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(GGet More Done—
‘With Less Money!

VOID a sluggish life with this fine five-pas-
senger touring car. It promotes thrift and
increases your usefulness.

In appearance it is neither too smart nor too
commonplace. It has big car stylish design, with
spacious room and properly enlivened color scheme.

Its satisfactory performance is due not only to its

powerful, frugal motor and durable chassis. but also to

its simplified control, narrow turning radius and
ease of handling. :

Its comfort is the result of its perfected balance,

rear cantilever springs, 106-inch wheel base and
31x4 tires, non-skid rear. :

Consider its - price. Where else such beauty,

such faithful performance, at anywhere near its low

first cost and economical upkeep?
Order now and let your Willys-Overland- dealer

save you money.

Willys-Overland Limited
Willys-Knight and Overland Motor Cars

HEAD OFFICE AND WORKS, WEST TORONTO, ONTARIO
Branches; Montreal, Que., Winnipeg, Man., and Regina, Sask.

glzt Four

Model 90
%uruzg Car
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. St. Lawrence, is a pageant of tremendous resurrection music.

Canada when they can go no further.

by
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Published fortnightly at 181 Simcoe St.; Toronto, by the Courier Press, Limited,
Subscription Price—Canada and Great Britain $1.00 per year, United States $1.50
per year, other countries $2.00° per year, payable in advance. IMPORTANT:

hanges of address should be sent two weeks before the date they are to go into
effect. Both old and new addresses must be given. CANCELLATIONS: We
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| The Time of Resurrection

OW the dead come to life is the thing that speaks to us

all at Easter. No land has a more tremendous reawaken-

' ing than Canada. Th: uplift of the great rivers from

the mouth of the mighty Macksnzie, to the Gulf of the great

The honking caravans of wild gesse strik: into the far north of
The fur-packs come
SWinging down. The vast land of iron winter rushes into sum-
mer almost without a spring. And the change is one of those
'71.iracles of nature which should thrill abov: all people - Cana-
dians. Eqster is not merely a church festival commemorating the
Miracle of Christ’s Resurrection. Itis in the greatest possible
Sense a religious festival that was observed by the ancients long
before the t me= of Chr.st, whose death and resurrection gave it a
deeper and more personal significance. The believer in a Christ

aster who does not believe in the Easter of the world when the
&reat change comes ove: the face and heart of nature, is along
Way from realizing this great Time of Awakening as Christ in-
tended it should be perpetuated in the souls of men. The Easter

at and the Easter Anthem are in themselves symbols. Let
those who wear the hats and sing the anthems, realize in the light
of the millions who are dead on the fields of battle, how deep is
this miracle symbolized in Easter Sunday.

Uy »

A FEW ITEMS FOR NEXT ISSUE
A MEDICAL doctor will tell readers- of this paper what he thinks about the
" incompetency of the present medical programme in this country; not
only in Canada, but because he is a Canadian, he speaks with particular
Peterence to this country. He is not a disgruntied doctor, either, who, because
e: hasn’t made a heap of money under present conditions wants medical sci-
e to be exploited by fads and Bolshevik fallacies. His ideas are sanely con-
‘tructive. Since from the cradle to the grave we are a!l vitally interested in our
b°d“y welfare, this article will be read with personal interest by any father,
Mother op grown-up child in the ccuntr.

ABRIGHT, open-air article on birds 1 Canada, by one who has never bzen
anything but an amateur in studying them. This is the time of bircs,
Stud: and flc?wers. If e'vcr f"" open-air people need.ed to take inspiration from a
"“’tic); of thlvgs beautiful in nature, now is the time. We hcpe to make this

€ the first of a series by a number of kindly observers of what is beau-

ti :
iful in Canadian fields and forests.
4

T"fE relatively tremendous part which Canacda has played, and is now play-
by °”"9 more than ever, in the air programme of the world’s war will be told
will he who has made a special investigation of the case. Canadian air-camps
3 soon be occupied along with the birds’ nests. This illustrated article will
of great timely and patriotic interest. ’
»
CANDIDA will have another energetic instalment of the problem serial, Shall
Dart?:e Native Born Control This Country? The second instalment will be a
DN‘ta:LIar study of some of the purely Canadian phases of this radically im-
$e) subject. Professor Charles Richet has been investigating the empty
¢ problem in France and England. He finds that Western civilization is
ma:‘:::al danger from an unprecedented decline in children born and saved to
- Cand)'l.- What is Canada doing—or going to do about it?—will be the theme
Ica’s second article. -
HE : =
isg:e.mnd instaiment of Are You Going on the Farm? will appear in this
e; along with a special farm and field cover in colors.

0 WING to one of those exigencies that sometimes happen to copy sent from
withou:s ‘near the front as possible, we sent the issue of March 16 to press
the o knowing the real name of the author of Tommy Atkins, Fatalist. But
48 S icle was so good that we published it under a pen name. The author
the - geant W. Hartley Robinson, who went over as a bombardier, later joined

“"y.'il Naval Air Service, and is now at the training camp in Greenwich.
‘ ant Robinson was for two years a reporter on the Toronto Star.
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EFORE the establish-
ment of the Waltham
Watch Company in

1854, there was not a
single factory in the world
where a watch movement
was made in its entirety.

The plates were fashioned
in one place, the wheels
elsewhere, and so forth.
All the parts thus made by
disconnected and non-stand-
ardized methods were finally
assembled and cased somewhere
else.

But with the advent of the
Waltham Watch Company a

She
Waltham Watch

Colonial “A”’
Thin at no sacrifice
of accuracy.

THE WALTHAM WORKS,
WALTHAM, MASS.

revolution in watch making
took place.

One of the first results of this
Company’s establishment was
to produce better watches at
a lower cost than were ever
possible before. Watches
ceased to be a luxury of the
rich and became a convenience
that all might possess.
Throughout the past sixty
years, every gold medal awar i-
ed for watch merit has been
awarded to Waltham.

So that there is a meaniog tull
of significance in the name
“ Waltham >’ for any pesson
who desires the most depend-
able timepiece that moaey +an
buy.

“Your Jeweler Will Show You.”

WALTHAM WATCH COMPANY
Montreal

S5

et

]

Strength

Life’s greatest assets are Health
and Strength and awithout these ex-
istence becomes intolerable.

The Human Body, under the best of conditions, is a fragile structure, easily
susceptible to climatic conditions, over-heating, exertion, mental and physical

emotions.
are to be continually maintained.

health is to consume food which produces it.
health is that which contains Carbo-Hydrates, Proteins and Fats.

This subject requires conzlan: attention if health and strengih
The most sensible method of preserving

The food which produces
COCOA is

a palatable liquid food containing, when mixed with milk, a'l these necessary

substances in a formn that is not injurious to the weakest digestion.

For the

easiest and most pleasurable way to obtain just the right kind of nourishment
the body needs, drink Cocoa. KFor the best and quickest resulis drink Cowan's

Perfection Cocoa.

\ ’ Remember, for
‘OWANS =
2 CocoAa—

j s bk

brand.
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A skinou
.@c EoJouch
*
PAINTED BY®
PAuL STAHR,

How to get this beautiful
picture in full colors-
for framing

r

HIS painting by Pau! Stahr, the

well-known illustrato-, is his inter-
pretation of “A Skin You Love to
Touch ” It has been beautifully re-
produced from ihe original water color
painting. Size 15 x 19 inches. Made
expressly for framing. No printed matter
on it. Send for your -picture to-day.
Read offer below.

—

~ You too can have the charm of
skin you love to touch™

OFT, smooth skin, the clear glowing complexion
that everyone admires—these you, too, can have.

Learn just what is the proper treatment for your
particular trouble, and use it persistently every night
before retiring. In the Woodbury booklet, “A Skin

This picture with sample cake of soapr
samples of cream and powder, with
book of treatments for 15c

Whatever the condition that is keeping your skin
from being as attractive as it should be, it can be
changed. In a much shorter time than you would
imagine. your skin will respond to the proper care
and treatment.

You Love to Touch,” you will find simple, definite
instructions for treating your own and many other
troublesome conditions of the skin. Within ten days
or two weeks, you will notice a decided improvement.

For 15c we will send you a cake of Woodbury® -
Facial Soap—Ilarge enough tor a week’s 8:1'ea.tm<31'1'5/d
with the booklet “A Skin You Love to Touch,” m’ll
samples of Woodbury’s Facial Cream and Fac
Powder. In addition to the samples and booklet, ¥° .
will send you a reproduction in full colors of the =
beautiful painting shown above, made expressly I
framing. This picture will be very popular ; secur®
your copy at once. Write to-day to The Andr i
Jergens Co, Limited, 3403 Sherbrooke Streeh
Perth, Ontario. ‘ :

Why your skin can be éhanged How to get these treatments

The Woodbury booklet of skin treatments is
wrapped around every cake of Woodbury’s Facial
Soap. For a month or six weeks of any Woodbury
treatment a 25¢ cake will be sufficient. Woodbury's
Facial Soap is on sale at drug stores or toilet goods °
counters throughout the United States and Canada.
Get a cake today and begin your treatment.

Your skin changes continually. Every day it is
being renewed. Old skin dies—new forms. This is
your vpportunity, for as this new skin forms, you can
keep it fresh, soft and clear as Nature intended.

Is your skin dull, colorless?  Begin today to
make it clear and glowing. If you are troubled by
an oily skin-—a shiny nose, begin today to correct it.

A special treatment for
an oily skin and shiny
nose is among the famous
treatments given in the
Woodbury booklet you
get with the soap. Secure
a cake today and the
booklet that goes with it

For enlarged pores, try
the treatment givenin the
booklet ““A Skin You Love
to Touch.” With your
Woodbury’s Facial Soap

you will get on: of these
interesting booklets
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THE FURROW at

HAT concerns the greatest good to <he
greatest number just now is the
furrow that stops at the front door.
What this country needs Aabove all

things ig the man who will rip off his clothes
that cost $100 and put on duds that cost $4.60,
includimg the “cow-bite” hat and the braces.
About 4,000,000 people in Canada—ocounting
ehildren—have been deluded into the belief that
they don’t need furrows. Canadian cities con-
tain the best part of a million people who were
born on or very close to Lot X, Concession Y,
Tp. of Z. What amazes some of us is the fact
that a lot of men we meet in town never admit
that they know anything about a barnyard until
they get into a quiet corner at the club, where
8ir Thingumbob won’t hear them. And when
they come to find out, Sir Thingumbob was
born on a farm, and ‘in his young days pitched
Dlanure in a real slimy barnyard. Admit it?
All depends on the company. If it’s farmers, and
he wants votes—oh, yes. But if he wants to talk
Bociology, high-brow politics and art, the an-
Cestral barnyard is taboo. :
.Nine-tenths of .the men who read this paper
l“’_e in places that enable them to escape town-
8hip taxes by paying higher ones. Most of us
Wear collars every day, shave every other morn-
Ing, ride to work in a street car, and bunco our-
8elves into believing that a backyard dump can
always be made into a garden. The reason for
Our continued existence as many miles as possible from the nearest furrow is
u_“t Wwe may pay the grocer, the butcher, the coal-man and the landlord. This
Kind of lfe was born with some of us. Others had it thrust upon them. And a

e number chose it in preference to owning or operating a farm.

.A lot of people’s fathers left the farm in this country. It used to be all the
:;zlnon. The farms of Ontario were overstocked with boys; too much help for
E work there was to do. So, by thousands, the boys got out. Some of them

, 4T¢ doing it still. Toromto contains a large number of farmers’ sons who should
1‘:’r‘:na-ﬂjm'&wergad out by the coming census, back to the land. These men were
i d by high wages. If the Government expects to leave these able-bodied,
toghIY-h‘ajned farm experts in the factories, and send out raw recruits from

WD to take their places at a sacrifice of revenue, there will be a humbug.
There are three main reasons why anybody ever left a farm in Canada:
Ambition; Pleasure; Economics.

man-power census will

sy
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By AUGUSTUS BRIDLE

other vegetables until the stocks were used up and for making a large number of
men think they were too busy raising three bags of potatoes to spare time for
helping a born farmer haul im his crop.

Without a doubt, backyard and vacant lot tillage increased production in
1917. It augmented the actual smount of vegetables grown. It employed labor

! OW, the ambition of a lot of misinformed people is to own a farm and get
o :lild of water-rates; the pleasures of town life are a subject of argument;

“E e economies of living in town are in the category of exploded ideals.
htinThe retired farmer goes to town to spend his declining years and bis accumu-
% & money; and the tired business man who has made money selling town
to other people before he paid for them himself goes out and buys the

‘NZ?:PS ?arm, which he either chalks up for a future subdivision or at once
T rts into a pleasure park costing about $50,000," and classified as a model

he::ﬁﬂt)t Jersey cqws and squads of automobiles; who, when the time comes, will

ruit ofoﬁllas of airships. But the nearest these nabobs ever get to neglige is a
Yoy lfnen and a soft shirt, a pair of white boots and white duck pantaloons.
\all“ﬂt talk pitchforks to these people without ringing in economics, overhead
o Wi?:t stuff—transportation, average acre-cost, tabulated charges, etc., topped
k% & another cup of polite two and a half per cent. tea on the piazza. They

e front door, even on the farm, a long way from the furrow; and if a
. :::l'met should upset a load of hay across the sidewalk at the front gate in
Y they would straightway call the police.

; Nough we are after just now in this country is the mamn who will fetch the
throunto the front decor by himself going to the plough. The Government,
of its census department, we suppose, is about to take & man-power census.

not . When, we don’t know. But it is supposed to be a man-power and

hther Popular census. It will make no difference in that census what Church
the dmg“es to, or where uncle was born, or how old is Ann. It will make all

. ‘:l‘ence what percentage of the people—especially males—can be pried

much as possible from the jobs they are holding dewn to other jobs that

: %“ﬁ held up.

IRST of a series of farm articles written from
the town angle, intended to interest towns-
people in the plain, obvious facts of farming. Any
man who thinks he is likely to be taken by the

talks a stimulus to his advance towards the ranks
of the pitchfork brigade.

M. These are the big-interest farmers, town-born, who have large red barns, -

the FRONT DOOR

Where are these people whose occupations
can be so interrupted? In the towns. The
farmer wants them. He is lying in wait. He
has a large tract of land hungering for more
boots. The country wants them. The country
needs producers. Many of the jobs that a lot
of townspeople have do not produce. They only
distribute or regulate. Our main business for a
good while to come will be to get as much food,
clothes and comforts as can be to the greatest
number of people, who, in turn, are supposed to
produce every bushel and pound they can pile up
for export to men at the front who are thou-
sands of miles from the main bases of supply.

In this business of getting the mecessaries of
life to ourselves, and the necessaries of both
life and death to the men at the front, we shall
need every foot-pound of energy the country has,
occupied in places where it will waste itself
least. Wasted labor is as bad as wasted food.

Now, 1917 taught us a little. But the land-
slackers of 1917 were a large army.

1917, after two years working up to it by pro-
duction campaigns in the press, taught thou-
sands of us to buy spades, hoes and Paris green,

“and sow carrots for borders. The backyard
garden idea was responsible for diverting a
heap of money into seed potatoes at $1.25 - a
peck, and a heap of labor into potatoes that
sold for a dollar a bag. It was responsible for
keeping down the local prices of potatoes and

find this series of farm-

that otherwise might have been idle. The economic idea im 1917 was not the
cost, but the result. People were afraid of vegetable-scarcity—at any price.
The vacant-lot campaign overcame some of the secarcity, and for a time actually
kept down the price. What it did not do was to determine the cost of produc-
tion as compared with the results; the cost particularly in labor, which might
have been utilized at greater production. .

BETTER census is needed in 1918. The first charge on the labor-inven-

tory of the country must be the farm. An able-bodied man can produce
ten times ag much on a farm as he can in a backyard. There is not work
enough in an average backyard to occupy one man much of his spare time. One
man can look after half a dezen back lots. One girl can do much.

The important thing is to release as much labor as possible for the farm.
The furrow must be brought up to the frcnt door. Those who hate the idea
of farming will need to get over it. The fact that a man farmed once and is
now past middle age is no bar. A man who has never farmed has no excuse for
not wanting to learn right away. The whole of Canada is one huge farm. No
man’s front door can escape the furrow. No town can afford to shut itself up
away from the land. The call of the land must be heard—and answered. The
Government has as much right to organize the people for production as it has-
to require men for war under the Military Service Act. Food is the first of all
essentials. If we are to escape the full effects of a world-scarcity, if not a
world-famine, in cereals, vegetables, and fruit as well as in meat, every man and
woman in Canada who can be spared for a term of weeks this season to get
erops in and crops off should be requisitioned by the Government through all
possible existing agencies. No M. S. A. reject, turned down because of a slight
ailment or defect, should hide behind a snug job, looking busy when he is mainly
concerned with wearing high-cost clothes and keeping himself amused in his
hours of leisure. No retired farmer with lumbago should hang around. his town
bouse and be a slacker. No cigarette fan should escape the pitchfork. And
the country should not be bamboozled by tales of vast hordes of available labor.

Hordes of labor are not available. The army of adequate labor is already
encamped in a thousand cities and towns. How much of every town’s non-
productive bopuhﬁon not qualified for war and not necessary for munition-
making can be got for the land-labor, is for existing ageneciés to discover. There
are such agencies. Munieipal councils, boards of trade, school boards, manu-
facturers’ associations, labor unions, farmers’ unions, are all more or less able



to comb and dragnet the man-power of any town
for the purpose of supplying - labor.
should be lost in doing it, whenever the Govern-
ment makes it possible.
It is a case of necessity.

It is no longer a case of
The pitch-
fork slackeris as bad as the slacker from khaki.
Thousands upon thousands of peoplé in .Sunday-
schools® have - been singing about this since they
were children.” How often! What a lot of hymns
we have about harvest!

voluntaryism.

And no time -

CANADIAN COURIER

v“We are the reapers, oh, who will come
And share in the glory of the harvest home?”

That’s one of them. Here’s another:
“Ho, reapers in life’s harvest,
Why stand with rusted blade
Until the night falls round you
And day begins to fade?”
I;Iere’s another—even better:

“Hark, the voice of Jesus calling,
Who will go and work to-day?

Fields ‘are white and harvests waiting,
Who will bear the sheaves away?”’

Scores of harvest hymng have been- sung by mil-

lions ‘of people who never knew oats from barley. :

Fver since we were born we have been singing
hymns and songs about war—hundreds of - them,

when we always supposed the war would be’some-

where else.

But the war has come home. And the pitchﬁorl&
is standing at the door,

LET US SING THE SONG OF THE SUGAR BUSH !

luxury as they used to be in the days when
granulated sugar was 5 cents a pound. This
characteristically Canadian product has become a
necessity... \With sugar scarcity all over the world,
with -American beet fields under strength in culti-
vation, and with abnormal demands upon the cane
product owing to the non-producing beet fields of
Europe, the maple is coming back into more than its
own as a source of supply. The maple must be
worked. We no longer care whether it was the hard
maple leaf or.the soft maple that was meant by
The Maple Leaf Forever. The soft maple may take
the poetry. The hard maple belongs to production.
Maple syrup and sugar are the first crops of the
year. The harvest is in March and early April. And
the crop never was needed as it is now. The Food
Controller says that Britain is on a sugar ration
of two pounds per individual per month; France a
little over one pound; Italy one pound. The sugar
ration has not come to Canada yet. The maple can
do something to stave it off. We usually consume
about 75 per cent. of our total product of maple sugar

MAPLE sugar and syrup are no longer a mere

PHOTOGRAPH BY BOYD
”

and syrup in Canada. The rest we have exported
to the United States, who have sugar bushes of their
own, but far less than wé have according to popula-
tion. Quebec and Ontario are the two greatest
sources of supply, with odds in favor of Quebec.
Western Canada has no maple tree. A large part
of the middle-Canada product goes West; and will
still continue to go there—if we can increase the

productign in the four provinces, including Nova

Scotia and New Brunswick. But we must beat all
previous records and keep as far as possible away
from the slumps in syrup and sugar-making when
the maple ‘was only a sentiment or a luxury. We
are informed in a bulletin put out by the Dominion
Minister of Agriculture that from 1850 to 1890, ac-
cording “to Dominion statistics, the production of

~maple sugar together with its equivalent in syrup

increased year-by year, but since that time it has
steadily fallen. The average yearly production from

1851 to 1861 was about 13,500,000 lbs.; from 1861

to 1871, about 17,500,000 lbs.; from 1871 to 1881, 19,
000,000 1bs.; from 1881 to 1891, an average Of 22,

500,000 1bs. was reached. During the next decade

the yearly average fell to some 21,200,000 1bs., while -

in more recent years it has dropped to little less than
20,000,000 1bs. Even though a decrease in produc-
tion is being experienced the industry still bulks
large and with the more general use of modern
methods and proper encouragement there is no rea-

son why it should not return to and even surpass the .

high figures of the eighties. In the Maritime Prov-
inces the yearly output has rarely exceeded half 2

million pounds, Quebec turns out about 14,300,000 °

1bs. and Ontario 5,000,000 1bs. per year. :
It is estimated that this vast industry represent

ing an annual valuation of almost two million (101'_
Whilé

many of these operate their larger or smaller wood-

lars is carried on by about 55,000 growers.

lots preserved upon their good farms a vastly largerl
number take their sap from rough and stony areas
that would have comparatively little value if the
trees were removed.
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e::: to show that the
i Man' office 9
aften g icers are
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T HERE ic in this cemarkably picturesque photograph a mystery which the
' censor—any censor—might explain. How did these festive-looking China-

men ever come to be celebrating the Chinese New Year in so strange &
Place? Thousands of miles from Shanghai or Pekin, here’s a juggler, by Jove!
They must have carried with them these Oriental stage ‘“‘props.” No, not a
troupe of Chinese actors. They. expected to be away from home a long while

LA
;Chv‘inese Puzzle
di
- Life-Saving
Pigeons

CARRIER pigeons are’

not jealous birds.
They hold - no spite
against  mankind  be-
ca‘fse humanity has
taken to flying. In fact
thf“ swift and sure-
Winged messengers of
vwviatr have joined forces

h the air-men. They
:a'_"‘y messages whers
Viators could not tra-

S

though. Man to the lelt looks like Kerensky; but he isn’t. Which way did
they go from the home town to get to where they are now? Where are they?
Does anybody from Halifax to Vancouver know? Sh! This is what they call
a Chinese puzzle. It wasn’t made to be worked out except by those who know,
and they won’t tell. But anybody wise enough may find a hint of it by unravel-
ing the phrase Rwa nhcai re clddae. And Chinamen are good workers. :

Those

Gentle Germans
»

The

Tommy Waacs

soldier gets tired fight-
ing and doesn't feel
like doing his orders he
is put to rest in one of
these nice little pil-
lories. After which he
feels so rested that, of
course, he never wants
to do it again. Gentle
Cermany!

»

;Zte A .machine gun
N r hits “a pigeon.
pig;te long ago a carrier
thaton carried the news
b four air-men had
" forced to land in
an{;water‘ during a gale
help Would be lost if
ik Were not sent. The ;
i Were saved. Here
abouat carrie_:r pigeon
e to start ‘on” a
Srothage from his big
€r of the air to an-
€r one somewhere.

v

L 'TTLE photographs
o SOmetimes suggest
% Stories. When
Came British officers
‘Jeqe a.cross this gen-
ne°°k'_,"9 object in
sar‘te(;f the villages de-
they by the Germans

RPosed ‘up this

very humans

N the stage of hu-

man action we
have had the Lovers’
Walk, Pomander Walk
and the Cake Walk. In
this, one of the most
alluring posographs of
the war, we have one
of .the first authentic
pictures of the Waac.
These gentle abbrevia-
tions of the (British)
Women’s Auxiliary
Army Corps are a few
of those whose daily
task it is to bake bread
for Tommy. And there
never was bread baked
"by a Waac that found
its way to any army
garbage tin_ without
either a protest or
somebody’s blunder.
Waac bread, baked by
such women as these, is
almost enough to mako
life in the trenches feel
like the . exhilarating
luxury of camp life. A

hen a German

Waac crust is treasure.




exacted by Germany from her eastern enemies

should create a certain feeling of despondency

in those who have time to look only at the
surface of current events. HEuropean Russia at the
moment of writing is dismembered and impotent.
Poland, Lithuania, and Courland are little better
than German provinces. The Ukraine doubtless be-
lieves itself to be independent, but it will speedily
be cured of that illusion if it should try to assert
{tself. Germany has signed a treaty with Finland,
and Finland, too, becomes practically a German
province with a German king. Turkey’s Asiatic ter-
ritories, so far as they were in Russian possession,
ars to be returned to her, and Turkish dominion over
the Armenians is to be restored in full accord with
the principles and policy of the Congress of Vienna.
Finally we have a treaty with Roumania—or at least
the promise of one—by which Roumania cedes the
Dobrudja to Bulgaria, but is allowed to retain her
king, who happens also to be a Hohenzollern. If
Germany were able to give validity to these many
treaties she would doubtless consider herself to be
liberally repaid for all the losses of the war, as in-
deed she would be. . Whatever happened to her else-
where she would have won the war. She would be
master of [FEastern FEurope, and eventually
master of the Balkans, and of the routes to the East.

But Germany can not give validity to these
treaties, and she knows it. They will become valid
when she has crushed the French, British, and Am-
erican armies, and not a moment before. Until then
they are not worth the paper on which they are
written. Germany, with the childish credulity that
has always distinguished her diplomacy, doubtless
believes that the possession of treaties will give her
a certain status in the coming negotiations, that she
will be the “man in possession,” and therefore in
the most favorable situation for trading. But herein
she is mistaken. The President is unequivocal in
his assertion that there will be no recognition of
any treaties except those that have received the
assent of all the belligerents. There will be no
separate dealing. Germany must make terms with
her enemies as a unit, and not one by one indi-
vidually. Germany, of course, is incapable of be-
lieving that any of the powers could decline an ad-
vantageous offer, or shrink from an act of profitable
treachery. She could not do so herself.

The fate of Roumania is a particularly hard one.
She entered the war under the pressure of a Rus-
sian ultimatum, and in sending this ultimatum the
pro-German government of Russia was actuated, not
by the desire for an ally, but by the intention to sup-
ply Germany with a victim and a victory. The Rou-
manian people did not want war, and were ill pre-
. pared for it. Their armies had no real military
strength. Their artillery, supplied by Krupps, had
been tampered with and was nearly useless. None
the less if Russia had given to Roumania the sup-
port that she had pledged herself to give, the entry
of Roumania into the war might have been nearly
decigive so far as Balkan territory was concerned.
The Dobrudja was an open corridor connecting Rus-
sia with Bulgaria. If Russia had sent an army
through the Dobrudja to cooperate with the Rou-
manian forces she could easily have invaded Bul-
garia from the east and crushed her. She could
have seized the mouth of the Danube, and so nipped
a German ambition in the bud. A right-of-way
through the Dobrudja seemed the one thing that
Russia licked to be able to strike one of the heavi-
est blows of the war. That Russia failed to seize
the avident opportunity was one of the military puz-
zles of the day, and remained so until the perfidy
of the Russian government became apparent. Then
it was clear that Roumania was to be left to her fate.

A sudden flame of fighting along the western line
1s described by our newspapers as the beginning of a
German offensive, but in that case it was a very
weak beginning, and not of a kind to justify Ger

I T is natural that the lengthening list of treaties

- i8 no reason to suppose so.
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GERMAN Might STOPS
AT WESTERN FRONT

o
e

INDENBURG’S Boast to be in Paris by
April Ist, is as foolish as the threat to

take Calais. Demoralization of small States
and great Russia in the East, is more than
balanced by the power of the Allies in the
West. The voice of Junkerdom is a great
noise. But treaties with small states and
with helpless Russia are not valid, because

the West Front containing the might of

the Allies is unshakeable.

By SIDNEY CORYN
man optimism. None the less it may have been in
the nature of a feint, and intended to mask other
movements elsewhere, although we may reasonably
suppose that it does nmo more than indicate an im-
provement in the ground after the winter mud. The
German attack on the Belgian lines to the far north
was easily repulsed, and by an inferior force. The
British defence to the south .was equally successful,
although the Germans succeeded in penetrating the
line at one point, but they weré speedily ejected and
driven far beyond their original holdings. German at-
tacks were also directed against. the French lines
in the Bois le Pretre section, but these, too, were
failures, as ‘were other German movements on the
Lorraine border near Nancy. On the other hand we
are told of numerous British raids, but we are given
no precise information as to the sectors. All that
can be said at the moment is that these activities
were ng more than extensive raids, and that they
were unlfpmi failures. They may develop into some-
thing more, they may be the beginnings of a Ger-
man offensive, but at the moment of writing there
An actual offensive, if
it should conre, will be concentrated upon one point,
and will employ a vast number of men. Moreover,
the ﬁghiing will be continuous and on the largest
gcale. A true offensive would resemble the German
attack at Verdun, or the British attack on the Somme,
where the rival armies were locked in a continuous
struggle for months. &

I have always doubted that Germany intended to
bring a real offensive on the western front. From

the purely military point of view it is hardly pos-
sible that she should thus invite an inevitable and
But perhaps the military point of view
Of the

final disaster.
is not the only nor even the dominant one.

THE PEACE /4
'DUET j

By Norman

Lindsay >
Iin the Sydney -'::.
Bulletin. e
'

We Want—No indemnity, no annexations, no bad
feelings—Nothing, says one Kaiserite.

We Want—Belgium, France, Poland, England—
The Earth, says the other.

internal condition of Germany we know very little.
Germany knows how to keep her own counsel iD
these matters. But what we do know points to the
fact of a misery almost beyond description, and to
a demand for peace that is becoming uncontrollable.
1t is doubtless true that actual revolt is out of the
question unless it should be sustained by the army,
but there are other kinds of pressure that are nearly-
as formidable. If General Von Hindenburg actually
said that he would be in Paris in April 1st we could
ask for no more satisfactory evidence of a desperst?
need to reassure the public.

This sort of thing does not come from a confidence
in victory, not even in Germany. It is precisely the
course that would be followed by the military casté
confronted with resolute disaffection, and eage¥
above all things to be allowed one more chance be-
fore the. public shall learn how slender is the aid
that can come to them from the wheat fislds of the
Ukraine. Germany may be far nearer the inte
breaking point that we suppose. It is only the voice
of Junkerdom that we hear from the newspapers
the chancellor, because Junkerdom for the moment
is at the top of the wheel, and can silence all othef
voices than its own. But it is an oscillating wheeleT:
as we know from the Reichstag resolutions, from the
now frequent and unprecedented speeches of wary
ing in the Reichstag, and from the recent strike-
Junkerdom, feeling its hold to be failing, knowing the®
hollowness of its eastern successes, would be likely
to do just the things in the way of bluster and threat
that it is now doing. It would implore the people for 8
little more patience. It would be prodigal in its as
surances and its promises. By intimidation of its en
emies it would console its friends. Given the Te
quisite measure of desperation it might even decide
to “put its fortune to the touch and win or losé 165
all” in a western offensive. If the situation in Ger
many is as there is reason to believe that it s,
Junkerdom has no more to lose from a crushing
failure on the battlefield than from the approaching
Nemesis from its own people. f

1t is hard to see why we should be in any way un
easy lest Germany should win now where she has
tailed so often before. She could not reach Calais
at a time when the pick of her army and an enor
mous preponderance of her artillery were pitted
against the raw forces of England with their itk
equipment of guns. When she met the French
armies in the open on the banks of the Marne she
was ruinously beaten. Her tremendous efforts -
against Verdun accomplished nothing except to cre
ate mountains of her own dead. Her continuous as
gaults on the Chemin des Dames were beaten back,
and with an additional loss of territory to herself.

The story of her western war is one of continuots
tailure unrelieved by even the semblance of succes®
except at Cambrai, where she recovered a portion 0
the ground snatched from her by General Byn#
Why should we suppose that success may now await
her where she has hitherto met nothing but faitare’

But there i8 a single manoeuvre that she may per
haps attempt, and that would prove an embarrass
ment, although steps have already been taken {0
meet it. She might conceivably withdraw her nortd:
ern forces now facing the British and retreat towarl
the Belgian frontier, and at the same time attack the
French in the south. This would have the effect ©
throwing the British army out of action until they
could bring themselves once more into touch
the retreating Germans.

The pursuit is always much more rapid than
attack, and in this case the flank of the retiring
mans would have to pass across the face of thé
French armies on the westeast line, and thesd
armies might be able to break through to the attack-
But the likelihood of this is not a large one. Ger
many should be forced by her own desperationt 2
bring an offensive in the west it will be due to e
desperation, and to nothing else. It is an even
that we should welcome and not deplore-

the
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VE‘ST -dPRESENT PURELY PER

SARADIAN TOURIER

S O N A L _By Stanley K. Smith

T. JOHN, the Loyalist City, is

enlisted in the 73rd Imperial Rifles, at

proud of its veterans and of the

younger fighting stock. In the
: accompanying - illustration we
have splendid types of the two. The
old gentleman, seated, is Pte. Thomas
M. Wisted, who foughf at- Sebastopol
and helped to relieve Lucknow, and
the younger man, standing, is Lieut.
B, Laurence -MclLaren, an artillery of-
ficer who served the guns at Vimy and
lost a leg in an engagement which fol-
lowed. Half a century lies between
the campaigning of these brave men,
but it has been bridged by a kindly
teeling of comradeship which dates
back to the days when Lieut. McLaren
as a lad in knee pants sat on the door-
step of Mr., Wisted’s little coal shop in
St. John and listened to thrilling tales
of fighting with the “Roosians” and
the black devils on the burning Indian
Dlaing,
~ When King George came to St. John
In 1901 as the Duke of Cornwall and
York the two “comrades” were pre-
Sented together to the future King.
Thrilleq by the tales of daring which
he had heard in that little coal shov,
Lieut. McLaren, early in the war,

Sought enlistment and crossed with one of the early siege
batteries. He served with distinction and returned in De-
€ember without a leg but quite cheerful and happy and

Bristol, England. This was a garrison
unit and the young: recruit spent some
time at the Cape of Good Hope and at
a post in the Channel Islands. Volun-
teers from the regiment were asked
for when the Crimean war broke out,
and Wisted, with 600 others, stepped
forward to answer the call After
training at Windsor Castle with the
97th, the young Irishman was sent to
Malta, and after preliminary service in
Greece, where the king of that country
was in difficulties, reached the Crimea
in time for that strenuous winter cam-
paign before Sebastopol. He was there
for fifteen months under General Car-
rington, and was with the famous Cap-
tain Healey Vickers when that officer
was killed, March 22, 1855.

The problem of food supply had not
been solved in those days, and while
armies marched on their stomachs they
ware obliged to forget almost they had
such an organ before Sebastopol. Six
weeks without cooked food stand ouf
very vividly in the recollection of Pri-
vate Wisted. “Well do I remember

Christmas Day, 1854,” he told me.
«“We shivered in the trenches and our

Christmas dinner consisted of hard tack and raw pork
dealt out very sparingly, which, after all, we were mighty
glad: to get.
part without fire, our chance to keep warm was to wrap

1t was also bitterly cold and, for the most

Yeady to begin life anew. That he has made 2 good start
S amply proven by the fact of the announcement of his
eNgag-ment since his return. Omne of his first duties was
‘t‘o seek out his friend and mentor of carlier years and
SwWap stories” with Private Wisted regarding methods of
fighting.

The Crimean veteran was born a fighter in 1835, in Tip-
Derary, Ireland, and in October 14, 1852, at the age of 17,

_

W HEN an artist is a Canadian is illustrated one way
by Mr. Robert J. Wickenden, who was not born
in Canada, does not live here ‘and yet by some peo-

Dle is considered a Canadian painter. Mr. Wickenden’s
¢laim to Canadianism consists in the fact that he has
Dainted a large number of portraits of eminent Canadians.
Most of these are of distinguished people in the Province
- QuebeC. Among those celebrities he counts Cardinals
zasch.ereau and Begin, says an informant who sometimes
‘_mtl‘lbutes to the Canadaian Courier; Archbishop Casey,

T Adolph Chapleau and Sir James Le Moine. Who was

up snugly. For three months, however, we had but one
blanket coat, and this we adapted as an overcoat, cutting
three holes, one for our head and two for our arms.”

Returning to England in A ugust, 1856, it fell to Private
Wisted’s lot to be rushed to India. Hurrying to the relief
of Lucknow he marched 1,368 miles; men in heavy march-
ing order, carrying their own kits. .

(Sir Adolph) Chapleau? The brilliant French-Canadian
orator of an earlier generation? And was his name Adolph?

But mere identity of names has nothing to do with the
fact that an artist born in England and now a citizen of
the United Wates, spent a good part of his career in Can-
ada painting a number of eminent men in Quebec. Mr.
Wickenden was a personal friend of Philip Gilbert Hamer-
ton, critic, philosophic author and essayist. At the pres-
ent time a portrait of the late King Edward by Mr. Wick-
enden is stored in Ottawa awaiting acceptance by the
authorities for the new Parliament Buildings.

REASONS for PUTTING A BAN on GERMAN

ERMAN still occupies a place on the cur-
ricula of the higher schools of learning in
England and France, just as English and
5 French do in Germany, and this for obvious
y O,V-Sons of a very practical nature, in which neither
meﬁtnor hatred have a voice. However, .in the ele-
ks ary schqols of these countries there is only one
theg‘ilage in vogue, except in the higher grades of
L ower schools of the great sea-ports of France

\ Germany, also possibly of England.
DOS;? qu.estion now arises, Is Canada in the same
ion in that regard as England and France and
i rg:any? Unfortunately she is net. The reverse
‘Sreate iSage. I have reached that conclusion with
s ; reluctance, through sheer force of evidence.
A or .the consolation of people who think it would
8 udyothlllg s}:ort of a calamity to discontinue the
Shoutg 0% scientific German in our universities, I
e like to state that the clumsy scientific Ger-
Erm: not the German of literature nor the sp.ollten
o stn' For years I have advocated its abolition.
oa E‘lder‘lts would be greatly benefited by studying
ha nglish translations of scientific German books.
el‘mansmdents in England and France who stu'dy
ang Py and those in Germany who study English
2 :nch, are Englishmen, Frenchmen and Ger-
lisy t,)r FiSDectwely. They do not become less Eng-
Stugy, l\?Ss French or less German owing to that
i or does their patriotism suffer as a result

 Editor’s Note : Prof. Riethdorf is in favor
of what he alludes to as the ‘‘radical ban™
proposed by the Godfrey Bill on the Ger-
man language in Ontario. In a recent
editorial we took the stand, not for the ex-
clusion of the German language in public
schools, but against the creation of any
further facilities for instructions in that
language.

By AN RIETHPORF

of that instruction. They remain exactly the same

as their fellow-students who practice their native,

tongue only. On the other hand, Canada is a coun-
try of immigrants. In many .of our schools we find
a good percentage of immigrants or children of im-
migrants, whose mother tongue is German and who
study it on that ground. They are looked upon as
belonging to a separate and different class and admit
that much themselves. Here the German language
produces a cleavage, and becomes a hindrance to the
process of Canadianization.

But this is not ail; this cleavage is being widened
through the efforts of varied unscrupulous and un-
patriotic leaders, to whom true Canadianism is a
thorn in the flesh, and who profit by interfering with
the melting pot. And we must remember that the
teaching of ‘German in our Canadian schools must
needs be considered in connection with the use of.

German in our German press, our German speeches,
our German Sunday schools, our German separate
and private schools, our German societies, and what
not. None of these institutions or agencies make
for Canadianization. Is it therefore surprising to
find thousands, if not hundreds of thousands, of peo-
ple of the German race in our country who are Cana-
dian in name only? Is it surprising that many of
these people call themselves (Germans, although
Canada is their native country? :

Under these circumstances, I claim to speak with
knowledge acquired through a very intimate experi-
ence with and study of, our foreign -and more spe-
cially German problem so-called, when I assert that
the best interests of Canada and the British Empire
demand the passage of Dr. Godfrey’s bill.

There are those who will say that the bill in ques-
tion tries to interfere with the free exercise of the
language and religion of our Germans. To this my
reply is, that anyone may use German to his heart’s
content in the privacy of his home, and teach his
children at home. l'I‘he bill puts a ban on the use
of German in the schools, in the press and the public
places only. Thaus there is no intent of interference
with the free exercise of anyone’s religion. Any
religious sect or denomination may continue to wor-
ship as in the past. All their religious leaders are
asked to do is to use the language of this country
in their worship.
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R1GHT .
GREAT many people, especially at this
A awakening time of year, are reviving again
L the old query. When is the war going to
end, and what will happen to the world when
it does? Let us on this side of the war-thinking
fence admit that we are war agnostics; that we
don’t know when the war will be over and what will
happen to the world when it is.

Having got rid of that responsibility let us take
on one more important. We have heard a lot of
this right against might talk and we believe a good
deal of what we have heard. We also agree that
right is might—or ought so to be. We know that
civilization is fighting for liberty against enslave-
ment; that a sot of ideas cooked up by a gang of
ruffian slave-drivers in the middle of Europe is in
great danger of organizing itself to enslave the
world. A few years ago we should have laughed
at this. We did laugh at it. And whenever we got
tired of trying to understand the man-power and
war-map experts we fell back on the comforting
dictum, “Oh well, we're bound to win anyhow, be-
cause you see we're in the right and the world
either has to be controlled. by the right or it has to
quit altogether.”

Well and good. But suppose the world takes a
notion to go plump to the devil? Of course with so
many millions of good people in it and so many na-

- tional phases of civilization all bonded together to

boost the right, such an end of the world is impos-
sible: But is it? Let us be sure. We know that
gociety is built on the law of contract and a number
of other things expressing the power of groups of
people to reason together for getting along in the
world. But suppose a power arises that rubs out all
social contracts and substitutes the power of run-
ning the world just as it sees fit, whether those of
us who think we are right like it or not?

Coming to the point, let us balance up this right
vs. might proposition. and see where it Tands us.
We know that Germany is not right, and that we
are. We know also that Germany has might and
that up to date, after 44 months of unbelievable war,
she seems to have a good deal more of it right
where she want it and when she needs it than we
thave. By organized might, regardless of right, Ger-

many has added Serbia, Rumania, Poland, Ukraine

THE WISH AND THE THOUGHT.

Whenever we think the job is too big we can always

make an ally of what we call German democracy.

Why not try to revive the Dodo?

- FIrGHT ]
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and Finland to the eastern part of her slave states.
She has taken the top off Italy, disrupted Russia,
and still keeps a good part of Belgium and a part of
France. By organizing, but not organized, right we
have kept Germany from doing worse and have made
a friendly pact of three of the greatest nations in
the world against Germany. On the war map might
has so far beaten right.

Because you can organize might by force and right
demand discussion. - Any time Germany paused to
consider whether any part of her blood and iron
programme was right or not she was done. She did
not comsider it. Therefore in the devil’s name and
in a work that would puzzle him to do ghe has suc-
ceeded.

We call her state of mind unity. Germans hang
together like a gang of thieves. There is no other
way. Opinions are not wanted. Swag and the war
map is what they want. And ‘they are getting it,
while we act as though the war will be won if only
we insist that we are always in the right and don’t
neglect any essential item in the programme. Which
is precisely what Germany wants us to do; because
in so doing we spend a large part of our energies on
moral issues and being benevolent.

Long ago, at the time of the siege of Paris, Bis-
marck asked, “From whom do we learn such words
as humanity and civilization but from England?”’
Heaven help us if we forget either of them. But
heaven won’t be of much use to us if we don’t or-
ganize our right as thoroughly as Germany does her
might. It won't do to talk like Horatio Bottomley
about the race that never knew defeat and about
John Bull pounding the table with hig fists, dictat-
ing a British peace and saying, “To hell with the
Kaiser!” That's all very well if we have as much
strength of unity as the enemy. And as yet we
haven’t. Far from it. And it's all very unwell so
long as we stick to the notion that right is bound to
win so long as enough people are on that side. Let
us clearly understand that right is going to lose un-
less the peoples who stand for right generate in
themselves a foroe that beats down enemy’s might.

Are we doing it? Consider our own country. No-
tice whether the part of Canada you live in is really
organized for this greatest struggle since ever the
world began. Try to imagine that any part of Ger-
many is so poorly organized. Take particular note
of the person who in one breath quotes the preacher
as saying that the war won’t be won till every wo-
man in Canada gets down on her knees to pray, and
the very next minute declares that it's simply awful
that somebody should be taken for service now when
he was exempted only a month ago.

Plenty of people want to see Germany beaten,
but they’ll be as good as hanged if they will turn a
hand more than paying war taxes and the like to
help do the beating. These are the people who keep
the country from becoming a unity on the side of
right. Right among those who have long ago sent
their last son, and if need be will give their last
dollar or anything else to win the war, are the peo-
ple who persist in saying the war has no business
depriving them of anything.

Well, it’s just that kind of disunity and funda-
mental inertia that Germany expects to win her the
war. She believes that democratic nations are not
capable of sacrifice, because there is no power strong
enough and brutal enough to force sacrifice upon
them. She knows that in too many cases from many
parts of the organized entente there is mnot forth-
coming the punch and the will and the desperate
concentrated determination to win for the sake of
the right that Germany is able to put forth in win-
ning by might for the sake of the wrong. And until
every part of the vast ring of nations arrayed against
Germany organizes its actions for right as thor-
oughly as Germany has long been marshaling hers
for the wrong, the war will keep going to Germany.

The turn must come. Being angry at the Ger-

HAVE just visited London, after an a.b-i

sence of five years. Much ‘‘as usual’’ 18

many things!~ And yet, how odious is the
rush, the scramble, the roar of the main streets
_far worse even than in 1912, when I left
them, as I thought for ever, to find a little rest
in my last years. Modern mechanism has brutal-
ized life. And in this rattle and crash and
whirl, wild luxury, games, shows, gluttony, and

vice work their Vanity Fair with greater reck- .

lessness than ever. As I walked about streetd
blazing with gems, and gold, and every form
of extravagance, I asked myself—and is this
the war for very life of a great race? If the
Kaiser could come and see it all, he would say
—f "I shall conquer yet, for all they threaten
me.)’

FREDERIC HARRISON.

mans is out of date. They don’t mind it, and it does
us no particular good. Most of us would enjoy help-
ing to give Kaiserites their personal deserts. But
the Kaiser's gang are safe inside a ring of big gubs
and steel. And they will stay there as safe 38 8
whale at the bottom of the sea till we quit wastiné
our moral emotions getting angry at the Kaiser and
start something else. ; :

Plainly the pecple to get angry at it we are W

get any results are the people who are helping 0

keep this nation from putting the whole body PUﬂ"h
of Right in the face of Might. There are plenty of
them. Most of us don’t have to stir far from hom®
to find them. They are of many kinds. They don't
talk disloyalty or quitting or anything that would
get them behind barb wire. The most they do i*
done in secret. In most cases the worst they do 13
what they don’t do, and the way they hamper other
people in doing. $ :

Every man and woman that isn’t working at top
energy in the best way possible to lick the Kaisel
is helping the Kaiser to lick the rest of us. Th
war is going to be won by the last ounce,
crowd that put their weight on the war when an
where it is needed—and all the weight. Holdingé
back is the thing that helps Kaiserism. Half med
sures, cynicism, emotionalism, are all allies of the
Kaiser. The people who refuse to find in them:
gelves any power of organization for the thing thev.
propose and put it all up to the Government 0B?
minute while they abuse the Government the next:
the people who persist in promoting disunion and
race cleavage; those who say this is England’s wal
and that we can’t-suffer so much if it’s lost any”
way; those who believe in rations for England but
full meals in as many varieties as possible for Cané’
dians; those who believe that industry ought to be
concentrated in the war, but themselves demand
things to wear that cost more than they are worth
when they wear them; those who say the war loan?
should be met by the people, but must have fine
clothes and other luxuries for themselves; finally ™
those who won't stir themselves to do an ©
pound of work in a day—at home, when the armie®
at the front are wallowing in the death mire 2
fighting the devil for the rest of us. These are the
people upon whom we should turn our anger.

If a pan-German Thug-Bund can impose a spiritus’
unity on a nation of slaves and turn them int® 2
mighty machine for the downfal lof right; if €%
potism in the most brutal form ever known impos
wpon vast masses of people by means of terr
armaments and a lack of conscience can cement nd
tions into what the Central Powers have becom®
what hope is there for the rest of mankind if W€ dg
not spiritually organize ourselves so that the will 0P
the side of right becomes the power that shall strike
the feet from under might?

WHAT A JUMP!

YANKEE was hurrying to catch a sted
As he reached the end of the pier the
hawser was loosed and the steamer I
off. He sprang aboard. The decks were sliPP
His feet went from under him and he fell hé2
on his back. When he recovered his breath
rose and looked back at the pier-head, which i
by that time a hundred yards away. He lifted
his hands in astonishment and exclaimed, «Johost
phat, what a jump!”
Did you ever find anybody who had
kind of illusion about how we are winning the
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SHALL the NATIVE-BORN CONTROL ¢his COUNTRY ?

which are buzzing in my bonnet on this
subject, I want to point out a few
things I would immediately do—as im-
mediately as only a woman can—if I were given
the nice little easy job of reconstructing society.
I would impose a prohibition tax on all wilful,
. eligible bachelors over 30 years of age I
Would compel municipal councils to regulate
house-rents so that people with families can
find houses without paying “through the nose.”
I would have every public utility that has to
do with making a home comfortable placed in
the control of the civic corporation, so that
Profits might go to the reduction of the cost of
“Ving. And I would make it absolutely impos-
“,bl,e for grocers, butchers, bakers, plumbers,
et al, to combine for the boosting of prices.

With these littte impediments to home-mak-
ing out of the way—so Utopianly easy, isn’t it?
~let us come to the problem of what Canadian
Women are confronted with in the business of
Continuing to make this a nation of homes.

Of all people who feel nationally women should
be first. Nationhood and motherhood are very much
of a piece. Remember—most great nations speak
of native land as mother. Germany and Japan do

B EFORE I make any fuss about the ideas

ot. Maybe in the case of Germany, at least, there '

IS more than a verbal reason. Trace out the idea in
- Patheriand and see. It is not emotion. It is pride
of Propagation. There is no real femininity in the
German people. They desire, not that the mother-
land should influence the emotions of her children
8Mywhere in the world, but that the fatherland
 8hould gominate the world. So they have boasted.
 And the reason they make the boast is that they
take it for granted that the na.tive-borh in any other
Country can be German-inoculated. It makes no dif-
.t'jl‘ence who the mothers may be; so long as the
.fa'ﬁel‘s are German. The seeds of Germanisn have
- blown a1 over the world like thistledown. Such is
the fatherland idea. Mothers who have pride in
Dative-horn must put up with it. And after the
War see how Germans will spread their fatherland
Dationism clear through those serf peoples of the
Yast; the slaves whom they propose to give a place
In the sun,
We shal never cherish our nationism unless we
TeCognize the power of this germanizing idea. In
: IS connection we might write a revised version of
v‘he Old Woman That Lived in a Shoe; a fatherland
ersion; the legend of the king who because he had
8 wealth of his country in his own hands had 100
rlves and 500 children. That king could have
Ounded a nation—even without a country; a propa-
Bating nation that might thrive in any clime. Ger-
Many has the same idea but she has also a father-
d eountry in the centre of Europe. So—the Mas-
:‘;me Nation is determined to dominate. Here is
At the Fortnightly Review for May, 1917, says on

: ’We Subject in an article, Germany Against the
orlq .

.

uotge"many went to war to carry on the vast aims
. “ﬂcher Pan-German agitators. According to the
7 ings of the Pan-German League the Germans
ﬁlere entitled to dominate Hurope, and, eventually,
mwhw"ﬂd, not only because they were the most
they Zed and the most warlike nation, but because
_Were numerically the most powerful race.
Were (L8 the 84,000,000 Germans in Europe there
v ® 5,200,000 domiciled in Holland, 3,600,000 in Bel-
~""0'06 2:313,000 in Switzerland, 1,721,000 in Russia,
ot 090 in France, 100,000 in the United Kingdom,
000 o Part from this very composite nation of 34
i!'u , there were supposed to be 18,600,000 Ger-
'8 living in the non-European continents. As

 Were Gers were classified as “Low Germans,” there

01,000 Germans in Africa who eventually were
Teunited with the German Motherland. In Asia
_Were 131,700 Germans, largely “Low Germans,”

) be
fre

'8 in the Dutch Indies. In Australla there were

A
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supposed to be 111,000 Germans. According to the
Pan-German League there were 12,000,000 Germans
in the United States, 360,000 Germans in Canada,
400,000 in Brazil, and about 100,000 in the remain-
ing States of the American Continent. Altogether,
there were, according to the figures constantly quot-
ed by the Pan-Germans and other expansionists,
97,600,000 Germans throughout the world.

Of course these figures are exaggerated, but they
indicate the root idea. Wherever the seeds of Ger-
manism come up they are Germans. Motherland
passion for the land of one’s birth is not enough to
overcome the Fatherland tenacity of these people.
One fatherland is enough—so Germans seem to
think—to balance any number of motherlands. Ger-
many intends to multiply fatherland Germans in all
countries. Germany considers itself the masculine
propagating nation. All other lands are essentially
feminine—unless perhaps Japan.

What of Canada? Obviously we are the most
feminine great country on earth because we have
the fewest people for the room they occupy. We
can’t send out sons and daughters to other countries
—much; though years ago we did more than our
share. Germany is—or has been an overcrowded
country, like Japan. She must have room.
more Germans. Here? Not in Germany.

Well! Canada then is a motherland. She must
have more children. Obviously by only two methods.
Rither by birth or adoption. Those who tell us we
should populate Canada to the limit as soon as pos-
gsible—heaven grant them a safe asylum somewhere
—will remind us that by natural increase we shall
be many generations doing it. Our spaces are soO
vast. Our families so few. And it is, after all, a
matter of families.

UT why families? asks a modern social reformer;

perhaps the wife of the Premier of New South
Wales who in a recent article—so I am told on good
authority—recommended free love and State nurse-
ries in lieu of families. That sounds almost un-
motherly enough to be a German idea. No families
—unless optional. What then? One shudders to
think.

Between the free-love, state-nursery scheme and
the promiscuous immigration method of filling a
country with people we should not be long deciding.
Yet it is possible some freethinking souls will tell
us that the native-born should control, as against
the imported immigrant, no matter by what means.
If not by families, then by State nurseries.

Just here is not the place to investigate this. I
nierely suggest it, along with the fatherland idea
and the fact that Canada is essentially a feminine
nation. Thank heaven we have in the main gone
slowly in the matter of peopling this great country.

S we must make citizens of mallions

whose cradles were rocked somewhere
else, why not see to it that the cradles of
Canada are not used for junk-baskets in
the attic? ““While the brutal German 1S e
borrowing Polygamy from his ally the
Turk’ says Frederic Harrison. Perhaps
there’s something in it.

For .

After 50 years of nationhood since Confedera-
tion, we are able to count 78 per cent of our
people born in Canada. By provinces thus:
P. E. I, 97; -N. B, 95; Que., 94; N. S., 92; Ont,,
79; Man., 58; Sask., 51; Alta., 43; B. C., 43.
As time goes on we shall probably increase
immigrant percentage. Let us hope—
wisely; and with particular attention to British
and French. Fortunately we have a high per-
centage of British-born who have the mother-
land idea. Bleven per cent. of British-born by
the 1911 census. By provinces: B. C., g1 - MAD.,
20; Alta., 18; Sask., 16; Ont,, 14; N. S, 5; Que,,
3; N.B, 2%; P.E. I, 1
Unfortunately we have a low percentage of
French-born. In an Anglo-French bilingual
country we have fewer native French than we
have native Germans. Sir Lomer Gouin, Pre-
mier of Quebec, intimates that after the war
his Government will undertake French coloni-
zation in .Canada. Let us hope he will succeed.
He has no need to fear any rivalry between
Quebec-born and native French. His Province stands
far at the top among native-born. Scan that ad-
mirable Statistical Year-Book of Quebec, and see.

FROM that document we learn that of all coun-
tries in the world Rumania stands first in birth-
rate with 444 per 10,000—in 1912. Poor Rumania! a
land of mothers, now under the awful heel of father-
land Germans. Quebec is second with 375; Italy,
326. Others come in the order of percentage—Aus-
tria, Manitoba, Australia, Germany, New Zealand,
England, Ontario, which has 230. Manitoba has 305.
The important thing here is that Quebec and On-
tario are separated by a ratio of 375 to 230. Mothers
of Ontario might take notice of this. Mothers of
Canada will observe that the average native-born
increase in the three provinces is just about 300 per
10,000, which is a trifle higher than the English rate
of increase.

Over against this must be placed the death rate.
What we are after is net results. Here, as might
be expected, Rumania stands at the top with 229,
which leaves a net increase of 215; Quebec 162,
with a net increase of 213; Manitoba 172, net 203;
Ontario 125, net 105. So that the net increase in the
three Canadian provinces mentioned is 210; which
is higher than the net increase in Germany.

Why, it may be asked, are we bothered about
Germany, whose normal birth-rate is lower than
Quebec and higher than Ontario, and whose net in-
crease is less than the average in the three central
Provinces of Canada? Because Germany had no
room for more increase—and now unless he is
forced to give up territories he has occupied, he will
have the room. The increase of native-born Ger-
mans born in countries slave-controlled by Germany
will be preponderately greater than ever was known.
Germany will see to it that even half-breed popula-
tions under him become thoroughly. Germanized.

What remains? That every country now opposed
to Germany .must mend itself, rebuild itself by in-
creasing the rate of native-born and decreasing the
death-rate. Canada must continue wisely to import
people. Canada must largely increase the number
and the size of her families born in this country.
In this programme let us join hands with Quebec.
1 agree with the article in last issue of the Canadian
Courier recommending that Canadians learn both
French and English. In the business of keeping this
vast country Canadian instead of having it domin-
ated by conglomerate peoples, Quebec and Ontario
and all other provinces should be a unit.

And that brings me back to my prologue about
bachelors, spinsters, prices and rents. Here I must
stop this time.- In my next article I shall elaborate
a few of the main features presented in this sketch.
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ORIENTAL WOMEN CANADIANIZE BY EDUCATION

Dr. Ah MacWong

Now of Shanghai, Late of Toronto

UIETLY, unobtrusively, but with serene
dignity, Miss Ah MacWong took her place
in the graduation line that streamed across
the University of Toronto campus to Con-

vocation Hall in the summer of 1906. Several dozen
huge crimson American Beauties in her arms. testi-
fied to her popularity and seemed to impress on one
with greater vividness the dusky, calm and intel
lectual countenance. The class of 1906 was the first
to graduate from the new Convocation Hall, and
among its members probably none, since, has
achieved greater distinction than Dr. Wong. Al
though handicapped by the use of a foreign lan-
guage Miss Wong succeeded in proving ber ability
as a student oy covering the field from entrance to
matriculation ir. six months. 5

During the last few years a good many Chinese
women of the upper class have become interested in
the study of miedicine. Part of the reason for this
is due, no doubt to the influence of missionaries, but
more to the natural awakening of Oriental women
to a long-felt need and a consequent reaching-out
towards a higher development. Chinese women
have been great sufferers from: their quack medicine

men. Superstition has been rampant and the care—,

or, rather, the lack of it—which they receive in any
illness has been worse than negligible.

Immediately after she graduated in medicine from
Toronto Univergity, Dr. Wong returned to her native
country and practised for some time in one of the
Northern Provinces. Her work attracted consider-
able attention in Government circles, and she was
shortly placed in charge of a new hospital building.
She was so remarkably talented in this work that
she had added to her regular duties that of physician
to several members of the Viceroy’s family. Her
medical work, especially in obstetrics, has been
described by a Toronto doctor as “brilliantly suc-
cessful,” and many mothers owe their lives, as well
as their children’s, to her gentle and modern minis-
trations.

Only once since her graduation has she returned
tc visit Canada. This was in the summer of 1915,
and while here she devoted herself almost completely
to post-graduate work in Canadian and American hos-

WHY NOT SUPERVISE MOVIES FOR CHILDREN ?

Episode No. 5 of “The Kingdom of Terror.”

The thread of events which held that un-

happy realm together had firmly enmeshed
Robbie, and he would not have missed one link in
the sombre chain.

He was going along the street after a manner he
connected ‘with some of the scenes in the tale; in
stealthy fashion he dodged behind people and door-
ways, studying footprints' and looking furtively over
his shouldetr. He liked to imagine he was being fol-
lowed, and that he was putting an unseen enemy off
his trail. He had been attending “The Exploits of
Algernon,” too; and just the other day he had
started with “The Castle of Flame” at the Crescent
Theatre. In this last film the -detectives search in
vain for the man who is always setting the place
afire, but he was clever enough to fool them every
time, as the story showed.

It had kept Robbie busy that Winter,.following
them all up, these movies. He had to be at home
sometimes, and he was even obliged to go to school.
His father insisted upon this, just as his mother
determined that the stove be cleaned out every
morning. and the wood chopped, for a fresh fire. He
thought all this an imposition, but for the sake of
peace he gave in, and while he swept off the side-
walk, he shoutec¢ to Jimmie Slack, across the way,
about the doings of the Grand Vizier and the Crown
Prince, and advised him to follow them up, too.

At first his mother. herself, had taken him to the
pictures, but she soon perceived that the stories ran
through his frowsy little head, to the exclusion of
all elge.. During meals he showed her how the
Queen’s enemies had put poison in her bread, and

LITTLE Robbie Bettles was on his way to see
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HE first Chinese girl

to graduate from a
Canadian  Univer-
sity, Bertha Hosang, B.
A. of McGill. When she
graduated she went
back to her home town
—not Shanghai in this
case, but Vancouver —
and took up the study
of law. She is said to
be the first Chinese wo-
man lawyer in history,
as well as one of the
pioneer women lawyers
in Canada, the first of
whom graduated about
twenty. years ago.

”

—Photo from Francis J.
Dickie.

Bertha Hosang

Now of Vancouver, Late of McGill
: ; t 3

pitals. ‘Her ‘highest ‘aim is"to bring enlightenment

along with surgical skill and gentleness into the
thousands of Chinese womens’ lives which are even
vet often full of such pitiable ignorance and super-
stition. : Beopi B g

At present Dr. Wong is practising medicine in
Shanghai, her native city, and making a favorable

" impression on both educated Chinese, Europeans and

Americans. Such prominent physicians as Dr. Helen
Mac_Murchy, the Provincial Inspector of the TFeeble
Minded, say of her: “I consider Dr. Wong a re-

‘markable woman; I am proud to have her as a

friend.”.
»

Hanayo Sakamoto

Now of Toronto, Soon of Tokio
YOUNG Canadian visitor in Tokio suddenly‘ got
A’ a start when she attended a cooking class
for Japanese women.
“But 1 always understood Japanese lived on rice

By GERTRUDE SEMPLE

when he chopped the wood for the stove he told
how that same lady’s head had come off—that the
revolutionists had stuck it on a spear, and then
cheered and cheered!

So it was, all day long it seemed. There came
complaints from school, for he was woolgathering
there, indeed, just as often as mnot. Over the top
of his grammar he noticed, strangely enough, that
the teacher’s hair stuck out stifly about his ears,
just like the Grand Vizier’s hair. Then, again, the
schoolroom was changed into a thieves’ den; they
were making their way upwards, under the floor of a
bank where money was kept.

Finally, his mother said she would not take him
any longer to the pictures; that if he did not mend
his ways she would tell his father about it. For his
father came home late at night when Robbie was
safe in bed.

After the warning Robbie talked less about the
stories for a while, but managed to go just the same.

When he reached the corner of the street, this after-

noon, an older boy was waiting for him, and to-
gether they shuffled in to the common little theatre.
Nearly every seat was taken, half of them by chil-
dren. It was a damp, rainy day, and the unpleasant
moisture from without, mingled with an over-heated
ill-ventilated atmosphere  within. They sat there
devouring peanuts in a glare of light. On the stage
was an illuminated placard, ‘“The Pursuit of thé
Crown Prince”—and soon the pictures began. He
reappeared suddenly—after the tragedies of Episode
No. 4—in a tropical land, and wanted to lead a quiet,
peaceful life, but the savages who discovered him,

' stabbed by ten revolutionists, while picking flow

By KATE T. GCONNOLLY

and fish, and—oh!—I don’t know—vegetables and
pickles—and things like that,” she said. “I didn’t
know they had to be taught to cook them.” ‘“They
don’t,” rejoined the missionary lady, “those are the
staples, and, to be sure, all the women can cook
them, but nowadays, very few Japanese women of
the better class in the cities, do not include at least
one foreign dish a day in their menus. Many ©of
them have as much as a whole foreign meal once &
day. Japanese men, on the whole, are very fond of :
foreign food, so it is up to the women to learn the
proper methods of preparing it.”

The regulaticn Japanese diet being hard on the ;
digestive appara'tus, foreign food is used a lot—
especially in families where there is a delicate mem:
ber. Appetizing stews and soft puddings, such as
custards and blanc mange, are among the first
recipes learned.

Even in country places the women are all anxious
to learn how to make different articles of diet foI'
sick people, for no matter how nourishing hard
boiled rice, fish and such things are, they are much
too strong for a patient, whether foreign or Jap- :
anese. So at first, gruels, custards and light cakes
are among the most popular combinations. e

Several mission schools now have departments of
Household science with university = graduates inv_
charge. But, typically, the Japanese wish to have
instructors of their own nationality trained for th‘?sq :
positions. Consequently, while as yet few haveé
studied abroad, an odd one or two is blazing the
trail, and Miss Hanayo Sakamoto is one of these.

In Japan the ancestral name is a sacred thing, anfl
must, under "all’ circumstances, be carefully pre-
served so the only child is just as precious an article ‘
there as in Canada. Otherwise, who would carry o%
the family history and traditions? Therefore, Mis$
Sakamoto experienced considerable - difficulty in
breaking away from her family in Tokio last spring:
For a year she debated whether the wisest course
would be to come, and as she was finally persuade :
that it was, she is at present studying Household
Science at Toronto University. She plans to retur?
to Japan after graduation and teach it in the ¥. W*
C. A. in Tokio. She is taking the regular four-year
course, and has already shown prohounced ability in
many of the practical subjects on the curriculum-

m—

would not hear of it. They were Voodoos—a very
wild race—and they sent a wireless to the Great
Vizier that they had recognized the Crown Princ®
and to come for him. The Grand Vizier left at onc®
in an automobile, to cross the continent. Just as he
turned the corner and was lost to sight, the king Wi:‘
e

in his marble conservatory. There he lay preath-
ing his last, dying! Afterwards the rebels, 2 whol®
army of them, climbed into motor cars, and avd
they went, too, after the Crown Prince. But the

Grand Vizier had the start; he tore up -and dow?
hills, across rivers, through mountain passes, at #
frightful rate of speed, and after him went the de%-
perate band, who had determined to be rid -of &

The Old Way




- CTowned heads. On- the way they burnt villages,
driving the people into the flames. The women and
¢hildren begged for mercy on their knees, but they
only laughed at them. When they had destroyed
}luite ‘a number of villages, a fearful hurricane over-
. 100k the rebels, and:many of them died: suffocated
by dust. You saw them, rolling about in.agony.
Houri, the leader, escaped with a few others, and
u.]e_y'butied the dead, playing music and looking
Yery sad. . . . And so—on_ and on,’ and-on.
Robbie straigbtened up in his seat and closed his
€¥es as if to- hide the stage irom sight. . Whether
bggause of the bad air he had been breathing, or the:
heag or the peanuts he had euten, he knew not; but
& feeling of suifocation and nausea oppressed him.
H_e felt he coul¢ not bear it a moment lenger, and
With a gasp he struggled to his feet.  His one
thought was to get away from it all—the lights, the
s‘_’a of faces swaying slowly about him, the stifling
A, He moved slowly -up the aisle, through the
Q00rs and out into the street. ~Once there he re-
Vived g little, but he put his hand up to his eyes for
the flickering scenes still danced before him and the
8finning faces of the savages seemed to mock his
distregg,
His mother—he wanted only her—and frightened
¥ the phantasms of a bewildered tired little brain,
€ ran towards home. A few moments later he
. dashed into the house, and Wwith a sob of despair
th.l?ew himself, a trembling heap, inta her arms.
Bit by bit, he told what had happened, and as she
Alstened ghe soothed and quieted him as best she
uld, That evening while Robbie tossel and mut-
:ereq in his sleep, upstairs, his parents made plans
OF his future, helow; it did not include ths “Movies,”
th,at_llook of romance being closed for good.
untféw _yeafs ag@, the theatre was a place almost
known to the average .child. ~ Occasionally the
“hildren of, well-to-do parents were taken to some
Varticular , entertainment suited to them.. On or
ab‘l.“t Decembef 25th, they went to see, perhaps, that
delightty thing known as a pantomime. There, in a
qu of pine trees, spangled fairies danced, and in
Sv: distance, you heard thé Christmas carols sung by
011'E;et voices. You saw a pretty play by people the
: ti!irlx q.l'(fn knew well from their pic‘tuvl'ev books. Some-
#: €S it was Cinderella’s story that was told—a won-
Bleil'f\ll ball-room scene with the Prince and the glass
D?e"- Just as often as not, at the end, old Father
jiﬁrlstmas himself came riding on to the stage to the
&udg'le of sleigh bells, and distribute(_l‘v gifts to t'h
e ‘encef, 1t was very like a big family party, quite
‘,oult{eeplng witk. the spirit of the season and the
;ﬁ hful minds Qf ‘;he spectators—little girls in
Tilleq white frocks, their hair in pigtails, and small
OYS in large stiff collars tied in front with bows.
mAs for the children of the poor, the only amuse-
e0t provided for them in a professional way, was
€ old-fashioned circus. It’s approach was heralded
:;npiﬂures of the animals, and in large towns cer-
3 Vacant lots of land were known as the “Circus
Und.” It came once in three years, perhaps, and
1? c}lildren flocked to the entrance gates. The}f ate
&b: ice cream and hard sponge cakes, and whirled
: Ce\:lt‘ in merry-go-rounds. - Tllgljg weye_ clowns and
6rte'r bonies, u fat man from Borneo, and tents’ for
Une telling. What the children thougnt the best
gir:él Were the “wild” animals—tigers and lions,
ohg €s, bears and elepfhants—fsomg SO tam(.a that
. could feed them. A circus was held  in the
CSIMer, 5o there was plenty of air and sunshine,

r

N
%z ,7,? /3/

‘want amusement. after théir hours of labor. But

summer, if near the water, to swim and fish. Give

" ‘got back among the underbrush to browse—for the

* was nibbled to the size of a muskrat mound. Three

“days would be, along soon.

~ be poppin’ some o’ you into kingdom come, ever 1
) - catch ye pullin’ up my corn, I willsthat.”
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laughter and frolic, and Susie: and Jack went home
in the late afternoon with sticky hands clasping
bags of gum drops and ‘popcorn, tired but supremely
happy- : :

'_I‘héﬁ movies have come to stay, of this there.is no.
doubt; and there is this to be said of them—it is
the only form of theatrical. _én_tqrtainment - within
ljeia:ch of the po‘(‘)r,twho, like «the.resﬁ of mankind,-

why . include children? The average '_'c‘hilyd does not
ask for entert{linment. 'He wants to make his own
fun—to skate and slide, play bat and 'ball, and in

them plenty of space and children amuse them-
selves.  People are being urged to go back to the
land, to.settle on it, but if children are fostered in
unhealthy abnormal conditions, if the!r minds are
trained to crave morbid excitement as recreation,
what appeal will a rural life have for them? When
we read the records of juvenile courts, we see the
result of the moving picture “habit” among the un-
fortunate youth in big cities. Instead of children
being protected they are exposed to danger. If we
must have picture houses, let children up to the age to all such men as Jon. They kept out of gun-shot.
of fifteen be excluded, and if we must have them They could smelt him ramming in the powder. Of all

for children as well, let them be for them exclusively birds in the bush they were the wisest.
and under maunicinal control. So one day, cn Jonathan’s chip-hill, there was &

busy scene. Jon was shelling ears of seed corn,
rubbing one against another, and soaking his seed

SMO I g: I D R & I i—\ | corn ‘in ‘a solution of tar.
a,n “They’ll nowt pluck that up, I think,” he said, as

he scrambled the mess in a half-bushel and’ spread

Another queful. Ch_a’pter. in the " it out to dry om the boards. ‘“‘And the wire-worms
g Canadian Stpry of ; can’t abide the tar—drat them!”
) ah c-heaps wWere ¢ ;ing agains 1 ralls
Jonat’lan Gray s Woman l‘he log-heaps v ex.c sgxo}\m‘g gain t.ﬂ e walls of
" green. And the chip-hill was smoking. A huge

B y T H E E D I '_[‘ O I{ butterwood gum was smoking near an old crotchety

e, : ; apple-tree. Every now and then Martha  looked
Y the light of imagination and humoxr we can inside to watch how ‘the hams and sides dug from
B look back to the older Canadian days when the pork-rind brine were getting their coat of tan
Jon Gray and his woman Martha came out for the summer in that smoke-house. That morning

_of their winter quarters. You may have seen  she was the mother of modern industry as the frogs

in_a movie how the Eskimos go from the dog sleds piped up in the pools and the cows trailed away,
and. winter igloos to the grand drama of rushing ' slowly back to the lane to the smoke-lines to nibble
rivers and reeling Kayaks: It was somewhat so grass. Jon stood up and gazed growlingly at those
with Martha, Jon and the big family—all but two of cows! but what he said to Martha about them the
whom were kept home from school beginning with' young ones knew not—except that it was soon to be

the first mud until snow flew again. better time for milk, please God. The hens held a
~Jon now became a smudgy, muck-handed desper- ' caucus round the corm. ;
ado, and his two older boys little villains of grime. “Drat ye!” $poke Jon. “Ye’ve been stuffed on the

Above all things first in the springtime was to log  phoil cheat all winter. Why don’t ye lay more, then,
up. Plunging horses, boys and a man busy among  and not be lookin’ for corn?” : .

the slash heaps making another small field. Fire He also added, with a squint at a fine green field
that crawled and crept and gnawed at the wet 108 next the house-yard, “I'm 'opin’ ma, that yon wheat
piles built by Jon and the boys. Water and trees field doesn’t turn to cheat on us.”

were the enemy. Fire was the salvation. And day By “cheat” he meant the chess that so often

by day the small clearing of the Grays became a fgoled .the men who had sown good wheat and

heavy smudge of smoke. Down among the swamp- reaped what was neither wheat nor oats nor rye.
level logs where ditches were yet to be, the men and  Good farmers don't have cheat now. It was one of

the boys tussled in the dirt primeval. the characteristic ingredients in Jon’s time.

Never an April that Jon Gray did not make smoke Martha was mysteriously diligent. She had a lit-
and ashes of timber that would cost thousands of tje plant in active operation. On a pole supported by
dollars to-buy in 1918, and he never knew it. stakes she had a large open pot which she stirred

“Hist!” he would say, when the value of wood Was and prodded; now and then dumped into it parts of
mentioned. “The Lord made the trees, I warrant Jye from a near-by barrel on a sloping stand, and
you. But if we don’t get them down and burned Up  still more handfuls of judicious pork-rinds.

the devil will be after us when we’ve not got one Martha was making soft soap.- For the cost of
more field every year—every year! Heave ho, then!”  pothing but her labor, she had soap enough brewing

And up went another ten-doliar log to the wet pile  jn that cauldron to keep her washing clothes antil
that in May should burn if enough sun and wind  this time next year. Some of it she would work
came before corn-planting time. That five-acre jnto cakes of hard soap, just as she could make soft
slash to log, stump, burn, ditch, fence and plough  white curds for a meal to-morrow, and good, hard
was enough, God knew, to make men and Hoys. seem  heese for eating months from now.
to Martha like heaven-descended’ mortals for whom
she must wash and bake and sew. Every logging
day was death to clothes. And every day Jonathan
saw his very hungry small band of lean cattle pick
the trail back among the logs to snip at the first new
grass; presently as the green came on the hush they

Jon stood and looked at the brew a moment. It
was a grand day for him to feel the goodness of God.
Here were all things working together for good; the
log-heaps sizzling down to ashes yonder under a
lake of smoke; the corn soaking in the tar: the hams
browning in the butterwood gum; the soap brewing
and the lads sawing up wood, the lam‘!)s,bl’eati‘ng
after the ewes and the cows trailing back to the
bush lines; when a wagon rattling on the distant
road somewhere was like a voice in the glory of all
that thrift and industry.

Then the day changed to a vast grey cloud in the
silence of the clearing. An east wind churned up
from the lake. Rain swept over the smoking log-

. piles, much to the disgust ofJonathan. It drove the
soap-makers an? the ham-smokers and the wood-saw-
yers under cover. Martha clarped the covc:'r on the

cornstalks were all used up and the stra\vstapk

lambs came to the ewes of Jon that spring; out on
the stone-ridge field next the barn. Sheep-washing

A pack of crows swung across the open. They
chuckled at the men and’ boys makipg the field.
“Ay,” muttered the man as he heard them, “T'll

_ But he never could ‘snipe a’ crow with the. old - :
muzzle-loader on the kitchen wall.” Crows were ‘wise : (Continuwed -0on page 16.)
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. A Letter from Victoria, B.
N DE BERTRAND LUGRIN in a charming
* woman’s way describes what seems to in-
terest in the place she calls an Outpost of Empire.

two nights of it, accompanied with a nor’easter; but it was not enough
to wither the growing things in the gardens. It was followed by a
Chinook wind that brought a mild rain and some hours of intoxicating,
- warm sunlight, until now the snowdrops are in the bed-borders, the pussy-willows
grace the roadsides in their grey velvet
and golden tassels, the new grass is
thrusting up, and, in the warmest, tucked-
away corners of Beacon Hill Park, we

! BOUT a week ago we had our first real frost for the winter, two days and

broom. ,

First and foremost in the way of news,
it would be most fitting to describe the
opening of the Legislature, the second
sessior. of the fourteenth Parliament of
British Columbia. Its outstanding feature
was the introduction for the first time in
this province of a woman member, Mrs.
Ralph Smith, whose late husband was a
wellknown figure in Canadian politics.
She was accompanied from her home in
Vancouver by a large delegation of woman
friends, in fact, the chamber and galler-
ies of the House were filled for the most
part with interested women spectators.
Mrs. Smith’s desk was piled high with
floral tributes, and on her introduction she
was accorded an enthusiastic ovation.

The governor, who rejoices in a new title, and who has changed his name—
" or have the newspapers done it for him?—from plain Mr. Frank Barnard to Sir
Francis, opened the proceedings with his usual dignity. Mr. John Keen, the
veteran member for Yale, was appointed Speaker. He will have his hands full,
for the debates of the coming session promise to be fast and furious. The Oppo-
sition has been strongly reinforced by the labor leader, J. H. Hawthornthwaite,
straight from the mining centres of B. C.; and Mr. W. J. Bowser, K.C., the leader

" of the Opposition, was never in finer fighting fettle. :

Chief among the enactments to be brought down at the coming session is the
New Election Act, whereby party election funds will be limited to $25,000, and
an attempt made to eliminate the old-time practise of promiscuous contribu-
tions. Taxation reforms and a colonization scheme will doubtless bring about
some sharp, controversial argument. The Land Settlement Board is presenting
recommendations to open up vast settlement afeas, and to force private indi-
viduals who hold such areas to take part in a far-reaching co-operative plan.
There will be legislation introduced to enable the Government to undertake the
completion of the Pacific Great Eastern line to Fort George, and subsequently
carry it into the Peace River country. ‘It is hoped that an effort will be made
to provide immediately for transportation between the Pacific coast and this,
the richest territory in the whole province. These are the most important
questions which will come before the House. ;

As an outpost of Empire, marine matters and ship-building are questions
which concern us here very largely at all times, but especially just now. Our
water-fronts are hives of activity, and our one chief desire is to constantly
enlarge the ship yards and their output. Scarcely a week goes by that does not
see the launching of a new boat in Victoria or Vancouver. An order recently
placed with firms in the two cities calls for forty more ships of large tonnage to
be completed as soon as possible. There is no shortage of labor, and work goes
on merrily, though one must not_boast, for there is a rumor that a strike is
pending over the ten per cent. bonus. :

An interesting cvent took place the
other day in Victoria harbor, when, for the
first time in history, the British ensign
was hauled down in a Canadian port and
the tri-color of France took its place. It
was the occasion of the transfer of one
of the Victoria-built ships from a Canadian
to a French firm, the Societe Maritime

Francais. She has been rechristened

“Stasia,” and will leave for the Far East

on her maiden voyage across the Pacific.

From Japan she goes to Java, and then—

God be with her—to Marseilles. -

Speaking of ships, now and then there
comes sailing in through the Straits of

Fuca a mystery-ship from the East. She

carries & great cargo, but what it is one

must not say. But one may speak of the
boats that come from the South, with
their little companies on board of British-
born, soldiers in embryo, who come to-
British Columbia to line up with our boys.

Mrs. halph Smith took her seat in
the House in a bower of roses

Hon. W. J. Bouser is in fine fight-
ing fettle this season.

have found the first vivid blossoms of the

CANADIAN COURIER

AN ICLUSTRATED LETTER

ESTELLE M. KERR writes and dllustrates &
breezy narrative of how the world’s greatest ¢y
feels and acts in the fourth year of war.

ONDAY next, if no hitch occ
I hope so, for I'm having a
London, and it is particularly

spite of the food scarcity
conversation. Living at a hotel where
tities, can be obtained more readily,
realized to what inconvenience, and po
age housekeeper was put. With an app
sea voyage, 1 have eaten rather more
fast am I forced to make any economy,
sweeten my porridge, only one lump for
allowance of margarine, and not quite

p———

urs, we leave for Francé
glorious time. I do 'lov®
interesting just now, iB
Food is the chief topic of
food, bought in large quar
it was some time before ]
ssible hardship, the aver
etite, whetted by a long
than usual. Only at break
there is no sugar 0

my coffee, a very small
as much toast as I sho

like. The knowledge that
marmalade is scarce
makes 'me prefer it to

plum jam, and my wait-
resg tries to procure me
a little, but unless I help
myself very quickly an-
other waitregs will snatch
it from my table—which
makes me desire it tre-
mendously. In fact, all
this talk of food (the sub-
ject is greatly over-em-
phasized) makes one apt
to over-eat whenever it is

possible.
Some hestesses imagine
that you decline sugar

from kindness or patriot-
ism, and insist on giving
you two lumps from their
precious rations; others
insist that their guests
should observe the food
restrictions as much as they do,
than you are entitled to eat, will not pass you the cake.
two meatless days a week, but with plenty of fish, eggs and tasty
cocted from beans or sphagetti, they pass by unnoticed.

It annoys me that as a hotel-dweller 1 cannot get a sugar card an
little sugar to carry around in my purse in a pretty little box as house-
do! When I go into a restaurant I must take my tea unsweetened, and when &
the cakes are icingless and biscuits unsweetened, my childish love of sugar 27
returned. We are only allowed bread or cake for tea—not “and” as in the got:t
old days! There is no cream in London for rich or poor, and almost novbut 4
—that all goes to the officers in France! The men on leave say they want |
go back to the front to get a square meal. ,

Since sugar has been rationed there are no more sugar queues, a
as the new rations are in force others will disappear, but at the time
it is no uncommon sight to see a line of women stretching for half a block be
a butcher shop with several policemen to preserve order. There are also sma:
queues for margarine and tea. Nearly all the shoppers are women, there 9'1'9 &
few little girls, and, very occasionally, a man. Once a brigadier-general Wlthiﬂ
sick wife was forced to stand in line. The compassionate shop girl gerved b ]
before his turn came, and the poor old gentleman was nearly mobbed- SOI;
of the women go from queue to queue, and are hoarding, running the risk of fine*
‘confiscation, and imprisonment. During “hoard surrender week” people e
supposed to hand over their stores, but the majority of conscience-stricken p
ple preferred to hand over their supplies to hospitals anonymously.

and if they think you have eaten more presd
Of course, there
dishes 0%

d buy 2
dweller® -

nd as soon
of writing
for®

; T
E hear much of grief-stricken London. I suppose it is, but to a suanf: p

the sorrow is not apparent. The percentage of people in heavy mour? 00
is not so great as in Toronto—not that they do not mourn! One does not ® il
nearly so many fashionably-dressed women as formerly; but the shobs are e
of heautiful and expengive finery, and they appear to be fairly well patrOﬂ-‘zak’
The cafes and restaurants are crowded, and the gay medley of uniforms
them most picturesque. The English Tommy has a much smarter uni‘fol'ln th;
the Canadian; while some of the Australian privates, in their tunic th
Norfolk cut, have the air of being majors at least. French uniforms
The usual horizon blue is not seen as frequently as the khaki, but the
caps mark them unmistakably as French. "

It is not only the men who wear uniforms—oh, dear no!
infinite variety amongst women, from the little telegraph and post
ought to be at school!) with their blue coats with red pipings an
round straw hats, to the dignified policewomen who, are perhaps the
pressive of all. The burrowing species (tube and underground ticket couecﬂ;lﬂo

abou”; :

There 18 a8
girls (0
d cpildit

are also in blue, these with white pipings, so are the omnibus conductor Za %
khaki is worn by the huge army of “Waacs,” as the army auxiliary og':y ar®
. :

called, and these are very numerous and very active just now, @




‘thouge during the last raid, when it sounded as

n
= 'hdn*td they kept on scolding me because they said I

CANADIAN

FROM the GREATEST CITY

A WOMAN'’S and an Artist’s observant view of
: the details of dark streets, cheerful people on
rations, and women in uniform.

Ci}lling for thousands of new recruits to increase their already enormous army.
\Women are wanted also for the “Wrens” as those attached to the Royal Naval
Reserve are caiec¢, they are wanted for the Flying Corps and for the Land
‘::;1) 'J‘he' omnaibus companies are advertising for more, so are most commer-

€r cerprises Where do all the women come from? That is a question that
foreve, puzz 2s me.

NLI‘SE‘,S, nurses everywhere in the streets and yet the far greater proportion
:f)atth:j;n are, naturz?ll;). in tpe. hospitals. The territorial nurses wear an ugly
e dark grey with red p1.p1ngs, most of the V. A. D.’s wear simple coats and
5 : navy blue, the Canadian army nurses are the smartest of all the regulars
éOZtlinl:we seen, hut many of tlh‘e assis.tants i'n smaller hospitals wear charming

s of gray or brown, with floating veils that make any tolerably .pretty

<gir s e ~ p ¢
Sl 1ook 1ike a Madonna. My own uniform is still at the tailers. I am counting

S:;;Vflays until I can put it on. No one in “civies” looks quite right in London
n(ﬁ)l;d th\e streets. I never kn.ew ‘how dark a street could be till I came to
Btil) g There are dark streets ﬁm' CanadiarT cities—a Dblack darkness, rendered
& Londre opaque by the gleam m‘hght from a distant lamp post, but the streets
% mumtondhav‘e e% darkness a'll their 0\.\'11—-a blue theatrical darkness pierced with
Whils tﬂu e ot fll]ll orange' llghts‘, varied by red and an occasional dot of green,
e the slllftlng searchlights in -quest of enemy airplanes, make white paths
ally becoe sky As there are no pomts of brightness to dazzle the eye, you gradu-
Bt uS!fne accustomed to .the dimness, and pedestrians and vehicles n:ove about
o l)eual speféu. The light from the lamp-posts is directed downwards, and
the v Sef?'n from 'abov?, and Fhe glopos are all frosted or painted to subdue .,
Vagl\ely d m%cl'l vehxcle_} is I.)ro'wded with a pair of dim lights, but with such
oug, Whiisc]el.mble outlines it is a wonder that collisions arc not more numer-
6001‘\\'-&\-8 e v)hnds haYe largely been r'eplaced by black; there are no lights in the
rﬂnts, (.iogne\ en th‘:% .blg hotgls show little sign of habitation. Cafes and restau-
have s Wg ‘a thm:nngi blvxs.lness,. turx? a blind eye to the street, some of them
fing o 'part'0~1? OPEN in ta.mtly 1}1ummed red letters, but only the initiated can
Dolicery. .Acu ar cafe by night without the assistance of the omniscient London
an:
(11\130 f;‘st wallr throug.h the dark streets alone was rather terrifying. I hesi-
s :p 9nl§: .of the (hm- shapes that seemed to appear so suddenly before me
each-time tz;]msY \mto the night, but I ha.d to ask my way more than once, and
c°nﬁden(~e edm ce that answered 'me was so kind and friendly that I regained
city, . gl,e atn now would not I.lesmate tq set out after dark to any part of the
. grouzdl; my conﬁde.nc'e in the policeman and the underground railways.
Wit am-more timid. I feel sure that I shall never becore familiar

¢ ; . :
Bey nhe la.byrmth of London streets that twist and turn and are called by a
‘ame in every district.

tate

AH::EAE)S had occ.urred on the tw.o nights preceding my arrival in London,
one i .‘re people who wer(? expecting another
B tne L?lbht were gathered in groups gazing up
We lear: (}i’, but graduall)f a fog descended, and
- hade the next g:ox'mng that the German air
next e turned thelr.attention to Paris. All
coulg bZ the fog pt.ars1sted; sometimes the sun
ballocm bseen lonmg rather like an orange
itg Sti‘i, eloved in my childhood, escaped from
Ng. Near the river the fog was very dense,
Many ommibusses had to dis-
QSI:I?e s‘ervice., and the people
nightg aril of air-raids on moonlit
Deace ounts to terror, slept in

Centj

Sor
Ne  people sleep peacefully

atrOUgh the raids, or mutter curses
c‘)verfetnoise as they draw the (

tury Onst over their ears; others
forges the gramaphone and try to
- thl‘t' others leave London
hay, 7 € moon is full, and some
i g ixad-e their permanent homes
terpo, Qltsdlle asylum through sheer
Atieg , the raids. Yet the casu-
ople 1:9 slight. There are more
— avemed vearly by motor cars
n; 5 r'clge_of two a day in Lon-
19y I;anOuntlng to more than the

otal of ajr-raid fatalities»

Elee ctjlélmadia.n. war-bride was tell-
Yoty : 1at her husband and cousin,
0 leave, were trying to teach her to play

“ tons of shrapnel were falling on the roof.

Concentrate!”

‘adventures seem to prove it.

COURIER 15

Little Stories from Halifax

GRA CE TOMKINSON tells some of the little
comedies that came to the attention of work-
ers helping to rebuild our stricken City of the Sec.

it

" — \\‘\ \ 4 —_— 5 V

o

ALIFAX is being reconstructed. In the spring weather when every-

H thing everywhere speaks of growth and renewal the re-emergence of
Halifax from the sadness of its ruins is something that stirs the im-
agination.

Rehabilitation and Reconstruction are the two words. They cover, in their
broad scope, not only repairing of broken bodies and shattered houses, but also
inspiring fresh courage in sad hearts and listless drooping spirits. Their prac-
tical demonstration meets one at every turnm, in Relief Depots, Hospitals and
Shelters; in the long rows of apartment houses rising on the Commons.

The destruction was so universal that, at first, Reconstruction work de-
manded the -most strenuous effort of every available helper, and few had time
to realize that they were seeing history in the making, and even helping to
make it. But now that a little time has elapsed. the pace is somewhat slack-
ened and the strain relaxed. There is leisure for even the more unfortunate
victims to recall their experiences, or it may be, their own actions, on that day,
with some little amusement.

The idea of attempting to discover a humorous side to such an appalling
tragedy may seem absurd to an outsider, and even unfeeling. But tragedy and
comedy lie very close together in real life.

But no one, at that time, felt in the least inclined . to laugh at anyone else,
for all were alike. While one woman had rushed out in a thin housedress,
with not even a wrap, another had taken time to dress in full street costume,
with hat, furs and gloves. Those who had been-in bed when the crash came
were out in kimonas and bedroom slippers and only their night clothes under-
neath. Invalids, who had been bedfast for weeks and even months, joined the

_‘company, on wheel chairs, stretchers and handsleds.

1t is interesting to note the ideas regarding the origin of the terrific reports,
which, forty miles distant, were louder than the loudest thunder ever heard.
Many attributed the shock to the bursting of the hot water tank in their own
kitchens. Others were convinced that an air raid or submarine attack was in
progress. It was thought in a large school that there had been an explosion
in one of the furnaces, though .the janitor protested vigorously that he “didn't
put nothin’ in.” A number, particularly among the children, were of the
opinion of a certain old lady in Richmond. Though more or less stripped of
her clothing by the terrific force, she refused the great coat offered by a sol-
dier, saying, “What do I want of clothes when the Judgment Day has come?”

It argues well for the future of Halifax that so many of its citizens can rise
above their broken fortunes and make light of their afflictions.

The relief which was so graciously sent, and which brought untold comfort
to th’e suffering and destitute, also entailed a vast amount of labor. Dense
crowds thronged the food depbts, while the demand for clothing was no less
eager. During the first, never-to-be-forgotten days barrels of warm garments
stood outside the “Green Lantern,” one of the first distributing centres opened.
The needy were. allowed to help themselves from these, as well as from the
heap of old shoes, lying on the snowy sidewalk. The food parcels given out
were unwrapped, and it was a common occurrence to see passersby laden with
21l the staple articles of diet, and clasping, in addition, a flapping salt cod.

There have come in the course of the Rehabilitation work many stories. In-
deed every survivor has a more or less interesting experience to relate. The
man who was blown a quarter of a mile through the air and landed at Fort
Needham, does not tell his story half as dramatically as the south end lady,
who thrillingly depicts where she might have been standing and how terribly
she could have been hurt.

A steward named Jones, from one of the large steamers in the harbor on
December sixth, is convinced that he was born under a lucky star, and his
He was a survivor of the great munitions ex-
plosion in Archangel, Russia, where 3,800 Russians were killed; shortly” after
this his ship was captured by the German Cruiser Moewe, and after being a
prisoner of war for fifteen days he contrived to make his escape. He sailed
next on the Arabic, and on her he experienced being torpedoed. His most
hair-breadth escape, however, was in Halifax harbor. All on board the “Picton”
were killed with but one exception. That exception was the steward, Jones,
who found himself on dry land after the shock He was minus his wearing
apparel, though he had been standing on deck, fully clothed. a mioment be-
fore; but he sustained no more serious injury than a broken lez.
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“That’s the way to talk. 1 dom’t car®

16
R. and Mrs. Hopalong Hope
were discussing vacant-lot
prospects for 1918. In the

backyard two stockings, one

GARDENING DIALOGUE

how much noise you make, Charlie, a8
long as you don't yawn and pretend
you’ve got ennui.”

tea-towel and a bib were still buried in
snow that came early in December,
1917, and had been itself buried five
times by other snows. Not a robin,
not & song-sparrow had yet been heard.
Mr. Hopalong Hope was cynically
humming:

harvested b

“For the Spring, the Spring is coming,
"Tis good-bye to all the snow.

LAN made at Ontario Agricultural College to suit average sized girden.

The crops in brackets are late, plantea after the other crops have been
removed, which would be the last week in June or the first week in July, ex-
cept the radish in rows one and two, which seed is sown at the same time
as the parsnip seed, but, being very rapid in growth, is up and the crop
In row 16 the to-
matoes and corn are in alternate hills eighteen inches apart; the corn being
of an early variety will be out of the way before the tomatoes require much
of the ground.. The tomatoes are grown on stakes to a single stem.

efore the parsnips are requiring 2nd room.

“Bosh, I'm full of it. I wish the back
yarG was all cemented over. I think r
run a hedge across it and hide it.”

“And look at it from the upstai’®
windows. Oh, no. You'll have a T
garden this year. I’ll help you.”

“Because youwre a woman and never
profit by experience. Because YOU
dor’t get fired up like I did once ovel
a bally back yard wanting to make it
blossom as the rose. I'm done With

Yes, I know it, for the swa-a-alows = .

Have come ba-ack to tell me so.” i

being a poet of production. I don’t car®

what any town did with vacant lot&

Let'm do it all over again if they like it

A cock-sparrow cheeped at the win-

dow. “You darn little air-rat!” hissed

Me for the plough-lands.”

the man. “Why don’t you migrate and

“But youw're such a profiteer by X

forget the road back? What’s that

¥
perience, why not practise a little of it’

Avoid 1917’s mistakes and get ahead

yov’re reading, Mary?” .

“] see that the Fort William Garden

by 1917’s succ &

“Oh, bosh! There wasn’t any!”

Lots Association raised $42,000 worth

of vegetables last year,” said Mrs. H.

“If you want to go on a farm, I won't

gtop you. But dig up the yard and get

“Isn’t it splendid?” : : 5 3 ;
“At wh:t cost?” growled Mr. H. H. 1' Pax;spt:x?ts CRudinhy, - rows . 5 L. & 1"3;:1'\“ ;::;.Lage {Celexy), rows 18 it in shape before you do. I'll plant it
“What does it matter? I daresay it 2 Parsnips (Radish), rows 1 ft. 9. Lettuce (Late Carrots), rows 18 and hoe it. Look—here’s a plan for ;

didn’t cost more than a thousand dol- apart. ins. apart. : plot. The O. A. C. got this out.

lars or so—outside of the labor.” i 8$°n Sszgg rows i ﬁ ap:;tt: 10. Ea;ly;tPeas (Late Cabbage), Tows Jooks too simple for argument. BU

“ 3 on , TOWS a 5 ”

“I'll admit that a town may do a g0od g opion Sets (Late Cadbager. fowes Al Bosns ety o B apast, DoreE What 1t sapr oA
thing by adding $42,000 worth of vege- 1 ft. apart. 12 Potatoes, rows 2 ft. apart. “Oh, looks like a lot of telegrd
tables to the total amount raised,” 6. Early Beets and Carrots, rows 1 13. Potatoes, rows 2 ft. apart. wires. What’s this dope?”
went on Mr. H. H. who was sparring ft. apart. ' 14. Potatoes, rows 2 ft. apart. Together they read, mark and i

7. Lettuce (Late Beets), rows 1 ft. 15. Potatoes, rows 2 ft. apart. wardly digest—as- per the garden-plot

for time to be released from the neces-
gity of gardening a backyard in 1918.
“A lot of vacant lots eating their heads off in taxes
should produce something. But I've no enthusiasm
for it this year. I think I'll leave home and go on
a real farm.”

“Indeed, youll not. What should I do?”

“Operate the backyard brick-yard, my dear.”

*“Oh, no, that’s too tiresome.”

“Well, my labor’s too valuable to be wasted on a
25 by 40 patch of plaster and broken bricks.”

“I thought you got them all out?”

“] did. But they keep coming up. A backyard
isn’t the same as a vacant lot. A backyard isn't
vacant.”

apart.

“You’re losing your grip, Charlie.”

“] am. A backyard that joined up with a pack of
bad weather to fool me in 1917 isn’t likely to find
me pranking round in the role of a Poet and Peasant
this year. No, thanks. I had too much experience
with potato bugr that even Paris green wouldn’t kill,
glugs by the million that ate my turnips, cold raine
that took the life out of my onions, and heavy rains
that sent my potatoes into a jungle of five-foot tops
that refused to blossom and produced 50 per cent

‘ rotten potatoes—from seed that cost me at least a

dollar a peck!” he shouted indignantly.
Mrs. H. laughed with exasperating sweetness.

Ié. Tomatoes and Corn, rows 2 ft. apart

diagram above.

“We see,” said Charlie.
ness these rows are supposed to run
south. Why?”

“Why—get the sunlight straight up betweein the
rows so that the foliage won’t shade the ground %09
much, I daresay.”

«wand it's all on the rotation plan, a little of tbl*
now and something also a week later. All in & two
by-four plot. Oh, no, it’s too much like fancy WO
for my feet. I think I'd prefer the ten acre ﬂ“‘t,

No doubt hundreds of men who read this womal?
soction of the Canadian Courier are debatimg {B%
subject in the spring of 1918.

“By the sun-dial bust
north 8n¢

%

Another Hopeful

soap-cauldron and let the fire dwindle.
Sheep and lambs went to the shed.

Chapter of Jonathan Gray’s Woman

CONTINUED FROM PAGE 13.

Not for such a woman as Marth?
to fear the woods by night, eveD 2
the wet, as she picked her way

The birds chattered into silence. The
clearing was a vast web of smoke and
rain and mystic bush walls full of frogs in the dusk
as the cattle came slowly and stolidly up the lane,
up to the shed where the little nibble of stack was
left. Jon saw them first. And he started.

“Ma,” he said, as he poked his head in at the
kitchen, “that crinkle-’orn cow—I told you so-”

“Not come up, Jon? Surely!”

“Surely!” he repeated. “She’s nowt with the
others. She’s stayed be’ind—in the buosh.”

He spoke sadly and went about his chores. At
supper nought but the missing cow was talked about.
[t was early yet for cattle to be getting lost in the
bush. »

“She never should have been let to go,” said Jon.
“] knowed it. But ’twas so bright a morning, and it
was gude to ’'ave ’er nip the new grass.”

About the stove the young ones whispered of the
crinkle-horn cow. It was a mystic grey ending to a
day of riotous works on the land. If it should rain
long, as Jon said, they would be late getting the
new log-field ploughed and ditched for the corn; and
there was fencing yet to do. Not an idle moment
could any of them afford, if corn-ears were to come
on that new field next the bush that year.

Nevertheless, there was a certain joy in Jon’s

" gloom as he flung on his smock after supper; and
gaid he must be going on a journey and might not
be back until morning as he thought. g

Which was a cause of great mystery to all the
young ones.

“We've a little more milk this night, Jon,” said
Martha as the pail came in.

“Ay, ay, it's the grass nips does it,” he said.
#Please God we’ll 'ave more soon—I ’ope so.”

Then he askea for a little pack of salt which he :

stuck into his pocket and he was gone.

“Where’s dad, mother?” said one or another of the
lads before bed-time.

“Gone to find the crinkle-horn cow,”
“And I'm thinking he’ll be a long while gone.
knows?”

Who knew, indeed? Such things were beyond the

ken of mortals. But there was goon to be more milk.
More milk! :
* And they went to bed, for every lad must be up
bright and early in the morning, when sun and wind
might send them to the big work again. But what
did dad want the salt for? They asked ome another,
but none of them knew.

In the silent house no sound but the drip-drip of
the eaves as Martha sewed diligently by lamplight
at a pair of overalls needed in the log-field. And in
the silence of her soul she was thinking of her man
Jon wherever he might be. Alone in the bush by
night after the crinkle-horn cow.

The clock hands crawled to midnight.
The rain now was but a drizzle. Martha looked out.
Never a sound but the sizzle of the rain on all things.

And none of the children knew when Martha
pulled on a pair of old leg boots belonging to Jon,
over her shoulders an old smock, and with the other
lantern— the old tin one with the candle ingide—
wended her way from the house, back the lane into
the smudgy wilderness of the smoking, rain-swept
log-piles, on and on, till she came to the wet and
pattering bush where the elm tops of last year’s
log-haul cluttered the way.

she said.
Who

No Jon .

among the piping frogpools and
underbrush, back and back into the thick of fB°
uncut trees on the trail of Jon and his crinkle-bo™
cow. Jon had not asked her to come. Indeed, =
might be angry. But what of that? More >
And why should he be alone?

Once she lifted her head and cailed into the v8#!
and solemn spaces of the bush.

“W-—hoo, Jon! Wahoo!”

Did he hear her? What sound? Was it bat ¢
echo? Or some beasts far back yonder—no, it never
could be just a beast.

But there was no answer.

She saw no light.

She crept on and on, stopping every little while *°
listen in the wet patter of the bush. Wet to o
skin she was. And so must Jon be.

“Wahoo!” the echo startled her.

*0 then! O’s that? Boomed a vuice

“It’s me, Jon. Where——7?"

The smashing of twigs and the low mooing of ;
cow stopped her voice. She held up the tin-bo
lantern.

Out of the wet and the leaves of the great tro®*
came the man—a stirange primeval man on whos®
great shoulders lay’ a calf; the legs of it were
with basswood bark, and it was surely alive.

“Ig it—all well, Jon?” she asked of him as be &40
smashing up to the knoll where she stood, while 15
crinkle-horn cow came trailing close behind- c"u‘j

“Ay,” he said from the wet. “It's a beauty ' B
but the old fool went.’'sct & mile be'ind. the CHeSEER
to ’ave it—and in sech a rain! But we’ll 'ave
milk to-morrow. More milk!” :
(To be continued.)
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Our Tidal Wave of Sobriety
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Crime Psychology in Russia

North American Review
* i

The Leave Club in Paris
London Daily Mail

HEN the Canadian Inter-Provincial Prohi-

bition Act, under which it will be illegal to

transport liquor from one province to an-

other, goes into effect on April 1 next,
Says the Christian Science Monitor, the Dominion
Wwill have taken its penultimate step toward that na-
tional prohibition which is coming to be one of the
Imperative demands of the war everywhere. Can-
ada has made tremendous strides, during the past
few years, toward complete liberation in this direc-
tion. Led by the little Province of Prince Edward
Island, which has had prohibition for many years,
the other provinces have been steadily coming into
line, ever since the war broke out. In 1915 the Prov-
ince of Alberta decided, by referendum, to in-
augurate province-wide prohibition the following
Year. The year 1916 was a memorable one in the
history of the movement in Canada, for Manitoba,
S&Skatchewan, Ontario, Nova Scotia, and New Bruns-
Wick were added to the prohibition list. British Co-

* lumbia reached a similar decision last year, and,

Within the last few weeks, the Legislative Assembly
of Quebec has passed a prohibition bill, which pro-
‘Vides for the establishment of province-wide prohi-
bition on May 1 of next year. When this measure
becomes an act, as it seems certain to become in the
Bear future, there will have been removed the last
Obstacle to the establishment of prohibition through-
Out the Dominion from the Atlantic to the Pacific.
As the Hon. W. N. Rowell, president of the Privy
Council, put it, “Canada will become bone dry on
May 1, 19197 :

Already, from all parts of Canada, there comes the
Same gtory., Prince Edward Island records, without
80y surprise, that her jails are practically empty;

that her poorhouses have no inmatés, and that petty

Time is g0 rare an occurrence that there is nothing
{or the police magistrate to adjudicate upon. In
::nltoba, where prohibition has been in force only

O years, we are told that business men would not
Laye the liquor back at any price. Storekeepers
SPeak of increased business; recent statistics show

- % Temarkable lessening in crime of all kinds; the

ﬁmkct of a prison farm, which had been decided on,
lt“ been abandoned, and, most remarkable of all,
hag recently been found necessary to hire labor

10 do the ordinary work about the police courts.

Canada s the first of the world’s greater demo-
Although
?l:d‘:‘fl"s ukase of the autumn of 1914, abolishing
T In Russia, resulted in a practical demonstra-
e of the value of prohibition, it was of compara-
¥ little value as a waymark of human progress.
thec‘nldl, it is the.people who have been debating
Question, on all occasions, during the past years.
°Y have dealt with it in a truly democratic way,
;"t:mm by province, until now, when the feeling
® nation is beyond all question, the Federal Gov-
“Otabexnt has gathered up the loose ends, and, by its
Prom, i: Order in Council of last December and the
\ ® of legislation in the near future, has placed
ada well in the van of progress.

”»

I’ S it realiged, asks a correspondent of The Times,
that the warlike game of chess has had some in-
da:“enc.e on the war? Many generals who have
g their names immortal in history have been
. ' Chessplayers. Four thousand or 5,000 years

g0.
ﬂfl"anschess was the war game of the Persians, In-

“th (}' Babylonians, and Chinese; it was played by
o e€ks during the wearisome 10 years’ siege of

Centuries ago a Chinese general recommended
& mental exercise which would help students of
®8Y to develop their talents for leadership when

'f%n Me should come for them to command soldie

3 t!le battlefields of Manchuria. :
ey is adm'itte’dly a scientific game; it is strategi-

*lish chess clubs were on the increase.

cal and mathematical, and although it tu:es the in-
tellect, it rests the brain at the same time by
eliminating from it every thought except the thought
of the moment. In England chess is not a popular
pastime—more is the pity—though we may pride
ourselves on turning out a Blackburne, a Burn, and
one or two other masters. But before the war Eng-
Germany
oifers a great contrast. There the male adult who
has not some elementary knowledge of the game is
the exception. Picture, for instance, a railway sta-
tion, with its conglomerate mass of luggage, passen-
gers, officials, the arrival of the train, the pande-
monium of meetings and ‘“good-byes” and “welcom-
ings.” At a small round table on the platform are
seated an English traveller and the gold-braided
German station-master deeply engrossed in chess.
It is the German’s move, and until he has analyzed
the position and played, the train must wait.

The similarity of chess to war 1is start-
ling; rename the pawn, call him an infantryman;
then shall we say the bishop represents the cavalry;
the knight, the light guns; the castle, he of course,
must stand for the heavy howitzer. What about the
king and queen? Let the king remain the king, the
States, and the country—in short, what we are fight-
ing for. The queen, she is the general staff, or the
very fount from which issue the plans for victory.

Are the statesmen and diplomatists who guide,
during war time, the ships of State in the belliger

ent countries as good chess players as the generals?

At any rate, Mr. Bonar Law is a fine, keen player,
and several other politicians and Ambassadors know
the pleasures and usefulness of the game. The late
Baron Marschall was a skilful player. He played
chess and evolved the idea of the Baghdad Railway.
L

OT long ago there was an amazing item in the
N despatches telling how a purse supposedly lost

in a Russian railway carriage caused the in-
stant butchery of three Russians by other Russians.
The last of the three bu:chered was the woman who
thought she had lost the purse, but afterwards found
it under a cushion. Soldiers at once tore the clothes

o
a

&L

; , A -
: b5y

The Artillery-man’s Nightmare.
(From Cartoons Magazine.)

from her, subjected her to all kinds of indignities
and stabbed her in the back. From which we infer
that ferocity of the incalculable brutal type does
not all belong to Germany. And it is by reading
such an illuminative article as Dostoiefsky’s Mystical
Terror, by Charles Gray Shaw, in a recent contem-
porary, that we find how essentially barbaric a great
writer can make the souls of his fellow-countrymen.

According to Dostoiefsky’s calculation, and in his
own language, says the writer, man is a “diamond
set in the dirty background of life.” In his mystie
intuition of life, Dostoiefsky could behold nothing
between the black, barren earth, and the endless
shining of the sky. “It has always been a mystery
to me,” says he, “and I have marvelled a thousand
times at that faculty in man (and in the Russian,
1 believe, more especially) of cherishing in his soul
his loftiest ideal side by side with the most abject
baseness, and all quite sincerely.”

Catalogue the characters which move about in the
romances of this Slavonic apostle, and you will find,
never a human being, but always an animal or an
angel. “Strong natures, says he, “often find it dif-
ficult to bear tthe burden of their own strength.”
According to his amiable psychology of strength,
everybody loves crime. His strong man turns to
crime to cleanse his soul of the sense of power whose
super-abundance has become a burden to him. In
this spirit, Rogozhin, in “The Idiot,” with a garden-
knife slays a family of six for the sake of killing
them, from which act of disinterested deviltry he
turns to the murder of his beautiful bride.

In this novelist’s depicture of Rogozhin the Idiot
we may find the explanation of the woman’s purse
and the triple butchery recorded in the despatches.

”

OW many people in Canada have sons who
H have been members of .the ILeave Club in

Paris? Probably a great many, ii one may
credit the statement of F. G. Falla in the London
Daily Mail.

Out in the great rain-swept Place de la Republique,
says Mr. Falla, little knots of khaki-clad men shelter-
ing from the December drizzle under the glass mar-
quise. All around one every accent of the British
Empire. Thrown together by the great welter, men
born thousands of miles apart, of the same clear-
eyed, clean-tempered race, are here in the very heart
and middle of Paris, with the heroic figure of Liberty
looking down upon them.

Justice, a vision of an immense staircase mount-
ing skywards and ending in a great painting of the
Union Jack. Opening out on each side of the stair-
case reading and writing rooms, a theatre and con-
cert hall, dormitories—all peopled with the same
khaki-clad men from the ends of the earth. Every-
where a sense of space and freedom, of orderliness
without stiffness or restraint; an atmosphere of
friendliness and camaraderie. Such are one’s first
impressions of the British Army and Navy Leave
Club in Paris.

The Leave Club? Few people, it is true, even in
Paris, know of its existence. But thousands of
DBritish soldiers during its short life have found it
a haven and rallying-place during their brief respite
from the trenches. Mostly they are the Lion’s over-
seas cubs, who, having neither kith nor kin in the
United Kingdom, have chosen to spend their leave
in Paris, capital of the second Motherland of us all.
Here until a few months ago they wandcred aim-
lessly about the streets or loafed in bars and back--
waters, an easy prey to the sharks who lurk in the
shoals of a great city.. Then onc day someone hap-
pened to remark that these ‘men ought to have “a
better ’ole” to go to. The editor of the Continental
edition of The Daily Mail took up the suggestion, and

_ with the help of the British colony, headed by Mr.

Hearn, the Consul, the Leave Club was founded.
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LAN, upon the morning of
A- second of these days, was
driving northward along the
‘long, gandy peninsula which

separates the blue waters of Grand

Traverse from Lake Michigan; and
thinking of her, he knew that = she

was near. He not only had remem-
bered that she would be north at Har-
bor Point this month; he had seen in
one of the Petoskey papers that she
and her mother were at the Sherrill
summer home. His business now was
taking him nearer them than he had
been at any time before; and, if he
wished to weaken, he might convince
himself that he might learn from her
circumstances which would aid him
in his task. But he was not going to
her for help; that was following in
his father’s footsteps. When he knew
everything, then—not till then—he
could go to her; for then he would
know exactly what was upon him and
what he should do.

His visits to the ‘people named on
those sheets written by his father
had been confusing at first; he had
had great difficulty in tracing some
of them at all; -and, afterwards, he
could uncover no certain connection
either between them and Benjamin
Corvet or between themselves. But
recently, he had been suc-
ceeding better in this latter.
He had  seen—he reckoned them
over again — fourteen of the
twenty-one named originally on Ben-
jamin Corvet’s lists; that is, he had
seen either the individual originally
named, or the surviving ‘relative writ-
ten in below the name crossed off.
He had found that the crossing out’oﬁ
the name meant that the person was
dead, except in the case of two who
had left the country and whose where-
abouts were as unknown to their pres-
ent relatives as they had been to Ben-
jamin Corvet, and the case of one
other, who was in an insane asylum.

He had found that no one of the
persons whom he saw had known Ben-
jamin Corvet personally; many of
them - did not know him at all, the
others knew him only as a name. But,
when Alan proceeded, always there
was one connotation with each of the
original names; always one circum-
stance bound all together. ~“When he
had established that circumstance as
influencing the fortunes of the first
two on his lists, he had said to him-
self, as the blood pricked queerly un-
der the skin, that the fact might be a
mere coincidence. When he estab-
lished it also as affecting the fate of
the third and of the fourth and of the
fifth, such explanation nn longer suf-
ficed: and he found it in common to

to those people whom Alan had inter-
viewed! No two of them had been
affected alike, he reckoned, as he went
over -his notes of them. Now he was
going to trace those consequences to
another. To what sort of place would
it bring him to-day and what would
he find there? He knew only that it
would be quite distinct from the rest.

The driver beside whom. he sat
on the front seat of the little automo-
bile was an Indiapn; an Iadian woman
and two round-faced silent children
occupied the seat behind. He had met
these people in the early morning on
the road, bound, he discovered, to the
annual camp meeting of the Method-
ist - Indians at Northport. They were
going his and they knew the
man of whom he was in search; so he
had hired a ride of them. The region
through which they were traveling
now was of farms, but interspersed
with desolate,' waste fields where
blackened stumps and rotting wind-
falls remained after the work of the
lumberers. rThe hills and many of

way,

the hollows were wooded; there were’

even places where lumbering was still
going on. To his left across the
water, the twin Manitous broke the:
horizon, high and round and blue with
haze. To his right, from the higher
hilltops, he caught glimpses of Grand
Traverse and of the shores to the
north, rising higher, dimmer, and
more blue, where they broke for Lit-
tle Traverse and where Constance
Sherrill was, two hours away across
thé water; but he had shut his mind
to that thought.

The driver turned
rougher road, bearing
east.

now into a
more to the

HEY passed people more f{re-

quently now—groups in farm
wagons, or groups or single indi-
viduals, walking beside the road. All
were going in the same direction as
themselves, and nearly all were, In-
dians, drab dressed figures attired ob-
viously in their best clothes. Some
walked barefoot, carrying new shoes
in their hands, evidently to preserve
them from the dust. They saluted
gravely Alan’s driver, who returned
{heir salutes—“B’jou!” “B’jou!”

Traveling eastward, they had lost
sight of Lake Michigan; and suddenly
the wrinkled blueness of Grand Tra-
verse appeared quite close to them.

_ The driver turned aside from the road

across a cleared field ~ where ruts
showed the passing of many previous
vehicles; crossing this, they entered
the woods. Little fires for cooking
burned all about them, and nearer
were parked an immense number of
farm wagons and buggies, with horses
unharnessed and munching grain.
Alan’s guide found a place among
these for his automobile, and they got
out and went forward on foot. All
about them, seated upon the moss or
walking about, were Indians, family
groups among which children played.
A platform had been built under the
trees; on it some thirty Indians, all
men, sat in straight-backed chairs;
in front of and to the sides of the
platform, an audience of several hun-
dred occupied sbenches, and around
the borders of the meeting others
were gathered, merely observing. A
very old Indian, with inordinately
wrinkled skin and dressed in ‘a frock

coat, was addressing  these people
from . the platform in the Indian
tongue.

Alan . halted beside his guide. He
caw among the drab-clad figures look-
ing on, the brighter dresses and sport
coats of summer visitors who had
come to watch. The figure of a girl
among these caught his attention, and
he started; then swiftly he told him-
¢olf that it was only his thinking of
Constance Sherrill that made him be-
lieve this was she. But now she had
seen him; she paled, then as quickly
flushed, and leaving the group she
had been with, came toward him.

He had no choice now whether he
would avoid her or not; and his hap-
piness at seeing her held him stupid,
watching her. Her eyes were very
bright and with something more than
friendly greeting; there was happi-
ness in them too. His throat shut
together as he recognized this, and his
hand closed warmly over the small,
trembling hand which she put out to
him. All his conscious thought was
lost for the moment in the mere reali-
zation of her presence; he stood,

tain people.
peared. Conrad becomes convince

to find something and who thinks
nected with the ‘“Miwaka.”” Conra

in a deli -ium dies there.

ALAN CONRAD, of mysterious origin, at his foster home in Kansas,

receives a letter with instructions to go to Chicago and look up cer-
Old Ben: Coivet, head of Corvet, Sherrill & Spearman, great
lake shippers of Chicago, and the party who sent for Conrad has disap-
d that he is Corvet’s son.
hus father’s house for evidence he comes upon an intruder who is trying
Conrad is the ghost of somebody con-
d makes a secret enemy of Spearman,
who is in love with Constance Sherrill.
one who attacked him in his father’s house.
named Luke calls at Conrad’s house, demanding blackmail, and while
Old Ben’s Indian servant Wassaquam shows

Searching

He identifies Spearman as the
An old drunken character

holding her hand, oblivious that there
were people looking; she too seemed
careless of that. Then she whitened
again and withdrew her hand; she
seemed slightly confused. He was
confused as well; it was not like this
that he had meant to greet her; he
caught: himself together.

Cap in hand, he stood beside her,
trying to look and to {feel ‘as any
ordinary acquaintance of hers would
have looked.

CHAPTER XIV.
The Owner of the Watch.
¢¢C O they got word to you!” Con-
stance exclaimed; she seemed
still confused. ‘Oh, no—of course
they couldn’t have done that! They've
hardly got my letter yet.”

“Your letter?” Alan asked.

“I wrote to Blue Rapids,” she ex-
plained. ‘“Some things came—they
were sent to me. Some . things of
Uncle Benny’s which were meant for
you instead of me.”

“You mean yowve heard from him

“No—not that.”

“What things, Miss Sherrill?”

“A watch of his and some coins and
and——a ring.” She did not explain the
significance of those things, and he
could not tell from her mere enumera:
tion of them and without seeing them
that they furnished proof that his
father was dead. She could not in-
form him of that, she felt, just here
and now.

“Ill tell you about that later. You—
vou were coming to Harbor Point to
see us?”’

He colored. “I'm afraid not.
as near as this to you because there i$
a man—an Indian—TI have to see.”

“An Indian? What is his name’
You see, I know quite a lot of them.”

“Jo: Papo.”

/She shook her head.
know him.” .
She had drawn him a little away
from the crowd about the meeting:
His blood was beating hard with recos:
nition of her manner toward him.
Whatever he was, whatever the dis-
grace might be that his father had

I got

“No; I don't

left to him, she was still resolute to

share in it. Ie had known she would
be so. She found a spot where the
moss was covered with dry pine
needles and sat down upon the ground'

“Qit down,” she invited; “I want
you to tell me what you have been
doing.”

“I've been on the boats.’ He dror”
ped down upon the moss beside her-
“It’s a—wonderful business, Miss Sher”
rill; T'll never be able to g0 away
from the water again. I've been work-
ing rather hard at my new profession
—studying it, T mean. Until yester
day I was a not very highly honOI‘ed
member of the crew of the packag®
freighter Oscoda; I left her at Frank:
fort and came up here.”

“Is 'Wassaquam with you?”

“He wasn’t on the Oscoda; but B
was with me at first. Now, I pelieve
he has gone back to his own people—
to Middle Village.”

“You mean vou've been looking for
Mr. Corvet in that way?”

“Not exactly that.” He hesitateds
but he could see no reason for not
telling what he had been doing. He
had not so much hidden from her ar

Conrad the secret drawer containing the long-sough'-for papers. Spear-
man makes an effort to snatch them but is frustrated by the Indian.
The papers contain only names and addresses and newspaper clippings.
The addresses given are around the north part of the lake, and Conrad
starts out to look up these people. Constance, at her summer home,
receives a parcel from an unknown address, to be forwarded to Conrad.
{l In the parcel was Old Ben’s scarf, an old pocket knife, a water-soaked
watch, some rusty coinsandawoman’s wedding ring — but no explanation

all fourteen, sometimes as the decid-
ing factor of their fate, sometimes as
only slightly affecting them, but al-
ways it was there. ;

In how many different ways, @in
what strange, diverse manifestations
that single circumstance had spread

her father what he had found in Bel
jamin Corvet’s house; rather, he ha'
refrained from mentioning it i his
notes to them when he lef
because he had thought that the
(Continued on page 24.)
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~ Shoes with Faster Smartness

ST

Easter morning—spring clothes and
spring sunshine. And a man’s shoes
must have good looks, too.

~ As for milady—spring shoes must
smartly harmonize with chic spring cos-
tumes. Modern must be their appear-
ance—and the new-day style touch 1s

Neoslin.

Neoslin Soles give to good-looking
shoes a distinctive finish. Above all,
they mark the modern mode.

Nor are INesdlin Soles modern in ap-
pearance only. Modern are all their
qualities—meeting present-day demands

1n shoe soles.

Waterproof they are—and permanently so. Un-

ol

sightly rubbers become practically superfluous—
and the menace of damp feet disappears.

They’re comfortable, too, from the very start—
easy as an old shoe.

And they wear evenly and very slowly.

Nedlin-soled shoes are built for the whole fam-

ily. Most merchants carry various styles and
prices. You will obtain them easily at shoe stores
that show this Nedlin price-ticket in the window.

_ Shoe repairers will Iles-
lin-sole your present shoes

—with full soles or half

soles.

But in either case—on
new shoes or as re-soles—
be sure you see the Nedlin
trademark illustrated be-
low. Otherwise the sole is -
not Neslin.

The Goodyear Tire &
of Canada, Limited

Rubber Co.

oles
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Mississauga Golf and Country Club, 7th March, 1918

Editor, Canadian Courier:

I have read with interest two letters, uncomplimentary to your Music
Editor. In my opinion your Music Editor is very much to be admired for the
honeést method employed. It has become the custom of late for the so called
Music Critics to write laudatory articles instead of Critiqgues, whether from
want of real knowledge of their subject or from a base motive, I know not, so
that it is a great pleasure to know of a man whose work bears the stamp of
Musical K nowledge coupled with a fair judgment of the performances given.

FiW. K

A Character Study of Heifetz

HAT the world may expect
from the violin for the next
twenty years seems to hang
pretty much on a youth by

name of Jascha Heifetz, who made
his first bow to a Canadian audience
a few days ago in Massey Hall. No
violin star was ever heralded by such
a blare of trumpefs as this blond,
young, conventional-looking athlete
with the fluffy hair, who a few years
ago began to study with Leopold Auer
in Petrograd. :

Now that we have heard him let us
give him his due. The house was
packed. Many Jews came. One
heavy-bearded, black rabbi sat in the
very front seat under the artist’s bow.
~he audience was composed largely
of men. The programme was good
but not radically startling; by no
means prodigious. He began with the
Handel Sonata and ended with an un-
sayable thing by Sarasate. Between
these two extremes he played a Wie-
nawski concerto and a group of five
short pieces with a number of en-
cores.

In the whole performance ‘there
was no absolutely new sensation. 1t
the crowd came for' thrills they got
There was a packed gallery.

none.
Heifetz never even noticed it. He
came out without any mannerism

more unusual than that of a church
usher. He never smiled. His mother,
a comely sure-looking Jewess, occu-
pied the guest box at his right. He

Listening to Heifetz.

“was altogether prodigious.

By The Music Editor
was.on his best behavior; might have
been in Auer’s studio for all the liber-
ties he took.  He played no iricks
with the handkerchief and did not
attempt to bite his violin. He poised
himself, curved his arm gracefully
and let himself play.  The big tone
came with the ease of a gentle rain.
And the opening sonata was all Han-
del; not a powerful rendering; just
a touch of the superficial 18th cen-
tury when Strads like his were un-
known north of the Alps.

His Wienawski concerto :was rather
;}isappointing in scope. He tossed it
off with amazing ease and seemed
capable of doing a dozen more like it
in the same night. = When he came
to his group of short pieces, the orig-
inal enthusiasm of the crowd had be-
gun to, adjust itself to mere admira-

tion and the gallery had become a
little weary of being ignored. The
Schubert Ave Marie would surely

fetch .a  trapeze of sobs to the'top
row. - Not so. Heifetz played it with-
out a sob; with an exulting resonance
on the G string, a clean silken repeat
on the A and a big vibrant finale on
the B. By means of an absolutely
technical treatment of an emotional

piece he showed that the tonal re-

sources of his bow—with that amaz-
ing Strad—were quite inexhaustible.
For so young a man not to lose him-
gself in a violet tantrum on so tempt-
ing a truism as this gallery Serenade
was a triumph of either deliberate re-
straint or an accident of frigid tem-
perament -incapable of anything but
technique. Which?

In the succeeding pieces he came
along with some double-stopping that
In unisons
the -middle and lower register of his
violin seemed sometimes like a whole
section' of cellos. In: his harmonics
he seemed endlessly capable of tempo
rubato; decrescendo and sheer tonal
warmth totally devoid of passion.

In fact there is nothing in the gym-

nastics of the violin which Heifetz
cannot do with the sure ease of a
genius. His bow was a strong-arm

wand of startling tone, even to a
crescendo at the heel. On the top of
the E string where most violinists ap-
proximate to the cigar-box fiddle his
bow eontinued to sing and to vibrate.
It one were to decide whether his
right or his left is the stronger, the
decision might go to the bow arm
Seldom do we see such graceful bow-
ing with such  unfaltering strength.

COURIER

But there was nothing in the left hand
that did not seem to matech his right.
Given a set of pieces, no matter what,
he can play them as near as may he
judged after the manner of the com-
poser, imposinQ nothing. of his own
personality except his impeccable de-
tail’ of rhythm and the satisfying
grandeur of his tone; a consistent
breadth and depth and purity of tone
that never becomes common and fid-
dling even on the'A string which many
violinists reserve for most of their
raucous feats Heifetz was always
tonally great because he was emo-
tionally restrained. All' the tome he
wanted he got in its absolute purity.
He never allowed a passion to dis-
rupt a tone. In his peri‘m‘nmnce a
purist, in his renderings a classicist,
in his rhythmic content we may set
him down as a human metronome that
has just begun to discover itself ca-
pable of tempo rubato; the statue just
coming to life. :

But, after all, with such an impec-
cable performance so devoid of any
suspicion of the cabaret and so oblivi-
ous of the gallery, is Heifetz cut out
to be a dress circle artist? = Certainly
much of the heaviest encoring came
from the balcony. Or is he a musi-
cians’ artist? The talent were en-
thusiastic. But does he interpret? .Is
he a genius?

.-Qo far as we can say from one pro-

gramme Heifetz seems to be the sort |

of ‘genius that comes from a super
endowment of . talent. -He expresS,ed

no sheer abandon, indulged in‘‘no O ‘

gies of fireworks, never became ‘tre-
mendously lyric.

There was never al |
~uplifting - episode  except what ‘came *

trom the intelligent admiration of all !

that he did. He played -~ without

ecstasy. Heifetz has mastered his vio- ¢

lin. His violin has not yet conquered :

him. He has not begun to interpret.

With an unshakable surety in all the .

baffling, terrifying business of tech-
nique he is yet timid and hesitant as
to the inward conception of a piece:
He is waiting.. 'He #s still “in the
studio of the maestro. Unless New
York spoils him he will emerge into
the broad daylight of master
pretation; and when he does the
world’s standard of great violin music
during the next decade, while the
present top masters are gradually reé
treating to the wings of the stage,
ought ‘to be in really great and safe
. keeping.

the development Of

Arthur Middleton, Basso
vibrations shall

\V HEN  in
be able to sit at a movie and

“canned”
see a singer actually singing on the
screen while from the foreground
comes the lifelike reproduction of the
song? We: don’t know. I merely ask
the question because, it occurred t0
me while listening to Arthur Middle:
ton, assistant artist at the third com”
cert of the Toronto: Symphony. Mid-
(Concluded on page 22.) °*
S

NO LONGER is your
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Your Problem is Solved

‘Becanse The Brunsavick Plays ﬂR(‘(Onh

choice of records restricted.
all-record phonograph opens the whole world of music
Brunswick produces a superior
all-wood sound chamber, built like a vielin. ;
If the Brunswick playvs better, looks better and costs

less, you ought to know it.
Send for illusirations TO-NIGHT

The Musical Merchand:se Sales Company
Excelsior Life Building, Toronto
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INCE. our gallant First Contingent sailed to join the “Old Contemptibles " 1n

Flanders, Canada has answered every call for “more men.”

Her latest and

perhaps most timely response is the new Selected Army “"—men worthy to
reinforce the Divisions that upset precedent and astonished military Europe.

A few weeks in Khaki in touch with our sea-
- soned battalions Overseas, and the men of this new
‘army will develop into the same ‘‘ Fighting Sons o’
~ Guns” of whom George Pattullo wrote admiringly in

-the Saturday Evening Post : : it '

- “The Canadians at the Front shave every

 day. Let that sink in. Right up there in the
trenches—often ankle deep in mud, sleeping

in funk holes, each man cooking his own
meals, fighting lice, rats and Boches, with
everything combined to break-down habits of

~ cleanliness—they rigidly observe the rule

_ for smooth faces and chins.. Ot all I saw,

" that hit me hardest, because it meant
- 80 much ’’. :

The shaving equipment issued to your boy or
your friend in our Canadian A rmy must be on a par
Ask him,
and from his answer judge how much he would appre-
ciate a Gillette Safety Razor—the razor that has

with his fighting equipment and clothing!

made good so emphatically that over a million have
already been sold for troops from this side of the
Atlantic.

~ See that he has a real military razor set—the
Gillette Khaki Combination (No. 18), the Khaki
Soft Roll (No. 19), or the new Canadian Service
Set (No. 20). It's a send off worth while!

Ask your Dealer to show you the new Gillette Military Sets !

Gillette Safety Razor Co. of Canada, Limited

Office and Factory—GILLETTE BLDG,,

MONTREAL.
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Authoritative
Opinion en the
Trust Company:
**There is a growing dis-
position of the pubkc at
large in Canada to appomt
regularly authorized trust
compames for the purposc
of administering estates and
trusts rather than private
individuals.”’ Z

The Monetary Times
Annual, 7918.

Write for our booklets. ri
They give the reasons for
the growing populanty of
trust company service.

Tafional
’ghmﬁt
Stuikede
‘pt:]id up, $1,500,000
Reserve, . 1,500,000

18-22 King St. East
T ORUNTO
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Cap.
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Canada Permanent
Mortgage Corporation

Toronto Street - Toronto

Established 1855.

President: W. G. Gooderham.
First Vice-President: W. D.
Matthews.

Second Vice-President: R. S.
Hudson.

Joint Gemeral Managers: R. S.
Hudson, John Massey.

Assistant General Manager: George
H. Smith.

Paid-up Capital .......... $6,000,000.00

Reserve Fund (earned) ... 5,250,000.00

Unappropriated Profits ... 197,977 .41

Caplital and Surplus ..... $11,447,977.41

DEBENTURES

For sums of one hundred doliars and
upwards we issue Debentures bearing
a special rate of interest, for which
coupons payable half-yearly are at-
tached. They may be made payable
¢n one or more years, as desired.
They are a

LEGAL INVESTMENT FOR TRUST
FUNDS.

tario and Western Canada.

ToroNTO

ESTABLISHED
1882

Real Estate Management
The management of Real Estate during War Time

requires more experience and closer attention
than under peace-time conditions.
tion will undertake to manage Real Estate for
resident or distant owners.
give us exceptional ability to serve clients in On-

Interview or -Cdrrespodence Solicited

THE

GENERAL [RUSTS
LAY

CORPORATI ON

BRANCHES : OTTAWA ,WINNIPEG, SASKATOON, VANCOUVER
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WHY NOT TAX LUXURIES?

O

both themselves and of the people. A
mere glance over a church congrega-
tion resolves the crowd into those who
will pay the tax and those who won't
have to.

UR new income tax makes a
very good sequel to the Vic-
tory Loan. It makes every-
body sit up and take notice of

We have been a long while getting
to the point where the State exercises
the right to take dividends from the
people for war purposes. And there is
a lot of difference of opinion as to how
far such a taxing of the people is a
wise policy. Not in principle but in
practice. We are all agreed on the
principle. The whole Victory Loan
campaign was a vast voluntary holdup,
to which nobody could really object,
because, economically, the money still
belonged to the bond-buyer, and it was
also to be spent in wages, etc., for the
making of war materials and the buy-
ing of food.

The people most benefited by the op-
erations of the Victory Loan were the
farmers and the wage-earners, other
than thcse on fixed salaries.
are not available to show whether
these two classes took up a great ma-
jority of the loan. We assume that
they did. But the aim of the Loan
was to set free money in Canada for
the purchase of food and war supplies
in Canada; which had for its effect
the benefit of those who grow the
crops and those who do the work in
war-supply industries.

We know that war money benefits
the farmer, because the price of every-
thing he has to sell is increased. We
know also that war conditions do not
help the farmer, because they compel
him to get along with less help, to pay
more for what help he gets, as well
as for his machinery and implements.
We know that war money helps the
wxage-earner—outside of those on fixed
salariee—because we see evidences of
dress luxury on every hand among
people who before the war did not
snjoy such things.

Now the aim of a war-income tax
is to take from those who by thrift,
hard work, or crookedness may have
..ccumulated more yearly revenue than

This Corpora-
Our Branch Offices

HEAD OFFICE
TORONTO
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Figures °

By INVESTICUS

seems necessary for plain living. On
that it works very thoroughly. And
nobody should object because it does.

But here is where what we cali the
incidence of taxation just as It may
be in principle, falls down in practice.
One aspect of the future is hit off very
well by J. A. R. Marriott, M.P,, in an
article, The Conscription of Wealth in
the Nineteenth Century.

Take the case of two professional
men, says the writer, each earning
£1,500 a year. A lives up to his in-
come, and in common parlance, has a
good time. B saves £500 a year, and
invests his savings in gilt-edged securi-
ties. B has already by the accident
of war been compelled to submit to the
loss of nearly half his capital (a fact
to be commended to the wealth-con-
scriptionists); he is now to be called
upon to surrender the whole of his

interest. ‘And on what ground? Be-
cause, forsooth, it is “unearned.” As
a fact, every penny of it has been

carned by the sweat of his brow, but
instead of spending it upon personal
indulgence, he has to the great ad-
vantage of his fellow-citizens in gen-
eral, and in particular of those who
depend for their subsistence upon re-
munerative employment, postponed
his own enjoyment of his earnings,
and by this. innocent and beneficent
process he has entered the detested
ranks of the capitalist class. The in-
terest upon his accumulated savings,
the fruits of his prudent and patriotic
abstinence, must be confiscated by the
State which he has already so largely
benefited, by the community whose in-
terest he has served.

Translate this into Canadian' and
tell us why people who have suddenly
taken to luxury in any form because
of war money should not be taxed re-
gardless of income. Why should one
person be taxed on thrift and hard
work and another be exempted on
luxury? A man with a large family
and a $3,000 a year income, every cent
of which he needs to get the necessi-
ties of life in order to make that family
good citizens, is taxed. Well and good.
Perhaps he can arrange matters so as
to pay it, and he will. But he is al-
ready spending every cent he can

make on his family; and none of them
are extravagant.

The man or woman who makes less
than a certain sum a year and spends
a large part of it in luxuries is not
taxed. The necessaries of the man
with the large income are taxed. The
{uxuries of the person with the smaller
income are taxed.

“Qh,” says the luxury-user, “but 1
am taxed for what I spend on myself.
Look at the price I pay for it.”

But the point is that whatever the
price the luxury-user has the luxury,
and can afford it because of war
money, whereas before war money be-
came plentiful he or she could not af-
ford it. And the merchant who sells
it at a high price will be taxed on his
business profits anyway.

We are to tax all incomes above &
certain figure regardless of personal
or family conditions that do not admit
of luxuries. We are to exempt all in-
comes below a certain figure, no mat-
ter what degree of luxury those in-
comes may be spent to get.

Why not tax luxuries as well as né
cessities?

Arthur Middletoh, Basso

(Continued from page 20.) -

dleton succeeds as a baritone-basso by
avoiding most of the uncomfortable
ways of basses and baritones. He is
not a basso profundo of course, and
not a high baritone. But having the
essential good qualities of both he i8
somewhat better than either. So sel
dom does a basso arrive the same day-
So many baritomes are concerned only
with tonal climaxes. Middleton sings:
He is not concerned with the evolution
of a tone. All he wants a tone for is
to enable him to sing. And a lot of 80
called great singers don’t look at it -
that way.

American by birth and training, he
geems to have acquired some of the
Southern qualities of song; a certain
velvety smoothness of tone-fabric that
is in itself delightful. But he never
seems to think of it. What his audi
ence want is a song. And his first—
by Verdi, was a tiptop bit of character
acting in tone. He has done Iqts of
operas. His style is perhaps rathel
operatic than lyric. He made his two
operatic arias, that on the bill and the
Figaro encore from the Barber of
Seville, sound as good songs should,
like talking in music, having regard to
tone, rhythm and local color. He
knows how to make a swallowtail for-

a

(Concluded on page 23.) /

Montreal Bonds

TI—IE Bank of Montreal, acting as
figscal agent for the City of Mont-
real. is offering for public sale $6,
900,000 five-year 6 per cent refunding
gold bonds of the City of Montrea.
at par, flat.

The bonds are dated December 1st,
1917, and as a full half year’s inter-
est will be paid on June 1st, ‘although
subscriptions for the issue will not
be due until April 8th, the privileges
of the first coupon makes the met
yield of the bonds about 614 per cent.
The bonds will be issued in coupon
form in denominations of $100, $500,
and $1,000.

The issue is being made to refund
$6,900,000 three-year five per cent.
notes of the city which fell due in
New York last December, and has,
we are informed, the approval of the
Minister of Finance.

Sun Life Expands

YEAR of remarkable progres?
has been achieved by the Su?
Life Assurance Company of Canadd-
The results of operations for the year
1917 show a continuance of the not
able expansion that has marked the
career of this company. 1

Its assurances in force now '-Ow'd
$311,870,000, policies issued and pal
for during the year amounting tovove;
$47,800,000. Assets increased by OV
$7,000,000 during the year to 4
160,174. Net surplus over all liabill
ties and capital now exceeds the sud
of $8,550,000. The policyholders i
ceived last, year total nayments '?d
$8,840,000, bringing the total sum P47
policyholders | since the org’dmza'“oo.
of the company to over $69,000,0 %
Cash income for the year reached
total of $19,288,997.
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The Lone Wolf Comes
Back

*THE FALSE FACES.”
Joseph Vance,

By Loﬁis

9_ get a line on the latest fashion
lafem Popular fiction it is always
to take a peek at the last thing
Produceq by Louis

UiS was one of the first to coin

Toyalties from the regard felt by the

Mbble for a crook who could run two
®Stablishments, rob the rest, and rum-
;‘:; about in the underworld without
g 0g his halo of heroism. But evi-
‘::ltly the polite plunderer has faded
. ay from the best-seller class, and
lla.ch:mld seem that the underworld
been worn too shabby even for
U8e a3 a background for the stuff that
Passes as romance these days.
: So, shaping his characters to suit
the new styles, Mr. Vance makes a
Pass or two in the first paragraph
And The Lone Wolf emerges from No
Man’s Land dressed in field grey and
UD to his neck in spy intrigues. The
terror of Paris becomes the worry of
the Wilhelmstrasse—and the trick is
YWrned. ‘“The False Faces” will no
doubt pe quite as popular as the previ-
%US Vance novels. It is up-to-date in
8l the dressy details. As an interna-
;ional 8py, submarine chaser, and
lockade dodger, the Lone Wolf will
;gain clutch tight hold of a host of
Teathless interests. The tale is
‘Towded with tremendous adventures
&nd incredible incidents and is told in
81 easy, swift style which speeds by
the Interrogation points with skilful

:laualbility._Mcclelland, Goodchild &
tewart; $1.35.

¢ ”

Training for Public
Service

-

UNIVERSAL TRAINING FOR CITI-
ZENSHIP AND PUBLIC SER-
VICE” By william H. Allen.

PREPAREDNESS for peace is the
by Vl:,ith of the preachment delivered
3 llliam H. Allen in his book on

ersal training for citizenship and

:“b!ic service. After  protesting
bi‘:lnst the procrastination of every
bue war work “until-after-the-

'T: he sets down in a series of four-
chapters suggestions for rules
Tegulate citizenship and direct it
‘nt:;iher levels. The book is frankly
. ed for lay students only and
4 8 many of the more serious prob-
wlone and controversial questions well
"&Ve .b Mr. Allen’s effort seems to
next een confined to listing aims and
» eresteps that are feasible every-
and at once.—Macmillan; $1.50

”

4 Threads of Steel
HE U. p. TRAIL” By Zane Grey.

: TIME Was—and not so very long
hag :g: at .that—-when railroading
undemomantlc tang about it and the
oy Wwere acclaimed as some sort
wndemr-men who went out into the
Wity th:SS, tamed it and tied it up
3 eads of steel tamped down on
C.  And notwithstanding the

Joseph Vance.

stodgy mess of statistics to -which
the railway story has been reduced
nowadays by Royal Commissions and
such-like bodies, the tale, in its be-
ginning at least, has all the elements
of an epic of adventure, conquest and
a really glorious achievement. It is
good to get back for a while to the
brawny days Dbefore an agility in
stock-juggling became the chief char-
acteristic of the railroad chief and it
is' a good thing that Zane Grey has
done in setting down the tale of the
U. P. Trail. The completion of the
Union Pacific put the first transcon-
tinental line on the map of North Am-
erica. Into its building went the best
and worst of the human effort of the
day. Mr. Grey flashes pictures of
every phase of it in a story which
lines the whole thing from the first
hub stake driven by the surveyors to
the tamping down of the last spike.—
Musson Book Co.; $1.50.
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Courageous France

“FRANCE BEARS THE BURDEN.”
By Granville Fortescue.

DEEP and full appreciation on the
part of the author of the wonder-
ful courage and endurance of France
is evident in all the articles in this
book; but most, perhaps, in one sad
little chapter headed “Who Pays for
the War” He tells of Verdun, “the
battle epic”; of the spirit of the
wounded poilu; of the fighting on the
Somme; and gives a vivid record of a
German prisoner in Verdun.

Convinced that it is not the losses
of to-day, but what those losses mean
in the future, that must be reckoned as
part of the burden France bears, Mr.
Fortescue has tried to show this in a
book which would prove stimulating
reading to everyone. — Macmillan;
$1.25.

3

A Brill ant English
" Novel

“SONIA.” By Stephen McKenna

HERE have been many forecasts

made lately announcing the dawn
of a new epoch in the English novel;
such, for instance, as the prophecies
which padded the paragraphs which
were printed about Mr. Britling, et al.
Kven H. G. Wells himself seemed
quite sure that he had ordered up a
new day-—and he convinced quite a
few who had forgotten Chantecler.
But now that *“Sonia” has come to
this side of the water hope has been
quickened into belief that the old or-
der—which was getting rather ‘weari-
some—really has changed, and that
Stephen McKenna has with a bril-
liant, big, and fime piece of work,
brought in a new era. The outstand-
ing quality of Mr. McKenna’s book is
its lack of any one particularly dis-
tinguishing feature. As a political
novel it is far finer than anything seen
since Disraeli was published. And
yet, its keen analysis of the political
gituation is no finer than its interpre-
tation of the psychological effects

COURIER

wrought by the war on typical repre-
sentatives of various. groups of Eng-
lish life. It probes with deftness and
daring the ailments which affected
England before the war and some sick-
nesses still unsubdued. But it tells of
strength as well as weakness; in ex-
amining viciousness it does not over-
look virility.—McClelland, Goodchild
& Stewart; $1.35.

Arthur Middleton, Basso

(Concluded from page 22.)

get itself. His long experience in
oratorio taught him how. There is a
vast gap between the oratorio and the
opera singer which only a big artist
can bridge over. A large number of
people have Middleton records. On
first hearing one fancies that he would
lose considerable in transmission be-
cause of the man’s personality on
stage—a rather fat, jovial man who
knows how to be either seriously dra-
matic, or picturesquely funny. But
it’s the art of a man like Middleton
to get a high percentage of his per-
sonality into the record. And the re-
cordsinging of the future will hinge
largely in development on the extent
to which the record-machine can con-
form itself to the technic of the films
in a moving picture. The logical de-
velopment, of course, looks to the
union of these two separate agencies,
not merely in singing, but in speech.

Middleton’s capability as a lyric
artist was shown in his acutely sym-
pathetic rendering of the Sidney
Homer encore, which we may as well
call “You damn old miggah!” After
all, the real test of any singer is the
song; not the stage, not the make-up,
nor the oratorio setting. Commend us
to the great lyric singers; all the rest
will take care of itself. In this simple
negro song Middleton showed how to
be excessively simple in subject and
delightfully complicated in variety of
expression. His use of the mezzo
voice is one of the best things about
him. In this he does not equal a man
like Graveure, who has a vox humana
stop in his voice. And in the pictorial-
ized rendering of a song he does not
go the length of Cecil Fanning, who
frequently over-interprets.

The orchestra did a very suitable
programme, beginning with the Mosart
Symphony—I forget the number, if
any—a nice open-work bit of the 18th
century, when orchestras were never
more than enough to fill the end of a
room. The conductor perhaps consci-
ously reflected this comparatively
‘colorless effect; though it is quite pos-
gible to hear such a simple chamber-
music sort of thing done with a lot of
modern color not indicated by Mo-
zart’s alignment of the orchestra. The
Danse .Macabre of Tchaikowsky was
done in good spirit, with a real sug-
gestion of delightful gruesomeness,
much aided by Mr. Frank Blachford’s
picturesque performance of the death’s
head melodies in solo.

66 HAT are you doing in the kit-
: chen, Thomas?” inquired the
‘inquisitive wife. “I'm opening a can
of tomatoes, if you particularly wish
to know,” he immediately rejoined.
“And what are you opening it with?”
“Why, with a can-opener. Did you
think I was using my teeth?” he ad-
ded, savagely. “Oh, no, dear,” she
sweetly replied; “but I do know you
are not opening it with prayer.”

L)
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MADE IN CANADA

hard and soft soap, for
softening water, for clean-
ing, disinfecting and for over
600 other purposes.

Used for making

EWGILLETY COMPANY 1BUTED :
St -f

“Have you ever been in No Man’s
Land?”’ ‘“Yes, I was the guest at my
wife’s bridge club one aftermoon.”

Casthiva MiliockiCo.

Brokers

and
Bankers

12 KING STREET EAST
TORONTO, CANADA

CABLE ADDRESS—CAWLOCK, TORONTO
o
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NEW RECORDS

Results secured during the past
year re-affirm the position of the
Sun Life of Canada as the largest
life assurance organization of the
Dominion.

Fair dealing and progressive
pusiness methods have given it
leadership in annual New Busi-
ness, Total Business Iin Force,
Assets, Surplus Barnings, Net Sur-
plus, Total Income, Premium In-
come and Payments to Pelicy-

SUN ]:éliﬁ ANCB
Cc =Y OF ADA
HEAD OFFE ONTREAL

st feed Rats=' Kill them with

Common Sense
RAT EXTERMINATOR

‘destroys without odor’
foSoyearse 25t
DEALERS: Write us for our make ;
$ood or money back. _& ol

ety

COMMON SENSE MPG. 0. Rowowis
TR
TYPEWRITERS Ak Mo&es

Look at these bargains! Typewriters
rebuilt—guaranteed in perfect order,

$256 to $66. Save time, money and
trouble. Buy a ‘typewriter for your
business, profession or home use.

List sent free on application.

Canadian Typewriter Lxchaige and Supply Co.
63 B¢. James Street, Montreal
('ut this ad. out and keep {t before you.
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THE INDIAN DRUM

(Continued from page 18.)

would lead to an immecdiate exzplana-
tion; they had not led to that, but only
to a suggestion, indefinite as yet He
had known that, if his search finally
developed nothing more than it had, he
must at last consult Sherrill and get
Sherrill’s aid.

“We found some writing, Miss
Sherrill,” he said, “in the house on
Astor Street that night after Luke
came.”

“What writing?”

He took the lists from his pocket
and showed them to her. She separ-
ated and looked through the sheets
and read the names written in the
same hand that had written the direc-
{ions. upon the slip of paper that came
to her four days before, with the
things from Uncle Benny’s pockets.

“My father had kept these very se-
eretly,” he explained. ‘“‘He had them
hidden. Wassaquam knew where they
were, and that night after Luke was
dead and you had gone home, he gave
them to me.”

“After T had gone home? Henry
went back to see you that night; he
had said he was going back, and after-
wards T asked him, and he told me he
had seen you again.. Did you show
him these?”

“He saw them—yes.”

“He was there when Wassaquam
showed you where they were?”

“Nesg.”

LITTLE line deepened between
her brows, and she sat thought-

ful. ;
“So you have been going about see-

ing these people,” she said. “What
have you found out?” B
“Nothing definite at all None of

them knew my father; they were only
amazed to find that any one in Chicago
had known their names.”

She got up suddenly. “You don’t
mind if T am with you when you talk
with this Indian?”

He arose and looked around for the
guide who had brought him. His
guide had bheen standing near, evi-
sdently waiting until Alan’s attention
was turned his way: he gestured. now
toward a man; a woman, and several
children who were linching, seated
about a basket on the ground. The
man—thin, patient and of medium
size—was of the indefinite age of the
Indian, neither young nor yet old. It
was evident that life had been hard
for the man; he loked worn and un-
der-nourished: his clothing was the
cast-off suit of some one much larger
which had. been inexpertly altered to
make it fit him ~As Alan and Con-
stance approached them, the group
turned on them their dark, inexpres-
sive eyes, and the woman got up, but

the man remained seated on the
ground.

“I'm looking for Jo Papo,” Alan ex-
plained.

“What you want?” the squaw asked
“You got work?”’ The words were pro
nounced with difficulty and evidently
composed most of her English vocab-
ulary.

“I want to see him, that’s all.” Alan
turned to the man. “You're Jo Papo,
aren’t you?”

The Indian assented by an almost
imperceptible nod.

“You used to live near KEscanaba,
didn’t you?”

Jo Papo considered before replying:

eitaer his serutiny of Alan reassured
him, or he recalled nothing having to
do with his residence near Escanaba
which disturbed him; ‘‘Yes; once,” he
said.

“Your father was Azen Papo?”’

“He's dead,” the Indian replied.
“Not my father, anyway: Grandfather.
What about him?”

«That’s what I want to ask ycu,”
Alan said. “When did he die and
how ?”*

O PAPO got up and stood leaning
Jhis back against a tree. So far
from being one who was merely curi-
ous about Indians, this stranger per-
haps was coming about' an Indian
claim—to give‘ money maybe for in-
justices done in the past.

“My grandfather die fifteen years
ago,” he informed them. “From cough,
I think.”

«Where was that?” Alan asked.

“Tscanaba—near there.”

“What did he do?”

“Take people to shoot deer—fish—
a guide. T think he plant a little too.”
“He didn’t work on the boats?”

“No; my father, he work on the

boats.”
“What was his name?”’ :
“Iike me; Jo Papo too. He's
dead.”

“YWhat is your Indian name?”

“Flying Eagle.” ;

“What boats d@id your father work
on?”’

“Many boats.” ,

“What did he do?” ;

“Deck hand.” =

“What boat did he work on last?”

“Last?. How do I know? He went
away one year and didn’t come back?
I supposed he was drowned.”

“What year was that?” . :

«T was little then; I do not know.”-

“How old were you?” '
“Maybe eight years; maybe nine or
ten.” , .

“How old- are you now?”

“Thirty, maybe.” :

“Did - you ‘ever ‘hear of Benjamin
Corvet?”

“Who?”

“Benjamin Corvet.”

“No.” :

/lan turned
bheen listening

to Constance; she had
intently, but she made
no comment. “That is all, then,” he
said to Papo; “if I find out anything
to your advantage, I'll let you know.”
He had aroused, he understood, ex-
pectations of, benefit in these poor
Indians. Something rose in Alan’s
throat and choked him. Those of
whom Benjamin Corvet had so labori-
ously kept trace were, very many  of
them, of the sort of these Indians;
that they had never heard of Benja-
min Corvet was not more significant
than that they were people of whose
existence Benjamin Corvet could not
have been expected to be aware.
What conceivable bond could there
have been between Alan’s father and
such poor people as these? Had his

father wronged these people? Had
he owed them something? This
thought, which had been growing

stronger with each succeeding step
of Alan’s investigations, chilled and
horrified him now. Revolt against
his father maore active than ever be-
fore seized him, revolt stirring
stronger with each recollection of his
interviews with the peonle unon his

list. As they walked away, Constance
appreciated that he was feeling some-
thing deeply; she too was stirred.
“They all—all I have talked to—
are like ‘that,” he said to her. ‘““They
all have lost some one on the lakes.”
In her feeling for him, she had laid
her hand upon his arm; now - ‘her
fingers tightened to sudden tenseness.
“What do you mean?”’ she asked.
“Oh, it is not definite yet — not
clear!” She felt the bitterness in his
tone. “They have not any of them
been able to make it wholly clear to
me. It is like a record that has been
—blurred. These original names
must have been written down by my
father many years ago—many, most
of those people, I think—are dead;
some are nearly forgotten. The only
thing that is fully plain is that in
every case my inquiries have led me
to those who have lost one, and some-
times more than one relative upon
the lakes.” 5
Constance thrilled to a vague hor-
ror; it was not anything to which she
could give definite reason. His tone
quite as much as what he said was
its cause. His experience plainly had
been forcing him to. bitterness against
his father; and he did not know with
certainty yet that his father was
dead.

HE had not found it possible  to
tell him that yet; now consciously
she -deferred telling him until she

could take him to her home and show .

him what had come. The shrill whist-
ling of the power yacht in which she
and her party had come recalled to

_heér that all were to return to the

yaeht . for luncheon, and that they
must be waiting for her.

“youwll lunch with us, of course,”
she said to Alan, “and then go hack
with us to Harbor Point. It's a day’s
journey around the two bays; b‘lt
we’'ve a boat here.” :

He assented, and they went down
to the water where the white and
brown power yacht, with long, grace:
ful lines, lay somnolently in the sub-
light. A little boat took them out
over the shimmering, smooth surface
to the ship; swells from a faraway
freighter swept under the peautiful,
burnished craft, causing it to-‘l‘U)ll
lazily as they boarded it. A party of
nearly a dozen men and girls, with_
an older woman chaperoning thenl,
lounged under the shade of an awn”
ing over the after deck. ' They greeted
her gaily and looked curiously at Alan
as she introduced him.

As he returned their rather tormal
acknowledgments and afterward fell
into general conversation with thenl,
she became for the first time fully
aware of how greatly he had chaﬂged
from what he had been when he ha
come to them six months pefore 1
Chicago. These gay, wealthy loungers
would have dismayed him then, %
he would have been equally disma}’@d
by the luxury of the carefully appoint
ed yacht; now he was not thinking &
all about what these people might
think of him. In return, they granted
kim consideration. It was not, 8 e
¢aw that they accepted him as Of‘e
of their own sort, or as some ordin-
ary acquaintance of hers; it they. ac:
counted for him to themselveS‘ at all
they must believe him to be some oF
ficer employed upon her father’s ships-
He looked like that—with his fa¢®
darkened and reddened by the sum’
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mer sun and in his clothing like that
of a ship’s officer ashore. ‘He had
not weakened under the disgrace
which Benjamin Corvet had left to
him, whatever that might be; he had
grown stronger facing it. A lump
rose in her throat as she realized
that the lakes had been setting their
seal upon him, as upon the man whose
strergth and resourcefulness she
loved.

“Have you worked on any of our
boats?”’ she asked him, after luncheon
had been finished, and the anchor of
the ship had been raised.

A queer expression came upon his
face. “I've thought it best not to do
that, Miss Sherrill,” he replied.

She did not know why the next
moment she should think of Henry.

“Henry was going to bring us over
in his yacht—the Chippewa,” she
said. “But he was called away sud-
denly yesterday on business to St.
Ignace and used his boat to go over
there.”

“He’s at Harbor Point, then?”

“He got there a couple of nights
ago and will be back again to-night
or to-morrow morning.”

The yacht was pushing swiftly,
smoothly, with hardly a hum from its
motors, north along the shore. He
watched intently the rolling, wooded
hills and the ragged little bays and
inlets. ' His work and his investigat-
ings had not brought him into the
neighborhood before, but she found
that she did not have to name the
places to him; he knew them from
the charts.

“Grand Traverse Light,” he said to
her as a white tower showed upon
their left. Then, leaving the shore,
they pushed out across the wide
mouth of the larger bay toward Little
Traverse. He grew more silent as
they approached it.

“It is up there, isn’t it,” he asked
pointing, “that.they hear the Drum?”

“Yes; how did you know the place?”

“] don’t know it exactly; I want
you to show me.”

HE" pointed out to him the copse,
dark, pnmeval blue in its con

Atrast with the . lighter green of the

trees about it and the glistening
white of the shingle and of the more
distant sand bluffs. He leaned for-
ward, staring at it, until the changed
course of the yacht, as it swung about
toward the entrance to the bay, ob-
gcured it. They were meeting other
power boats now of their yacht’s own
gize and many smaller; they passed
white-sailed sloops and cat-boats, al-
most becalmed, with girls and boys
diving from their sides and swimming
about. As they neared the Point, a
panorama of play such as, she knew,
he scarcely could have seen before.
was spread in front of them. The sun
gleamed back from the white sides
and varnished decks and shining
brasswork of a score or more of cruis-
ing yachts and many smaller vessels
lying in the anchorage.

“The Chicago to Mackinac yacht
race starts this week, and the cruiser
fleet is working north to be in at the
finish,” she offered. Then she saw
he was not looking at these things;
he was studying with a strange ex-
pression the dark, uneven hills which
shut in the two towns and the bay.

“you remember how the ship
rhymes you told me and that about
Michabou and seeing the ghips made
me feel that I belonged here on the
lakes,” he reminded her. “I have felt

»

something—not recognition exactly,
but something that was like the be-
ginning of recognition—many times
this summer when I saw certain
places. It's like one of those dreams,
you know, in which you are consci-
ous of having had the same dream
before. I feel that I ought to know
this place.”

HEY landed only a few hundred

yards from the cottage, After
bidding good-by to her friends, they
went up to it together through the
trees. There was a small sun room,
rather shut off from the rest of the
house, to which she led him. Leaving
him there, she ran upstairs to get the
things.

She halted an instant beside the
door, with the box in her hands, be-
fore she went back to him, thinking
how to prepare him against the sig-
nificance eof these relics of his father.
She need not prepare him against the
mere fact of his father’s death; he
had been beginning to believe that
already; but these things must have
far more meaning for him than merely
that. They must frustrate one course
of inquiry for him at the same time
they opened another; they would
close for him forever the possibility
of ever learning anything about him-
gelf from his father; they would in-
troduce -into hiz problem some new,
some unknown person—the sender of
these things.

She went in and put the box down
upon the card table.

“The muffler-in the box was your
father’s.” she told him. ‘“He had it
on the day he disappeared. The other
things,” her voice choked a little, “are
the. things he must have had in his
pockets. They’ve been lying in water
and sand—"

He gazed at her. “I understand,”
he said after an instant. “You mean
that they prove his death.”

She assented gently, without speak
ing. As he approached the box, she
drew back from it and slipped away
into the next room. She walked up
and down there, pressing her hands
together. He must be looking at the
things now, unrolling the muffler. . .
What would he be feeling as he saw
them? Would he be glad, with that
same. gladness which had mingled
with her own sorrow over Uncle
Benny, that his. father was gone—
gone from his guilt and his fear and
his disgrace? Or would he resent
that death which thus left everything
unexplained to him? He would be
looking at the ring. That, at least,
must bring more joy than grief to him.
He would recognize that it must be
his mother’'s wedding ring; if it told
him that his mother must be dead, it
would.tell him that she had been mar-
ried, or had believed that she was
married!

Suddenly she heard him calling her.
“Miss  Sherrill!” His voice had a
sharp thrill of excitement.

She hurried toward the sun room.
She could see him through the door-
way, bending over the card table with
the things spread out upon its top in

.front of him.

“Miss Sherrill!” he called again.

“Yes.”

He straightened; he was very pale.
“Would coins that my father had in
his pocket all have been more than
twenty years old?” =

She ran and bent beside him over
the coins. “Twenty years!” she re-
peated. She was making out the
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dates of the coins now herself; the
markings were eroded, nearly gone in
some instances, but in every case
enough remained to make plain the
date. '
gshe made them out.” Her voice hushed
queerly. ““What . does. it mean?” she
whispered. ‘

He turned ov er and me\ammed the
articles with hands MI(lﬂ(;Hly ‘steady-
ing.. ‘“There are two:sets -of-things
here,” he concluded. ' “The muffler
and paper of directions—they belong-
ed to my father. The other things—
it isn’t months or less than six
months that they’ve lain in sand and
water to.become worn like this; it’s
twenty years. My father can’t have
had ‘these things; they were some-
where else, or some one else. had
them. He wrote his directions to that
person—after June twelfth, he said,
s0 it was before June twelfth he wrote
it; but we can’t tell how long before.
It might have been in February, when
he disappeared; it might have been
any time after that. But if the direc-
tions were written so long ago, why
weren’t the things sent to you before
this? .Didn’t . the . person have the
things then? Did we have to wait to
get . them? Or—was - it the order
to send them that he didn’t have?. Or
if he -had :the instructions, was he
waiting to receive word when they
were to be sent?” :

“To receive word?” she echoed.

“Word from my father! You
thought these things proved my father
dead. I think they prove he .is

Oh, we must think this out!”

six

was
alive!

i paced up and down the room;

she ‘sank . into a chair, watching
him.: “The first 'thing that we must
do.” he said suddenly, “is to" find put
about the watch. What 'is the 'phone
number ‘of the telegraph ‘office?”

She told him, and he-went. out to
the telephone; she sprang up to fol-
low -him, ‘but checked. . herself and
merely waited until he came back.

“pPyve wired to Buffalo,”. he an-
nounced. “The Merchants’ Exchange,

if it is still in existence, must have
a record of ‘the presentation of the
watch. At any rate, the wreck of the
Winnebago and the name of. the skip-
per of the other boat must be in the
files of the newspapers of thaf time.”

“Then youwll stay here with us un-
til an answer comes.”

“If we get a reply by  to-morrow
morning; T'll wait till then. If not,
I'll ask you to forward it to:me. I
must - see about the trains and get
back to Frankfort: - I can cross by
boat from there  to Manitowoc—that
will be quickest. We . must begin
there, by trving to find out who sent
the package.” :

“Henry Spearman’s already sent to
have that investigated.”

Alan made no reply; but she saw
his lips draw tighter quickly. “I must
#o myself as soon as I can,” he said,
after a moment.

She helped him put the muffler and
the other articles back into the box;
she mnoticed that -the wedding ring
was no longer with them. He had
taken that, then; it had meant to him
all that she had known it must
medn. . i

In the morning she was up very
early; “but :Alan, the gervants told
her, had risen before she had and had
gone out. The morning, after the cool
northern night, was chill. She slipped
a sweater on. and went out on the
veranda. looking about for him. An

“Eighteen-ninety—1893—1889,” .

- Alan.

iridescent. haze shr ouded the hills and
the bay;.in it she heard a ship’s bell
strike twice; then another. struck
twice—then another—and another —
and another - The haze thinned as the
sun grew warmer, showing the placid
water of the bay on which :the ships
stood -double—a real ship and a mir
Iored one. - She.saw. Alan returning;
'md know ing ‘from the direction from
which “he came that he ‘must have
been to -the telegraph office, she ran
to- meet him

‘“Was  there
quired eagerly.

He took a yellow telegraph sheet
from his pocket and held it for her
to read.

“Watch. presented = Captain - Caleb
Stafford, master of propeller freighter
Marvin Halch for rescue of crew and
passengers of sinking steamer Winne-
bago off Long Point, Lake Erie.”

an-answer?’ she 1n-

HE was breathing quickly in her

excitement. “Caleb Stafford!” she
exclaimed. “Why, that was Captain
Stafford of Stafford and Ramsdell!
They owned the Miwaka!”

“Yes,” Alan said.

“You asked me about that ship—-
the = Miwaka—that first morning at
breakfast!”

“Yes.”

A great change had come over him’

since” last night; he was under emo-
tion so strong that he seemed scarcely
to dare to speﬁk lest it master him—
a leaping, exultant impulse. it was,
which he fought to keep down.

“What is it, Alan?”’ she , asked.
“What is‘it about the Miwaka?  You
said ' yow'd found some reference to
it in Uncle Benny’s house. What was
it? What did you find there?”

“The man—" Alan swallowed and
steadied -himself. and repeated—"the
man-I met in the house that-night
mentioned it.”
~ “The man who thought you were a
ghost?”

“Yes.”

“How—how did he mention it?”

“He seemed to think I was a g’ho;'t‘

that had haunted Mr. Corvet—the
ghost from the Miwaka; at least he
shouted out to me that I couldn’t save
the Miwaka!”

“Qave ‘the Miwaka! What do you
mean, Alan? The Miwaka was lost
with ‘all her people—officers and crew
—no one knows how or where!”

“All except the one for whom the
Drum didn’t beat!”

“What's that?” Blood pricked in her
cheeks. ‘“What do you mean, Alan?”

“I don’t know yet; but I think I'll
soon find out!”

“No; you can tell me more now,
Surely you can. I must know.
I have the right to know. Yesterday,
even before you found out about this,
you knew things you weren’t telling
me—things about the people you'd
been seeing They’d all lost people
on the lakes; vou said; but you found
out more than that.”

“They’d all lost people on the Mi-
waka!” he said. = “All who could tell
me where their people were lost; a
few were like Jo Papo we saw yéster-
day, who ‘knew only the year his
father ‘'was lost; but the time always
was the time that the Miwaka disap-
peared!”

“Disappeared!” she repeated Her
veins were pricking cold. ‘What did he
know, what could any ore know of
the Miwaka. the ship of which nothing
ever was heard except the beating of
the Indian Drum? She tried to make
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farly this morning,” he said.

him 8ay 1.ore; but heé looked away
| .0 the lake. e 3
The Chippewa must have come in
. “She’s
2 in the harbor; I saw her on my
:ay to the telegraph office. If Mr.
tglearfnan has come back with her,
him I'm sorry I can’t wait to see

him »

“When are you going?”

“Now.”
kshe offered to drive him to Petos-
aey, but he already had arranged for

man to take him to the train.
2 She went to her room -after he was
::ne and spread out again on her bed
St‘;g\’atch—now the watch of Captain

afford of the Miwaka — with the
y:;f:’ and coins of more than twenty
Inea‘s' ago which came with it. The
= Ning of them now was all chang-
me'a:-he fel.t that; but what the new
3 h.emvg might be could not yet come
Alan;l" Something of it had come to
i ; that, undoubtedly, was what
Qomds‘)r greatly  stirred him; but she
2 not yet reassemble her ideas.
“La few facts had become plain.

AMAID ¢ame to say that Mr. Spear-
tor bman had come up from his boat
1 airreakfast with her and was down—
Ouns: She -went down to find Henry
cg.g.}\{‘.g, in one of the great wicker
audlrs in the living .room. He arose
alt‘ca‘me toward her quickly; but she

3 ed before he could seize her. ' -

‘r‘I got backj Connie—"

,‘;Yes ;.1 heard you did:™”

.,W*‘_?VS wrong, dear?”

“Alan Conrad has been here, Henry.”

H?'has‘? How was that?”
iﬁtstsl;iltold him' while he watched her

. V.. “He wired to Buffalo about
% Watch. He got a reply which he

.“8ht to me half an hour ago.”

Yeg o :

The watch belonged to Captain

t;
“afford who was lost with the Mi- .

Waka;' Heénry ”

€ made no reply; but waited.

Ou may not' have known that it

llo\vl:lis; 1 mean, you may not have

% that - it was he who rescued
Deople of the Winnebago, but you

Ty
q 5t have known that Uncle Benny
idn’t"' Biat 5

Teny'

aneS; I knew that, Connie,” he an-
red evenly.

the hen ‘why did you let me think

o 2tch was his and that he must
\de&d?" ;
e

th‘OuhatS all’s the matter? You had
ag g}? t he was dead. T believed it
be .etter for you—for every one—

Clieve that.”
With,e drew a little away from him,

Bagi

“

Wag

;ha}lds clasped behind her back,
eg intently at him. “There was
G ‘i"“tlng found in Uncle Benny’s
‘ Telartl* Astor Street—a list of names
thejy l.‘Ves of people who had lost
g {Ves upon the lake. Wassa-
New where those things were.
r_‘Says they were given to him in
. Presence.”
ﬁi' Sa,w. the blood rise darkly un-
18 skin, “That is true, Connie.”
didn’t you tell me about

dﬁl‘
'that 5?» ¥

He :

* yStr?_lghtened as if with anger.
that should 17 Because he thought
oy Should? What did he tell you
fp t_hose liSts?"
it an:;}‘.ed vou, after you went back,
an Ve Ing else had happened, Henry,
hayg O $id, nothing’ T should not
lis §
:ivl:mthing_, »”
mesz not? . What were they but

* What has he told you they

~whatever happened.

got for Ben!

Considered the finding of those -

CANADEAN
were, Connie? " What has he said to
you?”

“Nothing — except that his father
had kept them very secretly; but he’s
found out they were names of peo-
ple who had relatives on the Mi-
waka!”

“What?”’

Recalling how her blood had run
when Alan had told her that, Henry’s
whiteness and the following suffusion
of his face did not surprise her.

He turned away a moment and con-
sidered. “Where’s Conrad now, Con-
nie?”

“He’s gone to Frankfort to cross to
Manitowoc.”

“To get deeper into that mess, I
suppose. He’ll only be sorry.”

“Sorry?”’

“I. told ‘that fellow long ago not to
start stirring these matters up about
Ben Corvet, and particularly I told
him that he* was not to bring any of
it to you. It’s not—a thing that a
man like Ben covered up for - twenty
vears till it drove him crazy is sure
not .to be a thing for a girl ’go know.
Conrad seems to have paid no atten- '
tion to me. But I.should think by
this time he ought to begin to sus-
pect what sort of thing he’s going to
turn up. I don’t know; but I cer-
tainly suspect—Ben leaving every-
thing to that boy, whom no one had
heard of, and the sort of thing which
has come up since. It’s certainly not
going to be anything pleasant for any
of us, Connie—for you, or your father,
or for me, or for anybody who’d carel
for Ben, or had been associated with
him. Least of all, I should say, would
it prove anything pleasant for Cbn-
rad. Ben ran away from it, because
he knew what it was; why doesn’t this
fellow let him stay away from it?”

«He—I mean Alan, Henry,” she said,
“jgn’t thinking about himself in this;
he isn’t thinking about his father. He
believes—he is certain. now—that,
whatever his father did, he injured
some one; and his idea in going ahead
- _he hasn’t. told it to me that way,
but I know—is to find out the whole
matter in order -that he may make
recompense. ‘It’s a -terrible thing,
He knows that,
and I know; but he wants—and T want
him for his sake, even for. Uncle
Benny's sake—to see it through.”

“Then it's a queer concern youve
Let it alone, I tell you.”

HE stood flushed and perplexed,
gazing at him. She never had
seen him under stronger emotion.

«you misunderstood me once, Con-
nie!” he appealed. “You’ll under-
stand me now!”

She had been thinking about that
injustice she had done him in her
thought—about his chivalry to his
partner and former benefactor, when
Uncle Benny was still keeping his

place among men. '‘Was Henry now
moved, in a way which she could not
understand, by some other obligation
to the man who long ago had aided
him? Had Henry hazarded more than
he had told her of the nature of the
thing hidden which, if she could guess
it, would justify what he said?

In the confusion of her thought, one
thing came clearly which troubled her
and of which she could not speak.
The watch of Captain Stafford’s and
the ring and the -coins, which had
made her believe that Uncle Benny
was dead, had not been proof of that
to Henry. Yet he had taken advant-
age of her belief, without undeceiving
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her, to urge her to marry him at once.

She knew of the ruthlessness of
Henry's business life; he had forced
down, overcome all who opposed him,
and he had made full use for his own
advantage of other men’s mistakes
afid erroneous beliefs and opinions.
If he had used her belief in Uncle
Benny’s death to hasten their mar-
riage, it was something which others
—particularly she—could pardon and
accept.

If she was drawn-to him for his
strength and dominance, which some-
times ran into ruthlessness, she had

no right to complain if he turned it
thus upon her.

She had made Alan promise to write
her, if he was not to return, regarding
what he learned; and a letter came to
her on the fourth day from him in
Manitowoe. The postoifice employees
had no recollection, ne said, of the
person who had mailed the package;
it simply had been dropped by some
one into the receptacle for mailing
packages of that Sort. They did not
know the handwriting upon the wrap-
per, which he had taken with him;
nor was it known at the bank or in
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sny of the stores where he had shown
it. The shoe dealer had no recollec-
tion of that particular bex, Alan, how-
ever, was continuing his Imquirvies.

In September he reparted in a brief,
totally impersonal note, that he was
continuing with the investigations he
had been making previous to his visit
to Harbor Point; this came from Sar-
nia, Ontario. In October he sent a
different address where he could be
found' in case anything more came,
such as the box which had come to
Constance in August.

HE wrote to him in reply each

time; in lack of anything more
important to tell him, she related some
of her activities and inquired about
his. After she had written him thus
twice, he replied, describing his life
on the boats pleasantly and humor-
ously; then, though she immediately
replied, she did not hear from him
again.

She had returned to Chicago late in
September and soon was very busy
with social affairs, benefits, and
bazaars which were given that fall for
the Red Cross and the different Allied
causes; a little later came a series of
the more personal and absorbing
luncheons and dances and dinners for
her and for Henry, since their engage-
ment, which long had been taken for
granted by every one who knewl them,

was announced now. So the -days
drifted into December and winter
again.

The lake, beating against the es-
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planade across the Drive before Con-
stance’s windows, had changed fts
color; it had no longer its autumn blue
and silver; it was gray, sluggish with
floating needle-points of ice held in so-
lution. The floe had not yet begum
to form, but the piers and break-
waters had white ice caps frozen from
spray—harbingers of the closing of
navigation. The summer boats, those
of Corvet, Sherrill, and Spearman with
the rest, were being tied up. The
birds were gone; only the gulls re-
mained—egray, clamorous shapes cir-
cling and calling to one another cross
the water. Early in December the
newspapers announced the closing of
the locks at the “Soo” by the ice.

That she had not heard from Alan
was beginning to recur to Constance
with strange insistence. He must
have left the boats by now, unless he
had found work on one of those few
which ran through the winter.

He and his occupation, instead of
slipping from her thoughts with time,
absorbed her more and more. Soon
after he had gone to Manitowoc and
he had written that he had discovered
nothing, she had gone to the office
of the Petoskey paper and, looking
back over the twenty-year-old files,
she had read the account of the loss
-of the Miwaka, with all on board. That
fate was modified only by the Indian

Drum beating short. So one man
from the Miwaka had been saved
somehow, many believed. If that

could have been, there was, or there
had been, some one alive after the
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" gazing at the gulls.
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ghip “disappeared”’—Alan’s word went
through her with a chill—who knew
what had happened to the ship and
who knew of the fate of his ship-
mates.

HE had gone over the names again;
if there was meaning in the Drum,
who was the man who had been saved
and visited that fate on Benjamin Cor-
vet? Was it Luke? There was no
Luke named among the crew; but such
men often went by many names. If
Luke had been among the crew of the
Miwaka and had brought from that
lost ship something which threatened
Uncle Benny that, at least, explained

Luke.

Then another idea had seized her.
Captain Caleb Stafford was named
among the lost, of course; with him
had perished his son, a boy of three.
That was all that was said, and -all
that was to be learned of him, the
boy.

Alan had been three then. This was
wild, crazy speculation. The ship was

lost with all hands; .only the Drum, be-
lieved in by the superstitious and the
most ignorant, denied that. The Drum
said that one soul had been saved.
How could a child of three have been
saved when strong men, to the last
one, had perished? And, if he had
been saved, he was Stafford’s son.
Why should Uncle Benny have sent
him away and cared for him and then
sent for him and, himself disappear-
ing, leave all he had to—Stafford’s
son?

Or was he Stafford’s son? Her
‘thought went back to the things which
had been sent—the things from a
man’s pockets with a wedding ring
among them. She had believed that
the ring cleared the mother’s name;
might it in reality only more involve
it? Why had it come back like this
to the man by whom, perhaps, it had
been given? Henry’s words came
again and again to Constance: “It’s a
queer concern you've got for Ben.
Leave it alone, I tell you!” He knew
then something about Uncle Benny
which might have brought on some ter-

“rible thing which Henry did not know
but might guess? Constance went
weak within. Uncle Benny’s wife had
left him, she remembered. Was it
better, after all, to “leave it alone?”

But it wasn’t a thing which one
could command one’s mind to leave
alone; and Constance could not make
herself try to, so long‘as it concerned
Alan. Coming home late one after-
noon toward the middle of December,
she dismissed the motor and stood

The day was
chill, gray; the air had the feel, and
the voices of the gulls had the sound
to her, which precede the coming of a
severe storm. The gulls recalled
sharply to her the day when Alan
first had come to them, and how she
had been the one first to meet him
and the child verse which had told
him that he too was of the lakes.

She went on into the house. A tele-
graph envelope addressed to her
father was on the table in the hall.
A servant told her the message had
come an hour before, and that he had
telephoned to Mr. Sherrill’s office, but
Mr. Sherrill was not in. There was
no reason for her thinking that the
message might be from Alan except
his presence in her thoughts, but she
went at once to the telephone and
called her father. He was in now,
and he directed her to open the mess-

age and read it to him.

“Have some one,” she read aloud;
she choked in her excitement at what
came next—“Have some one who
knew Mr. Corvet well enough to recog:
nize him, even if greatly changed,
meet Carferry Number 25 Manitowoc¢
Wednesday this ~week. Alan Con-
rad.” :

Her -heart . was beating fast. “Are
you there?” she said into the ’phone.

“Yes.”
“Whom shall you send?”

There was an instant’s silence. “I
shall go myself,” her father answered.

She hung up ‘the receiver. Had
Alan found Uncle Benny? He had -
found, apparently, someone whose 1€
semblance to the picture she had
showed him was marked enough to
make him believe that person might
be Benjamin Corvet; or he had heard
of some one who, from- the account
he had received, he thought might
be. She read again the words of the
telegram . . . “even if greatly chang
ed!” and she felt.startling and terri
fying warning in that phrase.

CHAPTER XV.
Old Burr of the Ferry.

T was in late November and whil®
I the coal carrier Pontiac, on which he .
was serving as lookout, was in Lake
Superior that Alan first heard of Jim
Burr. The name spoken among some
other names in casual conversation bY
a member of the crew, stirred and
excited him; the name James Burr.
occurring on Benjamin Corvet’s list
had borne opposite it the legend “All
disappeared; no trace,” and Alan,
whose investigations had accounted
for all others whom the list contained,
had been able regarding Burr only 0
verify the fact that at the address
given no one of this name was to be
found.

He questioned the oiler who had
mentioned Burr. The man had met
Burr one night in Manitowoc, with
other men, and something about the
old man had impressed both his nameé
and image on him; he knew no moré
than that, At Manitowoc!—the place
from which Captain Stafford’s wateh
had been sent to Constance Sherl’i11
and where Alan had sought for, but
had failed to find, the sender! Had
Alan stumbled by chance upon tBe
one whom Benjamin Corvet had beeZ
unable to trace? Had Corvet, aftel
his disappearance, found Burr? Had
Burr been the sender, under Corvet’s
direction, of those things? Alan spe®
ulated upon this. The man might
well, of course, be some other ,_]_im
Burr; there were probably many me®
by that name.' Yet the James Burf
of Corvet’s list must have been such
a one as the oiler described—a White
haired old man.

Alan could not leave the PontidC
and go at once to Manitowoc to Seek
for Burr; for he was needed whereé
li6 was. The season of navigation 9P
Lake Superior was near its close. In
Duluth shippers were clamoring for
cargoes; ships were lading in haste.
for a last trip before ice closed the
1ake’s outlet at the Soo against 2
ships. It was fully a week later 3%
after the Pontiac had been laden agal®
and had repassed the length of Lake
Superior that Alan left the vessel :at
Sault Ste. Marie and took the tr
for Manitowoc.

(To be continued.)
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What’s Wrong

R. HORNBLOW, editor of
the Theatre Magazine, is
perhaps the best entitled to
a sane opinion on what is

the matter with plays nowadays. And
in his leader article this month he
finds a good deal the matter.

What I ask in the theatre, he
5ays, is the appeal to my deeper emo-
tions, my better self, something in the
hature of a gpiritual uplift, something
that will take me out of my everyday,
humdrum existence, fire my imagina-
tien, stimulate my mental faculties
and make me ponder. Certainly none
of the pieces of our up-to-the-minute
dramatists succeed in doing that.

Don’t accuse me of being a high-

brow, 1 deny the slanderous insinua-
tion. T know little Latin and less
Greek. 1 also wear my hair short. I

Claim to he an ordinary, average hu-
Man being, who, if he consents to be
énticed from his coalless fireside on. a
‘.’iinter's night to go to the theatre, is
Justiﬁed in expecting to see something
Worth while,

How often do we get anything worth
While? Isn't it true that most of the
blays written to-day are the merest
Diffle, flimsy dramatic carpentry, with
S.llallow,‘ artificial situations, sugges-
- live dialogue, unredeemed by a single
Original or virile thought? These
Dieces are, for the most part, the
“heapest claptrap, hastily thrown to-
Bether by industrious wights intent
bly on catching the nimble dollar.
-Nfey are not the matured work of big
Minds, of men who burn the midnight
0“1 DPenning a message to humanity.
Can great plays be rattled off on a
'Ypewriter while the manager’s mess-
SNger waits at the door, snatching one
Dage at a time? Hardly. Yet if the
theatre has any raison d’etre, if it de-
‘;‘_e""es to live and prosper, it cannot be
“®garded only as a place of amuse-
Ment for the idle and the thoughtless.
'; must do its share in trying to solve
ine Problems of to-morrow by improv-

&, not degrading, the taste of to-day.

SW more than at any other time,

. When the whole world lies agonmizing,
m;lt.iramatist has tremendous respon-
= ities. By putting spiritual quality
S his plays, he can encourage the
“Sbondent, give cheer to those who

AVe almost lost hope, whereas now .

I:::g hig in-ept. frivolous, ~salacious
e 8, he is leading the way to de-
Adation and despair.
» !

‘WILLIAM A. HOLDEN, in The
Theatre, says that a wave of
indecency has recently swept
ffia;, BW‘ York stage. A perverted
vic of life, a sort of‘ commercialized
4 Propaganda, is being carried on
niva: open, with the unblushing con-
S C® of certain theatrica} producing
emm; The morals of the younger gen-
cleann are being endangered by un-
4 quemﬂ}'s tha,t. twist right and wrong
e w?r directions, and try to cover
ot ith a hc-meyed coating of soft
ftage .hame its earliest history the
Yepute S had to suffer from the ill-
i undeservedly given it by the
T8Nt and the bigoted. Those who

the
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love the drama at its best have tried
to fight this absurd prejudice, and by

. the production of good plays had al-

most succeeded in giving the theatre a
high place among our worthiest social
institutions. But now comes the
greedy manager who, solely to fill his
pockets with ill-gotten shekels, undoes
all that has been done, and prostitutes
the stage for love of the dollar. Bare

This sketch from life of the man who
escaped from a terrible catastrophe
with his only remaining child—as told
by himself—is one kind of thing that
would not be out of place in many
demoralizing modern plays.

legs, insinuating lines, suggestive
scenes are being nightly presented in
our best theatres to young and old
alike. Innocent sounding titles lure
unsuspecting women and children to

COTREER

(V%
O
1e

With the Stage ?

see plays that are frankly indecent
and grossly immoral. Of course, there
are clean plays on the boards and we
still have managers with = scruples,
thank Heaven! The truth is the most

" successful box-office attractions to-day

are for the most part productions that
have a healthy atmosphere about them.

»

R. HERBERT THOMAS, Eng-
M lish, has produced a new type

of play calling for but two ac-
tors. You remember that Dunsany did
this very successfully in his two-man
comedy, the Glittering Gate, where
two rummies hold a dialogue at the
gates of heaven. Thomas has made
his play a counterpart by calling it
Out of Hell. The London Times says
it is a ‘‘thrilling, amazing little play.”

_The Telegraph says:

Clever, vehement work it is, but
after all, rather noisy, and you come
away thinking of its ingenuity, per-
haps of its violence, perhaps of the
queer  tricks of the story, impressed
once more, no doubt, with the horrors
of war, but wondering whether all
the woe was worth while. Mr. Her-
bert: Thomas knows how to make his
hearers suffer, and he has the right of
a clever man in earnest. He does con-
trive to suggest. for us something of
the beauty and the nobility of the sac-
rifices which women and men are mak-
ing every day. But his play is of situ-
ations and sensations, and his people
are puppets of queer circumstance; in
fine, it is- melodrama.

An Unstaged Canadian’ Roménce.

OMANCES are not all dead. The

latest Count of Monte Cristo ro-
mance that has not yet, so far as we
know, got into print, is that of the
telephone girl in Quebec Province—-
somewhere not far from Ottawa —who
was suddenly inflicted with $74,000,-
000.

The story goes—that the young Wo-
man was an operator in a small ex-
change, supporting a sister ' and
mother who lived with her on a four-
teen-acre run-down farm. The mother
and sister both died, leaving the poor
little farm to the telephone girl, who
would have been better off without
it and wondered what she would do
with the wretched little place all tied
up with debts as it was—

Till suddenly some wise expert
wandered along that way and took a
look at the farm. Other experts came.
They were not wanting to buy farm
land, at least not to farm it. But
they wanted to buy this farm; wanted
it very badly.

To tell the truth-—as legends go—
they told the girl that her little farm
on the hill was almost & solid mass
ot pure radium and platinum, an un-
heard-of mixture, of the world’s
most precious metals; and would she
consider taking the small sum of $74,-
000,000 for it?

Not being an expert in minerals the

poor girl was compelied to take the

money. She woke up to find herself !
a multi-millionairess, richer than any |
What did she do? |

man in Canada!
Go to New York, or build a castle in
Montreal ?

gratitude to the telephone manager

who had kept her at work when other |

girls were laid off. She made him a
present of $100,000,

havior. She took over the running of
the exchange. When the operators

displeased her she thregtened to cut

off their allowance, or to reduce it bv
a few thousands.

'What is she going to do with the
She |

rest of the money? Poor girl!
will worry herself into an early grave
trying to discuss how to die without
having too much money.

{3 OW,” said the colonel, looking

along the line of recruits, “I
want a good, smart bugler.” At that,
gsays London Opinion, out stepped a
dilapidated fellow who had a thiclg
stubble of black beard.
the colonel, eyeing him up and down.
“Are you a bugler?’ “Oh, bugler!”
said he, “I thought you said burglar.”
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TO SUIT
ALL SEASONS

Jaeger Under-
wear may be had
in weights to suit
all seasons. It
offers the most
complete bodily
protection of any
known clothing,
and combines
quality with style
and comfort.
Made in two
piece suits and
combinations in
all weights for
men, women and

children.

For sale at
Jaeger Stores and
Agencies
throughout the
Dominion.

A fully illustrated catalogue free on
application.

DR. JAEGER 3% el Co. LIMITED

Toronto Montreal Winnipeg

British ““ founded 1883 ”.

Solve this Puzzle
And Win a Phonograph

No Entrance One
Fees Simple
Condition

Send
Yous
Count the Answer
Squares NOW

A Real Phonograph will be given to
every person who counts the number
of squares in this diagram COR-
RECTLY and fulfils one simple con-
dition. This condition is easy. Count
the squares very carefully and send
your answer to

SELFAST SPECIALTY CO.
Dept. H, Drawer 891, Sta. F., TORONTO

No, like. a real romancer |
as she was, she stuck to her job in |

To all the other |
operators she made promises of large
gifts of money, subject to good be- |

“What!” said

osgraves
Beers

Known by discrimin-

ating Canadians for
over half a century.

PALE ALE
HALFand HALF
XXX PORTER

In original strength
er from

EXPORTERS
- LIMITED

489 St. Paul St. West, MONTREAL

To meet Ontario Temperance Act,
order from dealers, grocers, or
direet from Br *

THE COSGRA\IVIE,I{RIWERY Co.
Toronto: Tel. Adelnide 486-487

HY DON'T YOU REMEMBHER? We
can train your memory, build self-
confidence, congentration—a quarter of a
million students prove it. Write Canadian
Correapondence College, Limited, Pelman,
Dept. O, Toronto, Canada.

SITUATIONS VACANT.

YOU CAN MAKE $25 to $75 WERKLY
writing show cards at home. Easily
learned by our simple method. No can-
vassing or soliciting. We sell your work.
Wiite for particulars. American Show
Card School, 801 Yonge St., Toronto.

A
STAMPS AND COINS.

PACKAGES frée 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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SUPER-ODDITIES

ITH the easy grace of those who
are accustomed by long habit
two persons swung and swayed upon
the street-car. As they chatted pleas-

S antly a man sitting near arose and
R SHOES NE joren o

offered his seat to a lady. THE“AA”.I/EVER

one of the original two commented to SELF FILLING N
< his neighbor: “I've been riding on this QUNmIN EE‘
line for eight years,” he said, “and I T tite most: Facent do-
have never given up my seat to a velopment of the well
lady.” “Then you have never had any known “A.A.”
manners,” snubbed the friend, se- ®
IN verely. ‘“Not so,” answered the first. Fountaln Pens
- “I bave never had any seat.” _ The lever is a simple, effec-
- tive, convenient, filling device

3 ® which enables you to easily and
i g | neatly fill this pen from any ink
LOCAL lawyer the other day re- | bottleor ink well.
! : 2 | “A.A 2 Dens are fully guar-
. called an experience of his when, anteed and render long and con-

LIQUIDS AND PASTES. FOR BLACK, w’“m. TAN, DARK ; as a newly fledged barrister, he was tinually satistactory sei vice.

Ask your nearest de:'er to

BROWN OR OX-BLOOD SHOES. PRESERVE THE LEATHER, called upon to arbitrate in a compen- i oy e e
The F. F. DALLEY CORPORATIONS, LIMITED, HAMILTON, CAN. sation case in regard to certain slum
; : property, Accompanied by an official Modern Pen Company
from the City Hall he proceeded to 170 Broadway, New York City
inspect the houses—there were six of A. R. MacDOUGALL & CO., LTD.

Can:dian Representalives

— irectly they s in the
them—and directly they set foot i o Rina Bt W, Totonts onti

first one they noticed a distinctly dis-
agreeable smell. In the second it was
the same—only more so. The third i
one they entered was even worse. The ’I

official sniffed and sniffed. “What an The Radial Lines

unpleasant—ahem-—odor,” he said at

HAVANA
GROWN
TOBACCO

MADE IN CANADA CIGARS length. “Can it be the drains?”’ The Paslengcr and Freight
owner of the property shook his head. Service Daily
ini Pl'OdllCt? “Can’t be the drains,’ he replied em-
Wlly Pay Duty on the mebed phatically, “there ain’t none.” Toronto Richmond Hill
The AGRADA Cigar is hand made of Fine Clear - Abrcrs ; N cehwmarket
i le Sutton Schombe
Havana Tobacco, Filler and Wrapper, by clever e Nconoronto S i Crc(rl?t

Cuban cigar makers in our factory in Toronto. By
making the cigars in Toronto we can gave you 60%
of the duty paid on the same cigar made of the
same tobacco in Havana. We will send you

prisoner, cheerfully. “You seem
in a good humor-for a man who has
spent the night in jail” “So I am,
your honor. I had a good night’s rest

Information as to rates and
schedules will be gladly furnished
by local agents or traffic depart-

-and that always refreshes me. You ment,
Direct From Our Cigar Factory see, my wife is a timorous woman Head Office :
ahd when I sleep at home I'm com- 88 Ki St. East Toronts
King St. )

pelled to investigate many strange

moises. No doubt there were burglars | || T'apanto & York

all around me last night, but I didn’t

bt s o i i oo || Radial Railway

them.”—Birmingham Age-Herald. 4
L || Express Service at Freight Rates
IN a small town where something

of importance happens perhaps
once a year signs were posted on

every tree and pole which read, “He ' Silk Flags of the Allies

is coming. He is coming.” About |

fresh and fragrant a box of twenty-five
of the CORONA size (see illustration) of

AcRrap

for $2.60. Now, you know CORONA size clear
Havena eigars cost you 16c amd 20c each in
the regular way—We save you half your
money and give you a better smoke for 10c.
Box of 25, Panatela shape, $2.25. 5

—

two weeks later new signs appeared

Tl'y Four at Our Expense proclaiming, “He is here. He is here. 10 inches long, 7 inches wide
; Smoke four “AGRADAS”. when you receive He is at the Town Hall to-night. Ad- Eight Flags (ascorted) for $1.08
them—Af they don't pleazc ycu in every way— mission, 10 cents.” All the townsfolk, 18 inches long 12 inches wide
send back the balance and we will'réturn your enticed by the prospect of seeing a % 4
money without a word. Den’t wait—get your disti 's})lred ell"olp e tgth Elght Flags (assorted)ior 52-.0
order in the mail to-4ay. You can’t lose—we ; % istingul Lot Ot BRIOcLE 2 e Post Paiil b sy Hibbrets
stand all the expense if they fail to please —roa'o”a-?oupAcroRY“*- hall at the time appointed. At 8

o’clock the curtain was raised dis-

you.
playing a large sign which read: “He

Remit by money order or oheque and mention

Harvie’s Decoration Store
605 Yonge St . Toronto. Ont.

J whether you like light, medium or dark cigars. | has gone.” ; |
; L
L ] ] N
| Rogelio, Girard & Co., 39 McCaul 5t., Toronto i B e i
with Dorothea’s somewhat weal- THE T' ’ XEDO
thy and particular parents, who had A Comfortable and Exclusive
: brought up their daughter after their Modern Home. Table and Ber-
own manner. The aunt and the girl viee in Keeping. Beven-course 2
DESK BOOK OF ERRORS lN ENGLISH were about to go out, when the girl Evening Dinner.
‘BY FRANK H. VIZETELLY, 3 observed: ‘“Are you going out, m'm“ Tﬂz Bhouid
auntie? You've got a hole in your
Associate Editor of the Standard Dictionary, treats the hundred and veil.” “Have I?” replied the aunt. mTll'b, ko Ms‘
one questions that arise in dally speech and correspondence which “Pm afraid I haven't time to change g
are not treated of in the dictionary. : it now.” ‘“Oh,well, it’s not a very big
The New York Times: “The scope and plan of the volume, which one,” replied the girl, “and, after all, Al
is of handy size and alphabetical arrangement, strike one as pleas- I don’t suppose any one will know wiya Er[__’lWARD' HOTEL
antly sane and sound.” you're my aunt.” To:mt:e,mz:n—a—da.- .
12 mo. cloth, 240 pages. Price $1.00 post-paid. ” Ace"",{’,‘,’,fﬁ?ct;?,n e gf,’,f,;‘:,.‘s'p?,lfo ; £

(13 OW do you like being a sol-

U N I v E R S l T Y B 0 0 K C 0 . dier?” ‘““All right,” answered EDUCATIONAL. cratof
(S SMCORST " 550 0 o TORONTOONT. e o~ hoid A et b in spare tme-biE 982

Judge. “But our manager is a fiend | mand—our graduates successful. ol
s e Scho? g

» ; culars write Shaw Correspondenc
for rehearsals. = Toronto. (Dept. Z.) /
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" The Road—
The Real Tire Test

FIRE insurance doesn’t compensate you for the in-

convenience of rebuilding.
Tire insurance doesn’t compensate you for the hold-
ups on the road. So, while Marathon Tire users have
the satisfaction of our adjustment basis on Angle Tires
of 5,000 miles, their real concern is with the hand
process of Marathon Tire making—the building up,
layer by layer of fabric and thread, with rigid inspec-
tions at each process. It is the only way to eliminate

weak spots.
M ' = LE. {I?&EA%TW‘ g
S22/ 170N R AN

TIRES

MADE BY

The Marathon Tire & Rubber Co., Limited
St. Catharines, Ont. '

\ N\

ot S
For Sale at all Garages.

AMERICAN PLANT
AT CUYAHOGA
FALLS, OHIO

Y 4
y 4
y 4
e Y 4
: y 4
y 4
y 4
Y 4 -
y 4
Y 4
y 4

y 4

v

- Angle 'Tires ‘édjusted
.. Onthe basis of ‘
- 5,000 miles

Runner and Plain
Tread Tires adjlisted
on the basis of
3,500 miles

Toronto Office - 608 Yonge Street

\k

Northern Ontario

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

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

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

HON, G. HOWARD FERGUSON, H.A. MACDONELL,
Minister of Lands, Forests Direector of Colonization,

and Mines. Parliament Buildings,

: . TORONTO, CANADA.

Dominion Express
Money Orders

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

_ or a new order issued fremhy\
/A

COURILCR 3

IX weeks of rest and placid

-k

pleasure in the British West
Indies, far from war’s alarms and
the irksome routine of home and
business. Another climate, another
civilization—all at minimum cost.

- Royal Mail
West IndiesVoyages

From Halifax to the Windward Islands
* and Demerara and return to St. John,
twenty-one calls' en route, each port

VA
47
|

{.with its own individuality. See and
' know . Bermuda,. St. Kitts, Antigua,
Dominica and the rest.

Round irip, passage, including
meals and berth, $125.00 to $145.00.
Write for ~descriptive booklet.

ROYAL MAIL STEAM PACKET CO.
Halifax, N. S.

CALIFORNIA

Offers Unsurpassed Attractions for the

Winter Tourist

WARM  SEA BATHING — GOLF — TAR-
PON FISHING. ETC. |

Hom‘eliké, Moderate Priced Resorts
as well as ‘
THE MORE PALATIAL HOTELS

r Choice of Routes
e . See That At Least One Portion'of Your Ticket Reads

cANAulAN‘ - L] . L] -
“Via Canadian Pacific Rockies”

Particulars from Canadian Pacific Ticket Agents,
or W.B. Howard, District Passenger Agent, Toronto.

PACIFIC

RAILWAY

RAVELLERS KNOW
- A THAT SERVICE COUNTS

DAY TRAINS ' traverse most interesting
rich in soil, rich in timber, minerals, climate and scenery.

N

route,

f?rwenten‘; NIGHT TRAINS have sleeping cars with wide, high, long and
ptme, Gt airy berths and restful easy-running coaches.

comfortable | AsK FOR C.N.R. ROUTING—any Agent—or wrice General
well ventil- Passenger Department.

ated cars. Montreal, Que. Toronto, Ont.’ Winnipeg, Man.







