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DWIN MARKHAM made
a good gloomy poem out
of “The Man With the Hoe.”’
He had the idea that a
hoe was a terrible thing for a
man if he got too much of it.
Maybe so. 1 guess hoeing isn’t
a man’s job. A man is too
tall. The hoe makes his back
ache. Hoeing is a boy’s job.
Hoeing lets air into the roots
and hokes out ragweeds, pig-
weeds, foxtail, chickenweed,
Canada thistles— high prices
and human laziness. I'm a boy
scout with the hoe. Look
out for me. There’s a man on
our street who was brought up
on a hoe but he tries to bunco
himself that a billiard cue is
more in his line. Look out for
him too. 1 don’t believe there
will be any really great Cana-
dian in the future unless he
knows how to hoe his own row.
And when I have boys of my
own they are going to have this
picture hung up in the hall so
that when anybody asks them,
““Who’s that?’’ they’ll say,
“Oh that was dad when he made
the Canadian hoe popular.”
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WHO SAID STARVE?
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M- ANY of the great story plots of to-day belong to the Great
N‘[ World Intrigue. Everybody knows how the Greasy Hand
of Gold went over thie world. Of all countries Asia still con-
tains the greatest field for the Greasy Hand. The Ukraine
is being broken up by it. The Ukraine has surrendered. The Ukraine
via Persia and the Afghan’s Land heads towards the two greatest
Mmasses of national peoples in the world; 400,000,000 Chinese, and more
than 300,000,000 Hindus. England’s flag floats over all south of the
Himalayas ; over dense masses of population gradually being educated
to self-government. Germany still plots to infect those masses of Ori-
-entals who constitute three-quarters of the whole population of the
Empire, The Hun with his wriggling ‘‘ Welt-Politik’’ of plotters and
Spies aims to overlord the Oriental world. England’s success in India
makes him jealous. But there are revolutionaries. Among so many
hundred millions what wonder? It is these whom the Hun tries to dis-
£ ect.

You remember that strange tale of the Komagata Maru that shortly
before the war was refused permission to land her cargo of plotters
In Canada? More recently you have read in the newspapers of the
~“sensational trial of Hindus in San Francisco, where the Greasy Hand
of Gold to the tune of $20,000,000 was getting in its work.

Of all Empire problems—not even excepting Ireland—India is the
biggest. And if ever there was a time when a new story by a man
Who knows India came at the psychological moment, it is now. In our
next issue we shall begin with a big instalment of this new fascinating
Story of India,

THE WINDS OF THE WORLD. By TALBOT MUNDY.
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Home Beauty
that means

Old Furniture—like
old friends—hasa charm
all its own. So—if you
have a table, dresser,
bureau, bookcase or old
chairs handed down
from great grandmother’s day
—cherish them ; and protect
and restore them to their former
beauty, with

SHERWIN-WILLIAMS
VARNISH STAINS

They lend their own beautiful rich undertones to
the fine old Furniture, that needs but the proper finish
to look its best. There is a full family of colors to
duplicate all hardwood effects.

SCAR-NOT is the varnish for
woodwork — even your best
furniture. Dries absolutelywater-
proof with a finish that protects
against scratches and hard
knocks and is not affected by
hot or cold water. Excellent for
dining room table and chairs.

Send for book—“The A.B.C.
of Home Painting”—written by
a pracical painter, and telling
how to paint, varnish, stain or
enamel every surface in and
around the house. Mailed free
upon request.

THE SHERWIN-WILLIAMS CO., OF CANADA LIMITED,
897, Centre St., Montreal, Que. 110 Sutheriand Ave., Winnipeg, Man,
PAINT, VARNISH AND COLOR MAKERS.  LINSEED OIL CRUSHERS,
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Northern Ontario

A vast new land of promise and freedom now
open for settlement at 50c. an acre in some dis-
tricts—in others Free.

Thousands of farmers are responding to the
call. Here, right at the door of Southern Ontario,
a home awaits you.

For-information as to terms, regulations and
railway rates to settlers, write to

G. H. FERGUSON,
Minister of Lands, Forests
and Mines.

H. A. MACDONELL,
Director of Colonization
Parliament Buildings,
TORONTO, CANADA.
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Dominion Express
Money Orders

There is no better way to send money by
mail. If lost or stolen your money refunded

S

or a new order issued free of charge.
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Inthe Woodbury Booklet," A Skin
You Lowve to Touch,” you w;ll
find the proper treatment fpr oily
skinand shiny nose. ‘Thisbook-
let is wrapped around every cake
of Woodbury’s Fn7m' Soam

onspicuous

How to reduce them

=

Do you know why it is that the inner surface
of your arm is so white and satiny, while the texture
of your face, especially of your nose, is rougher and
shows enlarged pores?

It is exposure—constant exposure to changing
temperatures—sun, wind and dust—that enlarges the
pores and coarsens the texture of the skin of your face.

On parts of the body that are habitually covered
by clothing, the skin changes very little from the
fine texture of childhood. It needs no special care
to keep it fine and smooth.

The skin of your face must have
special care

The pores of the face, even in normal conditions,
are not so fine as in other parts of the body. On the
nose especially, there are more fat glands than else-
where and there is more activity of the pores.

Under exposure to wind and dust and sun, the
pores of the face contract and expand. If the skin
is not properly stimulated and kept free from dirt,
the small muscular fibres, especially those of the nose,
become weakened and do not contract as they
should. Instead the pores remain open, they collect
dirt and dust, clog up and become enlarged.

Nose Pores

Send for sample cake of soap with booklet of
famous treatments and samples of Woodbury’s
Facial Cream and Facial Powder

Send us 5¢ for a sample cake (enough for a week or ten days
of any Woodbury Facial treatment) together with the booklet
of treatments, ‘‘A Skin You Love to Touch.’’
will send. you samples of Woodbury's Facial Soap, Facial
Cream and Facial Powder.
Limited, 3405 Sherbrooke Street, Perth, Ontario.

If your skin has become gradually
coarsened, this special treatment
and the general use of Woodbury's
Facial Soan will make it fine and
soft again. For directions, see the
booklet, A Skin You Love to Touch™
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That is the cause of conspicuous nose pores—
the bugbear of so many women, and often the
only flaw in an otherwise perfect complexion.

Begin this treatment tonight

Wring a soft cloth from very hot water, lather
it with Woodbury’s Facial Soap, then hold it to your
face. When the heat has expanded the pores, rub
in very gently a fresh lather of Woodbury's. Repeat
this hot water and lather application several times,
stopping at once if your nose feels sensitive. Then
finish by rubbing the nose for thirty seconds with a
piece of ice. Always dry your skin carefully.

Do not expect to change completely in a week a condi-
tion resulting from long continued exposure and neglect.
Make this special treatment a daily habit and supplement it
with the steady general use of Woodbury's Facial Soap.
Before long you will see how it gradually reduces the en-
la'rged pores until they are inconspicuous.

In the booklet which is wrapped around every cake of
Woodbury's Facial Soap, treatments are given for the various
troubles of the skin. A 25¢ cake of Woodbury's is sufficient
for a month or six weeks of any of these treatments and for
general cleansing use for that time. Woodbury's is on sale
at drug stores and toilet goods counters throughout the
United States and.Canada. . .

Or for 12¢c we
Address The Andrew Jergens Co.,

Try the jomous Woodbury
treatment for rousing a sal-
low, sluggish skin. You will

nd directions in the booklet
wrapped around every cake
of Woodbury’s Facial Soap
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PREHISTORIC GERMANY OF 1918

NOW that the Canadian Government’'s new Budge

longer, smoke less,
knowing what Germany has done along these lines.
now beginning to do. It’s all a problem of gett

By REX CROASDELL

many in 1914 the writer of this turned the

hose on a potato patch. His back garden

compared to the countries -then going - to
War was the size of a postage stamp on the side
of a mountain. But the lawn hose of 1914 was in-
Stinctively recognized as part of the war. How?
Nobody quite knew. None of us who had hoes and
hose in 1914 dreamed that in 1918 the hoe and the
hose would be organizing over half the world. We
only dreamed that if the war should last even three
Years it would come to a desperate struggle for food,
Comfort, fuel, clothes, light—all the things that make
& nation materially civilized.

More men, more men is one cry. Food, and more
f00d is the other. The call is heard under every
flag. The whole world is living from hand to mouth.
Iy every country people are learning, as only our
bush forefathers knew, the business of scraping
8Very platter, using every stitch, raking up every
bound of fuel, economizing every copper.

“The war will be won not by the victories of armies
In the field,” said Ludendorff, the brains of war-
Germany, “but by the disintegration of peoples be-
hind the armies.”

Maybe he was thinking of Boloism; Or he may
have meant food, clothes and fuel. We don’t know.
But he knows. Ludendorff knows what disintegra-
tion means in Germany. He is the Quarter-master
General, We used to say this was a war of war-

() NE day after England declared war on Ger-

lords, of despots, of officers, of professors, of news- -

Eapers, of gold, of ships, of a dozen other things that
for the time being seemed to fill the bill. Now we
NOW that this is the Quarter-masters’ War.
And we have been ‘everlastingly wondering as we
In Canada were taxed and drafted and economized
and man-powered and food-regulationed—how was
thi.s game of getting down to the bottom of the pot
Boing in the countries that for three years and a
half have been blockaded by the British Navy from
- ®Ommerce with the world?

DEAL of buncombe has been handed out on
b this question. And there is a lot of comfort to
'te taken from the fact that the people of the Cen-
Tal Powers are down to the “iron ration,” that
Er"ﬁteers have pillaged the populace and that the
Ocio-economic fabric of Central Alliance has been
Worn threadbare; that the British bloekade has, in
act, been a mighty efficient factor in forcing Berlin
OWards the inevitable capitulation. It is hearten-
0’;& also to learn that the much vaunted “efficiency”
MmTen't.on officialdom is “buncombe—rot, pure and
fairme, and that the administration of internal af-
in S was so badly bungled by the bureaucracy dur-
8 the first two years of war that the whole struc-
Ure wag wobbly with war-weariness and threaten-
B to collapse entirely.
% :t“ these things are set out in a remarkable book
wh ten quite recently by George Abel Schreiner
Gn:’ until Washington finally broke off correspond-
Sk ® with Berlin, was United States Associated Press
;.::esbondent in Germany, Austria, Bulgaria and
Tkey, and as such had freedom to travel and take

and go easy on the coal-heap,

Tws

A FEW years ago he was a prominent citizen with

a box at the opera. He is still fond of the opera,
but he’s too busy scrambling for existence to bother
with it.

in the significance of the sights he saw around him.
The book is the first uncensored and authentic ex-
position of the real state of. affairs in the Central
European States. It is a com!drting book to read—
at first sight.

But even at that it does not require second sight
to see that the significance of Schreiner’s book is
not its expose of Germany’s weakness and the wear-
ness of her allies, but its demonstration of Ger-
many’s strength and the determination of the Alli-
ance to stick. The conditions he uncovers are amaz-
ing and even gruesome in some details, but they
combine to confirm the idea that every man, woman
and child in Germany, Austria, Bulgaria and Tﬁrkey,
and every ounce of productive effort, has been
mobilized and drilled or thrilled into co-operation
with the fighting forces in the field.

Passing over the blunders of the bureaucracy and
the pillaging of the profiteers, look rather at some
of the things which resulted when, in October, 1916,
the governments saw their peace doves returning

t has made everybody decide to eat less, wear clothes
we shall all find a great deal of useful information in
W hat the Teutons have been doing for two years we are

ing as near o cave-man economics as we can and still be civilized.

with ruffled wings and no way out of the mess of
internal affairs but to mend the mischief which had
nearly wrecked their various States. Remember
that before October, 1916, they had already put the
people on the “iron ration.” Food, fuel and clothing
had been controlled, conserved, “substituted” and
“gub-substituted’” up to a point where thousands of
the aged, feeble and infants had died of mal-nutri-
tion; hearths were cold and homes without artificial
light; clothing was of shoddy four and five times
removed from the original fabric; and a cobbler
would mend your broken shoes without cost if .an
older pair, from which he could salvage a few extra
scraps of leather, were left with him for his labor

As Mr. Schreiner puts it: - The regulations to
which the food crisis of the fall of 1916 gave justifi
cation laid the axe fo the middieman system of diz-
tribution. The several governments empowere:l
their Food Commissions and Centrals to establi=h
shortcuts from farm to kitchen that were entirely
in the hands of the authorities. Though the Pue-
chasing Central was even then not unknown it
came now to supplant the middleman entirely.

The grain was bought from the farmer and turned
over to the mills, where ‘it ‘was converted into flonr
at a fixed price. The miller was no longer able to*
buy grain for the purpose of holding the flour after-
ward until some commission-man or wholesaler
made him a good offer. He was given the grain anl
had to account for every pound of it.

OR was the flour turned loose, The Fool

Centrals held it and gave it.directly to the
bakers, who meanwhile had been licensed to act as
distributors of bread. From so many bags of flour
they had to produce so many loaves of bread, and
since control by means of the bread-card coupon
would have been as impossible as it was before, the
Food Commissions assigned to each bakeshop so
many consumers. The bread cards were issued in
colored and numbered series. The color indicated
the week in, which they were valid, while the num-
ber indicated the bakeshop. at which the consumer

-bad to get his bread—had to get it in the sense that

the baker was responsible. for the amount the card
called for. The Food Central had given the baker
the necessary flour, and-he had no excuse before the
law when a consumer had cause for complaint. if
there were one thousand consumers assigned to a
bakeshop, the authorities saw to it that the baker
got one thousand pounds of flour, and from this one
thousand loaves of bread had to be made.

The regulations were enforced with no regard for
persons. One baker tried “stretching” the flour and
diverted ten loaves into illicit trading channels. He
had been thirty years in business and was a “re-
putable” citizen. He was fined five thousand crowns
and lost his license, and-only his gray hairs saved
him from a prison sentence to boot.

Will some of our potential profiteers kindly re-
member this?

What bread is for the adult milk is for the baby.
It, too, was zonified. A card similar to that govern-
ing the distribution of bread was adopted, and dealers
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were responsible for the quantities assigned them.
Picturing the result of the regulations on the diet
of the industrial classes in the towns and cities,
Mr. Schreiner says: The adults, after rising in the
morning, would drink a cup or two of some substi-
tute for coffee, or very bad tea, without milk, if there
were children, and with very little sugér. With this
would be eaten a third of the day’s ration of bread,
about two and one-half ounces. 'rhat meal had to
suffice until noon, when a plate “of soup, a slice of
bread, twc ounces of meat, and two .ounces of vege-
tables were taken, to bg supplementevd by a small
quantity of farinaceous food in the form of some
pudding or cake. * A cup of coffee substitute would
go with this meal. At four in the afternoon another
cup of substitute coffee or poor tea would be taken
by those who could afford it, usually together with
cake equal to a half-ounce of wheat flour and a quar-
ter-ounce of sugar. The evening meal would be the
same as dinner, without soup and 'pudding, a little

cheese, and the remaining seventy grams of bread.

The disciplinary value of the food-line was still
kept in mind in the distribution of potatoes, beets,
wheat flour; now and then other cereal products,
such as macaroni, biscuits, buckwheat flour, and oat-
meal; meat when the city distributed it at or below
cost price; fuel, coal-eil, sugar, and ail groceries;
soap and washing-powder; shoes, clothing, textiles
of any sort, thread and tobacco. For many of these
things certain days had been set aside. Potatoes
could be drawn every other day, For instance,
while wheat flour was issued every fourtn day, meat
on all “meat” days, fuel once a week, petroleum
every two weeks, and sugar once a month, shoes
and clothing were issued only after the Clothing
Central had been satisfied that they were needed.
It was the same with thréad, except “silk thread, and
with tobacco one took a chance.

Patrons of hotels and restaurants had to bring in
their own bread. The :eating house manager who
gave bread to patrons would he. fined heavily once

CANADIAN COURIER

or twice ‘and after that would lose his license. Here
& Mr. Schreiner’s account of an incident noticed by
him in the cloak room of the Court Opera in Vienna:
“A well-dressed couple came in. 7The lady was at-
tired in quite the latest thing made by some able
couturier, and the man was in evening dress,.a rare
sight nowadays. As he pushed his fur coat across
the counter a small white parcel fell to the floor.
Two slices of very black war-bread rolled among
the feet of the throng.

“ ‘There goes our supper bread!’” cried the woman.

“‘So it seems,”” remarked the man. “‘But what’s
the use of picking it up now? . It’s been rolling about
on ‘the floor.””

“‘But somebody can still eat it,’” said the woman.

“Just then two men handed back the bread. Its
owner wrapped it up again and put the parcel into
a pocket. I suppose the servants of the household
ate next day more bread than usual.”

As an example of the co-operation between gov-
ernment and people created by the crisis of 1916,
Mr. Schreiner gives an interesting instance of a
radical revision of the first fuel regulations. At
first it was a case of more economy, more restric-
tions. Industries not contributing directly to - the
military strength of the Central Powers were or-
dered to discontinue all night work and overtime.
Shops, cafes, hotels, restaurants, and other public
places had to limit the consumption of fuel for heat-
ing and lighting purposes to one-third their usual
quota. The lighting of shop-windows was cut down
to almost nothing. Stores had to close at sevein
o’clock, eating-and-drinking-places first at twelve and
later at eleven. No light was to be used in the hotels
after twelve. All unnecessary heating was prohi-
bited, and the warm-water period in hotels shrank
from four to two hours per day.

Some man with a statistical mind figured out that
the closing of a movie seating five hundred people
and giving two performances in the evening, meant
an increase in fuel consumption for heating and

lighting purposes sixty times greater than what the
movie used. That was simple enough, and a few
days later the movies and cheap theatres resumed
business. More than that followed. The goverms:
ment decided that this was a fine method of co-ope™
ation. It gave the cafes permission to use more fuel
and light in return for a more liberail treatment of
patrons ‘not abie to spend much money The fuel
conjunction offered new opportunities.-. Free musi
cal recitals, concerts, theatrical performances, and
lectures were arranged. for .in order that thousa,nds
might be attracted away from their homes.

All this may not be interesting to people who aré
still thinking about lingeriz and liquors. “But it will
be interesting less than a year from now. We may
not do just as Germany has done. But ‘we must
and will do this thing of nation-rationing as thor
oughly as Germany has done and is going to do ity
or the war won’t be won by any of us in the real,
whatever happens to the armies at the front, Ger
many is in this fight to a finish. She is willing 0
put everything on the junk-heap that won’t help to
win. Germany has become the junk-man of Europ®
the dago navvy able to work on what other nations
leave; able to organize the scrap-heap.

At home only. The junk-heap was giving out.
What then? Russia and Roumania broken dowi:
The Ukraine rolls its food into Austria and Germany-
The Ukrainians are made peons of production foF
the half-starving Teuton. Thuggery? Oh yes. But
the German junk-heap was in need.

But whatever Germany does abroad we shall all
have to jump in and help Government lay violent -
hands on every ounce, inch and stitch this country .
has. Germany has gone through it. She has cleaned
up the country. Just when the nation was running
down she made that break into the HWast. She 18
now on the upgrade of her economies again. HowW
far up will it carry her? We don’t know, Thusg®
who have reverted to cave-man ethics can carry: on
far longer on bad economics than nations who sip ted

MAKING THE WORLD SAFE FOR NICKLE

ture it was because he had won a seat long held by political opponents

When

By
“HARRY W. ANDERSON

HERE is danger of Canada be-
coming a real democracy!
| Public men seem to be letting
up on talk and getting down
to action. The lessons of war—the
geriousness and the sacrifice of the
struggle—are leading men and women
back to the things that count. There
is “a sound of going in the tops of the
mulberry trees” throughout the Do-
minion. It is so persistent, and so in-
sistent, that it has finally reached Ot-
tawa, proverbially the last place in the
country to sense and to interpret pub-
lic sentiment.

The “unionizing” of Government has
helped. The proclaimed abolition of
party patronage has contributed. The
new atmosphere of Parliament has
made strange things possible. Private
members who were wont to do what
they were told find themselves unfettered and free to do what they will.

All this means the making of some men and the unmaking of others. The
representative with ideas of his own, with imagination, with initiative, sud-
denly freed from his party hobbles, sweeps to the front. The fellow whose
ideas were manufactured for him, the faithful follower, the trusted partisan,
settles into the discard. In such a situation William Folger Nickle, member
for Kingston, was bound to be heard from.

During the whole of his public life, as representative of his native city, first
in the Provincial Legislature, and later in the Dominion House of Commons,
this little, slim, auburn-haired, brown-eyed, soprano-voiced, human dynamo,
has kicked against the party pricks. He calls himself a Conservative but he
is essentially radical in thought and action—an apostle of the “plain people”
whom platform politicians love to prate about. But Nickle was never content
with platitudes. He was eager for performance. He was a “ginger group”
all in himself, a “bull'mooser” who perpetually got the politician’s two “p’s”
misplaced. . He persisted in placing the People before the Party. It got him
nowhere in Parliament, and everywhere outside. Party managers shied from
him nervously but the proletariat gathered around his standard.

First of all, he changed Kingston’s politics. When he went to the Legisla-

William Folger Nickle, B.A.,, K.C.,
M.P.

he came to the House of Commons it was likewise because he captured the
constituency from the party which had held it safe since the days of Sir Joh#
A. Macdonald. This achievement was the result of qualities that count and
a personality that wins. “Billy” Nickle, his fellow-citizens know, wears well-
Born in Kingston, brought up in Kingston, graduate of Kingston’s universitys
player on Kingston’s football team, pillar in Kingston’s Andrews Church,
and trained in the fiery school of Kingston politics, everybody in Kingstol
knows and respects him.

As soon as he reached the Legislature he got busy. He was no theorist
seeking a career. He was a human fellow anxious to serve his fellowmen:
He was the mover for and a member of the Provincial Milk Commission; 1€
was the father of the Bread Bill; he specialized in things that improved the
actual condition of the people. Then he went to Ottawa. Here, as might be
expected, his convictions caused him to clash with certain “big interests.”

It was natural and logical that the crystallizing Canadian sentiment against
the creation in this democratic Dominion of a pseudo aristocracy, founded 0“‘
the promiscuous granting of titles, should find expression in ParliameIlt
through Mr. Nickle. Some years before Mr. F. F. Pardee, member for west
Lambton, had protested, from his seat in the House, against the wholesale
spattering of knighthoods among the Canadian citizenhood. Two session$
later Captain J. H. Burnham, member for Peterboro, brought in a bill to abolisht -
titles in this country. Everyone who hadn’t a title and didn’t expect one aC
claimed these parliamentarians, but the men in the seats of the mighty sat
tight, and the storm passed over. Nickle waited—waited till the time was ripe
Then he prepared his case, carefully, conscientiously, clearly. When he gpoke
in Parliament he had an aroused country behind him. The Press heralded his
campaign and backed it, from the Atlantic to the Pacific. Letters poured in
like an avalanche. Something had to be done, It was announced that the
Government had made representations to the Imperial authorities against, the
granting of all hereditary titles, and that the whole title business was to b®
geriously reviewed.

Mr. Nickle’s strength in Parliament and with the people is, in the final
analysis, in his sincerity. He believes whatever he says—and the public know
it. He speaks quietly and convincingly, with no attempt at the oratoricals

no blandishments of gesture, and little concern for the arts of verbal Cam‘;{u
: e

flage. His words are direct and meaningful. His summary is judicial. :
leaves the impression of fairness and earnestness, two things that tell. His
character and his career lend force and effect to ‘his utterance. He is a 1aW"

yer of fine ability and sound judgment. His patriotism has found praCtical

expression in the overseas service of his sons, but ‘the characteristics which,
more than all else, are responsible for his winning the public—or the public
winning him—are his sterling integrity, his progressive and practical ideals,
and his inevitable keen sympathy and concern for the under-dog.
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The Old Vindictive

Pictures Record tke Story of the Sea Trench Raid on
the Zeebrugge Mole.

T. GEORGE for England! was the message sigralled by
Admiral Keyes before the raid led by the Vindictive on
the submarine base at Zeebrugge on April 22. “And may
mang Wwe give the dragon’s tail a damned good twist!” was Com-
er Osborne’s reply from the Vindictive.
snchiCh it was. OIld history now, and the first real naval news
W()r:; the Battle of Jutland two years agoe. Pictures tell without
A S what happened the Vindictive which is now under water
: ostend. Having done the lion’s share in the destruction of
ﬁneedzeebrugge Mole and blocking the harbor with concrete-
8 hulks, this old relique of the Navy herself becomes the
for the other submarine base.
er?ne story of the Vindictive is as truly British as the Long
the vi_“m. gun and the submarine are German. The work of
arin‘ndl(:tive was done well. It was a work of devil-may-care
el‘stg along with careful calculation. No Hun could ever un-
and it. Not far from the waters where Nelson worked
th?;etof his earlier daredeviltries these Jack Tars carried out
ette rench raid of the sea. How they did it can never be told
T than in the cool-headed words of Captain Carpenter of
% Vindictive, whose picture is shown in the group below.
.“P chief purpose in the expedition,” says the Captain, “was
T Uistract the attention of the battery while ‘the block ships
andinour ship was elaborately prepared for the business of
1 g soldiers on the Mole, which is of stone, 40 feet high and
:et above the Vindictive’s top deck at the state of the tide
v?r the attack took place.
th“éeel had a special superstructure over the upper deck and
the 1 Ong gangways or ‘brows,” which were designed to take
B then up to the level of the Mole as soon as we got alongside.
Cho:re v.vas nothing for us to tie up to we merely dropped
* while the Daffodil kept up against the Mole with her
8 against the opposite side of our ship. In the fairly heavy
held :’0 of our three gangways were smashed, but the third
: avand 500 men swarmed up this on to the Mole. This gang-
it inc:]:s’ two feet wide and 30 feet‘long. The men who went up
oty o ded 300 marines and 150 storming seamen from the Vin-
Steg) . and ‘50 or so from the Daffodil. They swarmed up the
Ger agangWay carrying hand grenades and Lewis guns. No
“d-t:i succeeded in approaching the gangway, but a hard
n hand fight took place about 200 yards up the Mole.
- th, ® German fire was very hot all the time we lay alongside
§] otg Ole. At times the German guns reached as high as forty
DPer minute. The spirit of the men was excellent.”

-1

How the Vindictive looked—generally speakin g—after her Raid on the Zeebrugge Mole.

”

And the crew of the Vindictive cheered when the job was done. How they cheered!
”

A

Fourth from the left, Capt. Carpenter, who told the story; third, Commander Osborne.
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2000 MILES of FILM : the SEAMY SIDE |

ing picture problem. Not the menace. I

suppose “movies” would never have got

into our Federal Parliament at all if it
hadn’t been for the recent budget tax on films.
But'from what the Acting Minister of Finance said the
other day we are able at least to estimate how “long”
b problem this is—in miles. Here is the item:

P ARLIAMENT has been discussing the mov-

Mr. MacLean submitted an amendment, which was
adopted, providing that the tariff on cinematograph
films should be: British pref., 2 cents per lineal foot,
Intermediate tariff 3 cents per lineal foot, general
tariff, 3 cents per lineal foot. From this source, the
acting Minister of Finance said it was estimated that
the revenue would be $300,000 approximately.

Now for a little figuring to estimate how many
miles of films are imported into Canada in a year.
If the revenue is $300,000 on an average tax of, say,
3 cents a foot—because the most of our imported
films come from the United States—this means that
we import ten million feet of film in a year; which
Is just a little less than 2,000 miles.

Visualize that, all you who are expert on going to
film plays. A line of films as long as from Vancou-
ver to Fort William—imported in a single year!

Notice, however, that there is a British preference
of one cent a foot. This is not commercial. It is
sentimental. Better to have a British film than an
American. Is it? We suppose so, but we have very
little chance to find out. We get most of our films
made in the United States—Ilike our imported maga-
.zines, our fashions, our automobiles.

But notice the logic of this. The member for Park-
dale sees it. Says the despatch:

Mr. H. W. Mowat, Parkdale, urged that represen-
tat’ans should be made to proprietors of moving pic-
ture houses requesting them not to use films portray-
in~ the seamy side of American life, as was often the
case at present.

There you have it. “The seamy side of American
life.” Ten weeks ago The Canadian Courier began
its series of articles, “The Menace of the Movies,”
by describing “When a Man Sees Red,” as villainous

a patch of “the seamy side” as ever was allowed on

.

ESTELLE M. KERR

Paris, April 3, 1918.

ROM my earliest infancy life underground hus
F attracted me but little. I preferred to build
my play-houses in the trees rather than in

caves; and the attic has far more charm for

me than the cellar. I abhor underground railways
and the description of trenches makes me almost
content with my sex in war-time. I claim no orig-
inality in" these views. Until very recently people
didn’t boast of their cellars, unless the word was
used to stand for what it contained—things whose
value was rather enhanced by dusty spider-webs.
- But now a householder in Paris seeking a changa
of residence makes a thorouzh inspection of the

P
tax and the $300,000.
Side’ mentioned by the Member for Parkdale?

Practical Designs for Cellars.
Bright Colors Predominate.

by 1T HEATRLCUS

a screen. That film is still running in Can'ada..

Now then—a little more logic. A few weeks ago
one of the leading picture-houses in Toronto dropped
a little paper in at my door, called The Screen. It
was a newsy little sheet, and I knew the house to
be perhaps the best equipped moving-picture palace
in Canada, with a pipe organ, a first-class orchestra
and a big clientele. One item stuck out above all
others in that sheet. It was a bit of news; intended
as harmless gossip to evoke a smile and a shrug.
The two screen artists concerned in this news item
are responsible for many miles of imported film in
this country, most of them good, some of them ex-
cellent. Here is the item:

Charlie Chaplin, Douglas Fairbanks and Mary
Pickford are making a tour of the United States in
aid of the Liberty Loan. The wife of the famous
screen star intimated very briefly that if Fairbanks
and the popular idol of the screen do not admit their
love for one another. and cease to “deny the obvi-
ous,® she will cease to sacrifice herself further for
their sakes. ‘“She has told her father and mother
that her love for Douglas is the big love of her life,”
said Mrs. Fairbanks, “and I am big enough to step
aside and allow my husband and the one he loves
better to carry on their affair.”

Now, of course, Mary Pickford was born in To-
ronto. And no friend of Mary would like to have
her classed as ‘“the seamy side of American life.”

But—more logic—if this is the kind of ethics prac-
tised by the leading artists of the film in private
life, what better can be expected from the stories
depicted on the film? If Parliament has to listen to
a suggestion of the member for Parkdale that pic-
ture-houses be “requested” to keep out the “seamy
side,” how did the “seamy side” ever get here in
the first place? The films exploiting this kind of

"HOW TO ENJOY AN AIR-RAID

x PARIS Fashions wn House-Furnishing
: now - include the La'est Things in

Of course

cellar; and when you are invited out to dine your
. hostess will casually remark: e

“In case of an air-raid we will play bridge
in the cellar.”

Should you happen to be a neigh-
bor, she may give you a general in-
vitation for all the air-raids, asking
you to hurry to her house as soon as
the clarion sounds—“for we must
have a fourth for our game.” You
gather from her enthusiasm that she
rather hopes the air-raid is not far
distant.

Various ways of enjoying an air-
raid are shown in the accompany-
ing sketches (plaziarized from vari-
ous French cartoenists). In some of
the best regulated fuiiilies it is cus-
tomary to gather closely round the
gramophone o'n, the ground floor;
others prefer a candle in the cellar, while some take
refuge in strongly built houses or in the underground
railway, where the government has placed a notice:
“ABRI—150 places”; or 100 or 50, according to its
size. But a downy pillow, a boudoir cap and a
high-drawn coverlet are to my thinking the best
protection against air-raids and the sounds
thereof.

The stores have recently sold a large quan-
tity of camping outfits—not that Parisians

RLIAMENT devotes an hour to the Menace of
the Movies, only because of the 3-cents-a-foot
What about ‘“ The Seamy

thing include murder, arson, burglary, swind-
ling, forgery, divorce, illegitimate children, 10V
ing other men’s wives and other women’s hus
bands, violence and anarchy—all - the thing8
that if you could see them in your own com*
munity would cause you to reflect that the world
was coming swiftly to a very bad end.

“Oh well, of course,” we are told by the motion
picture expert who writes picture plays, “such
things do happen, and it's because the picture play
is so real and true to life that it has such a tremend
ous vogue. Why, I get all my plots from the news
papers. I saw six in one paper—all ripping sub-
jects for picture plays.”

Quite so. But why put high lights on the worst
things that menace society and glorify them on 2
screen? It may often be funny. There may be 2
moral tucked away somewhere. But if the fun arises
from a burlesque of something that should be I
~mectad and if the poor little moral has to be found
by wading through 4 No-Man’s-Land of filth, what
good is the fun, or how much better is anybody foF
the moral?

Moving pictures are among the greatest uplifters
entertainers and_educators in the world. But the
immoral moving picture masquerading as a “moral
lesson” film does more harm in a week than all the
good films can do good in a year. It was to keeP
our screens free from this kind of thing that we €m
acted the solemn farce of “Passed by the Board of
Censors.” Now can anybody tell us if these are the
things the censors have passed, what on earth aré
the awful things they keep out? Are the censors
asleep? Are they under the influence of the fill
producer? . Or is it, as the practice now stands, il
nnesthla ta have a real censorshin of moving pictu!"’"?
Now is the time to find out about this when Par
liament, discussing the revenue to be derived from
a tax, suddenly discovers that some of the thi”%8
from which they get their revenue are nothing but
“the seamy side of American life.”

(This subject to be continued.)

have gone to Algeria, for the farthest they can B9
is to the Riviera. But they are busy making their
cellars as comfortable as possible. Many Peopl,e
who have never taken an interest in maturing their
own wines do not know the way to their own cellars
So after a raid, a mistress is apt to say to her maid:
“Tell me, Marie, you know the cellar?”
“Oh, yes, madame!” 5
“Then you know where it is . . . is it comfortable?
“Fairly so.”
“Strong—well-built ?”
“Yes, indeed!”
“Is there electric light? .
see for myself.”
' So she goes to her cellar, sees the spider web®
and is distressed to note that the potatoes have
sprouted and the coal has dwindled to an alarmin®
extent. ] :

.. But I'd better go 882

SINCE one is counselled to take refuge unde’
ground, it is but reasonalle to make the cellar
as comfortable as possible, It is sufficient to buy 9’)
sort of camping outfit; four or five chairs, & tab!®
for bridge (without a cloth; it would get mi]deWe’d"
some rustic glasses, some fibre mats in bright color®




and a few Japanese lanterns. Then with good wine,
c1g'cu'ett<-:-s, cards, you are quite comfortable and can
AWait a raid in tranquility, playing bridge or poker;
and for your friends who aren’t players a few illus-
trated papers and books.

Paris is protecting her favorite scultured monu-
Ments with sand-bags. We regretfully see them re-

tire behind their fortifications. Napoleon’s tomb is
Drotected by 25,000 sand-bags, while other priceless
Telics of a more distant past are left exposed. The
Workmen do not hurry at their tasks, and each raid
finds a few more yards of statues protected than the
last, It is with a feeling of sadness that we see our
bestloved fountain become a formless mass, and
deli(’,ately-vmodelled nymphs and satyrs assume un-
%uth gshapes; though there are, it is said, some
Puritanical Parisians who rejoice to see so much
Mudity retire into oblivion. Shall we ever see them
gain in happier times? Perhaps after many years
e may return and view them when we—but not
€¥—will have grown old.

FEW days ago T was trying to telephone from
the basement of a department store when sud-
denly the salespeople left their counters, the shop-
Pers dropped their parcels and purses, and rushed
down the stairs. I was thrust against the wall, bat-
tered ang bruised.
“Les Gothas . .
Stricken people.
I tried to go upstairs but the woman beside me
fQught at my skirt and implored me not to. go.
“You will be killed!” she cried.
I felt that I would be suffocated if I remained

. les Gothas!” cried the terror-

Where T was, and I said so. At that she released

Me, saying in disgust: i
“Oh, these English! They are all mad!” -

‘At ‘the head of the stairs I met a woman carry-
g 3 chilg. ’

“My 1ittle baby!” she cried. ‘“He was asleep in
i s carriage when a bomb fell right by his face, but
" ® bon Dieu protected him.” *
sI regained the ground floor and'fvent by the de-
,e r.ted counters to the door. Tt was a great relief
0 be outside. The glass in the shop windows was
I:Oken,_‘ but that was the. only evidenqe" of disaster
t.Om' the explosion, which had wrecked a large muni-
on plant many miles away.

Apart from a limited number of very young lady-

% a_lxxhnlance drivers, who think it “simply too thrill-
;;i for words” to be ordered out for duty during an
5 2 real disaster, I don’t know anyone who appears
enjoy an air-raid more than our French neigh-
&‘c’:s- Probably they don’t like them at all, but they
as if they were spending a most enjoyable even-
Dlz‘i‘f I am glad that they can do so, only I would
€r to have them do it elsewhere; for as soon as

® clarion sounds they descend from their apart-
u‘i‘nts on the third, fourth and fifth floors and ring
door-bell, There is a general impression in
:‘”s‘frequently belied by the facts—that bombs
nlail(;Ot penetrate for more than three stories. The
4 hs arrive first and take refuge in the kitchen,
& € great disgust of our newly-married Marie and
Soldier husband. There one of them indulges

Taid, and have never been allowed within a mile
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in the luxury of a fit of hysteria,
shrieking every time a bomb explodes
or a gun is heard. Marie herself is kept
busy for some time answering the door
bell, for there are two families in each
flat, and sometimes the daughters arrive
later than the fathers, mothers and
aunts. They all come with an air of ex-
pected and welcome guests. They shake
hands with everyone, even though none
of us ever saw them before, and “hope
they are not putting us to the slightest
inconvenience.” If we try to take refuge
in our: rooms' they follow us, expressing
the greatést interest in ascertaining if
our apartment is exactly like theirs; and
then they stay to talk with great ani-
mation, while we sleepily reply in our
very worst French, or listen with a puz-
zled expression to their execrable Eng-
lish.

One of us, tired of having our privacy
disturbed by a voluble matron, said, ‘I
am very tired, madame, I am going to have an extra
couch in my room, may I offer it to you?”

We tried to be polite the first time they came,
but they stayed very late and we were so tired the
next day that we decided when another raid oc-
curred a few nights later that we would retire to
our rooms. We explained that most of us were en-
gaged in manual labor, and could not keep late
hours, raid or no raid. They looked at us in blank
amazement. What! Sleep during an air-raid? The
thing was impossible!

“But if your boys at the front never sleep when
the guns are firing, they would get no rest. We
are doing war work too,” we told them; and they
shrugged their shoulders and said, “Oh, you Eng-
lish, you have no nerves!”

Then came a loud rapping at the door. It was
the concierge to tell us that the police had com-
plained—we were showing a light. Consternation!
The French ladies dashed madly about trying to
turn off the electric lights, and turning them on by
mistake, They opened the door of a bed-room and
saw by the light of a candle two girls leaning out
of the window watching for the bursting shells, that
look in the distance like falling stars.

“Oh, mon Dieu! They have opened a window!
Oh, the idiots! All the English are mad!”

Our windows have shutters, but the curtains are
thin, so we are obliged to use only candles during
an air-raid, except in the drawing-room which opens
on the court. There our French neighbors felt se-
cure and comfortable. We gave them all the chairs
that our meagrely-furnished flat possessed, and re-
tired to bed. The hysterical cries from the kitchen
ceased, and far from the .chattering voices in the
salon, I could hear: the boem ‘of the guns and the
jouder sound of an explosion; but I was soon sound
asleep. An hour later I was wakened by the bang-

ing of the front door, and I judged from:the sounds ..

that followed that the clarion had sounded —“all
clear.” Our last guest had departed. Marie’s hus-
band was locking up for the night. Sy :

Next morning we awoke refreshed, but ‘we had

to get our own breakfast. The late party in the

kitchen and the hysterical visitor had proved- too
much for even our stoical Marie, and when
next the Gothas come, we hope she will
follow the inhospitable example of the
“mad English.” The papers told of the
wonderful behavior of the Parisian peo-
ple; excépt for a disastrous panic in an
“Abri,” where scores had been injuréd.
The bombed quarters were not mentioned,
and only from gossip did we learn their
whereabouts. But when the Germans
sent a demand through Switzerland for
appallingly large sums “for damage done
to the German Embassy in Paris during
the last air-raid,” they couldn’t help talk-
ing of that. . g
Once again the “mad English” scored;
for the windows left open near bombed
quarters were undamaged, while the glass
from those that had been closed was
strewn on the pavements. At lunch I
heard an American lady at a table near

me say to her companion:
“I have the Baron F. with me now. He has the
1at next to mine, but all his windows were broken,

“and of course a Frenchman couldn’t sleep with open

windows.”

Madeleine, our pretty waitress, told of a house
near hers that was shattered. A bomb had cut right
through it. Happily all the inmates were in the
cellar at the time, and so escaped.

“Ah!” we cried, “we shall mention that to our
French neighbors. Then they won’t be so anxious
to spend the night in a second-floor apartment.”

HERE has been' another air-raid since that time.
As soon as the “Alerte” sounded we all fled
to our rooms, where we waited in anticipation—
not for bombs, but for the door-bell. But it never
rang. Our French neighbors were safe in the cellar.
On the following day the bombardment began—
one small shell every twenty-five minutes. Still
Paris remained in its cellars. The underground
stopped running, and stores remained closed; but the
“mad English” stayed above ground, indignant be-
cause they couldn’t go about as usual.
I wonder what cellars in Paris are like? There
must be some place in the basement reserved for our
use. I must ask Marie to take me there some day.

A Short Siesta

NE of our officers had just entered his palatial
O residence one day and stretched himself out
for a short siesta on a downy couch consisting of a
few empty sand-bags laid on the hard earth fire step,
which was about one and a half feet wide, when
Fritz decided to throw over a few “beer kegs” (Min-
nenwerfers). We got forty of them in about twenty
minutes. The last one landed plumb in the centre
of the trench just beside the officers’ dugout. It
made a hole about twenty feet across, twelve feet
deep, and buried three of our men alive. We even-
tually managed to dig them out, however, unwounded
but shell-shocked. It was at this moment that the
officer, who had gone blissfully to sleep, emerged
from the so-called dug-out, rubbed his eyes and mut-
tered, “Say, boys, what’s going on? I thought I
heard something.” He was the soundest sleeper I
ever knew. — From “Captured,” by Lieutenant 1.
Harvey Douglas (Canadian).
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SHE STOOPS TO BE CONQUERED

OW much cash value can a wo-
H man carry on her person?
This is a form of jugglery.
We heard the other day of a
young Canadian girl, whose chief asset
is her’ beauty, engaged to an American
multi-millionaire who has divorced a
well-known: sensational actress and who is lav-

ishing fortunes on the girl’s attire. At a B y

luncheon a few weeks ago in an American cxty
she allowed somebody present to compute the
value of all that could be visibly noticed on her
person. The aggregate—including of course a
fabulous amount in diamond rings and brace-
lets and a chatelaine bag costing $450—was $69,-
000. Only a year or two ago this girl lived in a
pretty little Nova Scotia town where she had
not even the luxury of an evening gown,

On the same day we were told of a Toronto
girl engaged to a young officer—who paid $10,-
000 for an engagement ring. Diamonds are said
to be good investments. And I suppose a $10,-
000 diamond does more good on a woman’s hand
than it does in a show-case. But what of the
$10,0007

Evidently the squaws are coming back. It’s
a queer time to be writing about such things.
But there never- was a time when this squaw-
clothes menace was so near to Canadian wo-
men as it is now. Some of it is right in our
midst. Go through the big fashion-stores in
Canada and see for yourself—millions of dollars
worth of fabrics and creations intended for Can-
adian women to wear this year and discard the
next,

But the world’s headquarters for Babylonian
extravagance in dress is now-—not Paris, not
London—but a town about 500 miles distant
from either of our chief cities. New York has
usurped Paris. The queens of fashion are on Fifth
Avenue. For $25 any Canadian woman within 500
miles can see this pageant. For several hundred
dollars she may become part of it—a very small
part.

But as most of us can’t go—no matter how much
we should like to—the best we can do is to read
about the show. The most vivid picture of it re-
cently comes from the pen of a lady who was once
couturiere to queens in Europe. Baroness von Hed-
deman is now in New York. She says in the Forum
for April:

Paris has transferred her gaiety to New York, and
it is spreading over the whole of the United States.
As the arbiter of fashion Paris will not reign supreme
for a long while; New York has taken its place.
Th~ war clothes of the American women are respon-
sible for a new impulse in extravagance. The Ameri-
can woman’s war clothes cost more than they ever
did, their prices going higher and higher as the death
lists of the great war grow bigger and more ghastly.
The American woman alone reigns in the old indis-
putable splendor of clothes that cost fabulous. sums.
She is still wearing the imported styles, though
there are no imnorted gowns to speak of. She is
able to do this because these “importations” are
made in America, where they cost more than they
did when they were made abroad. It is the milliners
and dressmakers who are imported, not the gowns.
A kind of barbaric neutrality of temperament pre-
vails in the modern clothes one sees along Fifth
Avenue, at the opera, in the ballroom. There ap-
pears to be a perpetual restlessness of dress, a still
hunt among the Amazons of abbreviated skirts and
colored boots for something startling, new a,nd vari-
ous.

At a fashionable dance the other e‘renmg the ex-
travagance of gowns was commonplace; there was
a costly splendor in the clothes, a fabulous gaiety
of the beautiful. I wondered if the great whirlpool
of death over there really existed, wondered if the
fathers, husbands, sons and those beautifully gowned
women were really giving their lives for world de-
mocracy! Or, was this scene of exotic charm merely
a nhantom picture of something I still remembered
from those days of court splendor in England and
France before the war?

UT it takes a man to criticize luxury-loving wo-
man. In the North American Review for May

Richard Barry, one of the editors, comes at us in

drastic style. He says that in Congress—where of

course there is only one woman and she never wore .

MU CH money and little taste has made 20th Cen- tve

tury women slaves of the designing fashion-
designer. A grand carnwal of cultivated squawdom
18 mow being enacted in New York. Wil this be s
the Last of the Mohicans ?

o O T DL s D

»

Valor in the
trenches must be
maintained by
sacrifice at home,

rr Mother Hubbard and be done with it.

et

three-piece, and they may De
adapted for any demand in formal even-
ing attire.”

Well, a man may be allowed to think
But I know a number of women

whom no tailor-modes ~could ever

camouflage into anything decorous. A
fat woman in a shirt waist? Never! Better 2
Why
should we bother any more about fashion SO
long as the war makes material, dyes and labor
80 scarce?

If men’s clothes are to be standardized, why
not women’s? Women should be the last to
object to uniforms, because every new fashion
is a uniform,A except for the colors and the
fabrics. But we shall not simplify our clothes
just in order to be so ridiculously simple. We
shall do it to meet the necessities of the times.
And after the war we shall have learned enough
from the sensible simplicities of war to know
what a lot of commercially exploited fools W€
were in the days of arbitrary and absurd
fashion. We are not rightfully squaws. If the
men want us to be, suppose we refuse? Sup:
pose we become sensible?

Too much? Well, there’s not much use left
in the world for barbaric folly. War is foolish
and barbarous enough. If women are to offset
the ravages of war, their first business is t“’
rear children and keep homes. And we can't
do this if we remain squaw-women in clothes.

Of course it’s not likely that dress reform will
come all in a day. Banishing the bar, and get
ting votes for women and daylight saving for
everybody are all strictly moral or practical
issues. Dress reform is different. Women
don’t pretend that a lovely gown is a moral af-

finery in her life—high heels have been declared
more dangerous to the welfare of the United States
than the submarine. Here are a few more of Mr.
Barry’s epigrams:

“Eccentric waist-lines are more deadly than Big
Berthas.”

“So-called ‘style’ is the assassin of character.”

“Women have nothing to say about what they shall
wear. A few business men, originally from the East
side of New York, prescribe what the prevailing
style shall be.” .

“The motif of a European peasant”—referring to
styles in vogue—“with the Parisian eccentricities
manufactured by the French—only for export.”

HE herd-woman, he says—meduning all of us who

have enough money and little enough brains—
have seen “styles” in the windows, but no woman ever
has the courage to wear one till she sees the cou-
turier’s model on the street performing the function
of a lead bull at the slaughter house. He should
have said—the goat, which, I believe, it really is.
But then, of course, we are the goat. Well, and what
of it? Last spring, he says, skirts were wide; now
women must put a narrow skirt under the wide one
and cut off the old skirt to show the new. Then, as
a little added turn to the general imbecility of the
thing, this season the skirts are humped up in the
back so as to insure the use of three times the neces-
sary material. It is hopeless for American designers
to attempt an advance along the vicious path which
has already been travelled to its final ingenious ra-
finement by the more deft French designers. The
time has come to establish a style of our own and
to make that style permanent. This costume must
be in keeping with American ideals and must ex-
press the national ‘character.

What Mr. Barry wants to see is an American na-
tional costume, as simple and as ‘characteristic as
“the shirt-waist and skirt idea, the coat . suit which
has made the American girl famous the world
around. Such lines lend themselves to all purposes
of dress; they are charming in. street or evening
gowns, beautiful in afternoon effects and adaptable
for evening wear; they may rule both house and
street gowns, the sport, the one piece, the two-piece, -

fair, even though taking off a yard of fabriC
round the shoulders to put three yards over the toP

.of a skirt is not done exactly for its ethical value.

THE WOMEN OF OLD

OW women bore and reared children, and daid
H the cooking and choring, the making and

mending of those days, only God who piti€s
and strengthens understands. This is not so much
a man’s world as it was, and no doubt men “toiled
long and hard to make homes in the bush, but when
one thinks that women nursed babies, washed dishes
swept and scrubbed, cooked and served, milked
cows and fed calves and pigs, spun and wove, made
and mended for all the household, and sometimes
helped with the harvest, one feels there was an u47°
equal division of labor and bows the head in rever
ence for the women of half a centiry ago.—Sir Jobi
Willison in Reminiscences Political and Pgrsonal-

HE CHOSE TO REVERT

EADERS of this paper will be interested to‘
R know that its former and first editor, Lt.-Col

John A. Cooper, is now in France serving V_Vith
the rank of Major in the 19th Battalion, C. E. ¥
A year ago last February Col. Cooper took to WitleY,
Camp what was acknowledged by those who kneW
to be perhaps the finest battalion ever sent out of
Canada, The first officers for the 198th Canadial
Buffs were chosen in this office two years ago 1ast
January. By a system of organization, of which he
was a master, Col. Cooper created a battalion Wl“"h
its friends hoped would give a great account of it
self as a unit at the front in the much hoped-for
Fifth Division. But the Fifth failed for the lack ©
reinforcements. The Buffs were “broken up’ by
drafts into other battalions. The commanding of-
ficer had his choice either to come home or to revert.
He chose not to come home, because as an old of-
ficer of the famous Queen’s Own he had gone into
khaki for service and not for decorative distinction
He went to England hoping to go to France as &
Canadian at the head of a great Canadian battalion-
He has gone to France as a Major in the 19th, b

‘cause he is a soldier and a Canalian.—The Editor:
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PROBLEMS IN B. G.

THINGS that because they are so intensely local
_ in feeling and so big in scope, are national in
8pirit, Written by the undersigned in collaboration

with Mrs. Ralph Smith, M.P.P.
used to look at the map and see Vancouver Island on the Pacific and

é think to ourselves, “I wonder if ever in the world I shall travel as far
8 that”; and, having travelled “as far as that” we looked back again to Nova
Scotia or New Brunswick on the Atlantic seaboard, and wondered “if ever in
the world we would go back there again.” ‘ ;

Bast and West are far closer together to-day than they were twenty-five or
thil‘ty years ago, though the Rocky Mountains loom just as large as ever. Trans-
Continental railways have threaded the prairie and surmounted the Rockies;
all to no purpose but for a deeper union made possible by the spread of a Cana-
dian national spirit.

For national spirit let us above all thank the war which has changed our
8eographical perspective and has brought all the countries of the world nearer
t°, us. Continents and seas that were mere names, and whose locality were
Practically unknown, form part of the everyday curriculum of our thought; we
h?Ve travelled with the British army ancient roads and forgotten highways
that heretofore have been inconceivable miles away. What then to us is the
Width of a continent?

But there is still room for closer cooperation between the provinces, and
’O-day on the eve of universal franchise we feel it is timely for the women of
Canada to get in closer touch with each other, by mutual confidence and sym-
Dathy aiding one another. Naturally the outlook of the eastern woman is not
Quite the same as our own. It is that outlook we want to understand, and in
Teturn we would like to have your patience, you in the East.

For example, the Siberian situation. Possibly to the women of the Maritime
Provinces or of Quebec and Ontario, that question is more or less remote, To
US it is most vital and imminent. Vladivostock seems dangerously close to us.
Many of our old timers know that part of the world like a book. Every year,
Some few years before the war, the sealing fleets from the west used to go up
the Behring - Sea, past the Aleutian Islands and into the Sea of Japan, and all
about the coast there. Names that to you would signify the farthest ends of
the earth, mean only a few days’ sail across a stretch of peaceful sea to us,
for we are linked up with the Ofient by many lines of steamships, to say noth-
Ing of the windjammers. All questions concerning China and Japan loom very
large on our political horizon, and the same may be said to be true in regard
to Australia and New Zealand, for only a width of water separates us. The
Social and political course of these two divisions of the Empire form an intimate
ang absorbing study for us, for our problems are very similar, and do we not,
With them, hold in trust British dominions in the north and south Pacific?

Tho“gh we have not here in the west the difficulties of congested cities to
deal with, at the same time we have very much the same sort of social prob-
lems to deal with as civilization has everywhere, and it is to meet those prob-
lemS, and to study them so as to remedy existing conditions, that we women
81l over Canada need to cooperate and to help one another.

“Your voices,” wrote Ruskin, “are not worth a rat’s squeak in or out of Par-
lament till you have ideas to utter with them.” Probably it is because we had
those ideas that we women have at length got into Parliament, and it is for
US now to carry our theories into execution. We feel we have made a begin-
ing in British Columbia.

In the first place we have elected a woman representative, and, let us state

ACK EAST and OUT WEST are terms happily growing obsolete in
Canada. They belong to the days when we were little children and

€re, that she has only the most cordial things to say about the other members.

on the floor of the house. Irrespective of party, they have invariably shown
% Most kindly and helpful spirit which bodes well for the harmony of a time
I the probably not far distant future, when our houses of Parliament will al-
Ways consist of both men and women members. In the next place we are bring-
Ng about legislation which will mean a minimum wage for women. The bill
®ffecting this will soon be made law.

“What is to be done with this baby?’ asked a woman the other day. She
Wag carrying in her arms a bright-faced infant, and explained that it was her

aughter’s child and that the father.was a Chinaman. Such cases as this are
Dot ag rare as we should like to imagine. It is because our eyes are wide open
to the existence of such things that we mean to try and take steps to change
anq to broaden the scope of education, in this way lifting the ignorant woman

a place where she can realize the enormity of her responsibility.

We have also in mind the segregating of the feeble-minded and the estab-
lig ing of farm colonies and other educative institutions in which these unfor-
“Unateg may be taught to be self-supporting and their marriage prevented.

Just now when the man-power of the Empire is being so seriously depleted,

I8 not qifficult to see that woman’s duty largely lies in the conservation of

fe at home, We have great plans, splendid plans, but we are young here
tn the west, for the spirit of the west is the spirit of youth, and we need the
“" Vice of the steady, wise old east. In return we promise to furnish an un-

\rnmited supply of unshakeable optimism. Optimism is an absolute essential

3 frontier men and women, and we have an abundance of it here in this out-
St of empire.

U] i u””,’j)ﬁ SR

" —

It is the spring, and the eternal miracle of that season has come to us, cloth-
ing the low hills with the glory of the golden broom, greening the clustering
foot-hills, and making the mountains dazzling in rainbow tints and silver sheen

of sunshine. The orchard trees are lovely as brides, and the gardens an e
toxication with their riot of color and perfume. And the incentive of the spring
is behind us in our earnest endeavor to join hands with you in the east and to
help the women all over Canada to fit themselves for the gacred responsibility
of citizenship.

N. deBERTRAND LUGRIN (Victoria, B.C.)

QUERIES from QUEBEC

HE writer of this letter could have done it even better in French. Joseph

Lachance is not a separatist. He believes in Canadian unity. None of
his arguments are new. Some are open to controversy. But they are the sen-
timents of a man who wishes to be regarded as a Canadian, first. He is a citi-
zen of a town which better than any other in Canada represents race-unity.
St. Johns, P.Q., is a little city of big factories down near the border. It cone
tains about as many English as French-Canadians. The French all speak Eng-
lish. Most of the English speak French. There is an English-speaking gar-
rison. The people mix freely in all matters, social, civic, educational and po-
titical. Religion only keeps them in separate camps, as it does people in places
which have no Catholic church. At the end of every band concert in the park
the band plays O Canada and God Save the King. Nobody is better entitled
to a hearing on the question of race-unity than a citizen of St. Johns, and no
citizen of St. Johns eould have stated the case more moderately than Mr, La-

chance.—The Editor.
A_ lingual Schools, allow me to express my entire approval of the articles

in your issue of March 16th. Your paper is interesting from the first page
to the last; even the cover is up to the mark, and I must congratulate you on
the tone of the two articles by A. M. Chisholm and Verne Dewitt Rowell. The
latter hits the nail on the head squarely, and the writer deserves thanks from
all Canadians. As for Mr. Chisholm, he displays a remarkable spirit of broad-
mindedness. I feel that if he realized the French-Canadians had a grievance,
even with a small “g,” he would be the first man to help redress it.

I consider Canada, as a whole, my country, and a Canadian should feel at
home anywhere in Canada, be he from Quebec, Ontario or British Columbia.
Any differences which may happen to crop up in any Province naturally would
tend to hurt Canada as a whole. Now, in my opinion, French-Canadians are
first of all and always Canadian. They may evince sympathy, more or less
platonic, for France, England, etc.; but their genuine love is for Canata.
Human nature could not be otherwise, and I dare say that the fifth or sixin
generation of Mr. Chisholm’s descendants will have exactly the same feelings
as the French-Canadians have to-day.

When Confederation was formed, Sir John A. Macdonald said that every
Canadian citizen was on equal footing, and as French is legal and official in
the highest spheres of Canadian life (Federal Circles), it must be equally so
in the lower regions, and all Canadians should have the opportunity of learn-
ing the French language at school, for if not, where would they learn it? I
will add that all French-Canadians in Canada, throughout, desire to learn Eng-
lish; ‘but they also quite naturally wish to learn French. I was taught my
mother-tongue exclusively the first four years of my schooling, the next two
years were devoted to English and French, and the last two to English only.
Of course Arithmetic, etc., etc., were also taught during the whole eight years;
and I consider this a most sensible way of learning any alien language. Surely
Mr. Chisholm would not consider the Treaty of Paris and the Confederation
Act as Scraps of Paper. I feel that the only Province living up to this Act, both
in letter and spirit, .is Quebec; the Protestant minority enjoying the full con-
trol of their schools, the school taxes paid by Catholics going to the Catholic
School Board, those from the Protestants going to the Protestant School Board,
and those from Corporations going to what is called a neutral panel and di-
vided according to the attendance at the schools. In my opinion, if all the
Provinces followed this excellent rule, there would be no school question.

I thank Mr. Chisholm for the certificate of good conduct given to the Que-
bec people, but he could have added that the attendance at school is higher
than in all the other Provinces, with the exception of British Columbia; that
there are more proprietors with a lower ratio of mortgages, and that the crim-
inality is also lower, though I will admit there may not be as many automobiles.
1 might also say that the majority in this Province can speak English and
French, poseibly not as classical English as taught by the great English
Universities, but I know a great many who can speak the English language

(Continued on Page 20.)

®
S a farmer’s son and graduate of the much despised Quebec Primary Bi-
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letter: “That statement,” referring to

a duel with the ex-husband of
a lady  who about 27 years
ago lived in a large house at the cor-
ner of Carlton and Yonge St., in To-
ronto. The Tiger, then Editor ' of
L’Homme Libre, wrote an article alleg-

REMIER CLEMENCEAU, the
P Tiger of France, once fought

People You Know

Hlustrated Brevities concerning a Frenchman, an
American, two Englishmen and two Canadians.

what the Premier said about Haig's
army, “implies that Sir Douglas Haig's
fighting strength on the eve of the
great battle which began Marck 21, had
not been diminished, That is not cor-
rect.” England is divided—for a time:
Another of Democracy’s rifts that mean
sometimes greater strength, sometimes

ing that the Prince de Chimay had
stolen ' the fortune of his former wife
(Clara Ward, once of Toronto and Detroit), when she
eloped with Rigo, the gypsy fiddler. Hence the duel.

Clemenceau is now into the greatest duel of his
stormy career, As Premier. of France part of his
: work is to clean up the
crooks who have been
betraying the country.
He was once a doctor
in New York—hence
his ~American wife.
When he went back to
France he plunged in-
to politics, first ds a
radical delegate to the
National Assembly.
Here he aided Gambet-
ta in fighting = .Bis-
marck’s terms of peace
with France in 1871.
Soon he was into the
business of setting up
and pulling down min-
istries who weuld not
“come  through” on
a slashing sabre as a speaker.

promises. He was
He loved enemies—to slash them. The Tiger al-

ways. In his first paper, Le Justice, he came out
hot-foot for free education by the state and for dis-
establishing the Church. He was accused of being
no friend to the Russian Alliance. In the Chamber
of Deputies, Paul Deroulede, the worst enemy Clem-
enceau ever 'made, hurled at him the epithet of a
traitor and said that his colleagues thought so too
but dare not say it, because they feared Clemen-
ceau’s awful tongue. The Tiger’s answer was a
growl:

“M. Deroulede, you lie!”

Hence a duel. Afterwards Clemenceau retired from
public life and tried writing plays, essays and news-
paper articles. It was then that he helped Zola
defend Capt. Dreyfus, and was afterwards returned
to eminence by the people. He made another enemy
soon in Jaures, the Socialist, who was an advocate
of internationalism' and against war-preparedness.
Clemenceau went after the nest of traitors.
came Minister of the Interior, and very shortly the

destroyer of Cabinets himself bécame Premier. Dur--

ing his Premiership he flatly opposed the Kaiser in
the demands that were intended to force France into
eventual war. Now that he is Premier again, it is
the Kaiser again, the foe outside and the secret en-
emies within, all the Bolos and Malvys and Caillauxes
and Humberts. And he is equal to them all.
: » :

AMUEL GOMPERS may be wrong as often as
S anybody in the world. The only American who

ever addressed both Canadian Houses of Par-
liament, has got where he is to-day, at the head of
the A. F. of L., because
he didn’t hesitate to be
wrong if by doing so he
could start something
bigger than merely ba-
ing  right. Gompers
may have been wrong
when he said that Can-
adian labor has not
been ag responsive to
government mneeds as
American labor has
been; when he said
that Canadian labor is
socialism-infected. He
may have forgotten
that strikes in the s
United States threw back shipbuilding further than
Hurry-Up Hurley could get it ahead. But when Gom-
pers spoke in New York some weeks ago on behalf
of the A. F. of L., he shot the kind of bolt that one

wishes to heaven could have been the voice of Am-
erica for the past three years—since May 7, 1915.
Looking like he 1s in this picture taken at Ottawa,

he said:

“I say to the Kaiser, I say to the Germans, in the
name of the American labor movement: ‘You can’t
talk peace with American workers; you can’t talk
peace with us; you can’t talk to us at all now. We
are fighting now, Either you smash your Kaiser
autocracy or we will smash it for you.’ Yes, we say
to the Germans: ‘Get you out of France, out of Ser-
bia, out of Belgium, and back into Germany, and then
perhaps we’ll talk peace terms with you. But we
won’t before you do.””

IN
FLANDERS’
FIELDS
By
Lieut.-Col.
John McCrae

N Flanders’ fields the poppies blow

Between the crosses row on row,
That mark our place, and in the sky
The larks still bravely singing fly,
Scarce heard amidst the guns below.
We are the dead. Short days ago
We lived, felt dawn, saw sunset glow,
Loved and were loved, and now we lie

In Flanders’ fields.

Take up the quarrel with the foe,

To you from falling hands we throw

The Torch—be yours to hold it high:

If ye break faith with us who die,

We shall not sleep though poppies grow
In Flanders’ fields,

He be- -

one motto on the memorial about to be

. erected—not a monument—to the late

Col. John McCrae. The man who wrote In Flanders’
Fields, first printed in Canada by the Canadian
Courier from the New York Times, achieved in a
few lines the immortality which some men get only
in great books. The poem of Soldier McCrae is a
spiritual prophecy as grim and yet as fine as that of
the American soldier, Alan Seeger “I Have a Ren-

“W HO bemg dead, yet _Speaketh,” should be

“dezvous With Death,” and the death poems by Rupert

C. Brooke, written before he was sunstruck on ser-
vice at the Dardanelles.

McCrae was a native of Guelph, Ont., a graduate
of Toronto University and of the Medical School,
and a colleague of Dr. Adami in the chemical labora-
tories of McGill. He was also a medalist of the Boer
War, from which he returned a master of artillery.
He went to the front as a doctor, but was always
close to the guns. He was among the guns in the
second battle of Ypres. He died of pneumonia.

»

UPPOSE that Baron von Freytag Loringhofen
who is the Deputy-Chief of the German General
Staff, should write a letter to the Lokal Anzeiger
saying that Chancellor Hertling had given out in-
correct figures about the German armies to the Reich-
stag? What a pow-wow English editors would be
privileged to make over it! And hence what a noise
some Teuton editors are at liberty to make over this
letter of Gen. Maurice to the London Daily Chronicle.
Well, the letter is out. The fermer Director of
Military Operations at the War Office says in his

~ fought by Reading in

weakness
wanen general elections
have been abolished by
war. The Comrons
supports the Premier
who abuses the ‘“cocoa
press.” Col, Repington
agrees with Maurice.
who may be court-mar-

tialed. Is there politics
behind? Perhaps the
General knows. Any-

way he knows war—“a
pink complexion and a
monocle,” says the
cable correspondent,
“surrounded by maps of
all sorts; contour maps,
flat maps, maps of ele-
vations, all marked by flags, with numbers and with
red, blue and yellow pencil marks. General Maurice
dealt with all those maps as Paderewski deals with
the keys of a piano. He knew every detail of them.”
L
B,ARON READING, Ambassador to the United

States, also Lord Chief Justice of England, and

an authority on finance, i« one of the biggest
brains of England, given the biggest job that ever
confronted the British Embassy in Washington:
How big the job, is well expressed by Sydney Brooks
in the Nineteenth Century. Americans, he says; @
times seem a little doubtful whether George the
Third is really dead. To interpret to them Great
Britain as she really is seems to me the highest task
in which a British Ambassador could engage. THe
size and character of
the man for the job is
set forth by Frank Dil-
not in The World’s
Work. Picture, he says,
a slim, erect man, al-
ways perfectly dress-
ed, with clear-cut oval

face, dark shining
eyes, severe, boyish,
humorous. He walks
with the lithe alert-

ness of youth—and he
is 57. 1In all the cases

the courts, defending
lives, reputatlons and
finances; in all his heat of politics on the husting®
and in Parliameént, from the back benches to t2°
Attorney-Generalship and the woolsack, he has never
been known to lose his temper.
»

HE man who follows O’Connor is of course Mo

Fall. If the Mec. is as bold a scrapper as &

O’ there should still be some human interest o
the Cost of Living Department of our ststtlﬂtic5
Hon. T. W. Crothers, Minister of Labor, says e
McFall is a first-class man, probably in spite ©
the fact that the ne¥®
item diagnoses hinm e
an M.A., Ph.D.

We feel sure that BE
is a good, practical
much-alive man, eve%
though the Hon. Minis
ter of Labor says 5%
But unless he is pe
pared to be as unpoP™
lar with some peoP
as the late Jeremial ©
old, he had better pasf
the job along. Cost°
living is no game
the average M.A.

for
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YPRES—-“Wipers” as the Tommies call it—knows more about
war than any other town in the world. The bloodiest bat-

tles of the war have surged around this'ancient city of Bel-
gium. The first and second battles of Ypres are now in the im-
Mortal history of great battles in the world’s history.

Canada knows Ypres, because it was Canadians who held Ypres
and first blocked the Hun drive for Calais. On and beyond Ypres
?h‘e British line went.. Now it is creeping back; and the struggle
IS once again over the old battlefieids that reach out from Ypres
'°",.e way toward the Somme, the other towards the Channel. The
Hun pushed his legions back along three sides of Ypres whose
r."_""s are now three years old. In a mist of smoke stands the
hulk of the Old Cloth Hall, once one of the finest piles of archi-
teetu"ve of Europe, now a lonesome, sorrowful lighthouse of stone,
%" which storms of shells have broken. A price was set by the
Allieg upon what remains of Ypres—10,000 or 20,000 dead Ger-
Mans. Will they take it?

sOMetimes, says Philip Gibbs, writing of the great offensive,

oc':hed to God the sun would not shine like -this nor nature
ar at me with its thrilling beauty of life. However, the British

an:i:::l of confidence. They are full of faith that

b all odds they shall hold their own in the last

edea‘ of all. The Commander in Chief’s orders of

Worlg Y should reveal to the British people and to the

e,\;my,what-_is happening out here in France—the

Stroy t: object to seize the Channel ports and de-
€ British Army.

N:‘_day in Paris there was a nursery with sick
the ildren in their cots and nurses hovering over
a.s t:he next day there was something different.

: e day of the shells from the Hun’s “miracle”
ba:, two of whose most cruel visitations were this
Dlh 0g:rse"y and the Church of St. Gervais. The
aninbatioaph shows both scenes in the nursery. Im-
“hoge ‘eh Supplies the rest. But the Hun’s new toy
tists, ?‘pl%ions made seismic tremors 4,000 miles
QI o i only i 2oy0 How e tooke a1t te
Aigep in the language of one Rosner, who is the
44 S Boswell, Long Hermann, he calls the gun.

—————————

.ta|ki:es ot really look like a gun at all,” he says, ONTREAL has lately had a revival of war ent husiasm. And of all the rousing spectacles to stimu-
g 9 like a dead beast. “It is more like a gigan- late the war spirit of the big bi-lingual city the native-born Frenchmen, veterans of the war from
hag "gy,'cra"e, which for some unaccountable reason the first call to arms, who marched in the Ypres ce lebration on a reqent Sunday was the most remark-
Othe -ee". planted here amid violets, primroses and able, They were given the “place d’honneur” in the ‘procession, once again eitizens of Montreal after
‘Ang SPring flowers. It stands dreaming, as it were, giving all they knew how to the war in old France. The photograph was taken at sunset.

of ¢ SN it suddenly awakens, disturbing the peace

s field 1 ’ L3
Whig . The violent disturbance of the air, b
Qujs Shakes the very trunks of trees, becomes P LUE DEVILS,” Frenchmen who have seen service from, the beginning of the war, made a sen-
Thig Visibly a black thread cutting along the sky. B sational impression on New York, marching for the third Liberty Loan. The feature of the pre-
thyg 5. cad is the traveling calamity. It can travel vious Loan Drive was a British tank. A year from now we may expect a parade of American vet-
It Miles, but it is satisfied this time with less. erans to stimulate Liberty Loan recruiting. It is said that next to the Blue Devils Canadian soldiers

win . :
i "®Main on the move exactly 180 seconds. : ; excite most enthusiasm over there.
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A War Surmise—Not a Forecast
E are content to leave military forecasts to
the experts. Just at present, howevecr, it
looks as though the Hun might have to

go back over that Picardy area again. The
reason he is fighting over it now is because he has

to, He is driven from behind. His work is done
in the East. He must keep moving. Digging in to
wait is no longer any use. The West is his only
place to keep busy. Presently, if Foch expectations
are realized, he may have to go back over his tracks
because Foch’s armies will make him. He is he-
tween the deep sea of pressure at home and the devil
of the enemy. How far back he will swing on the
return trip may depend upon where he can dig him-
gelf in. When he is being attacked and pushed to-
ward his own border his people may be patient.
They will let him defend Germany, because it is the
old bogey that Germany was being attacked. This
may mean another long era of siege. By that time,
whether his navy is forced out or not, the combined
weight of the Allied armies—including the American
—will be plenty to keep him from ever again budg-
ing westward. Then will be the time for the great-
est air-drive ever known, when thousands of Allied
planes bomb his armies -and his cities. Which may
be the beginning of the end. But that will not be
in 1918.

This is only a surmise.
others better. But it is time for surmises.
all getting tired of waiting,

»

The Morale of a Nation

LL said and done perhaps the Maurice affair
A simmers down into personality. Such things

happen even in the British War Office, which
is a sort of female Prussia for red tape. Maurice
is evidently in temperament just about all that
the Premier is not. Lloyd George is the only
public man in any of the Allied countries who is
now in the same or a higher post than when the war
began. Having reached the top via the Exchequer
and the Ministry of Munitions which he created and
made s0 enormous a success, he must hang on, And
he is so doing. Exit Gen. Maurice—on half pay,
which is absurd; for either the man was right or
he was wrong, and the amount of salary he gets has
nothing to do with the case. According to Lloyd
George he was wrong. The Premier was supported
by Parliament. Presto! In the trail of Parliament
comes the Daily Mail, owned by the man who owns
the Times, from which Repington was removed for
endoréing Maurice. The War Office may run its

There may be a dozen
We are

head into the sand. But the Northcliffe press knows.

what it is 'doing, no matter how much it bewilders
other people, even a Premier. F

v

Well, it is too much to expect a Premier who a

few years ago was next thing to a pacifist to. know

just what is going on at the front unless blunders:

are kept to a minimum—which with us they never
are. Blunders are a part of the British heritage.
Costly blunders. If South Africa was the graveyard
of military reputations, Flanders—speak it not, the
business is too terrible. Nothing is So easy for a
Premier to understand as success in the field. Noth-
ing so hard to explain as what seems like failure.
The Premier is the transformer who steps down the
voltage to the public. Lloyd George is a good trans-
former.., Now that he has at the head of the War
Office a man whose military prescience he can trust,
be may have less difficulty. He may even clean up
the War Office. But the best way to do that in the
interests of the general public is to let the nation
know exactly how much of a martyr, or an enemy-
comforter or a scapegoat Gen. Maurice really was.
The surmise of a Paris newspaper that Maurice was
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who hates Wilson, is too
We talk about keeping

the tool of Repington,
naive for a French editor.
up the morale of the army. That is mainly the
business of the Generals and the War Office. But
there is a morale of the nation. And it is the busi-
ness of the Government.

®
Where Are Our Armies ?

E all know exactly what iy the matter with

~» the Hun and how near he is to extinction.

We have known it for three years. It was

the present Premier of Great Britain who in a speech

in 1914 said, “Poor mailed fist! Poor shining armor!”

All we had of an army in France then was ‘“the old

contemptibles” of imperishable renown. We hadn’t

even the ghost of a notion in 1914 that Britain would
raise an army of six millions.

But now Canada is being dragnetted for new men;
for the ultimate man; for the farmer’s son with his
hand on the plough of greater production which only
yesterday he was told was the symbol of anti-famine.
The mines and munition plants of England are be-
ing combed for new men. More men and more—
from everywhere. China has 250,000 men behind
the French lines, intensively farming. India, Africa,
Australasia, America—all sending men. And still
the Hun is able to push our armies back towards
the Channel ports; to all but envelop Amiens; to be
offered Ypres with its immortal memories of strug-
gle and brave blood at a price of 10,000 or 20,000
dead Germans. ;

Can any Repington, Maurice or Belloc tell us ex-
actly what has been done with that British army of
6,000,000? How many of them are dead and back in
Blighty; how many have been sent to Saloniki,
Egypt, Mesopotamia, Palestine, Italy; how many are
actually under Sir Douglas Haig at the front; finally
how many are still in England? The question is not
irrelevant because the British Premier tells us that
when the March offensive made a call for reinforce-
ments the men were rushed at once from England.
That is—they were not in France. Maybe it is good
war policy to keep a big army in England in case
the Hun should break through. But so far as is
known there is no way to keep the Hun from doing
this except with big armies—not in England. Per-
haps there is not a big army in England. But where
are the armies? Our soldiers are as great as any
that ever marched. They fight as never man did
in the days of old. But never with our great armies
added ‘to those of-France have we been able to get
the Hun out of Belgium and France. On the map
he is no nearer being out now than he was when he
went in. On the fourth of next month we shall be

* within two months of four years at war since Lloyd

George said, “Poor mailed fist! Poor shining
armor!”  And the mailed fist and shining armor are
still' there. :

' Why is this? Because our men are soldiers and

" not disciplined butchers; that we preserve in our

armies the thing for which we are figthing on be-
half pf the world; that our generals are gentlemen
up against men of blood and iron; that we are sane,
liberty-loving peoples faced by the insanity of a na-
tion of slaves; that in all the business of men and
guns and mechanical organization we are at least
the equal of the enemy, in the spirit of manhood
vastly his superior—but in the ruthless purpose that
drives millions of men into hell we are no match
for the Hun because, being free peoples, we were
not born that way.

» ;
Propaganda—The Fifth Arm

gy ROPAGANDA is the fifth arm of the service in

P this war; sometimes the first. So far the Ger-

mans have conducted most of the propaganda.

They began on their own people. They did about as

much with the rest of us. If ever there was a Waf
conducted by mental methods, this is the war. And
the war may last a great deal longer than it should
unless the Allies undertake propaganda as industri-
ously as the Hun has done it. Every nation at war
should be invaded by an allied propaganda central
ized at Paris for convenience. This should be the
work of a select committee from all the great na
tions on our side. It should include newspapers
tracts and moving pictures. Newspapers can alway3
be relied upon to do good work in any Allied nation
able to read. But a large percentage even in the
United States, and a small one in Canada, cannot
read. These must be reached with moving pictures:
A vast majority of the Russians are illiterate. Soap”
box orators have been their newspapers. .These
millions can be reached by the screen. A dramatized
version of Loringhofen’s German book, Deductions
from the World War, should be an eye-opener to the
Russians. A really good film of Gerard’s Expert
ences in Germany—not the one now running, which
is very poor—would do an immense auxiliary work
to the newspaper in the United States. France and
England and Canada are pretty well covered now-
But the public information bureau as we DoW
have it is not doing a really vital work because it
is not doing something which the newspapers can't:
Italy, so much penetrated by Germany, should be
better penetrated by a sane Allied propaganda. Ger
many remains. Obviously we can’t run moving Pi¢
tures or circulate newspapers in Germany. The
only way to reach the Hun is by dropping things in
upon him, like manna from heaven. A fair start
in German cities might be made by dropping mil-
lions of pamphlets cortaining a full exposition ©
what Prince Lichnowsky: confessed as to who started
the war and how it was done. i
»

In Rome Everywhere

OME men are born with a marvellous adaptd
S bility. Sometimes writers have it. One in par

ticular comes to mind—not a Canadian, though
he lives in Canada and has always loudly professed :
to be a very Canadian citizen. This writer has B0
country., He thinks he is cosmopolitan. His latest
cosmopolitan feat is an article in the Detroit News
Tribune alleging that King George is first cousin
to the Kaiser, that at a certain dinneér in Londo®
the King’s health is not drunk because he is a Ger
man, that President Wilson is the real King of Eng
land, and that Canada will soon be ripe for annexa
tion. The simple category of these things makes it
unnecessary to mention the man’s name. He shoul
have an identification card and a number in a large
asylum for the internationally insane. In case D€
s'hould' need credentials in any part of this country
to which he is so dispassionately attached we are
glad to furnish this accompanying mental descriP”
tion:

Born in England; came to Canada about 30 year$
ago; was for a while editorially employed in TO
ronto; afterwards publicity agent for a railway’
started a paper called The British Néws, which wa8
an attempt at segregating the British in Canad®
from the rest of Canadians; stumped the. countf"y
for a Canadian League, which he failed to estab”
lish and of which he never knew the purpose; made
a dismal run for Parliament under the mistaken im"
pression that he was a sort of political Messiah an
failed to make even the first hurdle; became a te;
rible enthusiast for the Bonne Entente, even appear”
ing at dinners of the same when he was not €% .
pected; an ardent fungal growth on the Win-the-War
League, whose campaign in the West he seriously
endangered; when on a Canadian tour in England
few years ago, the land of his birth, blandly intrude
himself into the spot-light of every public functio®
basking in the smiles of bishops and archbishop®
sheriffs and Lord Highs, Lord Mayors and whats%
ever looked like aristocracy. And if the Kaise®
should ever be permitted by the “patriotism” of men
of his stripe to put.one of his bankrupt Grand Duke?
on the throne of Canada, this same accommodating
gentleman of the pen would be one of the first ¢
be on hand for a job as flunkey.

'L‘ET US ALL CELEBRATE THE OLD 24th OF MAY!
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“ Those Titles ”’
PARTLY in reply to Mr. Gourlay :—I am English born and

educated, also a returned soldier from the line, and am

over 50 years of age. I object to titles because they are

the apotheosis of caste, than which there is nothing more

hellish and unchristian. I left England largely to get
away from caste and found here—dollar caste. Now an attempt
18 made to wish the hereditary article on to us also. Mr. Gourlay’s
feasoning does not begin to touch me. I was born under heredi-
tary caste—it is debasing. I have experienced military caste—
:t dl's an evil thing. 1 have had 15 years of dollar caste—it is
idiculous, That we are wedded to titles is a lamentable proof
of our snobbishness; it also proves that we are not true Demo-
crats. The fact that titles are usually bestowed for value re-
ceived and seldom for real merit is beside the question ; the whole
Usiness is undemocratic and therefore harmful. Perhaps Cana-
l:.)n:! at home are unaware that the signs in England point to the
abolition of all titles there in a very short time.

50th CANADIANS, Strathcona, P.O., Alta.

What is Bi-Lingual ?
SEE that the Native-Born Article was a dish too
much peppered with French-Canadianism for the
delicate assimilating powers of Miss Clara Greex-
h(}W, Walkerville, Ont., since it forced her to return
Your “menu.”

What made her sick is the assertion that Canada
Was a bilingual country. Too Bad! If she had
“been trained to swallow the bitter pills of truth,
if she knew the history of her country (I grant her
t0 be a Canadian), its laws, the habits and customs
of its inhabitants, I dare say that the Canadian
Courier would not have lost such a valuable, broad-
Minded and intelligent subscriber.

While we are waiting for the soldiers to return
and try to realize Miss Greenhow’s most patriotic
Wish for.the rehabilitation, in a Prussian way, of
Quebec French folk, do you believe that she could,
28 a parting gift to the other readers of your es-
teemed weekly, send a good definition of her own
Of “a bilingual country” and “pi-lingualism”?

1 trust that the other Canadian disciples of Mal-
thus, hefore teaching others and solving “4 la Bis-
marck” the great racial problems of our country,
Will read again “Native-Born,” and make a practice
Of the lessons which Can‘dida'gives them in it: per-
haps afterwards Canada shall have .more sons to
defend them.

ADRIEN FALARDEAU (Quebec).

S5 HE objection raised in the letter referred to'was.

4 a statement by.the author of the Native-Born
~ Articles that Canada is an Anglo-French bilingual
Country, Miss Greenhow _says Canada is British.

She is quite right. There is no argument here. Can-
ida said nothing about Canada being unBritish.

e articles on Native-Born have nothing whatever-

0 do with politics, either Imperial or domestic;
Deither with the right or wrong of one race as against
’:ggf’ther in this country. Canada 'though British
iy itically and sentimentally is an Anglo-Freuch bi-

Ngual country as a matter of population and lan-
8uage, That is all—The Editor.

ks . i .
Bad Enough Now

- e

IN your issue of April 13th you give éﬁacé to an

article entitled, “Make Doctors Civil Servants.”
Surely we do not need to add another link to
What promises to be a heavy chain—the link of com-
Pulsory acceptance of medical advice‘and treatment?
\nd while we are fighting for freedom for the peo-
Ple, our friend would enslave us with a compulsory
S¥stem of medication, regardless of religious belief
~®ducational enlightenment, or whatsoever may go0
to Make a man the arbiter of his own life. He seems
% be willing to include in the rank and file of Doc-
V?I\s who are to be licensed as Civil Servants—al-
ays first of course the Allopath, the Hoxienpath,
€ Regular and the Osteopath, The venom seems
focused upon one particular science, the Chiro-
Practor, His charge that “chiropractic is a Farrago
f Nonsense” can be met with proof that it is the
Os_t sensible nonsense ever given a suffering world.
® Says it “has adopted some means of treatment

_are struggling against a deadly foe.

Dear Mr. Editor:;— ‘

from other systems.” ‘“The osteopath did not start
the claim that Chiropractic started with them, until
it got to be so active and successful it threatened to
undermine their business. Medicine and Osteopathy
bhave been diametrically opposed for years, but like
unto men of note some two thousand years ago, they
have merged their differences in a common cause
and are not-so much concerned now in proving the.
origin of Chiropractic, as for constituting a ways
and means committee for stopping it. I wish to say
just this in reference to the “So-called advertised
cures” our Medical friend mentions: “The Science
of Chiropractic has produced proof satisfactory to
the U. S. and Canada, that their so-called cures are
cures, because they stay cured.” Thousands of wit-
nesses are ready to testify any day as to this, and
the writer as one of that great number can furnish
proof that after years of suffering: and a final pros-
tration from neuritis, when given up by the medical
men and considered by family and friends as being
beyond help, the chiropractor by his applied science
cured her. Her experience with the medical men
has been one for kindly remembrance. A practical
nurse for over twenty ieans, she found them kindly,
noble and self-sacrificing, and she has yet to find
one in her personal experience who would find it
necessary to be made a “Civil Servant.”
(MRS.) A. M. WORKMAN,
(Swift Current, Sask.)

»
And Might Be Better

HE article in your April number entitled, “Make
Doctors Civil Servants,” written by an M.D., I
certainly approve of. If this is done every M.
D. will be assured of a good salary and he will not
be so eager to pour poison into the systems of his
patients to give them temporary relief, nor yet will
the surgeon be so ready with his knife. By this I
do not mean to imply that all surgeons are too keen
to use their knives, nor yet that all doctors are care-
Jess in the use of pernicious drugs. But I know a
good many who are,
What in the world is the matter with the M.D.’s
that they are so death against the Chiropractors?
Your correspondent says the real reform would be

to make it compulsory on the public to accept the
services of an M. D. placed over them.

Now, Mr. Editor, I have visited the offices of Drug-
less Physicians and have seen sane, upright M. D.’s
in the offices of these men getting their bodies put
in shape for nature to cure them. Why not let the
public judge for themselves? Your correspondent
also says that the regulation foreshadowed in the
report is an attack on Osteopathy and that Chiro-
practic is a “farrago of nonsense,” as the Chiroprac-
tic has to adopt the methods of the osteopath and
the electro-therapeutist to get results. He knows
nothing of Chiropractic or he would know that Chiro-
practic and Osteopathy together will get results that
cannot be got by Osteopathy alone.

M. J. SHAW (Walkerville, Ont.)
®

A English or British ?

HAVE just read your interesting article, entitled,
I “The Spirit of England on the Somme.”

But why confine the use of the term to even the
dominating partner? At a time like the present
when the whole Empire is at war, aye for years, is it
not highly improper, incorrect and most objection-
able to do so?—and yet very many Englishmen are
using this and relative terms, to which they have no
special right. If they could only realize its folly
and worse, they would probably cease the habit.
We don’t mind or care what foreigners say, write
or do in this connection; they don’t know better.
But many Scotch, Irish and ‘Welsh—*“colonials” also
—protest and truly dislike the English using incor-
rect terms of language.

FROM A FRIEND.

\X}HEN Shakespeare wrote “this precious stone

set on the silver sea,” did he draw the line at
the Tweed and leave out the Irish Sea? Or was he
not soldier enough to know that an enemy landed
at Edinburgh or Dublin was an enemy on the soil
of England? We admit that the term is, loosely used.
But we believe more in the unity of the British Isles
than in their diversity. No good Scot, Irishman or
Welshman should hesitate to use the term England
for the whole of the British Isles. If accused of be-
ing too vague he may say Britain or Great Britain.
When we spoke of the Spirit of England on the
Somme we meant the spirit of every man on that
front from the whole of the British Isles, including
the Isle of Man.—The Editor.

A vVoice from the

YOU,W‘“ﬂl notice that most of the time and energy

of ‘some people, who could do a lot of really bene-

B fecial work, is spent in an effort to unload their
superfluity of hatred, conceit and egotism into the ehan-
nels of least and weakest resistance, attacking the least
offensive classes simply for the purpose of aggrandising
their own personal imaginative loyalty.. They: think that
by doing so they are helping the cause of theAllies who
e. The actions of
such people do not tend toward strengthening the ‘éffec-
tive aid of Britain, Ffance and other allies; they only
cause :.Aha.rd feelings to grow right in our midst, which

will manifest themselves after the war is over: and for-

gottén, and at present retard the machinery providing .

the necessary material of defence.

We all thoroughly understand that it is-the duty of
everyone -without exception, to devise ways ’é‘md means
whereby our actions in Belgium and France could b2
thoroughly felt by the Kaiser and his hordes of damnable
autocratic savages,
all the world is united against them. Everybody under-
stands that in order to do so we require complete and
full concentration of our minds, actions and{thoughts,
toward this end. But what do we see in reality? Instead
of a judicious, sane and proper deliberation, some pgople
are taking advantage of the opportunity offered them
to abuse the principles for which we are fighting to-day,
by parading their prejudice and egotism.

There are about 500,000 citizens among us who original-
ly came from Galicia, a province which was wrested
from -the Ukrainian kingdom alternately by several dif-
ferent autocratic governments and finally incorporated
under the flag of the Prussian Austria. These people
are considered as ‘“‘alien enemies” in Canada. Of course
this is done only by the people who do not know the
history of these people. But under the present circum-

stances this ignorance is working hard to create a very

and thus show those butchers that.

Canadian Ukraine; -

obnoxious and antagonizing condition.. You hear such
expressions as ‘‘intern the whole dam -bunch’”; ‘“con-
script them”, etc. Now being one of those. ‘‘dam fel-
lows” myself, I fail to see where I am lacking in loyalty
to my adopted country, and I have yet to see any of the
better class of my people who are not as loyal British -
_subjects as any of those who are ultra-loyal. Those :
; people were glad to get away from the autocratic leaches-
who robbed them of their country and their homes and
were more -than satisfied to live under the British flag
and support the British principles of government; and
thus become, through . time, a natural addition to Cana-
“dian citizenry, enjoying all the privileges and suffering
all the hardships, as the circumstances may require.
However, after ‘this war broke out, some people, appar-
ently ever enemies of any other nationality, took the
opportunity to antagonize them and class them with
the savage Hun. In fairness to all parties concerned,
it must be admitted that the government failed in their
duty when they placed the unpatriotic and disloyal enact-
ment upon the statute book of Canada releasing those .
people from Military Service." This act also placed these
“ people in a very delicate situation by giving every an-
tagonistic element a chance to harp upon the miseries
of the situation these people were placed in through no
fault of their own, and placing them in the categories
of enemies instead of bona fide, law-abiding citizens.
Were you to fully understand the situation you would
certainly admit that these people are no more enemies
of the British Government than Lloyd @George is a
friend of the Kaiser; but they are enemies of prejudice,
hatred, bigotry, egotism, PRUSSIANISM. Every right-
thinking man is an ENEMY OF GERMANISM IN ITS
ENTIRETY. Ask any Britisher who spent some of his
time in Galicla during the Russian advance, and he will
tell you more than space permits me here.
P. A. LAZARNICK, Teulon, Man.
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THE WRATH of JONATHAN GRAY

an Indian chief’s, drove a clat-

‘tering old buckboard one
spring day into Jomathan Gray’s lane.
He pulled up at the log trough and
began to shout, Link by link he ex-
tricated the contents of his musty
frock coat from the rig and stood it
up on the chip hill.

Martha, getting dinner, ran out.

“Good-morning, madam!” lifting his mid-Vic-
torian. ‘“You do not know me. You will per-
haps regret having done so. I am one of those
intolerable nuisances known as public servants.
Ahem!”

He rushed to his cribby old nag and began
violently to adjust the harness which always
looked as though it might fall off along the
road. Martha had seen three men who put into
one might have resembled this curious visitor:
a corn doctor at the village ouce, a shoddy ped-
lar who beat his wife, and an itinerant preacher
who died of convulsions. -

“My name—ah!” He fished up a card.
“Elijah Hawkeen, C.E., Public Lands Surveyor.”
“Madam, you have a fine farm here. But flat.
So very flat. ‘The tops of these farms seem to
have been washed away, yet you are still sev-
enty feet above lake level. No hills. Not even
a slope. Blue clay vertically deposited by
glacial drift, Curious conformation—"

All this and a yard more came from him as
he fussed about the rig. Martha longed for the
lads to come up with Jon so that they might
fall within the sound of such wonderful great
words, much more learned and oracular than
she had heard from any preacher, and on so¢
unusual a subject. And she must hurry with
the dinner.

LONG and vehement man with
A dingy plug hat and hair like

cal profit.

ARTHA, his wife, did mot believe in letting

righteous indignation run away with practi-
The stranger with the tripod and the
loud, big language, was to her a way of salvation.

All over a big di'ch.
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“Ah!” said Hawkeen squinting at the sun.
“So it is high noon. I see your good man and
hoys are coming up, madam. I never would
have guessed it was so late. Shall I put in my
horse? Thank you!”

Presently from the stable came Jon trailing this
plug-hatted cockatoo in to dinner. The boys fol-
lowed at a wondering interval. Such a man they
had never seen on that farm. At the table Jon
timidly thrust the corners of a few words into the
cataract of language and ideas that tumbled from
this oracle, much of the time over a lurid crush-
strawberry handkerchief which he salvaged from his
tail pocket and flapped like a flag, cornucopiously
blowing his nose, till the lads kicked one another
under the table.

“Now, Mrs. Gray’—his last gulp of tea—“we’ve
had a lovely dinner. Your pie was perfect. No
thanks, madam—not another bite. Mr. Gray—nature
played you and your neighbor a cruel joke when she
tilted your farms the wrong way, depriving you of
your natural outlet in the lake.”

“Ay,” mumbled John, “our water must traipse
back to the river.”

“Twelve long, slow miles, Mr, Gray, much of it
through the bush. Ah! isn’t the whole township,
gir, a perfect Venice of canals which I have designed
to keep farmers from losing crops? And the poor
back farmers must take your water; you in turn
must wait till there’s room for theirs to drain away.
The water-—ah, go on, Mr, Gray. I see you have had
the experience.” :

“Water backs up on us,” admitted Jon. “It's a
terrible thing is water. Worse nor fire, as I do be-
lieve.”

“Much. Much. So you see, sir, how .necessary
it is that we carry through this grand engineering
scheme of having all these lake shore lots drain
into the lake; these lots that are a mile and a quar-
ter long and forty rods wide; these ribbons of land-
scape which when the bush is down will look from
a passing balloon like carpets of lovely crops owing
much of their beauty to a great artificial ditch, the
common carrier for a block of land containing four
square miles.”

PHE - BD4T0R
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By the middle of this poetic outburst Hawkeen
was out under the appletree with the entire family
gathered around, much as the Israelites must have
convened about Moses in the desert. They hung
upon his words and the colossal ideas of which they
were the vehicle. No such practical evangelist had
ever come round that part of the world. Like one
inspired Hawkeen pointed out the natural path for
the aqueduct.

“That gully of yours, Mr. Gray, right on the line
between you and your neighbor—who, I perceive,
does not inhabit his place, and the more shame to
him!—does the trick. That obviates making an out-
let. Nature, sir, may have fooled you when she
tilted your farm backwards. She came to your rescue
when she put that grand gulch at your very bank,

.~ making it absolutely unnecessary to create a new

outlet—"

ON began to come to himself in the cloud. He
was beginning to see light. He walked up to the
surveyor. :

“Mr. Awkeen, sir—do you mean to say that we’'m
to 'ave that great ditch on our place?”

“Nature so decrees it, sir, since you are fair in
the middle of the block. You are lucky. Your farm
will be the talk of the township. In years to come
tourists in all manner of strange vehicles will halt
on a great bridge flung over a canyon and credit you
with being the possessor of one of the wonders of
the world—"

A shout from Jon shut him up.

“I'll not ’ave it so,” not knowing how he dared say
this. “Never! It’s tearin’ me farm to flinders. No!”

Muttering for courage Jon went about his noon
chores, packing the lads back to the stump-grubbing.
Hawkeen, perceiving a snag, betook himself to his
rig, yanked out his tripod and levels and at once
scurried away to the edge of the high bank where,
after inspecting the gully with the vast blue of lake

and sky fer a background, the human
crane began to spy up and down Jon’s
little ditch.

“Drat the beggar,” said Jon.
takin’ pictures then?”

Jon felt an unholy storm arising
within. He sat on Martha’s chopping
block under the old appletree, t0
watch. He was always silent that way
just before a storm,

This ditch had been talked of for month3.
Martha had read of it in the weekly paper, how
that the taxpayers for three miles along the
shore had petitioned the council to have such
a drain made, at a cost of thousands of dollars
to be spread over ten years by taxes. Jon had
gone against it. He was not always wise out-
side his own fences. But he had submitted t9
the will of the majority and the council, not
dreaming of the impertinent comedy now be-
ing enacted by Elijah Hawkeen, C.E.

“Is '@

E began to whittle. Whenever Jon whit-
tled he was either very pleased or getting
angry. Martha watched him. She would soon
be needed. There would be a tantrum.
“Ma!” he called quietly. She came. “Be that
ol’ clacker’s talk this drain is to be ’arf as deep
as the ’ouse is ’igh and as wide as my lane. It'll
be twice too big, for all the water comes down.
I told ’im so.” ‘
“What said b2 to that, Jon?” .
“‘Im? That we’m building for the future wen
the clearin’ is twice wot it is. Says, that as
boosh comes down trees take up less water .
that scoots over the land in floods, Pugh! Pile
’e knows about boosh, I think so.”
The undertone of his voice was going out.
Martha busied herself with idle chores on
the chips. !
“Luke ‘at the beggaration man,” mused Jon-
“Oh, ma! See! TI'll not 'ave it so. No.”
“But what harm does it, Jon?” ;
“‘Arm? Cuts a strip ten feet wide at the
widest off me farm and ten off the west man.
Gives each on us a blue-clay bank fit for nowt but
Canada thistles and buckweet and as ’'ard to plough
as a rowd. 'Arm? Wot more could it be?”
“But some one’s to have it, Jon.”
“Well and gude. Let them ’ave it that prﬂyed
the Council to ’ave it. Not me.”
“But we're fair middle of the block that’s to be

.draihed. You know that.”

“Middle? Wot’s it matter? If yon scarecrow is
so clever makin’ water run up ’ill, w'y can’t the big ; '
drain go up the side-road then?” :

“’Twould .spoil the road, Jon.”

“Oh! As lief spoil road as my farm. I would:
Big ditch is public work, Farm’s private property—
with taxes. Now ’oo’s to gainsay that?” 5

Here was a rock to founder Martha's logic; &
point well taken. Her knowledge of engineering
would not provide the argument, which, howevers
her better knowledge of human nature as embodied
in Jon brought to her mind as a last big drive 0%
Jon’s front. :

After a pause, a wary one,

“Jon, there’ll be no pay to you for the land. Did
ye know that?” :
He was up in a moment, arms high, as a tree is
tossed by a gale. ;
“I'll be paid for me land or lose farm,” he shouted-

“I'll 'ave the law on the beggars!”

“Yes, plenty. Lawyers, Jon.”

“What care? Be I to be robbed, land that cost
wot we've done to make it? No! Tll pull up every
stake yon hifalutin’ scarcrow sets down. Never 2
ditch team shall set hoof on this farm till I've got
sure o' me dues. I'll go to township counc
meetin’—” 3 :

“But there’s none for three weeks yet, Jon.”

Martha always kept better posted on events than
Jon, who was a slow reader.

“Dash an’ help them! Then I'll go to the ’0‘1";
of the reeve and demand a meetin’, No fear. And
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that greasy gentleman wi’ the cock ’at and the long
Wwords isn’t off this place bag and baggage before
Suppertime, I’ll run ’is ol’ buckboard to the road and
turn loose the ’orse. No more, wummon! Ill not
hear a word. Back to me stumps.”

And away he went like the wrath of Brian Boru,
before Martha had made the grand point which she
®Xpected to clinch the duel.

Elijah Hawkeen clattered away an hour before
Jon came up from the barn. He lifted his old hat to
Madam as he went down the lane. Not for him to
be excited over Jon Gray. He had been through
Many a scrimmage with angry farmers. :

Martha had her own plot. She knew that the
longer jon pondered the iniquity of the ditch the
More determined he would be to get his rights. Why
Would Jon not be paid for the land? There
Must he g good reason. She found it. That evening
When the younkers were all abed and Jon was try-
Ing o whisper to himself a Talmage sermon, she
Paused in her sewing of overalls.

“Jon, it’s the worth o’ that strip of land to have
the outlet ditch on our own place. When a flood

COmes we're drained in an hour. The rest must wait

Ml our water's off.”

Jon arose an’ looked overwhelming. But his
boots were off. He tried to stalk up the floor. His
S0cks were very unimpressive. He knew it. This
Woman should be answered; but only cussedness
fould be arrayed against her kindly logic. So ke
Went to the door and spoke about the ring around
he moon- which with three stars inside boded three
days i1 a storm.

“Why don’t you take a job at the ditch, Jon? It'll
be three ‘dollars a day for you and the team. We've

Tee weeks and more before haytime and the lads
an do the field work.” :

Jon always found Martha’s economic arguments
00 much for him. Three dollars a day of township
%8y for twenty days was a big sum. Who had a

tter right to it than he? Drouth might crizzle up

€ corn. The wheat might be half chess. A sud-
den wo spell might flood the beans. All hazards
Yot lay betwixt Jon and a fair crop in the barn.

Martha took up a gingham shirt she was making

: :"‘d let the leaven work. She said nothing. Her
; cheme was not yet complete. She had mustered all

j‘s‘_argument while Jon was back at the stumping.
dot Was now the end of May; sheep-washing yet to
‘a » orn just beginning to be pulled by the crows;
oslnall field of wheat along the bank getting ready
heaq out; clover north of the road just blossom-
18 a bit with bobolinks alive all over it; bumble
%€S abroad and the garden needing as much time
Dai;he could spare, since the organ was yet to be
for out of that. Every minute of Martha's time

K:':l Mortgaged it seemed. Every cranny of her
5 € was full of works. She had rags a-balling for
‘Iidew carpet in the fall; soon to have wool to card
3 Spin—and then the weaving and the new crop
" Bomespun clothes to cut and sew, with as yet

Y
 Sewing-machine.

; ell, Jon,” she said when he seemed about to
B 10 bed with the argument, “since the ditch’ll

730 more work for you and the boys—"

18 it ofr & thread and held up the shirt,

iy
hi Y8 did—as he put it there so it might to remind

v xx;;*rumbled the deed of the farm. That deed had
5 S Spectre the mortgage held by the county-town
s{'fﬁe;"» the money-loaner who had become rich by
 'OSures,

b I8R5t @od-that nover shail pass to ’im,” he mum-
a8 he often did. - :

- Martha heard him. That ritual was as fa-
a8 the morning prayer. And since ever Jon

: = s Ilar

lfai

My
ﬂkn and team at the new ditch, she also had been

m?z::i' n:he said suddenly, “ye’ll not be doing this

E i :

:II:,:W“ Wot’s for you to do wi' a ditch then?”

Buggy to be more work for you and the lads. I

«, the girls and me can take up more too.”
Mbut with a great ditch, though—how?”

. 'tha’s answer was simple. With a little crowd-

bep | the young ones and the furnishing of a lum-

Woy §°m over the kitchen into a bed-room, there

be sleeping quarters for four ditchers, if so

ag.
" Many a5 that taking contracts on the new ditch
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would be coming from too far out back to be homing
every night.

“Sure to be that,” he said. “Must be.”

Jon lifted mo argument. To do so would have
been to lose it. Martha would do' as she pleased.
How he knew not, except that she never failed in
what she undertook.

Thus it was settled that Martha should take in
four ditchers to board, wash and bunk, at three dol-
lars a week for each, counting the stable room in
the barn and the hay for the teams, but not the oats
which each teamster would fetch for himself,

N »

- URRY and 'scurry then to wash the sheep, herd-

ing them down the gully helter-skelter to a
drift-log corral on the wide beach from which one
by one they were soused in the blue of the lake and
left on the warm, clean gravel till the wool dried.
Then the shearing in which Martha with the big iron
shears was more deft than Jon. And she was nicely
into the carding and spinning when punctual as a
rooster-crow the gang of teamsters hove up on the
-shore end of the survey line and began the shouting
slambang of plough and scraper; Jon among them
like a grumpy but genial god of thrifty labor.

What these men could eat thrice a day and the
beds they could rummage up and the clay they trail-
ed in on their boots on a rainy day from the blue
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gash of the new ditch—was never in the languago
of mere patience to record, They were all strangers
to Martha. They all smoked and spit and sometimes
in heated moments swore. She had them all sum-
mer long, after Jon drawn by his hay crop and his
wheat and his cultivating corn and his buckwheat
and barley had gone to the farm again. Dawn was
not a moment too soon to rise. Dark was but the
beginning of unfinished labors. That summer Mar-
tha and her people had no home. It was a ditch
camp. And the great gorge of the blue clay went
down and down as the rampart of the clay came
up in the scrapers to the dump along the turnpike.

A hot and dusty summer after the earlier rains.
The spring well went dry and Jon hauled water
from the lake, driving his cattle down as other men
did for miles through the smoke of burning bush.

And whenever Hawkeen, the surveyor, came shout-
ing up in his buckboard he engineered a pair of fine
fat meals from Martha, doled out the newest things
in his horoscope of the universe and said unto her:

“Madam”—doffing his ridiculous plug—*“I have
never in all my going to and fro in this part of the
earth encountered your equal in pies. You are well
and truly named—as, I believe—Martha. Pardon
the familiarity, which, I hope, in your case will not
breed contempt. Good-day!”

(To be continued.)

THE RACE OF THE NATIVE BORN

on most patriotic subjects, I congratulate

him upon his speech in the Senate a few

days ago on The Need of More Cradles in Canada.
Just to show how near I came to plagiarizing
Senator Cloran’s speech before it was written, let me

W‘ HATEVER may be Senator Cloran’s views

quote a summary of the speech alongside 'an extract -

from my article of April 13. ;

SUMMARY EXTRACT

HE menace of Ger- HE Anglo-speaking
many is not in her world — including
shells or her other Quebec—is confront-
devices of human dis- ed with a problem that
tribution, but in the will long outgrow this

. %0 Wound the clock and his hand fumbled as it

ﬁ Inentioned the $60 from twenty days’ work of -

growth of her population. war.
When Germany consoli-
dated as an Empire in
1870, she had a popula-
tion of not more than
from 35,000,000 to 37,000,
000.
vanced to an admitted
population to-day of 87,-
000,000.

In 1911, the yearly in-
crease due to births,
amounted to 111 per
thousand—the highest in
the world, apart from
that of Russia, which is
17 per thousand. To-day
the German army can
each year lose a million
men and have them re-
placed by a million

young men of twenty-one

years of age, so that this
war is not yet at an end.

I quote these figures to
show that while we are
calling out for men to fill
the gaps in the trenches,
we neglect to call for
more Tabies to fill their
places. Are we going to
rely on foreign immigra-
tion to develop our coun-
try? I say it would be
the commencement of
our downfall.

The woman who rocks
the babe to-day rocks the
man of the future—in all

that goes to make civili-

zation worth while; but,
if the woman has no babe
to rock, what becomes of
her future, or what will
it be?

Germany has ad--

Let us clearly real-
ize that the more the
guns answer now along
the battle-fronts the more
must the cradle answer
in future. Only mother-
hood can mend the ter-
rible suicide of the world
caused by the slaughter
of war. Canada has a
big part to do in that. No
country has so much
room for new population
along with such a well-
devised “plant” for hand-
ling and citizenizing mas-
ses of people. Our seven
or eight millions are dot-
ted over the land that in
time will hold five times
as many. Our native-
born population must in-

crease. It will not do to
depend on immigration.
In the first place we

don’t want a high per-
centage of foreigners.
And if we take by immi-
gration from France and
England, we unpeople
countries that because
they are closest to the
“World-ruling” menace
should be pitting their
efficient populations
against those of middle
Europe. Our contribu-
tion to the efficient popu-
lation of those who must
continue to strive that
Germany may not domin-
ate the world, must be
from the cradles of Can-
ada.

I notice that a few newspaper editors have been

alluding to the subject;

but from the timid way

they come at it one might imagine it had sométhing
to do with the family life of the man in the moon.
V7e may as well get rid of our prudishness. I don’t

By CANDIDA

believe in making a joke about subjects connected
with intimate family life. There’s no coarser kind

_Of joke in the world. But to talk frankly about the

birth of babies is not indelicacy. And we may as
well ‘be candid about it with ourselves.

There are just two reasons why motherhood in
Quebec, for instance, is so different from that in .
other parts of Canada—except among the Germans
in the West who have almost as large families as

- Quebec.

1. Economic. 2. Aesthetic.

“Of course,” says a conscientious objector, “it’s
all very well to boast about those big families in
Quebec. For instance, the Mayor of Quebec City
has twenty, and I don’t know that he’s a rich man.
But it would cost me more to bring up three chil-
dren than it does a Quebec mother to raise ten.
Look at the difference in the way we live. Look
at rents, food, clothing, domestic help, amusements.
I can’t hold a crying baby on one arm and cook a
meal with the other.” g

Agreed. Rents, clothing, food and fuel should all
be regulated by the State; women should evolve a
scheme to get along without so many maids, and
they don’t need half the amusement they “spend
their money on.

But the failure to have adequate families does
not as a rule come from the poor or the moderately
well off. Most of it comes from the rich and from
those who would like to be in the pleasure orbit of
the rich even though they haven’t got so much
money of their own. A very few years ago it was
counted bad form to have children more than so
often. I have heard it said with a wise shrug by
people who were neither rich nor idle, “Oh that
woman shouldn’t have had her third child so soon.
She disgraces herself having children so often.”
Any mother who transgressed this code of just-so-
often, laid down as a rule by people who had no
children at all and expected never to have any, was
considered highly indiscreet and quite—oh quite
ordinary, you know.

Without arguing this, we leave it to the sensible
reader to decide which is the immoral person, the
mother of a large family or the average mother of
none or as few as possible? =

So much for what some - people consider the
aesthetic objection to many children. Heaven
doesn’t know where it came from. Evidently it has
nothing to do with religion or with morals, because
in the first place the people who voice it so loudly
don’t impress us with having very much of either,
and the most religious book in the world is filled
with passages glorifying children In large families.
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YOUR HUMBLE ENEMIES

A MATHEMATICIAN las figured
in diameter, in a single seasonm, could
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(From Insect Data supplied by A. Brooker
Klugh, of Queen’s University.)
ID you ever notice that almost while your back was
D turned something had come along and painted your
rose-bushes, golden-glows and marigolds—black or
green? And that if you looked at the paint with a magni-
fying glass it was crawling?
“Lice,” you called them. “Aphids,” says the scientist.
Lice or aphids, they are deadly juice-sucking enemies
whose - Hun idea seems to be that a plant exists for the
sake of being transformed into billions cof aphids. Billions
is not right. Trillions—sextillions! Hold on. You have
gazed upon the multiplying potato-bug and thought he was
the nearest thing to a 20th century war debt ever known.
But for unrestrained prolific self-multiplication the potato-
bug is only a timid greenhorn compared with the aphid.
Mosquitoes and house-flies compared with him are as slow
as elephants. “So rapid is the multiplication of aphids,”
says our informant, “that if all the progeny of a single fe-
male survived, they would at the end of the season form
a procession 7,850,000 miles in length, though each insect
is but one-sixteenth of an inch!” Now if you have a war-
loan appetite for figures based upon geometrical progres-
gion, you can from those millions of miles of aphids 2ach

out that the Pro{jeny of one Fe'}nalevAphz'd, i-18 of an inch
if put end to end, make
how many Aphids thare are on your Rosebush.

a baitle-front of 7,850,000

one-sixteenth of an inch long compute the number of pos-
terity which one mother aphid starts in one season.

How do these aphids come? . Our informant answers:

The Aphids, which hatch from the over—Wintering eggs,
are all females and they produce living young in a few
days, and in a few days more these young are mature and
are in turn producing young, At the end of a certain num-
ber of generations winged females are produced and these
are able to fly to, and to colonize, fresh plants. At the ap-
proach of cold weather a sexual generation is produced,
the males being winged. Each female of this generation
lays a single large egg, which remains in some crevice
in the bark or other shelter over winter.

Now if you are an observant gardener you will have no-
ticed that every swarm of aphids is likely to attract a
swarm of ants.

“A—ha!” you say, “my friend the ant is eating the
aphids.”

And you think that settles it. But again the coldly scien-
tific brain of our informant comes along and knocks your
theory into a cocked hat. He says:

The Aphids have very good friends in the Ants. The
Aphids excrete a sweet, sticky fluid, known as “honey-
dew,” from the alimentary tract and this fluid is eagerly
sought by the Ants, who stroke the Aphids gently with
their antennae and receive a drop of honey-dew. In re-
turn for thus acting as their “cows” the Aphids are pro-
tected by the Ants from their enemies and fostered to the
best of their ability. The Ants even go as far as to take
the eggs of the Aphids into their nests at the’approach of
winter, carrying the young Aphids out to their oroper food-
plant in spring and taking them into the nest again in bad
weather or on cold nights.

So if you gave over swearing at the ants for making a
No Man’s Land of your lawn because of the aphids you
thought he was eating up, you swear at him harder now—
and much good may it do you!

The best Aphidicide, according to our informant, is a
kerosene emulsion spray. Recipe—Boil % 1b. of hard soan
in one gallon of water, add 2 gals. kerosene and mix vio-
lently until a thick white cream is formed. TUse one part
of emulsion to 12 of water. From which calculate that if
you intend to use, say, 13 gallons of spray, you will need
one gallon of emulsion. This gallon of emulsion will con-
tain one-third gallon of water and two-thirds kerosene.

Any other sure cure for aphids? Oh yes, lady-birds; the
little red and black winged bugs that are supposed to mean
a new suit if they run over your clothes. The lady-bird’s
axiom of the aphids is—FEat 'em alive.

MO

RE ABOUWT/. BIRDS

OBOLINKS are here. Not every-
where Perhaps on 400,000

square miles of prairie not a bob-
olink can be found. Because this
merry little songster who goes in
flocks seems to be fonder of clover
fields than of anything else, and he
isp’t much at home in great tangled-
up fields of alfalfa. Neither will you
find a bobolink in town. Robert of
Lincoln, as the school-reader used to
call him with his spink-spank-spink
and all that, is a back-to-the-land bird.
He has never seen a telephone wire
or a trolley or an ice-wagon.

If you care to be thrilled in the
morning, go to the bobolinks. Especi-
ally in June. While the red clover is
heading up Bob is right in his ele
maent. He has his nest in there some-
where, and the young Bobs will all
be on the wing before the mower
comes along. One bobolink perched
on an old rail is capable of more
gscngs in a day than any other bird
I know. He is only the size of a spar-
row. But oh, how he can sing! He
begins deliberately enough—those

By YOUR UNCLE DUDLEY
THE AMATEUR.

_three short lisping notes, supposed to

be spink-spank-spink. All the rest is

a gurgle of eestasy in which somebody .

once discovered the sound of his
name. It is the essence, of pure and
perfect joy. A crowd of bebolinks on
2 warm June mornipg are enough to

Z
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This is not the Bobolink.

Bobolink and Kingfisher arbout the Last Word in Contrast.

make any lucky vagabond who has
the time to stroll, forget that there
is anything like war or hard work
in the world. !

Later on, Bob becomes as mum as
an oyster. His blackyellow-white
shkiny little coat becomes shabby. He
sits and mopes. His creative experi-
ences are all over. He is now father
of a family and realizes that there
are other voices in-the world as mu-
sical as his own. Which to my way
of thinking is very foolish. But he
may be thinking of his probable fate
down in the rice flields of the south
where it is said he becomes the reed
bird of the swamp and is shot for the
epicure—the man who eats songs!
The epicure in that case is a beast.
J kingfisher, who is no more like a

bobolink than an ostrich resem-
bles a chickadee. I have very vivid
recollections of this gentleman be-
cause for a long while I lived on the
bank of a gully that ran into one of
the great lakes, and it was on the

UST by way of contrast behold the

- —write for

this book

by MrsKnox
| on'Tood Economy
—138 recipes
like this one

Cottage Pudding

. Soak one-half envelope of Knox Sparkling
Gelatine in one-fourth cup cold water ten min-
utes. Make a custard of two cups milk, one-

grains of salt and two

:nd chill. A% leff-over cocoa or coffee may
be used instead of the milk.

HE above is just one of the many

economical dishesincluded in Mrs.
Knox’s new book on ¢¢Food Econ-
omy.”” Most of the war-time recipes
contained in this book show how to
make delicious dishes out of ¢left-
overs’’ —new and inviting uses for
inexpensive foods—all of them ap-
proved by the leaders of the food

conservation movement,

If you have not yet received your cOpY
of ©“Food Economy,”” send for it today. A
post card will bring it if you mention your
dealer’s name and address.

Charles B. Knox Gelatine Co., Inc:
Dept. B, 180 St. Paul St. W. Montreal, Que-

KNOX

SPARKLING

GELATINE

——

Among the Pin
in tent, log cabin or modern
hotel in a country of sceniC
beauty where fishing, hunt-
ing, kodaking, canoeing aré

~ at their best. sl

'Highlands of Ontario
offers you and all the family the
outing of your life, The Gran?®
Trunk Railway will help you pla®
your stay at Algonquin Park,
Muskoka Lakes, Georgian BaYs
Lake of Bays or Timagami. Writé
or call for literature.

J: Quinlan,
Bonaventure Station
Montreal, Que.

C. E. Horning,
Union Station, Toronto Ont.

MARTIN BOOK S

17 RICHMOND STREET EAST
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Specializing in Fine Books
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for Circular.




blue-clay crags of this canyon that
the kingfisher used to sit and keep a
weather eye out for dead or live fish.
Hence his name; though I often won-
dered if he was really any better
fisherman than the baldheaded eagle
that used to perch on a hickory tree
out there, sometimes on the stakes
of the fish pond, and at a moment’s
notice pounce on a fat live herring
Which he carried back to his huge nest
in the swamp-elm crotch.. The king-
fisher, who is a second cousin to the
high-holer and the woodpecker, al-
ways suggests the economic side of
life. There are ro artful- alluring
ways about this predatory plunder-
bunder. He does not, like the robin,
combine with his carnivorous habits
any beguilements of song. He never
sings. He only chatters and shrieks.
His whole lingo, y'ou fancy, is a com-
binatlon of fishwife profanity and lec-
tures on the hlgh cost of living, He
IS not comical like the woodpecker,
and not romantic like the yellow-ham-
mer. I am indebted to Bird Neighbors
for the picture from which our artist
Inakes the excellent sketch of this
Piscatorial plunderer, as well as for

' the equally picturesque description of

. down his throat!

his methods of getting a living:
“Suddenly the bird drops — dives;
there is a splash, a struggle, and then
the “lone fisherman” returns triumph-
ant to his perch, holding a shining
fish in his beak. If the fish is small,
it is swallowed at once, but if it is
large and bony it must first be killed
against the branch. A few sharp
knocks, and the struggles of the fish
are over, but the kingfisher’s have
only begun. How he gags and
Writhes, swallows his dinner, and
then, regretting his haste, brings it
Up again to try another wider avenue
The many abortive
efforts he makes to land his dinner
Safely below in his stomach, his grim
Contortions as the fish-bones scratch
his throat-lining on their way down
and up again, force a smile in spite
of the bird’s evident distress. It is

. Small wonder he supplements his fish

o

b

i

diet with various kinds of the larger
i’lﬁlews shrimps, -and - fresh-water
m(muscs

“If you have éver‘been on a northern ‘

Ontatlo river- hunting for “a square
Ineal you will-have said-many a nasty

i’j i thing about the kingfisher, who al-

‘ays keeps ahead of *yoluf: ¢anoe aﬂd

f hl‘i&ks like- a maniac to all the, game

. sounq of . his . voxce——“Beat it!
Thems a Johnny-Get-Your-Gun com-
g Beat jt!” ' :
‘He ig a savage but Joyful beast Ha
18 more. He is a troglodyte; a clifi-
dWweller; in which he somewhat re-
ﬂembles the martens who used to have
their galleries of ground nests in that
Same bank, for all the world like
tEnements in a slum. But you never
Catch a kingfisher exposing his slum
house 1jke that. He is a dug-outer.
hen ye comes back with that fish,
«Watch where he takes it. He plops
Intg a hole near the top of the bank
dust unger the over- -hang of a piece of
As you can’t explore
tunnel without endangering the break
f your neck, you can find out about
IS underground nest by digging in
ffom apoye,
* Which I did, discovering in a clever-

’ yﬁ&nooped-out cave three hairless king-

shel‘ets hatched underground. And
_ Put them pack, because they didn’t
B.ll like the publicity, and all the

that
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while pa and ma kingfisher sat on a
crag near by—swearing at me. Such
wickedness I have never heard from
any language of a bird. It wouldn’t
have been any more eloquent if set to
music like they do wickedness in
grand opera. Not a bit.

Brooke’s Swan Poem

N page 12 of this issue appears

the immorta] little poem of Col.
John McCrae, “In Flanders’ Fields,”
and an allusion to the fact that at
least three great little poems, each
prophetic of the poet’s death in the
war, have appeared in print. Follow-
ing is one of the poems of that ilk
written by Rupert C. Brooke, who a
few years ago was a visitor to this
country. This poem appeared in a
London magazine about the same
time that news of the poet’s death
from sunstroke at the Dardanelles ap-
peared in the newspapers.

1f I should die, think only this of me:
That there’s some corner of a for-

eign field
That is forever England. There shall
be
In that rich earth a richer dust
concealed;

A dust whom England bore, shaped,
made aware,
Gave, once, her flowers to love, her
ways to roam,
A body of England’s, breathing Eng-
lish air,
‘Washed by the rivers, blest by suns
of home.

And think, this heart, all evil washed
away,

A pulse in the eternal mind, no less
Gives somewhere back the thoughts
by England given;

sights and sounds; dreams
happy as her day;

And laughter learnt of friends;
gentleness,

In hearts at peace, under an Eng-

- lish heaven.

Her

and

Splendid Year for Library

TOTAL of 350,000 visits by eager

boys and girls to the librariey
is sufficient proof that the last has
been a splendid year for the Toronto
Public Library. At two of the
branches the children’s rooms have
had to be removed to larger quarters;

~and this of necessity made heavy de-

mands on the staff. It is reported
that of all the books read, between
forty and fifty per cent. are non-fic-
tion; and this condition has been
helped materially by the story hour,
which has steadily raised the stan-
dard of:the children’s reading: ' The
unfortunate part of this work™is that

it is bounded by financial resources;

there is the organization, the intelli-
gence and enthusiasm; but ‘money to

. carry it on-is badly needed.

Circulation increase has been mark-
ed. The grand total was nearly 200,-
000 over that of 1916. During the year

© 27,000 books were added to the Li-

braries; so that there are now avail-
able for use ‘300,000 books, of which
90,000 are in the Reference Library,
and 210,000 in the fourteen Circulat-
ing Libraries.

Literature for the greater produc-
tion campaign was furnished by the
Library; and there was an active
part taken in all the great war cam-
paigns of the 'year. But now mea-
sures must be taken to increase the
revenue of the Library Board, if the
work is to be carried on in anything
like the way that will be necessary.
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PRESERVE THE LEATHER

LIQUIDS AND PASTES
FOR BLACK WHITE,TAN, DARK BROWN OR OX-BLOOD SHOES

THE F.F.DALLEY CORPORATIONS, LTD. HAMILTQN. ONT.

SHOWERPROOFdoes not
mean heavy, air-tight
rubber garments usually
associated with theidea of

“‘rain coats™

SHOWERPROOF, means
an _easy, comforta‘:le,
slyhsh garment, made

f your favonte fabnﬁ g
whxch H BEEN RE i
DER HOWERPROOF
BY THE CRAVENETTE
CO. Limited.
If your dealer oannot eupply
the genulne *Cravenette®
Regd., proofed Cloth and
GBarments. write us.
The_ Cravenette Co.,
Limited, P.0. Box 1934.
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FLOWER GARDENING

By H. S. Adams.

This is the most complete, the most
authoritative, the most practical book
on growing flowers. The author has
the keen judgment to suppress dis-
tracting non-essentials and technical
foibles. What »& strives for and ac-
complishes is a book that will give ils
readers a close famiharity with all
the best garden flowers and a know-
ledge of growing and so combining
them that the result is a thoroughly
satisfactory garden.

The considerations of situation, size,
season and color are carefully made
clear; the special requirements of
varieties are explained, in addition to
the important general instructions of
planting and treatment. The vast
fund of up-to-date and hitherto un-
published material increases the time-
ly wvalue of the book. A variety of
tables supplements the text and ren-
ders the subject matter easily avail-
able.

Ilustrated. 5x734 in.
postage 10c.
J. M. DENT & SONS, LIMITED

Publishers
25.27 Melinda St.,

$1.25 net;

TORONTO.

THE

I|E-|A\n: Lowest Fare
Modern Train
Scenic Route
and the Service, too

For information, descriptive [terature, etc., apply to nearest
C.N.R. Ticket Agent, or write General Passenger Department,
68 King Street Il., Toronto, or 226 St. James Street, Montreal. .

CANADIAN NORTHERN RAILWAY.

Comfortable trains
leave Toronto at 10
p.m. Mondays, Wed-
nesdays and Fridays,
connecting at Winni-
peg for all points West

vices as midshipmen.

Mathematics,

paid for.

Ottawa, January 8, 1918.
Unauthorized publication - of

DEPARTMENT OF THE NAVAL SERVICE. .

ROYAL NAVAL COLLEGE OF CANADA.

The Royal Naval College
imparting a complete education in Naval Science.

Graduates are’ qualified to enter the Imperial or Canadian Ser-
A Naval career: is not compulsory however.
For those who do not wish to enter the Navy the course provides
a thorough grounding in Applied Science and is accepted as quali=-
fying for entry as second year students in Canadian Universities.

The scheme of education aims at developing discipline with
ability Jto obey and take charge, a high sense of homour, both
physical and mental, a good grounding in Science, Engineering,
Nav1gation,
basis for general development or further specialization.

Candidates must be between their fourteenth and
birthdays on July 1st following the examination.

Particulars of entry may be obtained on application to the De=
partment of the Naval Service, Ottawa.

is established for the purpose of

History and Modern Languages, as a

sixteenth

G. J. DESBARATS,

Deputy Minister of the Naval Service,

this advertisement will not be
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THE STEEL COMPANY OF CANADA, LIMITED

hareholders:— dsletiaey
e t}?(furs Directors respectfully submit the statement of Assets and Liabilities, to-

sether with Profit and Loss Account as at the 31st December, 1917. .
=" The net profits for the year, after deducting charges for repairs, maintenance and
improvements and providing for War Tax, amounted to $6,040,318.83. The statement
pelow shows the manner in whica these profits were dealt withi—
Interest or Bonds 3 s 5 v e M e e atee 4, e TGS $ 515,203.40
Dividends on Shares—
Preferred . .
Ordinary

............. $454,741.00
690,000.00
— - 1.1443741.00

Reserve for Bond Sinking TILvh: (O SRR DRSS < Lt R 1717,731.07
Re;erve for Depreciation ........ 123,83(1)83
ser Fire INSUrANCe ...ccececoecncsonccss ,000.
Regerve for 8 e o Tor FUHaoh “A' . i.iais.Kiiuediis 400,000.00

Special Depreciation for Furnace SN
'?‘rx)':;lsaferreg to Betterment and Replacement Reserve ... 1,406,486.53

Credit to Profit and LOBS MCCOUNL otvvoreatdesnaeebiiianciviinees 1,550,356.83

$6,040,318.83

In the matter of Inventories we have followed the same policy as in férmer years
and have placed the values of our raw materials and manufactured products on a
ai r basis.
fdlrl?xngog::%?seion, we should like to particularly draw your attention to the fact that
The Steel Company of Canada is a valuable asset to the Dominion of Canada. We
have done our share in providing large quantities of Steel for (Munition, Agrlculturgl,
Railway and Shipbuilding purposes and in meeting the demands for other commercial
and domestic needs, we have also contributed in the last three years, in the shape
of War Taxes, a very large sum of money, the War Taxes for 1917 exceeding the tqtal
amount, of dividends distributed to the Preferred and Ordinary Shareholders during
J P
tmatIXi%dditiorx, we have paid in the last three years over Three Million of Dollars
of duties on the various articles and raw materials which we have to import. <

'‘We have been large purchasers of Dominion ‘War Bonds and have contriputed dur-
ing the past year $55,000 for Patriotic purposes, which we believe you will heartily

rove of. 5
apprThe splendid manner in which our employees have supported the various Patriotic
Funds and War Bond purchases is a matter for your congratulation.

Signed, on behalf of the Directors,

Canada, March 14, 1918. ROBERT HOBSON, President.

Consolidated Balance Sheet as at December 31st, 1917

ASSETS.
Cost of Works owned and operated by the Company $25,267,810.95

Hamilton,

Investments in other Companies and Company’s
own Bonds acquired for Sinking‘Fund ........ 725,794.57
$25,993,605.52
sinking Fund Assets—
Cash in hands of Trustee ......ccoeeecconcccare 4.64
Current Assets—
Inventories of Raw Materials and Finished Pro-
duets, 1eSS TESEIVE ...ceeeagisviscsossccanasse 8,008,655.64
Accounts Receivable ...c.iiiiciiiiiiiiiaaecnes 4,121,185.64
Bills Receivable .. i.ov.coeivesrianiiinsiionsees 100,380.75
Call Loans to Stockholders secured by Collateral
sinee pald M. i ST e v evas et 231,200.00
1,370,844.29

Cash on hand and in banks ........coeeevecnees i ]
$13,832,266.32°
2,648,712.95

P S

War Bonds and Other Securities
Stock of the Company—

16,480,979.27

Held in Trust fox;)Employees ................................ 206,869.53
peferred Charges to )perations—
Insurance and other Expenses paid in advance ..........c.c. 26,830.91

LIABILITIES.

...... $10,000,000.00
15,000,000.00

"$25,000,000.00

Capital Stock, Authorized— :
160,000 shares at '$100.00 each, Pref.erred
150,000 shares at $100.00 each, Ordinary

Issued— ?
64,963 shares, at $100.00 each, Preferred ...... $ 6,496,300.00
115,000 shares, at $100.00 each, Ordinary 11,500,000.00
e e O et 096 300000

Bonds, 6 Per Cent. First Mortgage and Collateral
Trust Bonds—

Authorized . i lsdavte oo siseevs s emeisfiEdg e wse fe 10,(_)29,002.99

L R e PO P R LA By $ 8,850,000.00
Less held in Escrow for redemption of Montreal

Rolling Mills Co. BONAS cve.ceraeacsronnnnene 500,000.00 : 7

$ 8,350,000.00

Less redeemed through Sinking Fund “.:...... v 353,853.32

f $ 7,996,146.68

Bonds of Montreal Rolling MIS ‘COL iaisvisosvinivede 500,000.00

————

8,496,146.68
Convertible Promissory Notes—

Due July 1st, 1918, 1919, 1920 .......ccieeeeenss 270,000.00
Current Liabilities—
Accounts Payable, including Provision for War
VALK o o coodl omore wis s i 00 @ WO 94 gTelo $3,191,814.88
Bills payable .....ccco0e000. 2,000.00
Unclaimed Dividends 7,080.50
Preferred Dividend No. 26, payable Feb. 1, 1918 113,685.25
Ordinary Dividend No. 4, payable Feb. 1, 1918 172,500.00
3,487,080.63
Reserves—
Turnace Lining and Rebuilding Reserves ...... $ 337,171.26
Reserve for Accidents to Employees «........ 48,096.93
Contingent RESEIVEe ...ccuveessosscerosneeccnnss 338,141.62
Betterment and Replacement Reserve ........ 2,360,013.21
Fire Insurance RESEIVE ... eceevsccsssasaacccs 40,000.00
$ 3,123,423.02
Bond Sinking Fund ReServe ......ccoceeeeccce - 431,485.07
Depreciation Account ......oceeeeccrseceornnce 2,706,000.00
—_— . 6,2605508.09
Surplus—
Balance as per Profit and Loss Account ...... 6,197,854.47

Approved on behalf of the Board: $42,708,289.87

ROBERT HOBSON, I H. WHITTON,
Directors.
- Montreal March 15th, 1918,
Verified as per our report of this date.

RIDDELL, STEAD, GRAHAM & HUTCHISON,
Chartered Accountants.
STATEMENT OF PROFIT AND LOSS FOR THE YEAR ENDED
t DECEMBER 31st, 19M7.
Profits for the year ended Dec. 31st, 1917, after
deducting charges for Repairs, Maintenance and
Improvements, and providing for War Tax ..«
Less Reserves— g

$ 6,040,318.83

Bond Sinking Fund ........ecceiececiciiaiancs $ a%1.581,.07
Depreciation . o ti.iii.iiiiiiiieiaaiieisiiatents 806,000.00
Depreciation Furnace ‘A’ ........oeeieicioc.. 400,000.00
£ - 1,383,531.07
Less Interest on Bonds— $ 4,656,787.76
The Steel Co. of «Canada, Limited ............ 485,203.40
The Montreal Rolling Mills Co. ‘..ccvenveaaann 30,000.00 A
_ 515,203.40
$ 4,141,584.36
Less Dividends on Preferred Shares— v
Nos. 23, 24, 25, 26, at 1% per centi........cv0s $ 454,741.00
Less Dividends on Ordinary Shares—
Nos. 1, 2, 8, 4, at 135 per centi.vovvsvovooiains 690,000.00

1,144,741.00

RE——————-—--

Job.

Job and the Food Problem

OME irony is involved in put-

ting Job on stage as has been

recently done by Stuart Walker

in New York. At least the audi-
ence would be expected to have pati-
ence. Quite likely most of the peo-
ple who saw this spectacle just off
Broadway had never read .Job -and
had. no idea—apart from ' its- ex-
tremely  religious and reverent char-
acter—how funny a story it is.. . Job
has been the butt of many a popular
joke. And yet the dramatizer has
made the play-spectacle almost as
gserious as Everyman; how serious
may be judged by the. character of
the narrater. :

As a writer in the “Outlook” re-
marks, “the idea of visualizing the
Book of Job and of apportioning its
speeches among characters on a stage

The Narrator in “The Book of Job.”

is simple and obvious. The Book of
Job is already dramatized as it is.”

It is so disguised, however, by the
tvpographical form that is given to it
in the common English version of the
Bible that it looks like a succession
of somewhat disconnected “verses.”
Its wealth of imagery, its profoundly
poetic expressions of some of the
most deeply tragic and lofty of hu-
man experiences, cannot be concealed
by any form in which it may be print-
ed; but there are few readers who
catch its interplay of satire, of humor,
and of personélities. That is because
few readers have imagination enough
to distinguish in this  vast poetic
drama ' the various characters that
take part in it.- What Stuart Walker
has done is to supply the imagination:

The mood of men to-day is recep-
tive to such a poem as the Book of
In the sufferings of Serbia and
Belgium, in the inexpliéable power
o1 an unscrupulous grouvp',of military
leaders to bring immeasurable waoe
upon the world, in the vast, belliger-
ent patience of France, men have been
confronted with that which confront-
ed Job and his friends, And the

‘ closer they have come to the experi-

ence of the world at war, the more
keenly “can they appreciate the im-
patience of the patient Job with mera
pietistic or mere theological explana-
tions of that experience. It ought not
to be surprising that an audience of
to-day should find themselves absorb-
ed in the work of a master of litera-
ture who, though counted among the
most ancient of the ancients, came as

the higher wages of munition work,

‘ profitable and more congenial employ”

; tyeat

near as any writer ever has come toO
encompassing the mystery that hag
assumed the form of a gigantic war
to baffle a world of moderns.
”®

HE patience of Job is needed in 5
T the food problem. The Canada

Food Board know it, so do the
people.  Nothing is more bewildering
just now than what to do and not to
do in the matter of producing and
consuming  food.” In the matter of
production, Hudson Maxim, writing
in Leslie’s Weekly, says that the-only
way to avoid a near-famine in +Am-
erica is to employ Chinese farmers,
who are the world’s greatest experts
iu intensive cultivation. He would
have a million Chinamen come ovVer
at once. TFarmers, he says, have been
called off the land by the drafts and

and production has suffered.

The average American does not like
farming. The sons of the prosperous
farmers do not take kindly to the
tilling of the soil with = their own
hands. They prefer the excitement
and the diversions and stimulus of
the life of city and town.

The average American laborer also
finds the occupations of the city and
town more congenial than farm labof-
Consequently the farms are denuded
of labor, and there is no remedy in
sight unless we shall be able to over-
come prejudice, enlighten our mind$
with understanding, and introduc®
Chinese labor to work our land.

They would solve the servant prob-
lem as well as the agricultural oné
and we should have the best agric‘ll’
tural workers in the world and the
best household servants’in the world,
in unlimited numbers, says the writer-
They would not compete with Ameri
can farm and household labor, be .
cause there are no laborers left i
those two fields ~worth considering
and the few there are would, with tBe
new opportunities and lower cost of
living resulting from the introductio{l
of Chinese labor in those two capact
ties, be able very readily to find more

ment in other pursuits.

Queries From QuebecC

(Continued from page 11.)
very fluently, and in a vastly hig
ratio than the English who can Spea™
French, even in the Province of QU

her
alk

bec. I can point with pride to B¢
French-Canadians  in parliaments
LG Sbo

everyone of whom can make a SP
in English. How many on’the B =
lish side can-do the same in Frenct®

What we ask is simple justice 8%
no privileges. Let the other Province®
their minorities as Quebe®
treats hers and peace and haffnqny
will reign supreme for the greatest
benefit of every Province, of Cara®
and of the British Empire.

No one would wish to see th ;
troubles here as in Ireland, ‘but, as thee
same causes always produce the sattl®
effects,. people who clamor for on?
school, one language, skould stoP ar
think a little.. Bt

As to the loyalty of the

e sam?

Frenc.‘“‘

, i it st ;
Canadians, T will say that it 15 Ftiifsn_
for Canada, and then for the Brif s

nscfip'-

FEmpire. The opposition to €0
tion is quite strong in Ontario or




& by,

fact in nearly all the Provinces, judg-
Ing from the demands for exemption
led in the different Provinces. If
We consider the circumstances, Que-
bec is not the worst in this respect;
and then again the opposition to con-
SCription is only against Overseas ser-
Vice. No one would object to Home
Service,. My father fought the
Fenians in 1866 and 1867, and every
French-Canadian would fight any in-
Vader, be ne American, French or Ger-
man. Then also, even if we consider
the friction between the French and
English in _the English Provinces,
Over forty thousand French-Canadians
ave enlisted, as proved by La Presse,
Who quoted official figures at different
dates, T feel that the native born of
the English Provinces have not done
80y better—over eighty per cent. of
the Volunteers being English, who na-
Wrally fiocked to defend their mother
COuntry, which is England.

CANADIAN COURIER

These few remarks are offered in a
friendly spirit, with a view of clearing
the dark and cloudy political atmos-
phere, and with a hope of bringing
about a reign of freedom and justice
it all Canada.

JOSEPH LACHANCE,
(St. Johns, P.Q.)

P.S.—Since the publishing of your
articles, most unfortunate events have
occurred at Quebec. A few misguided,
hot-headed young men - have caused
bloodshed and great damage to the
good name of the French-Canadians
in general; but it is to be hoped that
the whole French-Canadian race will
not be held responsible, and I should
not be surprised if this nasty busi-
ress were-but a repetition of the Mont-
real dynamite outrages, only this time
on a larger scale, and I sincerely trust
the leaders will be caught and se-
verely punished.

WILL some financial expert ex-
plain a miracle? The miracle
’ is suggested by an article in
the Worlg’s Work for May. Writ-
I8 on Savings Banks and the Liberty

%an the author says:

Figures compiled show that the sav-
988 departments of Canadian banks
€ld $663,650,000 deposits in July,
1914, ang oy January 1, 1918, their de-
Dosits were approximately a billion, a
f:in of about 50 per cent. The in-

est paid on these savings averages
bout 3 per cent. and Canada has is-
"Ued war Joans carrying 5 and 5%
Per cent. interest without causing the
;:thd!‘awal of money from the sav-

85 banks., The remarkable fact is

3t during the periods when pay-
Ments were being made on the first
rwo; loans, savings deposits grew as

ADidly a5 they did in the intervening
Ql‘iods. 5

It woulq be interesting to know how

© score stood on May 1, when the

Nal Dayments for Victory Bonds fell
* A g0ood many people must have
Saili‘ed in and made a wild raid on the
SQuangs banks departments to get
drmre on those large blue receipt
ible-s Which on June 1 are convert-
.~ to Victory Bonds. It seems un-

':ily that ‘the pass-books escaped un-
: O:Sted, Of course there is a lot of
By €Y going about in ‘the country.
Sxtr Judging from the symptoms of
& 4vagance on many of our streets

the scale of living-cost as check-
it ;:D by the grocer and the butcher,
of ¢, 08 hardly credible that in spite
B biggest drive ever made on the

e
D::iet almost doubled savings bank de-

.S in one year. ;

_ Omss’ Wwe are lucky to have escaped

Othep he speculators. Real estate and

getrich-quick  bonanzas no

8T entice the unwary dollar. Péo-

X :Pe counting the cost. We know
"t alue of money as never before in

]
Say 8eneration, Perhaps the Postal

Natil:;g? department shows a decline.
"hicha Iy when buying Victory bonds
Q&ge's :re handled ultimately in many

Y the banks, people prefer to
¢ their money where it can be

“UD money of Canada, we should savings banks. It

most ' directly applied to the bond
transaction. :

In any case our experience Séems
to be of some value to the United
States now in its third big Liberty
Loan drive. Comparisons here are in-
teresting. The same writer alleges
that in the U. S. savings banks ~there
is nearly $5,000,000,000 of capital in
savings banks. This goes a good way
toward refuting the - ’statement that
we are not a thrifty nation. Ten mil-
lion people own these savings. About
half of this capital is in New York
State savings banks, During 1917 the
savings bank deposits of that state
grew by $33,000,000. In the last half
of the year they fell by $5,000,000. It
will be an interesting study in the
economics of individuals to watch
their course from now on.

The economic viewpoint of the sav-
ings bank depositor is different from
that of most investors in stocks. He
has a definite object in mind when he
starts an account. Either he wishes
to insure his family against want in
the unknown future, or. he has the
worthy selfish object of providing for
his own comfort in old age, or both.
It matters ‘'not so much to him what
the interest rate is. The savings bank
depositor who was shown during the
1907 panic how much higher a rate of
interest he could get by buying the
same kind of bg“nds the bank owned
would mnevertheless not make the
transfer. :

This war is going to educate many
more people in the ways of thrift, and
that will result in larger business for
is also going to
teach people that following the ac-
cumulation of small savings should
come the purchase of sound securities
with the larger sums.
who has bought securities up until
now has usually been something of a
speculator; he has hoped that they
weould advance in price. From now
on there is a likelihood that there
will be more true investors. Then
will ‘the savings banks still serve
their proper function and do it more
largely, for anything that increases
thrift will benefit them.

The American -
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For Experienced Investors

Experienced Investors prefer SAFETY of principal
to the glittering promise of large returns.
GUARANTEED INVESTMENT we have provided
the utmost of safety by a double guarantee in the
form of a first mortgage on improved property and
the further security of the Capital and Reserve of this
Corporation. It is an Investment in which Executors
and Trustees are authorized to invest Trust Funds.

Write or Call—Booklet on Request
THE »

GENERAL TRUSTS

CORPORATION

BRANCHES : OTTAWA , WINNIPEG,; SASKATOON, VANCOUVER

In our

HEAD OFFICE
TORONTO
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The p
tion of

eration

A Legal

We -8

Toron

The Bonds issued by
Permanent
meet all the requirements, and are

ust Fund

Investments

rompt payment beyond ques-
interest and principal at ma-

turity must be the paramount consid-

Trust Funds.
the Canada
Corporation

when investing

Mortgage

Investment for Trust Funds

hould like to send you a

specimen Bond, copy of our Annual
Report and all particulars.
your name and address.

Send us

Canada Permanent
Mortgage Corporation

Paid-up Capital and Reserve Funds

$11,250,000.00

to Street -
ESTABLISHED 1855

Toronto

Cawthra Mulock
& Company

Mémbers of Toronto Stock Exchange

= Brokeré

and

Bankers

12 KING STREET, EAST

TORONTO, CANADA
Cable Address: Cawlock, Toronto,

brok
with

more

SOLID GROWTH

Up-to-date
thods,

business me-
backed by an un-
en record of fair-dealing
its policyholders, have

achieved for the Sun Life of
Canada a phenomenal growth
Assurances

3 in Force have
than doubled in the past

seven years and have more than
trebled in
years. G

To-day, they exceed by far
those of any Canadian life as-
surance company.

SUN LIFE AssuRANCE
CoMPANY, OF

HeEAD OFFICE

the past eleven

ADA

ONTREAL

British America Assurance
Company
(Fire, Marine and Hali.)
Incorporated A.D. 1833.
Assets over $2,600,000.00
Losses paid since organization over
$40,000,000.00.

HEAD OFFICE, TORONTO.

F.C.SUTHERLAND & CO.
12 KING ST. E., TORONTO
Dealers in Bonds and Stocks
Specialists in Porcupine and Cobalt Securities

Elaborate Information Bureau at your
service FREE. Write us,

)1 e ]

An Additional Safeguard

A client who holds one of our Guaranteed Trust Invest-
ment receipts takes no chance of payment being made to anyone
Payments on this plan are made by cheque, and
only to the owner of the receipt or his order.

This is a subsidiary point, but noteworthy to anyone com-
paring the safeguards of this plan with those of other invest-

but himself.

ments.

Nafional(

Capital Paid-up,
$1,500,000

18-22 Kinc STReeT East, ToronTO.

Woiite for Booklet, “Guaranteed Trust Investments.”

iwited

TYPEWRITERS &'
L P o o ‘
and trouble. Buy a typewriter for your hdn-vnr
fession or home use. ~ List sent free on application.

Cat This Ad Out and Kesp It Before You

CANADIAN TYPEWRITER EXCHANGE & SUPPLY COMPANY
@2 ST JAMES STREET, MONTREAL

e
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of, Qompony

Reserve,

$1,500,000
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WLDF Standard Products
ADDRESSING MACHINES

RAY SUBTRACTOR- ADDER

used by G. N. W. Telegraph Co., Robt.

Simpson Co., Limited, Canadian
Credit Men's Association, Limited,
Business Systems, Limited, ~Walter

Biton Co., Limited, United Hotels Co.,
Woolworth 5 and 10¢c Stores, and hun-
™ dreds of other representative commer-
cial institutions.

Adds with speed and accuracy, di-
dectly subtracts, only low-priced ma-
ghme in the world possessing this fea-
ure

Saves worry, time and money. Write
for particulars of 15-day trial. Price
$32.50, delivered.

THE RAY CO., 77 Mai Bldg., Toronto, Ont.

BATTERIES.

“RADIO” BATTERIES

M Tho Interstate F.Iecmc Novehy Co. ol Clnuh

Torento

BOOTS AND SHOES.

High - Class Military Boots

Custom Made or Ready Made

H. C. WILSON '’ 247 King St. £ast, Toronte

CHAFING DISHES (Electric).

-
i ART CLUTHES

COAL AND WOOD

The Standard Fuel Co.
OF TORONTO, LIMITED
6 BRANCHES 58 KING ST. E.,, TORONTO

CONCRETE MACHINERY.

CONCRETE MACHINERY

Heart Shape Mixers, Crashers, Hoists, etc.
WETTLAUFLR BROS., Limited, TORONTO

CURLING TONGS (Electric).

So Handy for the After Theatre Supper
CHAFING DISHES from $12.00 Each
TORONTO ELECTRIC LIGHT CO, Limited -

TORONTO

CLOTHIERS.

L SAFE — SANITARY — CONVENIENT
Elsctric Carling Irons $4 and $5 Each
CURLING JRON  wirry
TORONTO ELECTRIC LIGHT CO., Limited
muanmu TOROWTO

ELECTRIC RY. & MILL SUPPLIES.
ICAY, WSS R H

BRAILWAY

AND MILL SUPPLIES

DAWSON AND COMPANY, LIMITED
348 MOGILL STREET - MONTREAL, CANADA

ENVELOPES (Duplex).

I !BW‘DUPI ex The Church

Envelope Co.
FANS (Electric).

109 Jarvis St., Toronto
ELECTRIC FANS
— $10 to &40 = All Sizes — All Good ——~ .
Toronto Electric Light Co,, antd. Toronto

FIXTURES (Electric.)

The Final Artistic Touch—the Harmony of
Elegance which means comfort and knowledge that
your ecorations are hundsome and dignified make

" “KNIGHT” ELECTRIC FIXTURES

the choice of the discriminating builder.
H. W. ENIGHT & BRO., §6 Richmond St., Toronto, Ont.

Artistic and well-designed lighting fix-
tures add much to a home. Send for our
catalogue.

Toronto Electric Light Co., Ltd., Toronto.

FLASHLIGHTS.

“FRANCO” Flashlights

The Interstate Electric Novel y
Co. of Canada, Limited

Toronto Wy Ontario

FORD STARTER

omuhmﬁ

'STARTER

ABLE

FOR")

FOUIND AT LA“T‘

$22.50 ’kE WM :
GRILLS (Electrlc).

SALES CO.

AN ELECTRIC GRILL FOR
LIGHT HOUSEKEEPING

% $6.50 and wp

TORONTO ELECTRIC LIGHT €O, Limited - TORONTO

CANADIAN

The early
second
had

late.
dusk — the

T had grown
I December
dusk since little boats

put off from Number 25 —
darkened the snow-locked land.
The wind from the west cut like a
knife, even through her fur coat. The
pine trees moaned and bent, with loud
whistlings of the wind among their
needles; the leafless elms and maples
crashed their limbs together; above
the clamor of all other sounds, the
roaring of the lake came to her, the
booming of the waves against the ice,
the shatter of floe on floe. No snow
had fallen for a few hours, and the
sky was even clearing; ragged clouds
scurried before the wind and, opening,
showed the moon.

Constance ‘hurried westward and
then north, following the bend of the
shore. The figure of a man—one of
the shore patrols—pacing the ice hum-
mocks of the beach and staring out
upon 'the lake, appeared vaguely in
the dusk when she had gone about
two miles. He seemed surprised at

.~ seeing a girl, but less surprised when

he had recognized her. Mr. Spearman,
he told her, was to the north of them
upon the beach somewhere, he did not
know how far; he could not leave his
post to accompany her, but he assured
her that there were men stationed all
along the shore. She came, indeed,
three quarters of a mile farther on,
to a second man; about an equal dis-
tance beyond, she found a third, but
passed him and went on.

Her legs ached now with the
unaccustomed travel upon Snow-
shoes; the cold, which had been only
a piercing chill at first, was stopping
feeling, almost stopping thought. When
clouds covered the moon, complete
darkness came; she could go forward
only slowly then or must stop and
wait; but the intervals of moonlight
were growing longer and increasing in
frequency. As the sky cleared, she
went forward - quickly for many
minutes at a time, straining her gaze
westward over the tumbling water and
the floes. It came to her with terrify-
ing apprehension that she must have
advanced at least three miles since
she had seen the last patrol; she could
not have passed any one in the moon-
light without seeing him, and in the
dark intervals she had advanced SO
little that she could not have missed
one that way either.

She tried to go faster as she re-
alized this; but now travel had become
more difficult. There was no longer
any beach. High, precipitous bluffs,
which she recognized as marking
Seven Mile Point, descended here di-
rectly to the hummocked ice along the
water’s edge. She fell many times,
traveling upon these hummocks; there
were strange, treacherous places be-
tween the hummocks where, except
for her snowshoes, she would have
broken through. Her skirt was torn;
she lost one of her gloves and could

not stop to look for it; she fell again
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and sharp ice cut her ungloved hand
and blood froze upon her finger tips.
She did not heed any of these things.

She was horrified to find that she
was growing weak, and that her senses
were becoming confused. She mis-
took at times floating ice, metallic un-
der the moonlight, for boats; her heart
beat fast then while she scrambled
part way up the bluff to gain better
sight and so ascertained her mistake.
Deep ravines at places broke the
shores; following the bend of the
bluffs, she got into these ravines and
only learned her error when she found
that she was departing from the shore.
She had come, in all, perhaps eight
miles; and she was ‘“playing out”;
other girls, she assured herself—other
girls would not have weakened like
this; they would have had strength
to make certain no boats were there,
or at least to get help. She had seen
no houses; those, she knew, stood back
from the shore, high upon the bluffs,
and were not easy to find; but she
scaled the bluff now and looked about
for lights. The country was wild and
wooded, and the moonlight showed
only the white stretches of the shroud-
ing snow.

HE descended to the beach again
and went on; her gaze continued

to search the lake, but now, wherever
there was a break in the bluffs, she
looked toward the shore as well. At
the third of these breaks, the yellow
glow of a window appeared, marking
a house in a hollow between snow-
shrouded hills. She turned eagerly
that way; she could go only very
slowly now. There was no path; at
least, if there was, the snow drifts hid
it. Through the drifts a thicket pro-
jected; the pines on the ravine sides
overhead stood so close that only a
silver tracery of the moonlight came
through; beyond the pines, birch
trees, stripped of their bark, stood
black up to the white boughs.

Constance climbed over leafless
briars and through brush and came
upon a clearing perhaps fifty yards
across, crescent-shaped, as it followed
the configuration of the hills. Dead
cornstalks, above the snow,  showed
plowed ground; beyond that, a llttle,
black cabin huddled in the further
point of the crescent, and Constance
gasped with disappointment . as she
saw it. She had expected a farm-
house; but this plainly was not even
that. The framework was of logs or
poles which had been partly boarded
over; and above the boards and where
they were lacking, black building
paper had been nailed, secured by big
tin discs. The rude, weather-beaten
door was closed; smoke, however,
came from a pipe stuck through the
roof.

She struggled to the door and
knocked upon it, and receiving no re-
ply, she beat upon it with both fists.

S I, . ¢ s M
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“Who’s here?” “Who's
here?”

The door opened then a very little,
and the frightened face of an Indian
woman appeared in the crack. The
woman evidently had expected— -and
feared—some arrival; and was reas:
sured when she saw only-a girl. She
threw the door wider open, and bent
to help unfasten Constance’s sSnow:
shoes; having done that, she led her
in and closed the door.

Constance looked swiftly around
the single room of the cabin. There
was a cot on one side; there was
table, home carpentered, there were
a couple of boxes for clothing or uten-
sils. The stove, a good range once i1
the house of a prosperous farmer, had
been bricked up by its present owners
S0 as to hold fire. Dried onions and
yellow ears of corn hung from the
rafters; on the shelves were litt!e
birchbark canoes, woven baskets, and
porcupine quill boxes of the ordinary
sort made for the summer trade. Con-
stance recognized the woman now as
one who had come sometimes to the
Point to sell such things, and Who
could speak fairly good English. Th?
woman clearly had recognized Con-
stance at once.

she cried.

“Where is your man?’ Constanc®
had caught the woman’s arm. :

“They sent for him to the beach. A
ship has sunk.” :

“Are there houses near here? YOU
rust run to one of them at 0OBG®
Bring whoever you can get; or if Y"u
won’t do that, tell me where to go.”

The woman stared at her stOlld]y
and moved away. ‘“None near,” she
said. “Besides, you could not ge.t'
somebody before some one will comeé:

“Who is that?”

“He is on the beach—Henry Spear
He comes here to warm hin¥”

man.
self. It is mnearly time he come®
again.”
“How long has he been about nere””
“Since before noon. Sit down:
will make you tea.”
Constance gazed at her; the woma?

was plainly glad of her coming. Hed
relief—relief from that fear she ha
been feeling when she opened b
door-—was very evident. It

i
Henry, then, who had frightened 1°

iy
HE Indian woman set a chair £

her beside the stove, and

water in a pan to heat; she shooK e
leaves from a box into a powl 37
brought a cup.

“How many on that sh1p‘7"
7 “Altogether there were thu‘ty
Constance replied,

“Some saved?”

“Yes; a boat was picked up
day morning with twelve.”

The woman seemed making
computation which was difficu
her.

“Seven are living then,

1
.nine"

yester'

som®
it fof

» ghe saide
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CANADIAN COURIER

“Seéven? What have you heard?
What makes you think so?”

“That is what the Drum says.”

The Drum! There was a Drum
then! At least there was some sound
which people heard and which they
called the Drum. For the woman had
heard it.

The woman shifted, checked some-
thing upon her fingers, while her lips
moved; she was not counting, Con-
stance thought; she was more likely
aiding herself in translating some-
thing from Indian numeration into
English. “Two, it began with,” she
announced. “Right away it went to
nine. Sixteen then—that was this
morning very early. Now, all day and
to-night, it has been giving twenty.
That leaves seven.
who they may be.”

HE opened the door and looked out.
The roar of the water and the wind,
which had come loudly, increased, and
with it the wood noises. The woman

was not looking about now, Con-
stance realized; she was listening.’
Constance arose and went to thé

door too. The Drum! Blood prickled
ir her face and forehead; it prickled
in her finger tips. The Drum was
heard only, it was said, in time of
severest storm; for that reason it was
heard most often in winter. It was
very seldom heard by any one in sum-
mer; and she was of the summer
people. Sounds were coming from
the woods now. Were these reverb-
erations the roll of the Drum which
beat for the dead? Her voice was un-
controlled as she asked the woman:

“Is that the Drum?”

The woman shook her head.
the trees.”

Constance’s’ shoulders shook con-
vulsively together. ‘When she had
thought about the Drum—and when
she had spoken of it with others v;'h-'x,
themselves, never had heard it—they
always had said that, if there were
stuch a sound, it was trees. She her-
self had heard those strange wood
noises, terrifying sometimes until
their source was known—wailings like
the cry of some one in anguish, which
were caused by two crossed saplings
rubbing together; thunderings, which
were only some smaller trees beating
against a great hollow trunk when a
strong wind veered from a certain di-
rection. But this Indian woman must
know all such sounds well; and to her

“That’s

the Drum was something distinct
from them. The woman specified
that now.

“You'll know the Drum when you
hear it.”

Constance grew suddenly cold. For
twenty lives, the woman said, the
Drum had beat; that meant to her,
and to Constance too now, that seven
were left. Indefinite, desperate de-
nial that all from the ferry must be
dead—that denial which had been
strengthened by the news that at least
one boat had been adrift near Beaver
—altered in Constance to conviction
of a boat with seven men from the

ferry, seven dying, perkaps, but not

yet dead. Seven out of twenty-seven!
The score were gone; the Drum had
beat for them in little groups as they
had died. When the Drum beat again,
would it beat beyond the score?

The woman drew back and closed
the door; the water was kot now, and
she made the tea and poured a cup for
Constance. As._ she
stance was listening for the Drum;

It is not known

drank it, Con--

the woman too was listening. Having
finished the tea, Constance returnel
to the door and reopened it; the
sounds outside were the same. A sol-
itary figure appeared moving along
the edge of the ice—the figure of a
tall. man, walking on snowshoes;
moonlight distorted the figure, and it
was muffled too in a great coat which
made it unrecognizable. He halted
and stood looking out at the lake and
then, with a sudden movement, strode
on; he halted again, and now Con-
stance got the knowledge that he was
not looking; he was listening as she
was. He was not merely listening;
his body swayed and bent to a rhythm
—he was counting something that he
heard. Constance strained her ears;
but she could hear no sound except
those of the waters and the wind.

“Is the Drum sounding now?”’ she
asked the woman.

Y.

Constance gazed again at the man
and found his motion quite unmistak-
able; he was counting—if not count-
ing something that he heard, or
thought he heard, he was recounting
and reviewing within himself some-
thing that he had heard before—some
irregular rhythm which had become
so much a part of him that it sounded
now continually within his  own
brain; so that, instinctively, he moved
in cadence to it. He stepped forward
again now, and turned toward the
house. :

Her breath caught as she spoke to
the woman. “Mr. Spearman is com-
ing here now!”

Her impulse was to remain where
she was, lest he should think she was
afraid of him; but realization came
to her that there might be advantage
in seeing him before he knew that
she was there, so she reclosed the
door and drew back into the cabin.

CHAPTER XX.
The Sounding of The Drum.

OISES of the wind and the roaring

of the lake made inaudible any
sound of his approach to the cabin;
she heard his snowshoes scrape
the cabin wall as, after taking them
off, he leaned them beside the door.
He thrust the door open then and
came in; he did not see her at first
and, as he turned to force the door
shut again against the wind, she
watched him quietly. She understood
at once why the Indian woman had
heen afraid of him. His face was
bloodless, yellow, and swollen-look-
ing, his eyes Dbloodshot, his lips
strained to a thin, straight line.

He saw her now and started and,
as though sight of her confused him,
he looked away from the woman and
then back to ' Constance before he
seemed certain of her.

“Hello!” he said tentatively. ‘“Hel-
lo!”

“I'm here, Henry.”

“Oh; you are! You are!” He stood

drawn up, swaying a little as he
stared at her; whiskey was upon his
breath, and it became evident in the
heat of the room; but whiskey could
not account for this condition she wit-
nessed in him. Neither could it con-
ceal that condition; some turmoil and
strain within him made him immune
to its effects.

She had realized on her way up
here, what, vaguely, that strain with-
in him must be. Guilt—guilt of some
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PEDLARS . GARAGES
PEDLAR'S .. GARAGES
DUPLEX TYPE '

YOU can'hav:e “a two-car garage like this, either all-
metal or meétal-clad, as desired. ¢ ‘
There is ample réom for two large cars, work-bench, oil-
tank, etc., with plenty of room left over to tinker around
the car. ; ;

As with the single-car garages, the Duplex comes in inter-
locking, standard sections, with every part made to fit
easily and snugly in position.

Pedlar’s “‘Perfect’”’ All-Metal or Metal-Clad Garages pre-
sent the ideal combination of Economy with Beauty and
Durability.- They are ﬁre-g;oof and weather-tight, and
fit in well with the very best surroundings in city or
country.

Werite us for particulars of the complete range.
. Ask for Garage Booklet ** T.C

THE PEDLAR PEOPLE LimITED
(Established 1861)
Executive Offices and Factories: OSHAWA, ONT.

Branches: Ottawa, Torocito, London, Winnipeg, Vancouver.

awful sort connected him, and had
connected Uncle Renny, with the
Miwaka—the lost ship for ‘which the
Drum-had beaten the roll of the dead.
Now dread of revelation of that guilt
had brought him here near to the
Drum; he had been alone upon the
beach twelve hours, the woman had
said—Ilistening, counting the beating
of the Drum for another ship, fearing
the survival of some one from that
ship. Guilt was in his thought now—
racking, tearing at him. But there
was something more than that; what
she had seen in him when he first
caught sight of her was fear—fear of
her, of Constance Sherrill.

E was fully aware, she now under-

stood, that he had, in a measure
betrayed himself to her in Chicago;
and he had hoped to cover up and to
dissemble that betrayal with her. For
that reason she was the last person
in the world whom he wished to find
here now.

“The point is,”
"Why are you here?”
“I decided to come up last night.”

“Obviously.” He uttered the word
slowly and with care. “Unless you
came in a flying machine. Who came
with you?”

“No one; I came alone. I expected
to find father at Petoskey; he hadn’t
been there, so I came on here.”

“After him?”

“No; after you, Henry.”

“After me?”’ She had increased the
apprehension in him, and he con-
sidered and scrutinized her before he
ventured to go on. “Because you
wanted to be up here with me, eh,
Connie?”

“Of course mot!”

“What’s that?”

“Of course not!”

“I knew it!” he moved menacingly.
She watched him quite without fear;
fear was for him, she felt, not her.
Often she had wished that she might
have known him when he was a young
maen; mnow, she was aware that, in a
way, she was having that wish. Under
the surface of the man whose strength
and determination she had admired,
all the time had been this terror—this
guilt. If Uncle Benny had carried it
for a score of years, Henry had had it
within him too. Thig had been within
him all the time! gk

“You came up here about Ben ‘Cor-
vet?” he challenged.

he said heavily,

“Yes—no!”

“Which do you mean?” '

JENQ: T !

“I know then. For him, then—eh.
For him!” e 4

“For Alan Conrad? Yes,” she :said.

“I knew ‘it!” he repeated. ' “He’s
been the trouble between you and me
all the time!” / 1

She made no denial of that; she had
begun to know during the last two
days that it was so. "

“S0 you came to find him?” Henry
went on. : L

“Yes, Henry. Have you any news?

“News?”

“News of the boats?”

“News!” he iterated. “News to-
night! No one’ll have more’n one
news to-night!”

From his slow, heavy utterance, a
timbre of terrible satisfaction be-
trayed itself; his eyes widened a lit-
tle as he saw it strike Constance, then
his lids narrowed again. He had not
meant to say it that way; yet, for an
instant, satisfaction to. him had be-
come inseparable from the saying, be-
fore that was followed by fright—the
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Tes $500 \piece! |
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lous figures in Europe.
War conditions may
make them go almost as high
here. You owe it to the coun- }
try and to yourself to make
your present set give thegreat-
est possible mileage.
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Shock Absorher

For Ford Cars

Hassler Shock Absorbers save
tires because they support the
weight of the car. When the
car strikes a rut, they gently
compress and absorb the jolt
instead of forcing the tires to
lift the car. The increased
mileage from one set of cas-
ings pays for them. Hassler
Shock Absorbers make your
Ford ride as easily as a $2,000
limousine. They save gasoline,
reduce up-keep cost one-third,
and increase the resale value
of your car. 300,000 Ford
Owners recognize their eco-
nomic necessity.

10-Day ,
Free Trial Offer

Phone. write or call for FREE TRIAL
BLANK and we will have a set of Has-
slel's put on your Ford without a cent
of expense to you. Try them 10 days.
Then, if you are willing to
do without them, they
Will be taken off with-~
out charge. Don’tride
Without Hasslers sim-
because someone
iscourages you from
ng them. Accept
his offer and see for -
Yourself.. Over 300,000
sets in use. Do it now.

ROBERT H. HASSLER, Limited
Lock Drawer H.C.  HAMILTON, ONT., CAN.
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The Radial Lines

Passenger and Freight
‘Service Daily

Toronto ~~  Richmond Hill
urora Newmarket
utton Schomberg

New Toronto and Port Credit -

lnformatxon as to rates and
schedules will be gladly furnished
me local agents or traffic depart-
ent, -

Head Office : 1 i
- 88 King St. East, Toronto

Toronto & York
Radial Railway

Express Service at Freight Rates
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Ustsr h'::ls built up many a national in-
he Y:" Werite to our advertisers
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" I’'ve heard. - Now' four!
“ twenty; then we will know if more are
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fright of examination of just what he
kad said or of what she had made of
it

“He’ll be found!” she defied him.

“Be found?”

“Some are dead,” she admitted,
“but not all. Twenty are dead; but
seven are not!”

She looked for confirmation to the
Indian woman, who nodded:- “Yes.”
He moved his head to face the woman,
but his eyes, unmoving, remained fixed
or. Constance.

“Seven?”’ he echoed. “You say
seven are not! How do you know?”

“The Drum has been beating for
twenty, but not for more!” Constance
said. Thirty hours before, when she
had told Henry of the Drum, she had
dcne it without belief herself, without
looking for belief in him. But now,
whether or not she believed or simply
clung to the superstition for its shred
¢* hope, it gave her a weapon to ter-
rify him; for he believed—believed
with all the unreasoning horror of his
superstition and the terror of long-
borne and hidden guilt.

“The Drum, Henry!” she repeated.

“The Drum you’ve been listening to all
day upon the beach—the Indian Drum
that sounded for the dead of the Mi-
waka; sounded, one by one, for all
who died! But it didn’t sound for him!
It’s been sounding again, you know;
bvt, again, it doesn’t sound for him,
Henry, not for him!”
_ “The Miwaka! What do you mean
by that? What’s that got to do with
this?”’ His swollen face was thrust
forward at her; there was threat
against her in his tense muscles and
his bloodshot eyes.

She did not shrink back from him,
or move; and now he was not waiting
for her answer. Something—a sound
—had caught him about. Once it
echoed, low in its reverberation but
penetrating and quite distinct. It
came, so far as direction could be as-
signed to it, from the trees toward the
shore; but it was like no forest
sound. Distinct too was it from any
roise of the lake. It was like a Drum!
Yet, when the echo had gone, it was a
sensation easy to deny—a hallucina-
tion, that was all. But now, low and
distinct, it came again; and, as be-
fore, Constance saw it catch Henry
and hold him. His lips moved, but
he did mot speak; he was counting.
“Two,” she saw his lips form.

HE Indian woman passed them and
opened the. door, and now the
sound, louder and more distinct, came
again.
“The Drum!” she whispered, with-
out looking about. “You hear? Three,
It will beat

dead!”

The door blew from the woman’s
hand, and snow, swept up from the
drifts of the slope, swirled into the
room; the draft blew the flame of the
lamp in a smoky streak up the glass
chimney and snuffed it out. The moon
light painted a rectangle. on the floor;
the moonlight gave a green, shimmer-
ing world without. Hurried spots of
cloud shuttered away the moon for
moments, casting shadows which

" swept raggedly up the slope from the
‘shore.

The woman seized the door
and, tugging it about against the gale,
she slammed it shut. She did not try
at once to relight the lamp.

The sound of the Drum was con-
tinuing, the beats a few secondg apart.
The opening of the door outside had
seemed to Constance to make the
beats come louder and more distinct;
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Waliham Watch

in the War

When the United States Government wanted
a tireless and accurate timekeeper for its aero-
plane service, it chose the Waltham Watch.
To you, as a prospective watch buyer, this
piece of news is significant. The fact that the
Waltham is selected whenever a Government
or distinguished scientific body requires an in-
fallible time recorder is the best possible indi-
cation of the mt?nty of Waltham workman-
ship and quality r jeweler carries Waltham
models at prlces to suit all purses. “‘Ask him
to show you.’

WALTHAM WATCH COMPANY, LIMITED
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A daln’cq Solid Chocolate

Name Reg.—Design Pat.

The choicest and most ex-
pensive cocoa beans, rich,
ereamy milk and selected

3 sugar blended skilfully.

No other choc-
olate of its kind
in the world —
none so charm-
ing.
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“L.TJAND-BUILT?” is as

Slgmflcant In a tire as
in a suit of clothes. That is why
the motorist who equips with
Partridge Guide Tires on front
wheels and Partridge Non-Skids
on rear wheels gets extra mileage

instead of adjustments.

Equip with Partridge hand-built tires
and join the ranks of those who tour

in comfort.

Partridge Tubes are made just

as high in quality as the Tires. *
MADE BY

The F.E. PARTRIDGE RUBBER
CO., LIMITED, GUELPH, ONT.
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but the closing of the door did not
muffle them again. “Twelve,” Con-
stance counted to herself. [Che beats
had seemed to be quite measured and
regular at first; but now Constance
knew that this was only roughly trué;
they beat rather in rhythm than at
regular intervals Two came close
together and there was a longer wait
before ‘the next; then three sounded
before the measure—a wild, leaping
rkythm. She recalled having heard
that the strangeness of Indian music
to civilized ears was its time; the
drums beat and rattles sounded in.a
different time from the song which
they. accompanied; there were even,
in some dances, three different times
contending for supremacy. Now this
seemed reproduced in the strange, iI
regular sounding of the Drum; she
could not count with certainty those
beats. “Twenty—twenty-one—twenty-
two!” Constance caught breath and
waited for the next beat; the time of
the interval between the measures of
the rhythm passed, and still only the
whistle of the wind and the undertone
of water sounded. The Drum had
beaten its roll and, for the moment,
was done. e

“Now it begins again,” the woman
whispered. “Always it waits and then
it begins over.”

(CONSTANCE let go her breath; the:* %

next beat then would not mean
another death. Twenty-two, had been
ker count, as nearly as she could count
at all; the reckoning agreed With
what the woman had Heard. Two had
died, then, since the Drum last had
beat, when its roll was twenty. TWO
more ‘than before; that meant e
were left!” Yet Constance, while she
was appreciating this, strained for*
ward, staring at Henry; she could not
be dertain, in the flickering shadows of
the cabin, of what she was seeing 7
him; still’léss, in the sudden stoppas®
of heart and breathing that it broughb
could she find coherent answer to itS
meaning. ' But still it turned her wealk

then spurred her with a vague and tér"’

rible impulse.

The Indian woman lifted the lamP
chimney waveringly and seratched 2
match and, with unsteady hands, light*
ed the wick; Constance caught up Ber
woolen hood from the table and PV
it on. Her action seemed to cal
Henry to himself.

“What are you going to do
manded.

“I’m going out.”

He moved between her and the dogis
“Not: alone, you're not!” - His he‘a'.V}"
voice had a deep tone of menace int _lt'
he seemed to consider and deci®”
something about her. “There’s a faﬂ?o
heouse about a mile back; I'm goin&
take you . over there and leave YO
with those people.”

“I will not go there!” i

He swore. T'll carry you then! h'e

She shrank back from him 28 o
lurched toward her . with hands ou

o he d€

el
strétched: fo -seige. her;: he. follol :

her, and she avoided him again; if it
guilt and terror had given her men o
ascendancy over him, his Dhymfﬂs
strength .could still force her tf’ of
will and, realizing the fmpossibility
evading him or overcoming him -
stopped. :
“Not -that!” she cried.
me!” " -
“Comd& with me then!” he com
ed; and he went to the door and
his snowshoes on the snoW _ ..
stepped into them, stooping and ti8
ening the straps; he stood
she put on hers. He did not &

;‘Don»'t toue®

by W
ttempt

and” ;
1aid -
d
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Fountain Pens

-ﬁvThe lever is a simple, effec-
\wh‘?, Convenient, filling device *
us ‘Clh enables you to easily and
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: € or ink well,
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tinua]|

<A Pens are fully guar-
and render long and con-
Y satistactory service.

4Ask your mearest dealer to
8how you the “*A.4.” line

Modern Pen Company

70 Broadway, New York City

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

$68-474 Ring St. W., Toronto, Ont.

Remember that airis
the backbone of your
tire, and that a limp
backbone cannot with-
stand a heavy burden.

Stiffen the backbone
of your tire whenever it
needs stiffening.

The SCHRADER

Universal Tire
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Price $£1.50 at your
dealer or
A. Schrader’s Son, lie.
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again to put hands upon aer as they
moved away from the little cabin to-
ward the woods back of the clear-
but went ahead, breaking the
trail for her with his snowshoes. He
moved forward slowly; he could tra-
vel, if he had wished, three feet to
every two that she could cover, but he
seemed mot wishing for speed but
rather for delay. They reached the
trees; the hemlock and pine, black and
swaying, shifted their shadows on the
moonlit snow; bare maples and
beeches, bent by the gale, creaked and
cracked; mnow the hemlock was
heavier. The wind, which wailed
among the branches of the maples,
hissed loudly in the mneedles of the
hemlocks; snow swept from the
slopes and whirled and drove about
them, and she sucked it in with her
breath. All through the wood were
noises; a moaning came from a dark
copse of pine and hemlock to their
right, rose and died away; a wail fol-
lowed—a whining, whimpering wail—
so like the erying of a child that it
startled her. Shadows seemed to de-
tach themselves, as the trees swayed,
to tumble from the boughs and scurry
over the snow; they hid, as one looked
at them, then darted on and hid be-
hind the tree trunks.

Henry was barely moving; now he
slowed still more. A deep, dall reson-
ance was booming above the wood; it
boomed again and ran into a rhythm.
No longer was it above; at least it was
not only above; it was all about them
—here, there, to right and to left, be-
fore, behind—the booming of the
Drum. Doom was the substance of
that sound of the Drum b-=ating the
roll of the dead. Could there be abid-
ing in the wood a consciousness which
counted that roll? Constance fought
the mad feeling that it brought. The
sound must have some natural cause,
she repeated to herself—waves wash-
.ing in some strange conformation of
- the ice caves on the shore, wind re-
verberating within some great hollow
tree as within the pipe of an organ.
But Henry was not denying the Drum!

He had stopped in front of her, half
turned her way: his body swayed and
bent to the booming of the Drum, as
his swollen lips counted its soundings.
She could see him plainly in the moon-
light, yet she drew nearer to him as
she followed his count. ‘“Twenty-one,”
he counted—“Twenty-two!” The Drum
was still going on. “Twenty-four—
twenty-five—twenty-six!” Would he
count another?

ing;

E did not; and her pulses, which

had halted, leaped with relief; and
through her comprehension rushed. It
was thus she had seen him counting in
the cabin, but so vaguely that she had
not been certain of it, but only able to
suspect. Then the Drum had stopped
short of twenty-six, but he had not
stopped counting because of that; he
_had made the sounds twenty-six, when
she and the woman had made them
twenty-two; now he had reckoned
them twenty-six, though the Drum, as
she separated the sound from other
noiges, still went on!

He moved on again, descending the
steep side of a little ravine, and she
followed. One of his snowshoes
caught in a protruding root and, in-
stead of slowing to free it with care,
he pulled it violently out, and she
heard the dry, seasoned wood crack.
He looked down, swore; saw that the
wood was not. broken through and
went on; but as he reached the bot-

tom of the slope, she leaped down-
¢ vrard from a little height behind him
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T Canadian made products for Canadians
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s OUR home will be a safer, better place for
S you and your family when your locks and

= hardware can show the trade-mark “ Yale.”
e .Drop in at your hardware dealer’s today. Ask
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Has been Canada’s favorite yeast for over a
quarter of a century.,
Yeast will keep fresh and moist longer than that
made with any other, so that a full week’s supply
can easily be made at one baking, and the last
loaf will be just as good as the first.

EW.GILLETT COMPANY LIMITED

WINNIPEG TORONTO, ON'T. MONTREAL
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Aunt Elvira rushed into the house,
hysterical,

“I’'ve lost my hearing!” she shouted.

“You have?”’ her frightened sister
shouted back. “How do you know?”

" «“See that man out there playing

that hand organ? Well, I can’t hear a
single note!” and Aunt Elvira wept.

“That’'s a moving picture photo-
grapher at work!” snapped her sister.

“] think it makes the most
delicious sandwiches | ever tasted.
Nothing is required to give it zest;it in itself,

is so delightfully appetizing. And then,
_ too, it is certainly very satisfying
and economical.”

“Here's How I Like
Bowes

BUTTER"

Don’t TaKke
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of spoilirig your dainty desserts by using
cheap inferior Corn Starch. Insist on
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BENSON
CORN STARCH

The name “BENSON” is your
guarantee of the finest quality Starch.

Write for copy ok our Recipe Book.

THE CANADA STARCH CO. LIMITED, ’

40
MONTREAL.

You will say with a feel-
ing of solid satisfaction—
all is now complete.

Peerless
Lawn Fencing

is the finish, the last word to beau-
tify, protect and to enhance the
value of your property. It safe-
guards your children, keeps out
marauding dogs, animals and destruc-
tive chickens, protects the lawn, shrubs
and flowers, and prevents trespassing.

Peerless Ornamental Fencing is built |

9  of strong, stiff wire, heavily galvanized and
coated

with zinc enamel to prevent rust. In

. style, durability, service and every feature com-
bined to insure absolute satisfaction, the Peerless

fencing is true to its name. It will not sag and cannot
break down with ordinary use.
_SEND FOR OATAILOO;‘:MWMW dai%fnn of fenci% for lawns, parks,

D.

NEARLY FVERYWHER.

The Banwell-Hoxie Wire Fence Company, Ltd., Winnipeg, Man., -Hamilton, Ont.
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and crashed down on his trailing
snowshoe just behind the heel. The
rending .snap of the wood came be-
neath her feet. Had she broken

through his shoe or snapped her own? .

She sprang back, as he cried out and
swung in an attempt to grasp her; he
lunged to follow her, and she ran a
few steps away and stopped. At his
next step, his foot entangled in the
mesh of the broken snowshoe, and he
stooped, cursing, to strip it off and
hurl it from him; then he tore off the
one from the other foot, and threw it
awvay, and lurched after her again; but
now he sank above his knees and
floundered in the snow. She stood for
a moment while the half-mad, half-
drunken figure struggled toward her
along the side of the ravine; then she
ran to where the tree trunks hid her
from him, but where she could look
out from the shadow and see him. He
gained the top of the slope and turned
in the direction she had gone; assured
then, apparently, that she had fled in
fear of him, he started back more
swiftly toward the beach. She fol-
lowed, keeping out of his sight
among the trees.

O twenty-six, he had counted—to
twenty-six, each time! That told

that he knew omne was living
among those who - had been
upon the ferry! The Drum—

it was not so easy to count with
exactness those wild, irregularly leap-
ing sounds; one might make of them
almost what one wished—or feared!
And if, in his terror here, Henry made
the count twenty-six, it was because
he knew—he knew that one was liv-
ing! What one? It could only be one
ol two to dismay him so; there had
been only two on the ferry whose
rescue he had feared; only two who,
iiving, he would have let lie upon this
beach which he had chosen and sei
aside for his patrol, while he waited
for him to die!

She forced herself on, unsparingly,
as she saw Henry gaiﬁ the shore and
as. believing himself alone, he hur-
ried northward. She went with him,
paralleling his course among the
trees. On the wind-swept ridges of
the ice, where there was little snow,
he could travel for long stretches
faster than she; she struggled to keep
even with him, her lungs seared by the
cold air as she gasped for breath. But
she could not rest; she could not let
herself be exhausted. Merciless
minute after minute she raced him
thus. A dark shape — a figure lay
stretched upon the ice ahead! Be-
yond and still farsher out, something
which seemed the fragments of a life-
boat tossed up and down where the
waves thundered and gleame¢ at the
edge of the floe.

Henry’s pace quickened; hers quick-
ened desperately too. She left the shel-
ter of the trees and scrambled down
the steep pitch of the bluff, shouting,
crying aloud. Henry turned about and
saw her; he halted, and she passed
him with a rush and got between him
and the form upon the ice, before she
turned and faced him.

Defeat—defeat of whatever frightful
purpose he had had—was his now that
she was there to witness what he
might do; and in his realization of
that, he burst out in oaths against her
—he advanced; she stood, confront-
ing—he swayed slightly in his walk
and swung past her and away; he
went past those things on the beach
and kept on along the ice hummocks
toward the north. ;

She ran to the huddled figure of

GENUINE Cah

\\\Wﬁ// " IAMONDS crodit

SNBSS éTerms: $1-$2-$3 weekly

VWetrust any honest person

Xrite for catalogue to-day

JACOBS BROS.
Diamond Importers

Dep*. 0, 15 Toronto Arcade, Toronto, Ont.

DEAEF?
“Cause Thine Far to Hear”

Clearly and Distinctly
With the Aid of the

Little Gem Ear Phone

The instrument  which received
the GOLD MEDAL (highest award)
in competition with the world at the
Panama Pacific Exposition in_ 1915,
when proclaimed to be superior to
all other Hearing instruments.

Many hearing devices were intro-
duced to you and most probably you
have tried some. Don’t be dis-
couraged. i

The Little Gem HBar Phone will
give you all the comfort you are
longing for. It is simple, small, An-
and ad-

Hear

conspicuous, easy to wear,
justable to nine different tone
strengths, covering every shade of

sound.
No metallic harshness.
last perfection of science.
Call for demonstration or
for booklet.

The Gem Ear Phone Co. of Canada

1406V Royal Bank Bldg., TORONTO, ONT.
Phone Adelaide 1598.
New York Office, 47 West 34th St
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Cash For Old False Teeth

Don’t matter if broken. We pay up to $15.00 per
set, we also buy Crowns, Bridgework, and Plati-
num. Will send cash by return mail and hol

goods for 10 days for sender’s approval of ouf

price. Mail to .
Mazer’s Tooth Specialty

20 7 $. 5ih St., Philade'phia, Pa., U.S.A.
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«THE HOUSE AND GARDEN
‘MAKING’ BOOKS”

form a new -and -popular series ﬂi‘gf
will be indispensable to every one ol
terested in getting the most out o0
his country home. Each volume 13 =
authoritative, well made, wel ,luum
trated little book on some activity £
connection with the country housé
its garden. H
Making a Rose Garden, by Henry
Saylor. ;
Making a Lawn, by Luke J. Doogle
Making a Tennis Court, by Georg®e
‘Walsh. * A
Making a Garden to Bloom This Y€
by Grace Tabor. c.
Making Paths and Driveways, by

H. Miller. :
Making a Poultry House, by M. RoP
erts Conover. with .

Making the Grounds Attractive
Shrubbery, by Grace Tabor. o
Making a Rock Garden, by H.

Adams. . by
Making a Garden of Perennials,

W. C. &gan. and
Making a Garden with Hotbed

Coldframe, by C. H. Miller.
Making a Fireplace, by Henry H

lor.
Making a Bulb Garden, by qrace 5

, Say”

Tabor, ’
Making a Water Garden, by willia®

Tricker. r
Making and Furnishing Outdolo)‘

Rooms and Porches, by

Eberlein. d
Making a Garage, by A. Raymon% )
Ellis. by

Making a Garden of Small Fruits:
F. F.-Rockwell. £
Making Built-in Furniture, by APPO*

lure. 1
Making Fences, Walls and Hedges: by
. H. Butterfield. e
Making Floors, by Abbott MCCl“Ir D.
Making Walls and Ceilings, by H-
Hberlein. g by
Making, Curtains and Hangings
Agnes Foster, '

.50c net; postage 5c.
J. M. DENT & SONS, LTD~

TORONTO

Publishers
25.27 Melinda St.,
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i:;‘man in mackinaw and cap; his
vtion .st ’hidﬂgﬂ partly by the posi-
: n which he lay and partly by the
Ing smow; but, before she swept
th SHOW away and turned him to her,
kﬂ!W_ that he was Alan.
o : cried to him and, when he did
awa'kIlSWer, she shook him to get him
! but she could mot rouse him.
Bheymg in wild whispers to ‘herself,
s Obened his jacket and felt within
. tlothes; he was warm—at least
Was not frozen within! No; and
hm‘ Seemed some stir of his heart!
h: tried to lift him, to carry him;
S N t0 drag him. But she could not;
; _fe]l from her arms into the snow
11;2:1' and she sat down, pulling him
her lap ‘and clasping him to her.
.She must have aid, she must get
im t0 some house, she must take
e out of the terrible cold; but dared
leave him? Might Henry re-
a“‘;,l if she went away? She arose
" 0oked about. Far up the shore
Withs:}w h.is figure rising and falling
S0ung 1S flight over the rough ice. A
reVm‘bCam‘e to her too, the low, deep
e €ration of the Drum beating
OOG:IOPe along the shore and in the
eemEdand out upon the lake; and it
S to ’her that Henry’s figure, in
eemnmnb.hng steps of its flight, was
) 8 time to the wild rhythm of
: Sound. And she stooped to Alan
IPW;OVGI:ed him with her coat, before
em’yil him; for she feared no longer
‘ 8 return.

a;

§

CHAPTER XXI.

The Fate of the “Miwaka.”

¢

“SO thig isn’t your house, Judah?”

hwgﬁ ‘.‘!“IO, Alan; this is an Indian’s

o but it is not mine. It is Adam
house. He and his wife went,

Oy
’.hiliwhme else when yon needed

£ wa ¥
.,,He hélped to bring me here then?”
% Alan. They were alone here

fom; and Adam’s wife. When she
InOre‘N“"‘they brought you here—

7, than a mile along the beach.
& Women 1 ;
lltt»an Choked as he put down the

Stap Porcupine quill box which had
What-

e *4 this line of “inquiry.

op T Westions he had asked of Judah
brbfugShe"ill‘ these last few days had
Mgye,© MM very quickly back to her.
reg&‘]_di—:y ‘Some intuitive -certainty
Nopy . > Spearman, she had come
to ‘e,r She had mot thought of peril
Cogy Self; she had struggled alone
br% : dangerous ice in storm—a girl
tog, - 't UD as she had been! She had
txgy, . MM—Alan—with life almost
quh“'t Upon the beach; shé and the
Sag , VOMan, Wassaquam had just

bpg . DProught him along the
hg ,M;n_ How had they managed that,
higy Gereq; they had somehow got

@nuet? this house which, in his ignor-
the exactly where he was upon
by a:h"hv’ﬂ»d, he had thought must
b, Saquam’s; she had gone to get
8 throat closed up, and his
o 0 as he thought of this,
Bogy o, V6K during which he had
Q%M for here, Alan had not seen
U Ce; but there had been a pe-
tpg 20d exciting alteration in Sher-
% . MMmer toward him, he had felt;

ag
liking :Omeﬂling more than merely
:lld’ T him that Sherrill had show-
. Sherrin had spoken of her to

& hey o Mstance, not, as he had call-
% . Alwayg hofore, “Miss Sherrill”
daughter” Alan had had

Which had seemed impossible

oy

" dead.
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of fulfilment, of .dedicating his life
and all that he could make ‘of it to
her;; now Sherrill’s manner had

- brought to him someéthing like awe,

as of something quite incredible.

When he had believed that disgrace
was his—disgrace because he was
Benjamin Corvet’s son—he had ‘hid-
den, or tried to hide, his feeling to-
ward her; he knew now that he was
not Corvet’s son; Spearman had shot
his father, Corvet had said. But he
could not be certain yet who his
father was or what revelation -regard-
ing himself might now be given.
Could he dare to betray that he was
thinking of Constance as—as he
could not keep from thinking? He
dared not without daring to dream
that Sherrill’s manner meant that she
could care for him; and that he could
not presume. What she had under-
gone for him—her venture alone up
the beach and that dreadful contest
which had taken place between her
and Spearman—must remain circum-
stances which he had learned but
from which he could not yet take con-
clusions.

He turned to the Indian.

“Has anything more been heard of
Spearman, Judah?”

“Only this, Alan; he crossed the
Straits the next day upon the ferry
there. In Mackinaw City he bought
liquor at a bar and took it with him;
he asked there about trains into the
northwest. He has gone, leaving all
he had. What else could he do?”

Alan crossed the little cabin and
looked out : of the window over
the snow-covered slope, where the
bright sun was shining. It was very
still without; there was mo motion at
all: in the pines toward the ice-bound
shore; and the shadow of the wood
smoke rising from the cabin chimney
made almost' a straight line across
the snow. ‘Snow had covered any
tracks that there had been upon the
beach where those who had been in
the boat with him had been found
He had known that this must
be; he had believed them beyond 2id

when he had tried for the shore fte

summon help for them and for Lim-
self. 'The other boat, which had car-
ried survivors of the wreck, blown
farther to the south, had been able to
gain the shore of North Fox Island;
and as these men had not been soO
long exposed before they were
brought to shelter, four men lived.
Sherrill had told him their names;

_they were the mate, the assistant en-

gineer, a deckhand and Father Per-
ron, the priest who had been a pass-
enger but who had stayed with the
erew till the last. Benjamin Corvet
had perished in the wreckage of the
cars,

A S Alan went back to his chair, the
Indian watched him and seemed
not displeased.

“You feel good now, Alan?’ Wassa-

quam asked.
“Almost like myself, Judah.”

“That is right then. Tt was thought

you would be like that to-day.” He
looked at the long shadows and at
the height of the early morning sun,
estimating the time of day. “A sled
iz coming soon mow.”

“We're going to leave here, Judah?”

“Yes, Alan.”

Was he going to see her then? Ex-
citement stirred him, and he turned
to Wassaquam to ask that; but sud-
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denly he hesitated and did not in-
quire.

Wassaquam brought the mackinaw
and cap which Alan had worn on Num-
ber 25; he took from the bed the
new blankets which had been fur-
nished by Sherrill. ' They waited until

a farmer . appeared driving .a team
" hitched to a low, wide-runnered sled.
The Indian settled Alan on the sled,
and they drove off.

The farmer looked frequently at
Alan with curious interest; the sun
shone down, dazzling, and felt almost
warm in the still air. Wassaquam,
with regard for the frostbite from
which Alan had been suffering, bun-
dled up the blankets around him; but
Alan put them down reassuringly.
They traveled south along the shore,
rounded into Little Traverse Bay,

CANADIAN COURIER

and the houses of Harbor Point ap-
peared among their pines. Alan could
see plainly that these were Snow-
weighted and boarded up without
sign of occupation; but he saw that
the Sherrill house was open; smoke
rese from the chimney, and the win-
« dows winked with the reflection of a
red blaze within. He was so sure
that this. was their destination that
he started to throw off the robes,
“Nobody there now,” Wassaquam
indicated the house. “At Petoskey.”
The sled proceeded across the edge
of the bay to the little city; even
before leaving the bay ice, Alan saw
Constance and her father; they were
walking at the water front near to
the railway station, and they came
out on the ice as they recognized the
occupants of the sled.

Alan felt himself alternately weak
and roused to strength as he saw

her. The sled halted and, as she ap-
proached, he stepped down. Their
eyes encountered, and hers looked

away; a sudden shyness, which sent
his heart leaping, had come over her.

He wanted -to -speak to. her,-to make -

some recognition to her of what she
had done, but he did not dare to trust
kis voice; and she seemed to under-
stand that. He turned to Sherrill in-
stead. An engine and tender coupled
to a single car stood at the railway
station.

“We're going to Chicago?” he in-
quired of Sherrill.

“Not . yet, Alan—to St. Ignace.
Father Perron—the priest, you know
—went to St. Ignace as soon as he
recovered from his exposure. He sent

1 1l

to it.

—and the
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word to me that he wished to see mé

at my convenience; I told him that

we would go to him as soon as YoU

were able.”
“He sent no other word than that?"
“Only that he had a very. grave
commumcatlon to make to us.’

‘Alan did not ask more; at menm 8

of Father Perron he had seemed to
feel himself once more among the
crashing, charging freight cars on the
ferry and to see Benjamin Corveb
pinned amid the wreckage and gpeak:
ing into the ear of the priest.

Father Perron, walking up and
down the docks close to the railway
station at St. Ignace, where the tracks
end without bumper or blocking o
any kind above the waters of the
lake, was watching south directly
across the Straits. It was mid~aft‘_3r'
noon and the ice-crusher Ste. Mari®
which had been expected at st
Ignace about this time, was still s0m®
four miles out. During the stor™
of the week before, the floes had ja0"
med into that narrow neck betwee’
the great lakes of Michigan a0
Huron until, men said, the Straits
were ice-filled to the bottom; but the
Ste, Marie and the St. Ignace had
plied steadily back and forth.

HROUGH a stretch where the icer

crusher now was the floes ha
changed position, or new ice wad
blocking the channel; for the S&l
Marie, having stopped, was packins
now her funnels shot forth fresh
smoke, and she charged ahead.
priest clenched his hands &S t
steamer met the shock and her thif
propeller—the one beneath her pov—
sucked the water out from under o
floe and left it without support; sh;
met the ice barrier, crashed some ?
i* aside; she broke through, I'Pv‘“lee'
halted, charged, climbed up the fe
and broke through again. As she dret
nearer now in her approach, the prie?
walked back toward the railway sté”
tion.

It was not merely a confession?
which Father Perron had taken ¢ r
the lips of the dying man on NumP
25: it was an accusation of orit
against another man as
the confession and accusati
had been made, not only to £aiB
giveness from God, but to right
rible wrongs.

heé

for
r

some things unexplained, it did *
lack confirmation; the prieﬁt‘t i
learned enough to be certain th®

was no hallucination of madnes®

had been charged definitely t0 T pef
what had been told him to the Py
sons he was now going to meet; 16
he watched expectantly as the ™
Marie' made dts landing. A GF8 ol
freight cars was upon the ferry’

i m
a single passenger coach Was a 00

them, and the switching eh o
brought this off first. A tall perr0®
some man whom Father with

thought must be the Mr. Sherril oal"

whom he had communicated apP 0f
the

ed upon the car platform; v - :
man from Number 25 follow® - a’ild‘
" and the two helped down a youl

beautiful girl.
(Concluded in next issue.
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