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THE RIFLE STILL THE LAST RESORT

French soldiers at the “Hotel de I’Europe,” near the front, take a great interest in the
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British soldier’s rifle.
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; The New Waltham
Convertible Bracelet Watch
| For Ladies ;

= o o cm—o o

Y By a new and very ingenious clevice at the bottom of ‘i;
the case (caued the disappearing eye) this watch becomes NN

N either a wrist watch di h at th : f

E either a wrist watch or an ordinary watch at the wearers :
will.

It 15 the very best purcllase obtainable in a dependable
watch at a low price. In its reliability and in its appear-~
: ance it seems to be an expensive Watch. but the price in 7 :
: Jewel gracle 15 $18.00_ and 1n 15 Jewel grade $23.00 ;
: It 1s supplied in full open face or skyligl'xt with a choice !
of white enamel, gilt or metal dials. The case and bracelet l ||
are gold filled, and the illustrations shown above are actual
size. ‘
: We can think of no other Christmas gift at a similar
: price that will give so much and lasting pleasure. :

For information about other Waltham Watches. write
for our free broklet.

Waltham Watch Company

Canada Life Blclg.., St. James St., Montreal i

BRAIN WORKERS
Require The Most Nourishing Food

in an easily digested form. O’Keefe’s
Special Extra Mild Ale comes under
both heads. It has the rich nutriment

of the choicest barley malt from which _
it is brewed. And its food properties
are readily assimilated by the systemms

Spectal
EXTRA MILD

ALE

The Beer That
Is Always O.K.

Insist on having
“O’KEEFE’S. ’;

The 0’Keefe Brewery
Co. Limited, Toronto.
All O’'Keete beers are
brewed only from pure
barley malt, choicest
hops ‘and filtered waters
347
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THE DOUBLE TRACK ROUTE

Provides
SERVICE SAFETY SPEED
COMFORT COURTESY CONVENIENCE
WINTER TOURS TO CALIFORNIA AND ALL

PACIFIC COAST POINTS
FLORIDA, TEXAS, NEW ORLEANS, ETC.
Winter Tour Tickets now on sale. Stop over privileges allowed.

The NEW WAY WEST

Via the Transcontinental and Grand Trunk Pacific Railway affords new scenery, new interests.
to any Agent of the Company for advertising matter, rates and all particulars.

W. P. HINTON, Asst. Pass. Traffic Manager, Montreal.

Write

G. T. BELL, Passenger Traffic Manager, Montreal.

A Kodak Free!

This 'is the $22.50 Kodak
which the Canadian Courier will
give to the boy or girl sending
in the best amateur photograph

or snapshot betweernn now and
January 1st, 1916. Do you want
to know its name? ‘It is

The Eastman
Autographic Kodak

Read carefully the conditions
of this prize contest on another
‘page of this issue. You may
get that Kodak.

COURIER PRESS, Limited
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gl D VvES BACK DOOR

Which it Will be the Allies’ Winter Programme to Shut in His Majesty’s Face

VERY new battle front lets loose a fresh lot
of opinionators. Those of us who win wars
with typewriters are entitled to a new outfit
of ideas as to what Germany really means by

this spectacular drive into Balkania. That is worth
finding out. Almost
any man’s opinions are
more or less interest-
ing. The mere fact that
Kitchener ‘has gone
down into that part of
the world looks to some
people as though Eng-
land realizes this to be
the most dangerous
frontier of the whole
war. Cut loose from the
War Office, back again
in the near-Orient,
where he has always
been a kind of military
wizard as fabulous as
Napoleon, Kitchener be-
gins to look to some of
his admirers now like
a warrior with a new
lease of life and a new
mission in the Empire.
& Well, be that as it

SIR BRYAN MAHON, may, we shall probably

Major-General of .British wait a good while be-

troops in Serbla. fore we hear of even

Kitchener working any
miracles in that quarter. Balkania and Constanti-
nople are not Omdurman. And for all we know
K. of K. may not act the part of generalissimo at all.
He may not even see Sir Bryan Mahon commanding
British troops in Serbia, or Gen. Munro and Gen.
Birdwood in charge of our men on Gallipoli. But
the fact that he is “somewhere in the near East”
means a great deal just now to the imagination,
which has come to be one of the assets of those who
stay at home and win the war by arguing about it.

Suppose we imagine—that Germany is now making
her last great offensive? This is Bellocian, of course.
But a little Belloc sometimes goes a long way in a
world war. Let us remember that Germany’s front
is a crooked-sided triangle. One long side is the
North Sea and the Channel and the French frontier—
hopelessly blockaded. Another by the Baltic and the
Russian frontier—and here Germany has gone so far
that she can go no further, at a cost of nearly a
million men. A conservative estimate puts German
losses on all fronts during the past six months as
300,000 a month. Most of this represents the spec-
tacular sweep across Poland and Galicia.

With those two long sides of the triangle blocked
to Germany, the little third side was still to be tried.
That is Balkania, Constantinople and all that lies
beyond in Egypt, Asia Minor and as far beyond that
as the German war-machine is able to exert any
violence.

E all know now by what desperate means Ger:
many clubbed the sordid and pro-German Bul-
garia into her camp. We know how

desperately she has tried to get Greece to follow suit,
and Roumania at least to remain neutral; just as
she worked for ten months to keep Italy from going
to war against Austria. Balkania was a fine field
for German so-called diplomacy and brute force.
Serbia was the front door of Balkania, with Bulgaria
Jjust beyond. Serbia must be steam-rollered. Nothing
s0 very new about that in itself. It was Serbia that
started the war, and it was only because Austria
was too busy elsewhere that she did not long ago do
her best to crush Serbia. But Serbia is only part
of the Balkan game; and the Balkan game is part
of the greater game of bursting through that third
side of the triangle—for what purpose?

‘the long process of under-

By JAMES FOHUHNSTON

Some say to relieve the Turks and keep the Allies
from getting Constantinople. That so far as it goes
may be all right. But Constantinople is not the
probable end of German desperation in that part of
the world. Beyond Constantinople lies the British
Empire, beginning on the south shore of the Medi-
terranean. And Germany has long ago had one con-
suming desire—to do England, and England alone,
as much damage as possible before the last great
German offensive has spent itself. There would be
no use in Germany stopping war until she had hurt
England somewhere. Her submarine campaign did
England about the same kind of damage as a flock
of gnats to a bull. The gnats are just about quiet
now. The two naval bombardments killed a few
non-combatants and no more will be attempted. A
naval invasion of England is not even a German
dream now. The break-through to Calais for the
emplacement of siege guns to dominate the Channel
is an exploded miscalculation. The Zeppelin raids
have damaged several areas in London, mainly by
fires, and killed a few hundred people. But the
winter fogs will keep the Zepps away from England
for several months now, and by spring Sir Percy
Scott should be able to

kinds of minerals and other resources. Germany has
already commandeered and plundered the Serbian
harvest. The map on this page gives some idea of
the kind and extent of these war resources. This is
a kind of war game already practised in Belgium,
France and Poland, in all of which countries Ger-
many has got her hands upon valuable mineral
properties of vast extent. So far as raw material
of war is concerned this means something to Ger-
many. It does not help the cotton situation, which
is supposed to be in a state of blockade from Ameri-
can and Egyptian supplies. But Germamny says she
hopes to get cotton through from Anatolia on the
borders of Persia.

O far Germany seems to be winning her ‘kind of
game in that quarter, just as up to a certain
point she won in Belgium, in France, in Poland

and Galicia. But it must be borne in mind that in
all these countries she ceased to win before she had
accomplished her purpose. What she is trying to
do in the trans-Balkania quarter is, so far as we can
see, even more quixotic than what she has tried to
do on any other front. She is trying to bedevil
England overseas. The further she plunges down
into that part of the world the further she gets from

make London as well forti-
fied against aerial attacks
as Paris has been since the
war began. In the short
nights of summer in that
latitude there is small
chance of Zepps doing any-
thing. Germany may ex-
pect her Zepp campaign to
be ultimately as bootless
as her submarine menace.
The submarine blockade
was intended to starve
England. The blockade
of German ports by the
British navy is beginning
feeding if mnot starving
Germany.

So, it seems to Germany
as though England is most
vulnerable now at the
point where she has the
smallest armies, the fur-
thest from her base of all
supplies. That is in the
Aegean, the Mediterranean
and the Persian Gulf. To
get armies down there
means a six-day voyage
from England. Armies
once there can’t be easily
ferried back again. Ger-
many can get armies into
that region much more
easily, through Serbia and
Bulgaria, even though to
do so takes the German
advance guard, even as
near as Constantinople,
one and a half times as
far irom Berlin as Berlin
is from the furthest east
point occupied by German
armies in Poland.

While the Teutons, with
the aid of Bulgaria from

the south, are acting on
Serbia like the proverbial
military nutcracker, they
are at the same time
getting possession of a
country rich in many

SHADED AREA OF SERRBIA HELD BY lo So /00

GERMANY AND HER ALUES. (‘wems FRENCH) st RALROADS

. MIULES
+ L UNCOMPLETED RAILROADS

Shovying how far Germany, Austria and Bulgaria have succeeded in occupying
Servia and the resources in raw material which they have obtained. The Allies
are working between Salonica and Strumnitza.
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A set of Field Kitchens that will feed a Battalion of one thousand men.
Hitherto these Kitchens have bee

four Field Kitchens out of public funds.

new plan is a great improvement—in fact is the only just plan.

WHAT EVERY CANADIAN REGIMENT NEEDS.

It will be the same of machine guns.

The military authorities have .now decided to supply every new Battalion with
n secured by the Commanding Officer through funds supplied by his friends. The
The only essential feature of regimental equipment

not henceforth supplied will be a set of band instruments.

her operating centre; and everybody knows from
experience by this time that Germany is always
weakest when she tries the game of long-distance
warfare. England has never known any other kind
of war. She has always fought away from home.
Germany, like the devil, never cares to wander far
from his own fireside. German war genius cannot
exert itself in the German way when it comes to
fighting along the seaboards. She must have her in-
comparable railways with Berlin as the centre.

It is pretty generally admitted now that Englana
and France have arrived too late to save Serbia.
That country is too close to Bulgania, the hater of
Serbia, and to Austria, who, for over a year, has had
it on her programme ‘to crush the life out of that
Slav country. German club and cash-bags diplomacy
Wwere too powerful in Bulgaria. England trusted too
much to Bulgaria, which was known by Sir Edward
Grey long ago tto be pro-German. There is no honour
in Bulgaria and we are better off without her as an
ally, even though the price of getting rid of her in-
fernal partnership will be the destruction of the poor
little suffering country that is one of the little peoples
like Belgium and Poland, whose rights this war is
being waged to protect. What England has failed
to do in and for Serbia she will not fail to do in the
part of the world to which Serbia is the door.

Very pertinently Rt. Hon. C. F. Masterman, in the
London Daily Chronicle, asks and answers the ques-
tion about Serbia:

“But what chance is there of keeping shut that little
door to the East? The Serbians are fighting heroically;
but everyone realizes that in their present strategical
position they may be compelled to retire to the hills, In
that case the door may be opened. Can it be kept open?
I am doubtful if that is possible in such a country at
such a time. Germany forced her way through Belgium
and has retained that way by terror and overwhelming
numbers. But Belgium is a peace-loving land. Serbia
is a people delighting in war. Belgium could be ter-
rorized by unfamiliar atrocity. Serbia has lived in an
atmosphere where atrocity is taken and given for five
hundred years. Belgium is mostly a flat plain seamed
with roads and railways. Serbia and Macedonia form
a tumbled sea of hills. The Serbians may break up into
guerilla warfare amongst those hills as Spain did before
the advance of Napoleon's armies, and prove equally un-
conquerable.”

At present Germany is losing no more men than
she can help in the advance through Serbia. She
can no longer afford to lose men. Therefore she is
blasting her way with big guns through Serbia and
saving her infantry.

London John Bull hits off the situation in terse
phraseology that leaves no doubt as to England’s
task and opportunity in the near Bast. It says:

‘“We are not a back-door people, but if we have to deal
with back doors let us tackle them. We've got the men,
we've got the ships, and we’'ve got the money, too, to
kick the Devil back through his own back door to the
Balkans and lock him into Germany where we can deal
with him.

“If we had possessed any mite of sense we should

have taken the necessary measure - long ago. Half a
million of armed troops in Serbia six or even three
months ago would have stopped all the Balkan rot. Now
we are faced with the just punishment for leaving poor
little Serbia the job of putting her lonesome foot in the
jamb of the Devil's back door.
“It’s a stiff job, but we can do it. Thanks to the Navy,

we can land the men and the guns to head off the Kaiser
from the East. Thanks to the Navy, we can fill the
Balkan States with victories. The Dardanelles will be a
side-show compared to what we must do in the Balkans.
Shall we fail to slam the Devil’'s Back Door in his face?
“Never while Britain lives!
“Only—Ilet us get on with the job.”

SIR CONAN DOYLE'S OPTIMISM

What Britain Has Accomplished

OST optimistic is Sir Arthur Conan Doyle in
‘his opinion of the British part in the war.
Conan Doyle is no mean student of war.
Every time he goes into print he leaves a
degree of reasonable inspiration with the reader,
without being a mere incurable optimist. . In his
article in the London Chronicle, recently, he says:
“Consider what we have done in the short space of
time, and compare it with the opening of any of our
greater wars. In our war against the French Republic
it was nearly two years after its inception that Howe's
victory gave us a gleam of success. In the great war
against Napoleon it was again two years before Trafalgar
ended the fear of imminent invasion, and 12 years of
very varying fortunes before we won through. Now look
at the work of 14 months. We have annexed the whole
great German Colonial Empire with the exception of East
Africa and a district in the Cameroons. Thanks to the
splendid work of our Navy, we have swept the German
flag, both Imperial and mercantile, off the face of the
ocean. We have completely sterilized her fleet. We have
repelled her serious submarine attack, and played our
game so skilfully that the flux of time shows us stronger,
not weaker, in comparison. We have conquered South
Mesopotamia from the Turks. We have completely re-
pelled their attempted invasion of BEgypt. ‘We have
helped to save Paris. We have, with French and Belgian
assistance, but mainly by our own exertions, stopped the
advance upon Calais, inflicting a loss of several hundreds
of thousands upon the Germans. We have, by our inter-
vention at Antwerp, helped to extricate the Belgian army.
Finally, and greatest of all, we have raised an enormous
voluntary army, which is large enough to turn the scale
between the European forces, and we have converted
ourselves with wonderful adaptability into the great fac-
tory and munition store of the Allies. That is our story,
and if any man cannot see that it is a wonderful one he
is not merely pessimist, but blind.
‘“What have we to put on the other side of the account?
I am dealing for the moment with large results and not
with details. Where have we failed? In the whole world
our most severe critic could only point to one place—the
Dardanelles. But have we failed in the Dardanelles? T
believe that if we should never force the Straits the enter-
prise has none the less been worth the undertaking. We
have lost 100,000. How many have the Turks lost? Cer-

tainly not less. We have held up a great body of their
best troops, who would otherwise have been operating
against us on the Egyptian and Mesopotamian fronts, or
in the Caucasus against the Russians. Ian Hamilton has
taken the pressure off Maxwell on one side and Nixon
on the other. But the greatest of all results from the
Dardanelles expedition is that it has united us with
Russia as nothing else could have done. She cannot
now say, as she might have said, that we thought only
of our own Empire. We have spent our blood and our
ships in trying to force the gates which close her in.
When the episode remains a historical reminiscence, like
the passage of Duckworth in 1807, this great result will
still remain.”

w oW w
E enumerates the battles of the war on land and
finds the military record satisfactory. He sees

no reason for pessimism:

‘“Not only have we nothing to reproach ourselves with
and a very great deal upon which to congratulate our-
selves in the actual war, but we have, as it seems to me,
made remarkably few mistakes beforehand. Thanks toO
the firmness of McKenna in the matter of the eight great
ships, and the driving power of Churchill in the years
immediately before the war, our Navy was ready, as it
kas never been before, for a supreme struggle. Of the
four army corps which were the most that we have ever
thought of sending abroad two and a half were in time
for the first clash and the others followed after. We
played our part as we said we would play it, and W
won our game so far as we can count the gains and
losses between Germany and ourselves. If McKenna and
Churchill put us in a strong position upon the water,
Haldane forged the weapon which was to do such great
service upon the land. The British military machine
as we (and the Germans) know it, the splendid Terrl-
torial Army, the Officers’ Training Corps (which has been
of such vital service), the conversion of the Expeditionary
Force into a practical reality, all sprang from his clear
and far-seeing mind. When one remembers his long
defence of the Ternitorials, the gibes to which he and
they were subjected, the ridicule with which his assertion
was met that they would have time after the outbreak
of war to become good troops before taking the field, and
when one sees how entirely his forecast has been borne

(Concluded on page 6.)
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KHAKL DAY

N FORONTO

The Late King Edward’s Birthday,
November 9th, was Celebrated
by a Collection for Recruit-
ing, and a Parade of
Eight Thousand Over-

Seas Soldiers

|

Sir Sam Hughes, Minister of Militia, taking the salute

in front of the Parliament Buildings. On his right,
Col. Logie, officer commanding 2nd Divisionai Area.

“The Battalions on parade were the 58th (Lt.-Col.
Genet); 37th (Lt.-Col. Brick); 74th (Lt.-Col. Win-
deyer); 75th (Lt.-Col. Beckett); 83rd (Lt.-Col. Pel-
latt); 92nd (Lt.-Col. Chisholm); 81st (ITt.-CoI._BeI-
son); 95th (Lt.-Col. Barker). On the right, pipers
and band of the 92nd coming up to the saluting point.
Below, one of the three Batteries of Artillery under
Major Peacock.

A company of 95th, which is the newest regiment in Toronto, and is commanded by Lt.-Col. R. K. Barker, who was Captain of “C”
of the First Canadian Regiment, sent to South Africa in October, 1899, under Colonel (now Gene 4 aptain of “C” Co.

without waist-belts and Webb Equipment.

ral) W. D. Otter. Note that the men are

Indeed, only two of the nine Battalions had their complete equipment.
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Sir Conan Doyle’s Optimism

(Concluded from page 4.)

out, one does not kmow which is the more surprising,
his foresight, or the ingratitude and perverseness of 30
many of his fellow-countrymen. Future generations win,
I think, look upon Lord Haldane as one of the saviours
of the country.

“After the outbreak of war we have also been extra-
ordinarily fortunate in our leaders. If one searched back-
wards through the glorious files of British history one
could not pick out a man who was so .ﬁt‘ted by nature
and training for the supervision of such a war as Lord
Kitchener. His cold, mathematical brain, his power of
thinking in the terms of the year after next, his enduring,
inflexible will-power, his freedom from politiqs—all of
these qualities make him the ideal leader in such a war.
And what a collaborator in Lloyd George, who supplies
exactly what the soldier lacks, the touch with the de-
mocracy, the power of the burning word, the acquaint-
ance with the practical conditions of British life! With
such men at home, and with our leaders on sea and land,
from Jellicoe and French downwards, we can surely

_phrase as ‘“The muddling of .the War Office.”

THE COURIER.

face the future with a light heart. Our troubles have
never really been our own, but have arisen from the fact
that the secret preparations of the Central Powers have
made them for ‘a limited time more powerful upon land
than their neighbours. The margin of strength which is
wanted we have to supply. By a miracle of organization
and national spirit we shall be able to do so.”

Y 9 e
HEN he takes a whack at the “whimperers” and
those who feel downhearted, but are not foolish
enough to criticize and grumble. He concludes:
“rPhe worst of this unreasonable pessimistic criticism
i¢ that it takes the heart out of men who are conscious
of their own good work, and makes them feel as if good
and bad were alike. Also it depresses the public and
makes them vaguely think that all is wrong when nearly
all is right. The conduct and handling of the Navy have
fortunately been largely immune from the carpers, but
take as an example the continual reiteration of such a
The ex-
traordinaary efficiency of our War Office has been one
of the surprises of the war. Was it muddling when it
sent the Expeditionary Force abroad with such celerity
and completeness, with a commissariat which all have

agreed to be unequalled, and with a transport and medical
service which are the envy of our Allies? We talk with
appreciation of the tenfold expansion of our Army, but
Lord Kitchener does not do such things by the wave of
a wand. They are carried out by the hard work and
organizing power of the War Office, which has expanded
itself to tenfold duties within a year. As to the munition
question, it is one which came as a surprise to us, as to
all the world, but it is notorious that there were economi-
cal and net administrative reasons for the delay in the
high explosives. Free Trade has no doubt many advan-
tages, but it has its corresponding defects, and if you
depend on other people for essentials instead of pre-
arranging their production in your own land you are
likely to have such a crisis as we have successfully sur-
mounted.

“We take our history morning by morning, and often
the morning seems a dark one. It is not thus that it is
written hereafter. We see every swirl and backwater,
but the man of the future will see only the main current
of the stream. There is no cause there for pessimism,
but rather good reason why we should be on our knees
thanking the Power that guides our destiny for evident
proof that Britain still has the old clear brain to plan,
and the old strong arm to strike.”

ELIZABETH DORE AND OTHERS

Little War Stories Picked Up by the Roadside in France '

The Estaminet Pegoud,
Northern France,
Monday —th.

AM in two minds about writing this story. It is
all very well to think that you people back in
Canada have a right to be interested, thrilled,
amused or touched by stories from the zone of

the Allied armies—that is the all-important phrase
on one’s passport—but sometimes even a journalist
feels like keeping something to himself. These
three days in the Estaminet Pegoud have been inti-
mate days. Each has seemed as long as a leap year,
and from being a mere journalist bent on a more or
less unpopular errand behind our lines, I have be-
come one of our brotherhood of seven, one Wwith
Jabot, who keeps the Estaminet, with Pegoud, his
dog, with the old woman, who hasn’t any name but
most wonderful eyes in her old wrinkled face, with
sour Monsieur Lebaude, who has pre-empted the de-
serted farm next door to us and is at present gather-
ing white turnips for our supper, with the Greek
from Vancouver, whose pack was confiscated the day
before he arrived here, and with Elizabeth Dore.
That, I think, counting myself, makes the seven.
Jabot, the old woman; Lebaude, the Greek, and I
have no desire to lay bare the poverty of the Esta-
minet Pegoud. The dog Pegoud says nothing. But
Elizabeth Dore is the deciding factor. She has craved
a modicum of fame for more years than should be
revealed. She has thirsted for an introduction to
the world and even a very small spot-light much
the same as a child may yearn for the pretty
coloured medicine on a shelf too high. Though now
she is probably averse to it, Jabot consents with a
gshrug. The old woman washes her hands of the
matter, for she had her fun once—before 1870. The
Greek is brooding deeply over his bankruptcy, and
as I said, Lebaude is pulling white turnips for our
supper. Let me recommend them uncooked. We
had them for lunch. We lack a pot.
- W o
AVING passed two sentry posts, I trudged for
many hours along a beautiful French road
and had been bottled up at length at the Esta-
minet Pegoud. The stopper to the bottle was a
French subaltern with the most charming manners
outside of court. He met me on the cross-road with
a smile escorted me to, as it were, the neck of the
bottle, with apologies, and corked the place by col-
lecting paroles from Jabot and me.

“Monsieur,” he explained, as he left, “you will
understand that certain movements are about now
being executed between this point and the German
lines and between here and ——ville, from which you
have just come. And it is the rule that these move-
ments must be carried out with as little observation
as possible—even from journalists. You under-
stand ?”

I examined the Estaminet Pegoud and was in turn
examined by Jabot, its proprietor.

“But this is not an estaminet?”
length.

“No?” retorted Jabot, “possibly not, m’sieu.”

“But—but where is the building?” f

“There is no building, m’sieu.”

“Where does one sleep?”

“Here, m’sieu.”

“In the straw stacks?”

“The thatches over the straw are particularly
good.”

“Can one get anything to eat?”

“Nothing hot, m’sieu.”

“Something cold, then?”

“This, m’sieun.”

He led the way between two of the five straw
stacks that constituted the ‘“Estaminet Pegoud,” and

I objected, at

By BRITTON B. CQOKE

drew from a croney-hole in the side of one stack a
large round white turnip. “You see,” he explained,
turning the root in his hands as though he were
Hamlet, and the turnip the last of poor Yorick. “They
have cleared the traffic from the roads behind us
and in.front of us and on both flanks.” Where he
obtained the military term I do not know. “So that
I am cut off from the usual place where I obtain
supplies. The village is gone,” he pointed to a heap
of ruins two hundred yards away in the midst of
which was, another cross-road and a sentry. “And
the old Estaminet”—this time he indicated the
nearer of the four corners—*“two shells did it. .

Will m’sieu have the turnip?”

“Not now.” We turned to watch the polite sub-
altern approaching once more with another prisoner.
It was the tragic Greek from Vancouver.
we received the nameless old woman, after her Le-
baude the farmer appeared with a hare which he had
snared somewhere on the farm. We six had sat
down to supper in the open space in the centre of the
ring of straw stacks, where Jabot had kindled a very
small fire. We had allotted the rights to the various
small burrowed holes in the straw stacks and were
broiling six pieces of the hare on as many wooden
spits when Elizabeth Dore arrived. She, too, came
in the company of the young subaltern. She had a
basket on one arm and"a kid-covered vanity box
in her hand. Her coat and skirt, black, were of last
year’s fashionable cut, and her hat from a year be-
fore that again.' There was still a little rouge left
on her cheeks and a trifle of affectation in her man-
ner. But only a trifle. For it had been raining and
the hat, the dress, the basket, the vanity box and
the high-heeled suede slippers were wet and splat-
tered with mud. The dog, before anyone else, re-
membered his manners, and rising from his place
in the circle round the niggardly fire, advanced to
meet the subaltern and his prisoner. For a big,
black, lanky-sided young mongrel, he had great
natural dignity. He sniffed at the girl’s slippers
and he led the way to a place at the fire between
the Greek—who had scorched his piece of the hare—
and the old woman, who, for lack of proper dental
equipment for the negotiation of raw, white turnips
had been given an extra ghare of the hare.

“You will take care of this lady, Jabot,” commanded
the subaltern. “You had better put her under the
wing of the old woman.”

“Good,” said Jabot, and rose to cut another piece
from the allsbut-finished hare.

“Sit here,” said the old woman, crossly, drawing her
ragged skirt closer about her heels.

So the girl sat down and we went on with the hare.

W9 %

EAR the wharf where passengers board the ferry
that sails back and forth under the very edge

- of Niagara Falls, there is always a great col-
lection of flotsam and jetsam. In the back-waters of
the West End of London is the flotsam and jetsam of
European theatrical, musical and artistic life. In the
construction camps of the G. T. P. in the mountains,
before the war, there used to be strange collections
of human beings. So in the Estaminet Pegoud—
named after the great aviator—was one back-wash
of war. On four sides of us great masses of men
were being moved under cover of darkness, so as to
alter the disposition of our line preparatory to a big
advance. As night fell, the light from fire threw
a pale gold glow over the straw-stacks so that, from
where we sat on the ground, the yellow thatches on
the straw seemed to tower miles high above us like
pillars to the very stars of France. One could hear

After him’

you were Elizabeth Dore, from Paris!

occasionally a far-off rumblving? as though heavy
pieces of artillery were being dragged over the
cobbled main road in our rear. Another faint sound
might have been the wind in a distant clump of
shattered trees, or the steady tramp of thousands
of heavy-shod feet passing over those same cobbles.
A horse neighed wildly. Once we thought we heard
the shout of an officer. The sentry at the cross

roads mnearest us occasionally challenged khaki
passersby. £
“ggh! 1 don’t like sentries,” volunteered Eliza-

beth Dore, the last-comer, breaking the silence round
the fire. “They are so stern. I met one of them 2
little while ago at a cross-road. He said ‘Halt! Who
goes there?”—and just because I thought it would
be better to go right up to him and tell him quietly
who I was and what I wanted—why, he must have
thought I was a 'spy, because he said ‘Halt’ again—
very savagely, and brought his gun down.”

“So what did you do?” growled Jabot.

“] just said, 1 am Elizabeth Dore, the actress, from
Paris, and I am looking for L

“Hmph!” grunted Jabot, while Lebaude turned his
scowling countenance on the girl also. “You said
Actress! And

no pass-word?”’

“No, m’sieu.”

‘“‘He might have shot you.”

“But no. Instead, he brought me to the young
officer—who brought me here. He wag very polite
after he saw my papers.”

“But what are you here for?” demanded the old
woman, with the black eyes of a young girl. “What
business have you near the lines. Have you a right?”

“N—no,” the girl admitted. “But you—what are
Y*OU"‘—”

“l am not a spy, I hope.”

“Spy!” breathed Jabot and the man Lebaude to-
gether. )

“] was once arrested as a spy,” whispered Lebaude,
“and they were thinking of shooting me until I said
my prayers. It was after that they let me go.”

“No,” retorted the girl, recovering herself, “I am
not a spy. Of course not. I have my advertisement
with me. See!” she produced from her basket 2
cheaply printed poster with a coarse-screen cut of
herself in decollette printed in blue ink. “That is
I. Elizabeth Dore, the actress. That is my poster.
I should have been having my triumph in Paris now
—but for the war. I suppose I shall never be a great
actress now.” :

“Oh!” breathed the others. “An actress! Then,
of course, you are not a spy, but a French woman.
Tell us,” added Jabot, with respect in his eyes, “what
like is the stage when you are behind it. I have
never seen even in the back of a Punch and Judy
man’s box. Is it beautiful?” :

She said it was dirty, and she answered a number
of questions, then asked some of her own.

“Who are you?” she said, pointing straight at old’
Jabot and laughing in his face. “I have told you
about me. Now you!”

“Me? Jabot is my name. That is all. I lived
in this village and kept the Estaminet at the time
when the German cavalry got here. They ate every-
thing and drank everything. Then, when the —
drove them out they set fire to everything. I was
the only ome of the village that remained. I hid
in a field. I have rheumatism. I had no horse.
Besides—where should I have gone? I came here
to these straw thatches. I have been here for
months.”

“But you do no. trade?” |

“Oh, yes. When the roads are not forbidden by
the officers I get some supplies from the farms

(Concluded on page 18.)
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FIRST PICTURE OF MADE-IN-CANADA SUBMARINES

BRE R EH i

SUBMARINES AND STATE SECRETS: A CANADIAN PHOTOGRAPH T0OO GOOD TO BE SUPPRESSED BY THE CENSOR.
For some time it has been definitely known that when Mr. Charles M. Schwab was not permitted to make submarines out and out in the
United States for shipment as units of war to Great Britain, he arranged with the Vickers-Maxim firm in Montreal to manufacture the under-
sea craft for the British Admiralty. This is a picture of five of these craft ready to put to sea. Some of the Canadian-built subs. have al-
ready sunk Turk transports in the Sea of Marmora and at the Dardanelles. The same company is said to have a contract to build 300 submarine
chasers with a surface speed of 25 knots, for the purpose of destroyin_g submarines. This photograph was taken some time ago, but the Courier
has had a long struggle with the authorities to get permission to publish it. The Chief of staff of the Naval Service refused at first. But by
persistent argument the officials granted special permission to the Courier, and here it is.

—
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A M:re Min Often Gets Fooled by Appearances

By E-5B.
66 LLOW me to introduce you to Mr. and
A Mrs. Robert

“] beg your pardon. Oh, you know
the Johnsons already; to be

sure, to be sure.”

How is that? Oh, certainly, they got over_that
little affair all right. Why, they’re such gooq friends
now you would hardly know they were married.

oh, yes,

Bob and Mabel had reached that state in married
life, which is perhaps one of the shortest agd at the
same time most “comfortable” stage of this many-
sided subject.

They had passed the first state Whe-n young
couples are apt to go to extremes in their treatn'lent
of one another paying greater attention to each little
act of omission or commission than the act warrants,
but they had not yet reached the sta‘ge' where fthe_y
grow callous and indifferent, taking actions or their
absence for granted.

Or to put it in more everyday language, they no
longer held hands at the breakfast table—but l}e
had not yet got to the stage where, coming home ia
the evening he divided his attention equally between
the “eats” and the newspaper, with “Wifey” a bad
third.

He still mentioned to her the little items which
happened through the day, and which she would be
interested in being connected with Hubby in his
business in that sphere of life somewhat indefinitely
known and described as “downtown.”

In fact, this evening she was the one who was
particularly interested in the paper, so much so that
he had to speak a second time before she gave
ottention to him.

“] saw something quite interesting to-day.”

“Ye—es,” with a sidelong glance at the paper.

No doubt some very interesting piece of news
about the advance fashions for the winter months,
or perhaps a new way of preserving canned goods
‘without using parrafin for sealing purposes.

Bob sniffed contemptuously.

“Of course, if you don’t want to hear it

“But I do. I really do, Bob, go on.”

“Well, this morning I was walking along St. James
Street, by the Bank of Montreal, and what do you
think I saw?”

This was certainly a question. There are many
things to be seen on St. James Street near the Bank
of Montreal during business hours. Buildings, people,
houses, automobiles, street cars, even grass and a
few trees, but why continue.

‘“Well go on. 1 give up.”

“A moving picture outfit going through the motions
—right there in front of the bank.”

Bob paused.

She was not at all surprised. It was disappoint-
ing, for in Montreal we do not have many opportuni-
ties of seeing the “movies” in the process of being
made.

She simply glanced again at the fashion page; or
was it the Economy corner? and raised her eyebrows
a trifle.

“I see you're not interested.”

“But I am, Bob; really.”

“Well, it was clearing time, about half past ten,
and the different bank messengers came down, the
steps, one or two at a time, and started off to their

”
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banks, and the camera man was turning the handle
of his little machine at a great rate, and every now
and then he’d get a little nearer to take a closer
view.

“Of course they were all real messengers, so they
simply walked down the steps and out of the pic-
ture, but then at the end one man came out alone.
He was so long after the others that everybody
around knew right away that he must be a ‘movie’
actor.”

Bob paused to take another bite.

“Well, just as he reached the street another actor
jumped in front of the camera, and made a run for
the bank messenger, and they had a little scrap, but
of course being taken by surprise the messenger was
easily beaten down, and the other actor hit him over
the head with his pistol, and he dropped to the
ground. :

“Well, he made a grab for his bag, just for the
sake of acting, of course, for everybody knows it’s
chained to the messenger’s belt—at least when it’s
a real messenger, and he had to drop it, so he looked
around a moment, and ‘Registered’ full face into the
camera, and then grabbed up the messenger and
carried him to an auto behind the camera man.

“Say, it was great! And just think, we may see
that very same piece of acting some day at the
theatre.”

“Perhaps,” said Mabel, with a curious little smile,
and a faraway look in her eyes, “and then, again,
perhaps not.”

“What do you mean?”’ Bob was curious.

“I was just reading about it in the paper,” she said,
passing it over to him. He glanced at the printed
page.

“DARING GANG MAKE RICH
HAUL FROM BANK MESSENGER.”

and below it in scarcely smaller type:
“Fooled large crowd in Business Centre of City by
Simple Trick.

“Made use of moving picture machine. Crowd thought
it faked play and stood by amused while crooks
walked off with big haul of cash, drafts and
accepted checks.”

There was lots more of it, but why go into details.

Bob has told it well enoug}l to us in his own way.

“Well, I'll be ——” and' as he handed back the
paper the same faraway look came into his eyes for
a moment.

“Say, that was pretty true what Jenkins was say-
ing the other day, even if he didn’t mean it in quite
the same sense.” Jenkins was the manager where
Bob worked. “He said to me:

% ‘With the large and ever-increasing number of
new inventions and appliances continually being
adapted into business, there are greater and even
greater chances of success and reward for the man
WT‘IO‘ uses his brains and endeavours to find new and
original uses for any of the appliances which we have
‘ac‘cepted for some particular use in the great, com-
'ph'cated, and yet highly systematized methods of
doing business at present in vogue. With all the'
great‘ mechanical and labour-saving devices it still
remains for the man with BRAINS to do his part,
for 'mac.hinery, my boy, can never take the place of
brains, it is simply meant to help them, and act as
a more effective aid to their work.’ ”

PERTINENT PARAGRAPHS

POOR LITTLE ALICE.

OOR little Alice has been the cause of many
strange moments in the history of mankind.

Of course the queen of all the Alices is the
demure maid whose story is traced by Lewis Carroll
in “Alice in Wonderland.” We have travelled with
her through that wonderland. Now we are invited
to go along with a modern steenth cousin of hers
called Malice, and the title of the book is “Malice
in Kulturland.” Do we explain? We refrain. It is
too obvious. This is a book of smart sayings about
the war. Knowing how clever we are we take a
glance into a recent issue of Life and discover that
Wallace Irwin has written a dreamy little screed
entitled Malice in Blunderland. This is probably
a nice bit of writing, as Irwin is always bright. But
as it is yet in only No. 1 stage, Down the Elevator
Shaft, we reserve judgment until the series is com-
plete, only remarking ‘“en passant” that the thing
was probably not written without Malice Afore-
thought. Again what are we to think of the Cana-
dian Alice who in a recent letter to the Toronto
“World” says we should love the Germans instead of
fighting them? Then, too, we are reminded of that
pensive Alice so tenderly described in the song Ben
Bolt, the gentlest, crumpled-up, wilting, little blossom
that ever saw the light. Having wept with her
awhile, we proceed to ask the searching question em-
bodied in the passionate old ditty, Alice Where Art
Thou? Alas! we know not where she is. There is
always an Alice in the world. What a pity her name

is the biggest part of Malice! And when shall we
have a book with the title Chalice in Thunderland ?
Why not? No one answers. Then we must write it
ourselves.

M e w
BEATING THE BAND.

IGHT thousand men on the quick march may be
regarded as a good index to the life of any
country with the population of Canada. The

greatest war parade ever held in this country was
the parade last week in Toronto, when the entire
army which during the previous two weeks trekked
from Niagara, went through the streets of the city
that so far shows the greatest aggregate of enlisted
men. Everybody of the 300,000 people who saw that
inspiring march was struck with the alert physique
and the soldierly bearing of the men. A summer
of drill and a hundred-mile trek on foot had made
of these 10,000 men as competent a small army as
could be found in the world. But there was one char-
acteristic of the march that may have escaped even
those who observed the tremendous pace at which
these men swung through the city. It was the tempo
of the march. In every battalion there were a few
companies too far from the bugle band either in front
or behind to hear the rhythm. Consequently there
was a variation in the tempo of the march. But it
was a variation exactly the opposite of what is
usually seen in a parade. In ordinary peacetime
parades the men furthest from the band got down a

half a beat slower than the men up front. In the
case of the men marching last week the men furthest
away were a good quarter beat ahead of the band.

This may seem like a trifle. But when you think
of the difference between being half a beat or a
whole beat behind and from a quarter to a half beat
ahead, the trifle becomes very important. Ten thou-
sand men with ginger enough to outpace the band
means a small army with vim enough to do more
than the regulation allowance when they get on ac-
tive service. The men from the land of quick-step-
pers will not slack up on the pace when they get

abroad.
%y %
A MYSTERY EXPLAINED.

TRANGE phenomena have been caused by this
war. A paragraph from an article in “Le Monde
Medical,” on The Wind of the Canon Ball, says:

“On many occasions during the present war men
have been suddenly struck dead, so rapidly that they
had not even time to move a limb. They were found
in the very attitude in which death overtook them,
erect, sitting, lying down, still, so to speak, in the
act of drinking, eating or what not. As one eye wit-
ness expressed it, they looked like figures in a wax-
work show, with absolutely life-like expressions.
One often hesitated to go near these groups, so na-
tural did they look, and it was only the unnatural
duration of their immobility that encouraged the
spectators to draw near. On the slightest touch
they fell to the ground and some of them even fell
to pieces. :

“No doubt is possible in respect of the last series.

It must have been the pressure of the air, suddenly
and violently changed, that wrought these results.
The effect is much the same as that observed in con-
nection with certain avalanches where men near at
hand, without any wound, have succumbed to the
sudden irruption of the column of highly compressed
air.
It was the wind caused by the projectile in burst-
ing that caused the death of these men without one
of them being hit by anything harder than com-
pressed air. There was a theory that men found
dead in such lifelike postures were killed by poison-
ous gases used in warfare. The “wind of the can-
non-ball” seems to be a better-founded theory.

The Price of Empire

How New Zealand Has Faid in Blood

(From our Correspondent.)
Wellington, N.Z., Oct. 14, 1915.

ATURDAY mext, October 16th, marks the first
S anniversary of the departure from these

shores of the main body of the quinion’s

Expeditionary Forces for oversea service. Two
months before that, and within a fortnight of the
declaration of war, 1,200 men had been mobilized
and dispatched northward, occupying the German
colony of Samoa in the last days of August. That
was a bloodless conquest.

With the departure of the main body, however,
people began to realize that they had embarked on
something more than a picnic. They saw sad days
ahead, and there have been many. Gallipoli’s rugged
hillsides have run red many times in the last seven
months, and much of that bright colour was cradled
in New Zealand. Of the gallant band of 8,000 men
who sailed out of Wellington Harbour, on October
16th, 1914, few have escaped scatheless, and many
sleep quietly in an alien land out of sight of the
Southern Cross.

With reinforcements the number of men serving
in the main body has increased to rather over 14,000
men, and up to the end of September our casualties
had been as follows:

Killed in action, officers and men ........ 1,017
Died Of  WOUNAR: - s i i T oS a 451
DPied ol idiseane il h i e e shaerh 162
NIRSImEe S lis T b s T e 638
Prisoners: of WA vk i diaes s e 20
T a3h0 1T Uors WS Al e i LR St LR Sl e 4,327

Total casualiles .. u ol g vivae 7,145

Fifty per cent. of this force alone out of action!
Of the sick and wounded, 2,000 have now returned
to New Zealand, and the balance are distributed in
hospitals in England, Egypt, and Malta. The world
has grown wondrous small in these days, and one
may meet long-lost friends in most unexpected places.
Two cousins, one resident in New Zealand and one
in Australia, met just before a charge was ordered
on one of the Turkish positions near Anzac Cove.
They had not seen each other for a decade. A few
words of greeting and farewell; then the signal for
the assault was given, and the cousins parted. One
was killed outright, and the other outlived him only
a few days, for he was mortally woundtd in the
same fight.

The sacrifice of men, however, has.-not dulled the
determination of the people of this Dominion to “See
the thing through.” The cost is great, both in blood
and in treasure, but we find all parties united in the.
one purpose: New Zealand will do her best to aid
in scotching the scorpion of militarism that has
raised its head in mid-Europe but is gradually

(Concluded on page 20.)
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DAYS WORKS INTHE FRENCH ARMY

OFFICIAL FRENCH ARMY PHOTOGRAPHS.

In the small picture to the left at the top French soldiers in the Argonne are being taught to use trench bomb-throwers.
graph of a French 220 m.m. gun in action, concealed in a forest. Next below to the left, French troops making a commu
The oval to the right shows French soldiers constructing shelters on the side of a small hill in the Argonne.
of a French trench in a village partly occupied by Germans. The last picture is of an olq French couple who,
of September, returned to find their home in ruins. All these pictures were obtained through the Photog

To the right, a remarkable photo-
nication railway line at Decauville.
The oval at the bottom is a splendid picture
after the great French offensive in the end
raphic Service of the French Armies.
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How to Deal with ‘“ War Profiters ™

By THE MONOCLE MAN

RANCE, I see, is sending traffickers to prison
who sought unfairly to make fat profits out
of the agony of the nation. Austria did the
same thing long ago. I do not recall seeing

any cases of this sort in Germany; but I rather fancy
that a German who would sell a spavined horse “to
the Government at two prices or take advantage of
the nation’s need to make an inordinate profit on
anything it bought of him, would have the sensation
of looking down a gun-barrel aimed right at his head.
1 suppose you noticed, the other day, that Mr.
Thomas remarked that Some Canadians were still
getting—in spite of the great reduction on the price
paid at first—more for their shells than were Ameri-
can manufacturers; and I suppose it sickened you—
as it did me. Think of it! Canadians—some Cana-
dians—are charging the British Government more
for shells than are the neutral, money-making, “dollar-
chasing” manufacturers of the American Republic.
Mr. Thomas added—with, I fancy, a sickly smile of

his own—that the British Government was ‘“very
pleased to thus give a preference to Canadians.”
% oy 9
HANK God, our boys are asking no odds. They

are going into the trenches beside the British

“Tommies,” ready to take their equal chances
with shrapnel and bullet. But while these high-
spirited young fellows are giving up fine prospects
in a business way and drilling hard to be ready to
“do their Dbit,” we have men in Canada who are
greedily lining their pockets with all the money they
can possibly squeeze out of the nation, as it turns
for help to them in its hour of direst danger. It is
almost incredible! But read the evidence before the
Davidson Commission. Would you think that you
were perusing an account of the patriotic and public-
spirited efforts of a loyal people to rally to their
Government as it confronts a grave threat against
the life of the Dominion? Does it sound like that
to you? Yet that is what it ought to sound like, if
these men, caught in the search-light, are mnot
traitors, selling the country for a few dirty dollars.

OF course, by no means all our men who are deal-
ing with the Government, are in that filthy
boat. I was talking to a manufacturer the
other day—I wish I could give you his name—who
told me that when the Government approached his
firm for certain articles they could supply, -they sat
right down and figured out the lowest possible price
which would ensure them against loss. To do this,
they reckoned in a small profit; but they did not put
in any “over-head” expenses—that is, such charges
as rent, insurance, etc. The result was that the Gov-
ernment immediately ordered all they could possibly
turn out; for the fadt came out that their price was
just about one-third what the Government had been
paying. Now, that is what I call the proper patriotic
spirit in which our manufacturers should meet this
crisis. I shall refrain from expressing an opinion
of the men who got the three-fold price before.
g e
UT just as sure as you are alive, a lot more of
this scandalous business is going to be made
public—especially if the war goes on. If the
nation must drain its very lifeblood to continue the
struggle for the liberties of the human race, it is
going to turn upon men who are known to have
made inordinate profits out of its tragic needs and
demand restitution. 'The British Government 1s doing
this now in a measure. “War profits” are being
heavily taxed. The day may come when they will
be confiscated. Many of them cannot be hidden from
an inquisitorial enquiry. Too many other men know
about them. And the whole people, reduced to close
living by the economies imposed by a long war—we
know nothing about this feature of the case yet in
this country—and threatened with further taxation
for war purposes, taxation which will bite to the
bone, will infallibly demand of the Government that
it tax back into the public treasury all these unholy
gains which have been won by taking conscienceless
advantage of the nation in the confusion and hurry
and inexperience and peremptory need of our first
preparations for war. -

F course, this is not the first war in which there
have been men who thought more of making
money than saving the country. Sometimes

men of this breed follow the brave soldiers into
action—at a safe distance—and are on hand after
the fighting is over to rob the wounded. The present
variety of hostilities, however, does not lend itself
to this form of ghoulishness. Our ghouls find it
safer and more profitable to sit in their comfortable
offices and increase the number of wounded. It may
be your boy who is shot down to fill their pocket
books; or it may be mine. But the great thing with
them is to get their pocketsbooks filled, and let us
supply the boys. They fill these plethoric pocket-
books either by selling the Government poor material
—such as lame horses—which will decrease the effi-
ciency of the army and so increase the number of
our lads whom the enemy will “get,” or else by
charging such high prices for good material that in
the long run the Government may be compelled to
stint the supply or sue for an earlier and insecure
peace.
W ope ¥
F the Government needs money to carry on the
war—and there is no call for that “if”—it should
follow the example of the British Government and
tax these “war profits” back into the treasury.
Where the “war proiits’” are abnormal, the tax
should, in my opinion, be a hundred per cent. And
I would levy an additional fine of varying weight to
punish these ghouls for trying to icoin gold out of
the nation’s blood and sorrow. Any citizen called
upon by the Government to perform some service
for the nation in its hour of need, should take a
soldier’s view of the summons. The soldier does not
stand out for two prices—he serves for a ridiculously
low wage. He simply serves, and expects the Gov-
ernment to do no more than keep himself and family
alive during his term of service. But why should
all the patriotism be left to the man of military age
who serves in the ranks? Why should we not look
for equal patriotic sacrifices from the men who
serve by manufacturing munitions or providing
horses? We might fairly look for more; for the latter
classes stay safely at home and sleep in their own
beds. Why should any of our manufacturers or staid
farmers deliberately brigade themselves with the
harpies, male and female, who have ever followed

a fighting army, fattening on the money which would

otherwise have been spent in efficiency.
: THE MONOCLE MAN.

TORONTO AND KINGSTON SOLRIERS DRAW A RECORD CROWD

The team of the Toronto Garrison contained more Rugby stars than the Kingston team, and,

led by Jack Maynard,scored a victory, 15 to 8.

Jack ‘Maynard,

OOTBALL  stars

are enlisting Bickle and Ramsay

freely, as the in back division.
game in Toronto last The teams were:
Saturday proved. Toronto — Flying
The team from the wing, Knight;
Kingston Battery, led halves, Ramsay:,
by Jack Williams, Bickle, Maynard;
tontained some well quarter, Woods;

known Rugbyists,
but two of the men
were green. On the
Toronto team were
no less than eight
ex-Varsity men.
Had Williams not
been injured, Jack
Maynard’s team
would have had har-
der work to win.
Williams was their
“brains,” and he fell
out in the first quar-

scrimmage, Wattans,
Hall, Glaze; insides.
Clerk, Allen; mid-
dles, Lash, Neate;
outsides, Adelard,
Clarkson. Kingston
—Flying wing, Bat-
ten; halves, Wil
liams, Wright,
Smith; quarter
Stratton; srimmage,
Reid, Barker, Web-
ster; insides, Ramer,
Shaw; middles, Dib-
ble, Cook; outsides,

ter. Kingston scored

six of their eight

in the first half.
Toronto team had

The 34th Battery R. C. H. A., from Kingston, brought a Band of Rooters to Varsity Stadium, who used

special megaphones with excellent results.

Heintzman, Lepper-
Referee — Griffith;
umpire—Dr. Wright-
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As We See Others

The Close of Khaki Day

HE 9th of November, the birthday of our late
sovereign, King Edward, was chosen for To-
ronto’s recruiting day; and it was a happy
choice, to observe in this loyal manner a day

associated with the monarch of the Entente Cordiale.
Toronto was the taggiest town you ever saw, on the
second Tuesday of November, and everyone wore
the small shield, adorned with the Union Jack and
the khaki-clad soldier. All the 'way from a penny
to a twenty-five dollar cheque was paid for the sign
of the sympathizing Briton, and many were the work-
worn hands which extended a welcome small coin
for the Cause.

The Empire Club held a meeting at Massey Hall in
the evening, which few who were gathered there will
forget. That loyal son of England, Dr. Albert Ham,
conducted a musical programme, given by the
National Chorus, assisted

DisEP sACR T Mi'E N T

Mo A TN L X

of November 10th: “Sir Sam will lead Canadians to
Berlin”—thereby endeavouring to convey the im-
pression that the address of the Minister had been a
matter of personal aggrandizement. It was only in
connection with his pride in our Canadian boys that
Sir Sam expressed the wish “to be with them when
they march to Berlin.” It was a perfectly natural
wish, simply expressed—and very much more to the
credit of a leading Canadian, than a campaign as
peace propagander in the pro-German cities of De-
troit and Rochester, such as one of Toronto’s editors
enjoyed—with the present of a Ford motor car at the
end of the peace pilgrimage.

9o W

A Gentle Benefactress /
HE death of Mrs. Lilian Massey Treble; in Cali-
fornia, this month, removed one whose friend-
ship to the cause of education and philanthropy
is made evident throughout the country she loved.
Mrs. Treble was the only daughter of the late Hart

Fo O R
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A. Massey, of Euclid Hall, Toronto, and, although
possessed of an essentially womanly and gentle
nature, inherited much of her father’s business
ability, in the grasp of whatever plans she chose
to carry out. Her early interests were absorbed by
the Fred Victor Mission, in Toronto (named in
memory of her youngest brother), and, in the course
of its development, Mrs. Treble was especially
struck by the importance and popularity of the Do-
mestic Science course. This led her to consider the
wider question of such education for girls of the
“comfortable classes,” and finally to give a hand-
some sum to the Ontario Government, for the build-
ing and equipment of the present home of the De-
partment of Household Science on Avenue Road,
Toronto. Frances Hall, at Whitby  College, the
beautiful organ of the Metropolitan Church, and
many a lesser gift attest the generosity of one whose
own life was shadowed by much physical suffering.
ERIN.

Music a Power

by an orchestra of thirty
players, which afforded the
thousands of hearers both
choral and patriotic grati-
fication. There was “God
Save the King,” to begin
and to end with, and we
sang the “confound the
politics” verse just as
hard as we could. There
was ‘“La Marseillaise,”
with Miss May Wilkinson
as the satisfying soloist;

there  was ' Dr. Ham’s
‘“Canadians! Follow the
Drum,” and his march,

“Canada,” by the orches-
tra; and there was Elgar’s
majestic “It Comes From
the Misty Ages,” which
plays whole chapters of
history on your heart-
strings. It was a most
generous programme of
songs which were recrui-
ing sergeants, themselves,
and which made melody a
strong ally of the military
powers.

e % oW

for Good

N interesting address
illustrating the value
of music in physical,

moral and spiritual de-
velopment was delivered
in London last week to
the Musiec Club of that
city, by Mrs. F. H. Torring-
ton, President of the Na-
tional Council of Women,
and wife of Dr. Torring-
ton, of the College of
Music, Toronto. Mrs.
Torrington made a plea to
parents that they support
any movement for the in-
troduction of music as
part of the regular curri-
culi of public and high
schools and colleges.

She would teach music
to children from their
earliest years, and prevent
their hearing harsh tones.
The value of music in
teaching discipline and
self-control she believed
could not be over-esti-

The Speech by
Sir Sam

UR doughty Minister
of Militia had a busy
day in Toronto on

Tuesday of last week, from his visit to Exhibi-
tion Park to his Massey Hall speech in the even-
ing. Sir Sam was untroubled and  untired, how-
ever, when the time for talking came, and was a
gallant orator in khaki when, yielding to the call of
the audience, he took the conductor’s place in the
centre of the stage. There was no lack of vigour
in the address of our Minister of Militia—and there
was a pride in the young soldiers, which it was good
to hear from a speaker whose only son is in the
thick of the fray. :

You will remember, last year, that we were quite
astonished to find that our young Dominion, all un-
versed in the ways of war, had thirty thousand men
on the way to the European trenches. Now, there
are one hundred and fifty thousand in the Canadian
forces, and it is expected that, by next spring, there
will be a quarter of a million men from this Dominion
of ours, ready to help in the great forward movement
of the Allies. General Hughes told, in an unadorned
and yet graphic fashion, of the way in which Can-
ada’s fighting figures have rapidly ascended, and the
audience appreciated the story and the teller.

Isn’t it time that journalism began to give Sir
Sam credit for what he has accomplished during
the past year? To say that he has made no blunders,
in the most trying and unforseen situation that a
Canadian (Cabinet Minister has ever faced, would
be to declare him a paragon or an angel. Neither
is a title with which ‘that strenuous son of Mars
would be pleased. 'The fact that this peaceful and
agricultural country, which took no thought for a
warlike morrow, has been able to send so many
soldiers across the seas, in little more than a twelve-
month, certainly reflects much credit on the Head
of the Department of Militia. As to the work of
the Shell Committee, while every member may not
wear the white flower of a contractless career, yet
the establishment of that committee, and its swift
evolution of an industry which is now giving em-
ployment to three hundred Canadian factories, show
how indefatigable is .the General who first declared
that Canada could make shells—and ever S0 many
of them.

Of course, it was just like one of Toronto’s morn-
ing papers to publish this head-line on the morning

STRATHEARN CHAPTER I. O. D. E., VANCOUVER.

Organized four years ago by Mrs. Douglas Armour and composed chiefly of members of Vancouver's

younger set.

THEIR TRIBUTE TO NURSE CAVELL.
Mr. and Mrs. Asquith arriving at St, Paul’s Cathedral
for the national memorial service to the English
woman “who Died Like a Heroine.”

mated. Missionaries win
people from debasing
habits through music. The
history of the church is
the history of sacred
music. ‘The speaker de-
plored confirmed bad music taste, resulting from a
lack of proper training, labeling this a “dime novel
taste” in music.

The value of music was also great as an evangelis-
tic force.

In conclusion, reference was made to the part thax
music will play in the reconstruction after the war.

Vancouver’s Jr. Chapter, [.O.D.E.

TRATHEARN CHAPTER, Daughters of the Em-
pire, a group picture of which is reproduced on
this page, is a chapter of young girls organized

four years ago in Vancouver by Mrs. Douglas Ar-
mour, who has since directed its work. The girls,
some of whom are not yet out of school, have taken
part in every movement undertaken by the Order,
and have done their share in every branch of patriotic
work. The above photograph shows them in the gar-
den adjoining Mrs. Armour’s residence, where they
met weekly during the summer holidays to make field
comforts for the soldiers. Mrs. Armour is seated
at the table in the centre of the group. Those at
the back, from left to right, are Miss Marjorie Sher-
wood, standard bearer; Miss Dorothy Proctor, Miss
Helen Law, Miss Beth Roberts, secretary; Miss Alix
Wilson, Miss Madie Murray, Miss Mary Godfrey,
Miss Kitty Armour, Miss Mary Bell-Irving, treas-
urer; Miss Nell Senkler. Seated at the right of the
picture are, from left to right, Miss Hilda Carnsew,
Miss Jean Murray, Miss Dorothy McPhillips, Miss
Blanche McRae, and Miss Phyllis Calland.

Current Events

113 ETWEEN THE LINES,” a peace comedy in
three acts, is the title of the play that has
this year won the $500 prize in the Harvard

University Prize Contest. The play was written by

a woman, Mrs. Charlotte Chorpenning, of Winona,

Minn. Mrs. Chorpenning was for two years a stu-

dent at Harvard. She is a widow and a school

teacher. Last year’s award went to Cleves Kinkead,
for his drama, “Common Clay,” a production which
(Continued on page 20.)



12

CANADIAN
URIER

THE

O

PUBLISHED EVERY SATURDAY
BY
COURIER PRESS, LIMITED
181 SIMCOE ST.
EDITED BY JOHN A. COOPER

TORONTO, NOVEMBER 20, 1915.

More False Rumours

OME time ago, the Courier felt it necessary to
S deny a rumour that the Red Cross was ‘“sell-
ing” supplies to the soldiers in England and
France. Again, it is necessary to deny a rumour
that any civilian or military officer of the Red Cross
in Canada draws a salary. These officials even pay

their own travelling expenses.

Mr. Noel Marshall, president of the Standard Fuel

Company, has given all his time for over a year to
the directing of the Central Office in Toronto. Col-
onel A. E. Gooderham is now in Europe on a tour of
investigation at his own expense. The same spirit
animates all the officials.

The men and women who are directing the Red
Cross and the Patriotic Fund are exhibiting a self-
sacrificing patriotism which is worthy of the highest
honour and the most profound respect.

g v %

Whimperers
NGLAND is not the only place where there are
whimperers. Canada has them also. They
refuse to see that Canada is providing twelve
divisions of twenty thousand men each for Overseas,
whereas only one was expected. They also refuse
to see that the Canadian authorities have worked
wonders in supplying military equipment and the
manufacturing of munitions.
e e 9

Still Going Strong
IKE Johnnie Walker, the Canadian Shell Com-
mittee is “still going strong.” Despite the fact
that it has been condemned, hanged and quar-
tered in the newspapers, it is still in existence.

Some critics seem to talk as if General Bertram
was a protege of Sir Sam Hughes, and hence a doubt-
ful personage. This is not accurate. When the mak-
ing of shells was first mooted, a dozen or so manu-
facturers met in Toronto to consider the possibili-
ties. The meeting appointed two men to go to Ot-
tawa to talk matters over with General Hughes, who
had the first order for 200,000 shells in hand. They
found him at Valcartier and told him they were will-
ing to try to make the shells. General Hughes then
and there appointed them, with Colonel Lafferty of
the Ordnance Factory, Quebec, as a committee to
place the orders. The two men who represented the
manufacturers on that occasion were Col. (now Gen-
eral) Bertram, of Dundas, and Mr. Geo. W. Watts
of the Canadian General Electric Company, Toronto.
Afterwards Col. Cantley and Mr. Carnegie were
added.

Despite all the criticism, the Shell Committee is
still in existence. When its history is written Cana-
dians will probably find that we owe it a debt of
gratitude. Up to October first, Canada had shipped
more shells than the United States and the average
price was lower than for similar material secured
in that country. The good work of the committee
has saved Canada’s steel industry and has made its
possibilities known all over the world. The British
experts have been tremendously impressed.

9w ve %

Will They Refund ?

URSTS of enthusiasm sent two million dollars
B to Ottawa to buy machine guns, of which the
Ontario Government contributed half a million.
Now, Sir Robert Borden has decided that the prin-
ciple is wrong, and that no further contributions
shall be accepted.

To be consistent, Sir Robert must return the two
million dollars already received. Or, he should write
to the donors and ask them if they will consent to
their gifts being turned into the Patriotic Fund and
credited to the Province in which they originated.

Qir Robert is to be commended for his decision
that there shall be no more “kitchen” funds and no

THE COURIER.

more ‘“machine gun” funds. These are part of the
army’s equipment and should be supplied by the
army funds only. The Patriotic Fund and the Red
Cross give people all the opportunities they need to
show their generosity.

Y e e
Doubtful Common Stocks

OMMON stock of several commercial corpora-

C tions which have never earned a dividend are

now being boomed on the stock markets. Some

of these companies are behind in their “preferred”

dividends. Some of them are hopelessly in debt to

the banks. Yet their common stocks are selling
anywhere from $15 to $75 a share.

All this is being done in the name of “war orders.”
The newspapers are working up the fever by pub-
lishing inspired items about fabulous war profits.
The New York news despatches about Canadian
stocks are highly coloured. They seem to know
more about Canadian stocks on the New York “curb”
than we know here.

If the public must buy, let them confine themselves
to preferred stocks. There is less risk in such pur-
chases. The buving of non-dividend common stocks
is violent speculation.

g ue e

Who Pays the Freight?

R. C. C. JAMES is reported to have revived an
D old argument in a new form. Who pays the
freight on a bushel of wheat from Montreal to
Liverpool, the farmer who grows it, or the man who
eats it as bread? This is analogous to the ancient
question: “Does the consumer pay the duty ?”
When Canada, some years ago, had an agitation
to reduce the freight rate on grain from the Prairie

AUSTRALIA IN CANADA.

dian farmer was led to believe that the freight rates
came mainly out of his pocket. Surely, therefore, it
is impossible in 1915 to reverse all that argument,
and try to prove that 30 cents a bushel freight rate
on wheat from Montreal to Liverpool comes out of
the British consumer’s pocket and not out of the
Canadian farmer’s purse.

Nevertheless, certain agricultural journals like the
“Saskatchewan Farmer” and the “Canadian Country-
man” appear to think that the Canadian farmer is
not paying any portion of the present exorbitant
rates. They are inclined to reverse the ancient
theory. If they are right, then Canada might restore
the old freight rates from Winnipeg to Fort William ;
might stop spending fifty millions of dollars on a new
Welland canal, and might go back to the ancient
cost of transporting grain. We could say: ‘“What
does it matter how high the rates are—the British
consumer must pay it.”

This new-fangled theory will stand only slight ex-
amination. The price of wheat in Liverpool is fixed
by the competition of the world. When freight rates
rise all over the world and the supply of wheat is
short, the British consumer would undoubtedly be
fox.'ced to pay most of the increase in price. But
this is not the case to-day. The world’s supply is
greater than the world’s demand and the burden of
the increased freight rates is undoubtedly being di-
vided between the producer and the consumer.. If
Canada could get its wheat over from Montreal to
Liverpool, on government steamers, at ten cents a
bushel lower than the Americans or the Australians,
the Canadian farmer would undoubtedly get the extra
ten cents. To-day, the Canadian, the .American and
the Australian farmer are paying at least part of the
high freight rates.

The conclusion, then, if the older theory is still
sound, is that the price of wheat in America to-day
is only one dollar because there is a combination of
plentiful supply of wheat and high freight rates to
the world’s greatest markets. If it were not so, the
Canadian and American farmer would be getting one
dollar and twenty cents a bushel. The consumer
does not always pay the duty; neither does the con-
sumer pay the freight rates. Much depends on the
necessities of each—the necessity of the consumer
to buy and the necessity of the producer to sell.

ve ve %

Getting Desperate
EMPERANCE forces in Ontario must be getting
desperate when they are forced to resort to
“Billy” Sunday as an advocate. “Billy” will do
them more harm than good.

All over Canada temperance has been making
splendid progress. Let us hope that a few cranks
will not, by their impatience, turn fair-minded people
in the wrong direction. It has happened before.

e g %

Enemies of Us All

ATIONALISTS, so-called, who tell their French-
N Canadian compatriots that Canada should not
help England and France in this war, should
be outlawed by both political parties. Lt.-Col. Ar-
mand Lavergne says that the Nationalists are not
allied with the Conservative Party. Hon. Mr. Cas-
grain, Postmaster-General, makes a similar state-
ment on behalf of the Conservatives. Every one
knows that Sir Wilfrid Laurier will have no deal-
ings with them. Hence the Nationalists are political
outlaws.
To entern them or shoot them would be to magnify
their importance. Let us ignore them and punish
any one who has political dealings with them. Their

_ crime is unforgettable and unforgivable.

An Uppercut
Editor of Toronto “News” writes of certain prin-
ciples which, he says, are:

‘‘as platitudinous as a prairie.”

Now what has the Prairie done to Sir John Willi-
son? Or does the existence of three Liberal govern-
ments on the prairie affect the Knight’s opinion of
the “Last Great West”?

S~ '

When the Australian Cadets arrived in Toronto on

Saturday last and marched to the City Hall, they car-

ried two flags—the Union Jack and the Australian

Ensign, marked with the four stars of the Southern

Cross. This is an example for Canada to emulate.

Let us not be ashamed of our own flag—even if Sir
Joseph Pope has that failing.

stations to Fort William, it was said that the farmer
paid the freight. The railways were represented as
pillagers of the needy settler when they charged
higher rates than are now exacted.

When, some years ago, the question of a prefer-
ential British duty on Canadian wheat was under
discussion there were people who argued that this
would give the Canadian farmer a higher price f(_)r
his grain. Those who opposed that preference did
not deny the soft impeachment but argued that
Canada should not try to make extra profits out of
the under-paid British workman who consumed the
bread made from Canadian wheat. RS

These and other incidents in our economic discus-
sions are proof that up to the year 1915, the Cana-

YOUR LITTLE HUNDRED

OU think, perhaps, that you are not called

Y upon to help Hon. Mr. White finance

Canada’s part in the war. If so, you are
wrong.

Mr. White_wants your little hundred dollars.

Canada has eight million citizens—men, wo-
men and children.

At least half a million of these citizens have
bank accounts.

If that -half million people each subscribed
for $100 of Mr. White’s loan, they would take
up $50,000,000 of government bonds.

These bonds are as safe as the Post Office
Savings Banks or the savings departments of
the chartered hanks.

And they will' pay a higher rate of interest.

Have you patriotism enough to loan your
country $100 for five years at a fair rate of
interest?
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el'mi ADVE/‘\TURES OF JIMMEE TRICKETT.

The first instalment of this story
finds the Marquis of Scraye at his
historic country seat in Englanrd
much bewildered over the sudden
and mysterious disappearance of
the Tsar’s Golden Cross, which was
a relique presented to' his grand-
father by the Tsar of Russia. The
Cross was kept in a cabinet in
Queen Elizabeth’s room, made fam-
ous by visits from the great Queen
to the Scrayes. To solve the mys-
tery the Marquis wires to Nichol-
son Packe, a novelist friend in
London, to meet him at Brychester
Station. Packe takes with him his
clever friend Jimmie Trickett,
whose adventures form a consid-
erable part of the story to follow.
Scraye suspects Mrs. X., one of his
guests. He tells Packe hls sus-
picions and the reasons why, and

asks him to shadow Mrs. X’s
movements in London. Packe in-
vites Trickett into the plot. The

two of them shadow Mrs. X in
London. Trickett lands in a millin-
ery shop—one of Mrs. X’s haunts—
and decides suddenly to go to Paris.

CHAPTER VII.
Councils of War.

T six o’clock that evening, Jim-

mie Trickett, idling away the

time between his afternoon

cup of tea and his hour of
dressing for dinner over a French
novel and a cigarette, was summoned
by Kentover to the telephone.

“Mr. Packe, sir,” said Kentover.

Jimmie took up the receiver.

“That you, Packe?”’ he asked.

“Jimmie,” answered Packe. “Come
along at once to the thz——Scraye and
I want to see you just now.’

“I'm not dressed,” growled Jimmie.

“Hang your dressing; no time f01
that to-night. Come as you are,
commanded Packe. “But come—now!
Something important!”

Jimmie made a further growl
which the listener might take as an
assent. He looked down at himself as
he turned away from the telephone.
He had exchanged his afternoon
grandeur for a tweed lounge suit,
and being a very conventional young
person who liked to live in decency
and order, it went against his prin-
ciples to go out to dinner save in pro-

per regulation attire. But Packe’s
tone had been insistent. ! 4
“Oh, well, suppose I must,” said

Jimmie, with a yawn. “Get me an
overcoat, Kentover, and blow down
for a tax1—ca.b I mayn’t be in until
late this evening, so don’t forget that
I must breakfast early to-morrow
morning—eight, at the latest.”

A quarter of an hour later, Jimmie
walked into Lord Scraye’s private
sitting-room at the Ritz Hotel, and
found its occupant in close conversa-
tion over the fire with Packe. Scraye
wheeled a chair into position between
them.

“Good of you to come at once,
Trickett,” he said. ‘“Packe and I are
having a council of war and we want
your aid. The fact is, there have been
developments.”

Jimmie dropped into a chair and
took the cigarette which Scraye of-
fered him.

“Since our adventure of this morn-

. ing?”’ he asked.

Wre

“The development has happened to
me,” replied Scraye. “From what
Packe tells me your adventures of
this morning didn’t amount to much.”

“Then Packe draws inferences
which I haven’t drawn,” remarked
Jimmie. “I think our adventures of
this morning amounted to a good
deal.”

Packe glanced at Scraye.

“Before-you tell Jimmie what you've
just told me, Scraye,” he said, “I
should like to know what Jimmie
really does think about what we did
this morning. For my part, I think
we did no more than follow Mrs. Wy-
thenshawe from Victoria Station to

a post-office in Regent Street, from
the post-office to a fashionable hat-
shop in South Molton Street, and from
the hat-shop to her own house in Wil-
ton Crescent. I confess I see nothing
more than that in all we did.”

Scraye, with a motion of his right
eyelid, drew Jimmie’s attention to a
decanter of sherry which stood on a
small table at his elbow; Jimmie
poured out a half glassful and sipped
the wine thoughtfully.

“Yes,” he said. -“I daresay that’s
all you would see, Packe. Being an
inventor of mysteries you won’t see
plain facts when they’re under your
very nose. Now, I’'m not an inventor
nor a creator; I'm a practical sort of
chap. We're taking it for granted
that Mrs. Wythenshawe appropriated
the Tsar’s Cross from the Queen’s
Chamber at Scraye during the night
before last, aren’'t we? Very well;
shall I tell you what she did with it?”

Packe laughed; Scraye stopped him
with an eager gesture.

“Do!” he said, turning to Jimmie.
“Tell us!”

“Right!” continued Jimmie. “And
I guess I'm absolutely right. though
I couldn’t for the life of me tell you
why I'm right. Mrs. Wythenshawe,
once possessed of your cross, made it
into a neat parcel. She took it to
Byrchester with her when she accom-
panied Colonel and Mrs. Durham to
see the antiquities of that famous city.
She went into Brychester post-office
and despatched the parcel to herself,
registered, to.-be called for at the post-
office in Regent Street—Upper Re-
gent Street, to be exact. This morn-
ing she called at that post-office for
it—I saw her bring it out; I noticed,
being uncommonly sharp-eyed, that it
was registered. She carried that par-
cel in her hand when she went into
the hat-shop. And—she left it there.”

“Left it there?” exclaimed both lis-
teners.

“She left it there,” repeated Jimmie
with great solemnity. “You see,
Packe, I did the detective business
while you did the ornamental—or
shall we say the covenng"—work 8 |
have a knack, as I think I said before,
of noticing little things. Now, when
Mrs. Wythenshawe got into her taxi-
cab at Victoria she was carrying one
of these enormous muffs which wo-
men lug about now-a-days, you know
—things you could put a side of bacon
into. When she went into the post-
office she left her muff in the cab;
when she went into the hat-shop she
left her muff in the cab again. Con-
sequently her hands were free, and
also were open to observation. I ob-
served ’em. She brought the parcel
out of the post-office in her left hand
—she carried it into the hat-shop in
her right hand. When she came out
of the hat-shop it wasn’t in either
hand. To prove my powers of observa-
tion to you both, I will merely remark
that though I never saw Mrs. Wythen-
shawe in my life before, she is a lady
who uses her hands freely in conver-
sation—gesticuldtes a good deal.”

“That’s quite true,” observed Scraye.

¢\ /ERY good,” said Jimmie.
Wythenshawe came out of the
hat-shop attended by one of
the hat-shop’s young ladies. Mrs.
Wythenshawe talked for a moment
with great vivacity before getting in-
to her cab. She used her hands freely.
And there wasn’t that parcel in either
of them. Therefore, I conclude that
Mrs. Wythenshawe left the parcel in
the hat-shop, or sent it away from the
hat-shop. Into the hat-shop she car-
ried it—out of the hat-shop she did
not carry it!”
“Ingenious—ingenious!” murmured
Packe. “Very ingenious, Jimmie. I

“Mral !

only hope it’s true.’ ’

“I'm inclined to think that Tric-
kett’s theory is true,” observed Scraye.
“It fits in with what I’ve learned this
afternoon—at least, I can imagine
how it may fit in. You see, Trickett,
I have heard since I arrived in town
at three o’clock of two more thefts
of a similar nature to that of which
we're aware.”

“T'wo more!” exclaimed Jimmie.

“Two more—in which Mrs. Wythen-
shawe could not possibly be concern-
ed,” replied Scraye. “Listen to what
I can tell you about them. When I
came up this afternoon, I went to the
Antediluvian Club. There I saw Lord
Palsgrave and Sir Simon Fleming
talking very gravely in a corner of
the smoking-room. After a time Pals-
grave came over and asked me to join
them. Having got me to themselves
they asked me with an air of great
mystery and secrecy if I was not at
Mr. Godenham’s when his famous
jewelled chalice was stolen? 1 re-
plied that I was. They asked me to
tell them what I remembered of the
circumstances. I told them. Then
they told me that during the past
week Palsgrave had lost a certain il-
luminated missal, once the property
of Henry the Eighth, and Fleming a
gold chain which was reputed to have
been given to an ancestor of his by
Lady Jane Grey the night before her
execution.”

“Always historical curiosities,” mut-
tered Trickett.

UITE so—always things that

_collectors are hunting after,”

assented Scraye. ‘“Well, as
they’d told me so much, I told them
my story. But I carefully refrained
from telling them that I suspected
Mrs. Wythenshawe. For the present
we’ll keep that to ourselves. Then
the three of us.carefully went into
matters. We discovered that each
robbery was effected under similar cir-
cumstances—the objects were dis-
played in some show-room of each
house and not particularly guarded—
they were all easily accessible. We
proceeded to discuss our servants.
Not one of the three could think of a
servant in his employ of whose hon-

esty he had not a perfectly high .

opinion. Then we discussed our

- guests—for in each case the theft had

been made ‘while the owner of the
thing stolen was entertaining a house-
party. All the people at Palsgrave’s
place were well known in society; so
were the guests at Fleming’s, I men-
tioned the names of my vyisitors;
Palsgrave and Fleming agreed that
they were all above suspicion. So
you see, there’s one thing certain.”

“What?” asked Trickett.

“That more than one person is
concerned in these thefts,” answered
Scraye. “I am absolutely satisfied
that Mrs. Wythenshawe has stolen my
cross. But—there are others who are
at the same game. And the big ques-
tion is—what does it all mean?”

“And if Jimmie’s theory is right,”
said Packe, “what has the hat-shop
got to do with it?”

Trickett made no immediate reply.
He had his own thoughts and his own
ideas; he had also his own plans. He
was not going to tell Scraye nor
Packe, either, of his proposed trip to
Paris—that, he considered, was his
Own concern. But he was already
wondering if that further acquaint-
ance with Madame Charles’ pretty as-
sistant upon which he was resolutely
determined might not enable him to
find out more about this mystery.
And when he gave answer to Packe’s
gili:;lstlon it wa.s with deliberate eva-

“The hatas-hop may have nothing to
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do with it or a good deal to do with
it,” he said. “All I know is that Mrs.
Wythenshawe carried into the hat-
shop the parcel which she got at the
post-office, and didn’t bring it out
again. And it may be that she sent
it away from there; what would be
easier than that she could call in at
cne of her tradeswomen’s in order to
re-address the parcel? For you can
bet your last shilling that if that par-
cel contained the cross she wouldn’t
keep it about her. For all these
things that have been stolen—all
these historical curiosities and so on
—there is a destination. A destina-
tion! Somebody—wants ’em. That’s
flat.”

“Yes,” said Scraye,
“Yes, that’s the right word.
tination. That’s it, of course.
go somewhere.”

“But where?” asked Packe.

“A more businesslike question,” said
Trickett, “is—what are you going to
do to find out ‘where they go? Have
you got any scheme?” he continued,
turning to Scrave. “You, at any rate,
are certain as to your particular thief,
even if she’s only one of a gang.
‘What are you going to do?”

“I have a scheme,” answered
Scraye. “I formulated it after hear-
ing what I did from Palsgrave and
Fleming. 1 put it before them; we
talked it over. Wow I'll tell it to you
two. It’s this, to make a sort of de-
fence league amongst the owners of
these things. We all belong to a cer-
tain stratum of society—by quiet, con-
fidential talk we can warn each other.
The next time anything disappears—
well, the despoiled owner must strike
sharp and straight.”

“Supposing you had struck sharp
and straight yesterday morning?” sug-
gested Trickett. “What would have
happened? A tremendous scandal—
and possibly you wouldn’t have been
able to convict the suspected person.
If this thing is being done on a big
secret scale, you can be certain that
all the arrangements are clever to
perfection. The mparticular article
once gone, it will be hard work to
trace it.”

“How shall we bring detection
about, then?” asked Scraye.

Jimmie swallowed the rest of his
sherry and smiled.

“In Packe’s six-shilling sensational-
isms,” he said slyly, “detection gen-
erally comes by accident—by sheer
chance—sheer luck in this case—may
be close at hand. And it mayn’t.”

meditatively.
A des-
They

CHAPTER VIII.
The Day Mail to Paris.

ROM his father, an astute North-

country chemist who, having in-

vented a patent medicine, had
speedily realized that the only way
to make a fortune out of it was by
plausible and persistent advertising,
and had reaped in ample fashion the
reward of his foresight, Jimmie
Trickett had inherited something more
than an income of twenty thousand
pounds a year. The paternal Trickett
had dowered his son with the faculty
of keeping his own counsel in matters
which concerned himself, and with the
trick of using a shrewd intelligence
in conducting his various daily hap-
penings. ‘Consequently Jimmie, whose
sole reason for going over to Paris
lay in a desire to further cultivate the
acquaintance of the hat-maker’s pretty
assistant, used considerable diplomacy
in placing himself once more within
her notice. Rash and hot-headed
young men would have gone to the
length of getting into the same com-
partment with her at the point of de-
parture; Jimmie took care to do noth-
ing of the sort, though he satisfied
himself that she was on the train. He
kept the tail of an eye on her at Dover,
but he let the boat get half way across
to Calais ‘before he approached her.
And when he at last drew near to Miss
Walsden it was in the most natural
fashion imaginable, and as if he had
suddenly found good reason for doing
80.

This. was a fine, fbr‘lght, spirits-en-
livening morning, and few of the peo-
ple on the Dover-Calais boat seemed
inclined to spend the hour of crossing
downstairs. Jimmie Trickett, keeping
a keen observation on the object of
his intentions, watched her until well
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when enjoying outdoors
as some of Ganong's
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Make the ChildrenHappy
To delight the hearts of

children give them some
Ganong Milk Chocolates,
the most nourishing, pure
chocolate that you can
buy, and the most enjoy-
able.

Perhaps you had better
get a couple extra for
yourself, because you will
find them the most de-
lightful Milk Chocolate

you ever tried.
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10c. sizes. -
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coated and rugged, she had settled
herself on a deck-chair amidships.
Then he strolled carelessly along in
that direction, and affecting sudden
realization of her presence beamed
upon her delightedly as he lifted his
travelling-cap.

“Oh—ah! There you are!” he ex-
claimed. “I—I wondered if you’d come
—didn’t see you on the train. I say,
it’s awfully lucky I happened to meet
you because I’ve mislaid that card
you gave me and forgotten the ad-
dress of the hat-shop.”

THCE girl smiled, something in her
smile emboldened Jimmie, with a
murmured asking for permission,

to drop into a vacant chair at her side.
“Left the card on my writing-table,”

he added. “Just like me.”
“All the same,” remarked Miss
Walsden, “you would easily have

found the place. That is, unless you
have forgotten that it is in the Rue
de la Paix and that the name is
Valerie et Cie.” :

“Same as in South Molton Street?”
suggested Jimmie.

“The same as
Street—precisely.”

“Same business, eh?”

“Just the same 'business.”

“And, T suppose, the same hats?”

“Just the same hats—when they’re
made—or created.”

“All the same,” continued Jimmie,
desperately endeavouring to make
conversation, “I suppose that a woman
would rather have a hat that was
created as you call it, in the Rue de
la Paix, than one that was put to-
gether in [South Molton Street?”

“If she knew that it really came
from the Rue de la Paix—certainly.
That would give it an indefinable
cachet, in a woman’s eyes.”

“That’s all right,” said Jimmie.
“I'll be round there in the morning
and we’ll see what can be done. Don’t
forget that I never bought a hat be-
fore, you know.”

“I hope you have brought the photo-
graphs of your sister,” said Miss
‘Walsden.

Jimmie clapped a hand to the ex-
terior of his breast-pocket.

“By Jove! I forgot ’em,” he said,
'with well-simulated contrition. 3§
laid them out and then left them, after
all. Never mind, my sister’s awfully
like me. Think of me as her, don’t
you know, and——"

“That T am sure will be a great
help. You seem to credit me with
vast powers of imagination.”

There was a spice of raillery in this
remark, and Jimmie looked narrowly
at his companion, who smiled de-
murely.

“Never mind,” he said, “I guess
we’ll muddle through somehow—I al-
ways do. Tl buy her two hats, and
if she doesn’t like ’em, she can give
’em away to one of the natives. Lovely
morning, isn’t it?”

“Beautiful!” agreed Miss Walsden.

“Often come this way?” asked Jim-
mie. “Know Paris well?”

“I know Paris very well indeed,”
replied Miss Walsden. “I go to Paris
once a month as a rule.”

“Oh!” said Jimmie. “Ah, well, I
don’t know it as well as all that, but
I know it well enough to—to know it,
don’t you know?” 'Then, with a des-
perate burst of daring, he added, “I
say, we shall have three-quarters of
an hour or so at Calais; will you come
and have lunch with me? Do!”

“You are very kind,” answered Miss
Walsden, demure as ever. “Thank
you.”

“If there’s one thing I loathe and
abhor,” said Jimmie, “it’s travelling
by myself. Nobody to talk to, you
know, and that sort of thing, eh?”

Miss Walsden replied that it was
certainly nicer when travelling to have
company. 'Thereupon Mr. Trickett
obtained permission to light a cigar-
ette, and having established his foot-
ing, he proceeded to make himself
agreeable until the boat ran into
ICalais, where he demonstrated his
adaptability and usefulness by taking
charge of and looking after all his
companion’s personal luggage and
bribing a porter to convey it and his
own to a first-class compartment in
the Paris train. 'That done, he con-
ducted Miss Walsden to the station
buffet and exerted himself in the part
of playing nhost with all the solicitude
of an elder brother or a grandfather.

in ‘South Molton

This role was one which suited him
to perfection; he had a natural gift of
being concerned for the welfare and
comfort of otner people, and by the
time they had eaten their chicken and
drunk their claret, Miss Walsden
thought of Mr. Trickett as a very
amiable young man, ‘who was as
thoughtful and attentive as he was
polite. And she displayed no surprise

and made no objection when she pre- ) '
sently found herself vis-a-vis to him in -
a compartment into which no other |

person seemed disposed to enter.
“And so0,” said Jimmie when the
train was at last rolling southward,
‘“you come over to Paris regularly?”
“At least ‘'once a month,” replied
Miss Walsden.
“To see how hats are being made?”

¢¢ JUST so—to see how hats are
being made. And to do other
things. ‘Sometimes to tell our
people in the Rue de la Paix what we
are doing in South Molton Street.
Now and then, you see, we are seized
with brilliant and original notions in
London which we think it may be
well to transplant to Paris—we don’t
give them the credit for possessing all
the brains.
that hat4box of which I asked the por-
ter to take such particular care, is a
creation which has cost Madame
Charles and myself several sleepless
nights—to-morrow it will be on view
in our window in the Rue de la Paix,
and within a week half-a-dozen ladies
of the beau monde will be wearing—
something very like it.”

“Why only half-a-dozen?”
Jimmie.

“Because every hat that we make
is a separate creation—we guarantee
that we never turn out two hats alike.
‘That is why I say half-a-dozen of our
customers will be wearing something
like the hat in that box—only some-
thing. They will fall in love with the
general effect of the creation, and we
shall make something resembling it.
It would, of course, never do if we
ever made two hats alike.”

Jimmie meditated on this profound
matter.

“Opposite way with men,” he ob-
served. . “Our object is to be as much
dressed alike as possible—no differ-
ence in toppers, anyhow. I suppose,”
he continued, “Madame Charles is the
sabled lady I encountered yesterday?”

“Madame Charles is the sabled lady
you encountered yesterday—yes.”

“Runs both these shows, eh?”

“Runs both these shows, as you
suggest.”

“Ah!” said Jimmie. ‘“Pleasant sort
of 'woman, I should imagine. 1 sup-
pose she considers herself a sort of
artist, eh?” ;

“Oh, decidedly so! It requires art
to create such hats as ours.”

“Does it, really!” exclaimed Jimmie.
“Well, I don’t know. I remember that
I once went in for a hat trimming
competition at a ‘bazaar that some-

asked

. body dragged me into—they gave me

what they called a shape and a lot
of laces and ribbons and things and
a needle and thread. T won first
prize, too—a jolly good cigarette case
it was.”

“And what,” asked Miss Walsden
severely, “did they do with the hat?”

“Oh, I don’t know,” answered Jim-
mie. “Sold it by auction, I believe.
It looked jolly well when I'd finished
it—it had sweet peas and chrysanthe-
mums in it—artificial, you know. And
a couple of pink feathers with yellow
tips.”

“It must ‘indeed have looked jolly
well,” remarked Miss Walsden. “I am
sure we would have given anything to
have had the privilege of exhibiting
it in our window in South Molton
Street.” She turned in her seat and
began examining her various articles
of luggage. “Let me see now—one,
two, three, four, five—I always seem
to have so many small things with
me,” she continued. ‘“They crop up
at the last moment. I must keep an
eye on that,” she added, nodding at
one of her belongings, a small hamper
of polished wickerwork. “It would be
a terrible trouble if that happened to
get mislaid or lost.” i

“What is 11?7 asked Jimmie, indif-
ferently. “Luncheon basket?”

“Luncheon basket! Indeed, no!”
answered Miss Walsden. “Do you
think I am going to lunch again be-

(Continued on page 21.)
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Courierettes.

E know a barber who can work
W on your face and head all day
if you don’t stop him, and at
midnight he’ll be able to suggest some-
thing new you should have done.

It costs $214,000,000 to run New
York for one year. Is it worth it?

Life along the morthern frontier of
Mexico consists of dodging one bullet
after another.

To make Rugby football more like
the real thing, why not introduce a
little gas?

‘China’s president recently became
the father of his 31st child. Teddy
Roosevelt sends congratulations.

Ohio stays wet, deciding that she
can drink or leave it alone. But she
won’t leave it alone.

Beauty doctor says girls would be
prettier if they ate fewer candies and
more onions. Yes, and they’d be lone-
lier.

Dr. Vi Kyuin Wellington Koo is the
name of ‘China’s new minister to
Washington. Just escaped being a
college yell.

Illinois governor is accused of “hid-
ing behind Wilson’s skirts.” Mean
' thing to say about Woodrow.

Professional dancers in Chicago are
to form a trust. What's the use? No-
body will trust them.

Philadelphia has elected a man
named Smith as Mayor. Well, it had
to have somebody, didn’t it?

The fellow who wants to live high
these days is compelled to dig deep.

Scientists say that one kiss in every
hundred is laden with germs. Well,
come along with the ninety-nine,
girls,

To make one of the warring nations
fighting mad, just suggest that they
are talking of peace.

Out in Frisco they have introduced
the speechless banquet. Get ready for
the millenium.

About two-thirds of the women ol
the United States are all puffed wup
with pnride, somebody having told
them that they looked like the Presi-
dent’s fiancee.

2 » »

Described.—From the number of ap-
peals for help that are coming across
the Atlantic, we surmise that the map
of [Europe is largely a relief map just
now. |

2 %

Is it?—“A Bare Idea” is the name
of a new play produced in New York.

Sounds like a suitable title for one
of Zeigfeld’s girl shows.

® ® ®

He Would.—In his address to his
troops, 'General Kirkoff, of Bulgaria,
exhorted them to *“give rebirth to the
ds‘lory of Alexander, the great Bulgar-

an.”

Alexander drank himself to death.
If he were on earth to hear that speech
he would probably have gone and done
it again.

® ®2 ® .

The Universal Habit.—An Egkimo
tribe in the far north killed two
priests, two prospectors and an ex-
plorer. Perhaps the tribesmen sus-
pected them of being spies, as is the
habit now all over the world.

LI ]

The “Eternal” Sarah.—Sarah Bern-
hardt is to come to America, wearing
a cork leg, to begin a tour next month.
She will surely be known now as “the
eternal,” as well as the divine Sarah.
It will be stirring news, her coming,

for the oldest inhabitant, who can look
back down the vista of the years and
remember her first farewell tour-

L ]

Probably.—We note in the news a
heading about a young preacher who
was too fond of gaities. He was prob-
ably the chap who put the rev. in rev-
elry.

WAR NOTES.

Now that he is about to wed,
President Wilson will be more
than ever in favor of peace.

‘Well, Russia has enough real
estate to provide good security
for a loan.

It’s a mighty poor week for
war news that does not bring an-
other story of the Crown Prince
being killed.

‘War cabinets seem to be har-
vesting a bumper crop of
bumps.

It seems to be a_race be-
tween the Huns trying to reach
Constantinople by the back door
and the Allies trying to get in by
the front gate.

At the same time it must be
admitted that there is a bit of
“hesitation” 1in that “turkey-
trotting” movement of the allies.

‘Canada figures that each sol-
dier is costing her $1,000. Good
judges of men say the soldiers
are worth it.

Germany has at least demon-

strated that war is its profes-
sion.

A Broad Hint.—Rev. A. Logan Geg-
gie, the Presbyterian preacher, who is
known not only in Toronto, but all
over Canada for his keen wit and his
big heart, is also able to drip satire
from the end of his tongue when he
feels like it.

He is keenly interested in recruit-
ing and thinks it the duty of every
able-bodied young man to be in khaki.
‘He remarked the other day that a cer-
tain young preacher, who was making
stirring appeals to young men to en-
list, while he himself, single and un-
der 35, did not show the example,
should don khaki before he made any
more speeches.

An example of Mr. Geggie’s sharp-

‘ ness of tongue came to light just be-

fore the Niagara camp broke up. In
a business office he met a young man,.
somewhat of an athlete, who greeted
him with “Good morning, Mr. Geggie."’

The 'Scotch cleric regarded him
with a stern glance. “It is a good
morning” he said, “at Niagara camp!”

L R R

Things Have Changed.—In Corsica
they have a saying that the only ani-
mal which will not avenge its dead is
the sheep.

The man who first said that must
have lived before Columbus discover-
ed America.

L B

Not He.—Poets have made the man
behind the gun a hero. But neither
poets nor historians will succeed in
making a hero of the man behind the
asphyxiating gas.

LR R
BY WAY OF APPRECIATION.

A noted English actress has been

offering kisses for recruits. .Good idea.
She is teaching them to face powder
and present arms right early in their
martial careers,

® »»

The Cost.—TUncle Sam bemoans the
fact that the slides in the Panama
‘Canal cost him $8,000,000. If Sam
should happen to get mixed up In a

COURIER.

war, those slides might cost him a
heap more.

L
PASSING IT ON.

The while we nurse our heartfelt woe,
Write large these words with brush
and pen;
Aye, write them large that all may
know:
“Americans can die like men.”
—~Cincinnati Enquirer.

Amid the turmoil and the strife
Of deadly conflict, don’t you know,
In saving or conserving life,
The English are a bit too slow.
—Nebraska State Journail.

Yet while we see one haif the world,
Fighting for right, in war immersed,

Your Uncle Sam, nis flag still furled,
Sticks to his motto, “Safety First.”

LR R

The Mayor’s Mistake.—Thomas
Langton Church, Mayor of Toronto,
got a rather rude shock one night re-
cently, during the trek of the Canadian
soldiers from Niagara to Toronto.

His Worship, accompanied by Con-
troller Thompson, set out to go to the
‘Mississauga Golf Club to attend a din-
ner given to the officers of one of the
marching battalions. They got out on
the radial road to Port Credit and
found that the Golf Club was some
distance from that.

There was not a motor car or a
vehicle to be had in the village. They
had all been taken by officers and
their friends to get to the Golf Club.
The Mayor and Controller searched
in vain and looked up and down the
road for a vehicle which might carry
them on their way.

At last in the distance glimmered
the twin lights of an approaching rig.
It came rather slowly. Finally it near-
ed the waiting pair and they saw a
man sitting up on the front of it.

“Hi, there, have you a load?” shout-
ed the Mayor.

“No, jump in,” replied the driver.

Just then the rig came broadside to
the Mayor and Controller and they
saw that it was a hearse.

2 2 ®n
THE MELANCHOLY DAYS

For many years the poets have
Sung praises to the fall,

But I must say this autumn rave
For me has lost its thrall.

The autumn moon is nice and bright,
In fact it is a beaut,

And it reminds me that to-night
I buy the wife a suit.

The autumn leaves are golden and
They thrill my very soul,

Till I remember—frost at hand—
I must get in the coal.

The golden pumpkins are aglow—
But still they get my goat,

For they remind me I must go
And get an overcoat.

WORDS ABOUT WOMEN.

'Woman’s way of looking after
herself is to get a man to look
after her.

Any girl will agree that this
season all colors go well with
khaki.

The chief causes of the fem-
inist movement are the bachelor
chaps.

Women are divided into two
classes—those who want to be

seen and those who want to be
heard.

Girls are always watching thé
clock—either because the man
won’t come or won’t go.

The woman who starts out to
keep a man in his place fre-
quently finds him at some other
‘woman’s place.

_The modern woman finds that
virtue consists more in what she
refuses to do than what she does.

All wise women conceal their

bones and the harder parts of
their natures. '
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Chapped skins prevail now. Ruined |
complexions will result with slightest
neglect.  Your skin must have the
absolute protection afforded by

Gouraud’s

Oriental Cream

It not only stands between your
beauty and the weather but, renders
to the skin a soft, refined pearly-
white appearance.

Send 10c, for irial size
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The Royal Military College of Canada

T HERE are few national institutions

of more value and interest to the
country than the Royal Military Col-
lege of Canada. Notwithstanding this,
its object and the work it is accom-
piishing are not sufficiently understood
by the general public.

The College is a Government insti-
tution, designed primarily for the pur-
pose of giving instruction in all
branches of military science to cadets
and officers of the Canadian Militia.
In fact, it corresponds to Woolwich
and Sandhurst.

The Commandant and military In-
structors are all officers on the active
list of the Imperial army, lent for the
purpose, and there is, in addition, a
complete staff of professors for the
civil subjects which form such an im-
portant part of the College course.
Medical attendance is also provided.

‘Whilst the College is organized on
a strictly military basis, the cadets
receive a practical and scientific train-
ing in subjects essential to a sound,
modern education.

The course includes a thorough
grounding in Mathematics, Civil Engi-
neering, Surveying, Physics, Chemis-
try, French, and English.

The strict discipline maintained at
the College is one of the most valuable
features of the course, and, in addi-
tion, the constant practice of gymnas-
tics, drills and outdoor exercises of all
kinds, ensures health and excellent
physical condition.

'Commissions in all branches of the
Imperial service and Canadian Per-
manent Force are offered annually.

The diploma of graduation is con-
sidered by the authorities conducting
the examination for Dominion Tand
Surveyor to be equivalent to a univer-
sity degree, and by the Regulations of
the Law Society of Ontario it obtains
the same exemptions as a B.A. degree.

The length of the course is three
years, in three terms of 9% months
each.

The total cost of the course, includ-
ing board, uniform, instructional ma-
terial, and all extras, is about $800.

The annual competitive examination
for admission to the College takes
place in May of each year, at the head-
quarters of the several military divi-
sional areas and districts.

For full particulars regarding this
examination and for any other infor-
mation application should be made to
the Secretary of the Militia Counell,
Ottawa, Ont., or to the Commandant,
Royal Military College, Kingston, Ont.

H.Q. 94—5. 12-13—52332

A Christian college-home,
healthful situation.

For prospectusand terms,write the Principal
R.1. Warner, M.A.,D.D., St. Thomas, Onsté :
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RAW FURS

At all times, whether peace or war, you
will do best by shipping your raw furs to
the fastest growing and most reliable fur
house in Canada. We have a large de-
mand for all kinds of raw furs, and are
paying highest market prices. It will
pay you to ship to us.

We pay all express charges, give hon-
est assortment, and make remittances
same day shipments are received.

Price list and tags sent on request by
personal letter.

Write to-day and be convinced.

BRITISH -RAW FUR CO.

28!, West Market Street, Toronto.

A complete lighting plant in
jj itself. Makes and burns its
own gas, Cheaper than kero-
sene and more brilliant than
electricity or acetylene, For
homes, stores, factories,
churches, etc. Made in over
200 styles. Every lamp war-
ranted. Used in every civilized
country on earth. Agents
wanted, Write for catalogue
and prices.

THE BEST LIGHT CO.
448 E. 5th Street, Canton, 0.

eafness

[* All Causes, ne.gpyg',_e_, and Other _!E_a_r
roubles E and Permanently Relieved
Th una‘u who were

ou

fqnperlly deaf, nowhear

distinctly every sound—

even whispers do not es-

cape them. Their life of

loneliness has ended and

all is now joy and sun-

shine. The impaired or

lacking portions of their

¥ ear drums have been

reinforced by simple

little devices, scientifi-

Z ;:ﬁllty copsltructed for

i at special purpose,

Wilson Common-Sense Ear Drums

often called “Little Wireless Phones for the Ears”

are restonng perfect hearing in every condition of

deafness or defective hearing from causes such as

Catarrhal Deafness, Relaxed or Sunken Drums,

Thickened Drums, Roaring and Hissing Sounds,

Perforated, Wholly or Partially Destroyed Drums,

scharge from Ears, ef No matter what the case

g:'al;gg!l)%x;g ataixgmg is, testlsxggglzil)s received show

results. Common-! e Drums strengt
en the nerves of the ears and con-
centrate the sound waves on one
point of the natural drums, thus
successfully restoring perfect
earing where medic:ﬁ s?dll even
fails to help. ‘They are made of
a soft, sensitized material, com-
fortable and safe to wear. 'They
are easily adjusted by the wearer
and out of sight when worn,

What has done so much for

at
thousandsofothers will help you,

Don’t delay. Write today for
our FREE 168 page Book on. eaf.

@ess—giving youfull particulars,
mfsorga EAR JI!U o
36y Inter-Southern md;!‘ s '.!5'3?{3.‘2!'.!&.““.

MUSICZ2SIFREE

By the Oldest and Most Reliable School of Music
2 in America—Established 1895

o S 1 - 11 I I FInS
; You cam %‘M MG;M quitkdy

TAUGHT

In Your Home

Piano, Organ, Violin, Mandolin, Guitar, Banjo,Etc.

Beginners oradvanced players, One lesson weekly, Illus
trations make everything plain. Only expense about 3¢
per day to cover cost of postage and music used. Write
for FREE booklet which explains everything in full,

American Schoo of Music 7 Lakeside Bids., Chicago

ERRORS IN WORDS

8poken or Weritten
Basily corrected or avoided if you have
Desk-book of Errors in English
By Frank H. Vizetelly.
12mo, cloth, 240 pages, $1.00 post-paid
“It should be on the table of ever:
one who wishes to speak or write pur:
English.””—The Philadelphia Item.
UNIVERSITY BOOK COMPANY

8 UNIVERSITY AVENUE, - TORONTO
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DIAMONDS
ON CREDIT

Terms 20% down
$1-2-3 Weekly

Buying a High Grade

Diamond is saving money, not spending it. A
written guarantee given with each diamond. All
goods sent prepaid for inspection. Write or call for
satalogue. We send diamondstoanypar  Canada.

JACOBS BROS., 15 Toronto Arcade, Toronto, Ost.
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Dear Juniors:—

When I was told that each week a
little corner of the paper would be set
apart just for you and me, I straightway
went to‘ our artist and asked him to
make me a sign—something that could
be hung out over our page, so that
you would know where to find me. I
asked him to make a picture of a post-
box too, to remind you that I love to
have the postman bring me letters
and that I want all the Juniors to
write to me. How do you like the
sketch he made? I can shut my eyes
and imagine I see Juniors of all sizes,
fair-haired, blue-eyed, brown-eyed—a,
long line of them waiting to stand on
tip-toe and drop a letter in that box
addressed to “Wendy,” and you have
no idea how glad she will be to hear
from' you! After you have sent your
letter off, then the fun will be to
watch for its appearance in our corner,
for we are going to publish all our
letters, and give prizes for the best of
them; too. 5

Talking about prizes, I hope you
have been reading about the great
Photographic Contest we have opened
for the Juniors. The Kodak is a
beauty—and we are going to be ever
so proud of the boys and girls who
win it and the other lovely prizes. You
will read all about the competition
further down on the page, -and
“Wendy’s” advice is “send your pic-
tures in early.”

I do hope, dear Juniors, that you and
I are going to have some good times
together this winter. Of coarse, we
are hardly acquainted yet, as this is
my first letter to you. But I see no
reason why we should not be friends
and meet each week in this little cor-
ner for a quiet chat.

T have great plans for the things
that we are going to do, but you must
help me, and the first way to do tha.
is to write me a letter and tell me all
about yourself. I want to know your
names, your ages, ‘where you live,
what your ambitions are, and then
when 1 have a little group of Junior
friends gathered around me I can go
ahead with my plans. Perhaps next
week I shall be able to tell you more

about them.
WENDY.

THE MAIL BAG.

WO of our junior readers have
written us asking for further in+
formation about the Photogra-

phic Contest. We are replying in our
corner, rather than by personal letter,
as other juniors may wish to have
these same points explained to them.

H. Mcllverna, of Lethbridge, Sask.,
would like to know if a picture taken
by himself and printed and developed
at a drug store will be eligible for the
contest? (Ans.)—Yes. The picture
need only be taken by the contestant
and need not necessarily be developed
or printed by him.

George Jacobson, of Outremont,
Que., asks (1) if the picture to be sub-
mitted may be taken by a No. 2
Brownie? (Ans.) Yes. (2) Is any
preference given to the make of
Camera? (Ans.) No, the picture may
be taken by any make of camera or
kodak. (3) Must the films be develop-
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EDITED BY “WENDY '

ed by himself? (Ans.) Not necessar-
ily—this question is also answered
above. (4) What is meant by “sell-
ing the use of negatives to the East-
man Kodak Co.?” (Ans.) Each prize
winner must be willing to sell his film
to the Eastman Kodak Co. if they
should desire to buy it, to advertise
the good work that can be done with
a kodak. They will pay him the mar-
ket price for it.

We will be glad to answer any fur-
ther questions which prospective con-
testants desire to ask.

Little Billy Howting, who lives in

Brantford, and whose father is a

soldier, was the youngest of many

workers on Red Cross Tag Day and

sold, perhaps, the greatest number of
tags.

Great Photographic Contest

For the best amateur photograph or
snapshot taken in Canada by any boy
or girl under the age of eighteen
years, whether a subscriber or not,
the ‘“Courier” will award as a first
prize an Eastman Autographic Kodak
as shown on page 20. The picture
need not be a recent one—it may have
been taken this year, last year or the
year before. It must, however, have
been taken by the competitor, be an
amateur production and be endorsed
as such by a parent or guardian. It
may represent any phase of Canadian
life; it may be a portrait; it may be
an interior, or it may be a scene of

out-of-doors. The following rules
must be carefully observed:

RULES.
1. The print submitted must be un-

mounted.

2. The name of the competitor and the
description should be attached to the
print.

- A competitor may submit as many pic-
tures as he or she wishes.

4, If a picture wins the first prize the

film must be sent to the Canadian
. Courier and become  its property.
Winners of other prizes must be pre-
pared to sell the use of their nega-
tives to the Bastman Kodak Com-
pany.

6. Wherever possible, send the film with
the print. It will be returned if the
picture does not win a prize.

. During the contest one picture will be
published each week and credited to
the sender. Each of the pictures used
will still be eligible to win one of the
grand prizes.

7. Address all pictures to

“Junior Prize Competition,”
Canadian Courier,

@
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Toronto.
TWELVE AWARDS.
1. First Grand Prize for best amateur
photograph submitted before January
1st, a 3A. BEastman Autographic Ko-

dak. Price, $22.50.
2. Second Grand Prize: A Waltham Wrist
Watch. Price, $10.00t.
. An Electric Flashlight.
i. AnBox of Paints or One Dollar Cash.
5-12. Honourable Mention.

A Legal Depository
for Trust Funds

Under the laws of the Pro-
vince of Ontario, this Corpora-
tion is a legal depository for
Trust Funds, On all deposits
accounts we pay compound in-
terest at

Three and One-half
Per Cent.

One dollar opens an account.
Every facility is afforded de-
positors. Are you a depositor
with the corporation? If not,
we invite your account.

ESTABLISHED 1855,

Canada Permanent
Mortgage Corporation

TORONTO STREET - TORONTO
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We own and ' offer a
wide range of Can-

adian City Bonds to
Yield 5% to 6.30¢.

Particulars Upon Request

Dommion SEcurmIEs

t

CORPORATION-LIMITED

ESTABLISHED 1909
HEAD OPFICE; 26 KING ST EasT, TORONTO
MONTREAL, LONDON, E.C., ENG-

Cawthra Mulock & Co.

Members of
Teronto Stock Exchange

Brokers
And

Bankers

12 KING STREET EAST
TORONTO, CANADA

CABLE ADDRESS—CAWLOCK, TORONTO

LUXFER PRISMS

Deflect the natural light at any angle mtO_‘_
gloomy places. For store-fronts, side
walk hatches, skylights and hatches theg
are a necessity to insure sanitary an
healthy conditions. P

Let us explain how economical our in;
stallation of these ‘“Made in Canada
prisms will prove.

Established in Canada seventeen years-
The Luxfer Prism Co., Limited
100 King St. W., Toronto, Can.
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A Famine in Steel

HEN the Canadian Shell Committee started to get steel forgings last
W year, they found that the Canadian Government had a contract with
the Crucible Steel Company of the United States at $3.37 a hundred.
The Crucible people refused to supply it to any munition factory other than
the arsenal at Quebec. For other makers, they demanded nearly six cents a
pound. Naturally, the Canadian manufacturers refused to pay such a price.
Col. Cantley, of Nova Scotia Steel offered to try to produce it, and, after con-
siderable experimenting, succeeded. He has been supplying most of the mun-
ition factories at the price the Government paid before the war.

If it had not been for Col. Cantley’s boldness and his success, Canada would
be face to face with a steel famine and our munition factories would have had
to shut down for want of raw material. Steel has become very scarce in the
United States and the big companies are sold months and months ahead. Very
little steel is coming in from that country. The United States Steel Corpora-
tion is said to have withdrawn quotations during the past fortnight. The big
demand is bound to stiffen prices very considerably.

The Canadian Cement Company has taken a big order for 9.2 shells from
the British Government, and some. people doubt Mr. Jones’ ability to get the
steel in time. Others again say Mr. Jones will get the forgings, if he has to
make them himself.

The Price of the Loan

VERYBODY is discussing the price of Mr. White’s new fifty million dol-
E lars’ loan. What will he allow the lenders, in five or five and a half per
cent.?
Much depends on the state of the money market both in America and Eng-
land. The evidence is conflicting. New Zealand raised ten millions in London

BIG SHELLS TO BE MADE IN CANADA.

The much talked-of shells contracts have been finally awarded. These are the

the 9.2 shells which, it is said, the Canada Cement Company will make. This

photograph was taken in the Dardanelles, and shows how these big shells are
sent to the batteries from the boats or railway cars.

last week at five. On the other hand, the Allies paid 57% in New York for their
big loan. What rate will Canadian bankers and investors demand?

In New York, short money is loaning at 2% to 3% per cent. Money is a
glut there. How should this affect a five year loan, such as Mr. White proposes?

In this connection, Mr. White proposes to pay little or no commission to
underwriters and bond dealers and sell direct to the public. Would he get as
good a price by selling five per cent. bonds through the regular channels as
five and a half per cent. bonds sold direct to the public?

These are questions Mr. White must answer, and the answer will be most
interesting.

Henry Ford’s Canadian Tractor Plant

ENRY FORD is quoted as saying that the plans are perfected and the capi-

H tal ready for his new Canadian tractor plant. It will be purely Cana-

dian, and thousands of Canadians will be employed under conditions

that make them sharers in all profits and real partners in the business. Under

Such conditions he believes that a tractor doing the work of six horses at a

cost less than the cost of one horse’s maintenance can be sold for $200. Each
tractor will have six sets of wheels for various kinds of work.

Looks Like Poor Imperialism

EPORT says the British Government has not been able to accept the ten-
R der of Canadian packers for large supplies of dressed beef for the forces
at the front. The main reason assigned is an extension of long-term
contracts with the Argentine Government. The British Board of Trade, how-

ever, intends to put a large refrigerator steamer at the disposal of Canadian .

packers to forward shipments at their own risk, and other ships will be pro-
vided, if necessary, to furnish the desired outlets for Canada’s surplus beef

Produce.

Don’t Bz Deceived

ANADA has a big grain crop, but it cannot all be moved before navigation
C closes. Don’t be deceived by people who tell you that we have 200 mil-
lion bushels for export. 'We may not be able to find the ships to take it

away. In any case some of it will be on our hands in August, 1916.

THE CANADIAN BANK
'OF COMMERCE

SIR EDMUND WALKER, C.V.0., LL.D., D.C.L., President.
JOHN AIRD, General Manager. H. V. F. JONES, Ass’t. General Manager.

CAPITAL, $15,000,000 RESERVE FUND, $13,500,000

SAVINGS BANK ACCOUNTS

Interest at the current rate is allowed on all deposits of $1.00 and upwards.
Careful attention is given to every account. Small accounts are welcomed.
Accounts may be opened and operated by mail.

Accounts may be opened in the names of two or more persons, withdrawals
to be made by any one of them or by the survivor.

THE

INDEPENDENT ORDER OF FORESTERS

FURNISHES A COMPLETE SYSTEM OF INSURANCE

Policies issued by the Society are for the protection of
your family, and cannot be bought, sold, or pledged.

Benefits are payable to the Beneficiary in case of death,
or to the member in case of his total disability, or to the
member on attaining seventy years of age.

Policies issued from $500 to $5,000.
TOTAL BENEFITS PAID, 42 MILLION DOLLARS.

For further information and literature apply to

FRED J. DARCH, S.S. . E. G. STEVENSON, S.C.R.
Temple Building - TORONTO.

==
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The Management of Real Property

A feature of Trust Company service is the management of
property. Hence, a Real Estate Department is a necessity in
a properly constituted Trust Company. Formed originally to M
administer property in estates of which the Company is executor,
our Real Estate Department is also prepared to serve property-
holders generally.

Dafional Trus! Company

Capital Paid-up, .fimi e Reserve,
$1,500,000. $1,500,000.
F. B. POUCHER, Manager, Real Estate Department. ‘

18-22 KiNG STREET EAsT, TORONTO.
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THE CHARTER 1 854

HOME BANK or CANADA

BRANCHES AND CONNECTIONS THROUGHOUT CANADA.
8-10 KING ST. WEST, HEAD OFFICE AND TORONTO BRANCH.
78 CHURCH ST. Cor BLOOR WEST and BATHURST.
Cor. QUEEN WEST and BATHURST 236 BROADVIEW, Cor. WILTON Ave.
Cor. Queen EAST and ONTARIO DUNDAS ST., Cor. HIGH PARK Ave.
1220 YONGE ST. SUBWAY, Cor ALCORN AVE,
HEAD OFFICE, TORONTO. JAMES MASON, General Manag'er.

2261 YONGE ST., NORTH TORONTO, Cor. EGLINTON AVE.
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Talk Correctly and You Will Think Correctly

Slipshod English promotes slipshod thought. Get into the habit
of careless use of words and you will soon be careless in thought. To
think correctly and talk correctly, to talk correctly and think cor-
rectly you will find

A DESK BOOK OF ERRORS IN ENGLISH ‘

a very serviceable little book. “Right to the point.” 12mo., cloth. 24
pages, $1, p.p. :

Toronto

: UNIVERSITY BOOK COMPANY,
‘ 8 University Avenue :
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N this year of war much of the
money usually spent on Christ-
mas gifts should be directed into

other channels such as the Patriotic
Fund, Red Cross, or to help the suffer-
ers in Belgium, Poland and Serbia.

Christmas for the
Children Only

would be a solution of the problem to
the average Canadian family. What
will it be? Why not something of per-
manent value?

A Children’s Library

can be purchased by mail through us
at a ridiculously low price. By special
arrangement with the publisher=s, J.
M. Dent & Sons, we are prepared to
offer this wonderful set of books by
mail order only at about half their
real value.

Each volume bound in cloth, 8vo,

square crown, containing eight

full page colored illustrations, as

well as others in the text drawn
by well known artists.

Our Price per vol. 45c.

Make your own choice or order the
library complete. If you are not satis-
fied we will refund your money on the
return of the books. Remember

WE PAY THE POSTAGE.
University Bock Co.

591118 University Ave., Toronto

Gentlemen:
Enclosed find
in payment of books selected.

King Arthur and Fairy Stories from
His Round Table. Spain
Robin Hood. The Story of
Fables of La Fon- Bayard
taine. Robinson Crusoe.
A=sop’s Fables. Pinocchio.
E'?‘aglelsl sh Falry Arabian Nights.
Andersen’s Fairy Water Babies.
Tales. Feats on the Fjord.
Perrault’'s Falry The Mermald and
Tales. Other Tales (An-

Gulliver’s Travels. dersen).
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MADE IN CANADA

Once you have known

Cosgraves
Half-and-Half

no
other
Half-
and-
Half
will
do
for
you

For over half a century the"
Cosgrave Label has meant the
best in Hop and Malt Beverages.

Mg

%

A
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The only chill-
proof beer -

e U S AR SRR S T S On sals atiaikhotels mid deatess
2n e e R e S R e el
Meet me at the For Value, Service,

Sample Rooms

Nee HOTEL TULLER
Detroit, Michigan
Centre of business on Grand Circus Park. Take Woodward car, get off at Adams Ave.

ABSOLUTELY FIREPROOF
200 Rooms, Private Bath, $1.50 Single, $2.50 Up Double
200 ¢ SLiren L0000 e A RGO

‘m “ ““ . 2:50 4 4:w “ “
1007 % i 4 3.00005.00 % 2 450 Y
Total 600 Outside Rooms All Absolutely Quiet
Two Floors—Agents’ New Unique Cafes and

Cabaret Excellent

Home Comforts

Should your copy of the Canadian Courier not
reach you on Friday, advise the Circulation Manager

Elizabeth Dore and Others

(Concluded from page 6.)

farther back, and I can cook as fine
a dish of eggs as anyone—even in
Paris, M’amselle,” with a glance of
triumph at the actress.

“And who are you?”’
Elizabeth of the Greek.

“Patnik.”

“Soldier?”

“No.”

“What then?”

“l come to sell things to the sol-
diers,” he said. “I clean boots once
in Vancouver. I work in Hastings’
mill. Then I pack up for Europe
when the trade got bad in Vancouver.
I say to myself there will be cigar-
ettes and candies and post-cards
wanted by the soldiers. I bought a
big pack in London. I carry it on my
back. I get within a mile of the lines
of the soldiers—and I am arrested.
My pack is taken away from me. I
am put here. I am a ruined man. I
have nothing,” and he settled into mel-
ancholy.

‘“Whereabout did you shine shoes in
Vancouver?” I asked.
He brightened.
Street above Pender. I had a shop of
my own and t’ree boys. I take in so
much as thirty dollars on a Saturday

there.”

“But the good times in your trade
didn’t last.”

“No'll

We talked for half the night. Eliza-
beth Dore produced a package of cig-
arettes from her basket and a frayed
copy of a London illustrated paper
which was passed around the fireside.
Lebaude, a bachelor with hairy face
and arms, had told his story: how he
had been forced to run away from his
farm in the valley of the Meuse and
had come finally to this deserted farm.
With the permission of the local com-
mandant he had remained in the vicin-
ity and was now trying to redeem the
farm, living meanwhile with Jabot in
one of the straw. stacks. There was
nothing but the white turnip crop left
this year, he said, but there would be
other things by spring, for he had suc-
ceeded in finding a store of seed in a
hiding place in what had once been
the farmhouse, now a heap of ruins
save where the chimney still stood
staunchly against the sky. He was a
strange, brooding sort of man.

The old woman in her turn would
tell only that she had come from a
village nearby where she had lived,
married, borne children and seen them
married and dead all in the space of
sixty-five years.

“Were you there when it happened

demanded

“On Granville

before?”’ asked Elizabeth Dore with
wide eyes. “Did you see the Germans
in 187077

“I did,” answered the old woman
with a grim snarling manner of
speech. “And they came then as viec-
tors. Twice now I have seen them
and this time,” she began to chant the
words, “by all the signs of fire and
water and earth and sky—it is as dead
men!”

“Mother!” whispered Jabot sudden-
ly crossing himself, “I know now who
you are, Old Woman! I know! You
are the old crone of the next village.
You are Erlane!”

“And if so?” asked the old woman
fixing her young eyes on his and mak-
ing him quake with fear. ‘“And if you
think so?”

“I think——" he stammered.

“You think rightly. But what harm?
‘What is a witch but a wise woman?
Or are you afraid of a wise woman?”

“No. No,” he hastened to say. “The
dog fawned on you. He knows good
people and evil. He barks savagely

at the evil ones.”
* * *®

A ers has just been here with two

messages. One was for me and
the other, the more important one, fo:
Elizabeth Dore. His message for me
contains permission to visit certain
points and only certain points very
much in the rear of the front line of
the allied armies. The message for
Elizabeth Dore is that she is to ac-
company him and the old woman—on
this side of the war zone women are
treated with the utmost precision and
punctilious respect—to see that which

Saturday.
ICHAPLAIN from some headquart-

she came to see. The chaplain has
just told me the story while waiting
in the lee of one straw-stack for the
old woman to find a bit of a lace shawl
which she claims to have brought
with her the day we were arrested
here. She wants to cover her head.

“You see,” the chaplain explained,
“Elizabeth Dore is half English and
half French, born and brought up in
Paris. At ten she is an orphan. At
fifteen a milliner’s assistant—and a
very proper one. At eighteen she
tries for the stage and is taken on—
for soubrette parts or roles where she
has to say nothing. She studies furi-
ously. She is diligent and works very
intelligently to become an actress.
She has the French passion, Monsieur,
for gaining fame—even if it is only
for a moment. At all events no one
would have her for the parts she
wanted to play. She was not even a
good soubrette until Chambertin, the
owner of a poor music hall, fell in
love with her, married her and mort- -
gaged himself to the hilt to produce
a little sketch—for her. All promises
to go well. There is even a mention
of her name and the name of the com-
ing sketch in the Paris papers. She
is on the verge of her opportunity—
when the war comes. Chambertin is
hard hit. He is called for the re-
serve. His theatre is closed—it was
only a shabby little place at best—and
he goes to war. He was killed two
months ago at She has come to
see the grave. I take her this morn-
ing.”

“And she
piece?”

“NO."

“The army takes pains to be kind
sometimes?” I ventured.

“Sometimes.”

“But how does the army know all
these things. How has it time?”

“That is how the permit came to be
issued. Because the Bureau of Intelli-
gences had occasion to investigate the
repeated applications of this young
woman to get to the zone of the arm-
ies. It was arranged finally.”

The mud had dried on her skirt and
on the suede slippers. She had re-
stored the rouge and improved her
eye-brows with a pencil. She and the
witch and the chaplain went off to-
gether down the road to see one of
the many little new graveyards that
cover France on the north and the
east sides. Jabot is digging another
sleeping hole in the biggest straw
stack, in anticipation of more trade.
The Greek has trudged on toward the
port whence he shall sail for England.
Lebaude is breaking ground with a
rusty spade. The dog Pegoud is look-
ing for rabbits. ;

Two soldiers went limping by this
morning with shining faces. They say
there was a great victory yesterday-
We are free to walk on the roads now
at least for a little way.

never played in the

Described Them.—Life in the new
Army teaches a man to look after him-
self. This is especially true of the
larger camps, and the rule appears to
be that “they shall take who have the
power and they shall keep who can.”

A story illustrative of this is told
of one of the Yorkshire regiments
now in training. The cold weather
had led some of the men to forage for
extra blankets one night, and when
next morning they were warned that
the colonel was coming round for kit
;nspection they were too busy clean-
ing and preparing to put matters right
again. The result was that when the
men paraded some of them had three
or four blankets while others had Do
blankets at all.

The colonel noticed this in hig in-
spection but said no word until he had
been wholly round. Then, drawin®
himself up in front of the men, he
thundered:—

“Ahem, major, one half the regiment
are simple fools and the other half aré
bloomin’ thieves.”

\ 2 2 »

Already Armed.—A professor Ssug”
gests that women be trained to carry
weapons. - He must be blind. Have

they not all got hatping?
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Merchants everywhere tell our 800
salesmen that business is booming.

Farmers have had a record crop, at
big prices, with big demand at home
~ TR and abroad.
¢ \ & 3
I Vbl s Stocks of manufactured material are
e short, and labor is in great demand.

Exports largely exceed imports.

Factories are busy, a great many
working overtime.

More freight cars are needed, and
steamers are taxed to capacity.

Canada has, in proportion to popu-
lation, greater exportable surplus of
wheat this year than any other
country in the world.

Millions of dollars are passing over
the merchants’ counters.

want the best service.

They demand it in all kinds of stores,
from the smallest to the largest.

They get it in the stores which use
our up-to-date Cash Registers, which
quicken service, stop mistakes, sat-
isfy customers, and increase profits.

Over a million merchants have
proved our Cash Registers to be a
business necessity.

Last month the N.C.R. in Canada
had the largest sales of any month
in the past seventeen.

President of The National Cash Register Co.

The people who spend this money

: Write for booklet to
The National Cash Register Co.,
350 Christie St., Torot.lto, Ont.
Agents in every city,
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Eat more Bread

Bread

Few of us eat

enough of the
“Staff of Life.”

Make your
Bread from

Big Bottle

THE JOY OF LIVING

will be yours once
more --- no matter
how weak and de-
bilitated you are
to-day if you take

Wilsons

a la Quina du Perou.

It builds up---braces up---tones up.
Hundreds of prominent Canadian
Physicians testify to its merits in
all forms of devitalization.

Ask YOUR Doctor All Druggists

H.-5

ASSIMILATIVE MEMORY ;
Or How To Attend and Never Forget

At the Sign of the Maple

(Concluded from page 11.)

is still being played before New York
audiences.
* * *

Eugene Plumon, a Paris lawyer, at
present with the British Expedition-
ary Forces as an interpreter, has been
granted a divorce from Maggie Teyte,
the opera singer who has appeared in
Canada on several occasions, and is
well known here. Miss Teyte is at
present with the Boston Opera Comi-
pany, which lately gave four perform-
ances in the Arena, Toronto, and
which is now playing in New York.

& * £

Mr. Granville Barker, the actor and
play producer, spent last week-end in
Ottawa, the guest of the Archbishop
of Ottawa and Mrs. Hamilton.

* & &

“The Drama, Its Community Inter-
est,” is the title of the lecture which
will be delivered by Mr. Percival
Chubb, President of the Drama
League of America, to the Toronto
Drama League on the evening of Nov.
25th, in the Conservatory of Music.
Mr. Chubb, who is an Englishman,
came to America some years ago, and
since then has taken a prominent
place in the world of literature and

drama. He is a leader of the pagean-

try movement and author of an excel-
lent book on the subject.
* & B

A feature of last week’s Horse Show
at Madison Square Gardens, in New
York, was the riding of Miss E. Coul-
thard, a niece of Major Kilgour, of
Sunnybrook Farm, Toronto. Astride
a dashing chestnut, Mayerdale, on the
closing day, she cleared the four
jumps without a fault and then re-
peated the feat on Sunday World, a

gelding. Enthusiastic applause fol-
lowed Miss Coulthard’s sensational
and skilful riding.

& * *

H.R.H. the Duchess of Connaught
has received the following additional
subscriptions for the Canadian Pris-
oners of War Fund: Woman’s Cana-
dian Club, Montreal, $250; Women of
St. John, N.B., through the Women’s
Canadian Club, $100, second subscrip-
tion. H.R.H. had previously forwarded
$3,000 to the Canadian Red Cross So-
ciety in London, and has now cabled
a further instalment of $350.

INFLUENCE CAMPAIGN PLANNED.

OTICE of a definite decision of the
Manitoba Government to take
the temperance referendum on

the last provincial voters’ lists was
brought to the Winnipeg W.C.T.U. re-
cently in a letter from Premier Nor-
ris, replying to their request that, if
possible, the women be allowed to
vote on the prohibition question. The
Premier pointed out that it would
take time and a good deal of money
to prepare new lists and hoped thas
they would agree that the Government
had acted for the quickest and best
temperance results.

The women temperance workers
have their heads together over ways
and means of influencing the voters,
even if they are not to cast a ballot
against the liquor traffic. Plans are
on foot for a great temperance dem-
onstration early next year to be held
with the co-operation, if possible, of
the Sunday School Association. Their
idea was to muster the Sunday Schocl
children for a temperance parade and
mass meeting.

the Price

of Empite

(Concluded from page 8.)

becoming ringed with lines of fire and
bristling steel. Our quotas of fighting
men go forth regularly and in in-
creasing proportions, and will continue
to do so till armed legions shall no
longer be required—in this war, at
any rate.

Canadians Among the Casualties.

Among the New Zealand casualties
at the Dardanelles are several names
of Canadians, and half a dozen Am-
ericans. A careful scrutiny of the
lists issued to date disclose the fol-
lowing:

CANADIANS.
Killed in Action.

Bowen, 6[1018, Private Arthur Clifford,
Canterbury Infantry Battalion. Next
of kin—E. Bowen, Box 155, Nutana
P.O., Saskatchewan. Killed between
April 25th and May 1st.

Woods, 6[1183, Corporal Stanley Ernest,
Canterbury Infantry Battalion. Next
of kin—Mrs. L. Maynard, 36 Cheever
street, Hamilton, Ont. Killed about
middle of May.

Wellington Infantry Battalion. Next
of kin—Mrs. Corrigan, 8 Brant street,
Toronto. Wounded shoulder, about
August 8th or 10th.

Patterson, 13|928, Trooper John Samuel,
Auckland Mounted Rifles. Next of
kin—Donald Patterson, M.R.C.V.S.,
Kiss & Co., Vancouver, brother. Ar-
rived Malta September 4th; prior to
that reported missing.

Phillips, 6/707, Private Cyril Morley, Can-
terbury Infantry Battalion. Next of
kin—Mrs. E. M. Phillips, clo Mrs.
Culverwell, 29 Carman avenue, Win-
gi}x:eg. Wounded hand, September
th,

Syson, 10/2328, Corporal Harold Walter,
Wellington Infantry Battalion. Next
of kin—Mrs. W. Long, 401 Indiamn
Grove, Toronto. Wounded right thigh
some time in August.

Wharton, 4[867, Sapper George, N. Z.
Field Engineers. Next of kin—James
C. Wharton, Point Edward, Wakes
Island, Ontario, brother. Reported
wounded July 14th.

A GOOD LINGUIST.

By Prof. A. Loisette

The complete Loisette Memory System. Its aim
is to increase the power of memory in much the
same proportiun as the power of the eye for vision
is increased by means of the microscope and tele-

E was a shining light of the In-
telligence Corps, and before he
arrived at Swakopmund his abil-

ities as a linguist were spoken of with
bated breath. To him there came his

Died of Wounds.

Ford, 10|1485, Private Jack, Wellington
Infantry Battalion. Next of Kin—
Mrs. James Thomas, 550 James street

scope. 12mo, cloth, 170 pp. Price $3.00 post-paid. ‘ North, Hamilton, Ont. Died July captain. “Glad you've come, Jones,”
“I have no hesitation in commending Professor 30th.

Loisette’s system to all who are in earnest in wishing MeArthur, 10[1581, Private John, Welling-  Said he; “we need a man who speaks

to train their memories effectively.”—Richard A.
Proctor, the Eminent Astronomer.

UNIVERSITY BOOK COMPANY
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Write for this 'catalogve to-day.
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ton Infantry Battalion. Next of kin
—Miss Barbara McArthur, 57 Conder
avenue, Toronto, sister. Died about
middle of May.

McNeil, 8|1304, Private John Angus,
Otago Infantry Battalion. Next of
kin—Mrs. ‘S. McNeil, Keefer street,
Vancouver, B.C. Wounded about end
April; died September 2nd.

Taylor, 81343, Private Harry Palmer,
Otago Battalion. Next of kin —
Rachel Taylor, 614 Cuvillier street,
Hochelaga, Montreal, mother. Died
about end April.

Wounded.

ton Mounted Rifles. Next of kin—
Mrs. H. Hall, Kermania P.O., Sas-
katchewan.

ibs 69, Private Bertram Clarence,

Glbsgxtl;lgiw Infantry Battalion. Next of
kin—Mrs. ILouisa Gibson, 36 Sussex
avenue, Montreal, mother. Wounded

.in side about August 8th.

Hayes, 10/1841, | Private’ John James,

German. Take a file and go down and
tell that officer we made prisoner yes-
terday that I'll parole him, but if he
attempts to escape he’ll be shot.” Off
marched Jones, full of the importance
of his task. “Spreachen sie Deutsch?"
he asked the chap, to the great ad-
miration of the onlookers. “Ja, ja,”
said the big German, eagerly, glad to
find some one who understood him at
last. “Oh, yer do, do yer?” said Jones.
“Well, the captain says as ’ow ’‘e’ll
give yer parole, but if you blooming
well tries to skip it, there’s a bullet

g _ fer ye. See?”
Archibald, 11|853, Trooper John, Welling- °*

An ldea For the Kings.—Of course
this world war is piling up an enor-
mous debt for the nations of Europe
to pay off, but the kings might go into
the moving picture business when it’s
over and clean off their liabilities in a
few months.
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The Annexation Society

(Continued from page 14.)

tween here and Paris. No, that ham-
per,” she continued, gazing at the
article in question with a meditative
air, “that hamper has travelled with
me between London and Paris and
Paris and London I don’t know how
many times.”

“Bless us!” exclaimed Jimmy, gaz-
ing at the hamper with suddenly awak-
ened interest. “You don’t say so!
Why ?”

“Ah!” said Miss Walsden. “Now
you’re inquisitive. T’ll bet you a pair
of gloves that you can’t guess in three
times what that hamper’s got in it?”

“Done!” said Jimmie. “A cat.”

Miss Walsden shook her head.

“That’s a poor guess,” she said.
“You’d have heard a cat before now.”

“Flowers,” suggested Jimmie.

“Wrong,” replied Miss Walsden.
“Very much wrong.”

Jimmy took a long look at the ham-
per. Tt suggested nothing to him but
memories of various picnies in which
he had taken part.

“Hothouse grapes,” he said. “Eh?”

“Well, that’s something like it,” ad-
mitted Miss Walsden, “for it’s cer-
tainly something to eat. But you’d
never guess, 8o I'll itell you. It's a
Michaelmas goose!”

“A Michaelmas goose!” exclaimed
Jimmie. ‘“Good Lord!—what are you
carrying a Michaelmas goose to Paris
for?”

“I thought that would interest
you,” said Miss Walsden. “It is a
present—a peculiarly English, emin-
ently seasonable, present as you’ll
admit. You see, Madame Charles has
in Paris a brother-in-law, Monsieur
Charles, who is perhaps, not very
well off, and is—no. perhaps,
but certainly—an epicure. Monsieur
Charles has a love of our good Eng-
lish fare—so whenever she herself
comes to Paris, or I come, she brings
with her, or sends with me, some
peculiarly English present for this
brother-in-law. It varies with the
season. Sometimes it is Whitstable
oysters. Sometimes a brace of part-
ridges or a couple of pheasants. Some-
times early asparagus—sometimes real
Kentish sirawberries when they are
worth their weight at any rate, in sil-
ver. I have brought Monsieur Charles
a saddle of the finest Welsh mutton.
I have brought him a ripe Stilton
cheese. When he calls at the Rue de
la Paix to-morrow morning I shall pre-
sent him with this beautiful Michael-
mas goose—a fat one!”

She laughed merrily, and Jimmie
Trickett became enchanted.

“I say!” he said. “That makes me
postively hungry—I'm looking forward
to my dinner. I say! Come and dine
with me. I know—do you know it?—
the jolliest little restaurant at the end
of the Rue Royale—we’ll go there.
What?”

Miss Walsden considered matters.

“It sounds tempting,” she said.
“Very well, thank you. But I must be
at the Rue de la Paix at ten o’clock,
punctually.”

After that it seemed only natural
that his companion should allow Jim-
mie to take all her affairs into his
hands. She permitted him to see to
her belongings at the Gare du Nord;
she accepted his assurance that she
would find them all in safe order at
the Rue de la Paix when she a.rrive_d
there. And Jimmie, having given his
instructions and distributed his tips
to obsequious porters, drove her off
triumphantly to the Rue Royale.

It was midnight when Jimmie, high-
ly content with his day’s work, enter-
ed his room at the Grand Hotel. Al}d
there, perched on the top of his suit-
case, he saw the wickerwork hamper
which contained the unknown Mon-
sieur Charles’s fat Michaelmas goose.

CHAPTER IX.
The Wickerwork Hamper.

RICKETT’S first instinct, on seeing
this extraordinary addition to his
personal belongings, was to curse

the porter whose stupidity had cagsed
the mistake. He had not only given
him five francs for his trouble, but the
fullest and most minute instructions
as to the disposal of the articleg com-
mitted to his charge.  These things—

duly specified and properly labelled—
in one conveyance to Mademoiselle’s
address in the Rue de la Paix; these
others, also labelled and pointed out,
to Monsieur’s room at the Grand
Hotel. Nothing could be plainer—the
porter had comprehended perfectly.”
And yet here was the wickerwork
hamper in company with Jimmie’s
suitcase and dressing-case and small
hand-bag, and at that moment Miss
Walsden was doubtless bewailing its
absence in her chamber at the estab-
lishment of Valerie et Cie. However,
when Jimmie looked more closely at
the hamper, he saw that it was not
labelled in any way whatever. He
accordingly forgave the porter and
burst into laughter.

“First time I ever shared sleeping
quarters with a Michaelmas, or any
other sort of goose!” he murmured.
“Good job it’s a dead ’un.”

The humour of the situation began
to attract Jimmie., He possessed a
sense of inquisitiveness which, if not
exactly insatiable, was at any rate
ardent. ‘And the more he looked at
the wickerwork hamper, and the more
he reflected on the oddity of the situa-
tion, the more his curiosity was
aroused. He lifted the hamper across
ta an unoccupied ‘table and looked
speculatively at it, reflecting on what
Miss Walsden told him of its many
journeys. It seemed an odd thing to
him that anybody should take the
trouble to send a fat goose across the
Channel, even at Michaelmas. Jimmie
knew enough of France, having fre-
quently taken long motor journeys
through it, to be aware that in certain
districts geese are as carefully fatten-
ed as in England. What particular
charm was there, he wondered, about
an English goose? This decided him.
He would have a look at the present
forwarded by Madame Charles to the
epicure ‘brother-in-law.

THE wicker-work hamper was not
locked. It was a smart, well-
made hamper, not the sort of
thing that can be bought for a shilling
or two, but a rather pretentious
article, solidly fashioned, well-finished,
and fitted with nickel-plated strap-
handles, the sort of thing indeed which
serves, when properly fitted up, as an
up-the-river lunch basket, being about
twenty inches in length, twelve in
width, and as many in depth. It would
not have surprised Jimmie, who pos-
sessed two or three articles of the
same sort to find, when he had un-
buckled the straps and lifted the lid,
that it was fitted with knives, forks,
plates, and drinking vessels. But
when he raised the lid, he saw noth-
ing but carefully disposed folds of tis-
Sue paper, on removing which the
goose became revealed, enveloped in
a dainty cloth, and resting on more
tissue paper. It was actually a fine
goose, and Jimmie was considerate
enough to reflect that it would cer-
tainly have been a pity if Monsieur
Charles had been denied the oppor-
tunity of sticking knife and fork into
it. However, he further reflected, it
should be duly handed over to Miss
Walsden early next morning., It was
safe enough until then, and it was
lucky that, unaddressed as it was, the
hamper had fallen into his hands in-
stead of being left and lost at the
Gare du Nord. But as this comforting
notion slipped into his mind, another,
of a disquieting nature, followed -+
sharply on its heels. Would the goose
keep? Jimmie had no notion of house-
keeping matters, but it was borne in
upon his mind that he had somewhere
heard that ' all fleshly comestibles
should be kept on stone shelves or
tables in properly appointed larders.
Coolness, coolness, that was the
thing. Why, else, did the butcher and
poulterer fellows advertise on their
shop fronts (Jimmie was a great read-
er of anything that appeared in shop
windows, being a confirmed street
lounger) that they kept cold rooms in
their establishments? Being fond of
comfort he had caused a fire to be
lighted in his bedroom. Its warmth,
he thought, might be bad for the
goose, in which he was by that time
taking a profound tnterest. 'What,
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then, should he do? Certainly he
could ring his ‘bell, hand the goose
over to a waiter, and request him to
have it placed in a refrigerator for
the night. But Jimmie, like all young
Englishmen, had a pious horror of
unusual situations, and a terrible fear
of looking ridiculous, and he thought
that it would seem very strange if he
was found with a trussed and pre-
pared goose in his chamber; the situa-
tion might be decidedly embarrassing.
Looking round him in search of a
notion, Jimmie suddenly conceived a
brilliant utilitarian one. He would fill
one of his wash bowls with water and
immerse the goose untit next morning.
The water would certainly keep it
cool—this, at any rate, was the best
thing he could do. Accordingly, hav-
ing divested himself of coat and waist-
coat, and turned up his wristbands, he
prepared to make the goose safe for
the night. He filled the bowl nearly
to the brim, and divesting the goose
of its linen and cambric, tenderly
lifted it out of its soft bed of tissue
paper. And in doing this Jimmie be-
came aware that the goose was not
the only article which the wickerwork
hamper contained.
1
IS fingers, siraying around the
goose’s back, came in contact witn
some hard substance that lay be-

neath it. They instinctlvely strayed
further; they met more similar sub-
stances. And then Jimmie, greatly

wondering, realized that these sub-
stances were small parcels, lying in
the tissue paper padding beneath the
Michaelmas goose.

This realization at first conveyed
nothing, suggested nothing, to him.
All that came into his mind just then
was a sudden remembrance of his
school days, or of such of them as
were marked with a white stone be-
cause of his reception of a tuck bas-
ket. He remembered that in those
welcome gifts there used to be numer-
ous small parcels in addition to the
piece de resistance, which was usually
a huge plum-cake. He also remem-
bered the feelings of inquisitive de-
light with which he used to open one
parcel after another. Something of the
same sort of pleasure filled him now
as he gently lifted out the goose, and
looked into the hamper to ascertain
what lay beneath it.

There, before Jimmie’s wondering
eyes, lay three small parcels wrapped
in ordinary soft brown paper, care-
lessly tied about with thin string.
They might contain lollipops; they
might contain tobacco; he had an in-
sane notion that they might harbour
the various herbs out of which the
proper stuffing for the goose was to
be manufactured. But as soon as he
took up the first, which was also the
largest, he knew that he was handling
a ‘book. (Even then he was uncon-
scious of anything more than ordinary
curiosity when he unwound the wrap-
pings of the book. He expected to
see—just a book.

Jimmie Trickett was not a bookish
young man. He had no inclinations
towards literature. When he wanted
to read, he amused himself with
French novels, or the last thing on
motoring, or a recent volume on golf;
sometimes he toyed a little with Ruft’s
“Guide to the Turf”; on occasion he
waded through one of his friend Nich-
olson Packe’s novels. He was not the
gort of young man, however, who
knows an Elzevir from a Caxton, and
he would have yawned with ennui if
he had been obliged to spend an hour
in those rooms of the British Museum
in which the rarer specimens of the
printing and book-making art are so
jealously treasured. Nevertheless,
when Jimmie looked at the book which
he dug out of its paper bed from be-
neath the goose, he knew that he was
looking at something remarkably rich
and rare, something that was prob-
ably worth many, many times its own
weight in gold. It was a fat, podgy
little volume, bound in old purple calf,
its covers were secured by a quaintly
chased gold clasp, its leaves were of
vellum, beautifully preserved, every
page was decorated and emblazoned
in colours wonderfully fresh. This
was no ordinary book; it was some-
thing very, very far from ordinary.

Suddenly Jimmie remembered the
conversation of the evening before,
the conversation in the Marquis

of Scraye’s room at the Ritz Hotel.
Why, this, of course, must be that
book that Scraye had told them about,
phe book—whatever did Scraye call
it?—oh, yes, a Book of Hours, which
had recently been stolen from Sir or
Lord somebody-or-other’s house. With-
out a doubt this was it! And since it
was there—there, actually there before
him, taken by himself from its hiding-
place beneath the innocent goose!—
why, why—what might there not be in
the other small parcels that lay by it?
He suddenly pushed goose and Book
.of Hours aside and turned with fever-
ish eagerness to the ‘wickerwork

‘hamper.

Two minutes later, when he came
to_ full possession of his senses, Jim-
mie found himself sitting at the table,
vhls chin propped on his hands, star-
ing with all his eyes at these objects.
'There was the Book of Hours with its
‘purple binding and golden clasps;
there was a curious old chain of gold;
there was the gold cross, studded with
diamonds and precious stones which
had 'been purloined from Scraye.
There they were, oh, yes! and there
he was, in Paris, staring at them,
while the subdued hum of life in the
streets outside came gently to his
ears. Incredible! Marvellous! But
true.

Jimmie sat in that position while a
good ten minutes went by. But he
was not thinking of the cross, or the
book, or the chain. He was thinking
of the girl he had left an hour and a
half previously. And his thoughts
tumbled over each other.

Being of an eminently generous and
loyal nature, Jimmie Trickett was not
going to believe for one momeént that
Eva Walsden (he had extorted the
girl’s Christian name from its owner
during the little dinner in the Rue
Royale) knew anything of the valu-
/ables which lay before him. He had
fallen in love with her, that was
enough for him to warrant her in his
eyes. No, no! She was a catspaw.
She was an innocent pawn in the
game. (She was being used, had been
used, by the people who were in the
background. But——

‘COLD perspiration suddenly be-

dewed Jimmie’s forehead. He

started up and paced the room,
clenching his fists in his pockets.

“By Gad!” he growled. “If she’d
been caught with these things on
her!”

This notion so appalled him that he
dropped into an easy chair and
groaned. Then, realizing that groan-
ing and growling could do no good,
he got up again, helped himself to a
drink from the tray which had been
‘brought up, took a bite out of a dry
biscuit, and thought.

Of course, he saw it all now. That
hat-shop in South Molton Street was
a receiving shop: Madame <Charles
was—what? Receiver, at any rate, of
these‘. stolen goods; possibly the arch-
contriver, the prompter, the guiding
spirit in these astonishing thefts.
These gifts, these Michaelmas geese,
braces of birds, strawberries out of
season, what not, were so many
covers for sending the proceeds of
each gkilfully planned robbery to
Paris—who on earth would even think
of finding valuables under a saddte of
Welsh mutton, or a dozen of the finest
English peaches? And Monsieur
Charles, epicure, was, of course, the
recipient, the sharer, the confidential
agent. Oh, it was a fine game, a dar-
ing game, and so far it seemed tO
have been played beautifully and
easily.

“But T'll swear she knows nothing
about it!” muttered Jimmie, savagely-
“She’s lbeen had for our Cockney
brother would call the fair Mug! And
by George, Tll. see her through it!
What an extraordinary slice of luck
that the porter chap should make that
mistake with the hamper. All right,
all right! just wait until to-morrow!”

Then he securely locked the stolen
articles in his dressing case, and went
to bed and presently slept, to dream
that he was a knight-errant, riding
forth to rescue Eva Walsden from the
tangled thorn-brakes of danger and
destruction to which the snares an
wiles of evil folk had brought her
perilously near.

(To be continued.)
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Conceits of the Moment

This, That and the other Smart Thing that Women Will Wear

THE SEASON'S
SILHOUETTE

HE problem of combining the better
qualities of the two silhouettes of
the past decade is an interesting

one and some ,designers have achieved a
notable success in solving it. For sea-
sons past, the paramount thought has
been to keep the lines of the figure slen-
der and graceful. Having now attained
this end, many women seem inclined to
refuse to cover thése lines with bunched-
up fulness. Fulness there may be. In
fact, fulness there must be, but it must
be manipulated to reveal—not to conceal
—the figure.

The full skirt, although it has much
charm, especially for young girls, has not
always been enthusiastically welcomed by
smart women of more mature years. The
tight skirt of recent seasons, be its faults
what they may, was' beyond question
chic, and although the full skirt may
boast more grace, it frequently lacks that
elusive  quality termed smartness.

Fulness there must be this season. The
fronts of dresses should have a tightness
which outlines the figure; the backs com-

A charming dance gown of rose change-

" able taffeta. A flaring tunic which falls

in uneven lines over a dainty lace drop

meets the pointed basque at the waist
line.

posed of three godet plaits, against
which, as seen from the front, the figure
is outlined. Velvet suits lend themselves
quite as readily to this mode as do the
afternoon and evening gowns. The cut,
in the majority of cases, is somewhat
similar, as the back of the skirt is a
section entirely separate from the front.

* % %

WHAT NEW YORK
SHOPS ARE SHOWING

HE small white turban is very much
in evidence on Fifth Avenue. White
velvet topped by a pom-pom of fur

matching the fur set or suit trimming
worn, makes a pretty model for a youth-
ful wearer.

L *

Narrow bands of fur trimming are seen
on every suit. The untrimmed tailor-
made is not of this season’s vintage. All
collars button cosily about the neck, and
wrists are snugly banded with fur.

® % %

Green, tete de negre and blue are the
popular colours in street costumes. New
York evidently looks forward to a sea-
son during which outdoor sports will
share the vogue with dancing. Many

shop windows display delightful sport
costumes, including the softest of wool
sweaters, fetching little wool caps, and
scarves of white with gaily coloured ends.

* & %

New shirt waist models come in crepe
de chine, combined with georgette crepe.
In many the sleeves are of the latter ma-
derial, giving lightness to the serviceable
appearance of the heavier crepe. Flesh,
white and deep cream are the most at-
tractive shades.

* % %

Coats will play an important part in
the season’s wardrobe. The smarter
models are shown in veleurs de laine
with deep collar worn high or low, fur
trimmed, full and belted.

* ¥ *

Evening coats are elaborate. A beau-
tiful model in a Fifth Avenue shop was
created in geranium velvet with chin-
chilla, bandings and deep collar and cuffs.

* * *

The newest veil is of filet net with a
trailing leaf pattern over it. This may
be worn flowing or brought in tightly
under the chin and fastened at the back.

* *® *

Pearls as an inexpensive neck orna-
ment are much in vogue. A pretty
strand of flesh-tinted pearls may be pur-
chased for a slight cost and adds much
to ‘the richness and finish of an afternoon

ccstume.
# * *

THE PRETTIES
UNDERNEATH

HE transparencies of the season’s
blouses and frocks make essential
the daintiest of foundations to

wear them over. Crepe de chine, chiffon,
and georgette crepe are materials which
give the necessary softness. These need
not be elaborately trimmed to be effec-
tive; indeed the more simple designs are
the most attractive. For the slim figure
a practical and dainty chemise is simply
made of flesh-coloured crepe de chine. A
deep hemstitched hem at the top gives
a double firmness. * At intervals in the
centre of this hem are inch-wide, picot-
edged casings, through which a drawing
ribbon is run. Ribbon also forms the
shoulder straps. The lower hem is nar-

rower than the upper, but is also hem- .

stitched. This garment is worn over the
corset and forms ‘the simplest and dain-
tiest of underbodices.

* & %

THE MINIATURE

MISS MODE

OATS of velvet or broadcloth will be
worn this winter by the small- girl,
when she is dressed in - her best

“bib and tucker.” Black velvet is a strong
favourite, but the mother who likes to
be original chooses colour with more in-
dividuality for her youngsters. ' For her,
there are this season two shades of green,
a beautiful deep rose and three shades
of blue that offer great possibilities. For
the child who is still in the legging age,
the coat should be no longer than .the
frock, which is, of course, short. The
leggings, and usually the - bonnet, are
made of the same material as the coat.
For the child old enough to wear a hat,
the mother who considers utility as well
as smartness will choose either beaver,
velours or velvet of the colour to match
the coat or, if becoming, of black.

LI R

WHAT'S ON TOP

ESPITE the prediction that hats of
all sizes would be worn this sea-
son, the preference is decidedly

shown for the little hat. Round, close-
fitting, and trim, it defies the tricky
winds of November and combines with
comfort a chicness that is altogether de-
sirable. With a dark suit a little hat of
rose-hued velvet upon which is poised
a round puff of fur, is very smart. Or a
fetching model may be made in velvgt
in harmony with the colour of the suit,
and mounted with a metallic ornament
which the makers of millinery trimmings
have brought to such perfection. Feather
hats are being shown again—the feathers
prevented from waving in the breeze by
an invisible net covering. A skeleton
bow of velvet is poised at a saucy angle.
Black velvet hats are also worn, but these
are showing greater attention to line and
are worn more often to complete the pic-
turesque costume than for a practical
purpose.

Don’t Wear Heavy Under-

wear—it is Not Necessary

Get Good, Pure Woollen Underclothing
of Lighter Weight

Light weight is one of the many reasons for the
popularity of “CEETEE” Underclothing.
A “CEETEE” garment will keep you warmer and
more comfortable than a coarser though much heavier
garment.
It is knitted on special machines, the only machines
of the kind in Canada.
It is knitted from the finest, purest and longest wool
obtainable, (Australian Merino.)
It is “economy” to buy “CEETEE.” Better to spend
$5.00 once than $3.50 twice.

Worn by the Best People—

Sold by the Best Dealers.

In all sizes, for Men, Women and Children.
Made in Canada from all British material by
The C. TURNBULL CO. OF GALT, Ltd.
GALT - ONT
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COAST TO COAST
"SERVICE

BETWEEN

FORONTDO
WINNIPEG
VANCOUVER

BY

CANADIAN NORTHERN
- RAILWAY

VIA

PORT ARTHUR FORT WILLIAM
SASKATGCON EDMONTON

With Connections to and from all Points

ELECTRIC LIGHTED SLEEPERS, DINING CARS AND
FIRST CLASS COACHES

E.onmtm
s

For full particulars, through tickets to all points
and berth reservations, apply to Local Agent, or write
to R. L. Fairbairn, General Passenger Agent, 68 King
St. E., Toronto, Ont.




“HE true spirit of all Christmas gi
ing is to make gifts which show
thoughtfulness and purpose.

For man, woman and child you can find
Colgate Comforts which make charming,
acceptable and useful gifts—conveying more
lasting pleasure than useless “gimecracks.”

. However little you pay you are purchasing
quality i the name Colgate on toilet articles
corresponds to Sterling on silver.

Join the Society for Promotion of Useful
Giving—be a “*SPUG"” and select from the

Colgate assortment at your dealer's.

COLGATE & CO.

Established in 1 Awarded Grand
America 1806 New York Prix, Paris. 1900

W. G. M. SHEPHERD, Dept. “C”., Drummond Building, Montreal, Sole Agent for Canada.




