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Your Home Needs
Hot Water Heating

Old fashioned heating methods are expensive,
unsanitary, and wumsatisfaciory. Stoves and
hot air furnaces are being abandoned. Real
Estate men find it hard -to sell houses that
have not hot water heating because people
will no longer put up with the inconvenience
and inefficiency of old methods. If yourhouse
does not have Hot Water Heating, it will pay
you in Health, Comfort and in Money to take A
out the old and put in the newer and better \‘\

kind. = 3

KAINvG .25 Borrers
LMPERIAL f2ADIATORS

The most improved ideas in gen-
eration and radiation of heat are
combined in King Boilers and
Imperial Radiators. If you are
interested, let us send you our
descriptive literature. We will be
pleased tosupply youwithinform-
ation as to size and cost, with-
out obligation. Write us NOW,

S]EELmRAﬂIAﬂOM[]M/IEd

Home Beauty
that means
Home Economy

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

SHERWIN-WILLIAMS
VARNISH STAINS

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

SCAR-NOT is the varnish for Send for book—“The A.B.C
woodwork — even your best of Home Painting”—written b X
furniture. Dries absolutelywater- . Gical nai tg d tell 4
proof with a finish that protects re iy pamter, and (eling

Manufacturers of Hot Water ax« Stcam Beilers e Radiators, Fenestm Steel Sash an Concrete Reinforcing] against scratches and hard how to paint, varnish, stain or
29g Fraser Ave., Toronto J knocks and is not affected by enamel every surface in and
hot or cold water. Excellent for around the house. Mailed free

dining room table and chairs. upon request,

THE SHERWIN-WILLIANS CO., OF CANADA LIMITED,

897, Centre St., Montreal, Que, 110 Sutherland Ave., Winnipeg, Man,
PAINT, VARNISH AND COLOR MAKERS.  LINSEED oIt CRUSHERS,
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FMTHE GRUB AND THE PRICE

HERE are two distinct things about food
to-day: First, there is not enough of it;
second, what there is is unpleasantly high
in price. Neither of these things is an
original discovery; and neither is the form of
~ Btatement.
The first proposition we must accept on the
. 8trength of the statements of men who presum-
ably know what they are talking about; also
~ because common sense tells us, or should tell us,
that millions of men cannot be withdrawn from
Production without affecting the production of
food, That is, elementary. If we agree that
there is not enough food we should get together

THE man from Windermere packs a peak load
of common sense into this article. He con-
veys it to you in language which puts a new
aspect on what some people consider an old argu-
ment. Reforms of all kinds, he says, speaking of
speculation, are really due not fo reformers and
cranks, but to the fact that one way or another
people make hogs of themselves.

The second article on the Hen and the Egg, will
appear next week.—Editor.

secure stability is to stop speculation. The only
way to stop speculation is to fix prices. The only
fair fixed price is one which includes a fair pro-
fit and no more from the producer onward, and
eliminates all unfair and excess profit. It is.
quite possible to ascertain that price in any pro-
duct, and that is what should be done and done
¢« at once, all along the line, without the least re-
gard for the wails of individuals and corporations
who may lose speculative profits thereby. In
fixing the price of wheat the Government ex-
pressly stated that the time had come to con-
sider the public interest above the speculative
interest of the individual, or the interest of the

In an earnest and united attempt to make what
there is go as far as possible. That is element-
ary, too. But before looking at a few angles of
the first proposition let us consider the second, not

: are so constituted that we consider high prices,
. Which we feel, more important than shortage, which
We do not feel—yet. s ;
The truth of the second needs no argument.. High
: ll’l‘ic’es are within the personal knowledge of every-
~ body. But we differ as to the reason for them. Some
Deople of a fatalistic turn of inind class them with
_Yarious umnavoidable acts of God and the King’s
enemies, and let it go at that; otffers repeat some
~ €conomic dogma learned by rote, and let it go at
that; while stiil others are of the opinion that Bar-
abbas, Claude Duval, the James Boys, et hoc genus
. Omne, were mere dilettante amateurs as compared
‘With some of our leading citizens.  But every man
3 thinl;s prices are too high—except the price of the
‘Particular thing he has to sell. ;
; Tafke‘ wheat. In a normal world wheat is about the
3 best illustration you can find of a staple, mobile, not
- BDecially perishable world-wide product on which the
’;'l’lW of supply and demand gets action. The price is
Supposed to be set by the world demand and supply.
Heretofore Providence has usually arranged that
: ‘When there was a poor wheat crop in one part of
‘the world there should be at least an average crop
I another.
- With the increase of world wheat area as civilization
- ®xtended. Now and then somebody tried to corner
Wheat, but as often as not wheat cornered him. The
hrge fluctuations of price in the past have been in
the ma;ih speculative.

el

: SPECULATION has been recognized as part of the
— game. It has been permitted exactly as gamb-
Ung and other things are permitted in a wide-open
5t°Wn, because public sentiment has ‘not reached a
boint where they become a nuisance. But, sooner or
- fater, if you let them have full swing, gambling and
Other things, and gamblers and other undesirable
3 °hal'acters, do become a nuisance. They think they
OWn the town. They affect the ordinary citizen in
his everyday life. When that happens sentiment
“(‘Sf&inst them grows, and finally it reaches a point
: —Vhere the lid is clamped down and the town pleaned
N n t
- Reforms of all kinds-——constitutional, temperance,
Moral, and all the rest of them—are really due not
%0 reformers and cranks, but to the fact that one
Way or another people make hogs of themselves. If
lﬂ‘ﬁme monarchs, ruling by divine right, had shown
- Ordinary horse-sense there would have been no revo-

because that is the logical method, but because we

Famine became less and less possible

By A. M.
lutions; if booze sellers and booze fighters had exer-
cised ordinary modesty and moderation there would
have been nothing for temperance sentiment to work
on; if vice wouldn’t insist on riding with its feet out
of the window of thz sea going hack nobody would
bother about it. And so speculators and other hegs
are at last arousing public sentiment against them-
selves. _

Speculation is gambling. Speculation in wheat—in
all necessities—is gambling with the resources of the
nation. When the price goes up to enable the specu-
lator to cover—which is to pay a bet—every family
in the land has to pay more for its bread. Flour
jumps or drops from week to week, almost from day
to day, but it has always jumped a little more than
it has dropped back. There is no longer any relation
between the vrice of wheat and its growing cost.
Nor is there more than a step-motherly relation be-
tween the prices of wheat and flour. And there is a
growing conviction in the public mind that everybody
who has anything to do with either is hogging.

Grant that wheat is scarce; but consider these
fitful fluctuations in the price of it. Do they ocecur
because there is from day to day less or more wheat
in the world? or even because there is a greater or
less demand for what there is? Certainly not. Do
any words of a German politician, or any words of
anybody at ail, add to or diminish the wheat supply?
Of course they don’t. They merely influence the
betting odds. And so we have allowed the price of a
prime necessity of life, which we all must have, to
depend upon betting. Now, honestly, isn’t that a
devil of a state of affairs? Are we sane or other-
wise, that in times like these we have permitted
such a condition? Why did we permit it? From
mere force of habit, and because gambling had not
got to the point of being an intolerable nuisance.

For a long time it was said to be impossible to fix
prices. No particular reason why, except that it

- would be sacrilege to monkey with the sacred joss
of supply and demand. But finally, it had to come,
because otherwise descendants of the Gadarene herd
would have put bread upon a par with humming-
birds’ tongues, and the public simply would not
stand for it. The moral is, that if the price of wheat
can be fixed, so can the price of anything else. It is
mere custom-bound insanity to let people boost the
price of any article whose growth, manufacture and
export we can control, at their own sweet will.

The average citizen would like to know where he
ig at in prices. High, middle or low, he would like
to see some stability about them. The only way to

CHISHOLM

i

"troller:

speculative individual. So it has. It is refresh-
ing to find a statement of that kind. )

Most people know that the Canadian wheat
price is now fixed at $2 10 for last year’s wheat, and
that export, save by the individual farmer, has been
prohibited in order to make the first regulation effec-
tive. Otherwise, the speculator would have sent ail
the wheat out of the country to get a higher price,
without any regard whatever for the food needs of
his fellow-countrymen. That very fact is enough to
kill any sympathy for nim. My personal opinion is
that the fixed wheat price is too high, but I make no
claim to an understanding ol all the fine points of
the wheat game. But I do know that three years
ago no wheat grower even dreamed of such a price;
and I know, further, that the cost of growing wheat
has not increased at all in proportion. Hence I have
no sympathy with people who want to play a sure
thing by having this or some other terrific price
guaranteed as & minimum. The wheat grower would
still make money if a dollar were lopped off that
price. The average wheat grower grows besides
wheat\, meat and vegetaples, and pays out little for
actual subsistence in comparison with other classes
of citizens, and is in much better case. There are
other people besides th: wheat grower who desire to
live. However, the fixation of a wheat price, high
or low, will stabilize, and that is a move in the right
direction. But it should have been done long ago,
and it should be done in all staple necessities.

HE public puts the job up to the Food Controller._

It is no job for a standpatter. It is a new job,
and a big one. The idea is new, utterly opposed to
the old idea—which used to be called the modern
idea—that competition would regulate prices fairly.
It used to—until competition became a race to raise
prices. Prices are as high as they are, partly at
least because averyona who produces or deals in any-
thing is endeavouring to get the very last cent of
maximum profit out @ such production or dealing.
That is the naked truth with the last frilly stripped

~ off. To hear some people talk you would think that

war profiteering was confined to the munition man
and the manufacturer. Bosh! If war profiteering
consists in selling at a tremendous increase over cost,
then every grain grower in the land is war profiteer-
ing for all he is worth. So is everybody else. It is
a case of everybody doing il. In every line men are
afraid théy have overlooked @ bet, that they are sell-
ing too cheaply, that the traffic will bear more. . The
thing is in the air. We are doing exactly as the cats
and rats did—eating each other by high prices.

The public expects iwo things of the Food Con-
First, to cut down extravagance in food;
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second, to fix prices lower than they now are. [Mir-
acles or not, that is what the public expects. In my

humble opinion, formed from some years’ observation
of myself and my fellow-man, the way to regulate
food consumption and food prices is to regulate ’em.

Consider that for a long time our most eminent
public men have preached private economy, personal
denials of sorts. Do we economize or deny our-
selves? We do not—except as we may lack the price
of indulgence. That is the cold fact. Advice slides
off us as water from the proverbial duck. Not one
Canadian in ten has ziven up a single thing he can
afford to pay fer. Nor will he until he is made to
do it. All kid-glove mathods are breaking down
nowadays. The world is a grim, serious place to live
in, quite different from the world of July;, 1914 We
should recognize it. If not we must be made to
recognize it.

I do not want to be misunderstood. I am no advo-
cate of closing places of amusement, abolition of
games and of pleasures generally, I believe these
things are good for us. I believe in rational pleas-
ure, games, good air in the lungs and good food in
the stomach. I do not believe that short rations are
necessary. But that they may not be necessary I
believe on going lighter than of old on certain food-
stuffs and in plugging the aching void with the more
perishable kinds when they may be had. Also, I be-
lieving in cutting waste down and out.

Again, I do not wish to be misunderstood. Prices
have reached a point which already necessitates rigid
economy in many homes. Many people could not
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economize further without actual privation, which
should not be necessary. That is an enforced condi-
tion which a reduction of prices to a sane level would
relieve, and which should be relieved. My remarks
are not directed to the many people who find a bare
living a problem, but to those who go along much as
they used to in the old days when the world’s food
was no problem at all. :

Many of us are wagteful from habit in spite of high
prices; and we are wasteful in some instances from
the best of motives plus habit. Here is an illustra-
tion:

One of our favourite ways of raising local funds in
peace-time, espeocially in country districts, was to
buy food, cook it. and sell it to ourselves. It was the
old village church, strawberry festival, ice cream
social idea. The Ladies’ Aid and the Missionary So-
ciety raised funds that way. When war came we took
this system holus bolus and applied it to local war
funds. We use it still; and it is all wrong.

1 allude specifically to dances, and what are known
as ‘“teas” with various prefixes, at which refresh-
ments are sold or provided in return for-an admission
price, and of which the proceeds go to some excellent
war fund. I admit that /it is an easy way of raising
money. But it means that we eat more than we
otherwise would. We buy and eat patriotically,
whether we are hungry or not, satisfied that we are
helping the good cause. Put we quite lose sight of
the fact that we have needlessly consumed food
which may be urgently needed later on.,

A short time ago I was at a reception with dancing

WIiILL HUNGER STOP THE WikK?

50,000 Swedes, expecting hunger, recently hassed In Malmo, Sweden, to protest against food shortage. The

American embargo to keep neutrals from supplying Germany with food may have had some effect.
Sweden Is suffering more from food shortage than half the nations at
Hunger, the great leveller of mankind, may do more to put an end to the waf than fighting or Socialist
A great strike mass-meeting was recently called in Stockholm as a protest against any more war.

pantry Is in America—including Canada.
war.
protests.

Similar outbreaks—so sald a hand-bill—were being organized

‘E urope’s

in many German cities. World-hunger—

climaxing In Germany and Austria—may yet end the world war,

LS
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< meals.

annexed for one of the Princess Pat’s boys, wounded
and home on leave. The gathérin% had a further
worthy object of raising funds to :oly Christmas
gifts for the boys at the front, for which purpose
an' admission price was charged which covered a
free twelve o’clock suppsr. The supper consisted
of all sorts of good sandawiches and ’steen kinds of
cake. After supper there were a few little speeches,
and one of the speakers talked food economy most
earnestly. He was quite serious about it, too. But
every mouthful of food eaten there represented un-
necessary consuraption. Oh, yes, I ate my share.

HE other day there was a Red Cross “Tea” in

my vicinity. An American vigitor said to me,

“They call it a ‘tea,” but I'd call it-a square meal.”

Then everybody went home and ate the usual even-

ing meal. That isn’t food economy; it isn’t even
common . sense.

The foods consumed at these shines are made
from staples—flour, sugar, butter, eggs, meat—which
are exactly those which should be conserved as much
as possible. The single instance is unimportant, but
the mass is highly important from a standpoint of
national economy; because, in every few miles of
territory there is some local branch of some war
organization, and these all play much the same
system of unnecessary eats.

There is some- excuse for these affairs, because
they do raise money, and they do accomplish things.
But there is no excuse at all for elaborate social
between-meals feeds. 'I'he idea that elaborate grub
is essential to hospitality is silly. People would feel
Jjust as well or better if they wiggled along on three
There is no privation involved in that We
don’t have to coal our bunkers every couple of’hours.
Unnecessary feeding in the name of patriotism has
little excuse; other unnecessary feeding has mone
at all.

Unless the men who ought to know are monu-
mental liars, and-as well in'a conspiracy to deceive
us, we have to take this food question seriously,
apart from the price, which so far has seemed the
only serious feature. The latter is serious enough,
but the former—or even the possibility of the former
—ig much more go. ' America, under normal condi-
tions, is a land of plenty; America to-day, under
abnormai conditii)x}s, seems & land of plenty. There
is no visible scarcity of food if you-have the price.
Consequently, food shortage, let alone famine, seems
as far off, and unreal, and impossible and mythical
as war seemed four years ago when it was merely
a word to milliong whom it has since slain. Nobody
paid any attention to alarmists, and so, when it came,
we were unprepared.

But if short rations come on the world we shall be
almost equally unprepared. For, if they come, they
will come quickly, with little warning, as a hailstorm
turns a promising grain field to beaten, tangled ruin.

Let us suppose, just to see what it feels like, that
this year’s crop in America had failed. Suppose we
had to feed oursgelves and our men overseas, and a
large proportion of the population of Britain and
France until the suminer of 1918. We should have
to do it on the surplus of our 1916 crop. Well, then,
what sort of raft-in-the-ocedn, desert-isles rations
should we have to go on? It is well worth thinking
about.

Did you ever think what a crop failure on this con-
tinent would mean just now, not to the abstract idea
of victory or the cause of civilization or to some one
somewhere else; but to us, here, individually, in our
own personal stomachs? We have never had a real
crop failure, but the only reasom we haven’t is that
the country isn’t old enough. All other countries
have had them. The possibility exists; indeed, the
the practical certainty of it some time exists. The
cause might be continental rain or the lack of it,
heat or cold. But a few weeks would settle the
matter. From a confident anticipation of the usual
renewal of food by the usual harvest we should have
to face a year without either, that is, on our surplus.
But we annually export our surplus, or most of it,
before the next crop, and we simply have to do it
now; so that when we realized the failure we ghould
have mo surplus to fall back on. Where could we
buy food? Nowhere, for mobody has any surplus.
Then—famine!

Sounds lke a silly improbability, doesn’t it? So
did war. A year ago American editors referred
loftily to “the madmen of Europe.” Even the Chal-

(Continued on page 24.)
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E WORLD and the WHEAT-FIELD

HEN an acre of winter wheat in Canada is
worth $90—as in 1917—it is time to snatch
a moist day on the farm when it’s too wet
for hauling in grain, to go ploughing for wheat.
, % :
UT the tractor is the great wholesale method of
getting the ground ready for crop. At a demon-
Stration recently held in Nebraska, one tractor pul-
led three ploughs, another disked and drilled a field.
3 w»
T if, as Chisholm points out in his article, Am-
erica while the war lasts should pull off one poor
. trop, how long would the spout last at Liverpool?
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WHERE is WHITE HORSE ANYWAY?

On July 28th we published a letter from White Horse, and i an article written round the letter, imagined what — °
the Editor’s sensations would be aboard a-Pacific liner, looking for White Horse through a pair of
field glasses.  Our correspondent sends the answer along with the photographs

~White Horse Station, Y. T.
Dear Sir,—If you will spin your atlas around, look for
the North Pacific Coast, follow it up to Skagway, then
follow the W. P. & Y. Route in to White Horse, you
will note that both your-eyesight and your field glasses
would have to be very strong to see White Horse from
the deck of a Pacific steamer. You will also note, that
on this occasion your vision would cross Alaska, a strip
of British Columbia and a part of the Yukon Territory,
travelling in all one hundred and eleven miles.

In the year 1915, White Horse had a fire which burned
out a good part of the town. The *“Vancouver World,”
then under the able pen of Louis D. Taylor, reported
that the W. P. & Y. Noute were sending their steamers
from Skagway to White Horse to house and feed the un-
happy populace of White Horse.. ‘“Louis D.” was send-
ing those steamers over that same one hundred and
eleven miles of high, dry and rocky land.

Then, again, when Uncle Sam was deciding on a new
capital for Alaska, the ‘‘Seattle Star” rose to remark that
White Horse would be the better point, as it was situ-
ated inland and therefore more central. Whether the
“Star” intended moving White Horse over -the U. S.
boundary, or moving the boundary ‘‘over” White Horse,
is yet open to debate,

UT for real travel sensation, beating Dickens’
B stage coaches all hollow, commend us to the
King’s six-horse mail coach leaving White Horse for
Dawson, on one of the' last trips of the season.

And the caterpillar tractor hauling freight on the
ice of Lake Atlin, B.C., was a veteran in that line
of transportation long before the “tank.”

Again—just to be unusual—note that a camera
used the light of the midnight sun some time in the

last week of June to take the picture of the rotary Also, the steamer that runs from White Horse to Dawson must be going either up or down the Yukﬂ"l'li‘
plough slamming cway the snowdrifts. which we can’t say for sure till we get the next letter from our correspondent. ¢
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EBRITIES and OTHERS

ADY MAUDE CAVENDISH, eld-

est daughter of the Duke and
Duchess of Devonshire, is engaged to
be married to Capt. Angus Mackintosh,
A.D.C., of the Royal Horse Guards.
The photograph of her ladyship below
‘s a delicate, almost impalpable crea-
tion of the camera It might be called
almost a moonlight nocturne in photog-
raphy. Lady Maude has already been
shapshotted a number of times in a
very realistic way by Canadian cam-
eras; never so dreamily as here.

T'HAT critic who in a recent maga-

zine took such a crack at the
Mona Lisa smile never imagined it
Would come to life again on the face
of the beautiful Princess lolanda of
Italy. Here she is—smiling over the

F you didn’t know Sir Douglas Haig to be a natural
Way her father’s subjects are rolling .alien to t'he 'camera ycu might think he wa}s
the Auystrians back lately on the posing for this picture. As a matter of fact, he is
Isonzo, just‘telling Lloyd George what- he knows about the
way the war is going on the western front. And the
British' Premier keeps it pretty quiet. Neither does
Gen. Joffre think that Haig is playing the loud pedal
too much, considering all the British have done lately.
As for Mons. Thomas, French Minister of Munigions,
off to the left—remember that he has been munition-
ministering longer than anybody else on that job in
the world.

NY wild horses—and the foothills

are full of these manless bron-
thos—that Uncle Sam wants broken in
and trained for the army, had better
apply to James “Pink’” Arlington, who
Is as much at home on a bucking bron-
tho as a baby in a cradle. Here he is
on the job at Ft. Sheridan, Il

4
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MONG clerical gentlemen who roll

up their sleeves and go in for
winning the war, count Rev. Principal
Vance, of Vancouver, as one of the
first rank. Not long ago there was a
monster win-the-war meeting in Van-
couver. It was never organized by
Act of Parliament. That it was possi-
ble to get 5,000 people in that city to
give a roar for every Canadian putting
his shoulder to the wheel is very large-
ly due to Principal Vance, who is how
President of the Win-the-War League
of British Columbia. What the League
stands fcr is the immediate conscrip-
tion of men and money.

This is what a Vancouver paper
says of Rev, Mr. Vance:

“Meanwhile here is Rev. Principal
Vance, fresh from the win-the-war con-
vention at Montreal, building up by
three stragetic stages the biggest
horse-show meeting on record. He
called together the first twenty bi-
party and no party men. That meet-
ing produced a second conference of
a hundred and twenty and this semi-
final meeting organized the great de-
monstration of Tuesday evening., Mr.
Vance presided over all three. The
last and biggest went through without
a 'break under his guiding hand. He
was even able to calm down a lady in

' the audience who, like the chieftains
in Gaul, ‘devised new things.
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' RIGA A Polztlcal VICTORY

CANADIAN COURIER

E have reached a point where hattles
§ g /‘ must be considered not so much for
their effect upon the purely military
situation as for their influence upon
the disposition of the belligerent governments.
The victory of the Italians, for example, is im-
portant as marking a further invasion of Aus-
triaHungary, and a successful blow at the
AustroHungarian armies, but it is much more
important as an additonal proof to the Austro-
Hungarian government that it has lost the war
and that nothing but further ruin can follow its
continuation. If there had been such a victory
as this a year ago, it would have presented it-
self as a military problem and nothing more.
It would have been a question of remedies, rein-
forcements, and new dispositions of troops. It
would have been a matter for the military com-
manders rather than for the statesmen. But its
military importance has now been submerged

GERMANY must get so-called successes just
where they are easiest in order to keep
her own people bulldozed. The only place to
get these grandstand victories is along the weak
Russian front. Victories of this kind are not
military, but political, successes. The war bosses
are fighting, not to win the war, but to avoid
being beaten by forces inside Germany.

This article was written before the capture
of Riga. But you’ll find that it carries on the
Coryn common-sense size-up of the struggle with
remarkable consistency. You may not agree with
all the details of Coryn’s war comment. But you
can’t get away from the big sane outlines of his
main ideas.

as two months ago. Verdun is’ now largely
freed from a directed antillery fire, and its
defenders may enjoy a greater security than
has been their lot for two years. We may
also note that the French forces are not show-
ing any of that exhaustion that has been 80
graphically depicted by those to whom the
wish was doubtless father to the thought.

HAT the German forces around Verdun

should be depleted for use elsewhere is
likely enough. ‘The German =armies around
Moronvilliers, along the Chemin des Dames and
toward Rheims have now been trying to dis-
possess the French from their elevated plateau
pogitions for many months, and practically
without any success whatever. The German
losses in this field have been staggering. The
Crown Prince has been employing his forces
in. a relentless and nearly continuous attack
upon the French lines, and the importance of

by the political. We no longer ask ourselves

what Austria can do to ward off the blows of
General Cadorna, but rather to what extent will
this fresh calamity intensify the despair of the
Austrian oGvernment, and hasten its steps to-
ward some definite peace proposal. Austria would,
of course, have relinquished the war long ago but
for the compulsion of Germany, whose avowed domi-
nation of the Austrian armies is scarcely less real
than her domination of Austrian politics. It is hard-
ly a speculation to say that the Papal proposals are
an expression of the Austrian mind, and perhaps
of the German mind, too. Certainly those proposals
would not have been made without some reasonable
certainty that they would 'be acceptable -to the
Central Powers, at least as a basis for discussion..
But the situation has substantially changed since
those proposals were made, and Gemeral Cadorna
has changed it. He has broken the Austrian armies
on the east bank of the Isonzo. He has pushed his
own forces more deeply into Austrian territory, He
has established the fact of Italian superiority. He
has brushed away whatever supposition of a dead-
lock may have exlsted Austrian defeat has been
made more unmistakable by what he has done. And
50 we may reasonably ask oursglves, not what Aus-
trian generals will do, but' fhat Austrian.statesmen
will do, and what effect the Italian victory must
have upon the approach of peace and upon the atti-
tude of the various belligerent governments. This
is not the place where such questions should be
_ answered, but that they are now the most import-
ant of all questions is significant of the new phase
into which the war as a whole has entered. ~

HE last great Italian offensive brought the
Ttalian armies within twelve miles of Triest and

to the northern waters of the Gulf of Triest. The
reason for the arrest of the Italian armieg at a point
so close to their goal is visible enough. They are
stretched out in long undulating formation running
north and south like a ribbon, and immediately to
. their east were the masses of the Austrian forces.
The Italian ‘armies were already extended almost to
the danger point, since extension means also a thin-
ning of the lines. It was impossible still further
to extend, and therefore to thin, those lines by ad-
vancing on Triest until the threat to the flank had
been removed by a sweeping back of ‘the Austrian
armies. It is still by no means certain that the”
Austriang have been pushed back far ‘enough to
enable the Italians to advance on Triest in entire
security, The average retirement at the moment
of writing is about three miles over a length of
about twenty miles, and this would be little enough
but for evidences of Austrian demoralization, and a
possibility that the retirement may be turned into
a rout. It is to be remembered that all Austrian
troops of Slav origin are unreliable, When opposed
to Russiang or Seftbians they are a source of positive
danger, since they are always ready to desert and to
Jjoin the enemy. They are somewhat less unreliable
when pitted against Ttalians, but they have little or
no feelings of patriotism for Austria. Their sym-
- pathies are nearly unanimously with the Allies, and
thig is especially true of the Czechs, who have been
steadily aléen&ted by mdmvetnmen-t mpresaion,
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and cruelty. So far as Austria has been able to do
3o she has withdrawn her Slav troops from the
eastern front and employed them against the Ttal-
ians, but even here they are a source of profound
anxiety to her. 'They are not likely to bear up
in the face of defeat. If we find now that the
Italiang are making a definite move southward to-
ward Triest it will be evidence of a final Italian
victory over the Austrians to the east of their line.
But it may still be necessary to do a good deal of
hard fighting before the head of the Italian line
can move southward.. Moreover, there would be
no definite military advantage in the capture of
Triest, which is said already to have been evacuated.
On the other hand the moral advantage would be
very considerable. It would be the passing of a
milestone. It would be an Italian grasp of a posi-
tion that Austria has never intended to relinguish,
_ The anmnouncement of the capture of Riga was
premature, although the defending Russian force has
admittedly fallen back a little. The advance of the"
Germans in the south seems to have been stopped,
or nearly so, by the energies of the Russians and
Roumanians, and also by the difficulty of still further
extending a German line in the face of the immi-
nent needs of the western front. The Russian situ-
ation is so obscure that it is by no means easy to
interpret its military aspects. Undoubtedly it would
be of enormous advantage to 'Germany either to
seize the wheat stores at Odessa, or so to discourage
the Russiang as to compel a separate peace. But
Odessa is a long way off, and the chances of a separate
peace are even farther off. We can hardly suppose
‘that Germany is counting very confidently either up-
on the one or the other. The probable solution of
the whole problem is to be found in the fact that
Germany must win victories somewhere, or at least

. the semblance of victories, in order to stimulate the
hopes of her own people. This view is somewhat
confirmed by the preposterous bulletins that are
issued day by day, bulletins that admit the most
serious reverses while proudly labelling them as
triumphs. It looks very much as though the German
advance at the southern end of the eastern line was
at an end, seeing that large numbers of her troops
are being switched from there to the western front.
At the same time she snatches at an opportunity -
to employ her northern garrigon in an advance upon
Riga and so to find some basis for a claim of victory.

The French success at Verdun was of so definite
a nature that it is conceded by the German bulle-
ting, but with the announcement that the position
was very lightly garrisoned. Why a position of
such dominating importance ghould be lightly garri-
soned we are not told, and we may doubt the fruth
of the statement, unless it may be explained by a
diminution of the German forces to meet the greater
emergencies to the west and to the north. But at
leagl we may regard this French victory as putting
a definite end to the pretense that Verdun ig still
besieged, and that its reduction is ‘“following its
normal course,” which was still being offered for
the consideration of the German public as lately

. can not for very long be delayed. -

‘that would so gravely imperil that retirement.

the operation from the German point of view
may be measured, not only by the ferocity of the
assaults, but by the prodigal expenditure of
lives in their support. An occasional trench line has
been the omly German' reward.
The strategy of these unavailing attacks upon the
French entrenchments:to the west of Meronvilliers
seems obvious enough. So long as the French are
able to hold these positions it will be impossible for
the German forces holding the Hindenburg line to
fall back toward the Belgian frontier. Place a rulé
along that line, say from the North Sea to Laon
or Rheims. It is a curved line, and the rule will
not fully cover it, but it will do so sufficiently for
illustration. Now move the rule eastward in the
direction of the Belgian frontier and note the posi-
tion that its southern extremity will occupy toward
the French forces running from Rheims eastward to-
ward Verdun. It is evident that the southern extremity
of the line would be exposed to damaging attack
from the south, that is to say from the TFrench
positions that the Crown Prince has been assaulting
so ceaselessly. Moreover, that line would be .extra-
ordinarily vulmerable. It would be in the open. It
would be encumbered with its heavy antillery, muni-
tions, wounded, and hospital equipment. .1t would
move very slowly, and it would be in the worst pos-
sible position for defence. It is true that the armies
of the Crown Prince would to 4 certain extent cover
the flank of that moving line if they were then
strong enough to resist a French attack, but it is
by no means certain that they would be. 1If the
hindenburg line should now begin to move east-
ward we may be sure that the krench would instant-
ly make a tremendous effort to break through the
lines of the Crown Prince and to attack the retreat-
ing forces to their north.

HAT there is an intenticn to withdraw the 1.in-
denburg line as soon as the Crown Prince shall
make it safe to do so'is likely enough. It would be
a repetition of that same withdrawal that’ created
the Hindenburg line, a withdrawal necessitated by
the British pressure during the battle of the Somme, 3
There is good reason to believe that Hindenburg
intended at that time te withdraw his forcesg still
further eastward, but that he was prevented by the
rapidity of the pursuit, and so entrenched himself
where he is now. But the British pressure is even
more severe now than it was during the Somume
fighting. German retirements at the northern end
of the line are of almost daily occurrence. The Allied
artillery is proving itself to be irresistible, and is in
fact much more powerful than during the earlier
battles of the campaign. If the former Hindenburg
retirement was necessitated by direct pressure We
may be req,sona.bly certain that the present ﬂghfting
is compelling still another withdrawal, and that it
It would be &
repetition of the previous movement, but upon &
somewhat larger scale. German armies are there
fore in a peculiarly difficult position, They are
rapidly approaching the point where a. retix'el:e_ellc oL
can no longer be delayed, and at the same time they
are unable to force the French from the pooiW
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© “It’s that or nothing,” gasped Driscoll. “If I go

lowly Il fall if T fall once that’s the end

hld

. Both men laughed, but it was a laugh that broke
hoarsely in their throats. They were nearly at
the end of their tether. s
- ¥Fifty yards more!” cried Polgarthen—"forty-
Dine—forty-eight—that’s the style—now then.”
Driscoll staggered on a few steps and fell heavily.
_ Folgarthen, himself weal: and exhausted, picked up
Bis friend and walked stolidly forward to the camp-
Ing place he had marked.

Twelve months ago Polgarthen and Dris-
- coll and four others had set out to explore
 the Terai, the vast No Man’s Land at the
base of the Himalayan Mountains. They
had ridden and tramped and cut their way
through great labyrinthine forests where
- the trees, interlacing overhead, shut out the
sunlight all the year. They had crossed
S8wamps where plague and pestilence had
brooded undisturbed for centuries, perhaps
- 8ince the creation of the world. They had
fought for their right of passage with
Monstrous animals and lizards that civili-
- zation supposed to be extinct.

But they had not found the mysterious
‘city which tradition places in some inner
depth of the Terai, whose people are said
to hdve lived apart from all other human-
‘kind from time immemorial.

~ So far the only result of their search had
‘been a series of disasters. Their route was
‘Mmarked by small crosses, each roughly
carved-with a mame and a date. Polgar-
then’s jaw set more rigidly as he thought of
those lonely graves. He turned to look a‘
his sleeping friend.

Driscoll lay with his eyes closed, scarcely
breathing. The passivity of his attitude
began to play tricks with Polgarthen’s
erves, He wished that Driscoll’s face had
‘Mot been so expressionless or his limbs so
Tigid. He was more than glad when the
Sleeping man stirred and presently opened,
eyes. e

‘I dreamed you had gone away,” said
Driscoll, faintly. “It would be—it would be pretty
Totten—to die alome.” :

Polgarthen shook his head. He was staring un-
sily at something that looked like a moving light

©ibow and gave a long, covntemptuoqs look at the
rai. 'Then he fell back. His hand clutched that
! his friend. :
“I’'m through, Go back now—never mind that rule
e made—you've stuck it—"

“Sorry to leave you,” he said, suddenly.
Polgarthen felt as though the darkness had
Migulfed him -like a sea, and then the uncon-
Uerable spirit of him rose stubbornly. He sprang
to hig feet and shook his fist at the surrounding
loom, “Pm damned if Il go back,” he cried,
Uriously. | ;

ter that he lay down by the side of his dead
friend. Sleep was impossible. He lay with his
fixed in a soft bed of grass and stared at the
Campfire and let his thoughts wander where they
(s R Vol ;

“man’s mind tra\halsI gswift and far under those
ircumstances. Time and space are all annihilated
for him. Polgarthen saw the farmstead in Nesv
wick, where he had lived as a boy. He saw

when they had the mocey—an exact model of the
| English farmhouse where his family had lived
lor three centuries. He saw himself prospecting for
0 in“Aftrica, trading copra and rubber in the Pacific,

steady, old chap, you’re run-

far away to the East. Driscoll raised himself on one ,

Jlater building with which his parents replaced =

€ in the rush to the Yukom, hunting concessions
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cn all the. frontiers of civilization. And finally,
having made a little money, and with the wanderlust
still unexorcised, he had taken up this Terai expe-
dition through his friend, Hugh Driscoll.

From time to time he thought he saw lights
moving around, but he supposed they must be some
kind of fireflies. At any rate, to extinguish his camp-
fire would have merely invited danger from wild
beasts. He flung on anciher log and another, until

the dlaze danced in the gloom.

And so the night drowsced slowly by, and the moon
rose and peopled the Terai with all
fantastic shapes

of
the

manner

and shadows. Sometimes

shadows moved. They were like men creeping, One
of them sprang to life just behind Polgarthen. It
rose and stooped swiftly. Polgarthen was conscious
of a faint sickly smell, reminiscent of an operation
he had once undergone in Johannesburg. He
struggled wildly for a moment and then lay still.
The shadowy figure sprang upright and flashed a
gignal that was answered by lights appearing from
all directions, all converging towards the spot where
Polgarthen lay.

¢¢] DON'T' know what it is,” said the little brown-

faced man; “it’s everything. The lawn is so
velvety and the old house is so quaint. When a
fellow has spent thirty years in India, with its bar-
baric splendour and squalor, it teaches him to appre-
ciate a place like this.”

“Canadian sunshine plus Atlantic breezes. That’s
the best of this side of Canada,” chuckled Colonel
Colverton. “But you ought to see Polgarthen’s.”

“It can’t beat this,” said the little man, stubbornly.
It did beat it, though, as he admitted later. Perhaps
Joan Polgarthen influenced his decision. .

“By the bye,” said the Colonel, “Mr. Blundell
knows more about the Indian hinterlands than any
other man in this country.

“Do you know the Northern part?’ said
slowly. ‘“The Terai?”
“To some extent.

plored.”

Joamn,

It has never heen really ex-

“My brother went there with some friends to ex-

plore it a year ago. Nobody ‘has had news of them.”

i

PRISONERS OF THE TERAI

Taking you on a Mystic Jaunt to a Land of Whences and Hereafters

“And you fear he’s stranded?”

“I know he is. Jack and I are twins and we have
a kind of mental sympathy with each other. I'm
always dreaming of him. Last night I saw him by
a camp fire. There was one man lying beside him,
but I could not see any of the others.”

“No news is good news,” suggested the little man,
but Joan shook her head.

“I think he was alone.. He had covered the face
of the other man and he lay there thinking. And
all the time,there was some danger approaching him.
I couldn’t warn him.”

“This was in the Tel:a;i?” :

“Yes. He began to struggle as though someone
had seized him from behind, and then he fell
back. He isn’t dead. They’ve imprisoned
him in some way I can’t understand. They’'ve
done something to him, something horrible.”

Vague rumours he had heard about the
people of the Terai recurred to Rlun-
dell with disquieting insistence. He stam-
mered out some optimism or other, scarcely
conscious of what he was saying. But the
girl shook her head again.

‘“You don’t believe that yourself,” she
said, wistfully. ‘“Tell me what you really
think.”

“lI don’t know what has happened,” he
said, quietly, ‘but I'll go to the Terai, Miss
Polgarthen, and try to find him for you.”

T propose an amendment,” urged Colonel
Colverton., “Everybody is talking of this
wonderful airghip your cousin has built. He
thinks o: taking it on a long trial trip. We
could ship it from Vancouver to Yokohama
and then send it by rail to India.”

“That was the idea I had,” admitted
Blundell.  “In fact, he offered to take me
across the Pacific with it when I told him
I had to return to duty.”

“That’s all right,” said the Colonel.
pack up to-day.”

“And I also,” said Joan.

“1M

ACK POLGARTHEN came back to con-
J sciousness in the Temple of the Sacred
City, whither his captors had carried him.
It was a huge building, painted with a
splendour of colouring he had never seen,
even in India. The roof was of burnished
copper, rising to a dome in the centre. The walls
were covered with allegorical pictures whose mean-
ing he could not understand. All of them seemed
to vary the same idea, but the only part he could
understand was that spirits seemed {o be rising from
the bodies of living men. *“Which is impossible,” he
thought, grimly. ;

But it was the lower walls of the Temple, below
the allegorical pictures, that fascinated him. All
round the building there were niches, a few feet from
the ground. They were occupied by an extraordinary
assortment of figures, soldiers, sailors and adven-
turers of all kinds, covering every nationality and
century. i

There was a British infantryman of the indian
Mutiny period and mext to him two sailors of Nel-
son’s time with their hair plaited in pigtail fashion.
Then came the flat-crowned hat and short jacket
of the Calcutta Militia of a hundred years ago and
beyond this an officer in a-cocked hat and a gor-
geously embroidered coat and knee breeches. There
were French and Dutch and Portuguese soldiers and
sailors, flanked by half a dozen English soldiers of
fortune of Shakespeare’s time. 'The furthest niche
was occupied by a figure of a twelfth-century
Cr-sader in complete armour, earrying a huge two-
handed sword. The visor was open and the eves
stared intently at Polgarthen as though they were
watching him.* ?

He turned away nervously and found the priests

were gathering in a half-circle at the back of him.

One of them began a long address entirely im
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gestures.
to the South. Then he picked up a bundle and indi-
cated a man setting.out on a long journey. He
seemed to be talking to others as he went.

“It’s a kind of expedi.ion,” thought Polgartlen,

uneasily, “and by Jove, they’re having a rough time.
There’s a man down—down and out, poor devil.
They’re burying him just as we . »They're  off

something ‘hag fallen on the

27

again—there’s a smash,
fellow in front—they’re burying him—that’s two

His thoughts stopped with a sudden jar as he
realized that he was being taken step by step
through his own ill-fated expedition. The peoplevof
the Terai must have followed them ever since they
left civilization a year ago. Polgarthen stared at the
cirela of impassive faces and for the first time felt
fear knocking at his heart.

The priest took no notice of his agitation. He
went on picturing the expedition until there were
only two men left. He showed how Driscoll fell in
hig tracks and how he died by the camp-fire the same
night. And finally Polgarthen 'was shown lying be-
side the dead body of his friend with the Teraians
creeping up to surround him.

Then the priest shed his impassivity like a gar-
ment. He shook his forefinger threateningly at Pol-
garthen and pointed to the sky, indicating how an
all-powerful hand had stooped to punish the man
who had dared to approach the Sacred City. -Then
he pointed to the sky again and to the strange
figures standing silently in their niches. He took
Polgarthen by the sleeve and urged him to go closer.

Polgarthen looked at him grimly and then shrugged
his shoulders and walked across the hall, his head
erect. He had given up hope now; all he could do
was to die bravely. But at that moment, as luck
would have it, the sunlight slanted across his face
through a loophole in the wall. His thoughts flew
back to the old homestead in New Brunswick with
its red-tiled roof and the birds nesting in the eaves—
he saw hig sister—and then he saw thmt the priests
were watching him.

His fist' clenched swiftly and crasheduinto the face
of the nearest one, who dropped like a log Pol-

NO BUN

He touched Polgarthen lightly and pointed garthen turned to the others.
_Without abating one jot of their impassivity and he
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They: stared at him

swung on his heel and strode up to the nearest niche.
It was occupied by an Elizabethan bravo, a big man
with a shabuby doublet and patched hosen, upon
which ‘the wine stains of three centuries ago were
still visible.

He wondered what pitiful story this figure repre-
sented. He thought they had killed the man and
then embalmed him in some way that preserved the
appearance of life, The bravo’s hand hung loosely
by his side. Polgarthen took it in his own, but
dropped it with a cry of horror. Tt was a hand of
a living man. TFor the second time a great tide of
fear broke in his heart.

He felt his self-control was going. There was a
roaring in his ears as though the world was falling
to fragments about him. He stretched out his hatds
but nobody moved. One of the priests pointed to
the sacrificial altar at the end of the Temple and
then looked at Polgarthen with a singular intentness.

The latter returned the look disdainfully and
thereby lost his last chance. The eyes that were
fixed upon him assumed a steady hypnotic stare until
his will weakened and his bodily strength seemed to
be draining away. He swayed slightly from side to
side. Then his body tumbled like an empty suit
of clothes.

At that sight the priests and people of the Terai
found their voices at last. They broke into a long
swelling song of triumph that rolled up to the bur-
nished dome of }he Temple.

'OR nearly a month the A. S. “Indomitable” had

been crulsing over the lonely. swamps and
forests of the Terai, searching for the Sacred City.

The “Indomitable” was a mnovelty in airship con-
siruction. Balloons are lighter than air, aeroplanes
are heavier. The “Indomitable” was either at ths
will of its engineer. It was driven by motors, but
it could be surrounded by a kind of atmosphere of
electricity that made it independent of the Law of
Gravitation and enabled it to float in mid-air for any
length of time. ‘ e .

BOoMB HAS YETF HIT THESE

More great administrative build-

ﬁ MONG so many aerial bombardments of Londcn it is one of the many wonders of the world that

the great Westminster group of buildings has never been hit.

ings are grouped together here over a radius of a mile or less than. in any other similar area in

the world.

in the world continues to sit regardless of German bombs.

Even the old Abbey has never been struck—thank Heaven!

And the greatest Parliament
This picture shows the American Legion

marc'hing over Westminster Bridge during the recent triumphal procession of Gen. Pershing’s army

o #

through London.

_ after another until she reached the last.

In addition to the crew and four passengers, the
“Indomitable” carried a well-armed force of « hun-
dred men. Blundell and Colonel Colverton and Joan
Polgarthen were there and the fourth passenger was
a Monsieur Salpetriere, the object of whose presence
was known only to two persons on board.

On the sixth day of the voyage, Joan tdok up her
usual position on deck immediately after breakfast,
and was presently joined by the others. The littls
brown-faced man had a curiously intent look this
morning as he searched the empty landscape.

“You have some news?” said Joan, quietly.

“I think so. I hope so. Lal Chunda recognizes
something in the scene this morning. He thinks
we are near the Sacred City.”

'The conversation became general. Everybody was
excited. Joan slipped away from the others. Blundell
urged Monsieur Salpetriere to go and have some
breakfast.

“Better mnot,” said the Frenchman, seriously.
“Everything may depend on the next few hours. I
want us to have success, and the subjective faculties
are stronger when one is fasting.”

At this time the airship’ was (eating up West
against a stiff breeze. Just as Blundell turned to
acquigsce in his friend’s re‘mar‘k, the course was
changed several points. A strange, expectant silence
fell upon everybody. :

“It is there,” said the Indian guide,
“Beyond the valley. More to the right.” L

The airship turned again and shot forward so
swiftly that they were over the Sacred City almost
immediately. It was a medley of palaces and Fovels
with the Temple in the centre, its burnished dome

glittering in the sunshine like a ball of fire.

“That will be the Temple?” muttered Blundeil.

“An important place to capture?” suggested the
Colonel.

Lal Chunda whispered to Blundell:
not. The Temple must not be hurt.
knows what I fear.”

The little man nodded reassuringly. The airship
was steered swiftly Tound the Temple and brought

suddenly.

“They must
The Sahib

_down right in front of the gateway, upon which a

machine gun was promptly trained. The great doors
opened and a long procession of priests came forth,
with arms lifted appealingly.

“That will do,” said Blundell, “they are badly
scared and it’s our business to keep them so. Are
you ready to descend, Monsieur Salpetriere?”

“Quite ready,” said the Frenchman, gravely.

Blundell took with him fifty men, in addition to
his two friends. At the last moment Joan climbed
down and joined them.

“I can’t wait there,” she said, resolutely. “I want
to know what there is to know, good or bad.”

Blundell became extraordinarily distressed. Io

begged the girl to return.

“It may be well thdt Mademoiselle should accom-
bany us,” said Salpetriere, suddenly. “She can help
us greatly, There will be terrible things to see and
to do. Mademoiselle will be brave.” :

Joan stared at the impassive faces of the priests
and then at the more kindly sunlight overhead. But
priests and sunlight were as one to her. She saw
nothing. The voice that had whispered in her dreams
was crying to her again and she was slowly drifting
into a state of semi-consciousness.

Her face became white and rigid, her eyes were
like those of a woman who walks in her sleep., She
began to move towards the open door of the Temple.
Colonel Colverton and Blundell looked grimly at
each other and followed. The guard from the air-

ghip hesitated for a moment and then at a signal

from their officer strode after them.

Stillrwalking in the same fashion,the girl made
her way into the Temple. She passed one uniche
Colverton
A deadly sickness overcame
but could

felt his knees weaken.
him. He pointed to the niched figure,
not speak,

Joan stopped opposite the silent figure ot her
brother and looked up at it. The rigid expression
in her eyes gradually softened. She lifted her hands.

Salpetriere made a gesture for absolute silence.
This was the work he had cgme to do, but ‘here
were reasons why the girl could do it far better.

The silence remained unbroken. The tears were

(Concluded on page 16.)
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PICT UKES
OF WAR
AND PEACE

”

SQUIMALT, B.C, has the first war

shrine erected in any overseas domin-
ion. This famous war-post shrine contains
the names of British Columbia’s dead who
died that a nation might live. It was un-
veiled a few days ago by Brigadier-General
Leckie, D.S O.

prize baby, seven months old.

ANADIAN National Exhibition’s

~

HYSICAL instructors forming the Model
Camp at the Canadian National.

AR Prisoners escape from Germany. Pte.Dusenberg, of Brighton, Ont.; Pte. Weatherhead,
Philadelphia, (Royal Scots); and Pte. W. Henderson, C.M.R., from Toronto. :

NCE more university girls (Toronto) out in the school of nature down on the fruits farms of
Grimsby, Ont. One “scuffles,” the other hoes. All's right with the world.

HE Governor-General at the Canadian National Exhibi-

tion presents Mr. J. J. Sifton with the Victoria Cross
won by his son, the late Sergeant Sifton, of the 18th 'Bat-
talion. :
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allies itself with professional criminals it is time

F Ly T ORIAL

to remember that the better element which re-
spects the nationai interests of the country has
no sympathy, with this kind of thing. We believe
that the best elements in Canada are everywherﬁ"

in sympathy with the law. And the worst ene-

thousands of years Europe has been govern-
ed by monarchs. If the custom is to con-
tinue, the kings themselves must see to it.
Consider the Kings of Europe, what percentage of
them could pass an examination by democracy. For
it is democracy only that cam pass upon kings. To
George V. we give a clean sheet. He is a man, and
a royal democrat. The war has made his kingship
even more secure. To King Albert of Belgium also
—Ilong life! He is the great-hearted son of a miser-
able father. And the war has given Albert the halo
of great kingship in suffering. To King Victor
Emmanuel also-——hail! He stands and works for the
liberation of his country, and he is a war king as it
was in the days of old.
But—when you have added to these a few of the
neutrals, such as Alfonso and Haakon and Gus-

[—\ IVILIZATION needs a Society of Kings. Fof

Act. The Liberal leader has pledged himself to sup-
port that law. His purpose is to help win the war.
The Premier has made it equaily clear that he in-
tends to form a national government, He has even
offered to take a minor position in such a govern-
ment under the leadership of one of his present lieu-
tenants for the purpose of winning the war.

Both sides are committed to winning the war.
What we want to know is, how any election held
in this country, with a national government under
any leader  of either political stripe, can help us to
accomplish that object. The immediate object in
view is not to win any election, but to win the war.
Any election that fails to help carrying out that
national purpose, or that fails to make the public
mind clear on the issues involved had better be post-
poned till we get more national sense.

~that part of Canada. More crop is grown in Ontario

mies of law sometimes are those who make the
law the occasion of strife where there is none.
t
HOEVER has come to the end of a Canadian
summer in 1917 and has not smelled the
crops of Canada has missed more than he
knows. For the first time in our history govern: .
ments, corporations, municipalities, boards of trad;ﬂ
and resources committees conspired to get as maf\y" s
28 possible of townsmen away from the town to help
gather in the harvests of the country. Many were
called. Comparatively few went—except westward.
The big towns of Ontario did not send out an army
to harvest one of the greatest crops ever known in

on the same area than in any part of the West
More people are massed in Ontario towns and cities
than in any province on the prairies.* But the town

did not move to the country en masse. The :

tavus, not being enthusiastic about some of

telephone gangs did not rush to the pitchforks.

these; when you have commiserated with poor
Peter of Servia and look over the map to make
up the best of the honour roll of kings—where
are they?

We know that the late Nicholas of all the Rus-
sias is a chattering wretch who should have
been “deposed before the Russo-Japanese war.
In spite of his dreams of peace and the Palace at
the Hague, he was never a king. His conniv-
ances with Kaiser Wilhelm in 1905 to break the
_I'riple Entente in secret were alone sufficient to
depose him. His conduct in the present war has
been even worse. He has been the misguided
tool of the mad monarch on the Rhine. The late
Emperor Franz Josef was another wretched dupe
of the Kaiser. His miserable career wag cursed
by its great length and redeemed only by its
tragedy. Ferdinand of Bulgaria may join his
crooked hands with those of Constantine of
Greece; both slaves of the Kaiser.

These monarchs sold their people in weakness
in order to aggrandize a mad man who sought
to be king of kings. And in this maniac of Pots-
dam we see revealed all the malevolence that
‘has made kingship an inhkserited and traditional
curse to the most of Europe. In beginning to
comprehend the relation of “Willie” to the other
gings of continental Europe, the world is begin-
ning to realize the inherent curse of kingship
that takes no account of the welfare of the peo-
-ple, but all of the State, the Crown and personal,
bombastic ambition. Some day, soon, there will
be a new Book of Kings in the world’s Bible.
And those that are mentioned therein as fit to
retain their sceptres-and their crowns will be
only such as have taken account of the fact that
all kingship is like true government—of the
people. ;

» :
HO shall tell us whither we are drifting
in politics? - Are we to have an election?
If so, what are the issues? Since Sir
Wilfrid Laurier has manfully recorded himself

THE NEW CANADIAN SAYS:

" ECAUSE this country has all the charm of
B yvouth and beauty I have the foolish notion
that it exists to charm me and others like me
whom T know. I realize how beautiful Canada
is, especially at this time of crop and harvest.
When I see a ecrowd of people on a fine day I
imagine they are all as much intoxicated with
the magic of the country as I am. I feel like
trying to translate their sensations into my own.
The crowd—it may be at the Fair, or on the
street, or in a church—seems to haye about it
just the same old ecstasy that erowd used to have
when my Canadian experience was just hegin-
ning to have any outlines at all. It’s a Canadian
crowd, a '(}anagian occasion. It makes an im-
pression on me that no other crowd er occasisn
could—though I hold myself open to get as much
mentably interested in a crowd on Piccadilly or
Broadway or the Nevsky Prospect. This is- my
own crowd. I suppose it feels like I do about
this country. I daresay that thousands upon
thousands of these people who clap and cheer at
the flags and the music and the marching will
remember this particular occasion in 1917, just
as I do. But suppose they don’t—does it matter?
Suppose that none of us behold this country in the
future as we thought it used to be in the past;
what difference? Somebody will behold it per-
haps even more beautiful. Canada survives for
the world when the Canadians that now are—
are gone. The biggest and most inspiring thing
we can do is to help in making that survival worth

while for the fellows that follow after.

Men went, but more were needed. . The farmer
will get his crop in without a doubt. In spite
of a bewildering and often discouraging variety
of weather his barns are being filled and
threshed out and filled again. And the average
townsman knows nothing about it except what
he reads in the newspapers. The average towns-
man is, therefore, to be pitied. —He has not
known the smell of the crop and the sweat of
his neck running down into his chest. He knows
nothing of the creaking load of sheaves, ‘the
long lines of stooks, the clattering wagon and :
the dusty mow. He has gone to his customary
censored meals in town thinking he was hungrY
when he might have been on a farm feeling that\
the only thing in creation at 12 am. is to eat
and the only thing worth while at 1 p.m. is to
hurl himself into the sheaf lines that at 6 or
7 p.m. he may presently go to the houSe and eat
more than he ats at noon, eat till his jaws ache,
till the bread and meat and potatoes and apple-
sauce and pies are all mowed down, and the milk
jug is empty, and when he has finished he wishes
he had it all to do over again.
Such are the primitive joys of the harvest
which the polite townsman does not feel. They
are such joys, that if the town comes to get a
foretaste of what it really means we fear the
country next year will be flooded with seekers
after real hunger from the towns.
»
- o = Y mneighbour sitting on his verandah one
M evening lately counted 200 of them in 20
minutes. A neighbour of his on the next
street over might have counted as many more.
The hundreds ran into thousands before the
“last glaring, throbbing phantom went by and the
streets were abandoned only to the street car
and a few casual about-town rigs.
It was a sort of gemerous plague the nelgh-, &
bours saw-—somewhat akin to that of the locusts
in the Bible and the army warriors in Ontario
two years ago. They shook their heads, these ‘

as a supporter of the law in the enforcement
of conscription to which he is openly opposed in
principle, what platform of win-the-war can he adopt

- in opposition to that law? If the leader is to help -

enforce the law, then the leader cannot head a party
whose object is to repeal or to nullify the law, or
even to change it in any important particular. If
we are to elect or re-elect anybody in this country
we must have a clear idea of what the issues are.
We are all agreed on the necessity for winning the
war—somehow. We can’t do anything else. The
war must be either won or lost. If we lose, the
enemy wins. That is fatal. Any election in this
country must be conducted with one sole purpose, to
keep the enemy from winning. We are part of the
great movement afoot in the world to make the
world fit to live in. Any man, leader or party that
fails to recognize this is an enemy of his country

“without proof or need of proof. No party, call it

what you will, can be elected to power in this coun-
try without an express intention of winning the war.
We assume that in order to win the war we must

_obame the uw as set forth in the Military Service

IREBRANDS are sometimes useful. The energy
contained in fireworks is a very intense form
of energy, and if allowed to explode in an open

field does no harm. It is better to have fireworks in
a field than a smouldering fire in the grandstand that
may put the audience in a panic.

The recent eruptions in Quebec are a gpecies of
fireworks. We have known for some time that cer-
tain inflammable people and conditions existed in
more than one section of this country. We may as
well remind ourselves also that a large percentage
of the inflammatory business is outside of Quebec.
Certain migguided and un-national forces inﬁarious
parts of the country have set themselves to the
business of making things worse than they really are.
These forces refuse to recognize that the moderate,
which is the general, element in Quebec is inclined
to obey and not to defy the law. It is only the in-
flammatory element there which feeds upon the fuel
jurnished by the firebrand element opposed to it that
makes the trouble, and the sensational stories in
the newspapers. When a -law-defying element

l : *: { \

' not only our own money, but the gasoline needed

-more than he has a right to waste the world’s foo

careful folk, and said the country was surely
going mad when such a Fifth Avenue river of motors
could run nightly for twelve nights on the streets of
one Canadian city, to say nothing of the afternoons.
It was a phase of the Great Fair, the annual gloriﬂ- ;
cation of the great motor-car, the little one, the.
runabout, the limousine, the anything that-carried
gasoline in her tanks and ran by cylinders. The cost
of these road-machines, who could estimate? It ran
into millions. The cost was staggering. All the
neighbours—motorless—agreed that it was so. This
country . was at war, now the fourth year; and never
had been known such a parade of motors. The -
country must be mad. We have preached economy
and practised everything else. We are burning. up,

by the motor-trucks and the air ships at the front.
Even so. We agree with our neighbours. But
we shall never abolish the motor-car., At the sam®
time a ration of gasoline might be a good thing. N
man has-any right to squander gasoline on joy-rides
when the world needs it for war and indugtry—an

i v



Liberalism at Its Best
By A AWINNIPEG CONSERVATIVE

HREE weeks ago a Winnipeg Conservative
wrote for The Canadian Courier  his impres-
sions of the Western Liberal Convention. It
- Was a very camdid but appreciative criticism of a
strange event. The sameé writer afterwards attend-
ed the Reform meeting in South Winnipeg. During
thie editor’s absence at the pitchfork he wrote and
hastily sent his impressions of this second conven-
tion. Because of the lapse of time since the actual
event the original article had lost some of its novel-
ty, but the writer’s point of view was so hopefully
Dational that we have decided to adapt the best
bart of what he said to the present state of affairs.
The original convention he describes as Liberalism
at its worst; the second as the same thing at its
‘best. He commends the second- convention because
* it repudiated the “machine” tactics of the first. In
S0 doing he incidentally endorses the second con-
vention’s criticism of Sir Wilfrid Laurier. Since
that convention, hewever, Sir Wilfrid has placed
himself in Parliament openly on record as prepared
1o help enforce a conscription measure to which he
Was just as openly opposed—because it is now the
law of the land. We imagine that even our Winni-
Peg Conservative will admit that an action of this
kind has nothing to ‘do with any sort of machine,
and that he will give Sir Wilfrid credit for patriotic
conduct of a peculiarly intensified character.
Undloulbtedly, says our correspondent, the leaders
of both parties in Winnipeg believe in conscription.
A really national Government with an ‘out-and-out,
Win-the-war policy is what the vast majority of
Winnipeg people want. South Winnipeg’s delegates
at the convention had failed to represent South
Winnipeg’s views. South Winnipeg Liberals were
Ineeting to endorse conscription and to call for
Union Government. Winnipeg Conservatives were
ready to meet them half way.

~ In the chair at the South Winnipeg conventxon
- Was ex-Mayor R. D. Waugh, while the secretary’s
Place was taken bry an old frlend of mine, whom I
bad never thought to see in dlsagreement with the
silver-plumed leader, whom he has idealized for
80 long.

Be it recorded here that this meeting passed
Several resolutions of wunmistakable meaning, by
“Unanimous vote. One resolution endorsed conscrip-
tion in downright, plain and- unequivocal fashion.
Another repudiated the leadership of Sir Wilfrid
Lamrier, although, as was fit and proper, it referred
to him in kindly terms. Another resolution endorsed
the National Government plan, while still another
DProvided for a committee to meet with South Win-
nipeg Conservatives to arrange, if possible, for
united action in the selection of a win- the-war can-
~ didate.

Hon. T. €. Norris, Hon.. A. B. Hudson, and Isaac
Pitb}ado probably read The Canadian Courier. Know-
Ing what the editor expected of .them, they were
determined that he should not be disappointed with
. their hehaviour on this occasion. After ex-Mayor
Waugh had declared in ringing tones, musical de-

- beres to his tongue, that he was for the boys at the
- front and against Sir Wilfrid, Isaac Pitblado started
 the real business of the meeting.

Now, Winnipeg is proud of Isaac Pitblado, perhaps
it is not too much to say that it loves him for his
~ Teal worth and downright sincerity of character,
and admires him for his unusual abilities. But
Winnipeg had been sorely disappointed in Isaac. It
believed that at the meetings of the Resolutions
ittee he had probably waged a strong fight
against the machines from the West. It w4s grieved,

hOwwer, that for the sake of an apparent but un-
Teal party unity he had failed to carry the battle to
- the floor 6f the convention,

It takes a big man to admit his mistakes in public.
,h 4 clear cut speech Mr. Pitblado advocated an out-
and-out declaration for conscription, the formation
And support of a National Win-the:War Government,
4 repudiation of the leadership of Sir Wilfrid Laur-
- ler and united action with South Winnipeg Conser-
~ Vatives if that could be arranged.

Then came the Hon. A. B. Hudson in his confes-
®lon of hig political faith. If Winnipeg had been
imted in Mr. Pitblado, it had been still more
Mmumq in Mr. Hudson’s apparent surrender

8pite—or because of—the Scotch burr that still ad- ~
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to the Western . machine element. « Mr. Hudson's
conscience had troubled him, and he thad given out
a .signed ‘‘explanation” that had failed to explain.
The futile attempt had done him great injury. Never-
theless, he was given a very cordial reception. In
less than five minutes he made a clear-cut declara-
tion of his beliefs. He advocated conscription of
men, contributions of wealth, the formation of a
National Government and a umion of forces in the
coming elections of all those who believe in a win-
the-war policy.

Then came Hon. T. C. Norris, who had to face
considerable heckling. There were those who want-
ed to know why he had failed to stand his ground
in the convention. They were insistent, but the
Premier wasn’t answering gquestions! His confes-
sion of faith was similar to that of Hon. A. B. Hud-
son. He would support a National Government with
Sir Robert Borden at its head—but he would prefer
a change in Premiers. He suggested the name of
Sir Adam Back. Ag for Sir Wilfrid Laurier, he
could no longer support him.

This was a South Winnipeg meeting only, but as-
suredly it voiced the sentiments of true Liberalism
in ‘Manitoba. I am greatly mistaken if it does not
also represent the opinions of most of the rank and
file of Liberalism in the three provinces farther
West. Before this appearg in print, it may be that
a National Government satisfactory to both con-
scriptionistConservatives and conscriptionistLib-
erals will be announced from Ottawa. 1In that case,
there can be little doubt of a victory in the West
for the win-the-war policy. It is the Premier’s op-
portunity, it is the opportunity of the prominent
Liberals with whom he is negotiating to rise above
party considerations, give and take a little on either
side, and unite to support the policy which they
have’ at heart.

(There was a time when we had statesmen in
Canada who would have measured up to this oppor-
tunity. 1 am not saying that we have not got them
to-day. Certain it is, that Sir John A. Macdonald
would very soon have taken advantage of such an
opportunity as this to unite with him political op-
ponents in order to assure the success of a palicy
of vital importance. I left the hall with a sincere
adm‘irati'on for the patriotic spirit of Liberalism at
its best.

Criticizing Chisholm

Victuria, B C.
Editor, Canadian Courler:

The “Man from Windermere” has said his say.
(He has filled several pages with his own opinions
and apparently is thoroughly convinced that he has
voiced the sentiments of the West.

But he has another ‘“‘think” coming to him, Any
man who starts out with the idea that by making
an assertion, and making it very boldly, he thereby
proves it to be a fact, is away off his base.

‘Wiho gave him authority to say that the West
“is practically a unit of approval on conscription?”
The suggestion that anyone who doubts his state-
ment will soon be convinced by offering to bet
money on an election is no evidence. This could
only prove that there were fewer "antls” than “pros”
—not that there were none.

With equal arrogance he states that “nobody
wants an election.” Doubtless “nobody” is his au-
thority for this. Thousands of somebodies would
tell him differently. : :

His statement that there is every “constitutional”
and no “common sense” argument for an election
is pretty rough on the framers of the constitution.
His ideas on common sense, and mine, evidently
differ. :

He acknowledges that the Parliament was elected
when nobody thought of war. That in itself is suffi-

,cient evidence that we mneed an ¢ection when

everybody is thinking of war—that is, if it is the-

intention to give the people any say in the matter.
He says “it is a thousand pities that Sir Wilfrid
could not hear the voice of Canada calling him.”
There is not the slightest reason in the world for
imagining that Sir Wilfrid has not heard ;he' call,
and that he is answering. The man from Winder-
mere simply happens to be one of those who fail to
recognize that a man may differ from him in opin-
ion and still be a genuine patriot.
‘It is evident that he has arrived at the same
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mental  location as thousands of others in both
East and ‘West, and gone absolutely “war mad.”
He sees no other way out of the world catastrophe,
than by raising the “Win-the-War” cry, a cry that
bids fair to ruin the whole country and Empire.

Instead of using his undoubted ability in the form-
ing of a sane judgment during the present crisis,
he deliberately sets himself to fan all the baser ele-
ments in a man’s nature in a wild enthusiasm for
an impossible proposition; viz., “a decision by force
of arms.” The cost in blood and manhood is not to
be considered. Millions of men are to be sent to
be slaughtered in defence &f a freedom which is
taken from them before they go.

Mr. C.s remarkable simile of the “froth that is
making all the noise” acts like a boomerang. His
article contains not a single argument that could
not be torn in shreds in half the space it occupies.

It is the difference of a man who has come to his
own conclusions and absolutely refuses to enter-
tain the idea that anyone who opposes him can
Dpossibly be right. If he will eliminate his super-
abundance of slang and verbosity and get down to
plain, dignified English, what he has to say might
carry more weight. :
H. E. PEIRCE.

H. G. Fricker, Organist

We may as well admit that the British’ have all
other nations musically beaten in playing the pipe
organ. (We persist in saying pipe organ, even
though we are assured by one of these British
masters that we- shou.ld simply say “organ” and
let it go at that.)

More great organists nowadays come from the
British Isles than from all other countries combined.
France used to thrill us with Guilmant. The United
States gave us cold creeps years ago with Frederic
Archer—who was probably a Britisher in the first
place. Germany, Italy, Austria, any other countrys
in Burope may have great organists, but we never
hear them and as a rule their names don’t get into
print. Russia has no organists whatever, because
Russia has no organs.

And last week one of the greatest English organ-
ists broke the’musical ice in Canada by giving his
first recital in this country. Mr. Fricker, late of
Leeds, England, now “organist and choirmaster of
the Metropolitan Methodist ‘Church, Toronto, and
new conductor of the Mendelssohn Choir, has al-
ready established himself as a master at the art of
making a big organ act like an orchestra and a
choir in one.

It is a coincidence that a generation ago the lead-
ing choral organization of Canada was also conduct-
ed from the console of the Metropolitan organ, in
the days when F. H. Torrington was our first con-
ductor and organist. Things have changed since
then. There is & difference between the old Phil-
harmonic Society and the Mendelssohn Choir; and
a vast difference between the old maiden lady of an
organ that used to discourse so sedately to big con-
gregations in the 7¢’s, 80’s, and 90’s, and the solemn

(Continued on page 25.)

~ .
The Canadian Language
By ARCHIBALD MacMECHAN
FRENCH SCHOLAR, who made and published
a study of French as it is spoken in Quebec
was, in consequence, practically expelled from
the Royal Society of Canada. He was condemned

Junheard, but the incident is probably the most excit-

ing in the annals of that august but somewhat som-
nolent body. No similar penalty can befall the pen-
man who ventures to take up the other, or English,
side of the question; for the results—ean only be flat-
tering to our national pride. English, as she is
spoken in Canada, is so far superior to all other
varieties that it is astonishing no one has remarked

_the fact.

A short argument will convince any doubter. Our
American cousins speak with a ‘“Yankee twang.”
The Irish have a “brogue,” the Scotch are noted for
their “burr.” But the funniest of all are the English.
They spgak “with an English accent,” a manifestly

B (Ooncluded on-page 22.) .
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TIDY little transportation problem is im-
A volved #n the mobilizing of half a million
or more troops and moving them to
the eastern sea-board for embarkation
on a fleet of troopships and, of course, the brunt
of the burden must fall on the railways, and it
is for just such a job that Uncle Sam has
accepted the services of the best men on the
American Railway Association. The task set

[
[

women do speak louder and faster in joy than
in grief, and at the approach of some long

" looked-for and greatly desired event do become
sometimes almost hysterical. The stage manager
and actress, knowing this, ‘work up’ the scene
accordingly. But after the sad news, which, of
course, breaks her down into tragic weeping, ‘tha
soldiers are heard marching by outside. Miss
Cowl is supposed to be a brave French girl. She
springs to the window, and mastering her sobs,

_these men was to co-ordinate the vast railway
. System of the United States with the military
machine and, according to John W. Russell. who
writes on the subject in the Railroad Man’s Maga-
zine, they have gone far on the way towards accom-
plishing that objective. ‘“The Association has, in
effect,” says Mr. Russell, “become a part of the
armed forces of the United States, ready, on re-
ceiving orders from Washington, to take the re-
sponsibility of carrying those orders into effect by
transportation activities similar to those included in
the plans of the army staffs of Continental Europe;
and by providing, as far as possible, the railway
units of special trained men corresponding to the
railway arm of the military services abroad.”

Coal and iron ore have been givem the right of
way in order to supply New England and the manu-
facturing districts; duplicate passenger services
either have been, or are about to be, abolished, and
the freighting facilities of the roads have been pooled.

They are prepared, so Mr. Russell declares, to
mobilize 80,000 men a day at New York. TIn other
words, they can move a field army—the highest
definite unit of American army organization—from
Chicago to the gangways of troopships in New York
harbour within 24 hours of receiving the command.
To move a fleld army of 80,000 troops they would
require 6,229 cars made up into 366 trains, with as
many locomotives, each train having 17 cars. I'rans-
portation for the seldiers requires 2,115 passenger
cars, while the animals, military vehicles, guns, sup-
plies, et cetera, are distributed among 1,899 stock-
cars, 775 flat cars, 1,055 box cars, and 385 baggage-
cars. :

“These figures, after all,” éunments Mr. Russell,
“represent but an insignificant fraction of Umcle
Sam’s railroad resources. They account for only
.7 of one per cent. of the locomotives, 4.2 per cent.
of the passenger-cars, and .2 of one per cent. of
the freight equipment.”

The field army of 80,000 taken as our hypothesis,
when entrained and equipment and supplies loaded,

proceeds in an assigned

This Week’s Bill of Fare
Rails and Moving Armies
(Railroad Magazine.)

»

" The Actor and His Tricks

(American Magazine.)
l!‘
1917 Millionaires'in Japan

(Munsey’s.)
t 4

Warfield’s First Cue

(McClure’s.)

; 4
»

Opulent Negroes in Gotham
(New York Times.)

”®

Russia’s Industrial Terror
(The Outlook.) 3

carrying the exact number of troops.

In eleven days the whole of the British expe-
ditionary force of about 120,000 men was on French
soil, The trains sent from London and other British
cities ran at twelve-minute intervals; at Paris the
intervals were probably less.

n § ~wire-

NE of the keenest pleasures the theatre
affords,” says Walter Prichard Baton, in
the American Magazine, “is to watch the

players and discriminate, or try to discriminate, be-

tween what is an imaginative and unique creation
in their zimpat)sona.ti,o.ns, and what is a mere trick
of acting, a conventional short cut. If more people
in the playhouse made the effort thus to discriminate,

(143

she waves to the troops and cries, “Vive la France!
Vive I’ Angleterre!” In that cry is the courage cf the
self-sacrificing patriot. In it, too, she puts her grief.
In it, too, she puts a certain blind resentment against
fate, a tragic defiance, almost. It is a thrilling
moment, finely and imagin-atively conceived, belong-
ing to that particular character in that special situa-
tion, and to mo other. It is a bit of real creative
acting. :

“So far as acting is a matter of calculated conven-
tion, a studied and almost systematized method of
making what is artificial seem natural enough to
cause illusion, it may be said to be, in the words of
Mr. Arliss, ‘a bag of tricks.” Tt becomes creative art
at the point where it ceases to be systematized, where
it ceases to have a method, and what the actor does
or says, ‘how he does or says it, impresses us as be-
lenging to that one character in that one play and to
no other character or play whatsoever. Here is
where imagination, inspiration—call it wh'aft you will
—enters in. Here is where we begin to see the dif-
ference between th great actor and the routime per-
former. Here is where the critic has to cease analyz-
ing, and sits back to enjoy.” ; ;

»

~ AKE up any book, says Charles H. ’Dhur-ber, in
T ‘the Canadian Magazine, and you will find it

offers as many as or more varieties in ma-
terials than the dinnertable, The first thing you
see is the cloth on the cover, which can be followed
a long way to the fields where the plant was grown,
through the mills where the cloth was manufactured,
and then to the special book-cloth mill where the
cloths are put through a secret process. There is
the dye which must have been used in colouring the
cloth, There is, perhaps, gold on the cover, real
gold, which leads us to consideration of the ancient
art of the gold-beater. Without opening the book
you see that it is composed of a great mass of paper.
What is the paper made of? Rags from a Mediter-
ranean port, or pulp, the ignoble end of some mon-

; arch of the forest?

order in 366 trainloads- there would be @ much wider appreciation of tho Here is a whole vast in-

: In Chicago at the sta- actor’s art, and a better understanding. What are What dustry with all its rami-

Rails and tion chosen, the sched- yeally the tricks in acting are those things a player fications, from the ma-
ule is fixed; the train-  geeg in a given situation to create a dramatic effect, Makes a Book. ‘terials and chemicals

Moving Armies || despatcher and the o achieve illusion, to make the artificial seem e % used to the nations that
o yardmaster see that it natural and which he can use in any other similar Anyhow ! contribute  them, an

is kept by departing situation; which are, in short, a sort of stock in - emormous industry: with

trains; the division trade, or, ré;ther, a machine-made tool employed by many picturesque _fea-

superintendents along the route, assisted by the
despatchers, maintain the rate of movement, and
the trains arrive in New York on time.

Speed and the intervals between oufgoing trains
might depend, nevertheless, upon military and naval
arrangements made in New York. If a fleet of allied
transport ships, strongly convoyed, had been made
ready to take the army aboard, a speed equal to that
made in the ﬁrz{ns»porba‘tion of European armies by
rail could be attained.

Big as the American Railway Association’s war-
time job sounds, it shrinks into almost negligible

- quantities when compared with the task of handling
the military masses of Europe.

During the German drive for Calais, the French

" railroad service sent over 3,000 trainloads of poilus

G

in 2 little over a day and @ half. On August 4, 1914,
the day of the British declaration of war against
Germany, the general manager of one railroad, on

' opening pealed government orders, began to send

~out trains ‘which within seven days amounfed to

ninety in number; each train on fixed schedule,

made up of the extra number of cars assigned, and

s #
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his head rather than his heart or his imagination.
‘What are the true creative things in acting are those
effects the actor achieves by a deep imaginative

realization of the particular character he is playing,

which he uses in that play and that play alone, which
would fit nowhere else, and die with the part.

“In the last act of Jane Cowl’s new play, ‘Lilac
Time,” as it was originally played, there is a good
illustration of what is trickery and what is creative
artistry in acting. The scene begins in a subdued
and sombre key, because Miss Cowl’s soldier lover
has been away for a year, and his fate is uncertain.
Then comes @ letter from him, seized upon with
happy and tparful excitement, then the news that
his- regiment is arriving that very morning. The
e),:cirtement'increases, the action grows faster, until
finally, when the major of the regiment enters the
room, the actress rushes to him like a young whirl-
wind. His face is very grave, and into this speed,
this excitement, he drops the word that the lover
has been killed. So far there is nothing here which

tures. There is glue;' there are bits of cloth to hold
the book into the binding; there is thread used to
sew the leaves together; there is ink on the pages.
How did the ink get on the pages in the form which
makes an fintelligible, readable document? It was
put there by pressing the paper against metal—
metal type, or more likely in these days, metal plates.
Where did the metal come from? How many dif-
ferent .kinds of metals are used? How are they
arranged in just this particular way? There may
be pictures. How did they -come into being? If all
the materials that go into @ book were merely thrown ;

"together we. should no more have a book than we

isn’t an ancient trick alike of acting and stage man- s i
agement, based, of course, on the fact that men and-  Men have recorded their thoughts and achie

4

should have 3& dinner if the materials on the dinner-
table were thrown together. It is the cook who
takes the materials for the dinner-table, arranges
them properly, saves them from becoming a mess
and makes them a dinner. So there must be some
agency to perform a like funotion for the materials
which go into a book. There must be, to carry out
the figure, a book cook. That, for many years, has
been my job. ; A e

S




. an actor.

ments from prehistoric times, so that books in one
form or another are among the most ancient posses-
sions of the human race. Hammurabi published his
wonderful code, which has been preserved to us these
thousands of years to be discovered again only in
the present gemeration, by means of baking il in
bricks, The commandments were graven on stone;
many ancient records have been discovered graven
on stone. Books were written on papyrus, on tablets
of wood or ivory, and later, writing on parchment
until the discovery of printing was the only method
generally practised for producing books in the Euro-
pean civilizations.

The parties involved in the production of the book
are the author, the publisher, the printer or manu-
facturer, and the buyer or public. These different
parties to the transaction are generally all different
individuals. A few large publishers are also printers
or manufacturers, and occasionally an author under-
takes to be his own publisher.

Authors often have the feeling that t'herr work

is not given careful consideration by publishers.

They should remember that the publisher has no
other way of making his living except by selling
books and that he can’t sell books munless he gets
saleable books on his list. The foundation of every
publishing house is the securing of good books, and
it must continue to secure a constant stream of such
good books or it will fail. Mistakes of judgment are
made, of course. “Ben Hur” sought a publisher for
some ten years, and “David Harum” was rejected
by most of the great publishing houses in the United
States before one editor saw its possibilities and
opened the way to its enormous sales. On the other

hand, great sums of money have been lost on books"

which never returned the cost of their printing
Most people can hide a fair share of their mistakes,
and generally do. The publisher must flaunt his
mistakes in the eyes of all the world. When he has
cooked his intellectual dinner he invites every one
to partake of it and he is seldom so fortunate as
to please all of his guests. He often has the experi
ence of being commended and condemned for pre-
cisely the same thing and oocasuonally in the same
mail.
L

; HEN David Warfield was a youngster nothing
W could rid him of the happy habit of making

other folk laugh nor could parental opposition
stay his ambition to become an actor. In the telling
of his own s.tm'y in McClure’s magazine, he explains
this irrepressible urge to make mirth which marked
him as “the bad boy” of his class when he was
attending public school as being nothing less than
the waking of those instincts which later made him
“I got a lot of fun out of upsetting things,”
he says, “anything I could reach that could be tipped
over I tipped over, with a pretext or without one.
- Tt made my schoolmates laugh. I found I could make
them laugh still more by asking the teacher absurd
questions, and if I could manage to upset her by
making her forget her dignity and laugh, too, I
thought T had scored a triumph.”

At fourteen he was 'selling programmes.
the first step towards the goal he had set for him-
self when, as a small boy, he first felt the fascination
of everything connected with the theatre. His father
ridiculed his ambition to become an actor and her
boy’s hankering for the
stage sorely distressed
his mother, who ecould
see nothing behind the
footlights more enticing
than a tilted trail to
vagabondage. ;,

“This opposition at
: home taught me one
thing,” he remarks, “‘and I want to say right here
that if I had a boy he could try being what he
wanted to be without my tryin® to dissuade him,
- even if he picked out being.a street-car conductor
~ or a locomotive engineer. He might turn out it the
~end to be a great tramsportation king! I had my
lesson when I was a boy—I wanted to be an actor,
though there may -not have been any particular mani-
te.sta,tion of talent in me to justify it. But it was
My ambition, and my experience has convinced me
that any normal ambition that a child has should be
encouraged, instead of opposed, by his parents”

Warfield’s First
Apﬁearance

. on the"Stage,

‘actors.

It was ;
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It is characteristic of Mr. Warfield that he should
recount only the funny side of his first two failures.

. His mimicry of dialects made a place for him as
. Melter Moss, a Jew in “The Ticket of Leave Man,”

in a repertory company playing-on a tour of the
smaller California towns. He knew absolutely noth-
ing of the business of make-up and made an awful
mess of the false nose with which he attempted to
change his nationality for the part. “I knew false
noses were made of putty,” he says, “but never
having heard of theatrical putty, I went to a glazier’s
and bought some of the ordinary kind. I made up
for the performance with it, after a lot of trouble,
and borrowed some grease paint from one of the
Then I put on my beard. The string of it
stuck out, but that was the least of my worries. As
soon as the stage began to get warm in the course
of the first act my nose began to slip. I kept trying
to push it back into place, but the putty kept melting
and touching it.only smeared up my face. Altogether
my first professional appearance was like nothing
in the world so much as a child playing at acting in
a cellar.”

He made a second attempt to catch public favour
a year later., This time with a specialty whicii in-
cluded German, Irish and Ttalian dialect sbomes with
burlesque imitations of Bernhardt, Irving and Sal-
vini. “It was an exhibition without any question at
all,” he says. Stifling an impulse to Tun and act
some other day he got onto the stage somehow. “I
put on a smile and tried to speak, but there was
something the matter with my voice. I began a
story, but the thread of it got lost—my Italian was
speaking German and my Irishman ‘was trying to

talk with an Italian accent.
began to look at each other and grin.

““Try a song!’ someone shouted, and there were
other suggestions from the audience—less pleasant

People in the audlence

ones. I began my story all over again.

“I had good material to work with if I could get it
over—I knew that. But I didn’t know how to get it
over. I didn’t even gknow how to make myself heard.

There was a lot of noise in the theatre at best, and

as I struggled on with my story it increased to an
uproar. The stage manager beckoned to me from
the wings. The ourta.imwas coming down, but not
soon enough for the audience. I heard a hissing as
if ten thousand steam pipes had suddenly burst. I
bowed, tried to smile, and walked off—a failure. The
manager, disgusted, told me to wash up and g0
home.”

After that he decided to leave San Jrancisco and
come back again .only as a star—a resolution made
in a spirit of youthful brayado mixed with disap-
pointment. “And, just as it might happen in a story,
that is the way I did reburn,”” says Mr. Warfield.

“I did not go back to San Francisco till thirteen
years larte'r. when I was ﬂhying in “The Auctioneer,’

No
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My mother had never seen me act till then, and she
sat through the first act of the play amazed, unable
to realize it all. She could see only a great big
house where the people almost hung on the rafters.
She did not really enjoy the play till she had seen
it about six times.”

»

N O one can give an inclusive and entirely accurate

picture of Russia to-day, says Gregory Mason,

in The Outlook; the country is too large and
too varied for that. A good deal of evidence can be
found to support either a pessimistic or an optimistic
view of Russia's future.

There is much that is amusingly childish in the
present conduct of the Russian people—and here I
use the word people as
it is used in Russia, not
as we use it id America.
When an educated and

Russia’s Terror—

The well-to-do American re-
fers to ‘“‘the American

Industrials people,” he includes
; himself. But when an

educated and weil-to-do
Russian speaks of “the Russian people,” he does not
mean himself. He is a member of the obshestva—of
society, as we might say. By “the people”—that is,
narod—he means persons far less fortunate than
himself in the possession of education, culture, rank,
and wealth. Such is the vast gulf between the upper
and the lower classes in Russia. But to-day it is the
narod which has come into its own. The phrase
“the people” is approaching the meaning which n:
has in America. :

Naturally the narod is sometimes amusing in its
determination to- extend democracy. The red flag
flies everywhere in Russian cities—on buildings
which never flew any flag before and on the front
of every street car in Petrograd. The great stone
figure of Catherine the Great, who looks out onto the
Nevsky Prospect from a park near the centre of that
long avenue of commerce and society, holds an
absurd litfle red flag in her massive hand. The
Imperial eagles have been ripped off the facades of
all Government buildings in Russia, and in one city
the American eagle before the American Consulate
was draped in red to save him from the zealous
narod, to whom all eagles look alike just now.

Russia is filled with tavarischi in uniform who
are rambling through the country on a grand national
picnic. . They seem to have a passion for travel, and
the trains, street cars, and river steamers are so
monopolized by these tavarischi that civilians travel
now only under the most extreme necessity, The |
soldiers never pay any fare, even when riding first -
class, The cabman, who now charges tremendous
prices to civilians, drives his soldier tavarisch about
town for a pittance,

The train on which I came through Siberia was
stopped frequently by soldiers, who insisted that the
famous weekly Trans-Siberian express be held whike
the troop trains on which they were going—not to
the front, but home—went ahead. They were also
constantly trying to board our train and ride there.
But mark this, for it throws an important light on
Russian character: each time that the soldiers tried
to come aboard, one of the trainmen would stand
at each platform. entrance and hold the tavarischi
in argument until the train was ready to start. After
it had begun to move he would leap aboard, and
by ithat time it would be going so fast that only five
or six soldiers would manage to reach each plat-

- form. Apparently it never occurred to the big

bearded muzhiks to brush the trainmen aside and
force their way onto the train. Now I venture to
say that if -t\o-day there were France, England,
America, or almost any country but Russia, such a
situation as exists in Russia, the-soldiers would not
argule about riding on the trains, they would simply
take possession of them. And, what is more, they
would ride in the sleeping and dining cars, instead
of meekly remaining on the platforms, as these Rus-
sians did, A very happy and a very tame anarchy
is this Russian variety--as usually exemplified
thus far,

Nevertheless, the whole recent tendency in Russia
has been a movement towards a social revolution.
Bvery one can call himsel? a tavarisch, but not

_every one can be regarded as such_by the real elect.
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. ‘War tothe-knife has been declared against capital,
and ‘the authorized Amnarehists carry .papers as proof
-ol-their authority. There you have: Russia reversed
again,

The Czar and Empress are less unpopular in Rus-
sia to-day than almost any capitalist. In fact, nearly
every one has forgotten that his late rulers are alive,
whereas all of the narod are only too keenly aware
of the existence of the capitalists, whom many of
them believe ought to be killed or exiled.

If there is bloodshed, it will probably be the work-
men who will cause it. They are parading the
streets constantly, armed with the military rifles
which they captured in the Revolution, and the use
of which they understand only enough to endanger
the lives of all within range when they begin shoot-
ing. The red flag is prominent in all these parades,
emblazoned with such slogans as “Down with Capi-
talism!” but lately the red flag has /become “too
tame,” as a workingman said to me, and now the
black flag is frequently seen.

I shall never forget the first procession of this sort
which I saw on the Nevsky Prospect. It was the
funeral of a tavarisch supposed to have been “lgjlled/
by capitalism,” and the marchers were in a Sullen
mood. They marched slowly, dragging their rifles
in the most unmilitary manner. They were smallish
men, stooped and twisted, their faces pinched and
bearing an expression which was partly hang-dog,
partly malignant, and wholly irresponsible; a tre-
mendous contrast to the healthy, boyish faces of the
young soldiers and peasants from the country who
watched them pass. 'They looked fit for any kind
031 \m‘ad, destructive orgy. / Yet they seemed, some-
‘how, not to blame for their appearance, which ex-
cited pity as well as fear in the onlooker. For the
look which made them fearful was the stamp of in-
d.us-trialisni, the mark of the beast which the factory
had put upon their brows.

If there is a Terror, these industrials are the men
who will make it, and the industrial situation is the
weakest spot in weak Russia to-day; it is far worse
than the demoralized military situation. All over
Russia the workers are striking for impossible de-
mands. Given one hundred or two hundred per cent.
increase in wages, they have frequently asked for
as much as five or six hundred. 'Bhe result is that
many factories have closed up; but sometimes the
workers have forbidden this and tried to run the
plants on a co-operative basis. Sqme Englishmen
who announced that they would close their factories
and return to England because the demands of the
workers were so ruinous to business were told:

“Oh, no, you won’t. You’ll stay here and run these
factories for us, the workers.”

»

APAN’S position in the great world struggle seems
J to be somewhere near the tip-most top of a
pinnacle of dazzling prosperity—a regular Fuji-
yama of net profits, so to speak. A flood of gold has
set towards the inland empire from the coffers of
her allies and great rivers of merchandise and muni-
tions go down to the seven seas from Nippon and
such like centres of
Japanese industry to
displace German trade
~and all the gaps left
open by the closing of
so many factories in
France and the disrup-
tion of industry gener-
ally throughout Europe.
The result has been the creation of a new army
of little brown millionaires, or, as a writer in Mun-
sey’s Magazine puts it, “Japan is almost as full of
millionaires these days as a cherry tree is of blos-
soms in the gpring.” There is no lack of lavish
living in the re-distribution of this newly acquired
wealth, but in the main the successful merchants;
and promoters of Nippon are enjoying their money
with calmness and discretion. As to the manner
of their spending the writer in Munsey’s says: They
of the land of the Mikado, simply as they often live
when they must, have the ability to spend more
money with less ostentation than any race, except
perhaps New Yorkers of the true Knickerbocker

strain.
“To spread open your books under the light of your
lamp,” wrote. a sage of old Nippon, “and hold com-

1917
Millionaires

in Japan

-munion with men of 'bi'gone ages,
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i3 surpassingly
comfortable.” . :

It is the-height: of luxury -for -a-Japanese; however,
to be able to say that he is reading the words of a
philosopher in the original manuscript; and he -is
willing to pay enormously for that satisfaction.
Ancient scripts have risen remarkably in price during
the last two years. It is nothing unusual these days
for a wealthy collector to pay twenty or thirty thou-
sand dollars for a little scrap of classic poetry.

In bidding for antique works of art, the newly rich
of Japan regard no limit but the snow-cap of Fuji.
Tiny vases covered with glorious glaze, the work of
long-dead poets of the clay, are being sold for st'lms
which would stagger Fifth Avenue.

Some of the new millionaires of Japan have taken
up golf, which they play on links maintained in the
most approved style. They are building country
houses like castles of old in splendour. They are
following many American and European ways, and
vet, lavishly as they are scattering large incomes in
air, they are wonderfully influenced by subtle refine-
ments inherited from their ancestors.

For the pleasures of the table they cars little. Any
one who has seen a Japanese sipping a cocktail
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‘parish house.
-and a cheir of forty voices.

throughout an entire meal, and bestowing more
thought on the bouquet of champagne than on its
effect, will realize that there is a vast difference be-
tween the standards of the Occident and those of
the Island Kingdom, even in treading the wisteria
path of gastronomic dalliance. Mostly the extrava-
gance of the newly rich of Japan finds vent in en-
dowing colleges, assembling treasures of literature
and art, and ministering to those senses and desires
through which men mourish the soul.

»

N uptown New York, occupying a section which
l a decade ago included one of the city’s best resi-
dential districts, flourishes the wealthiest negro
colfny in the world, says one of the staff writers
on the New York Times. There are those among it3
members who count their fortunes in six figures.

The colony extends roughly from 131st Street io
144th Street, and from Seventh Avenue to the Har-
lem River. -It is, however, constantly lengthening
and widening, and in two years’ time the negro popu-
lation has swelled from 50,000 to 70,000.

More than 500 negroes in the . district occupy
private houses which rent fronf $720 to $1,200 a year.
More than 250 own their own homes. A pioneer
negro real estate man in Harlem, estimates that
about one-+third of the real estate in the section is
owned by negroes. 3

The colony has a dozen churches. The largest,
St. Philip’s Protestant BEpiscopal Church, is in 134th
Street, near Seventh Avenue. ' It was designed by

a firm of negro architects and was built at a cost

of $250,000 a few years ago. In the rear is a large
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St. Philip’s has 1,900 communicants,

*“The - Metropolitan Baptist Church, at 120 Waest
138th Street, runs a grocery and butcher store and
a real estate business for the ‘benefit of its conére-
gation. It recently started to purchase fgr invest-
ment purposes a house a month., In addition to the
churches, there are countless religious missions. The
colony . supports three weekly newspapers and a
fraternal paper devoted to negro affairs. Social life
in the colony finds its expression_ in church festivals
and clubs. The principal war topic, it may be re-
marked, is the Fifteenth Regiment, N.G.N.Y., of
which the colony is tremendously proud. It wili tell
you that the regiment was the first in the State to
receive its full military quota, and that when it gets
to the front and into the fighting it will do the same
valiant deeds as a certain other negro regiment did
at San Juan Hill, Santiago, Cuba, back in 1898.

Prisoners of the Terai

(Concluded frcm page 10.)

rolling down Joan’s cheeks now. Her eyes yearned
towards her brother like those of a mother who sees
her child in danger. And then the most extraordinary
thing happened. The apparently. lifeless figure of
Jack Polgarthen stirred slowly. The light crept baci
to his eyes. He lifted his arms a little. And at last
he caught hold of a friendly hand and stepped to
the ground. He clung to his sister like a child.

Colverton and Blundell were crying like children.
Salpetriere was crying and laughing and dancing all
at once. But Joan led her brother quietly away
from them all and made him lie down. She pillowed
his head on her lap. Her hands were stroking his
face, and sometimes she whispered to him, little
piteous bits of tenderness.

EANWHILE ‘the Chief Priest, anxious to con-

ciliate, had ranged his assistants opposite the

other miches, where they were employing - their
powers to bring back the prisoners to life. g

The result was beginning to show itself as Blundell
and Colverton and the others turned away from the
Polgarthens. All round the Temple the figures in
the niches were stepping and stumbling to the ground.
Some crumbled to dust even as they stirred. Others
staggered a few steps. The infantryman of the
Mutiny period, who had seemed to be a mere boy,
grew old and grey before the very eyes of those who
watched him. His face shrivelled into the lines of
old age. His eyes lost their freshness. He became
an old, old man in a few minutes.

“I be one o’ Havelock’s men,” he whispered,
hoarsely, and then collapsed. When they picked him
up he was already dead.

“There were $o many of us,” said Polgarthen,
afterwards. ‘“We were shadows in a world of
shadows. We were separated from the living and
the dead. Some had been so for centuries. Our
world was without sight or sound. Space did mot
exist or time or matter. We were not properly con-
scious of each other. Yet, when Joan tried to draw
me back to the world, I was conscious of an atmos-
phere of hostility. Then suddenly I escaped ana the
other world went right away.” |

Then he himself went off into a long, easy sleep,
which Salpetriere declared was the best thing he
could do. The others delayed their departure long
enough to set the Temple blazing and then the air-
ship climbed swiftly into the sky, leaving the
Teraians standing helplessly round the wreckage.

Just to Read Aloud

WHELLKNOWN business man, who was lately

married, took out some life assurance last
Thursday. Coming up-town Monday morning, he
was accosted by one of his friends with the saluta-
tion: “What’s the matter, old man, you look wor-
ried?” “Well, to be honest with you I am. You
know, I took out some life assurance last Thursday.”
“Yes,” replied the sympathetic friend, “but what
has that to do with the woe-begone expression on
your face?” “Well, the very next day after.I had
it written my wife bought a new cook-book. Pos-
sibly it’s all right, but it certainly looks suspicious.
~Kansas City Star..

(Continued on page 27.)
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DA NE COOLIDGE

Author of “The Desert Trail”

IMROCK JONES, prospector, discovers the
Tecolote copper mine in Arizona. The mine
is rich in ore, but Rimrock is “broke.”” He gets
$10 from Lockhart, a local banker. With it he
plays Faro and wins thousands. = Another throw
and he loses all. While searching for ‘‘Apex”
McBain, his chief enemy, he meets Mary Fortune,
McBain’s typist. To her he explains how McBain
euchred him out of the mine that put Gunsight on
the map. She lends him ‘$400 on the security of
an un-named share in the Tecolote.  Rimrock
comes back later with a bag of gold ore on which
he gets $2,000 loan from Lockhart. The ore was
borrowed from a Mexican; whereby Rimrock begins
to get even with a man who had previously robbed
him. Rimrock goes down to New York and
floats a company. He comes back, repays Lock-
hart,  and tries to pay Mary Fortune her $400.
Mary Insists on the ‘“share” he had promised her,
She names one per cent. Rimrock is trapped.
That one per cent. throws the casting vote to Mary.
The New York man has 49; Rimrock 51. It takes
Rimrock’s 50 and Mary’s 1 to control the mine.
In a motor-ride to the Tecolote Rimrock pro-
poses marriage to Mary Fortune. She postpones
her decision. Surveyors arrive to line the rall-
road from Gunsight to  Tecolote. ‘““Apex”
MegBain and his gang undertake to jump Rimrock’s
claim. Rimrock arrives on the scene single-
handed with his gun. In the scrimmage, he shoots
McBain. Rimrock Is placed under arrest on a
charge of murder. Unable to get bail, he also
refuses to engage a lawyer, preferring to conduct
his own case on a man-justice basis. Meanwhile
Mary Is made Secretary of the Company. Jepson,
manager for the New York interests, arrives. Mary
visits Rimrock in Jail ‘and urges him to secure
counsel. He refuses. Rimrock’s trial comes on.
He Is acquitted, and returns to Gunsight. Mrs,
Hardesty, the “Tiger Lady,” arrives in Gunsight.
She Is a friend of the New York Interests,
Rimrock meets her and takes her up to the hotel
balcony, forgetting his appointment with Mary
there. Mary sees them and slips away unseen.
She later Informs Rimrock that she is going to
New York to have a long-deferred operation per-
formed. He intuitively perceives that she is jea-
< lous. Mary leaves for the East, and Rimrock is
in a fix. Somebody should stay and oversee Jep-
. son, and Rimrock has promised Mrs. Hardesty to
return to New York. She suggests that Rimrock
follow Mary, and explain, which he decides to do.
Rimrock searches in New York for months with-
out finding Mary. The “Tiger Lady” gradually
weaves a spell of fascination around him. While
at the opera with her, he sees Mary. "She recog-
nizes Rimrock, but in anger at ‘the other woman”’
she passes on. Rimrock tries to overtake her, but
Is held back by the “Tiger Lady.”” She asks him
to her rooms, but he refuses.

CHAPTER XX,
A Letter From the Secretary.

S MRS. HARDESTY guessed, Rimrock was
hurrying away in order to follow Mary
Fortune; and as Rimrock guessed, she had

3 invited him in to keep him from doing just
that. She had failed, for once, and it hurt her pride;
but Rimrock failed as well. After a swift spin
through the streets he returned to his hotel and
called up his de¢ective in a rage.

“Say, what kind of an agency are you running,
anyhow?” he demanded when he got his man.
“Ain’t you been working ten months to find Mary
Fortune? Well, 1 met her to-night, on the street.
What'’s that you say’ Tperes three million people!
Well, 1 don't care if there's six—I want you to find
that girl! No, stop her nothing! You lay a hand
-~ on her and I'll come down to your office and kill
~you. Just tell me where she is and keep an eye on

s
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her and I don’t care what you charge.
this in your hat—if you don’t find that girl you’ll
have to sue for your pay!”

The agency had to sue, for ten days later, Rimrock

And paste

received a letter from her hand. It was mailed
from Gunsight, Arizona, and was strictly business
throughout. It was, in fact, the legal thirty days’
notice of the annual meeting of the Company

“n the town of Gunsight, county of Geronimo,
Territory of Arizona, on Tuesday, the 22nd day
of December, to transact the following business,
viz.:

“l—to elect a Board of Directors.

“2—to transact any other business that may
properly come before the meeting.”

R IMROCK read it over and his courage failed him

—dfter all he was afraid to face her. He did
not flatter himself that she hated him; she despised
him, and on account of Mrs. Hardesty., How then
could he hasten back to Gunsight and beg for a
chance to explain? She had fled from his presence
ten months before, on the day after Mrs. Hardesty
came; and ten months later, when she met him by
accident, he was with Mrs. Hardesty again. As far
as he knew Mrs. Hardesty was a perfect lady. She
went out everywhere and was received even by mil-
lionaires on terms of perfect equality—and yet
Mary Fortune scorned her. She scorned her on

-sight, at a single glance, and would not even argue

the matter.
proxy.”

He made it out in the name of L. W. Lockhart
and returned it by the following mail, and then he
called up the detective agency and told them to go
ahead and sue. He told them further that he was
willing to bet that Stoddard knew where she was all
the time; and if they were still working for him, as
he strongly suspected, they could tell him she was
back in Gunsight. Rimrock hung up there and fell
to pacing the floor, and for the first time the busy
city looked gray. It looked drab and dirty, and he
thought longingly of the desert with its miles and
miles of clean sand. He thought of his mine and
how he had fought for it, and of all his friends in
the straggling town; of Old Juan and L. W. and
hearty Old Hassayamp with his laugh and his Texas
yupe. And of Mary Fortune, the typist, as he "had
known her at first-—but now she was sending letters
like this: ;

“Dear Sir: : -

“You are hereby notified that the regular Ane
nual Meeting of the Stockholders of the Tecolote

Rimrock decided to use ‘“the eneclosed

S - &

Mining Company will be held at the offices of
the Company, in the Tecolote Hotel,” etc., etc.
Rimrock threw down the letter and cursed himself
heartily for a fool, a chump and a blackguard. With
a girl like that, and standing all she had from him,
to lose her over Mrs. Hardesty! Who was Mrs.
Hardesty? And why had she gone to Gunsizht and
fetched him back to New York? Was it because he
was crazy that he had the idea that she was an
agent, somehow, of Stoddard? That two thousand
shares of Tecolote stock that she had assured him
Stoddard had sold her, wasn’t it part of their scheme
to lure him away and break up his friendship with
Mary? Because if Mrs. Hardesty had it she had
never produced it, and there was no record of the
transfer on the books. Rimrock brought down his
fist and swore a great oath never to see the woman
again. From the day he met her his troubies had
begun—and now she claimed she loved him!
Rimrock curled his lip at the very thought of any
New York waman in love. There was only one
woman who knew what the word meant, and she
was in Gunsight, Arizona. He picked up her letter
and seanned it again, but his eyes had not learned
to look for love. Even the driest formula, sent from

- one to another, may spell out that magic wbord; may

spell it unconsciously and against the will, if the
heart but rules the hand. Mary Fortune had told him
in that briefest of messages that she was back in
Gunsight again; and furthermore, if he wished to
see her, he could do so in thirty days. It told him,
in faet, that while their personal relations had been
terminated by his own unconsidered acts; as fellow

" stockholders, perhaps even as partners, they might

meet and work together again. But Rimrock was
dense, his keen eyes could not see it, nor his torn
heart find the peace that he sought. Like a wounded
animal he turned on his enemy and fought Stoddard
to keep down the pain. And back at Gunsight, try-
ing to forget her hate, Mary Fortune fought her
battle alone.

HERE was great excitement—it amounted almost
to a panic—when Mary Fortune stepped in on
Jepson. During her unexplained absence he had
naturally taken charge of things, with L. W., of
course, to advise; and to facilitate business he had
moved into the main office where he could work with
the records at hand. Then, as months went by and
neither she nor Rimrock came back to assert their
authority, he had rearranged the offices and moved
her records away. Behind the main office, with its
platesglass windows and imposing furniture and
front, there were two smaller rooms; the Directors’
meeting place and another, now filled with Mary’s
records. A clerk, who did not even know who she
was, sat at his ease behind her fine desk; and back
in the Directors’ room, with its convenient table,
L. W. and Jepson were in conference. She could
see them plainly through the half-opened door, lean-
ing back and smoking their cigars, and in that first
brief interval before they caught sight of her she
sensed that something was wrong.

Of course there were apologies, and Jepson in-
sisted upon moving out or giving her any room she
chose, but Mary assured him she had not come back
permanently and the smaller room would do just as
well. Then she set about writing the notices of the
annual meeting, which had to be sent out by her

r
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bhand, and Jepson recovered from his fright. Per-
haps he recovered too much; for Mary Fortune had
intuitions, and she remembered that first glimpse
of L. W. As the agent of Rharock and his legal re-
presentative, it wls desirable, of course, to be
friends; but Jepson, it was well known, was the
agent of Stoddard, and Stoddard was after their
mine. Therefore it ill became Lockhart, with one
treachery against him, to be found smoking so com-
fortably with Jepson.

O astonished and stunned had she been by the
changes and the sudden suspicions that arose
that Mary at first had é'td‘od startled and silent, and
Jepson had raised his voice. At this he remembered
that she had gone East for an operation to help
restore her hearing and, seeing her now so un-
responsive, he immediately* assumed the worst. So
he shouted his explanations and Mary, flushing,
Informied him that she could hear very well.

“Oh, 1 beg your pardon,” he apologized abjectly;
but she noticed that he kept on shouting. And
then in a flash of sudden resentment she bit her
lips and let him shout. If he still wished to think
that she was deaf as a post she 'would not correct
him again. Perhaps if her suspicious should prove
to be justified it would help her to discover his
plans.

In her room that evening Mary brought ‘from her
trunk the ear-phone she had cast aside. She had
packed it away with a sigh of relief and yet a linger-
ing fear for the future, and already she was putting
it on.
mechanical device which regulated the intensity of
the sound. When she settled the clasp across her

head and hung the ’phone over her ear, she set it

at normal and then advanced the dial until she could
hear the faintest noise. The roar of the lobby,
drifting in through the transom, became separated
She could hear men talking
and outbursts of laughter and the scrape of moving
chairs. The murmur of conversation in the ad-
Joining room became a spat between husband and
wife and, shamed of her eavesdropping, she put
down the instrument and looked about, half afraid.

As the doctor through his stethoscope can hear
the inrush of air as it is drawn into the patient’s
lungs, or the surge of blood as it is pumped through
the heart with every telltale gurgle of the valves;
80 with that powerful instrument she could hear
through walls and know what was being said. It was
a wonderful advantage to have over these men if
she discovered that there was treacd:.ry afoot, and
the following morning, to test it out, she wore her
’phone to the office.

“Mr. Jepson,” she said as he rose nervously to
meet her, “I'd like to bring my books down to date.
Of course it is mostly a matter of form, or I couldn’t
have been gone for so long, but I want to look over
the records of the office and make out my annual
report.”

“Why, certainly,” responded Jepson, still speaking
very cleat;iy, and assuming his most placating smile,
“I'd be glad to have you check up. With Mr. Jones
away I've been so pressed by work I hai'dly know
where we are. Just make yourself at home and any-
thing I can do for you, please feel free to let me
know.’;

She thanked him politely and then, as she ran
through the files, she absently removed her ear-
’phone. J

“Just hold out that report of the mining experts,”

- she heard Jepson remark to his clerk; and in an

instantsher suspicions were confirmed. ¥He had had
experts at work, making a report on their property,
but he wished to withhold it from her. That report
was doubtless for Whitney H. Stoddard, the only
man that Jepson really served, the man who actually
controlled their mine. But she worked on unheeding
and presently, from across the room, she heard him
gpeak again. His voice was low, but the painful
operations, the tedious treatments she had endured,
had sharpened her hearing until she caught every
word except the mumbled assent of the clerk.

“And tell Mr. Lockhart I'll arrange about that

rebate. The cheque willi go directly to him.”

He went on then with some hurried directions
about the different accounts to be changed and then,
without troubling to shout at her again, he turned

and slipped- away. She had found him out, then,’

At the back of, the transmitter there was a -

i
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the very first day—MTr. Jepson had an understanding
with L. W.! She retired to her room to think it
over and then went systematically to work on the
books, but these seemed scrupulously correct. The
influence of Stoddard, that apostle of thoroughness,
was apparent throughout the office; for Jepson well
knew that the day was coming when he must render
an account to his master. The books were cofrect,
vet she could hardly believe the marvellous produc-
tion they recorded. Her share alone—a poor one
per cent. of all that emormous profit—would keep
her in comfort for the rest of her life; she need

' never work again.

_ But as the days went by and the yearly profit was
reduced to dollars and cents; as she looked over the
statement from L. W.s bank and saw the money
piling up to their credit; the first thrill of joy gave
way to fear—of Stoddard, and what he might do.
With interests so vast lying unprotected, what could
restrain his ruthless hand? And yet there was
Rimrock, wrecking his life in New York and letting
her watch their mine alone! A wave of resentment
rose up at the thought—it was the old hatred that
she tried to fight down—and she clasped her hands
and gazed straight ahead as she beheld in a vision,
the woman! A lank rag of a woman, Kipling’s
vampire, who lived by the blood of strong men!
And to think that she should have fastened off Rim-
rock, who 'was once so faithful and true!

For the thousandth time there rose up in her
mind the old Rimrock as she had seen him first—
a lean, sunburned man on a buckskin horse with a
pistol slung at his hip; a desert miner, clean, laugh-
ing, eager, following on after his dreams of riches.
But now, soft and fat, in top hat and diamonds,
swaggering past with that woman on his arm! It

~ would be a blessing for them both if Stoddard

should jump the mine and put them back where
they were before—he a hardy prospector:-and she
a poor typist, with a dream! But the dream was
gone, destroyed forever, and all she could do was
to fight ‘on.

As she waited for his letter from day to day, Mary
Fortune thought incessantly of Rimrock. She went
out to the mine and gazed at the great workings

N OW for the first time Rimrock begins
to find out that the woman in the case
with her one per cent. of Tecolote stock is

playing a bigger game*than copper.

where men appeared no larger than ants. She
watched the ore being scooped up with steam shovels
and dropped load by load into cars; she saw it
crushed and pulverized and washed and the con-

centrates dumped into more cars; and then the end-

less chain of copper going out and the trainloads of
supplies coming . It was his, if he would come to
it; every man would obey him: his orders would
tear down a mountain; and yet he chose to grow
fat and sordid, he preferred that woman to her!

She fought against it, but the anger still raged
that had driven her fleeing from New York. How
could she endure it, to meet him again? And yet
she hoped he would come. She hated him, but still
she waited and at last his letter came. She tore it
open and drew out his proxy; and then in the quiet
of her office she sat silent, while the letter lay
trembling in her hands. This was his answer to
her, who had endured so much for him, his answer
to her invitation to come. He enclosed his proxy
for L. W. P

She began on a letter, full of passionate re-
proaches, and tore it up in a rage. Then, she wrote
another, and tore it up, ‘and burst into a storm of
tears. She rose up at last and, dry-eyed and quiet,
typed a note and sent it away. It was a formal
receipt for his proxy for Lockhart and was signed:
Mary R. Fortune, Secretary.

- CHAPTER XXI.
- The Second Annual Meeting.

ECOND annual meeting of the Tecolote stock-
holders found Whitney H. Stoddard in the chair,

- Henry Rimrock Jones was too busy on the
stock market to permit of his getting away.

-

He

was perfecting a plan where by throwing in aH his
money, and all he could borrow at the bank, he
hoped to wrest from Stoddard his control of Nava-
Jjoa, besides dealing a blow to his pride. But Whit-
ney H. Stoddard, besides running a railroad and a
few subsidiary companies as well, was not so busy;
he had plenty of time to come to Gunsight and to
lay out a carefully planned programme. ! As his
supposed friend, the mysterious Mrs. Hardesty, had
remarked once upon a time: he was a very thorough
man, and very successful.

He greeted Mary warmly and in a brief personal
chat flattered her immensely by forgetting she was
deaf. He also found time to express his gratification
that she had approved his idea of a temperance
camp. In the election that followed, the incumbent
Directors were unanimously re-elected, whereupon,
having performed their sole function as stockholders,
they adjourned and immediately reconvened as
Directors. In marked contrast to the last, this meet-
ing of the Directors was characterized by the utmost
harmony—only L. W. seemed ill at ease. He had
avoided Mary since the day she came back, and
even yet seemed.to evade her eye; but the rTeason
for that appeared in time.

After the usual reports of the secretary and treas-
urer, showing a condition of prosperity that made
even Stoddard’s eyes gleam, Mr. Jepson presented
his report. It was a bulky affair, full of technical
statistics and elaborate estimates of cost; but there
was a recommendation at the end.

HE report of our treasurer,” said Jepson in
closing, “shows a net profit of several million
dollars, but I wish to point out our losses. Chief
of these is the enormous wastage which comes from
shippigg our concentrates. There is no doubt in my
mind, that the Tecolote properties contain an in-
exhaustible supply of ore; nor that that ore, if
economically handled, will pay an increasing profit.
The principal charges, outside the operating ex-
penses, have been freight and the smelting of our
concentrates. As you doubtless know, the long haul
to El Paso, and the smelter charges at that end,
have materially reduced our net profits. The
greater part of this loss is preventable, and I there-
fore recommend that the Company construct its
own smelter.”

He went on with estimates of costs and the esti-
mated saving per ton, but Mary Fortune allowed her
attention to stray. She was thinking of Rimrock
Jones, and she was watching Rimrock’s proxy. Like
a criminal on trial L. W. sat glowering, his dead
cigar still in his teeth; and before the end of the
report was reached the sweat was beading his face.

“Well, I, for one,” began Stoddard diplomatically,
“most heartily approve of this plan. It will necessi-
tate, of course, a postponement of profits, but I think
we can all stand that. I therefore suggest that we
apply this year’s profits to the immediate construc-
tion of a smelter and, if I hear a motion, we will
consider the question of passing the annual
dividend,”

He paused, and as Mary went on with her writing
a dead silence fell upon the room. L. W. glanced
at Jepson and then at Stoddard and at last he cleared
his throat.

“Well, Mr, President” he said, half-heartedly,
“this is a new proposition to me, I regret very much
that Mr. Jones isn’t here, but—well, I make a motion
that we build the smelter and pass the annual
dividend.”

He spoke with an effort, his eyes on the ta.ble, and
at the end he sank back in his chair.

“Did you get that, Miss Fortune?” asked Stoddard
solicitously, and Mary nodded her head.

“Yes, 1 second the motion,” she answered sweetly,
and an electric thrill passed round the room. It had
not been expected by the most optimistic that the
vote would be unanimous.

“All in favor say ‘Ay!’ spoke up Stoddard sha.rp]y,
but L. W, had sprung to his feet.

“Mr. President!” he began, suddenly panting with
excitement, and Stoddard fixed him with his steely
eyes. 5
“Very well, Mr. Lockhart,” he re$ponded curtly,
“what is it you wish to say?”

“Why, I-—I didn’t know,” began L. W, haltingly,

(Continued on page 20.)
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SEEN:- AT THE CANADIAN NATIONAL EXHIBITION

RTISTS who revelled in the bril-
liant display of modern French
art at last year’s C. N. E. are
disappointed at the conven-

tional collection which, though excel-
- lently representing the art which
flourished in Paris many years ago,
affords mo new inspiration for the stu-
dent. 'The places these pictures once
- Occupied on the walls of the Luxem-
bourg gallery have been usurped by
more recent acquisitions of the govern-
- ment, and their fate is uncertain. After
~ the hand that painted them has been
dead ten years, they may be accorded
a permanent home in the Louvre, but if
they are not deemed worthy, they will
_ Continue to circulate amongst provincial
&alleries or relapse into still further
Obscurity.

The casual attendant at-an art show
brefers this year’s display to the more
Startling canvasses on view last year.
There is much nodding of heads and
8ratified murmurs of, “There’s a lot of
8ood work in that!” They are pleased
to see the satin on the lady’s gown
Shining like real satin, and every pearl
rendered with admirable precision. The
Canadian public breathes a sigh of re-
lief and goes home confirmed- in its
Cpinion that art has degenerated sadly
during the last fifty years, Those who
Wwere familiar with the Ifuxembourg Gal-
lery, in Paris, ten or fifteen years ago,
Will recognize some old favourites:
Henner’s charming portrait of a girl in black against

' & background of turquoise blue, and others which,
if mot the identical pictures, are so similar in char-
acter as to be easily recognized as coming from the
hand of the same artist. Jules Breton, whose
favourite theme is of peasants working in the fields,
Harpignies, who was considered a fine landscape
bainter before the meodern artists had .grappled wita
the problem of painting sunlight, and Carlos-Duran,
the popular portrait painter of the “bustle” period
of costume. Canadians who have visited Paris will
be pleasantly reminded of the wonderful decorations
by Puvis de Chavannes, in the Pantheon, but with-
. out this recollection it is difficult to admire his
- Work in the small framed sketches, for he more than

any mural decorator that ever lived, has subdued.

his own art in both line and colour to make it
€ntirely harmonious with the surrounding architec-
ture, and it is impossible to judge his work when
Separated from its proper surroundings. People who
Were aghast at the extraordinary oriental subjects
~ Shown by Besnard, last year, are quite willing to
~ 4dmit his colossal genius as shown in the portrait
of the etcher, Alphonse Legros, which is one of his
€arlier water-colours. Two paintings of especial in-
terest that formerly hung in  the Impressionist
Toom in the Luxembourg are Manet’s “The Balcony,”

Pa yty. ”

When you say that these pictures belong to the
“Impressionist” school, people look puzzled, for com-
Yared to more recent paintings, they are extremely
Conservative. Yet Manet was called the father of
the Impressionists, a group of young French painters
‘Who, about 1860, broke away from the prevailing
traditions of the French Academy, with its classical
Subjects, black paint and studio arrangements. The
Works of Manet and his friends were rejected for
three years by the jury of the Paris Salon, so in 1863
they exhibited at a Salon des Refuses and the public
Crowded there to have a good laugh. One of the
Dictures which caused most derision was a sunset by

Claude Monet, -entitled “Impressions,” and from that

By

and “Raffaelli’s “Guests Waiting for the Wedding/

the word Impressionist became attached to the

Eis 4B 1 F B M-

Portrait of Alphonse Legros.

By A. Besnard.

The  Balcony.

By Manet.

whole group, which included ‘Whistler, Fantin-Latour,
Renoir, Legros and many qthers who have since
become known to fame. The memory of this ridicule
has made it possible for the futurists, cubists and
post-impressionists of modern times to be respect-
fully received. We are afraid to laugh for fear his-
tory may prove that we did wrong.

CLAUDE MONET was perhaps the first to maks
use of prismatic colour juxtaposed in such &
manner that at a certain distance it produces the

K E R R

effect of the actual colouring, with &
freshness and delicacy that cannot be
obtained by colours mixed on a palette.
This introduces the principle of the
study of optics and is scientific rather
than impressionistic. The search after
a new technique and the expression of
a modern reality were the chief aim
of the impressionists. They protested
against the dirty, dark eolouring®used
to represent nature and also againgt
every literary, psychologic or sym-
bolical element in painting. This
caused the young painters to draw in-
spiration from their own epoch instead
of imitating the style of the past. They
began also to substitute character for
beauty and to apply their art in de-
picting rough peasants and scenes from
everyday life, rather than virging and

nymphs. They no longer regulated
their compositions according to the
ideas contained in their pictures. FKor

example, if the orthodox painters com-
posed a picture representing the death
of Agamemnon, they would subordinate
the whole composition to the figure of
Agamemnon,. then to = Clytemnestra,
then to the witness of the murder,
graduating the moral and literary in-
‘terest according to the different per-
sons, and sacrificing everything to this
interest. The Impressionist picked out
first the strongest note in the picture,
say a red dress, and distributed the
other values according to a harmonious
errangement of colour. :

“The principal person in a picture is the light,”
said Manet.

HEY substituted, when possible, the mnatural
model, seen in the exercise of his occupation,
for the professional ‘model, the light from out of
doors for the top light of a studio, and held that the
study of light and shadow on a landscape or a
thuman. face was of far greater importance than the
delineations of the grass or the curve of an eyebrow.
‘With the Impressionists came a new interest in
painting out of doors. Monet and his followers
showed new possibilities in rendering: atmospheric
conditions and effects of light, and the period of
painting which followed the acceptance of the Impres-
sionist gchool in France is more interesting to Cana-
dian artists who are more largely devoted to
landscape.

'Most of the paintings shown in the Canadian Seec-
tion have been previously shown in large exhibitions
held during the year in Toronto and Montreal. ‘“The
Strollers,” which won for Arthur Crisp a medal at
the Spring Academy in New York, is shown for the
first time in this country. Trederick Challener’s
“Vacation Time” is both brilliant and charming, a
Joyous rendering of wind and sunshine. Laura
Muntz Lyall shows a charming portrait pf a small
boy, worthy of Romney, and Mabel H. May has a
landscape, very beautiful in colour. Carton Moore-
bark is a recent acquisition to Canada and through
his work is well known both in London)and New
York. He exhibits both in the Fine and in the
Applied Arts Sections, and his work has a decorative
anality that makes it popular for magazine covers.
Considerable interest is attached to a group of pic-
tures by Tom Thomson, one of our very ‘best
landscape painters, whose work gave promise of
even better things to come, who was recently
i'rowned. Two very charming paintings by Florence
Carlyle were sold for Red Cross purposes, the sum
going to the work she is engaged upon in England.

The standard of Canadian illustrations shown is

(Concluded on page 26.)
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“that she was
way.”

“Well, you xnow it now,” answered
Stoddard freezingly, “does that con-
clude your remarks?”

“Oh,.n01” burst -out: LW his
drawn face twitching, “I—in that
case, I change my vote. I don’t think
Mr. Jones——"

“You haven’t voted yet,” corrected
Stoddard shortly, “all in favor please
say: ‘Ay!"”

“Ay!” said Mary and as Stoddard
echoed it he cast a sneering glance at
L. W.

® 3 i

¢¢[y O I understand, Mr. Lockhart,”
he enquired pointedly, “that you

wish to go on record as voting ‘No’?”

“Yes, put me down ‘No!’” directed
L. W. feverishly. “I don’t approve of
this at all. Rimrock needs the money
—he wrote me particularly—I wouldn’t
put him out for the world.” He
straightened the stoop from his long,
bent back and his eyes opened up ap-
pealingly. “Put me down for a ‘No,’
he repeated wildly. “My God, he’ll kill
me for this. I wouldn’t ¢ross that boy
for anything in the world—he’s the
best friend a man ever had. But put
me down ‘No’—you will, won’t you,
Miss? Idon’'t want Rimrock to know.”

. “Mr. Lockhart votes ‘No,’ ” broke in
Stoddard peremptorily, “the ‘Ayes’
have it and the motion is carried. Is
there any other business?”

His cold, incisive words seemed al-
most to stab, but L. W. still swayed on
his feet.

“I’'d like to explain,” he went on

brokenly. “I never go back on a friend.

But Rifnrock, he’s wasting his money
back there—I thought it would be a
kindness.”

“Yes, yes, Mr. Lockhart,” inter-
rupted Stoddard impatiently, “we all
know the goodness of your heart. 0
I hear a motion to adjourn?” ‘

He sh/ifted his keen, commanding
eves to Mary, who nodded her head in
return. She was watching L. W. as
he stood there sweating, with the an-
guish of that Judas-like thought.- He
had betrayed his friend, he had soid
him for gold; and, already, he was
SOITY.

“Second the motion,” said Stoddard.
“All in favor say ‘Ay!” The meeting
stands adjourned.” :

He rose up quickly and gathering up
his papers, abruptly left the room.
Jepson followed as quickly and L. W.,
still talking, found himself alone with
the girl. She was gazing at him
étrsngely and as he paused enquiringly
she went over and held out her hand.

“l understand, Mr. Lockhart,” she
said, smiling comfortingly. “I under-
stand just how you feel. It was a
kindness—1I felt so myself—and that’s

why I voted as I did.”

The staring eyes of L. 'W. suddenly
focused and then he seized her hand.
“God bless you,” he cried, crushing
her fingers in his grip. “Youwll make
(t right on the books? God bless you,
then; 1 wouldn’t sell out that boy for
all the/money in the world.”

He broke off suddenly and dashed
from the room while Mary gazed pen-
nvety after him. She too, in a way,

~ had betrayed her friend; but she had

not done it for gold.
As secretary of the Company and

t
i

going to vote—that
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RIMROCK JONES

(Continued from page 18.)

the Board of Directors it developed
upon Mary Fortune to notify Rimrock
of the passed dividend. She knew as
well as L. W. knew that it would be a
bitter blow to him, but she felt no pity
or regret. The money that would
otherwise be wasted in New York
would be diverted to the construction
of the smelter, and if he found the loss
a hardship he had only himself to
thank. She went into her office and
shut the door, but, simple as the letter
seemed, she was unable to put it on
paper. Three times she tried, but at
each attempt her pent-up anger burst
forth and the coldest and most busi-
ness-like words she could summan
seemed packed with hate and resent-
ment. She gave up at last and” was
sitting listlessly when she heard voices
in the outer room. It was Jepson and
Stoddard, and as she listened closer
she could make out what they said.
“IPve got a report here,” said the

voice of Jepson, “that I’d like to show

you—alone.”

There was an impatient slammifig of
desk drawers and then the clerk spoke
up—the young man who had taken
Mary’s place.

¢“That report of the experts? I put
it in here. You remember, on account
of Miss Fortune.” :
." “Oh, yes,” answered Jepson, “and by
the way, where is she?”

And then suddenly his voice was
dropped. Mary reached for her ear.
’phone and slipped it on and listened to
catch every word. If Jepson saw fit to
practise deceit she had no compunc-
tion in listening in.

“Well, that’s all right,” he was say-
ing, “she can’t hear what we say. You
go on out for your lunch.”

HERE was a scuffling of feet and
then, still talking, Jepson led the
way fo the Directors’ room.

“Yes, she reads your lips—she’s
really quite clever at it—that’s her,
running the typewriter, now.”

He shut the door and for several
minutes Mary played a tattgo on her
machine. Then she keyed down quietly

and, setting her transmitter ‘at its

maximum, she turned it towards the
wall.

. “This is that report,” the voice of
Jepson was saying, “that you spoke to
me about in the spring. It gives the

geology of the whole Tecolote proper-’

ties, by the very best experts in the
field—three independent reports, made
in  advance ‘of
comes to the same conclusion. If we
accept t}le ore-body as a single low-
grade deposit instead of a series of
high-grade parallel veins—and each
of these experts does—the crest of
that dome, the Old Juan claim, is the
apex of the whole. In other words,
according to the apex law, the posses-
sion of the Old Juan clajm will give
us indisputable right to the whole
property. You can look over that your-
Belf L

There was a period of silence, brok-
en only by the rattling of Mary For-
tune’s machine, and then they began
again.

‘“Very well,” said Stoddard, “this
‘seems satisfactory. Now what about
this L. W. Lockhart? In our meeting
this morning he showed such a con-
temptible weakness that—-now Jepson,

litigation, and each

that was very careless of you! Why
didn’t you find out before that fiasco
how Miss Fortune intended to vote?
It must have been perfectly evident to
her, from the way Mr. Lockhart talked,
that he had been—well, over-per-
suaded, to say the least. It was very
awkward, and if I hadn’t rushed it
she might have reconsidered her vote.
But never mind that--I suppose you
did your best—now who is to re-locate
this claim?” e

1] ELL, that's the question,” be-

gan Jepson. “There's a man
here named Bréy, who used to keep a
saloon—"

‘“No, no,” broke in-Stoddard, “no dis-
reputable characters! Now, Jepson,
thig is up to you! You're the only
man we can trust in an extremity—"

“Positively-—no!” exclaimed Jepson
firmly. “I absolutely refuse to touch
it. I'll arrange the preliminaries, but
after it’s started you must look to your
attorneys for the rest.”

“Oh, nonsense!” cried Stoddard,
“isn’t it perfectly legal? Won’t the
claim be open to location? Well, then,

why this sudden resort to evasion and
thairsplitting, and all over a mere de-
tail?”

“I have told you before,” answered
Jepson ‘impatiently, “that it's against
the ethics of my profession. I am a
mining engineer and if you want this
claim jumped——"

“Oh, yes, yes! We won’t argue the
matter! Who is this Mr. Bray?”

“He's a man with nerve—about the
only one in the country that will
stand up to Rimrock Jones. It seems
that Jones won his saloon away from
him and gave it to one of his friends.
Some gambling feud they've had on
for years, but now Mr. Bray is broke.
1 haven’t sounded him, but for & thou-

sand dollars——"

“Tive hundred!”

“Now, Mr. Stoddard!” burst out
Jepson complainingly, “you don’t un-
derstand the gravity of this case. Do
you realize that already one man has
been killed in trying to jump that
claim? And Rimrock Jones has made
the threat openly that he will kill any
man who does it!”.

“He's a  blusterer—a braggart—a
¢riminal, through and through! Well,
make it a thousand dollars. Now one
thing more—-is there any chance that
Mr. Lockhart may still break up all
our plans? As I understand it, Jones
gave him his orders to see that the as-
sessment work was done. There are
still nine N\ays before the first of
January, and it struck me that he was
repenting of his bargain. You must
watch him carefully—he doesn’t seem
trustworthy—and positively we must
have no slip-up now. Does he actually
know that this work has been neg-
lected—and that, if not performed, it
will ‘invalidate the claim?”

“Yes, he knows it,” answered Jepson
wearily, “I've been stuffing money in-
to his bank until he has over a mil-

lion in deposits, and still the old screw .

isn’t satisfied. He’s crazy over money
—and yet he’s just as crazy over stand-
ing Al with Jones. You don’t realize,
Mr. Stoddard, what a strain I've been
under in trying to make that man run
true.”

“Well, give him anything. We. must
win at all hazards before this thing

gets back to Jones. We have cut off |

his money by the construction of this
smelter, but that can’t be done again;
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and, once he begins to accumulate his
profits, we’ll find him a dangerous
man. But we have passed this divi-
dend, and before I.get through with
him he’ll be stripped of every dollar
he has won. I'm going to break that
man, Jepson, if only as an example to
these  upstarts who are hounding
Navajoa. T've got him by the heels
and—but never mind that, let’s see if
our plans are air-tight. Now this man
Lockhart!”

“He’s drunk!” answered Jepson. “I'll
arrange it to keep him socaked.”

“Very well—now Bray!”

; “He’s drinking, too. I'll wait till the
last day, and probably send him out
with a guard.”

“Yes, make sure of that. Better
send two guards. They can sign their
names as witnesses, in case Bray
should leave the Territory. And now,
this girl!” went on Stoddard, lowering
bis voice instinctively, “is she really
&s deaf as she seems? Remember, yon
can never depend on a woman!”

“Yes, she’s deaf!” replied Jepson.
“And you don’t need to worry—she
bates Rimrock Jones like poison. Did
you notice the way she passed that
dividend, to cut off his supply of slush?
Just as sweet and smiling! When
they take it like that—well, we can
forget about her!”

He paused and in the silence a type-
writer began to clack with a fierce,
staccato note. It was Mary Fortune,
writing her letter to Rimrock Jones.

CHAPTER XXII.
A Fool.

HE big day came for which Rim-

rock had waited, the day when he
could strike his first blow. In his
room-at the Waldorf he had installed
gpecial telephone connections, with a
clerk to answer his calls; and close by
the table, where he could follow his
campaign, a stock ticker stamped
away at its tape. It was the morning
of the twenty-third of December, and
he had wired L. W. for his money. All
was ready now for the first raid on
Navajoa and he went down to see
Buckbee, the broker.

“Mr. Buckbee,” he said when he had
him by himself, “I just want to find
where you're at. You introduced me
to Stoddard and, as it turned out, we
all of us made on the deal. But here’s
the question—if it came to a show-
down, would you Be for Stoddard, or
me?”’

“Why, my dear friend Rimrock,” an.
swered Buckbee jovially, “I'm afraid
you don’t get me right. That little
deal with Stoddard was strictly on the
gide—my business is to buy and sell
stock. An order from you will look
just as good to me as one from Whit-
ney H. Stoddard, and it will be exe-
cuted just as carefully. But if it's
Navajoa you have on your mind my
advice is positively to lay off.: I'll buy
- or sell as much Navajoa as you W_ant
for the regular brokerage fee, but get
this straight-—when you go up against
Stoddard you stand to loge your whole
roll. Now shoot, and I give you my
word of honour to execute your orders
to the letter.”

“All right,’ said Rimrock, "sell ten
thousand shares short. Dump ’em
over— want Navajoa to go dewn.”

“It'Il go down,” apswered Buckbee
as he scribbled out the order. “At

5 : "what ‘point do you want me to buy?”
"I)on’t want to bu}” renlied Rim-
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reck grimly and Buckbee shook his
head. ,

“All right, my boy,” he said debon-
airly, “there’ll be wild doings this day
in Navajoa. But it’s people like you
that makes the likes of me rich, so
divvel another word will I say.”

Rimrock returned to his room and
sat watching the tape as the ticker
champed it out and soon he saw
Navajoa. It had been quoted a#
thirty-two and a half, but this sale was
made at thirty. He watched it decline
to twenty-eight, and twenty-five, and
soon it was down to twenty. He called
up Buckbee.

“Sell ten thousand more,” he order-
ed and Buckbee went on with the
slaughter. Navajoa went down to
eighteen and . sixteen and then it
jumped back to twenty. Big buying
developed but still Rimrock sold short
and again Navajoa slumped. At the
end of the day it stood at twenty
and he prepared for the next
step in his campaign. He had beaten
Navajoa down to mearly half its form-
er price and without parting with a
single share. He had at that momeént,
in stock bought and paid for, enough
to cover all his short selling—this raid
was to call out more. When stock is
going up the people cling to it, bt
when it drops they rush to sell. Al
ready he could see the small sales of
the pikers as they were shaken down
for their shares. The next thing to
do, as he had learned the game, was
-to buy in; and then hammer it again.

On the twenty;fourtxh, the day before
Christmas, he bought till he could buy
no more; and still the price stayed
down. It was the holiday slump, so
the brokers said, but it suited him to
a nicety. The next day was Christmas
and he wired once more for his money,
for L. W. had not answered his first
,telegraﬁl; and then he went out with
the boys. Since his break with Mrs.
Hardesty he had taken to dodging into
the bar, where he could be safe from

her subtle advances; but on Christmas °

eve he went too far. They all went too
far, in the matter' of drinking, but
Rimrock went too far with Bueckbee.
He told him just exactly what he in-
tended to do to Stoddard; which was
indiscreet, to say the least. But Buck-
bee, who was likewise in an expansive

mood, told in turn everything he knew; ’

and the following day, as Rimrock
thought it over, he wondered if he
had not been wrong.

BUCKBEE had assured him that the
stock on;the market represented
less than half of the Navajoa capitali-

zation; and if that was the cage it was’

hopeless, of course, to try to break
Stoddard’s control. But, strictly as a
friend and for old time’s sake, Buck-
bee had offered to sell Rimrock’s stock
at a profit; he had even gone further
and promised to pass it on to Stod-
dard who was.in the market to protect
his holdings. At twenty-four, which
was ‘where it was selling, Rimrock
would clean up a*.t!dy sum; and every

cent of that absolute velvet would

come out of Stoddard’s pocket. It was
a great temptation, but as Rimrock

sobered he remembered that it was a -

fight to a finish, He had set out to
break Whitney Stoddard.
The next morning at ten he sat at

‘hig-desk waiting expectantly for the

Stock KExchange to open. It was to
have been his big day when, with over

a million dollars from his dividends,

he had intended to buy in Navajoa. But
there was one thing that left him un-
easy—his money had not come. If it
had been sent by registered mail the
Christmas glut would easily account
for the delay, but three telegrams had
remained also unanswered. 'He pond-
ered for a moment, whether to wire to
Mary or not and then the telephone
rang. '

“Hello?” said a voice, “this is Buck-
bee speaking, What do you think
about the proposition I made?”

“What proposition?” demanded Rim-
rock and then grunted intolerantly as
Buckbee renewed his offer for the
stocks. “You must be drunk!” he said
at the end and a merry laugh came
back over the ’phone.

“No, all "joking

sober

now. What do you say to twenty-
four?”
1 00 little!” bluffed Rimrock.

“l want at least thirty.”

“Will you take that?”

“No!” replied Rimrock, “nor thirty-
five. I'm in the market to buy!”

“Well, how much do you wanti,
then?” began Buckbee eagerly; “it's
all the same to me. As long as it
moves and I get my commission I
don’t care who buys the stock. But
I’ll tell you one thing—you’ll have to
put up more margin if you start to
bidding it up. Twenty per cent., at
the leasf,” and if it goes above thirty
I'll demand a full fifty per cent. You
want to remember, \Old Scout, that
every time you buy on a margin the
bank puts up the rest; and if that
stock goes down they’ll call your loan
and you're legally liable for the loss.
You’ll have to step lively if you buck
‘Whitney H. Stoddard—he’s liable to
smash the price down to nothing.”

“I'll show him!” " gritted Rimrock,
“but I'll call up that bank first and
find out just*how far I can go. A man
like me, worth fifty millions at least

»”

“Ye-es!” jeered Buckbee, and as the
broker hung up Rimrock called the
president of the bank., It took time to
get him, but when Rimrock stated his
case he promised an immediate re-
port. The answer came within half an
hour—he could borrow up to five hun-
dred thousand.

“All right,” said Rimrock, and call-
ing up Buckbee he told him to go
ahead and buy.

“How much?” enquired Buckbee.

“Buy all you can get,” answered

: Rimroc}; briefly and hurried off to the

bank. :

. “Now about this loan,” said the
president pleasantly, “I find we have
already given you money on your note
up to nearly the entire five hundred
thousand. Of course there’s no ques-
tion of your ability to pay, but
wouldn’t it be more businesslike if
you could put up a little collateral?”

“For instance?” said Rimrock and
at the note of antagonism’ the presi-
dent was quick to explain.

“Of course you understand,” he
went on cordially, “you are good, as
far as I'm concerned. But we have
such. troublesome things as bank ex-
aminers, and the law is very strict. In
fact, a loan of half a million dollars on
the unendorsed note of one man-——"

“How much do you want?” asked
Rimrock and fetched out a great-sheaf
of Navajoa.

“Well—not Navajoa,” said the bank-

er uneasily, “we have quite a lot of .
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that already, on brokers’ loans. 1\};
Buckbee, you know. But if you would
just put up, say two thousand shares
of Tecolote——"

“No!”

“We could loan you up to two mil-
lion.”

(Continued on page 23.)
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The Canadian Language
(Concluded from' page 13.)
absurd thing to do, when they might
speak with a Swahili, or a Kamskat-
chan accent. The English do not know
now to speak their own language; but
there is always hope that they may
emigrate to Canada and have . the
errors of their early training eradi-
cated. Canadians are free from
“twang” and “brogue,” and “burr,” and
“English accent” (which is “affected”);
therefore, they must be right. The
claim of the Bostonese, and the Aus-
tralians, and the people of South East-
ern Ohio (according to W. Dean
Howells) to speaking: pure English
may be at once set aside as unworthy
notice. ‘Canadians, and Canadiang
alone, speak English as it should be

spoken.

In the first place we have got rid
of “Yes” and “No.” Practically these
particles of affirmation and negation
are never heard. The proper (Cana-
dian) pronunciation of “Yes” is “Yep,"”
or “Yap,” or “Ya,” (due to German In-
fluence, no doubt) or “Mnya,” shading
off into a finely inarticulate grunt.
Similarly “No” is to be pronounced
“Naw,” or “Nope,” or “Mnow.” In
negative
grunt (as in Zulu) has replaced these
troublesome particles, in Canadian
English.

The first vowel in the alphabet pre-
sents certain peculiarities. The so
called “broad sound” of “a” does not
occur in spoken Canadian. No one
pronounced “law” otherwise than
“lah,” with a flattening of the tongue
at the sides and most of the sound
coming through the nose. It is a de-
cided improvement on the old-fash-
loned mode. Similarly, “ball” is pro-
nounced “bahl,” as in  “ba” when
uttered by the common sheep. It is,
in' fact, a kind of bleat.

The silly English way of pronounc-
ing “calm,” “palm,” “psalm,” etc., has
been tackled in proper fashion by the
Ontario school-teachers.
children that fall into their hands are
taught to say “cam,” “pam,” “sam,”
or else they learn to conjugate the
verb, “lam.” .

The favourite exclamation of agree-
ment, or approval, “All right,” has
been modified by journalistic practice
to “Alright,” and is to be pronounced
“Achrite,” with the back passage of
the nostrils closed.

In fact, the general rule for pro-
nouncing -Canadian is to close the
nasal apertures as far as possible,
and also the lips. Never open the
lips, as then, possibly, the words
uttered might be enunciated dis-
tinctly and clearly. Cut off the end
syllables. It saves time and trouble.
Slur over the intermediate syllables.
Life is short. In fact, the more you
can reduce all vowel sounds to the
same level, an indeterminate, “uh,”
(never forgetting to pronounce “r” as
“urr” in medial and final positions)'-,
the nearer you can come to the por-
cine grunt and the ovine bleat, the
more correctly you are pronouncing
Canadian English.

The mining stock promoter dashed
into his office and locked the door.

“Where can I hide?” he cried. “The
police are coming.” :

“Get into the simplified card index
case,” said the head clerk. “I defy any
one to find anything there.”
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Residence: 30 Admiral Road.

OFFLCESTCHOO
FULRNITRE
s FIRE ST ON, ONT: il

Manufacturers of
High Grade Bank
€& Office Fixtures,
School, Library E‘g.j‘"
Commercial Fur-l:
niture, Opera 8995
Assembly Chairs,
Interior Hardwood 7
Finish Generally. |

WHO minds sudden
showers when the @
new Coat or Suit is
made of “Cravenette”
Regd. showerproof cloth?
Dampness, fog, showers
leave no trace on it.
Every yard and every
farment of genuine
Cravenette” Proof bears
the Trademark shown
elow. /
If your dealer cannot su pply
the J]anuine *“Cravenette”
Regd. proofed cloth and
garments, write us. 7

The Cravenette Co., Limited [
P: 0, Box 1954,  Montreal. L




Rimrock Jones
(Continued from page 21.)

The president paused and glanced at
him mildly, but Rimrock had thrown
down his stock.

“No,” he said, “you can take this
Navajoa or I'll quit and go s'omewhuere
else. I wouldn’t put up a single share
of Tecolote if you’d give me your
whole, danged bank.”

“Very well,” said the president with
a fleeting smile, “we’ll accept your
Navajoa. My secretary will arrange
it—but mind this is on a call loan!
Give him credit for five hundred
more,” he added and the clerk showed
Rimrock out.

HERE are certain formalities thafi

that the richest must observe be-
fore they can borrow half a million
and it was nearly noon before Rimrock
was free and on his way to the hotel.
He was just leaping out of his taxicab
when he saw Mps. Hardesty reeling
towards him.

“Oh, Rimrock!” she gasped, “I've
had such a blow—won’t you take me
back to my rooms? Oh, I can’t ex.
plain it, but Whitney H. Stoddard is
trying to force me to give up my
stock! That Tecolote stock——""

“Here, get into this taxi!” said Rim-
rock on the instant, “now where do
you want to go?”

“To the St. Cyngia on Ninety-fifth
Street—and hurry!” she commanded;
and the chauffeur slammed the door.

‘“Now what’s the matter?” demand-
ed Rimrock hurriedly. “I haven’t got
a minute to spare. Did you notice
Navajoa? Well, I've got a buy order
in——"

“Oh, no! TI've seen nothing—not
sincé he sent me that message! It
seems he’s back in town.”

“Who? Whitney Stoddard? Well,
let me get out then—I've got to get
back to that tape!”

“Oh, no!” she murmured sinking
against him with a shudder, “don’t go
and leave me alone. I need your help,

Rimrock! My whole fortune is in-
volved. 1It's either that or give back
the stock.”

“What stock?” asked Rimrock, “that
two thousand Tecolote?  Well, you
Jnst givethat to me! Have you really
got it, or are you just stalling? Let
me look at it and I'll see you through
hell!”

“It’s in my apartment,” she answered
weakly. “I'll show it to you when we
are there, Ah, Rimrock, something
told me you would come to save me.
But—oh, I'm ready to fall.”

She dropped against him gnd the
startled Rimrock took her quickly
within his arm.

“lI don’t deserve it,” she saiq, “to

have you help me, because I started
to do you a wrong. I didn’t know you
then, nor your generous heart—and so
I made the agreement with Stoddard.
I was to go to Gunsight and get ac-
quainted with you and get you to come
back to New York—and for that I was
to receive two thousand shares of
Tecolote stock. Oh, not as a present
—I'd never think of that—but far be.
low what they are worth., It would
take all the money I had 6 the world
Just to make a part payment on the
stock. But I knew how wonderfully
valuable they were and so I took the
chance.”

. She sighed and leaned against him
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closer while Rimrock listened eagerly
for the rest.

“Can you understand now wny I've
seemed worried and anxious and why
I’'ve concealed my affairs? I went
there and met you, but when I refused

_to betray you I found I was caught in

a trap. Whitney Stoddard is hound-
ing you in every possible way to make
you give up your mine, and after I re-
fused to give back my stock he set
out deliberately to ruin me!”

She shuddered and lay silent and
Rimrock moved uneasily.

“What was it he wanted you to
do?” he asked at last and she tore her-
self swiftly away.

“I can’t tell you—here. But come
up to my rooms. I defied him, but I did
it for you.” g

She fell duick:ly to rearranging her
hair and hat in preparation for the
short dash past the doorman and at
the end she looked at him and smilea.

“I knew you would come,” she said:
and as he helped her out he thrilled to
the touch of her hand. At odd times
before she had seemed old and blase,
but now she was young and all-alive.
He dismissed the taxi without a
thought of his business and they hur-
ried up to her apartments. She let her-
self in and as she locked the door be-
hind them she reached up and took his
big hat. -

{3 OU must stay a while,” she said.

“The servants are gone and I
have no one to protect me if they coms
to serve the papers. Just start the fire
—and if anyone knocks don’t let them
break down the door.”

She smiled again and - a sudden
giddiness seemed to blind Rimrock
and make him doubt where he was. He
looked about at the silken rugs and
the luxurious hangings on the walls
and wondered if it was the same place
as before. Even when he lit the laid
fire and sank down on a divan he still
felt the sweet confusion of a dream:
and then she came back, suddenly
transformed by a soft house-gown, and
looked him questioningly in the face,

(T'o be:continued.)
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TOBACCO

is the “chum” of more pipe
- smokers, than any other
tobacco smoked
in Canada,

EVERYBODY SMOKES =
“«OLD CHUM”
\

ADVERTISEMENTS,

We will not, knowingly or inten-
tionally, insert advertisements from
other than perfectly reliable firms or
business men. If subscribers find any
of them to be otherwise, we will es-
teem it a favour if they will so ad-
vise us, giving full particulars.

ADVERTISING MANAGER,
CANADIAN COURIER.

Help to meet the big demand for Hosiery
for us and your Home trade,
Industrious persons provided with
profitable, all-y ear- round employment
on Auto-Knitters. Experience and
distance immatericl,
Write for particulars, rates of pay
Y etc. Send 3 centsin stamps.
=~ Auto-Knitter Hosiery (Can.) Co.Ltd.
Dept, 327 E;257 College St., Toronto

When wriiing advertisers, please mention Canadian Courier
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Canadian Northern Rockies

by the Natural Wonders of Jasper Park

and Mount Robson, Monarch of the Range
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a8
G

en route to the PACIFIC COAST
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deang couldn’t interpret the writing on

Belshazzar's wall, and they were
wise men in their day. Famine
sounds possible enough for India,

China, or any far-off place, and just
about right for Germany. But for
America—quit your kidding!

Quite so. Exactty. Atlantis was
high and dry once; -there used to be
good deep-sea fishing in Saskatchewan
and the Arizona Desert; Siberia was
noted for its tropical growths.

Bear one thing Yin mind: The luck

CANADIAN COURIER

The Grub and the Price

(Concluded from page 4.)

of neither man nor country lasts for-
ever. No man is immune from acci-
dent and sickness; no man may say
confidently that he will be doing busi-
ness as usual a year from {o-day. No
land is so favoured that it will pro-
duce in abundance invariably. There
is no earthly or heavenly guarantee of
an average crop on any continent in
any year. Most men carry insurance,
Our food insurance heretofore has
been in the average crop production
of the world. But now, even with a

good American crop, the production of
the world is belew the average.
Where can we now insure against a
- crop failure? I:Iowhere. ‘We have to
insure ourselves. 'Moreover, we have
to insure the people of Britain and
France. And so the very least we can
do is to cut out waste in food, which
includes unnecessary consumption.

I have said that there are many
homes where no more economies can
be effected without privation, where
high prices have already eliminated
waste. Nothing makes people, who,
doing their best, have a hard time to
make both ends meet, more tired and

all high in price.

of cars.

“trail blazer.”

$750

THERE ARE CHEVROLET MODELS IN ROADSTER, TOURING AND SEDAN BODIES
SEE THEM AT YOUR NEAREST DEALER ;

CHEVROLET MOTOR CO,, of CANADA

Chevrolet Four-Ninety A
f.o.b. OSHAWA
ROADSTER $738

— qhe'TRAIL BLAZER
1o qréa‘rer Motor Car Value

From the standpoint of dollar for dollar value there’s not a
car made which offers more for gour money than the famous

Chevrolet Four-Ninety A.
Before the Chevrolet was made in Canada, good cars were

But our mammoth production and ma/rmﬁcturing efficiency

enables us to sell, the Chevrolet Four-Ninety
much lower than its value when compared with other makes

With the surplus power devclopcd by the famous valve-in- /
head motor the owner of a Four-Ninety A invariably is the o

\Standard equipment includes speedometer, electric starting
and lighting, ammeter, oil indidator light equipment, one man
top, demountable rims, non-skid tires on rear wheels and
many features usually looked for in cars much higher in price.

OSHAWA, ONTARIO

Western Parts and Service Branches: REGINA ana CALGARY

A at a price

LIMITED

hostile than to have economy presak-
ed at them; especially when it 1is
preached by ' comfortably-upholstered
gentlemen who ride in expensive care.

For instance, a certain great man,
not a Canadian, but a big gun in Cana-
dian affairs and war organization and
war effort, came West a year ago. He
had a special train, which bore his
own -conveyances for him to ride in
when he descended from it. His train
stopped along at little towns in scenice
parts of the mountains, whose inhabi-
tants had been adjured to “give till
it hurt,” and were doing so. Some of
the said inhabitants told me that the
booze on the table of the great man’s
diner cost more than their whole town
could scare up for war funds in a

year. Sore? Of course they were
sore. Their comments were scathing
and bitter. Naturally they refused to

believe one word of slushy press re- .
ports of the simplicity of that great
man’s war-time household.

Now, in all probability this great
man was a wellimeaning old sport,
who had been used to throwing on a
good deal of dog and throwing down a
good many drinks all his life; and it
never occurred to him that he was
offending the sensibilities of anybody.

But on the same principle exhorta-
tions to war-time economies are of-
fensive to many whose purchasing
power has been cut down thirty er
forty per cent. They hear such ex-
hortations with about the calm, men-
tal poise with which a man beneath
a stalled car meceives suggestions.
That is an important thing for well-
meaning people to get through their
heads. They might just as well tell
Dives in torment to go light on ice
water as to tell some to economize
nowadays. A campaign for voluntary
thrift should be carefully directed at
those whose thrift is not already cn-
forced. An exercise. of his power by
the Food Controller in the direction of
a general and material reduction of
food prices would make for a better
and happier national frame of mind,
and thus for a better voluntary re-
sponse. Further, such an exercise of
his powers is expected. As it is, he
seems to be starting well. He can-
not do everything. at once. It is a
new job.

On the whole, when he takes time to
use it, the average man’s head is
pretty level. He has a good deal to
occupy it these days, in his ordinary
affairs, without bothering about public
matters if they would only let him
alone. But as they won’t he has come
to one or two definite conclusions,
whieh I think may be fairly stated in
this way: s

1. Whether or not there is an actual
shortage of ‘food there is the possibil-
ity of one, having regard for the fact
that it is absolutely necessary to feed
our allies as well as ourselves, which
involves making good submhrine
losses. Therefore food economy is as
essential as food production, and regu-
lations to that end will be cheerfully
obeyed, especially if the plain truth is
hammered into us. The method of
food economy is up to the Food Con-
troller and is part of his joli.

2. Prices have been forced by
specilation, greed and panicky emu-
lation-to a point in many cases great-
ly in excess of legitimate profits. No-
body has any business to make exces-
give profits now from food or any-
thing else. Therefore fair prices
should be ascertained by the Food
Controller and fixed by him,

by 1 el 3 B 8 i
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. , Have You Already Appointed

Fortunes in the Saving A Personal Executor ? :

By ALBERT W. ATWOOD
NDER the heading “Fortune than ten dollars in a period of many If so, have you faced. the following possibilities?
Knocks,” Albert W. Atwood, in months if they had to use up accumu- Torass 11
September MocClure’s, hits off lated earnings. But by dedicting a J . That he may be uswilling to act. : u
the financial situation of the average regular amount from their weekly n 2. That he may die before your estate is fully ad- 1

citizen’s pocket. He talks with direct
reference to war investments. What
he says is, of course, the American
point of view about an American prob-
lem. But you may read Canada and
the November 'War Loan all through
it and feel the same about it ag a
Canadian investor as the reader of

McClure’s does who wants to get the

common sense of a U. S. war loan.

For a conservative financial article
the title of this one may seem a trifle
too glowing, says Atwood. Yet sober-
ly viewed the present is a time of
unprecedented investment opportunity
for the people of this country. Many
paths lead to fortune, but one must be
trod by all who arrive at that destina-
tion—saving. And saving is a sorry
practice indeed unless the money is
safe—unless sound investments pre-
sent themselves.

Natignal extravagance combined
with national carelessness’in the 1n-
vestment of savings and lack of oppor-
tunities for the small saver, all these
contributed to a most serious and un-
happy condition. Old-fashioned thrift
had become unfashionable, luxury was
the end and all for many, and young
men expected to reach the goal of
businesg success at a leap and a bound
without any of the privations which
had marked the careers ‘of earlier lead-
ers of commerce and industry. More
are more men and women too sought
to gain riches by the quick and easy
route that led nowhere.

But the war has struck a blow at

~ thoughtless luxury and extravagance.
The necessity of economy has become
appa.rexit to the most careless and cal-
lous. 'The fiscal needs of the nation
at war have thrust into the back-
ground less worthy financial promo-
tions and the masses of people, al-
though still prosperous enough, are
brought up with a jerk to a realization
of the seriousmess and importance of
wise mana;gemdjnt of their personal af-
fairs, of spending, saving and invest-
ing. 2

Fortunately at this time the multi-
tude have opportunities to save and
invest exceeding those ever before
conceived of. For years those who
have laboured to bring about.greater
thrift and more extensive property
holdings on the part of the masses of
the people have beaten their wings,
80 to speak, against the stone wall of
indifference and ignorance. Even
where they cared, the majority of
people did not know and simply could
mot be taught anything about invest-
ments. But they cannot be indiffer-
ent to war and its financial necessi-

- ties, and .they simply cannot help
knowing about anything so big, so safe
and so-widely advertised as the Lib-
erty Loan and its approaching suc-
Cessor. ;
More and more it becomes apparent
that the way for the person of small
or moderate earning power to get
ahead financially is to save out of his
weekly or monthly earnings, prefer-
®bly in co-operation with others. Mil-
Hons of people could not imvest more

they already have.

wage the same people can save and
invest fifty or a hundred dollars in the
same time. Just so those of large
earning capacity who could not with-
out serious sacrifice invest more than
a few hundred dollars at any given
moment are able to assume an obliga-
tion for several thousand dollars if
the payments are spread over a long
period.

'The principle is merely that which
we already know in the building and
loan association. 'The idea is to in-
vest a few cents or a few dollars a
week and then in a certain length of
time have the deposits, together with
interest upon them, equal a round sum.
The great advantage of these certifi-
cates is the fact that interest pay-
ments are not spent and frittered away
on trifies, as they would be on most
investments, but steadily accumulate
and are added to the principal sum.
Obviously the interest on a few dol-
lars is so small as to be negligible
unless it is allowed to accumulate un-

" disturbed. Moreover it is difficult to

find a single investment for a few dol-
lars and even more so for a few cents.

" But if thousands of persons put their

mites together we then have a respect-
able sum which becomes a working
factor just as muech as the single in-
vestment of the millionaire.

Local committees of representative
and responsible persons have been
formed throughout England to organ-
ize what are kmown as war savings
agsociations, to which anyone may be-
long. Certificates for one pound are
issued and these are paid for in
amounts of as low as fifteen cents a
week. Up to March of this year 35,000
such associations had been formed
with 4,000,000 members.

iSuch a method utilizes the daily in-
come of a people to carry on war. It
has none of the disadvantages of fin-
ancing by the banks, which necessi-
tates a shift in' the investments which
Enough hag al-
ready been said to show that the ad-
vantages to the individual are fully
as great as to the country. There is
no reason why the forthcoming gov-
ernment bond ‘issue should not be
taken by nearly ten million people if
the war savings association plan is
adopted.

H. G. Fricker, Organist
(Continued from page 13.)
stained-oak Mogul which now makes
the big church seem as though the
other half of it were organ. We might

‘go further and remark that there is

a large difference between the kind of
music we used to get on the old organ
at the hands of Dr. Torrington, and
the programme which little Mr. Frick-
er of Leeds put over last week. But
we make  mo odious comparisons.
Torrington was the real father of
modern organ mwusic in Protestant
Canada as he was of choral singing.
And in his day he was rather a mighty
organist. It was ‘Torrington - who
made the specifications for the pres-

ministered.

3. That he may be ill or away

him most.

4. That his training may not q
/ up.

to make him responsible for

=} =

Capital Paid-up,
$1,500,000.

the kind of property of whi}h your estate is made

5. That his financial resources may not be sufficient

which is given him to manage.

If any of tthese possibihities suggests to you that it is

. advisable to protect your Estate by safeguards addi-

» tional to those which you have already supplied, our
officers are happy to be consulted.

Dafional Trusf Company

Simifed

18-22 KiNc STREET EaAst, TORONTO.

when your estate needs

ualify him to deal with

the amount of property

J 0

- Reserve,

$1,500,000.
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An Authorized

Trustee Investment

The Debentures issued by this Cor-
poration are a security in which
Executors and Trustees are au-
therized to invest Trust Funds.

They are issued in sums of one
hundred dollars and upwards, as
may be desired by the investor, and
for terms of one or more years.

Interest is computed from the date
on which the money is received,
and is payable half-yearly.

They have long been a favorite in-
vestment of Benevolent and Fra-
ternal Institutions, and of British
and Canadian Fire and Life Assur-
ance Companies, largely for deposit
with the Canadian Government, be-
ing held by such institutions to the
amount of more than One and One-
Half Million Dollars.

A miniature specimen debenture,
with Interest Coupons attached,
copy of Annual Report, and all par-

Cawthra Mulock & Co.

Members of
Torento Stock Exchange

Brokers

and

Bankers

12 KING STREET EAST
TORONTO, CANADA

CABLE ADDRESS—CAWLOCK, TORONTO

ticulars. will be forwarded on appli-

cation.

Established 1855

CANADA PERMANENT
MORTGAGE CORPORATION

Paid-up Capital and Reserve
ELEVEN MILLION DOLLARS

TORONTO STREET - TORONTO

Assurance Company

Explosion, Ocean Marine
Inland Marine Insurance.)
Incorporated A.D. 1851,
Assets over $5,000,000.00.

paid since organization over
$66,000,000.00.

HEAD OFFICE: Cor. Scott and Wel-

lington Sts. 3 TORONTO

N

Western

(Flre,
and

Losses

Our Western
Serve Eastern

Branches
Investors

It is a great convenience for Eastern and Foreign Investors

who have financial interests in

the North-west Provinces

and British Columbia to use the services of our Western

Branch Offices.

These Branches offer competent manage- |

ment of investments of all descriptions. Western Branches

are located at

WINNIPEG

Correspondenc

SASKATOON

VANCOUVER

e Invited

TORONTO GENERAL TRUSTS

CORPORATION
HEAD OFFICE, BAY ST., TORONTO
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The Truth About Corns

You have read much fiction about corns.
Were that not so there would be no corns.
All people would use Blue-jay.

That is the truth, and
millions of people know
it. Every month it is
being proved on nearly
two million corns.

So long as you doubt
it you’ll suffer, The day
that you prove it will
see your last corn-ache.
It costs so little—is so

Here is the truth, as
stated by a chemist who
spent 25 years on this
corn problem. And as
proved already on almost
a billion corns:

“This invention— Blue-
jay—makes corn troubles
needless. It stops the pain
instantly, and stops it for-

ever. In- 48 hours the easy and quick and pain-
whole corn disappears, less—thatyouowe your-
save in rare cases which self this proof. Try Blue-

take a little longer.” jay tonight.

| Stops Pain—Ends Corns
Instantly ; Quickly
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Established 1864,

The Merchants Bank

OF CANADA,
HEAD OFFICE - MONTREAL.

Paid-up Capital - - $7,000,000

Reserve Fund - - $7,421,292

Totsl Deposits - $92,102,072

Total Assets - - $121,103,558
233 BRANCHES IN CANADA.

; General Banking Business

Transacted.

SAVINGS DEPARTMENT at all
branches, Deposits of $1,00 and
upwards received, and interest al-
lowed at best current rates.

TORONTO OFFICES:

Wellington St. West; 1400 Queen
é% V\?est (Parkdale); 406-408 Par-

An Enjoyable Dinner Drink |
Native Wines
7T his Assorted $5.9O

Case contains
4 bottles Port, Red Label
8 bottles Claret, St. Julie
8 bottles White Golden Club
2 bottles Catawba, Swect

St. Davids’ Wine Growers Co.

52 ATLANTIC AVE., TORONTO
Tel. Parkdale 532

“A little advertising in a few maga-
zines has built up many a national in-

llament St.; Dundas St. and Ron- dustry.” Write to our advertisers
&?‘gﬁ“ il et R d when you need their products and help

build Canadian national industries.
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ent great organ in that church, the
greatest Warren organ ever built, at
a~cost of somewhere near $50,000. He
playued it for a cou‘ple of years only
it was we noted a goodly number of
Englishmen, of whom the latest was
T. J. Palmer, present at Mr. Fricker’s
recital last week. If Torrington also
could bave been present, the historic
chain would have been complete. As
it was we noted a goodly number of
organists, including T. J. Palmer,
Healey Willan of St. Paul’s, Toronto;
Dalton Baker, of the Eaton Memorial;
Dr. Anderson, of New St. Andrew’s
and Dr. A, S. Vogt, who used to play
the organ in Jarvis Street Baptist
Church.

Had all the organists in creation
been there Mr. Fricker would never
have cared. He began his own com-
position sharp at 8 o’clock as an-
nounced, and had got clean down
through his Wagner and Bach num-
bers into the fantasia on Hanover
hymn by Lemare when we, arrived.
Lemare himself opened that same or-
gan in 1903. It was Lemare who final-
ly revised ‘the specifications.

What Lemare did! originally with
the hymn Hanover when he re-created
it for the organ was equalled only by
what Mr. Fricker of Leeds did to his
transcription. Fricker, you note at
once, has that curious English com-
bination of authority, sure technic
and suavity that combine in the great
English organist. Nobody but an
Englishman could get such a mountain
of variegated joy out of a hymn tune.
And Mr. Fricker shuttle-cocked .the
numerous variations from one part of
the great organ to another,, from great

organ to echo, from choir organ to

solo stop, from minor to major with
the air of one who doesn’t precisely
care whether you like it or not, but
feels pretty sure you do.

The only big piece the writer heard
was Sibelius’ Finlandia, which was
first introduced to Toronto audiences
about eight years ago by the Toronto
Symphony Orchestra. In this revolu-
tionary piece, handled with such a
splendid breadth of orchestral colour-
ing by Mr. Fricker, we were remind-
ed that little “Nicky,” late Czar of
all the Russians, had the composition
suppressed in Finland because it
seemed to be the rebellious voice of
a crushed people. Well, “Nicky” him-
self, such is the fate of weak despots,
is himself suppressed and in Siberia.
Mr. Fricker betrays a fine orchestral
familiarity in his organ work. He
never allows the organ to choke itself
with the clumsiness of its own re-
verberations. He. gets it away clean
and crisp to the last decimal point of
a dotted note.. His mixtures are ju-
diciously made. He seems to have a
severely certain knowledge of what
any given organ should or should not
do. His principal defect is the sos-
tenuto on his last note and the rather
uncomfortably long dramatic pause
between the various sections of -a
movement. :

French Impressionists
(Concluded from page 19.)
higher than in previous years, and al-
together the work of Ganadian artists
should give satisfaction to the country
at large. That at least wag the. opin-
ion expressed by a visitor from Rome
at the opening of the Fine Arts sec-
tion. Perhaps he did not expect much
from Canadian artists, but his sur-

prise and delight seemed genuine.
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Conducted by MALCOLM SIM

Solutions to problems and other corre-
spondence - relative to this department
should be addressed to the Cheds Editor,
Canadian Courier, 30 Grant St., Toronto.

PROBLEM NO. 153, by H. W, Bettmann.
Pittsburgh Gazette—Times, 1914,

Black.—Twelve Pieces.
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White.—Ten Pieces.
White to play and mate in two.
SOLUTIONS.
Problem No. 151, by H, J. Tucker. '
1. B—B4, Kt—Kb5; 2. R—Kt7 mate.

4 A S , Kt—Rb; 2. R—Kt3 mate.

r e , Kt—Kt4; 2. Kt—R6 mate.

s Gt es e » QxPch; 2. B—Q6 mate.

Tl v » PXB; 2. Q—K7 mate. -

CANADIAN CORRESPONDEN&E
LEAGUE.

The Canadian Branch of the Chess
Amateur Correspondence League has been
merged into the amalgamation of the
three principal correspondence - chess
leagues of the United States, namely:
the Correspondence I.eague of Greater
New York, the National Chess Corre-
spondence Association and the Chess by
Mail Correspondence Bureau. 'The direc-
torship of the Canadian Branch has
passed from Mr. C. F. Davie, of Victoria,
B. C,, into the hands of Mr. R. G. Smel-
lie, of Toronto. Mr. Smellie appeals for
increased enrolment of Canadian players,
and hopes for a prompt and enthusiastic
response. Address R. G. Smellie, 16
King street west, Toronto. Particulars
of tournament will appear shortly.

CHESS IN RUSSIA.

The following lively game was played
a short while back at the Moscow Chess
Club. The score and notes are from the
‘“‘Novoe Vremya.”

Vienna Game.

White. "~ Black.
A. Rabinovitch. A. Aljechin.
1. P—K4 1. P—K4
2. Kt—QB3 2. Kt—QB3
3. B—B4 3. Kt—B3
4, P—B4 4. B—B4
5. BxPch (a) 5. KxB
6 Pxp 6. Kt—Ksq (b)
7. Q—Rbch (¢) 7. K—Ktsq.
8. Kt—B3 8. Q—K2 (d)
9. Kt—Q5 9. Q—B2
10. Q—R4 10. B—K2
11. Q—Kt3 (e) 11. Q—K1t3
12. Q—B4 12. P—KR3
13. Castles 13. B—Kt4
14, KtxB 14, PxKt
15. Q—B3 15. P—Q3
16v PR 16. PxP
17. P—Q4 (f) 17. B—K3
18. Kt—K7ch (g) 18. KtxKt
19, Q—B8ch 19. K—R2
20. QxKt (KT7) 20. QxP
21. QxP (Kt5) 21. QxQPch
22. B—K3 22. Q—KXKt5
23, Q—Ktb 23. Kt—B3
24, R—B4 24. Q—Kt3
25. R—Qsq 25. QxBP
26. RxP 26. Q—Kt8ch
27. R—Bsq 27. Q—K5
28. 4 28. Kt—Q4

Resigns (h)

(a) So far the players have followed
a correspondence game, Brussels v. Paris,
Brussels continued 5. Kt—B3, and P-—Q3
followed on both sides. With the text-
move white institutes a lively attack,
which, however, is not sound.

(8¢} 0 SpRema . QEtxP; 7, P—Q4, B—Q3
returns the piece, but with a strong
Same - 8.k , BxKt is inferior, because

of 7. PxKt, B—Q5; 8 Q—Rbch.

(c) White's best course seems to be Ts
Kt—B3, and if 7 R—RBsq then 8.
P—Q4, B—K2; 9. P—Q5, Kt—Ktsq; 10.
P—Q$, threatening 11. Q—Qbch,

(d) Now black begins to drive back
the attacking forces.

(e) It appears more promising to cap-
ture the Bishop and follow with P—Q4.

(f) P—Q3 is more solid.  Or white might
anticipate by one move his actual com-
bination,

(g) Ingenious, but it does not save the
game.

(h) Immediate loss -is threatened by
Kt—B5.




Just to Read Aloud

(Continued from page 16.)
YMPATHETIC OLD LADY (in
Harvard Lampoon)—“You must
find those soldier suits very hot.”
R.0.T.C.—*“I do, but it’s a uniform
heat.”
t 3 ;
OHEN ' (in  Boston Transcript)—
“So. Sadie has broken’ der engage-
ment, . Did -she gif you back der
ring?”n e
/'Cohenstein—“No; she  said dia-
monds hat gone up, but she vould gif
me vat I baid for it.” : ;
» - L
KINDERGARTEN teacher etiter-
ing a street car saw a gentle-
:man whose face seemed familiar, and
she'  said,. “Good: evening!” He
seemed ‘somewhat  surprised, and she
'soon realized .that she had spoken to
| a stranger.  Much confused, she ex-
’ plained: “When I /first saw you I
thought you were the father of two
of my children.”—Argonaut.
| 3 »
l ANDY, a Scotsman that the Wind-
1 sor Magazine tells about, had te-
turned to his native village after a
; visit to ILondon. ‘When some one
'E asked him what he thought of the
g
&

great city, he said:

“It is a grand place, but the folks
there are mot honest.”

“How is that?” asked his friend.

“Well, I bought a box of pins
labelled ‘a thousand for a penny, and
coming home in the train I counted
them, and I found they were 17 short.”

”

MONG the’ replies received to an

advertisement in . a' Western

Daper for someione to take charge-of

a church choir and play the organ was

this: < noticed your advertisement

for an ‘organist and: music teacher,

: either lady wor gentleman. — Having

been both for. several years, I offer

you my services.? -
‘ ¥

‘A NEGRO serva,ni:,;frwishing to get

4 -married, - asked. his master to
ket by him a license in the neighbouring
town. The master, being in haste,
did' not ask ‘the name of the happy
woman, but as he drove ‘along he re-
flectedion the many tender attentions
that he had seen John lavish upon
Euphemia Wilson, the cook, and, con-
cluding that there could be no mis-
take, had the license made out in her
name.

“There’s your license to marry Eu-
bhemia,” he said to the servant that
night. “You're as good as married
already, and you owe me only $2.”

The darky’s face fell.

“But, Mass’ Tom, Buphemia Wilson
ain’t de lady I'se gwine to marry.
Dat wa'n’t nothin’ mo'n a little flirta-
tion. Georgiana Thompson, the la’n-
dress, is the one I'se gwine to marry.”

“Oh, well, John,” said the master,
amused and irritated at the same
time, “there’s no great harm done.
'l get you another license to-morrow,
but it will cost you $2 more, of
course,”

The next morning the darky came
| out to the carriage as it was starting
for town and, leaning confidentially
Over the wheel, said:

“Mass’ Tom, you needn’t git me no
udder license; Il use the one I'se got.
I'se been t'inkin’ it over in de night,

an 'to tell you de troof, Mass’ Tom,
e conclusion o' my judgment is dat

e

- dar aiw{ $2 wonth o' difference  be-

tween dem two -ladies.—Tit-Bits, . .
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In Action “ Beautifully Simple ”

In Appearance

The principle of making tea by the “Standard”

the first.

MADE BY

THE STANDARD SILVER COMPANY, LIMITED - TORONTO

4

STANDARD TEA BALL PROCESS

Tea Ball Process is the withdrawal of the tea leaves from
the water as soon as the tea has steeped to its proper strength, by raising the Tea Ball up under the cover,
and securing it there by inserting chain in notch of cover knob. The result—only the pure and nutritious
qual ties of the beverage are extracted, giving a clear, deliciously flav. red drink. The Jlast cup the same as
No objectionable tea leaves in pot. Simplifies the cleansing of the Tea Ball Pot. :

ASK YOUR JEWELER TO SHOW YOU THIS /‘

“Simply Beautiful ” QN

€ & y

A Woman’s Greatest Beauty
is Her Complexion

Most women have good skin, but often through neglect
or.ignorance of proper care they have lost the clearness,

_ color, softness and youthful radiance of their complex-

ions. Our treatments restore the ‘skin to its normal con-
dition, 'bringing back its former texture and color. We
remove Sunburn, Tan, Freckles, Pimples, Blackheads,
Redness, Blotches, ‘““Moth Patches” and all non-infectious
blemishes. We make a specialty of removing Superfluous
Hair, Warts and Moles by Electrolysis. Our preparations
are put up in convénient form for use at. home. Full
instructions. We gladly answer inquiries from any who
want advice or consultation, for which there is no charge.
Our booklets and Catalog describing methods and pre-
parations sent on request. o

Hiscott Insti tute, Limited
; 62S College St., Toronto

Established 1892

LIL

Use one-third “Lily White”, and
two-thirds sugar by weight. This
prevents Jellies from candying and
protects preserves of all kinds against
fermentation and mould,

At all dealers in 2, 5,
10 and 20 pound tins.

Write for free Cook Book.

THE CANADA STARCH CO. LIMITED,
19 MONTREAL.

HITE
CORN SYRUP
for

Preserving,

b)
A}

Glacier, B. €.

IN THE

CANADIAN PACIFIC
ROCKIES

Glorious days out-of-doors

on mountain tops or in flower

starred meadows. Triumphs

for mountain climbers, relax- g
ation for rest seekers, e

ILLECILLEWAET GLACIER :
MT. SIR DONALD  NAKIMU CAVES

Expert Swiss Guides for the Peaks
and Glaciers. liasy trails for the
novice.
. Jixcellent hotel and pleasant social )
life at

GLACIER HOUSE

of the Canadian Pacific Railway
Hotel System. |

Canadian Pacific
Railway

The World’s Greatest Highway
Liberal Stop-over Privileges i

For full particulars. write or

cal
%
W. B. HOWARD S 4

District Passenger
Agent

Toronto TP

STAMPS AND COINS.

PATENTS AND SOLICITORS.

P ACKAGES: frge 1o collectors for 2 cents
" postage; also offer hunhdred different
foreign stamps; . eatalogue; hinges; five
cents. “We buy stamps. Marks Stamp
(s Wi o) € it i uagt

|

| FETHERSTONHAUGH & CO., the old
; established firm. Patents everywhere,
Head Office, Royal Bank Bldg., Toronto;
Ottawa Office, b Elgin Street; Offices
‘throughout Canada. Booklet Free.

X

KING EDWARD HOTEL
—Fireproof—
Toronto, Canada.

Accommodation for 750 guests, $1.50 up.
American and Buropean ‘Plan.

\

—
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- Light Four
Five Passenger
Touring Sedan

The Full Round of Seasons in Luxurious Comfort

FOR the winter? A closed car—
by all means.

.For the summer? An open car—
most assuredly.

The Overland Light Four Touring
Sedan is both an open and closed

car.

And it is a smart appearing car either
closed or open —in no sense a

makeshift, either way,

The side windows can easily be low-
ered.

They drop into concealed slots in the

('body and doors.

This leaves the sides of the car above
the body practically open from end
to end whenever that is your
humor,

And it’s so little trouble that you’ll
shut the car up tight for even a
light shower and have it all open
again in a jiffy as soon as it’s over,

Then there’s the solid comfort all
winter long of a perfectly enclosed
car with all the protection of a
limousine and the richness of closed
car upholstery and interior ﬁnish:

Mounted on the economical Overland

Willys-Overland, Limited
Willys-Knight and Overland Motor Cars and Light Commercial Wagons
Head Office and Works, West Toronto, Ont.

Light Four chassis, this is an ideal
every-purpose car.

And you’ll be delighted with its lux-
uriousness. :

EnIioy the full round of the seasons in
uxurious comfort.

See the Willys-Overland dealer about
this car today.




