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IS HE AS BIG AS HIS JOB ?

(From a photograph by courtesy International Press.)
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DIAMONDS
ON CREDIT

Terms 20% down
$1-2-3 Weekly

Buying a High Grade

Diamond is saving

money, not spending it. A written Fuaraniee
given with each diamond. All goods sent, pre-
baid for inspection. Write or eall for catalogue.
We send diamonds to any part of Canada,

JACOBS BROS., IS Toreats Arcsde, foromto, Oat.
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Established 1864.

The Merchants Bank

s OF CANADA.
| HEAD OFFICE - MONTREA:.

& | Paid-up Capital - - $7,000,000
‘ Reterve Fund and Un-

divided Profits - - $7,250,984
i 206 BRANCHES IN CANADA.

General Banking Business
Transacted.

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

TORONTO OFFICES:
13 Wellington St. West; 1400 Queen
St. West (Parkdale); 406-408 Par-
liament St.; Dundas St. and Ron-
ffsvg.tgel Ave.; Dupont and Chris-
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PHOTOGRAPHER

/| Studio: 101 King St, West
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Published at 181 Simcoe St., Toronto, by the Courier Press, Limited. Subscription
Price: Canada and Great Britain, $2.00 per year; postage to United States, $1.00 per.
year; other foreign postage, $2.00 per year. IMPORTANT: Changes of address should
be sent two weeks before the date they are to go into effeet. Both .old and .new.

addresses must be given. CANCELLAT_IONS: We find that most of our subscribers
prefer not to have their subscriptions interrupted in case they fail to remit before

expiration. - Unless we are notified to cancel, we -assume the subscriber wishes.the
service . continued.
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NOTICE TO SUBSCRIBERS

You will have noticed thai with the issue of Oet. 7 the price has been reduced
from 10 cents to 5 cenis per copy.

EXTENSIONS

In keeping with this we are extending all subseriptions, so that the subseriber
will receive extra copies sufficient to malke up for the reductibn in price

EDITOR’S TALK

TWO more issues and we shall be on Vol. XXI., No. 1. That

means the end of the first decade of the Canadian Courier,

which put.out Vol. I, No. 1, in the first week of December,
1906, There is no-space ‘here to 'sum up the story of this:-decade in
establishing a Canadian national weekly. 'Some of it will be told—
in suggestive outline—in the issue of Dee. 2. But readers will not
be bored by a mere recital of what has been. It is more important
to eonsider what we expeet to become. Vol. XXI., No. 1, will be a
good sample. Readers may expect in that issue - as interesting a
number as was ever turned out by any publication in Canada at any
time. As it is the first issue in December, the Decennial Number will,
to some extent, be a Christmas number,

Readers of this current issue and the few issues previous need not
be reminded that we are producing a 32-page paper to compete with
any of its size—or bigger—put out by any firm anywhere. We have
just began to mine for the material. - There is more good copy in
Canada about Canada by Canadians for Canadians to-day than there

ever was. And the first year of our seecond decade will prove it.

Cawthra Mulock & Co.

Members of
Toronto Stock Exchange

Brokers
and

Bankers

12 KING STREET EAST
TORONTO, CANADA

_ CABLE ADDRESS—CAWLOCK, TORONTO

WHO IS YOUR FAVORITE MOVIE
STAR7? =
Understand all spoken parts.

moving lips.
stands

ken Read the
A good Lip Reader under-
every - word spoken in the
SILENT DRAMA, *“Lip Reading In the
Movies,” just published, tells how. Con-
tains a simple key for all Lip Positions
and Movements, which enables the eye
to “hear” the conversation on the screen.
Price 2bc. School of Lip Language.
Dept. C., 24 Kansas City, Mo., U. S. A.

BOOK ON

DOG DISEASES

AND HOW TO FEED

Malled FREE | H CLAY GLOVER, V.S,

to any address .
by the aunthor 118 W. 8lst 8y, N.Y., U.8.A,

STAMPS AND COINS.

PACKAGES free to collectors for 2 cents

postage; also offer hundred different
foreign stamps; catalogue; hinges; five
cents. We buy stamps. Marks Stamp
Co., Toronto.
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~ JOHN AIRD, General Manager.

S8IR EDMUND WALKER, C.V.0., LL.D,, D.C.L., President.
H. V. F. JONES, Ass’t. General Manager.
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. CAPITAL, $15,000,000

RESERVE FUND, $13,500,000

At the
5% Degentures form

SAVINGS BANK ACCOUNTS

Interest at the current rate is aliowed on all deposits of $1.00 and upwards.
Careful attention is given to every account. Small accounts are welcomed.
Ae'counts may be opened and- operated’ by mail. ; .

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

day it is due.
The busy or inexperienced
watching values and markets

Debentures.

/request. - Write for it to-day.
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‘Capital Paid-up, . .
. $1,500,000.

18-2

NYONE choosing a personal executor must choose either

an able man with interests of his own, who can give only
his spare time to an estate; or a man who has less than the
ability needed to administer another’s property.

Many prudent people, unwilling to make either choice, have
appointed this Company their executor.
you personally the advantages of such a course?

 Dafional Trust Tompany

Siwited
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2 KING ‘STREET-EAST,

A Time To Be Cautious

It is no doubt a time to be cautious. 3
is possible to be over cautious. There is no
reason why a man should leave his monpﬁ
on deposit when he could as easily and wit

equal safety obtain 5% by investing it in
Mortgage Corporation 5% Debentures

resent time, Mortgage Corporation

security for idle money.

Interest at 8% is paid in cash at your local bank on the
Principal on the date agreed upon.

Not a dollar has ever been lost by an investor 1 these

‘An interesting booklet about * Profits from Savings” which. . ~
- gives some. very wvaluable advice, will be sent free on

Head Office 82-88 HindSt.£ Joronto

Branches: Ayr, Brockville, Chat-
ham, Elmira, New Hamburg
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a splendid and safe

vestor has no worry in
His security never shrinks.

‘Address Dept.: 35
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May we explain to

Haiie

By Order of the Board.
Toronto, October 25th, 1916,

=

BANK

NOTICE OF QUARTERLY DIVIDEND.

Notice is hereby given that a Dividend at the rate of five per
ber annum upon the paid-up Capital Stock of this Bank has been

ORIGINAL

CHARTER 1 854

oF GANADA

cent. (5%)
‘declared for

ending the 30th November, 1916, and that the same will be

and after Friday, the 1st Decem-

Reserve, the three months
- $1,500,000 bayable at the Head Office and Branches on
Rk e ber, 1916. .The Transfer Books
ToronTo, o 30th November, 1916, both days inclusive. -

will be closed from the 16th Nove«y‘be!r to the

J. COOPBER MASON,
. Acting General Manager.



DON'T RISK A COLD

Winter chills are dangerous.
Keep baby warm and happy. with a Perfec-
tion Smokeless Oil Heater.

PER%T]ON

SMOKELESSY
MADE IN~*

S HEATERS

CANADA

keep the whole family warm and hap‘py, Light
and easily carried from room to room.

Burn 10 hours on a single gallon
of Royalite Coal Oil — the

most economical fuel. \ % O
At all good dealers. If your

THE COURIER.

dealer cannot supply you, address A

THE IMPERIAL OIL COMPANY

BRANCHES IN ALL CITIES

Limited

/

-~ To Inpestors

THOSE WHO, FROM TIME TO TIME, HAVE FUNDS REQUIRING

INVESTMENT, MAY PURCHASE AT PAR

DOMINION OF CANADA DEBENTURE STOCK

IN SUMS OF $500 OR ANY MULTIPLE THEREOF.

Principal repayable 1st October, 1919.
Interest payable half-yearly, 1st

April and 1st October by cheque (free

of exchange at any chartered Bank in Canada) at the rate of five per cent

per annum from the date of purchase.
Holders of this stock will have the p:
accrued interest, as the equivalent of cas

¥

made under any future war loan issue in

Treasury B
Proceeds of this stock are for war purpo
A commission of one-quarter of one per cent will be allowed to recog-

rivilege of surrendering at par and
h, in payment of any allotment

Canada other than an issue of

ills or other like short date security.

ses only.

nized bond and stock brokers on allotments made in respect of applications
for this stock which bear their stamp.

For application forms apply to th

DEPARTMENT OF FINANCE, OTTAWA,

OCTOBER 7th, 1916.

e Deputy Minister of Finance, Ottawa.

ELECTRIC
SERVICE

AR T SN

Means comfort, convenl-
ence, economy, and safety.

The home that Is com-
pletely equipped with
electrical devices I8 @
happy one. %
All the drudgery of house-
keepling Is elimlnated by
electricity.

You can wash, iron, sew,
sweep, cook, keep cool In
summer and warm In win-
ter, by means of electrical
apparatus designed espe-
clally to relieve you of un-
necessary and fatiguing
fabor.

At our showrooms all
these devices are ready
for your inspection. Com-
petent demonstrators will
operate and explain them
for you.

The Toronto Electric
Light Co., Limited
“AT YOUR SERVICE”

12 Adelaide Street East
Telephone Adelaide 404

Buy (and read)
remains of the late J

THE SONGS OF A VALIANT SOUL

«“Poems’’—a classy volume of the poetical
ames A. Tucker, who was a University
gtudent (leader of revolt in 1895), and a Toronto journalist of
high standing at his death in 1903.
dian verse.

Small lot of remainder valumes (blue eloth, gilt stamp, 125
pages at $1.00)—to clear at 50 cents.

UNIVERSITY BOOK CO., 8 University Ave., Toronto

A worthy effort in Cana-

PRINTING.

S

VISITING CARDS—Ladies’ or Gentle-
men’s, printed to order—latest styles.
fifty cents per hundred, post paid. Fr %
H. gearfnard. Printer, 35 Dundas St., To- e
ronto.

Boys
Wanted!

Never was such a time in Canadian
history as now. So many Boys are
finding out that they are useful and
can earn money, More at it than ever.

Boys have an earning power that
helps. Nickels and dimes are impor-
tant in the boy’s bank, or the family
finances.

To the Boy who wants to get ahead
we give a grand opportunity to start—
by selling Canadian Courfer at 5 cents
per copy. Try it You will be sur-
prised how easy. I can help you—tell
you how. Write me.

Sales Manager
CANADIAN COURIER

Toronto

Many people are sending their
Couriers to the boys at the front,
The Courier is a good “letter from
home” Send more Couriers and
still more. ;
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PLAYING THE NATIONAL GAME

11th,

R. DOMINO could draw the map of
the whole world without looking
in a book. What he didn’t know
about the coast line of Patagonia

was not a fit subject for any German spy
to investigate, The world to him was a
S vast system of paral-

" lels of latitude and meri-

dians, zones and iso-
. thermals. He had as
“much interest in Baffin

e e

Land as in the South Sea Islands. And they all
- looked alike to him. Woe betide any of his advanced

8cholars who could not name all the rivers of
Europe in threes beginning on the west slope with
Petchorn and ending with Guadalquiver.

But of all parts of the earth Dr. Domino could
best see in his sleep that nebulous, spiritual and
Dolitical aggregation the British Empire thrusting
itself over the globe and the seven seas like the
Milky Way among the stars. We must admire the
- dominie for this. No worth-considering citizen of
that Empire, no matter whether he lives in an igloo
Or a South’ Sea hut or a millionaire’s mansion in
Montreal could fail to be thrilled by its grandeur.
No Canadian worth the right to become a voter ever
- Could refuse to admit that of all empires ever known,
Greek, Roman, old German, Spanish—clear down to
-our own time, the British Empire is incomparably
the greatest. Let no critic of Dr. Domino consider
~ himsgelf a true Canadian unless he regards that
—'Eml)lre with the reverence and the awe-stricken re-
- 8ard which the poor Keats expressed on first looking
Into Chapman’s translation of Homer.

Then felt I like some watcher of the skies,
When a new planet rises to his ken,
Or like stout Cortez when with eagle eyes
He stared at the Pacific—and his men
Looked at each other with a wild surmise—
Silent, upon a peak in Darien. :
Words of no Kipling, no Dilke, no Schreiner, no
Pa.rker, ever could visualize to the Anglo-Saxon that
‘Empire. It is unthinkable. It has about it evermore
the spell dnd the freshness of the Elizabethan age.
In the faraway crags of the furthest mountain
Deaks, Himalayas or the Rockies, men are finding

nies. The marvellous riverways and the fat

ew epics that make the Valhalla crowd look like

plains of the five continents are a Columbus-land of
discovery. Strange people look down upon mankind.
Temples glint in the sun that never gets. Mystic
bells chime forth. The cart creaks down the trail.
The ship swings up from the Southern Cross to the
Great Bear. The sheep are on a hundred hills of
the kangaroo. The musk-ox cow pushes her new-
born calf into a June snow drift. And we are
tempted to sum it all up in singing aloud that great
and impossible song of Kipling:

“What is the Flag of England?”

RAY let no man suspect that we are not in
accord with Dr. Domino on this theme. Nay,
like Hamlet, we shall go him one better. No such
skyborn epic ever flashed on the world as the Em-
pire; no such sociological enigma; never guch an
outlandishly impossible task for an Atlas; never
such a feat for cable and wireless and steam. We
simply have to have the Suez, must tunnel the Rock-
ies, were compelled to get overland from Capetown to
Cairo; couldn’t possibly get along as a world peo-
ple without sending Saskatchewan wheat to the
famine zones of India. We fetched forth our Cham-
berlain, our Cecil Rhodes, our Kipling, our Lord
Milner and our Van Horne—casually mentioning
these as builders of Empire. Ah! we have also Col.
Denison, Dr. Parkin, Sir William Peterson, Sir John
Willison and Sir Hugh Graham. :

Not for us in Canada to lag behind in the daily
ritual of this never-sunsetting world Midway of
“peoples and realms of every tongue.” Never so
long as the missionary endures along with the pack-
trailer. No, we must visualize this gorgeous dream
that makes us akin to half the world and that takes
in all the languages of BFurope and Asia.
The Athenian empire could have been put into our

With absolute con-

sideration for Dr.

Domino’s Views of
the Empire

By
AUGUSTUS .
BRIDLE

Dr. Domino: ‘“As I was saying, boys, the British Empire is so complicated with protectorates, dependencies, colonies and
overseas dominions, that it needs to be consolidated. You boys may live to see the day when the seat of Empire will be in Canada.”’
Ontario: ‘‘Please, sir, we ain’t very well acquainted in this class. Can’t we all go out and play lacrosse ?’’

Imperial vest pocket. The Roman empire was a
splotch of ink on our blotter, The terrains of
Charlemagne, and the battlefields of Napoleon were
the dooryard to our farm. We only, the scions of an
adventurous race cousin to the Vikings of old, have
fared forth in the spirit of Cabot and of Drake from
the ‘“precious stone set in a silver sea,” the island
of Shakespeare, to fling the flag of England over all
meridians and all the five zones of human habitation.

Thus again do we support Dr. Domino in other
worlds than his. We can’t help it. The Empire lifts
us into the light that never dies, ‘“the light that never
was on sea or land,” even while it shone upon five
continents and seven seas. And then because we had
greater human respect for the little islands that
created such an Empire, the island where many of
us were born, from which many of our forefathers
came—we turned our gaze upon England. France we
knew, not because of) Napoleon, but because one of
our greatest peoples came from France in the days
of old. Thus we are racially a part of continental
Europe, and this also is something to rear in mind
because one of our peoples seem to have forgotten it.

Considering England—including Scotland, Ireland
and Wales—we observe much that Dr. Domino
misses. Why this genial old gentleman never took
a trip to the land of his grandfather is unexplained.
He always speaks well of the English. But he never
seemed to sparkle with passion for England. Be-
cause he had never seen the most remarkable
“country” in Europe. Centuries ago bards began to
rhapsodize about England; and they are doing it
still. Masefield, Noyes, Brooke, have done what ten
centuries ago Changer began. It’s the same old
England; mother of parliaments and nations and
paradoxes, the most compact assemblage of big men,
vitalizing political liberty, wonderful homes, lovely

¥
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hedgerows, palaces and slums ever known among the
builders of mankind. England is not a mere nation.
She is an old forest of people, customs, laws, tradi-
tions, hopes. Her roots strike deep into the bed-
rock of humanity. Her gnarled old limbs send out
green shoots. You cannot kill her, defame her, dis-
courage her. She is more than any other nation
perhaps immortal, having written her life on more
parts of earth than any other people ever did; shaken
to the core by the winds of democracy, but still with
singing birds in her boughs she goes on to strike for
the freedom of the world long before she has estab-
lishegl her own. The humanest land in all the world,
that’d England, whom we call, not Fatherland, but
Motherland, with a deeper affection; and never may
we thrill less at the name. For no people ever had
such a parent. .

Here are 40,000,000 people whose Parliament,
Lords and King control the world-flung empire of
which Dr. Domino is still speaking. Of these 7,000,
000 inhabit London which 20,000,000 of the other in-
habitants have® never seen. Of the population of
London probably 4,000,000 never so much as saw the
coast of France whose guns they have heard across
the Channel since the war began.

We refer to John Bull whose children are sup-
posed to know all about the elephant of the Ganges
and the musk-ox of the coppermine. Bluntly speak-
ing, we refer to the much-chided Little Englander
who is a fact, and let us never forget him; the man
who supposes the Empire is run by a cataract some-
where and that “England, my England,” is for him
the all in all. We nave him in Canada. Along with
the British-born and descended our first hope, along
with the French-Canadian our second, we have this
insular, home-going Little Englander who regards the
Empire as a bore and will never be happy till he is
tucked away again among the people of his fore-
fathers whose ashes are beneath the crumbling
grave stones of yonder church yard. I say we have
him here, though he is a small minority. England
has him. And of him let us remind ourselves that
before war shook him out of his customary boots
this Little Englander had never even seen the land
of his birth outside his own bailiwick, never the
coast of Europe from which his forbears adventur-
ously came, and only shuddered with visions of “mal
ue mer” when he thought of the sea.

ET him pass. 'The war has begun to give him

a 'bigger human grip on the world than

his money-kings had in their Interest on bonds the

world over. We have more immediately to do with

the first cousin of this Little Englander in Canada.

And here we stumble over a contradiction in terms.

When we come to inquire, What is a Little Cana-

dian, we need to revise our ideas by the aid of Dr.
Domino.

Here is the paradox. The Little Englander is he
who worships England most of swhich he has never
seen and endures the Empire because it fetches him
food and takes his surplus of population. The Little
Canadian or Canada-ite is both similar and different.
@uch. He is perhaps twins. There are two of him,

o s

_its dimensions and its

THE COURIER.

First the Little Canadian who never lets his vision
travel beyond the boundaries of his own province,
and regards the Empire as a political and military
affliction. We have him; millions of him—but his
number is waning. Time and national development
may expand him out of his shell. The Canada of the
future will grab this parochial Canadian and make
of him a national figure. At present, with all his
limitations, he is a real Canadian.

There is a much more puzzling element among us.
It is the Canadian who might as well be an inhabit-
ant of Tasmania or the Orange Free State for all
the difference it would make to his Imperial senti-
ments. So long as he could find Tories and Grits,
Orange lodges and Sons of England and of Ireland
and Scotland, he would be about as well off in one
part of the Empire as another.

R. DOMINO is in many respects such a man.
He is one of the originators of the idea that
unless you consolidate this marvellous Empire as you
would merge factories or cement plants or banks
you cannot compete in patriotic production with the
rest of the world. There must be to this Little
Canadian one head office for the Imperial business
_for the present at London. Branch offices in
Ottawa, Melbourne, Capetown, Calcutta, etc., all de-
noted on the letterheads.

Why do we call such a man who, like John Wesley,
has practically the world for his parish, a Little
Canadian? Merely because he makes himself such
by being a plain human being. It is respeectfully sub-
mitted that there is at present in Canada no one
man wise, experienced, visional and long-lived
enough to make such a consuming hobby of the
Empire, and at the same time to comprehend in all
potentialities the colossal
country known as Canada. Of course, he will retort
that the way to understand any part is first to study
the whole. But we have been doing' that for two or
three hundred years. Maps are all very well But
we do not live on a map. I remarked to an Aus-
tralian the other day:

“You are a long way from home.”

He replied genially, “I am at home anywhere in
Canada,” and added, “After all, it is only twenty-
seven days’ journey from Melbourne to Montreal.”

I think he was a bit ironical. The mean average
distance of the capitals of the overseas dominions
from one another and from London is something for
the higher mathematicians to work out. Cable, wire-
less and steam have something to do with that. And,
of course, no good Canadian should quarrel - with
distance. There are M.P.’s in Ottawa who travel six
days to get to Parliament. But life is just so long
and a man can do just about so much. And this
country called Canada is too big to be passed over
on any flying trip from Melbourne to Lon;lon.

There are those among us to whom the Empire is
a great adventure. Let them undertake a few ad-
ventures in their own country, several hundred thou-
sand square miles of which they have never seem.
There are men paeaning about the Empire who have
never seen any city further from the centre of Can-

trenches in the Somme district.

&

ada than Montreal or Toronto.
is as close to Liverpool as to Vancouver should not
deter these people from finding out all they possibly
can about the problems that both unite and divide
this country. We have problems here that will tax all
the brain power of all the men who can be spared for
the purpose. We have five areas of settlement all
differing in problems, as much as in natural
resources and geography. The Maritime Provinces
have as much in common as the three prairie pro-
vinces. The two groups are as different as chalk is
from cheese, and they each differ from British Colum-
bia, which nature separated from the rest of us bY
the Rockies till man bridged them with railways.
Ontario and Quebec are more unlike each other than
they are unlike any other province in the Dominion.
If the head-office-at-London crowd could work awhile
at the problem of getting these two to pull together
on the national wagon, they might do somethinhg to
merge into a great national unity the most popu-
lous and at present most influential provinces O
Canada. With those two in concert the rest might
be less difficult.

No poet has arisen to sing the glories of greater
Canada. Historians have thrown dry dust in its
eyes. Geographers have made maps and the maps
are unknown. We have a country of more square
miles than all Europe, and less people than any but
the pigmy nations in the Balkans. We have tried
various ways to unify Canada; by Confederation, by
railways, by inter-settlement, by tariffs, by immigra-
tion, by branch banks, by news services and news-
papers—finally, by the war, which so far hag proven
the wisdom of all other attempts to consolidate the
country. After the war we shall have more prob-
lems in a week than the Canada of 1867 had in 2
year. ;

Here at once we are confronted by the Little-
Canada man’s trump argument. The war has shown
that all Canada is burning with enthusiasm for the
Empire—except a great part of Quebec. Has it?
Leaving out the British-born part of the Canadian
army, has the war not rather proved that Canadians
are enthusiastic about themselves as part of the
Empire; that we are more enthusiastic about Eng-
land than about South Africa or India; finally that
as a self-governing nation within the Empire weé
have infinitely more to do with ourselves than Wwe

have with any other part of the Empire, including

England?

NZACS and South Africans we know: they are
kith of our kin. Sikhs and Ghurkas we do not

know very well as yet. When the Sikhs came to
us before the war we treated them in a class with
the Chinese and the Japs. War has magde them more
comprehensible, more welcome, but not more
brotherly. We do not propose to instruct Australia
on her duties to the Empire nor to counsel South
Africa. Not long ago the union of two races in the
South African commonwealth was pointed to Canada

for example. Events of the past few months do not

prove that the example was a good one.
(Concluded on page 21.)

We have

How the Northumberland Fusiliers looked after’ taking some German

Some day next summer—30 years from

now (Hindenburg)—the German line may break.

tactics change to open fighting there will be a bigger percentage of cap-
tured German helmets than appears in this picture.

And when trench

s S T ks e

The fact that HalifaX



The Insomniac
has an adventure
wilr slumber

OU waiting for
anyone ?”

The question,
I could see, was
merely a euphemistic mes-
sage of dismissal. It was
also an impértinence. But
I was too sleepy to resent it.

“I am,” was my-contented
reply.

The newly arrived all-
night waiter looked at me
out of a fishy and cynical
eye. Then he looked at the clock.
at my empty wine cooler.

“Was it a lady?” he had the effrontery to agk.

I could see his eye roam about the all but empty
room. It was the low-ebb hour when a trolley car
is an event along the empty street, the hour when
chairs are piled on cafe tables, the white corpuscles
of the milk waggons begin to move through the city’s
sleepy arteries, and those steel nerves  known ‘as
telegraph wires keep languidly awake with the
. sugary thrills of their pight letters.

“Yes, it was a lady,” I answered. That wall-eyed
intruder knew nothing of the heavenly supper I had
~  stumbled on in that wicked French restaurant, or of
. the fine and firm Clos Vougeot that had been un-
earthed from its shabby cellar, or of my own peace
of mind as I sat there studying the ‘empty metal
.cooler and pondering how the mean and scabby

€6

Then he looked

with singing etherealities.
“Er—just what might she look like, sir?” my tor-
mentor next asked of me, blinking about with a loose

Wastes of Champagne could mother an ichor so rich:

and largely condoning matter-of-factness as- though

in placid search of some plumed and impatient de-
' Inirep awaiting her chance to cross the bar of ac-

“She moves very, very quietly, and has a star in
fer hair,” I replied to that fish-eyed waiter. “Her
breath is soft and dewy, and her brow is hooded.
And in her hands she carries a spray of poppies.”

The waiter looked down at me with that imper-
i Sonal mild pity with which it is man’s wont to view
. the harmlessly insane. 7

~ “Surely,” I said with a smothered yawn, “surely
you have met her? Surely you have been conscious
of those soft and shadowy eyes gazing into yours as
You melted into her arms?’

“Quite so, sir,” uneasily admitted my wall-eyed
friend. Then I began to realize that he was wak-
ing me up. I grew fearful lest his devastating in-
Vasion should frighten away the timorous spirit I
had been wooing as assiduously as an angler seeking
his first trout. For one long hour, with a full body
. and an empty head, I had sat there stalking sleep as
. artfully and as arduously as huntsman ever stalked a
- deer. And I knew that if I moved from that spot the
~Chase would be over; for that night at least.

DPlained, “is that she evades only those who seek her.
She is coy. She denies herself to those who most
_ Dassionately demand her. Yet something tells me

that she is hovering near me at this moment, that
she is about to bend over me with those ineffable

dear sir, if you will take this as a slight reward for
Your trouble, and cover that exceedingly soiled-look-
Ing divan in that exceedingly disreputable-looking al-
~ Cove with a clean tablecloth, and then draw that cur-
~ tain which is apparently designed to convert it into
& chambre particuliere, you will be giving me a
Chance to consort with an angel of graciousness
more lovely than any meretricious head that ever
Soiled its faded plush. And if I am left uninterrupted
- until you go off in the morning, your reward will then
be doubled.” . o
. His puzzled face showed, as he peered down at
the bill in his hand, that if this indeed were
Madness, there was a not repugnant sort of method
' So he set dazedly about draping that none too clean
van with a tablecloth, making it, in fact, look un-
mfortably like a bier. Then he carried my hat and

Qquaintanceship on the careless high tide of inebriacy.

“But the odd thing about her,” I languidly ex- -

- ®vee if only I await the golden moment. And so, my

™
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gloves and overcoat to a chair at the foot of the
divan. Then he took me by the arm, firmly and so-
licitously. His face, as I made my way without one

stagger or reel into that shabby Ilittle quietude
screened off from“the rest of the world, was a study
in astonishment. It was plain that I puzzled him.
He even indulged in a second wondering glance-back
at the"divan as he drew the portieres. ‘Then, if I
mistake not, he uttered the one explanatory and self-
sufficient word—*“Needle-pumper!”

I heard him tiptoe in, a few minutes later, and
decently cover my legs with the overcoat from the
chair. I did not speak, for bending over me was a
rarer and sweeter Presence, and I wanted no sound
or movement to frighten her away., Just when her
hand touched mine I cannot tell. But I fell off into
a deep and natural sleep and dreamed I was being
carried®'through Siciliap orange groves by a wall-
eyed waiter with wings like a butterfly.

FROM that sleep I emerged vaguely conscious
that voices were speaking close to me. Their
murmur, in fact, seemed to blend with my ever-
shifting dreams, for as I lay there in that pleasant
borderland torpor which is neither wakefulness nor
slumber I seemed to doze on, in no ponderable way.
disturbed by the hum of talk that crept in to me.

“Then why can’t Sir Henry work on the Belmont
job?” one of the voices was asking.

“I told you before, Sir Henry’s tied up,”
voice answered.

“What doing?”’ asked the first voice.

“He’s fixing his plant. for that Van Tuyl coup,”
was the answer, - ; ¢ - A

“What Van Tuyl 2™

“Up in Seventy-third Street.
tied!”

“And what’s more,” broke in a third voice, ‘“he
won’t touch a soup case since he got that safe wedge
in the wrist. It kind o’ broke his nerve for nitro
work.”

“Aw, you couldn’t break that guy’s nerve!” -

“Well, he knows he’s marked, anyway.”

another

He’s got ’em hog-

Then came a lull, followed by the scratch of a

match and the mumbling voices again.

“How’d he get through the ropes up there?’ in-
quired one of these voices. 3 .

“Same old way. Butlering. Turk McMeekin doped
him up a bplf-dozen London recommends. That got
him started out in Morristown, with the Whippeny
Club. Then he did the Herresford job. But he’s
got a peach with this Van Tuyl gang. They let him

lock up every night—silver and all—and carry the

keys up to bed with him!” :
_ “It’s up to Sir ’Enry to make ’em dream he’s the
real thing,” murmured anot'her of the voices.
“Sure!” answered still another voice that seemed
a great distance away.
Then the mumble bLecame a murmur and the mur-
mur a -drone. And the drone became a sighing of

_birch tops, and I was stalking Big-Horn across moun-

tain peaks of cafe parfait, where a pompous Eng-
lish butler served peches Melba on the edge of every
second precipice, A

When I woke up it was broad daylight, and my
wall-eyed -waiter was there waiting for his second
bill, And I remembered that I ought to ’phone Ben-
son so he could have the coffee, ready by the time I
walked home throigh the mellow October air.
It was two hours later that the memory
those murmuring midnight voices came 'back
me.

of
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The words I had overheard seemed to have
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been buried in my mind, like seeds in the
ground. Then here and there a green shoot
of suspicion emerged. The more I thought
it over, the more disturbed I became. Yet
I warned myself that I could be sure of
nothing, The one tangibility was the re-
peated word, ‘“Van Tuyl” And there at
least was something on which I could focus
my attention.

I went to the telephone and called up
Beatrice Van Tuyl. As youngsters we had
raced pony carts and played water polo
and cat-boated on the Sound together. 1
realized, as I heard that cheery young matron’s voice
over the wire, that I would have to pick my steps
with care.

“I say, Beatrice, are you possibly in need of a
butler?” I began as éffhandedly as I was able.

“Out of a,place, Witter dear?”’ was the chuckling
inquiry that came to me.

“No, I'm not, but I know of a good man,” was my
mendacious reply. ‘“And I rather thought——

.“My dear Witter,” said the voice over the wire,
“we’ve a jewel of a man up here. He’s English, you
know. And I'm beginning to suspect he’s been with
royalty. Jim’s always wanted to stick pins in his
legs to see if he really isn’t petrified.”

‘“What’s his name?” :

“Just what it ought to be—the most appropriate
name. of Wilkins.”

‘“How long have you had him?”

“Oh, weeks and weeks!” Only a New York house-
holder could understand the tone of triumph in that
retort:

“And you're sure of him in every way?”

“Of course we're sure of him. He’s been a Gib-
raltar of dependability.”

“Where did you get him from?”

“From Morristown. He was at the Whippeny
Club out there before he came to us.”

“The Whippeny Club!” I cried, for the name struck
like a bullet on the metal of memory.

“Don’t you think,” the voice over the wire was
saying, “that you’d better come up for dinner to-
night and inspect the paragon at close range? And
you might talk to us a little, between whiles.”

“T'd love to,” was my very prompt reply.

“Then do,” said Beatrice Van Tuyl. “A little after
seven.” :

AND a little after seven I duly rang the Van

Tuyls’ door bell and was duly admitted to that
orderly and well-appointed Seventy-third Street
house, so like a thousand other orderly and well-
appointed New York houses hidden behind their
unchanging masks of brown and gray, as impassive
as the faces of their occupants, whose secretive ways
of living I knew even better than the houses which
had began to bear them such a vague resemblance.

Yet I could not help feeling the vulnerability of
that apparently well-guarded home. For all its walls
of stone and brick, for all the steel grills that cov-
ered its windows and the heavy scroll work that
protected its glass door, it remained a place munifl-
cently ripe for plunder. Its solidity, I felt, was only
a mockery. It made me think of a fortress that had
been secretly mined. Its occupants seemed basking

-in a -false security. The very instruments which

went to insure that security were actually a menace.
The very machinery of service which made possible
its cloistral tranquility held the factor for its dis-
ruption. ; o e
As 1 surrendered my hat and coat and ascended to
that second floor where I had known so many se-
dagely happy hours, I for once found myself dis-
quieted by its flower-laden atmosphere. I began to

' be oppressed by a new and disturbing sense of re-
~ sponsibility.

It would be no light matter, I began
to see, to explode a bomb of dissension in. that prin-
cipality of almost arrogant aloofness. Tt would be

~mo joke to confound that smoothiy flowing routine

with which urban wealth so jealously surrounds it-

i sﬁddeniy remembered there was nothing in -

which I could be positive, nothing on which I could
e ‘
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with certainty rely. And my inward disquiet was
increased, if anything, by the calm and blithely con-
tented glance that Beatrice Van Tuyl leveled at me.

«And what’s all this mystery about our man Wil
king?” she asked me, with the immediacy of her
8ex. \

“Won’t you let me answer that question a little
Jater in the evening.”

“But, my dear Witter, that’s hardly fair!” she
protested, as she held a lighted match for her hus-
band’s cigarette. “Do you know, I actually believe
you've spotted some one you want to supplant Wil-
king with.”

“Please—"

“Or did he spill soup on you some time when we
didn’t see it?”

“] imagine he’s spilt a bit of soup in his day,” I
answered, remembering what I had overheard as to
the safe wedge. And as I spoke 1 realized that my
one hope lay in the possibility of getting a glimpse
of the mark which that wedge had left—if, indeed,
my whole sand chain of coincidences did not slip
back into the inconsequentialities of dreamland.

“you can’t shake my faith in Wilkins,” said the
blue-eyed woman in the blue silk dinner gown, as
she leaned back in a protecting-armed and softly
padded library chair which suddenly became sym-
bolic of her whole guarded and upholstered life.
“Jim, tell Witter what a jewel Wilkins really is.”

s

X lIM, whose thought was heavy ordnance beside his

wife’s flying column of humour, turned the mat-
tar solemnly over in his mind.

“He’s a remarkably good man,” admitted the. stolid
and levitical Jim, “remarkably good.”

“And you've seen him yourself, time and time
again,” concurred his wife. -

“But I've never been particularly interested- in
gervants, you know,” was my self-defensive retort.

“Then why, in the face of the Immortal Ironies,

_are you putting my butler umder the microscope?”’
” was the return shot that came from the flying column.

_round up?”’

The acidulated sweetness of that attack even nettled
me into a right-about-face.
“I,00k here,” I suddenly demanded, “have either
of you missed anything valuable about here lately?”
The two gazed at each other in perplexed wonder.

“0Of course not,” retorted the woman in the dinner

gown. “Not a thing!”

“And you know you have everything intact,” all
your jewelry, your plate, your pocketbooks, the
trinkets a sneak thief might call it worth while to

«Of course we have. And I can’t even resent your
bracketing my pocketbook in with the trinkets.”

- «But are you certain of this? Could you verify
it at a moment’s notice?”

" «My dear Witter, we wouldn’t need to. I mean
we're doing it every day of our lives. It’s instinctive;
it’s as miuch a habit as keeping moths out of the
closets and cobwebs out of the corners.”

“What's making you ask all this?” demanded the
heavy artillery.

“Yeg, what’s suddenly making you into a Holmes's
watchman?” echoed the flying brigade.

Still again I saw that it was going to be no easy
thing to intimate to persons you cared for the possi-
bility of their sleeping on a volcano. Such an inti-
mation has both its dangers and its responsibilities.
My earlier sense of delight in a knowledge unpar-
ticipated in by others was gradually merging into a
consciousness of a disagreeable task that would
prove unsavory in both its features and its finale.

“Im asking all this,” I replied, “because 1 have
good reason to believe this paragon you call Wil-
king is not only a criminal, but has come into this
house for criminal purposes.”

“For what cniminal purposes?”

“For the sake of robbing it.”

BWATRICE VAN TUYL looked at me with her
B wide-open azure eyes. Then she suddenly
bubbled over with golden and 1iquid-n0ted laughter.
“Oh, Witter, you're lovely!” !

“What proof have you got of that?” demandqd
Jim.
“Of my loveliness?” I inquired, for Jim Van Tuyl's

‘solidity was as provocative as that of the smithy

- anvil which the idler cannot pass without at least a

hammer-tap or two. Yet it was this same solidity,
1 knew, that made him the safest of financiers and
the shrewdest of investors,

“No,” he retorted; “proofs of the fact that Wil-
kins is here for other than honest purposes.”

“I've no proof,” I had to confess.

“Then what evidence have you?”

“I've not even any evidence as yet. But I'm not

stirring up this sort of thing without good reason.”

“Iet's hope not!” retorted Jim.

“My dear Witter, you're actually getting fussy in
your obd age,” said the laughing woman. It was only
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the solemnity of her husband’s face that seemed to
sober her. “Can’t you see it’s absurb? We're all
here, safe and sound, and we haven’t been robbed.”

«But what I want to know,” went on the heavier
artillery, “is what your reasons are. It seems only
right we should inqure what you've got in the shape
of evidence.” :

“It wouldn’t be admitted as evidence,” I confessed.

He threw down his cigarette. It meant as much
as throwing up his hands.

“Then what do you expect us to do?”

“] don’t expect you to do anything. All I ask is
that you let me try to justify this course I've taken,
that the three of us dine quietly together. And un-
less I'm greatly mistaken, before that dinner is over
I think I can show you that this man——"

I saw Beatfice Van Tuyl suddenly lift a forefinger
to her lip. The motion for silence brought me up
short. A moment later I heard the click of a light
switch in the hallway outside and then the_ tinkle of
curtain rings on their pole. Inbto the doorway step-
ped a figure in black, a calm and slow-moving and
altogether self-assured figure.

“Dinner is served,” intoned this sober personage,
with a curate-like solemnity all his own.

I had no wish to gape at the man, but that first’
glimpse of mine was a sharp one, for I knew that
it'was Wilkins himself that I was confronting. And
as I beheld him there in all the glory of his magis-

terial assurance I felt an involuntary and ridiculous .

sinking in the diaphragm. I asked myself, in the
name of all the Lares and Penates of Manhattan,
why I had suddenly gone off on a wild-goose chase
to bag an inoffensive butler about whom I had had
a midnight nightmare?

‘Then I looked at the man more closely. He wore
’C]?e conventional dress livery of twilled worsted, with
an extremely high-winged collar and an extremely
smaill lawn tie. He seemed a remarkably solid figure
of a man, and his height was not insignificant. Any
impression of fragility, of sedentary bloodlessness,
which might have been given out by his quite pallid
face, was sharply contradicted by the muscular heavi-
ness of his limbs. His hair, a Kyrle-Bellewish gray
over the temples, was cut short. The close-shaven
face was bluish white along the jowls, like a Priest’s.
The poise of the figure, whether natural or simulated,
was one marked for servitude.

ET I had to admit to myself, as we filed out and

down to the dining room, that the man was
not without his pretended sense of dignity. He
seemed neither arrogant nor obsequious. He hov-
ered midway between the Scylla of hauteur and the
Charybdis of considerate patience. About the im-
mobile and mask-like face hung that veil of imper-
sonality which marked him as butler—as butler to
the finger tips. When' not actually in movement he
was as aloofly detached as a totem pole. He stood
as unobtrusive as a newel post, as impassive as some
shielding piece of furniture, beside which youth might
whisper its weightiest secret or ‘conspiracy weave
its darkest web. 7

I had to confess, as I watched his deft and sub-
dued movements about that china-strewn oblong of
damask which seemed his fit and rightful domain,
that he was in no way wanting in the part—the only
thing that puzzled me was the futility of that part.
There was authority, too, in his merest finger move-
ment and eye shift, as from time to time he signaled
to the footman who helped him in his duties. There
was grave solicitude on his face as he awaited the
minutest semaphoric nod of the woman in the blue
silk dinner gown. And this was the man, with his
stolid air of exactitude, with his quick-handed move-
ments and his alert and yet unparticipating eyes,
whom I had come into that quiet household to pro-
claim a thief!

I watched for his hands every course as I sat there
talking ~against time—and Heaven knows what 1
talked of!
to discover. In the first thing of importance I had
met with disappointment. For the cuffs that pro-
jected from the edges of the livery sleeves covered
each largeboned wrist. In the actual deportment
of the man there was nothing on which to base a
decent suspicion. And in the meanwhile the dinner
progressed, as all such dinners do, smoothly and
quietly, and, to outward appearances, harmoniously
and happily. x

‘But as it progressed I grew more and more per-
plexed. There was another nauseating moment or
two when the thought flashed over me that the whole
thing was indeed a mistake, that what I had seemed

" to hear in my restless moments of the night before

was only a dream projected into a period of wake-
fulness. Equipped with nothing more than an echo
from this dream, I had started off on this mad chase,
to run down a man who had proved and was proving
himself the acme of decorous respectability.

But if this thought was a sickening one, 1} was also

But about those hands there was nothing

a sickly one. Like all sickly things, too, it temded
to die young. It went down before the crowding ac-
tualities of other circumstances which I could not
overlook. Coincidence, repeated often enough, be-
came more than fortuity. The thing was more than
a nightmare. I had heard what I had heard. There
was still some method by which I could verify or con
tradict my suspicion. My problem was to find a plan.
And the gravity of my dilemma, I suppose, was in
some way reflected in my face.

“Well, what are you going to do about it?” asked
Van Tuyl, with his heavy matter-of-factness, at a mo
ment when the room happened to be empty.

“Don’t you see it's a. mistake?” added his wife,
with a self-assuring glance about the rose-shaded
table and then a wider glance about the room itself.
13 AIT,” I suddenly said. “What were his ref-

erences?”

“He gave us a splendid one from the Whippeny
Club. We verified that. Then he had letters, six of
them, from some very decent people in London. One
of them was a bishop.”

“Did you verify those?”

“Across the Atlantic, Witter? It really didn’t seem
worth while!”

“And it’s lucky for him you didn’t!”

“Why?"

“Because they're forgeries, every one of them!”

“What ground have you for thinking that?” asked
the solemn Van Tuyl.

« don’t think it—I know it. And I imagine, I can
tell you the name of the man who forged them for
him.”

“Well, what is it?”

“A worthy by the name of Turk McMeekin.”

Van Tuyl sat up with a heavy purpose on his hon-
est and unimaginative face.

“We've had a nice lot of this mystery, Witter, but
we've got to get to the end of it. Tell me what yod
know, everything, and I’ll have him in here and face
him with it. Now, what is there beside the Turk Mec-
Meekin item?” : .

“Not yet!” murmured Beatrice Van Tuyl, warn-
ingly, as Wilkins and his mask-like face advanced
into the room. I had the feeling, as he served us
with one of those delectable ices which make even
the epicureanism of the Cyrenaics tame in retro-
spect, that we were deliberately conspiring against
our own well-being, that we were dethroning our owi
peace of mind. We were sitting there scheming to
undo the agency whose soul function was to minister
to our delights. And I could not help wondering
why, if the man was indeed what I suspected, he
chose to follow the most precarious and the most i
paid of all professions. I found it hard to persuade
myself that behind that stolid blue-white mask of
a face could flicker any wayward spirit of adventure
—and yet without that spirit my whole case was &
card house of absurdities.

I noticed that for the first time Beatrice- Van
Tuyl’'s own eyes dwelt with a quick and searching
look on her servant’s immobile face. = Then I felt
her equally searching gaze directed at me. I knew

*

that my failure to make good would meet with scant -

forgiveness. She would demand knowledge, even
though it led to the discovery of the volcano’s immin-

ence. And after so much smoke it-was plainly my"

duty to show where the fire lay. !

I seized the conversation by the tail, as it were,

and- dragged it back into the avenues of inconse-
quentiality. We sat there, the three of us, actually
making talk for the sake of a putty-faced servant.
I noticed, though, that as he rounded the table he
repeatedly fell under the quickly questioning gaze
of both his master and mistress. I begamn to feel
like an ITago who had wilfully polluted a dovecote of
hitherto unshaken airust. It became harder and
harder to keep up my pretence of artless good
humour. Time was flying ,and nothing had as yet
been found out.

“Now,” demanded Vafi Tuyl, when the room was
once more empty, “what are you sure of?”

“I'm sure of nothing,” I had to confess.

“Then what do you propose doing?” was the some-
what arctic inquiry.

I GLANCED up at the wall where Ezekiah van Tuyl,

the worthy founder of the American branch of the

family, frowned reprovingly down at me over his
swathing black stock. i

“I propose,” was my answef, “having your grand-
father up there let us know whether I am right or

whether I am wrong.” -~

And as Wilkins stepped into the room I rose from
the table, walked over to the heavy-framed portrait,
and lifted it from its hook. I held it there, with a
pretence of stud\ying the face for a moment or fwo.
Then T placed my‘ ‘table napkin on a chair,




it, and made an unsuccessful effort to rehang the
portrait.

“If you please, Wilkins,” I said, still holding the
picture flat against the wail.

“A little higher,” I told him, as I strained to loop
the cord back over its hook, I was not especially
successful at this, because at the time my eyes were
directed toward the hands of the man holding up
the picture.

IS position was such that the sleeves. of his
black service coat were drawn away from the
white and heavy-boned wrists. And there, before
my eyes, across the flexor cords of the right wrist
was a wide and ragged scar at least three inches
in length.

I returned to my place at the dinner table. Van
Tuyl, by this time, was gazing at me with both
resentment and wonder.

“Shall we have coffee upstairs?” his wife asked
with unruffled composure. I could see her eye meet
her husband’s.

“Here, please,” I interpolated.

“We'll have coffee seryed here,” Beatrice Van Tuyl
said to her butler.

“Very good, madam,” he answered.

“] wondered, as I watched him across
the room, if he suspected anything. I
also wondered how hairbrained the man
and woman seated at the table thought
me.

“Listen,” I said, the moment we were
alone; “have you a servant here you
can trust, one you can trust implicitly ?””

“Of course,” answered my hostess.

“Who is it?”?

“Wilkins,” was the answer.

“Not counting Wilking?”

“Well, I think I can also trust my
maid, Felice—unless you know her
better than I do.” ;

I could afford to ignore the thrust.

“Then I’d advise you to send her up
to look over your things at once.”

“Why do you say that?”

‘“Because now I know this man Wil-
kins is a criminal of the worst type!”

“You know it?” S

“Yes, I know it as well as I know
I'm sitting at this table. And I can
prove it to you in a very few mo-
ments. And on’ second thoughts I’d
have that maid Felice bring what you
regard as valuable right to this dining
room—I mean your jewels and things.”

“But this sounds so silly,” demurred
my still reluctant hostess.

“It won’t sound half so silly as a Tif-
fany advertisement of a reward and no
questions asked.”

Beatrice Van Tuyl intercepted a foot-
man and sent him off for the maid
Felice. A moment later Wilkins was at
our side quietly serving the cafe noir in
tiny gold-lined cups.

“This method of mine for identifying
the real pearl, as you will see,” I blandly
went on, “is a very simple one. You
merely take a match end and dip it in
clear water. Then you let a drop of the
water fall on the pearl. If the stone is
an imitation one the waterdrop will
spread and lie close to the surface. If
the stone is genuine the drop will
stand high and rounded, like a globe of quick-silver,
and will shake with the minute vibrations which
pass through any body mot in perfect equilibrium.”

EFORE I had completed that speech the maid
Felice had stepped into the room. She was a
woman of about thirty, white-skinned, slender of
figure, and decidedly foreign-looking. Her face was
a clever cne, though I promptly disliked an affecta-

tion of languor with which she strove to hide a

spirit which was only too plainly alert.

“I want you to fetch my jewel case from ithe hou-
doir safe,” her mistress told her. “Bring everything
in the hox.” - :

1 could not see the maid’s face, for at that mo-
ment I was busy watching Wilkins, From that wor-
thy, however, came no slightest sign of disturbance
or wonder.

“Here, madam?” the maid was asking.

"“Yes, here and at once, please,” answered Bea-
trice ' Van Tuyl. Then she turned to me. “And since

 yowre such a jewel expert you'll be able to tell me

what’s darkening those turquoises of mine.” o
1 dropped a lump of sugar into my coffee and sip-
ped it.

£

/

Wilkins opened a dark-wooded buffet humi-
dor before me, and I picked out a slender-waisted
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Havana corseted in a band of gold. I suddenly
looked up at the man as he stood at my side holding
the blue-flamed little alcohol lamp for the contact
of my waiting cigar end.

“Wilkins, how did you get that scar?” I asked him,
out of a clear sky. The wrist itself was covered by
its cuff and sleeve end, but under them, I knew, was
the telltale mark.

“What scar, sir?” he asked, his politeness touched
with an indulgent patience which seemed to imply
that he was not altogether unused to facing gentle-
men in accountably high spirits.

“This one!” I said, catching his hand in mine and
running the cuff back along the white forearm. Nof,
one trace of either alarm or resentment could I see
on that indecipherable countenance. I almost began
to admire the man, In his way he was
superb.

“Oh, that, sir!” he exclaimed, with an.almost of-
fensively condoning glance at the Van Tuyls, as
though inquiring whether or not he should reply to
a question so personal and at the same time so out
of place.

“Tell him where you got it, Wilkins,” said Beatrice

SN

“And there, before my eyes, across the flexor cords of the right wrist was a

wide and ragged scar.”

Van Tuyl, so sharply that it amounted to a com-
mand.

“I "got it stopping Lord Entristle’s brougham,
madam, in London, seven years ago,” was the quiet
and mnhesitating answer.

“How ?” sharply asked the woman.

“I was footman for his lordship then, madam,”
went on the quiet and patient-noted voice. “I had
just taken cards in when the horses were frightened
by a tandem bicycle going past. They threw Sid-
dons, the coachman, off the box as they jumped, and
overturned the vehicle. His lordship was inside. I
got the reins as one of the horses went down. But
he kicked me against the broken glass and I threw
out one hand, I fancy, to save myself.”

“And the coach glass cut your wrist'® asked Van
Tuyl. =

“Yes, sir,” replied the servant, moving with me-
thodic slowness on his way. about the table. His
figure, in its sombre badge of livery, seemed almost
a pathetic one. There was no anxiety on his face,
no shadow of fear about the mild and unparticipat-
ing eyes. I was sudd/enly conscious of my unjust
superiority over him—a superiority of station, of
birth, of momentary -knowledge.

The silence that ensued was not g pleasant one.

t
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I felt almost grateful for the timely entrance of the
maid Felice. In her hands she carried a japanned
tin box, about the size of a theatrical makeup box.
This she placed on the table beside her mistress.

“Is there anything else, madam?” she asked.

“That is all,” answered Beatrice Van Tuyl, as she
threw back the lid of the japanned box. I noticed
that although the key stood dn it, it was unlocked.
Then my hostess looked up at the waiting butler.
“And, Wilkins, you can leave the cigars and liqueur
on the table. Tl ring if I want anything.”

HE carefully coiffured blonde head was bent low

over the box as the servants stepped out of

the room. The delicate fingers probed through the

array of leather-covered cases. I could see by her

face, even before she spoke, that the box’s contents .
were intact.

“You see,” she said, ladling handful after handful
of glittering jewelry out on the white tablecloth
between her coffeecup and mine, “everything is here.
Those are my rings. There’s the dog collar. There’s
angel Jim’s sunburst. And here’s the ordinary
family junk.”.

M osat for a moment studying that
Oriental array of feminine adornment.
It was plainly an array of evidence to
discountenance me. I felt a distinet
sense of relief when the woman in blue
suddenly dropped her eyes from my face
to her jewel box again. It was Van
Tuyl’s persistent stare that roweled me
into final activity.

“Then sq, far we're in luck! And as
from now on I want to -be responsible
for what happens,” I said, as I reached
over and gathered the glittering mass
up in a table napkin, “I think it will
simplify things if you, Van Tuyl, take
possession of these.”

I tied the napkin securely together
and handed it to my wondering host.
Then I dropped a silver bonbon dish
and a bunch of hothouse grapes into
the emptied box, locking it and handing
the key back to Beatrice Van Tuyl.

“And now what must I do?” she asked,
with a new note of seriousness.

‘“‘Have the maid take the box back to
where it came from. But be so good
as to retain the key.”

“And then what?’ mocked Van Tuyl.

“Then,” cut in his wife, with a sud-
den- note of antagonism which I could

not account for, “the sooner we send
for the police the betfer.”

An answering note of antagonism
showed on Van Tuyl’s face.

“I tell you, Kerfoot, I can’g do it,” he
objected, even as his wife rang the bell.
“You've got to show me!”

‘“Please be still, Jim,” she said, as
Wilkins stepped into the room. She
turned an impassive face to the waiting
servant. ‘“Will you agk Felice to come
here.”

"N\ JONE of us spoke until Felice entered

the room. Wilking, I noticed, fol-
lowed her in, but passed across the
room’s full length and went out by the
door in the rear.

“Felice,” said the woman beside me,
very calmly and coolly, “I want you to take this
box back to the safe.” = : i

“Yes, madam.” :

“Then go to the telephone im the study and ring
up police headquarters. Tell them who you are.
Then explain that I want them to send an officer
here, at once.”

“Yes, madam,” answered the attentive-faced maid.

“Felice, you had better ask them to send two men,
two——"

“Two plainclothes men,” I prompted.

“Yes, two plainclothes mfén. And explain to them
that they are to arrest the man-servant who opens
the door for them—at onee, and without any fuss. Is
that quite clear?” ;

“Yes, madam, quite clear,” answered the maid.

“Then please hurry.”

“Yes, madam.” ’

I looked up at Van Tuyl’s audible splutter of
indignation.

“Excuse me,” he cried, “but isn’t all this getting
just a little highhanded? Aren’t we making things
into a nice mess for ourselves? Aren’t we moving
just a little too fast calling out the reserves because
you happen to spot a scar on my butler’s wrist?”

(Concluded on page 29.)
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MACKENSEN'S WORST IS DONE

HE fate of Roumania still hangs
in the balance, but at the mo-
ment of writing there are some
few auguries distinctly favour-

able to her. On the northern frontier,
from the toe to the ankle of the Rou-
manian boot, she seems to be holding
her own against Falkenhayn and even
driving him back from the mountain
passes. But on the other hand Macken-
sen is having his own way in the Dob-
rudja. The wholé of the line from Con-
gtanza to Cernavoda is in his hands, and it is to be
remembered that this is a railroad line and that it
connects with the bridge over the Danube into Rou-
mania. The Danube is here a mile wide and there
are stretches of marsh on both sides. Contrary to
general expectation Mackensen made no effort to
cross the river at Cernavoda, but is pursuing his
way northward up the heel of the boot. Reports say
that the Roumanians destroyed the bridge before
evacuating Cernavoda, but this would not prove an
unexpected embarrassment to Mackensen, since they
were certain to do this. To cross the river by pon-
toons would be a serious and perhaps an impossible
undertaking if there were any kind of Roumanian
defence on the western bank. Evidently the invas-
ion of Roumania proper was left to Falkenhayn, and
the fact that he seems to have been worsted at vari-
ous points along the 700-mile Transylvania line is
distinctly favourable to her. Mackensen has prob-
ably done the worst that he can do in the Dobrudja
unless he should succeed in crossing the Danube
either at Cernavoda or further north. Indeed, he
must cross the river if he should continue to ad-
vance, since the Danube is now on his west and
north and the Black Sea on his east. If the Rou-
manians can continue to hold back Falkenhayn from
his intended invasion their condition will be by no
means desperate. With the coming of winter there
can be no more fighting in the passes and Roumania
will then be comparatively safe except at the Iron
(Gate marking the narrow frontier between Roumania
and Serbia, where an invader would have the ad-
vantage of the Danube.

There is no need to resort to any ingenious theor-
jes to account for the misfortunes of Roumania. The
causes lie on the face. She entered the war before
she was ready, and she left her natural defences
behind her when she invaded Transylvania. As a
result her inexperienced and untried army was
brought at once into conflict with forces that have
been fighting for two years, and that were fed with
consummate capacity and skill. Karl von Wiegand
quotes a German staff officer as saying, “The Rou-
manians have no artillery apparently,” and as a
matter of fact the German reports from Transylvania
made no mention of the capture of guns. The Dob-
rudja army was probably equally lacking in general-
ghip amd in artillery. It is hard to suppose that
Roumania does not possess guns after two years of
warning, and so we must believe that her armies
were sent impetuously into the field unprepared and
unmunitioned. There will probably be some lively
recriminations when the time comes for imputing
the blame.

B vy

HE Roumanian campaign is not likely to con-
tinue long. If Roumania is not crushed at once

ghe will soon find that the pressure is slackening.
Germany can not afford to lose much time in winning
moral victories or in revenging herself upon small
principalities. The crushing of Roumania would,
of course, mean more than this, seeing that it would
bring German forces to the south of Lemberg and
immediately on the Russian flank. Now here we
have the main object of the German drive upon
Roumania. To crush a small enemy would be un-
doubtedly good, but it would be a thousand times
better to,bring a German army_into northern Rou-

mania and to throw it to the rear of the Russian |

line that is threatening Lemberg. When Roumania
entered the war she gave a new opportunity not only
to her friends, but also to her enemies. So long as
she was neutral she provided a secure terminal point
for the Russian left flank in Bukowina., But a road,
once open, can be used in either direction, and the
Germans are evidently intent upon making it a high-
way for themselves to the north. If it is remem-
bered that the main German object is to attack the
southern end or flank of the Russian line that runs
from Riga to Bukowina we shall understand at once
the exact importance of the umanian campaign
upon the main strategy. If this can be done quickly
by a move through Roumania it will of course be
done. But if can not wait upon the slow conquest
and invasion of Roumania. The Russian effort to
move westward will not allow of delays. If the
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Russian flank can not be turned by a blow from the
south then it must be turned by direct fighting along
the northern slope of the Carpathians. And the
Russian movement must also be resisted by all avail-
able strength on the immediate field of battle. In
other words, if the German forces in Roumania can
not win quickly they must be moved to some point
where they can be more useful. Germany naturally
wishes to destroy Roumania. She wants to sustain
Bulgaria because the international railroad runs
through Bulgaria. But her supreme objective is the
Russian army in Galicia and Bukowina, which must
be stopped on its way westward at all hazards., And
the best of all ways to stop it is to throw a force at
its flank and rear through Roumania.

It is therefore easy to see why Mackensen did not
try to cross the Danube at Cernavoda and advance
directly on Bucharest. Had he done so he would
have had.the retreating Roumanians on his rear as
well ag a defensive Roumanian force to deal with
on the west bank of the river., The crossing would
in any case have been a most formidable undertak-
ing in the absence of the Cernavoda bridge, and per-
haps an impossible undertaking in the face of resist-

If Fort Vaux should fall the
whole of the great hattle of
Verdun will be neutralized.
The lines will be just where
they were before it began.
There will be nothing to
shew for those many
months of tremendous strife
except the graves.

(Since the above was written Fort
Vaux has fallen, even to the village
itself, into the hands of the French)

ance. Moreover, we may doubt if the taking of
Bucharest would have advanced the German plan
or brought them nearer to a quick frustration of the
Russian advance against Lemberg. Mackensen’s
first mission is obviously to destroy the Roumanian
force that is now retreating northward up the Dob-
rudja. The Danube running east and west is the
northern frontier of the Dobrudja, and the Roumani-
ans must either cross on pontoon bridges or be cap-
tured. Mackensen’s next move is problematical.
Doubtless it will depend on Falkenhayn. Macken-
gen and Falkenhayn occupy respectively the west
and east sides of the Roumanian bootleg near the
ankle. Falkenhayn is trying to force his way east-
ward through the Carpathian passes, evidently with
a view to a juncture with Mackensen which would
cut off the whole of the Roumanian front. Therefore
we may suppose it to be Mackensen’s intention first
to dispose of the retreating Roumanian army and
then to cross the Danube into Roumania and join
hands with Falkenhayn for a northerly march on the
Russian flank. But suppose Falkenhayn is unable to
carry out his part of the plan, as now seems possi-
ble. It is hardly likely that Mackensen is strong
enough to do the whole thing alone. His communi-
cations up the Dobrudja must already be difficult,
and daily becoming more so. Falkenhayn, on the

other hand, has the whole of Hungary behind him.

So will Mackensen if he can join hands with Falken-
hayn across Roumania. But can he? Falkenhayn
seems to have been getting the worst of it, and his
fortunes must have a vital effect on those of Macken-
gen. Falkenhayn’s battle is evidently the one to be
watched, since Mackensen can not go much further
without him. It may therefore be repeated that the
Roumanian campaign in its present form must come
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soon either to succes or to an end, and
the only real success will be a blow at
the Russian flank now resting on the
Carpathians.

The story would of course be a very
different one if Germany had more men.
But her deficiencies in this respect are
now too obvious for denial. She cal
not win simultaneously at more than
one point. Indeed if we read of a marked
success at one place we may confidently
expect to hear of a reverse some:
where else. -Her victories in Roumania are instantly
followed by the French attack at Verdun, an attack
S0 successful that we may almost say that there was
no resistance. . She can still concentrate her forces
at various points and in tremendous strength, but
she does it by dangerous transfers that instantly
lay her open to damaging counter blows. No doubt
the element of surprise entered into the Verdun vic-
tory, but it could not have been a very large element.
Experienced soldiers are not easily taken by sur
prise. The Crown Prince must have known that
something was going to happen, although he may
not have known just when and where. The French
aviators had been extraordinarily active and there
was the usual preliminary bombardment, although
not a long one. Actually there was nothing mysteri-
ous about the German reverse at Verdun. There
were not enough men, nor anything like enough men,
to guard the lines. They had been transferred to the
Somme and to Russia. They must have been trans
ferred reluctantly, seeing that the importance of the
Verdun territory is obvious. It guards the great
German salient at St. Mihiel and it is a safeguard to
Metz. To suppose that the Germans were indiffer-
ent or careless is to cast a reflection upon their
military skill that they do not deserve. It was &
case of compulsion. The battles o the Somme and
in Galicia demanded that the Verdun garrison be
weakened, and with the result that we now see. The
victories in Roumania, the defence of the Somme,
were at the cost of Verdun. It was a heavy price.

ERMANY now finds that her difficulties have
been enormously increased. She decreed the
first great Verdun battle, and she withdrew from it
under the compulsion of the Somme defence. It i8
now. France who decrees the second Verdun battle,
while the Somme fight still continues and while the
battle line in the east is steadily lengthening. If
Fort Vaux should fall, the whole of the great Verdun
battle will be neutralized. The lines will be just
where they were before it began. There will be
nothing to show for those many months of tremen-
dous strife except the graves. The territorial and
strategic results are striking enough, but that the
French should be able to aim so heavy a blow i8 :
still more remarkable. Germany must now follow
the initiative of France. She must send men'to Ver-
dun in large numbers, and at a time when she can
least spare them. ; :
The French attack at Verdun will probably dislo-
cate the intended German counter-offensive in
Picardy. It was doubtless so designed. There has
certainly been a massing of Germans to the north
in order to delay a British advance on Bapaume that
was becoming grave. We are told that the Emperor
himself was directing the northern preparations,
and we need not have any doubt that they were
made at the cost of the German lines around Ver-
dun. Germany must now either let the French have
their way at Verdun or she must bring men from
Picardy to oppose them. And she can hardly show
herself indifferent to Verdun and the results that
may easily follow on a continued French offensive.
It is one more evidence of the fact that a German
success can be won only at the cost of a reverse
elsewhere.

Munitions a Last Resort
HE report that Germany has to withdraw 17,000
men from the trenches to heap up munitions
is a more significant piece of news than the
recapture of Vaux in the battle of Verdun. Taken in
conjunction with it the news is still more sinister

for Germany. Having spent ten months for abso-

lutely nothing but graves at Verdun it is the neces-
sary act of a desperate nation to confess that it no
longer has any hope in its man-strength and must
now turn to munitions. Nothing could suit the Allies
better. With .man-strength superiority admitted,

Germany must now put her blind faith in Krupp &
Co. Which is for her more than the beginning of
the end. The tide has turned. Germany’s recourse
to a final struggle of munitions proves that sho
knows it. :




UCH of the complaining about our
railway situation can be erystal-
lized into the statement that we
have been building in advance of
Dopulation. Perhaps the objection is seldom
hrased in crystal form; vague com-
Dlaints generally take the place of specific
indictment, Indeed, those who assert most
Vehemently that our railway situation is a
Muddle or “jumble” are themselves the
hﬂSt inclined to suggest anything construc-
©. They will not go to the length of
Saying that no railway under any circum-
' Stances should anticipate the growth of the country
- O open up this or that district for settlemtent: but
18y contend that in the case of Canada railway
ODstruction on an extravagant scale has_proceeded
- Without regard to present or prospective population.
Our railway construction for thirty years after
Confederation had political and military rather than
€Conomic ends in ‘view. The Intercolonial was built
. connect the maritime provinces with Quebec, and
€ DPrimary purpose in constructing the Canadian
Pacific was to link up British Columbia with Bastern
Canada. These roads combined to furnish the first
lred route across the American continent. Possibly
the Imperial Government would have built a railway
s military purposes ‘across British North America
in any event. We are, howéver, proud to recall
that Canada did the work herself. It was a big
dertaking, and after its completion our people
Were inclined to rest, and the vast empire between
the sreat lakes and the Rocky Mountains remained
Undeveloped and scantily populated. Canmada was
COmplete as a confederation, but as a country she
Was standing still.
In the early nineties it was pretty well known
t the Canadian West grew hard wheat of ex-
Cellent quality and of high repute in the Fmglish
Market, but few then glimpsed the possibility of
: nada becoming the granary of the Empire. The
British Isles were ‘quite dependent upon foreign
Countries for their supply of food. As late as 1899
‘1€ wheat imports from Canada amounted to only
@bout ten million bushels. Many viewed with alarm
*Titain’s dependence upon foreign nations. Already
- there had crept into the political atmosphere of the
- Wother country a feeling that back of Germany’s
Beressive commercialism there lay something more
Ortentous than peaceful commercial activity, and
Buspicion of the German Empire was confirmed by
€ growing strength and efficiency of its military
Machine and the enormous expenditures made to
h!l'ild up and strengthen its navy. A mew Imperialism
}'m‘ead over the Empire, and at the same time Canada
Ised with the first throbs of conscious nationhood.
 The possession of great undeveloped resources
hag long been the source of national pride, but in
€ closing-years of the nineteenth century it dawned
Uon us, that that which had been the pardonable
Mt of a colony, was apt to become a reproach to
Country ambitious to be regarded as a nation. The
Ores in nature’s warehouse were not to be had -133'
Wishing, WNature never spoon-feeds her people in
the nérthern zones. Dealing generously of her gifts
Canada, she had distributed them over an area
Comprising 700,000 square miles, and, in addition, had
- Dlanted unknown riches in the lands of the farther
North, which might be left to the exploitation of
- Uture generations without loss of national dignity.

RANSPORTATION was the one key which would
: unlock nature’s warehouse and release the

“0ardings. Plant food stored in the far-away plains

O Northern Saskatchewan might as well have been
Patagonia, unless means were devised for utilizing
in growing crops that counld be profitably marketed.
1€ pulpwoods of Northern Ontario were annually
iVaged by fire, while the publishers of New York

rdy prospectors returned from the Northlands of
B"’iti!ah Columbia, Ontario and Quebec, with ore
Dles rich in assay, and Government geologists
“Onfirmed their reports, but capitalists obstinately
Tefused to become interested wuntil the means of
arding products to a profitable market had been
ided. Everywhere the hands that would till
® virgin soil, mine the rocks, cut the timber, or
h the northern lakes of Canada were stayed, be-
e there were no means of marketing the fruits
eir labour and enterprises. S

that time there was no division of sentiment
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Second of a Series of Articles on the Rail-
way Situation in Canada, intended to give
by plain talk and clear thinking, a concise
statement of the Railway side of the case.
II. SHOULD RAILWAXS PRECEDE POPULATION ?

By . B RBICE

GREEN

upon the proposition that more railways must be
built to uncover the hidden wealth of Canada and
replenish her scanty population. Yet few were
sanguine enough to vision the glorious future. Up
to 1896 there had already been expended by the
government and municipalities, nearly two hundred
million dollars in the building of railways; and

nearly sixty-seven millions in waterway improve-.

ments. There were 16,270 miles of railway within,
the Dominion, or one mile of railway for every 313
inhabitants; the United States hag to-day ome ‘mile
for 369 inhabitants, while England has one mile for
1,923 inhabitants. But mileage proportional to popu-
lation is only a partial gauge of the extent of railway
requirements. Compared to population, the railway
mileage of Canada in 1896 was apparently sufficient;
compared to territory reasonably capable of profit-
able development, it was sadly insufficient. To-day
the United States has 6.8 miles of railway for every

hundred square miles of territory; Bngland 19.3°

miles for every hundred square miles; and Canada
had, in 1896, 2.3 miles for every hundred square
miles of the limited area, that called for exploitation
and settlement.

THE crux of the situation was sized up in the
enquiry: Were railways to be regarded as a
result, or a cause, of population? There was
obviously the choice of two courses before the
country. One course was to await the influx of
population from more mature and to some extent
over<rowded countries. Settlers, from the Western
States, were bound, in time, to push their way
northward, and American railways would probably
follow them. Some migration from Eastern Canada
was expected as well as European immigration, and
ag the West became gsettled, private enterprise
might be trusted to provide the new communities
with railway facilities. This course had to recoms-
mend it, motives of prudence and economy and
might have been the proper course to follow, if
Canada had been the one country seeking and likely
to receive immigration.

But, unfortunately, there was keen competition.
Argentina was drawing off the surplus farm popula-
tion* of Spain and Italy. The French would not
migrate, and the Germans preferred trade opportuni-
ties in the United States or South American Re-
publics. Russia was filling up Siberia with her own
kith and kin, and the tide of immigration had been
turned from the Americas to a trek across the Ural
Mountains. South Africa was taking on a new life,
while Australasia held out rich opportunities in the
Southern Pacific.

The best settlers to be had were those from the
United Kingdom and the United States, men’ and
women who spoke the accepted language of the
new land, and who had experience and sufficient
means to take care of themselves. In neither the

~ British Isles nor the United States was there de-

pression or a dearth of opportunity. We had no room
for vagrants, and if we were to receive the fit whom
wanderlust had seized, we had to offer greater
opportunities than they had at home or might secure
in any one of half a dozen well-endowed countries
keenly bidding for settlement. *

A few years before, the United States had received
into its morth-western country numbers of hardy
Norwegians and Swedes who had learned the
language, gained experience in extensive cultivation
of grain, and acquired the means with which to stock
their farms. Unattached by the strong national ties
of the native-born, they were the naturai settlers for
our own morthwest. But they refused to leave Min-
nesota, Wisconsin, Kansas, and the Dakotas, to take
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up' a free gift of 160 acres of rich, alluvial
soil offered by the Government of Canada,
unless it was accompanied by an assurance
of a readily obtained market for their crops.

In short, immigrants would not come to
Western Canada unless and until the coun-
try was provided with railway facilities.
We had learnt that by long, dreary, and
somewhat bitter experience. It was there-
fore idle to hope that people would come
in and wait for the railways to follow.

What other course was open? Evidently
it was for us to build colonization roads and
thereby attract homeseekers by the tens of thou-
sands and develop the country on a big scale.

IN a word, it seemed to the men of that time that

we could not wait to build our railway plant
until the labourers were ready to occupy it, but that
we must first build the plant and then ask the
labourers to inspect it and occupy it, if it met with
their approval.

Are we now to say that the national resolution
then made and so splendidly carried out, was a mis-
take, and that our railways should not have preceded
population? Do not the results of that policy vindi-
cate its soundness and show that Canada was right
in building eolonization railways ?

The construction of such roads became an aggres-
sive public policy shortly after 1896. For that policy,
Messrs. MacKenzie and Mann may take a large part
of the credit, as they undoubtedly have recetveaq a
large part of the blame. Following a line that had
been accepted by the MacKenzie Government, for a
transcontinental railway, they pushed feeders and
hranch lines into what was deemed to be the lands
best suited for the growing of wheat. These rail-
ways did not attempt to follow population, but sought
to open the lands best capable of settlement. Con-
trary to previously accepted ideas, the railway earned
from the commencement enough to pay operating
expenses, fixed charges, and small surpluses.

Railway construction in Canada from that time
proceeded with new-found energy, and we opened a
new chapter in Canadian history. ., The languid
stream of immigration became a mighty river. The
grain of the golden west could no longer be measured
by the million, but had to be reckoned by the hun-
dreds of millions of bushels after every harvest.
Cities and towns sprang up on the prairie over night,
while our manufacturing centres in the east throbbed
with a new life and unwonted vigour.

As the railways crept over the prairies, coloniza-
tion followed. As the railways increased immigra-
tion inecreased. Year by year settlement grew until
men literally fought their way into the government
offices in quest of homestead allotments which
nobody before the era of western colonization rail-
ways wanted. In 1897 the homestead entries were
2,384; in 1913 they had risen to 33,699. The number
of immigrants from Europe and the United States
seeking new homes in CAnada rose from 21,000 in
1897 to 402,000 in the fiscal year ending March
31st, 1914!

THE pessimist who says that the country has been

ruined by building railways in advance of popu-
lation finds all the evidence against him in the
West, hence he usually shifts his ground and charges
that the money of the country has been wasted in
building railways across deserts, over mountains
and through northern wilds where there is not and
never can be any considerable population.

With this charge, which relates to railway con-
struction through the clay belt of Ontario and across
the mountains to the Pacific Coast, we will deal
hereafter. We will also deal in future articles with
the subject of land grants, bond guarantees and the
general subject of government encouragement of
railway construction. For the present we need not
assert that in some fertile districts there may not
have been redundant construction. Mistakes have
been made by governments and railways alike, but
construction never went on rapidly enough to keep
pace with the demands of the people. Althoush all
three transcontinental railway pompanies were en-
gaged in construction up to and after the outbreak
of the war, the complaint always heard at Ottawa
was that they had not sufficient mileage in the West.
This may be in part accounted for by the fact that

.the West needs more railway accommodation than

the Bast, as we expect to show in a future article.
Meantime, railways should and often must precede
population,
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IS H. C. BREWSTER AS BIG AS

RITISH COLUMBIA has just about
one individual per square mile
of territory. There lie the great
valleys with miles of rich agri-

cultural land still undeveloped; the
mineral rwealth deep-bosomed in the
everlasting hills, as ‘yet only scratched.
‘Why is it not utilized? There are three
great reasons. The first is freight rates,
the second is the need of large capital
and able management, and the third is
that the richest and most accessible B y
mineral and agricultural land is already

an Opposition.

HIS PROBLEM?

Mr. Bowser’s Re-election by the Soldier Vote gives the Premier
Yes, he invited it by offering
to Open a _Seat tor Bowser, who prfeerred to wait till the count

Did he want it?

from the Trenches came in
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gifts are of a high order. His will be
the keenest and shrewdest brain on the
Liberal side. He alone can meet Mr.
Bowser on equal terms, and not be van:
quished; and if the latter has a seat
in the new House (and many who are
not his friends strongly hope that he

~

will) the real contest of wits would
assuredly be between these two. The
fact that in the bye-election, last
spring, and in the campaign just
concluded, Mr. MacDonald, a new

and untried man, was able te impress
himself so strongly upon the electorate,

alienated. Between the settler and the

is a tribute to his capacity. In spite of

land is erected a little sign inseribed,
“Private property, Keep off the Grass.”
This is one phase of the problem with
which Premier Brewster and his Gov-
ernment must wrestle.

Dropping down to the coast cities, the
other great aspect of the problem pre-
sents itself. Entering the harbour of
either Victoria or Vancouver you marvel
at the natural beauty. The cities them-
selves look clean and attractive. There’
is no heavy pall of dirty black smoke.
They look desirable places to live in.
But the very lack of smoke is significant.
That does not mean smoke consumption.
It means—there is no smoke to con-

sume.
Saw mills? Oh, yes—plenty. Ship-
building? A good start has been made.

Here and there one could find some
little two-story pickle factory. But the
great fact remains that the clothing,
boots, furniture, and the thousand and
one things which B. C. people wear -and
use, are to a large extent not made in
B. C., but have to be imported. An un-
developed agricultural area necessitates
heavy importations of food; an unde-/
veloped industrial system means large
importations of manufactured goods. In
1910 the exports of Vancouver totalled
$7,769,129; imports, $16,873,468. Vic-
toria exported $1,514,275; imports, $4,-

The country that has one man, woman or child per square
territory presents some big problems

in administration.
Brewster knows it.

{

mile of
Premier

the shortness of the time he hag beel

_in public life, he is to-day a well-known
man, and no one questions the wisdom®
of placing in his hands the Attorney:
Generalship. : A slight, keen-faced
lawyer-like person, heshas 3n looking t0
the future apparently everything oB
his side.

FTER the bye-election, which Te:
sulted in his overwhelming vic
tory, he was accused of financing a gans
of Seattle toughs to come over and plug
the ballot-box, in his favour. - A com-
mittee of the House heard evidence, and
brought some of these men over from
Seattle to testify. One man told a cir-
cumstantial story of ‘having received $50
from Mr. MacDonald himself, for this
purpose. The latter forced the matter
into the courts, and he was acquitted.
Quite apart from the judicial decisioBs
the charge has as its only support the
evidence of self-confessed scoundrels:
The whole matter has been suspected as
an effort-to drive him from public lifé
by assassinating his character. Bt Mr.
MacDonald headed the polls in Sep
tember.

Another man who will have a place
in the new Cabinet, is Mr. Ralph Smith.
A large man physically and mentally,
he ranks second to none on the Coast as

861,868. The coast cities are not paying
their way. 'They are delightful places
to live in: but the rest of the country might well
wonder whether they are not too great a Tuxury to
keep up in hard times.

How to speed up production in both industry and
agriculture is the one big need. The wealth is there,
factory power is readily obtainable, along with an
energetic people. ‘Natural difficulties already great,
have been immensely complicated by short-sighted
government policy. :

‘Who are to be the path-finders? Attention will
naturally focus most sharply upon the character of
the new Premier, Mr. H. C. Brewster. Now, what

he will be able to do still lies in the lap of the gods,

but what he is, and has done, can be more easily de-
termined. Mr. Brewster is by faith a Baptist,” by
business ‘a’ canner .of fish, and by accident Premier
of B. C. His selection as party leader took place
when the Liberal party was still in the wilderness
without mueh hope of ever getting out. The Conser-
vatives seemed so securely entrenched that the selec-
tion of 'a Liberal leader seemed a mere matter of
form; particularly since.the party had no representa-
.tion in Parliament. The rank and file were a mere
discouraged remnant, careless who might be leader.

M. Brewster was not picked out of the whole country,

and set at the job of reconstruction. He happened
in a casual sort of way to be leader of the Liberal
party, and as. the country wanted a change, he waq
elected. ' -

R. BREWSTER has, to a very marked degree,
thé confidence of the people. . They believe

in him and’ trust him, as they trust perhaps no other
man in provineial politics, unless it be “honest John”
Oliver. They are accepting Mr.. Brewster’s leader-
ship, not -with resignation, but with faith and hope.
His open, kindly face, and shrewd, honest eyes, in-
spire confidence; and his past record, which is abso-
lutely clean and unblemished, both ag a man and as
a politician, renders that confidence reasonably
secure. He interprets the attitude of the business
man with great accuracy. What they are thinking,
he is thinking. He has no ambition to soar, he
indulges in no rhetoric. His speeches are simply a
plain, business-like “presentation of the problem, and

a statement of how he intends to meet it. He lost
his seat in the attempt to stem the reckless railway
policy of the McBride-Bowser Government in 1912;
and so in his recent criticisms, he was entirely con-
sistent. He has not the dramatic instinct which
guides Mr. Bowser so surely in his public speeches;
he does not possess the power to arouse passionate
enthusiasm; but the people of B. C. are quite willing
to digpense with the frills and ornaments of debate,
provided he can guide the province along gafe lines.
Whether this cool business attitude of his can insgpire
personal loyalty, and fuse into unity the somewhat
heterogeneous elements of his own party, is quite
another question. A’great political leader must be
able to appeal to the emotions, as well ag the reason.

Does Mr. Brewster possess a sufflclently stite
backbone to withstand the kind of pressure to.which
he 'is now being subjected? One of his pledges to
the electorate was the abolition of the patronage
system. The cynical smiled a little at the promise.
It did seem somewhat ideal in a province where for
years it has been the custom to refer applicants for
government jobs to the local political boss.

Yet Mr. Brewster meant what he said, and no
doubt intended, and still intends, to carry out his
word. - The job-hunters and privilege-seekers of B. C.
do not think so.
all decided that they had urgent business at Victoria,
and ‘Mr. Brewster had to engage an office staff to
cope with the situation. It will take more than pious
wishes to stave off that crowd. He will have to
take off his coat and fight, not only these men, but
the politicians who are in some cases backing them
up.  Just a little compromise now, just a little blunt-
ing of the stern edge of his resolution, and he will
shortly find himself linked up to exactly the same
type of men as those who have helped Mr. Bowser
to spend public money for years past. ' °

The next chief fisure in the new Cabinet will un-
doubtedly be Mr. M. A. MacDonald, who is selected
for the position of Attorney-General. /He is the
coming man in B. C. pofitics. He has no political
past, but he undoubtedly has a future which only

‘the most stupid mismanagement can cause him to

miss. Mr. MacDonald is far from stupid. His mental

Immediately after the election they
+popular.
- portfolio of agriculture, and no more fitting choice

a popular speaker. His genial humour
and wit open for him at once an entry to the interest
and sympathy of his audience. He has a humal
touch about him that the two men previously men
tioned lack. Mr. Brewster gives an unadorned busi:
ness statement; Mr. MacDonald speaks with a keel
lawyer-like logic, touched at times with a crusading
fire ‘and intensity; while Mr. Smith is soable to pro-
ject his warm, genial personality, that even a strangé
audience becomes under his magic just a big party of
friends talking over the situation together, Hidden in
the tail of all his jokes, is some pungent poli'clca1
criticism, or idea, which fixes itself like a burr in the
memory. He it was who tore the last poor shreds
of dignity from th § exit of Sir Richard McBride, bY
comparing him and his pilgrimage to London, to the
goat upon which the Jews loaded the sins of the §

nation on .the day of atonement, and sent out _into
the wilderness.

NE other man_at least deserves mention John

~ Oliver is an old political campaigner who has
at last come to his own.
was rather a-close one, and some fear was express
that the soldiers’ vote might result in his defeat; but
this fear has proved groundless. Mr. Oliver wo2

“in what was regarded as a safe Conservative seats

and the victory of the old Liberal warrior was widel¥
He will in''all probability be given the

could be made. If “Honest John” could shake twenty
years ‘off by a heave of his big shoulders, he would

. be able to take a place of real leadership in the

coming decades. His spirit is still young. At the
last session of the legislature he was not a memberls

. but he stayed in the rear, and prepared the ammuni-

tion, To see him at work delving into statistics
and records, with the joy of battle in his eye, was
a vprophecy of the contribution he will make at the
coming sessions. The effective work of the twO0
Liberal members was due to no small extent to tha :
work of this toiling Titan in the Liberal membel‘s
Tooms. g
These are some of the men. What about theil
problem? _First, to increase production all the way 4

round, but chiefly in agriculture and manufacture

The vote in his constituenc¥
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- Dot solve the problem.

80ods. British ~Columbia produces annually about
82 million dollars from minerals, fish and timber.
But even if these were indefinitely expanded, it would
The population tributary
to these industries is more or less shifting and un-
Certain; and less labour is required to produce or
8ather a certain unit of wealth than in manufacturing
and agriculture, which alone are capable of producing

4 settled and stable population and a sound
Drosperity. :
Meanwhile, B. C. is bogged hard and fast. On the

Surface things have improved. There is not nearly
the same unemployment and suffering. But when
the cause of this is analyzed, we find that an ex-
Ceedingly large percentage of the men of the province
have enlisted, and their families are being supported
By separation allowances and patriotic aid funds.
Jobs are mo more plentiful, but men are scarcer.
The Government is spending tens of thousands of
dollars daily in soldiers’ pay and camp maintenance.
Withdraw that five or six thousand dollars spent per
day in Victoria, for example, and a large number of

Mmerchants and business men would simply throw’

up the sponge., =

. There is no great demand for labour yet; there is

Do rush to the land; there are few or no factories
being erected which call loudly for hands. In spite
of the fact that over 100,000 people, a large per-
Centage of whom were male workers, have left the
DProvince within the last three years, there is still
o great dearth of labour. Partly to keep things
going, the Government is spending two dollars for
€very one of revenue. If the war stopped to-morrow,
and the men poured back to their native province;
if all separation allowances and military expenditures
Ceased, and if the Government lived within its
Tevenues, then the grim want and misery of the
Winter of 1914-15 would not merely return; it would
- be increased manyfold.

OT only is constructive leadership the great
need of the province, but it is above all else
What the province demands of the Liberal party. It
did not elect Mr. Brewster and his supporters be-
cause they called themselves Liberals. It-is only
Within recent years that such mname tags were
adopted in B. C. at all, and they still have Hlittle
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meaning in anything other than Federal polities.
They were returned to power simply because the

other party had been weighed in the balance and
found wanting. “Very well; let us see what the
Liberals have it in them to do,” was the verdict of
the electors. The lightness 'with which party ties
are worn is shown in the immense turnover of votes.

In 1912 there were forty Conservatives returned,
two Socialists, and no Liberals. In the new Legis-
lature there were probably not more than nine Con-
servatives at most, one ‘Socialist, and the balance
Liberals. B. C. is not asking what men call them-
selves, but what they can do.

S far as the Liberal platform goes, there is
not much left. Much of it was filched
by Mr. Bowser, and put upon the statute books at
the last session, and if the balance were passed at
the next session, there would still be blocks of vacant
stores and office buildings in Vancouver, and work-
men hunting jobs in Victoria. The proposals are
good, but in themselves inadequate. ‘Some of the
proposals, such as the bringing in of the initiative
and the referendum ‘have to do with political
machinery, and this is but a means to an end. Other
of the proposals take a gentle little nibble at economie
problems, but are not in themselves far-reaching
and comprehensive enough.

Take the Liberal land policy. As matters now
stand, there are millions of acres of productive land
held by speculators. There are individual companies
quite apart from railway holdings, which hb}d over
200,000 acres each of mineral or agricultural land,
much of which was acquired illegally. The amount
of land a single company can buy is quite small,
but the law was evaded by staking land in other
people’s names.” Hundreds of people, bartenders,
stenographers and what not, who had no intention
of securing land for themselves, could easily be
persuaded to lend their names for a small fee. Many
of the companies and individuals who thus secured
large tracts of land have paid only a fraction of the
purchase price to the Government. They are quite
unable to meet their payments, and the Liberal plan
is to give title to that amount of land which their
payments would cover, and let the rest revert te
the Crown. This would then be thrown open for

13

settlement, and would have the immediately bene-
ficial effect of prying off the grip of the speculator
from some parts of the country at any rdate., Between
what the railways own,-and what the speculator has
acquired rights over, there is precious little left for
the bona fide settler, unless he has no prejudice
against the Arctic Circle. The Liberal plan will
then release a good deal of land which will be fairly
close to a railway, and so far as it goes the plan is
an excellent one. An Agricultural Credits Act was
passed at the last session of the Legislature, and so
with cheap money and cheap land it would seem as
if the settler’s problem were nearly solved.

But something further is necessary. The question
of markets is fundamental, and this hinges upon
the question of freight rates. Then the cost of
clearing heavily timbered land, if undertaken simply
by the individual settler, is likely to be prohibitive.
On the prairies, hard work and a little credit for
seed and implements will soon put a man on the
high road to a competence. With the same amount
of help, and the same amount of energy put forth
in B. C., the gettler would probably, at the end of
the period when the Saskatchewan man was nearing
his competence, be deciding that country life was a
luxury that he could not afford, and give up the
struggle. Those pathetic little patches of cleared
land, with a deserted shack in the centre which are
found frequently, tell an eloquent story of struggle,
hardship, and final defeat.

THE new government must assist the settler

in a way which is not necessary in other
parts of Canada. Free lands, and even loans at low
rates of interest are not sufficient. The Government
must not be afraid of “paternalism,” that bogey of
antiquated politicians. It must throw overboard the
idea that its chief and only duty dis repression.
Policemen’s clubs are nec“essa‘ry articles, but they
have no fertilizing value in making wheat or fruit
grow. The whole question of markets cannot be left,
ag it has been left, to the grower as a personal
problem. - Many men, after great efforts, have made
their farms productive only to find that the difficulty
of finding a market was insurmountable. Very few
men like to work simply for the wild joy of boosting

(Concluded on page 30.)

EAL time is as lonely a part of the day as the average poilu-on-leave spends

party under way in one such case. This Poilu, who had been found “mooning

in Paris.

Like all men, he hates to eat alone.
culty, the salesgirls of a certain Paris department store have started “entertaining at lunch” the lonely Poilus.

"’ in the street, is obviously the “jolliest of

To meet this diffi-
Our photograph shows a jolly
companions.
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extension of the present term of Parliament, even to the end

of the war, should be not only paid good heed to, but accepted

by the Opposition. There is evidence that certain stampeding
interests would be glad to bring on an election. There have been
activities on foot and speeches made which indicate that an election
some time in 1917 is a possibility. Sueh an intimation has not come
from the Government. We feel sure that it is not endorsed by the
Canadian people. Irrespective of party, including both or all parties,
we feel sure that the best sentiment of the country at present is to
leave elections alone until after the war. Why? First of all because
the country stands to gain nothing by holding an election earlier.
The only reason there could possibly be for bringing on an election
in 1917 would be inefficiency, corruption, or fundamental mistakes on
the part of the Government in power. The technical matter of an
extension for one year has nothing to do with the case. That period
of extension was mooted because it seemed possible that the war would
be over by that time, or its fortunes so far progressed in our favour'
that an election would not be a challenge to the Gpvernment’s war
poliey in a time of erisis. ;

- There may have been a degree of inefficiency. But the Govern-
ment, on the whole, has been efficient. There has been no party cor-
ruption. The findings of the Commission in the Kyte charges do not
constitute a basis for an election on the corruption ery. Mistakes
there have been, were bound to be. English statesmen blundered long
enough before a Coalition Government was formed. But the mistakes
are being remedied and the public at large are more convinced by the
guecess of the Government than by its mistakes, which were not of a
character to challenge the eapability of the Government to administer
the eountry’s affairs. : :

Second, and always most important, repeat it how you will—this
country has at present one fight on its hands that requires every ounce
of our strength as a united nation. The war issue is supreme. On that
we stand as a unit irrespective of party. To attempt taking the con-
duect of the war away from the present Government and give it to
the present Opposition would be a weakening of our national unity,
no matter how much more efficiently Liberals might claim to be able
to carry on the war. In national unity at a time of crisis there is
strength. In national disunity, represented by a general election
without just cause, there can be nothing but weakness and national
defeat. By all means let the Opposition co-operate with the Govern-
ment, absolutely independent of party politics, to carry on the war
and to stave off a general election.

ge w9 w :

SIR GEORGE PERLEY’S appointment as our overseas War Min-

3 NY request which the Government of Canada may make for an :

ister is a very good one. If Sir Sam Hughes is to be set free to

fill up what is behind in the matter of the full organization of

our army up to the strength promised by the Government, it is
* essential that he should have little or nothing else to do until that
army is accomplished. With Sir George Perley to relieve him of the
necessity of going to"‘E/ngland every little. while, Mr. F. B. McCurdy
to take off his hands the details of the Militia Department administra-
tion, and Mr. R. B. Bennett in charge of recruiting, it may look in
some quarters as though Sir Sam were being over-relieved. But he
is still the responsible Minister of Militia, and as such is still the one
man to whom all these various activities must be related. In the
beginning the Canadian army was a one-man job. Nobody but some
one man could have done it. That stage has long since passed. The
Militia Department has been organized into what is at present the
heaviest-manned department in Canada. And while all these addi-
tions to its equipment are but the natural evolution of our fighting
machine, that machine is still responsible under the direction of the
Minister of Militia, who some time ago discovered that he had started
a concern which, to keep going, would require the brains and the con-
stant energies of other men. In this respeet the development of our
war agencie§ in this country follows very much the line of their devel-
opment in England. When the war began Lord Kitchener was the
necessary autoerat. He lived to see his work divided up among Lloyd
George, the Earl of Derby, Sir William Robertson, Sir Percy Scott
and Viseount French. And he worked cheerfully on, busier than ever
~he was, because the work had become a vastly bigger work. ‘What
" Lord Kitchener ecame to do in a big way, Sir Sam Hughes should not
_ be worried about doing in a smaller way in Canada. It has been the
fashion to call Sir Sam the Kitehener of Canada. Let him continue
to earn the soubriquet by being as placable and as continuously useful

as Lord Kitehener.
we 0 e W

: ONLY children would argue that because there were enough Con-

servative voters among British Columbia’s soldiers at the front

- to eleet William Bowser to the Opposition in_Vietoria, the major-
ity of our soldiers are Conservatives. This sort of party twaddle may
have been excusable before the war. It sounds now like the mutual

" Fither Liberals or Conservatives claiming a majority among the S0k
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recriminations of small boys in a vaeant lot. You cannot make bullets
into ballots. We do not fizht Germany as Liberals or Conservatives.

diers in the trenches would be as absurd as a census to determine the
relative number of Methodists or Presbyterians, Anglicans or Romal
Catholies at the front, or to quarrel about the proportion of Canad_lan
and British born. We are not fighting this war as political parties
religious denominations or races. We are fighting it as a nation 10
whom it makes no national difference if two-thirds of the army happent
to be Scoteh Grits and Presbyterians, two-thirds of it another Wa¥
Tories, and two-thirds of it British and foreign-born and Anglicans.
Any nation that carries its political, religious and racial census into
the battlefield is carrying there what the commander-in-chief cares less
about than he does about the fourth dimension. What Canada wants,
at the front is soldiers, whether they were born in Canada or abroad,
whether Grit or Tory, one creed or another. ‘
WMo ow %
C. T. O’HARA, Sir George Foster’s able Deputy Minister, touched
F the quick of a very unfortunate condition when he said that the
enormous sales of American goods in Canada was largely due to
the flooding of Canada with American advertising and American drum-
mers.. The advertisers, even more than the drummers, pile up the hugeé
imports from American factories into Canada. More than that, they
are an Americanizing influence over the whole country. One Americant
weekly paper has more/circulation in Canada than any three Canadiant
monthly magazines put together. That paper, having in the first place
a hundred million field in which to harvest subseriptions, is able ,
charge a fabulous rate for the space it sells its advertisers. These
advertisers, having the same hundred million field in which to s€
their goods, have a volume of profit which enables them to pay these
fabulous rates. Thus the income of that weekly is such that it call
give big rewards to big writers, and carry advertising copy prepared
by the highest paid ‘‘artists’” in the world. Canada is a mere drop 11 -
the buecket to such a paper, and yet its circulation in Canada is S0
high in comparison to the total population as to give it tremendous
influence here. Tts American editorials and American articles tem
to Americanize Canadians.

It is very difficult to see just how such influence is to be overcome
except by the building up of Canadian national publications, an¢ .
that—to be frank—is a slow and difficult work, requiring patiencé
on the part of Canadian publisher and Canadian reader alike. But
Mr. O'Hara’s shrewd remarks are only half interpreted if they aré
taken as applying only to the purchdse of American goods by Cana-
dians. ‘The great significance of the situation lies in the assimilationt
of American habits of thought by the people of this country. _

$e oy W W z
N the matter of legality, both Ontario and Quebec are for the
I present satisfied with the Privy Council’s interpretation of the

B.N.A. Act. But the relations between the two great root racés
of Canada, though in critical times they may be referable to law, aré
not and cannot be maintained merely upon a basis of legality-
Merely within the law many an abuse has managed to thrive. The
letter of the law often kills the spirit of humanity. We shall never
oet far along the ultimate and necessary road to race co-operation m
this country if we depend merely upon the legal interpretions of 8
document. The B.N.A. Act was necessary as an instrument of poli=
tical definition. But as a people we do not live by that instrument.
Our mutual relations are no more reducible to a legal document thal
is the unwritten eonstitution of the British Empire, which is alway$
in a state of flux. Now that Ontario is admitted to have the legal
right, it is the privilege of Ontario to make it as easy as possible fo
the French-Canadian within her gates to cultivate his own languag®
so long as he acquires efficiency in English. Ontario, perhaps, wou}d'
not care to see the Quebec Legislature conduct educational affairs 1%
the Bastern Townships on a basis of striet legality. We must have
at the basis of all race relationships a mutual respeet for law.
need also the spirit which r&akes la"f;g useéu‘l only in an emergency-

OLD is the pin-point on which we balance the world of eredit:
What shakes the pin-point endangers ‘credit. But if the gol
basis of eredit becomes greater, if it resembles a pedestal or,

platform rather than a pin-point supporting the strueture of credi
then apparently the bankers become uneasy. e

United States bankers are talking about getting rid of part ¢
their gold—shipping it elsewhere—in order, they say, to discoura
the over-inflation ‘of the bubble of credit. There may be someth
in this, but we are inclined to suspeet that what troubles the banks
‘the advent of too cheap money and the bearing of such a conditio
upon their various transactions. The comforting thing, so far @
Canada is concerned, is the faet that we live next door to a count
overrunning with money, and that much of that money is likely
come to us in the form of industrial and other investments.
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Autumn in the Country

HEN the first touches of yellow and orange
appear amongst the green, <Canadian
artists pack their kits and retire to the
country, for in the fall of the year our

the. globe. Some liké the early autumn, with its
hues of late October, while others like the country-
sidey when the leaves have faded to russet brown,
the trees are almost bare and blue mists hang about
the valley.

There is a little village in Ontano whose inhabi-
tants are thoroughly “artist broke.” Their appear-
ance in blue paint-smeared painting smocks, laden
with easel and canvas, causes no surprise; the
.~ smallest child knows the meaning of the word ‘“pose.”
. Of course the countrymen despise the species.
Farmers who do manual labour naturally look down
on men and women who spend their time dabbing
¢olour on a bit of board or canvas, when they might
be shelling corn or topping turnips. They are usually
kind, however, to the individual artist and give him
2 word of friendly greeting when they
eet him on the road, and sometimes
will draw up their horses while they
point the way to a ‘“real purty bit”
down by the mill pond.

ANDLADIES also are apt to look at
them askance with visions of
towels appropriated for paint-rags, fur-
hiture dabbed with blue and crimson,
- hungry boarders who are always late for
~ meals, but in this particular town the
landlady is most sympathetic.

“Step right in,” she says, hospitably
. throwing open the door of her best
- horse-haired and antimacassered par- °
lour. ““You’d better leave your painting
~ things in the hall.” Then she

apologizes for the fact that owing to

the war she has been obliged to put
: her prices up to $6 a week, “but seeing
. You’re an artist, we’ll call it $5.50: Oh,
I know artists! You see, I paint a bit
myself, now what do you think of them ?”
and>she points out two panels of red
Dlugsh, which hang on either side of the
fire-place, on which pairs of storks are
- depicted, standing with entwined bills. N
~ “It was an old maid at Briggses Corners taught me
to paint. Her father was at a threshing and he fell
and the people he was working for were very wealthy,
but they wouldn’t give him a cent and he suffered
cruel bad. So one day I took him a little flask of
brandy and I says, ‘If you take a drop when you're
feeling bad I think it will do you good,’ and he says,
“You’re the first person that’s come near me since
1 was hurt.” So I used to often take him little things

for me), and one day his daughter says to me:

““You’re clever,” she says, ‘why don’t you learn
to paint?

“And ‘I says, ‘And what good would painting
do me?’

“1 tell you what I'll do,” she says. ‘I’ll learn
You to paint for three dollars, and you’ll have a panel
to keep.’

“So I learned to paint and I never begrudged her
the money, for they hadn’t enough food and it done
“him a lot of good.

“She taught me how to mix my paints, but I
Sometimes forget, so I keep them in this little work-
box with a list of directions I cut from an almanac
 telling how to mix them. There, you see,
blue and yellow makes green, brown and blue makes
8rey, . . .’ Do you use the same recipe? I keep
this wee bit of glass to mix them on. Knorwing how

Scenery is unrivalled in beauty by any country on '

- © first crisp touches of red, some prefer the mellow

(keeping a store, as we did then, it was quite easy +advantage.
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to paint comes in useful, for often I do a panel or
a sofa cushion for a present. I gave the minister’s
.daughter one for her wedding, and she said, ‘Oh,
my!’ she says, ‘I didn’t expect such a beautiful
present!’ N

“There are gome says it’s hard to paint, but I
never found it so.”

It is comforting to find some person who finds paint-
ing easy, and a sympathetic landlady makes the
autumn painting spree the brightest and happiest
time of the year in spife of the sad songs the poets
sing of falling leaf and fading tree.

Art Notes

WO Toronto artists are holding exhibitions this
month: Mr. Archibald Browne shows a large
collection of landscapes in his own galleries, 54
Adelaide Street East. The lower room is hung
entirely in pastels, and this medium is well suited
to express the atmospheric opalescent tints of nature
which particularly attraet him. In the room abeve

Sketch for decorative panel in a country house at Onteora, in the Catskills, by George Agnew Reid, R.C.A,, now on view at the Heliconian Club.

.encerning Canadian Art

UST one week before, France also lost a veteran
J painter in Raphael Collin, who died, in Paris, also
in his 67th year. He was an officer of the Legion
of Honour, and the recipient of numerous medals.
His paintings may be seen in many European
museums and his decorative panels in several of
the principal theatres of Paris. One of his paintings ;
—a nude figure, entitled “Nonchalance”—was shown
in the French section of Fine Arts at the last Cana-
dian National Exhibition in Toronto.

MR. ARTHUR LISMER has gone to Halifax, N.S.,
to take charge of the Victoria College of Art.
Mr. George Chavignaud has returned to Toronto.

HE Annual Exhibition of the Royal Canadian
Academy opens in Montreal on November 16th.

Drawings From Ottawa
A BOUT sixty drawings from the National Gallery
are now on view at the Art Museum of Toronto.
They are varied in the extreme, dating from the
year 1841 to the present day, from a

“Autumn Symphony,” by Archibald Browne, A.R.C.A.

s a collection of his work in oils, where one recog-
nizés some old favourites and sees, probably for the
last time, some charmming paintings which are about
to leave for new homes in the States.

R. GEORGE A. REID is holding an exhibition in
the new rooms taken by the Heliconian Club,

in the Arts and Crafts building, 617 Yowge Street,
and the large galleries show off his pictures to great
Among Mr. Reid's most recent work are
some charming landscapes painted near his summer

‘home in the Catskills, also a number of &ketches made

in the vicinity of.Toronto. The exhibition is also
somewhat retrospective, for it includes several large
canvases that represent the work of former years.
Of these “The Coming of the White Man” is perhaps
the most important. Five excellent copies of Velas-
quez are reminiscent of his wvisit to Spain, and are
particularly interesting to students.

ILLIAM MERRITT CHASE, one of the foremost
American painters, died in New York, October
28th, at the age of 67. Mr. Chase was not only a
forceful and versatile painter, but a man whose per-
sonality and influence was a great ‘inspiration to
the cause of art in America. He had always a large
following of students and among whom were many
Canadians. o

minute religious cartoon of the school
of Raphael to sketches by young Cana-
-dian artists. The word ‘“drawing” is
chiefly associated in our minds with
lead pencil, so it is interesting to note
that only one of the collection is exe-
cuted in this medium. There are char-
coal drawings, black chalk—sometimes
used with a touch of colour—red chalk,
pen drawings, shaded with water, and
various combinations of mediums, but
the only cartoon in which lead pencil
pure and simple has been employed is
a charming sketch by Daubigny, one of
the great French artists of the Bagbizon
school. This school is well represented,
for landscape painters in those days
worked chiefly in their studiog from
small sketches made out of doors, in
contrast to the present day impression-
ists who scorn a landscape that is not
begun and finished in the open air.

XAMPLES of more modern French-
men include a very charming
Jandscape by Henri Le Sidaner, and a
capital study of three characters in the
law courts by the great Daumier, who, as a youth,
was usher in the Paris Law Courts and there studied
the types which he aftenwards attatked with such
satire. He was foremost in a group of illustrators
revolting against King Le&uis Philippe, who led the
country toward the revolution of 1845. English

‘caricature is represented by quaint old drawings

by Rowlandson, and a rather poor example by Phil
May. Some of the drawings are evidently made by
men who enjoy working in black and white, while
others suggest a laborious task executed merely
as a preliminary exercise to painting. ‘While it
would be invidious to compare Arnesby Brown to
Tintoretto, it is certain that the charcoal drawings
of cows and rural English landscape by this modern
Englishman, viewed as pictures, are quite the
most pleasing works of art in the exhibition.

Next to these in beauty are some drawings of
animals and graceful female figures by J. M. Swan—
works of art that would be prized quite apart from
his reputation as a painter and sculptor. A charcoal
drawing by Corot, on the other hand, is only attrac-
tive because it calls to mind his beautiful paintings,

. but the coarse pen drawings by Jean Francois Millet

are most interesting in their economy of line.

Following this exhibition will be a collection of
woodblocks from the Congressional Library in
‘Washington.
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HAVE WE A CANADIAN WILSON?

he doesn’t know what started
this war. That makes us very
impatient with the President.
Why, there is not a school boy in
Canada who cannot tell him: Yet there are many
fathers of intelligent Canadian school boys who are
in the same box as the American President, though
not in the same compartment. They know what
started this war all right. The press and the plat-

PRESIDENT WILSON says that

form have dinned the damning facts into their ears e«

so constantly and so emphatically that they have
learned to repeat this particular patriotic liturgy
when they are asleep. They would expect to be
shot at dawm if they forngot it. Yet they turn right
around and make other and kindred assertions just
as exasperating as that of the Amenican President,
because they belong to the identical school of
thought that he does and they have not been drilled
in the patriotic ritual touching these other matters.

w % w

YOU will-hear a man say, for instance, he hopes
that the British nation will disband its army
after it has won the war—that he sees no reason
why Canada should maintain an effective military
establishment when peace comes again—that he
hopes that the American people will not arm, for a
nation with an army likes to use it—that he is against
what he loosely calls “militarism”—that he looks for
a general disarmament when the present military
madness of Europe has run its fevered course. Now
that man may be able to recite the Allied ritual as
to the causes of the war; but he does not know, with
his reasoning faculties, what caused the war, any
more than President Wilson does. He may, indeed,
not even know as much about it; for President Wilson
told us the other day that he had at last come to
realize that peace must be defended by force. And
that is really the root of the matter. If the President
will simply follow out that bit of knowledge to its
logical conclusion, he will easily and correctly deduce
the causes of the present war. They lie right there.
They are, in a word, the employment of force by the
friends of peace—i.e., of the status quo—to prevent
the violation of the basis of peace—l.e., security of
liberty and property for all peaceful peoples. i

THE VALUE OF HUM-DRUM|

HE best medicine and the least
used medicine I know does not
come from Germany. Its price
hag not been affected by the

war. It has no harmiful after-effects,
even when taken in very large doses. A surprising
number of my patients profess to loathe it. A few
for whom I have prescribed it have refused it—
possibly because it is a homely remedy and fairly
cheap. It has not yet been recognized by the British
pharmacists, nor given a Latin name. It can never
be exploited by the patent medicine dealers because
almost every househeld has it if it wants to use it.
1 call it the Oil of Hum-Drum.

As a woman in the*practice of medicine I have
seen a fair share of the world. Dress-makers,
priests, preachers and doctors know the book of
the human heart better, 1 suppose, than any -other
people in the world—that is, of course, provided
they wish to know it. If they could combine with
the successful practise of their respective callings an
_ability to see truly, they would, I think, be able to
do much toward the cure of social ailments—
especially the dressmakers. But if, by signing my
name to an article such as this, I should advertise

_to my patients, or possible patients, that I was
studying their moral as well as their physical ail-
ments I should soon have no practice. And so with
the priest, the preacher and the dressmaker; the
nearer to the public the farther from the individual
who goes to make up the public. But under the
protection of anonymity I prescribe—Hum-Drum. Tt
iz good not only for men and women, but, through
them, for the country itself.

The other day one of the most brilliant of the
younger Canadian politicians had to resign from
public life in order to save his health. “Lungs” was
the immediate trouble.
“Laewgs” was nerves, and the first cause of the nerves

But the first cause of the -
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Those who do not seem to know what started
the war had better study the facts

THE MONOCLE MAN

HAT causes war—practically all wars? Simply
the desire of some nation or nations, which
think themselves strong enough to get their desire,
to rob other nations of property, liberty or some
possession they value. What caused that highly
moral war—the American Civil War? Well, you
can put it either way you like. You can say that
it was the desire of the North to rob the South of the
“liberty” to enslave its coloured population; or you
can say it was the desire of the South to rob its
coloured population of their liberty. It came from
the collision of two opposite desires by two peoples
who were not sure which could impose its -desire
on the other. The present war was caused by the
German belief that it could get possession of the
Balkans: and the Allied belief that they dare not
permit Teutonism to conquer the Balkans and ex-
tend itself to the Persian Gulf, on pain of losing all
the rest of their possessions and liberties. Ger-
manism made its first steal by getting Bosnia. Then
the Allies, forewarned, got ready fpr the next steal.
It came when Germanism tried to get Serbia. The
Allies were ready—in a measure—and they re-
sisted it.

By

g v o4

AND if we propose to enjoy life, liberty and the

pursuit of happiness in the future, we will
have to be prepared to fight for them. There is no
other way of keeping them in a world in which there
exist mations which will fight to take them away
from us. President Wilson dreams of a great League
of Peace, composed of all nations, which will fight
only to prevent any one nation from breaking the
peace. And the kindred dreamers in Canada, of
whom we just spoke, cry “amen” to his asgpiration
with great unction. 'They are just as far as he is
from appreciating the real teachings of this war—
they know just as little as he does, by their own
mental processes, what caused this war. They
have got the answer by rote—as poor gcholars get

A woman Doctor tells in a genial way what
she knows about the foibles of other women

By 1T AMES 'GRANT

—was ‘the lack of sufficient hum-drum in his life.
1 know this, because his wife once came to me about
him. She was worried.  But who was I to prescribe
where specialists were failing? 1 tried to tell her
about the wvalue of hum-drum. But she didn’t try
it on him! Perhaps he was unwilling to submit. In
contrast to her husband is the husband’s brother.
It is the boast of the brother that he is “never tired.”
He is the manager of a greatrailway company and a
director in a dozen other concerns. He has a two-
thousand-acre farm in British Columbia and an
amusement park in New Zealand as a side invest-
ment. Yet that man has never known the meaning
of the word tired. I can vouch for that because he
told me so himself, and he is not the kind of man
who wastes time lying.

But why the difference between the two brothers?

HIS is how the two lives worked out. The poli-

‘tician had been a sickly child. For the sake of
peace his family bribed him with different forms of
excitement. Candy is a form of excitement to a
child, and in these more recent days, ice-cream cones
and movie shows. The life of that child might truth-
fully have been represented on a piece of section
paper as a series of high-spots and low spots. The
high-spots represented the moments of excitement,
when, by indulging his taste for sugar, or noise, or
a mew game, his attention was actively engaged.
The low spots represented the times when he was
too tired to want anything but sleep, or when he was
sulking or whining while his anxious-eyed parents

the answer to geometrical problems—
but they could never work it out, foF
they lack the clue. This- war has
taught us, again, for the thousandth
time—that there are people enough in
the world who are mnationmal foot-pads at heart to
make it impossible to create an international police.
The foot-pads are so numerous and so powerful that
the best we can any of us do is to arm to protect our
own freedom and possessions. In this war, two
united first-class Powers have been strong enough
to hold at bay for over two years all the rest of the
world which knows how to fight. Where is the inter-
national police to be recruited?

we o9 o :
THI{S war was caused, primarily, because the
human race is still in a condition of mining
camp law, so far as nations are concerned. Every
nation must go “heeled” and be quick on the draw.
There are no police. There can be no police when
half the military power in the world may unite any
morning to rob the rest. The woods are full of
Wilsons who do mot know this yet, in spite of the
tragic object lesson which is trying to teach it t0
us every day in the death-traps of embattled BEurope.
Our sons are suffering and dying on the Somme be-
cause there are no police—because at the first shot
from a bandit pistol it was proven that every
elaborate effort of the last half-century to create an
international law and order had utterly failed. Yet
we have men in Canada who will get up and say
that, after this war is over, it will be quite safe for
us to throw our pistol away; for an international
police will prevent another repetition of this mur-
derous outburst of outlawry.
TH‘E boys at the front are under no such silken
delusion. They know that the Germans are
coming back at us for all this. And they perfectly
understand that every time they put a German ouf
of action, they lessen the power, the peril and proba~
bility of that “come back.” They are “killing Ger-
mans”—not entirely to win this war—but also to
delay the next one, and give their “kiddies” at home
a breathing space. They are not moaning over any
silly notion of an effective League of Peace.

cudgelled their wits to discover somé
new diversion for him. That, mind yot,
was the beginning of a very brilliant
career—but a career that has been
cut short, as 1 told you. How many 3
children don’t I see every day of my life who are
being started in much the same way. i

R instance: a little anxious-eyed woman comes
to me about her little girl, aged eight. A
developing a very bad temper. She is almost un-
manageable, and the parents are afraid to correct
her because she takes on long periods -of sulks, What
is the matter with that little girl? A disordered
stomach and disordered nerves due to a disordered
system of living—that is to say, a life without @ '
sufficient element of hum-drum. And don’t imagine
that that child’s troubles and her mother’s troubles,
end there. Oh, no. I will show you the case of just
such a child grown to womanhood and motherhood. !
But in the meantime take the politician’s brothel,
the manager of the railway. He was younger than 5
the other child. He, too, was-a peevish and sickly
infant.  But by a great stroke of good fortune—for
him—his parents had developed a little nerve. The
older boy took all the attention they had to spare.
The younger one had only necessary attention. When
he wanted to be peevish no one said him nay. In
time he settled down into a rather quiet and easy
tempered child. He hated to lie by himself ail
morning long, just as much as the other one. He
was just as eager to have his father make a beal
of himself or o giraffe or a whale and dive under
the dining-room table on hands and knees—but he
didn’t get these attentions. He learned at an early
age the thing that everybody should learn and that
few know—even among old men and women.
mean the art of living with oneself, of being occd
sionally content with one’s own thoughts, or '

N\
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% qulet book. That baby learned to be still by
necessity. When he grew up he was called phleg-
matic, while the other boy was plugging for examina-
tions and keeping himself interested in life by bril-
liant hopes of medals and scholarships. The younger
boy never won a medal or a scholarship, nor passed
any examination with honours. People said he was
a plain boy, not hailf as bright as his brother. But
they were wrong. His brother was at twenty years
of age “an emotional dram drinker” (the phrase
is not mine, I am sorry to say). That is, he was de-
Pendent upon the excitement of the moment or the
excitement of pleasurable anticipation, to keep him
in good spirits. The younger one was of even tem-
berament. He did not spend his energy in bursts

and then lie, as it were, exhausted. He was always
good for a certain amount of work every day and
every hour in every day. He went through his work
like ‘a big train eating up the miles between Van-
couver and Montreal—it was a scheduled thing with

=

him. That man says he
has never had a sleepless
night through lack of
nerve-fibre—though he has
had several helping to
look after his brilliant
brother. He has no lung
trouble. He does  his..
sleeping regularly, and his
eating regularly. He
would never think of say-
ing, as his brother would
say, sometimes: “Oh, I
don’t want any breakfast.
I'll have a heavy lunch at
noon.” People who did
not know him once pro-
claimed him dull, prosey,
stupid—hum-drum. Praise
be for the hum-drum.
With a few notable excep-
tions,” they are the great
ones of this world. The
world depends upon the
hum-drum. It is hum-drum
folk who keep armies fed
every day of every week,
and hum-drum folk who
keep the world moral, and
sane and healthy.

N OW let me tell you the
story of the “bright”
little girl, whose mother
was worried about her
tantrums. Her mother did

' not take my advice——to be
hum-drum—because s h e
couldn*t. She herself was,
as she confided to me,
“temperamental.” 1 think
she was proud of it, though
I myself would rather be
called selfish and a fool,
and be done with it, In a
doting tone of voice she
said that “of course I

little girl—I'm afraid I
have—but then my little :
girl is such a sweet child. If you'd see her when she
~ looks up and— vou probably know the rest of
~  that, because you think the same thing about your
__child—you would be a poor parent if you didn’t. But
You would indeed be deficient if you let your feelings
do with you what they were doing with this girl’s
mother. The mother was afraid to .cross the
youngster and felt that she was hurting the child
to insist upon any disciplinary measure, That, of
course, was just making it harder for the child in
after life. I'll show you how. : ol
She was bribed with candy at five, with her own
Wway at ten, with dresses at fourteen, with orna-
nents at seventeen, and at ‘eighteen—with her
Parents’ consent to her marriage with a young man
of about the same general temperament. Then she
‘was out of the parents’ way and they, poor things,
began to lay a little fat on their bones. Between
their two poor silly heads they had worried a good
deal in the last year or so. They breathed “Thank
God” when she was safely married. Now, the young
husband had he been of a certain sort—the hum-
drum sort—would have bent his neck to his wife's
Yoke (not that I approve of that particularly) and
Would have become in time a poor hen-pecked simple-
ton who somehow dodged his wife often enough to
know how miserable he was. But such was not
this husband. He, too, was one of these emotional
dram drinkers. First it was just the movie ~habit

know I have spoiled my it

- Now take the sequel.
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—Tho evening was complete without the thrill of
film, His taste and hers happening to run in like
channels, they gadded about together, leaving the
dishes on the table—and all the sentimental fools
on the street said, “What a pretty young couple.”
“How attentive they are to one another!”

Ho! Hum.

Then they came to me in great ‘“trouble.” They
begged and coaxed for me to help them out of this
“trouble.” When I told them it was against the law
of the land and read them a lecture on the Drivilege
of the said “trouble” they looked hurt—that is the
pet device of spoiled people—and went away. The
tawdry selfpitying arguments they had used to per-
suade me that they should be “helped” out of their
“trouble” made my heart ache. They said they
couldn’t afford to raise a child. No! Tommy was
only earning so much and butter was so much—and
50 on. Rank insincerity! I asked them how much
they spent on movies and accidentally found out they
were saving up to buy an automobile. I
exploded when I heard about the automo-
bile and told them the usual thing about
a baby carriage being better. But they
urged that Tommy needed it in his busi-
ness, and it would save them so much
car-fare and “be so good for the health—
getting out into the country and all that

T upep instance, a little anxlous-eyed

woman comes to me about her little girl, aged eight.””

sort of thing.” Don't sit back, reader,
“Yes. How foolish those young people were? They
weren't a whit more foolish or more criminal than
a whole lot of folks wha condemp such folly—when
they see it in print.

In trying to get out of
“trouble” the girl fell into the hands of “a nice
motherly woman,” who made 2 business of being
sympathetic with young married Women in such posi-
tions. A nice motherly woman! A cat ig my word
for the breed. I was summoned one winter night
to the house of the young people, She was ill,
I was able to prevent the work of the “nice motherly
woman.” Some time later the ‘baby was born. When
it was six months old—they gave it away!

Believe me, I am not telling you an exceptional
story. Many and many a doctor I
cases like this. /
adoption” are the children of unlawfy] unions, nor
the children of poor people. My pretty couple, like
many another pretty couple, felt that the baby was
a “tie.” They couldn’t g0 out boge'ther—rthough if
the grandparents ‘had remained alive they would

“losing her husband’s love” unless she was able to
‘80 out with him whenever he Wwanted to go. . So they
gave the baby away to a house that haq been praying

{
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for a child for twenty years and had given up hope—
I arranged it. The new parents were my patients,
And I said—thank God!

Now, you say, what’s this got to do with the oil
of hum-drum?

UST this: That husband and wife were afraid of
the hum-drum, and to escape it they cultivated
the emotional sides of their natures. I mean, they
sought excitement, always some new form of excite-
ment. Mind you, there is a tremendous. difference
between excitement and satisfaction. For instance,
in a mormal person water satisfies thirst. But hard
liquor creates excitement. Food: satisfies hunger;
candy excites certain regions of the body. A good
book, a good friend, a good play—these should satisfy
the desire for new interest and companionship and
that legitimate amount of excitement which has to
be allowed for in any life, But the average movie
show gives no satisfaction whatsoever, no lasting
effect. It is merely an excitement. And in relation
to marriage! A marriage of excitement—you know
what comes of that when the charming colour fades.
A marriage of genuine contentment. Ah! That is
another  matter, and let me tel] you, in such mar-
riages it is the hum-drum—the sense of duty and
loyalty and faith through adversity that make them
great, and make the happy participants in such mar-
riages great men and great women—great
from the standpoint of the race, though the
world of newspaper headings and artistic
reviews may never hear of them. ;

One day last winter a wan-faced, thin,
hollowed-eyed woman came to see me.. It
was the wife I've been telling you about.
: Her husband had left her
—for
ment, a new woman. Not
only had he done that, but
he had turned on her in
their last meeting and
accused her of “being a
bad kind of wife for a
man.” ~‘What he wanted
was “a homey woman.”
And saddest of all, he
wanted a “regular woman,”
who wouldn’t give away
her child to strangers.
Outrageous? Of course,
but he didn’t know it. He
was merely arguing under
the aegis of his new emo-
tional necessities. He
“needed” the new com-
panion, so he needed an
excuse for quitting the old
one. Pitiful wasn’t the
word for it! She tried to
keep up a good front at
first and then she broke

lap. And betweon sobs she

back—no, she, too, was tired of the match and if
she had been a male instead of a female would prob-
ably have been just as errant as he was. But now—
she wanted the child! The child she had “adopted
out.”

I let her cry it out and then I told her why she
couldn’t and why she shouldn’t have the child
back again,

“But it is my—my baby,” she cried.
—for—I nursed it—J—»

“I suffered for

“COM'E now,” I said, as gently as I could, but be-

lieve me, I'm not always gentle. “That sort
of talk is as old as the hills and just as stale as a
week-old lunch. Every woman I ever knew has that
speech wrapped up in her somewhere, It i3 the
meanest speech that a woman can make. It is the
self-pitying speech. JIt is the speech of a person who
makes a tremendous virtue of having done—whnat?

Her duty. Yes, her duty and nothing more than her

duty. The trouble i that duty is so almighty seldom
respected and so honoured in the breach, that we

‘get to think it is a martyrdom when we achieve it
- My girl, the bearing of that baby is the one unselfish

thing you ever did. Now listen! Have you money ?*
llNo.l'
“F'riends ?”
C‘No'”
“Willing to work ?”
“But I want my—* !
“Willing to work?” :
“Xes. Bat-o-» ;
To make a long story short, she entered a hospital
as a probationer to study nursing. She has been
there almost & year. She is getting round and pinjk

~—Why? Because she is living a hum-drum life,

some new excite- -

down and she cried in my
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J.J. HILL'S TEACHER

An Account of Railroad Chief’s Beginnings
in Rockwood, Not Far From Guelph

the life of the famous James Joo L M
Joseph Gilpin Pyle, in The World’s Work,
gives an absorbingly interesting picture of
the great railroader’s early life in Canada. Forty
miles west of Toronto, he writes, lies the little vil-
_lage of Rockwood, containing to-day a population of
perhaps a thousand people. It—is in the township
of Eramosa, to which came, from Ireland, in the
early part of the last century, the Hills and the
Dunbars. Mr. Hill’s grandfather was James Hill, of
Mars Hill, Blackwater River, Armagh, Ireland. His
grandmother was Mary Riggs, of Newry, also in
Armagh. They migrated to Canada in 1829. All
told, there were four boys and four girls in the
family of Mr. James Hill; of whom James Hill, the
father of James J. and the second ofdest boy, was
born August 1, 1811. The father was one of the
earliest occupants of what were known as the Can-
ada Company’s lands. He had settled with his family
on a gection of land near Guelph, Optario, in what
was subsequently the county of Wellington.
. The Dunbars, the family of James J. Hill’s mother,
were originally * from Scotland. The Dulmages,
from whom they descended, had landed on the west
coast of Ireland in the seventeenth century, and,
Jater on, were induced, with encouragement  from
the Government, to start a woollen factory at Temple-
more. There the Dunbars, five brothers and- two
, sisters, grew up and all of them came later to Can-
/ ada. Anne Dunbar left Templemore, in Tipperary,
and came with the others to the new western coun-
try in 1832. :
Among the children of the two families thus trans-

COMMENCING a series of articles dealing with

__Bernard Partridge, in Punch, London.

planted to new soil, ready to receive the longing and
the hope of that distracted fatherland across the
sea, were these two, James Hill and Anne Dunbar,
man and maid, just strong, simple, wholesome people,
such as the Old World gave to the New in that
_generation. They were neighbours; and acquaint-
anceship ripening rapidly into a deeper feeling, they
. were married at Eramosa, Ontario, in 1833. Both

&
¥

were farmers, and upon fifty acres of land, within
two miles of Rockwoed, James Hill and his wife
settled down to the common life of the people of
the frontier.

Here were born, in a little log house, the four
children, of whom James Jerome Hill was the third.
A boy born earlier and also named James had died,
and the tradition that the oldest son/should always
be so called held good. His sister, Mary Eliza, the
oldest child, was born 'on Christmas Day, 1835, and
died June 25, 1905. She married John Brooks, a
neighbouring farmer, and eleven of her thirteen chilt
dren are still living. The youngest of the three,
A. S. D. Hill, was born September_6, 1839. He mar-
ried Emma Day and had four sons, of whom three
grew to manhood. Two of them and their four
daughters are living. Mr. A. S. D. Hill lived on the
old farm until he was of age, when it was sold. He

taught school for twenty-five years in the schools of.

Rockwood and neighbouring places, but the pull of
the land was always strong and he eventually
settled back into the congenial life of the farm.
He cultivates to-day five hundred acres of land, is
strong, active, and interested in life, and bears a
strong physical resemblance to his brother. To. his
remarkable memory many of the details of their
early family life are due. In 1848 the Hill family
moved to Rockwood and kept a small hotel until the
death of the father. James Hill died December 25,
1852, and his wife survived him until December 18,
1876. After her husband’s death she removed, with
her children, to the town of Guelph and lived there
until she died.

The man was industrious, plodding, a type of the
millions ‘who have subdued a continent, content to
live laborious, unmarked days and to die unknown.
The mother was of strong character and intense
temperament, but with the limited outlook and am-
bitions unawakened ‘that marked the earliest
pioneers. James J. Hill inherited from her, whom
he most resembled, many of his striking qualities.

James J. Hill, the gsecond child of these parents,
was born into this environment September 16, 1838.
He was not notably precocious but, from hils earliest
days, exhibited one tendency that persisted in the
man to the end of his life and was the source of
his wonderful fund of information. He Wwas
desperately fond of reading. Although bright and
active and fond of sport, he never cared for play
if there was a book to read. He started to school at
five years of age. The journey of 'two and a half
miles through the bush to the district school-house

wasg nothing to a child of that time in that part of

the country. The settlement was largely comprised
of members of the Society of Friends, commonly
called Quakers, and -his first school-master was an
old man, John Harris, a Quaker, born in Cork,
Ireland.

James Hill was a well-to-do man, according to the
standards of his time. This meant that by constant
labour his farm could be 'made to give to his family
all the comforts considered essential in that day, and
to the childrens such education as the community
had to offer. In scope this was meagre, in quality
admirable as compared with the more pretentious
but less thorough instruction of our own time. The
little boy in whom none remarked unusual precocity
or promise had grown to school age, and the ques-
tiongof education grew practical. 'It is one of the
first characteristic notes of both father and son that
James Hill sought gomething more than an ordinary
education for his oldest boy. This determination, s0
common in our time, was comparatively rare in
farthest Canada in the forties. The opportunity for
it came in the institution of a private school, Rock-
wood Academy, to which the boy was transferred.
This school was started by William Wetherald, a
Quaker, and supremely fortunate was the relation
established between him and his new pupil.

Wetherald was an Englishman of good birth, with
Quaker ancestry and a college education. Such men,

three-quarters of a century ago, were to be found in
charge of the academies which then furnished nearly
all the higher education given. The public school
gystem as 'we know it to-day had no existence. The
colleges were few and small, the American university
a rare and feeble growth. Every boy ambitious to0
learn looked to the academy for education. And
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Too great an obstacle for apologist Vice-Chancellofs
Dr. Helfferich, to get over.

_A. . Racey, in the Montreal Star.

these institutions were often more complete in their
methods and more admirable in their adaptation ©
work to the bent of the individual student than the
secondary schools of our time.

During the formative time, the period ef burning
indestructible impressions, of mental fluidity joine
with dawning fixity of intellectual purpose, James <

Hill was under the influence of this remarkable mat,

William Wetherald. Probably no other human being
down to the time when the became the centre of @
family of his own, not parents or friends or asso
ciates, understood this boy as did his Quaker school”
master. And his capacity for helpfulness was freely
exercised and never forgotten. Under this directio?
the boy pursued the ordinary English studies with
Latin, a very little Greek, algebra, and the lbegin-n’ing

of geometry. At that time, in addition to the ele 'i

mentary studies of reading, writing, geography, an
grammar, the entire essentials

but the material to work with was always secondary’
the first requirement was thoroughness. The min
was treated as an implement; as the hand whichs

when trained to the limit in suppleness and musculﬂr 4

control, would be fit for anything because it ha/

been made fit for all. Mental discipline, not mentd®
As a “system” this‘

craftsmanship, was the ideal.
educational method would seem to-day povert
stricken and incomplete. As a method of agsuring
the best possible intéllectual product it has neves

been surpassed. Under it James J. Hill spent fou’
busy, happy vears at Rockwood Academy. He Wat‘ 3
in application. A o
was

finally broken off. After that time his only schoolil‘{"{lfj

quick to learn and incessant
fourteen years of age his formal education

was to be contact with the world; but through 2
his after life his powerful mind moved in the groov

then appointed for it, and wrought upon its n"”’ ;
material with all that these years had given to it o_‘_
precision and of power. ; "

Another influence was at work during this peri

of a good educatio? 1
were acquaintance with mathematics and the classic®

of

il

&




the magic touch of character upon character. William
Wetherald was a man of an incorruptible rightness
of spirit. He chose deliberately what seemed to him
the best things, without regard to the world’s valua-
tion. We are fashioned so largely by our standards
that this example of plain living and high thinking
in the master had more permanent effect upon the
man than any rule of discipline or all the lore of
books.

Thirty years after this discipleship James J. Hill,
then firmly seated in control of what he was to make
the greatest enterprise of his day, and busied with a
thousand buzzing cares. addressed William Wether-

< “The angel of peace cannot bother about European
affairs; Wilson is busy with the election.”

—From Simplicissimus, Munich.

ald at his home in St. Catherine’s as “My Dear Old
Master.” In the height of his prosperity he begs
his old teacher to pay him a visit. “I have a nice
little family of children and my good wife will be
more than happy to have you as our guest. I have
looked forward for some years to a time when I
could have you pay us a visit and renew some of the
days that were spent so pleasantly under your care.
Again let nothing prevent your coming to visit your
old pupil.” This from the man of forty-three, to
whom all eyes were turned because of the daring
master-stroke that had already set him in places of
command! It is the tribute of a soul that knows and
rejoices in its obligations. And after this visit had
been paid, Wetherald writes back that he had
thought much of the children whom he had seen
~growing up in the family in St. Paul and of their
right education. He photographs himself and dis-
closes for the world the sort of sway under which
the early years of James J. Hill had been passed
- in this sentence: “Knowledge, after all, is to the
teacher only what colours are to the artist—tact,
insight, patience, and sympathy are needed in order
to give a fitting relation to light and shade and de-
velop a perfect picture.” TUp to its fourteenth year,
a mind singularly virile and - a potential activity
which had by that time received its strongest direc-
tive impulses were committed by the most providen-
tial fortune to this simple, straightforward and noble
soul, who still signs himself in the trembling lines
of age, “Thy old friend and teacher.” - 7

- BAD DEMOBILIZATION

: Is Distinguished From Prudent Demobilization
by S. S. Long

article by Major-General S. S, Long, in the
Nineteenth Century for October, gives Cana-

dian readers food for thought. Mr. Long writes:
- Demobilization is, of course, to an extent a military
broblem, but it is one in which the social and indus-
trial aspects and demands overwhelmingly  pre-
dominate. When half our able-bodied manhood was
eeded for fighting, a soldier took command. When
,000,000 men are to be returned to civilian life the
Soldier must give way to the statesman; and for the
ason that a scheme must be devised under which
ese vast armies may be restored to productive
!Muetry in such a way as will make that industry

THE following coﬂdensed presentation of an
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even more productive, and this must be done under
such individual conditions as will bring content to
men who have deserved the very best and nothing
short of the best.

It is essential that we should realize at the outset
the exact type of man we have to handle. He is
certainly mot the fatalistic easy-going soldier of
fortune of fifty years ago. Indeed, it is only by a
tragic accident that he is a soldier at all. Through
ad through he is a civilian of the civilians.

There is no secret in the fact that the War Office
has already a scheme of demobilization, and there
need be no hesitation in saying what it is. The War
Office, like most other public departments, seeks the
line of least resistance, and inclines to the solution
that promises the least trouble. The War Office
proposes to demobilize either by whole formations
—i.e., by brigades or divisions; or else by units—in
other words, by regiment, battalion, or battery. This
is quite logical from the War Office standpoint, and
exactly what we should expect them to do. In the
Army every man of the same rank has an equal value.
They are all merely soldiers, neither more nor less.
It does mot concern the War Office whether in
civilian life a man has been an engine-driver, a collier,
a worker on the land, a butcher, or a baker. Once
enlisted, he is a soldier and equally available for
the duties of war., Therefore; when the time for de-
mobilization comes, the War Office proposes to dis-
band at intervals certain numbers of soldiers until
the Army is reduced to the strength required for a
peace footing. Peace, however, is the normal condi-
tion of the nation, and, though success in war is the
urgent demand of a crisis, the moment that peace
comes industrial re-establishment and prosperity are
the permanent concern of the people.

In every regiment of the British Army there are
numbers of men who should be restored to their
work before their comrades. Industrial experts can
tell us exactly who those men are, and can describe
the absolutely necessary functions which they and
their class alone have been trained to discharge.
Some of these classes of workers we shall need at
the earliest possible moment in their full strength:
trained workers on the lafnd, for instance, cattle-
rearers, skilled engineers to transform munition fac-
tories into industrial undertakings, colliers, trans-
port workers, and the like. Exactly what classes we
shall want first, and how many in each class, only
our experts will be able to determine. Certainly
the War Office will net know, and probably will
net care.

Meanwhile there is an immense amount of labour
upon demobilization that can only be done at home.
Having regard to the vastness of the problem and
the vital urgency of its successful solution, that
work should be started at once. There are industries
which are key industries in the sense that other
undertakings depend on them., These, to the extent
that they minister to essential or socially beneficial
production, should be the first to be brought under
examination. We should sharply distinguish be-
tween and firmly rule out undertakings that are
merely concerned in producing wasteful and
luxurious goods. Such output is of no real value to
the purchaser, and both the capital and labour
diverted to them should be put to a higher sociai
usefulness. Having determined a first list of trades
of paramount necessity, the next step should be to
man the workshops and factories with skilled
workers. In this work there will be experienced far
less difficulty than might peﬂ?:ps be anticipated.
Neither employers nor Trade Union officials will have
forgotten the men who have been taken from them.
Trade Union officials will approach local employers
whose names and industries find place of approval
on the first official lists of essential or key indus-
tries, and the employers will' be able to say how

many men they will be able to give work to and,
roughly, at what intervals they will be likely to be
able to increase that number. They will probably
add that they are keeping places for so many old
workers, but as a certain number of those have.
appeared in the casualty lists, they would be glad
to have their situations filled by eoually skilled
labour. The Trade Union officials will consequently
be able to make their return that work is waiting

“for so many men, some of whom are required imme-

diately afiter the cessation of hostilities, and so many
more at such and such intervals. In thig way-—and
we believe only in this_{vpy—lwﬂl employment, and

the right and nationally necessary employment, be

found for those who come back. If demobilization
be conducted on these lines in response to definitely
ascertained industrial needs, the early stages, which,
after all, will be the most critical, wil] be charac-
terized by smooth working.
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But it should be carefully remembered that we
shall then be merely restoring skilled men to trades
that urgently require them. Many of the subsidiary
trades will take a longer time to re-establish. But
there is every reason why the same machinery
should be used in this case, too. Our object must
be twofold: We desire to secure suitable work for
every man who has fought, without displacing those
who haye laboured at home, and at the same time
we seek to secure that production itself shall be so
ordered and organized that the things that are most
helpful to the country are plentifully supplied. Some
may ask “Why turn to the Trade Unions?” Surely
the answer is that when we deal with a mass we
must find responsible authority. Further than this,
the Trade Unions have the mecessary organization.

But it is not only our fighting men who must show
forbearance. The same necessary virtue must be
exacted from capitalists at home as well. Unless
they also are controlled by some central and supreme
authority, the whole scheme of orgamization which
is directed to secure the greatest benefits for all
will fail. Industrial capital must not for years to
come be allowed wholly to please itself as to the
function which it plays. “Peace is declared, now is
our chance,” must give place to “Peace is declared,
now we must help the country as the country be-
lieves to be for the best.” We have had conscription
of men to save the Empire, we must have some prac-
tical and quite definite control of capital to save
and employ the men who fought or worked for the
Empire. There is really mothing alarming in this.
During the War businesses were commandeered for
war purposes; during the early months, or it may
be the early years, of peace undertakings must be
controlled to secure the highest productivity pos-
sible. During the War capital issues were only
allowed under a Treasury sanction, and some
measure of equal precaution will be necessitated
for the public good in the time that is coming.
Indeed, demobilization can only be treated in its
entirety. The necessary organization must enfold
the whole of the Empire’s life and activities. :

Quite apart from the matter of labour conditions
at home, which cannot be too anxiously comsidered
and safeguarded, a rapid demobilization would be
a sheer impossibility owing to the shortage of trans-
port. In this conmexion reference must be made to
the position of our troops from the Overseas Do-
minions. Upwards of three-quarters of a million
of ‘our soldiers have come from those distant lands.
They will be wanted at home as soon as possible,
and, what is more, they will all be clamouring to
get back possibly from the moment that fighting
is over. These men who have been raised in the
freer life of our Colonies are mot of the temper to

“l do not envy the man who has the responsibility

for this war on his hands.”

—Carter, in New York Evening Sun.

brook delay. Yet no fewer than four hundred liners
would be needed to transport them, and the journeys
out and back would cover very mearly three months.
Where are we to find four hundred liners, and how
could we spare them in the first months of peace?

- Surely the resulting problem should be carefully dis-

cussed at once with the representatives of our Do-
minions, and the most helpful scheme possible
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should be devised. There should be the completest
frankness over the difficulty, frankness not only as
between our own statesmen and those of our Do-
minions, but also, of course, as between the latter
and their own men at the Fronts. It might be neces-
sary, and would certainly appear to be desirable,
that public leaders of high position from overseas
should personally make the.journey to the Fronts
and explain to their grand fellows there how anxious
everyone is to do the best for them but ‘how im-
possible it is to discharge them without some delay.
1f some such course as this be not taken, painful
misunderstandings may -arise with an effect that
might be felt lamentably for years to come.

Our industrial system before the War was a riot
of uncontrolled waste.© Both in the, production and

The Crown Prince and the' German Sheep on their
way to slaughter.

—_Gabriel Galantara, in L’Asino, Rome.

distribution of goods there was an amount of waste
through excessive competition and néedless over-
lapping that was simply appalling. It was due to
aggressive individualism, to competition driven to
white heat beyond the point of useful incentive,
and to an absolute ignorance of the first principles
of social organization and a general contempt for
sygtem. * ¢

Exactly the same tragedy was re-enacted by in-
dustrial workers, both amongst the employing classes
and thé employed. They were fighting one another
all the time, instead of thinking of some ordered
scheme whereby they could help one another and
also themselves. ‘And there was a pitiable waste,
too, in human life and in opportunity. We who are
g0 horrified at the World War, which has only lasted
just, over two years, fail to realize that we have been
at war with our own meighbours ever since we
started _what we are pleased to speak of as “;th-e
fight for life.”” Cannot we at length begin thinking
about a demobilization at home? Cannot we at last
introduce some sense and science into our mutual
relations? i

WHATS PAN-SLAVISM ?

British Writer Declares Uniting of the Slavs
Must Result From War

N the year of revolution, 1848, says R. W. Seton-
Watson, in the Contemporary Review, Prague
~ lept into prominence as a focus of Slav ideas,
and it was there that the first Slavonic congress
was held. Under the presidency of the great Czech
historian, Palacky, delegates assembled from Poland,
Sefbia, Croatia, the Slovak districts, and even
Russia. It was the answer of the Slav world to the
convocation of the German Federal Diet at Frank-
furt. It is true that its results were even more
inconelusive than those of the rival assembly.
- Qince the opening of the new century, and espe-
- ¢ially since the Japanese War and the Russian revolu-
tion, a new tendency became noticeable under the

" be solvéd in Vienna.

© of 1916.
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name of “Neo-Slavism.” The root idea of its most
eager advocates, notably of Kramarz, was the re-
conciliation of Poles and Russians ag the keystone
to all progress in Slavonic questions; and this was
the chief mote of the Congress held at Prague in
1008, Considerations of internal policy, both in
Russia and elsewhere, made it difficult to reach any
concrete results. But it is probably true to, say
that more progress has been made in the direction
of mutual intercourse and understanding between
the various Slavs in the dten years immediately+pre-
ceding the war than in any previous decade. The
events of the Balkan War gave & tremendous impetus
to the feeling of Slav solidarity. Agram, Laibach,
Prague, even to some degree Cracow, greeted the
victory of the Balkan League as their own; of Mos-
cow and Petrograd it is wunnecessary to speak.
Students of mnationality in Rurope are too apt to
confine their attention to Italy and Germany. ' Even
to-day it is mot yet fully mnderstood to what an
extent the mational movement has revivified and
transformed the Slavs, and yet it is only necessary
to compare the Slav mations of Austria and the
Balkans as they are to-day with what they were a
hundred years ago, in order to realize that nationality
among the Slavs is like an inrolling tide. If their
emancipation is one of the results of this , gigantic
clagsh of arms, the misery and suffering of Europe
will at least have a compensation. Once more Russia,
despite the many shortcomings and imperfections of
which her enemies are never tired of reminding us,
is siding with the future, as surely as Germany, with
all her marvellous energy and organization, is siding
with the past.

The Pan-Slay ideal has been mellowed by time.
To-day, it is realized more and more that it can
never be achieved upon a purely Russian or on a
purely ‘Orthodox basis, and that, even from the
Russian point of view, such a consummation would
be undesirable. Five out of the six Slavonic races
whose fate depends upon the issue of this war—the
Poles, Czechs, Slavaks, Croats, and ‘Slovenes—are

overwhelmingly Catholic (the gecond and third with

a small Protestant minority), while the Western por-
tion of the Ukraine is fervently Uniate. The indis-
pensable preliminary to any solution of the problems
affecting these races is the establishment, not
merely of toleration, but of absolute religious
equality. - ]

A word or two may be added as to the manner in
which more practical minds have sought to bring

Pan-Slay theory into line with the facts of the poli-

tical world. 'More 'than enough has been heard of
the notorious PaniGerman General Bernhardi. Far
too little has been heard of the Pan-Slay General,
Fadejev, whose words, written in 1869, are full of
prophetic insight. He starts with the agsumption
that for Russia the Eastern question cannot be de-
cided by a war in the Balkans, but only on Russia’s
Western frontier. ‘“The Bastern question can only
Austria is like a loaded cannon,
which may not go off for centuries, if the sparks
are not applied. ~But for her to allow a solution in
the Russian sense would be suicide.” “The €xistence
of free Slav kingdoms bounding with enslaved Slav
countries is impossible. How can Austria allow a
second 'Slav Piedmont, whose influence would not
be confined to a corner of her Empire, but would
extend to its centre? Austria has only two paths—

. either the Slavs south of the river Save (i.e., Serbia)

must share the fate of the Hungarian Slavs, or the
Slavs north of the Save must attain the position of
Serbia, to-day.” Here, then, 'we find, in 1869, a Rus-
sian summing up in a few clear phrases the situation
Bither free Serbia and Montenegro must
become conquered provinces of Austria-Hungary and
fodder for the Drangnach-Osten, or they must unite
the whole Jugoslay race in 2 single State.

The second prophecy is not less remarkable. -“In
relation to Russia, Hungary forms the advance-
guard of Germany. . . - The Germans see that
they alone, without the help of the Magyars, can
never finish with the Danubian Stavs. . . . H
Austria-Hungary follows firmly on these lines, Ger-
many will stand up for Austria just as much as for
her own property.” This is being literally fulfilled
to-day in the course of what is at least as much a
Magyar war as a ‘German war. It was the racial
tyranny of the Magyars, exercised upon the unhappy
Slavs of Hungary and the Eastern Adriatic,
kept the Northern Balkans in a ferment, checkmated
the Dbetter elements in Austria, and embittered the
relations of the Dual Monarchy with Russia and
Serbia.
Vienna which plunged Serbia and Bulgaria into the

¢patricidal war of 1913, so it was the deliberate
- policy of Budapest in collusion with Berlin which

which .

Just as it was Budapest in collusion with

precipitated the present conflict.

Yet another prophecy of Fadejev is to-day in pro-
cess of fulfilment. “For Austria, the Polish question
is a lightning conductor for the Eastéern q-uestion-"
Its true solution is to recognize the Poles as a Slav
people with a right to its existence, and to Russian
help in re-uniting its scattered portions. On the
other hand, Poland has, in effect, the choice of be-
coming the younger brother of the Russian nation,
or a mere German province. ‘Scarcely less interesting
i3 his further assertion that France has a choice be-
tween Russian rule and German rule in Europe: “on
the day when France realizes that the forntunes of
Poland are inseparably bound up with the triumph
of the Slav idea, the heart of France will be with us.’

There is only one point upon which this uncanny
gift of prophecy failed him, and the fault lies at
the door of perfide Albion. Writing in 1869, he did
not expect the sympathy of England for his Slavonic
dreams, and who shall blame him? That was long
before Gladstone and 'Salisbury between them T€°
deemed the deadly errors of Disraeli. It is the
privilege of our generation to prove him wrong 01
this one point, and, as loya} and immovable allies
of Russia, to help him to realize the rest of the
Slay programme.

One of our own statesmen in an inspired phrase
contrasted the attitude of Prussia and of Russia t0
the claims of mationality and sentiment. While the
“higher civilization” merely answered that “the
liberty of the Bulgarian peasants was not worth the
life of a single Pomeranian soldier the rude
barbarians of the North sent their sons by the thotl-
sands to die for Bulgarian freedom.” Prussia sincé
she was constituted a kingdom has done nothing for
the freedom of her mneighbours and much for their
enslavement. Russia, like all great empires, our’
own included, has blots upon her sscutcheon; bu
nothing can ever efface the historical fact that time
after time she has gone to war for the cause of her
Slav kinsmen or her Orthodox co-religionists, and
that the democratic countries of South-Bastern
Europe owe ‘a great part of their liberties to the
efforts of Russia and her rulers. To-day history has
linked Russia and Britain in the task of reconstruc
tion. Poland, Bohemia, and Jugoslavia—these thre€
together form the keystone to the arch of Eurcpean
liberty. Without the emancipation of the Southern

e

Ay .
Y ity

g

THE SOWER.
__From the N: Y. Times Magazine:

Slays and the COzecho-Slovaks from German ag\gr‘e"'!
sion, Austrian inertia, and Magyar tyranny, Awirthou
the reunion of Poland and its reconciliation with
Russia, there can be no regeneration of the Europed”?
commonwealth, no permanent settlement, no durab¥’
peace after the horrors of the Great War. »
Editor’s Note:—~Canada has not a little to lear?
from the.struggles of the Slavs, and should find an
immediate interest in the fact that many of our nort
west communities are composed of Slavs. There &%
a great mumber of Ukrains on the prairies.

\
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yet a tremendous amount of spaae
work to do in putting our national farm
in order. Electing members to an Im-
perial Parliament, who may be out-
voted in that parliament by British
nsembers will nol help us achieve na-
tional unity. If any country under
heaven needs wnjfication it is ours.
Nature and histery gave us a colossal
task in much of which we have suc-
ceeded so far as we have gone. But
we are still in the kindergarten class
as a nation: ()nly as we grow out
of that, shall we be of most use, either
to ourselves, to the Empire, or to Engz-
land. We can only outgrow the na-
tional kindergarten by concentrating
on our own problems, leaving the
other self-governing nations to do like-
wise. We do not want to be ignorant
of what they are doing. Neither do
we presume to waste our own and
their time by helping them do their
work. That much of our programme
must be Canada first, in which no man
can be suspected of = disloyalty to
either the Empire or to England.

Either we mean it or not when we
talk about the nationhood of Canada.
If we mean it in the !ight of the sacri-
fice of war, let us remember that the
struggles and problems after the war
will test us most. Men can do things
uider the stress of a great ‘'war, which
they only dream about in times of
peace. It will be our first business to
see that when the stimulus of the
war is suddenly removed, when we are
among the victors, that we do not
relax, heave a long sigh, that at last
it is all over—when the real nation-
izing problem has only begun.

Our first need will be to play the
national game by getting to know
more about ourselves through one an-
other. We must find the common
ground in peace that we just missed
discovering in war. When our na-
tional energies are spent on behalf of
a united Canada, fit to take our place
among a 'world-wide brotherhood of
free peoples, we shall know that we
are doing our work as a daughter
nation of England.

This is no mere rhetoric. If Dr.
Domino imagines it is, let him draw a
map of Canada. Put on that map,
Doctor, all the things that seem to you
to unite the previnces. 2

He catches the idea, beginning with
the ~great  rivers, the Ilakes, the
Laurentian rocks, railways, natural
resources, big cities and towns, banks,

colleges, = Parliament, immigration,
poli_tical dishonesty, orators, news-
papers—

Very good Doctor, now be good
enough: to set «down all the things

- that geem to separate Canada into as

many national camps as there are in
the United States. That proves a
boser to Dr. Domino. He is not

A GOOD PLACE FOR UNGLE’S *
WATCH DOG.

—Stanley, in Cincinnati Times-Star.
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PLAYING THE NATIONAL GAME

(Concluded from page 6.)

strong on differences. He has always
pooh-poohed them. To him the Em-
pire is one. Therefore, Canada is one.
Good old patriot! All that is neces-
sary to him besides great speeches
about uplifting the people is the good
old flag. Fling that over the map and
it all. looks like that good old saying
in Proverbs, “Behold how pleasant a
thing it is for brethren to dwell to-
gether in unity.”

But the wind flips up the corners of
the flag. And the blessed unity be-
comes’ a strange jumbple of local prob-
lems, all of them important, all part
of the nation-inaking process, all so
far as can be seen, honest statements
cf fact. It is not merely a division of
cast from, west In some respects
Halifax is closer to Vietoria, B.C., than
Montreal is to Toronto; or even Hull
to Ottawa. The Quebec Nationalist
is not more intensely wedded to his
provincial programme than the Radi-
cal of the prairie is devoted to free
wheat and free implements.

“Ah!” admits Dr. Domino, when he
has studied his map, “I am not so sure
that some of the items put down here
as things to help to unite Canada are
not on the other side of the fence.”

Quietly he puts a query after—rail-
ways, banks, industries, colleges,
newspapers—“No,” ‘he insists, “I’il
not query Parliament, nor the Lauren-
tian rocks, nor the rivers, nor immi-
gration, nor political cishonesty.”

There let us leave him wuntil after
the war, when we shull all have need
to think more clearly, more tolerantly,
more broadly, when the prob-
lems that confront us will not vanish
because we put before us the vaguer,
if more spectacuiar iszues of the Em-
pire. The map still stands. It is for
most of us, not the Empire that stands
out so white on the b'ack background.
It is the map of Canada to which we
shdll never be as true as we ought, or
as true to the Empire as we may, until
we love this country and work for it
ana live for it as men have loved and
worked and lived for England.

On a nation-making programme
alone can we unite ourselves. The
head-office-at-London idea may have a
greater appeal to the imagination.
The other strikes us where we live,
move and have our being. And if we
have the good sense to work out our
own destiny, according to the best
light we can get, we n:ay expect other
overseas dominions to do likewise.
When that is accomplished, and only
then, can the democracy of, nations
within the Empire prove its value to
the Empire and to the world at large.
Until then for the love of the country,
let us rot try to reconstruct the Em-
pire according to a business pro-
gramme, but trust to the same great
world forces to evolve it to whatever
it is to become as have already made
it the. gre?.test political spectacle in

‘the world.

Serves Germany's Purpose

¢¢J T is not our duty to feed a popu-
lation adandoned by its own
government,” a statement made
in the German newspaper, the Ham-
kurger Nachricien, exvlains fully the
attitude of the German people towards
the Belgian pecple.

This profligate government, which
has assumed that everything is fair in
vrer, chooses to interpret the fact that
50 many Belgians, chiefly women and
children, are their prisoners is due lo
the fact that the Belgian Government
hws deserted these people.

The people of Belgium—seven  mil-
lion of them-—are starving (because
Germany chooses to have them starve,

because it serves the German purpose
a«nd may tend to help them gain here
and there, where the efforts of their
fighting failed, for starvation is a ter-
rible weapon. Germany has violated
cvery convention, every detail of law
soverning civilized warfare and her
crowning bit of inhumanness is the
gstarvation of women and children,

If it serves Germany’s purpose to
starve these people it must serve the
rurpose of the British Empire to see
that they are not starved. There is
but one way to do this and that is
through the efforts of the Belgian Re-
liet Committee.

Appeal after appeal has been made
to Canadians ta feed these starving
wemen and children. The appeal con-
tinues because the need is greater than
ever. It is the bit that those who can-
not fight, can do to help win the war.

JThere is a branch of the Belgian Re-

lief Committee in your community.
Send your donation there or to the
Belgian Relief Committee, 59 St. Peter

21

Street, Montreal. Any amount is ae-
ceptable for the situation is extreme,

Miss Suffrages First Long Dress.

opyright, 8. S. MecClure.
-—ankerhoff in N. Y. Evening Mail.
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SHIPBUILDING A

THE COURIER.

BOOM IN B. C.

Merely Financial Aspect of the Enterprise Should be Regarded Critically . . . Ameri-

can Influence Too Powerful . .

. Money Matters in General Treated

Without Considering Magnates

an illustrated article on the new shipbuilding in-

dustry in British Columbia. Since that time con-

giderable development has taken place in that in-
dustry which has now taken on the dimensions of a boom.
The Shipbuilding Act of the recent Bowser Government
had for its main object a revival of the wooden shipbuild-
ing industry for which British Columbia is so tremendously
equipped both in timber and seafaring activities. The
enormous development of the industry of late has left the
wooden ship rather high and dry, going after the steel
ghip sold to other countries. Recent correspondence from
that quarter says on good authority:

v I YHREE weeks ago there was, published in this paper

Oct. 27, 1916.

“In the last momth contracts for no less than twelve
steamships have been let here, and yesterday the Nor-
wegian Government through Dahl let contracts for ten
ghips, to cost $12,500,000. Two small steamers on the
Wallace ways being builded for Japanese interests have
been sold, to be delivered on completion for $1,100,000 each.
The contract price for building was but $600,000 each. The
ten ships for Norwegian interests are standard freight car-
riers of 8,800 tons burden.

«he purpose of this letter is to point out that Vancouver
is going into a shipbuilding frenzy, and there are indica-
tions that the shipbuilding boom will follow largely the
Yines of the real estate boom of a few years ago. There
are in fact but three concerns now capable of handling
steel shipbuilding contracts, but everyone with a few thou-
sand dollars and a site is looking for sucker money and
for contracts, and it appears that the latter are the easiest
to get, and the money is not at all backward. Should this
shipbuilding boom pburst and flatten out, however, compara-
tively few people will be hurt, as a burst Teal estate boom
Jeaves everyone broke.

“Tn this race for steel shipbuilding contracts we are los-
ing sight of our British Columbia wooden ships designed
to carry British Columbia lumber to market, and the pur-
pose of the Shipping Act is thereby likely to be defeated.
No one will now consider more wooden ship orders, and

just mow, to meet the conditions presented by a British

Columbia lumber fleet, the lumber mannfacturers of the
7. S. Pacific coast have organized an export association,
combining 90 per cent. of the cargo mills and 95 per cent.
of the American ocean borne lumber products, to keep and
control the markets which formerly belonged to Canada.
Lumber carriers now being builded by American lumber
concerns will be utilized by the association to keep their
hold on this market. The Americans do not hide their
intention, which is to keep what they have captured since
the outbreak of the war. They will do this by the use of
their own ships and by meeting every price quoted by Cana-
dians.”

Staggering Statistics of Iron
and Steel

O NE idsue of Monday’s papers this week contained two

despatches of extraordinary significance regarding
steel. Omn page one this:

«“paris, Nov. 5—The war’s final phase, inaugurated this
week, is in the form of the most dramatic armament race
the world has ever seem. Mr.. von Stein has announced
that Germany, surprised on the Somme by the Entente
_allies’ superior output, began at once to increase hugely
her supplies of guns and shells. ‘Every particle of the
country’s emergy must be devoted to the production of
munitions,” said Marshal von Hindenburg, commander-in-
ohief. Tve come straight from the Somme,’ said Gen.
von Stein. ‘We must do everything in our power to sur-
pass the enemy’s gun and shell output. I'm going to
apply myself to this task.’ ‘

«Tast March the allies began {heir greatest mumitions
effort and this month they are taking up Germany’'s work-
ghop challenge. So that the world-war in this
winter will be fought principally in European munitions
plants. Victory next spring will go to the side able to
project the largest and deadliest shell screens.

«Phat the Tace already has begun is clear from the ab-
polute famine in steel for commercial purposes. All over
every available ton is going for military or naval purposes.
It isn’t permissible to indicate the stupendous dimensions
of the effort being made in France, England, Russia and
Jtaly in addition to the American output, but I possess
positive information showing a desperate counter-move by
the Central empires has begun. 1t includes withdrawal
this week of 17,000 troops from the eastern front for
munitions factories and means remodelling of the whole
army organization.” ;
~ On the financial page came this:

Montreal, Nov. 4—Heavy buying of Steel of Canada
common overshadowed all other features of a strong mar-
ket here Saturday morning, when the turmover reached
the largest aggregate of any two-hour session since a cer-
tain famous Saturday in October, 1912, when develop-
ments in the Balkans resulted in panicky liquidation. Ap-
proximately 27,500 shares changed hands in the two hours,
Wi Canada responsible for 17,269 shares, or more
than 60 per cent. of the total. The price of the shares
advanced from a previous high record, 68, and a close of
67% on Friday, to 73%, closing at the best, with 735 bid

for more stock. Following the sharp nise of 2 points on
Friday, bids were raised 214 points to 70 before any stock
came out at the opening on Saturday. That over-night
gain was followed by a further swift advance to 73. Just
before the close a new high level was reached at 73%,
and while the last sale went out at 3 below the best,
73% was bid as the market closed, final quotations going
out at an advance of 5% points from Friday.”

In another column:

“A vigorous buying movement developed in Steel of
Canada common on Saturday morning, when close to 6,000
shares changed hands between 6834, % below the level of
Friday's close, and 897%, the latter a gain of 2 points for
the day. For some time past Toronto and Hamilton inter-
ests have been buying Steel of Canada, but Montreal has
always offered the stock in considerable quantities, with
the result that the price has held fairly steady. On Sat-
urday, however, less of the stock was in evidence on the
selling side. There is renewed talk on the Street that
the directors, who are to meet shortly, will declare a divi-

. dend, and 6 per cent. has been mentioned as among the

probabilities. But {here are those, on the other hand,
who contend that the management is not likely to take
action so long as conditions are as abnormal as they are
in these war times. With peace yet a great way off, direc-
torates naturally hesitate to commence dividends.

“Another surprising advance was registered by Do-
minion Steel Foundry, which opened for an advance of b
points at 220, and then sold up to 240, a gain for the brief
gession of 25 points. While the directors have been most
generous to the shareholders in the matter of distributions,
the company is understood to have exceptionally large
surpluses in the bank, and some method must be found
for dealing with these.”

This is a long way from the era of steel bounties n
Canada. What effect will it have upon the iron and steel
situation when the war is over? The unprecedented de-
mand for these metals caused by the war is not likely to
be sustained by the after-war demand for the purpose of
rebuilding Europe. No doubt millions of tons of iron and
steel will be required to teplace what war has destroyed
and to re-equip industries made idle by the war. FRigures
are not available to indicate the daily consumption of iron
and steel for munition purposes. But with practically
every related industry in CGreat Britain, France, Canada,
Germany and Austria, and many in the United States,
converted to munition-making the daily aggregate of iron
and steel in actual consumption must be of a size never
before known or dreamed of in the world. Some statis-
tician might profitably compute the increase in demand
for iron and steel caused by the war, and from that de-
duce what will happen to iron and steel industries and
their stocks when the war demand is over. Of course
armaments will continue to be made, just as far as the
financial condition of all the countries enables them to
keep it up.” The demand for rebuilding purposes will also
depend largely upon national credits in the borrowing
markets.

What of the iron and steel already used in the war and
lying on the pattlefield scrap-heaps? The international
junk-man will have a huge contract on his hands reclaim-
ing the millions of tons of dead armaments. How will this
affect the metal sitnation? This again is a subject for the

ecopomic investigator. But after two years of such enor- .

mous consumption of metal it is time to take stock in all
the material available after the war is over. Meanwhile
if 17,000 men is all Germany can take away from the west
front to increase the munition output in that country, it
Jooks as though the Allies’ production of iron and - steel
will keep the lead without any trouble. Y

NOTES AND NEWS. /.

Difficuit Problem in View.
HE cost of labour in the United States dis rising in a
degree which wage advances do not show. This Is
due to the fact that labour, in many instances, is be-
coming less efficient. In nearly all cases it is becoming more
difficult to deal with. This generally happens when there are
more places than workers, and when there is competitive bidding
for a man’s_services. This situation was troublésome enough
pefore the enactment of the Adamson eight-hour law. Since
that Act has been put on the Statute Books; however, a new
impetus has been given to the demand for higher wages and
shorter hours. All of this must have a broad economic effect,
and while it is too early to judge of all its consequences, the
situation is becoming each day more embarrassing for emplovers.
1t is apparent, therefore, that the readjustment of wages will
present one of the most difficult problems to be dealt with during
the coming year. s

Russian Shell Order.

UNITION interests are inclined to congratulate the man-
agement of the Baldwin Locomotive Works, on effecting
the transfer of the Eddystone contract to the Russian

Commission. The new arrangement provides that Baldwin be
paid on a percentage of the cost basis, and so the most rigid,
the Russian, inspection, will be more profit for Baldwin, as
each rejection naturally adds to the ‘cost of manufacture.
Probably this was the reason a large number of the shells which
had been rejected were reinspected - immediately the transfer
took place, and were then found acceptable. Many other Am-
erican shell manufacturers were much less fortunate, however.
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Recital
Productions

Hans Ebell to Canada.

HE newest addition to the musical

life of Camada is Hans Ebell, the
Russian, who comes to the Ham-

bourg Conservatory as head of

the piamo department and associate di-
rector of the Conservatory. The manage-
ment waited a good while before mak-
ing an announcement, because they want-
ed to announce a man who could take up
the work laid down by the late Professor.
Ebell seems to be the man. He is a Rus-
sian, a young man who hails originally
from Petrograd via New York. He is
both a virtuoso performer and a com-
poser. Some time ago he himself played
the concerto which he composed. This is
no common thing. As a player he is a
pupil of the super-technician Godowsky
and of the interpreter Hoffman, who con-
siders Ebell his most gifted disciple. The
“line of virtuoso descent runs this way:
Ebell — Hoffman — Rachmaninoff—Anton
Rubinstein, naming pedagogues in place
of parents. Ebell is therefore the vir-
tuoso great-grandson of Anton FEubin-
stein and sums up the Russian school in
a very big way by direct descent. As a
player he is said to be immense. As a
composer he is eminent. He was for ten
Years Director and Semior Professor of
the Cracow Conservatory. As a teacher
he should carry om a big work. He is a
personal friend of Rachamaminoff. Ebell
will teach exclusively at the Hambourg
Conservatory which has now established
the cosmopolitan character of its faculty
with two Russians, one Italian, one
Frenchman. He will arrive some time
_about the end of the year. His advent
will be a long step further in making

gogy. |
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~ A Psychic Recltal.

HEN the lights were all down
W low, Paul Wells began to unfold
like one of those tropical flowers

Seen in movie pictures. It was the
Occasion of his last week's recital, first
of a series of six. And it was psychologi-
cally all figured out to a dot as to time,
Space, colour and light—and music.
Paderewski, the inventor of twilight re-
citals in the evening, never lavished so
Much care on atmospheric environment,
Behind the piano was a gathered green
curtain of velvety sheen. The house it-
Self was dark except for the back. That
gave the player an evenly diffused view
of the audience. There was no light on

the bass end of the keyboard, which
threw a spot-light on the curtain which
reflected it back in a vague, nebulous
glow on the keyboard and the player.

It was a piece of strategy in lighting
&nd for aesthetic effect it worked' like a
charm. The player was bathed in a half
&loom which gave his figure the tone-
Value of a semi-silhouette. And you may
bet all this was studied out and rehearsed
Up in the Paul Wells private studio be-
- fore it was put on stage.

" But of course there was also & pro-
&ramme. Even Paul Wells requires that.

esting as the stage act. Otherwise Wells
Would never have had the audacity to fix
the stage the way he did. /

Tt opened with Beethoven and Schu-
Mann—which T did npt hear, having ar-
Mved late. This group was Part I. of

¢ programme. I arrived just in time
for a fine, long chattering intermission.

rt II. was the second group. There was
& Postlude by way of two pointed encores.
Another novelty. Going. strong, Paul.

cellent! We often wonder what those
delectable morceaux are that artists ring
as extras. Paul frankly told us that
ONe wag a Chopin Mazurka and the other
® Paul Wells. In the Mazurka we feel
fQuite sure the young lady had comsump-
Yon and gradually faded away into the
Bosom of eternal melancholy. Was it a
azurka? The programme said so. We
ve often heard this piece, wondering
it might be.: e :
Group IT. was es charming & lot of

New Russian Virtuoso Comes to Canada—to Stay
.« A Correspondent ‘‘Movie Fan’’ Goes After Degenerate Film

Toronto a great centre of piano peda-’

the stage except a small electric lamp at

And the programme was quite as inter.
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MUSIC AND PLAYS

.. Paul Wells Gives a Psychic |

. New York’s Biggest Musical Week

By THE MUSIC EDITOR

tone pictures as one ever hears in a piano
recital. There was a Debussyan glamour
over it all, even though the group con-
tained no Debussy. Even the Liszat
Rhapsody with all its unquestionable
ferocity of treatment and its rhythmic
abandon seemed to have a crepuscular
quality—as a wrestling match in the dusk.
There was too much atmosphere for the
abandon required by the piece. Why not
carry the lighting accessories a bit fur-
ther and instead of having the same semi-
gloom for Chopin as for Liszt, have a
blaze of light on the Rhapsody with the
muscularity of the player as obvious as a
wrestling bout or a game of Rugby?
Wells gave the rather over-feminized ver-
sion of his in the Chopin numbers. Those
did not suffer so much. His Tchaikowsky
Humoresque was a piece of irresistible
gaiety. But the whole character of the
group was delightfully smudged by the
impressionism that hung over it all. When
the player rose to acknowledge the ap-
plause and got the full light of the piano
lamp on his face it was an agreeable di-
version. .

On the whole it seems quite possible to
overdo the mesthetic side. It is still more
grievously a custom to denude a piano
recital of everything that makes it allur-
ing and to make it a demonstration of
man slugging the soul out of a piano.
Here again you pay your money and take
your choice. Wells puts the accent on the
atmospheric. ‘There were times when he
seemed to do it at the expense of his
tone, which sometimes seemed rather
flippant. But nobody could leave the re-
cital without admitting that (he) had
been hugely interested. And if music is
not interesting, why bother about it?

® * @

Studio Club * Flourishing.

HE Welsman Studio 'Club entered
T its third season of activities on

Tuesday evening of last week with
the members more than ever enthusiastic
about the work of the Club, the oppor-
tunities it affords for gaining experience
in pubHe performance as well as its many
educational advantages, and the present
year promises to be the most successful
in the Club’s career. The scheme for the
season, as outlined by Miss Muriel Rob-
ertson for the programme comimittee, fea-
ture a number of “national’* programmes
and will embrace Canadian, American
and British composers’ works which de-
serve wider recogmition than they have
hitherto enjoyed. An entire evening of
Scriabine’s works i{s another item of spe-
cial interest.

Last week’s programme was up to the
usual high standard of performance of
Mr. Welsman's pupils, technmically and
artistically. Those who took part were;
Miss Alice Wark, Miss Laura Smith, Miss
Robertson, Miss Coyne, Miss E. Buckley,
Miss Marjorie Harper and Simeon Joyce.
Miss Madeline Chisholm contributed a
couple of readings to the evident enjoy-
ment of her audience. \

* ® L]
The Chernlavsky's at 'Frisco.

HIS trio of talented brothers, con-

I sidering that they are to us un-

known, drew a good-sized audience
at their opening concert in San Francisco
last week. And when the concert was
completed it was evident that they had
captured the approval of their auditors. f

They are a very talented group, and dis-

play ‘versatility both in concerted and solo
work.
* Mischel Cherniavsky, the ‘oellist, gave
the Cesar Cui “Cantabile” sweetly, ten-
derly, dreamily, sorrowfully. He gave his
instrument a soul, and the soul found a
voice that sang almost like a human.
Amnd in his encore he rendered the delici-
ous melody with a violin-like fineness and
delicacy.

Jam Cherniavsky is a lover and inter-
preter of Chopin, and as such he made a
particularly pleasing impression on his
audience, who admired the facility with
which the almost boy-pianist expressed s
variety of moods, even while he demon-

strated consistently always the possession
of a gentle, poetic temperament.

Leo Cherninvsky, the violinist, is differ-
ent. He strikes a bolder, more masterful
note. There is something challenging in
the richly coloured tones that he draws
from his instrument. Toward the end of
the programme he gave us passages ap-
proximating the wraith-like delicacy
which only Kreisler knows how to spin.

- * -

Ornsteln and Mrs. Beach with ’
Academy Quartette.

HE series of four chamber music
concerts . which the Academy

String Quartette will give in the
Faresters’ Hall promises to be one of the
most artistic ventures of the season.
During the past three years the Quar-
tette have given many notable perform-
ances and introduced a number of im-
portant compositions to Canadian audi-
ences. This season they feel emboldened
to make a wider appeal to music lovers.
The aim of the players will be to make
these concerts highly artistic and at the
same time thoroughly emjoyable. The
following celebrated artists will also
perform: Leo Ornstein, the wonderful

young Russian piamist, “a wizard of the

keyboard,” who has set all musical Am-
erica agog by his astonishing wvirtuosity
and extraordinary compositions; Mrs.
H. A. Beach, the American composer-
pianist, who will play her own quintette
in conjunction with the Academy players.
This work will be performed several times
this season by the Kneisel Quartette in
Boston, New York and Philadelphia.
Mrs. Beach will also accompany several
of her own songs. Arnolde Stephenson,
Fremch-American soprano, who has just
returned this summer from Pamis, in
which city she held a splendid reputation
as a leading concert singer, and Vivian
Gosnell,
has come from England in recent years,
will be two other attractions.
® ¢ @
Gotham’'s Big Opening Week.

EW YORK is headlong into the big-
N gest musical season ever known in

that centre of world music. Our
old friend Damrosch is strong to the fore,
giving the first illustrated lecture with
plano on the programme for the Sym-
phony Society for the season. His first
solo artist is Efrem Zimbalist—husband
of Alma Gluck, hoth of them proteges of
the Toronto Symphony Orchestra. The
Boston Symphony rally opened the season
in Carnegie Hall. Max Sanders, whn
conducted a concert bureau in Canada
last season, featuring a number of emin-
ent Canadian artists, is hard at it now in
New York with a number of headlines,
including Pauline Donolda, the Canadian
operatic soprano, who sang here last sea-
SO, ;
A curiosity of the menu will be a re-
cital of old English folk songs called
‘“Lonesome Times,” old reliques that have
survived in the senite regions of My Old
Kentucky Home and have resisted all ef-
forts to Americanize them. Mr, Howard
Brockway, pianist and composer, well
known here in connection with his minor
choral works sung by the Mendelssohn
choir, gives the exposition, assisted by
Loraine Wyman, singer. .

The Boston Symphony first programme
included Beethoven’s Froica Symphony,
Liszt’'s symphonic poem Mazeppa, ana
Strauss’ Tul Bntenspiegel’s Pranks,"”
which was one of the numbers so ably
given in Canada on the occasion of the
B.S.0.’s last visit when Otto Urack con-
ducted in the absence of Karl Muck, Oh
those good old colourful days of orchestral
visits! When will they come again?

Ossip Gabrilowstsch, plamist, also fig-
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Pianist and Teacher.

Studio: Toronto Conservatory of
Music.

ALBERT DOWNING

First Tenor Adanac Quartette.
Soloist Bloor St. Pres. Church.
Mus., Dir. Dovercourt College of Musie.

Phone College 3163, Jet. 274.

ATHERTON FURLONG
A Brilliant Season
Now Opening.
159 College St. Telephone College 1193

W. 0. FORSYTH

P!a.nistand’ree.eherofthem@ermw
Piano Playing—Complete Training
for Concert Room or Teaching,

Address: Care Nordheimers, Toronto.

DELBERT R. PIETTE

Pianist Teacher.

8tudios—Nordheimers
and 684 Bathurst St.

RICHARD TATTERSALL

O Old St. Andrew’'s Presb: {an
rganist, B g 8 yter

Studio: Canadian Academy of Music only,

Residence:
347 Brunswick Ave. Phone Coll. 2403

"FRANK S. WELSMAN
Pianist.

Studio for Lessons at Toronto
Conservatory of Music.

Residence: 30 Admiral Road.

BOYS---BOYS

Some boys have heard my call
and are at work every week
earning a nice sum of
POCKET MONEY. 3
They do it by selling the Cana-
dian Courier to their friends.
You have friends and the
Courier will make more for you.
Look over THIS number and de-
cide you can sell it.
On my guarantee you can
make at least 50c. per week.
SALES MANAGER,

Canadian Courier, Toronto.

1

HESSKE BEPR

RUSSIAN MASTER PIANIST AND PEDAGOGUE
- STUDIO OF PIANISTIC ART OPEN ENTIRE SUMMER,
AVAILABLE FOR CONCERTS—RECITALS—MUSICALES—FESTIVALS, ETC.

32 BLOOR ST. W., TORONTO.

PHONE NORTH 5350,

¢
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ured in last week’s recitals at Aeolian
Hall, On Sunday evening, Oct. 29, Mr.
George Dostal, Metropolitan tenor, gave
a recital in Carnegie Hall, assisted by’
Hans Romold, cellist, and a number of
others.

There are less than half the features
that characterized New York’s musical
season last week.

s & ®

Why Kill a Good Thing?

B have received the following per-
\x, tinent letter from a musical sub-

scriber in one of the musical towns
of Western Ontario, The writer has some
convictions which we gladly pass along.
He says:

Editor Canadian Courier:

Why do you not take up a few of the
truly extraordinary phases of some of the
sereen plays mnow being presented to a
long suffering public? Some producers
only see the Box Office end of the indus-
try, and by their detestable class of

THE CQURIER

@ Screen productions are creating a morbid
desire for rabid sensationalism and in-
decency. This trend is making a Frank-
enstein that will definitely destroy its
creators and the movies along with them.

Recently I saw in a first-class picture
house two plays that would turn the hair
of a rhinoceros. One from a series called
“he Grip of Evil’” and the other ‘‘De-
struction.” In The Grip of Evil atrocity
a bapy girl in a ‘‘close up’ is made to
register fright with real tears, Now any
human knows that a kiddie three years
of age. cannot register such evidence of
fright unless she is either hurt physically
or her baby mind receives a definite im-
pression of fear. " The accompaniment of
this is a drunken father smashing furni-
ture and a hairridan mother storming
about in a dirty kitchen.

The elder daughter, a respectable girl,
loses her position because she has re-
pulsed the amorous attentions of a schem-
ing boss. The brother, a gambler and
sot, offers to condone his sister's sup-
posed illicit relations with the hero of

the play for fifty dolldrs. The sister, as
portrayed by a charming young actress,
eventually through the machinations of
the writer of the scenario, and producer
of this rubbish, becomes a prostitute and
the curtain registers a sapient query, “Is
the World in the Grip of Evil?” Let us
hope not, with the moral up-lifters, so-
cial surveyors, committees of forty and
one hundred and other salacious snoopers
about. Why do they not get busy? It
is a proud day for them to have syme un-
fortunate small storekeeper fined for sell-
ing ice-cream on Sunday or stop the pie-
ture of a good clean prize fight. However,
they will allow children to look at garb-
age, pure and undefiled, in some of the
movie productions.

The movies have an enormous vogue
and deservedly so, but movie plays deal-
ing with sex, seduction, smut and suicide
are going to disgust the great army of
movie fans.

The movies can never take the place
of the spoken drama, on account of their
utter obviousness and their lack of tem-

S % e/
. ZENATELLO
Great Lyric Tenor of the

Boston Opera, recentl
knighted by the King of hag: -

ANNA CasE
The Miracle Girl of’

' the Metropolitan Opera
LR

CHRISTINE MILLER
Celebrated Concert

What are these
great singers doing?

They are not listening
 to their r_ecorc[s

e

In talking machine advertisements it is quite common to
show pictures of artists /stening to their talking machine
records. The great artists whose portraits you see on this
page are doing an entirely different thing. :

They are singing in direct :,"comparison with Edison’s
Re-Creation of their voices by his new invention

NEW EDISON

This is the test which Thomas A. Edison invited for the purpose
of determining whether he had achieved his ambition to re-create

music so perfectly that the keenes

Re-Creation from the original.

hundred of America’s greatest newspapers
comparisons (exactly as shown on this page)

t ears could not distinguish the
The music critics of over two

have heard these
and have fully

conceded in the columns of their papers that the New Edison
re-creates music with such litegal fidelity that it is impossible to

distinguish the Re-Creations from the singers’ voices.

None But Edison Will Submit
to this Test

Do you know of any talking

great artists to sing publicly in direct comparison with

machine manufacturer who has invited

his talking

machine reproduction of their voices and has defied trained ears to

distinguish a difference ?

The New Edition is not a talking’ machine.

There is no such case on record.

It is the world’s

most wonderful instrument ; an instrument which brings intd
your home the living personality of every great artist; an
instrument which literally re-creates 4ll forms of music.

/
Waich your local papers.
of 2 dealer licensed by Mr. Edison to sell this new invention.
investigate The New Edison. Write us for the brochure ¢<Music’s Re-Creation,’”

and the booklet, «*What the Critics Say.”’

\

They will contain the announcement
Go to him and

THOMAS A. EDISON, INC., Dept.76211, Orange, N.J

perament and atmosphere, Perhaps this
constitutes some of the chief appeals of
the great mass of movie patroms. To see
a Theda Bara, Petrova or Kalisch, de-
base her art in an unclean and wvulgar
suggestive screen 1is, or should be, &
sight to make angels weep.
MOVIE FAN.

* % %

A Woman Censor.

RS. VALANCE PATRIARCHE, of

Winnipeg, is the only woman

Movie Censor in Canada. Some
of ithe film company managers say she 18
more broad-minded than a man. She has
had a wide experience in a public ways
her name being as familiar in print a8
some other of our woman authors in Can-
ada. She has written for years for the
Winnipeg Free Press. Did some work
for the Toronto Star, also for the winni-
peg Press while she was in Ottawa, not-
ably House of Commons gossip. Las
year she wrote a one act play, called HFor
France,” and this was produced in Win-
nipeg for the benefit of one of the regi=
ments, realizing two thousand dollars. A
the instigation of the Local Council 9!
Women she was appointed with two m‘en
to censor pictures. She sits in a dim ire
religious light from 9 till 12 and 2 till 5.
She is quite deaf. Heretofore the film#
have been fried out in a small place OVEE
one of the fire stations, but soon the¥

The Only Woman Movie Censor In
Canada.

will be put on in a new room arranged

for the purpose in the Parliament Builds
$1,500

ings. Mrs. Patriarche's salary is
a year.
i ® K L]
Our Audiences. &

AURICE HALPERSON, writing

Musical America of recent datér

finds a certain delightful spor”
taneity in American audiences. Reverti®
to some of his earlier impressions,
says:
“T remember a great charity concert
(my first experience at the IwIetrolJO]m"!1 :
Opera-House) in which Pol Plancon,
great French basso, had just finished his
official number. After his third recall o
exchanged signs with the conductor, ¥
gave the signal for an encore.
had the orchestra played two bars,
the whole audience burst forth into © f i
thusiastic approval. The pleasure, L
hearing Plancon sing Schumann’s pop¥ ot
‘The Two Grenadiers’ brought vivid 001"“:
to the cheeks and fiery sparkles into g
eyes of the fair women. I could »7
imagine such a demonstration from & i
fined audience on the other side, exce‘l)d
in a very provincial city. b
have embraced them, those lovely
tures, who gave such jubilant exprés
to their satisfaction.”

Evidently Mr. Halperson was aff
by the ladies. We don’t imagine that k
would be inclined to embrace any Oof th, 4
lovely men. And, after all, at least th"e‘ee
fifths of our musical audiences—™ 9
than that in Canada since the war—
women. Music the ladies like, go

ectad;

of A8
many a carping critic has been tem?
arily coaxed out of his disagreeable "
dom by noticing how some simple th
well done, got over to a large crow

ladies.
X :



The book prize this month falls to Mr.
Pearson with our congratulations, It
Would seem that he has been getting his
Wwind in the above tables! ;

' Mr. Ballantyne sends in a cook to Mr.
Faulkner’'s No. 83:—1. R—QBsq, K—R3;
2. B—Q2, KtxB; 3. no move, QxR: 4. R—
KR4, K—Kt3; 5. Q—B8, KxKt; 6, no move,

XQ; 7. no move, QxKt mate. Perhaps

r. F. can correct this? We failed to
Credit Mr. Ballantyne with solutions to
Nos. 79 and 80 and have now added the
Points, % -

WESTERN CHESS ASSOCIATION
* TOURNEY.

The annual tournament of the Western
ess Association of the United States
Was held at the Kenwood Chess Club,
Chicago, from August 14th to 23rd, and
‘Was won by Eduard Lasker, ex-champion
“of the City of London Chess Club, by
1614 points won, to 214 lost. In the early
Stage of the war, Lasker, who is German
by birth, received, by reason of his promi-
Nence in English chess a permit to voy-
- @ge to the United States, under promises.
J. w. Showatter, the veteran Kentucky
Master and former United States cham-
%ion. was only half a point behind him.
. T, Whitaker tied for fourth and fifth
Dlaces with a score of 131 points to 51%.,
The following {s a very interesting
e from the tournament, with notes
m the British Chess Magazine.

French Defence.
- "White. ; Bl
Ed. Lasker, J. T.
L P_Q4 Tl 52
. P—K4

ack.
Beckner,

2 Pt
5 KRe B3

4, PxP 4. PxP
B KKt . b P—B3
Kt—B3 (a) 7: A s

Castles
: . B—R4
o 10, BKts

much-abused, yet always reliable
of conversation—and correspondence,

Use an illustrated post-card of your
home town, showing what a high-cost-of-
living City Hall, or Opera House, or hotel,
or jail you may be proud of,
ponent may come back with
equally interesting.,

One of our members has Suggested that
the League make it a condition-precedent
that an exchange of ‘photographs be made
among all opponents—but perhaps you
don’t wamt your correspondent to see
what sort of a phiz you have, so send him
a Christmas card ster souvenir,
as the seasons advance,

Some of the ILeague members exchange
literary quotations more or less apropos
of the situation of their games as they

topic

progress. Others use allegeq i{
post-cards. 5 e
Correspondence chess

mail for months, or even years, and then
found opportunity for meeting. in person.
bggem?bsi a.reT}(‘lelilghtful. if one
ble. efore, t -

2 e erefore, get ac

——
A SMILE OR TWO.
A woman in Seattle was knocked
through a store window when an auto

“hit her. That's what comes of standing
in front of show windows,

Some men have lots of Initiative, but
fail to finish all the iobs they begin,

There’s a .movement on foot to amend
the Ten Commandments, They do ham-
ber some people a bit, {

Max Harden has it doped out that Bri-
tain will cede Canpda to the United
States. Max will harden in nature ‘as
well as in name ere that comes to pass,
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Lx4 12K We Deliver Free of Charge to Any Point in Ontario
‘ Complete price lists
cheerfully mailed
ays free upon applica-
tion, when writing
Conducted by Maleolm Sim R e B
name of former
7 ore supplier—it will be

Address all correspondence to the Chess 11. Kt—XK5 11. BxB (c) of interest to you.
Editor, Canadian Courier, 30 Grant Street, 12. QxB lg. B_K2
Toronto 15 s " gEKKt—“th If we receive your order within ten days, we can guarantee to

- PROBILEM No. 92, by J. Scheel, : s , deliver Wines and Liquors in time for Christmas cheer. Send your
15. Q—B3 15. K—Kt2 \ Chri
- First Prize, Tidskrift for Schack, 1915-16. 16. R—K2 16. P—KR3 (d) reservation order now. It implies no obligation on your part. It does
: Black—Seven Pieces. :1[; g;’ngg ig %ﬂét insure prompt and proper delivery, if you confirm it in time.
13, Q- K3oh 19, K kcta On receipt of your order, we wiil Pack goods, addressed to your
7 7 % %/ 20. OxB 20. Q—RBsq bame and hold them in our warehouse. ;
by ) % % %; I%—QG 21. R—Rsq If we do not hear further from you by December 18th, we will
/ 9 ; ey cance € order, without any ¢ or lability of any kind to you.
S = gﬁ{sq o 1 the ord ithout ost or liability of kind t
24 P_Kis 24 Kt Q2 () Remember you have but 10 days more. Order NOW and insure
26. R—K7 (h) 26. Q—R5b (i) your Christmas supply reaching you in time,
26. RxPch 26. KxR (j)
27. QxKtch 27. K—Ktsq
.‘gg 8xR ” gs. QxPch B t W' d .
9.'Q—B3
30 B roa el €8 Ines an quuors
5 (a) 7. KKt—K2 ig worthy of considera- SCOTCH WHISKIES Per case of Per
e : 12 bottles. bottle.
(b) A dangerous broceeding. If White's (Ve CROWRIr ' Loivas bl 8 il e $12.0 $1.10
gltlt(ﬁ%l; does not succeed, he is lost in the (S?rreen]ees Special Old Selected” ..o.... i i .l i 13.5 }23
Hardly the best. QEt_02, the | || S2P9Y MacDonald, 10 vears ald .. 1 11t 15.00 4
(c) Hardly the best. QKt—Q2. the andy MacDonald, 10 years old 5
natural developing move, must be played. ;
10((téis) MvLIs,take og.tinttention? t'}l:he move O'Brien’s “3 Star” $1.10
S a Pawn, but it opens e King's 170 fal Priea ) 5
ﬁozk file }a;md forces an exchange of pieis Old Bushmill's Special Pure M St
at weakens White's attack.
White.—Six Pieces. (e) A hasty move. Q_Kt3 first, was Walliaks. iy tait $1.00
White to play and mate in two. indicated, . Wallors BB en dlar Gty 1,20
£):28 s » KtxP is refuted by 24. Kx Ager s Canadian: Clu ‘95
Problem No. 93, by J. Juchli. R, Kt—K6ch; 25. K—R2, KtxRch; 26. Ko G & W. OLAIRIN (et vt R Pty e

White: K at QBsq; Q at KKt6; B at = Kt2, ] G & W SoRelals i i s 2
KB4;. Kts at QKt5s and K6; Ps at K2, (8) Very ingenious. Tt ig obvious that
KB7, KKt4 and KR2. the Knight cannot go to Ksq on account 4

Black: K at Q4; R at KRsq; B at Qsq; of 25. Q—Kbch, K—Ktsq; 26. QxKt, Lagr{mge e TRaTe s R e i $1.20
Kt at KR2; Ps at QR5, QKt5 and KR, ;M.é-..t.. Kﬁ—Kltsq. on. ﬁthe other%hagd, Regnier & Cie V.S.0.P. 1.50

e : ¢ads to a hopeless position, e.z., 25. Q—.
White mates in three. Kbch, K—Bsq; 2. QxQ, RxQ; 57, RiBaq)
SOLUTTONS. —-ﬁs)q. i : Tt R(KS) s gmeen}ees '%‘?(I;d%n Dry” b $igg
e only move.. q, reenlees BINe, L T e AN s e i ¢

Problem No. 88, by H W. Bettmann. then Q—R5. Hollands Gin (per case of 15 large quart bottles) .,...... 15.00 1.10
1. Q—QBs, PxB; 2. Q—BS3ch, K—Kb; 3. . (1) Black overlooks the strong threat Old Black Joe Jamalea - Rumet b oS o T e e e 13.50 1.26

tsq mate. involved in White's last move, But he

RO » K—Q6; 2. Q—Bdch, K—Q7; could not save the game by 25...... e WINES
3. Q—B2 mate. Qsq, as 26. R(Bsq)—Ksq, followed by Rx PORT. ¢

[ » K—K5; 2. BxQPch, K moves; Pch, would have followed. Here 26, Rx ‘Cruzado” (dark and fruity) .................... $1.00
3. Q—B3 or Bf mate. < Kt would lose for white, e.g.. 26...... i White Port (Special Selected) ..... SR 1.25

L » P—R5; 2. R—Kt4ch, K—Q6; 8. RxR: 27. QxR, R—R7ch: 28. K—Ktsq, R— Toreador,” The Connoisseur’s Favorite 1.50
Q—B2 mate. R8ch; 29. K—R2, Q—R5ch; 20. K—K2, R— SHERRY.

L. ;. hreatt 2, B-QKtsa; any RTchi 31 K03, QxKtP. ete. Huvorita, meAum 09 (.., uurisi e i $10.00 $1.00
move; 3. Q—B3, B6 or QxQP mate. () If the King goes back to the first Olarno, Watk*and frufty .25 kil LSl 0 et 13.50 1.25
Problem No. 89, by F. F. L. Alexander. {,3',‘,‘,‘{6”“’%3“"3? ;pgoorga*‘f 3’«;’,‘“3(;:’1&,&23 Idolo, pale, soft, medium dry; a lovely table wine=— .. . 16.50 1.50

1. B—R3! P moves; 2. Q—Ktd4 mate. 2T e ; QxPch can then be answered by CLARETS, from 60c to $2.00 per bottle ............

Sl B i - SR T R R—Q4 mate, 28. KxR. SAUTERNES, from 60c to $2.00 a bottle .. Guaranteed imported

e ,» Kt—B5; 2. QxB mate. (k) A very interesting game, BURGUNDIES, from 85¢ to $2.00 a bottle ..., direct from the best

i » Kt—B3; 2. Q—Qb mate. CHAMPAGNES AND Vineyards of France.

3 , threat; 2. Q—K6 mate. X SPARKLING BURGUNDIES, from $2.00 per bottle. J

: ~ Solver’s Ladder. CORRESPONDENCZ bkt il : ALL OUR QUOTATIONS INCLUDE WAR TAX STAMPS.

(Fhird Weolk.) GREATER NEW YORK. Al kinds of finest imported CORDIALS AND LIQUEURS, /
= No. 84. No. 85. Total, g : from $1:.00 to $2.25 per bottle.
W vi'ppe‘qi‘ﬁsm 3 2 22 Wm. P. Hickok, Secy.-Treas., Mount Ver- We are also direct importers of the following Brands. Owing to the daily

e L R non, New York. fluctuations in prices, however, we can only give lowest market
_17" RG‘BI;JT;}IES;M&' g 8 gg He epe quotations on application,

Py .. 00 o 5 Get Acquainted! BRANDIES: Hennessy, Martell, ‘etc.SKx%Iévsi_) DeK'uypgr’hs, 'Gorl%qln's, Bulp{_
: (W. J. Faulkner—No. 84) ‘“The first Don’t Be a ‘“Rubber-stamp Correspon - nett’s, Booth's, etc. SCOTCH WHI : ewa.r.s, S er, S, lmarnoc. ’
'fiécmk';"bis'h Igl;_‘{e seen without the flight denti! Bulloch Lade, Old Mull, %gﬁeﬁ?%tdxvevl{'{;sglc]gs ‘Burke 8, Jamieson's,
changed.” G 1 20 e £
: (Fourth Week.) : Be Soclable!!] WINES: from the leading vineyards of Burope.
No. 86. No. 87. Total. Answer your chess correspondent MINIMUM SHIPMENT FOUR BOTTLES.
¢ P. W. Pearson ...... 0 0 63  promptly. .
EV. él Il«_;mllmer > : g 28 Say mth:mgdon each card ‘:i)?sides the S ° l Ch ® t t k t
. G. Hunter .., mere move and response, even if you can- A
J. R. Ballantyne e 3 37 not do more than to mention how hot it DeCIa rls mas ssor men s
i Ray o0 IS 3 10 is, or how cold it is. The weather is a

ASSbRTMENT No. 1—$5.50. ASSORTMENT No. 2—§8.00.

s rte ils, ! -
1 bottle Imported Cocktails, Manhat- b°“{§,f‘§§’° Mar‘{i,(ff citails, Manhat
tan or Martini. 1 bottle Favorita Sherry,
1 bottle Medoc Claret. 1 bottle Cruzado Port.
1 bottle Graves Sauternes. 2 bottles Medoc Claret.
1 bottle Favorita Sherry. 2 bot. Barton & Guestier Sauternes.
1 bottle Cruzado Port. 1 bottle Maocon Burgundy. 5
1 bottle Special Scotch, - 1 bottle V.O. Brandy.
g ASSORTMENT No. 4—$15.00.
ASSORTMENT No. 3—$10.00.- 1 bottle Imported Cocktails, Manhat-
b ule tan or Martini.
1 bottle Imported Cocktails, Manhat- 1 bottle Club Sherry.
tan or Martini. 1 bottle Rich Douro Port.
1 bottle Greenlees Special Old Se- 1 bottle Beaune: Burgundy.
lected Scotch, 1 bottle Margaux Claret.
1 bottle V.S.0.P. Brandy. 1 bot. Barton & Guestier Sauternes,
1 bottle London Gin. 1 bottle Vintage 1906 Champagne.
1 bottle Rich Douro Port, 1 bottle Greenlees Special Old Se-
1 bottle Club Sherry. lected Scotch.
1 bottle Beaune Burgundy. ; 1 bottle V.8.0.P. Brandy.
1 bottle Barton & Guestier Sau- 1 bottle Old Rye.
ternes. 1 bottle Holland’s Gin.
1 bottle St. Julien Claret, 1 bottle Creme de Menthe Liqueur.

REMEMBER. only 10 days more in which to place orders

for Wines and Liquors for Christmas.
now—to-day—or if there are some special brands not mentioned in the
above list, write us for prices.

REFERENCES L
The Canadian Bank of Commerce

The Mercantile Agencies

| Lawrence A. Wilson Co., Limited

CONTROLLERS OF OVER 100 FOREIGN AGENCIES.

Last year, we paid to the Dominioniewernment more than
One Million Dollars for customs and excise duties.

87 ST. JAMES STREET . -  MONTREAL
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THE BLIND MAN'S EYES

BY WILLIAM McHARG AND

EDWIN

BALMER

Canadian Serial Rights held by the Canadian Courier.

remember, was a contemporary

in the hope that his ‘‘wrongs”

train after its usual starting time.

berth.

taken to the great blind man’s estate.

“right a great wrong’’ done a nameless young man.
of the famous Latron of ‘the ILatron

properties,” who was murdered flve years earlier.
Speculation is still rife, and the mys

GAB\RIEL WARDEN, Seattle capitalist,

terious young man is still being sought,
may show up the real murderer, when Conductor
Connery of the famous Seattle-Chicago train,
They turn out to be the famous blind
lawyer-financier-magnate Basil Santoine, his secretary
Harriet, a plump business man and young Eaton.

The great train is snow-bound. Santoine is discovered almost dead in his

Santoine, operated on on the train, recovers.
T:aton is gently but firmly made a sort of guest-prisoner

is murdered while on his way to
Warden, you must

notes that five people board the

Avery, his daughter

The train arrives in Chicago.
of Santoine’s and

CHAPTER XVI—(Continued.)

ARRIET SANTOINE knew that
what had attacted her friends
to Baton was their recognition

* of his likeness to themselves;

but what had impressed her in seeing
him with them was his difference. Was
it some memory of his former life that
seeing these people had recalled to
him, which had affected his manner
towards her?

Again she looked at him.

“Were you gorry to
club?” she asked.

«] was quite ready to leave,” he
answered inattentively.

“It must have been pleasant to you,
though, to—to be among the sort of
people again that you—you used to
know, Miss Furden”—she mentioned
one of the girls who had seemed most
interested in him, the sister of the
boy whose place he had taken in the
polo practice—“is considered a very
attractive person, Mr. Baton. 1 have
heard it said that a man—any man—

leave the

not to be attracted by her must be
forearmed against her by thought—or
memory of some other woman whom
he holds dear.”

“She seemed very
answered automaitically.

“Only pleasant? You were
armed, then,” she said.

“rm afraid I don’t quite under-
stand.”

The mechanicalness of his answer
reassured her. “I mean, Mr. Eaton,”
—she forced her tone to be light—
“Miss Furden was not as attractive to
you as she might have been, because
there has been some other woman in
your life—whose memory—or—or the
expectation of seeing whom again—
protected you.”

“Has been? Oh, you mean before.”

“Yes:; of course,” she answered has-
tily.

“No—none,” he replied simply. “It's
rather ungallant, Miss Santoine, but
I'm afraid I wasn’t thinking much
about Miss Furden.”

She felt that his denial was the

pleasant,” he

fore-

TOBACCO

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

truth, for his words confirmed the im-
pression she had had when singing
with him the night before. She drove
on—or rather let the horse take them

" on—for a few moments during which

neither spoke. They had come about
a bend in the road, and the great
heuse of her father loomed ahead. A
motor whizzed past them, coming
from behind. It was only Avery’s car
on the way home; but Harriet had
jumped a little in memory of -the day
before, and her companion’s head had
turned quickly towards the car. She
looked up at him swiftly; his lips were

“ set and his eyes gazed steadily ahead

after Avery, and he drew a little away
from her. A catch in her breath—al-
most an audible gasp—surprised her,
and she fought a warm impulse which
had all but placed her hand on his.

“Will you tell me something, Miss
Santoine?”’ he asked suddenly.

“What?”

“l suppose, when I was with Mr.
Avery this afternoon, that if I had
attempted to escape, he and the chauf-
feur would have combined to detain

*mne. But on the way back here—did

you assume that when you took me
in charge you had my parole not to
try to depart?”

“No,” she said. “I don’t believe
Father depended entirely on that.”

“You mean that he has made ar-
rangements so that if I—exceeded
the directions given me, I would be
picked up?”’

“T don’t know exactly what they
are, but you may be sure that they
are made if they are necessary.”

“Thank you,” Eaton acknowledged.

She was silent for a moment,
thoughtful. “Do you mean that you
have been considering this afternoon
the possibilities of escape?”

“1t would be only natural for me to
do that, would it not?” he parried.

“NO."

“Why not?”

“l don’t mean thal yop might not
try to exceed the limits Father has
set for you; you might try that, and
of course yot would be prevented.
But you will not” (she hesitated, and
when she went on she was quoting
her father) “—sacrifice your position
here.”

“Why not?”

:Because you tried to gain it—or—
or if not exactly that, at least you had

some object in wanting to be near
Tather which you have not yet
gained.” She hesitated once more,

not looking at him. Her words were
unconvincing to herself; that morn-
ing, when her father had spoken them,
they had been quite convincing, but
since this afternoon she was no longer
sure of their truth. What it was that
had happened during the afternoon
she could not make out; instinctively,
Lowever, she felt that it had so al-
tered Faton’s relations with them that
now he might attempt to escape.

They had reached the front of the
house, and a groom sprang to take the
horse. She let Eaton help her down;
2¢ they entered the house, Avery—'
who had reached the house only a few
moments before them—was still in the
hall. And azain she was startled in
the meeting of the two men by Avery’s
triumph and the swift flare of de-
fiance on Faton’s face.

As she went. un to her apartments,
hLer maid met her at the door.

UM R. SANTOINE wishes you to
dine with him, Miss Santoine,”
themaid announced.
“Very well,” she angwered. !
She changed from her afternoon
dress slowlv. As  she did so, she
brought swiftly in review the events
of the day. Chiefly it was to the polo
practice and to Eaton's dismay at his
one remarkable stroke that her mind
went. Had Donald Avery seen some-
thing in that which was not plain to
herself? iy
Harriet Santoine knew polo from
watching many games, but she was
aware that—as with any one who
knows a game merely as a spectator—

she was unacquainted with many of
the finer points of play. Donald had
played almost since a boy, he was &
good, steady, though not a brilllal}t N
player. Had Donald recognized 1
Eaton something more than merely &'
good player trying to pretend ignor*
ance of the game? The thought sud-
denly checked and startled her. For -
bow many great polo players were
there in America? Were there a hullt
dred? Fifty? Twenty-five? She did
not know: but she did know that there
were so few of them that their names
and many of the particulars of their
lives were known to every follower of
the sport.

‘She halted suddenly in her dress
ing, perplexed and troubled. Her
father had sent Baton to the country
ciub with Avery; there Avery, plainly,
had forced ‘Baton into the polo game:
By her father’s instructions? Clearly
there seemed to have been purpose if
what had been done, and purposé
which had not been confided to herseé
either by her father or Avery.
how could they have suspected that
Eaton would betray himself in the
game unless they had also suspected
that he had played polo before? To
suspect that, they must at least have
some theory as to who Eaton Wwas
But her father had no such theorys
he had been expending unavailingl¥s
so far, every -effort to ascertain Bat-
on’s ‘connections. So her thoughts
led her only into deeper and greatel
perplexity, but with them came sud-
den—and unaccountable-—resentment
against Avery. :

«will you see what Mr. Avery 13
doing?” she said to the maid.

HE girl went out and returned in
. a few moments. “He is with Mr
Santoine.”

“Thank you.”

At seven Harriet went in to dinner
with her father. The blind man Was
now alone: he had been awaiting hel:
and they were served at once.
through the dinner she was nervous
and moody; for she knew she was go-
ing to do something she had never
done before: she was going to con
ceal something from her father. SBbe
{old herself it was not really conce2
ment, for Donald must have alred
told him. It was no more, then, thall
that she herself would not infor
upon Eaton, but would leave that to
Avery. So she told of Baton’s reced”
tion at the country club, and of
taking part in the polo practice ar
playing badly; but of her own :
pression that Eaton knew the gamé
and her present conviction that Do
ald Avery had seen even more thatt
that, she said nothing. She watche!
her father’s face, but she could see
there no consciousness that she was
omitting anything in her account.

“You've seen Donald?” she asked.

llYes‘7’ = fL

“What did he tell you?” o

“The same as you have told, though b
not quite as fully.”

She was outside the door and in the
hall before realization came to hef
that her father’s reply could meag
only that Donald, like herself, Bal g
concealed his discovery of Eaton’?
ability to play polo. She turned pack
suddenly to return to her fathier; the
again she hesitated, stopped with D€C
hand upon the blind man’s door by he 5
recollection of Donald’s enmity 4 3
Eaton. Why Donald had not told, sBe“
could not imagine; the only conclusi "
¢he could reach was that DonalCZ
gilence in- some way menaced Eaton; &
for—suddenly now—it came to A“'
what this must mean to HEaton. 10 3
that Eaton had been so careful n,',
hide regarding himself and his 003,
nections must be obtainable by AVerl. :
now. Why Eaton had played at al ;
why he had been afraid to refuse the
invitation to play, she could not kno t
but sympathy and fear for him sweb
over her, as she comprehended t 5
it was to Avery the betrayal had be®
made and that Avery, for some P“w
pose of his own, was withholding e
betrayal to make use of it as he
fitc

She moved once more to retur?
Ler father: again she stopped; tB
swiftly, she turned and went dow”
stairs.

As she descended, she saw in




lawer hall the stenographer, Miss
Davis, sitting waiting. There was no
ddequate reason for the girl’s being
there at that hour; she had come—
& She said, as she rose to greet Harriet
L {0 learn whether she would be want-
- ed the next day; she had already seen
Mr, Avery, and he would not want her.

still more with some succeeding
thought.  “No, not all.”

“And it will aid you to—to protect
yourself -if you see your friend to-
night ?”

“Yes.”

“But why should not one of Father’s
men be with you?”

3 arriet, telling her she would not need “Unless 1 were alone, my friend
B ler, offered to send a servant home would not appear.”
- wifh her, as the roads were dark. “T see.”
Miss Davis refused this and went out He moved away from her, then

il once. Harriet, as the door
4 closed behind the girl, looked hur-
4 riedly about for Avery. She did not

find him, nor at first did she find

came ‘back; the importance to him of
what he was asking was very plain to
her—he was shaking nervously with
it.” “Miss Santoine,” he said intently,

‘was

- Baton either. She discovered him “you do not think badly of me now, I
3 .~ Dresently in the music-room with do not have to doubt that; I can see
| Blatchford. Blatcehford at once ex- 1it; you have wanted me to see 1t T
L Cused himself, tired evidently of his ask you to trust me for, a few min-

utes to-night. I cannot tell you whom
I wish to see or why, except that the
man comes to do me a service and to
endanger no one—except those try-
ing to injure me.”

* She herself wags trembling with her

task of watching over Eaton.

IIARRIET caught herself together
3 and controlled therself to her
= usual manner.

“What shall it be this evening, Mr.

- Eaton?” she asked. “Music? Bil- desire to help him, but recollection of
- liargg o her father held her back; then swiftly
“Billiards, if you like,” he re- there came to her the thought of
Sponded. Gabriel Warden; because Warden had

They went up to the billiard room,
- and for an hour played .steadily; but
- her mind was not upon the game—
- Dor, she saw, was his.

e looked at his watch;

er to be waiting,
- €nded a game, he put his cue back in
* the rack and faced her.

-, “Miss Santoine,” he said. “T want

10 ask a favour.” :

“What is it?” :

“I want to g0 out—unaccompanied.”
“Why?” 2
“I wish to speak to a friend who
Will be waiting for me.”

- “How do you know?”

“He got word to me at the country
tlub to-day. Wxcuse me—I did not
Mean to inform on Mr. Avery; he was
Teally most vigilant, I believe he only
‘Made one slip.”

€

tried to help him—in some way and
for some reason which she did not
know—Warden had been killed. And
feeling that in helping him there
might be danger to herself, she sud-
denly and eagerly welcomed that
danger, and made her decision.

“You'll promise, Mr. Eaton, not to
try to—leave?” .

([Y‘es"l

“Let us go out,” she said.

She led the way downstairs and, in
the hall, picked up a cape; he threw
it over her shoulders and brought his
overcoat and cap. But in his absorp-
tion he forgot to put them on until, ag,
they went out into the garden to-
gether, she reminded him; then he
put on the cap. The night was clear
and cool, and no one but themselves
seemed to be about the house.

“Which way do you. want to go?”
she asked.

He turned toward the forested acres
of the grounds which ran down to a
ravine at the bottom of which a little

Several times
he seemed to
Finally, as they

€ was not the only one observing
ou.” ;
“I suppose not.

ain of it,

t In fact, I was cer-
S

However, I received a mes-
486 which waz undoubtedly authern-

; C‘and had not been overseen.” stream trickled toward the lake. As
‘But you were not able to make re- they approached the side of thig
,DIS"‘.” A ravine, a man appeared and in-
I was not able to receive all that vestigated them. He recognized the
43 necessary.” girl’s figure and halted.
She considered for a  moment, “It’s all right, Willis,” she said
at do you want me to do?” quietly.

“Bither because of my

“Yes, ma'am.”
gecause of what has h

-

“

HEY passed the man and went
down the path into the ravine and
up the tiny valley. Eaton halted.

Your man’s just above there?” he
asked her. :

HY’eS.’!

“He'll stay there?”

“Yes; or close by.”

“Then you don’t mind waiting here g
few moments for me?”

“No,” she said. “You will return

~here?’” :

" “Yes,” he said; and with that per-
mission, he left her.

Both had spoken so that the man
above could not have heard ; and Har-
riet now noticed that, as her com-
panion hurried ahead, he went almost
noiselessly. As he disappeared, the
impulse to call him back almost con-
trolled her; then she started to fol-
low him; but she did not. She stood
still, shivering a little now in the
cold; and as she listened, she no long-
er heard his footsteps. What she had
done was done; then just as she was
telling herself that it must be many
moments /before she would know
whether he was coming back, she
heard him returning; at some little
distance, he spoke her name so as not
to frighten her. She knew at once it
was he, but a change in the tone sur-

bout the grounds, two of
antly ony duty
who may ap-

X :‘Or try to leave.”
‘Precisely.”
“There are more than two.”

“I was stating the minimum.”

. “Well?” : <

L “I wish you to order them to let me
Dass and go to a place perhaps ten
Minutes’ walk from here. If you do
00, T will return at the latest within
halt an hour,” (he glanced at his
tch) “—to be definite, before a
Uarter of eleven.”

- “Why should I do this?”

€ came close to her and faced her.
“what do you think of me now, Miss
ﬁ"fltoine?”

L7

-
% y—"*

“You are quite certain now, are you
%L that I had nothing to do With the
ack on your father—that is, in any
‘her connection than that the attack
8ht be meant for me, I denied
ESterday - that the -men  in the
Momobile meant to run me down;
°U did not accept that denial. I may
e Tell admit to you that™I knew
“tectly well they meant to kill me;

Mman on the train also meant \to

: < prised her. She stepped forward to
. vkill!}el.ne'l"’hey arellik.ely \to try again meot him. : o
3 "W‘ et i e i o “%ou 'foun'd your friend?
'® recognize ha 00,” she “Yeg.’ 5
# oWered. “The men on watch about “What did he tell you?” Her hand
¢ house are warned to protect you caught his sleeve in an impulse of

¢

ell as watch you.”

, AbDbreciate that.”

“But are they all you have to fear,
Eaton?” She was thinking of

lald Avery, o

‘6 seemed to recognize what was in
ind; his eyes, as he gazed in-

tly at her, clouded, then darkened

concern, but she tried to make it
seem as though she grasped him to
guide her through the trees of the
ravine. “I mean what is wrong that
you did not expect?”

She heard his breath come fast.

“Nothing,” he denied.

“No; you must tell me!” Her hand

J

Eaton switched ont t
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was still on his arm.

“I cannot.”

“Why can you not?”

“Why 2’

“Can’t you trust me?”

“Trust you!” he cried. He turned
to her and seized her hands. “Youn
ask me to—trust you!”

“Yes; I've trusted you.
believe as much in me?”

“Believe in you, Miss Santoine!” He
crushed her fingers in his grasp. “Oh,
my God, I wish I could!”

“You wish you could?” she echoed.
The tone of it struck her like a blow,
and she tore her hands away. “What
do you mean by that?”

He made no reply but stood staring
at her through the dark. “We must
g0 back,” he said queerly. “You’re
cold.”

She did not answer
back up the path to the
seemed to have caught himself to-
gether against some impulse that
stirred him strongly. “The man out
there who saw us? He will report to
your father, Miss Santoine??’ he agk-
ed unsteadily.

“Reports for Fa'n
to me.”

“I see.” He did not ask her what
she was going to do; if he was as-
suming that her permission to exceed
his set limits bound her not to report
to her father, she did not accept that
assumption, though she would not
report to the blind man to-night, for
she knew he must now be asleep. But
she felt that Eaton was no longer
thinking of this. Asg they entered the
house and he helped her lay off her
cape, he suddenly faced her.

“We are in a strange relation to
each other, Miss Santoine—«stranger
than_you know,” he said unevenly.

'She waited for him to go on.

“We have talked sometimes of the
likeness of the everyday life to war,”
he continued. “In war men and wo-
men sometimes do or countenance
things they know to be evil because
they believe that by means of them
there _is accomplished ‘some greater
good; in peace, in life, men—and wo-
men-—sometimes do the same, When
the time comes that you comprehend
what our actual relation is, I—I want
you to know that I understand that
whatever you have done was done be-
cause you . believed it might bring
about the greater good. I—I have seen
in you—in your father—only kind-
ness, high honour, sympathy. If I did
not know—”

She started, gazing at him; what
he said had absolutely no meaning for
her. “What is it that you know ?”
she demanded.

He did not reply; his hand went out
to hers, seized it, crushed it, and he
started away. As he_ went up the
stair—still, in his absorption, carry-
ing cap and overcoat—she stood star-
ing after him in perplexity,

CHAPTER XVII.

The Fight in the Study.

ATON dismissed the man who
E had  been waiting in  his
rooms for him; he locked
the door and carefully drew. down
all the window-shades.  Then he
put his overcoat, folded as he had
been carrying it under his arm, on the
writing table in the center of the
room, and from its folds and pockets
took a “breast-drill” such as iron
workers wuse in drilling steel, an
automatic pistol with three clips of
cartridges, an electric flashlight and
a little bottle of nitroglycerine. He i
loaded the pistol and put it in his
pocket; then he carefully inspected
the other things,

The room he was in, the largest of
his suite, resembled- Santnine’s study
on the floor below in the arrangement
of its windows, though it was smaller
than the study.  The writi: -desk in
its centre occupied much the posi-
tion of Santoine’s large desk; ke
moved it slightly to make the relative
positions coincide, The couch
against the engd wall represented the
position of the study’s: donble doors.
he lightsg,
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his light upon the wall at the height

L of the little wallsafe to the right of

the doors in the study below. A dozen
times he did this, passing from the
window® to the position of the wall-
gsafe and only momentarily flashing
his light.

He assured himself thus of being
able to pass in the dark from the
windows of Santoine’s study to the
wall-safe. As the study was larger
than this room, he computed that he
must add tow steps to what he) took
here in each direction. He paid no
attention to the position of the safe:*
to the left of the doors, for he had
kept watch of the vase on the table.
in the lower hall, and the only sign he
had found there had told him that
what he wanted was in the safe to
the right.

He raised a shade and window, then,
and sat in the dark. The night was
cloudy and very dark; and the lake
was smooth with barely a ripple. Near
at hand a steamer passed, blazing
with lights, and further out he saw
the mast-head light of some other
steamer. The lake was still ice-
locked at its northern enu, and so the
farther of these steamers, he knew,
was bound to some southern Michi-
gan port; the nearer was one of the
Chicago-Milwaukee boats. For some
moments after it had passed, the
waves of its wake washed in and
sounded on the shore at the foot of
the bluff. Next Eaton made out the
hum of a motor-car approaching the
house. It was Avery, who evidently
had been out and was now return-
ing; the chauffeur spoke the name in
his reply to some question as the car
swung away to the garage. - Eaton
still sat in the dark. By degrees all
noises ceased in the house, even in
the servants’ quarters. Twice Eaton
leaned forward looking out of the
window and found all guiet; but both
times he settled back in his chair and
waited.

HE wash of waves, as from a boat,
sounded again on the shore.
Eaton leaned nearer the window

and stared out. There was no light in
sight showing any boat; but the
waves on the shore were distinet; in-
deed, they 'had been more distinct
than those from the steamer. They
must have been made by a large ves-
wel or from a small ship close in and
moving fast. The waves came in
first on the morth and gwept south;
Faton strained his eyes and now saw
a vague blur off to the south and
within half a mile of shore—a boat
without lights. If it had passed at
high speed, it had stopped now. He
watched this for some time; but he
could make out no move, and soon he
could not be sure even that the blur
was there. i :

He gazed at the south wing of the
house; it was absolutely dark and
quiet; the windows of the first floor
were closed and the curtaing drawn;
but to-night there was no light in the
room. The windows of the room on
the second floor were open; Basil
Santoine was undoubtedly asleep.
Eaton gazed again at the lower room.
Then in the dark he moved to the-
table where he-had left his oyercoat,
and distributed in his pockets and
within his clothing the articles he
had brought; and now he felt again
in his overcoat and brought out a
@hort, strong bar of gteel curved and
fiattened at one end—a “jimmy” for
forcing the windows.

Raton slipped off his shoes and
went to his room door; he opened the
door and found the hall dark and
quiet. He stepped out, closing his
door carefully behind him, and with
great caution he descended the stairs.
Below, all was quiet; the red embers
and glowing charcoal of wood fires
which had blazed on the hearths gave
the only light. Eaton crept to the
‘doors of the blind man’s study and
softly tried them. They were, as he
had expected, locked. He went to a
window in the drawing-room which
was set in a recess and 80 placed that
it was not visible from other windows
in the house. He opened this
window and let himself down upon the -

1 lawn.

‘There he stood still for a moment,




Iistening. There was no alarm of any

8ort. He crept along beside the

~ house till he came to the first
Wwindows of the south wing. He tried
these carefully and then went on. He
gained the south cormer of the wing,
‘ unobserved or at least without sign
that he had been seen, and went on
around it.

He stopped at the first high French
window on the south. It wag partly
hidden from view from south and
west by a column of the portico, and
Was the one he had selected for his
Operations; as he tried to slip his
Jimmy under the bottom of the sash,
the window, ‘to his amazement, open-
ed silently upon its hinges; it had not
been locked. The heavy curtain
Within hung just in front of him; he
put out his hand and parted them.
Then he started back in astonishment
and crouched close to the ground; in-
side the room was a man moving
about, flashing an electric torch be-
fore him and then exploring an in-
Stant in darkness and flashing his

. torch again.

The unexpectedness of this sight
took for an  instant Eaton’s breath
and power of moving; he had not
been at all prepared for this ; now he
knew suddenly that he ought to have
been prepared for it. If the man with-
in the room was not the one who had
attacked him with the motor, he was
closely allied with that man, and what
he was after now was the same thing
Eaton was after. HEaton looked about
behind him; no one apparently had
been left on watch outside. He drew
his pistol, and loosing the safety, he
made it ready to fire; with his left
hand, he clung to the short, heavy
Jimmy. He stepped into the great
room through the -curtains, taking
care they did' not jingle the rings
from which they hung; he carefully

~let the curtains fall together. behind
him, and treading noiselessly in his
stocking feet, he advanced upon the
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man, moving forward in each period
of darkness between the flashes of
the electric torch.

The man, continuing to flash his
light about, plainly had heard noth-
ing, and the curtains had prevented
him from being warned by the chill
of the night air that the window was
open; but now, at the further side of
the room, another electric torch flash-
ed out. Another man had been in the
room; he neither alarmed nor was
alarmed by the man flashing the first
light; each had known the other’s
presence before.
two men in the room, working to-
gether—or rather, one was working,
the other supervising; for Eaton heard
now a steady, almost inaudible grind-
sng noise as the second man worked.
Eaton halted again and waited; if
there were two, there might be others.

The discovery of the second man
had not made Eaton afraid; his pulses
were beating faster and hotter, and he
felt the blood rushing to his head and
his hands growing cold with his ex-
citement; but he was conscious of no
fear. He crouched and crept forward
noiselessly again. No other light ap-
peared in the room, and there was no
sound elsewhere from the darkness;
but the man who supervised had mov-
ed closer to the other. The grinding
noise had stopped; it was followed by
a sharp click; the men, side by side,
were bending over something; and
the light of the man who had been
working, for a fraction of a second
shot into the face of the other. It did
not delay at all; it was a purely ac-
cidental flash and could not have been
said to show the feafures at all—only
& posture, an expression, a person-
ality of a strong cruel man. He mut-
tered some short, hoarse imprecation
at the other; but before Eaton heard
the veice, he had stopped as if
struck, and his breath had gone from
him. ;

(To be Continued.)

“I tell you, Jim,” I cried, with all the
earnestness at” my command, “the
man’s a thief, a criminal with a crim-
inal’'s record!”

“Then prove it!” demanded Jim.
“Call him in and I will.”

Van Tuyl made a motion for his
wife to touch the bell. .~

Her slippered toe was still on the
rug-covered button when Wilkins en-
tered, the same austere and self-as-
sured figure. ;
“Wilkins,” said Van Tuyl, and there
was an outspoken and deliberate sav-
-agery in his voice even as his wife mo-
tioned to him in what seemed a sig-
‘nal for moderation, “Wilkins, T regard
You as an especially good servant.
Mr. Kerfoot, on the other hand, says
he knows you and says you are not.”
“Yes, sir,” said Wilking with his
totem-pole abstraction.

There was something especially mad-
dening in that sustained calmness of
his. :

- “And what’s more,” I suddenly cried,
exasperated by that play-acting role
and rising and confronting him as he
‘stood there, “your name’s not Wil
king, and you never got that wrist scar
~ from a coach door.” A «
“Why mnot, sir?” he gently and re-
spectfully inquired. :

 “Because,” I cried, stepping still
nearer and watching the immobile
blue-white face, “in the gang you work
Wwith you’re known as Sir Henry, and
You got that cut on the wrist from a
‘Wedge when you tried to blow open a
#afe door, and the letters of introduc-
tion which you brought to the XEP-
‘Deny Club were forged by an expert
‘Damed Turk McMeekin; and I know
‘What brought you into this house ar;d
‘What your plans for robbing it are!

clad body as he stood there. There
as not one twitch of the mask-like
ce. But out on that face, point by

AR

The Dish and the Spoon

(Continued from page 9.)

point, came a slow suffusion of some-
thing akin to expression. It was not
fear. To call it fear would be doing
the man an injustice. It began with
the eyes, and spread from feature to
feature, very much, I imagine, as sen-
tient life must have spread across the
countenance of Pygmalion’s slowly
awakening marble.

For one fraction of a moment the
almost pitiful eyes looked at me with
a quick and imploring glance. Then
the mask once more descended over
them. He was himself again, And T
felt almost sure that in the mellowed
light about us the other two figures at
the table had not seen that face as I
’ did.

There was, in fact, something almost
like shame on Van Tuyl’'s heavy face
as the calm-voiced servant, utterly ig-
noring me and my words, turned to
him and asked if he should remove the
things. 4

“You haven’t answered the gentle-
man,” said Beatrice Van Tuyl, in a

~ Vvoice a little shnill with excitement.

. “What is there to answer, madam?”’
he mildly asked. “It’s all the young
gentleman’s foolishness, some foolish-
ness which I ean’t understand.” -

“But the thing can’t stand like this,”
protested the ponderous Van Tuyl.

There must have been something re-
assuring to them both in the methodic
calmness with which this calumniated
factor in their domestic Bden moveidl
about once more performing his petty
domestic duties.

“Then you deny everything he says?”
insisted the woman. ;

The servant stopped amd looked up
in mild reproof. ‘

“Of course, madam,” he replied, as
he slowly removed the liquenr glasses.
I saw my hostess look after him with

HERE was not a mma!”his black- - one of her long and abstracted glances.

She was still peering into his face as
he stepped back to the table. She

- was, indeed, still gazing at him when

There were at least -

the muffled shrill of an eleotric bell
announced there was a caller at th
street door. .

“Wilkins,” she said, almost rumina-
tively, “I want you to answer the door
—the street door.”

“Yes, madam,” he answered, with-
out hesitation.

THE three of us sat in silence, as the
slow and methodic steps crossed
the room, stepped out into the hall,
and advanced to what at least one of
us knew to be his doom. ¥ was Van
Tuyl himself who spoke up out of the
silence.

“What’s up?” he asked.
gone for?”

“The police are there,” answered his
wife.

“Good Ged!” exclaimed the astound-
ed husband, now on his feet. “You
don’t’ mean you've sprung that trap
on the poor devil? You—-"

“Sit down, Jim,” broke in his wife
with enforced calmness. “Sit down
and wait.”

“But I won’t be made a fool of!”

“You’re not being made a fool of!”

“But who’s arresting this man?
Who's got the -evidence to justify
what’s being done here?”

“I have,” was the woman’s answer,

“What do you mean?”

She was very. calm about it. .

“I mean that Witter was right. My
Baroda pearls and the emerald pend-
ant were not In the safe.  They're
gone.”

“They’re gone?” echoed the incredul-
ous husband.

“Listen,” I suddenly cried, as Van
Tuyl sat digesting his discovery. We
heard the sound of steps, the slam of
a door, and then the departing hum of
a motor car. Before I realized what
she was doing Beatrice Van Tuyl’s foot
was once more on the call bell. A
footman answered the summons.

“What'’s he

“Go to the street door,” she com-

manded, “and see who’s there.”

We waited, listening., The silence
lengthened. Something about that sil-
ence impressed me as ominous. We
were still intently listening as the
footman stepped back into the room.

“It's the chauffeur, sir,” he ex-
plained.

“And what does he want?”

“He said Felice telephoned for the
car a quarter of an hour ago.”

“Send Felice to me,” commanded my
hostess.

“I don’t think I can, ma’am. She's
gone in the car with Wilkins.”

“With Wilkins?”

“Yes, ma’am. Jansen says he can’t
make it out, ma’am, Wilking driving
off that way without so much as a by-
your-leave, ma’am.”

The three of us rose as one from the
table. For a second or two we stood
staring at each other.

Then Van Tuyl suddenly dived for
the stairs, with the napkin full of
jewelry in his hand. I, in turn, dived
for the street door. But before I
opened it I knew it was too late.

I suddenly stepped back into the
hallway, to confront Beatrice Van Tuyl.

“How long have you had Felice?” I
asked, groping impotently about the
hall closet for my hat and coat.

“She came two weeks before Wil-
kins,” was the answer.

“Then you see what this means?” I
asked, still groping about for my over-
coat.

“What can it mean?”

“They were working together—they
were confederates.”

Van Tuyl descended the stairs still |

carrying the table napkin full of
‘Jewelry. His eyes were wide with in-
dignant wonder.

“It’s gone!” he gasped. “He's taken
your box!”

I emerged from the hall closet both
a little startled and a little humiliated.

“Yes, and he’s taken my hat and
coat,” I sadly confessed.
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HOTEL DIRECTORY
THE TUSCO
Moderate rates. Hot and

(Private Hotel)

cold water in every room.
H. 8. BDMONDSON, Prop., shopping dis-
trict, 236 Jarvis Street, Toronto, Ont,

Comforts of your home,
American and European.

KING EDWARD HOTEL
—Flreproof—
Toronto, Canada.

Accommodation for 750 guests, $1.50 up.
American and European Plans.

THE TUXEDO

A Comfortable and Exclusive

Modern Home. Table and Ser-

vice in Keeping. Seven-course
Evening Dinner.

Coming to Toronto Should
Write For Reservations

The Tuxedo, 504 Sherbourne St.

Families

Russell House
Ottawa - Canada

American and European Plan;
Facing Grand Plaza

One Block From Parliament
Buildings and Central Station

‘Geo. Morrisette, Manager

“Famous for its
Delicate Flavor”

WHITE
LABEL
ALE

must be tasted to be appre-
ciated. It contains none
but the finest barley grains,
‘malted by us under hygienic
conditions, “with choicest
6/8 hops.
It gratifies—and is always
the same.
. TRY IT.

At Dealers and Hotels
Brewery bottling only
DOMINION BREWERY CO.
: Limited, TORONTO
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, Ganongs Chooolates

Y

e Qverseas Box

A box of Ganong’s (G.B.) Chocolates
specially prepared as a gift box for-
the soldiers.

FIVE SPECIAL FEATURES:

J\——Ao box of the finest chocolates made with a center-
piece of maple cream in the shape of a maple leaf.

2—Each box a Christmas Card Greeting in verse.

3—Specially made to keep well, and specially packed
to travel well. : :

[4—The box is so strongly constructed that you can
stand on it.

5—Special wrapper with instruetions for mailing.

' Price, 75 Cents a Box
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" EVERYWHERE
' At home, on the street, at the
club or in the field they-all

=N, U 5 Vee— “aSter
= ‘ “IS 600D TOBACCO'

The tobacco you cut fresh from the plug,

Equal by test to the very best,
iviuch better than all the rest.

Say MASTER MASON to your dealer—he knows.

s0 as to get all the fragrance and aroma.

fHE ROCK CiTY TABACCO CO. LIMITED

OUR ADVERTISING POLICY

We will not, knowingly or intentionally, insert advertisements
.. from- other than perfectly reliable firms or business men. If sub-
scribers find: any of them to bé otherwise, we will esteem it a
favour if the’y will 8o’ advise us, giving full particulars. SR

Advertising Manager, Canadian Courier

‘Speculator must have his chance,”

.area -of-over. 355,000 square miles, opn'
“tmining vast areas of the richest tim-

Is H. C. Brewster as
big as his/Problem ?
Continued from page 13.)

railway dividends. A glance - at the
freight rates will furnish one weighty

| reason why, when apples and other

fruit are so plentiful in the Okanagan
Valley that they dre fed to swine OF
left to rot, tive coast people are buying
Washington and California fruit at
good prices. <

The main problem of B. C. is the
lamd problem, Any sort of prosperitys
not based on the production ‘of wealth
from the land, is like an inverted cone
—somewhat wobbly and uncertain. s
Many other questions, such as increas:
ing timber vand mineral production,
and the encouragement of manufaC
tures there are, which the mew gOV-
ernment will have to face, which can-
not, here ‘be ‘discussed, but the land
problem -is' the - bagic one;- and it i8
much to be hoped that it will be faced
in & drastic mood, for any timid little (
measures aimed to give a sop here,
or a little help there, are bound to fail:
The government must make it possible
for the settlers to get on the land,
enable them to make their farmsg pro-
ductive, and see that they have a mar-
ket for their product.

The itime of living by swapping
around pieces of paper called agree
ments of sale, has passed. In the
past it has been easier to do that sort
of thing than to do productive work;
and so B. C. for years lived in the sixth
story - without bothering about the
bagement. In the past two years it
has seem a great white light on the
folly of that kind of procedure. It 18
unpleasant, of course, to leave the era
of easy money, and get down to the

“prosaic ‘and " laborious task of ‘making

things-grow. “Those two thousand real
estate men of Vancouver and Victoria,
wiho have gone out of that business
in Tecent years, have in many cases
departed to fresh fields and pastures
green. - Those that remain know that
they have to get to work. They may
have a sort of reduced gentleman feel-
ing about it, as if they have come
down ,in the world; and sigh regret-
fully as they think of those dear, de
lightful days when they sat behind fine
desks, and sold each other town lots.
But it has to be done. Needs must
when the Devil drives.  And the gov-
ernment, in place of the slogan of the
MecBride-Bowser government, s“The

must say, and must wnite it into the
statute book, “The productive worker
must have his chance.” B. C. with an

ber, mineral and agricultural land in

Canada cannot’ support in decency &
population of 400,000 people. What 2
monument to the incredible folly of
the speculative era. Surely this was
the twilight of the gods.

But there are better days in store
for this vast province, with its wonder- ,
ful and entrancing beauty of moun-
taing, river and sea; with its fabulous
riches, which shame into littleness the 4
greatest glories of the Arabian Nights; 2
and with an energetic population, who
after the first shock of disaster, cour-
ageously faced the grim problems of
reconstruction. The difficulties aré
great, for it will take more than tears
to wipe out past mistakes. -The mort:
gage on the great wealth of natural -
resources, ‘which hasg been so lightly
given, will not be so lightly removed:
But the country is still there, and,
backed by an alert and intelligent peo-
ple, proper leadership can find the

f

| way. The time is crucial, the prov

ince is patiently and hopefully waiting.
Can Mr. Brewster and his leutenant®
measure up? That is B. C’s challeng®
o it new premier,
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Note the doctor when he deals with
wounds. ' Note how he makes sure: of
sterile dressinps—how he keeps them
wrapped. ;

Little wounds which you treat at
home demand the same precautions. So
does any first aid. A few infectious
derms may breed millions.

Keep on hand for instant use

¢ B&B Absorbent Cotton.

' B&B Bandapes and Gauze.
B&B Adhesive Plaster.

Get the B&B products, because they
are made to keep on hand, and because
' they are double-sure. ‘

B&B Cotton and Gauze are twice
sterilized, once after being sealed. They
are made under hospital conditions to
meet hospital requirements. :

They are packed in protective pack-
ages. B&B Arro Cotton is packed in
perm-proof ' envelopes.  So is B&B .
s Handy-Fold Gauze. None is unsealed ,
till you use it.

B&B Cotton also comes in Handy
\ Packapes. You cut off only what you

Note the Doctor
See How He Guards Against Germs

: and it sticks to anything dry. Any article made

i cents as evidence of serious intent, and we

Always call the doctor—remember First Aid is only first aid. _

THE COURIER. 31

want,leaving the rest untouched. These
protectionsmay be vitalto yousometime.

B&B Adhesive Plaster ismade for surgery,
but it has a thousand uses. It is rubber coated,

of any substance can be mended with it. Hot
water bottles, lawn hose, tools handles, etc.
Applied to-flesh it doesn't irritate. Rolls of
many lengths—10 cents up.

B&B Formaldehyde Fumigators are made
twice the usual strength. This makes them
double sure. Simply light the wick and close
the doors. Use after any contagious disease, or
})efore occupying any strange house. g

: Be as careful as your doctor. In these im-
portant thinds insist'on B&B standards.

First Aid Book

A HANDROOK f
HRSEAD | 10 Cents
{ ‘We offer this book at much
g less than cost to aid in home
5"’3 protection. It is written by

a famous surgeon, nowa

Major in charpe of U. 'S.

sagn KA Army Field Hospital. It tells
just what to do in any emer-

P gency—in wounds or burns,

in hemorrhage or fainting,

in drowning or electric shock, or any sort of
poisoning. It contains 128 pages. Send us 10

will mailitto you. Address First Aid Deyt. 73,

" Adhesive

DOUBLE-
SOLD BY ALL DRUGGISTS
Absorbent Cotton, ‘Gauze, Bandapes

- BAUER & BLACK, 'Chicago arid New York
: Makers of Surgical Dressings

SURE PRODUCTS

Plaster, Fumigators, etc.

e
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RE-DISCOVER
THE ROCKIES

The Transcontinental Line of the Canadian Northern Railway
traverses a section of the Canadian Rockies of exceptional
grandeur, possessing characteristics absolutely distinet from
those of older and more Southerly Routes.

Those who are travelling to Vancouver, whether on Business
or for Pleasure, will find themselves well repaid for their pat-
ronage of our Line by the opportmﬁty of traversing a new
section of:'Canada, and of recovering that .thrill aroused by
their first glimpse of towering snow-capped peaks and rugged
canyons.

For literature and information. apply to General Passenger

Dept., 68 King St. E., Toronto. Ont.: 226 St. James St.. Mont
real, Que.; or Union Station, Winnipeg, Man.

Travel Canadian Northérn
~All the Way
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The National Directory of Schools and Colleges

The following is a list of some of the Leading Canadian Schools and
Colleges which the Canadian Courier recommends as desirable institutions for

the education of Canadian children.
behind them.

BOYS’ SCHOOLS AND COLLEGES.
Bishops College School, Lennoxville,

Lower Cat_lada. College, Montreal.
Ridley College, St. Catharines, Ont.
St. Andrew’s College, Toronto.

St. Michael’s College, Toronto.

‘Stanstead Wesleyan -College, Stan-
stead, Que.

Trinity College School, Port Hope.
Ont. : : o

BUSINESS SCHOOLS.
Shaw’s: Business Schools, Toronto.

CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS.

Most of them have years of reputation

GIRLS' SCHOOLS AND COLLEGES

Bishop Bethune College, Oshawa, Ont.

Loretto Abbey College and Academy,
. Toronto.

Moulton College, Toronto.

Mount Allison Ladies’ College anc
: University, Sackyville, N.B.

i St. Margaret’s College, Toronto.

Stanstead Wesleyan College, Stan
‘stead, Que.

 UNIVERSITIES.

Queen’s University, Kingston, Ont.

EXAMINATIONS IN MUSIC,

The Associated Board of the Royal
Academy of Music and Royal College
of Music, for Examinations in Music
in the British Empire. Resident Sec-

Shaw’s . Correspondence Schools, To- retary’s Office. 777 Shuter Street,
ronto | Montreal.
( GET IT TODAY
Many e N S 15
: THE GREAT Ce
- Uses

LN
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The Finest Hunti'ngf 1
Grounds in America

ARE CONVENIENTLY REACHED ViaA

CANADIAN PACIFIC

Particulars from Canadlan Pac!fic Agents or
W. FULTON, Asst. District Passenger Agent, Torento
W. B. HOWARD, District Passenger Agent, Toronto

'FRED J. DARCH, S.5.

THE '
INDEPENDENT ORDER OF FORESTERS

FURNISHES A COMPLETE SYSTEM OF INSURANCE

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

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

Policies issued from $500 to $5,000.
TOTAL BENEFITS PAID, 49 MILLION DOLLARS.

For further information and literature apply to

- E. G. STEVENSON, S.C.R.

Temple eundmaq_. TORONTO.
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Hand Cleaner




FOUR CAKES

Each time the sand runs through the
hour-glass 14,400 cakes of PALMOLIVE
are produced. Four cakes a second—240
cakes a minute—14,400 cakes an hour—
for every working day.

—_This is the.enormous manufacturing
volume required by the popularity of
PALMOLIVE SOAP!

For just as Palm and Olive oils were the
indispensable cleansing agents that equip-
ped the marble baths of ancient Egypt,
Greece and Rome, so is the fragrant,
wholesome cake of PALMOLIVE the in-
dispensable equipment of the equally
Juxurious porcelain bath of the modern
American home.

A luxury and necessity com-
bined ; the modern perfection
of a luxury ages old;
this is the combina-
tion that requires
four cakes a second
‘to supply the millions
that demand PALM-
OLIVE SOAP.

A SECOND

PALMOLIVE SHAMPOO — The
olive oil shampoo—is as essential for
proper care of the hair as is PALM-
OLIVE for the bath and toilet. You
will find it wherever the -PALM-
OLIVE line is sold, price 50 cents a
bottle.

Our new PALMOLIVE booklet, de-
seribing the entire PALMOLIVE
line, together with threefold sample
package, will be mailed on-receipt of
10 cents in stamps.

B. J. JOHNSON SOAP COMPANY,
Limited,

155-157 George Street, Toronto, Ont.

American Address: B. J. Johnson Soap:Co., Inc.,
Milwaukee, Wis.




