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IMPORTANT:

ACK TO THE PITCHFORK AGAIN

farmer who needs a man about my

SO’MEWHERE, somehow, there is some
heft and build for something or other.

How Different It All Was From What Is Set Down Here

Will Be Told in a Coming Issue

to load with a fork I shall not tell him that
every good loader uses his hands and kneels
down to the job. If he takes too long

1 don’t know who he is, or where he
- I8, or just exactly what he wants to do wita
‘e, But I'm going to have a guess or two.
Of course when he sees me he may conclude
that I'm not the man he wants at all, and
I'm'aY,lbe sent to finish my holidays in empty-
‘headed Muskoka. But I rather think we
- Shall be very much together, some crinkle-
T ,:headed, hard-fisted coon with a muyssy mous-
. tache and a hundred acres, twenty-five of
it Oats, twenty fall wheat—barley and hay,
- being all in now, will not concern me. 1
~ don't expect him to like me. All I expect
of him is plenty of hard work, long hours,
= g°°d wages, square meals and a comfortable
bed an to myself. The moment I find my-
- 8elf sleeping with any other hired man 1
Shall go to the haymow, and in the morning
e be found wanting on that farm.
A In the flurry of the wheat I shall forget
B te sanctum. And I may revise my ideas
ey ’-:"boﬂt farming, because it’s some years now
28 Bince I had the privilege of pitching sheaves
OB to a waggon—the one thing in this life
] ﬂ.lgt I never had any doubt that I knew how
to do up to a hundred per cent. efficiency,
i ;:’;:; Compared to the average farmer about
I'a.m yearning just now to go at that
= ;:il?{at Two fields back from the barn on
Sk noll I can see long rows of shocks brown
7;_13'9‘1 wind+beaten and dry, just waiting for
s 'ine The farmer—call him Moses—will
: a‘??e it to me what part of the job I prefer;
650 1.16 will exempt me from swilling hogs,
Imng horses and cleaning out stables.
% :f_d:m'to become a sheaf expert. For the ten
d.oys I am to be on that farm 1 expect to
Fal ;'-teamnm‘hmg but sling sheaves, driving thé
i‘ e = on ’t'l';e rope-end of the slings at the
Sl 'hum’ mowing away and pitching on. If the
e €r #has another hired man and two
o gions all the better. But I am dreaming
with O.tea.m’s, twio waggons and another man
 he bﬁlﬁher a boy or a woman to drive the team at
5 the Da’m- That leaves me in the field along with
= b‘;ts,,jug and the dog, all day long, out where
F e mgezes blow, among the long brown lines of
N cks that ultimately zo up into the racks of
,;D:r‘t:"&ggons at a rate of speed never known in those
i :Q-Wé;mf' For the first day I shall wear old gloves to
P ‘Off blisters. The second day I shall have tha
. 5 out of my back and shoulders by noon. By
' third day 1 shall be up to top speed.

PH‘Y those teamsters and lcaders! They will trot
& :l:ei-r horses in the lane so as to give me no

e rest, and the man in the mow will be busier
% any pup at a root he ever saw. They are out
£ S Qlany- ¢ me; to send me panting and /-tuckened and

'&Mer-jo t?;le shade of the hig hickory w:he;re the
B g is, there to lie flat on my back till a

h ble-bee from his clover-side nest nearby crawls
P My overalls, :

Bov ) iR BB oF et R
Illustrated by T. W. McLean

But they do not know me, They imagine. that a
man who works with a lead pencil and typewriter
and who used to be a farmer in the days when they
bound all the sheaves by hand and cradled sround
the stumps, is some sort of agricultural joke. Twenty
years and more ex-farmering has taken the tuck out
or him. Out among the wheat-shocks or the oat-
shocks he will crumple up like a loose bag of sand
and ask to have his wages reduced because he finds
he is mot up to the secrateh.

Hence 1 am aching to demonstrate. I-shall begin
my first day without a word of warning to the man
who loads the sheaves. He will think I act a bit
awkward; that I do not know gee from haw and
have not gumption enough to know which end of
the waggon he wants the sheaves first. I shall not
disillusion him. I am to sunprise him, If he beging

adjusting the ropes under each lift I shall
pretend I am jolly well glad of the rest
while he is doing it. I may even sit-down
by the next shock. And by no means shall !
1 have a sheaf poised upon high waiting to
whop it on before the horses are stopped.

No, that farmer is to have no premoni-
tions that I am a sheaf expert incog. He
is to have the privilege of teaching me.
When ‘he growls that I am not putting the
sheaves up the way he wants them I am
to ask him,

“Kind sir, which way do you mean and
1 shall try to oblige you.”

UP at the barn I shall fumble about the
horses with the same mental detach-
ment I am supposed to show getting into a
taxi—whenever I am able to afford such a
thing. 1 won’t pretend to know the off
horse from the nigh, or whether the tugs
are wrong when they are hooked up with
a twist, or that the neckyoke has mno busi-
ness being hitched to the bits. I am as
likely as not to water the horses when they
are hot and to advise feeding them oats
before we go into dinner. I shall carefully
refrain from talking about crops, of which
1 know nothing, and confine myself to con-
scription, of which I really know less. 1f
the farmer’s wife asks me about music in
the evening I shall not pretend that her
piano is not out of tune, and that I gloat
over mag-time; but talk to her about operas
and sonatas and great musicians I have met.
1 shall® act as though I miss my napkin
at the table, shall insist on wearing my coat
at every meal, even though I leave off my
collar and tie. I shall decline to “reach to
and help myself,” and shall insist on pass-
ing the butter to Madam first. I shall be
wistful about eating both apple-sauce and
apple-pie for dinner, apple-sauce and canned
b cherries for supper, and on the pretext of
meatless days I shall take but one meal on pork
every day, knowing. quite well that day by day it
will be the same pig. Going to bed I shall, of course,
on no account, pull off my boots in the kitchen, but
wear them to my bed-room and leave the chaff on
ilie Tag earpet; and in the morning I shall shave
myself before I dress and expect to wash in the
bath-room instead of in the family tin basin down
-a‘ the kitchen stoop—knowing, alas! that there is
1o bath-room. R

For two days until 1 get my second wind I shall
maintain’ this sophisticated dignity. Then about
ten o’clock of the third day off goes my mask. What ;
Lappens back in that field of shocks? My first is
a pair of sheaves heaved up at once just for a
gtarter. In six whops a shock is up in nine seconds,
and before the waggon is up to the next shock I have
two, perhaps three, sheaves in the air ready to lam
that farmer before the horses stop. If he growls I
am too busy to hear him. If he swweurs 1 pay no
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JON at RIGAUD, P. Q.

The Curtiss and Haney high explosive plant, finest of its kind in Canada, almost a total wreck from the explosion on August 18.

heed. If he rolls sheaves down on me I slam them
tack in Ty Cobb style. By middle of the load-on he
nill be a half-buried farmer, spluttering to find words
to tell me what he thinks about me.
don’t step up lively I shall bat the off horse on the
rump with the fork and tell him to whoa-gee, calling
h'm a son of a sea-cook.

But it will be reserved for the hired man who
skins the contemptuous eye like a balky horse, the
man who poofs at me because he thinks I am a mers
consumer from the'\ecity and only a producer .by
proxy—for him, the real unveiling of myself. That
person with hair on his chest and the tobacco-quid
in his chops is to be handed those sheaves four at
a lick.  Each shock will go up at just three lifts.
He gets the first four sheaves before the waggon
stops, the second just as he is staggening to grab
the first, and the third just as the horses move on
again. By the time the load is half on the sheaves
will be going up so fast that the waggon will never
stop once across the field, except where a sheat
rolls off behind. When the load is on it will look like
2 Cross section of a brush fence and very much more
tidy than the man at the top, who will be swearing
at me when I don’t notice him or merely say,

“Don’t mention it, old chap. Perhaps you’d better
get some one to help you.”

That third day will tucker me out. By bedtime I
shall be as limp as a rag, but shall pretend to be
much interested in my regular copy of the daily
paper so that I may vent my latest opinion about
the muddle at Ottawa; when all the while I feel as
though 1 am needing a therapeutic massage and an
operation for -appendicitis. I shall go to bed not
caring whether I wake in the morning or not. After
that those farmers will ask my advice about what to
do next. I shall be even invited to help harness the
horses. In the cool of the evening, while the crickets
chime in the grand rhythm of the seesaw, buckety-
raw all together, the boss, the wairy hired man and
myself will lie in the orchard munching harvest
apples while the hired man begs me to tell him the
story of my life and how such a great brain came
to forsake the farm for the paths of human enlighten-
ment. If T stay in the seftlement long enough I
shall be asked to make my sanctum the town office
of the Farmers’ Institute. Some day, when those
farmers need a real representative at Ottawa, they
will send for me to run for Parliament.

In the meantime I am packing my grip and taking
a fond look at my lily-white hands. ;

If the horses °

J

This section of 3-4-inch steel tank, weighing between 3 and 4 tons, was carried

High Explosives Outburst.

»
Saturday, August 18. Fifteen
successive explosions. Loss,
probably $2,000,000. At least
one killed.
»
Plant almost totally destroyed.
»
Dragon village shattered.
»
Houses destroyed a mile away.
»
Final blast heard 30 miles.
it

Due to chemical reaction, says
Vice-President of Company.

half a mile.

\

Building wrecked half a mile distant. j
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Who says wash-day is blue Monday in Quebec?

Bo 11 ey
°YV listen to the artists rave about these two cottage scenes: The Roly-Poly Churn and the Girl with
the Water-Yoke.

And how would you like to have any half dozen of thece Quebec-made rugs for a den?

-
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FOUR PLACE-POEMS

IN

RURAL QUEBEC

Photographs by Edith Watson

”

THE

UNWRITTEN BOND

By ULRIC 'BARTHE

N the present turmoil of conflicting opiniong and battle
I cries, when the two neighbouring and sister provinces
of Ontario and Quebec look as armed camps fronting
each other, it would seem to the ordinary bystander as
‘if both sides were actually® preparing to come to blows.
The object of the present communication is to show that
all such wild talk of civil war is nothing  but empty
noise, and in this the writer expects to represent the
views of the most clear-sighted observers of history and
current events. Addressing English-speaking readers,
he would urge them to dispel frem their minds any too
pessimistic view of the situation in Quebec.

If they ask me why I don’t believe in the disastrous
consequences of such clamorous threats of racial clash,
my answer is: Because a break between us is a natural,
physical impossibility. And why is it impossible? Be-
cause, above all our visible differences and dissensions,
there exists between the two pioneer races of Canada an
invisible, spiritual parentage which is even superior to
blood relationship. Tt is an unwritten bond, the uniting
of which is beyond human power. May be it is uncon-
scious, but it is there all the same. I take my text from
the inspiring speech delivered by Sir Lomer Gouin before
the Bonne Entente delegates assembled in Toronto, in
January last, when he said: “Nature, history and Provi-
dence alike proclaim our brotherhood. . . We are
destined by Providence to live together; we must, whether
we like it or mot.” Can there be real enmity between
the two races which for over one century and a half
have sprinkled the soil of Canada with their sweat, and

very often with their blood? Working together, side by
side, they have toiled to colonize Ontario, Quebec and
the Maritime Provinces, to aggrandize and-enrich their
common patrimony, and to create and conso}ida*te this

eat Confederation. Could any divergence of opinion
on passing events obliterate such an endurable fraternity,
which has stood the test of one hundred and fifty~
seven years.

Of course, during that long term of co-partnership, we
have had our household troubles and struggles. Very
often we agreed to disagree; there have been occasional
cases of incompatibility of temper, which in certain
countries is considered a legal cause for divorce—but not
with us. On the contrary, every one of our fights was
fcllowed by a step forward, towards Canadian unity. As
a French poet said: “c’est du choc des esprits que Jaillit
la lumiere”: from the clashing of ideas springs out the
flaghing of light.

Once or twice, while we were thus quarrelling, our
neighbours to the South thought it was the right time
for them to interfere and to proffer their good services
to one of the antagonists. The effect was magic; just
the same as what happened to the kind-hearted and
well intentioned neighbour who, in one of Moliere's im-
mortal comedies, ventured to poke his nose in the middle

of a matrimonial scramble—both man and wife at once

joined hands and sticks on his back and gave him strong
and striking reasons wherefore he should in'the future
mind his own business. In many other instances, during
the last century, our apparent disunion on political and
social subjects resulted in closer union. The more we
advance, the older we grow, and the deeper our national
family tree buries and entangles its sinewy roots in the
solid subsoil of Canada.

Tet us be candid. Whatever may be our differences
of language, faith, temper, traditions and habits, how=
ever much all that may suggest a state of mutual dis-
trust, disdain, and even hatred, in the bottom of our
heart we entertain more affection and better apprecia-
tion for each other than would appear from the grouchy
tone of our every day colloquials, In our moments of
dispassion, we take real pleasure in recognizing in each
other certain sterling qualities which we have inherited
from our respective origin, and which so strikingly dif-
ferentiate the genius of the French and English races.
Evolution works on, and unconsclously or not we help it.

At all events, there iz a sure thing. We may quarrel,
vituperate and vociferate against each other to our
heart’s content, we may divide sharply as to the best
means to attain a common object in view. All this is
nothing but intermittent convulsions against the irre-
sistible trend of evolution, nothing that can ever undo
the work of generations, nothing but surface squalls the
violence of which can never unroot the dear old Canadian
tree which we have planted. together, Therein lies the
best gnarantee of Canadian unity.

\

-
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MEN, WOMEN AND EVENTS

ARON SONNINO, recently a visitor to London, is
still the trusted Foreign Minister of Italy. It
was this uncompromising old patriot who upset

the von Buelow corruption campaign in Rome.

INCE the deposition of the Czar, Russia holds the i : RS. ANN WILLING ASTOR, first wife of the late
record for shuffling officials into the discard. S John Jacob, is more beautiful than most
There is not a cabinet minister or a high-com- ¥ actresses who pose for the camera. Apart from

manding officer left who was conspicuous when the this enchantment of delicate lineaments and lovely
war began. The fortress of Petgr and Paul contﬁms HEN Thomas Nash heard the skirl of the 48th gowns, she is now engaged in London in war relief
enough celebrated prisoners to fill a large drawing- Highlanders’ bagpipes 'in- New York, his Jap work. Since being here, it is rumoured that she
room. There Is talk of sending the Czar and Czarina £ blood roused within. him. He decided to enlist has had several offers of marriage from Eng]ish
to Siberia. And Baron Heykking, former Russian with an Irish-Canadian regiment. .His mother is an nobility; but all offers have so far been made in

Consul-General in London, married to a charming vain,

7 Irish-American.,
young woman, has been recalled to Petrograd..

. 4

HAT “the female of the species
is more deadly than the male”
has its latest proof in the Rus-

sian Legion of Death, the battalion
of Russian women who have been
fighting Germans on the east front.
Each of these women carries a
ration of cyanite of potassium in her
knapsack, preferring death to Ger-
man captivity. The leader of this
remarkable group of Amazons is
Mdme. Botchkaler, who is here
shown wearing several medals for
bravery. German soldiers do nbt
care to encounter these soldieresses.
The German officer is so proverbially
chivalrous that whenever he comes
within range of the L. of D. he puts
his hand to his heart and says to the
C. 0.: “Kind madam, Kamerad! Do
not take your cyanide of potassium.
Kill yourself with my revolver and
let me have the poison. We need it.”

»

IRST speech ever made by a
Congress-woman in Congress is
hereby photographed. Miss

Jeannette Rankin, elected from Mon-
tana, waited a good  while before
facing Congress. When war was de-
clared, on April 2, she voted for war,
but was led from the House in tears.
She is here seen talking to Congress,
while a large percentage of the sum-
mer session male members look as
though they would like to curl up in
their seats and go to sleep. She had
intended, she said, to give them a
Montana breeze on woman suffrage,
but decided that they needed more
enlightenment on the copper ques-
tion. She said that labour agitators
were making so much trouble in
Arizona and Montana that the Gov-
ernment ought to commandeer the
mines; and she moved a resolution
to that effect.




Story of the alleged Eskimo murderers al
- Coppermine, in the Arctic Circle, covering
four years of time and over 5,000 miles o1
space, comes to a head in a Trial at
Edmonton

. Written from notes and photographs supplied
& en route.

By ELIZABETH BAILEY PRICE

OUR years ago about now two priests were
killed by Eskimos 2,200 miles north of Ed-
monton. What they expected to accomplish

: by converting this tribe of Copper Eskimos

m the region of the Coppermine River is not known.

‘But the priests were a long way from home and they

mnSt have had strange sensations when, for some

‘ Téason or other, they found themselves among a
Nostile hand in such an outlandish place. Only by

l“?‘3311‘ing what these priests, Fr. Leroux and Fu.

Rouvier may have felt like in that primaeval copper

country on the edge of the Great Barren Grounds

Of Great Bear Lake can we get the counter-idea of

What the alleged murderers, Sinnisiak and Ulusuk

 felt like when, a few weeks ago, after a year’s jour-

Dey “up South,” they found themselves in the clat-

tering city of Edmonton, with more people on one

: St?‘eet corner than can be found in a whole Copper-

Tline camp of Eskimos. ;

: The Copper tribe are the furthest north Eskimos

“t“ the world. ISteffansen met them once and swapped

. t-;z:’l «guw_s and powder for furs. Odd glimpses of

5 'b e caribou-hunters have been got now and then

;I:d?n explorer crossing the Great Bear. The nearest

*{m;a@ to ‘these “huskies” are the Yellow-Knives,
) ‘to_have got their name from their big copper

E‘:”e& When a.sked where they got their knives,

L 'vb; have explained—from the Eskimos eastward,

; :Eadd hom they are ;afraid; because these Eskimos are

:Sﬁmi \.‘/0 have retained the art of tempering copper

cam‘;;zn'tly to make a blade, useful for skinning

e t' ."I‘he copper, rerr?aember, of the Coppermine

énd t; , is small mountains of almost “free” metal,

5 ese Eskimos live among it.

ﬂ-&n?l‘ey are a .ve'r‘y fbac':%twa'rd tribe, still musing bows

't?ari S?HI‘O'WS, Wv:rt‘h occasional guns; depending eon the

Deo. . .ﬁor ex1stence_; a simple, hospitable and happy

for 1;1 e in no great need of conversion. Their regard

e Uman life is, as may be easily understood, the

—E:m?hmncip?e that Darwin expounded, the survival

eam] oet rphy»sn*cally fittest. All the old people who

s kf%ep up on the trail are left to perish. Babies

éﬁmijﬂll\lltz»- on the hunt for caribou are left in the

L men‘ to die, va.S{ the women are on a par with the

'aAnum.ld do their share of hunting and packing, and

rsing child weakens the mogxm-.

/%3::}'/ imagination can -realize what a crude, cruel

o I‘Y of copper and caribou, of magic and midnight

e ’u’f?od‘uces the primitive life of these Eskimos,

= erefore how courageous must have been the

o Driests who went among them. -TFascinating

"0;11(; cquld 'be. r’writ-tgn about the country of the

g T‘a‘n:l’r:;, qu)mch is as full of legends .and miQracle

e .’rust‘a;bi Veagﬁn grounds e?warm Wlth‘ ca?lbou;

0 ona t 1-s land, on its very edge, is the
. "M of the mysterious musk-ox.

o '.be,ca,uwe‘n‘t got out to .the nea“rest police post in 1915,
o I:e the .Coppem.mne region is the _m.ost remote
Qoun{raccewssuvblg region inhabited by anybody in this

% T Nay. A patrol party consisting of Inspector

Yor 'th:fg‘and \Clo.nstva‘ble Wight outfitted and started

Struction oppermine as soon as pogsible. Thair in-

i xth's were to find the probable murderers and

;e & em to Edmonton, 2,200 miles about as the

o e I;S- The party went as far as Fort Norman
'Darty 61? %:ckenzie, before starting on the real outpost

i 8 he j'ourney. Here ihey let the boat go on

’inv'g’WOrdO:th to the mouth of the Mackenzie, send-

o B ’Bo the police just at Herschell Island that

ﬁl} e - Bruce, sﬁationed there at the whaling post,

Piecs t-hmﬁce‘ed from there to the Coppermine and
S lem at such-and-so a point. Somewheresen

CANADIAN COURIER

- LONG TRAIL of CANADIAN LAW

: el

Sinnisiak and Ulusuk sawing wood at Herséhell Island to
keep themselves in condition for the rest of the journey.

»

D. A.‘ Thomas, the boat that brought the party down fnotm:
Herschell Island to Peace River.

t 3

The Eskimos shed their native caribou-skin togs when
they got into the chinook belt on the way “up south,”,

¢

®

At Peace River barracks, left to right: Patsy, Eskimo
half-breed witness; the two prisoners; Koeha, another wit-
ness, and Inisiak, interpreter.

= & THE killing of the priests was in 1913. News of the -




8 s
route they picked up the Eskimo interpreter.

The trip by either route is a desperate business.
Only once a year do the Indians from the eastward
end of Great Bear Lake get out to Fort Norman with
canoe-loads of dried caribou and skins. Then the

. short summer of midnight suns slinks away, perhaps
in an August blizzard, as sometimes happens, into
the long winter of snow. The caribou are back from
the Arctic. The camps are frozen again. The great
lake that never gets warm freezes in early autumn.
The whole world in that country goes into winter
camp in early October. The HEskinios go abroad to

" hunt the musk-ox. Travel there is by dogs and sleds.
Only the most intrepid explorers and the police ever
dream of travelling there in winter. The patrol
party to the Coppermine kept on its way. We know
little or nothing—only the matter-of-fact R.N.W.M.P.
reports will tell in detail—of just how this long
Journey occupying just about a year, was made, via
Great Bear and Dease Bay at its eastern end; or
what sort of journey Corporal \Bruce had from
Herschell Island. If Jack London were alive he
would make a 100,000-word story out of the thing.

All we know is that the party arrived at Copper-
mine Camp as per schedule; that they examined the
tribe and sifting down the preliminary evidence,
picked on Sinnisiak and Ulusuk as the men probably
guilty. Without a shot fired or a handcuff, these men
of Canadian law got their two ‘men and two witnesses
away from the band and began the year’s journey via
Herschell Island back to Edmonton. -

‘There they arrived in the early part of August,

HOW THE WAR LOOKS NOW

CANADIAN COURIER

1917. By this time the,Esnkix-nos had travelled further .
than they had ever dreamed they could, and still stay
upon the earth; away out, and up South by the frozen
pack-trail and the roaring rivers, away from the last
draces of the caribou and the copper lands, away
from the midnight sun, out through 'queer, jostling '
trade-posts, beginning at Fort Norman; up and up’
into the Great Slave and the Lesser Slave and their
chain of posts among the many tribes of Indians; up
into the Peace River country as the Spring broke
and the rivers ran again.

Sixty miles north of Fort Vermilion the boat on
her one round-trip to Herschell Island was met by
a party from Edmonton, of whom one was the lady
whose notes and photographs form the basis of this
description. Another long,’ dazzling journey and
Sinnisiak and Ulusuk were at Athabasca Landing,
where they met the queer thing known as a railway.
Here they found the first train they had éver seen;
such speed and noise and confusion as never they had
known to exist in the world. This Athabasca Land-
ing—big city—was surely the plage wjyhere they were
‘to answer all the questions. But nb; a hundred miles
further—Edmonton!

Great Aurora Borealis! what a place! No wonder
Ulusuk and Sinnisiak, out of their caribou skin togs /
by now, clung to the police. So many strange people,
worse than Athabasca, worse than all the trading-
posts put together; such a clatter of big trolleys
pulled by nothing; such queer motor-cars propelled
by God knew what; such high walls and hot, dizzy
streets. They gasped in bewilderment and said it

/ the other accused, gave their aid. The next day, while

/angry, said the confession, and when asked if he was

was most surely the uttermost end of all the earth.
They had now seen more people than ever they had
thought God had made; more numerous, it seemed t0
them, than the countless herds of the caribou. HEheu!
and the languages were such as no tongue - from
Eskimo-land could possess. And then the trial; onel‘
of the strangest that ever took place in the North.
These were the first Eskimos that ever got through =
to Edmomton._

Here in this story of new-world sensations we are =
reduced to the petty dimensions of a newspaper
despatch—always such a. wise, matter-of-fact thing.
This is what the thousands of strange people read
about the thing that hampened four years ago up in
the Coppermine: :

Edmonton; Aug. 16.—The feature of the murder trial
of the two Hskimos, Sinnisiak and Ulusuk, yesterday
was the confession which was put in evidence by the
Crown prosecutor, C. C. McCaul, K.C. It was made by
Sinnisiak. He said that he was at the Coppermine River, /
and  that Father Leroux asked him to pull his sleigh
and he would pay him in traps. Both he and Ulusuk,

they were still helping, it was storming and they lost
the road. The two Xskimos found a cache, and were
locking at it when the priests came. Father Leroux was

going to kill them, nodded his head. After some further
quarrelling they became frightened, and Sinnisiak
stabbed the priest in the back with a knife and Ulusuk
finished him. Father Rouviere, the mnarrative continues,
ran away, and Sinnisiak took the rifle from the sleigh
and shot the fleeing priest, and with the aid of an axe
and a knife they both killed him, They then cut up the
bodies, eating the liver. ;

HE fighting at the northern end of the

I western front has broken out again with
great severity and with the now familiar

tale of Allied successes and of German
reverses. It will be remembered that the attack,
interrupted by the weather, was brought over
a front of twenty miles, or from Dixmude to
the bank of the River Lys. The area seems to
have been divided between the British and the
French, the British operating from Bixshoote

Coryn predicts a German retirement on a
large scale, and very quickly. The effect
upon public opinion in Germany being a large
factor in its delay. The only other alterna-
tive to such a retirement will be a German
disaster that will surpass anything in history.

ence of the German attacks upon the French
forces in the south, around Craonne, on the
-~ Chemin des Dames,and at Moronvilliers.” These
are commanding positions, and especially the
position at Moronvilliers. If the Germans are
meditating a retirement in Flanders and along
the line of the Hindenburg line it is of pre-
eminent importance that they “should - guard
themselves from an attack by the French on
what would then be the left flank of their re-

treating forces. Their moving armies would

to Warneton on the River Lys, and the French
operating to the north from Dixmude to Bix-
shoote. The raing “called a halt to the engage-
ment until August 10, when a fresh attack was
brought along the whole length of the line. At
the moment of writing, on August 17, we learn that
the French have “crossed the Steenbeke River and
have -captured all their objectives, and that the
British have taken Langemarck, five miles north-
east of Ypres. In spite of the reticences of the
British and French bulletins we need have no doubt
that the present battle is of a much more critical
nature than any of the battles that have preceded
it. It is intended to have decisive characteristics
that these have lacked. .The bombardments have
been of unprecedented severity and duration. A
French army was moved up to the British left, and
' there must have been peculiar 1easons for such a
participation as this at a time when the French
armies in the south are supposed to be hard pressed
Ao hold their own. Everything seems to point to a
supreme effort to expel the German armies from
France.

I believe we are on the point of witnessing a Ger-
‘man retirement on a large scale, and that we should
already have witnessed it but for two difficulties
that have caused hesitation on the part of the Ger-
man commanders. The first is the effect-upon pub-
lic opinion at home, and perhaps this is the more
pte@smg of the two. The German public was per-
suarded that the great Hindenburg retreat was a
piece of strategy of §o subtle a’_Sture as to amount
to a vietory, that it brought an ultimate German
Ariumph within measurable distance, and that it
imposed upon the Allies an embarrassment of the
gravest kind. How far this persuasion was real
may be a matter of doubt. German newspapers re-
flect little save the wishes of oﬂfi;ciausm, but it is
probable that the public was more or less convinced
that the Hindenburg retreat was actually a “re-
~ ftreat to victory.” But they must know better by
-~ this time as they witness the persistence of the
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attack and the resolution with which the Allied
forces have moved eastward, It might be impos-
sible similarly to explain another retreat, and es-
pecially at a time when the outspoken utterances
of popular leaders such as Maximilien Harden show
how rudely the confidence of the public has been
shaken. If the German armies were now to fall
back to the Belgian frontier—and it ds quite likely
that they will fall back further than this—it would
undoubtedly increase the gloom of the German pub-
lic, and intensify the restlessness of which we have
recently seen such remarkable evidences, and this
is hardly a prospct to which the German leaders can
" look forward with equanimity. None the less a de-
cision will have soon to be made. There must be
some desperately hard fighting before a German re-
treat becomes compulsory, or before the danger of
outflanking becomes imminent, but a retreat of this
kind can mot be carried out during a battle. It can
not be done under actual pressure. Nor would it
be confined to the area under immediate attack.
It would be measured by scores of miles, and pos-
gibly by hundreds. Every part of the line is sensi-
tive to the events on all other parts. It is impos-
sible to say precisely what measure of Allied suc-
cess in the present battle would involve an extensive
retirement of the German lines, assuming that it
wag then posgible to effect a retirement, but it is
obvious that a relatively small advance on the part
of the British and the French armies would have the
effect of outflanking the German lines to the south
and compelling their withdrawal. And it is hard to
resist the conviction that the necessity for such 4
retirement is pressing hard on the minds of the
German commanders.
But there is another difficulty, and a purely mili-
tary one, and one that goes far to explain the persist-

then be most vulnerable to an assault from the
Moronvilliers plateau, and in fact from the whole
French line running from Craonne eastward.
The French position on this east and west line
constitutes a grave danger to a German army mov-
ing eastward, a danger so great as to render al-
most impossible a retirement in the face of it. But
with the Moronvilliers plateau in German hands,
with the Germans dominant along the line wesf-
ward from Moronvilliers, a retirement of the Ger-
man lines to the northward could be carried out in
relative safety from a flank attack, This seems to
account for the fury with which the Crown Prince
has been hurling his men to the assault of these
positions, and the prodigality with which he expends
the lives of his men for their capture. TUnless he
sueceeds in his aim—and so far he has won none
but the most transient of advantages—a retirement
of the northern lines would be difficult.and danger-
ous. They would inevitably be exposed 0 an attack.
from the south, and at a time when they would be
in the worst of positions for a detence. If this view
be a correct one, the German commanders are on
the horns of 4 dilemna. If they hold on to their
northern lines they are in danger of an outﬁank"insf
movement in Flanders as a result of the pres{eﬁt'f
battle, and a successful outflanking movement would
probably beécome a disastrous rout. {f they retire
in Flanders, and along the length of the Hindenburg
line, they are in danger of an attack by the French
on the southern extremity of their retiring army.
Unless the Crown Prince is in a position to cover f"
the retirement from the south by ejecting the French
forces from their present commanding positions it
would be extraordinarily da.ngerous/to attempt such
a retirement in the north. On the other hand the
pressure of Haig’s men is likely to be so severe a8
to threaten disaster unless the retirement be at-
tempted in good time. And, as has been said, it
will be too late to retire after the full pressure of
ba’ttle has begun to make itself felt. The Germans




e in the position of being compelled to retire to
‘Bave themselyes from an outflanking movement, and
‘@t the same time of being unable to retire because
of the threat of the French upon their southern

efence in the morth and of the German attack in

~HESE seem to me to be the facts of the present
situation so far as the west is concerned, and
ey are lanrgely unaffected by anything that is bap-
Pening in the east, or by anything that is likely to
bappen, short of a separate peace by Russia or a
izure by Germany of the Russian food stores. For
reason 1 find it hard to account for a certain
Pessimism as to the future of the war that has
erywhere been apparent during the last few weeks.
This pessimism is partly due to the reprehensible
Dractice of certain persons in Washington who are
in charge of the publicity departments, and who
m to select certain items of information to the
clusion of others, not because they are accurate
any representative way, but because of the effect
they will produce on the public mind. If the
blic mind is supposed to be over-confident, the evil
" be remedied by some carefully assorted facts
opinions. If the public mind is despondent, it
_easy to make another assortment of facts and
ODinions that shall serve as a stimulant. For ex-
ample, within the last few weeks we have been told
With much show of authority, official and: otherwise,
at the submarine campaign will prove fatal to the
Allies before the end of neXt vear unless something
can be done in the meantime. Seeing that the Ger-
man experts, Captain Pérsius for example, are tell-
their auditors that they must place no sanguine
pes upon the submarine it is hard to understand

uch more gloomy, éven with the laudable object
©f hastening the building of American ships. The
d of next year is a long way off. The submarine
Predations are sharply, a although mnot yet conclu-
VGIY, checked. American aid in the way of ship-
ding is taking a practical and hopeful form,
hile Germany herself for the past two years has
sen suffering much more severely from the effect
he Allied blockade than the Allies themselves
e yet had to suffer from the effects of the Ger-
submarine blockade. Then again we are sud-

any’s man power in the field, and of assurances
t Germany iy now stronger than she has ever
1 before in this respect. ~ But there is
certain simultaneity about the appearance of these
ful forecasts that is, to say the least of it, sus-
Clous, and that suggests not so much a wish to

lic opinion that are considered desirable. It is
bad practice, and especially bad for those parts
Of the country that are too far removed from the
eat centres to receive the antidote of public dis-
.011 as well as the poison of pronouncements
d may not actually be false, but that none the
k&s create a false impression.
There are still other assertions and arguments
&t are more insidious and of which one may very
GUMy question the good faith. These may be
imarized by the one word “dzadlock,” and they
ly  emanate from those pretending to some
ure of military knowledge. I have tried to
1 with' this on previous: occasions and need not

ments are based on the theory that the small
itorial gains of the Allies that are recorded from
ek to week are insignificant in comparison with
extent of French and Belgian territory remain-
f”in German hands, and therefore® that we have
ched a state of deadlock that must be broken by
lomacy and not by arms. -1 have tried to show
Drevious occasions that the Allied aim is not to
0 the Germans back yard by yard to their own
er, but rather to produce such a sﬂra.tegical
on as to compel a general retirement, and
- a gain of even half a mile might easily have
effect. As a matter of fact there is no deadlock

mmneaﬂycermmomawurmem,and
quickly, andﬂhatthealtemaﬂve’obeu&aw

flank., This accounts for the energy .of the German .

American authorities should adopt a view sg

denly favoured with a number of estimates of Ger-

nunicate facts as to produce cezwtarm states of:

80 3 again, but we may remind ourselves that these

. girl in the East and West.

* the likelihood of one. On the contrary I believe
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THE WORLD WAR and the
ROAD TO PEACE

By FRANK CARRELL

Priest and Minister must
work hand in hand to help

IFTY years ago one
F of the greatest ob-
stacles ~to the ce-
menting of the Eastern and Western dissenting

bodies of Canadians, which finally lead to Confed- °

eration was transportation. Strange to say, we are
now face to face with much the same problem, but
the question is not being made as great a factor as
it really is. To-day there seems to be a strong po-
litical division on the question of conscription. It
has raised a cleavage of feeling particularly between
two races, which, no doubt, will be bridged and set-
tled in harmony, but there is still a sensitiveness
lurking in the minds of the two races that make one
suspicious of the other. This must not exist. It
must be decimated before it is allowed to harbour
all kinds of imaginative theories and fallacies.

After this war there will be another war for trade.
Let us therefore arm to-day to meet the eventu-
alities of a world commercial competition. Let us
place our house in order for the coming strife. We
are endowed with bountiful natural resources. Let
us exert all our energies to' make the best of them.
This. will never be consummated with dinternal tur-
moils and family quarrels about what? IL.ook at the
present dissenting question from any angle you like
and you see politics the chief cause of all our trou-
bles. The war has blinded many of our politicians—
not statesmen, to the actual conditions and needs
of .the country. Both political parties are vietims
of rancour and bitterness, when Unity and Concord
should be the watchword of all. This is no time
for disagreement on political issues affecting the
greatest conflict the world has ever known in a
struggle for Freedom and Liberty.

What then will be the result of our present agi-
tation at the capital City?

We think that out of the maelstrom or whirlpool *

of disaffection will come good. Out of the serious
situation of disaffection of fifty years ago, came
Confederation and ever since, Canadians have pros-
pered and grown to nationhood under its good in-
fluence.

Out of the misunderstanding and adverse views
and visions of the Canadians to-day there will come
Unity and Concord of action. It must come! There
is no other course for a healthy, prosperous and
common gense mation to follow. Those who would
wish anything else are mot Canadians at heart. We
all want peace at home and peace abroad. Let the
two come together and then the trade war!

Every hope and aspiration of commercial instinct
in every single Canadian, whether of French or
English extraction, must be brought into play, in
the Hast and West, to cultivate, mine, develop, and
produce our many and varied natural resources for
the world’s markets.

Canada must assume its place in the affairs of
the two hemispheres or it will have to retrograde.
We have outgrown our childhood; we are entering
maturity when our judgment must be keen, sound,

and above all we must work in Unity and Harmony.

We want the West as much as it wants the Bast.
There must be no division. With our natural re-
sources we shall be capable of openihg up trade and
intercourse with all the markets of the world. From
this Imperial move, it must be made plain to the
French and English Canadians that we are Cana-
dians first, last and always, and Imperialists next.

‘We must do business with the world as one.peo-
ple; our trade with the outside world ‘will depend
upon the extent of our Imperialism. We must not
commit ourselves to any policy without being as-
sured it is in our mutual benefit and interest. Our
prosperity means the conrdial relationship with our
neighbors and friends. This question must be un-
derstood and brought home te every school boy and
There must be no com-
plex situation to lead to misunderswndings that
~vannot be
Everything must be plain and above suspicion.
There must be no ‘political divis.kms in a trade war
‘that will enrich this Dominion.

immediately unravelled and solved.

Thare must be no
‘ déﬁ.'ereuce of ommion. no um(msl or racial division.

to build up our foreign

trade, a different policy is required than the heresies

of to-day which issue from men who have no busi-

ness experience and, being unpractical, are support-

ing men who are preaching separation from Confed-

eration and Independence. Such propagandas are

not serious, and are misleading their more simple

followers. There is not one Province in the Do-
minion that will not want to participate in the huge

benefits to be derived by Canada taking her place

among the nations of the world, trading with them

and thereby converting our resources to such ad-

vantage that they will enrich every part of the Do-

minion. Any Province or section of Canada which

through peevish political feelings, desires to educate

its people into a state of trade stagnation, or, isola-

tion, is not leading them along the course of unity

of common interest, but is rather shaping them for

the worst that can befall a Province or a nation by
blinding them to their real true interests.

‘What then will hel‘p this great question to a quick
and sure solution?

Good roads! More good roads, and still more
good roads!

The transportation problem, which was one of
great concern fifty years ago has settled itself.
Canada has sufficient railways to take care of its
expanding trade for some years-to come. She now
wants good roads from ocean to ocean to bring her
people in closer touch with one another. To be-
come a good Imperialist abroad one must be a good
Imperialist at home. Sectional and racial divisions
in Canada will never make us a World Nation. If
we cannot agree among ourselves, how can we
agree with other nations, how can we agree to de-
fend ourselves, in the event of a disagreement,
which must assuredly follow?

Do you realize the great benefit of this sugges-
tion? Well, let us explain further.

HE Raﬁlways have brought the people of the East
and West together, but only in a way. It is
going to take the automobile to bring them together

" in such a friendly manner that they will know one

another with better understanding and common sense
relationship. The true heart and character of the
people are found in those who live with nature, those
who cultivate the soil, those who produce that the
world may live, defvelop and manufacture. Never
was there a better time to revive and keep alive that
great slogan, “Back to the Soil, Your Country Needs
You.” For once we will go backward and make a
study of things in the country, learn to see the true
inwardness of the life and customs of those we have
read and heard about. The Ontario farmer who has
been misguided by fanatical preachers will motor to
Quebec and shake hands with his partners in toil
and soil cultivation. He will know him as he should.
The Quebec habitant will return the visit. They
will be no longer blinded by pernicious political in-
ﬁuences and inflamed and exaggerated prejudices.
They will know one another better by Good Roads.
Every Canadian must, therefore, impress the Do-
minion Government with the imperative importance
of a Transcontinental Highway, so that Canadians
will come from ocean to ocean, and receive the
proper insight and knowledge of the conditions,
character and life of their neighbours. i
Now that the Province of Quebec has led the
pace of all Provinces in the Dominion, in its Good
Roads Policy, it is up to every Canadian to become
a Good Road advocate in his village council, town-
hall or within the chambers of our Dominion and
Provincial Legislatures and let us have the great
Cross the Continent Highway completed at the ear-
liest possible moment that we can all get together
and shake hands in Unity, Concord and Harmony,
and then let us be Imperialists in as far as our trade
with the world will allow us, and in helping our-
‘selves, we will be helping others, the Motherland,
our sister Dominions, our Neighbours and our
Friends—the other nations of the world
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v PHASES OF FEMININITY

AINTY little person in white,
sriuggled in the cushions on her
roof-top rest room at Bath Beach, New
Jersey, is feeling very sure that
pretty soon the New York Sundays
will be publishing her picture and the
critics saying nice kind things about
her first appearance on the stage of
the Metropolitan. Who? Well she is
not an American. No, she was born in
Sicily among the sulphur mines, not
far from where old Ulysses used to
put wax in his ears so as not to hear
the sirens of Scylla. And about six
years ago the late Dan Frohman—
dnowned on the Lusitania—went to a
little village opera house. There he
heard Mlle. Aguglia in folk songs. He
induced her parents to let her go to
New York for training. Now she’s
ready for the grand bow to the 400

next November®
®

LEASE notice that this rustic wag-
gon carries not merely as fine a

load of femininity as any eye-glass
critic could say “The deuce!” to; but
ltkewise a cargo of real brains. These
are all undergraduates wof Tononto
University going to camp from the
berry plantations at Beamsville, Ont.

S a nominee for the Alberta Leg-
islature, Sister MacAdams aims
to represent 38,000 Canadian soldiers
from this province, who are'at present
in camps, hospitals and trenches
Rabroad. Nursing Sister Roberta Mac-
Adams .is a lieutenant in the Canadian
Army Medical Corps, and as such has
the right to be one wof the two candi-
dates to be elected by the soldiers.
She would make an ideal representa-
tive, always kind and sympathetic, and
always ready to take the wider stanc.
point of life. She plans to work for

the pension scheme for our soldiers.

Sister MacAdams is here séen. solic-
iting votes from the military store-
keepers at Orpington Hecspital, Kent.

»

LEARLY wunderstand, the person

with the man on the step.ladder

e no lady. She is a poster. The man

on the ladder is an artist. Yiou observe

at once that if this poster is to adver-

tise anything it must be something
\

out of the common. The style of de-
coration” used looks suspiciously like
the wreck of an aeroplane. But it is
real art. Any artist will tell you that
it is—Futurism. As to what this ex-
traordinary poster advertises—sh! It
is to be a show, a lavish and spec,
tacular presentation in the Strand,-
London, of what some people used to
consider a great drama. Sh! keep
this quite under your hat. The name
of the th’ing is Three Weeks! And
the poster-person is supposed to be
the lady in the case.
»
IRST photograph ever published in
Canada of negro women on par-
ade, - This was, of course, in New
York, where if you want anything you
have to march down Broadway to get
it. These coloured ladies are justly in-
dignant over the race riots and lynch-
ings 'that took place not long ago in
St. Louis. They organized this parade
to advertise their protest,
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TEACHING UNCLE SAM
sim PO FLY 2 a0,

WE don’t pretend to teach Uncle Sam much

about business, or politics, or democratic

government; or even about war. But when
it comes to the art of flying we qualify at once.
Canada has been at the flying game in real dead
earnest about two years longer than the TUnitéd
States.  For some time much of our aviation
work was done under the guidance of expert Ameri-
cans.” Now the Royal Flying Corps have taken qver
the  work. Camp Hoare, the aviation part of Camp
Borden, is the headquarters for this camp of bird-
men, and of the R. F. C. The experts who are teach-
ing us.to fly in Canadian-built planes on Canadian
soil are training also large numbers of young Ameri-
cans. The pictures on this page were taken at one
of the sub-camps of Camp Hoare, mear 'Toronto.
The 0. C. of this camp is Lord Innes-Kerr, who may
be seen with the headquarters cap at the head of
his big dog among a group of officers. The circular
picture at the top shows the unloading of a pair of
giant wings at the Camp, to be installed ready for
business. ' The ‘other three photographs are all of
American aviators-to-be. The top one shows the
excitable line-up at the distribution of the morning
mail. Amherican girls are good at a high average of
love letters, even if they don’t write long ones. The
cne below shows the grubstake parade. Air-men
have amazing appetites. And the other one is just
a quick bit of -a route march to keep the aviators
in good muscular condition.
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NEW THINGS ABOUT THE KAISER

O longer the most talked-of and spectacu-
lar ruler of the German empire and
would-be lord of Europe is the Kaiser
to-day as he was before the fateful
mugust 4, 1914, for the war has changed many
things, both spiritual and {emporal, and the
change bodes anything but good for the Em-
peror, or the “all-highest” as he prefers to be
called.
The signs of the times indicate that this royal
criminal and murderer of young and innocent
children, women, and men, on land and sea, has
about run his royal race and the end is mot far
off. Kaiser Bill, no doubt, already sees the hand-
writing on the wall and the letters are not
blurred; has doubtless placed his money and
. valuables in safe keeping against that day. For

MOST people of good sense agree that they
have no love for Kaiser Bill, but everybody
is still interested in reading about him. It’s a
good while now since the mad monarch of Pots-
dam cut much figure in the head-lines. Hinden-
burg and Ludendorff have headed him off. - But
the Kaiser is still behind the scenes and among
“millions of deluded people as popular as ever.
Getting rid of the Hohenzollerns may look easy
on paper, but Kaiser Wilhelm is a hard nut to
crack. The things dug up about this mad Em-
peror by the writer of this article are most of
them new, and all interesting.

even the doctors remarked that she was paying
for her son, while they worked over the body
of the Princess. Here is what the nurse to her
Royal Highness says:

“I had to abandon the child momentarily to
help them, and when—the Princess having re-
vived after a little while—I knelt down before
the couch on which our heir rested, imagine
my fright; he had mot yet uttered a cry, nor
did he move a muscle. ‘Still-born, by Heaven!®
I thought. A gesture brought Dr. Martin to my
side, and together we laboured over the mewly ‘
born, I do not know how long, exhausting suc-
cessively every means ordained by medical
books, or practised in the nursery, to bring the
child to life.

“When everything had been done that in de-

very many years the Kaiser’s income, extracted
from his beloved, hoodwinked subjects, has been
but a sorry pittance—a matter of 16 million
marks a year.

The spectacle of the late Czar Nicholas Romanoff,
the would-be betrayer of his country; Constantine
of Greece, now knowmn as plain Mr. Constantine;

and Mr. William Hohenzollern, late of Berlin, hob-

nobbing /together bereft of their kingly state, is
something to look forward to with keen pleasure.
But whatever the Kaiser's fate, his egoism, bom-
bast, and claims of divinity, will ever remain on
record as a proof of his insanity and unfitness for
his kingly position.

One of the favourite sayings of the Kaiser’s is,
“There is buf. one master, one king, let them hate
me if they but fear me”; and from such a statement
may be traced many’ of the mad things attributed to
* him all through the years of hig reign.

It is said that King George the 3rd found a louse
on his plate at dinner and ordered his whole house-
hold shorn, men and women, alike, but this was mild
egoism to the ego of the “divine William” who does
nofhi-mg by halves, as we shall see in the following
extraordinary declaration: g

“1 will walk among you and will be your God, and
ye shall be my people; ye shall walk in all the ways
which 1 have commanded you. Without me ye can
do nothing.” -

The foregoing is the actual inscription written in
a number of Bibles which the Emperor dedicated for
use in the Berlin garmison church. Bach sentence
was signed “Wilthelm, Imperator Rex,” and mo refer-
ence to chapter, or verse, or quotation marks.
The phrases are tranceribed from Leviticus, the
" Book of Deuteronomy, and St. John’s Gospel.
“They shall stand by themselves as expressions
of my royal will,” said the Kaiser to his queen.

That the “all‘highest” had keen vision is at-
tested from a letter he sent to Prince Bismarck
from Constantinople in 1899, in which the one
and only says: “We had an excellent voyage
from Stamboul, the weather splendid, colour ef-
fects and illuminations on land and sea sur-
passing anything heretofore known. Yesterday
the air was so clear, I saw the peaks and the
continent of Pelagomes all at once, a sight which
never before greeted mortal eyes.” This is an
inference that the Audighty Cod was 'good
enough to shift clouds and manipulate the
heavenly lights to give the Kaiser a special
vision! .

To impress his poor, ignorant bodyguard with
his wonderful majesty and power the Kaiser
made the following speech: ‘“Children of my
guard, you are now my soldiers—mine body and
soul. You have sworn to obey all my commands;
you must follow my rules and my advice with-
out grumbling. It means from this day ‘on you
/ durst know but one enemy and that enemy is
my enemy. And if I command you Some day—
and God grant that I may never be driven to
this extremity—if I command you, I repeat, to
fire upon your own relatives, your sisters,
brothers and parents perhaps, my orders in that
respect must be executed cheerfully and with-
out grumbling, like any other command I may

By R g,

the uniform of this conceited monarch.

Had the Kaiser not succeeded his father as Em-
peror of Germany, but had been born like any other
mortal, perchance he would have outrivalled the
great showman, P. T. Barnum. Says a court official
at the time of the great Paris fire: “He, the Emperor,
was fairly beaming with enthusiasm as he informed
the court that he had sent his cheque for 10,000
francs to the relief committee. ‘All the world will
talk about it—can man do more for a national
enemy? spoke his eyes.”

In the evening, even before the newspapenrs had
the story, a despatch arrived from Count Philli:
“They will haul your Imperial and Royal Majesty
to Paris in’ a thousand triumphal cars in 1900!” But,
when a month afterward, Wuntemberg was devas-
tated by floods, the Emperor had neither money or
words of sympathy for the stricken ones. And for
the military aid, furnished to the inundated Sile-
sians in the fall of 1897, the towns and villages were
promptly taxed: so many pioneer troops, so many
marks for food, forage, extra pay, and railway fares.

Slapping the Kaiser.

OW near the world could have been saved from
the horrible holocaust caused by the present
war will be seen when the circumstances attending
the birth of this royal murderer is remembered.
After the Princess had given birth to the present
Kaiser it was thought that she was dying and

BACK TO THE SCENE OF HIS CRIME.

EV ER-BET. 'F

cency could be done, I took that royal young-
ster under my arm, and, grabbing a wet towel
in my right, began to belabour him in good
homely fashion, though the doctors groaned. and
everybody in the room looked horrified.

“‘T'o the devil with etiquette,” I thought, seeing
their grimaces; ‘this is a matter of life or death.’
So I spanked away, now lighter, now harder, slap,
slap, slap, until—the cannons announcing the birth
in the Lustgarten yonder had about half finished
their official quota of a hundred and one shots—at
last a faint cry broke from the young one’s pallid
lips. .
“He was alive! I had snatched our Prince from
the grave for which he seemed destined.”

That the Kaiser had a weakness for beautiful fe-
male arms is shown by the interest he took in Frau-
lein Von Bocklin, the central figure of some tableaux
vivants arranged for the benefit of Paul Gerhard
Stift in 1891. How he raved about her arms, her
hands, and her feet. Photographs of the young lady
adorned his study, private bedroom, and the audi-
ence chamber, but Fraulein herself mever crossed
the threshold of the Schloss or Palais, though Count
Eulenburg proposed her for years successively at
every festive occasion. Auguste Victoria simply
put her foot down, and Fraulein Von Bocklin’s social
success was a thing of the past. : .

Kaiser’s Deformities.

Cancer is an inheritance of the Kaiser’'s which is

~ a contradiction to his oft-repeated statement that

he is divine, gince the Deity himself is perfect and
not susceptible to disease,

At the time of his Majesty’s entry into life, it
was found that his left hand and arm were de-

‘The surgeons discovered that the elbow joint was

dislocated.
O N January 28, thev Prince showed his son to
his relatives, friends, and the assembled
royal and princely households; no one observed
that anything was wrong. - But on the last, or
the last but one day of the month, it was no-
 ticed that the child could not move his left arm:
an investigation was made, and in the course of
it the surgeons discovered that the elbow joint
was dislocated.

Says one of the Imperial valets in describing
some of hig daily troubles: We would not mind
the work, at least if the Emperor changed his
uniform ten instead of four times a day. It's the
fear of injuring his lame hand that makes us
nervous and gradually wears away our useful-
ness, and, besides we must always be prepared to
forestall the ‘“‘all-highest” master when he bal-
ances himself on his left leg as he does at times
when he is in a hurry to put on a different pair:
of trousers.

According to court etiquette the Kaiser's
height must never be discussed! It is said that
Count Von Molke once told an intimate friend
that this royal master was exactly 5 feet five;
that his clothing is always adapted to make the
Emperor appear taller: The Kaiser is seldom, if

fesue.” Thus the Kaiser imparts both fear and
even death to the unfortunate man who wears

The Kaiser’'s bitter memories.

—EKnott, in the Dallas News

ever seen, without a helmet terminating in &
point.

formed, and that he could not move his left arm.
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way of the Sunset Hotel and smiled bitterly

as he watched the younger set whirl and

glid.g to the tune of “Keep the Home Fires
Burning.” The older women who were “doing their
bit” on the verandah-—in the way of bridge, whist
and knitting—were in full evening regalia, their
decolete gowns serving to accentuate the deep sun-
burn on their throats and faces. The very scarpity
 of men seemed to spur them to unusual effort to
make themselves attractive, though there was only
cne amongst the males—they admitted to each other

~ —only one that really mattered. The slight limp
that prevented him from dancing was only an added
fittraction, for had he not zained it at Ypres, and

Wwhat tales could he not tell—things, they said, they

were ‘“dying to hear about,” if only they could “get

him started!” :

“Getting him started” became the chief aim of all
the summer girls at Sunset Point, but so far with
scant success. Once he took Mamie Linghorn

— paddling and the consequent excitement would havse

amounted to jealousy had not her dearest friend told
him she did it. Mamie, it seems, happened to be
sitting in the boat-house. After dinner, when the
hero appeared, so suddenly and unexpectedly that
Mamie tumbled right into his canoe! Then she
raised her- big blue eyes to his and said:

“Oh, is this yours! I'm so sorry! I was wondering
if I could rent it, the afterglow is wonderful on ths
water! Are you going all alone?’ All this without
movimg, mind you!

¢ “Well, I intended to be solitary, but since I find a

- passenger already aboard . . .”

; ““0Oh, Captain Smith, how good of you! -And you
~ will tell me some of your experiences, won’t you?
~ All the boys that have been home on leave say it
it so mice to talk to a girl again.
least, isn’t it?”

“You forget that I'm just out of the hospital. Oh,
T've not been lacking in feminine society, Trained
nurses and V. A. D.’s—the best of women!”

“T felt as if I ought to be knitting or something,”

i CAPTA,IN BILLIE SMITH lounged in the door-

Mamie confessed afterwards, “but I told him about.

© all the tag days and bazaars. He was most attentive
and insisted on bringing me in early for fear I should

~ take cold. But he wouldn’t talk about the war except
to say we didn’t realize it.”

EXT day every girl in the hotel was at work
on a pair of socks, while some of the ‘older
. Women went about with a lost expression inquiring:
“Have you seen my knitting?”’ And just as Captain
Billie appeared, Mamie’s mother pounced on hers
and exclaimed: : S
“I do wish, Mamie, you wo 1ld get some knitting of
your own. Now I shall have to'rip out every stitch
you have done!” And the Captain was rude enough
to laugh. Then he went off with his mother and was
absent all day. Now here he was, lounging in the
dborwea;y with a sardonically amused expression.-
“Why amused, I don’t know,” Gertrude Far\ley
_afterwards remarked. “The girls here dance ex-
 ceedingly well, and only the 'very latest steps.”
Gertrude stopped in the doorway to fan herself
and sent her 16-year-old partner for a glass of water.
“This must be quite a change for you, Captain
Bmith,” she said, “paddling and all that sort of
fmn‘.n g i / 3

It’s a novelty, at
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“Not at all!” said the Captain.
ir the trenches.”

“But you didn’t have canoes?”

“Of course not. Gondolas. Had them sent up
from Venice."

“Now you're teasing me! But Mamie says you
paddle awfully well, I wish you would teach me!”

“] should be deighted . . .” ;

“Oh, how nice of you—couldn’t we' begin now?”

“Sorry, but I promised to take my mother out.
I think she must be ready, will you excuse me?”
Captain Billie whispered in hi§ mother’s ear.

“But, dear boy, I'm horribly afraid in a canoe!”

“Sh! That’s a good little mater!”

Then the “Mowhawk Belle” whistled.

All the young people hurried down to the wharf
te ingpect the new arrivals, and in the confusion
Captain Billie and his mother slipped away.

To-night the recent guests were disappoint;in.g and
the girls soon joined their elders on the verandah.

“Well, my dears, did anybody exciting come?”
asked Mrs. Linghormn. :

“No—just two old ladies,” said Mamie.

“An old lady and her daughter, I should say,”
amended Gertrude.

“Well,‘WIhen you’re past thirty you might just' as
well be a real old lady and be done with it.”

.“Be done with what?” :

“Oh, beaux and fun .and parties. I'm sure she’s
kind to her aged mother, but she wears year-before-
last clothes and you would think anyone who could
afford to come in a place like this would have the
decency to wear silk stockings, now wouldn’t you?”

‘“Hush, here they come! Why, it's Mrs. Godfrey
Brown! Dear me, how stout she’s grown! Perhaps
that is just in contrast to her daughter—she must
be the eldest unmarried one.”

“Sure to be! ‘Eldest unmarried’ is written all
over her. I can just see her spending her days
fetching her mother’s shawl.”

“Must be a great comfort,” sighed the Fat Lady.
“There was anothex\- daughter who was a bit wild.
‘Went to Paris and studied art. I hear she exhibited
& most shocking picture in the Academy!”

“Who are you attacking now?? asked Captain
Billie Smith, as he and his mother joined the group.

“Attacking? Why, what do you mean?’ said Miss
Linghorn. “We were speaking of the Brown girls.
The elder we suspect of being patniotic an the
grounds that dowdiness and patriotism go hand in
l:and, but an agreeable contrast to her younger sister,
an artist of whom we have heard the most scandalous
reports.” )

“Come,” said Captain Billie. “You interest me.”

‘“The W<orbh‘y elder sister, I suppose,” murmured
Mamie, B ; ;

“The Molly. Brown I knew in Paris wasn’t what
cne ‘would call worthy.”

“Her miother and sister are here.”

“I didn’'t know she had a gister.”

“Yes, an old unmarried one, who wears cotton
stockings.” :

Just then someone in a bathrobe and red diving
cap hurriedAfrom the hotel and crosged the verandah.

“Who can it be?” asked one.

“No one goes in bathing at this time of night!”
said “another. y

“Why, it’s a boy!” cried a third.

“No, it’s a woman, but no stockings!” said Mamie,
as the breeze blew open the bath-robe,

“Lots of paddling

N
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“Why, I believe—I do believe it’s the elder Miss
Brown!”

No one noticed that Captain Billie had deserted
them until he, too, was seen flying across the lawn.

“Molly!” he called. “Molly!”

She turned and held out botk hands, and the bath-
robe slipped. Captain Billie picked it up and folded
it around her, and together they strolled down
the beach. .

113 AMIE,” said Gertrude, suddenly. “Let’s go ta
the Point! Perhaps we might sit down
under those pine trees, I expect he’s telling her all
sorts of thrilling stories. Of course if it's anything
personal -we won’t listen,” she added, virtuously.

Mamie was right. Molly lay on the beach while
Captain Smith, reclining beside her, acted as if he
had at last found a listener to stories he had been
lenging to tell.

“Really, Molly,” he was saying, “I'm ashamed to
be alive! If it hadn’t been for this beastly ball in
my leg I should certainly have ‘gone out’ with them.
They were heroes, every one of them! I'm pretty
well fed up with civilization. Just look at these
women, listen to them!”—he waved his hand em-
barrassingly near the pine trees. ‘Really, Moll, if
you hadn’t turned up to-night I was planning to take
the next boat home.”

“And when I saw all those dreadful people in
evening dress on the dock, I was wondering how
soon I could escape!”

“Such old gossips!
ones!”

“Well, you wouldn't call me exactly useful, would
you, Billie?”

“No, perhaps mnot, but somehow you're different.
By the way, Mollie, you are your mother’s ' only
Idaughter, aren’t you? There is a case of mixed
identity which, in the interests of the verandah gos-
sips, I feel that I should solve. One old lady says
you spend all your time knitting.”

“Never finished a pair of socks in my life.”

“More shame to you! It is further alleged that you
wear cotton stockings!”

“I can prove an alibi at the present moment.” said

Such utterly useless young

Mollie, digging her bare toes into the sand.

“Then you are not your own elder sister, that is
certain. Now, the quesiion is, are you the younger
one?”

“T confess to thirty-three.”

“Sh, don’t mention it! The information may bo
used against you.”

“This  younger.  sister
decency.” :

“In defence I produce—this bath-robe.”

“She paints scandalows pictures.”

' “And wins medals for them.”

“Mollie. I fear you don’t take this seriously.”

“Oh, let them talk and speculate, it is their chief
joy in life, and mine is to idly bask in the sunshine.”

“Then let’s bask together, for that's what I need.

(Concluded on page 25.)

i§ lacking in commoa
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business, by government control of the
price at which the food comes ouf.

We know we can’t e¢at our pie and keep
it, too, but we certainly feet ke pufting up
a holler on finding nothing but a large hole

TORONTO daily points out to the world that
A a $100,000 Persian rug is to be exhibited

at the Canadian Natlonal in 1917; and that

theréfore a great future lies ahead of

the “lox."”
Farmers’ wives will please take notice. This
$100,000 rug may yet belong to one of you. Gone

are the days when your mothers exhibited their rag
mats and patchwork quilts. Canada is marching
@head. The great Mogul of the rugs is an evidence
We no longer depend upon native crafts for the
applied art of the great Exhibition. The firm of
X. Clusive Importers, puts up a $100,000 rug. Once
let it be known that the rug is valued at one-tenth
¢f a million and there will be more people around
it in a minute than flies round a sugar barrel,

Even an editor who does 'well to- have a good
Axminster in his parlour may be one‘of its most
ardent admirers. We don’t blame people

the price of anything and all you have to do to break
even is to consume half as much of it. The less
you consume now, the more can be put away into
storage for future reference. The more we store
the more we have to export.
of food support to our Allies and the maximum of
revenue to ourselves. Besides the principle of eat
what you cannot can and can what you do not eat
leads to a much-needed raid on the garbage tin and
the waste heap in the garden.

But——

There is a limit to this logic. And the limit works
two ways. First, Canada is producing, this year, a
vast aggregate of farm goods. In many parts of the
country the yield was never greater. In the very
lap of plenty, however, with fat fields blowing around
our doors, Canadians are compelled to pay famine
rrices for many necessities of life. Why should we?

Hence the maximum.

and the teeth marks of the ntbbler when
‘the plate is brought down from the santry
shelf and passed around,

Y L

O doubt the Government can do a great deal to
begin enforcing the Military Service Act be-
fore it is time for an election. A great many
things must be done to. get the Wexght of the mation
behind the war before it comes to the actual com-
plete selection of new drafts for new battalions or
reinforcements. “These things the Government under-

stands and will no doubt carry on.

But when we come to the full enforcement of the
Act involving the complete war service of the nation,
we shall need the power of a unity government
behind it. Whichever party-—call them what we
like—wins the election, that party must be expectel
to belp win the war to the last man, bushel, pound
and dollar that we can spare for the purpose. Nomne
but a unity government can put that con-

for being fascinated by such a rug. It's

human nature. It’s barely possible that one t & — / - .
of our prosperous profiteers may purchase ‘| = é‘b\ / é

the fabric. We are mot informed of its = / //
dimensions; but at 50 feet square suppose F{?_ sy _NA_T'E . //

we work out its arithmetic. Fifty feet by [% = =

fifty feet makes-2,500 square feet. Two — = =2

thousand five hundred square feet are TR\SH’ lﬁqum SC0TS

valued at $100,000.. So that one square foot

values at $100,000 divided by 2,500, which
makes exactly $40 per square foot.

: _ 2 wELsH
Rather expensive rugging. Who will buy

| |
o Bl ‘hl i

ﬁ
|

Jt? The country is rich. Canada ought to l
have at lcast one $100,000 rug. Has Ontario —
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Government House no room that will fit this

rug? Has no millionaire a castle that will

hold it? Then for the love of the almighty

dollar, let some -baron of wealth build a

house round this rug, and let’s keep it in
the country.

® ;
T the same time working up to ths
$100,000 rug standard, the C. N. E,

1] R

has become one of the world’s great

institutions. Every year makes any Cana-
dian prouder of the great Fair, It is a cos-
mopolitan picture of the country. We draw
upon the world\for people, for money, for

i

T

i

RENENYS
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centration of effort into the nation, By
unity government we do not understand
either a coalition‘or a discord of Parliament,
We understand that such a government can,
if it will, go outside of Parliament for cer-
tain men to complete its working personnel.
But these men will not reform the political
administration. They will supplement it by
special services. If the present Government
by any alliance with conscription Tjberals
can win the election, the Premier will have
the greatest responsibility of his career in
getting 1he right men to enforce the Mili-
tary Service Act. If the present Opposition
in alliance with anti-conscription Quebec
should win on an enlistment basis, Sir Wil-
frid Laurier will need to exercise all {ha
acumen he had in 1896, and more, to ge*
- the men W1ﬂh fim that will prove hig mab-
form was rvight.

But. whichever way, we decide to do it,
the thing to do is to win the war. On an
even basis we surmise that the best way
to do that is first of all to obey the law, and
fo enforce it so thoroughly, so wisely and
a0 in accordsnce with a truly national spirit
that the majority of those who are not un-
reasonably opposed to the law now will
agsist in its enforcement later. We should
prefer to see Camada’s army the greatest

- customs, for ideas, and we send our pro- 1}4/4?/ 5
_ducts out to a greai part of the world. ‘
Canada is itself a great Fair. In the days Professor: I've tried everything | have on these numercus ingredients,

to come we shall be more and more so. The
cosmopolitanism of Canada is teflected in
that of the Fair. Let us hope the day will come
when we manage the cosmopolitan country as well
as the Board of Directors do the Canadian World’s
Tair. We are glad to notice at the Bxhibition that
the products of all countries retain their national
character. We should be sorry to see any Canadian
carpet-maker remodel that $100 000 rug, for instance,
according to a so-called Canadxan pattern
We hope the great Fair of 1917 will be better and
higger than ever. Thri Syears ago there was talk
of calling off the C. N. E. because of the war.
Optimists with good sense counselled better. The
* Iair is an expression of Canada. It expresses war
Canada_as well as peace Canada. The only regret
we have concerning this remarkable institution is

that war activities prevent it from b\acoming as great

~an exhibition of 50 years of Confeﬁératuon as it
otherwise surely Wou]d have been.

»

R. HANNA, F. C., is not lacking in critics. The
M Toronto Star alleges that he is too much
absorbed in reducing consumption and should

be doing more to reduce prices. With a great deal
of force the Star points out tmat consumption cannot
‘e reduced beyond a certain point. Thousands of
people are already economizing all they know how
on the amount of food they eat, But so far as the
average consumer is concerned, Mr, Hanna is a per-
fect logician. If your food costs you more, obviously
the less you eat the le&s it will oost you. Dou‘bla

This is the only thing that will mix them all without making trouble.

What governs t'he'price of anything? Demand. Who
is demamding so far ahead of the visible supply?
Cold storage, we are told. 1917 must be the cold
storage record year. Very well, but there are many
things that never see the inside of a refrigerator or
oven a glilo, that are now at cold storage prices. This
is not logic. In the season when things that grow
and perish are at a maximum, the cost of living
should be considerably lower than four months
hence when nothing is being grown, Wh.at differ-
ence will there he?

Don’t worry, says a writer, Mr. Hanma will fix
that. Wait till you see how much higher cold storage
prices are in February, 19'}8, than they 'were in
1917. That will convince you.

But if that is so, it doesn’t convince us. The whole
function of cold storage is to provide a maximum

S/

- .1eserve at a time of maximum production, and there-

fore to equalize prices as far as possible t_'he year
round. If the food that is now going into storage

“sc fast and forcing up the prices of the remainder

comes out at prices higher than ever, who gets the
difference? Not the armies at the front; not the
Governments; not the consumer at home. Some-
body else. And these somebodies, we take it, are
no friends of Mr, Hanna. By all means let us have

-food logic. But let us see where logic gets off and

self-preservation gets on. And let the Food Con-
troller jolly well see to it that the storage of a
nation’s food comes as mear as possible to national

S

velunteer army in the world. But above all
things we need to maintain the army. No
conseription of an army would be of much

e wn”h'yut a congcription of other resources than
of men. Whichever side sghould win the election,
putting the last map into the war is of no use unless :
we put along with men our last dollar, bushel and
pound. We have been too long coming to reakze
the absclute need of a natiomal organization. We
have worked the voluntary system overtime in some
quarters. By.working it umwisely we have made it
ineffective.

Now, suppose We enforce the law, is there any

reason why Canadians would not obey the law—

willingly? No true citizen of Canada can fail to
realize that something much more thorough and just

than the veluntary system as we know it in practice

must be put into effect if we are to finish our work
in the spirit of a free amd resourceful people. ‘That
something must come from national unity. So Ionz
as’ we go on fighting one another we shall never
make sure we licked the Kaiser. If we intend to
spoil the country by fighting ourselves over the wart,
why not let the Germans come over and spoil it fof
us? They could do it so mueh more easily,

F the unofficial note in the Daily Mail is trae and
James W. Gerard is to have a (G0.B. behind and

2 Sir in front, we can’expect to heatr 8 decided Am*
erican accent in the controversy over transAtlantio
titles. In any case, we had always thought tiist "
was only the ladies who were allowed te carry “"
"acnoss the pond.”
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: CAN we communicate with the dead? The

| stantly believe that the spirits of de-
lions of people who have no definite doctrines
world to inhabit the little bodies given them by
people are true, it is surely open to the average
The various views for and against presented in this

2 lines of the case.

question is in debate all over England now and the
ing the religious beliefs of the community. The
to the cult of spiritualism and war bereavements
ever evanescent, with the thousands of souls so

. Sir Oliver Lodge as an authentic message from his
and the conditions which govern the state of being in

~ Oliver Lodge is added the message of the late W. T.
Bglgian mystic, Maeterlinck, has used the stage as

guestion is an old one. Many people who
do mot believe in spiritism as such con-
parted friends hover pear them, invisible, un-
heard, but a very present help in trouble. Mil-
about communion with spirits believe that the
souls of babies come direct from some spirit
the mothers of mankind. If these things so com-
monly believed without doctrine by so many
man or woman to follow the investigations of
those who have made spiritism a scientific study.
collection of extracts from magazine articles are in-
tended to summarize conveniently the main out-
" There never was so much intense and widespread
interest in the subject as there is to-day. The
population has been stirred to a division of opinion
more marked than in any previous controversy affecc-
published opinions of so eminent a sc1ent1ﬁc
authority as Sir Oliver Lodge have given an impetus
affecting nearly every family in the land have given
sorrowful cause to seek some form of contact, how-
~suddenly wrenched away by the terrible violence of
the battle-field. The book “Raymond,” offered by
son who was killed in action, and which purports to
‘describe the manner of Rayménd Lodge’s passing
the spirit’s sphere, has created a furore of enthusiasm
in favour of spiritualism. To the living voice of Sir
_ Stead, who has been “appearing” to mediums ever
~ since a few hours following the ‘Titanic tragedy. The
a4 medium to promulgate his belief that the ordinary
aspects of this life survive after death; and Sir

claims to have collected an abundance of evidence
to support his contention .that Sir Ohver Lodge i3
5 ﬂght
- So rapid has been the extension of the cult that
dis opponents seem to have been taken by surprise.
- As yet only a few representatives of orthodox science
y and orthodox religion have made any serious attempi
‘1,0 combat the spread of the idea promulgated by the

Ly death are still conscious of earthly associations;
that they stay mear the places they were accustomed
‘,',te on earth; and strive continually either to com-
fort or terrify those they knew before the great
'»'ﬂﬂvenﬁure happened to them, The sceptics seek to
confound the believers either by declaring that ths
. “evidence” is mot permissible as it measures to no
- established standard of mundane knowledge or by
Qondemning the whole thing as a reversion to
Mediaeval superstition. fra
“There is mothing new In, hhe methqu employed
'?Y Sir Oliver Lodge to obta.m the messages “from
the other side.”
€ book ‘“Raymond, or Life After Death,” came, so
he sdys, in a recent exposition of the subject, by way
of mediums speaking in a trance state, by “auto-
matje” writing and some portions were even trans-
‘mitted from the spirit land by a clumsy code tapped
cut in tabletilting seances. It is for his use of
ch instruments as have been so often discredited
Xpert investigators that Sir Oliver Lodge is con-
ned Exw,ﬁ!‘isrcriitics.._ 'I‘hey avo{d a discussion o.r

~ Arthur Conan Doyle, after two decades of research,

‘believers that those who have /beén disembodied

The communications published in
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all-absorbing to us, which excites our keenest
admiration, and yet of the real mode of con-

Various views on the question, “Can we communicate
with the dead?’” as recorded in current literature.
Sidelights on the personality of a great actor.

: ”
clearly indicated by the many ‘“communications” he

bas himself examined. Writing of these in the
Bookman, he says: “The invariable assertion is that
the -conditions ‘on the other side’ are much mors
like conditions here than the communicators them-
selves had expected. L‘They speak of flowers and
animals, and books, and interest and beauty of all
kinds. They assure us that they know
very little more than we know, that
their character and personality are
pra)ct'icallly unchanged, that they have
not suddenly jumped into something
gsupernal—nor infernal eifther—that
they are themselves just as before,
with tastes and aptitudes not dis
similar, but that they are subject to
conditions happier and more conducive
to progress, and freer from difficulty
and gratuitous obst,ruc,tion than when
they were associated with matter.

They also’ say that things round
them are quite solid and- substantial,
and that it is the old material things
which mnow appear shadowy and
evanescent: so that they are barely
cognizant of happenings on earth save
when definite duties are allotted to
them to help- thorse who are coming over, or when
they make a spontaneous effort to get through to
those they have loved and left behind. They are
keenly susceptible to friendly feeling and affection,
and they are less shy or chary- ‘of expressing their
feelings than they were down here.

“They do not appear to be in another l‘eg‘lon of
space, but are interlocked and closely associated
with this order of existence; the links being ties of
interest amd affection, rather than-mere space-rela-
tion or bodily proximity. Moreover, the same con-
‘structive ability as must in the long course of evolu-
tion have succeeded in produeing their old visible
organism, by arranging particles of matter, seems
able to continue its task under the new conditions,
and can construct another body or mode of mani-
festation out:of such substance as is there available
__the ether it may be hypothetically :
supposed to be—a body not unlike
in appearance the: material one
which had been constructed here.
And this constructive ability prob-
ably 'belangs not only to human and
animal, but to all forms of organic
life; so that the surroundings, in:
~what some are beginning to think

of as an ethereal world, need not )
pe very different from those familiar . »Z = 9
to us in this realm of matter—that = //«
realm which is now 80 real and o s
A

struction of which we know so little.

The case for those who oppose Sir Oliver
Lodge is presented by Edward Clodd, author of
“The Story of Creation,”lin an article published
in the Strand Magazine. After citing a number
of ingtances in which spirit “mediums,” ex-
amples of automatic writings, s.p'irit photo-
graphs and many more products of the para-
phernalia used by Sir Oliver Lodge, were proved
beyond doubt to be the result of clever trickery,
he says: ;

“Yet the game goes on merrily; the ‘new
revelation’ is accepted as supplemental to, or
even superseding, the ‘old.

“To what manifold causes can we trace these de-
lusions of men who, followed as authorities in ex-
pert matters, are, therefore, looked up to as authori-
ties on everything else? ‘If they do these things in
a green tree, what shall be done in the dry?

“Not on fact, but on sentiment; not on reason, but
on emotion, do these delusions build
their unstable foundations. Impelled
by the wish to believe, the dupes
attend seances by mediums, who, like
the spirits they pretend to represent,
‘Jove darkness rather than light, be-
cause their deeds are evil.’ The bias-
ruled attitude of {he inquirers is
wholly uncriti-cal; the power of sug-
gestion paralyzes them; they are pre-
pared to see and hear and believe all
that they are told, and the insatiate
appetite for the marvellous is satis-
fied to repletion. All this is em-
phasized when the sorrowing and the
bereaved seek consolation from those
to whom they pay their fees to obtain
it.  Applicable to-day is the shrewd
comment made by Reginald Scot three
hundred and thirty years ago in his
Discoverie of Witcheraft, Speaking of Saul’s visit
to the Witch of Bndor, he says: ‘He that looketh into
it advisedlie shall see that Samuel was not raised
from the dead, but that was an illusion or cousenage

' pra)ctlsed by the witch.’

“po the question, ‘Is Sir Oliver Lodge mg’ht"’ the
emphatic answer is, Nol!”
; »

N the Fortnightly Review, the editor, W, L. Court-
ney, has addressed an open letter to an American
friend setting forth some interesting sidelights

cn the personality of the late Sir Herbert Tree. He
tells how this master craftsman of the English
stage toiled to achieve those astounding effects of
stage production with which Tree, taking up the

. tradition set down by the illustrious Irving, estab-

lished for himself a reputation as supreme master
of dramatic pageantry. .
“Theve was never anything slipshod either in the

rethod of stage representation or in the attention
paid to what the diplomats ecall “Ymponderabilia’,”
says Mr, Courtney. “To see Tree make up for hig
part was a privilege I often enjoyed. There in his
dressing-room you saw the artist at work, the crea-
tive artist who adds touch a*ter touch to complete
the picture, untxl suddenly the whole _conception
bursts into significant life. When Tree had
thoroughly got inside the skin of a character—which
often took some time—he seemed to partake of a
new and alien life. A singular illustration ‘was
Zakkuri, in the Darling of the Gods, in which by de-
\grees Tree gave us, I'do not say a true, but an ex-
“traordinary vivid and convineing, portrait of a
Japanese statesman in all his horrible subtlety and
coarseness. Another example was Izard in Business
js Business, Tree was never a smoker in the true
gense of the word, he only smoked for the sake of ;

.compan{ons'hip, taking a modest four-penny cigar.

while he gave his guest Coronas. But in Izard he
was yperpetually smoking big and black looking

dzm I asked him how he. managed to stand it; i
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he answered that, as it seemed natural t6 the char-
acter, he found it easy for himself. Off the stage
he could not have done it; on the stage it was appro-
rriate and therefore a piece of unconscious mimicry.
Svengali smoked, I think, cigarettes or long Vevey
fing. The Duke of Guisebery smoked, quite as to
the manfier born, a pipe—a luxury in which Tree,
the individual, not the actor, never indulged.”
Tree never allowed his own face to be seen on
the stage but his personality permeated every one
of his productions. “Tree as a personality was
greater than anything he accomplished,” admits Mr.
Courtney. “But you must allow me to observe that
that in itself is a compliment, and in the case of
many artists a very great one,” he adds. “He was
always unexpected, daring, original. He often gave
one a shock of surprise, welcome or unwelcome. He
was good when you anticipated a relative failure,
poor, when you could have wagered on his success.
His acting was never
monotonous, rarely the
same from night to
night. Like his conver-
sation, ‘it was full of
quick turns and un-
looked-for spurts of wit.
For the same reason,
his figure as he moved
on the stage was vivid, graphic, picturesque, satisfy-
ing the eye, even when occasionally he failed to
| satisfy the mind. When he was acting Mapk Anthony
in the Forum scene he broke off the famous speech
in the middle, came down from the rostrum and
finished his speéch, standing on @ broken pillar., I
argued with him about this, suggesting that if Mark
Antony was really holdmg his audience he would
never have altered his position. Tree answered :
“You forget the soon-wearied eye.of the spectator:
he becomes tired of one situation and demands
another. Besides,” he added with a whimsical smile,
‘change is a neoe/s;sity for my nature.’ It was indeed.
And owing to this he became tired and bored- with
his part, and somelimes broke off the run of a piece
in the midst of a brilliant success.”

As to the positive contr‘butlons of Sir Herbert
Tree to the English steuge, Mr. Courtney speaks of
the way he carried on the tradition he had inherited
from Henry Irving, who had set a magnificent ex-
ample of stage production at the Lyceum. “Thanks
in especial to Irving and Tree, London stage-produc-
‘tion reached a higher level of completeness and finish
than was to be seen in foreign capitals,” says Mr.
Courtney. ‘“Sarah Bernhardt and other foreign visi-
tors acknowledged that in this respect they did not
do things better in I'rance. Gradually Tree bettered
the examples of his predecessors. His critics said
he over-elaborated his effects; his friends werc
rever tired of welcoming new 'grades of beauty.

Behind the Scenes
with
Sir Herbert Tree

“He was full of the idea of the impontance of the

theatrical art, as a main instrument of culture and
a2s a most necegsary element in civie and social life.
He did not Wvork‘m-erely for his own hand, but upheld
the claims of his calling. He instituted a Shakes-
pearean week—a most costly undertaking—in order
to keep alive our indebtedness to the Elizabethan
stage. He presided at meetings, made speeches, in-
augurated movements, pushed and
various policies, in order to prove that actors were
important elements in the community who had their
proper functions in the body politic. You know how
many speeches Tree made in the United States, not
because speaking was easy to him—it never was—
but because he felt it to.bs his duty to represen:
. British interests and’ ideals in this appalling uni-
versal war.” ?
z »
THE most obvious thing about the Russian revolu-

tion seems to be that the scum of the boiling .

~ carries the odious taint of the rascally Ras-
putin and bears a strong Teutonic flavour. This is
evidently so in the case of the ex:Minister of the
Interior, Protopopoff, whoge policies during the last
few months of the old regime did much to provoke
the final fulmination. In a review of Protopopoft’s
political history and an exposition of his dictatorship
given by E. H. Wilcox, in the Fortnightly’ Review,
it seems clear that Protopopoff was a protege of
Rasputin, and that his policy was dictated by a
mischievous determination to stir up domestic strife

encouraged
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and sell the Russian birthright for a mess of
sauerkraut.

Protopopoff is now safely stowed away in the
fortress of Peter and Paul. When the first rumble
¢f the revolution roused Petrograd he slunk out of
sight and hid in the home of the notorious herb
doctor Badmaeff, Reporté say that it was his brother
who persuaded him to surrcnder to the revolu-
tionaries. He went in disguise to the Taurides
Palace at midnight of March 14th and act/uallyvoffered
his services to the Executive Council “for the wel-
fare of our Fatherland.” Keorenski was called and
decided that Protopopoff could best serve the wel-
fare of the Fatherland under arrest and told him so.
And now, amongst the many charges preferred
against him is one of stealing from the telegraph
archives the original dispatches between the lata
mystic monk Rasputin and Emperor Nicholas and
Empress Alexandra.

A correspondent of Curreant History, who visited
the Fortress of Peter and Paul, says: “Protopopoff,
like a beast in its den, strode to and fro, to and fro,
incessantly, from corner to corner of his cell. He
paid no attention to the sound of men moving in
the corridor. ' He did not even glance at the hole in
the door.” Which is not the first time a jackal has/
tried to play tiger.

Rasputin first appears in the Protopopoff record
when, as senior vice-president of the Duma, Proto-
ropoff returned from England in the spring -of last
year after creating, temporarily, a favourable im-
pression there as one of the delegation from the two
Houses of the Russian Parliument, which attended
the conference of Allied Parliaments. Protopopoff
had just promoted the new paper Russkaya Volya
(The Will of Russia), the financing of which, accord-
ing to a later review of the enterprise given in the
Duma by the Conservative deputy Pouriskevitch was
engineered by “the three principal banks which work
in Russia with German morey.” About this time
Protopopoff was also being criticized for the remark-
able indiscretion of being seen in conference with
a member of the German legation at Stockholm on
the return trip from England. He was also charged
with having slipped away for a while from his brother
delegates during the stop-over in Stockholm for a
quiet chat with the German minister von Lucius.
‘Thanks to the oily interference of Rasputin, Pro-
topopoff weathered the storm and, by some wizardry
of the “esoteric” forces, was elevated to the Ministry.
Whilst still in the probationary stage as “Adminis-
trator” of his department, Lie provoked the strong
disapproval of the Duma, and the Minister President
Trepoff, in response to the demands of Pouriskevitch,
went the length of inducing the Tsar to agree to
the removal of Protopopoff from the cabinet. But
the united efforts of the Rasputin gang secured a
reversal of the decision and, when Protopopoff was
confirmed in full Ministerial rank, Trepoff sent in

A gusty corner for Royal Millinery.
—J. N. .D.,, in Kansas City Star.

his resignation. ‘

“Protopopoff was now supreme in Russia,” cone
tinues Mr. Wilcox; “for the new Minister President,
Prince Galytzin, was a mediocrity without a will or
a programme of his own.” As Minister of the In-
terior, and following Trepoil’s removal, he was re-
sponsible for every one of the reckless and fatal
measures adopted in Russia’s domestic affairs. He
has been charged with deliberately withholding pro-
visions from Petrograd, Moscow, and other large
towns, with the object of goading their populations
to revolt. Nominated members of the  Imperial
Council who had voted for the resolution in favour
of a Cabinet of “public confidence” were removed, in
defiance of precedent and, apparently, in conlraven-
tion of the law, and their places filled by me of trust-
worthy subservience. The President of the Couneil
was dismissed and his post ziven to a notorious reac-
tionary, the former Minister of Justice, Shcheglovitoff,
who, according to the
Grand Duke = Nikolai
Michailovitch, was one
of the most influentizl
of the supporters of the
Tsar in the policy of
defying the nation.

“Meanwhile the ar-
rests of political work-
ers were becoming more numerous every day, and on
February 11th Protopopoff ook the extreme and
Cesperate step of imprisoning eleven of the work-
men’s representatives on the War Industrial Com-
nrigsion. :

“By_ordinary human intelligence the arrest f
these \men at that critical juncture can omly be
aderibed to a desire to ‘provoke excesses,” remarks
Mr. Wilcox, in conclusion. “There is, indeed, only
cne alternative to this view, and that is the theory
that Protopopoff’s actions as Minister were the aber-
rations of a madman. For some time past his health
had been very unstable, and, ‘a.part"ill.toget'her from
his Ministerial record, it ‘had been rumoured that his
physical condition was beginuing to affect his mind,
and that he was threatened with paralysis. How
much truth there is in these stories has not yet
become known, and we shall probably have to wait
for the greatest of modern political trials before the
strange case of Alexander Protopopoff is thoroughly
cleared up.”

Protopopoff
Provoked the

Revolution ?

»
HERE is hardly another public ‘character in the
T history of the United States of whom so much
has been heard and about whom so little is
krown as is the case with Herbert Clark Hoover.
His masterly administration of Belgian Relief pro-
jected his name in an admirable light before the

~whole world, but only a comparatively few know

-, gineer of mining corporations

dnythlng of the past of the man, or of his struggles
and successes in private life. F

All of which moved a Boston edltomal writer to
enquiry. He discovers that Hoover, when a bare-
foot boy in Towa—the son of poor Quaker parenis—
developed a bent towards engineering by reading
of the achievements of John Hays Hammond. He
went to Leland Stanford Junior University, with
nothing more tangible than a determination to study
lis chosen profession there. He worked as a laundry
agent and did other menial jobs to pay for’his edu-
—cation. “As usual in such cases,” says this writer,
“he made his way through college creditably, and
from this point onward his progress was not only
remarkable, but exceptional.”

The sketch of his career which is oftenest con-
sulted is necessarily so tompressed and condensed
as to be little more than the recital of a string of
bone-dry . facts punctuated with dates. He i8
appointed to geological surveys in Arkansas, and in_
the Sierra Nevadas; he is made assistant manager
of the Carlisle mines of New Mexico; he becomes
engineer of the Morning Star mine in California;
he goes on, holding higher #nd higher positions,
gaining steadily. in reputation until we find him
filling the post of engineer of the Imperial Bureau
of Mines in China. Then tlie details merge almost
into the romantic, for the litlle barefoot Iowa boy
becomes in succession the trusted consulting en-
in different parts of:
the world, the authorized representative of a hundred:
millions of capital, director of properties almost
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beyond price, and the employer of 50,000 men, He
is brought to London for consultation by the heads
of international enterprises. He is recognized, in
reality, as a second John Hays Hammond. He is
looked up to as a potential Cecil Rhodes. He is
accorded distinction as one of the big men of the
world. He is consulted by cabinets. He is put at
the head of the greatest philanthropic undertaking
of modern times, if not of all times.

One of the circumstances that have escaped the
scrutiny of his biographers is the fact that, while
submerged, as it were, in the material and the prac-
tical, this big, brawny, bustling business man, was en-

gaged upon a translation, compilation, and elucida-

tion of “Georgius Agricola De Re Metallica,” founded
upon the first Latin edition of 1536, a monumental
technical work published by the Mining Magazine,
Salisbury House, London, 1912,
»
BERCY GRAINGER, the Australian virtuoso and
P ‘c'omposer, has sprung another surprise on musi-
cal America. As the author of many tuneful
ditties And brilliant popular successes, he did not in-
spire much serious consideration amongst his higli-
brow brethren—in spite of his startling shock of
hair. Now at a bound the composer of “Molly on the
Shore,” “I'm Seventeen Come Sunday,” “Handel in
the Strand,” and other catchy rhythms and spicy
oddities, has revealed himself as a serious and ultra-
modern composer of astounding originality and n
erudition worthy ' of Strauss. From the important
Norfolk Festival comes the report of “The War.
riors,” a symphonic poem which, in the words of
one musical critic, “makes Stravinsky sound like
Mozart.” In intricacy, daring, largeness of design
and breadth of conception, “The Warriors” appears
to be the most startling novelty of the season.

The interpretation furnished by Mr. Grainger him-
self is interesting. By warriors he does not mean,
apparently, the great generals of history, who busied
themselves with the science of military strategy and
tactics, but the natural-born fighters, lovers of per-
sonal combat, of all ages and climes—“lazy, pleasure-
loving men and women who would rather fight than
work for a living.” >

“It may be imagined,” says Mr. Aldrich, musical
critic of the New York Times, “that Mr. Grainger
let loose all the powers of his imagination and opened
the flood gates of his orchestral rhetoric in efr‘»body-
ing this. The piece is rather terrifying at first, but
it has that in it which gains greater sigmificance on
repeated hearing. The din which rises to an
almost unbearable point at least two passages is not
! a mere noise-making
but the product of a
A perfectly traceable the-
matic treatment.”

Besides the ordinary
instruments of the full
crchestra, Mr. Grainger
employs the members
of his beloved marimba
family, and in addition the glockenspiel, the xylo-
phone, seven bells and two pianofortes! There are
at least fifteen themes in it, and abundant passages
of real beauty, of true expressiveness and poetry,
even of genuine ability. Grenville Vernon, of the
New York Tribune, calls it a triumph of virtuosity.
The attitude of musicians generally is one of aston-
ishment for the ability shown.

»

F you or I sat down on the upturned point of a

I pin we'd express anything that came handy to the

“tip of our tongues—but when Charley Chaplin
does it he expresses “art,” according to Mildred
Cram, in the Theatre magazine. She also sees a car-
tain kind of poetic motion in the way Charley slithers
in custard pies, trips over garbage pails and plunges
into crates of eggs. Charley should be taken
seriously, says Miss Cram, because he is “‘contor-
tionist, clown, idiot and artist all in one. He is the
- world clown, the delicious mountebank, the levable
rogue, He has taken the placc of Pierrot, Arlecchino
of the Commedia, Punch, Puck and the marionettes
and mines of Gauthier’s day.”

Startling
Symphonic Poem

. . ~
‘‘He was ingpired,” says Miss Cram, “when he made

up like a Hobo Romeo, drawing a line between the
absurd and the tragic so delicately that you laugh at
~ him with tears in your eyes. A romantic clown! A
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tramp with a tragic past! Cyrano de Bergerac wrong
side about. Charley borrowed heavily from Pierrot.
He can be languishing; he can be stricken, love-sick,
dumbly forlorn. He is an artist because he can lead
an audience unerringly from hoots of laughter into

silence and to tears. He accomplished it in ‘The
Tramp,” one of his most uproarious comedies. In the
last ‘fade-out’ he stood at the top of a hill. Behind

him lay a tramp’s short dream of love and home, be-
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- artificiality of the stage.

“Oh, doctor, will it make me normal again?”
in The New York Times.

—Marcous,

fore him lay the long, white road. He did not show

his face, but by the droop of his shoulders, his dumb
immobility, his whole, discouraged and disheartened,
sagging head, hands and knees, he gave the tramp’s
little tragedy. He stood a moment—and it was as
daring a moment as any of Mrs. Fiske’s back-stage
expedients—forlorn and pitiful. Then courage came
again; he straightened, swung his absurd cane,
flourished his elbows, kicked up his sore heels and
trotted briskly away into the face of the setting sun.”
»”

HE most majestic National Anthem ever written
has been sacrificed to Russia’s determination
to have done with the house of Romanoff. “God

Save the Czar” is to be sung no more, and “The Hymn
of New Russia’”-—a composition reflecting something
of the heat of revoluﬁonary fervour—replaces  it.
The music of the new national anthem was written
by Alexander Gretchaninof, already a composer of
international reputation and leader of the new school
which has undertaken to build up a pure ritual music
for the Russian Church. %

The mew anthem has been heard at two public
performances in New York and was received cor-
dially enough. “Sung by a multitude of voices it
should prove extremely stirring,” is the opinion of a
critic in Musical America. Its compass never ex-
ceeds an octave, and it “has a touch of Russiaism
that gives it a becoming suggestion of folk quality.”

It is this “common touch” in the tune of the new
anthem which may secure its survival. National
anthems, like all folk-songs, are wusually of the
obscurest origin and are rarely written by musicians
of the first rank, such as Gretchaninov. But up to
the present Gretchaninov has owed his distinction
chiefly to his part in the renaissance of Russian
church music. “Some of his works,” says H. K.
Moderwell, in “The Art of Music,” “will stand as the
most perfect specimens of sacred music the world
over.” o :

” &
FERMIN GEMIER, director of the Theatre
Antoine, is convinced that French dramatic
® art is on the eve of a great revolution. Ha

“bel:beves that the quickening of the national consci- :

wir
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ence which came as one of the salutary attributes of
war has turned public opinion in Paris against the
persistent tendency of French playwrights fo probe
sex problems and pander to pruriency. Speaking to
the Paris correspondent of the Christian Science
Monitor, M. Gemier said that this tendency in the
French theatre had been largely responsible for
spreading abroad the idea that France had become a
degenerate nation and that it was a realization of
this shameful fact that had aroused a public demand
for change.

.As to the form this new development is to take M.
Gemier said that the recent formation of the Shakes-
peare Society in France was perhaps the first great
practical step.

M. Gemier went on to say that going back, as it
were, to Shakespeare as a point of departure, as a

" starting point where they were all agreed that trutt

had existed, it became possible to look ahead with
confidence. The experience gained by the recent
production of the “Merchant of Venice” at the An-
toine Theatre was highly encouraging. He could
state that all in France who were interested in the
theatre had been much impressed by the results ob-
tained from this first effort. The suppression of the
wings and of some of the scenery, and the putting, as
it were, of the actors in closer relation to the audi-
ence had been a great change in the right direction.
By a single stroke they had eliminated much of the
A great note of simplicity
and sincerity that was entirely new had been struck
by this new production of Shakespeare. It constit-
uted the actual start of a plan for rendering the
drama more natural and more real. :

In reply to the question as to whether the public
were ready to accept this change, M. Gemier said they
undoubtedly were. There was, in fact, a new audi-
ence already created and waiting. At present this
audience was in the trenches, but they would soon
be back from the war and the theatre must give such
representations of the drama as would meet their
psychological needs. Development in this direction
had great possibilities, and from this basis there
would, M. Gemier hoped, spring up a new style and
a new drama,

»

advocates for the educating of children at home

and who founded the league of Teacher Moth-
ers, is not very much impressed with the idea of mili-
tary training in schools. ‘“The home is the best train-
ing camp,” she says in the New York Times. “Homs
discipline, home unity, home efficiency must prepare
the way and train the indiviGual for national discip-
line, national unity and efficiency under a demo-
eratic Government.” \

Preparedness calls for a regular daily program of
home work, school work, and play, says Miss Lynch,
so that the child knows what it has to do throughout
the day. Every child must have some task to per-
form. Teach him how to do the work. Then make
him do it promptly, thoroughly, regularly. He must
work while at work. To this end, compulsion must
not be shunned. Thoroughness must be procured by
making a stand against erratic busybodyness and
requiring of the child suitable work done honestly.
He must learn respect for the finished job,

» 3

OW, the effort to repudiate conmsecription, says

the Christian Science Monitor of Boston, has
come up in the Western Hemisphere, and is
summed up by the Roman Catholic Archbishop of
Quebec in terms which
go infinitely further
than . anything the
Bishop of Killaloe or
the Archbishop of Kill-
aloe or the Archbishop
of Melbourne has ever
thought it wise to ad-
: vance. It is obvious
that conscription cannot be attacked in Canada on
the ground that the country does not enjoy repre-
sentative government. Canada not only enjoys rep-
resentative government, but the Province of Quebec
even enjoys a bilingual privilege. Therefore Cars
(Continued on page 26.) J

ELLA Frances Lynch who is one of the most activa

Christian Science
Monitor on
Cardinal Begin
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DANE COOLEDGE

Author of “The Desert Trail”

By

IMROCK JONES, prospector, discovers the

Tecolote copper mine in Arizona. The mine
is. rich in ore, but Rimrock is ‘“broke.” He gets
$10 from Lockhart, a local banker. With it he

Another throw

plays Faro and wins thousands.
and he loses all. While searching -for *‘Apex”
McBain, his chief enemy, he meets Mary Fortune,
McBain’s typist. To her he explains how McBain
euchred him out of the mine that put Gunsight on
the map. She lends him $400 on the security of
an un-named share in the Tecolote. Rimrock
comes back later with a bag of gold ore on which
he gets $2,000 loan from Lockhart. The ore was
borrowed from a Mexican; whereby Rimrock begins
to get even with a man who had previously robbed
him. Rimrock goes down to New York and
floats a company. He comes back, repays Lock-
hart, and tries to pay Mary Fortune her $400.

Mary insists cn the ‘“‘share” he had promised her.
She names one per cent. Rimrock Iis trapped.
That one per cent. throws the casting vote to Mary.
The New York man has 49; Rimrock 51. It takes
Rimrock’s 50 and Mary’s 1 to control the mine.
In a motor-ride to the Tecolote Rimrock pro-
poses marriage to Mary Fortune. She postpones
her decision. Surveyors arrive to line the rail- '
road from " Gunsight to  Tecolote. “Apex"’
" McBain and his gang undertake to jump Rimrock’s
claim. Rimrock arrives on the scene single-
handed with his gun. In the scrimmage to get
the claim jumpers off his property, he shoots
McBain. Rimrock is placed under arrest on a |
charée of murder. He goes to jail. Unable to
get bail, he also refuses to engage a lawyer, pre-
ferring to conduct his own case on a man-justice
basis. Meanwhile Mary is made Secretary of the
Company. Gunsight property booms. Jepson,
manager for the New York interests, arrives. Mary
visits Rimrock in jail and urges him to secure
counsel. He refuses. A hotel, with the company’s
offices, is built. Rimrock’s trial comes on. He is
acquitted, and returns to Gunsight. Rimrock in-
terviews Jepson and tells him plainly that he, Rim-

rock, is boss, not the New York people. lerock
Mary and Jepson ride out to the mine.. Rimrock
is satisfied with the showing of the ore. They re-

turn to town. Rimrock proposes to Mary again,
and is put off once more. A Directors’ meeting is
held. The New York interests propose marketing
a hundred million shares of common stock. Rim-
rock declares against it. They wait for Mary’s
decision.

CHAPTER XV.—(Continued.)
¢¢ ID you get that, Miss Fortune?” asked
Buckbee, suavely, “the proposition is to
issue a hundred million shares of com-
mon and start them at, say, ten cents a
share. Then by a little manipulation we=can raise
them to twenty and thirty, and from that on up to
a dollar. At that price, of course, you can unload if
you wish: I'll keep you fu.u\y informed.”

“Yes, 1 undefstood it,” she answered, “but I'm not
in favour of it. I think all stock gambling is wrong.”

“You—what?” exclaimed Buckbee, and Whitney H.
Stoddard was so astounded that he was compelleg
to unmask. His cold, weary eyes became predatory
and eager and a subtle, scornful smile twisted his
lips. Even Rimrock was surprised. She was with
bim, that was enough; lef the stock gamblers rage.
He had won in theé very first bout.

“But my dear Miss Fortune,” began Stoddard, still
smiling, “do you realize what you have done? You
have rejected a profit, at the very least, of one or
two million dollars.”

“That may be,” she said, “but I prefer not to taka
it unless we give something in return.”

“But we. do” broke in Buckbee, ‘4hat stock is
iegitimate. The people that buy it will get rich.”

“But the people who buy it last will lose,” she
said. “I know, because I did it myself,”

*“Oho!” began Buckbee, but at a glance from Stod-

i
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dard he drew back and concealed his smirk. - Then
for half an hour with his most telling arguments and
the hypnotic spell of his eyes Whitney Stoddard out-
did himself to win her over while Rimrock sat by and
smiled. He had tried that himself in days gone by
and he knew Stoddard was wasting his breath. She
bhad made up her mind and that was the end of it—
there would be no Tecolote common, Even Stoddard
saw at last that his case was hopeless and he turned
to the next point of attack.  Rimrock Jones, he knew,
cpposed him on general principles—but the girl as a
matter of conscience. They would see if that con-
science could not be utilized.

“Very well,” he said, “I’ll withdraw my motion.
Let us take up this matter of the saloon.”

“What salogn?”’ demanded Rimrock, suddenly alert
and combative, and Stoddard regarded him censo-
riously.

“I refer,” he said, “to the saloon at the camp, which
you have put there in spite of Jepson’s protests.
Now, outside the question -of general policy—the
effect on the men, the increase in accidents and the
losses that are sure to result—I wish to protest, and
to protest most vigerously, against having a whiskev
camp, I want the Tecolote to draw the best typs
of men, men of family who will make it their home,
and I think it’s a sin under circumstances like thig
to poison 'their lives with rum. I could speak on
this further, but I simply make a motion that 'I‘eco-
lote be kept a temperance camp.”

He paused and met Rimrock’s baleful glance with
@ thin-lipped fighting smile; and then the battle was
on. There were hot words in plenty and mutual re-
crimination, but Stoddard held the high moral ground.
He stuck to his pomt that employers had no right to
profit by the downfall of their men; and when it

came to the vote, without a moment’s hesitation, .

Mary Fortune cast her vote with his.

{3 HAT’S that?” yelled Rimrock, rising up black

with anger and striking a great blow on
the table. “Have I got to tell Hassayamp to go?
This old friend of mine that helped me and staked
me when nobody else would trust me? Then I re-
sign, by grab. If I can’t do a little thing like that,
I'm going to quit! Right now! You can get another
manager! I resign! Now vote on it! You've got
to accept it or——"

“l aceept it!” said Stoddard, and a wild  look
crossed Rimrock’s face as he saw where his dm-
petuosity had led him. But Mary Fortune, with an
understanding smile, shook her head and voted no.

“How do you vote?’ challenged Stoddard, trying

to spur him to the leap, but Rimrock had sensed
the chasm.

“I vote no!” he said with answering scowl. “I’ll
take care of Mr. Hicks, myself. You must take me

“for a sucker,” he added, as an afterthought, but

Stoddard was again wearing his mask. It was Buck-
bee who indulged in the laugh.
“We can’t all win,” he said, rising up to go.

of me and that Tecolote common!”

“Think

IMROCK grinned, but Stoddard had come there
for a purpose and he did not choose to unbend.

“Mr. Jones,” he began, as they were left alone, “I
see we are mot abie to agree. Every point that I
Lring up you oppose it on general principles. Have
you any suggestions for the future?”

“Why, yes,” returned Rimrock, “since I'm in con-
trol I suggest that you leave me alone. I know what
you’d like-—you’d like to have me play dead, and let
you and Jepson run the mine. But if you've got
enough, if you want to get out, I might take that
stock off your hands.”

A questioning flash came into Stoddwrds
eyes.

~“In what'way?” he enquired, cautiously.

“Well, just place a value on it, whatever you think
it’s ‘'worth, and we’ll ' get right down to business.”
Rimrock hitched up his trousers, and the square set
of his shoulders indicated his perfect willingness to
begin. “You’re not the only man,” he went on, im-
portantly, “that’s got money to put into mines.”

“Perhaps not,” admitted Stoddard, “but you take
too much for granted if you think I can be bought
out for a song.”

“Oh, no,” protested Rimrock, “I don’t think any-
thing like that. 1 expect you to ask a good price.
Yes, a big price. But figure it out, now, what you’'ve
put into the mine and a reasonable return for your
risk. Then multiply it by five, or ten, or twenty,
whatever you think it’s worth, and make me an offer

keen

. on paper.”

“Not at all! Not at all!” rapped out Stoddard,
hastily, “I'm in the market to buy.”

“Well, then, make me an offer,” said Rimrock,
bluffly, “or Miss Fortune here, if she'd like to sell

Here, I'll tell you what you do—you name me a figure :

that you’ll either buy at, or sell!
ain’t it?”

A fretful shadow came over Stoddard’s face as
he found himself still on the defence and he sought
to change his ground.

“T'll tell you frankly why I make this offer—it’s
on account of the Old Juan claim. If you had shown
any tendency to be in the least reasonable I'd be the
last to propose any change————"

“Never mmd about that,” broke in Rimrock, per-
emptorily, “I'll take your word for all that. The
question is—what’s your price?”

“I don’t want to sell!” snapped out
peevishly, “but I’ll give you twenty million dollars
for your hundred thousand shares of stock.”

“You offered that before,” countered Rimrock,
coolly, “when I was shut up in the County jail. But
I'm out again now and I guess you can see I don’t
figure on being stung.”

“I'll give you thirty million,” said Stoddard, speak-
ing slowly, “and not a dollar more.”

“Will you sell out for that?”’ demanded Rimrock,
instantly.

Now, that’s fair,

~ Stoddard,

“Will you take forty for what you hold?




™ here to buy. And you'll live

You won't? Then what are you oftering it to me for?
Haven’t 1 got the advantage of control?”

“Well, perhaps wyou have,” answered Stoddard,
doubtfully, and turned and looked straight at Mary.
“Miss Fortune,” he said, “I don’t know you intimately,
but you seem to be a reasonable woman. May I -ask
at this time whether it is your present intention to
hold your stock, or to sell?”

“I intend to hold my stock,” replied Mary, very
quietly, “and to vote it whichever way seems best.”

“Then am I to understand that you don’t follow
Mr. Jones blindly, and that he has no control over
your stock?”

ARY nodded, but as Stoddard leaned forward
with an offer she hurried on to explain.

“But at the same time,” she said, in her gentlest
umanner and with a reassuring glance at her lover,
“when we think what hardships Mr. Jones had en-
dured in order to find this mine, and all he has been
through since, I think it is no more than right that
he should remain in control.”

“Aha! 1 see!” responded Stoddard, cynically,
“may I enquire if you young people have an under-
standing?”

“That is none of your business,” she answered,
sharply, but. the telltale blush was there.

“Ah, yes, excuse me,” murmured Stoddard, play-
fully, “a lady might well hes«itate—wit\x him!”

He cast a teasing glance in the direction of Rim-
rock and perceived he had guessed right again.
“Well, well,” he hurried on, “that does make a differ-
ence—it’s the most uncertain element in"the game.
But all this aside, may I ask you young people if you
have a top price for your stock. I don’t suppose I
can meet it, but it’s'no harm to mention it. Don’t
be modest—whatever it is!” @

“A hundred million dollars!” spoke up Rimrock,
promptly, “that’s what I\v.a-lue my share of the mine.”

“And you?” began Stoddard, with a quizzical smile,
but Mary seemed not to hear. It was a way she had,
when a {hing was to be avoided; but Stoddard raised
his voice. “And you, Miss Fortune?” he called, in-
sistently. “How much do you want for you~ stock ?”

She glanced up, startled,
then looked at Rimrock, and
dropped her eyes to the .
table.

“I don’t wish to seil,” she
answered quietly, and the
two men glared at each
other.

“Mr. Jones,” began Sted-
dard, in the slow, measured
tones of a priest who in-
vokes the only god he

* knows, “I’'m a man of few
words——ﬁow, you can take .
this or leave it. I’ll give you
—fifty—million—dollars!”

“Nothing doing!’” answer-
ed Rimrock. “I don’t want
to sell. Will you take fifty

Millions for yours?” ,

For a moment Stoddard
hesitated, then his face be-
came set and his voice
ragped harshly in his throat.

“No!” he said. “I came
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to wish you had sold!”
“Like hell!” retorted Rim-
rock. “This has been my
day, TI'll know where I'mi ¢
at, from now on.”

CHAPTER XVI.
The Tiger Lady.

HE winter came on with its rains and soft ver-

dure and desert shrubs bursting with bloom

and, for a man who professed to know just exactly
Swhere he was at, Rimrock Jones was singularly dis-
trait. 'When he cast down the glove to Whitney H,
Stoddard, that glutton for punishment who had never
quit yet, he had looked for something to happen.
Bach morning he rose up with the ‘confident expecs
tation of hearing that the Old Juan was jumped; but
that high, domelike butte remained as lifeless as
_®ver, without a single guand to herd the apex claim.

UANADIAN VYUUKIEKRK

Then he fell to watching Jepson and talking to fhe
miners and snooping for sowme hidden scheme, but
Jepson went ahead with his machine-like efficiency
until the Tecolote began to turn out ore.

Day and night the low thunder of the powerful
batteries told of the milling of hundreds of tons; and
the great concentrator, sprawling down on the broad
Lillside, washed out the copper and separated it frem
the muck. Long trains of steel ore-cars received
the precious concentrates and bore them off to the
distant smelters, and at last there came the day when
the steady outlpay ceased and the money began to
pile up in the bank. L. W.s bank, of course; for
since the fatal fight he had been Rimrock’s banker
and bosom friend. But that ended the long wait.
At the sight of all that money Rimrock Jones began
) sgpend.

For a year and more Rimrock had been careful and
provident—that is, careful and provident for him.
Six months of that time had been spent in the County
Jail, and since then he had been watching Stoddard.
But now Whitney H. Stoddard—and Jepson, too—
were uniformly \g_olite and considerate. There was
no further question—whatever Rimrock ordered was
done and charged up to the Company. That had
been Stoddard’s payment for his share of the mine,
and now the money was pouring back. Rimrock
watched it and wondered, then he simply watched
it; and at last he began to spend.

His first big blow-out was a raid on The Mint,
where Ike Bray still ran his games; and when Rir-
rock rose up from the faro table he owned the place,
fixtures and all. It-had been quite a brush, but Rim-
rock was lucky; and he had a check-book this time,
for more luck, That turned the scales, for he out-
held the bank; and, when he had won The Minft, he
presented it to Old Hassayamp Hicks.

“They can talk 411 they please,” ‘Je said in his pre-

_sentation speech which, though brief, invoked tre-
mendous applause, “but the man don’t live that can
say I don’t remember my friends.”

Yet how difficult it is to retain all our friends,
though we come with gifts in both hands! Rimrock
rewarded Hassayamp and L. W.,, and Woo Chong,

And as all the world seemed far away, they took no notice of a ghost.

and every man who had done him a kind act. “If
money can cement friendships he had won over the
whole tewn, but with Mary Fortune he had failed.
On that first-triumphant night when, after their bou®
with Stoddard, they realized the true value of their
mine; in the dim light of the balcony and speaking

- gecretly into her ear, he had won, for one instant, a

kigs. But it was a kiss of ecstasy, of joy at their
triumph and the thought that she had saved him from
defeat; and when he laid hold of her and demanded
another she had fought back and leapt up and fled.

o
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And after that, repentance; the same, joyless wait-
ing; and, at last, drink again, to forget. And then
humbler repentance and forgiveness of a }iind, but
the sweet trustfulness was lost from her
smile.

So with money and friends there came little happi-
ness, either for Rimrock or yet for her. They looked
ay each other across a chasm of differences where
any chance word might offend. He had alluded at
one time to the fact that she was deaf and she had
avoided his presence for days. And she had a way,
when his breath smelled of drink, of drawing her
head away. Once when he spoke to her in his loud,
outdoor voice, she turned away and burst into tears;
but she would never explain what it was that hurt
her, more than to ask him not to do it again. So
it went until his wild, ungoverned nature broke all
bounds and he turned to drink.

Yet if the first phase of his devotion had been
passed by Rimrock he was not lacking in attentions
of a kind, and so one evening as the West-bound train
was due, Mary found herself waiting for him in the
ladies’ balcony. This oriental retreat, giving them
a view of the lobby without exposing them to the
rough talk of the men, was common ground for the
women of the hotel, and as she looked over the rail-
ing Mary was distinctly conscious of the chic Mrs.
Jepson, sitting near. Mrs. Jepson, as the wife of the
Tecolote Superintendent, was in a social class by
herself and, even after Mary’s startling rise to a
d‘ire&c)tors’hip in the Company, Mrs. Jepson stiil
thought of her as a typist. Still a certain feeling of
loyalty to her husband, and a natural fear for his
job, had prompted Mrs. Jepson, in so far as possible,
te overlook this mere accident of occupation. And
behind her too-sweet smile there was another motive
—her woman’s curiosity was piqued. Not only did
this deaf girl, this ordinary typist, hold the fate of
her husband in her hand, but she could, if she wished,
marry Rimrock Jones himself and become the wife
of a millionaire. ‘And yet she did not do it. This
was out of the ordinary, even in Mrs. Jepson’s
stratum of society, and so she watched her, dis-
creetly.

HE train ’bus dashed up
outside the door and
the usual crowd of people
came in. There was a whiif
of cold air, for the winter
night was keen, and then
a strange woman apupéare-d.
She walked in with a
presence, escorted by Jep-
son, who was returning
from a flying trip East; and
immediately every eye, in-
cluding Mrs. Jepson’s, was
shifted and riveted upon
her., She was a tall, slen-
der woman, in a black pic-
ture-hat, and from the slope
of her slim shoulders to the
high heels of her slippers
she was wrapped in a single
tiger skin. Not a Bengal
tiger with black and tawny
stripes, but a Mexican tiger
cat, ‘all leopard spots and
red, with gorgeous rosettes
in five parallel rows that
merged in the pure white
‘of the breast. It was a
regal robe, fit to clothe a
queen, and as she came in,
laughing, -she displayed the
swift, undulating stride of
the great beast which had
worn that fine skin.

They came down to the desk and the men who had
preceded them gave way to let her pass, She regis-
tered her name, meanwhile making some gay answer
to a jesting remark from Jepson, who laid aside his
dignity to laugh. The clerk joined the merriment.
whereupon it was instantly assumed that the lady
was quite correct. But women, so they say, are pre-
ternaturally quick to recognize an enemy of \the
home. As Mary gazed down she became suddenly
conscious of a sharp rapping on the balcony rail and,
looking up, she beheld Mrs, Jepson leaning over,

e
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glaring at her husband. Perhaps Jepson looked up
—nhe sensed her in some way—and, remembering,
glanced wildly about. And then, to the moment, in
came Rimrock Jones, striding along with his big hat
in his hand.

T happened as in a play, the swift entrance of the
hero, a swifter glance, and the woman smiled. At
gight of that tigerskin coat Rimrock stopped dead
ir his tracks—and Jepson saw his chance to escape.
“Mr. Jones,” he beckoned frantically, “let me in-
troduce you to Mrs. Hardesty. Excuse me!” And

lhe slipped away. There were explanations later, in '

the privacy of the Jepson apartments, but Mr. Jepson
never could quite understand. Mrs. Hardesty had
come out with a card from Mr. Stoddard and it was
his duty, no less, to look after her. But meanwhile
the drama moved swiftly, with Mary in the balcony
looking on. She could not hear, but her eyes told her
everything and~soon she, too, slipped away. Her
appointment was neglected, her existence forgotten.
Slie had come-—the other woman!

“Ah. wel'i, well!” the woman cried as she opened
her eyes at Rimrock and held out a jeweled hand,
“have you forgotten me already? I used to see you
so often—at the Waldorf, but you won’t remember!”

“Oh! Back in New York!” exclaimed Rimrock,
heartily. “What’d you say the name? Oh, Hardesty!
Oh, yes! You were a friend of——"

“Mr. Buckbee! Oh, I was sure you would remem-
Ler me! TI've come out to look at your mine!”

They shook hands at that and the crowd moved
off further, though it increased as the circle ex-
panded, and then Rimrock looked again at the tiger-
skin.

“Say, by George!;’ he exclaimed with unctuous ad-
miration, ‘“ain’t that the finest tiger-skin you ever
saw. And that’s no circus product—that’s a genuins
tigre, the kind they have in Old Mexico!”

“0Oh, you have been in Mexico? Then that’s how

you knew it! 1 meet so many ~\p'eolp]e who don’t know.

Yes, I have an interest in the famous Tigre Mine and
this was given me by a gentleman there!”

“Well, he must have been crazy over you!” de-
clared Rimrock, frankly, “or he'd never have parted
with that skin!”

“Ah, you flatter me!” she said, and turned to the
clerk with an inquiry regarding her room.

“Give her the best there is!” spoke up Rimrock,
with authority, “and charge it up to the Company.
No, now mever you mind! Ain*{ you a friend of
Buekbee’s? And didn’t you come out to see our
mine ?”’

“Oh, thank you very much,” answered Mrs. Har-
desty, sweetly, “I prefer to pay, if you don’t mind.”

“Your privilege,” conceded Rimrock, “this is a
fine, large, free country. We try to give ’em all what
they want.”

“%“Yes, it is!” she exclaimed, “Isn’t the colouring

wonderful!
plains? Can’t we wsit down here somewhere? I'm
just dying to talk with you. And I have business
to talk over, t0o.”

“Oh, not here!” exclaimed Rimrock, as she glanced
about the lobby. “This may mot be the Waldorf, but
we've got some class all the same. Come up to the
balcony—hbuilt especially for the ladies—say, how’s
friend Buckbee and the wgest?”

ND then with the greatest gallantry in the world
he escorted her to Mary’s own balcony There
was another, across the well, but he did not even
think of it. He had forgotten that Mary was in the
world. As they sat in the dim alcove he found him-
self telling long stories and listening to the gossip
of New York. Every word that he said was received
with soft laughter, or rapt silence or a ready jest;
and when she in her turn took the conversation in
hand he found her sharing with him a new and un-
seen world. It was a woman’s world, full of odd
surprises. Everything she did seemed quite sweet
and reasonable and at the same time daring and
bizarre. She looked at things differently, with a sort
¢’ worldly-wise tolerance and an ever-changing, pro-
vocative smile. Nothing seemed to shock her even
when, to try her, he moved closer; and yet she could
understand.
1t was a revelation to Rimrock, the laughing way
she restrained him; and yet it baffled him, too. They

v

And have you spent all your life on these -
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sat there quite late, each delving into the mystery
of the other’s personality and mind, and as the lower
lights were switched off and the alcove grew dimmer,
the talk became increasingly intimate. A vein of
poetry, of unsuspected romance, developed in Rim-
rock’s mind and, far from discouraging it or seeming
tc belittle it, Mrs. Hardesty responded in kind. It
was a rare experience in people so different, this ex-
change of innermost thoughts, and as their voices
grew lower and all the world seemed far away, they
took mo notice of a ghost.

It was a woman’s form, drifting past in the dark
corridor where the carpet was so thick and soft. It
paused and passed on and there was a glint of metal,
as of a band of steel over the head. Except for that
it might have been any woman, or any aneasy ghost.
For night is the time the dead past comes back and
the soul mourns over what is lost—but at dawn the
spirits vanish and the work of the world goes on.

Mary Fortune appeared late at the Company office,
for she had very little to do; and even when there
she sat tense and silent. Why not? There was
nothing to do. Jepson ran the mjine and everything
about it, and Rimrock attended to the rest. All she

NE of our more or less regular wo-

man contributors says in a recent
letter concerning things she reads in this
paper: ‘‘I like Rimrock Jones, far ahead
of Number 70, Berlin. I think we are a
little tired of German spies.’”’ The more
we study Rimrock more worth while he
seems to be. He is worth in fact rather
more while than we allotied him at the
start. Not to rush Rimrock off the stage
before too many of our new subscribers
have a chance to make his acquaintance,
we have decided to let him stay in the
Courier until about the first week in Oc-
tober. As the days get shorter, the instal-
ments of Rimrock will shorten up also.
But we definitely engage to have him off
the boards by the middle of October to
make room for the next.

had to do was to keep-track of the records and act
as secretary to the Board of Directors. They mnever
met now, except perfunctorily, to give Rimrock more
money to spend. He came in as she sat there, dash-
ing past her for some papers, and was dashing out
when she spoke his name.

“Oh, Mr. Jones,” she said, and, dimly noting-its

* formality, he paused and questioned her greeting.

“Oh, it’s Mister again, is it?” he observed, stopping
reluctantly.  “Well, what’s the matter now?”

“Yes, it's Mister,” she said, managing to smile
quite naturally.
was ‘Mister'—since you made your pile and all that
—but, Mister, I'm going away.”

“Going away!” exclaimed Rimrock, suddenly turn-
ing to look at her; and then he came hurriedly back.

“Say, what’s the matter?’ he asked, uneasily,
“have I done something else that is wrong?”

“Why, no,” she laughed, “what a conscience you
have! DPm going East for an operation—I should
have gone long ago. Oh, yes, I've been thinking
about it for quite a while; but now I'm going to go.
You don’t know how I dread it. It’s very painful,
and if it doesn't make me any better it’s likely to
make me——"

“Oh,” said Rimrock, thoughtfully, rubbing his chin,
“well, say, when do you want to go?
myself and there ought to be one of us——”

" “So soon?” enquired Mary, and as Rimrock looked
at her he caught a twinkle in her eyes. Not-of mer-
riment, exactly, but of swift understanding and a
hidden, cynical scorn. :

“What d’ye mean?” he blustered. ““Ain’'t T got a
right——" -

“Why, certainly,” she returned, still with that
subtle resentment, “I have no objections at all. Only
it might make a difference to Mr, Stoddard if he
found us both away.”

“Aw, nat’s all bosh!” broke out Rimrock, im-

1

“You know you told me your name _

I'm going East

patiently, “he’s got his hands more than full in New _
York. I happen to know he’s framing up a copper
deal that will lay the Hackmeisters wide open. That’s
why I want to go back. Mrs. Hardesty says——"

“Mrs. Hardesty?”

Rimrock stopped and looked down. Then he picked
up his hat and made another false start for the door.

“Yes, Mrs. Hardesty—she came in last night. That
lady that wore the tiger skin.”

“Oh!” said Mary, and something in her voice
seemed to stab him in the back as he fled.

“Say, what do you mean?’ he demanded, coming
angrily back, “you speak like something was wrong.
Can’t a man look twice at some other woman without
your saying: ‘Oh!’” I want you fo understand that
this Mrs. Hardesty is just as good as you are. And
what’s more, by grab, she’s got stock in cur Company
and we ought to be treating her nice. Yes, she
bought it from Stoddard; and if I could just pull her
over o

“How much stock?”’ asked Mary, reaching sud-
denly for a book, and Rimrock fidgeted and turned
red.

“Two thousand shares!” he said, defiantly.
got as much as you have.”

“Oh!” murmured Mary, as she ran through the
book, and Rimrock flew into a fury.

“Now, for the love of Mike!” he cried, striding to-
wards her, “don’t always be pulling that book! I
know you know where,every share is, and just who
transferred it to who, but this Mrs. Hardesty has
told me she’s got it and that ought to be enough!’’ -

“Why, certainly!” agreed Mary, instantly closing
the book. * “I just didn’t recall the name. -Is she
waiting for you now? . Then don’t let me detain you.
T'll be starting East to-night.”

Rimrock gocked on his feet in impotent anger as
he groped for a fitting retort.

“Well, go then!” he said.  “What do I give a
damn?” And he rushed savagely out of the room.

i

“She’s
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' CHAPTER XVII.
An Afterthought.

T was part of the violent nature of Rimrock that
his wrath fell upon both the just and the unjust,
Mary Fortune had worsted him in their passage
at arms and left him bruised from head to heels.
She had simjply let him come on and at every bludgeon
stroke she had replied with a rapier thrust. Without
saying a word against the character of Mrs. Hardesty
she had conveyed the thought that she was an adven-
turess; or, if not exactly that, then something less
than a lady. And the sure way in which she had
reached for that book was proof positive that the
stock was not recorded. But the thing that mad-
dened him most, and against which there was no
known defence, was her subtle implication that Mrs.
Hardesty was at the bottom of his plan to go Hast.
And so, with the fury still hot in his brain, he made
poor company on the road to the Tecolote.

Since Mrs. Hardesty had come, as a stockholder of
course, to look over the Company’s properties, it
was necessary that she should visit the mine, though
she was far from keen for the trip. She came ‘down
at.last, heavily veiled from the sunshine, and Rim-
rock belped her into his machine; but, being for the
moment in a critical mood and at war in his heart
against all women, he looked at her with different
eyes. For the best complexion that was ever laid on
will not stand the test of the desert and in the glare
of white light she seemed suddenly older and pitifully
made up and painted. Even the flash of pearly teeth
and the dangerous play of her eyes could not hide
the dark shadows beneath; and her conversation,
on the morning after, seemed slightly artificial and
forced. ;

Perhaps, in that first flight of their unleashed
souls when they sat close in the balcony alone, they
had' reached a height that could never be attained
when the sun was strong in their eyes. They
crouched behind the windshield, for Rimrock drove
recklessly, and went roaring out across the desert
and between the rush of the wind and the sharp
kick of the chuck-holes conversation was out of the
question. Then they came to the camp, with its—
long rows of deal houses and the rough bulk of the
concentrator and mill; and even this, to Mrs. Har
desty’s wind-blown eyes, must have seemed exceed-
ingly Western and raw.




A mine, at the -best, is but a hole
in the ground; and that which appears
on top—the shaft-houses and stacks
and trestles and dumps—'—is singularly
barren of interest. The Tecolote was
better than most, for there were open
cuts - with steam shovels scooping up
the ore, and miners driving holes into

the ghattered formation and powder-.

men loading S'hots. Rimrock showed
it all faithfully, and they watched
some blasts and tock a ride in the
gliding cars, but it was hardly a trip
that the average lady would travel
from New York to take. So they
both breathed a sigh when the ordeal
was over and the car had taken them
home.

T the door of the hotel -Mrs. Hard-

esty disappeared, which gave
Rimrock a chance for a drink, but
as he went past the desk the clerk
called him back and added to the bur-
den of his day.

“What's these?’ demanded Rim-
rock as the clerk handed over some
keys, but he knew them all too well.

“The keys to the office, sir. Miss
Fortune left quite suddenly and re-
quested me to deliver them to you.”

“Where’d she go?’ he asked, and,
not getting an answer, he burst into

" a fit of cursing. He could see it all
mow. She had not gone for an oper-
ation, she had gone because she was
mad. She was jealous, and that was
her way of showing it—she. had gone
off and left him in a hole. He ought
to have known from that look in her
eye and the polite, smiling way she
talked. Now he was tied to the mast
and if he went to New York he would
have to turn over the mine to Jep-
son! And that would give Jepson
just the chance he wanted to jump
the Old Juan claim.

~ For a man who was worth fifty mil-
Yion dollars and could claim a whole
town for his friends Rimrock put in a
most miserable night as he dwelt on
‘this blow to his hopes. He was like
a man checkmated at chess—every
way he turned he was sure to lose if

~he moved. For the chance of winning
a hypothetical two thousand shares,
which Stoddard was supposed to have
gold to Mrs. Hardesty, he had thrown
away and lost forever his control over
Mary Fortune’s stock. Now, if he
followed after her and tried to make
his peace, he might lose his chance
with. Mrs. Hardesty as well; and if
he stayed with her Mary was fully

“capable of throwing her vote with
Stoddard’s. It was more than her
stock, it was her director’s vote that
he needed above everything else!

Rimrock paced up and down.in his
untidy room and struggled to find a
way out. With Mary gone he could
not evem vote a dividend unless he
came to an agreement with Stoddard.
He could not get the money to carry
out his plans, not even when it lay

in bank. He could not appoint a new

secretary, to carry on the work while
he made hig trip to New York. He
couldn’t do anything but stay right
there and wait until he heard from
her! ! 3

It was a humiliating position for a
man to find himself in, and especially
after his talk with Mrs. ﬁardesty.
Perhaps he had not considered the
ways and means very carefully, but
he had promised her to go back to
New York. A man like him, with his
geniug for finance and his masterful
oontrol of men, a man who could rise

1 it
e e
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in a single year from a prospector to
a copper king; such a man was wasted
in provincial Arizona—his place was
in Wall Street, New York. So she
had said that night when they sat
close together and their souls sought
the high empyrean of dreams—and
now he was balked by a woman. Mas-
ter of men he was, and king of finance
he might be, but woman was still his
bane. ;

He looked at it again by the cold
light of day and that night he ap-
pealed to Mrs. Hardesty. She was a
woman herself, and wise in the ways
of jealousy, intrigue and love. A
single word from her and this impene-
trable mystery might be cleared up
like mist befere the sun. And she

COURIER

through her, indirectly, that all this
trouble had occurred. Until her ar-
rival there had never been a moment
when he had seriously worried over
Mary.. She had scolded, of course,
about his gambling and drinking and
they had had their bad half hours, off
and on; but never for an instant had
there been the suggestion of a break
in their business affairs. About that,
at least, she had always been reason-
able; but now she was capable of any-
thing. It would not surprise him to
get a telegram from Stoddard that he
was coming out to take over the con-
trol; nor to discover later, across the
directors’ table, Mary Fortune sitting
grimly by. He knew her too well!
If she once got started! But he
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HEY met at dinner, the lady being

indisposed during the day as a re-
sult of their strenuous trip, but she
came down now, floating gracefully in
soft draperies and Rimrock knew why
he had built those broad stairs. He
had thought, in jail, that he was
building them for Mary, but they were
for Mrs. Hardesty after all. . She was
a queen no less in her filmy gown
than in the tigerskin cloak that she
wore, and Rimrock dared to use the
same compliment on her that he had
coined for Mary Fortune. They dined
together in a secluded corner on the
best that the chef could produce—and
for a Chinaman, he acecomplished
miracles—but Rimrock said nothing of
his troubles. The talk was whoﬁly of

ought to help him because it was passed—it was up to Mrs. Hardesty. (Continued on page. 25.)
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Malaughlin ** Light Six " Valve-in-Nesd Touring Car
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Points of Merit

The New McLaughlin Models

Eclipse all Previous Standards
of Beauty and Value

VEN more graceful in design with great-
er power the new series “E” more
than maintains the supremacy accorded

“Canada’s Standard Car ” for eight succes-
sive seasons.

The famous McLaughlin valve-in-head motor
develops more power than any other type
of motor of the same bore and stroke, and
develops this reserve power with the
minimum ' gasoline consumption. Every
mechanical feature of McLaughlin gars has
been perfectéd to the same high standard of
efficiency as the motor.

McLaughlin designers and engineers have
built 12 body styles of rare beauty—worthy
masterpieces of our congh builders’ art,
This complete line of 12 new models built
in one group of factories and distributed by
12 branches and over 300 dealers from coast
‘to coast includes a car for every need.

See the new series “E” before you buy your
car.
SEND FOR NEW CATALOGUE

“WHEN BETTER AUTOMOBILES ARE BUILT,
5 McLAUGHLIN WILL BUILD THEM"

See the New Series at the Nearest
McLaugh!in Branch or Dealers’
Show Rooms

Molaughiin 8- Passenger Valve-in-Head Touring Caro

E-8-48 Reguler, Built on the Same Chassle
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UPPER CANADA COLLEGE

TORONTO ®
_Founded 1829 by SIR JOHN COLBORNE, Governor of Upper Canada ___

A Boarding School for Boys

AUTUMN TERM begins THURSDAY, SEPT. 13th, at 10 a.m.
BOARDERS RETURN ON THE 12th

Courses for University, Royal Military College and Business. Senijor and
Preparatory Schools in separate buildings with full equipment. Large
grounds in suburban district. Detached infirmary, with resident nurse.
Summer camp at Lake Timagami conducted by the Physical Instructor
of the College. School Calendar, containing full particulars, will be

l fupa TR S capilicasion, ARNOLD MORPHY, Bursar.
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) Successes 1917: 1st and 2nd $2

%) places RM.C.; Nine Passes §2n
Entrance R.M.C. and R.C.N.;
Four Matriculations M ¢ Gill.

Preparatory, Junior and

Senior Departments, Physi- & P’
cal I'raining, Manual Train- O-A_NAD

ing, Swimming, Riding,
7 Drawing, Music, Rinks,
Tennis Courts.

Rinley

UpEer School prepares Boys for Matriculation 'in

('I n l I P g P the Universities and Professions and for Business.
Rev. J. O. Miller, M.A.,D.CL.

RE-OPENS SEPT. 11th, 1917 . '

Term commences Sept. 12th,

MONREAL Head Master, C.S Fosbery, M.A.

" Lower School for Boys under Fourteen. There are

only a few vacancies for next térm.

St. Catharines, Ont.

Principal

St. Andrety’'s QEnIIége

TORONTO
A CANADIAN SCHOOL FOR BOYS
UPPER AND LOWER SCHOOLS
Careful Oversight Thorough Instruction
Large Playina Fields Excellent Situation
Autumn Term Commences Sept. 12, 1917
| REV. D. BRUCE MAGCDONALD, M.A.,LL.D., HEADMASTER
b | o A 3 Calendar sent on application

TS COLLEGE

CANADA

ST. MARGARE
TORONTO A RESIDENTIAL AND DAY SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

FULL ACADEMIC COURSE, FROM PREPARATORY TO
HONOUR MATRICULATION. MUSIC=~ART—HOUSEHOT D
SCIENCE—PHYSICAL EDUCATION —GAMES —SWIMMING

Mgs. GEORGE DICESON, President
SCHOOL REOPENS SEPT. 12th.

Miss J. E. MACDONALD, Principal
Celendar sent on application

COLLEGE

Domestic Science ; Social Ec.
onomics and Civics; Commer.

cial Work; Physicay
Training — gymmnas.
ium, swimming pool,
systematized play’,

LADIES’

ONTARIO

Academic courses from Pre-
paratory Work to Junior Mat-
riculation, Teachers’
Certificates and First
Year University;
Music,Art, Oratory

Write for illustrated Ml %3 i o e Reo. F. L. Farewcll,
calalogue to oy gLt 18 gy B.A.,FJ.'.!!.,Whlll!:d
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One stroke of a bell in a thick fog does not give any lasting impression of its
location, but when followed by repeated strokes at regular intervals the densest
fog or the darkest night cannot long conceal its whereabouts. Likewise a single
insertion of an advertisement as compared with regular and systematic adver-
tising is in effect not unlike a sound which, heard but faintly once, is lost in

space and soon forgotten,
/ (}
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No Better Than Opium

INCE the Classics vs. English mat-
S ter referred to in these pages a

few weeks ago from the Fort-
nightly Review, other oracles have
been taking a hand in the contro-
versy. We quote from August Cur-
rent Opinion: :

The defence of the classics in Am-
erican education is eloquently sum-
med up by Senator Henry Cabot
Lodge in this manner:

“To the mass of mankind science
means the steam-engine and the tele-
graph, the telephone, the dynamo,
~and the motor-car, wireless telegraphy,
and aeroplanes. No one would think
of belittling the value and helpfulness
of these wonderful inventions which
have beneficent purposes. But they
all minister to physical comfort. They
leave the soul of man untouched. The
spirit of man, that which is highest
in him, is not lifted up and strength-
ened by an automobile or a traction-
engine or even by an incandescent
electric lamp. But the thoughts of

“"men, of the philosophers, the moral-

ists, and the preachers of religion,
of artists and architects, of the dra-
matists, the singers and the poets,
whether conveyed to us in paintings,
statues, and buildings, or in books,
are the real forces which have moved
the world.”

The case against the classical lan-
guages, as presented by H. G. Wells
in the same review, is an attack on R.
W. Livingstone’s “A Defence of Class-
ical Education” (Macmillan). Mr.
Wells declares that most of those
who are most swigorous in their claims
that a knowledge of Latin and Greek
is most helpful in the creation of a
fine English 's\tyle, are themselves,
for the most part, poor and mediocre
writers of English. ¢“If these men do
not use their own language nicely, if
they miss its subtle opportunities and
reason din English with a blunted
edge, we are left skeptical by their
enthusiasm for the wunapproachable
subtlety of two languages which, after
all, they cannot possibly know so well
nor use so freely as they do their
own.” )

The fact, Mr. Wells, continues, that
they have failed to bring the treasure
over into English (since translations
are said ‘to fail in this), “is the most
fatal flaw in their very flawed case.”
One must approach this problem in
the role of a father, Mr. Wells thinks.
“I wanted my boy to be as highly
educated, as well educated, as pos-
gible. . . . He is to be an illuminated
man.” But, even granting the value
of the humanities, the father must
remember jthat, after all, his son is
English or American.

“He is going to think in English,
and he will not do that well unless he
has exercised himself in every pos-
sible use of our most flexible, beauti-
ful, expressgive, and very difficult
tongue. He cannot afford to keep it
only for the meaner uses, because il
will bé necessarily the medium of all
his private thinking. Greek Ilitera-
ture may contain thé most marvel-
ous intellecfual yeast, but it is no real
good to him until it is fermenting and
reacting in that flow of English
thoughts and ideas which will be the
egsential aim. I do nmot want him to
go off for private mental exaltation
into a study, and come out of it again
not even trailing clouds of glory into
his every-day life. Such learning is
no better than opium”

. J. A. PaTerson, K.C.,

- ool R
College Heinghta - G:nronfu.
A Churel Besidentiol and Bay
Srhnol fur Girla e seiie
Healthy situation in Residential Section of

Toronto, with S8even Acres of Playing Fields.
Cemplete Courses from KINDERGARTEN fo MATRICULATION. Specish
Departments for HOUSEHOLD SCIENCE — MUSIC —TEACHING ~— ART,
Pres., The Lord Bishop of Teronte. Prin., Miss Walsh, M.A. (Dublin)

Head Mistress, Junior School, Miss A.M. V. Rossster, (Higheg
Certificate National Froebel Union), Late of Cheltenham
Ladies’ College, For Calcndar apply to the Bursar.

Re-opens Friday, September 14 h
Boarders enter Thursday, September 13th

estminster
q uege = Gorontq

A RESIDENTIAL SCHOOIL
FOR GIRLS

Situated opposite Queen’s Park,
Bloor Street West

Re-opens Wednesday, September 12th

Calend ded

onr t

President Principal

St. Agnes’ School

Belleville - Ontario

Patron. The Lord Bishop of Ontario—Advisory
Board. His Honour Judge Wills; H. F. Ketcheson,
Esq., Mayor: J. Elliott, Mgr. Standard Bank—
Junior School and Preparation for the Univer-
sities—School of Music, Ernest Wheatley. A.R.
C.0., Director, Special A.T.C.M. Course—Miss
F. B. Carroll, Principal.
School re-opens on Sept. 12th, 1917

DEPARTMENT OF THE NAVAL
SERVICE,.

Royal Naval College of Canada.

ANNUAL examinations for entry of

Naval Cadets into this College are
held . at the examination centres of the
Civil Service Commission in May each
year, successful candidates joining the
College on or about the 1st August fol-
lowing the examination,

Applications for entry are recczlved up
to the 15th April by the Secretary, Civil
Service Commission, Ottawa, from whom
blank entry forms can be obtalned.

Candidates for examination must have
passed their fourteenth birthday, and not
reached their sixteenth birthday, on the
1st July following the examination. .

Further details can be obtained on
application to G. J. Desbarats, C.ALG.,
Deputy Minister of the Naval Service,
Department of the Naval Service, Ottawa.

G. J. DESBARATS.
Deputy Minister of the Naval Service.
Department of the Naval Service,
Ottawa, March 12, 1917.

Unauthorized publication of this ad-

vertisement will not be paid for.

/0r Sprains

Absorbine, Jr.bringsquickrelief. Keep
i italwaysat hand for instant use

AbsorbineJ’

JHE ANTISEPTIC LINIMENT

R TS
You will find it pleasant and con-
 venient to use and remarkably
efficacious. )

Absorbine, Jr. invigorates jaded
muscles, limbers the joints, and
prevents second-day soreness
and lameness,

$r.00 a 'bottle. Druggists or postpaid,
W. F. YOUNG, P.D.F.
282 Lymans Bldg. - Montre.1, Can.

"FRANK S. WELSMAN
Planist.

Studio for Lessons at Toronto
Conservatory of Music.

Residence: 30 Admiral Road. a

STAMPS AND COINS.

PACKAG\ES free to collectors for 2 cents
postage; also offer hundred different

foreign stamps; catalogue; hinges;: five

cents. We buy stamps. Marks Stamp

Co., Toronto. :

t

Mgs. A. R. GREGORY, .




Letters to the Editor

WHAT MIGHT HAVE BEEN.

Edmonton, August 17, 1917.
Editor, Canadian Courier:

In. my copy of your paper, dated the
4th August, on page 6, there are these
words: ‘“Three years ago next Sunday
morning the Grand Fleet of Great Bri-
tain sailed’ away to the North Sea.”

This is not historically correct. In the
month of August, 1914, I saw a postcard
and a letter written by an officer of the
Grand Fleet to his brother. The post-
card ‘was dated a few days before the
Wwar commenced, I think about the 29th
of July, when things were getting very
hot, and it stated that the Grand Fleet
was sailing at sunrise the next morning.
The letter which followed was written
from the Fleet and stated that the Grand
Fleet left Portland at sunrise and went
as hard as they could go straight for a
point. on the Norwegian coast, where
they hit the whole German Fleet. Ad-
miral Callaghan wirelessed T.ondon for
orders to begin action, but he was told
that war had not been declared and noth-
ing could be done. When the British
Fleet came up to the German the Ger-
man Fleet turned round and made for
cover and all the British Fleet could do
was to shepherd the German Fleet into
Kiel Harbour.

I knew these facts in August, 1914,
but did not like to divulge them at that
period.

HERBERT C. HARDY.

RECRUITING RETURNS.
BEditor, Canadian Courier:

In publishing in your issue of 4th in-
stant the recruiting returns given out
by Mr. J. W. Edwards, you appear to
have more moral ecourage than most
Canadian editors. The most material
figures were sent to a local daily journal
which for many a month gibed and jeered
at the Americans and taunted them with
being “‘top proud to fight.” They ap-
pear to have been deemed wunsuitable
fare for the tender digestive organs of
its readers.

Over a year ago a cablegram appeared
in the Melbourne (Australia) Herald
stating that there was great war enthu-
giasm in Canada and that 90 per cent.
of the recruits were native-born. Some
months ago the London (England) Times
gave the perecentage as 75. There have
evidently been deliberate attempts made
to mislead people outside Canada. It is
bad policy from the recruiting officer’s
point of view. One c¢annot fool people
indefinitely.

Mr. Bdwards is reported as saying:
“We have been wont in the past to sneer
somewhat at some of the oddities of the
Englishman who comes to this country.”
The Canadian who sneers at people from
overseas should sit down on a good firm
seat and try to solve this problem: Is
a person who has never left his native
province likely to be a reliable auth-
ority on dress, manners and customs?
It will be of some help to him to remem-
ber that the best emigrants from Furope
do not come to North America, and that
if there is anything in breeding the aver-
age native of Canada is not likely to be
at .the upper end in the scale of civili-
zation.

There are some Canadian-born men
wandering about distant parts of the
world. When they return they will prob-
ably long to drive some of their stay-at-
home countrymen out of Canada that
they may ‘‘stretch” their narrow minds
a little. A scantily-clad Zulu warrior

would think some things in Canada very
- strange, but probably the strangest

thing of all would be the large number .

of healthy young men who shirk military
service. He would overlook oddities in
dress and manner with a 'smile, but he
would have no smile for the slacker.
J. CARRINGTON.
Victoria, B.C.

| Cause and Effect.
“Your brother has the earache.”
“It serves him right,” answered the
small boy’s sister. “Teacher has told
‘him*“time and again he ought not to
play the piano by ear.”-——Washington
Star,
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Touchy Corns and New Shoes

The comfort of old shoes may now be had
with new shoes. Blue-jay makes it possible.
No need to wince from new shoes nor frown.
No need to undergo a period of pain.

Before getting a new pair of shoes be corn-
free by using Blue-jay, gentle and certain.
Then, should a new corn come later, Blue-
jay will bring instant relief.

Most families have a package of Biue-jay
Plasters at home, always ready. Relief is
always handy, and instant.

Paring never cures: Harsh liquids are harmful.
Blue-jay removes the corns permanently, roots and
all. The first application removes 91 per cent. More
stubborn cases require a second or third treatment.

Wear new shoes—any shoes —with complete
comfort. Forget your feet, Blue-jay points the
way. Know tonight.

i 25¢
BAUER & BLACK
Limited
Toronto, Canada

Makers of Surgical
Dressings, etc.

Blue-jay]|

Stops Pain—
muyam Engsﬁggms

PATENTS AND SOLICITORS.

KING EDWARD HOTEL
—Fireproof—
: Toronto, Canada.
Accommodation for 750 guests, $1.60 up.

NHAUGH & CO., the old

established firm. Patents everywhere.
Head Office, Royal Bank Bldg., Toronto;
Ottawa Office, 5 Elgin Street; Offices

throughout 'Canada. Booklet Free. American and European Plan.
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THE TUXEDO

A Comfortable and Exclusive

Modern Home. Table and Ser-

vice in Keeping. Beven-course
Evening Dinner.

-~ Familles Ooming to Toronto Should
Write For Reservations

The Taxedo, 504 Sherbourne St.

If you change your address and de-
sire to receive your copy without de.
lay, always give your old address as
well as your new one.

Nature's Heart

Your vacation will be a source of
wonderful and lasting remembrance
if you spend it in the vast virgin
forests, on the crystal clear lakes and
streams which abound in beautiful

Algonquin Park

in the Highlands of Ontario, Canada.
If you want rest and recreation; if you en-
joy boating, fishing, swimmin camping,
you will find them "all unexceﬁied in this
glorious spot. Here are 1,750,000 acres of
virgin forests; pure, life-giving, tissue-
building air breathed at an altitnge of 2,000
feet. The myriad lakes and streams
abound with the finny beauties that fi 2
It is the tgerl‘ect Vacation spot. ed
o;:ls;gxa e Grand Trunk System. Write
0!

C. E. HORNING
District Passenger Agent
Union Station

TORONTO, ONT.
S ——— J
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See the

C

For through tickets, information and our handsome Mountain
Passenger Dept., Montreal, Que., Toronto, Ont., and Winnipeg, Man. _

CANADIAN NORTHERN

A

N

WM\

J-
735

N

anadian Northern Rockies
en route to the PACIFIC COAST

by the Natural Wonders of Jasper Park
and Mount Robson, Monarch of the Range

You will be amply repaid. Convenient Train Service. Summer Tourist Fares.
Booklet apply to nearest C.N.R. Agent or General

RAILWAY
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ds the “chum"” of more pipe
smokers, than any other
tobacco smoked
in Canada,

EVERYBODY SMOKES
“OLD CHUM”
\
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We Serve as Trustee

We act as Tru tee for funds set apart to provide
life income, or for the endowment of religious,
educational or philanthropical institutions. Our
wide facilities, our responsibility and our perma-
nence as a Trust Company, are foreeful reasons
for appointing us as Trustees for such funds.

TORONTO GENERAL TRUSTS

' CORPORATION

HEAD OFFICE : 83 BAY STREET, TORONTO
Branches: Ottawa, Winnipeg, Saskatoon, Vancouver.

Assets under Admiinistration, $77,180,513. .62

Established 1864,

The Merchants Bank

OF CANADA,
HEAD OFFICE - MONTREAL.

Paid-up Capital - - $7,000,000
Reserve Fund - - $7,421,292
Total Deposits - $92,102,072

233 BRANCHES IN CANADA.

General Banking Business
Transacted.

SAVINGS DEPARTMENT at all
branches. Deposits of $1.00 and
upwards received, and interest al-
lowed at best current rates,

’ TORONTO OFFICES:
13 Wellington St. West; 1400 Qucen
St. West (Parkdale); 406-408 Par-
liament St.; Dundas St. and Ron-
ciemgtges Ave.; Dupont and Chris-
tie R

Total Assets - - $121,103,558

Cawthra Mulock & Co.

Members of
Torento Stock Exchange

Brokers

and

Bankers

12 KING STREET EAST
TORONTO, CANADA

CABLE ADDRESS—\CAWLOCK. TORONTO

Investments First

T present there is a big de-
mand for many manufactured
articles which in 1914, were on the
down grade. Just before the war,
furniture factories in Western On-
tario, the hub of the furniture busi-

. ness in Canada, were running on half

time, and depleted staffs. Now there
is a scarcity of labour and the pro-
duction has great difiiculty in keep
ing up with the demand. These are
the reasons, the relative scarcity of
labour and the relative abundance of
money, caused by the high pressure
of universal employment. Stocks ran
low ‘in 1914. Manufacturers are build-
ing them up again. But they have an
eye on the near future. Tfley will
not likely be caught again as in 1914,
with huge stocks for which there is
no demand.

Similar ‘conditions prevail in the
other .staple articles or production
that may be classed as necessary lux-
uries—pianos and automobiles. Three
years ago piano manufacturers were
beginning to reef ‘sails. They are
busy now. People must have pianos.
Soldiers’ wives making munitions can
afford music which before the war
they never dreamed of having, The
increase in the sale of motor cars,
in spite of the boost in prices, has
become in some places almost a
common menace,

People are spending tieir 'war-time
revenues as they come. Much of this
expenditure is a good ‘thing for the
legitimate business of the country.
Much of it would be far better if put
into the form of wise investments.
‘We have pretty well got rid of the
specula