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IN COMMAND OF THE CANADIANS

A new portrait of Major-General E. A. H. Aldersen, who is leading our troops in the
big campaign in France.




Electric
Service

Means comfort, con-
venience, economy and
safety.

The home that is com-
pletely equipped with
electrical devices is a
happy one.

All the drudgery of
house-keeping is elim-
inated by electricity.

You can wash, iron,
sew, sweep, cook, keep
cool in summer and
warm in winter, by
means of electrical ap-
paratus designed especi-
ally to relieve you of
unnecessary and fatigu-
ing labor.

At our showrooms all
these devices are ready
for your inspection.
Competent demonstra-
tors will operate and
explain them for you.

The

Toronto
Electric
Light
Company,
Limited
“At Your Service”

12 Adelaide St. E.
Telephone Adel. 404
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All Outdoor Persons And Especially Soldiers
Appreciate The

Waltham Military Watch

"Design ch'd"

i

This splendid wrist watch has its own armor plate
Which protects and partially covers the crystal. It 18
very substantial and has a solid back case with two
bezels rendering it weather proof. Many g‘allant
Canadian soldiers are now Wearing this watch. Ask
to see 1t at your jewelers. It 1s supplied in 7 Jewel

grade at $12, and 15 Jewel gracle at $15.

We can also now supply wrist watches (full open
face style) with luminous dials and hands. With
these watches you can easily read the time in pitch
darkness.

FOR NURSES.

nurses‘ Watch With an extra large seconds clial, an

We are offering a special

advantag‘e every nurse will recognize.

Our free booklet Would 1nterest you. Please send
for 1t. :

Waltham Watch Company

Canacla Life Blclg., St. J ames St., Montreal
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University Book Co. -

THE FORCE OF MIND

The action of the mind in the cause and cure of many disorders is considered
in this book from new and scientific standpoints.

“Thoughtful, emrnest, and fully in-

‘““Has attracted a great deal of at-
formed.”—The Scotsman, Edinburgh. Be &

tention, and can not be without its in-
fluence on medical practise.”—Liver-
pool Daily Post.

‘““The author has in this new and

‘““There can be no doubt that the re-
forms advocated are much needed.”—

Nature, London.
- S striking work greatly developed his

theory as to the tremendous import-
ance of the mental factor in the
causation and the curing of diseases.”
—Church Family Newspaper.

“In the forcibly written work, Dr.
Schofleld emphasizes and illustrates
the part played in the causation and
cure of diseases.”—London Times.

12mo. Cloth. 347 Pages. Price, $2.00 Post-paid.

‘“Fitted to prove a stimulus to
thought upon a subject of much im-
portance to the medical profession.”—
Scottish Medical and Surgical Journal.

““An exceedingly able treatise on a
much neglected subject.”—The Queen,
London. .

8 University Avenue, Toronto
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PERTINENT ‘PARAGRAPHS

Sidelights on What Some People Think the World is Doing

ALL fairs are with us again. Blessed are the
beople that can go to the fall fair, and much
to be pitied for a season are those who have
no such thing. Harvest is the greatest pro-

duct of the earth. A prize pumpkin and a patchwork
Quilt are among the great art-works of nature and
Of people. The fall wheat is sown. The corn is
Iady to shuck. The strawstacks stand up fresh
€hind the barns with splashes of chaff on the roofs.
The farmer’s wife has bottled her catsup and done
down per beaches. The hogs and the chickens and
the turkeys are abroad in the stubble fields picking
UD the last heads of wheat left by the reaper. The
Woodpile once more comes in for overhauling. The
Clder barrel begins to gurgle. The apples are picked.
0d the first faint tinge of autumn colour comes on
the thin straggled lines of the distant bush. Then
et us all, or as many as possible, tog up and go to
€ fall fair—for it is the place where everybody
Ohgets his own failures in observing the beauty or
Other beople’s efforts.
W ue e
OUSTON STEWART CHAMBERLAIN is a re-
markable case for students of international
pathology. H. S. C. used to be an English-
Man. Some years ago he became infected with a
n°ti011~somewh-a,t shared by such electic Englishmen
38 Lord Haldane—that Germany was the only land
Oh earth where the soul of man could find free ex-
Tession. This clever and captious Briton fell an
Sagy brey to the Germanic illusion. He married a
daughter of Richard Wagner, the man who used
8reat music to illustrate the fact that German super-
Men gre the key-keepers of the great halls of Val-
h‘al‘la- No doubt Frau Chamberlain shared her
*Minent father’s hallucination.
Ceedeq in warping the anxious soul of the searcher
gter bure truth, Herr Chamberlain. Now Herr
* 8. C. has become a rabid anti-Briton. He has
¥ritten a book called “The Foundations of the Nine-
enth Century,” of which the Kaiser alone is said
I? have ordered 80,000 copies. Good business for
OIT H. 8. C. No English monarch would ever have
Qught 80,000 copies of a work vilifying Germany.
a°W along comes the North American Review with
‘bn article by Herr Chamberlain in which that acro-
¢ renegade tears to tatters his native land.bHe
een
€duced into a devotion to war, trade and piracy,”
! that “all culture—religion, education, art, law,
n%la,l customs—must, if it is to penetrate the entire
Da on, have as its postulate a unity among the
Ite‘?Dle so that the humblest people may share it.
i IS needless to point out how fully this condition
S fulfilled in Germany. In England we find nothing
lag he sort.” That is, of course, since Mr. Chamber-
n Jeft England. Had he stayed there and married
il Englishwoman he would probably now be ven-
ating the horrors of German culture. Some men
€ born to be renegades. Chamberlain is the case
2 good egg gone rotten; and the better the original
88 the rottener it gets when it becomes a renegade.

% owe e
REPORT of the dedication of the new Knox
College, at Toronto, printed in the Toronto
ey Globe, speaking of the military noises on the
wimpus mingling with the voices of the speakers
) thm. said, “The apparently incongruous juxtaposi-
o of these two elements in human nature clashing
Pon this occasion must have struck many of those
b 0 sat in the silence of Knox College, surrounded
meqhe latest and most beautiful expression of
Sty lafeval art.” That reporter must have been
“Uying for the Presbyterian ministry.
% ue e :
OME people persistently believe—and the belief
as again been recently reiterated in print—
ov that at the retreat from Mons angels appeared
T the British troops. Those angels are believed

No doubt she suc- -

to have been responsible for the safe retreat day
after day before the attempted march upon Paris
and before the German rout at the Marne. Many
stories have been told by survivors of that retreat
circumstantiating the apparition of angels. One of
these is told by a lance corporal now in an English
hospital, who says that in the retreat at Mons he
saw in mid-air a strange light which became brighter
until he could make out three shapes, “one in the

ANOTHER ARMY EXPERT

This is not a Nova Scotia horse getting his age limit

determined by his teeth, but a real war horse at the

front getting his teeth filed so that he can enjoy his
meals better.

centre having what looked like outspread wings;
the other two were not so large, but were quite
plainly distinct from the centre one. They appeared
to have a long, loose-hanging garment of a golden
tint, and- they were above the German line facing
us.” Other stories more or less vaguely corroborate
this. Some people call them mere hallucinations.
But suppose they were; Why should not the hallu-
cination itself be regarded as a reality? Whenever
a body of men, or even one man, is able to perceive
by any kind of sense, sixth or otherwise, apparitions
that have shape, action and colour, those apparitions

are to all intents and purposes as real to that man
or body of men as though they could be tested by
weight or substance. Their value is determined by
their influence. If British troops are not supposed
to believe in angels, why should any troops or any-
body credit the apparition of a flying machine? A
biplane is mot merely a mechanism that goes up
and comes down with the expenditure of gasoline.
It is an apparition that has a sensible effect on those
who behold it, quite apart from the scouting it does,
the intelligence it conveys or the bombs it may
drop on the lines of the enemy. And unless in this
super-scientific war men are permitted to believe
also in the supernatural, we shall be a long while
knocking that German idea of super-men out of the
heads of the Kaiser nation.

% % W
IR SAM HUGHES is credited with not favouring
S conscription. The proof is in a speech made
by him at Merivale, a suburb of Ottawa, last
week, when he said that during the Napoleonic Wars
recruiting was very slow, until—“finally Bobbie
Burns came to the rescue, the democratic bard, the
people’s idol. He published his famous pboem, “The
Soldier’s Return,” and the ranks of the British army
were filled as if by magic.” The General recited
the poem to prove that war does not dull a man’s
taste for literature. When Lord Kitchener finds this
out, he may say to Sir Sam, as the General saiq to

Col. Carrick—“Remember, you are a soldier.”

% % %
T last accounts an army of seven men were
A working on the site of the new Union Station
in Toronto. They were clearing away debris
left there by the great fire of 1904. If it takes pro-
portionately as long to rebuild after the devastation
of war, Europe should be rebuilt in time for the

latter part of the millennium.

%o e

ONARCHIES, thrones and courtly pageants
M may be swept away by the democracy of
war, but there still remains one ceremonial
that no revolution can destroy. An example of this
survival of a picturesque mediaeval usage was seen
in Canada last week. Mace, and broidered gowns
and mortarboards, wisdom and solemnity swept up
the aisle in a stately procession to the music of a
pbipe organ. Latin was spoke. The last words were
“Convocatio dimissa est.” It was the special con-
vocation of the University of Toronto to confer de-
grees upon notable citizens of the United States.
It was the same then as it might have been five
hundred years ago; the same now as it may be a
thousand years hence.
; %owe ue

EAR Mr. Ford: You are the most marvelous
man of your age. The age belongs to you.
The United States has a president, but you
are its dictator. You are much more interesting
than John D., and a far more brilliant man than
Andrew. You are not only a sworn pacifist, but you
prevent employees in your factories from enlisting,
you. have set aside $10,000,000 to help banish war,
you would have soldiers branded as murderers; and
yYou now threaten banks with the loss of your busi-
ness if they should subscribe to the Allies’ loan. You
have struck a new note. You are the living example
of the ridicule that a man may come to have heaped
upon himself when he uses his big profits to exalt
his own personality through the medium of the press.
In fact, you are so everlastingly humane in your
campaign against war and soldiers and human
misery sent upon us by Mars, that we expect the
next Ford car model will have a device making it
absolutely impossible for the car to kill, maim or
injure any man, woman or child, even when struck
at full speed. Pray go on, Mr. Ford—until the walls
of the Ford factories become the gates of heaven.
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In his speech at the Arena Gardens last week, Premier Borden said that the French are harvesting right
up to the firing lines. This is a picture of British and French soldiers shocking up French wheat.

LAST GREAT GRAIN CROP

By NORMAN

ILL this be Canada’s last Great Grain Crop,
is a question which several inquiring
minds have raised. The tendency in the
past five years was toward mixed farming

rather than grain-growing. This year of 1915 was
made an exception by the “Patriotism and Produc-
tion” campaign of Dr. C. C. James, director of agri-
culture for the Dominion. Hence there was a grand
crop.

But now the Canadian farmer believes that
he has been buncoed and that some one is forcing
down the price of grain.

This is a serious charge and one which should be
examined carefully by every thinking citizen. If the
Canadian farmer decides that he has been “steered”
for the benefit of capitalists and politicians, he is
likely to break something. If he finds that he has
been misled by incompetent and careless advisers
he will be likely to decide against taking any more
such advice.

At the present time, wherever the fault lies, the
farmer believes he has been “stung.” He was asked
to produce wheat to keep Great Britain from starva-
tion. He was promised big prices for his grain if
he did so. He responded to the patriotic suggestion
and increased the area under cultivation.

And what happened?

Mr. Farmer has now discovered that Great Britain
is likely to buy most of its wheat from the Argentine
and the United States. Mr. J. J. Hill, railway presi-
dent and farmers’ friend, has been very active in
New York during the past few weeks making sure
that part of the “Big Loan” will be spent for United
States wheat.

Again, Mr. Farmer has discovered that Liverpool
is paying a fair price for wheat, but that the “middle
men” are demanding such a huge rake-off that there
is nothing left for the real worker. “Patriotism” is
a good policy for the farmer, but the ship-owner is
not bothered by any such mental disease.

This is what the farmer is thinking. And can you
wonder when you see that wheat is selling at 72
cents a bushel in Alberta, 75 cents in Saskatchewan,
77 cents in Manitoba, and 85 to 90 cents in Ontario?
Does any one believe that this is a fair price to pay
the farmer for a bushel of the finest wheat grown in

PATTERSON

the world—for prize wheat in a prize year—for

patriotic wheat in a patriotic year?
LACK OF BOATS.

XAMINING the situation in detail, the main ele-

ment in the trouble is seen to be an increase

in ocean freight rates from 8 to 33 cents a
bushel.

Why in the name of all that is patriotic and loyal
and Imperial should the freight rate on a bushel of
wheat from Montreal to Liverpool be jumped from
eight cents to thirty-three cents?

Some say “insurance and war risks.” The insur-
ance and other odd charges amount to about 314
cents a bushel—no more. That includes the best
war risks insurance carried by the British Govern-
ment. Subtract the whole amount, and imagine that
insurance in peace time cost nothing, and there is
still an increase in freight rates of 22 or 24 cents a
bushel—an increase of fully two hundred per cent.

Naturally, every one concerned says, “I am not to
blame.” Dr. James, author of the “Patriotism and
Production” campaign, says, “You can’t blame me
for the rise in freight rates.” Hon. Mr. Burrell, Min-
ister of Agriculture, says “Not 1.” Sir George Foster,
Minister of Trade and Commerce, says “Not I.” Hon.
Thomas White, Minister of Finance, says “Not L”
Sir Robert Borden, Premier, says, “I have the
promise that the matter will be attended to,” but
specifies no date and predicts no reduction. Sir
Thomas Shaughnessy, of the Canadian Pacific Rail-
way, which controls the C. P. R. steamships, as well
as the Allan Line fleet, says, “I do not make the
rate. The British Government has most of our
boats.” Sir William Mackenzie, president of the
Canadian Northern and of the Royal Line of
Steamers, says, “Don’t blame me. Our steamers have
all been taken over by the Imperial authorities.”

Who, then, is to blame? In the opinion of the _
writer, the real culprit is Parliament—not the Gov-’

ernment, not the Opposition, not the Cabinet—but
“Parliament.” The blame rests on two hundred and
twenty-one members of the House of Commons.
(The Senators do not count.) These Members are
paid a salary to govern the country and they have
failed to govern it. They have not grasped the situa-

tion. They have not forced the leaders to see the
situation and take steps to meet it. :

The Liberals have left it to the Conservatives.
Sir Wilfrid Laurier and Hon. Geo. P. Graham and
Hon. William Pugsley have said, ‘“What busingss (?f
ours? We are merely the Opposition.” Which 18
quite true—too true. .

The Conservative members, being mostly voting
ciphers and purveyors of petty patronage, have left
it to the Cabinet Ministers. These are all fine men
and are trying to do their best. But a cabinet mil
ister must have a few minutes every day to study
himself in a looking-glass. Otherwise, how would he
know he was a cabinet minister?

No one does anything, and the owner of a sed
going vessel is getting any price he cares to ask,
for ocean-going vessels are in big demand. Wages
are high, insurance is high, much valuable freight
is moving to Europe, and hence freight rates aré
necessarily exorbitant as compared with those 0
peace times.

WHAT WILL RESULT?

NOBODY will seriously believe that the Canadial
farmer will ever again grow wheat in 1arge

quantity if, in this banner year, he can 91113t’
get 75 cents a bushel. To tell him that if freigh
rates were normal, he would get 95 cents will 10
help. He has been deceived and will answer “Never
Again; Never Again.”

The Ottawa correspondent of the Toronto Newi
writes his paper on September 20th, to the effect tha
there are plenty of ships at Montreal to carry 3“’"‘.}7
the wheat. If this were true, which it is nof, !
would make the situation more wicked. If there
are lots of ships, why should freight rates be three
times, yes five times in cases, what they are in no
mal times? That correspondent deserves a leathel
medal.

Mr. Sanford Evans is said to be secretary of #

Cabinet Committee which is dealing with this qufasé
s

tion. Mr. Evans blandly announces in this
despatch from Ottawa:
“lI invite letters, telegrams, marked news-

papers and personal interviews with individuals
and deputations.” ;
What a splendid solution! Nero fiddled while
Rome burned. Mr. Evans proposes to read letters
and newspapers until the season is over and the
wheat is all shipped. Isn’t that wonderful! t
But why should any one expect the Governmen
to provide ships and minimum freight rates acroS.
the ocean? The farmer who grows wheat answers:
Because the Government undertook and inaugurate
the ‘“Patriotism and Production” campaign one yef(!if
ago. They may not have looked before they leaper‘
They may have been deceived by Dr. C. C. James ©
some other official. Yet they must shoulder the
responsibility. t
When the British Government found that the mea*
shippers of Argentine were demanding an exf’rbt
tant price for their beef, the British Cabinet did B0
say, “It is not our fault!” They proceeded to ﬁn-
a remedy. These Argentine shippers were de
pendent on certain steamship companies to carty
their meat to Europe. These refrigerator steam"'rs
are absolutely necessary, and if they are not herej
the meat goes to waste in Argentine har_bou?’
and packing houses. So the British Cabinet simply
commandeered all the vessels in this trade, and o
beef shippers were glad to come to terms. ne
power of the British Government, backed by tts
British navy, is such that no shipper is beyond i
power if it cares to exercise it. Sometimes it 1
necessary to be autocratic to enforce equity @
fair play. : 5
Why has the British Government failed to comt'
to the help of the Canadian Government in this m2 :
ter? Why did it not take the rapid action in -
wheat business that it did in the meat trade? 1
answer is not fully known, but apparently the wor
has so much wheat that Great Britain finds her f0°
supply one of the least of her troubles. g
In the meantime, while all this discussion is goiﬂn
on, Canada is piling up a loss of forty-five mlmol_
dollars—fifteen cents a bushel on three hundred ™ d
lion bushels of wheat—to say nothing of oats 8%

" barley and flax.

he
OLES and Russians are infuriated because %

Kaiser’s cold-footed art collector, Dr.

mann, has stripped the Palace of Villan
near Warsaw, of all its art treasures, and intends s.
to do with the museums and palaces of Warsé
The treasures are packed in crates and sent ot
Berlin. But there is nothing so dastardly new abom
this. Napoleon ransacked all the temples of art pos
Europe to decorate Paris, which he intended to m& of
the capital of a world empire. After the defeat
one of his armies in Spain, whole caravans O tne
treasuers from Italy were captured. He took jin
famous quadriga set of bronze horses from Ber nd
and carted it to Paris; Berlin charioted it back &~
it now stands over the Brandenburg Gate at the eié
trance to the Unter Den Linden. The Kaiser g
only imitating Napoleon. And he apparently OV o
looks the fact that when it comes to the last Sceics
of the drama in Berlin, many of these despoiled rel
will: be useful to adorn the stage on which he ma
his conge to the world.

ov:
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The Premier’s Speech at Arena Gardens, Toronto

NLY two of the eight Canadian Premiers
since Confederation have been orators;
Sir Wilfrid Laurier and Sir John Thompson.
Sir Robert Borden was born to b_e a states-
Man, mig speech at the Arena Gardens in Toronto
onday evening of last week was intended to be a
Message from the front and from Bngland to the
Deople of Canada. It was the subdued, almost apolo-
Setic narrative of a man whose power of expression
a8 always been subordinated to his sense of public
Uty.. Fresh from the headquarters of Gen. Joffre
and Sir John French, from the trenches on the firing
lines ang the hospitals behind them; only the other
Y speaking on the same platform with Premier
Squith and Rt. Hon. Mr. Balfour; dined and con-
frenced; entertained by the King; given the .f'ree-
O of the city of London at the heart of Empire—
€ Premier of Canada spoke to 10,000 people as
t'h°‘1gh he were reading a story sent in a letter by
S0me one who had actually been there.
Ten thousand people saw him speak; five thou-
Sang heard his woras; not one could truthfully say
© had heard the Premier of Canada deliver a real
robbing message from the seat of war to the people
0 are sending soldiers overseas. The only reason
I8 that Sir Robert Borden cannot pretend to be what
€ is not by nature, who in moulding him left out
Most of the power of expression and compounded
the man of duty, public service, conscience, absolute
h(-mes'ty of purpose and the determination to be a
Sesman, Iad Sir Robert Borden been created
oven ten per cent. a politician, he might have stooped
 3cquire some of the tricks of oratory forthe saite
v Swaying the crowd that delights in the power
qf. the spoken word. If he were less thoughtful, he
Migh be more a man of action, no matter what
OTm the action might take. Less than half so
InOdeﬂt, he might have cast decorum to the winds
204 proceeded to tear a passion to tatters. Less
Egogether'than he is of an admirable citizen man
s Might have condescended to become for one hour
OMething of an actor. . .
li Ut the Premier carried his conscience with him
er 3 restraining hand. - The opportunity was there.
ste failed to make it into a great occasion. The
P8¢ was all set, the audience was ready. The
spoier refused to be an actor. He preferred to
sfeak his lines without action. For the second time
th’ICe his election to the Premiership he came before
& citizenry of Toronto, not as a party leader, but
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as the accredited public representative of all Canada.
He made no effort to clinch the common patriotic
impulses of his audience into the expression of one
grand desire concentring upon hix'nse‘l'f. : 3

No man ever came before a united people in this
country with more to say—when he said les's: He
seemed weary. Filled as he was with the sentiment
of an Empire being tried out in a great war whose
outlines he had actually seen, whose smoke he had
smelled, whose ravages he had witnessed, he acted
as though he had been forced upon the stage to tell
about it, and would be glad when the show was over.

It must be granted that no Premier ever came
back from England with so responsible a message;
and it must be admitted that no public citizen in any
capacity ever felt the power of that message more
than the Rt. Hon. Sir Robert Borden. But the im-
pressions he had got remained his own. By a whim
of creation he was denied the rare joy of translating
those impressions to the multitude—in an age when
demagogues are on almost every street corner shout-
ing their heads off and saying nothing.

IR ROBERT BORDEN can never be staged. The
people of this country must take him at a face
value of 100 per cent. He is capable of no

make-up. Like Cromwell, he would be as nature
made him. What does it matter whether the crowd
be ten thousand in a tabernacle, or a hundred in
some country church? The message must be the
same. The personality of the speaker in expression
must be the same. Te same stage setting must do for
all the shows; the same plain, untheatrical and mostly
undramatic actor. Climaxes and hig inspirational
moments must be avoided. 'Thrills are dangerous
and are followed by inevitable reaction. It is no
business of a Prime Minister to be a revivalist. He
must be a statesman and a citizen whose sense and
performance of public duty is equalled only by his
innate and overwhelming modesty.

We shall take off our hats to Sir Robert Borden
as a plain man and a Worthy Premier. We shall
never cease to behold in him in the highest degree
the embodiment of the great moral and intellectual
qualites of a statesman. But he remains the great
inexpressible because he has not the power to ex-
press the things that make the colour and the life
of a great occasion. As a leader of his- party in the
House, as a debater, as a dignified, clear-headed,
parliamentarian with the moral mastery over both

[ /7('1/'/"/)"/(7/2
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RB.Benneff

himself and his party, the Premier is always ad-
mirable; a man whom it would be a pride to point
out to any stranger wishing to see Canadian man-
hood in its most honest, straightforward embodi-

ment. There he must be left. If the party or the
people wish to drag him out for a show, they must
be sure to provide actors enough to complete the
bill. At the great meeting in the Arena, Mr. R. B.
Bennett, M.P., was let loose as a flying-roller evan-
gelist to turn the platform into a real stage. Mr. Ben-
nett did just what was expected of him; he woke the
crowd up, kept them awake and gave them a chance
to applaud something every minute. The plaudits
denied to the Premier were lavished upon Mr. Ben-
nett, who made several excellent points which he
hammered home—and in so doing sometimes gave
the crowd the impression of lambasting a tack with
a sledgehammer,

Contrast is a great feature in platform politics.
We have seen it in many a pair of evangelists from
Moody and Sankey down. But when it takes the
form of Borden and Beunett—it becomes just a little
too much like bright yellow and indigo blue.

For Broken Soldiers

OLDIERS who are broken in health, temporarily
S Or permanently, should not be kept in idleness.
In France and England, the authorities have
established schools and workshops, where these men
can improve their minds and purses. Crippled
soldiers are now busy making toys in both France
and England. This is an industry which might be
established in connection with every convalescent
home in Canada, because there is no regular toy
trade to complain of “unfair competition.” But
above all, let us not forget that idleness is a curse
to a crippled soldier.
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Youngest Brigadier-General

OUNGEST general in the British Empire is
Brigadier-General Garnet Hughes, recently
appointed to command the Fourth Brigade
of Canadian troops at the front. It now be-

comes an interesting problem whether Gen. Garnet
Hughes will be known as the son of his father, or
whether Major-General Sir Sam Hughes, Minister of
Militia, will be pointed out as the father of his son.

Brigadier-General Garnet Hughes, youngest officer
of that rank in the Empire, son of Sir Sam Hughes.

In any case, it seems to be like father, like son. They
are both soldiers. Of the two the son has the less
experience in active warfare and perhaps the
greater professional brilliancy as a soldier. Thirty-
three years of age, the only son of Sir Sam Hughes,
the young Brigadier-General has had experience
enough to have made some men satisfied with a life
work. He studied soldiering when he was a young

lad. That ran in the blood. His father enlisted in _

Fenian Raid days at the age of 14. Garnet Hughes
took his first and second class military certificates
from the London Military School before he entered
the Royal Military College at Kingston. First at
the entrance examinations, when he graduated from
the R. M. C,, he had a gold medal, sword of honour
and a D. S, M.

But there was no war to hand in those days, and
Garnet Hughes went engineering. He laid out
several sections of the C. N. R. line in Ontario, Que-
bec, on the prairies and in the Rockies. He had a
mathematical head. While he was under thirty, he
took charge of the construction of aqueducts and
reservoirs in Monterey, Mexico, when he had as one
of his contractors Gen.
Huerta. Well rid of
Mexico and Huerta be-
fore the war, he went
on surveys of the
C. N. R. east and west
of the Yellowhead
Pass, and when he got
that done he became
chief engineer for the
Government works on
the Pacific Coast, where
he was when the war
broke out last year.
But he remained a
soldier. He volunteered
for active service with
the First Contingent.
His father advised him
not to go on account of
his wife and child. But
the wife of the officer
persuaded the General
and the son went. Since
that time he has seen
some of the grimmest
soldiering in the world. He won his D. S. O. at St.
Julien and Festubert.

Soldiering was in his blood. He had no need to
be the son of Sir Sam Hughes to prove that. But
the example of his “up and at ’em” father was never
lost on the Brigade-Major. Neither was the personal
worth of the Brigade-Major lost on Gen. Aldersen,

The

Major in the British Army,

A. Kirkwood, of Ottawa,
age 19.

youngest Sergeant-

who, when he made Hughes Brigadier-General, knew .

that he was promoting not only a fine soldier, but a
native-born and descended Canadian. If Brig.-Gen.
Hughes’ pride in Major-General Hughes is as great

as that other Gen. Hughes’ pride in Brigadier-General
Hughes—why that’s just about what it ought to be.
And if soldiering continues to run in the family, at
some distant day it will be necessary to get out a
new war book entitled, “Who’s Who in the Hughes
Family ?”’

% g e

Youngest Sergeant-Major

GAIN be it duly noted that the youngest Ser-
A geant-Major in the armies of the British Em-
pire is a lad from Ottawa, Colour-Sergeant-

Major Kirkwood, of the Fourteenth Battalion. He
celebrated his 19th birthday in the trenches a week
ago last Sunday. He left Shorncliffe last April, mem-
ber of a reinforcing contingent for the 14th. Corporal,
sergeant, and colour-sergeant he went up the scale—
this downy-lipped youth from Ottawa. When he en-
listed, on August 21, 1914, he was timekeeper in the
office of the Dominion Bridge Co., in Montreal. He
is now in the land where bridges are being blown up
and rebuilt, has been in the actual business of war
and is a real soldier. And it was when he was being
congratulated by Major Woodside on his promotion
that the officers of the battalion discovered that he
was the youngest man of his rank in all the British

armies.
W W oW

The Oldest Great Orator

ASILY the oldest great orator in the world is
E Joseph Hodges Choate, who paid his first visit
to Toronto last week and was given a degree
of LL.D. “honoris causa” by the University of To-
ronto. Joseph Choate was chairman at the dinner
given by the Pilgrims’ Society of the United States
to the Anglo-French Loan delegates Thursday of
last week in New York. At that dinner he proposed
a toast to the Allies. He said—and one may imagine
with what eminent authority of utterance this old
orator of 80 said it:

“The commission has been working with our lead-
ing financial interests after weeks of conference,
while had they submitted the question to the Ameri-
can people it would have been settled within 24
hours. We hope the commission will come again,
and that this is only the first instalment.”

To mewspaper interviewers in Toronto, when he
got his honorary degree, Joseph Choate said much
the same thing. At the Convocation he was well
known to most of those present before his intro-
ducteur said a word, as the man who, from 1899 to
1905, was American Ambassador to the Court of St.
James; a great forensic lawyer, a famous orator, a
wit, a scholar and a wgreat figure in American life
for nearly half the time the American Republic has
been in existence.

Through all the dreary lingo of compliment paid
to several members of the American Peace Cen-
tenary Committee on that occasion, he sat hunched
down in the scarlet of his robes, his red, eagle-like
visage watching all that went on, hearing every
word, patiently waiting till the show was over—and
keeping the audience in suspense as to whether af
the close he would be called to make a speech. And
when Joseph Hodges Choate, the old man of eighty,
rose to the occasion, the occasion became worth
while. The polite palavering of compliments was
all forgotten. Here was a man who was a scholar
before most of the men on that stage were born.
Standing like the stump of a gnarled old oak, firm
as a rock, he sang out in trumpet tones his brief
message to that small crowd, which should have been
ten thousand. He flung out wit and humour with the
subtlety of the trained advocate. He played with
the expectations of his audience as he joshed the
reporters who that morning had tried to get him to
tell what he would say that afternoon. He never
smiled. TUnlike Taft, who ehuckles before his joke
is born, Choate kept a solemn face as he skated
nearer and nearer to the subject of the war.

And when he got to the topic where he could un-
burden his message, he made it provokingly plain
that he was a neutral with no authority to speak
on behalf of his country, but only to voice his own
sentiments.

“Wherever any people are fighting for what they
call liberty and justice,” he said, lifting his voice on
high, “that people have my sympathy. Ninety mil-
lions of people in my country agree with me on that
point.”

He did not say who were fighting for liberty and
justice. He left it to be inferred. He spoke of the
four months at The Hague, when, as representative
from the United States to ehact international
measures that would postpone, delimit or mitigate
the horrors of war, he sat with representatives from
Germany, Austria and Turkey—“and other outlying
nations.” But The Hague conventions were already
trampled upon and had become scraps of paper
thrown to the winds.

Soon the old tribune of the forum would open up
in full; and he did—with a majesty and authority
that even if expressed on the side of Germany would
have kept everybody interested. With tke judicial

Joseph Hodges Choate, the greatest living orator of
his age, honoured by Toronto University last week.

acumen of a mind trained for sixty years in pro-
cesses of law, with the memory of old Rufus Choate;
of whom he had himself written, the greatest advo~
cate of his day, he ploughed into his masterly arraign-
ment of “the unspeakable nation,” Germany. And
when the organist was getting ready to strike up
The Star-Spangled Banner, the greatest orator in the
United States and the greatest orator of his age in
the world gave vent to this:

“I have little confidence in, although much sym-
pathy with, all the schemes that are on foot for pre-
moting peace; but it is no use ecrying Peace, Peace:
when there is no peace and no possibility of peace—
no possibility of peace until the authors of this awfu
war are brought to a condition where their adver-
saries and the whole world can see that hereafter
they will obey the rule of good faith, the rule of
keeping contracts, the rule that when they make
such a treaty they shall stand by it, whether it i$
to their interest or not.”

Thus spoke the great legal mind, the international
expert, the orator and the ultimate natural man who
in his love of justice and of humanity speaks Wit_h
a greater voice than all the Bryans and Tafts it
America.
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The World’s Oldest Mason

OING from youth to old age, it is worth noting-
G as recorded by the picture of the old manl
on this page, that the oldest Mason in the

world is Abraham Kittlehune, of Kingsville, Ont.

who on Sunday lasﬁ
celebrated his 109t
birthday. There havé

been a lot of fine 01_
men in that part of OB
tario among the peac

orchards and the to‘;
bacco fields and the
corn  Crops. «yncl

Abe” as he is called:
is probably the mO3
remarkable of them all'_
He has lived ~und®’
four British sovereigD®-
When he was born !
Waterford Co., NeWw
York, in 1806, Geors®
1L, who lost the AI"
erican colonies fro™
the British flag, W45
still on the throneé
When that monarC
died, Abe Kittlehun®
was a lad of 14. Whe?
Queen Victoria Wa%
crowned, he was 31-——and had already been a Maso®
for ten years. His father died at the age of 105, and
his mother at 99 years. Both his parents were fro®
Holland. Mr. Kittlehune was initiated into Masonry
at Waterford in 1827. He has been married twic®
and has several children, the oldest being Mrs.
Harrison, of Bay City, aged eighty. He spent part

in the
world, Abraham Kittle-
hune, age, 109.

The oldest Mason

r of the summer visiting with his grand-daughters it

Detroit, and every day when it was fine went for

walk varying from five to ten miles. At his home
in Kingsville there is some fine shooting, and “Uncl®
Abe,” as he is known far and wide, frequently 80€°
out and invariably returns with one or more fine birds:
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A BARRACK-ROOM INCIDENT

Which Reflects Something of the Magnificent Character of the British Officer

face, and with an eye-glass in his left eye,

80 large that that organ had the appearance

of being framed and glazed, crossed the
threshold of the ante room and took up his position
at the bridge table with the same precision born
Of habit as that with which he was accustomed to
Wake his daily report. The others dribbled in from
the Mess-room in twos and threes, and Brownlow got
impatient and rapped on the table with the new
back of cards.

“Now, then, you chaps,” he remarked, ‘“hurry up
and let’s begin if we are going to play bridge to-
Dight.”

“All right, Brownie,” replied a tall, thin subaltern,
“What’s your hurry. You’ll lose your money quite
Soon enough ?”

The Junior Captain, a good-looking young man of-
eight ang twenty, straight and clean of limb as a
Soldier should be, added a last word to an

CAPTAIN BROWNLOW, big, burly, broad of

By KENNAWAY JAMES

Drawing by Arthur Lismer

ground to his quarters, with his head bent. He
mounted the stairs with a heavy tread, opened the
door of his room, and came face to face with the
Senior Major.

“I took the liberty of coming in here and waiting,”
the latter said, stiffly, ‘“as I thought it better that
what I have to say to you should be got over to-
night.”

zi\gdordaunt bowed slightly and placed a chair for
him at the table.

“I got your note, sir,” he said. :

Major Hereward took no notice of the chair, but
continued standing by the table, his clear, grey-blue
soldier’s eyes fixed on the other. :

“Arthur Mordaunt,” he commenced, in that in-
cisive tone a superior officer uses to a subordinate,

Mordaunt started.

“Major, I tell you——" he began.

The Major raised his hand, but Mordannt had
stopped before it went up. Red to the temples, his
face gradually paled to a deadly white, while his
eyes seemed to have sunken, and had a wild, far
away look about them, like those of a person in
sudden deep thought.

“It is quite useless to deny the matter,” Hereward
proceeded, “you have been identified as the person
who cashed the cheque, and if any further evidence
were needed, the notes which were given you for
it, have been traced into your banking account.”

MORDAUNT"S white face was convulsed for a
moment like that of a person in great suf-
fering.
“True,” he gasped, “quite true!”
There was almost a look of pity in the Major’s

already stated opinion on putting greens in
f:lr;eral, and joined the two at the card
le. :

“That’s right,” commented Brownlow, in :
4 satisfied tone, “now the Major, and we !
Shall be complete.”

“You're getting me into nice habits,

Townlow,” that officer remarked, with a
Shile, as he joined them, “what do you think ‘
of yourself for leading a steady married man I

Into gambling?” T

low remarked, briskly, and spread the cards
on the table to cut for partners. The Senior
ajor, tall, spare, and with the grey hairs i
Well established over his temples, leaned ol
Over to take a card, and then the Junior | I
aptain, whose back had been to the table, ‘
Urned and faced him. The Major’s hand
esitated for a moment as their eyes met,
and then was withdrawn from the card; the
twenty years’ Indian tan on his thin, honest I
face seemed a little paler as he did it. \ i\

“Guest night, Major, guest night,” Brown- l “

“I don’t fhink I'll play after all, Brown- !
%?W," he said, at the end of a little pause,
I don’t feel quite up to it, and I’ve a letter
O two to write before I go to bed.”
And then, with a bare nod to Brownlow,
ﬁie turned and went out of the door behind
im,

The three stood at the bridge table until
the door had closed without saying a word,
ad then Brownlow broke the silence.

“What the devil is the matter with the
Maj()r to-night?” he asked, impatiently. “In

€ years we’ve been together in the
re8iment I never knew him do a thing like
that before.”
S an emphasis of his astonishment his
EY‘e'glass fell out.

‘Liver!” ejaculated the thin subaltern,
Who, despite his want of flesh, was of a
:.ontented and somewhat humorous disposi-
,1{011; “liver and matrimony late in life.

hat’s what's the matter with the Major.”

BR‘OWNLOW seized the mess jacket of
4 passing subaltern, and drew him
w B0ne too gently to the table.
) Here, Boots,” he remarked, “you some
14 make a fourth.” e
i But I can’t, my dear fellow,” remarked the youth,
alth a pleasing smile. “I can’t play bridge for nuts,
nf} esides, I hate it.” i
on’t ‘dear fellow’ me,” replied Brownlow, with
assumed severity, “but sit down and do as the
a,Ptain of your Company tells you.”
- “Youw'd better be careful of Boots,” remarked the
romol‘ Captain, as the boy sat down, with a grin, “he
Okeq yg fearfully last guest night.”
Dl hat was because I had had too much port,” re-
al‘ the youngster, ‘“that was abnormal. I am
‘,’:’aYs abnormal when I drink port.”
Shall watch your drinks next time, young man,
1 OTe I ask you to play bridge,” remarked Brown-
v “What have you been drinking to-night?”
g 011y fizz” the other replied, as they all sat down,
You're safe.”
in he cutting had resulted in the two captains play-
S the two subalterns, but at the end of the second
“2¢, Brownlow leaned over the table to his partner.
5 at’s the matter with you to-night, Mordaunt ?”
asked, “you’re pretty well as bad as the Major.”
© Junior Captain gave a slight start, and then
"I’e into a somewhat forced laugh.
thinm afraid I've been a bit casual,” he sai.d. ki
oot I'M a bit off my stroke to-night, and if you
to gy S don’t mind Il turn in. I've got a few letters
"&ttend to.”
in h amn their letters,” commented Brownlow, pencil
hip d&nd totting up his losses as the door closed be-
o ordaunt. “I’ve lost a thick 'un.”
btain Mordaunt walked across the dark parade

[
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eyes as he went on:
(5 “What on earth did you do it for? You
i
. Lyt
|
|

stood you were well off—very well off.”
Mordaunt’s white face stiffened into re-

solution, but he made no answer. He

shrugged his shoulders in a helpless sort of
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are not in want of money. I always under-
i

|

1

|

| way.

L Hereward waited for a few moments,
: - hoping, perhaps, that he would offer some
explanation, but he made none.

“There seems only one thing to be done,”
he said, at last, with a sigh, “and I assure
you it is a bitter duty to me after our long
friendship. I don’t forget those days out
in India, when you first joined and came to
my company. I don’t forget your devotion
to me, I don’t forget those days in the
Tirah, either, when you practically saved
{ my life——"

There was a quiver in the older man’s
voice, and he stopped to steady himself.

“It is those considerations,” he continued
when he was firm again, “which move me
to stifle my own sense of duty and to hush
this matter up for the sake of the old times
that have been.”

“If the return of the money will make
any difference——" Mordaunt broke in.

Hereward raised his hand.

“No, not on any account. Under the cir-
cumstances I would rather not. I am not a
rich man, but I prefer to leave it as it is
and to lose the money. That will make no
difference either way. You must leave the
Service.”

“Leave the Service!” gasped the Junior
Captain, “the Staff College, my future 2

The older man shook his head.

“There' are other walks in life besides the
Army,” he said. “You are young enough
to begin again in any of them.”

The meaning of the whole thing which
had been obscure before now seemed to
burst upon the younger man.

“For heaven’s sake, Major,” he cried, dis-
tractedly, “think of what you are doing.

“That conviction was that | had, in you, to deal with a man of honour,

a gentleman, as an officer should be.”

“When a year ago I discovered and forgave what I
believed, and still believe, to be an innocent attach-
ment between you and my wife I was guided in my
actions at that time, and fortified in the resolution
I took to let things go on as they were before by
one conviction. That conviction was that, at any
rate, I had, in you, to deal with a man of honour
a gentleman, as an officer should be.”

The younger man looked up, and there was an
ominous twitching of his lips, but he said nothing.

“Now,” continued Major Hereward, and there was
a quiver of anger in his voice, “I find I was mis-
taken.”.

Mordaunt did not answer him at once, but after
a few moments, with a great effort at controlment,
asked a question. ;

“Of what do you complain, sir?”

The elder man looked at him sharply under his
heavy half grey eyebrows, and there was a curve
of contempt about his lips. He did not answer, but
took from the breast pocket of his mess jacket a
little silver mounted letter case, from this he pro-
duced a folded cheque, opened it and laid it on the
table.

“This cheque, drawn to bearer for one hundred
and fifty pounds, was presented at my banker’s last
Thursday by you and cashed across the counter.”

Mordaunt glanced at it and looked up again.

“Yes, that’s quite correct,” he said.

“I'm glad you don’t deny it,” commented the
Major, with a sigh, half relief, half regret, “for that
saves trouble. The signature on the cheque which
purports to be mine is a forgery, as you well know.”

Think of what it means to me. Does it ever
strike you that I may not be guilty ?”

Hereward smiled, and there was contempt
in it. He did not spare him.

“Do you wish me to believe that you did not cash
the cheque, and that you did not pay the notes into
your banking account at Cox’s?”

Mordaunt looked at him for a moment as if he
were about to speak, and then said nothing, but
turned away and wrung his hands. The Major
moved towards the door.

“There is no use in prolonging this painful inter-
view,” he said, then turned with his hand on the
door. “Within a week, Mordaunt?”

The other had turned, too, and was facing him,
his handsome features white and immovable.

“Within a week, sir,” he answered.

HE door closed, and for quite a minute Mordaunt
T stood with the same fixed look of intense pain
on his face. Then he went towards the table,
sank into a chair, and buried his face in his hands.
But this phase did not last long; there was not
a tear in his eyes as he stood up again, and went
towards his writing case for paper and envelopes.
There was the same white look of agony on his
face, but it was the look of a man who had suffered
before. But now there was one element missing
which is usually present in such a face in similar
circumstances. He seemed to have lost all hope.
He sat at the table, and wrote a letter, not a long
one, but one in which he seemed to be very careful
in choosing the words, and the little carriage clock
on his soldier’s chest of drawers had struck three
separate quarters before he had finished and sealed
it with the signet he wore on his left hand.
He looked at the letter as it lay on the table with
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“ Nothing But Our Utmost Can Pull Us Through”

A Pouwerful Piece of Argument Embodied in a Preface to his Book, * Through Terror to Triumph

By RIGHT HON,

this country could not have kept out of it without imperilling its

security and impairing its honour. We could not have looked on

cynically with folded arms while the country we had given our word
to protect was being ravaged and trodden by one of our own co-trustees._

If British women and children were being brutally‘de_stroyed on the high
seas by German submarines this nation would have_mslsted on calling the
infanticide Empire to a stern reckoning. Everything that ha}s happened
since the declaration of war has demonstrateq clearly that a military system
so regardless of good faith, of honourable obllgatl'or'ls', ar!d of the elementa.ry
impulses of humanity constituted a menace to civilization <_)f th'e most sin-
ister character; and despite the terrible cost of suppressing it the weli-
being of humanity demands that such a system should be challenged and

royed. :
des}l’l?: fact that events have also shown that the might of this military
clique has exceeded the gloomiest prognostications provides an additional
argument for its destruction. The greater the might the darker the menace.

Nor have the untoward incidents of the war weakened my faith in ulti-
mate victory—always provided that the Allied nations put forth the whole
of their strength ere it is too late. Anything less must lead to defeat.

The Allied countries have an overwhelming preponderance in the raw
material that goes to the making and equipment of arr_nies, whgther in men,
money, or accessible metals and machinery. But this matersal_ has to be
mobilized and utilized. It would be idle to pretend that the first twelve
months of the war has seen this task accomplished satisfactorily.

Had the Allies realized in time the full strength of their redoubtable and
resourceful foes; nay, what is more, had they realized their own strength
and resources and taken prompt action to organize them, to-day we should
have witnessed the triumphant spectacle of their guns pouring out a stream
of shot and shell which would have deluged the German trenches with fire
and scorched the German legions back across their own frontiers.

ARE WE GETTING ENOUGH MEN?

What is the actual position? It is thoroughly well known to the Germans,
and anyone in any land, belligerent or neutral, who reads_intelligently the
military news must by now have a comprehension of it. With the resources
of Great Britain, France, Russia—yea, of the whole industrial world—at the
disposal of the Allies, it is obvious that the Central Powers have still an
overwhelming superiority in all the material and equipment of war.

The result of this deplorable fact is exactly what might have been fore-
seen. The iron heel of Germany has sunk deeper than ever into French and
Belgian soil. Poland is entirely German; Lithuania is rapidly following.
Russian fortresses, deemed impregnable, are falling like sand castles before
the resistless tide of Teutonic invasion.

When will that tide recede? When will it be stemmed? As soon as the
Allies are supplied with abundance of war material.

That is why | am recalling these unpleasant facts, because | wish to stir
my countrymen to put forth their strength to amend the situation. To dweli
on such events is the most disagreeable task that can fall to the lot of a

5 FTER twelve months of war my conviction is stronger than ever that

DAVID LLOYD GEORGE

public man. For all that, the public man who either shirks these facts
himself or does not do his best to force others to face them until they are
redressed, is guilty of high treason to the State which he has sworn to serve.

There has been a great awakening in all the Allied countries, and pro-
digious efforts are being put forth to equip the armies in the field. | know
what we are doing: our exertions are undoubtedly immense. But can we
do more either in mén or material? Nothing but our best and utmost can
pull us through. Are we now straining every nerve to make up for lost time?
Are we getting all the men we shall want to put into the fighting line next
year to enable us even to hold our own?

Does every man who can help, wnether by fighting or providing material,
understand clearly that ruin awaits remissness? How many people in this
country fully apprehend the full significance of the Russian retreat? For
over twelve months Russia has, in spite of deficiencies in equipment, ab-
sorbed the energies of half the German and four-fifths of the Austrian forces.
Is it realized that Russia has for the time being made her contribution—
and what an heroic contribution it is!—to the struggle for European free-
dom, and that we cannot for many months to come expect the same active
help from the Russian armies that we have hitherto received?

THE RUSSIAN GAP.

Who is to take the Russian place in the fight while those armies are
re-equipping? Who is to bear the weight which has hitherto fallen on Rus-
sian shoulders? France cannot be expected to sustain much heavier bur-
dens than those which she now bears with a quiet courage that has aston-
ished and moved the world. Italy is putting her strength into the fight.
What could she do more?

There is only Britain left. Is Britain prepared to fill up the gap that will
be created when Russia has retired to re-arm? Is she fully prepared to cope
with all the possibilities of the next few months—in the West, without for-
getting the East? Upon the answer which Government, employers, work-
men, financiers, young men who can bear arms, women who can work in
factories, in fact, the whole people of this great land, give to this question
will depend the liberties of Europe for many a generation.

A shrewd and sagacious observer told me the other day that in his judg-
ment the course pursued by this country during the next three months would
decide the fate of this war. If we are not allowed to equip our factories and
workshops with adequate labour to supply our armies because we must not
transgress regulations applicable to normal conditions; if practices are
maintained which restrict the output of essential war material; if the nation
hesitates, when the need is clear, to take the necessary steps to call forth
its manhood to defend honour and existence; if vital decisions are postponed
until too late; if we neglect to make ready for all probable eventualities; if,
in fact, we give ground for the accusation that we are slouching into disaster
as if we were walking along the ordinary paths of peace without an enemy
in sight—then | can see no hope.

But if we sacrifice all we own and all we like for our native land; if our
preparations are characterized by grip, resolution, and a prompt readiness
in every sphere; then victory is assured.

its. direction clearly written in his strong,
legible hand, and then suddenly turned away
from it.

He took down his thick military cloak from
its peg behind the door, and threw it ready
by him on a chair. Then unlocking the bot-
tom drawer of his chest, he took from it his
revolver in its brown leather service case,
and laid it by the letter on the table.

* * * * *
AJOR HEREWARD entered his warm,
comfortable married quarters with a
gigh of relief, and sank into a seat by
the fire with gratitude in his heart at his
perfect surroundings. Certainly they were
as elegant married quarters as any that

could be found in any garrison in England,. . . (i

and represented without doubt the perfec-
tion of refined comfort.

The room in which he sat was a room of
many ornaments, and the very lettering on
the tantalus spirit stand on the table spelled
‘Wedding Present.

Perhaps there was a little too much of a
strong scent about the room, perhaps the
bow about the neck of the little Pom which
rose effusively from a cushion to greet the
Major was a little too big and too pink. Per-
haps even exception might have been taken
by some people tfo the strong whiff of
cigarette smoke which hung about Mrs.
Hereward’s lips, as in a low cut dinner dress
she leant over the Major’s chair and kissed
him.

Mrs. Hereward was a young lady of cer-
tainly not more than four and twenty, fair
of skin and blue of eye, who had two years
before left the house of her father, a retired
naval officer at Southsea, to share the glory
—and considerable private income—of Major
Hereward of His Majesty’s White Lancers,

They might have passed for father and
daughter, for the Major’s hard Indian service
had made an older looking man of him than
his forty-seven years warranted, and she on
her part neglected no art either of speech,
manner or the toilette which would tend to
keep her outwardly at least at one and
twenty and—there was no baby to make her

“Yes, father, | remember that you told me the war would be over in
The C. P.’s army got some hard knocks the last Saturday

October.”
in September.

DET TING PEEVIST

—Cartoon from the N. Y. Herald:

matronly. As she said to her sympathizing
friends in the regiment—and they Wwere
many, for she was popular,

“Whatever should we do with the DOOT
thing ?” 2

And her large blue eyes would open wide
in ignorance and wonderment at such aB
uncontemplated catastrophe. Perhaps M
only for this reason it was as well the “poo:
thing” was not there. ;

Major Hereward was an honest man, apd
a kind, simple soldier, and had the habit.0f
taking things for what they seemed. In thi®
spirit he had taken Madeline, his wife, £from
the very first day of his marriage at hel
face value, which was considerable, and had
continued to include this item in his periodl
cal balance sheet, for he was careful an
methodical, at the same figure without Writ’
ing off anything for depreciation, and wear
and tear of the world.

THE Major drew his chair to the fire, an‘:-

produced a pipe; he did not fill it, b¥

sat with it in his hand watching the
flames in the grate.

“Poor devil!” he muttered.

Mrs. Hereward looked at him gharply, the
leaving her seat, crossed the room, and pu
her hand on his shoulder.

“What poor devil, Tumpty?” she inquired:
“Tumpty” being her pet name for her. hus’
band used only, at his special request, whet
they were by themselves.

7

The Major reached for his tobacco pouchs

and commenced to briskly fill his pipe.

“Oh! No ‘poor devil’ in particular,”
said, rather confusedly.
‘poor devil.’”

Now the Major could keep a secret fro®
his wife, provided he gave no scrap ©
away by accident. This done, however, mis:
case was almost hopeless: Madeline Here
ward had so many ways of getting a Secref
out of him when she got on the track ©

he

“I only said- just

one that he was a mere child in her hands:

She gently disengaged the pipe and pouc
from his hold, and put them behind heF
(Continued on page 17.)

{
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CANADIANS PLAY BASEBALL AT LORD'S, LONDON

——

A wounded Canadian gets some bat prac-
tice before the game.

horse-bus from Picadilly to the West
End of London to see a cricket game at
Lorars, win ever forget it. Lord’s cricket field
as famous and as typically English as West-
Mingter Cathedral or the British Museum. If
the Match is between Eton and Harrow, or be-
Ween the Gentlemen and the Players, there
;v 1 be an exceptional crowd having charac-
Cristics seen nowhere else in that metropolitan
Aty If it ig an ordinary county match there
: il! be just as much excitement, but a more
"inary audience.
L CCasionally there is a baseball match a't
ene S—Say once in ten years. Then the audi-
cnee Is a mixed one, with the London-Ameri-
s in fu strength.

% % %

%The other day there was a most interesting
tr Dt of this character, when a baseball team
tagy the Canadian contingent at Shorneclifte
lop led g London American team to raise funds
fayy the Widows and orphans of Canadians who
Say. 0 the war. The audience was Anglo-
frox‘m\including the Englishman, the soldiers
Ca; India and Australia, the majority of the

i df‘ In- colony in London, and a great many

'-/aig\'a;‘f%‘

NO Canadian who has ever travelled on a

Sir George Perley, according to ancient custom, throws the
first ball in a baseball game at Lord’s, the most famous
cricket field in London—and the world.

This Canadian fielder drops a difficult fly—
even as cricketers do.

London Americans. Such an audience would
give the trained observer much scope for a
study of all the races which have founded their
civilization on the principles of British liberty.

Sir George Perley, as Canada’s High Commis-
sioner, was naturally selected to throw the first
ball. The accompanying photograph indicates
that his style of delivery is more like that of
a girl at a boarding-school than that of a pro-
fessional baseball artist. But the smile makes
up for much—and Sir George is said to be
very chary with his smiles.

W

Who won? It does not matter. The game
was the thing. It gave the Americans—
Wwhether from Canada or the United States—
an opportunity to show what the “national”
game of these two countries is like. For, dg-
spite our nominal preference for lacrosse, it is
not as much the national game of Canagla as
it was. Moreover, there was no great .rxvalry
—because all Canadians and Americans in L_on-
don are in harmony in wishing and praying
for the success of the Allied armies.

Such events as these must be welcome to
those who feel the strain of this bloody con-
flict and nowhere is the strain greater than in
the city of London itself.
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CANADATHAS MONEOFO LA SE

By THE MONOCLE MAN

national situation could possibly justify the
feeling which is so common in Canada that
we have very much less at stake in this war
than have the European Allied nations. Of course,
our people never have taken international politics
seriously. They have always acted on the theory
that “diplomacy” was a wicked mixture of lying and
secrecy and deception with which it was distinctly
to our credit to have nothing to do. We were too
honourable and upright and truth-telling to play the
diplomatic game. Only the effete and immoral
peoples of the Old World could be got to mix in
such a muddy muddle. The consequence is that we,
ag'a result of our hypocrisy, do not understand the
direct and important relations which exist between
our national future as well as our individual happi-
ness and “diplomacy.” We imagine ourselves safely
outside its sway, and conceive of ourselves to-day as
generously sending soldiers to help other people fight
their battles.

VOTHING but a dense ignorance of the inter-
A

g ve e

MORE wrong-headed and deadly dangerous
“. motion could hardly exist. The precise opposite
is, in my opinion, the truth. We stand to lose
MORE by a German victory than do any of the other
Allied nations, with the possible exceptions of Bel-
gium and Serbia. This is not hyperbole or metaphor.
I believe it to be the literal fact; and I will tell you
why. A German victory in this war means the early
dismemberment of the British Empire. Most of our
people see this now without finding it necessary to
have the why and the wherefore explained to them
in detail. So I shall not pause at this point. Now,
the dismemberment of the British Empire will not
mean, I take it, the German occupation of any part
of the British Islands. England, Ireland, and Scot-
land will be much poorer—they will have lost their
Empire—but they will be free and self-governed.
The greater part of France will be left intact—free,
French and self-governed. Germany will not want
any more Alsace-Lorraines. Italy will come out of
the struggle—even if beaten—still Italy, with the
exception of some of her Northern Provinces. Russia
may lose Poland; but Russia will still be Russia.

e % w

ANADA, on the other hand, will be wholly taken
over, occupied, systematically settled and ruth-
lessly ruled by Germany. There is no more

doubt of this than there is that the sun will rise
to-morrow morning. Take a map of the world,
which shows the British Empire coloured red, and
decide what portions of that red territory a wise
German Empire would acquire if she had her choice.
What she wants, we all know. She wants a land
where her people can live and prosper—where there
is an abundance of natural wealth for them to exploit
—where they can colonize and create an Overseas
Germany—where they will stand ever ready to fly to
the help of the Fatherland if it be attacked. Where
can she best find that within the limits of the British
Empire? Not in India—that is too full already. She
might like to exploit India—compel her people to
consume goods “made in Germany”—but both
climate and a swarming population would prevent
her from turning India into an Overseas Germany.

woue %

GYPT, she would probably take over commer-
cially under the guise of a Turkish province.

But Germans cannot live there the whole year
round. South Africa will be tempting; but the Boer
population would not take kindly to Prussian
methods. They have shown what they think of the
prospect by their gallant efforts in this war. Aus-
tralia is an empty Island-Continent; but a large part
of it is said to be .uninhabitable by Europeans—and
it lies ever under the menace of an awakened and
over-crowded Asia. That pretty well calls the roll
till we get to Canada. And what of Canada? It has
a temperate climate, not unlike Germany itself. It
is sparsely populated, and so could soon, by syste-
matic German emigration, be turned into a German
Colony. Its natural resources are not matched in
the world. It is an ideal land for the overseas de-
velopment of German Imperial ambitions. The Ger-
mans could create here a German-speaking “United
States” which they would hope to hold in perpetual
fief to the Hohenzollern crown. And, judging by the
docility of the German-Americans in the present
United States, they would have a comparatively easy
proposition. The German race lacks that passion
for self-government and individual freedom which
dominates and spurs on the English-speaking races.

v % %

O there is no doubt that Germany would want
Canada—want it much more than any other
possible spoil of war after the defeat of the

Allies. And she commonly takes what she wants—

when she can. And who would prevent her from
taking Canada, once the British Empire was beaten
prostrate and the present gallant Alliance of Free
Nations shattered? If our very good neighbours,
the Americans, cherish the delusion that for one
minute they could prevent it, they are due for a rude
awakening—if Germany wins this war. They have
a navy which, even to-day, is second to the German
navy. But they may be very certain that the German
navy—before it overpowers the British -navy—will
be much bigger and more powerful than it is to-day.
And, remember, we are not calculating in this little
discussion, on them fighting while the British navy
is still able to fight. They show little inclination to
do that now, when they could probably win this war

for the Allies and for national independence DY
simply joining us formally. We are assuminz%’.that
they will stand aloof, imagining that it is no business
of theirs, and see the British fleet blown out of the
water.

% ve v

SO they will then have an inferior navy to that
of Germany—much inferior. They will have no
army at all in the European sense. Moreover,
Germany will not declare war on them. She will
simply announce that she proposes to “move in next
door,” and that she hopes that they will be the very
best of ‘neighbours. Then she will land a German
army here, strong enough to sweep from the St
Lawrence to the Rio Grande without serious trouble,
and will proceed to take up any border disputes OF
trade hostilities that she may find in being. It 18
just possible that, in that day, if it ever dawns, th‘:
pundits at Washington may regret that they did no
curb the might of Germany when they could have
done it by simply signing a declaration of war.

THE MONOCLE MAN.

WHO'S WHO IN FRANCE

NUMBER of changes have been made in the
senior commands of the Canadian Army in
France. The number of Canadians in the

fighting line is now about fifty thousand, which makes
a full army corps and some over. A British Division
consists of 18,600 men, and two Divisions make-an
army corps. General Alderson is the commander-in-
chief of the whole Canadian Force in France, which
is divided into two Divisions and the Corps Troops.
The latter might be termed a reserve division.

Through the courtesy of Major-General Sir Sam
Hughes, the Courier is able to publish this week a
list of the senior commands revised to October 1st.
This is as follows:

CANADIAN ARMY CORPS. (2 DIVISIONS.)
Under command of General Alderson.

1. First Division—Major-General Currie, C.B.
First Brigade—Brig.-Gen. Lord Brooke. (Four Bat-
talions.)

Second Brigade—Brig.-Gen, L. J. Lipsett. (Four

Battalions.) p
Third Brigade—Brig.-Gen. R. G. E. Leckie, (Fouf
Battalions.)
Divisional Cavalry—Brig.-Gen. Rt. Hon, J. E. B
Seeley.
Divisional Artillery—Brig.-Gen. H. E. Burstall.
2, Second Division—Major-General R. E. W. Turnéfs
C.B, V.C.

Fourth Brigade—Brig.-Gen. Garnet Hughes. (Four
Battalions.) t
Sixth Brigade—Brig.-Gen. Ketchen. (Four B2

talions.) s
Divisional Cavalry—DBrig.-Gen. F. O. Sissions.
Divisional Artillery.

3. Corps Troops—Major-General Mercer.
Cavalry Brigade—Brig.-Gen. C. A. Smart.
Forty-Second Highlanders (Montreal).
Forty-Ninth (Edmonton).

Royal Canadian Regiment.
Princess Patricia’s Canadian Light Infantry.

PRINCIPALS IN A RECENT OTTAWA WEDDING

—

A wedding which caused much interest in social circles recently, was that of Miss Louise Tamplett,
daughter of Mrs. Henry Cameron, formerly of Louisville, Ky., and Mr. Allan Bate, son of Mr. and
The Maid of Honour was Miss Lois Booth, and the Groomsman,

The group is here seen outside the res‘idence ()

T. Cameron Bate, of Ottawa.
Bate, Flag Lieutenant under Admiral Kingsmill.

bride’s mother on Laurier Avenue, Ottawa.

s



Guides of Ontario.

Casa Loma, the

beautiful home of Castle walls as a
" Henry and background for

}ady Pellatt, To- Youth amid bril-
onto, was en liant autumn col-

fete a day in Iate ouring, made for
€ptemberin a vivid outdoor
Ohour of the Girl scene.

A CAPTAIN AND HIS BRIDE.

S2Ptain and Mrs. Herbert R. Alley, caught by the

the 2 as they left St. Paul’s Church, Toronto, after

e Solemnization of their marriage. Mrs. Alley was

Ndolyn, daughter of Mr. and Mrs. Geo. A. Jones,

The honeymoon will be spent en route for

where Captain Alley will shortly join his
regiment.

A Rosy Monday

S a rule, Monday is a day of blues and bluing.
It is given over to indigestion and laundry
work—neither of which makes for imme-

8o diate happiness. Just why Monday should

it l;’ften be a day of sadness, we cannot tell—unless

day. that we do too little and eat too much on Sun-
yea;. However, the last Monday in Septemb.er, this
the * Stood out as an entirely joyous occasion, for

Slop-1les (’specially France) had two or three

logy, Ous victories to their credit, and the world

Tq,.ed as if it were rolling Freedom’s happy way.

en. ° Wound up the day with a meeting in the

f&ml:a' addressed by Sir Robert Borden and his

im&lful Western follower, Mr. R. R. Bennett, and the

8 Saig Oy expressed our feelings graphically when

E‘"'Ohto.
“Nglang,

“Well, we’ve licked some Germans. Bor-

AT THE SIGN OF THE MAPLE

A NEWS DEPARTMENT MAINLY FOR WOMEN

den’s back on the job and Sir Wilfrid’s better of his
tooth-ache. So, I'guess we’re all right.”
W e

Writer and Lecturer

NTARIO is to have the opportunity this month
O of hearing Mrs., McClung, who has been so
successful as a speaker, throughout our West-
ern Provinces. Mrs. MeClung first became famous
as a writer of short stories, making a notable suc-
cess with her first volume, “Sowing Seeds in Danny.”
Since those days, both in Saskatchewan and Mani-
toba, Mrs. McClung has taken effective part in cam-
paigns in favour of temperance and moral reform.
But we hope that, in spite of her strenuous work,
Mrs. McClung has not lost the sense of humour
which is one of her greatest charms. We  need
various and thorough reforms, but we need, also,
that sense of life’s ironies which keeps the day’s
work from becoming too great a burden. If we can
be made better and happier at the same time, why,
we are quite willing to be reformed at once. ERIN.

Western Ontario Chapters Meet

EMBERS of the Imperial Order Daughters of
M the Empire from 38 different chapters in
Western Ontario, assembled at a “rally” in
London, on September 17th, by invitation of the
Municipal Chapter of that city. The idea of the
session was to gain fresh inspiration, interchange
ideas for the winter’s work, and become better ac-
quainted with the members of the ten primary Lon-
don chapters which form the Municipal body.

chapter is a machine gun, and

The session, which was presided over by Mrs.

- Niven, convened in Cronyn Hall. An address of wel-

come by Mrs. H. A. Boomer, honorary regent, Lon-
don, and reply by Mrs. Duncan Ross, of Strathroy, on
behalf of visiting chapters, were opening features.

Mrs. McDougald, of Montreal, Standard Bearer of
the National Chapter, gave a most inspiring address,
dealing largely with the Order’s work in Canada
since the outbreak of the war, and appealing to the
women present not to withhold their men from
enlisting.

A comprehensive account of the work accom-
plished by the Municipal Chapter, London, inside the
past twelve months, was presented by Mrs. R. M.
Graham, secretary. Over $20,000 has been raised
and expended in the year, apart from almost $10,000
handled by the primary chapters. Fifty-four bales
of hospital supplies and soldiers’ comforts have been
sent to the Queen’s Canadian Military Hospital, at
Shorncliffe, since April last.

The fine contribution of 41-2 tons of Jjam, for-
warded to England in June, from the Municipal
Chapter, was also the result of a “jam shower” held
in London for one week. The most recent gift of the
many of the members
are now adopting “prisoners of war” in Germany.

Home-Made Toys

AN excellent scheme for the encouragement of

toy-making in this country, has been adopted

by the Canadian Handicraft Guild, at 586 St.

Catherine St. W., Montreal, who are offering prizes
(Concluded on page 15.)

VANCOUVER SOCIETY GIRLS SELL SWEETS.
A Red Cross Sports Carnival was held at Brockton Point, Vancouver, during the visit of H. R. H. the

Duke of Connaught.
sweets to the populace.
Douglas, Miss London, Miss Phair,
Kathleen Watson, Miss Valerie Maude,

Miss Anita Bell-Irving,

Very picturesque were the baker’s dozen of girls in nurses’ uniform who sold
From left to right they were:

Miss Beth Roberts, Miss Zulette London, Mrs.
Miss Mary Bell-Irving, Miss V. Phair, Miss

Miss Jean Macdonald, Mrs. E. M. C. McLorg, Miss Mary Pybus.
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To Achieve Fame

SURE road to fame is to get on a steamer,
A land in New York, and tell the reporters who
captured 43—65—73—105 German submarines. It is
well to hint that you have been in the company of
some British officers and politicians who are ‘“high
up.” An air of mystery as to where you get your
information is essential. If you do the job nicely,
your name and your report will be printed in every

silly newspaper in the United States and Canada—
and there are a lot of them.

g 9w %

Our Own Submarines
VER in the United States, ‘bids have been re-
O ceived for sixteen new submarines of the
“coast defence” type. The price is limited
by the Naval Department to $550,000 each. Canada
is moving along the same line, and the submarines
now being built here will be a splendid addition to
Canada’s coast defences.

g e %

An Important Vote
N November 3rd, the State of New York will
O vote on the question of extending the suffrage
to women. Neither the Republicans nor the
Democrats have taken any definite position on the
question, and it looks as if they had decided that it
should be defeated. The vote will be interesting,
however, as showing how the sentiment on this sub-
ject stands in the most important state of the Union.

e g %

Missing Its Opportunity
ORONTO has a “Bureau of Municipal Research”
which costs a little group of citizens twenty
thousand dollars a year to maintain. This
Bureau investigates and gives advice as to possible
improvements in the civic administration, but re-
fuses to indulge in personalities. :

What folly! What magnificent opportunities ig-
nored! And how ridiculous to think that any gov-
ernment can be reformed without denouncing all
those connected with it as “self-seekers,” ‘“‘corrup-
tionists,” “vote-stealers” and “robbers”!

we % W

A Positive Virtue
. YVES GUYOT, the French economist, ad-
M dressing the British Association which met
®* recently at Manchester, makes a distinction
which is worthy of special consideration. Every
nation must practise economy, but even more must
it increase production. Economy without increased
production is ineffective. Economy is at best only
a negative virtue, while the intensity of production
is a positive virtue. Every nation must build on the
positive virtues in order to ensure economic pro-
gress.
This point is commended to the serious considera-

tion of the Minister of Trade and Commerce and the
members of the Canadian Manufacturers’ Associa-

tion.
W g W

QOur Rich Patriots

ARVELLOUS it is how our rich men tell us

M to economize and be patriotic while refusing

to show the same spirit themselves. They
preach, but do not practise.

Prominent Canadian bankers, brokers and capi-
talists are taking a share of the big New York loan,
though they know that one condition of it is that
“qll the money must be spent in the United States.”
Apparently these gentlemen do not love Canada
nearly as much as they love their balance sheets.

come to meet the vessel, that Britain has

THE COURIER.

The English newspapers are warning the people
of that country that they should not buy any of this
United States flotation, but save their money for
purely British war loans. Indeed, it is clear, that
in as far as English and Canadian investors take
up this United States loan to the Allies, just that
far they are defeating its object.

Bvery banker, every broker and every capitalist
who puts a Canadian dollar in this United States
loan should be severely censured by the people of

Canada.
ye e

Quick Results at Ottawa
OW quick the Government at Ottawa is to
H take a “tip” is proven by the following recital
of events. In last week’s Canadian Courier,
the leading editorial was entitled, “Finance Our Own
Share,” and began with the sentence, “Canada should
finance her ‘own.share in the war.” It was suggested
that if the Hon. Mr. White would ask Canadians to
subscribe to a national loan at five per cent. he
would be generously supported.

The Canadian Courier reached Ottawa on Thurs-
day. On Saturday a despatch was sent from Ottawa
to the Toronto “Sunday World” which stated:

“When the next Canadian loan for war pur-
poses is issued, there is no doubt that it will be
raised in the Dominion. There are many
evidences that the financial interest of the coun-
try as well as the people generally would wel-
come a domestic issue.”

Hon. Mr. White has decided wisely. He will find
that the Canadian Courier’s “tips” are usually based
on a close study of public sentiment.

W %

Loose Reasoning
ROFESSOR ROBINSON, of Chicago, who was
P honoured with a degree at Knox College, To-
ronto, last week, thinks Great Britain is as
responsible for this war as Germany. He finds his
reason in the fact that Britain boldly called herself

“Mistress of the Sea.”

The reasoning was bad. Britain may have aimed
to rule the sea, but she ruled it for the benefit of all
the nations. She asked no privilege for herself that
was not extended to Germany and Austria. She did
not attempt to “hog” the sea as Germany would do
if she had an opportunity.

Therefore, the Professor is illogical in overlooking
the vital difference between Great Britain and Ger-
many. Britain stands for equal freedom among the
nations; Germany aims at the exact opposite.

Professor Robinson may be a gentleman and a
scholar, but he certainly would be well advised to
refrain in future from visiting Canada. There can
be neither hospitality nor tolerance for men who are
s0 blind to the real issue of this war as the Professor
who last week found it advisable to make such a
hasty exit from this country. X

9w

Misrepresenting Ireland
IR ROGER CASEMENT, who presumes to repre-
S gent “National Ireland” in Germany, tried to
get in with the Irish National Volunteers last
year without success. He then went to New York

; WHEN the White/Taylor loan was negotiated

and became some figure among the wilder Irish
spirits of that city. After being officially repudiated
by Irishmen of every class, he travelled to Berlin.

A somewhat similar case is that of Mr. T. St. John
Gaffney, American consul-general at Munich, who
has been recalled because of his pro-German utter-
ances, and who now proposes to lecture in the United
States on behalf of the German cause. He, t00
claims to be an Irish Nationalist with a record, but
the Irish people of New York declare that he was
repudiated by Mr. John Redmond as a “butter-in.”

These are the type of men who are trying to stain
the otherwise splendid record of Irishmen in this
struggle against tyranny and oppression. They are
adventurers and renegades.

w v

Only Two Funds

LL tag days, tobacco funds, comforts associa~
A tions, machine-gun donations and 80 on
should be ignored. There are two funds
which claim premier attention—the Red Cross Fund
and the Patriotic Fund. October 21st is to be &
donation day for the British Red Cross Society, of
which the Canadian Red Cross is a branch. €
Patriotic Fund will need millions more. When these
two claims are met, Canadians will find that they
have been called upon for all they have to spare.

9 g ¥
The Allies’ Loan

in New York for $45,000,000, Hon. Mr. White
only allowed the underwriters three-quarters
This was said to be &
The British-French
a record,

of one per cent. commission.
record for a loan of that size.
loan of $500,000,000 has made just as good
the same commission only being allowed. In this
case, however, there is an additional rebate of on®
per cent. to all underwriters who thus get their bonds
at 9614 instead of 98.

w owe

British Preference -
HOULD Great Britain insist that all new dutlz_
S imposed on such imports as pianos, autom

biles and so on, apply to the imports fro®

Canada, Australia and other British countries, thefg
will be mixed feelings. The Conservative pal'tilu; 1

Canada is on record as being in favour of mu -
preferences and they will hardly be content to Sef
their favourite dream _shattered by a government o
which Bonar Law and Austin Chamberlain are M€
bers. On the other hand, the Liberal party
Canada is on record as favouring independent action-
They will therefore answer that it is entirely t
domestic question and that the British parliame?
has a perfect right to do as it wishes. = te
Nevertheless, there will be many people 1D t f
Dominions who will agree with Hon. Mr. Fishels ot
New Zealand, that these Dominions do not expegs
the British Parliament to put us on the same ﬂ’a;o
in the matter of trade as Germany. Many Wl
would not ask Great Britain to put on duties 0 heg
the Dominions will, now that duties are introducet'
for other reasons, wonder why some special treﬂe
ment is not extended to the other parts of the Bmpire

in

THE NEW KNOX COLLEGE IS FORMALLY OPENED

)

On Tuesday, September 28th, the new Knox College, Toronto, was thrown open to the public.

he
On tby ¢ e

lowing day the dedication service took place in the college chapel when this picture was taken
Courier photographer.



THE COURIER.

I Blankenbacghe w. _ 1
; ‘ o Merany

e lytead?®

g

dBus /y\.._ ourh

Bokiiny 18 NOTVIQA
Aplurse
e
grvin
gy S 0S O =
6 A . b
e :""‘e 2 Vasse 05, \
IR0 9, yuphles
2 9
a0y 5 Teinse
. "Sissonne dWNovion Porvien

qber. 7 OCOMP Ch""nrc/eér

tAQ Imygre l’l.'hzsgr

F deBryybres i
of Montbg{x" 2x .
Craonn :\‘
2 5 \
' > P olactau bois

5 s/ g
A ) i XFemilly  Gr 1o
@7 \G ® DB topcr it hauls ) ) it rgq
- o1 & . K o o
orln o, B I ~t 9 4yngu// ) Pont S - * age
Varraddes?s 3 1IYCOY! AR A o/ o AVeim R
b . R e nendirouft & p
‘ o R tFE de TS yirmsourr M) MR tn By V ChSzlins
AL TN la Ferts sous-([Jodarre S ‘Vartu. “Byjiou el Yy oo off - ofp Lrorit NG, s
eauxﬁﬂﬁ.) s rfrp”‘;enharq; b Ao vigh 3 u:het' % b 80’"" \ e o 00 W
5 o Cricy en.Brre Horin Sonemirarr  Lha O 0 Pierrefitte NP9 \ ‘:;(‘;l‘::l"//;s Prey AN San
st . oCoulommiers ‘M.ir;.;d; - i AR-LE-DUL G i
v 2l {it\\ lorin s o3¢ vond ~ s ommbsous 'au{.v'/pl) 7 ommerc A :!a
R e b IYE e © o Ky ? ' A\ © > For 0 R <
ezl ALt La ferté Gauche el oo, SREN L [ Sy agn,f,#:s} T IR
$Qobere N3 > s S FnE Narlly )9 Camp Pt ey PRI B S\ {:;\_ 'Tél..tl
O F LGt 5 My : INKN»D 270 NWavcouleorsd < L
e bl Ty n A ¢ > A B il atnad .
b o S 2 o
M iminh \ 0 Em 20 30 40 S0 MILES \ B2 :
> 4 i s e

This map shows the whole change in the

Inset Picture illustrates the curious combination of farming and war

fellow-citizens.

AN STFHIS “THE GREAT-DRIVE?

ILL the new offensive begun by the British
and the French a few days ago resolve
itself into a big push, or only a rap on
the knuckles? For the first tmge since

the battle of Neuve Chapelle, in April, the A1!1es have
'brought the weight of their men an‘d_ munitions ftg
€ar upon important sectors of the line hundreds o
Mmileg long between Switzerland and the nox:th coast
of Belgium. Was it done to ease the Russians and
Y arrangement with the Russian general staff? Or
Was it merely another experiment to see what the
Allies were able to do with the German trench .fortiﬁ;
Cations now that they have speeded up munitions?
ving made the experiment and satisfied every-
P0dy, even the Germans, that they have the necessary
Dunch” to get through the first and sgcond line.of
Tenches without appalling sacrifice, will the Allies
ve again and again; or will they settle down to
le up more munitions, equip more armies, and go
Nibhling again for the winter? These are questions
ich no amateur need try to answer. They are
Questions which even professional soldiers might
"Nd embarrassing. But the average man who day
Y day mentally shoves on this gigantic task of
8etting the Germans out of France and Belgium, is
bounq to ask such questions, because for the first
time i the history of the world the common man
home thinks himself called upon to be a war
XDert. For the first time in the history of war the
Citizen considers himself a soldier. This is a war
usiness, of organization and of vast machinery.

0d on the west front it has been since the Battle of
the arne such a slow-moving glacier of a thing, that
Most men have time to make themselves more or less
130‘:’“5"111}’ wise trying to understand what is going on

And tryjng to forecast what may happen in the near
futyre, :

Nobody wants the Allies to strike before they are
ready. No sane man wants to over-estimate the push
that has already been made. Neither does anybody
care to under-rate the power of the Allies to do just
the kind of fighting that Germany has imposed on
her enemies, and to do it better than Germany as
time goes on and organization becomes more com-
plete. We do not expect to take ten years to learn
this kind of warfare. It took Britain most of two
years to learn how to fight the Boers by their own
methods. Those methods have all been discarded.
A commando of Boer sharpshooters would have as
much chance on that shell-swept frontier of France
and Belgium as a cat in an earthquake. But the best
soldiers in the world, British, Canadian, French and
Belgian, backed up by artillery as powerful as the
German artillery, by explosive shells as deadly as
the Germans, by national spirit higher than the Ger-
mans, if not more united, and led by generals that
know the conditions—should be able to Tise to the
height and the might of this terrific encounter. The
armies of France and Britain should be able to
gather themselves into that world-crushing strength
that no longer waits for Germans to set the pace.

HIS may take weeks, months or a year. Nobody
knows how long. All we know is that the
job is begun. The great offensive scheduled

so vaguely to begin last May seems to have begun
this September. The Allies have begun it. The
nations behind the Allies are rising to it. The people
know that the machinery of the Allies is able to
work havoc with the German lines as deadly as
ever the Germans worked with our lines or with the
Russians. The Allies have begun to shake off their
traditional notions about the game of war and to
take this conflict as the titanic, overwhelming, world-

iti h line as effected by the operations on Saturday and Sunday, September 25th and 26th. The
e on the West front; a French farmer cultivating his fields close to the graves of his

absorbing business that it is. The Germans can do
no worse than they have done. Their diabolical
methods are understood. They are matched by their
adversaries. The shuddering menaces are no longer
terrifying. Calmly and unswervingly Joffre and
French co-ordinate their forces and map out the
advance. They will not needlessly sacrifice armies
for the sake of a show or a mere technical decision.
They will if need be wait and hold and nibble and
manoeuvre—until they have gathered the might that
crushes the enemy.

AND the German people through their own news-
papers are beginning to know it. They are

alarmed. Even the efforts of German experts
to poohpooh the danger proves how great that danger
is. The big drive may not yet be on. But it is
surely coming. Meanwhile the world at home can
afford to wait till it comes, without feverishly
wanting to send instructions to Joffre and French.
They are coming up behind, the armies and the muni-
tions of England and France. And we believe that
when they begin to make the Big Drive they will
be irresistible.

Champagne Prosperity

VER in the United States, some of the manu-

O facturers are showing signs of “Champagne

prosperity,” as described by Myron T. Her-

rick, formerly ambassador to France. He protests

vigorously against a reckless expenditure of war
profits.

So, too, in this country, there is a tendency among
those who are making money out of munitions to be
extravagant. Several imported limousines have
made their appearance in Toronto and Montreal,
with “war profits’” written all over them.

This is the kind of foolishness which leads gov-
ernments to tax war profits and wage-earners to
demand increased wages.
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Courierettes.

HE war is shoved temporarily into
the shade while the Red Sox and
Phillies fight it out.

War steps in the Balkans seem to
be mostly side steps.

Prohibition is making such headway
in the world that the water wagon is
apt to be mistaken for the band wagon.

The plow horses that didn’t get
away to the war are no doubt better
pleased to be dragging a plow.

‘Chicage wants 4 submarine stationed
there. 'What is it doing with the East-
land?

Chairman Walsh of the U. S. Indus-
trial Commission, thinks that no man
should save more than a million.
Carried by a large majority.

Uncle Sam has a .battleship named
after the state of Georgia. If it’s built
snd manned no better than a Georgia
jail, it isn’t up to much.

The English pound is soon due to
recover its weight in the world’s finau-
cial markets,

A Kansas City woman who has 21
children, wants to adopt two more.
Looks like 23 for her all right.

‘Why doesn’t Britain levy fines on
German colonies, is a question asked
in print recently. ‘Because the Huns
have none.

Mrs. J. J. Astor fed a $2 beefsteak
to her dog the other day. Another
text for the Socialist orator, :

Dr. Dumba completely overlooked
the eleventh commandment of the dip-
lomat—*“don’t gel caught.”

Doc Cook nearly froze to death on
Mount Everest. Somehow there seems
to be a coolness wherever he goes.

Woodstock, ‘Ont., has a chief of
police by the name of Killing. That

should be enough to keep the crooks

out of Woodstock.

Archibald finds that carrying a mes-
sage for Dumba is not quite as glori-
ous as carrying a message to Garcia,

Have you ever noticed that the hen-
pecked man wisely does all his Crow-
ing away from home?

All kinds of possibilities in the jit-
ney. Striking sireet car crews in
Pennsylvania operated a Jitney ser-
vice to beat the railway company.

The Turks are said to be building
railways. That’s all right. We’ll find
them useful later on,

A 72 year old woman in New York
is charged with having alienated the
affections of a 60 year old husband.
Well, that’s  easily explained. The
woman is wealthy,

2 ® »
A MOAN ABOUT HORNS.

I list to the tooting of autos,
Till the heart within me mourns—
Oh, take me away to the country,
Where only the cows have horns,

LA R ]

Of Course it Is.—Kissing will be a
barbarous practice fifty years from
now, declares a Boston doctor. It’s
barbarous now—to those who have to

look on.
2 2 »

Appropriate Material.—You will find
that most castles in the air are built
of gold bricks.

2 » »

We Believe This.—A taxi driver in
Detroit was held up and robbed,

P.S.—It took four men to do it.

L ]

Very Much.—Speaking of things
that have stayed up during the past

" thing—and

we might mention the um-

season,
brella.

L R e ]

Anything Will Do.—An actress just
back from Europe has gained some
publicity by reason of bringing back
with her the smallest dog in the
world. Possibly her talent is equally
small, but anything will do to get her
name in the papers.

WAR NOTES.

The “terrible Turk” seems to
still be in terror.

Europe is trenching and Amer-
ica is retrenching just now.

Nobody can deny that the

» MTurkish fleet ‘retains its fleet-
Hess,

Britain held up a Standard Oil
ship. = Britain is afraid of noth-
ing.

This war was made in Ger-
many and we’ve got to see that
it is finished there.

To make this fall a perfect fall
all that is needed now is the fall
of Constantinople.

It’s rather hard on Bryan when
he ‘finds war munitions for the
allies being made in Lincoln,
Neb.

‘The Krupps subscription of
$10,000,000 to the German war
loan was a mere transfer of that
amount from one pocket to the
other.

In Russia the young idea has
to be taught not only how to
shoot, but how to scoot.

The Kaiser declares that beer
is indispensable for the army
That’s hard crack at his ally,
Wm. Grape juice Bryan.

The Query.—“How will the shirker
face his conscience?” asks a Toronto
minister.

Well, answer 1t with another ques-
tion. ‘“How can a man face something
that isn’t?”

2 » »

This Decadent Age.—Now along
comes a chap who recommends that
talcum powder be used on mules.
Alas, we fear we live in a mollycoddle
age,

2 » »

The Need of the Hour.—Some of
these days President Wilson will be
asking Thomas A. Edison to invent a
machine for writing diplomatic notes.

LR A ]
Wise and Otherwise.

One of the best ‘boards of education
is the shingle.

Pessimists are misfortune tellers.

Lovers need never be too good to be
true. .

A lighthouse is a good place to learn
light housekeeping,

A man who is truthful about every-
thing else will lie after he goes on a
fishing trip.

A little learning is a dangerous
to know it all is even
‘worse.

Never say that a man cannot be
bought until you have heard the price
offered.

A wife who uses face powder and
hair bleach should not object to her
husband spending some coin on cigars.

® ¥ »

Puzzle—Find the Man.—Teddy
Roosevelt says he is willing to back
any good man for President of the
U. 8. (If he were pressed for an
answer, he might be able to find the
right man without going far.

2 »

He Surely Is.—Connie Mack, the

Philadelphia baseball manager, says

he is  building up a new team. A
glance at the league standing must
convince the observer that Connie is
beginning at the right place—the bot-
tom.
L AR A

It’s Due.—According to the Cologne
razette, Von Tirpitz has stated that
“the German fleet will soon come out

of hiding.” Then it will be getting a
hiding. 4
® 2 »

MOTORISTS.

(Being the more modern American
national anthem.)

My auto, ’'tis of thee,

‘Short cut to poverty,
Of thee I chant;

I blew a pile of dough

On you two years ago,

Now you refuse to go—
‘Or won’t or can’t.

Through town and countryside

You were my joy and pride,
A happy day;

I loved the gaudy hue

And the nice tires so new—

Now it seems you are through
In every way.

To thee, old rattlebox,
‘Came many bumps and knocks;
For thee I grieve.
“Badly-thy top is torn,
Frayed are thy seats and worn,
Whooping cough’s in thy horn
I do believe.

Thy perfume scents the breeze
'While good folk choke and sneeze
As we pass by;
I paid for thee a price,
"Twould buy a mansion twice,
Now everybody’s nice—
I wonder why.

Thy motor has the grip,

Thy spark plug has the pip,
And woe is thine;

I too have suffered chills,

Ague and kindred ills,

Trying to pay my bills
Since thou wert mine,

Gone is my bank roll now—
No more ’twould choke a cow,
As once before; 3

Yet, if I had the yen,

So help me, John (amen)

I’d buy a car again—

And speed once more !
2 2 »

Sure Sign.—It’s easy to tell that
John D. Rockefeller has been a suc-
cessful man. He keeps a lot of guards
around his place and is rather scared
to venture out.

: LR R

A Truth About Truth.—Some folks
like to tell the truth only when it is
unpleasant for somebody.

L A
Embarrassing, At Least.

Polaire, the French actress who
boasts the tiniest waist in the world,
is now prastising on odd war-time
economy. She refuses to wear stock-
ings while the war is on, and she is
creating somewhat of a sensation in
London. 6535

Toronto has a preacher who refuses
to wear a hat untii his church is com-
pleted. r k-

If this sort of thing continues, the
scarcity of clothing ‘is bound to be
more or less embarrassing.

2 2 »

Appropriate.——In Britain they have
a new breechless rifle.

It would seem to be the proper kind
of a weapon ior the kilted Highland-

ers. |
LR A
Too Much.—Prof. Graham Bell sug-
gests that we foilow the German ex-
ample and extract food from sawdust.
When next you go out to dine, do not
be surprised if your host invites you
to help yourself to a splinter off the
leg of the table.
2”2 n
Why Of Course!—The London Daily
Mail has an article headed “Why
Women ‘Speak Well.” Why shouldn’t
they speak well? With all the prac-
tice they get we should be surprised
if they were not good talkers.

A Perfect

Complexion

Gives that deli-
cately clear and
refined com-
plexion which
every woman
desires. Keeps
away skin

troubles. sE
‘ Gouraud’s
OrientalCream

We will send a complexion
chamois and book of Pow-
der leaves for 15c. to cover
cost of mailing and wrapping.
At Druggists and Department Stores

FERD T. HOPKINS & SON
I 474 St. Paul Street, Montreal '

R

A FREE “ TREAT” FOR

If you wish your pet to
keep healthy insist on
Brock’s Bird Seed. Brock’s

is 'best, and the “Treat”
in every package is a bird
tonic that keeps Dick
bright and healthy.

A free sample Brock’s Bird
Seed and “ Treat.” Write
Nicholson & Brock,
6N[ Francis St., Toronto.

A coat— made of “‘Craven-
ette” Regd. proofed Cloth—
does double duty.

Being showerproof, it
protects against rain g=
and dampness. On\l
bright days, it is an
easy, comfortable,
stylish top coat.

All genuine “Craven-
ette” Regd. proofed
garments — for men,
women and children
~bear the trademark
shown above. Look
for it whenever and
wherever you buy.

If your dealer cannot

supply the genuine

“Cravenette’” Regd,

proofed Cloth

and Garments,
te

The Cravenette Co.
P.O. Box 1934.
Moatreal, P. Q.

A complete ligh lant in
itself, Makesigngn%t?ms its
own gas, Cheaper than kero-
sene and more brilliant that
electricity or acetylene, ¥orf
homes, stores, factories
churches, etc. Made in ovel
200 styles. Every lamp ‘;VN;
ranted. Used in every civilize!
country on earth, Agents
wanted, Write for catalogu¢
and prices,

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

L dudies) (Gttese

Attractively situated. Picked

faculty.
For prospectusand terms write the Principal
R.I. Warner,M.A.,D.D., St. Thomas, Otlof4




At the Sign
Home-Made Toys

(Concluded from page 11.)

for the best sample home-made toys
Submitted to them. No entrance fee
I required to enter the competition,
Which closes on November 10th. All
tOY'S, however, must be sent to the
grlulld office with carriage paid and
A-f? worker’s price plainly marked.
S er the awards have been made, the
¥S will be placed on sale in some
Central locality in time for the ‘Christ-
mas trade.
So’Phere seems to be no important rea-
noItl why .the ‘art of toy-making should
flourish in Canada with as great
Success as the industry attained in
grerma'ny. Needless to say no more
foana,d‘lan money will go to Germany
wr the'purchase of those toys which
teﬂ‘e hitherto obtained in that coun-
. 'T¥, but that need not deprive our

MRS. R. M. GRAHAM.
Eec')'., Municipal Chapter 1.0.D.E., of
ondon, who addressed the assembled
Members of thirty-eight Western On-
tario Chapters. ‘

Children of their playthings. There
;Ilust. be countless Canadians with the
SSQulred skill and imagination neces-
ia«ry to produce such articles, and it
‘lilfor the purpose of developing this
i ent, and eventually creating a toy
nd‘us&f:ry in Canada, that the Canadian
2 findlcrafts Guild has made their of-
er. Particulars as to prizes may be
Obtained by application to the Mon-
Teal address.

A Popular-Appointment

{RS. Lillian Beynon Thomas, of
‘Winnipeg, has been recently
& named by the new Manitoba
ofOVernme'n't, as one of the members
¢ the Advisory Board of the Agricul-
ural (College. Mrs. Thomas is well
Nown in the 'Women’s Press 'Club, the
o*Oliti‘cal Equality League and otner
a}‘ganizativons. She is an authority on
All the problems of the farm women
Or years she has wielded a powerful
gen in the Free Press and other jour-
Tals, where she is known as “Lillian
ea‘“‘le,” in their interests and for
Very progressive movement. As a
I’;bllc speaker she is immensely popu-
fe{t and widely influential, and it is
. that the Government could not
gavf made a wiser choice. As an or-
nn zer, 'Mrs. Thomas has few equals
5 her own province or elsewhere, and
ﬂite will undoubtedly in her new capa-
% Y find congenial and profitable work
wgettmg every woman who is a rural
Eesller,{ into tquch with the Home
tup nomics Socielies and the Agricut
al (Colleze Extension work for
Omen,
apRe‘cently too, Mrs. Thomas has been
VV(lgointed by the Local Council of
Mmen, of Winnipeg, its provincial

~Chapter,

THE COURIER.

of the Maple

representative on the National Coun-
cil, so it is apparent that Manitoba
wishes to do her honour as one of its
most useful citizens.

News Brevities

gift of a motor ambulance was

recently made by the Toronto

W.C./T.U. to the Canadian Red
Cross. Society. It will go to the front
with the next Canadian Contingent.

W e

IOctober 8th will be Field Day at the
Hamilton Golf and Country Club. The
Toronto, Rosedale and Lambton Golf
Clubs, all of Toronto, have entered
two teams of five players each.

W

Duke and Duchess of Connaught
were represented by Lord Richard
Neville, at the Melba Red Cross con-
cert in Toronto on Monday last. T.R.H.
will, however, attend the same con-
cert to be held in the Arena, at Mon-
treal, on October 13th.

woge %

Hamilton will hold a “Hospital Sun-
day”  on Oct. 17th. The collection
will be under the supervision of the
Paardeburg Chapter, I.0.D.E. who
take this means of calling on the sup-
port of the churches and the public to

“help carry on their winter campaign.

Serbiar Relief is the latest cause to

gain the attention of the Municipal
1.O.D.E., . of Winnipeg. A
«Serbian Hospital Supply and Com-
fort Week” will be held beginning Oct.
95th., during which time contributions
of Red Cross supplies, canned goods
and money will be gladly received.
ue we ¥

The engagement has been announced

of 'Miss Kathleen Dunsmuir, of Vic-
toria, daughter of Mr. James Duns-
muir, former Lieut-Governor of Brii-
.ish 'Columbia, to Major Seldon Hum-
phrys, with the British forces in
France. Miss Dunsmuir met her fiance
at Havre, where she has been in charge
of a motor kitchen, for the purchase
of which sne raised funds among
friends at the outset of the war.

e we e
Thursday, ‘October 21st will be
“Trafalgar Day”’ throughout Ontario.

The request that such a day be held
has been received by Lieut.-Governor

MRS. DUNCAN C. ROSS.

Of Strathroy, Ont., who spoke at the
recent 1.O.D.E. rally at London.

Hendrie from Lord Lansdowne, who
states that additional funds are re-
quired to carry on the work of the
Red Cross. Committees are being
formed in every municipality in the
Province to superintend the collection
of money on that day.

If Tea and Coffee

Came in Capsules

as their drug, caffeine, is frequently sold, tea and coffee
drinkers would wake up to the fact that tea and coffee are no:
foods but drugs. =

Yet in spite of the warnings of reputable physicians, many
persons fail to realize the harmful effects of caffeine, the subtle,
habit-forming drug in tea and coffee. Taken regularly this
drug—the frequent cause of nervousness, heart-flutter, head-
ache and other ailments—sooner or later gets its hold.

Look tea and coffee in the face—read what physicians and
health experts say: (Names on application)

““Some people get the craving for aleohol by first taking
tea or coffee.”’

‘“‘Coffee is a dope and narcotic almost equal to opium.
Slowly but surely it gets control of its vietim and holds
him in its grasp a pitiful, helpless vietim.”’

““Coffee is a drug. Those addicted to its use are drug
addiets.”’

“’Ijhey .(the tea and coffee drugs) are comparable to
opium in that they induce a habit and should be
avoided.” ‘

Right now is the time to find out whether or not tea or
coffee has a hold on you. It’s simple and easy—quit both for
ten days and use

POSTUM

the pure food-drink

Made .o.f wheat and a bit of wholesome molasses, Postum
has a delicious, snappy flavour, yet contains no drug or other
harmful element.

The better health that follows freedom from the tea and
coffee drug shows

“There’s a Reason” for POSTUM

MADE IN CANADA
Canadian Postum Cereal Co., Ltd., Windsor, Ont.

Sbld by Grocers everywhere.
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THE CANADIAN BANK
OF COMMERCE

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

CAPITAL, $15,000,000
SAVINGS BANK ACCOUNTS

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

RESERVE FUND, $13,500,000

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

The Flood-Tide Has Started

THERE seems to be little doubt now that industrial, commercial and finan-

cial Canada is in flood-tide. The era of economy which has swept ﬂ_ﬂ

countries as a result of the war, has probably been most pronounced i2
Canada. The Dominion, it must be acknowledged, is as yet a weakling amo}lg
the countries of the world, but she is a weakling endowed by heredity with
brains and by nature with strength and brawn and resourcefulness. We h?,ve
studied the successes and failures of our immediate family and of our neigh
bours, and we have profited accordingly—witness the absence of wild specula-
tion in the matter of our war stocks. #

Canada’s ebb tide has turned, and we are in the flood. Our farmers last
year laid out every available acre they could handle to the cultivation of wheat,
and they sowed carefully. The result is a larger crop, and one much more
heavy to the acre than we have ever had before. Our railways have rushed
feeding lines to completion and have reduced curvature on main lines in order
to tap every possible acre and to provide facilities for the quickest transportd”
tion. Our freight receipts bid fair to eclipse the records of all other years 11
consequence. Pan American excursionists and summer tourists from the United
States are filling our passenger coaches and our hotels. Our gold mines

THE

INDEPENDENT ORDER OF FORESTERS

FURNISHES A COMPLETE SYSTEM OF INSURANCE

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

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

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

For further information and literature apply to

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

e

=

A An investor may rely either on the worth of

Double the basic security offered for the safety of his

Reliance _funsis, or on the reputation and resources of the
institution in charge of this security.

[ Our Guaranteed Trust Investment plan combines these two
grounds of confidence, Funds invested on this plan are placed

in carefully selected first
+ i
| Ehﬁoua% st

mortgages on improved
real estate, and their safety
Company Simifed
Capital Paid Up Reserve

is guaranteed directly by
$1,500,00 $1,500,000

us.
These investments
18-22 King Street East
THOER O N O

5% per annum.
— =] =

—=|C

yield

Booklet on request

‘“MADE IN CANADA

Don’t forget to order a case of

COSGRAVES

(CHILL-PROOF)

PALE ALE

Sparkling, snappy, pure and good. It im-
proves your dinner immensely and is good
for the family too.

Any dealer will fill your order.

For over half a century the Cosgrave label

As light as lager, has meant the best in hop and malt beverages.

but better for you.

Funeral of the late Robertson Macauley, President of the Sun Life, leavingd
his residence, Westmount, Montreal, September 30th.

are not only working to present capacity, but are enlarging their equipmenff
in order that they may help to supply the world’s demand for gold. This yeal’s
catch of fish has been a phenomenal one, and our coast lines are stocked with
the finny products of the sea. While the 1915 lumber cut may net be as largé
as usual our Government has redoubled its activities in timber conservatiol
and when that demand reawakens we will be all the better prepared to take
care of it. OQur largest manufacturing plants are working day and night shifts
on shells and parts of shells, on leather products, textiles and clothing, and 0%
all the infinite variety of small accessories which go to the equipment an
furnishing of vast armies at war. And we have the positive assurance tha
Great Britain will give us all the work we can possibly handle.

The vast machinery of our country is operating smoothly and steadily, oile_d
by economy. Sentiment, which has so vast an effect upon business outlook, 1%
much improved by reason of the fact that most figure comparisons with last
year show remarkable gains. Our Government is backing our banks, and ouf
banks our business enterprises. Summarizing these things, is it not plainl¥
apparent that we have little indeed to complain of—and very, very much to b€

thankful for.’

Financial Notes

OVA SCOTIA Steel and Coal Co. has arranged to let its subsidiary, the
N Eastern Car Co., have five of its ships to carry cars to Russia via the

_Panama Canal and Vladivostok. The arrangement is that the ships will
on the return voyage, pick up grain cargoes on the Pacific Coast and take them™
to Europe. The boats are chartered for long periods and the company lets it®
subsidiary have the accommodation at very low rates. The rates obtained OB
the return grain cargoes are said to be the highest ever paid in that trade.

Sales in Toronto on September 30th were such as to show little change fo¥

-the month. Iron was up 5 points, Steel of Canada up %, Smelters 1415, Russel,1

5, Canadian Car 15, Locomotive off 2, Scotia Steel up 4, Crow’s Nest up 9
National Steel Car was down 5. The rest of the list held about steady durité&
the whole period.

The $500,000,000 loan which has just been consummated by Great Britail
and France to the United States will be 5.949%. The net return to those coul”
tries will be $480,000,000, and the total cost to them, including interest an
commission (interest for the five years), will be $145,000,000.

While Toronto’s customs duties showed an increase in September there 1f
a decrease for the nine months of the year, despite the higher duties levied:
Toronto is economizing all right. If it were not for the unpatriotic Torontonian®
who buy high priced American motor cars the decline would be greater still

During the year ending August 31st Canada imported $134,000,000 less good?®
than in the previous year, and $270,000,000 less than in 1912-13. This is cutti®
down our purchases with a vengeance. On the other hand, exports increaseé’
$36,000,000. Thus the total gain in trade in our favour is $170,000,000 for th€¢
twelve months.

Brazilian reports an increase in met earnings in August. There has been ap
increase every month since February.




Barrack-Room Incident
(Continued from page 8.)

“What ‘poor devil,’ Tumpty?” she
Tepeated.. -

The Major sat with his finger-tips
Oined Jooking rather foolish, but
Withal a pleased expression on his
°6, such as middle-aged husbands
display when being cajoled by pretty
Young wives,

This was an agreeable phase of
Madeline’s many-sided  disposition,
and the Major liked it. There were
Other moods, say after a surfeit of
Chocolate and cigarettes, when she
‘W@‘S morose and sullen.

‘Come, Madeline, give me my
Dibe,” unged Hereward with a hollow
a‘sg'ump:tchon of severity.

When you have told me all about
& ‘Door devil,’” she replied, with
he confidence of former victories.

& The poor Major held out for some
ime, and then like many another good

burchased peace—and his pipe—
at the price of a disclosure.

He told her.

Madeline sitting on the hearthrug
W'af Stricken with astonishment.
wy Arthur Mordaunt!” she gasped—
Arthur Mordaunt!”
iy € Major rose and mixed half a
hihiwlney and soda, then handed it to
S wife,

“It has been too much for you,

deline,” he said; “drink this, you
e as white as a sheet.”

€ patted her kindly on the cheek,

If he memembered her liking for
: aunt twelve months before.
g“ihiel‘e ‘Was nothing unkind or vindic-
1€ about Major Hereward, When
e“mrg@ve he forgave altogether.
i To think of Arthur Mordauni do-
g sych g thing,” she said in a voice

. astonishment, ag she drank the
ds Iskey and soda. “Whatever did he

> It fior?”
Mﬂ?hat,’-s the very question I asked

yself,” replied her husband.
h)eg-hs' Hereward raised herself on
. knees and turned a tearful face
ff'«a.hdxs him.
“, He will go, I suppose,” she said:
® won’t mind that much, will he?
th You think there is any woman in
® case, Harold?” she added.

HE shrugged his shoulders, and
8ave her a hand to rise, then
o led her to a seat and put has
™M round her.
is seems to have knocked you
:‘D a bit, darling,” he said. “I am
OTry I told you, after all”
She made a gesture with her hand.
tween husband and wife there
iﬂgﬁu’l‘d be mno secrets,” she replied.
St €N, as if a sudden thought had
Mck her she seized her husband’s
hang,
! What would you think of me, Har-
le if T kept unything from you?”
Spic expression on her face was so
-‘LT‘it*ueH»e, and showed such grief for
h T friend’s downfall, that the kind-
H’e'alrt'ed Major was deeply touched.
D{:"" Question he regarded as too pre-
Sterous to answer,
Ou’re too sensitive and too full
indly feeling, my dear,” he said,
a:mdu had better go to bed and try
3 o S€t & good night’s rest. You are
te)] lish girl to have forced me to
you.”

o

thHe gently raised her, and led her to
o © door of their bedroom, leaving it
«pt at her request.
tyon feel a bit lonely to-night, Tump-
o' She said as she went, “and like
'IF’-"OW you are mear.”
Mhe Major made up the fire, and
Sme. back to his seat for a quiet
i) Oke and a whiskey and soda. He
the - (IS Pipe in a leisurely way, with
o Satisfaction engendered by the
1ort of the last pipe of the day,
a%;le finally ieant back in his chair
g bed in’ thoughts of Mordaunt
What his future might be.
“Po,
A4

Or devil!” he muttered again
e In his iron grey moustache.
Mip,, 08d sat thus for perhaps tem
lg%‘ S, when there came a sharp
toCk at the outer door of the quar-

a.gg‘h'? Servamts had gone to bed long
d%‘th'e Major rose and went to the
s himgelt,
Wj,m?‘ Obvilous soldier in plain clothes,
awﬂmbh*e appearance of an officer’s
“r t, was standing outside.
hat on earth brings you here
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at this time of might, Watson?’ the
Major asked in a ‘tone of surprise.

The man stood to attention.

“I'm on pass till one o’clock, sir,”
he answered. “I’'ve been to the the-
atre, sir, and I looked in at Captain
Mordaunt’s quarters, before I went to
bed, to make up the fire and see if
there was anything he wanted, know-
ing it was a guest might at the mess
and he would be late, I found this
note lying on his table, sir, marked
‘deliver at once,” and I thought I'd
better bring it round as I saw a light
in your quarterns.”

He held out a sealed envelope.

“It’s addressed to Mrs. Hereward,
sir,” he added.

“Was Captain Mordaunt there?”
the Major asked. !

“No, sir, he had gone out. His
cloak was gone.”

The Major took the note, looked at
it, and started.

“All right, Wiatson,” he
abruptly, pulling himself together.
“Thanks for bringing dit.”

The white face of his wife met him
as he came back into the room.

“What's the matter?’ she asked
from the door of her noom. k

He did not answer her at once, ‘but
walked through into the bedroom.

HE went back to her seat by the
dressing table, where she had
been brushing her long fair

hair.

“This letiter,” began

slowly, “has just been delivered by
Watson, Mordaunt’s mam, and it is

‘addressed to you.”

“To me? Why to me?”

She held out her hand for it, and
he gave it to her.

The Major was a gentleman all the
way through, he did mot wait to
watch her read it, but quietly went
back tio his chair in the drawing-
room, and his pipe; but about him
there was an air of uneasiness. He

heard the crackling of the paper as .

his wife turned the letter in reading

Ait, and then -there was-silence.

said -

the Major

He waited for perhaps five minutes,
and mothing happened but the sound
of what he took to be the moving
of a chair. At last he got up and
walked into this wife’s room again ;
she had slid from her chair to ithie
floor, and lay there in a faint. Acnoss
her breast lay the open letter, just as
it had fluttered as she fell.

The Major took dt mp, and put it
in his pocket, then lifted her on the
bed, and ran to the end of the pass-
age to a little room where her maid
slept, and aroused her.

He went back to his seat by the
fire when the maid had come, and
after a few moments’ hesitation took
the letter from his pocket. This is
what he read:

“Madeline,

“When you asked me to cash a
cheque for wyou at your husband’s
bankers that day last week when I
went to London, and told me mot to

» mention it to Major Hereward, lest

it should awaken ‘old recollections,” I
did it in good faith, not knowing that
the signature on the cheque was @
forgery. I quite appreciate now, too,
why you also asked me on my mre-
tum. to chamge the motes into gold for
you iat Cox’s agents here.

“You has ruined me. I am done
for, but believe me I am thinking
more of you and how-to save you than
I am of myself. There appears only
one thing to be done to cover it all
up, and that I intend to do to-nighit.

When, you receive this in the morning, -

it will be done and over., Good-bye.
“ AM.’!

Major Herewand Sprang to his feet,
white and trembling, and made a
dash for his wife’s door, closing it
again, as he caught sight of the maid
bending over her. Then after a mo-
ment’s pause with his hand on the
door, he ran out into the night just
as he was. )

First across the parade ground to
the main guard.

Had Captain Mordaunt left the bar.
macks ? il s

“Yes, sir,” answered the sergeant,

“he went out about an hour ago, but
he’s back agadin.”

“Where did he go?*

“Across to his quanters, sir.”

In a few moments the Major was at
Mordaunt’s door.

He knocked and waited, but mo an-
SWer came.

He knocked again, and then en-
tered. The moom was in darkness.
Some minutes elapsed before he found
the matches by groping, and then he
lit a candle, standing on the mamntel-
piece.  Arthur Mordaunt fully dressed
lay on the bed, and the Major gave a
8asp as he saw the intense whiteness
of his face.

Then to his intense relief the Junior
Captain opened his eyes and looked
at him.

113 HANK God!” cried Hereward,
then seizing Mordaunt’s hand,
and tears in his eyes he added,

“forgive me, Arthur, I know all.”

Mordaunt sat up.

“How do you know all?”

“Wiatson came in here to-night, and
seeing your letter delivered it at
once.”

Mordaunt buried his face in his
hands and sobbed.

“Don’t be hard on her, Major, don’t
be hard on her. She’s only a girl.”

Herewiard’s face hardened.

“Where did you go to-night ?**

Mordaunt dropped his hands and
shrugged his shoulders.
| “I went down by the miver, and
might have made an end of it there,
but a good impulse came over me,
and I pitched the mevolver in the
water, and made up my mind to face
the music,” :

“Thank God!” exclaimed the Major.

Hereward left him in a few minutes,
and went out on to the dark parade
ground, and walked up and down to
the astomishment of the sentry for

nearly an.hour, his soul was full of =

bitterness and shame. :
The lights still burned in his quar-' .

ters. and presently he saw the maid,

candle.in hand, go back to her room.
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All through the solitary walk Mor-
daunt’s words had been ringing in his
eans.

“Don’t be hard on her, Major, don’t
be hard on her. She’s only a girl.”

At last he turned and slowly as-
cemded the stairs to his rooms. Once
more he hesitated at his wife’s dooT,
and then at the sound of a sob en-
tered.

Mrs. Hereward was sitting up in
bed, arrayed in her prettiest dressing
jacket..

“I have been waiting for you for
hours, Harold,” she began, applying
her handkerchief freely to her eyes
“to confess. To confess that I did it-
I did do it, you kmow, Harold. But
I was sorely tempted. Look here,
Harold.”

She produced from under her pil-
low three lawyers’ lettems.

“And, look here, here is a letter
from old Lady Blowfield, making &
terrible fuss over a paltry hundre
pounds I lost at bridge. What was
I to do?”

The Major endeavoured to 100K
awiay and maintain a severe attitude,
but his wife’s big blue eyes were fiX:
ed upon him, and they were full of
teans.

“You must recollect, Harold,” she
proceeded, “that when you married
me, an innocent young girl, you ac
cepted great mesponsibilities. YoU
are nearly double my age, Harold, Yo
must remember that. What do I knoW
of the world? Don’t I look to YOU
for everything? and you know ¥OoU
might have made my allowanc®
larger.”

“It is overdrawn,” muttered the
Major, “much overdrawn.”

“And if it is,” she metonted, “Who
else have you to spend your incomeé
upon? Who has a greater right 10
your money than your wife? Really:
Harold,” she continued with growins
confidence as her shots told, “I think
that upon consideration you will fiTt
that you are much to blame in this
matter. Listen to me, and I will sho™
vou that it is really all your OWZ»
fault.”

Later, when the weak grey daw®
was creeping in, and she had €%
hausted her arguments and herself:
and had fallen asleep, the Major in
his dressing-room, carefully remm’mg
his mess jacket and folding - it WP
thought deeplv on these things. He
could mot entirely dmve away £ro
the back of his mind. the recurrit®
thought that in other days, his Ma erx
line’s fair throat might have be€ '
adorned with a hempen collar for Wme
she had done, but still by the time' d
had removed his neat black tie, 'f’“;v
placed it in a drawer, he was slOW:
tmt surely coming mound to her W'ﬂ'e
of thinking; that he was the ﬂ“:)_
eriminal, and she the artless, inmh h
cent, guileless young wife of a 'h’ant‘%e
old husband. “Yes,” muttered 5.
Major in his honest old |sroldle’; g
moustache, as he undid his W f q
coat—*I daresay I've been a bit OF
brute to her, one way and amother:

Slang on Films

THE American tyranny over the Pe 1
ture houses—so often dep‘lor1
by patriots—is now making itse

felt not only in the films but 1D e
explanatory remarks on the scfeen_
Some of the comments on the fi
blooded “comics” of American M@ e
are now printed in cute pictoria 1’"6
guage, more amusing often than ne
film, At the North London Palace }
other night there was a “feature at
(American slang to begin with) abo o
the woes of a staid old person Whis
married for a quiet life, and found B
wife’s anti-marriage demureness e
been assumed for business reasOiy’
Between the scenes the screen mC oft
ised in these terms:—“Keep the
vedal on your natural instincts 0T ge
will slip your mitt.” When the lat®
husband finds himself spending mO%g
he reflects, “I am slipping, I am g%y
the route,” or as the screen PUts g
“It requires only about ten mnui},."
for women to learn to slather ..
When they went shopping “sheé het
suaded him to loosen up,” but “W. ¢
she wanted him to show her the P ppcs
lights he began to act like a quit€,
in other words, “he wanted to 1e%
and go on a diet.”
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CHAPTER XVII.

Snatched From Death.

EFORE leaving @Iondon Max
Hamilton wrote to Peggy Wil-
loughby teiling her that he had
received his marching orders,

and wags setting out that night for the
fity of Luxemburg, where he did not
Zhow how long he might have to re-
ain,

As it happened, it was his first love
étter to her; they had always been
dble to communicate with each other,
When they wished by means of the
telephone, but Max was aware that
she had gone out for the afternoon
and evening, and so was not to be got
at in the usual way.

t was not a lengthy letter; like most
mMen who have much writing to do pro-
f“3‘§S~i0nally, Max was apt to make his
'gl'lvate correspondence somewhat

rief. Peggy, however, did not think
90 the shortness of Max’s letter; it
Was g0 full of the burning love which
€ felt for her that she deemed it the
Dest thing ever penned; she read and
Yeread it not a few times but many;
Perhaps she kissed it; in any case, she
W it away among her treasures; in
{ge dark days of trouble and anxiety
: At were to sweep down upon her it
iemained a comfort and a joy; she has

among her treasures still—though
Or!lce she came near destroying it, as
Will by and by be told.

B € did not mention what reason
€aumont had given for sending him
tﬁ» 80 hot a hurry to the Continent, as

at wag a confidential matter between
thg ed;tor and himself, but he did say
Wiat his expedition was in connection
. With the threatening attitude of Ger-
ceallY. He referred to his 'want of suc-

SS with respect to the solution of the
Ofyls'tery that surrounded the murder
ot Sylvia, (Chase, but said he hoped to
ind i§ on his return, if in the mean-
Dtr'}llle it had not been discovered by

lers. Little did he imagine that
r"ery mile which took him futrher
u(’m England was taking him a mile
farer the revealing of the truth.
toreggy did not get Max’s letter till the

Mowing morning; it was delivered at
a € house in 'St. Anton’s Avenue just
.20ut the very time when Max was
gett,‘ing into the train for Luxemburg

st station in Paris, that is, short-

fr after eight o’clock. His journey

m London had been unmarked by
21y incident of note, and indeed he had

Naged to sleep for two or three
yOUrS after leaving (Calais, but there
t;‘ been plenty of time to think. Na-

Tally he thought much of the girl he

2 leaving behind him, but his mind

§ also greatly occupied with the

Otk hefore him. :
Sty hen Beaumont had told _him to
Strrt for Luxemburg, one thing had
Wauck him as rather strange, and this
th. that the editor had kept to himself
th Source from which he had derived
of , Mformation regarding the project-
B action of Germany; this was unlike
oq Umont, so far as Max was concern-

: for generally he gave him his full-
Wi confidence when he sent him any-
tmore as a special correspondent. Max
Tao to guess whence Beaumont had
tr tived the intelligence, and came to
the Conclusion that it had not been
Ilelough any official or ordinary chan-

t“uAs in duty bound, he was in closest
ti ¢h with all the current news of the
of te; ever since Beaumont had spoken
ty o.C Probability of his sending him
Stug ermany, Max had made a special
-R”J VY of the various articles in the
eatlish’ French
th'e,.ing with the agitation; he knew,
tiOne’fOre, that this idea of the annexa-
of LbY Germany of the Grand Duchy
Ney UXemburg, the independence and
trality of which were guaranteed
the, & Powers, was something novel;
op "€ had not been the slightest hint
Such ap eventuality; if it actually

and German Press’

took place, it would be in complete
violation of existing treaty obligations,
and 'war could not but immediately en-
sue, unless Great Britain and France
were prepared meekly to accept the
situation. 3

That seemed an almost wunimagin-
able thing.
ters out, said to himself it looked as if
Germany felt so arrogantly strong that
it counted on this almost unimaginable
thing being realised, as if, in fact, it
could do what it liked in Europe with-
out considering the susceptibilities of
the other Powers, and help itself to
this or that coveted territory. And if
Laxemburg, why not Holland, a coun-
try even more desirable? He could
not believe that the other two Powers
would tamely submit, for that would
be suicidal. Therefore there must be
war.

It was more probable, he reflected,
tlhat Germany was reasoning in the
same way. It might be that she want-
ed to fight the British, just as in past
vears she had fought the Austrians
and the French. He wondered why, if
Germany wanted war, it should begin
taking the small Grand Duchy; to do
hat seemed a sheer waste of time as
France could be struck at directly
elsewhere.

A\S Max pondered these things he
began to wonder, furthermore,

whether his editor, notwithstand-
ing all his acuteness and sagacity, had
not been misled into attaching too
high a value to what he had heard.
Was the story of the proposed annexa-
tion true? (It appeared to Max to be
just a little doubtful, all things con-
sidered.

On reaching Paris he bought * the
French papers and the two journals
which are published in English there
in® the morning, and after quickly
scanning their columns he had seen no
indication whatever in any of them of
the suggested action of Germany witih
regard to Luxemburg. Had an articlie
on the subject been published in “The
Day” there would certainly have been
quotations from or references to it in
some, at least, of these Paris papers,
but as there was none, it was evident
that Beaumont had not been so sure
of the accuracy of the statement as to
make it public.

Apart from this silence on the topic,
there was enough, however, in these
journals to show the strain and ten-
sion of international affairs.

Early in the afternoon Max Hamil-
ton arrived in the city of Luxemburg,
one of the most beautiful, romantic
and interesting of European capitais;
even in the depths of winter it pre-
sented a wonderful and extremely pic-
turesque appearance.

It is a city with a much-storied past;
it has been occupied in turn by many
great nations and peoples—Romans,
Franks, Germans, Spaniards, Aus-
trians, French, for it held one of the
strongest natural positions and so be-
came one of the mightiest fortresses
in the world. Two years before the
Franco-German War, a question about
it nearly precipitated that terrible
struggle between France and Germany,
the result of which fatally altered the
balance of power; the question was
settled at the time by the demolition
of the fortress. But Luxemburg did
not lose its attractiveness.

It was not the first time that Max
had visited it, but he had never before
viewed it in winter, and his gaze was
charmed with it now. The place was
beautiful—he also saw that it was
quietly going about its everyday busi-
ness, as if it had nothing to fear, noth-
ing to dread. ;

As he had travelled eastward
through [France, and particularly near
the frontier, Max had kept his eyes
wide open, but had observed no extra-
ordinary signs of military activity, and

Yet, Max, thinking mat- -

now he found Luxemburg as tranquil
and serene as though there was no
such thing as even the ghost of a no-
tion that it and the Grand Duchy were
about to be gobbled up by voracious
Germany.

Max put up at one of the leading
hotels, the Grand Hotel Brasseur;
there all was calm and repose. He
looked , up the proprietor of a local
paper, to whom his card, with “The
Day” engraved upon it, was sufficient
introduction; this gentleman spoke
gravely of the gemneral situation, said,
Lowever, nothing of the annexation of
his country, and appeared to be most
anxious, above everything, to impress
Max with facts and statistics showing
what an excellent tourist centre Lux-
¢mburg was—which was true, but
scarcely a thing to be noted on' the
eve of a great war, affecting materially
its destiny.

Max next saw a deputy, a member
of the little parliament of the Grand
Duchy, with whom he had made ac-
quaintance in Brussels two or three
years before, and had a long conversa-
tion with him, in the course of which
the subject of annexation was never
€ven mooted until Max alluded to it as
one of the possibilities of the future.
The deputy laughingly demurred, tak-
ing the matter as a joke.

From these interviews Max returned
tc his hotel with his mind made up.
Luxemburg, it was plain to him, was
absolutely unconscious of its impend-
ing fate—if annexation were its fate.
Not in this peaceful city was to be ob-
tained such information as Beaumont,
his editor, had sent him to find. Had
Beaumont been mislead? Max wonder-
ed more than ever.

[Having reached the “Brasseur,” Max
dispatched a brief telegram, written in
the special cypher code of “The Day,”
to Beaumont, giving the result of his
observation and inquiries. The words,
decoded were:

“Nothing obtainable here confirming
suggestion. Think annexation un-
dreamt of locally. Not even a subject
of talk.”

“After he gets my message,” said
Nax to himself, “I shan’t be surprised
if he recalls me at once.”

AX had some dinner, and then be-

gan a letter to his editor. He

was in the midst of it when a

telegram was handed to him. He
opened it and read:

“Try Treves.”

This laconic dispatch was unsigned,

but Max understood that Beaumont
h.ad received his telegram and that
this was his reply—this order to £0 on
to Treves, and try to ffind in it the in-
formzatiion he had failed to come upon
in Luxemburg; it did not occur to
him that it could be anything else but
a reply to his “wire,” or that it might
have ibeen sent by any other person.
. From the writing room, in which he
had been penning his letter to his edi-
tor, Max went to the office of the hotel,
and there he learned that he could get
a tra_in to Treves that evening about
mid-plght. And to Treves he went,
having first finished and posted his
letter to his chief. In it he gave an
account of his trip and of his impres-
sions of peaceful Luxemburg; he stat-
ed he had received the telegram order-
ing him to “Try Treves,” and that he
would be in that city next day.

Treves, or Trier as the Germans
name it, is only a journey of an hour
or two—it depends on the speed of the
train travelled by—from Luxemburg,
and Max duly reached it in the small
hgurs of the morning. He was as fam-
iliar with the one as with the other,
for the region in which both are situ-
ated, the delightful valley of the Mos-
elle and its tributaries, was one of his
favourite holiday haunts. He took a
room in the hotel that stands opposite

the Porta Negra, one of tbe interesting
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survivals from the days of the Roman
occupation, and after which the hotel
is named.

Having breakfasted Max sallied forth
into the town—*“to see what he could
see.” The air was wintry, and fresh
snow was laying in the streets; he had
not been in the city at this season of
the year before and it gave him a
sense of pleasure to recognise well-
known features and landmarks of the
place somewhat differently dressed up,
as it were, in garments of white. He
had not gone very far when a great
array of soldiers swung into view in
full marching order, stepping briskly
forward with that peculiar Kkick-out-
straight-in-front-of-you which is char-
acteristic of the German infantry.

There were hundreds and hundreds
of these troops—whole regiments of
them, fully equipped.

‘Here, then, thought Max at first,
was something of interest, and such
as he was looking for, but as the iast
of the host of men marched past him
he reflected that Treves was a military
centre, and that after all it was noth-
ing strange in any German town of
this description to behold numerous
bodies of goldiers on the move. He
went into a shop, purchased some cig-
arettes, and asked the civil person
who served him a question about the
soldiers—where were they going? He
was told that they were not going any-
where in particular. It was clear that
no special significance was attached
to this movement of troops by the
shopkeeper, who remarked that there
were “always soldiers about.”

(Max thanked him, and passing out
of the shop, walked on. Treves is a
much larger city than Luxemburg, and
making allowance for that fact the for-
mer geemed to Max just as quiet and
peaceful as the latter. He saw no
more masses of soldiers—and thought
no more of those he had seen. He was
thinking again that surely Beaumont
had been misled, and had sent him on
a wild-goose chase, 'when he saw a
gsight which eclutched suddenly at his
heart, and made him hold his breath.

A large motor-car, in which were
some German officers, was rushing at
a great speed up the street; a little
distance in front of it there stood a
child, a small boy, who either para-
lysed by fright or unconscious of his
danger made no effort to move out of
its way. The voice of a woman called
to him, but apparently he did not hear
it. And on the car rushed towards
him without a swerve. The woman
called again—a shriek of alarm this
time.

There was only one thing for Max
to do, and scarcely a second in which
to do it—but he did it. .

‘With a spring he dashed from the
pavement, caught up the child, and
got clear of the car—just in time and
no more; it was so close upon him
that he thought he had failed.

The child began to whimper in his
arms.

“You have snatched him from
death,” said a woman, who had come
up—it was the woman who ‘had called
to the boy in vain, and as she spoke
she sobbed.

‘Max had been trying to soothe the
whimpering child, and did not im-
mediately look at her; when he did so
he uttered an exclamation of astonish-
ment. [For the woman was Bertha
Schmidt, the former servant of Sylvia
Chase: he had last seen her when she
was giving evidence at the inquest.

'She recognized him at once, and
drew back from him with a cry.

ICHAPTER XVIII.
A Cryptic Warning.

TILL holding the whimpering boy
in his arms, Max looked at the
woman, Bertha Schmidt, and she

looked at him wonderingly, strangely.

“You here!” he said, after a silence,

during which he put the child on its
feet. “Is the boy with you?”

Suddenly, without replying to his

question. she threw herself on her
knees before him, heedless of the snow
on the ground. and tearfully and wild-
ly kissed his hands; then she poured
forth her thanks in a torrent of Ger-
man which he vainly tried to stem.

“He is my son, my only son,” she

said, when she had become calmer
and was standing up; “he is my world,
my all. You have saved him from a

-cruel and violent death—I feared to

see him killed before my eyes, but you
carried him out of danger. ©Oh, if
there is anything I can do for you—
tell me, bid me do it, and I shall do it!”

Max, somewhat embarrassed, pro-
tested that he had done nothing more
than would have been done for the boy
in the same circumstances by anyone
else; he had done only what he ought
to do.

“Do not make light of it,” said the
woman; “it 'was the act of a hero.
Your peril was great. I saw it all
and T feared that both you and Fritz
my little son, would perish.”

She broke out into 'sobbing agaim
and the boy, who had ceased to whim-
per, began 'to cry afresh.

HE great motor-car had rushed on
without stopping; perhaps

seeing that no accident had occurred
had gone on; by this time it was ou
of sight.' Mwo or three people, Wio
had witnessed the rescue, stood gazing
at the little group of three in ' the
street—Max, Bertha ‘Schmidt and the
child. Max now entreated the womal
to dry her tears and attend
boy.

“I shall be myself presently,” the
woman answered. “You must under
stand that I returned to Fritz only tW0
days ago after being away from hil?
for a long, long time. Just as I had 80
him again—to lose him!” she exclail”
ed incoherently.

Little Fritz Schmidt was about sif
vears old, and in no way a remarF
able child, but it was easy to see thal
he was the apple of his mother’s €¥®
and that she regarded him as a WO
der. 5

“Let me give him some sweets
said Max kindly, and they walked 0Ver
to the nearest pavement, and s002
found a shop.

“How do you come to be in Treve?
and when did you arrive?” Max as
Bertha Schmidt. “I thought you would
still be in London."”

“I used to live here,” replied the
woman. “My dead husband and I b2
our home in Treves, and this is Frité®

birthplace. I have a brother liviﬂi
here; he is an——" she hesitated foe
the next word, “—official under B

Government. Fritz lived with him a2
his wife when I was with Fraulel®
Chase in England.” o

“You arrived here two days ag0? , 1

“Yes. After the inquest on my 1!
tress’s death I asked the police if theg
required me to Stay on in London, 8"
four days back they gave me pergy
sion to leave.”

Meanwhile the small boy had beeh
supplied with a bag of sweets, and -%e
become perfectly reconciled with 1 :
again; he beamed on Max whom
now viewed as a kind of Santa c]aus-t

“It was a very strange affair—’t, “g,
murder of your mistress,” said MaX;
profound mystery, to which no ¢
has yet been found.”

“Ah, the poor fraulein!”
woman, ‘“Poor girl!” o

The memory plays queer tricks Wit
even the most intelligent and souﬂs
est-brained; this thing it -remem‘beri
and that it forgets or seems to forgce
for science affirms that nothing O
impressed upon the memory €A% ..
clean forgotten. True it is that al e
a period—it may be short or it B
have lasted for years—during W Ly
matter appears to have passed uttel
out of the recollection it will sudde®
be brought back again, sometimes 38
a mere trifle such as a snateh of 50131,
a perfume, a flower, or the partic®’
intonation of a wvoice. In someé mnd
vellous way the brain responds, agly
the memory recalis what seemil
had gone into oblivion. at

Max Hamilton, with »Superin’fendgjd
Johnson and Villiers Chase had
a visit to the flat of Sylvia Chas€
Earl’s Court on the night of her g
der. The door of the flat had I:,tna
opened by this woman, Be aud
Schmidt, then Sylvia’s gervant, *.q
‘Max at the time thought she o
scared and frightened on seeing cay
A little later, on learning from 'beeu
tain ‘Chase that her mistress had :

said

its
occupants had looked back and

to ; the



: {ife of my little Fritz,

Stabbed to death, she had ejaculated
In German:

“They have killed her.
killed the fraulein!”

Max had thought at the moment that
the words were very odd ones for her
to use. 'She had burst immediately af-
terwards, however, into a fit of weep-
ng3 and while watching her grief and
Waiting for it to pass he had forgotten
how odd were the words she had
Spoken, as well as the state of terror
Into which she was thrown when she
first saw them.

. Now there was that in the manner
In which Bertha Schmidt had just ut-
tered these sentences:

“Ah, the poor fraulein. Poor gir!
—!” which instantly recalled to
Max’s memory his former impressions.

He now asked himself what the
}‘Voman then had meant when she said

They have killed her.
‘Ifllled the; frauiein.” Who were

they?’. Did she intend by the ex-
Pression some definite persons? And
Why had she looked frightened in-
stead of being merely surprised when
She had first seen them at the door of
the flat? Across his mind there flitted
a question. Did she know more about
the murder than she had declared?
She had professed to know nothing, to
be unable to give any information. Had
Sh‘e been suppressing something?
~ “There has been no trace so far of
the murderer,” he said: “no clue that
has heen successfully followed up. It
Is most remarkable that nothing has
been discovered that leads to the de.
tection of the guilty man.”

While he was speaking, more to
gain time in which to consider the new
ideas that had come to him than for
any other reason, he gazed inquiring-
Iy, almost suspiciously at Bertha
chmidt. He was astounded, however,
When she said, in much the same tone
as before: .

“They who killed her took good care
no‘t to be discovered.”

‘“They’ !” he cried.
Mean py ‘they’?”

They have

“Who do you

BUT even as he pronounced these
words he saw that what she had
said might be only a general ex-

D}‘eS‘sion of opinion concerning the

Cleverness with which she thought the

Murderer or murderers had succeeded

In hiding or doing away with every

trace of their participation in the das-

ardily crime.

thAnd this seemed to be the casé, for

€ woman said she did not mean any-

One in particular.,

. Max looked at her with some cold-

tess. It was on the tip of his tongue

0 ask her bluntly if she had spoken the

Z"hole truth respecting her mistress but

. @ returned his gaze so frankly, as he

n“dgred from her aspect, that he did

Ot make the inquiry.

W’They had left the sweet-shop, and

re in, the street when most of this

(’On‘viersa,tion took place; they were

hal-kzng in the direction of Max’s hotel

I‘e-e qPor!;a Nigra,” but before he

thafhgd it Bertha Schmidt told him

ona she and her son must turn off at

5 € of the cross streets; and when she

a}:le to it she stopped.

I Is it permitted to ask why you are

4 Treves?” she asked him, somewhat

midly,

SWI am here for my paper,” he an-

. fred readily; “you may know it is

Alled “The Day.’”

sh YOq are a journalist—I know that,”

ovfe Sal.d. “I learncd that at the time

o the inquest, for it was then I heard

in 2t you were. Will you remain long

n“'l‘reves?”

WinI don’t thing so, but T can’t tell. It

ooy be according to the orders I re-

Ve from London—from the editor of

Y paper.”

She stood for a moment, thinking.

T ,i h, be careful,” she said, earnest-

, ' a moved voice. “You saved the

I must tell you

Orge careful here in Treves. Do not

. et what I say. It would be better

w2 2U not to stay here at all.”

w?nde::t do you mean?” he asked, in

& {ihave said as much as I dare,” she

olt) ed; “I must say no more, but do

negléct this warning.”

o ithout another word to him, she

Ved rapidly down the side street,

They have
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dragging her boy with her; she did
not once look back.

“What a strange woman,” thought
Max, as he saw her disappear. “What
in the world could she mean? How is
it that-a women in her position tells
me to be careful—careful of what? Of
myself, I suppose. ‘Who is she—this
Bertha Schmidt? She—to warn me!
And she made off so that I shouid not
put another question to her.”

But he was in no doubt that she was
in stern earnest, and meant to warn
him that he was in some danger.

“How can she know?”’ he asked
himself; he felt mystified.

All at once his mind was flooded
‘with suspicions of her; there was an-
other mystery here! I have said as
much as I dare,” she had told him. Of
whom was she afraid? ‘I must say no
more,” she had continued. Why must
she say no more? Whence came the
compulsion that closed her lips?

“Has it anything to do with the
murder of Syivia Chase?’—the ques-
tion came quickly, naturally., “Is it
part of that dark tragedy?”’ And again
he asked himself whether Bertha
Schmidt was not 1n some way associ-
ated with the fate of her mistress, and
he could not now help thinking that
the answer might be Yes.

Max thought rapidly—much more
rapidly than is apparent trom the
printed wousds; tne ‘woman and the
poy had been out of his sight for but
a second oOr twu, alu couid noC have
gone very far; he feit that he must see
Bertha again, and (ry 10 gain some-
thing more from ner, so he aurried in
the airection in which she had disap-
peared. Wwaiking very fast, he traver-
sed the side streel for a considerable
distance, but did not see her.

“Perhaps she had entered one of
these houses,” he thought, gazing at
the buildings that lined the street.

{Proceeding a short distance further,
he found that another sireet crossed
that by which he had come; he looked
up and down it as well as the con-
tinuation of the street on 'the other
side of it; there were men and womeu
and children moving about, but among
them were not Bertha and little Fritz.

“It’s no use,” he at length admitted,

“and turning back to the main street

presentiy was in his hotel, dominated
by a feeling of intense chagrin, for he
had a strong notion that he had missed
something of immense importance,

" and that he should not have done so.

“I've been frightfully stupid,” he
thought and was angry with himself.
But pondering the matter more deeply,
he felt less certain that there was a
genuine foundation for suspecting
‘Bertha Schmidt of knowledge of Syl-
via’s secret or of being in any way
privy to the murder, for what connec-
tion could there be between that know-
ledge or that privity and the warning
the woman had given him? What had
he to do with Sylvia Chase and her
terrible death, save in the most indirect
and accidental manner?

He lunched at his hotel at the table
d’hote; there were numbers of Ger
man officers present, eating and talk-
g in the hearty German way; bits of
their conversation were distinctly aud-
ible, and Max speedily came to the
conclusion that if there was any pros
pect of immediate war these gentle
men were but little concerned by it, or
that they avoided the topic altogether.
There was no air of excitement about
them, of anything out of the orlﬁnary.
And if war had been imminent, sureiy
they would not have been Ilunching
there at all? One or two of them eyed
Max with some keenness, but not with
hostility. ;

1

HILE he was still at luncheon, a

telegram was brought to him

in the dining room. Max open-

ed it—he had suspected it would

prove to be a message from his paper,

but was rejoiced to find that it was

from Peggy Willoughby. He had sent

a “wire” to her on the previous day

from Luxemburg, announcing his ar-

rival there, and another that morning

from Treves, telling her where he now
was.

“Letter and two telegrams received.
All well,” was Peggy’s message; it was
prosaic enough, but it made Max glow.

“She
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heart. And then he debated whether
he should write and tell her of his
meeting with Bertna Schmidt, but as
he could scarcely do that without
speaking of the 'warning the woman
had given him—a thing that must
cause Peggy uneasiness if not alarm—
he made up his mind that it would be
better not to write to her about that
enigmatical person. Then there was
his rescue of the child, and about that
he wished to say nothing.

Peggy was thus unprepared for the
shock of the startling news that nearly
overwhelmed her two days later.

CHAPTER XIX.
A Glimpse of the Truth.

N the afternoon Max Hamilton, ap-
I parently in the most casual mau-
ner but in reality, with all s
faculties on the alert, strolled over a
great part of Treves, and crossing the
Moselle took a walk through the sub-
urb on the further side. ln the dusk
he got back to his hotel without incid-
ent or adventure, but with the same
conviction that he had had in the fore-
noon and in Luxemburg on the preced-
ing day—the conviction that Beau-
mont, his editor, had been misled by
the information received with respecc
to the designs of Germany, or rather
its immediate action.

Next morning he travelled by train
along the valley of the Moselle to
Coblence, returning by the same route
early in the evening. Nowhere had he
seen any signs of preparation for war,
and this conviction was becoming a
certainty. Max 'was thinking that
Beaumont had been deceived, and that
Lie himself was on a fool’s errand; he
had scarcely any doubt now that the
report had been a canard., On the
other hand, however, there was the un-
questionable fact of the open antagon-
iem between 'Great Britain and Ger-
many, which might lead to a rupture
at any moment.

Max recalled perfectly what the edi-
tor had said to him on the night when
ne was told to go to Luxemburg—that
several army corps were to be march-
ed into the Grand Duchy from Treves
and Metz; it now occurred to him that
while he had satisfied himself that the
story was false as regarded Treves it
might be true with respect to Metz,
and that his next move should be to
go to that city, the great fortress city
which Germany tore from France in
the last war.

In thinking over the subject—the
probabilities for and against the truth
of 'what Beaumont had been told—
while on his journey from London,
Max had considered it somewhat singu-
lar that Germany should bother itself
with occupying the Grand Duchy, al-
ready in various ways practically a
German state, when it could strike di-
rectly at France on the Alsace-Lor-
raine frontier. Now, if Germany
struck din that quarter, the attack
would come from Metz.

Therefore Max was of the opinion
that if there was any ‘basis for the
story at all, it would be found at Metz.
And it might be the case that the edi-
tor had been purposely misled; per-
haps it had been anticipated that he
would publish what he had heard, and
that thus dust would be cast in the
eyes of the British, blinding them as to
the real point of the German attack.

By this time, Max reflected, Beau-
mont should have received the letter
he had written to him from Luxem-
burg, telling him how little it dreamt
of its being annexed by Germany. That
intelligence must make the editor
gomewhat doubtful, surely, of the ac-
curacy of the information which had
reached him, even if it had come from
what he generally considered a reliable
gsource. Max rather expected a tele-
gram from him, and so delayed send-
ing off a message to him, giving his
personal impressions of Treves.

Max sat waiting in the smoking
room of the Hotel Porta Nigra till
about ten o’clock, but as no dispatch
came from Beaumont, he thought that
if he 'wished to get a telegram off that
night it was now time he sent it. He
was considering how to express what
he desired to say in the tersest man-
ner when a body of soldiers headed
by an officer, a young man, trooped
noisily into the room. 'To Max’s pro-

found astonishment, the officer ad-
vanced toward him, and the soldiers,
of whom there were half-a-dozen, sur-
rounded him; suddenly he recalled the
warning of Bertha Schmidt.

“It would be better for you not 0
stay here at all,” she had said to him.

The 'warning had been a cryptic one,
but she had given it with no hesitation,
no want of decision. Was he now to
learn what had inspired her to speak
as she had done?

Before the appearance of the sol-
diers, Max had not been alone in the
smoking room; there were several
men in it, and he had merely glanced
at them; he now saw they were stand-
ing, gazing at him and the soldiers
with eyes full of wonder and appre:
hension. As the officer in comman
approached Max, he saluted him
punctiliously, as one officer salutes
another, but Max was conscious . ©
the alarmed scrutiny of the others iR
the room.

He rose from the chair he had been
occupying, and gravely returned t‘hg
salute of the officer. He had no neet
to be told that the situation was a seI-
ious one for him—the punctilious bOW
of the other said quite plainly to him
that so much ceremony to a man not
in uniform had some deep significance.

“Are you Maxwell Hamilton of Lon-
don?” asked the 'German, in English,
which he spoke clearly and intelligib
ly enough, although the accent Was
marked.

“Yes,” said Max, with a bow. He
added with a slight smile, “I speag
your language, but you speak mine
very well.”

In his turn, the officer bowed.

“You are an ex-lieutenant of the
British army,” he said in German tO
Max.

“That is true,” Max replied.

“At present, and for some time past
you have been on the staff of a Lom
don journal, called ‘The Day’ ?”

‘Yes, that is the case. 1 am actinsd
as its Special Correspondent—that 18
the position I hold on that paper.”

‘“You do not deny your identity?”’

“No. Why should 1?” asked Ma%
with a stare. -

1
S'O much openness and outspoken
ness seemed to puzzle the officer:

for he looked at Max curiously-

“You are the man,” he said in am
other instant, however, and speaking
in a loud voice he continued, “I have
orders for your arrest, Maxwell Hamil-
ton.”

“My arrest!” exclaimed Max. “OB
what grounds, pray?”’

“Surely you have no need to ask
that,” retorted the officer.

“Hvery meed,” Max returned.
not understand in the very least
what reason T am to be arrested.
you not explain what it is?”

“It’s not my business to supply ¥oU
with the reason for your arrest, bul'
to carry out my orders. I may tel
you, however, that you are charge
with being a spy—with espionage.”

“A spy!” cried Max, and laughed-

“No doubt you will be able to cledr
yourself,” said the officer with moCK’
ing politeness. “But I arrest you.” :

‘Max knew that any protest was us®
less: in the circumstances he was helP”
less against these soldiers. t

“Very well,” he said. “But I am 10
a spy; I am here in my capacity
journalist.” >

The officer gave orders to two of h‘:
men, and they arranged themselVé
on either side of Max. 5

“Where or before whom are you {4
ing me?” asked Max of the officé®
“Will you not tell me that?”

“I am taking you to see my
manding officer, who instructed
arrest you.”

“Will you not firgt permit me
patch a telegram to the editor ©
Dy

“With what object?” :

“To tell of my arrest as a spy.” _»

“You admit that you are a spy*
asked the officer quickly. y.

“Nothing of the kind; I am n0 5B
I wish him to know that I am arres
as one—which is a very differe
thing,” replied Max, hotly. to

“I cannot give you permission
telegraph.”

“You have not the power?” these

“Yes, that is it. Tell one of

“r do
for
will

con¥”
me to

to d|is. H
£ «The

.
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men,” he said nodding at two of his
soldiers, “where your overcoat, hat
and gloves are, and they 'will fetch
them. Then I must ask you to show
us your room and everything you have
8ot in it; thereafter we will march to
the quarters of my commanding offi-
cer,”

“Perhaps he will allow me to tele-
graph to my editor in London,” said
Max, before giving the necessary di-
tections, and the overcoat, hat and
gloves were brought to him. Then
Max, the officer, and the soldiers pro-
ceeded to Max’s room, which was
thoroughly searched. Max’s valises
‘Were strapped up; every article be-
longing to him was seized by the sol-
diers. All marched out of the room,
Max still being betwveen the two sol-
diers who had at first ranged them-
selves on either side of him; his
valises and other possessions were car-
ried off,

On descending the staircase, tuey
were met by the proprietor of the hotel
Who, on asking in abject tones, what
Was the matter, was roughly told by
the officer that it was no affair of his,
and that the best thing he could do
Was to hold his tongue. Perhaps he
Was wondering who was to pay Max’s
bill, but he said no more, recognising
the fact that as a civilian he was but
as dirt beneath that officer’s feet.

1
NTO the street Max walked with his
captors; it was a bitter night and
a fine thin snow was falling which
beat upon their faces; save for a
word of comniand from the officer now
and again, mo one spoke. Max’s
thoughts were far from agreeable, but
he deemed it unlikely that he would be
long detained. Yet as he recalled
ever and anon the warning of Bertha
Schmidt, a feeling of distinct uneasi-
ness would sweep over him. After
they had walked what seemed a con-
siderable distance, they reached a
‘8reat pile of buildings, which he took
to be barracks. Presently he was
Mmarched .into a room of some size,
Where an elderly man, in a general’s
uniform, was sitting at a table on
Which were many neatly docketed
bapers.

The officer who had arrested Max '

Came forward, and saluted the gener-
al; pointing at Max, he informed his
Senior 'who he was; they conversed
together in tones so low that Max
merely heard a murmur, and could
not make out what was said. The offi-
Cer mext ordered the two soldiers who
8uarded Max to fall back,

“The general wishes to speak to
you,” he said to Max, who thereupon
Stepped up to the table, at which the
8eneral sat, and saluted him, mili-
tary fashion, to which the other im-
Mmediately responded, but with a very
Serious expression on his face.

“You are Mr. Max Hamilton,” he

_ Said, in perfect English.

“Yes,” said Max, and then followed
a conversation consisting of questions
and answers, very similar to that
Which had taken place a short time
before between tne young officer and

ax.

Max again affirmed he ‘was not a
SDPY, but a journalist,

“On a particular mission?” demand-
€d the general. “Why have you come
Y Germany? What are you doing

€re in Treves?”

Max thought for a second or two be-

. fore replying.

“I scarcely think T can tell you that,
Sir,” Max answered, “unless with the
Permission of the editor of my paper.

asl.{ed this gentieman,” he went on,
Urning towards the officer who stood
In the background, “if T might tele-
\8raph to him that T had been arrested
a8 a spy, and he told me that he had
No power to grant my request. If you,
Sir, will allow me to telegraph to him,

€ matter can all be explained.”
} “It may be so,” said the general, but
1 a tone of digbelief. “Listen, Mr.

amilton. I know you are ostensibly
& journalist, and on the staff of ‘The

ay.’ I also know that you have been
& soldier, that you went through the
Souty African campaigns, and that
;’Ou are a student of war. I have even
®ad your book on that war, You are
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therefore just the very man to make
a good spy.”

(Max made a gesture of dissent.

“Listen, Mr. Hamilton,” the general
resumed. “Your movements since
you left Izondon are known to me. You
arrived in Luxemburg the day before
yesterday; you came to Treves yester-
day; to-day you have been in Cob-
lence. You have been constantly un-
der observation. ‘What has been your
object, if it was not espionage?”

“I cannot tell you, sir, until I am al-
lowed to do so by my editor,” Max re-
plied. “Will you let me send him a

,message which you shall read for your-

self before it is dispatched?”

“No I shall not. It would be easy
enough for him to concoct something!
I also know that you have communi-
cated, not with him, but with a lady in
London, a lady whose father was in
your army.”

“‘She is my fiancee, and I
graphed to her on my arrival
only.”

Shrugging his shoulders, the gener-
al looked at him.

“Emough for to-night,” he at length
said, and his voice was cold and hard.
“I shall see you again in the morning.
Take him away,” he said to the officer,
“and see that he is securely guarded.”

Max in another minute found him-
self in a small room, the windows of
which were barred; its furniture con-
sisted of a military bed, and a chair;
soldiers were stationed outside the
door, and he could hear the tread of a
sentry in the yard onh which the room
gave.

Wihen he was left alone, Max threw
himself on the bed. His mind was
working with feverish intensity, and
sleep was impossible; he was trying
to think out all that had happened,
and ever there recurred one question,
“If his arrest as a spy had been fore-
shadowed by the warning given him
by Bertha Schmidt, how had she
known of it?”

“Can the woman be connectea with
the German secret service?” he asked
himself. “It seems very unlikely.”

There were the years during which
she had been a gervant to Sylvia
Chagse——

Then suddenly Max glimpsed the
truth—not the whole, but some part
of it.

tele-
here

(To be Continued.)

THE CZAR AS A SOLDIER.

T‘H‘E Czar’s action in placing him-
self at the head of his army
makes it interesting to know that
at one time he served as a private,
submitting himself to all* the priva-
tions of the life of a common soldier,
saluting his officers and carrying the
full equipment, which then weighed
nearly three-quarters of a hundred-
weight exclusive of the weight of the
rifle. He appeared on the regimental
roll as ‘“Private Nicholas Romanoff.
married, of the Orthodox faith, coming
from Tsarskoe Selo.” When he was
given commissioned rank he set him-
self severely against snobbishness. A
young lieutenant had annoyed his
fellow officers by travelling in a tram-
car to the barracks, and they were
promptly admonished by the Czar, who
said, “I hear that to ride in a tram is
considered beneath the dignity of an
officer in your regiment. T am your
colonel, and T have just been riding
in a tram. Do you wish me to send
in my papers?” The regiment after
that lost a lot of its snobbishness.

She Surely Is.—No matter how plain
a woman may be, she is sure to be an
impossible riddle to some poor chap.

2 2 »

Modernism.—From g description of
a high society event in a Brooklyn
paper we take this:

“Most of the young women wore
infants’ dresses and socks, and the
young men were in night-gowns, to
which had been attached rosettes and
bows of ribbon.”

It’s a serious question whether such
young men should be allowed to
carry matches. 'That paragraph is
the strongest argument we have seen
why Uncle Sam should gather up his
“young men” and force them to take
a course of military training.
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riding on DOMINION Tires.

The best dealers in Auto Supplies throughout Canada
recommend and sell. DOMINION Tires, and behind these dealers is the
network of Branches of the Dominion Rubber System.

These Branches edVer the ground so thoroughly that DOMINION Tires
can be procured within 24 hours in any railway town where they are not
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So don’t let any dealer switch you to some other tire more profitable to
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