in-
e ;ng“auburn hair?’ The artist
Dloreet, That’s Stefansson, the ex-
for 1 W%lo outfitted in Victoria, be-
€ starting out on his journey to the
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ABOUT PEOPLE

CANADIANS of all sorts are welcome subjects to this depart-
ment. True storiettes and anecdotes are all useful. If

_ possible send photographs. — Editor.

®

LORD ABERDEEN AND THE REPORTER
By -WILL FROST

- HEN Lord Aberdeen was Governor-General of Canada he occasionally

W resided in Montreal; accompanied by Lady Aberdeen and his retinue.

It was during one of his earliest sojourns in that city that the Cub

Reporter was “wished upon him” by an enterprising local newspaper.

defined by his City Editor the cub’s duties were to keep track of His Lord-

ship—where he went, what he did, and what he said—illustrated by pictures
from life made on the spot by “Our Own Special Artist.” ;

The cub described himself as an Artist-Journalist; the victims of his pen
and pencil described him strongly otherwise. So it came to pass that every-
where His Lordship went, the Cub was sure to go. His Lordship’s doing, illus-
irated, had appeared in the paper quite a while before the victim realized that
he was shadowed by a recording fiend. As the alleged portraits of His Lord-
ship drawn by the Cub Reporter generally resembled various types of crim-
inals, it is possible that they passed unrecognized.

One afternoon the Cub entered the office hurriedly, his chin in the air, slap-
ped his copy on the desk, slapped his knee and guffawed.

“Listen,” he cried, “Listen to this, ye low-born caitiffs. You know,” he
continued, “that Lady Aberdeen was to open that sale of Irish linen in Blank’s
store this afternoon, and His Lordship was to speak. Well, of course, I was
there. The place was jammed, but no Lord Aberdeen. ‘Yes,/ said Her Lady-
ship, ‘he should be here, he’s very late. I can’t see him anywhere.” So I took

‘up a coign of vantage behind one of the counters and got out my sketch-book.

You fellows ‘know how it is when you get up against the bar counter for a

Asg™

drink, you rest one foot on the rail below. Force of habit.

I felt around under-

the counter with my foot and rested it on a bale of cloth.

“Oh, boys!

The bale squirmed and I pressed harder to steady it.

Sud-

denly a hand clutched my leg and a voice said, ‘Hist!” I looked under—and
met the basilisk optic of His Lordship.”
“‘Go away, he said, in that tone of ‘get to blazes out of here you meddling

ijit.’

Of course I started in to apologize.

© “‘Keep quiet,” he said, ‘this is a joke on Her Ladyship.’
“He crawled out, wiping the dust off him, got into the crowd and onto

the platform amid cheers and laughter.

So you see,” concluded the Cub, with

the air of a victorious prize-fighter, “it is not every newspaper man can boast
of having had the neck of a belted earl beneath his heel!”

Arctic Circle.” While in Victoria,
Stefansson was entertained at Govern-
ment House, and in the studio men-
tioned. While he was making an inci-
dental call at Mrs. Hamilton’s studio
the artist caught an excellent sketch
in pastel of Stefansson. After hang-
ing for a while it was taken fo an es-
tablishment to be framed.

Two years after (in June, 1917), 1
made another call at Mrs. Hamilton’s
studio, in Victoria. Omne of the first
paintings I looked for was that of
Stefansson’s. - Not seeing the picture
I said in the usual curiosity of wo-
man, “Where is Stefansson’s pastel?”
The artist informed me that she had
sent it as a gift to his dear old mother
in Saskatchewan. The artist thought
that the explorer had done so much
for Canada, the proper spot for the
picture was in his home. Shortly
after the presentation of the gift, Mrs.
Hamilton received a very sweet letter
of acknowledgment from Mrs. Stef-
ansson, thanking her for her thought-
fulness.

‘While making the same call I no-
ticed hanging in almost the same spot,
a picture of Major Pringle, sketched
while he was making a hurried call.
en route to Seattle, Wash., Mrs. Ham-
ilton having been a member of his
Port Arthur Presbyterian congrega-
tion. To add another link to the chain
of interest, the writer had. seen the
subject of the sketch, entertained him,
and listened to his recruiting lectures
just a'few months before, during which
time he wore the same Highland uni-
form as that shewn in the picture. On
my return from Victoria, just three

months later, I found on my writing
desk a photograph of his son, Lieu-
tenant John Pringle, who had fallen
in the Battle of the Somme. This boy,
who inherited his father’s gifts for
walking through the wilds, traveled
(by foot) five hundred miles through
the Peace River district to Edmonton,
Alberta, to offer himself for overseas
service. :

Speaking of Major John Pringle,

who is still doing excellent work as
chaplain, in France: No man in Can-
ada, Great Britain or the Yukon, has
worked harder in the interests of
men’s souls (and women’s too). Dur-
ing his five years’ labor in the Yukon
he was often known to turn bar-rooms
and worse places into temporary
prayer-meeting rooms, in order to ap-
proach men, thus making many con-
verts when he otherwise might not
have had an opportunity of approach-
ing them. Major John Pringle is es-
pecially gifted in ferreting out Cana-
dians in faraway places, particularly
personal ‘friends. ~Just a few days
ago I was hailed on the street by a
woman friend whose husband
patient: in a French hospital, to tell
me “in-making his ministerial calls
on the patient,” Major Pringle called
out ‘Are there any Canadians here?’
'The patient replied, “Yes; I'm  from
Port Arthur, Canada; my-name ‘is
Rogers,’ .. Major Pringle said. ‘Do you
know -W.  C. Dobie, the pollce magis-
trate? - Rogers answered, ‘Yes, I do,
officially but not criminally; I was his
assistant.’ ” . It is in just such interest-
ings ways he. ferrets out many other
Canadians in another sphere.

isa

- ated.

CLIMBS TREES AT 73
By DOUGLAS BUSH

N an age when teachers, like poor

Joe, are “always on the move,” a

period of thirty-one years as head-
master of one school is something to
be proud of. That is the record of
J. S. Jamieson, M.A., who in 1914 re-
tired from the" principalship of the
Morrisburg Collegiate Institute, which
he had held continuously since 1883.
Next to a newly-elected M. P. no one
has more need of infinite patience and
tact than the principal of a high
school. That Mr. Jamieson has an
inexhaustible supply of both was
shown at the time of ‘his retirement,
when graduates of all ages, from far
and near, united to do him honor.

Born at Kars, in 1844, Mr. Jamie-
son, like many another in those days,
divided his early years between farm-
ing and studying. It is characteristic
of such men that neither occupation
suffered. After graduating from Viec-
toria College he taught in several high
schools before going to Morrisburg.

When, in the teaching profession, a
man holds the same position year after
year, nine times out of ten he grows
stale. Mr. Jamieson’s case was the
tenth. With him increasing years
meant no decrease in work; he was
an abler principal in 1914 than in 1883.

One cannot measure the achieve-
ment of such a man. Mr. Jamieson
was no mere overseer of studies; his
watchword was “edueatidn,” not
“cramming.” Examinations were a
minor consideration, his aim was to
make boys and girlis useful and up-
right citizens. In school and out he
was a father to his pupils; all over
Canada and the United States are
men and women who look back with
gratitude to the inspiration of his
words or (more often) his example.
As Mackintosh said of Dugald Stew-
art, he “breathed the love of virtue
into ' whole generations of pupils.”
There is no greater praise.

People say that to keep young one
must have a hobby altogether outside
one’s work. Mr. Jamieson never had
a  hobby—except his school—but
there is no doubt about his’ youth.
Unique among teachers for' continu-
ous service, he is unique: in another
point—he drives a car, and moreover,
knows where the grease-cups are situ-
Mr. Gladstone in his old age
was content to take exercise with an
axe; when Mr. Jamieson, at seventy-
three, desires relaxation, he climbs a
fitty-foot maple- and saws off a few
limbs in memory of his boyhood.



LD MACHOVA

knew this migh~
ty river of the
north. It had car-
ried him bravely in
the spring-time of
life.
his friend,the great
river with its rap-
ids above, its cat-
aract and the
whirlpool below.
Then - The Trail.

The river was

Diawing by

T.W. McLean
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g O LD man can’t get up trails this winter,”
Snd - Tom Tall Cat argued. “Old man maybe
die. ~Old ‘man- no good ‘anyway; for
hunt ‘or .trap. :Just sit and croak like

frog on blanket all day. Better old man stay here.”

“Un-n-n,” agreed Tom Tall Cat’s squaw. “Old Man
Owl stay. Better.”

‘“We say nothing to old man of it. Better,” cau-
tioned Tom.Tall Cat. “Maybe get mad and make
Wintigo. Better just leave him. Children stay with
him; one one week, one next. Maybe soon die.”

“Un-n-n,” came the crooning assent of the squaw
again. ‘“Maybe soon die.” :

Old Man Owl just without the shack door gave
utterance to an expletive in English __foi" which thera
is no Objibwa synonym. “Dirty rats!” he muttered.
“They would leave old Machova that they call the
Owl on’'the réservation while they go trap and chase
moose. Take kids, take dogs, but leave old chief to
die. 'Dirty"rats!” Ty 2 ¢ ;

Ol‘d Man Owl squétﬁed upon a dirty blanket to the
south side of the reservation shack, puffing medi-
tativély at a straight wooden pipe and absorbing the
morning warmth. A colored H. B. blanket was
wrapped about his shoulders, for he was very old—
so old none could tell his years. Old Man Owl could

" not see the glory of the Northern sun nor the faded
yvellow the early frosts had put upon the muskegs
that patched the valley below him. A bullet from
a rash white hunter’s rifle had once passed too close
to his eyes and carried away their sight; hence the
name his people had since called him by.

But if time had made his blood thin and another’s
carelessness had robbed him of ‘his sight, his fiery
spirit was as of old; the lure of the wild, silent wastes
was strong as ever. He had come upon evil times,
this proud old red man who had known better days.

Once in all the North there was not a hunter so’

mighty as Machova, chief of the Objibwas, whose
maiestic title after the Brown Bear, as well as his
chiefship, was stripped from him with the loss of
his sight. White hunters from the city now no
longer sought him for guide and new factors at the

. bitterness that he was a nobody in the village.
‘deeds of his youth and strength counted for nothing -

_that they could put him out of their way.

and cared less,
about his past glory, ordered him from their door-

trading posts, who knew nothing,

ways. He had to be led about-in the open by his
grandchildren.

Old Man Owl knew things would have been dif-
ferent if his oldest son, Peter Chief, were home. But
Peter Chief was away to the Great War across the
big waters, ahd Peter Chief’s squaw now ‘lived apart
in style on his assigned pay. She would have none
of the pauper, Old Man Owl.

To-day it dawned on Old Man Owl with three-fold

now. . The world had taken all of what he had to
give and when he was no longer useful was about
to toss him aside as so .much human garbage; its
people _were impatiently waiting for him to die so
Peter
Chief, who now and then sent part of his soldier’s

pay to buy him'tobacc,o and warm clothes, was not

there to offer comfort. He was useless, despised
and alone. The others tolerated him only because
they feared he would make of his spirit a Wintigo
to bring vengeance upon them.

The old hunter listened to the preparations for
departure with a heavy heart. Jt was the first
season since away back into his dim boyhood past
that he would not go up the trails. Stoic though he
appeared without, the shock of it, the strain of the
bitter tumult within seemed about to snap his reason.

WAVE of strange, savage abandon swept upon

0Old Man Owl. He sprang to his feet. Straight
and tall he stood as In his robust days, his blind
eyes to the sun. He opened his mouth and burst
into song.

Guttural, with a weird sweetness of tone, was the
song; now savage, triumphant, now low and dolorous
like the North wind in the pines. They who listened,
even had they no knowledge of the Objibwa tongue,
might have interpreted from it the story of a young
strength. that had known no fear in the deepest
wilderness or before the gravest danger, might have

The, .

pictured from it lonely lakes and racing rivers
where stalked.the mighty moose and the nimble
caribou—bearded mountain ranges where the
black bear lumbered and the gaunt, grey wolf
padded silently. Always it began with tributes
to the picturesque and the beauties of naturs,
swelled in its descriptions -of the might of
man, grieved over his oncoming infirmities
and swooned to a wail that told of death and
the despair of despair.

Tom Tall Cat's household stood without the
shack and listened in silence till the old man
had finished and again taken up his pipe.

“Old Man Owl sings,” said Tom Tall
“He is well?”

“0ld Man Owl is well,” answered the other.
“He asks nothing but to live here till he dies.”

“Un-n-n,’ chorused Tom Tall Cat's femald
household, “Old Man Ow! will live here till
he dies.”

Cat

HE day following their departure, Old Man
Owl appeared at the agent’s office, ied by
little Joe, his grandson. He produced a bit of
inner birch bark about the size of a postcard,
on which was depicted with colored basket
stains the figure of a man walking in stars and
clouds. He indicated for the agent to write
his name at the bottom of it.

“Maybe send to Peter Chief at Big War fof
old man?”’ he requested. He smiled, his blind
eyes turned trustingly to the white man.

“But what the thunderation does that funny
picture mean?”’ asked the puzzled agent.

“Pater Chief he know.”

enlightening reply.

on his desk.

At the door the aged blind. man turned.
“Maybe won’t forget to send old man’s letter
to Peter Chief?” he pleaded.

“Np, I'll not forget.”

The next morning Old Man Owl! called little“

Joe at sunrise.
“Must get ready,” he announced. “Long wall

Take canoe, take gun, take packsack and meat for -
many days. Long walk.” x

Little Joe asked no questions. They went wvit:hollc
the shack, where the old man flung his arm to the
North. :

“See long big hill against sky?” he asked. The
boy affirmed he did. ~“See many little hills nmning
to big hill other side of muskeg? Unnn?. Trail
there. Old man go to big hill; little Joe lead way.”

And so they set out, the boy in the lead tumping
the packsack and Old Man Owl’s ancient carbine, and
the old Indian behind packing the canoe. To the®

.ordinary eye, in the deceptive Northern light, the
height of land indicated as his objective would appear

As a matter of fact, it wa3

but a few miles away.
twenty.

s ’i‘hree days they trudged over an old, IongAdisuSe‘i :
trail, on hills of rattling shale, through springY» .
thigh-wearying muskegs, across windfall labyrinth’:
and over weird, burnt-over wastes. - Nights they
camped in the open before a tended fire, rotled
in their blankets. No fancied dangers such'as haunt

the white traveler in the woods interfered with th°/;1

slumbers of these children of the wild. =~ . ~ =

The fourth day they passed over the tip of th?
height of land. An hour later they descended to £2°
shores of a mighty river, seldom visited nowada¥? i
by Indians and ss yet practically unknown to tB®:
white man. ¢

The canoe was dropped into its element.
bow were placed the old man’s rifle and an odd ¢
lection of belongings Old Man Owl fished from th®

1
In it
e

packsack, rusty old traps, his hunting knife and # i

few old trinkets included.

The Indian lad’s eyes were glistening as he 5"{‘[

farewell and the old man pushed his canoe Weg «
a-stream. But old Machova—he was no longer ol :

Man Owl—was happy, happier than he had ever bee® .
d

since Peter Chief had gone. : ;

He knew this stream—knew its every twist an®
obstruction, though it had been many years sinc® ¢
he had skimmed its surfade by night as well as

(Concluded on page 34.)

“Qh, just letter from old man,” was the l}ﬂ"“‘j ;

“Oh, all right, -then;” and the agent stuek . ¢
the bit of bark in an envelope and threw i

V%

.
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STORY PICTURES by the WAR ARTIST

Interesting and Variegated Episodes
im Five Countries

OW could any Tommie

keep his face straight
when he sees his Captain
pantomining as Cinderella¥
War has its funny side,
sometimes.

»

IFE of the Japanese

Consul-General in
New York working as head
of a Japanese Red Cross
Auxiliary Branch, who al-
ready have made about 2,
000 articles for use at the
front. Many of the work-
ers are among the most
prominent social figures
from Mikado-Land.

HE owl caught the rabbit; the
Youth caught both the rabbit and

he owi, lllustrating the horrors of
War,

USSIAN women in
a Petrograd milk
queue.

'

HEY call this a strange billet

in France. Turn the page
around and you get an idea of what
it was—something like a silo. This
cylindrical hotel contains several
floors, but no windows.

®»
FTER all, as these Tommies

know, nothing like a donkey
for a real joy-ride.

®

HIS old lady was compelled by
the Germans to move all her
belongings ‘in a wheel-barrow—to
what place of refuge, heaven only
knew.




what percentage of flat-foots, anaemics, rheu-

matics and syphilitics we have in this country.
For a country only a generation or two away from
the bush and the prairie trail we seem to average
Admitted we have climates that try
With a range of temperature
from 60 below to 100 above we should be a people

COMPULSORY service has begun to show us

pretty high.
out the constitution.

of unusual adaptability and strength.
Two things, however, will offset any
virility imparted by battling with
climate. One is disease. The other
is mollycoddling. We seem to have
all the diseases under the sun and
as high an average of the deadliest
as any other nation. Against this
we shall have to fight by common-
sense methods if we are ever to
come to anything as a physically
strong and clean people. But we
shall never make much headway bat-
tling against diseases until we quit
coddling our bodies as though they
were exotics. A lot of men and wo-
men seem. to think we should still be
living in a garden of Eden. But we
don’t. We may as well accept our
climates as something beyond our
power to control, except by adapting
ourselves to climatic conditions.

»

) EDICAL science will do well
M to keep itself from becoming
a hierarchy. Not all the pro-
gress in medical science comes from
within. Medicine is protected by
law. BEvery law-protected body tends
to become a tyranny. There are
doctors practising under the law
who are no more intelligent to-day
in dealing with the human body
than the old country practitioner
who fifty years ago pinned his taitq
to leaches and blisters. The last
twenty years has proved that mental
science and osteopathy are capable
of being useful curative agencies.
Fach of them comes at the problem
from an opposite angle. The method
of curing a disease by suggesting
that you will get better or that you
really haven’t got it, is about as far
as possible from lying on a couch
and having an athlete who knows
where your joints and nerve centres
are knead out of you a cold or an
attack of rheumatism. Yet -these
two antipodal curative agencies have
one thing in common. They both
eliminate medicine. And whatever
progress may yet be made with
drugs, antigseptics and electric treat.
‘ments, it is a fair surmise that the
science of medicine will never keep
up with the rest of civilization in
4ts own peculiar field unless it de-
decides to incorporate the best in
mental science and osteopathy.

not fit for government by discus-
sion, which is a Bagehot defini-

PEOPLE without newspapers are

.
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poses.

Medical Science’s Opportunity
»

Russia Needs Benevolent Despot
”®
to spell.

What is National Unity ?
L 4

delivered an address in the Ottawa Forum on Confederation—Its

Seeond Phase. Its contents, motive, method and general spirit of

fairness are admirable. As a piece of kindly logic looking at each
side of the Ottawa from the other, as far as possible, it is a real contribution
to the comity of two peoples. Were there more Godfreys in Ontario there
might be legs of a problem in Quebec.

But in all conscience isn’t the rest of this great country a bit weary of the
old Ottawa River tune? Why don’t we pay a little more attention to the St.
Lawrence which rises near the hinterland of three inland provinces and emp-
ties into the sea around three others? Rivers in war are always good battle-
grounds. But the course of Canadian development is not across the Ottawa;
it lies along the St. Lawrence. And it’s because belligerents on both sides
of the Ottawa have persisted in regarding that river as of first importance that
we have had all this foolish talk of damming the St. Lawrence by letting Que-
bec out of Confederation.

Quebec is not going out. Mr. Godfrey admits that. He makes a leading
point of the fact that for fifteen years Canada bridged the Ottawa by honor-
ing a French-Canadian Premier. He makes another point of the fact that in
the first Canadian contingent to the great war eighty per cent. were British
born. We have published the figures on this page before. As a link in an
argument it is convincing. But why should we emphasize in this country
the land of a man’s birth? When a man comes here with his family to live and
to vote, what under heaven is he? English, Irish, Scotch—or anything Euro-
pean? If so, we may as well abandon the Canadian idea. The other evening
a man whose father was an Ulsterman and who was himself born in Cana _a,
declared that he was an Irishman; yet the same man would raise a terrifying
hulabaloo at even a native born German who has a Canadian vote calling him-
self a German.

Either we are building a nation in Canada or we are making the country an
eldorado for forty kinds of people who intend to stay foreigners. Admitted
that we can never be the same kind of nation that England, France, Germany
are—a one-language nation; must we also admit that we can never become a
one-flag nation? Must we forever sympathize with the Britisher who when he
recrosses the Atlantic, says he is going back home; with the Italian who
makes his money here and sends it to Italy; with the Chinaman who makes
his pile and goes back to China for cremation; with any and everybody who
regards this land as a sort of experimental Siberia, to which he is exiled and
which exists only for the sake of ten or a dozen homelands across any ocean?
In heaven’s name is Canada never to be a home for any but those who are
born here? Then let us put a crimp in immigration, give Hon. J. A. Calder
some other job and abandon the idea of ever making Canada anything but a
transplanted international colony. :

The real point of the matter is that whatever the patriotic motive of those

M R. JOHN M. GODFREY, one of the fathers of Bonne Entente, has

eighty per cent. Britishers in the first Canadian contingent, the men themselves

were or should have been Canadians and not Britishers. The writer of this
was born in England. He claims to be first of all a Canadian. His second
claim is on England. Does the so-called broncho and the sparrow—to re-
quote Mr. Godfrey’s words—think that Canada is forever a colony and that no
matter how many of his kith and kin come here and for how many genera-
tions, they are still British? Then let us send a message to King, Lords and
Commons and say we have no right to national aspirations. Let us concede
that all the real Canada there is lies on both sides of the Ottawa; that the
Canadian born Anglo-Saxon vs. the Canadian born Frenchman will always be
the main programme in this country; that our biggest problem will always be
this tiresome feud between Ontario and Quebec.

No, if our national talk is anything better than twaddle, we must look for-
ward to the day when the business of making Canadians of people from all
parts of the earth is a hundred times bigger problem than settling which is
the greater bigot, Quebec or Ontario. And if Canada is ever to achieve na-
tional unity among a qonglomeration of peoples, it must be by the united ef-
forts of all Canadian-born, on both sides of the Ottawa.and everywhere else.

was not consummated.
How weak and helpless is now beginning to be seeB-

But in the pity that the rest of the world feels for
vast Russia there is an element of hope.
heart of Russia is right.
leaders are wrong . What Russia needs is a restoras
tion of autocracy. She needs an enlightened despot-
ism with all the gradation of authority which it im-

*the hope of a great

Therefore she is an ally

The real
The people are right. The

Government by discussion, as Bagehot called it, i3
all very well in countries that have been practising
discussion for generations or centuries and has learn-
ed to read newspapers.

Russia is not even learning

She is only spell-bound by orators. The
greater the oratory the worse the distraction. 2
_people who can’t read must be governed without

democracy, until such time as the
rank and file can understand the
newspapers.
»
IPLING says the Germans are
K' slaves. That is not the whole
truth. The slavery of Ger
many, which makes possible the
amazing national concentration Of
the country, is a slavery of educa-
tion. The people have been traiﬂed
to submit and to sacrifice now IB
satisfaction
hereafter, They have the Ma
homedan creed of fatalism and th3
future. Long ago they began to B
dure the privations which are now
beginning to be felt in other coun
tries. They have been hardened 9
sacrifices by a system of educatiof
They are not helots clamoring  fof
freedom. They are a nation of fan
atics with blind faith in the powerful
righteousness of their rulers and 2
delusion that the world is in arms £0
crush them. Enlightenment is only
beginning to dawn upon these S¥3°
tematized slaves. Germany is a3
much behind in enlightenment as W2
are in sacrifice. And the light that
confounds the Prussian war lords
will not break in Germany until other
nations have begun to catch up B
suffering and sacrifice.
»
ORD BEAVERBROOK does 2
L good turn for this country 2
securing and sending us 02
portrait of Sir Alexander Macken-’

zie, painted by Thomas Lawrenc®

A large number of Canadians maY¥

not know who the great explorer Wa8

beyond the fact that he gave hi8
name to the greatest river in tB°
north of the world. It is considet
ably due to the persistent efforts of
Sir. Edmund Walker that such 3"
torical things as this are being €OF
lected for Canada. No busy ma2

could possibly do more than S

Edmund has done to encourage
forms of art in Canada. And thi®
portrait of the great explorer stand?
to the credit of both Sir Edmu?
the custodian and Lord Beaverbroo¥
who raised the fund for its PU
chase.
»

R. FRANK CARREL'S &%
Mpointmen_; to the Legislati®

Council of Quebec is a happ’
choice. The proprietor of the Que
bec Telegraph is a sincere believe”
in the principle and practice q
Bonne Entente. For many years

has published a highly successful English newspaper in the French-Canadj’n
metropolis. He knows both sides of what other people call the race Pl‘obl
He understands that the more each side knows, not about the other, but of th®
other by actual acquaintance and living and working together, the Jess of
“problem” there is. In fact, Frank Carrel never acts as though there 'is 3 pro
lem. His paper is not read merely by the English set in Quebec. Frank c
was born in Quebec city. He knows it as well as any French-Cangdian know® *
And he has learned to love the town along with this, country. He has 10.‘"'“
that the best way to get along with any body of people who do mot belong t° o
same race is to get along. He can do this even better in the Counecil

+ion of democracy. The greatest of all national tragedies in this war 'is Russia.
“Three years ago she was the man-power hope of the Allies, the unspeakably
-yast reservoir of men and food and war péwer; now a blind and battered giant
-without a Czar, without true leaders, in a state of growing anarchy that makes
a State fighting with itself an easy mark‘_ﬁor the grim slaughter-machine next
adoor. Russia has been bedevilled on a vast scale. She has been all but dis-
«credited by her own Allies because of her weakness born of the corruption car-
ried on by Germans. Just the other day England scarcely knew whether to
Tegard her as an ally, an enemy or a neutral She is not an enemy, since Ger-
many has again declared war upon her. Not a neutral because the peace pact




SHIPBOARD SKETCHES /=3 :=

E are still in Halifax harbor. When we
shall sail—is a state secret; what cargo
we are carrying—is a state secret; when
we shall get our coal, when our convoy—

these are state secrets also. An American battle-
ship appeared in the harbor and vanished in the
night; @& white hospital ship orhamented with large,
Ted crosses and green stripes, has gone; but other
gaily camouflaged vessels flying flags of various
nations are hovering near, while tugs and barges
Come and go on mysterious errands. Sometimes
the ship’s motor boat is lowered and the captain
goes ashore, or the officer in command of troops;
but these dignitaries sternly refuse to post our
letters or purchase the 1, pound of wool we need
for our knitting.

We gaze daily at the snow-clad hills around Hali-
fax. We can see the residential part of the city,
With its windows covered with new boards. The
town of Dartmouth, too, looks picturesque, its charm
Increased a thousandfold by the fact that none may
enter. The devastated part of the city of Halifax
1§ hidden from us by a bend in the river, and in the
g;stance we see the slanting masts of the beached

mo.” At sunset the river is flooded with pink
and gold, and the signal stations on the hill are out-
lineq sharply against the radiant sky. At night,
When the wind has dropped, the scene is even
10Ve]ler; and the lights of the vessels trail serpentine
Teflections of yellow, red and green in the dark water.
to(’)l‘here is little to do. We pace the deck, but it is
: cold to use our steamer chairs; even when play-
Ing shuffle-board the hands and feet get numb. But
21::'9 a'!‘e plenty of comfortable chairs in the lounge;

\andvgment tables at which to write or play cards;
oy 00ks may be obtained in the cosy library with
> Open fireplace.
de‘l‘:t first the passengers complained bitterly of the
. Y, but now they are becoming reconciled or more

Customed to the monotony of ship life. They have
b?)‘:)f;{mfa interested in their games of cards, their
he S,_ but most of all, now that
% .blg : ship is about to start
- its journey over the ocean,
eaci “have become interested in
g otherz. The proper study of
e nl'iind is man, and daily we
tio(:,mre some new piece of informa- '
Bt ;lbout the scant hundred of
b ti ass passengers and learn to

hem by their names.
Bo'cri:glgenial captain has time to be
ha;ve v? .now, 'fmd'a pf‘ivileged few
T al;:tlte(}r 11111m lfl hl? cosy quar-
bt trd e e offlcer' in command
5 OPs is able to join in a game of bridge, the
“€tre to their berths at the first hint of stormy

Weg
<ol ther discover how pleasant life on the ocean
V€ may be. ; \

ON the short voyage from St. John to Haliéax;
Many "were laid low; but even with a dizzy
It seemed good to be moving. Additional ex-
de:::ttiwas 'caus?d by a fire in the lounge, due
fﬂns. % Ve insulation in the wiring of the electric
Ing iy St‘nall flame appeared on the ceiling, blister-
s Paint. A little girl with a scar on her cheek
- Itim o the
w:hfax disaster—
" S the first to gen
‘cr:ﬂd began to
s ;.m ‘ hysteri-
e ‘Tell the
: mbta.im Fire!
ta::v!': Tell the cap-
e]ﬁ.p: " Her mother
“ghaed her hand
f—hi]d‘-y over the
8 mouth and
LR her . pelow.
»h;l}e"“e “else be-

: "cit:n;the slightest
: ent. - The

heag
Citem

The Medical Oﬂi-

0
ctors have few patients, and the people who will
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By ESTELLE M.: KERR

leisurely manner, brought fire extinguishers, ihe
ship’s carpenter, with hammer and chisel removed
the moulding from a beam and laid bare the smoulder-
ing wires, the amorous young man in “civies” drew
his lady-lover into-his protecting arms, and the young
lieutenant, when the extinguisher splashed in hiz
direction, ducked to, safety behind the corpulent
lady, mistaking her for a parapet. In half an hour
the fire was out, the smoke cleared away and the
stewards were busily cleaning the woodwork and
splashed mirrors. An extension cord with a drop-
light replaced the illumination in the damaged cir-
cuit and, in another half hour, tea was served in
the lounge in its usual orderly fashion, and the pas-
sengers who had slept through the excitement, drank
two cups of tea before their eyes, following the trail
of their cigarettes, remarked:

. “Why, what’s happened to the ceiling?”

RIENDSHIPS are formed quickly on ship board,
and if, by chance, a man and a maid who are
seated beside each other in the dining saloon find
pleasure in each other’s company, we are apt to come
to the conclusion that they are married. It surprises
us to learn that the pretty little red-cheeked girl
who paces the darkened deck each evening, arm in
arm with the young lieutenant, is going-overseas to
marry a soldier, and that her constant companion
carries in his breast pocket a photograph of a small
baby. The staid spinster who sits knitting in the
corner all day proves to be a prospective war-bride,
and the pretty young thing who romps around the
deck in running shoes, and you have mentally placed
in the bride category, calls your attention® to her
wedding-ring and tells you that “he” went overseas
in 1914.
I am making a study of uniforms and military
badges, for ‘there are no- two
alike, but just as I am becoming

proficient, most of thé officers have donned mufti.
I can distinguish between the grenade of the artillery-
man worn on the coat lapel, from that of the en-

gineer. I can tell the Imperial machine gun badgé
from that of the Canadian.

A youthful officer in the Royal Canadian Dragoons,
crossing for the first time, remains in uniform, spurs
and all, and we can’t help myrmuring:

“Twinkle, twinkle, little spur,
How 1 wonder what you're fer,
Fastened to the boot so tight
And not a bloomin’ horse in sight

(E1]

[
The Aviator. The Nursing Sistere

~

11

I take an interest
in wound-bars and

2 discover
/((,’ , TR, where each of my
v ol : ﬂ‘/ N fellow - passengers

_; R . { “got his”—at the
ﬂ:__l‘ ‘:; - Somme—at Ypres
WL ——19r Macedonia.

“And how do you
feel about going
back?”’ I often ask.
Usually they ad-
mit that when they
first got their
“blighty” they were
so glad to get out
~alive that they
never wanted to go
back again, but
after a long time in
X the hospital and a
short period of
more or less normal
existence at home
they began to itch
to get back. ‘“As
long as the war
keeps on you can’t
think of anything

else,”” they say.
“And it's so dull to
be out of it!”

The Belle of the Ship.

But a line that a
youth whose sick-
leave wasn’t sufficient to restore his nerves to their
former strength has written in my autograph album,
tells a different story:

“If the boat were going the other way,
There would be something more to say,
But I've been before,

I've seen the gore.

How I wish it were going the other way!”

Most of the sentiments:written in my little book
by the officers are very cheerful. One has drawn a
crude picture of our ship, a sub-
‘marine and a torpedo, and has
written underneath:

“In keen anticipation of the
voyage!”

Many time-worn verses deemed
suitable for autograph albums are
there, but sometimes, meaning to
be funny, the modern rhymes are
pathetic. In the trenches one
acquires a grim sense of humor,
and one of the N. C. O.’s on board
has written:

“What does it matter—the loss of an arm or a leg,
The glory and honor of having to beg?

Think of your duty, think of your pay,

To shoot and be shot for a dollar a day!”

Another writes on “The Glory of War”:

“A trench,

A stench,

Some scraps of French; ,
Some horrible German vapors.

A shell,

A yell,

No more to tell,

But a paragraph in the parers.”

Many ' of these
gallant fellows,
both officers and
N. C. 0.s, crossed
to England steer-
age, returned in a
hospital ship and
are now enjoying
the luxuries of a
first cabin passage
for the first time.
Perhaps there may
be more equality
between the offi-
cers and men in the
trenches, but cer-
(Concluded P. 30.)

O
The Infantry Lieutenant.
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EYES, BUT HE SAW NOTH

NJARKHAMS' Consolidated, with its sinister control from a hidden agency
~"=  has at last corraled Martin Hoag after his sojourn on an 1sland. Hoag
18 now n the Markham Ward for merve cases.

. ARKHAM was never so sure
that his big business ship
was in safe waters as when

he was alone with his sis-
ter Gretchen Malone in her library.

“Well, ‘Henry, have you got the
psychic personage safe?”’ she asked
him after the rest of the house had
retired.

“In the Markham Ward for Nervous
Cases,” he said quietly.

“What does Dr. Heinfeldt say?”

“That he is undoubtedly suffering
from derangement. It will be tempor-
ary, he thinks. But of course—"

He smoked silently.

“Of course,” she took him up, “your
doctor will see that the time involved
in his complete recovery is long
enough for your purpose.”

“Whatever that is,” he replied
dreamily.

There was a ticking silence.

“And whatever it is—-do you really
know, Henry?”

She suddenly spoke in German. He
replied in the same.

“Nobody knows,” he insisted ex-

“They asked me what | knew about
such spies as the Japs with their ban-
zais to the Mikado.”

citedly. ‘This side of the water there
is nothing but the vaguest suspicion.
Parliament talks of the German men-
ace when it might as well be talking
of the bubonic plague. I have been
down there. Those M.P.’s know noth-
ing about Europe. Nine-tenths of
them have never seen it. All they
know about Germany is that she has
a great army, that she has model
cities, a great mercantile marine, a
powerful and peculiar Kaiser and good
schools of music, where some of them
have their sons and daughters. What
on earth would happen if Germany
were to declare war they know not.
Some of them fear Russia more than
they do Germany. They talk much
more bitterly against the Japs who
may come across from the other side
of the Pacific. They still remember
the case of the Komagata Maru and
the mad Hindus who were deported
before they were allowed to land. You
remember that play—" :

“Typhoon,” she broke in.
very well.”

“It was in Ottawa. I heard M.P.’s
very much excited over those Jap
spies. I agreed with them. With a
few drinks they became quite confi-
dential; asked me what I thought Ger-
many knew about such spies as the
Japs with their banzaings to their Mi-
%kado. I said—why, I said of course, it
was bad enough. Germans had aico
an Emperor; not a spiritual deity, but

“Yes,

Vienna has him in charge.
the iron-master, when ¢ She knows not.

ham fear Hoag and delay his marriage to Helen ?

imstalment of

: A German specialist from
Helen Munro expects to marry Henry Markham
W hat 1s the secret that makes Mark-

Read the mext to the last

WHAT HAPPENED TO HOAG

a human person who had sowed his
wild oats and had now become the
real father of his people, interested in
all their good works, helping and teach-
ing the world wherever they could
under the sun. Yes, they agreed with
that. - They had met Germans at the
Capitol; men wise on trade matters.
They admitted that Germany had a
wonderful trade system—"

He paused to chuckle in the smoke.

Gretchen lighted a cigarette.

She had no need to say a word now.
Henry was wound up on a subject
very close to his imagination.

“I have a way of pulling people out
to talk about Germany,” he went on.
“I sometimes admit that my father’s
name was originally Markheim; that
for naturalizing reasons, wishing to be
a Canadian out and out, he himself
changed it to Markham; that I was
myself christened Heinrich, but that
because he wished me also to become
a subject of His Majesty the King
whoever he might be, he had it
changed to the good Anglo-Saxon
equivalent Henry. So-—that 2ets any
good Canadian going at once. You
see, they are becoming quite national
here. Or think they are—which is
much the same thing. Eh?”

“Well, Henry,” she went on quietly.
“And then what do they talk about?”

“Poh!” He brushed back his hair
and gazed into the fire. ‘“They tell
me how wonderfully Germany or-
ganizes her trade bureaus all:over the
world. . What a complete knowledge
she has of even Canada. Ha! Ha!

- Ha!”

It powerfully excited Markham to
observe that Canadians were  much
complimented to think that the great
Kaiser knew®about Canada; that he
thought it important enough to have
a memorandum on fyle about every
great industry, every railway, every
mine—everything. 5

“It flatters them up to the hilt,” he
went on. ‘“And they say that it is all
so open and above board; not like
those stealthy Japs, I admit, that so
it is. I tell them—that of course at
Berlin there is indeed a complete re-
cord of all my own interests. I freely
admit that T have let German investi-
gators through my works—mines,
foundries, factories, ships, railway
tracks—everything. That is business.
I have nothing to conceal. I do not
fear Germany, so I tell them. No, and
neither should they. Germany is my
natural ally. I am a good Canadian.
Germans are welcome and useful here.
Yah. Very welcome. Very useful
Eh?”

®
TRICT ORDERS were issued from
S the Markham Ward that on no
arecovnt was .anv-ors fosee the
patient: designated as Martin Hoag.

‘those beautiful roses for him.

By THOMAS TOPLEY

1t was an aggravated form of neuras-
thenia, coupled with serious psychic
disturbances; so serious, the German
specialist admitted when questioned
by Mr. Markham, that perfect solitude
was the only condition for a cure.

“Very well, doctor”’—speaking de-
liberately between whiffs of smoke—
“what I want is to save that man to
his work in civilization. I know him.
My old office manager. Given his first
place by my father when the business
was a shop. So—"

“Sentimental reasons, sir.,
stand.”

“Which will never again be permit-
ted to operate in this Ward. I am
asking you to make an exception of
me. That is all.”

I under-

”

HE doctor’s perturbation began
T over this order when a lady
came and asked to see Mr. Hoag.
She was quite the most interested and
interesting lady Dr. Heinfeldt had
ever talked to. She told him her name,

and he said,

“Ah! Quite superfluous, Mademoi-
selle. I knew it. You are a friend
of—his? Ah! You have brought

Are
they not—magnificent!” ’
He spoke the last word like a cli-
max in a Strauss tone-poem.
“Doctor Heinfeldt, I don’t believe
Mr. Hoag should be in this hospital

Dr. Heinfeldt expresses great aston-
ishment at Miss Munro’s scepticism
about Mr. Hoag’s illness.

-

at all. I don’t think he is really ill.”
Heinfeldt’s big hands went up.
“Mad—em—ois—elle!”

His eyes were bulged with physical
admiration.

“You scientists—think you- under-
stand people. Well, if they were noth-
ing but flesh and bones, so you might.
Tell me, Herr Doctor, why you Ger-
mans seem to be such world authori-

ties on even medical matters. Are
vou—?”
“Seems, madamoiselle? Nien! We

—are! We must be. The world de-
mands it.”
“Fiddlesticks! Dr. Heinfeldt—"

“Ah—please to call me Heiny!”

“Heiny then—what do yon really
know about Mr. Hoag?”

He tilted his head and cocked his
eyeballs over imaginary spectacles.

Helen was surely more beautiful
than any garden. The spring seemed
to have made her its apostle. Hein-
feldt did not wonder at Mr. Markham
deciding to marry such a creature, 80
beautiful, yet so bold. Neither did he
marvel that he himself was somewhat
obsequious. As Madam Markham—
some day—she would be in a position
to command him; might become the
especial divinity of the Ward.

“Ah! You ask me for symptoms,
Miss Munro. That is not easy. You
would need to understand the psycho-
physical inter-relations, of which I
assure you I have never seen, evel
in Berlin or Vienna, so remarkable an
example as Mr. Hoag. Never one:
And T can promise you that when wé
have finished with Mr. Hoag the sci
ence of psycho-therapy will have beel
advanced—much! But for the pres-
ent, I cannot, I am afraid to permit
vou to see him. He is in my care. Wé
must save him to civilization and to
his blessed work in the world. Poor
man! He is too much, I am afraid,
of an altruist. He projects too much
of himself into the lives of others,”

‘With grandiose politeness the do¢
tor reluctantly bowed the lady ouf
He watched her as she floated 'dowD?
the walk to her limousine. The room
seemed still to be haunted by her
gracious and stimulating presence:
Such color; animation; spiritual hu-
man interest; and such a gentle lady-

”

EINFELDT' carefully examined
H the great clump of red roses

she had left. There was DO
visible message except her card, which
he put into his own pocket as a 8I'#
cious souvenir. But, of course, flowers
are subtle; might have wsouls? S°
much like women as they are, WhY
should roses not convey from the spirit
life of the lady to the remarkabl®
psychic personality of Mr. ‘Hoag som@
intimation more powerful even thal
her own presence in the room?

»

HE room in which Hoag was ¢O%
fined was desperately white. It
glistened of tile and enamel.

was even more terribly madden
than a room of all black. Hoag W&°
dressed all in white like a house 8%
geon. His hair had turned white-

face, shrunken and hollow, was almo®
grey And éven that grevness .wad
enhanced by ‘the snow-white €07

ing
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: _don't you fetch in those roses?

plexion of the room and the white
couch on which he lay, looking out at
the green and blue of a great centre
court walled off from the street.

Hoag sat up when his medical jailer
came in.

“Why didn’t you bring ‘the roses?”
he wanted to know.

“Ah!”  startled Heinfeldt.
roses?”

“Don’t be alarmed, Herr Doctor. I
mean the ros=ss which I can smell from
Your hands. I presume a lady brought
them., As she could not have brought
them for you, and as I am the first
man pétient admitted to this Ward,
I deduce that the lady who has just
gone is Miss Helen Munro. If you
Will look in your left upper vest pocket
Yyou will discover her card which you
have stolen from me along Wwith the
roses. Please keep it—with my com-
Pliments.”

Heinfeldt just stood and delivered
himself of a series of gesticulations.

“Do’ you—wish to examine me
again?”’ asked Hoag w1th a curious
8mile.

“Nein!” exploded Heinfeldt. “The
more I examine you the less about you
I know. So it is necessary to keep you
for a while quite alone.”

Hoag went about the room without
a sound. Heinfeldt smiled at the ab-
_Surdity of any such phantom being in
love with such a lady as had been in
“his office that morning.

Suddenly Hoag loomed up in front
of him.

“WhY,” ‘he asked, “do you keep me
in a white room? Why the devil
Don’t
“You know that I hate this white?”

- Heinfeldt shrugged as he rose.
Backing‘ towards the door he said,

‘“What

“An illusion, Mr. Hoag. You do not:

_h?lte white. Psychically you have
Made white your bete noir—your black
beast Conquer that and you are all
Tight.”

”»

H BELEN’S first impulse was to have

a talk with Poundem, editor of
the Clarion. She choked it
down. The enemy of Henry Mark-
ham was also her enemy. Her second

- Was to tell Markham himself what she

~M'ARKHAM spent much of his

thought of keeping Mr. Hoag cooped
Ub in the Ward. Here again she felt
,herselt balking. Her personal interest
An Mr. Hoag was scarcely of the kind

10 pe ventilated before Henry, who,
10 doubt, as he had already told her,
thought he was doing the right thing
by Mr. Hoag in maintaining him with-
Out a cent of charge at an institution
€¥Dressly designed and financed for
SUch cases ag his.

They were to be married in the fall.
That was definiteiy understood. Per-
baps in September. ‘At any rate when-
;Zel‘ the multifarious interests of Mr.
e'::'kham would permit him time
eve‘;fh to make it, as he said, an
: Worthy the name of Markham;
5 Evmg at least a six-months’ trip
ahle“TODe most of all to that remark-

Wonderland Germany. Which, of

¢
h°‘11‘se meant that she must brush up
£C German, -

»

time now in Ottawa. Helen
never quite knew what he was
iran there. 'But he seemed to be
hergely intimate with Parliament.
s i had been the usual idle chatter
€ was financing his party in the
Coming. campaign. She knew little
Rothing of - that. Oddly enough,

doing

' ness,
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Henry sometimes brought the matter
up. He seemed to enjoy talking about
it; one of his ways of expressing his
sense of power. After all was there
anything so bad about it? - Political
money never grew on bushes. Some
one must provide funds. And so long
as it was good, honest money got from
developing the resources and indus-
tries of Canada—well?

She had all his arguments off by
rote.

He never met her but he talked of
business, of his many interests, of the

: iron -mills, the mines, the steamships
—and of a possible election which he
said would not be due until after they
had returned from Europe.

One evening in his sister’s library
he showed Helen a'voluminous docu-
ment in typewriting.

“Oh just a complete report of all
our indusfrieé,” he said carelessly.
“As you see, it is a carbon copy.”

“Oh yes—and the original?”

He leaned forward, with a stagey
lustre in his eyes.

“It was sent—to Berlin,” he said.
“I wanted to prove to those Germans
that Canada has the making of some
industries that—"

He paused to see how she would
finish the statement.

“Oh,” she said evasively, “I don’t
care so much about what we can show
Germany about our industries. It
seems to me that we had better mind
our own business. I don’t see what
business ‘it is of Berlin—of the Kaiser
—what any ‘Canadian firm is doing.
Why is it?”

He rose and took out a fresh cigar.

“Uh”—glancing sidelong at her—
“my dear, don’t get excited. Busi-

like art, is world wide. Berlin

and Leipsic open their musical doors
to Canadians who have the money.
Canada must either become a world
" nation or remain a kitchen door of the
Empire.

‘In my opinion—I was born

“Physically, Mr. Hoag, you have made
white .your bete nhoir. Conquer that
and you are all right.”

.
here as you were—Canada is too great
to be the kitchen door.”
“Oh well, I quite agree to that.”
“Yes, and if there is any country
on earth that knows how to estimate
the value of a country like this—it is
Giermany. Perhaps when our law-
makers and our governors here find
out how Canada is valued in Berlin
they will quit exploiting this country

in the interests. of other nations.
For instance — the Americans; the
British.”
t 4
ONVERSATION ended there.

Nothing more seemed necessary.
Helen was at least convinced.
And he understood her sentiments.

COURIER
Anyway he told his sister so after-
. 'wards.

“All very well,” » she said. “But

what did. either of you say about—?”
“Hoag?” he suggested in a faltering

way. “Nothing. She knows I don’t
want to discuss him. I know she
wants to.”

“And of course has too much maid-
enly reserve to bring the matter up;
understanding of course that you are
spending money in the humanitarian
business of restorivng so useful and so
unusual a man to the work he does so
well among the working classes. I
do hope, my dear bungling brother,
that you have got Helen to appreciate
all this bunk at its face value.”

He picked nervously at the ragged
end of his cigar.

“Why of course she does. That’s
why we don’t discuss it. Anyhow I've
left it to you to sugar the pill.”

“Me? La-la! My cake’s all dough
with Helen now. She doesn’t even
like being under my roof—poor dear!”

“I wish I hadn’t taken your advice
about Hoag,” he blurted.

“Bless my soul! What better would
yvou have done? Whose advice did you
want? Warman’s? Poh! He did
very well corraling your man.with a
whole lingo of evidence in case any-
body should bring an action. There
nis usefulness ended. The rest of
the business must be a work of art.
And so it will be. Look—you've got
the respectahle press all doped with
the humane icea of that Nerve Ward.
Nothing the Clarion says can affect
that. The Ward is under your con-
trol. Helen knows that it’s bad for
Hoag’s nerves for him to see her.
She has his letter saying so.”

“Yes, but she’s been to see him,
Gretchen.”

“And failed. A mere impulse. Some
desire to have a love melodrama in a
sanitarium, come what might. No go.
Your Heinfeldt was too cute. Even
her roses failed to reach him. He
can’'t get out without breaking iron
bars and leaping three storeys. Héiny
tells me that the clear white room
angers the man’s nerves. But he’s
keeping the room white.
nice summer days there will be a lit-
tle more white than usual in that
room. There will be a’ death notice
in the newspapers, accompanied by
the cheerful news item that a]thoug‘h
the best medical specialist available
from Germany failed to save Mr.
Hoag’s life owing to the peculiar na-
ture of the malady—one never before
encountered in quite the same way—
vet research on the subject of psycho-
therapy has been enormously ad-
vanced by his case, much to the bene-
fit of future patients produced by our
high-pressure civilization—all that
rot! And as everybody knew that Mr.
Hoag lived more for other people than
for himself—why even Helen -Munro
will admit that he might have enjoyed
dying for other 22

Markham clapped both hands over
his ears. .

He rushed to the door and stood
there puffing like a grampus, his eyes
double-crossing one another. .

“Please—to keep the rest—to your-
gelf,” he said huskily. “I never had
such an idea.”

She looked at him with a fr)gld

smile.

“Henry,” she said, ‘“you know you
are fooling yourself. You knew it all
along. But you never had the cour-
age to put it in plain la.ngﬁage. It
was all very well to doll it up with

One of these -

13
But you wanted
You fear him.
hate him.

scientific. palaver.
to get rid of Hoag.
You fear him enough to

He rushed to the door and stood there

puffing like a grampus; his eyes

double-crossing one another.

Now you’re got him where you can
handle him—you’re welching. Shame
on you!”

¥

RS, BARTOP, landlady, must
M not be overlooked. In the for-

tunes of Mr. Hoag she was only
less interested than Helen Munro.
His return.to the city from the island
without returning to the room which
had been vacant since he left it had
much perturbed Mrs. Bartop. She
understood why he had not come back.
More than once she had been bold
enough to visit the sanitarium in the
nope of seeing Mr. Hoag; always po-
litely refused admittance by the Ger-
man doctor, and_faithfully turning up"
again in the hope that any day there
might be a turn for the better and that
she might be the first to see him;,

No lover can surpass the tenacity
of a really devoted landlady. As sum-
mer came on and the days grew hot,
Mrs. Bartop’s desire to have a word
with Mr. Hoag increased. Every day
she anxiously searched the Clarion for
any news about him, or any intimation
that the Other Worlds than Ours
column in the Saturday issuc would
be resumed and when. s

Finally in her agitation—this time
remarkably unusual-—Mrs. Bartop paid
a visit to the editor. Mr. Poundem
was sitting in the little box office
formerly inhabited by Mr. Hoag.

“Oh!” she gasped as she sat down,
“I don’t blame ye for comin’ in here
now and then. Haven’t I been up till
his room every blessed day since he
left it, dustin’ the books he never,
reads, makin’ the bed that’s never
slept in, fussing wid the slippers and
things he never wears and seein’
him—"

“Go easy, madam. You’ ve not been
seeing him. Not Hoag.”

Mrs. Bartop wiped a blur from her
eyes.

Discreetly mnodding her head,
said, S

“Oh, well, it’s maybe you that knows.
But it's me that’s telling you. That
room o' his isn’t like any other I've
got. And it never will be again.”

She paused, squinting at the loppy
bookshelves.

“Why don’t ye ask me somethin
she snapped. “Dear me! I thought
editors wanted news.”

“Go ahead, ma’am. You came here
to tell me. Why should I have to
pump it of you?”

She reached over and plucked hnu
by the shirtsleeye.

(Continued o page 21.)
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awadians Uricuiate

ND suddeniy our Cana-
dian army doctor,

with his little camera,
found himself, one fine
Mesopotamian morning,
gazing at the Bazaar.
From Bazra and all points
east and west the camel
trains came to Koweit,
carrying merchandise.
Note the date packs. In
the background, - what
looks like hills is a row of

candy-shops. And the
bronze god to the left
thought the khaki-man
was a strange Sahib.
»
SAY, Mae, we
‘ ‘ can get water
in the village if
we start now.”
Mac half woke up. He
heard the rain on his
“pivvy” and thought he
was dreaming, for there
had been no rain for
seven months; but feeling
about, he found his kit
getting wet, and woke up
altogether, asking what in
blazes was happening. (He

didn’t say “blazes,” but
that’s what he meant.)

“Nothing. Only if we
want water, we've got to
get it now.”

In a parched country,
where the troops’ drinking

Palestine Narrative by Norman Macdonnell
Mesopotamian Snapshots by G. A. Dickson

ABOUT three years ago Norman Mac-

donnell, lawyer, disappeared from
Canada by enlistment. He went abroad
in the artillery, was in England a long
while wondering when he would get into
action; took a sudden attack of appen-
dicitis, followed by an operation, was
invalided back ; went over again—and
nothing more was heard of him until a
few days ago the editor of this paper got
a pencil-scrawled screed with his name
at the bottom and *‘ A Sunday in Pales-
tine’’ at the top. The article herewith
describes a certain mysterious camel-
jaunt in which Capt. Macdonnell was
one of the cheerful victims.

DR. G. A. DICKSON, fresh as a May

morning, enlisted long ago with the
Army Medical Corps in the Imperial
Army. He knew he would be a mobile
item when he left Canada. But he had
little or no idea that before he got back
here on furlough with a pack of lively
snapshots, he would have enacted such a
movie panorama of orientation. His
first location was at Bazra, five months ;
thence to Ceylon, afterwards to India,
then to Egypt—and backto Canada.
Now he has gone again. ‘‘Where to ?”
asks the editor. ‘‘ Heaven only knows,”
answers the A. M. C., ‘“ That’s one of
the joys of the Army.”

“Four miles, they say.”

Four miles takes two
hours at a camel’s pace.
So off they pushed: across
the slimy, trackless plain.
Palestine is a land of fields,
but not of roads excepting
the two great highways,
one on the coast and the
other inland through
Jerusalem; for the rest it
has merely mountain paths
and clay tracks, which dis-
appear in the rain. It was
dark, and they had to
wander round innumerable
“Wadis.” The camels
slipped and slid in the
mud—splendid beasts in
sand, but helpless where
footing is insecure. The
wallahs, clad only in,the
usual blue smock, with
bare feet, made loud la-
ment; for it is a mistake
to suppose that crying was

“indulged in only by the

ancients; the modern
oriental is ever ready to
“lift up his voice.”  The
rain kept drizzling down;
and the padre and MacC
made venomous remarks
which much relieved their
feelings, but need not be
repeated here.

The village was there all
right—a, collection of mud
huts leaving one narrow
straggling street filled with

e
——

M P

0 and behold, these are “white-wings” of the desert; the scavenger corps
with the donkey that keep clean the city. Legend saith that behind a wal!
the donkey turned and devoured the garbage. S :

AIR enchantresses at Bazra; one with her-birds of fortune in cages on ends

of a pole‘in the market place. “Ahal” remarks our Canadian camera-m

“Why so shy, pretty ones?”

an-

water is carried in bags on camels (% gallon per man per day for all purposes;,
the risk of losing the day’s supply is enough to rouse the laziest sleeper. And
the water dripping off the padre’s hat—he wasn't really a padre, but they called
him so ‘because, before the war, he had been a minister of the Auld Kirk; now
he was a captain in the gunners and had made great friends with Mac, who
also was connected with the cloth—indicated that desultory conversation would
not be tolerated.

“Are the camels ready?”

“Right ho!”

So: Mac pulled on his boots while the padre hustled the unfortunate native’

camel wallahs. His language was not orthodox; but what will you at 8 a.m.
in a November rain? :
“How far is the village ?”’—the old, old query that dates back to the year 1.

“They will be in a minute,” was the ingtant reply.

rubbish and refuse, waiting for the time when the Orient will appoint a scavengel:
It might have been a city of the dead. Not a sign of life; only an occasional dead
horse, to proclaim the fact that the retreating Turkish army had not long pass®

through. Soon the street opened into what might be called a square—on one
side a most unprepossessing-looking mosque, on the other a row of dilapidated‘
doors and shutters, at the end a camel shed, and.in the centre a well. It was
the same sort of well:as existed several thousand years ago, like the one

which Abraham’s servant that fine morning inveigled Rebekah into maJ‘l'Ymg
Isaac. And it had means of drawing water which might have been used by
Rebekah herself. But alas, there was no-Rebekah there, no damsel “very fair
to look upon”; only a dirty delman; and a dirty delman in a noisome square
at 5 a.m. with the rain making puddles in the muck all round, is not exactly i
essence of romance, even if he is wearing what looks like a set of bed clothes
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out of the ark. But water is water

So they “barracked” their camels,
and told the wallahs to get on with
the drawing.
Meantime Mac wanted to tie up
* his horse. So he grabbed a hcok
in the wall to run his head-rope
through. To his dismay the who’e
wall came down, and there arose
a hideous uproar. He had pulled
down the front of a bake-shop, and
the baker. who had been asleep in-
side, awoke with all the terrors of
plunder and assassination in his
heart. [t took not two minutes for
Natives.'to appear from all corners
—millions of ’em!—all wailing and
Shrieking as if the Turk had re-
turned intent- on slaughter. T%:
Intruder not being a Turk, how-
ever, but a :British officer. quite as
discomfited as anybody else, the
uproar subsided. And an offer to
buy_some oil-cake produced com-
blete peace. So they sat down in
& dingy little shop lit by a sputter-
Ing candle, to eat oil-cake. while
a2 mob of peasants stood in the
Open in all the colors of the rain-
bow and discussed their visitors.
What was the subject? The reck- -
lessness of soldiers? The wealth
D‘f Britain? The trials of war? The
‘ADpearance of their guests? Mac’s
_Corncoh pipe? Neither Mac nor
the padre knew. They only knew
that “the subject was engrossing,
and the comments voluble.
Then it dawned. The rain
Ceased. - The onlookers dispersed.
The wallahs got the camels laden.

“Excuse me, Sir, but you are not
allowed to buy anything here.”

It was the minion of the A. P. M.!
And all the booty had to be sur-

rendered. For hungry men this
was a bit of a shock:
“Well, I'm blowed,” said Mac.

(In the army “blowed” is ., the
strongest expletive allowed.)

“If we can’t get anything to eat,
let’s see the town, anyhow,” said
the ‘padre.

So they wandered into the Greek
Church. The priest, a hale, bright
old man, quite the most attractive-
looking person they had seen yet,
was walking about, and showed a
cold want of interest in his visitors
He seemed to have seen British
officers before. But Mac, who had
been sent to college for: his sins,
had'a brain-wave, and tried his best
Greek for “in the beginhning was the
Word,” and the frost was turned
to sunshine.* The old priest beamed.
e even produced a word or two
of English. Thereupon Mac ™ ©ex:
plained that he ‘was orthodox—
Auld Kirk is always orthodox—but

" also very hungry. And the priest
took compassion. Ascending a
stone stairway on the outside of the
building, they came to a flat stone
roof, with a parapet round three
gides, very clean and neat. Here
the priest’s servant (‘“a man of the
best families,” whatever that might
mean, for he looked as if he would
regard a whole shirt as raiment fit
only for state occasions), brought
them a meal; home-made bread,

And off they trekked to camp, with

fresh meat (the first they had

Water for another day.
“What’s the use of going home
Now 9
:‘WhY, what is there to do?”
trajll-‘et’s ride to ——. The Aus-
lans have taken it. It’s a big
p]*}‘ee, and we’ll have some fun.”
“Yes, but the A. P. M. won’t allow us there.”
: Cheero! Let’s have a try. Got any food with
iou‘_? Np? Well, it’s only ten miles, and we'll get
00d there.”
llo:(;’ _th,ey went. It was a busy centre on the main
leading through Palestine, the road over which
® major part of the Turkish army had retreated.
L?Vel‘al minarets showed where mosques stood; but
Ori}:er than all, for once, glistened the cross on the
thO«SQdOX Greek church. In the twisting streets—Ilike
1itt1': of the village, waiting for the scavenger—the
W bazaars were all alive with buying and selling,
Ough there was little enough to buy or sell, the
0:;.11((1 having denuded the country of everythinz he
lay his hands upon. HEven in a precipitate

what-not.

;‘Z:'gag,,he robbed the people of most of their goods,
o Eg those who were unfortunate to have none;
M dnoyvs what he would have done, had he had a
ays longer to plunder in.
Here was an oriental smithy, very primitive; there

HESE are the Arab sheiks, the men of mystery
Who in all their desert-wise travels had never

hear 2
d of Canada till they encountered the camera-man.

at Bazra down the river.

ERTAINLY when the British beat the Turks out of Bagdad en route to Jerusalem,

there was a sudden excursion of Christians and Jews from Bagdad to see the folks
Water-bottles, trunks, bird-cages, urns, bundles of spices and
For the British deliverers had sent the boat, no tickets to buy—and who knew
but that the end of the world might be close at hand?

13 OMINION over palm and pine,” sang Kipling.
Here are the palms, the shadowy palms of the

dates. Palmistry or psalmistry-—whichever you like.

a camel slowly paced his endless round, turning a
corn mill. Farther on a goat-herd haggled over the
bargain of a goat for a sack of meal. In and out
ran ragged children, laugling merrily enough. At
the bazaar entrances sat the vendors, giving good-
day. Up and down passed women with pitchers or
baskets on their heads; an occasional camel, piled
sky-high with all the worldly goods and estate of a
Bedouin, the patriarch himself in front with the face
of a god and the clothes of a lunatic, and the youngest
scion perched precariously on top. Swarthy Syrians
were riding atrociously small donkeys; Greeks in
European costume, greasy and much patched; Jews
of the regular cosmopolitan type; and through all
and over all the Army--Gourkhas, Australians, Im-
perials.

It didn’t take long to bargain for some food—bread
in one shop, mutton in another, radishes in a third,
and some wine round the corner. But just as they
had finished their purchases, a voice,

tasted since the show started a
month before), herbs, wine (Greek
priests keep excellent wine!)
Sitting on the parapet and munch-
ing their breakfast, they could look
down at the street below, and
watch the military police “in the
execution of their duty.” It was an entertaining
sight to see, and right heartily did théy agree that
discipline was a splendid thing, and that the soldiery
should not be allowed to wander indiscriminately
into strange towns.

At ten o’clock the church bell rang. The congre-
gation appeared and the priest signified that he had
other occupation than that of trying to understand
Mac’s Greek. So with many smiling adieux,.and a
healthy tip to the “man of the best families,” they
proceeded down the stairs and past the A. P. M.

As they rode. home the padre remarked, “Quite
a new way of spending Sunday morning.”

Which it was; and no one regretted it. Sunday
was born in Palestine, so far as Sunday-school stories

_are concerned. Day of rest—no, it certainly was not,

except in soldiering; and gladness—absolutely so.
We were all glad of a chance to chalk it down that at
least one Sunday in Palestine won’t be swallowed up

in the grand procession of one thing after another.

A ND when a Mesopotamian Arab dies he is taken
and buried with many another alongside a
much-traveled road; so that he may not be lonesome.



weather conditions and without any spe-

cial need for haste. The British armies
were still far from ready, and there was no im-
mediate danger from the French. she timed
her offensive for the earliest possible moment
in the new year in order that she might have
abundant time to bring it to a conclusion be-
fore being called upon for defensive activities
elsewhere. We are now close to the correspond-
ing date of the present year. There is a gen-
eral expectation that Germany is about to hurl
her masses against the western front in a des-
perate effort to reach Calais, or Paris, or both. In-
numerable correspondents with unavowed and preb-
ably nebulous sources of information speak of vast
concentrations. of German troops in Flanders and
F'rance. Germany is supposed to have transferre.d
her eastern armies with very much the ease and
speed of a Cook’s tour. The arrivél of Austrian
armies is clearly foreseen by the same correspond-
ents, and these, too, are supposed to have been
switched from the mysterious east. Now all these
things may be true, although they are highly un-
likely, and all the more unlikely from the fact that
Germany has said that they are true, and has said
it with an extraordinary sound and unanimity.

I am strongly of opinion that the German plans
have been gravely embarrassed by the Brest-Litovsk
proceedings, and that Russia = “though dead yet
speaketh”” Perhaps we came nearer to seeing the
end of the war two months ago than we yet re-
alize. If Lenine and Trotzky had = been German
agents, as in our wrath we assumed they were,
they would have assented to the disguised cession of
the Russian provinces. Germany could then have
declared herself to be amply repaid and she could
have gracefully receded from all her other de-
mands.
Germany expected the Bolsheviki would do. She
could not conceive of resistance without an army.
That was contrary to the rules as she had learned

ERMANY began her attack upon Ver-
G dun on February 21, 1916, under bad

them. Still less could she conceive of an honest
idealism. But she found herself confronted with
both.

Trotzky was not in the least abashed by the Ger-
man hectorings. He refused to consider a cession
of Russian territory, and he bluntly demanded  an
adhesion to the basic terms agreed upon. The Ger-

mans were first perplexed, and then they were a}a-rm-,

ed. They had opened the door for an invasion of
Germany by Bolsheviki ideas, and Trotzky held it
open. They had even invited an immense audience
to listen to those ideas. They had placed the Bol-
sheviki in the middle of the stage, and centred the
limelight on them. Trotzky refused the German de-
mands, and asked the German delegates what they
proposed to do about it. And, indeed, what could
they do? They could not display the booty to the
people at home, for they had no booty. They could
not avow themselves to their other enemies as satis-
fied with what they had gained, for they had gained
nothing. To begin a new military campaign against
Russia would have been as baffling as grappling with
a hailstorm. Neither could they leave the eastern
front unoccupied, simce this would be to abandon
their actual tenure of Poland and Riga. Moreover,
the Germans were perfectly well aware that the Bol-
sheviki were representative of no more than a small
faction of the Russian people, and that the intelli-
gent classes were already banding themselves to-
gether to overthrow them whenever the opportunity
should offer, and with unforeseeable consequences.
Germany could not-strike at Russia. She was too
vast and impalpable and unresisting for that. Even
the taking of Petrograd would leave her just where
she was before. At the moment of writing comes

news that the Bolsheviki have made some sort
~ of a peace, but nothing is said about the cession of
Russian territory.

There can be little doubt that this is what
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By SEDNEY CORYN

It is as clear as the sun at noonday that the great
strike in Austria and the greater strike in Germany
were due to disappointment and disgust at the ap-
parent failure of the Brest-Litovsk negotiations. It
need hardly be said that even a formal peace with
the Bolsheviki, with any pgssible number of ces-
sions,” would not have caused the Allies to relax
their efforts, nor would it have disposed them to
come to terms at the cost of an inarticulate ‘and un-
represented Russia. President Wilson made that
clear enough. Russia was not to be allowed to com-
mit a valid suicide. She. was to be saved in spite
of herself. But of course the German mind was
impenetrable by such an idea as that. It could not
conceive that the Allies would hesitate to seize a
chance to make Russia pay the bill. Moreover, with
that almost insane reliance upon moral effects that
Germany has always displayed, she believed that
an actual peace with Russia, the positive removal
of the name of Russia from the war list, would have
a dismaying effect upon the western powers. To
fathom the German psychology is a hopeless task,
and the attempt may well be left unmade, but it is
reasonable to believe that Germa'ny confidently ex-
pected a general peace to result at once from the
Brest-Litovsk conference, or at least that a general
peace would be brought within easy vision. © And
the disappointment among the'people was corre-
spondingly intense.

The immediate result was the fusion of all the
Socialist bodies. Philip Scheidemann, who had al-
ways been moderate and lovalist, now became some-
thing like a “red,” and took the place vacated by
Liebknecht when he was sent to jail. Scheidemann
expressed himself in the strongest language. He
said the German representatives had betrayed alike
Germany and Russia, and that peace had been made
impossible. And then came the strike. It was the
expression of a tortured people who had been prom-
ised relief only to see it snatched from them. They
had confidently believed that a peace without an-
nexations and indemnities would settle their quarrel
with Russia, and with all. other enemies. Assured
of their practical victory “on the basis of the map.”
they could not conceive why it should not. And they
find that the offer upon which they had been buoy-
ing.their hopes was not even to be made. The peace
that had seemed so near immediatély receded be-
yond the horizon, and an imending vista of more war
and more privation toolk its place. To.imagine that
the strike was engineered by the government itself
in order to produce an appearance of weakness is a
mere absurdity. As well charge the government
with arranging the weather. A strike of such mag-
nitude could be nothing less than a German disas'fer,
and it may be a far greater disaster than we are yet
allowed to see.

F course the strike was easily suppressed in its

externals, but none the less it may have a pro-
nounced bearing on the military situation. The gov-
ernment was evidently frightened. Not only was
there a declaration of martial law, or a “state of
siege” as the Germans call it, but the authorities be-
gan at once to reassure the people by promises of
some great impending victory. Hindenburg an-
nounced ‘that he would be in Paris in the course of a

RUSSIA THO' DEAD
= YET SPEAKETH =

L, e e ek

SIX POINTS STICK OUT IN THIS SUMMARY:

Russia is not an open door for Germany; the Ger-
man strike was not staged by Berlin; Hindenburg
had to follow it up with trombctes about victory; he
is not likely to play his lead card in the West; he
is faced by certain defeat on that front.
would swap Belgium for a sure hand in the Balkans.

But he

/

The Junkers blew the customary
blasts on the war trumpet, and drew renewed
attention to a “Deutschland Uber Alles” which
at last was on the verge of accomplishment.
The government claque all through Germany
played its part in the effort to overwhelm dis-

few weeks.

content by expectation.
ed we have, of course, no means of knowing.
The cessation of the strike means nothing ex:
cept that there were bayonets ‘enough to com-
pel it to cease. But the spirit that produced
the strike is not amenable to bayonets. It may

be willing—probably it is— to watch the birth

and death of one more glowing promise. Ger-
many cannot afford to pour oil on the embers of
popular discontent by failure.

victory, might serve.. But a failure, a defeat, would
now be ruin. Carl Ackerman said that German
nerves could not now bear a defeat, or words to
that effect. The-German at heart is a coward. The
cruel are always cowards. The inspiration of loss
and suffering is foreign to the German character-
With every will in the world to strike and injure,

the German commanders will see to it so far as their .
skill shall suffice that they dq not strike in vain. _'

And they are likely to choose the weakest victim i
sight.

OR- these reasons it does not seem likely that

Germany will play her card in the west, where

her defeat is almost as certain as anything military .

ca'q be. She may be compelled to follow a western
card played by her enemies, for there is certainly

no reason to assume that she has the initiative. In

other words the Allies are quite likely to strike
first and so to force the pace and produce a west
ern battle. We are now gradually recovering from

our first tendency to exaggerate the number of Ger-
man troops in the west, or likely to be sent there-

Colonel Repington, formerly of the London Times,
who has been in the deepest mourning since the
beginning of the war, tells us that Germany has
piled up 165 divisions, a truly formidable total it
the German division now consisted of 20,000 men,
which it does not. Germany reduced her divisioR
to 14,000 men over a year ago, and she is believed
by some to have still further reduced it since then-

This would give her an army of 2,310,000 in the west. :

Probably even this figure is too high. The Echo de
Paris, usually well informed, gives the German force

in the west as 152 divisions of 12,000 men each, OT .
Germanys .
says the same authority, has left about a million.

2,000,000 men in all, with some extras.

men on the eastern front, and they will stay there
until the Russian outlook is clear.
not materially changed the relative numbers of her
men in east and west, but she has ‘changed theirl
quality. That is to say, she has sent her best men

to the west or elsewhere, and the inferior ones f0.
the east. She has sent 100,000 men to Italy to helP

the Austrians,
Turkey. o

But, it may be said, what about Austria? Austri¢
has no men to send, and if she did have any to SDM‘e
she would send them to Ttaly, where they are evl
dently badly needed. The French government I8
responsible for the statement that Austria has seV”
enty-nine divisions in the field. Of these she ha8
forty-five in Italy; thirty-two on the eastern fronts
and two in the Balkans. It is obvious that Austri®
has nothing to comtribute to the west. She can 1ot
hold her own in Italy, where the Allies are conduct”
ing a slow but successful offensive. So far as the
Allies on the west froiit are concerned we are SOme
what in the dark, but the French, English, Belgian
and Portuguese can not total less than 4,000,000 meén

and 30,000 men to Macedonia and

If we place their united strength at 3,000,000, an al

most absurdly low figure,, we still have a force

largely superior to any that Germany can throw
(Concluded on page 34.)

How far they succeed-

Even a partial vic- '
tory, the semblance of a victory, the pretense of a -

In fact she has .
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AJOR BISHOP, the premier ace of Greati
Britain’s Royal Flying Corps, the only
living person who has won the three ais-
tinctions of the Victoria Cross, the Dis-

tinguished Service Order (twice bestowed), and the
Military Cross, writes in the National Geographic
about the exploits of his fellow Ace of ‘Aviation, the
late Captain Ball, V.C. Captain Ball, says Bishop,
‘\:as especially noted for getting himself into the
tightest corners and then, in an instant, turning de-
feat into victory and coming out of the fight vic-
torioug, .

Upon one occasion in the early part of his capeer
48 a fighter he had gone some twenty miles across

the enemy lines, vainly looking for some omne -to:

fight with, Tinally he saw two enemy machines
fiying together. Without hesitation he flew straight
at these two and engaged them in a fight which
lasted over ten minutes, at the end of which time he
found that he had run out of ammunition. The two
Elemy machines had also had enough of it by now
and seized their first ovportunity to escape, diving
down to the ground. ‘
Ball was much disgusted at this and emptied six
% ounds from his revolver at the two diving machines.
WE: then seized a piece of paper and a pencil which
had with him and wrote out a challenge for the
8ame two machines to meet him at the same spot
the next day. s e
At-the appointed time Ball turned up on the,spot
0d a few minutes later the same two enemy ma-

Chines approached him from the east. He flew to-

WVard them to engage in a fight, but at that moment
an‘:e more of the enemy came down from the sky
attacked him. It was a carefully laid trap and
® had fallen into it without even suspecting that
ere was one. * , :
fr;rhe three enemy machines that had attacked him
Wem behind were of the latest fighting type and
e all flown by expert men.
At evel:y‘.turn Ball, who was underneath and was
US at a slight disadvantage, found himself out-
‘:;:neuvered. Turn and twist as he would, he al-
ﬂn:t; fOll-nd one of the enemy on top of him and
0the“e£ just ready to catch him if he turned the
-hlchr way. Several 'times  bullets passed within
HIChes of him. Finally, deciding to escape, he re-

. Al
1zeq that he must do something extraordinary; so

ﬁ:lgivec} toward the ground and, picking out a larg
, gllfled into it and landed. s £2

eTlie three enemy machines at once suspected that
had been shot and forced to land, and they all

Blided down and landed, either in the same field with

m::);: the adjoining one. Then;jumping out of their
b1 nes, they ran over to Captain Ball. However,
‘aDl’)eWho had carefully foreseen exactly what would
i 1, had kept his engine running slowly while he

- On the ground, and the moment he saw the
ers come out of their machines he tore off again
.-Byﬂ‘:;" away from them. : ‘

5 e time the first of the Huns had been able
o off the ground, Ball was over half a mile

and had made good his escape.

ofEd‘vt;)I"s Note: Bishop is the third greatest Ace

ugh:ltion on record. An Ace is one who has

Broygy. 40Wn five machines or over. Th¢ Canadian
down 47; Guynemer 53; Richthofen 63.

3

HERE must have been something of the quality

of a seer about Nietzsche. The smooth con-

5 HubaCt between his philosophy and the programme

. The an atrocities is more than mere coincidence.
s Tticles of his “religion” read like a defence
er’bl: German’s blood-guzzling debauch, in Belgium,
S ?,nd Armenia. Here, for instance, is a
y” interpretation of Nietzsche’s doctrine done

into a paragraph summary by the Outlook from ma-

terial furnished in William M. Salter’s “apprecia-

tion” of Nietzsche: e

“The Superman or group of Supermen will have
world control, the sooner the better. We must cease
endeavoring to preserve the sick and the feeble.
Our duty to them.is “to help them pass away. . ...
They may-come to choose their own passing away,
dying then in perhaps greater dignity than they have
ever ‘lived, and almost winning the right to life
again.” As with individuals, so with races. “Races
that cannot be utilized in some way may .be allowed

to die out.” Perils, disasters, wars, are all desirable,

both because they develop the noble qualities in the
strong, and because they destroy the weak. “It-is
no small advantage to have a hundred Damocles-
swords over one—thereby one learns to dance, comes
to freedom of motion.” There will come a great war,
the war for an idea, for the rule and organization of
the earth; and in this war Nietzsche’s higher men
will lead. Morality furnishes no objection, 'fqr
“there is nothing obligatory about morality. The
only moral-authority is general or gocial.” It is fur-
nished by the custom of the social group and varies
with the various groups. Real standard for all there
is nomne, and Nietzsche does not hesitate to call his
followers “immoralists.” “Morality, being that which
produces good for the group, is not a good over it.
The group owes no service to anything beyond itself;

‘nor as creator of good and evil is it subject to its

own creation. . . . The members of one group may
deceive, rob, kill, those of another group without the
slightest self-reproach. In a famous passage (in-
famous, some would say) Nietzsche describes a
highly moralized race, its members self-restrained
in their dealings with one another, and showing all
manner of mutual considerateness, delicacy of feel-
ing, loyalty, and friendship, falling on a stranger
race, murdering, burning, $avishing, torturing, and
with no graver feelings than those of students on a
lark.” As to God, the Superman will replace God.

THEN HE KNIT HIS BROWS.

Infantryman (to the 'Vtele‘phonist in difficulties):
Willie, you've dropped your knitting! '

—Lieut. 8. Baghot De La Bere, ';R‘.G.A.. in the Sketch

“The task of the race is to create these Lords or
Gods—if you cannot create a God, Zarathustra says,
stop talking of one.”

L4

have almost forgotten, that the-Bible is besides

being the world’s best guide to life and char-
acter is also the greatest book of reference on spirit-
istic matters. There is a tendency abroad to justity,
Biblical stories in the light of modern phenomena,
just as there was once a tendency among a material-
istic set to discredit such stories as the Ascension,
the Transfiguration and the Apocalypse. On the
other hand, expounders of belief warn us against
any idea that the dead can possibly communicate di-
rectly with the living; and on this point Sir Oliver
Lodge in the Nineteenth Century takes a tilt against
the ecclesiastical ban on spirit-commuhication. He
makes a particular point of the Transfiguration, ‘the
story of which may be useful in getting at the point
raised by Sir Oliver.

Jesus taketh Peter, James and John, his brother,
says the apostle, and bringeth them up into an high
mountain apart. And was transfigured before them;
~nd his face did shine as the sun, and his raiment
was white as the light.

And behold, there appeared unto them Moses and
Elijah talking with him . . . behold, a bright cloud,
overshadowed them, and hehold a voice out of the
cloud, which said, This is my beloved Son, in whom
I am well pleased; hear ye him.

And when the disciples heard it, they fell on their
face, add were sore afraid. And Jesus came and
touched them, and said, Arise, and be not afraid.
And when they had lifted up their eyes, they saw no
man, save Jesus only.

And as they came down from the mountain, Jesus
charged them, saying, Tell the vision to no man, un-
til the Son of Man be risen again from the dead.

Sir Oliver takes this as the gospel instance most
akin to our poor dealings with the subject—the event
which was accompanied by communion with men
long since departed this life, who appeared in visible
and audible and fully materialized form. Therein,
he says, the Master Himself allowed His occult
med‘iunﬁstic faculties full play, and conversed, we
are told,y with Moses and ‘Elijah. :

Do people believe it? I 'confess I should be bound
to disbelieve not only this but all these strange
stories, were it not for my own experience on a far

PEOPLE are beginning to remember what many

‘lower plane. For 16Wer as it is, yet it is sufficient to

make me realize that the things asserted in connexion
with the ‘Transfiguration are possible, and under
the stress of an overwhelming Personality may have
actually happgned. The Historical evidence being as-
sumed good enough—and naturally as to that I am
no expert—we may assume that these things did
occur. , Anyhow we must be right in assuming that
Christian Ministers believe in their occurrence. Why
then pretend that Christ objects to every kind of
dealing or holding communion with the dead—with
the dead who are not extinct but keen and vivid
and intelligent? Do they imagine that He takes no
pity on the bereaved mothers and widows of to-day,
and that He objects to our lame but not unavailing
efforts to bring them comfort by utilizing the facts
brought to our knowledge through patient and rever-
ent scientific inquiry? ; ‘

Sir Oliver says that dislike and denial of any kind
of real or apparent supernaturalism ought surely not
to be able to flourish in an ecclesiastical atmosphere.
Most religious doctrine is saturated with superna-
turalism: hence, as far as that goes, there need be
no complaint. Nor indeed is there complaint on that
ground. Religious controversialists complain rather
that it is the wrong kind of ‘super-nature which has
0 be invoked. They claim not that the facts are un-
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true but that in their modern form they are diabolic;
that it s not the powers of good with which we are
dealing in psychical inquiry but powers of evil. Some
leaders of the Roman Church are voluble in this di-
rection, though the lives of their Saints should give
them pause. The attribution of any unwelcome power
to the agency of Beelzebub is not a new device, it is
a very ancient and respectable accusation. Indeed,
remembering certain historical instances, it is dif-
ficult altogether to refrain from- regarding a claim

of this kind as rather an excessive kind of compli-

ment. Not to go higher, the inspirations of Joan of
Arc were officially attributed to the machinations of
Satan. Such an opinion, however, is not really a
judgment based on the facts, it is merely a prima
facie prejudice against them. It is not held by the
few churchmen who have experienced or studied
the phenomena; the element of good in them then
becomes manifest, »

ORATIO BOTTOMLEY is indignant again.
H This time the cause of his ire is a woman.

It has taken Horatio about two years to make
up his mind to castigate this creature of his con-
tempt; but he does it extremely well.

To illustrate the danger, he says, in which the
present disgraceful laxity places us as a nation,
let me tell you that a German woman, who was not
naturalized until two months after we had come to
grips with the Huns, was actually allowed to reside
at 10 Downing Street—the residence of the Prime
Minister, the arcanum of the secrets of an Empire

" at war—in September, 1916. There were rumors
about it at the time—they were vague, as no decent
person believed them. It was true we had all been
startled by the statements, which on investigation
proved to be only too true, that there was more than
one member of the government who thought it de-
cent to continue to employ German chauffeurs after
war had broken out—one actually allowed his ser-
vant to go for a holiday trip to Switzerland! But
a German woman at the Prime Minister's house in
Downing Street—that was unthinkable; who could
or would believe it? Well, I have all the facts and
documents at my disposal, and they prove ipcontest-
ably that such a woman was permitted to reside at
No. 10. And I say unhesitatingly that it is a shame
and a scandal that such an outrage should have been
committed. I might have held my peace about this
disgraceful proceeding if I had any evidencee to
show that the present Home Secretary and the rest
of the Government were more alive than their pre-
decessors as to the lurking danger of this wanton
folly. The woman who was allowed to take up resi-
dence in Downing Street was Caroline Hanemann,
maid to a Mrs. Graham Smith, a relative by marriage
of Mr. Asquith. I have in my possession letters she
wrote on 10 Downing Street notepaper. I have the
date of her naturalization—October 13th, 1914. Now
it matters nothing to me that this woman of fifty,
who has spent half her lifetime in this country, may
be the most honorable soul alive. Her motives, her
attitude towards the enemies of the land of her birth,
may be as pure as the driven snow. Be that so, it
has nothing to do with my argument. )

What I repeat, is disgraceful in that this nation,
in the throes of a life-and-death struggle with an
unscrupulous foe, should be subject to the danger—
I ignore the indignity—of a German-born woman liv-
ing in the official residence of the Prime Minister.
Nothing can excuse the enormity of the.offence. If

" Mr. Asquith did not know what I have exposed, he
should have known. Certainly his sister-in-law knew.
And this is the pertinent question: Who stood guar-
antee for her bona-files—who dared, in the face of
war emergencies, with the words “once a German,
always a German” ringing in their ears, to go bail
for Miss Caroline Hanemann?

. »

ARMERS’ Parliaments, says the Grain Growers’
Guide, are more than conventional conventions.
They are deliberative bodies which have a

great effect in shaping public opinion. They have
had a wonderful and beneficial effect in shaping
provincial legislation in the west and are beginning
to have an effect at Ottawa. The Canadian Council
of Agriculture has done great work for the farmers.
As an instance, every farmer is gettting about $90
more for avery 100 bushels of wheat he markets
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than he would be but for the action of the Council
last summer in refusing to have the price fixed at
$1.30. The big farmers’ trading companies have
saved millions of dollars for the farmers by straight-
ening out the grain trade, in providing facilities for
co-operative livestock marketing and purchasing
farmers’ supplies in large quantities. But the
strength of these bodies does not lie in themselves.
It is in the 75,000 organized farmers who stand be-
hind them. They can only accomplish reforms for
the farmer in proportion to the number of members
in the organizations. Their work is not yet done.
It'is just beginning. For the duration of the war and
afterwards conditions will be such that they can
continue to render yeoman service. Big business is
not asleep. It is' not letting its patriotism interfere
with its interests. It cam be counted on to shift the
war burden from one group to another wuntil it
reaches the farmer when the shifting stops and the
paying begins. The organized farmers will have the
fight of their lives to prevent an undue share of
this- war- burden from being loaded- upon them. 1In
that fight they will need the backing -of all the
farmers. The only way to make sure of their sup-
port is to get them into the organizations.  The Sas-
katchewan Grain Growers’ Association has made a
good start. It is out to double its membership dur-
ing the coming few.weeks. This week the big Sas-

katchewan convention is being held in Regina. There
is as great an opportunity in the other provinces as

The New Policeman on the Beat.
—Norman Lindsay, in The Sydney Bulletin.

in Saskatchewan, for doubling the membetship. An
organized campaign led by the officers of the asso-
ciations can do much towards increasing the mem-
bership, but after all, the work must largely de-
volve upon the rank and file of the present member
ship.

»

MAURICE LOW, in the American Review of
« Reviews, writes with some force, consider-
able accuracy and much interest, on The
Problem of the French-Canadian. According to Mr.
Low,—who of course is an American—the problem
is very simple and very acute. His article has fewer
inaccuracies than many articles on that subject,
but such as there are can be gathered from two
statements. He says that the Fathers of €onfedera-
tion made a great mistake in permitting French to
be an official language by the terms of the B. N. A.
Act; and that Quebeckers are not Canadians.

The French-Canadians, he says, are a curious
study in nationality. They have no passionate long-
ing for France and no bitter hatred against England
because the Union Jack and not the Tri-color is the
symbol of their nationality. They have not the same
feeling against England as the conqueror that the
Irish have. They have no long list of real or imag-
inary grievances to be avenged. They do not dream
of the day when the yoke of the oppressor shall be
cast off and once again they shall renew their al-
legiance to France.
they are not her children; their hearts do not thrill

France is not their motherland, -

when they recall her glorious past or her valiant

deeds of to-day. They are not English; of English -

history they are almost totally ignorant; the genius
of the English people is foreign to them. And they

are not, which perhaps is most curious of all, Cana-

dian.

I recognize that there is-a minority of French
Canadians to whom Canada means as much as it
does to the English-speaking people, and in the
Canadian regiments at the front there are French-
Canadians who have fought with the same gallantry
as the men from all the other parts of the British
Empire, and who have shown the supreme test of
patriotism: the willingness to die in defense of coun-
try. But a minority, and especially a numerically
small minority, is not representative of the mass,
and what I say about the French-Canadian is a true
presentation of the majority.

In the cities of Montreal and Quebec, where side
by side are shops with French and English names,
and the girl or man behind the counter will answer
you in French or English according to the languag®
of your question, and the street-car conductor is also
bilingual, and the newsboys sell both French and
English newspapers, and the gamins slang each other
in a*patois compounded or the dregs of both tongues,
there is socially no more ‘contact between French and
English than is necessary; in fact, one may put it
more correctly by saying that unless intercourse is
absolutely necessary it is avoided. Money speaks
a universal language, it alone knows no prejudice
and feels no patriotism, it is without class distinction
or racial animosities. In business, therefore, French-
man and Englishman will exchange money, they will

trade because they have to, but outside of the shoP

or the office, when there is no longer anything to
be made and men can exercise their natural i
clinations, the two races keep apart.

AS the conductress become an institution, on 2
H London tram, to be followed in time by the

*cabbine, in company with the farmerette, the
munitionette, the dustwoman, the motor-woma?l
and the manageress? In the land of the historiC
barmaid—who may yet be abolished—why not? Al
ready, it seems, the conductress has been long
enough on the trams and the omnibuses of London
to merit a description as a distinct type; according

to the London Times, which says that the conducC:

tor—whom honor attend and fame be-medal—has int
large numbers answered his country’s call. and W@
miss him.

The costume of the conductress answers one ot
the tests of beauty—fitness for the work in hand. A
hat set on at an angle that bespeaks an alert mind?‘
a tunic “dashed with drops of onset,” it may be, here
and there, but with a place in it for everything and
everything in its place; a skirt that does not carry
the wet, and a pair of buskins that challenge a{i‘
miration less than they rest the eye.

She has an engaging way of asking for your fare

‘—if you do not happen to havessaved her a journeY'

by paying it below—as if half apologizing for the
prosaic necessity, and of receiving it almost a8 2
favor personal to her. She has a still more charm-
ing habit of forgetting to ask, and giving you the
opportunity of paying conscience-money, or even ©
asking. not for the fare but how much it ought to beé:
and so enlisting your sympathy as well as your
honor. She sees a joke more often than she makes
one, and can hold a conversation, when business %
slack, without feeling too strongly the need to hold
her own in it. She is at her best when wounded
soldiers, or Colonials who do not know their LoOT"
don, come aboard. Her eye then easily persuade®
the man in mufti, if he has not already done 80, {0
give up his seat to those; and for these—she would
if it lay with her, deposit them at the proper corner:

And her endurance. Itis not easy for her to stan
the racket, even to stand at all, for so many hour®
and so many days; sometimes she is more tired
than others—that is all—but the work is done. AP
the pluck of her. At a time when “the arrow that
flieth by day” was giving place to the “buggy P
night,” and the journey was away from home o
wards the more unhealthy parts, one said: “I don’t
mind so much for myself, it’s them at home I'™
thinking of,” and another: I shouldn’t mind at
only my driver has had shell-shock, and as 899
as the guns begin he’s all of a tremble.”

‘
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WORTH KNOWING

PROPOS of Rudyard Kipling’'s fifty-second birth-
A_ day on December 30th last, his former edi-
observed:
“There was one peculiarity of Kipling’s work which
¥ really must mention, namely, the enormous amount

torial superior, E. Ray Robinson,

of ink he used to throw about. In the heat of sum-
mer white cotton trousers and a thin vest constituted
his office attire, and by the day’s end he was spot-
ted all over like a Dalmatian dog. He had a habit
of dipping his pen frequently and deep into the ink-
Pot, and as all his movements were abrupt, almost
lerky, the ink used to fly. When he darted into my
Toom, as he used to do about one thing or another
iIn connection with the contents of the paper a dozen
times in the morning I had to sheut to him to ‘stand
off’; otherwise, as I knew by experience, the abrupt
halt he would make, and the flourish with which he
Placed the proof in his hand before me, would send
2 penful of ink—he always had a full pen in his
ha~11(1~ﬂyin’g over me.”
» :
.PART, at least, of the gifts of Jascha Heifetz, the
Russian violinist who has been the musical sen-
Sation of the current season, may be explained by
heredity, for his father was in his own way a child
Prodigy upon the violin. Ruben Heifetz began to
Play at the age of four on a toy fiddle strung with
threads, later teaching himself upon a genuine in-
Strument. At the age of twelve he was already earn-
In hig living as violinist in various cafes-chantant,
and at gixteen he had advanced to membership in
SYmphony orchestras, playing in Riga, Lodz, and
Warsaw,
¢ ‘ L 3
T a “frugality dance” in fashionable Montclair,
N.J., recently, those wearing patent leather
shoes, silk stockings, or high collars were fined five
°ents each for each offence, those wearing marcel
:”Wes ten cents, while wearers of evening dress, or
Costumes,” had to pay twenty-five cents to the
4 man&gement. That a very considerable amount was
Taised for a war-relief purpose in this way seems
to have concealed from many the irony in the af-
fair, Fashionable people, in certain circumstances,

Vil pay an extravagant price to forward the cause

o

ot frugality. -
: » :
FTER all, there is a simple explanation of the
Success obtained by the German raiders on
British convoys in the North Sea. The German
b°at8, being always. in harbor, can be kept as clean
8 a new pin.. They carry just enough ammunition-
for the raid, just enough coal, no heavy stores, and
he men are all fresh. The British boats, constantly
3 sea, get their bottoms more or less foul. They
Must have reserves of coal and ammunition for all
SVentualities, and as they have to do all running
;&irs they have quite a load of stores for repairs
o Well as food. “If ships were the same speed
Tginally,” says an authority straight from the
Orth Sea itself, “the German would easily be the
38test under existing circumstances. So to catch
®I we have to be much faster in the first in-
3t.8,nce.n .
; L 3
SEVERAL Canadian prairie cities, says a United
emsﬁateﬁ exchange, are involved in serious finan-
e Problems as an inheritance from the boom days
.th:‘ few years ago. These municipalities are really
~® Victimg of that wholesale speculation in real
"at?(:'e Wh'idh is never content to keep itself within
Btitu:al ‘Ppunds. Each citizen becomes a self-con-
un:d booster” of his town. A stranger entering
: Dlagg Year may find it a comparatively insignificant
ing d'“ :"ith‘a small and unpretentious town hall do-
aAng ¥, in addition, as fire station and dance hall,
.cifiz::‘?viding office accommodation for professional
S. A year later all may be changed. The
‘has struck the town, and the effect is much
3 t of tornado. The streets are torn up and

U
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the old flimsy houses torn down. But out of the
gigantic dump rise the concrete and steel walls of
the new city hall and a palatial block of stores
which would do credit to a Chicago or a Montreal.
The whole effect is that of a misfit.
»

D AVY JONES, whose locker was never so full as

it is now, is coming, it is said, to the rescue of
France. He has freely and unstintingly offered the
use of his abundant sea water for the purpose of
making war bread. Davy Jones’ sensible idea was
that, by utilizing the “briny,” a good deal of salt and
milk could be saved for other purposes. It is said
that the offer has been eagerly and gratefully ac-
cepted by French chemists, and that the new deli-
cacy is very popular in Cherbourg.

»

ROTZKY is endowed with a scalpel-like critical

faculty, schooled by years of revolutionary ac-
tivity and study of socialist literature. Tempera-
mentally he is like those brilliant Jewish Ilabor
leaders on the East Side whose minds require the
stimulus of a strike to bring out their resourceful-
ness and their ingenious fighting tactics which have
won many a hard-fought battle for the organized
workers. That he is pro-German nobody .familiar
with the history of the persecution by the Prussian
state of the Russian revolutionists can believe. But
Trotzky perhaps overestimates the effect of revolu-
tionary propaganda, upon the German people under
the spell of Prussianism. German social democracy
has itself become Prussianized. It-is‘in action and
tactics';he least revolutionary of Socialist parties.

BRIGHT 'SAYINGS

Recently Made by Other People

O individuals of a highly sensitive musical tem-
T perament, the feeling of intense sadness pro-
duced by such a composition as Chopin’s noble
“Funeral March” or his “Prelude in E Minor” is as
marked as the exhilaration and enlivenment result-
ing from hearing one of his military polonaises or
a jolly popular air such as “There’ll be a Hot Time
in the Old Town To-night.” But even the average
person who is neither musical in the sensé of being
an artist, nor even an amateur performer, responds
to chorus singing in a way that is hard to over-
estimate.—Editor of Munsey’s.

»

HIS world is not Utopia. It never will be Utopia.
And since differences and contentions must
always arise among men and nations, it should be
the study of statecraft to devise means for peaceful
adjudication rather than to abandon the world of
the future to the illogical and ruinous arbitraments
of war.—HEditor of the Argonaut.

»

UT a new day, please God, is dawning. A new

era is emerging out of the hideous storm-welter

of the blackest night in human history; a new world

is in making for us. The darkest hour cannot shaks

our faith-that Right is Might when all is said and

done, and that precious blood poured out in its
defence is never shed in vain.—Ada Cambridge.

» ;

O let us beware. Let us not be led away either
by 4riend or foe. We must “carry on,” making
whatever sacrifices are necessary and remembering
that the enemy is far more hard-pressed than we,
until we are in a position to dictate terms of peace,
and not merely to discuss them.—Major Ian Hay
Beith, in World’s Work.
: »
HE world, we say, must be made safe for De-
mocracy. One of the surest ways of doing that,
and one of the absolutely essential requisites, is to
make Demecracy safe for the world.—Col. Harvey.
u .
UXURIOUS, gaudy, mystic Bagdad! A City of
‘Golden Domes! The City of the Thousand and
One Wonderful Arabian Nights—Genii, Aladdin, Ali
Baba, Sinbad! Rot!! Bagdad—military objective,
map 34, sector E-16, Turkish town, 134,000 inhabi-
tants. Just like the rest of the Mesopotamian objec-
tives—dust and-heat.—Arthur T. Clark.

“wait till I get

. ambassador.
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LADY crossing from Detroit to Windsor was
A_ asked by the customs if she had anything

dutiable. She assured him that she had noth-
ing but wearing apparel in her trunks, but at the
bottom of the largest one, which to him seemed the
most suspicious, were found twelve bottles of whisky.
“Madam,” said the officer, sarcastically, “do you
call that wearing apparel?”’ “Certainly,” she replied,

sweetly.” “Those are my husband’s night-caps.”
»
HE judge’s five-year-old son John had been

naughty when his parents were having com-
pany and had been reproved. That night when his
mother went up to hear John say his prayers she
suggested that he ask God to teach his parents how
to bring him up properly. John was quite penitent
and prayed humbly: “Please God, teach mother how
to make me a good boy.”” He paused for a moment,
then added thoughtfully: “Anq father, too, if you
can do anything with him.”
»
COUPLE of tourists driving in the picturesque
hills of Santa Barbara decided to take a short
cut to the ocean front, but were not quite sure of
the road. The only human visible being a ragged
lad sunning himself in the dust at the side of the
road, the driver addressed him. “Say, boy, how do
you reach the ocean from here?” Whereupon the boy,
without batting an eyelash, gravely responded: “Well,
which ocean do you want to go to?”
»
OTHER was out, and Sister Sue was putting
on her best blouse, so six-year-old Bobby had
to entertain Sue’s young man. As is the way with
his kind, he began to ply the unfortunate caller with

questions. “Mr., Brown,” he began, “what is a
popinjay?’ “Why—eh—a popinjay is a—eh—vain
bird.” “Are you a bird, Mr. Brown?” “No, of course

not.” “Well, that’'s funny. Mother said you were a
popinjay, and father said there was no doubt about
you're being a jay, and Sue said there didn’t seem
much chance of your poppin’, and now you say yvou
aren’t a bird at all!”
»
OMETHING was the matter with the stop-signal
bell of the Toonerville trolley car, and the con-
ductor had to whistle to the motorman that trip—
one whistle to stop, one whistle to go ahead. ' At
one place the car made a long stop, and some of
the passengers began to get uneasy. One sought
the rear platform and found the conductor eating a
frugal luncheon. “Say, how long are we goin’ to
stand here? What are we waitin’ for?” asked the
passenger. The conductor swallowed hard and was
understood to reply: “Looky here, I ain’t got nothia’
but dry crackers for my lunch. An’ you’ll hafter
‘'em swallered good before I kin
whistle.”
»
REASURY notes are all right, but they haven’t
the jingle and glitter of gold coin. This is the
opinion of an English railway porter, who has a
weekly growl about it on pay day. Recently he re-
ceived a particularly dirty pourd note. This he
fingered so gingerly that the pay clerk said, chaf-
fingly: “Frightened at the germs, Tom?’ Tom eyed
his questioner sadly as he retorted: “Not a bit, sir.
No germ could live on a railway porter’s money.”
3 »
HE heroism of France has made the French
language popular. On this head there is a
story illustrating the tact of M. Jusserand, the French
A senator at a luncheon said to M.
Jusserand: “Take—er—eska voo voo-ly—I mean-—
er—passy-moi sill voo play—er——" M. Jusserand
laid his hand on the senator’s shoulder and in his
excellent English said: “My dear sir, my very dear
sir, do, please, stop speaking French. Your accent
is so Parisian that, positively, it makes me bome-
sick.®
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LITTLE before six Constance
A- Sherrill and Spearman called

to inquire after him and were

admitted for a few moments
to his room. She came to him, bent
over him, while she spoke the few
words of sympathy the nurse allowed
to *her; she stood back then while
Spearman spoke to him. In the suc-
ceeding days, he saw her nearly every
day, accompanied always by her
father or Spearman; it was the full
two weeks the nurse had allotted for
his remaining in the hospital before
he saw“her alone.

lThey had brought him home, the
day before—she and her father, in the
motor—to the house on Astor Street.
He had insisted on returning there,
refusing the room in their house which
they had offered; but the doctor had
enjoined outdoors and moderate exer-
cise for him, and she had made him
promise to come and walk with her.
He went to the Sherrill house about
ten o’clock, and they walked north-
ward toward the park. Ve

It was a mild, sunny morning with
warm wind from the south, which
sucked ‘up the last .patches of snow
from the lawns-and dried the tiny
“rickles ' of water ~across the walks.
Looking to the land, one might say
that spring soon would be on the way;
but, looking to the lake, midwinter
held. The counterscrap of concrete,
beyond the withered sod that edged
the Drive, was sheathed in ice; the
frozen spray-hummocks beyond
steamed in the sun; and out as far
as one ‘could see, floes floated close
together, exposing only here and there
a bit of blue. Wind, cold and chilling,
wafted off this ice’ field, taking the
warm south breeze upon its flanks.

LANCING up at her companion
from time to time, Constance
saw the color coming to his face, and
he strode beside her. quite steadily.
Whatever was his inheritance, his:cer-
tainly were stamina and vitality; a
little -less—or a little dissipation of
them—and he might not have re-
covered at all, much less have leaped
back to strength as he had done. For
since yesterday, the languor which
had held him was gone.

They halted a minute near the
south entrance of the park at the
St. Gaudens’ “Lincoln,” which he had
not previously seen. The gaunt, sad
figure of the “rail-splitter” in his ill-
fitting clothes, seemed to recall some-
thing to him; for he glanced swiftly
at her as they turned away.

“Miss Sherrill,” he asked, “have
you ever stayed out in the country ?”

i s 0 northern Michigan, up by
the straits, almost every summer for
part of the time, at least; and once
in a while we open the house in winter,
too, for a week or so. It’s quite wild
—trees and.sand and shore and the
water. I've had some of my hest

‘

Copyright by Paget Newspaper Servic

CANADIAN

COURIER

ﬂhA;;T1

b=+
=

NN

&

Wilham-. ﬁdgar Daln
25 = [|lustrated by T.W. Mcliean % 5

e—By Special Arrangement with Thos. Allen, Publishers.

%

AT

2
Wi

jB&LnEg;;

CONCERNING the mysterious fate of old Ben Corvet, head of

Corvet, Sherrill and Spearman,
Chicago. Corvet suddenly disappears.
has the contract of making the discovery.
to himself, he is the son of Corvet.

great lakes shippers in
Alan Conrad, from Kansas,
Previously unknown
Conrad searches his father's

house and discovers an intruder who is trying to find something
and thinks Conrad is the ghost of somebody who is connected
with the Miwaka? What was the Miwaka? Conrad gropes for a
clue until Shrerrill reveals how Corvet left his property to himself.

In a stormy interview with Spearman,
the clue to the mystery of the Miwaka.

who is in love with Constance
Corvet’s Indian servant still in the house, he learns

of Spearman,
Wassaquam,

Conrad gets still more of
He makes a secret enemy
Sherrill. From old

the legend of the Drum—and that the Indian has just ejected an

unwelcome visitor.
sandbagged.

times up there.”

“You've never
plains ?” ;

«Just to pass over them on the train
on the way to the coast.”

«mhat would be in winter or in
spring; I was thinking about the
plains in late summer, when we—Jim
and Betty, the children of the people
I was with in Kansas i

“I remembéer them.”

“When we used to play at being
pioneers in our sunflower shacks.”

«gunflower shacks?” she questioned.

«] wagé dreaming we were building
them again when I was delirious just
after I was hurt, it seems. I thought
that T was back in Kansas and was
little again. The prairie was all
pbrown as it is in late summer, brown
billows of dried grass which let you

been out on the

This shame, this horror, were his
inheritance.

see the chips of limestone and flint
scattered on the ground beneath; and
in the hollows there were acres and
acres of sun-flowers, three times as
tall as either Jim or I, and with stalks
as thick as a man’s wrist, where Jim
and Betty and T " and you, Miss
Sherrill, were playing.” :
“9 ‘she said, bewilderedly.

Conrad goes out to find the man, and i3

“We cut paths through the sun-
flowers with a corn knife,” Alan con-
tinuéd, not looking at her, “and built
houses in them by twining the cut

"atalks in and out among those still

standing. I'd wondered, you see, what
you must have been like when you
were a little girl, so, I suppose, when
I was delirious, I saw you that way.”

HE had looked up at him a little

apprehensively, afraid that he

was going to say something more; but
his look reassured her.

“Then that,” she hazarded, “must
have been how the hospital people
learned our name. I'd wondered about
that; they said you were unconscious
first, and then delirious, and when
you spoke you said, among other

names, mine—Connie and Sherrill.”

He colored and glanced away. - “I

thought they might have told you
that, so I wanted you to know. They
say that-in a dream, or in delirium,
after your brain establishes the first
absurdity—like your playing - out

among the sunflowers with me when
we were little—everything else is con-
sistent. I wouldn’t call a little girl
‘Miss Sherrill, of course. KEver since
I’'ve known you, I.couldn’t help think-
ing a great deal about ycu; you're not
like: any one elss I've ever known.
But I didn’t want you to think I
thought of you—familiarly.”

“] gpeak of you always as Alan to
father,” she scid.

E was silent for a moment. “They
lasted hardly for a day-—those
sunflower heuses, Miss Sherrill,” he
said quietly. “They withered almost
as soon as they were made. Castles
in Kansas, one might say! No one
could live in them.”

Apprehensive again, she colored.
He had recalled to her, without mean-
ing to do so, she thought, that he
had seen her in Spearman’s arms; she
was quite sure that ~recollection of
this was in his mind. But in spite of
this—or rather, exactly because of it
——she understood that he had formed
his own impression of the relation be-
tween Henry and herself and that,
consequently, he was not likely to
say anything more like this.

They had walked east, across the
damp, dead turf to where the Drive
leaves the shore and is built out into
the lake; as they crossed to it on the
smooth ice of the lagoon between, he
took her arm to steady her.

“There is something I have been
wanting to ask you,” she said.

“Yes.”

“That night when you were hurt—
it was for robbery, they said. What
do you think about it?” She watched
him as he looked at her and then
away; but his face was completely
expressionless. N

“The proceedings were a little too
rapid for me to judge, Miss Sherrill.”

“But there was no demand upon
you to give over your money beforé

_ you were attacked?”

“No.” F

She breathed a little more quickly-
“It must be a strange sensation,” she
observed, “to know that some one has3
tried to kill you.” P

“It must, indeed.”

“You mean you don’t think that he
tried to kill you?” :

“The police captain thinks not; he
says it was the work of a man new
to the blackjack,:and he hit harder
and oftener than he needed. He says .
that sort are the dangerous ones=

_ that one’s quite safe in the hands of

an experienced slugger, as you w»ol,lld ;
be with the skilful man in any line
1 never thought of it that way beforé.
He almost made it into an argument
for leaving the trained artists 1005€
on the streets, for the safety of the
public, instead of turning the busines?
over to boys only half educated.”

“What do you think about the mal
yourself?” Constance persisted.

“The apprentice who practiced

“.on me?’

HE waited, watching his eyes.' ‘1
was hardly in a condition, Mis®
Sherrill, to appreciate anything abo®
the man at all. Why do you ask?”’
“Because—” She hesitated an in-
stant, “if you were attacked to be
killed, it meant that you must hav®
been attacked as the son of—Mr. COT”
vet. Then that meant—at least 1
implied, that Mr. Corvet was kitledr
(Continued on page 26.)
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~ What Happened to Hoag
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about the jail he’s in, for it’s you that

should have known it and exposed it
(Continued from page 13.)

long ago. Why his windies are barred

“Whisht!” she said. “It’s not alone - just like a cell. And there's heavy
that I've seen him now and again as bars on his door. All that. Whisht!
CIi;!!.r as noon in that very room. But But that's not what I came to tell

I've just been—" ve.

The importance of what she had to
8ay quite overcame the . good lady.
She sat back fanning herself with a

No.”

Poundem stalked about the little
floor swearing softly.

Bewspaper. S
B L iiihe bader i Mrs. Bartop looked at him in de-
Whispered. ; e

“Well, it's a queer editor ye are—
not to be cross-examinin’ me. Now
if, as T told ve, I saw Mr. Hoag in the
body and he's not better and isn’t to
come out till God knows when—how
did I ever get to be seein’ him then?”

Poundem sat down and took out a
pencil.

“Tell me about it. I'll print every
word you say—name or no name.”

“Indeed and you’'ll print the name
too,” she insisted. “I'm not afraid o’

“ P
Dreaming, ma’'am. Where?"
In the sanitarium, no less. I've

{ust come away. That's why I came
here »

~ Mrs, Bartop spoke very slowly, as
though trying to keep in her mind
the lineaments of a vision. Poundem
c.h?‘nged his manner.
“Oh, that sauerkraut specialist let
JOu in, did he? Why? Patient going
leave to-morrow?”

COURIER 21

me that I'm the first to behold Mr.
Hoag like that and hopes all his
friends’ll come in to witness the phe-
nomenal as he calls it. The -man’s.
been that way since yesterday, he
says. It's not spended animation
either .he wants me to know. What it
is, he gives it no name. There’s no
living soul, Mr. Poundem, can tell in
what manner or condition Mr. Hoag is
at this time. He's fooled us all. And
1'm glad of it.”

This was a long speech for Mrs.
Bartop on a scientific subject. She
dwelt at some length on the fact that
the German doctor had taken her into
his confidence on the strange soul-
chemistry of such cases; that he had
listened to her tales of Mr. Hoag’s
odd behavior at her house; that he had
told her how the only closely similar
case he had ever known was a Ger-
man genius of some sort or other;
and that he hoped there would be the
fullest possible investigation of the

“Eyes had he but he saw not, ears but
he heard not, hands but he felt not.”

The old lady’s manner became quite
eloquent. g

“Do you-mean to say Hoag’s dead?”

“No, no. Not that I know better,
because yon Dutch doctor held the
man’s wrist up for me to feel of his

She shook her head sadl ' i 'vé s ulse. But there he li I
e ; y-“ : them Markhams. Not since ¥ve seen D 5 o es, as I told chde Ty all the isE erpermr
0,” wita a long breath. “Nothing vy Mr. Hoag. The poor wasting-away  Ye- His heart beats. He breathes. s
like th e e : . y ¢ doubt, as he said, it was a case of
at. No, Mr. Poundem he’s in man! Eyes had he but he saw not. His body’s warm. That’s all. The i
l‘;(') Way nor shape to get out as I saw  ars, but he heard not. Hands, but baboon-faced doctor makes no bones LA el b
M. And I'm not goin' to tell ye ' pe felt not.” . about it whatever. He congratulates (Concluded in next issue.)
——
Romance of the Ocean Our Reserves of Stock

e

Startling Changes in the Fisherman’s Life

By MARGARET MacLAREN

s I \ HE ocean has become a valuable.asset in the scheme of existence. Go-

ing back to the days when this country was in its infancy, we read in

the archives of the Maritime Provinces, the letters written by men in

high positions in the colonies to their home country (England), of the bounti-
l fisheries of Canadian waters. The wealth to be garnered from the sea in
those bygone days, induced many venturesome spirits to cross the sea, coming
OVer in the tiny vessels of their times, taking the risks of unknown seas and
C0asts, to build up the fishing business of Canada, and fill the coffers of those

2 8 home whose gold had been invested in the ships and gears of the pioneers.

For many years the fisheriés of Canada with their largest vessels, approxi-
Mating ten tons burthen, kept up a travail that, ever increasing in volume,
TOught but a scanty living to the actual toilers. Thus the ‘fishermen, in bal-
ad or story, or whenever he was brought to notice, was called “The Poor
“isherman’”” But an old proverb says that there is a day for everyome, and
the_"DaY" of he who goes out upon the great aquatic acreage of our country,
to 8arner its rich and perennial harvests, has at last, after weary years ot
Poverty and struggle, at length “arrived.”

Every known device for the successful pursuit of his vocation is now at the
dispoga) of the fisherman. Motors have done away with the long hours of
TOWing when becalmed. High prices bring good wages, and the fisherman,

- although engaged in a risky business (at least it seems so to the landsman),
0;‘; more money to put in circulation than many of his brethren who, perhaps
~MY in imagination, are on a higher plane. To-day, there are one hundred
shQ“Sand men employed in the fisheries of Canada. Has any other industry

OWN such an increase in the same period? .

Looking oyer the history of the Maritime Provinces the writer has learned
Be:t the year 1854 saw but a small export of fish, as against the ‘quantity now
v :broad in spite of the tightness of shipping facilities. And too, the world
Bica as given the fisheries an additional impetus, because, varieties of fish
orit Unmarketable are now being sent across (Major Hughie Green as auth-
o Y), to supply the fish rg;tion of our soldiers, while here at home the scarcity

high prices of meat is causing a greater consumption of fish.

encrea‘sed business in the fisheries is giving a greater volume of trade to

ave“’«l‘lous industries depending upon its requirements for life. But they
Indyg Now the question of conscription to consider in Canada in the fishing

it l“-tl'y. Old men could not bear the strain of the risky life which demands

. eB followers be on the sea in all weathers. A heavy draft from the men
e Bnngaged, would therefore deplete th earning capacity, and as these men

O-Dulaf?ged in supplying food to the armies in the field as well as to the home

On, their case might be considered as similar to the agriculturists.
5f9re the war, iodine and potash were imported from enemy countries.
n y:hould either be imported? Canada has millions of tons of kelp used
T, e T]l;anufacture of both, godng.to waste along her sea coasts. And the
n“tural nows that sea manure brings always bumper crops. Why are the
resources of Canada allowed to be wasted and adequate fertilizers

“ued the inland farmer, because he cannot afford the various fertilizers now

1€ market, while more than would plant all the available acreage of our

% g:r 8oes to waste? Is it because no Canadian realizes what the ocean
A, € us? -
S _bab1y if some dreamy scientist now admiring the stars would turn his

(Concluded on page 33.)

A Business Proposition for After the War

By LANCASTER D. BURLING

WO boats slipped away from the wharf at Dawson one cloudy afternoon
~ for a trip into the north country. Omne was tarpaulin-covered and the
“tenderfeet” in it had their slickers handy; the other was not only un-
covered but the “old-timers” in it had put their canvas in the bottom of the
boat. The rain came and the laugh was on the men who had to land and paw
their cargo over in the rain. The experience method here did little harm, but
there will be little time for contemplation and experience will be too slow a
teacher in the strenuous days of Peace that are to come.

Provision is a mark of civilization and it is within our power, it is our duty,
to make up in seme way for the happy-go-lucky past by looking into the future
and preparing now for the demands that will be made when Peace is de-
clared.

What is the World going to want? Iarm machinery and stock-plows, har-
rows, drills, and harvesters, cows and horses, sheep and pigs, plants and seed.
Why shouldn’t the nations make some provision now to supply this demand?
We'd like to, you say, but we can't afford to breed cattle, build farm imple-
ments, and grow trees and hold them, even for a positive indefinitely future
demand, it would -tie up too much money.

Very well, then, let us suppose that the nations of Europe should arrive at

.some conclusion regarding the amount of agricultural stock and implements

they will require on the declaration of peace. Suppose they institute a sys-

* tem of warehousing stock by authorizing certain designated farms in Canad?.,

the United :States, Argentina, anywhere, to pay current market prices for any
stock of specified strains and conforming to.certain standards. Suppose, fur-
ther, that they agree to pay a certain per cent. per annum on the money so
invested, calculated from the day of purchase, and that this percentage is
large enough to provide for a reasonable return and for the upkeep of the
stock; that they allow the stockhousing farms to use the stock and do any-
thing necessary to keep the available supply in :good condition; that they
guarantee the purchase of this stock when needed at a price not less than its
initial cost; and that they agree to purchase any stock bred on the farms at
a price equivalent to the average cost of similar stock plus a certain per cent.
per annum for its years of age.

The only olg‘ection to this scheme would be its probable effect on the supply
of stock for home use and consumption, and any ulterior effect may be obvi-
ated in a4 number of ways. Indeed it 1s probable that the plan would increase
the stock available for home consumption. Some such scheme as allowing no
stock over two years of age to be placed upon a stock-housing farm will leave
all the older animals where they are and no one will go to the expense of
shipping stock to such a farm for current prices as long as he can dispose of
them at home. But he will breed more than he needs if he knows he can
sell them and the local market will be completely satisfied because it can
absorb any desired portion of this apparent surplus.

With regard to surplus stocks of farm implements and machinery the method
of procedure is comparatively simple. The interested governments would
simply guarantee to pay a certain per cent. per annum on warehouse receipts,
based upon current market prices, and to purchase the machinery covered by
these papers for the sums upon which they have been paying interest at the
conclusion of the war. : ;

Agricultural necessity will also be reflected in a deman‘d for seeds and

(Concluded on page 33.)
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times; in New York many times; in Chi-

o
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! BLACK-HAIRED, sleek, little, slim _géntle-
. at the second Toronto Symphony concert in
Massey Hall.. His name is Levitzki. His home is
of Russia Levitzki came from.{ There was nothing
barbaric about his appearance. New York has ac-
cations of what might be called a technically per-
fect pianist who is not tied hand and foot to his

Qe

e (s
man lookipg like a stage version of Lord
Beaverbrook, occupied the virtuoso niche
Russia. His future is America. We are not for
purposes of this article informed as to what part
claimed him without the symptom of a mane. He
is not prodigious. He is somewhere in the specifi-
technique. In general style he comes somewhere
between the impeccable technique of Godowsky and

the orchestral virtuosity of Hofmann, both of whom

are alleged near-race relations of his. Russian
pianists are more numerous than they used to be
in the days of Rubinstein, the first great Slav pian-
ist in recent recollection. i : J ¢

It is no longer necessary for a piano-conqueror to
make his debut as one who has just been reclaimed
from the wilderness. Levitzki impressed his audi-
ence as a rather poetic young gentleman who has
an amazing familiarity with the resources of a mod-
ern piano and utilizes” most of them. He knows
how to hit the maximum number of notes in a given
period and to preserve the broad essential sweep
of great rhythm at the same time.
capacity that he makes his greatest impression.
Tonally he has the knack of using the pedal so as
to make a piano sound like an organ. He has the
sense of great contrast in expression. He mnever
plunges into the keyboard as though he were on the
edge of a dock on a hot day. Barring a very uncom-
fortable jump with which he gets some of his in-
stantaneous climaxes he has no mannerisms that
are not perfectly graceful.

Levitzki played the Saint-Saens concerto in G
minor with the orchestra. He did it with much dis-
tinction, occasionally in the legato passages over-
weighted by-the orchestra and twice uncomfortably
flanked by horns rather out of tune. He had, how
ever, the great advantage of a perfect rhythmical
regulation of the piece by the conductor who has
always distinguished himself as a concerto-master.
Levitzki is not the easiest man in the world to fol-
low in conducting either. With less of that caprici-
ous business known as tempo rubato than some
artists he is, however, a decidedly temperamental
player who seizes an opportunity prestissimo to get
what he wants and in so doing conveys the impres-
sion that he is primarily a solo artist and not quite
an ideal concerto-performer.

In his three Chopin numbers, Ballade in A flat
and two Etudes, he achieved surprising effects. The
Ballade was Chopin plus the high lights and minus
the haze. He made the familiar piece more like a
succession of 'tone pictures than a real poetic unity.
Yet he is a poetic player. In the Etudes he betrayed
a fine mastery of rhythm. He made the pieces ob-
vious to any listener and refrained from any sort
of subtlety that Chopin might have had in mind.

The Liszt Rhapsody No. 6 suited Levitzki im-
mensely. Here, if he lacked at all, it was in the
prodigious breadth that makes Liszt different from
anybody else, His rendering was pianistically strong
and orchestrally weak; a powerful presentation of
the best individual qualities of Liszt without the
overpowering abandon that carries an audience
away. Yet Levitzki made a big popular impression
on his audience by being just a pianist and nothing
more. And no one felt sorry for the piano when he

was done. With great delicacy and suavity of style

he omitted all attempts at caressing sentimentality.
With that degree of restraint in so young a man he
. gives promise of ranking up among the big interpre-
ters whenever he gets to know more about the rela<
tion of the piano to the power of life.
The orchestra played a short but very select pro-
gramme of Mendelssohn, Dvorak and Grainger. The
Grainger pieces were beautifully done. The Over-

It is in rhythmic ,

Levitzki, the Newest Pianist

; t 3
Galli - Curci, Popular Idol
“
Ban Russian Music? No.
»

By THE MUSIC EDITOR

ture “Carneval” was a fine bit of color work. The
Overture to the Midsummer Night’s Dream I heard
through a glass door. The concert was a typically
Toronto Symphony selection of just enough good
things and no more. s

E are having a revival of coloraturas. Once
more into the soprano age. Baritones and
contraltos have a rather hard time of it try-

ing to hold up the art of pure and perfect song as
distinct from opera. Jenny Lind and Patti thrilled

7
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.Galli-Curci, popular successor to Patti and Jenny

Lind, as Gilda in Rigoletto.

a world at knew nothing about coloratura—be-
cause they sang like larks and nobody gave the sing-
ing uncomfortable names. Then we had Melba, who
did much the same thing, minus something else,
with a greater power over the purely operatic side
of bel canto, as it is sometimes called. Came Tet-
trazini, who amazed thousands and thrilled few;
de Treville, who still pleases immensely without
thrills and is still doing it. Nordica, and Sembrich
and a bevy of others were always more of the dra-
matic sort. They required a stage. But as a gen-
eral thing the stage had difficulty accommodating
itself to the bel canto singer because opera got out
of the hands of the older Italians into those of the
modern French and German and Italian masters.
Now, however, Galli-Curci seems to be bridging
over the gap between the concert stage and the
opera. She has been heard in Canada a number of

* ¢he Valhalla.

cago oftener. She belonged first to the
Chicago Opera. Here she' was @ dis-
covery. And a good part of the discovery
has been made by another cantatrice Ger
aldine Farrar who is not a coloratura, but
who pays a lavish tribute to Galli-Gurch
whom she first heard in the Chicag®

’ Opera when both the mesdames were i =
“the cast and neither for fifteen days heard of the

other. i :
But if Chicago had the honor of the debut, Ne¥
York claims the distinction of the real discovery
which seems to have culminated in the opera D{'
norah, giving the New York Times a chance for
three pages about great women singers in a recent
Sunday magazine section. S

“I was so excited about her debut here” $aY°
Farrar in an interview. “I didn’t think-there Wa%
any doubt as to her success, for I knew her qua]ity’
and I knew the New York audiences as the kindest
in the world; but I was as excited as if she wer®
my own sister, for, of course, the appearance was aP
ordeal. So when this tremendous, genuine enth
siasm broke out after “Dinorah,” it was as if wing?
had parted and showed her in all her glory.

“I always adored Melba and Sembrich, but
thought that this great generation of singers
died away. That kind of music was passing
appeared, but it was because there was no interpré
ter who was adequate. Now we have a great 8f
supplemented by a tremendous intellect and m¥
sical refinement. If 'you think that music of thi®

we

1

sort is becoming extinct, afid then find a singel o}f,~

such taste, refinement, and ease winning triumP 2
with it, you become more hopeful. To think that
spe could galvanize into life such an opera as ‘D
norah’!” ; §es

USSIA’S defection raises the query, Shall 9

Allies put the ban on Russian music?

answer emphatically is—No! After going ?
four years of war the Allies have not yet exter® i
ated modern German music; and it’s high time they
did. Strauss should be buried for the rest of tbe
iifetime of any one now living. Wagner als0:
Brahms deserves more leniency. There are
others worth banning. But Strauss and Wagner
apostles of modern, Germanism which is the d?s;
temper of the world. Their works glorify the gpifi
which is found in Nietszche and in the unmention—

ar®

‘able brutalities and the horrors of war as wag®

by Germans. Therefore let us all have the COurage/
music masters and common people—to root St"”us
and Wagner with all their consummate frenziés g
sound out of modern entertainments.

atte?”

We can survive very well without paying
1111115'

tion to Wagner in the lifetime of any now
Let Germany take her super-Dick and put him it

Wagner’s great works we may as well reﬁectt ¢
the boss of music drama had us all hypnotiz® Il
the expense of the appreciation we might have pad
to other composers not belonging to the plood *7,
butchery school of “honoring our German maste B{o
What applies to the dead Dick appliés even more
the living Richard. Let him be anathema. 10
But not so the Russians. We are more indebted >
Russia for the last thirty years of music thal o
Germany. Many of the greatest composition® o,
know have come from Russia. All we know of ¢ jal
has never given us the impression that the Rus® at
composers were trying to bolster up any superﬂ;w,

ideas in art. Their work was pure national ™ Fyg
g the ‘

not concerned with world-domination. Some ©
barbaric; but most of it is beautiful and full (o1
deep friendly meaning that makes art the be;oaf
ment of the world. Russia has no sin at her 48
the equal of Germany’s. The worst Wwe can
that she has-failed; the best—that she may ¥
ceed in keeping herself free from Germal do% 1y
tion. If she becomes a free Russia, free 10" —f
of her own despots but of the worse tyrad™ ot
Kaisers, Russian music must play a big part 2
freedom. And the rest of us will do well sl
on appreciating Russian music because it is g'not
because we need it, and because it express®
only the power of art but the deep sincere met {ne
of Jife apart from any' devilish buncombe @ o

ncoessity of everlasting war. ‘

2

nad

Entranced as we have all beel Wat'

sgiﬂg
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HE new con-
ductor of the
Mendelssohn
Choir reaches up
to his chorus
over the orches-
tra like a preach-
er calling his
people to paths
of righteousness.

M USICAL curiosity lured ten thou-
sand people to Massey Hall last
to see first of all how H.
M.A.,, F.R.C.O., new con-
the Mendelssohn Choir,
the role of Elisha while
A. S. Vogt) sat in the
loge to the left; in the second place
t°. discover how Leopold Stokowski
With his monster Philadelphia orches-
8 would gtand up in comparison to
Such Mendelssohn Choir Conductors as
Tederick Stock and Emil Paur.
Well, the crowd got its curiosity
Satisfied. So did the critics. Just
What one particular scribe thinks
abf’“t the wearing of Elijah’s robe by
lisha will pe ventilated next week,
n:tthis goes to press the concerts are
vet finished 3
i The firgt concert was two-thirds or-
_©stral, although the choir appeared
é(())lllr times out' of six, counting the
: _¥1°el“t arrangement of God Save. the
Bg as Number I. We have never
Weei;‘d the National Anthem quite so
handled 1 was an Englishman
At the baton.
Sbeaking first of the choir which
w;de its bow under the new regime
Yth the Bach Motet, Sing Ye to the

week
A. Fricker,
Quctor of
Woulq play
Blijah (pr.

L
h;rd’ We observe that never before
Ve we heard quite such good anti-

thi‘:‘al singing of first and  second
Vo, .d The Bach Motet- would be: .a
sheey reary business unless done with
. er' Tegard tc accurate vocalism. It
x cky largely a choral fugue and Mr.
manner made his choir do it after the
‘H€r of a great organ containing
thon S}I:eaking stops. The fugal sec-
" Tﬁithowever’ seemed to suffqr from
er attenuated bass section, for
tl‘oxﬁh the war is responsible; also
2 lack of absolutely clean de-

finj
tion, somewhat on account of the

! .
ap;:utempo Why should a choir sing
o 2 anyway? We don’t know.. An
s 0es it better. But in the anti-
abyy i the effects were beautiful; not-
Yieg tn the second choir which car-

€ soft responses ' The first so-
e, eemed to be sometimes a bit
glyr;t' not auite up to the standard
t Purity achieved in other works
°°hsi§ ‘ €vening,
Of 1 "2D'V like the Messiah, capable

€T digestion if pruned down.

Or

DranOS
Striq
0
0

The Bach Motet is:

CANADIAN

IS IN GO

COURIER

THE GREATCANADIAN CHOIR g

OD HANDS

H. A. Fricker, from Leeds, makes his first bow as Conductor to
a Mendelssohn Choir Audience

0 IR 81T G

ONGERT X

In its present form the Motet is too
much of a drill-master performance,
no matter who does it.

..~ Four short choruses were the choir’s °

next contribution. The Gaelic Folk .
Song, arranged by Bantock, is a-charm-
ing novelty. The humming accompani-
ments ran like a soft stage spot light
all over the chorus as one after an-
other of the eight sections took up
the melody. And it was humming de-
lightfully ‘done. There is much art in
humming; and Mr. Frictker knows how
to bring it out. Sometimés the word-
less harmonies almost ran off into
shadows of sound. The ladies, accom-
panied by the orchestra, gave Schu-
bert’s familiar, “The Lord is My Shep-
herd,” an obvious bit of writing done
very beautifully and with absolute
lyric values in all parts. The Hymn
Before Action, done by the men, was
in some small respects a departure
from previous performances of the
same work, suffering most from the
lack of a double-heavy bass. An Er-
roskay Love Lilt, arranged by Robert-
son, a Glasgow organist, to one of Mrs.
Kennedy Fraser’s Songs of the Heb-
rides, was the most surprising thing
on the programme. Here was' an al-
most Oriental color suggestion woven
about the North; a haunting, dreamy
glorification of love, moonlight and
lapping waters reduced to the last
possible fraction of evanescence. The
vocalisation in this number was almost
absolutely beautiful. The smorzando
at the end was one of the finest phan-
toms of decrescendo ever heard here.
The final chorus from Act II. of Aida
with orchestra woke everybody up
with a bang. There was no oratorio
about this. The concert gallery was
superseded by the stage. Aida never
had such a chorus before the foot-
lights. It was tremendously big, phy-
sically overpowering, a mountain of
sound toppling over on the audience—
without an emotional thrill. Perhaps
an earth quake is not emotional. .Mr.
Fricker neglected no opportunity to
provide climaxes in both chorus and
orchestra. There was nothing in the
score that he did not bring out.  But
nobody was unlifted. Why? Perhapss
because the orchestra for once had too
much of its own way. There were not
men enough in that chorus to keep 92
instruments from getting the upper
hand. Yet /the chorus stood nobly
up to the test. The conductor would
have made a better impression if he
had cut out the long orchestral inter-
lude, unless he could bring the ballet

" wonderful

cn stage for illustration.

Mr. Stokowski is a new figure at
the baton. He has a prodigious band
which he conducts with great power.
In some respects he is the most dy-
namic conductor - heard here. Only
Nikisch and Paur transcend him in cli-
matic virtuosity. He conducts with a
savage and smileless intensity. He
never seems to relax.. With one
hand glued to his side he uses the
baton as a whip and gets. what he
wants the way he wants it. We have
never heard lovelier woodwinds, not
even in Damrosch’s new orchestra;
seldom or never better brass; only in
the Boston orchestra perhaps better
cellos. The violins have not quite the
song-purity and the ravishing sweet-
ness of one or two string sections pre-
viously heard here. But they are won-
derfully effective. We have mnever
heard a more beautiful English horn
and clarinet and but one flute section
at all superior to this.

Gossip, rather vaguely, alleges that
Mr. Stokowski is an Englishman whose
name was Stokes. The programme
biography states that his father was
a London Pole and his mother Irish;
that he was born in London and got
most of his musical education there,
much of it under Sir Hubert Parry
and Sir C. V. Stamford, later in Ox-
ford and Paris. Anyway whatever
his ancestry he is English by train-
ing; and he is in most respects a
conductor. In general
style he most resembles Stock, with
much more virility. A tall man with
a slight stoop at the shoulder, some-

: thing of the Elgar presence, a mop of

blonde hair and a characteristic un-
dercut style of driving his men, he is
no man to be trifled with in any sec-
tion of the orchestra. -

. The two numbers by the orchestra
were Beethoven's Leonore Overture
and the New World Symphony of
Dvorak. Both were done in a big
style. The New World: Symphony
was a notable interpretation of a work
which was the first big attempt to
read this continent into music by
the use of native motifs, Indian and
Negro. What a strange hotchpotch!
As though there could be anything in
common between Africa and the
North American red man in music!
And yet with Dvorak’s masterly orches-
trations and coloring the two are
blended . ‘into a strangé fascinating
unity. And if there had been a dull
episode. in the score Stokowski’s band
would surely have made it interesting.

¥ SECOND CONGCERT

04

R, FRICKER improves upon ac-
M quaintance, as most Englishmen

do. His second concert was
several degrees higher in temperature
and much more British. Plainly he
is first of all—English. =  He is an EIl-
garite, Elgar’s Spirit of England was
the most important work on the pro-
gramme, and was supposed to be the
biggest thing in the series. It is not
a great work. It is sincere and some-

what beautiful, quite striking and con-
giderably strident as many of Elgar’s
choral works are. It istoo reminiscent
of Elgar's own works Inspired by
the war, it falls far short of express-
ing what we should think is the whole
spirit of England in this conflict. El-
gar is something like H. G. Wells. He
gets to a popular climax too often.
The Spirit of England is not as big
a work as the same composer’s Car-

. evening.
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LEOPOLD

STOK-
OWSKI
goes after
his men
like a lion-
tamer in a
cage. At
the desk he
is as grim as
the moral
law. Off
stage he is
one of the
“boys.””

actacus. But since it was composed
as much for the good it might do the
living as for how it might glorify the
dead, it is worth while. The lament
For the Fallen is a fine piece of ele-
giac writing worthy of any composer.
And the choir’s rendering, like Mr.
Fricker’s interpretation, was adequate
throughout.

Much bigger effects were obtained
in Songs of the Fleet, by Villiers Stan-
ferd, solo, chorus and orchestra. These
songs, as sung by Mr. Wilfred Glenn.
of New York, and accompanied by the
chorus, were a masterly presentation

of the sea story of England. Mr.
Glenn was superbly fine, as good a
basso as the Choir ever had. The

choir outdid any of its previous ef-
forts this year. It rose to a point of
real dramatic power, great brilliancy
of tone and masterful handling of
purely choral climaxes. Stanford had
the advantage of confining himself to
a set of very concrete descriptions:
He did it with great art. And his art
was quite equalled by that of the
chorus, the soloist and the conductor.
Up to the time of writing this must
boe set down as Mr. Fricker’s higgest
achievement; an occagion when he
demonstrated that nationality in

. music is a very powerful thing. He

had no need to interpret Songs of the
Fleet. He just played them on his
chorus, and gave the audience that
incomparable . British feeling that is
so often realized in Pinafore.

The choir, as it now congists, is not
exactly the calibre for the Russian
chorales. The Gretchaninoff piece,
As the Waves of the Sea, proved dis-
appointing in the double bass section.
Dr. Vogt’s Indfan Lullaby was given a
beautiful rendering by the women of
the chorus. -

The orchestra had a very colorful
The: Roman Carnival, by
Berlioz, that apostle of noise and
whistling Rufus of the orchestra. the
most tempestuous Frenchmen that
ever wrote music, gave Mr. Stokowski
a brilliant chance to show how a big
~orchestra can be a glorifiel band and
still remain an orchestra. The After:
noon of a Fawn, l;y Debussy, had been

(Continued on page 31.)
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DMINISTRA-
TION by the:
{ National Trust
Company, Limited,
never costs more than
administration by a per-
sonal administrator.
—but it 1s worth more.
Administration is the
Company’s business;
this 1s not always true -
of a personal adminis-
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' trator.
Write for folder,
“By Way of Com-
parison.”
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Capital
Paid-up, $1,500,000.
Reserve, $1,500,000.

18-22 King St. East
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The Basis of the
Nation’s Wealth

Real estate is the basis of the Na-
tion’s Wealth. It produces that which
both man and beast must have to sus-
tain life. With our rapidly increasing
population comes the demand for a cor-
responding increase in the products
of the soil, and this demand will never
be less than now. Land cannot be de-
stroyed, and with proper care its pro-
ducing power may be maintained in-
tact. Land values, therefore, possess
that element of permanency that re-
duces the speculative feature to the
minimum,

This corporation’s borrowed funds
(Deposits and Debentures), and by far
the greater proportion of the share-
holders’” moneys (Capital Stock and
Reserve) are invested in first mort-
gages on improved, productive real es-
tate. To afford an opportunity to all
of investing their money with such
absolute safety, we issue our Deben-
tures in sums of one hundred dollars.
They are a security in which Trustees
are authorized to invest Trust Funds.

Call or write for spec¢imen Deben-
ture and copy of Annual Report.

CANADA PERMANENT
MORTGAGE CORPORATION

TORONTO STREET, TORONTO
Paid-up Capital and Reserve Fund

$11,250,000.00

ESTABLISHED 1855,

CANADIAN COURIER

A Word With a Banker
B)j

to do with the rising passions of irate

T last | am a financier. I have
A dared to bandy words with a

banker. This way. In Decem-

ber a canvasser succeeded in
selling me two Victory Bonds, the
price of which was not in the offing,
but as he said that made no difference,
I would effect economies enough to goet
it. I signed the application. He asked

“the pame of my bank and how I

wanted to pay the instalments. I told
him. He said good-day. The bank
deducted the first instalment from wy
savings account at a fortunate moment
when the shoe was on the right foot.
Nothing was said. I had no bond.
Nothing but that deduction of ten dol-
lars plus two cents from my grand
total of savings effected by economies.
Ten days ago I got a curt printed
letter from the accountant stating that
my second instalment was overdue.
I hastened to the wicket.

“Why the devil is the bank over-
duing me when iy

“Sh!” said the accountant, blandly.
“It was in the newspapers.”

“What was? What in the name
of—"

“Sh!” he repeated. “The instrue-
tions to you concerning second and
other instalments. Banks have noth-
ing to do with further deductions.
Only the first. You pay others by
check made out to the Minister of
Finance. Did you get your rece)pt
for first instalment?”

He showed me a sample.

“Which I did not,” countered I,
promptly. “Nothing like that.”

b 1 'he counseled, with that centre-
of-gravity calm that characterizes all
good accountants who have nothing

Points for

OUR necessary elements are noted

by a financial authority as belong-
ing to a good investment; the auth-
ority is Mr. Waldo Newcomer, Presi-
dent of the National Exchange Bank
of Baltimore.

“In making investments,” sayvs Mr.
Newcomer, interviewed recently by
World’s Work, “the chief things to be
considered are safety of principal, rate

@

a$ no greater cost.

dividual Executor are determined.

ESTABLISHED
1882

T O T T T T T

- Put the Burden on Those
Trained to Carry It

One business man should not be asked by another to give the time .re-
quired to perform the duties of Executor when a capable and experienced
Corporation makes that work a regular business and performs the services
The remuneration for the services of this Corporation
is fixed by the Court in the same manner in which the fees of an in-

We will gladly explain the many advantages to be gained by the appoint-
ment of this Corporation as Executor.
Executor may be filed in our Safety Vaults free of charge.

THE
ToroNT0 GENERAL [RUSTS
CORPORATION
BRANCH ES : OTTAWA ,WINNIPEG, SASKATOON, VANCOUVER

Wills in which we are appointed

HEAD OFFICE
TORONTO
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Investicus

mankind, the Bolshevik outside the
wicket. As a matter of fact it wasn’t
a wicket. Accountants don’t have
wickets, because they never have any
money.

“Then will you please signature
this?” shoving towards me a printed
affidavit that I had lost the receipt,
had instituted an exhaustive search—
when I hadn’t even batted an eye
over it because it had never reached
me—and had failed to locate it; that
if I should discover it I would return
it to the bank; by which means I was
annuled from claiming a second pay-
ment of ten per cent., and would 1
kindly make out a check for $30.15,
covering January and February—I
liked the way he said Jan. and Feb.—
instalments, all with that mnaive
assumption that I had balance enough
to turn this trick without depriving
grocer, landlord or butcher. Where-
fore I wrote the check, had it duly
ascertained for S. F. and the like,
stamped and returned to me, I re-
turning it obediently to the accountant
whereupon he passed out to me two
imnportant-looking blue receipts of
large size containing explicit condi-
tions with due acknowledgment of
what I had done.

And-I went out full of that holy
calm which comes from getting rid of
one’s wrath without finishing a sen-
tence. It takes a banker to create
that calm.

But it’s worth having—if you have
the price.

Investors

of investment return, regularity of in-
terest payment, and marketability.
This order of their enumeration is en-
tirely without reference to order of
importance for the relative import-
ance of these considerations varies ac-
cording to circumstances. If a person
iz dependent on a small salary and is
investing out of small savings, safety

of principal must outweigh everything

else. If such a person is not really
dependent on the income from the se-
curities, but is regarding it purely as

"a savings fund, he can disregard the

regularity of interest, and endeavor
to secure a slightly greater return in
the long run. He is also not particu-
larly concerned with marketability.

“If the purchaser is entirely depend-
ent on an income from an investment,
as.in the case of a widow of small
means investing the proceeds *of her
late husband’s life insurance, it be-
comes of great importance that the in-
terest should come in regularly, and
it may be that in order to receive an
adequate return she will have to take
some slight risk of the principal being
always safe in the full amount. A
man of wealth can frequently take a
‘fiyer’ for a moderate amount, feeling
that the high interest return justifies a
certain speculative chance in the prin-
cipal where he would not be seriously

hurt if he should lose it. The widoW
should not take such a chance.

“In investing for a banking institus
tion, or when investing funds belong-
ing to an individual who is likely te
have sudden demands upon him for
considerable amounts of money, it is
frequently necessary -to place the
question of marketability somewhat
higher in the list than the other col"
siderations. Thus it is seen that the
weight which should be given to the
different points varies with the cir-
cumstances surrounding the invest:
ment. The individual should be sure
he understands his own requirements
before he invests.

“A little consideration along this
line will surely show that none of theé
principles outlined above can be ab-
solutely and positively settled by any
one short of an expert, and frequently
not by him. Under the best circum-
stances, the real worth of an invest
ment, I believe, is determined to &
great extent by two elements—hard
¢ mon sense on the part of the im
vestor, a quality. which is possessed
by comparitively few; and secondl¥s
by luck, wich fails to strike a great
many in an acceptable manner.”

® ]

Saféty Emphasized

AT the annual meeting of The TO

“Trusts Corpord
the President:
in ad-

ronto  General
tion, held recently,
Hon. Featherston Osler, K.C,
dressing the shareholders emphaswed
the soundness of the company’s busi
ness. He pointed out that the invests
ments of the company were not onl¥
of a non-speculative character but the
nature of these investmentsA was dis*

closed in the yearly returns to the

Government and open to mspectlon by
anyone.

Attention ' was also drawn to

th?:

fact that the company does not boT

row money on deposit, nor does “
issue debentures. :

The .General Manager, Mr. A D
Langmuir, in his address, dwelt upo®
the advantages of a corporate truste®
over a private or individual trustee. :

The annual report submitted made

a most satisfactory showing.
sum’ of $100,000 was added to the I'¢
serve fund, in addition to maintainind

the usual dividend, and a larger pals

ance than usual was- carried- to: P.I'Oﬁ
and loss. .

The total assets “under admmlSt
tion by ‘the Toronto General Trusts -

Corporation are $83,286,782. The"
profits for 1917 were $300,886, and
this, together with the $98 557:

brought forward from the previou®
yvear, makes a total of $399,443. Thid
sum of $12,000 was paid out in pat’
otic subscriptions, $150,000 was Pald
out in dividends of 10 per cent. per
annum and $100,000 added to the : ey
serve fund, increasing it to §1, 950:000
The sum of $101,443.11 was carrie
forward to this year.

»

Had Heard Enough

HAT is a burlesque, pa?”’
. quired William.

“A burle:sque son,” replied t,hO
father, “is a take-off.”

“Take off what?”

“Henry,” mtermpted the m
who had .been listening to the . oot
versation, “if you are going to ww
that question I will leave the room.”

mo

THES

.,‘;

others
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<$1«“1M‘s our graduates successful.

Cawthra Muiock & Co.
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“ Terror ”’

“THE TERROR.” By Arthur Machen.

ASTER of some subtle magic with

which he casts a spell of realism
over the most miraculous fantasies,
Arthur Machen, in his latest book,
“The Terror,” flourishes his faculty of
plausibility in a way which simply
makes one believe that the terrible
things which he tells about in his tale
have really happened. The spell of
the thing grips the attention in the
first few paragraphs and with a com-
pelling clutch hangs on to one’s
interest to the final page—and a bit
beyond. The mystery of The Terror
is never explained. There is an in-
genious denouement fraught = with
philosophical significance but without
any real satisfying quality to soothe a
curiosity quickened to a point which
insists on pricking one’s imagination
long after the book is laid aside. The
author himself characterizes the book
as a “shilling shocker” but his astound-
ing inferences and suggestions were
surely not set down simply as so much
stuff for morbid minds to mewl over.—
J. M. Dent. $1.35.

®

An Unsightly Spectacle

“INSIDE THE RUSSIAN REVOLU-
TION. By Rheta_Childe Dorr.
HE internal situation of Russia
since the revolution is an un-

sightly spectacle, according to the de-

tails reported by Rheta Childe Dorr,
who went from America last spring
to send back word from Petrograd of
the glories which followed the over-
throw of the Romanoffs. Mrs. Dorr
is an enthusiastic sympathizer with
the people in their struggle for free-
dom, but her indictment of the mob
and its main mischief makers is about
the most scathing denunciation as yet
delivered by any western writer. Mrs.
Dorr covers every phase of affairs up
to last August. She has held a tight
rein on her sympathies—although she
may at times be suspected of being @
little biassed in her eulogy of her sis-
ters over there—and the general re-
sult is what seems to be a very com-
plete record of events and reflection
of conditions. Her secret interview
with Anna Virubova is intensely in-
teresting and her account of Botch-
kareva's battalion of death is the most
illuminating record of the Russian

Amazons that has been published so

far.—Macmillan; $1.50.

»

That Terrible Triangle

“THREE'’S A CROWD.” By Wn.
Caine.

T requires an unusual amount of
l skill to enliven an old theme like
the mother-in-law legend and to trans-
late its essentials in terms of a sym-
pathetic and interesting comedy. But
Mr. William Caine has succeeded in
twisting that terrible {riangle—a man,
his wife and his mother-in-law, into
an amusing piece of fiction which
skirts the edge of tragedy, ravels. it-
self into a tantalizing tangle for a
while, then makes a dash for the de-
notiemeuns ‘n a crisp piece of comedy

which is really delightful. Incident-
ally Mr. Caine injects a _certain
amount of excellent philosophy, but
his humor is agile enough to dodge
any semblance of preachiness. The
most obvious thing about the book is
the rather stale truism Mr. Caine has
chosen for the title, but the balance
of the book from cover to cover, is
iresh enough and quite entertaining.—
Thomas Allen; $1.50.

®

A Soldier Poet

“A CANADIAN TWILIGHT.” By Ber-
nard Freeman Trotter.

BOOK of verse by a young man

is always interesting; this one
doubly so by the passionate life be-
hind it; for awhile beating restlessly
the bars of imprisoning ill-health
whilst the great Challenge remained
to be answered overseas; then sud-
denly released for action; and finally
the glorious yet tragic offering at the
front when the spirit that flamed eag-
erly for heroic expression found it in
-—sacrifice. This but hints at the life
story of one who has been (tempor-
arily it is hoped) called our Canadian
Rupert Brooke. Lieut. Trotter—To-
ronto born, educated in Woodstock
and Toronto, and led forth into fellow-
ship with nature amidst Nova Scotian
valleys, Muskoka lakes and California
mountains—gave up his life on May
7, 1916, under shell fire in France, but
not before he had given forth poetic
expression to his soul in delicate and
lofty verse in a strain which older
minds have sought for in vain. The
title poem and certain others—“To
Esther,” “The Poplars,” A Kiss,” “An
April Interlude, 1917,” “Ici Repose,”
and “The Road to Tartary’—these
place him in the company of our good
Canadians—Lampman and Campbell.
But ’tis but a fragment of what might
have been: yet, but for the war, would
it have been? McClelland, Good-
child and Stewart; $1.25.

»

Songs of Canada

“SONGS FROM A YOUNG MAN'S

LAND.” By Sir Clive Phillipps-

‘Wolley.

HIS “Young Mafn’s Land” is Can-

ada—Western Canada particu-
larly—and the singer is of English
birth, * fondly cherishing ‘“home”
thoughts while abroad, yet passion-
ately expressing affection for the new
land of his choice. Many of the poems
are a reprint of an earlier work en-
titled, “An English Esau,” expressing
the joy of the English foot-free; others
reveal the pride iI'l Canada of a man
who has got his feet down and in-
tends to stay. Perhaps the words
Canadian-Imperialistic best describa
them, since the author views Canada
as but the bounds of England made
“wider yet,” (o quote a native poet
Are they Canadian songs, will be ask-
ed? Yes, distinctively so, in so far
as they deal with boundless nature in
the open. It is the poetry of the U. E.
Loyalist, the far flung patriotism of
the pioneer, that Sir Clive Dhillinns-

Wolley sings and sings well, in smooth
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and often impassioned, quotable verse.
Is he like any one? Decidedly like
Newbolt — without his dramatic
power; like Kipling, without his jar-
goﬁ; like Service, without his extra-
vagance. Sings more like the English
gentleman that he is—an author,
hunter, traveller, long in our last west
and bringing his sheaf of songs into
our already well-filled poetic granary.
—Thomas Allen; $1.50.

®

Bosche Bosh
“MY ADVENTURES AS A GERMAN
SECRET AGENT.” By Captain
Horst Von der Goltz.

HERE is a peculiar twist in the

Teuton mind which leads Herr
this and that to a confidence in the
gullibility of all other peoples and an
assumption that so long as Herr says
so himself it must be so. Take, for
instance, the poppycock put out by
the fellow Horst Von der Goltz and
labelled as “My adventures as a Ger-
man secret agent”—a most ridicul-
ous mess of rubbish which Horst, etc.,
expects us to accept as an authentic
exposition of Germany’s secret diplo-
macy. It is the crudest kind of camou-
flage attempting to mask a mess of
pro-German propaganda- and anti-
British mischief beneath a flimsy
fabric of spy fiction. Incidentally, and
on his word of honor as an ex-Ger-
man spy, Goltz asks the Washington
authorities to believe that since Am-
erica went to war against the Hun
there are no Germans working for
the Wilhelmstrasse in the whole of
the United States. Bosche!—J. M.
Dent; $1.50.

»

"Tino and Tommy

“TOMMY AND THE MAID OF
ATHENS” By Joseph Hocking.

I T is a long while since Joseph Hock-

ing first learned the knack of
tickling the publisher in his counting
house by pleasing the maid who hangs
up the clothes, and for years now he
has been milling out popular fiction
at popular prices—all made up from
practically the same formula. Mr.
Hocking is well acquainted with his
audience and—it being war time just
now—he has added an extra dash of
patriotism to his latest productions.
His last book is like any other of nis
you may have read plus a few Hock:
ing ideas as to the way Whitehall
should: deal with the diplomatics of
the Eastern situation. The maid out
in the garden will enjoy reading it
when her washing’s done—and so, for
the matter of that, will a few thousand
more Hockingites.—Hodder & Stough-
ton. 50 cents.

»

TO THE REV. JAMES B. DOLLARD.
(Author of “Irish Lyrics and Ballads.')

In Irish fields the gorse doth glow,

A golden frame where row on row

Stand white-walled cabins. Tender the

sky,
Blue as the sea, where sea-birds fly,
Keening with mystic sound the woe
Which haunts that jsle. With thee I'd go
To glooming glens where pass below
The Slaugh-Sidhe, all hid frqm eye
In Irish fields.

Of misting and moonshine, friend and foe
Thou Dollard—bard of the mystic, high
Great Celtic past that cannot die—
Reviv'st dim faiths where legends grow,
Bidding old heroes live which lie

In Irigsh (ields

Toronto. CHARLES CARLYLE.
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(Continued from page 20.)

that he did not go away. You see that,
of course.”
“Were you the only one who thought

that? Or did some one speak to you
about it?”

“No one did! I spoke to father. He
thought——"

“Yes.”

“Well, if Mr. Corvet was murdered—

TI'm following what father thought, you
understand—it involved something a
good deal worse perhaps than any
thing that could have been involved
if he had only gone away. The facts
we had made it certain that—if what
had happened to him was death at
the hands of another—he must have
foreseen that death and, seeking no
protection for himself it im-
plied, that he preferred to die rather
than to ask protection—that there was
something whose concealment he
thought mattered even more to him
than life. It—it might have meant
that he considered his life was

due to whomever took it.” Her voice,
which had become very low, now
ceased. She was speaking to Alan of
his father—a father whom he had
never known, and whom he could not
have recognized by sight until she
showed him the picture a few weeks
before; but she was speaking of his
father.

“Mr. Sherrill didn’t feel that it was
necessary for him to do anything, even
though he thought that?”

“If Mr. Corvet was dead, we could
do him no good, surely, by telling this
to the police; if the police succeeded
in finding out all the facts, we would
be doing only what Uncle Benny did
not wish—what he preferred death to.
We could not tell the police about it
without telling .them all about Mr.
Corvet, too. So father would not let
himself believe that you had been
attacked to be killed. He had to be-
lieve the police theory was sufficient.”

Alan made no comment at once.
*Wassaquam believes Mr. Corvet is
dead,” he said finally. “He told me
so. Does your father believe that?”

“1 think he is beginning to believe
4

HEY had reached the little bridge
that breaks the Drive and spans
the channel through which the motor
boats reach harbor in the lagoon; he
rested his arms upon the rail of the
bridge and looked down into the
channel, now frozen. He seemed to
her to consider and to decide upon
something.

“I've not told any one,” he said, now
watching her, “how I happened to be
out of the house that night. I followed
a man who came there to the house.
Wassaquam did not know his name.
He did not know Mr. Corvet was gone;
for he.came there to see Mr. Corvet.
He was not an ordinary friend of Mr.
Corvet’s; but he had come there often;
Wassaquam did not know why. Was-
saquam had sent the man away, and
Y ran out after him; but I could not
find him.”

He stopped an instant, studying her.
“That was not the first man who came
to the house,” he went on quickly, as
she was about to speak. “I found a
man in Mr. Corvet’s house the first
night that I spent there. Wassaquam
was away, you remember, and I was
alone in the house.”

“A man there in the house?”
repeated.

“He wasn’t there when I entered the
house—at least I don’t think he was.
I heard him below, after I had gone
up-stairs. I came down then and saw
him. He was going through Mr. Cor-
vet’s things—mnot the silver and all
that, but through his desks and files
and cases.. He was looking for some-
thing—something which he seemed to
want very much; when I interfered,
it greatly excitéd him.”

she

HEY had turned back from the

bridge and were returning along

the way that they had come; but now
she stopped and looked up at him.

‘“What happened when you ‘inter-
fered’?”

“A queer thing.”

“What?”

“I frightened him.”

“Frightened him?’ She had appre-
ciated in his tone more significance
than the casual meaning of the words.

“He thought I was a ghost.”

“A ghost. Whose ghost?”

He shrugged. “I don’t know; some
one whom he seemed to have known
pretty well—and whom Mr. Corvet
knew, he thought.”

“Why didn’t you tell us this before?"”

“At least—I am telling vou now,
Miss Sherrill. I frightened him, and
he got away. But I had seen him
plainly. I can describe him. . . .
You've talked with your father of the
possibility that something might ‘hap-
pen’ to me such as, perhaps, happened
to Mr. Corvet. If anything does hap-
pen to me, a description of the man
may prove useful.” -

He saw the color leave her face,
and her eyes brighten; he accepted
this for agreement on her part. Then
clearly and definitely as he could, he
described Spearman to her. She did
not recognize the description; he had
known she would not. Had not Spear-
man been in Duluth? Beyond that,
was not connection of Spearman with
the prowler in Corvet’s house the one
connection of all most difficult for
her to make? But he saw her fixing
and recording the description in her
mind.

They were ‘silent as they went on
toward her home.  He had said all he
could, or dared to say; to tell her that
the man had been Spearman would
not merely have awakened her in-
credulity; it would have destroyed
credence utterly. A definite change in
their relation to one another had taken
place during their walk. The fullness,
the frankness of the sympathy there
had been between them almost from
their first meeting, had gone; she was
quite awares he saw, that he had not
frankly answered her questions; she
was aware that in*some way he had
drawn back from her and shut her out
from his thoughts about his own posi-
tion here. But he had known that
this must be so; it had been his first
definite rezlization after his return to
consciousness in the hospital when,
knowing now her relation to Spear-
man, he had found all questions which
concerned his relations with ' the
people here made immeasurably more
acute by the attack upon him.

She asked him to eome in and stay
for luncheon, as they reached her
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home, but she asked it without urg-
ing; at his refusal she moved slowly
up the steps; but she halted when she
saw that he did not go on.

“Miss Sherrill,” he said, looking up

at her, “how much money is there in .

your house?”

She smiled, amused and a little per-
plexed; then sobered as she saw his
intentness on her answer.

“What do you mean?”’ she asked.

“I mean—how much is ordinarily
kept there?”

“Why, very little in actual cash. We
pay everything by check—tradesmen
and servants; and even if we happen
not to have a charge account where
we make a purchase, they know who
we are and are always willing to
charge it to us.”

“Thank you. It would be rather
unusual then for you—or your neigh-

bors—to have currency at hand ex-
ceeding the hundreds?”’
“Exceeding the hundreds? That

means in the thousands—or at least

. one thousand; yes, for us, it would be

quite unusual.”

She waited for him to explain why
he had asked; it was not, she felt
sure, for any reason which could
readily suggest itself to her. But he
only thanked her again and lifted his
hat and moved away. Looking after
him from the window after she en-
tered the house, she saw him turn
the cormer in the direction of Astor
Street.

CHAPTER XI.
A Caller.

AS the first of the month was ap-
proaching, Wassaquam had
brought his household bills and budget
to Alan that morning directly after
breakfast. The accounts, which cov-
ered expenses for the month just end-
ing and a small amount of cash to be
carried for the month beginning, were
written upon a sheet of foolscap in
neat, unshaded writing exactly like
the models in a copybook—each letter
formed as carefully and precisely as
is the work done upon an Indian bas-
ket. The statement accounted accur-
ately for a sum of cash in hand upon
the first of February, itemized charged
expenses, and totaled the bills. For
March, Wassaquam evidently proposed
a continuance of the establishment
upon the present lines. To provide
for that, and to furnish Alan with
whatever sums he needed, Sherrill had
made a considerable deposit in Alan’s
name in the bank where he carried
his own account; and Alan had accom-
panied Sherrill to the bank to be in-
troduced and had signed the necessary
cards in order to check against the
deposit; but, as yet, he had drawn
nothing.

Alan had required barely half of the
hundred dollars which Benjamin Cor-
vet had sent to Blue Rapids, for his
expenses in Chicago; and he had
brought with him from “home” a hun-
dred dollars of his own. He had used
that for his personal expenses since.
The amount which Wassaquam now
desired to pay the bills was much more
than Alan had on hand; but that
amount was also much less than the
eleven hundred dollars which the ser-
vant listed as cash on hand. This,
Wassaquam stated, was in currency
and kept by him. Benjamin always
had had him keep. that much in the
house; Wassaquam would not touch
that sum now for the payment of cur-
remt expemnses.
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This sum of money kept inviolate
troubled Alan. Constance Sherrill's
8tatement that, for her family at least,
. to keep such a sum would have been
unusual, increased this trouble; it did
not, however, preclude the possibility
that others than the Sherrills might
keep such amounts of cash on hand.
On the first of the month, therefore
Alan drew upon his new bank account
to Wassaquam’s order; and in the
early. afternoon Wassaquam went to
the bank to cash his check—one of
the very few occasions when Alan had
been left in the house alone; Wassa-
Quam’s habit, it appeared, was to go
about on the first of the month and
Pay the tradesmen in person.

Some two hours later, and before
Wassaquam could have heen expected
back, Alan, in the room which nad
- become his, was startled by a sound of
heavy pounding, which came suddenly
t0 him from a floor below. Shouts—
heavy, thick, and unintelligible—min-
gled with the pounding. He ran
8wiftly down the stairs, then on and
down the service stairs into the base-
ment. The door to the house from the
areaway was -shaking to irregular,
heavy blows, which stopped as Alan
Teached the lower hallway; the shouts
Continued still a moment more. Now
Fhat the noise of pounding did not
Mterfere, Alan could make out what
the man was saying: “Ben Corvet!”
—the name was almost unintelligible
TBen Corvet! Ben!” Then the
Shouts stopped too.

LAN sped to the door and turned
back the latch. The door bore
back upon him, not from a push, but
from a weight without which had
fallen against it. A big, heavy man,
With a rough cap and mackinaw coat,
Would have fallen upon the floor, if
Alan had not caught him. His weight
I Alan’s arms was so dull, so inert
t?‘at, if violence had “been his inten-
tion; there was nothing to be feared
from him now. Alan looked up, there-
f(?re_ to see if any one had come with
him, 7y, alley and the street were
clear. The gnow in the area-way
Showed that the man had come to the
door alone and with great difficulty;
© had fallen once upon the walk.
Alan dragged the man into the house
20d went hack and closed the door.
He returned and looked at him. The
Man wag like, very like the one whom
lan hagq followed from the house on
€ night when he was attacked; cer-
Ity that this was the same man
::ll;le Quickly to him. He seized the
staiow again and dragged him up the
'S and to the lounge in the li-
s::"'Y The warmth revived him; he
and“P: coughing and breathing quickly
SmeJlth a loud, rasping wheeze. The
% of liquor was strong upon him;
8melilothes reeked with the unclean
: of barrel houses.
He W
R
Ove

as, or had been, a very power-
Man, broad and thick through with
“:gleVeloped — almost distorting—
€8 in his shoulders; but his body
€Come fat and soft, his face was
®d, ang his eyes watery and bright;
TOWn hair, which was shot all
; gh with gray, was dirty and mat-
ot ’éae had three or four days’ growth
Seen ; d. He was clothed as Alan had
o eck hands on the steamers at-
hdge'd?he Wwas not less than fifty, Alan
&te, though his condition made es-
ooy, difficult. When he sat up and
about, it was plain that whis-
48 only one of the forces working

t.hl‘ou

~and felt the heaving chest.
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upon him—the other was fever which
burned up and sustained him inter-
mittently.

“'Lo!” he greeted Alan. ‘“Where'’s
shat damn Injin, hey? I knew Ben
Corvet was shere—knew he was shere
all time. ’Course he’s shere; he got to
be shere. That’s- shright. You get
“imd?”

“Who are you?’ Alan asked.

“Say, who'r you? What t’hells syou
doin’ here? Never see you before . . .
go—go get Ben Corvet. Jus' say Ben
Corvet, Lu—Iluke's shere. Ben Cor-
vet'll know Lu—Iluke all right; al-
waysh, alwaysh knows me . . .”

“What’s the matter with you?”
Alan had drawn back but now went
to the man again. The first idea that
this might have been merely some old
sailor who had served Benjamin Cor-
vet or, perhaps, had been a comrade
in the earlier days, had been banished
by the confident arrogance of the
man’s teone—an arrogance not to be
explained, entirely, by whiskey or by
the fever.

“How long have you been this way?”
Alan demanded. ‘“Where did you come
from?” He put his hand on the
wrist; it was very hot and dry; the
pulse was racing, irregular; at sec-
onds it seemed to stop; for other sec-
onds it was continuous. The fellow
coughed and bent forward. “What is

it—pneumonia?” Alan tried to
straighten him up.

“Gi’ me drink . . . Go get Ben Cor-
vet, I tell you! ... Get Ben Corvet
quick! Say—yous shear? You get

me Ben Corvet; you better get Ben
Corvet; you tell him Lu—uke’s here;
won't wait any more; goin’ t’have my
money now . .. sright away, your
shear? Kick me out s’loon; I guess
not no more. Ben Corvet give me all
money I want or I talk!?

“Talk!”

“Syou know it! I ain't goin’ . . .
He choked up and tottered back; Alan,
supporting him, laid him down and
stayed beside him until his coughing
and choking ceased, and there was
only the rattling rasp of his breath-
ing. When Alan spoke to him again,
Luke’s eyes opened, and he narrated
recent experiences bitterly; all were
blamed to Ben Corvet’s absence;
Luke, who had been drinking heavily

”

"a few nights before, had been thrown

out when the saloon was closed; that
was Ben Corvet’s fault; if Ben Cor-
vet had been around, Luke would
have had money, all the money any
one wanted; no one would have
thrown out Luke then. Luke slept in
the snow, all wet. When he arose,
the saloon was open again, and he
got more whiskey, but not enough to
get him warm. He hadn’t been warm
since. That was Ben Corvet's fault.
Ben Corvet better be ’round now;
Luke wouldn’t stand any more.

LAN felt of the pulse again; he
opened the coat and under-flannels
He went
to the hall and looked in the tele-
phone directory. He remembered the
name of the druggist on the corner
of Clark Street and he telephoned
him, giving the number on Astor
Street.

“I want a doctor right away,” he
said. “Any good doctor; the one that
you can get quickest.” The druggist
promised that a physician would be
there within a quarter of an hour.
Alan went back to Luke, who was
silent now except for the gasp of his
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breath; he did not answer when Aian
spoke to him, except to ask for whis-
key. Alan, gazing down at him, felt
that ‘the man was dying; liquor and
hia fever had sustained him only to
bring him to the door; now the col-
lapse had come; the doctor, even if he
arrived very soon, could do no more
than perhaps delay the end. Alan
went up-stairs and brought down blan-
kets and put them over Luke; he cut
the knotted laces of the soaked shoes
and pulled them off; he also took off
the mackinaw and the undercoat. The
fellow, appreciating that care was be-
ing given him, relaxed; he slept
deeply for short periods, stirred and
started up, then slept again. Alan
stood watching, a strange, sinking
tremor shaking him. This man had
come there to make a claim—a claim
which many times before, apparently,
Benjamin Corvet had admitted. Luke
came to Ben Corvet for money which
he always got—all he wanted—the al-
ternative to giving which was that
Luke would “talk.” Blackmail, that
meant, of course; blackmail which
not only Luke had told of, but which
Wassaquam too had admitted, as Alan
now realized.- Money for blackmail—
that was the reason for that thousand
dollars in cash which Benjamin Cor-
vet always kept at the house.

Alan turned, with a sudden shiver
of revulsion, toward his father’s chair
in place before the hearth; there for
hours each day his father had sat
with a book or staring into the fire,
always with what this man knew ‘hang-
ing over him, always arming against
it with the thousand dollars ready
for this man, whenever he came.
Meeting blackmail, paying blackmail
for as long as Wassaquam had been
in the house, for as leng/as it took to
make the once muscular, powerful
figure of the sailor who threatened to
“talk” into the swollen, whiskey-soak-
ed hulk of the man dying now on the
lounge.

FOR his state- that day, the man
blamed Benjamin Corvet. Alan,
forcing himself to touch the swollen
face, shuddered at thought of the
truth underlying that accusation. Ben-
jamin Corvet’s aft—whatever it might
be that this man knew—undoubtedly
had destroyed not only him who paid
the blackmail but him who received
it; the effect of that act was still go-
ing on, destroying, blighting. Its
threat of‘shame was not only against
Benjamin Corvet; it threatened also
all whose names must be connected
with Coryet’s. ¢ Alan had Tefused to
accept any stigma in his relationship
with Corvet; but now he could not
refuse to accept it. This shame
threatened Alan; it threatened also
the Sherrills. Was it not because of
this that Benjamin Corvet had ob-
jected to Sherrill’s name appearing
with his own in the title of the ship-
owning firm? And was it not because
of this that Corvet’s intimacy with
Sherrill and his comradeship with Con-
stance had been alternated by times
in which he had frankly avoided them
both? What Sherrill had told Alan
and even Corvet’s gifts to him had
not been able to make Alan feel that
without question Corvet was his
father, but now shame and horror
were making him feel it; in horror at
Corvet’s act—whatever it might be—
and in shame at Corvet’s cowardice,
Alan was thinking of Benjamin Cor-
vet as hie father. This shame, this
horror, were his inheritance. :

_-at Mr..Corvet's.

. there.

‘vet's house.
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He left Luke and went to the win-
dow to see if the doctor was coming.
He had called the doctor because in
his first sight of Luke he had not
recogiized that Luke was beyond the
aid of doctors and because to sum-
mon a doctor under such circum-
stances was the right thing to do; but
he had thought of the doctor also as
a witness to anything Luke might say.
Dut now—did he want a witness? He
had no thought of concealing any-

thing for his own sake or for his’

father’s; but he would, at least, want
the chance to determine the circum-
stances under which it was to be made
publiec.

He hurried back to Luke. “What
is it, Luke?” he cried to him. ‘“What
can you tell? Listen! Luke—Luke,

is it about the Miwaka—the Miwaka?
Luke!”

UKE had sunk into a stupor; Alan

shook him and shouted in his ear
without awakemng response.
straightened and stood. - hopelessly
looking down at him, the telephone
bell rang sharply. Thinking it might
be something about the doctor, he
went to it and answered it. Constance
Sherrill’s voice came to him; her first
words made it clear that she was at
home and had just come in.

“The servants tell me some one
was making a disturbance beside your
house a while ago,” she said, “and
shouting something about Mr. Corvet.
Is there something wrong there? Have
you discovered something?”

He shook excitedly while, holding
his hand over the transmitter lest
Luke should break out again and she
should hear it, he wondered what he
should say to her. He could think of
nothing, in his excitement, which

would reassure her and merely put

her off; he was not capable of con-
trolling his voice so as to do that.

“Please don’t ask me just now, Miss
Sherrill,” he*managed. “I'll tell you
what I can—later.”

His reply, he recognized, only made
her more certain that there was some-
thing the matter, but he could not add
anything to it. He found Luke, when
he went back to him, still in coma;
the blood-shot veins stood out against
the ghastly grayness of his face, and
his stertorous breathing sounded
through the rooms. i

Constance Sherrill had come in a
few ~moments hefore from an after-
noon reception; th_fe servants told her
at once that something was happening
They' had heard
shouts and had seen a man pounding
upon the door there, but they had not
taken it upon themselves to go over
She had told the chauffeur to
wait with the motor and had run at
once to the telephone and called Alan;
his attempt to put her off made her
certain that what had happened was
not finished but was still going on.
Her anxiety and the sense of their
responsibility for Alan overrode at
once all other thought. She told the

servants to call her father at the of-

fice and tell him something was wrong
at Mr. Corvet’s; then she called her
maid and hurried out to the motor.

“«To Mr. Corvet’'s—quickly!” she di-
rected.

Looking through the front doors of
her car as it turned into Astor Street,
she saw a young man, carrying a doc-
tor's case, run up the steps of Cor-
This, quite unreasonably
since she had just talked with Alan,

As Alan

added to her alarm; she put her hand
on the catch of the door' and opened
it a little so as to be ready to leave
the car as soon as it stopped. As the
car drew to the curb, she sprang out,
and stopped only long enough to ‘tell
the chauffeur to be attentive and to
wait ready to come-.into the house, if
he was called.

The man with the bag—Constance
recognized him as a young doctor who
was starting in practice in the neigh-
borhood—was just being admitted as

she and her maid reached the steps.

Alan stood holding the door open and
vet blocking entrance when she came
up. The sight of him told her that it
was not physical hurt that happened
to him, but his face showed her there
had been basis for her fright.

“You must not come in!” he denied
her; but she followed the doctor so
that Alan could not close the door
upon her. He yielded then, and she
and her maid went on into the hall.

She started as she saw the figure
upon the couch in the library, and as
the sound of its heavy  breathing
reached her; and the wild fancy which
had come to her when the servants
had told her of what was going on—
a fancy that Uncle Benny had come
back—was banished instantly.

Alan led her into the room across
from the library.

“You shouldn’t have come in,” he
said. “I shouldn’t have let you in;
but—you saw him.” ¥

‘“Yes.”

“Do you know him?”

“Know him?” She shook her head.

“I mean, you've never seen Lim be-
fore?” .

“No.”

“His name is Luke—he speaks of
himself by that name. Did you ever
hear my father mention a man named
Luke?” . s

“No; never.”

LUKE’S voice cut suddenly their
conversation; the doctor probably
had given him sdme stimulant.

“Where’sh Ben Corvet?”’ Luke de-
manded arrogantly of the doctor.
“You go get Ben Corvet! Tell Ben

Corvet I want drink right away. Tell
Ben Corvet I want my thousan’ dol-
ar ol
' Constance turned swiftly to her
maid. “Go out to the car and wait
for me;”’ she commanded.
Luke’s muffled, heavy voice ‘went
on, moments
breath interrupted it::

“You hear me, you damn Injin? . . .2l

You go. tell Ben Corvet I want my
thousan’ dollars\‘ or I make™it two
nex’ time! You hear me; you go tell
Ben Corvet. . You let me go, you
damn Injin!”.

Through the doorway to the llbrary
they could see the doctor force Luke
back upon the couch; Luke fought him
furiously; then, suddenly as he had
stirred to strength and fury, Luke col-
lapsed again. His voice went on a
moment more, rapidly growing
weaker:

“You tell Ben Corvet I want my
money, or I'll tell. He knows what I'll

tell. . . . You don’t know, you Injin
devil. . . . Ben Corvet knows, and I
know. .. Tell. him - 'l fell 'n = <Lk
tell , , , I'll tell!” The threatening

voice stopped suddenly.

Constance, very pale, again faced
Alan. ‘“Of course, I understand,” she
said. “Uncle Benny has been paying
blackmail to this man. For years,
perhaps. . .~.” She repeated the word

while he fought for

National Directory
of

Standard Products:

HIS directory includes the names of

the leading Canadian firms making and
handling the various classes of goods in-
dicated. The Courier recommends these
concerns as leaders in their classes and
every prospective purchaser can repy
upon getting honest wares from them.
Most of them have years of reputation
pehind them. Moreover, they are ‘‘Na-
tional” and a constant reminder of the
steady growth in Canadian Industries:

Buyers unable to find the desired in-
formation in this directory are invited to
write to this office for information, which
will be furnished free of charge.

APPLES, (Evaporated):
Graham Co. Limited, Belleville,
Ont.

BABBITT AND SOLDER.
Hoyt Metal Co., Toronto.

BRICKS AND TERRA COTTA.
Don Valley Brick Works, Toronto.

CARPETS AND RUGS.

Toronto Carpet Mfg. Co., Ltd., TO
ronto.

CAR WHEELS AND CASTINGS.

Dominion Wheel & Foundries,
Limited, Toronto. .

CIGARS.

Andrew Wilson & Co., “Bachelor”
Cigars, Toronto.

ELEVATORS. ;
Otis<Fenson Elevator Co., Toronto-

GLOVES AND MITTS.
The Craig-Cowan Company, Lim*
ited, Toronto.
HARDWARE.
Hardware Company
Limited, Toronto.
PAINTS AND VARNISHES.

International Varnish Co., Limiteds
Toronto.

of Toronto:

PIANOS.

Heintzman & Co., “Ye Olde an.
Toronto >

PIANOS & PLAYER PIANOS

The Newcombe Piano Co., Ltds
Toronto

PRINTING INKS.

Sinelair Valentine Co. of Canadﬂv
Limited, Toronto.

REFRIGERATORS:

© “““gureka Refrigerator Co., Lxmlted'v'

Toronto.

SCRAP IRON, STEEL & METALS.
Frankel Bros., Toronvtg.

TINWARE

Soren Bros.,
ronto, Ont.

Manufacturers, 1%

UNIFORMS.

Beauchamp & How Limited, T
ronto.

VEGETABLES, (Deslccated)

" Graham Co. Limited, Bellevillés
Ont. =

WASHING MACHINES.

Nineteen Hundred Washer Con
pany, Toronto.

WATCH CASES. o
American Watch Case Co. ,m

ited, Toronto 2
WINDOW LETTERS AND SIGNS:

-J. E. Richardson & Co, Toronto
Ont.




fhg the

K by

&fter an instant, in a frightened voice,

“Blackmail!” -

“Won’t you please go, Miss Sher-
Till?” Alan urged her. “It was good
of you to come; but you mustn’t stay
now. He’s—he's dying, of course.”

She seated herself upon a chair.
“I'm going to stay with you,” she said
8imply. It was not, she knew, to share
the waiting for the man in the next
room to die; in that, of itself, there
Could be nothing for him to feel. It
Was to be with him while realization
Which had come to her was settling
pon him too—realization of what this
meant to him. He was realizing that,
she thought; he had realized it; it
Mmade him, at moments, forget her
While, listening for sounds from the
Other room, he paced back and forth
beside the table or stood staring away,
Clinging to the portieres. He left her
Presently, and went across the hall to
the doctor. The man on the couch had
Stirred as though to start up again;

the voice began once more, but now

its words were wholly indistinguish-
able, meaningless, incoherent. They

_ Stopped, and Luke lay still; the doc-

tor—Ajan was helping him now—ar-
fanged a quite inert form upon the
C0uch. The doctor bent over him.
‘IS he dead?” Constance heard Alan
ask,
5 “Not yet,” the doctor answered;
but it won't be long, now.”
“There’s nothing you can do for
bim 7~ ’
"I'he doctor shook his head.
‘There’s nothing you can do to

~ Make him talk—bring him to himself

°lough so that he will tell what he
€eDs threatening to tell?”

THE doctor shrugged. “How many
. times, do you suppose, he’s been
funk and still not told? Conceal
MeNt is his established habit now.
Us an inhibition; even in wandering,
ei:tops short of actually telling -any-
o
to"‘t{: came here—" Alan told briefly’
€ doctor the circumstances of
ba’zkman’s coming. The doctor moved
from the couch to a chair and
Sat down,

:KI,
;;y‘t's over'. He seemed to want to
Mentﬂomethmg else, ax_ld after a mo-

he came out with it. “You

n ),

s],eded“t be afraid of my talking out-
B - professional secrecy, of

colll‘se_" >

Alan Came back to Constance. Out-.

::ide, the gray of dusk was spreading,
Within the house it had grown
ba ail.COnstance heard the doctor turn
s llght, and the shadowy glow of a
Alap amp came. from the library.
Bteps-wzlked. to and fro with uneven
st t(') he did not speak to her, nor
Iibrary- Im. It was very quiet in the
L“ke's, she could not even hear
Hoary ; breathing now. Then she
t he doctor moving: Alan went
¢ light and switched it on, as

g, 0tOr came out to them.
awsc‘;"el’," he said to Alan. “There’s
be fa!nn:em these cases; you may not
ar with it. T'll make out the
certiﬁcate—pneumonia and a
lmllcehsart With alcoholism. But the
ave to be notified at once;

- :‘t"e no choice as to that. TI'll

Yoy xt?'.' those things for you, if

T
Weont (LK You, if you will” Alan

By g th the doctor to the door. and

M drive away. Returning, he
library portieres; then, com-

% to Constance, he picked up

I wait, of course,” he said, “un-’
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her muff and collar from the chair
where she had thrown them, and held
them out to her,

“You’ll go now, Miss Sherrill,”” he
said. “Indeed, you mustn’t stay here
-—your car’s still waiting, and—you
mustn’t stay here . . . in this house!”

He was standing, waiting to open
the door for her, almost where he had
haited on that morning, a few weeks
ago, when he had first come to the
house in answer to Benjamin Corvet’s
summons; and she was where she had
stood to receive him. Memory of how
he had looked then—eager, trembling
a little with excitement, expecting only
to find his father and happiness—came
to her; and as it contrasted with the
way she saw him now, she choked
queerly as she tried to speak. He
was very white, but quite controlled;
lines not upon his face before had
come there. :

“Won’t you come over home with
me,” she said, “and wait for father
there till we can think this thing out

together?”

Her sweetness almost broke him
down. “This . . together! Think
this out! Oh, it’'s plain enough, isn’t

it? For years—for as long as Wassa-
aquam has been here, my father has
been seeing that man and paying
blackmail to him twice a year, at
least! He lived in that man’s power.
He kept money in the house for him
always! It wasn’t anything imagin-
ary that hung over my father—or any-
thing created in his own mind. It
was something real—real; it was dis-
grace—disgrace and worse—something
he deserved; and that he fought with
blackmail money, like a coward! Dis-
honor—cowardice—blackmail!”

She drew a little nearer to him.
“You didn’t want me to know,” .she
said. “You tried to put me off when I
called you on the telephone; and—
when I came here, you wanted me to
go away before I heard. Why didn’t
you want me to know? If he was your
father, wasn’t he our—friend? Mine
and my father’s? You must let us
help you.”

As she approached, he had drawn
back from her. “No; this is mine!”
he denied her. “Not- yours or your

father’s. You have nothing to do with
this. - Didn’t ‘he try in little cowardly
ways to keep you out of it? But he
couldn’t do that; your friendship
meant too much to him; he couldn’t
keep away from you. But I can—I
can do that! You must go out of this
house; you must never come in here
again!”’

ER eyes filled, as she watched

him; never had she liked him so
much as now, as he moved to open
the door for her.

“I thought,” he said almost wist-
fully, “it seemed to me that, what-
ever he had done, it must have been
mostly against me. His leaving every-
thing to me seemed to mean that I
was the one that he had wronged, and
that he was trying to make it up ta
me. Bat it isn’t that; it can’t be that!
It is something much worse than that!
... Oh, I'm glad I haven’t used much
of his money! Hardly any—not more
than I can give back! It wasn’t the
money and the house he left me that
mattered what he really left me was
just this .. ., dishonor, shame . . .”

The doorbell rang, and Alan turned
to the door and threw it open. In the
dusk the figure of the man outside
was not at all recognizable; but as he
entered with heavy and deliberate
steps, passing Alan without greeting
and going straight to Constance, Alan
saw by the light in the hall tHat it
was Spearman.

“What’s up?’ Spearman asked.
“They tried to get your father at the
office and then me, but neither of
us was there. They got me after-
wards at the club. They said you'd
come over here; but that must have
been more than two hours ago.”

His gaze went on past her to the
drawn hangings of the room to the
right; and he seemed to appreciate
their significance; for his face whiten-
ed under its tan, and an odd hush
came suddenly upon him.

“Is it Ben, Connie?” he whispered.
“Ben . . . come back?”

E drew the curtains partly open.
The light in the library had been
extinguished, and the light that came
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from the hall swayed about the room
with the movement of the curtains
and gave a momentary semblance of
life to the face of the man upon the
couch. Spearman drew the curtains
quickly together again, still holding to
them and seeming for an instant to
cling to them; then he shook himself
together, - threw the curtaing wide
apart, and strode into the room. Ha
switched on the light and went di-
rectly to the couch; Alan followed him.

“He's—dead?”

“Who is he?” Alan demanded.

Spearman seemed to satisfy himself
first as to the answer to his question.
“How should I know who he is?” he
asked.  “There used to be a wheels-
man on the Martha Corvet years ago
who looked like him; or looked like
what this fellow may have looked like
once. I can’t be sure.”

He turned to Constance. “You're go-
ing home, Connie? I'll see you over
there. I'll come back about this after-
ward, Conrad.”

Alan followed them to the door and
closed it after them. He spread the
blankets over Luke. Luke’s coats,
which Alan had removed, lay upon a
chair, and he looked them over for
marks of identification; the mackinaw
bore the label of a dealer in Manitowoc
—wherever thaf might be; Alan did
not know. A side pocket produced
an old briar: there was nothing else.
Then Alan walked restlessly about,
awaiting Spearman. Spearman, he be-
lieved, knew this man; Spearman had
not even ventured upon modified de-
nial until he was certain that the man
was dead; and then he had answered
80 as not to commit himself, pending
learning from Constance what Luke
had told.

But Luke had said nothing about
Spearman. It had been Corvet, and
Corvet alone. of whom Luke had
spoken; it was Corvet whom he had
accused; it was Corvet who had given
him money. Was it conceivable, then,
that there had been two such events-
in Corvet’s life? That one of these
events concerned the Miwaka and
Spearman and some one—some one
“with a bullet hole above his eye”—
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who had ‘got” Corvet; and that the
other event had concerned Luke and
something else? It was not conceiv-
able, Alan was sure; it was all one
thing. ~1f Corvet had had to do with
the Miwaka, then Luke had had to do
with it too. And Spearman? But if
Spearman had- been involved in that
guilty thing, had not Luke known it?
Then why had not Luke mentioned
Spearman? Or had Spearman not
been really involved? Had it been,
perhaps, only evidence of knowledge
of what Corvet had done that Spear-
man had tried to ‘discover and' de-
stroy ?

Alan went to the door and opened
it, as he heard Spearman upon the
steps again. Spearman waited only
until the door had been reclosed be-
bind him.

“Well, Conrad, what was the idea
of bringing Miss Sherrill-into this?”

«I didn’t bring her in; I tried the
best I could to keep her out.”

«Qut of what—exactly ?”

«you know better than I do.  You
know exactly what itis. You know that
man, Spearman; you know what he
¢ame here for. I don’t mean money;
1 mean you know why he came here
for money, and why he got it. I tried,
as well as I could, to make him tell
me; but he wouldn’t do it. 'There’s
disgrace of some sort here, of course
—disgrace that involves my father
and, I think, you too. If you’re not
guilty with my father, you’ll help me
now; if you are guilty, then, at least,
your refusal to help will let me know
that.”’ Y

«I don’t know what you're ‘talking
about.”

“Then why did you come back here?
You came back here to protect your-
self in some way.”

«I came back, you young fool, to say
‘something to you which I didn’t want
Miss Sherrill to hear. I didn’t know,
when I took her away, how .completely
yow'd taken: her into—your father’s
waffairs.’ 1 told you this man may have
been a wheeisman on the Corvet; 1
don’t knoy more about him than that;
I don’t even know that certainly. Of

‘course, I knew Ben Corvet was pay- =

ing blackmail; I've known for years
that he was giving up money to some
one. I don’t know who he paid it to;
or for what.”

HE strain of the last few hours

was telling upon Alan; his skin
flushed hot and cold by’ turns. He
paced up and down while he controlled
himself. i

“That’s not enough, Spearman,”’ he
said finally. “I—I've feft you, some-
how, underneath all these things. The
first time I saw you, you were in this
house doing something you ought not
to have been doing; you fought me
then; you would have killed me rather
than not get away. Two weeks ago,
some one attacked me on the street—
for robbery, they said; but I Xnow ‘it
wasn’t robbery—"

«“you're not so crazy as to be trying
to involve me in that—"

There came a sound to them from
the hall, 2 sound unxnistakably denot-
ing some presence. Spearman -jerked
suddenly up; Alan, going to the .door
and looking into the hall, saw ‘Wassa-
quam. The Indian evidently had "re-
turned to the house some time before;
he had been bringing to Alan now the
accounts which he had settled. He
seemed to have been standing in the
hall for some time, listening; but he

came in now, looking inquiringly from
one to the other of them.

“Not friends?” he inquired.
and Henry?” .

Alan’s passion broke out suddenly-
“We're anything but that, Judah. I
found him, the first night I got heré
and while you were  away, £0i08
through my father’s things. I fought
with him, and he ran away.. He was
the one that broke into my father
desks; maybe youwll believe that, evel
if no one else will.”

“Yes?” the Indian
“Yes?" It was-plain that he not onl¥
believed but that believing gave “him
immense satisfaction. He took Alan’s

“you

arm-and led him into the smaller i

brary. He knelt before one of the
drawers under the  bookshelves—the
drawer, Alan recalled, which he hif*
self had been examining when he had
found Wassaquam watching him. He
drew out the drawer and dumped its
contents out upon the floor; he turné
the drawer about then, and pulled the
bottom out of it. Beneath the botto™
which he had removed appeared novw
another bottom and a few sheets of
paper scrawled in an uneven hand ao%
with different colored inks. .
At sight of them, Spearman, who
had followed them into the roonl, ut-
tered an oath and sprang forward- The
Indian’s smali dark hand grasP®

Spearman’s wrist, and his face twitch” :

ed itself into a fierce grin which show*
ed how little civilization had modifi®
in him the aboriginal passions.
Spearman did not try -to force his way;
instead, he drew back suddenly.

Alan stooped and picked up the P&
pers and put them in his pocket.
the Indian had not been there, it WO
not have been so easy for him t®
that, he thought. -

(To be continued.)

Shipboard Sketches

(Concluded from page 11.)

uld

tainly on shipboard a commission i
an advantage.

The belle of the ship is Pats¥
a pink-cheeked, golden haired £
of two, who is crossing the oceall
be with a father she has never see?
Whether it is the pretty mothe’
this small replica of her charms
draws so many large khaki-clad figur®

around them whenever they appear e

r¢
deck, we cannot tell, but Patsy i ;Z’l
the"

ried off first by one burly figure: g
by another, and there is not @ Yf’“
officer on board who will not reno®

a game of bridge for the privilege,v‘

romping u» and down the deck
ing or being drivén by this little
in her big fur coat with i
whip and jingle-bell reins.
Patsy was ill, the little golden
lay inert on her pillow. Then i
the doctor’s turn to be surrounded st
Patsy’s admirers, asking for the 12 o
bulletins of her health. TH® ‘g
papers that come on board Wer
less eagerly received. per

Patsy’s indisposition excused iy
from the life-belt drill, which W2% g
only excitement this afternoo™ g
the rest of us assembled DY life‘bteﬂ
No. 1 and were shown how t0 sem
our belts and warned to keeP "o
near us in case of accident: g
stéerage had their drill first, 1% pgg
crew, then the passengers: .gnt
made us feel hopeful that some nn'ed
hefore . very long we shall be wa eﬂ,e
by the sound of the engines an
morning the shores of canada T
dimly seen behind us.

pu
T

questioned: -

irk

i

%




THE

done here before, a first rendering by
Stock some years ago, when Debussy
Impressionism was at its height. Mr.
Stokowski gave it a big reading, but
he did not convey the superficial mys-
tery of the piece. The intention of
the score was to convey a “morning-
after” impression of what happened
fhe afternoon before to a simple fawn
I a forest. The Polovetskhi Dances
f¥‘0m Prince Igor were much more to
‘Ml' Stokowski’s liking. Those Pol-
18h dances are blazoningly brilliant,
barbaric and super-noisy, - and the
band seemed to revel in them. Per-
hap; the final programme will elim-

CANADIAN

(Concluded from page 23.)

inate this type of piece and rise to a
height of sublimity—of '~ which the
conductor is not by any means in-
capable. In the Valse Triste oi- Sf-
belius he created a little gem of pure
seductive suggestion with an element
of ultimate sadness in the form of a
fantasia.

Stokowski will be looked for again
in this country. He has the qualities
of a really great conductor. No man
ever came here who made a: better
first impression. He understands the
inner life of music and he knows how
to make good music interesting to
common people, Without descending

COURIER

GREAT CANADIAN CHOIR

to gallery tricks he ‘“gets” the gallery,
and at the same time satisfies the
“talent.” This is a ' combination
achieved only by really great artists.
And it is a sign of the times that
good music is being made human by
such men as Stokowski who under-
stand that the great masters did not
write for pedants and eritics, but
mainly for the masses of the people.
It s
masks and stopped being pedants.
And it is equally time that people in
general found out that they can get
more thrills from good music than
from poor music.

George Berﬁard Shaw and Rastus

- Minstrelsy and mordant wit on two stages in the same room

dian city there is a strange,
-big . room, once -a criminal
court, where a few days ago
George Bernard Shaw played at one
0d in the afternoon and in the even-
g at the other, and the matinee
Came in as there was a glorifying
'®vival of Rastus, Snowball and Co.
he censor forbids us to mention:the
ngme of this place. In the afternoon
People came in by the morth door and
:’alked over to the gallery stage built
Or the chorus of the minstrel show.
ﬂ:‘:y saw a stage up against the big
. Place which was part of the set for
* ®markably clever presentation of
*an of Destiny, by professional mem-
IS of the Overseas Training Corps:
Stae Satirfa on Napoleon was simply
exc'gEd with np properties whatever
settept a table, a candlestick and a
€e built of stage boxes roped to-
:::her. The big fireplace was its
nf:ral background. This, as may be
rred from its adaptability, was a’
Work of apt, &
cl;‘:’mptly at 6 o’clock the room was
= i'ted of all but a few club members
S people—who turned all the

S OMEWHERE in a certain Cana-

forgot that there ever were such folk
as the Troubadours and the Minne-
singers. At least ten university pro-
fessors were present. Up near the
ring of "darkies on the improvised
stage, John Ross Robertson, proprietor
of the Toronto Telegram, felt himself
getting merrier every moment until
just about the end of the olio as the
cathedral clock was chiming 11.30 he
went home. :

For many years

none of these

ordinarily serious men had seen a
minstrel show. And this show had
never been on the road.

“The best minstrelsy I've heard
since I was a youth,” said Sir Edmund
Walker, who the day before had. been
chairman at the Board of Governors
of Toronto University, and next week
might preside at a meeting of the Com-
mittee on Fine Arts in Ottawa. 2
the old days I seldom missed a good
minstrel show. Purely American art?

time musicians dropped their

31

Yes, bat it’s universal.”

“The stage held fifty: men, " chorus,
ring ‘and olio. - Only the ring were
burnt-corked. Above the chorus was a
camouflagic poster of a large negro
chorus painted that afternoon by some
of the men on stage The ring con-
tained fourteen blacks. Sambo on the
right was Ruthven McDonald, vocalist
and general entertainer, opposed by a
very refulgent Bones, in the person
of one Arthur Beemer, who has never
been on a professional stage. The
next most conspicucus ‘“coon” was a
man who for years has made a hobby
of painting the best negro studies in
Canada, if not America—Curtis Wil-
liamson, R.C.A., juggling with a tambo
and in the olio playing banjo and _
guitar. Other men in the ring who
have more or less-to do with other
forms of art than minstrelsy were

Fergus Kyle, late cartoonist of the
Globe and Saturday Night; W. W.
Alexander, engraver and etcher;

Ralph Eden Smith, architect; J. Harry
Smith, editor of the Sunday World;
T. C. Greene, painter and teacher of
art; Henry Button, Canadian manager
of J. M. Dent and Sons. Interlocutor
and minstrelsy producer, Eugene Beau-

_pre, amateur artist, versatile amateur

musician, and pageantist, manager of
advertising for the T. Eaton Co.

The chorus contained four painters
and about a dozen professional singers,

==

T was in response to a strongly felt demand
that we recently concluded to offer the Official
Laboratory Model in a walnut cabinet, in addi-
tion to the popular Chippendale. -To tell you
how we developed the cabinet, which is pictured

°na1rs face- about, carried the stage
rooiections to the oth.er eng of the
. »  shifted * the "stage lights,
E ’t‘g up t}le curtains and made ready
comehe minstrel show scheduled to
On at 8.15. In this presentation
gaz:arma‘tic contrasts the entertainers
agilin:trl example of playing both ends’ -
BC the. middle, perhaps never be-
’reas(,neen in any other theatre. The
o it wag possible being, that as
entran(;m was once a court it has an
€ at each end.
he burnt cork end of the minstrel

| on this page, may throw some light on the ;
y methods of the Edison Laboratories.

We began by asking the country’s leading
makers to submit designs. Forty different
sketches were offered. After a careful inspection

_werejected twenty-five. That left fifteen; every
one of them a handsome model., But we wanted
the best, the most beautiful cabinet possible to
“secure. So we had fifteen different models actu-
ally constructed, one from each sketch. A jury
then weighed théir respective claims and finally
the model you see was selected. Thus thirty-
nine designs were rejected that the most beauti-
fully proportioned cabinet of its period might

An actual photograph of Thomas Chalmers

b} ; v
Db%.‘: . took possession of a county ofthe Metropolitan Opera Company singing gr a(;? your dr:;v;r'm'g fPOH;-l : o e
) court across the hall for a dress- 1{}1 ‘iislﬁiq:ﬁg!}lgggsgrtlo‘r‘;et?ets}ﬁv l\llﬁgl ;S;gegs This process of elimination characterizes every step in
ng'l‘oom, Kb h fid 3 ol gt the vofcgs i ttand i e e tl.ze manufacture of ourinstruments. 2,400 different mate-
With the o) ve men. ha Jugg.e indistinguishable. rials, for example, were tried and_ rejected before we finally =
\ out oo electric connections, blowing Over 30 great urtiztso&ag& condllxctgd these found the best material for the diamond stylus reproducer.
& on Uses, “the entire company’f got ‘ngfgé(ﬁ(ggnt‘??nd”m hot g’:g Fugta:g:l?;; .See the new William and Mary_ Mt‘it‘iel at your dealer's'.’
Stage! The pianist used a stand giéig;;ggg; vtt)li?\lv esék:lleﬂtl% r;gvtg ?ei’é‘iﬁin"s‘ Price $350. Send for our Magazine ““Along Broadway.

It’s packed with interesting musical information, in addi-

Candle p : 2
. S in one i T Not one has succeeded in detecting when 5
0 > ok Th"e ghorus the living voice ceased and the instrument tion to dataL about

Uctor put over a humming verse

t 014 i g/([)ntg;lutid alone, v an
. Y i o almers, one O e world’s greatest
Whicy + rginny behind* the curtain, baritones has scored a tremendousgsl_.l,xccess %e N]EW ]ED][S@N

Was bulled back by hand for the in his roles this winter, His interpretation

©
s vpg?gtx;igghorus, Dixie Land. _ %&&%}?ﬁ%ﬁi&g&;ﬁ12%§§§§§é§¥n$% *“The Phonograph with a Soul”’
ace, ‘them;,ra '_“Zble ‘back by the fire- ! 'THOMAS A. EDISON, INC., Orange, N.J.
A e,'/’."i‘a’lzikbnot 'Comfjl R Fdison Re-Creations should not be Iplzged and cannot be played
o reaod aad for O et ok o box i
't‘_ﬁe i -?’( pile of c‘ordwoodv anfl for to make tone test coxgxpgdsons,jmchas we have made with the New
: ’]-léa.l‘tily bart of three houx_‘s laughed | { Edison befo?e two million music lovers.
-ljr(,tesg * On another table nearby, i,
oy ,m_or James Mavor, author of a : ; |
Al ,el{ta] work on Russia, laughed . : SR :

: e,hailéeprdfe%or Keys, authority on
T and other early minstrels,

Sy




JUST JUBLISHED—1918 NEW

date treatise

{| THE MaDERNGASOLINE

component. parts ever published.
revised and enlarged 1918 ‘edition all phases of
automobile construction, operation and mainten-
ance are fully and completely described, and in
language anyone can understand. Every part of
all types of automobiles, from light cycle-cars to
heavy motor trucks and tractors, are described in
a thorough manner, not only the automobile, but
every item of -it;
needed, supplies and spare parts necessary for its
upkeep, are fully discussed.

CANADIAN COURIER

— —

REVISED, RESET AND MUCH

Modern Gasolme Automoblle

Author of “Automobile Repairing Made Easy,” Automobile Starting, Lighting
-and Ignition Systems,” étc., etc.

1,011. OCTAVO PAGES—1,000 SPECIALLY MADE ENGRAVINGS
WITH TWELVE FOLDING PLATES.

PRICE $3.00.

This is the most complete, practical and up-to-

on gasoline automobiles and their
In the new

equipment, accessories, tools

It is clearly and concisely written by an expert
familiar with-every branch of the automobile industry and the origin-
ator of the practical system of self-education on technical subjects. It
is a liberal education in the automobile art, useful to all who motor

for either business or pleasure.

Anyone reading the incomparable
treatise is in touch with all im-
provements that have been made in
motor-car construction. All latest
developments, such as high speed
aluminum motors - and multiple
valve and sleeve-valve engines, are
considered in detail.
ignition, carburetor and lubrication
practice is outlined. New forms of
change speed gears, and final power
transmission systems, and all latest
chassis improvements ‘are shown
and described. This book is used
in all leading automobile schools,
and is conceded to be the Standard
Treatise. The chapter on Starting
and Lighting Systems has been

The latest’

greatly enlarged, and many auto-
mobile engineering features that
have long puzzled laymen are ex-
plained so clearly that the underly-
ing principles can be understood by
anyone. This book was.first pub-
lished six years ago, and so much
new matter has been added that it
is nearly twice its original size.
The only treatise covering various
forms of war automobiles and re
cent developments in motor-truck
design as well as pleasure cars.
This book is not too technical for
the layman nor too elementary for
the more expert. It is an incompar
able work of referencé for home or
school.

WHAT WAS SAID OF PREVIOUS EDITION OF THIS BOOK

“It is the best book on the Auto-
mobile seen up to.date.”—J. H. Pile,
Associate Editor Automobile Trade
Journal.

“Every” Automobile Owner - has
use for a book of this character "9
—The Tradesman.

“This book is superior to any
treatise heretofore published on
the subject.”—The Inventive Age.

“We know of no other volume
that is so complete in all its de-
partments and- in which the wide
field of automgbile ' construction,
with its mechanical intricacies, is
s0 plainly handled, both in the text

and in the matter of 111ustrat10ns
—The Motorist. g

“The book is very thorough a.
careful examination -failing to dis-
close any point in connection with
the automobile, its care and repair,
to have been overlooked.”—Iron
Age.

“Mr. Page has done a great work
and benefit to the automobile field.”
—W. C. Hasford, Mgr. Y. M. C. A.
Automobile School, Boston, Mass.

“Jt is just the kind of a book a
motorist needs if he waunts to un-
derstavd his car.” — American
Threshcrman.

UNIVERSTIY 'BOOK COMPANY

oo 181 SIMCOE STREET TORONTO

That Boy of Yours |

h-nx:!ou.stoma.keexmpoeketmonew.butdoumthwwoxnlm.lm

he can secure for Saturdays.

We solve the problem; we have the job. All the boy does is to claim

it and go to work.

The work is made easy
wone)howtomuboutgbe’t:uom
imstruc

moﬁ:od. We show the boy (or
Courler. The

mc.m

ﬂommlopla.tnaboymgouw

Help the Boy

Your moral

back of the boy will mean much ¢o his first efforts.

suppert
Mﬂdﬂugemmﬂnheipwemumm-mwthobwﬁlm

towards money

Our terms are most liberal; a reasomable wage ls guaranteed to every

boy worker. Write to

SALES MANAGER, CANADIAN COURIER,

181 SIMCOE S8T., TORONTO.

,and Ruthven McDonald

two architects, one pedagogue, one
editor and twice as many others who
may be more useful to practical civili-
zation. None of them had ever been
on the road. The olio included Boris
Hambourg, ’cellist, who played Mas-
cagni’s Intermezzo on a cigar-box—
25—celloette acpompanied by Broadus
Farmer on a cigar-box—50—fiddle.
Just before they went on stage the
bridge of the celloette lost itself and
the player had to improvise one out of
a fag-cnd of linoleum. Dunington
Grubb, landscape artist, did a strong-
man burlesque. Frank Johnston,
painter and designer, did a street
minstrel  turn. Gladstone Brown,
McLean Borthwick, Jimmie Manson
sang “Mrs.
Winslow’s Soothing Syrup.” William-
son, Beemer, Beaupre and R. L.
Defries, lawyer, did mandolin- and
guitar quartettes. Beaupre did a

ECAUSE we believe that music is
B a  popular subject as much en-

titled to indignation, enthusiasm
and argument as finance or baseball,
we take great pleasure in publishing
two letters, both of them vigorous on-
slaughts upon' the man who has
charge of the music department of
the Canadian Courier. The Music
Editor is not quite so sensitive as

”

Vancouver, B.C., Feb. 12, 1918
Editor, Canadian Courler

S S a native Canadian the attempt- -

ed national character of your

paper has interested me, and
having had to do with musical mat-
ters for something over thirty years
in Ontario and on the Coast, your
musical page has attracted my atten-
tion.

Let me say at once that if your
present Musical Editor is supposed to
in any sense represent or embody the
musical status and aspirations of
Canada, I consider him a hopeless
failure. I should regret exceedingly
if in any quarter he should be regard-
ed as a measure of my musical ideas
or ideals.

About two months ago there was an
article headed, “How Broadway Lis-
tens to Wagner,” or some such cap-
tion, which might get by as an effort
in the style of.“Farmer Corntossel’s
first visit to a Shakespeare play” of
blessed memory at the back conces-
sion church social. As intelligent
comment on Wagner, Heaven save us!

“How to nationalize music” might
serve as a formula for developing na-
tionality in boilers of the Scotch
marine type, say, or tweed suitings. I
have before me a sensibly written con-
structive article on the same subject
from the Sydney (Aus.) Daily Tele-
graph. Between the two is a chasm.

The “Messiah” effusion is too crass
for words. Surely it is a waste of
good ink, not to mention space and
paper, for the Courier to begin find-
ing fault with the musical design and
construction of a work which has been
before the world and has held its place,
without question for 176 years. Dur-
ing the last Christmas season there
were two full-fledged Messiah perform-
ances in Vancouver, both to large audi-
ences, which stayed to the end. On
Christmas Sunday half the churches
in town gave Messiah numbers. There
were also performances of the Ora-
torio at New Westminster, Nanaimo,
Victoria and doubtless all over Can-
ada as well. In Sydney (Aus.) the
Messiah was given five different times
with the thermometer at around 95°
in the shade.

Are all these people fools to be now
enlightened by the seer of the Courier?
I think not.

As for the orchestration commonly
used, Meozart still retains in some
quarters quite a reputation as a writer
for orchestra. Perhaps the Courier’s
“Domestic” symphony version will be
an improvement.

‘troubadour accordeon tuin.

THE MUSIC EDITOR ON TRIAL

And the
final number was Henry Button ‘doing
a Hula dance in Honolulu togs in front
o_f a Hawalian quartette.

With all its resurrected patriarchal
jokes, its rather disjointed technic and
its reminiscent flavor of Lew Dock-
stader and Co. it was potentially 2
bigger exposition of minstrelsy than
any of the old line companies, with @
chorus worthy of grand opera. Accord-
ing to the Christian Science Monitors
there is now a revival of minstrel sef~
timent in- the United States. This
almost impromptu and. never . Té
hearsed-in-the-altogether coalition of
various kinds of artists is perhaps the
first serious effort -to re—stage.' min-
strelsy in America. According to
symptoms it promises to blossom out
this season into something undeniably
big—for theatre performance.

some of the musical profession, or we
should hesitate to have other peoplé
expose his weaknesses in print. But
if music is ever to become a nationfi«l
fact in Canada, critics of music, al-
leged or otherwise, will have to TuR.
the gauntlet of other critics who have
a perfect right to speak out on thi
subject from Halifax to Victoria—
Editor.

The “Sex” article.is pure pifflé:
There is just as much sex in music &
there is in sculpture, painting, literd”
ture, or as there will hereafter be in
politics.

Let me suggest, if you wish your
musical page to escape becoming 2 by
word, that you secure a writer hav”
ing at least a glimmer of musical in-
sight and a modicum of authoritative
information.

Having paid my subscription to your
valued publication, I should like
obtain its worth in creditable Can®
dianism, musical and otherwise.

A. E. WHITE.

Editor,®*Canadian Coﬁrier:

Dear Sir,—I have just finished I‘e“‘g
ing your “Music” Department’an'
“my goodness!” was there anything ? of
the last two weeks that the editor ¢
that department was satisfied with— g
of course this paper is read by other
—than Canadians—and what MUS%
they think of “the music world of T
ronto?” ne

The Symphony Orchestra, or :,h
“pand,” as the editor says, plays o
beautiful. Tchaikowsky Pathetidui®
while he watches “the hot air spira”
ing up to get away.” I am sorry,
if we each have to imagine our otle
story, I do hope mine was @ itr
more beautiful and also a little moi '
fitting than the “dance of the electri™
light bulbs.” o8

I do like the way he says— “page
of interesting stuff might be writte™
ete. far

As to Navarrete—or Ada as he i
miliarly addresses her— her goWEE
which “was all too short,” happenk
to be a borrowed one, as her tr“ou
hadn't arrived. Why all this aP8
“sex?” Can one not enjoy music '
out the “sex” appeal—or did he !
that mixed up with personality— h

Then Mrs. H. A. Beach, or O mg
wise “mother in the kitchen try
doughnuts.” Now imagine any sb9
describing a guest in that way,
is our guest. Then off he sta!' 5 f
her playing—“Without a thg
emotion”’—“of any sorts”’—what :
he looking for, “Hawaiian” MU th° £e:
1 am sorry to complain so, but ng
Musical Editor “rubs me the ‘god.,
way” all through his articles. 29
ness knows how I will stand him® ne
we have already subscribed foT 5¢ -
paper, but.I will read him and Y tye
to disagree every time ~Barring =
Music Section the rest’s O. K

Sincerely, S 0




PROBLENM No. 173, by John McGregor.
s (Tamworth, Ont.)

Decially. composed for the “Courier.”
Black.—Five Pieces.

i m @
il Vi

AfelE @ B
Mol @ W
i1 U @ B
d U u w
HBeE W @
i B B 2o

White.—Six Pieces. :
pWhite to play and mate in three.
foblem No. 174, by C. W. Sheppard.
eCond Priize, Good Companions’ Club,
3 : Deec., 1917.
xaglite: K at QRsq: Q at KKt5; R at
and

'K?S at QKtsq and Q8; Kts at QR4
Ke20K: K at Q5; R at KB2; B at KRS;
at Q4 and K4: P at QBS5.
White mates in two.
P SOLUTIONS.
foblem No. 170, by L. B. Salkind.

1 P—R4 z
4, P—B4; 2. —R2, K—B3; 3.
QTKKW mate. g

Lolreee., B—K6; 2. Q—KBsq, any
'mgve, 3. Q orhK’t mateés.

S ,» Kit—B4; 2, —K4ch, KxQ;
3. th\aB’G mate. = e
K_pi:c:+ threat; 2. Q—Q3ch, BxQ or

:Bs, 3. Kt or Q mates. -

I'leem No. 171, by F. E. Godfrey.

1 B2, P—_B3 ch; 2. QKt—K6 mate.

Qe , P—B4 ch; 2. KKt—K6 mate.

- K—Q5; 2. Kt—B5 mate.

1 .. K—B5: 2, KtxB mate.

1. ::-» K—B3; 2. KtxB mate.

o , P—QB4; 2. Kt—Kt5 mate.
Bici 1" » B moves; 2. QKt—KS8 maite.

blem No, 172, by Dr. J. J. O'Keefe.

1 B—Q5, B_B4; 2. Q—R6 mate.
2 B—B6; 2. QxKt mate.
----- ; threat; 2, Q—B6 mate.

To Correspondents.

tb(‘{\}v"s')’ Acton West.—Your after play
WOPtltl)' 170 is incorrect. (J.McG.), Tam-
ab&)ve-\Yom.u- latest three-mover appears

ence t-ou.A“ particulars re

correspond-

o rneys from Mr. Hickok.

17 &Dect solutions of Problems Nos. 170,
nd 172 received from John Me-

80r, Tamworth. . i

CHESS IN TORONTO.
Qams.cgng‘plicated game played in the
Clut, 'lb Tournament at the Toronto Chess
Ca; bb:ﬁ?Ween Messrs. J. Boas and A. W.

King’s Bishop’s Gambit.

W hite. Black.
1 p_oas. A. W. Campbell.
5 pond 1, PKd4

3, B¢ 2. PxP

din Bt 3. P_KB4 (a)
5, g4 (b) 4. Q—R5ch

6, Q\Bsq 5. PxP
TR 6. P—K6

8, p- —KB3 7. Q—R4 (c)
& gt @ 8. Q—R1 (e)

! QK
T 10 RiKR3
12 :QB3 11. P—1B3 (f)
B Ksq 12. QxQP
14 p=Bs 13. Q—Kit3
15 K\Kt t5 14. Kt—B4 (g)
16 Beop® (W 15. P—Q4 (i)
S 16. PxKB (j)
18] X! 17. Q—Qsa
1y, pt=Bbch (k) 18. K—K2
2%, g Ktdch 19. Kt—Q3
2, g =Qbch (1) 20. K—Ksq (m)
T 21, QxP
2. 22. Kt—B4
2, K4 23, B—K2
%, Byp o (n) 21, Kt—QRS3
%, B (o) 25, KtxB
27, R:QR4Ch 26: K—Bsq
% K3 (n) 27, KtxKt
2. (" KiBsch- 28 Kt—B3
i g Rich 29, K—Ksa
Resigy: 30. B—Q2

(a
to a) The old clagsical defence. It leads

bo%l})l) g{;‘;’{?e;equiri‘ng careful handling by
i‘his -Doiﬂ% only real good continuation at
B Venty St Q=K2. 4. P—Q3 may also
orlack folz,?d'- The (text-move permits
(S"Wns tain a formidable arrangement
telt i Q .

N » Q—Qsq wag preferable. The
&xB;Flgove leaves himsopen to 8. BxKt,
Oulg v Q—B4, Q—B2; 10. QxP, which
inl® o,.ve Droved troublesome.

%S "‘e»ntf;' of White’s characteristic sport=
ineiy . ©8 which, in this case, is not

should have accepted the
9. Pawn, 9. B—Bf7ch in reply
Sy ,Rly drive ‘the Black King to
Gamg’{g’ usual post in this phrase of

=
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(f) 11...., QxQP could have been play-
ed at once., 11. ...., QxKtP is tempting,
x)pt Black’s better policy is to attend to
his backward development.

(g) 14. ..., Kt—Kt5 is. inferior.

(h) This is a flurther swindle, but
White is committed t6 an unsound policy.

(i) It would have been preferable to
play 1b¢ .., PxB. If 16, Kt —B7 dis.. ¢h,
then 16. ..., Kt—Ké6ch. If 16. Q—R5c¢h,
then simply 16. ..., P—Kt3.

(j) Again PxQB would be our choice.

(k) A desperate sacrifice, which Black
should have accepted readily.

(1) Now White demolishes the ad-
vanced Pawns and a dangerous attack
against the exposed Black King results.
“(m): I£% 120, e Tt T R i L
KtxBPch, KxKt; 22. QxPch, K—B4; 23.
Q—KR3ch, KxP: 24. Q—Rbch, and mates.

(n) It is difficult to maintain the at-

tack. 24. Q—B4 is adequately met by
24, ..., B—Q2. 24, ..., Kt—Q2 instead
would lose the Black Queen, <whilst
24. ..., Kt—QR3 would surrender the

pieces ahead, by 25. Q—BTch, K-—Qsq;
26; R—Qsach, K—B2; 25. Kt—Qbch, etc.
The text-move seems right.

(0) Here however White goes astray
and the attack filters out. The winning
continuation was 25. Kt—KB3.

(p) The final mistake 27. Kt—KB4 in-
stead was the best at his command. The
resulting position is unfathomable
though Black's extra piece should tell
eventually.

”

Romance of the Ocean
(Concluded from page 21.)

attention to the tides, as Hugo ad-
vises, he would realize that in their
mighty power and the volume of their
currents, lies the answer to the sub-
marine menace.

From another point of view, as a
source of food supply, the ocean is
proving its worth. The scarcity of
cattle, as well as that of other meat-
producing animals in Canada at the
present time, as well as the soaring
prices of what is available, should
cause the housekeepers to study the
value of fish as a food. It compares
most favorably with many far more
costly edibles, but the greatest trouble
is to acquire the knack of really pal-
atable cooking of this food, which
eminent specialists have told us so
often, is healthful for the body, and
which stimulates the brain, because
being easily assimilated; it causes
none of the false emnergy or fatal
lethargy, which is an after effect of
two heavy a diet.

L 3

Our Reserves of Stocks
(Concluded from page 21.)
nursery stock which we should pre-
pare to meet. The stock of young
trees which will be needed for the re-
forestation of the areas laid waste by
and for war, may be best obtained
from countries near the scene of re-
forestation, but whether done there
or here the interested Governments
should at once provide for the estab-
lishment or support of the necessary
nurseries. A  possible procedure
would be to have certain nurseries or
companies authorized to go ahead
under a scheme that shall secure the
kind of trees wanted, and guaranteed
a certain per cent. per annum on the
market value of the stock under cul-
tivation, the count to be based upon a
yearly census made by a Government
agent. The longer the time before
the trees are to be used, the bigger
they will be, and the nurseries will
have received a certain per cent. of
the cost for each year of the tree’s
life. This inducement should secure

the necessary producers .

The schemes outlined will go a long
way toward providing a stock of agri-
cultural material ample to meet a de-
mand which will become insistent the
moment peace is declared, and its
adoption in some form is essential.

4
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N2~ @irmen
In the Great War

are using WRIGLEYS resgularly.
It steadies stomach and nerves,
allays thirst, puts “pep” into
tired bodies. Aids digestion.

Lasting refreshment at small cost.
Chew it after every meal

Get Earlier Crops—
Better Crops ;
By Using Hot Bed

Give your vegetables six weeks’ head-start, by setting them
out in Hot Beds. Get Lord & Burnham Hot Bed Sash.
They con*inue strong and solid “or years. Joints are tight
and STAY tight. Sash are made from high grade cypress
14" thick. Standard Sash measures 3 x 6 feet.

Prices on Standard Hot Bed Sash

Single Light Sash, Unpainced and Unglazed, 5 for $6.90,
10 for $13.40, 25 for $33. Prices f.o.b. Factory. We
also manufacture a complete line of greenhouse materials.

- )

N=A

Iordaburnham@ Limited of Canada |4
L . S

Toranto: Roya! Bank Bldg. Factory: St. Catharines, Canada Montreal: TransportatisnBldg. 7
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TRAVELLERS KNOW

/ S
THAT SERVICE COUNTS (35

\“ ‘
- /

DAY TRAINS traverse most interesting route,
Convenient rich in soil, rich in timber, minerals, climate and scenery.
time. and NIGHT TRAINS have sleeping cars with wide, high, long and
f x bl airy berths and restful easy-running coaches.
comforta ‘e ASK FOR C.N.R. ROUTING—any Agent—or wriie General
well ventil- Passenger Department. :
ated cars. Montreal, Que. Toronto, Ont. Winnipeg, Man. .

e




34 ; CANADIAN

Short Story Classics
- Telling Tales

To Read bj the Evening Lamp anil
Promising all the Happiness In-
spired by the Best Literature

reenCloth | List of Countries and | 25 Cents
T T Brings You a
200 Pages the Alltllors

Handy Volume

25 Cents | One Volume to Each Country Classic

ENGLAND

Anthony Hope
Thomas Hardy
Charles Reade
Wilkie Collins -
Amelia B. Edwards
Angelo Lewis

F. W. Robinson ITALY i

IRELAND
Samuel Lover
George H. Jessop
Jane Barlow
John Barnim
William Carleton

AFRICA

A. Conan Doyle
H. Rider Haggard
J. Landers

W. C. Scully
Percy Hemingway

James Payn

W. E. Norris
Laurence Oliphant
Anthony Trollope

A. Mary F. Robinson

FRANCE SCOTLAND
R. L. Stevenson J. M. Barrie
Ouida S. R. Crockett

‘Wilkie Collins
Hesba Stretton

Jan MacLaren
Sir Walter Scott

Stanley J. Weyman Professor Aytoun
LOI‘IDON R L. Stevenson

J. M. Barrie

F. Anstey GERM.A}‘TY

Arthur Morrison Beatrice Harraden

1. Zangwill John Strange Winter

Beatrice Harraden Ouida

R L2 R. L. Stevenson

Marie Corelli William Black

THE SEA

G. B. O’Halloran
Grant Allen

W. Clark Russell
Sir Walter Besant

A Series of the Great Stories
of the World by Eminent Authors

ARE YOU

A Book Collector, A Story Reader? Do You Buy Books to
While Dull Hours Away?
IF SO ,
Note that this Set Has Been Compiled and Published by a Firm
of Eminent Publishers and You Are Getting all the Advan-
tage of Buying at Low Price What Cost Thousands of Dollars
Originally to Produce. So—while they Last—at 25¢ each post-
paid.
TAKE THEM!

USE COUPON DEPT. C.A.

University Book Co.,
181 Simcoe St., Toronto, Ont.

Please send me the Volumes Checked.
8 R s et s B v e g

Botal i can Vols. at 25c.

' before anything can be

COURIER.

THE TRAIL TO THE SKIES

(Concluded from page 8.)

day. Now it was always night. His
only danger lay in recent windfalls
strewn into it, but he kept well to mid-
stream, where such possibilities were
less. With all the grace and skill of
the old days he squatted in the stern,
guiding the fragile craft that swept
downward and onward like a thing
possessed of life.

The river grew broader, more swift

of current. Tributaries swelled its
head of water. Past heavily-wooded
shores it swept for hours. In late
afternoon it carried the canoe and its
lone passenger into a wild, barren
country—Ilifeless, ghostly wastes
where scraggly rocks reared their hos-
tile heights to either side.
* The stream grew tumultuous in a
gorge. Old Machova stiffened at his
paddle as a distant boom of thunder
reached his ears, now rising, now fall-
ing, now fading almost to nothingness,
but ever increasing in volume after
succeeding intermissions. He was in
the rapids. Foaming, swirling, lash-
ing waters raced with him. But their
mood sang no angry, threatening song
to him. Their mood was his mood.
How well he knew all their hidden
dangers! Times innumerable he had
flung defiance at their worst. To-day
they were his brothers. He joined in
their paeans. Wild things ashore
stared in fascinated wonder as he
passed. But old Machova saw not
material things. He saw only smiling
joyous faces from the long ago, heard
only the songs of joy and triumph
about him.

The thunders ahead boomed loudef
and louder, merged into a mighty roar.
The waters suddenly grew velvet-
smooth, but swifter and swifter. The
canoe fairly hissed through space.

0Old Machova saw not the ascending
clouds of vapor ahead, where the
rainbow played in the dying rays-ot
the sun. He saw only the Mist Maiden .
that haunts that rainbow with arms
outstretched to receive him.

The canoe was poised for one in-
stant out over the brink of the catarach
which drowned all semblance of the
old warrior’s last triumphant whooPs
then it descended the chasm like 2
sliver of light and all was as it Was$
before.

Back at the reservation next day the
agent remembered his promise to the
old Indian. Before he sealed up the
letter that carried it he scanned the
odd-looking diagram on the birch bark
quizzically. “I’d give two cents tov
know what that fool picture means,”
he pondered. “Oh well, might as well
send it anyway, even if the censot
does throw it away. Likely as not
it’s only a touch for more tobacco.”

But over in France, back in rest, &
dusky-skinned Canadian private start
ed as he opened the letter and tooK
the film of bark from it.

“What ’smatter, Pete?” asked a dis’
cerning white comrade. “Get any bad
news?”’

The Indian soldier turned away 0
hide the moisture in his eyes.

“Yes,” he said. “Old Man OWI’:
father—gone up the trail of the skies:

"RUSSIA THO’ DEAD YET SPEAKETH

(Concluded from page 16.)

against it. And this is precisely the
claim definitely made by Lloyd-George
and General Maurice. If the Allies
can play the first card in the west,
and compel a great battle there at two
or three points, it will be greatly to
their advantage to do so. But Ger-
many is hardly likely to choose the
western line, and to throw herself
with an inferior force against impreg-
nable fortifications.

This is the view taken by Lazare
Weiller, who writes in the Paris
IL’Homme Libre, and who has won
much distinction as a war critic. He
says ‘that the war must, of course, be
ultimately won or lost in the west,
but that the time has not yet come
for the final struggle. He says that
there is no longer any secret about
Germany’s intention to bring an of-
sensive in the east, because this is
the ground that must be cleared up
done else-
where. ‘Germany must get her hands
free here as a preliminary to what-
ever she may intend to do anywhere
else. Whatever the ultimate outcome
may be so far as the west is con-
cerned, it is of preeminent import-
ance to her to be the “man in pos-
session” in the Balkans and in Asia
Minor. The whole Mittel FEuropa
scheme hangs upon this, and she is
certainly not dominant in the Bal-
kans with an Allied army at Saloniki.
If she could overrun Greece, the great
Balkan corridor would be hers, and
her resulting control of the eastern
Mediterranean would loosen the hold
of the British upon Palestine, Meso-
potamia, and the Bagdad Railroad.

‘Germany, we may be sure, is look-

ing to essentials. She has an almost
pathetic veneration for the map, %%
professes to have. And the map is 00
a satisfactory one so long as her Mif
tel Buropa chain is brokenm, or 8f
least threatened, in the Balkans, ,50
long as the end of the chain at B3&
dad and the Persian Gulf is actually
in British hands. ;

This, of course, is the main €*
planation of Germany’s unwillingnes?
to say anything definite about Bek
gium. She does not wish to renounc®
a card until she knows its precis®
value for trading purposes. Had she
made herself secure in Poland a7
Lithuania it would have been anotbé
matter. “If she were safe in the BiS
kans it would be another matter. But :
she has been disappointed, at least fF
the present, in Russia; the palkal
link is so precarious that she ca!f
hardly be said to possess it at all;
while. the ‘terminal links . at -BRSG
have actually been lost. If she could
sweep over Greece it would put 2 Vel
different complexion on the situation'
Belgium would not then be necessa’y
as a trading card, and she.need d0 £
more than trade off Belgium iB i
turn for a guaranty of repose iB the
Balkans. If Germany could establits
herself unchallenged in the palkan®
she would have won the war. ]
possibility of a victory here, wheré ree
sistance is at its minimum and Whert
a victory is so entirely feasible, mus
certafnly prove more tempting
an assault upon western lines, o
victory is nearly impossible, and whe
anything short of an absolute trium?
would produce nothing except
-mountains of dead ‘men

wher®

i
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FOR SALE

RELEASED
MACHINERY

CONSISTING OF

2-1186 cu. ft. Compressors 225 Transformers (500,K.V.A.).
H. P. Motor.

Aftercoolers.

Generator-.
: - Derricks.
Sur Be-heaters. Electiic Hoists and Hoisting
Air-Receivers. Engines.
Wood-working Machinery, Concrete Mixers.

Round and Square Ore Buckets. 25 Motors.

Rock Sand Dump Cars. Dresser Joints.
Cement Guns and Grout 10 Centrifusal Pumos
Machine. g ps:
Hoek Denchirs. 37,000 Cruciform Jessop’s Drill
Steel in. sizes 1 inch to
Drills (Sullivan & Hardy). 2 1-2 inch. ‘

The above constitutes a few only of the various
articles for sale. Apply or write to

H. G. JACKSON, P.A.

MOUNT ROYAL TUNNEL & TERMINAL CO., L1D.

411 DORCHESTER SI. W., [MONTREAL, QUEBEC

e

AIR IS CHEAP—
USE PLENTY OF IT

Nothing is as essential to the
.me of z&m’- tires ap air.

s cheaper thah new
Mres

Give your tires all the air.
they need.

The only - way to EKNOW
whether or. not your tires have
ﬁggh alr 48 to measure it

Schrader ‘Universal
Tire Pressure Gauge
If. you have "been ridf
haphazzard pressure, you have
been spendinig a great deal
more money: for urea than yeu.
need have spent.
Price $1 50
For Sale by Tire Manufacturers,
Jobbers, Dealers, Garages, or
A SCHRADER'S SON Inc.
334 KING ST. EAST
TORONTO, ONT.
Bchrader products were awarded
& Grand Prize and. two Gold
Medals at the Panama-Pacific.
Bxposition. ‘“There is a Rea-
son."”

Manufactured by

9 334 King St. East
A.Schrader’s Son, Inc. oronre ST
NEW YORK: LONDON CHICAGO:
703803 Atlantic Avenne Farl St Wcstminster 1200 Michigan Ave

hest Award Panama.Pacific Exposition

I
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Unsurpassed Attractions for

THE

Winter Tourist

TARPON FISHING, ETC.

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

Choice of Routes
See That At Least One Portion of Your Tickes
Reads

“Via Canadian Pacific Rockies.”

Particulars from Canadian Pacific Ticket Agents, or
W. B. Howard, District Passenger Ageat, Toronte.

\
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Begin to Make Money

When you are young. Start habits of thrift that will make you rich
later on.

You cannot begin too soon to make money.
BOYS can make money. selling Canadian Courier. I make the
Way easy with instructions and outfit. “Write me to-day.
CIRCULATION MANAGER,
CANADIAN COURIER, TORONTO.

- «In

LL the delights of the varied West Indies reveal
themselves at your very feet without your
encountering the trials usual to travel.

ROYAL MAIL
West Indies Voyages

2 new port every morning and a whole day to enjoy
¢ in, after you reach St. Kitts, . A dozen environ-
ments of sunshine, beauty, quaintness and historical
interest, all rolled into the ideal holiday.
$115.00, including berth and meals, is the maxis-
mum _ price of a return ticket to Demerara.
Send for descriptive booklet.

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

.
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["Adapted from Rodin's
 Great Masterpiece




