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What We May Expect

MEAS URED by the strength of those
who worked that we 1n Canada might
be worthy of their labors and their faith,
the Canadians mnow wm Canada have
learned only the a bc of hardship. We
are a self-helping people. Our forefathers
m o great rude country made us so. It
was theiwrs and 1s ours to convert Canada
wnto a natron. All they could do at a time
was a day’s work. And they did 1t. Wath
what thrift, energy, self-denial, ingenuity,
we have almost forgotten. War can never
bring to this country a greater test of our
personal resources than fell to the lot of
Jonathan Lee and his woman. For the
sake of cheerfully meeting the mecessities
of the times, you are inwvited to read about

this--- [n Next Week’s Issue
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It }s a Handmade
Clear Havana Cigar

You save 60 per cent. of
the duty because
AGRAD

is Made in Canada by

expert native Cuban cigar
makers out of clear
Havana tobacco, wrapper
and filler, and packed in
Mexican cedar “boite
nature.”

/.

/L,

“ AGRADA™
PERFECTO

We will send twenty-five fresh, fragrant
“ Agradas” packed in a Mexican cedar
box, and shipped to you /

Direct from Our Cigar Fa'ctbry- >

Here is Our Offer

at the following prices: Corona or Per-
fecto size, box of twenty-five, $2.50;
Panatela size, box of twenty-five, $2.25;
you can then ' |

Try Four at Our Expense

Smoke four “Agradas” when you receive
them---if they don't please you In every
way---send back the balance and we will
return your money without a word. Don't
wait---get your order in the mail to-day.
You can't lose---we stand all the expense
if they fail to please you.

Remit by money order or cheque and
mention whether you like light, medium
or dark cigars.

ROGELIO, GIRARD & CO.
39 McCaul St. e i Toronto ‘

.
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IX weeks of rest and placid
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

with its own individuality. See and

know Bermuda, St. Kitts, Antigua,
. - Dominica and the rest.

N\ _\((V//<

SO

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

{ \\\im/'/ —

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

In “Perfect Seal” Quart Jars

W These are the finest
%  preserving jars made ;
- and hold 3 pounds of

: “Crown Syrup’’.

Your grocer also has
“Crown Syrup’’ in 2, 5,
10 and 20 pound tins.

: Write for free Cook Book.
i Ch <2 THE CANADA STARCH CO. LIMITED,

MONTREAL.
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That Boy of Yours

{s eanxious to make extra pocket money, but dogs not know ocal
he can secure for Saturdays. - nat "

We solve the problem; we have the job. All the boy does is to claim
it and go to work.

The work is made easy by our new method. ‘We show the boy (or
any one) how to go about getting subscribers to Canadian Courier. The
instructions are so plain a boy can follow them. \

Help the Boy |

Your moral support back of the boy will mean much to his first efforts.
Back this up with the help we can give, and success to the boy will mean
a start in life towards money making.

Our terms are most liberal; a reasonable wage Is guaranteed to every
boy worker. Write to

SALES MANAGER, CANADIAN COURIER,
181 SIMCOE S8T., TORONTO.




UR last week’s talk on
this subject made it
~  obvious that if we

Could be persuaded to pub-

Aish the Canadian Courier in
Buffalo or Detroit and ship
e product into Canada

Uty free, we should be saved

the comfortable item of

15,000 a year on the cost of

White paper, not to mention

ther items. In what we

lave to say this week on the

roblem of furnishing 50,000

Canadian subscribers—and

S many more as we shall get

~With an illustrated paper

It to compete with over-the-

I}Qrder productions, we pro-

08¢ to say precisely how
€ ask your co-operation in

tting out of the difficulty.

i:

CANADIAN COURIER

CANADIAN COURIER

- Published at 181 Simcoe St., Toronto, by the Couarfer Press, Limited. IMPOI{TANT:
Changes 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 find that most of our subscribers
prefer not to have their subscriptiors interrupted in case they fail* to remit before expiration.
While subscriptions will not be carried in arrears over an extended period, yet unless we are
notified to cancel, we assume the subscriber wishes the service continued.

®

HOW the New Canadian. Courier proposes to

gwe at least 50,000 subscribers, and as
many more as possible, a better and a bigger
paper, without raising the price. At a time when
the buying power of the dollar was almost cut 1n
two for everything else on the market, the B. P.
of the Canadian Courier dollar was fixed. At a
time when the B. P. of the average dollar is still
going down, the power of the Canadian Courier
dollar 1s.still further increased by giwing you—
more value for your money.

3

THE SOLUTION OF OUR PROBLEM

begin to get Christianly nor-
mal again—will contain,

A Minimum of 36 Pages,

Printed on a Good Grade
of Book Paper, :

Splendidly illustrated in
all the Black and White
Mediums Known to Art;

Featured in Interest, as to
Fiction and Fact,

Replete with Human In-
terest;

Every issue—Much About
People; :

All the Things we have put
out in our prospeetuses and
More;

All set forth with the

Maximum of Printing Art.

The first of these will be
in your hands dated Janu-
ary 19, 1918, The second will
come along on February 2.

€don’t expect to move this

per across the border. It :
uld find lots of friends there; but it was born in Canada
d it intends to remain a citizen of this country. With

" -i.nICanada we have good reasons for reaffirming this
-CIple. :

Ut to set it forth by our good works in a way that
kes you tdke notice and interest, fetches us round to
Piece of arithmetic. Most things simmer down finally
sum in figures if you give them rope enough. This
lem is very simple. If we can’t furnish you a mimi-
dm of 1,500 pages a year this side of the border without
ving $15,000 a year more for the paper than we would
CF there, what can we do? Here we ask the reader to
Operate. This paper is a democracy. We believe in
‘ernment by discussion. Kaisers don’t. Your consent
4 Co-operation is necessary in carrying out the scheme

GIVING YOU FEWER PAGES PER YEAR
ON A BETTER GRADE OF PAPER.

QU believe as well as we do, very probably, that Can-
da has come to the time when the best is none too
for a national publication. The country contains no
of material, and plenty of talent in all lines. We have
onstrated this. We believe in growing from the inside
We planted this paper here eleven years ago to grow
h the country. With all its errors and shortcomings
we all have them—it is still growing up with the
ry. We have had ex- |

Mada we stand or fall. - After eleven years of experi-

: The third on February 16.

And now the cat is out of the bag.

For the period of the war—perhaps a little longer, de-
pending on conditions, the Canadian Courier will be issued
as a fortnightly instead of a weekly. In making this an-
nouncement we feel sure that all who believe in the work
of the Canadian Courier as a medium of Canadianism will
lend us their co-operation. =

As a matter of fact you will get more for your money
than you have had during the past year. By this time in
1919, the faith which you now have in this paper will be
raised to enthusiasm. !

And our issue of next week will be the first of the new
series. You will like it. We shall continue to improve it,
and your co-operation will be appreciated by

THE EDITOR.

KEEP THE HOME FIRES BURNING

A Few of Many Letters'to The Editor

Guelph, Ont.
The Courier of December 15 was received this morning. I feel that I must
thank you for three of its articles. The cover article is a thoughtful and
Christian appealrto every Canadian. The mext article, ‘“Measuring Up in
Canada,” is like a word in season, amidst a babel of tongues. ‘A Clear Per-
" spective of Peace” is the most condensed and comprehensive statement of the
causes and probable results of the war that I have yet read. Trusting the
Courier (as the power of the press is incalculable) will continue to set before

the people of Canada honorable and lofty ideals,
“A DAUGHTER OF THE EMPIRE.”
»

‘Wabana, Newfoundland. =

—

“lice on this soil, among
_ beople, dealing with
¢ problems. We think
kll.OW how to interest

_Co-operation,
N of interesting you
than we have ever
The interest you take |
SU you no more cash
t has done during the
year. It will afford
0 far as we can esti-
1t in figures, -easily
e satisfaction.

1ssue you get from
f January and un-
er notice—say until

WHAT WE EXPECT NEXT WEEK

An Article from Philadelphia, By the Monocle Man
One from Windermere, B.C., By A. M. Chisholm
One from Montreal, By B. B. Cooke
A Timely War Article, By Sidney Coryn
The Power of a Phantom, By Thomas Topley

The Thrift of Jonathan Lee’s Woman
- o By the Editor
Nursery Walls, By Estelle M. Kerr

Plays and Music; What We:
: Third Instalment of The Indian Drum.

The whole Issue Splendidly Illustrat:d. :
Cover Designed in Colors, by Horsman Varley

m—

1 have been a very much interested
reader of your paper for quite a num-
ber of years. I wish to congratulate
you on the excellence you have
attained in your product, and wish to
say I think it should be called ‘““Can-
ada’s National Weekly” instead of the
Courier, and should be in every Cana-
dian home,

F. R. RAND.
” i

The Courier is fine, and I like your
own strong and breezy and charac-
teristic (character-revealing) writing
better than any other I have read
therein. D

Ad multos annos!

‘ J. B. DOLLARD.

. » )

Your editorial upon Col. Roosevelt
was worth far more than the year's
subscription.

Owe the State, By Investicas;

o
e L T ST

e
—

e

18 over and things

e

JOHN B. FLINT.



scenery and outdoor sport.

Do not fail to visit Jasper and Mount Robson

CANADIAN

COURIER

mountains, gorges, glaciers and cataracts.

Here the protection given to game has increased the quantity and reduced the

fear of man

~ Mountain sheep and goat, the most wary of animals, are seen feeding on the
hills, and coming down to the railroad in view of passing trains. :

“The Canadian Northern Rockies,” or apply o

For further particulars see our booklet
Ont.;

General Passenger Department, Montreal, Quebec.; Toronto,

CANADIAN NORTHERN RAILWAY

Make the Most
of Trayel

THE passenger to the Pacific Coast is to-day offered a choice of routes that
renders it unnecessary to re-trace his steps and opens up a wealth of new

Parks with their wonderful

Winnipeg, Man. -

NATIONAL DIRECTORY OF STANDARD PRODUCTS

ADDING MACHINES.
United Typewriter Co., Ltd., To-
ronto.
APPLES, (Evaporated):
Graham Co. Limited, Belleville,
Ont. ‘
AUTOMOBILE ACCESSORIES.
Hyslop Bros., Toronto.
BABBITT AND SOLDER.
Hoyt Metal Co., Toronto.

BAND & INSTRUMENT MANUFAC-
TURERS.
Whaley, Royce & Co., Limited,

Toronto and Winnipeg.

“BETHLEHEM AMMUNITION BOX,”
CHAINS AND RINGS.
Tarbox Bros., Toronto.
BICYCLES AND SUPPLIES.
R. G. McLeod, Toronto.
~ BONDED WAREHOUSE
Standard Warehouse- & Mercan-
tile Co., Toronto.
BOOTS AND SHOES.
W. B. Hamilton Shoe Co., Limited,
“Model” Shoes, Toronto.
BOOTS, SHOES & RUBBERS

McLaren & Dallas, “Imperial
Shoes,” “Independent” Rubbers,
Toronto,

BRICKS AND TERRA COTTA.

Don Valley Brick Works, Toronto.
BUILDERS’ SUPPLIES.

Britnell & Co., Limited, Toronto.
CARBORUNDUM GRINDING
WHEELS.

Norman Macdonald, Toronto
CARPETS AND RUGS.

Toronto Carpet Mfg. Co., Ltd., To-

ronto.
CAR WHEELS AND CASTINGS.

Dominion Wheel & Foundries,

Limited, Toronto.
CHARCOAL.

Ely Bres., Toronto.
CIGARS. :

Andrew Wilson & Co., “Bachelor”

Cigars, Toronto.
COAL AND WOOD.

P. Burns & Co., Toronto.
DUPLICATORS:-

United Typewriter Co., Ltd., To-

ronto.
ELEVATORS.

Otig-Fenson Elevator Co., Toronto.
FENCING (Ornamental, Farm, Rail
way).

The Banwell Hoxie Wire Fence

FURNACES.

The McClary Mfg. Co., London,

Ont.
GELATINE.

Charles B. Knox Co., “Knox Spark-
ling,” ‘ Knox Acidulated,” Mont-
real.

GLOVES (Men’s and Women’s).

Dent, Allcroft & Co., “Dent’s

Gloves,” Montreal.
GLOVES AND MITTS.

The Craig-Cowan Company, Lim-
ited, Toronto.

HARDWARE. i

Hardware Company of Toronto,
Limited, Toronto.

HOT WATER BOILERS, RADIATORS

Cluff Bros., “Regent” Hot Water
Boilers and Radiators, Toront~

LEATHER {Sole-Hemlock & Union
Oak). :

The Breithaupt Leather Co., Ltd.
Kitchener, Penetang, Hastings
and Woodsteck, Ont.

LIGHTING, WELDING & CUTTING

PLANTS g

The Siche Gas Co., Ltd.. Toronto.
LUMBER AND TIMBER.
R. Laidlaw Lumber Co., Ltd., To-
ronto.
MILK. :
S. Price & Sons Limited, Toronto.
MOPS (Scrubbing and Dry Dusting).
Tartox Bros., Toronto.
MULTIGRAPH LETTERS & MAIL
LISTS.
‘Harry Edwards, Toronto.
MUSIC PUBLISHERS.
Whaley, Royce & Co, Limited,
Toronto and Winnipeg.
MUSICAL INSTRUMENTS.
Whaley, Royce & Co, Limited,
Toronto and Winnipeg.
OFFICE FURNITURE.
/United Typewriter Co., Ltd., To-
. ronto.
PAINTS AND VARNISHES.
International Varnish’ Co., Limited,
Toronto. :

PIANOS.

Heintzman & Co., “Ye Olde Firm,”

Toronto.
PIANOS & PLAYER PIANOS
The Newcombe Piano Co. Ltd.,
Toronto. >
PLUMBING SUPPLIES.
Fiddes & Hogarth, Limited, To-
ronto.
PRINTING INKS.
Sinclair Valentine Co, of Canada,
Limited, Tofonto.

Co., Limited, Hamilton.

PUBLICATION PRINTERS.
The Ontario Press, Limited, To-
ronto.
REFRIGERATORS: :
Rureka Refrigerator Co., Limited, |

Toronto.
RIBBONS (Typewriter, Adding Ma-
chines).
United Typewriter Co., Ltd., To-
ronto.

SCRAP JRON, STEEL & METALS.
Frankel Bros., Toronto.
SEEDS (Garden—of every Descrip-
tion).
Carter’s Tested Seeds, Inc., To-
ronto.
SHEET MUSIC AND MUSIC BOOKS.
Whaley, Royce & Co., Limited,
Toronto snd Winnipeg.
STATIONERS AND PRINTERS.
United Typewriter Co., Ltd., To-
ronto.
STEEL (Tool).
Wm. Jessop &  Sons,
* Toronto.
STORAGE
Standard Warphouse & Mercan-
tile Co., Toronto.
STOVES, COOKING, Coal, Wood,
Electric and Gas.
The McClary Mfg. Co.,  London,
Ont.
Wrought Iron Range Co. of Can,,
Ltd., Toronto.
TINWARE
Soren Bros., Manufacturers, To-
ronto, Ont.
TYPEWRITERS.

United Typewriter Co., Limited,

“Underwood” Typewriters, To-
ronto.
UNIFORMS.

Beauchamp & How, Limited, To-
ronto.

VARNISHES AND JAPANS.
The Ault & Wiborg Varnish
Works, Toronto.
VEGETABLES, (Desiccated):
Grabam Co., Limited, Belleville,
Ont.
WASHING MACHINES. :
Hurley Machine Co., “Thor Elec-
tric Washing Machines,” To-
ronto.
“1900” Washer Company, Toronto.
WATCH CASES.
American Watch Case Co., Lim-
ited, Toronto.
WINDOW’' LETTERS AND SIGNS.
J. E. Richardson & Co., Toronto,

A vast new land of promise e -
and freedom now open for set-"
tlement at 50c an acry in some,
districts—in others Free.

Thousands of farmers are re-
sponding 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
H. A. MACDONHELIL,

Director of Colonization,
Parliament Buildings,
TORONTO, CANADA.
HON. G. HOWARD FERGUSON,
Minister of Lands, Forests and
Mines.

Limited,

&
T - Xl

DEPARTMENT OF THE NAVAL
SERVICE.

Royal Naval College of Canada.

ANNUAL examinations for entry
Naval Cadets into this College
held at the examination centres of th® =
Civil Service Commission in May each -
year, successful candidates joining
College on or about the 1st August fol-
lowing the examination. j
Applications for entry are reczived % %
to the 15th April by the Secrctary, Cl
Service Commission, Ottawa, from who®
blank entry forms can be obtained. S
Candidates for examination musi hav®
passed their fourteenth birthday, and no®
reached their sixteenth birthday, on
1st July following the examination.
Further details can be obtained O
application to G. J. Desbarats, C.LG-'_,, B
Deputy Minister of the Naval Service
Department of the Naval Service, Ottaws
G. J. DESBARATS. i
Deputy Minister of the Naval Servicé
Department of the Naval Service,
Ottawa, March 12, 1917, :
Unauthorized pubHcation of this ad-
vertisement will not be paid for.

The Radial Lines | |

Passenger and Freight
Service Daily

Toronto Richmond Hill |
Aurora Newmarket
Sutton Schomberg

New Toronto and Port Credit

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

Head Office :
' 88 King St. East, Toronto

Toronto & York
Radial Railway

Express Service at Freight Rates

XXX PORTER |

In original strength
order from

EXPORTERS
LIMITED
489 St. Paul St. West, MONTREAL

To meet Ontario T oy
order from dcda. .:.'"m‘rmi
direct from Brewery,

THE COSGRAVE BREWERY OO+
LTD

Ont.

Toronto: Tel Adelaide 486487
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'THE BOZZY FOR ALL ENGLAND

A Wonderful Glimpse of an Enchanted Stage Filled with Great Actors

] -WHETHER you like politics mixed up wit’h
he lite_mture and philosophy or not, you can't
| felp being interested in what Viscount J ohn
%O’”ley thought about all the great people he
‘f W ever mei—and he seems to have met most
I % them, ) orley was to England what Bozzy
f ans to old Dr. Johnson. His book of Recol-
| “lions is the greatest thing of its kind that ever
- Ome oyt in any language. Written by a man
Who Sidetracked literature for politics, but never
Lgcame Premier, who hated war, but loved
Wgland ; who never knew much about Ger-
Many and took very little interest in Canada,
~ 8orbed iy, scientific and literary people, but
R %"mg little for art and nothing at all for music.
G wre’ don’t have John Morleys in Canada. One
- 0uld be o great blessing. Just one.
e | HIRTEEN vears ago 1 first and last encountered John
Morley, Little Englander, lukewarm Tmperialist,
~ friend of Ireland, student of India, man of letters and
Seier,. editor, acquainted with most of the ‘le‘ading men of
of 'Li(;e and literature in every Cf)un’(_ry })L}t C'~e1T111311y, author e
e o of Gladstone, of Burke, Voltaire, Cromwell, and finally of h{»
: = km, Re%llections, of which this ar’ti'cle i.s an appreciation. Be it
i By ;W;n I..did not meet the most dist‘m.gulshgd svc}'lolar-state-sman of
glang iy, a social way. I was sent to interview him at the home of

 Golg

&
I
4
E
i

2 z v

i “«ﬂl’i\ : Win Smith, John Morley hates interviews. He came downstairs
~_PWDose to tell me so. 1 remember well that as he stood over me
R h'a’t down again in one of those pre-Raphaelite hall chairs of ?he
,m%g.e\he was dressed in black trousers, navy-‘b.lue coat and waist-
3 méznd a flaring tie, only a shade redder than his keen, honest face,
bE gy im”‘ eye:s bored me through and through. I was det.elrmmed to get
; r'“EHIJ-ieSSllOII s he equally not to give one. He protested in most el.ega«nt
e ’Vreégoss on his horror of interviewers, gave me three contradictory
R fo]%wé‘ (;vhy no man should labor on the Sab’b‘ath and very courteously
0 e to the door. ‘ s : .
g VN almost everything that a man needs to know for happi--

Y °1.1,‘ earth, he had divulged nothing. Having just completed his
F  he .. "Ve Life of (ladstone, whose closest political friend and adviser
B hﬂm » 00 his way to visit President Roosevelt at the White House,

& ; :m"ed to-regard me as another tiresome specimen of the lesser
 Coy Ut by the Creator to pester real humanity. I quite enjoyed the
e “14:, US eontempt of this famous man and perfeet English gentleman.
: Al\d ;I I'OVCIY morning, sir,”’ I ventured to .remark. -
oy Conlq Was—one of those glorious Canadian autumn days which
b - G - _h‘a“e deseribed so well, for he has several landscape appre-
"Ons m his Recollections.

s hat T have no opinions whatever,”” he said, teleologically.
%';S,t *O? Morley’s hooks is one of the rarest of its kind. T have
emvp’?nhg' it gasually with Bismarek’s Thoughts and Recollee-

L Cting ahout the same period of time. What a difference!
2 ’CW lg.mla.‘r‘ek was, John Morley was not. The difference between
Y ,0' if 1t eould have, heen understood by England while Bis-
n ﬁ% alive, would have made the war impossible.

s Orley began to understand England when he became editor

5

By T HE ED I 1T OhL

of the Pall Mall Gazette and a friend of
John Bright. He came to maturity in an
England that had ceased to take active
interest in Europe after the Crimean War.
Henee he knew the thinkers of France,
and by association those of Italy. He
seems to have taken very little interest.
in Germany and not much more in Russia,
except as that country affected the prob-
lems of India, whose Secretary of State
he was during the whole term that Lord
Minto was Vieeroy. His allusions to
Canada are almost painfully monoecled.
He scarcely seemed aware of our exist-
ence. IHe was here but once; twice in the
United States, the first time in 1868 ; never
in India, though in his letters to Minto
he often spoke of going there; never in
South Africa, though he was almost a
pro-Boer ; seldom or never in Germany, or
Russia—or anywhere mueh but in dear
old England, to whigch he belonged as
much as Charles Dickens; and sometimes
in France.

John Morley represents all that is best in the real Englishman:,
King, Lords and Commons—and the Fourth Estate; and his own con-
stituents in Parliament were, workingmen. Not a bit of a snob; a
true Liberal, but never a Radical; as much a friend of Joe Chamber-
lain’s as of Gladstone or Parnell. England to him was full enough
of people and problems to keep him busy. His brain was never idle.
He was an Oxonian, continually delving into the classies and steeped
in literature; a literary man, who by force of necessity became a
statesman, and a politician ; a thinking man, almost a near philosopher,

/who never found polities too small. Mentally one of the biggest men

of his day, he was superbly at home in college halls; but he made
himself equally at home on the hustings. Books were his constant
delight . He loved to write. Style and poetry and forms of beauty
were more to John Morley than problems of Empire. But he had also
an inborn John Bull love of an open ficht—in language.

T EMPERAMENTALLY a pacifist, he hated war, which was one
reason he sympathized with the Boers. He was an apostle of
conciliation. That he was never Foreign Secretary must have been
a mistake. Perhaps he was too mueh of an Englishman. He had a
fellow-feeling for Ireland, and was an ardent Home Ruler. He liked
the Seotch and was elected time and again by Secotchmen.
born in a factory distriet, town of Blackburn in Lanecashire; and he
neve® lost his sincerely good-natured interest in factory problems.
To him the wheels of dear old England ran hard enough, and the parks
of England were fine enough, the landseapes of England lovely enough
—~to keep any man interested for one lifetime. e often spoke of the
Himalayas, and he had seen the Alps but he makes no references to
the Rockies.
Oh, well, we could forgive him all his negleet of Canada, if only
he had taken the trouble to study Germany. To him the Rhine valley
was a hinterland. /He speaks sometimes of Bismarck, always ad-

Recollections—Morley. In Two Vols. Tha Macmillan Co.

He was .

yi ol
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miringly. John, with all his knowledge of the ugly
pide of politics at home, was always blind to the
eloven hoof. Constantly he makes the reader feel
that he has far too much faith in human nature ever
to have foreseen the horrors of a world war. He re-
signed from the Cabinet the moment war was de-
clared. Why? Not that he believed in the violation
of Belgium, for he .believed in the rights of Ireland.
But he was too much of a cultured gentleman to
be member of a Cabinet conducting 2 world-shat-
tering war. No, it was all too ghastly and ineredible.
Heavens! had not England fought the battles of the
rights of man at home, of democracy, of freedom?
Was it not possible to conciliate?

We draw the curtain. d

Mr. Morley twice met the
Kaiser. He describes him, first at
Londonderry House when Edward
was Prince of Wales, in 1891:

He bowed and shook hands, asked
§f I had recovered from my illness,
and said they had influenza in Ger=
many, and there my intercourse with
him ended. But I was immensely in-
terested in watching a man with
such a part to play in Europe. He
jgs rather short; pale, but sunburnt;
carries himself well; walks into the
room with the stiff stride of the
Prussian soldier; speaks with a good
deal of intense and energetic ges-
ture, not like a Frenchman, but
staccato; his voice strong but pleas-
ant; his eye bright, clear and fully
mouth resolute; the cast of face
grave or almost stern in repose, but

_as he sat between those two pretty
women the hostess and T,ady——,
he lighted up with gaiety, and a
genial laugh. Energy, rapidity, rest-
lessness in every movement. But T
should be disposed strongly to doubt |
whether it is all sound, steady, and
the result of a—what Herbert Spen-
cer would call—rightly co-ordinated
organization.

Years later when Secretary for
India he again met the Kaiser and
says:

He greeted me with mock salaams
and other marks of *Oriental obeis-
ance. Seriously he put me through
imy paces about India. When I talk-
ed, as we all should, about the im-
possibility of forecasting British rule
in the Indian future, he hit his hand
vehemently on his knee, with a ve-
hement exclamation to match, that
British rule would last forever. When
1 told this to Lord Roberts he laugh-
ed and said: ““The Emperor doesn’t
know much about the facts.” He
asked how our Radical labor men
treated Indian things. I said, “With-
out any ground for quarrel’” He again struck his knee,
praying that his own Socialists would only show the
same sense. In your Most private ear, I confide to you
that important talks took place afbout the Bagdad Rail-
way. t

sion—he appears to have left in the mind of everybody,
namely, that he does really desire and intend Peace.
You may laugh a4t this in view of the fine brand-new
Nayal programme which the Germans have launched at
e moment supremely inconvenient to H. M.'s Govern=
ment. 7 .

He appreciated Bismarck, who so far as he could
see was working sanely to unify Germany. Evi-
dently Mr. Morley thought Bismarck and the Kaiser
were human beings What does he think now? He
knew that Bismarck was studying England. Vol
1. he says: “Before the election of 1880 Bismarck
observed, quietly enough, that in foreign things the
uncanny Liberals must in general follow the same
lines as Beaconsfield.” Suppose Morley had said a
similar thing about an election in Germany—impos-
sible! Bismarck had his hand under every political
bed-quilt. Morley was studying—England. But
what an England, as described in the Recollections!
Has any country ever been so described by such a
man as real as is in Dickens? Morley could sit up

. {o the smal]l hours, bottles and glasses or none, with
such widely divergent characters as John Bright
and Huxley; Carlyle and Lord Roseberry; Parnell
and Herbert Spencer; George Meredith and Cavour;
John Stuart Mill and Ernst Renan; Thiers the
Trenchman and George Eliot; Campbell-Bannerman
and George Sand; Chamberlain and Balfour; W. T,
Stead and Disraeli. He knaw them all. And he was
the only mau that did. He knew them intimatély.

One impression—and in my eyes it is a golden im.x)res-"
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Gladstone he knew best of all, and better than any-
body else knew him. He served under the G. 0. M.
until the very last. He thus describes the scene in
Gladstone’s house when the Old Chief was about to
resign and Morley was to break the news to Mrs.
Gladstone:

After dinner in the dining-room he at once sat down
to backgammon. . . . What a curious scene! Me break-
ing to her that the pride and glory of her life was at
last to face eclipse, that the curtain was falling on a
grand drama of fame, power, acclamation; the rattle
of the dice on the backgammon board, and the laughter
and chucklings of the two long-lived players sounding a
strange running refrain.

Morley was twice Secretary for
Ireland, and he prided himself
that he knew the Irish guestion
through and through. Well, in
spite of Morley, Ireland is still
Ireland.

As to South Africa, he was not
so sure. Seemed to him that Eng-
land was running her head into a
noose when the Boer War came.
In one of his talks with Chamber-
lain he reminded J. C. that if it
had been himself and not implac-
able Milner who had negotiated
with Kruger, he would have push-
ed the tobacco Jjar across the
table and asked Oom Paul to have
another smoke,

Among the sirange characters
on Morley’s list was the profound
gcholar Lord Acton, whose own
description of Morley is very
frank:

He draws his conclusions from
much too narrow an induction; and
his very wide culture—wide at least
for a man to whom all the problems,
the ideas, the literature of religion
are indifferent and unknown—does
not go to the making of his policy.
These are large drawbacks, leaving,
nevertheless, a mind of singular elas-
ticity, veracity, and power, capable

of all but the highest things.

When Acton died he left Mor-
ley his great library, concerning
which Morley says:

1 shall not forget the feeling—as on
the breaking forth of some unex-
pected vision of the sea—with which
I was taken from an upper gallery
and looked upon the noble hall that
contained his books, now mine, and
beheld the seat and table where he
had so sedulously read and ruminat-
ed and made his diligent sheaves of
transcript from the silent masters

round him,
The library was handed on to Cambridge University.
Years ago while mowing sheaves for an Ontario
farmer I read Herbert Spencer’s Data of Ethics on
the mow, while the next load was creaking up the

Jane. Could I then have read Morley’s recollec-
tions of Spencer, Huxley, Tyndall and all that great
lot of scientific leaders, what a joy it would have
been! :

One evening Grote, the historian of Greece, at a
dinner at John Stuart Mill’'s when Morley was pres-
ent, requested that Spencer should talk on—the
equilibration of molecules. Spencer did. Grote
seemed to understand. So did Mill. But another

guest asked Morley if he understood a word of it, :

for blest if he did.

Huxley seems to have interested Morley deeply,
In a letter (1883) he says to Morley:

It is a cunious thing that I find my dislike to the

thought of extinction increasing as I get older and near-

er the goal. It flashes across me at all sorts of times
with a sort of horror that in 1900 I shall probably know
no more of what is going on than I did in 1800. I had
sooner be in hell a good deal—at any rate in one of the
upper circles where the climate and the company are
not too trying.

When Spencer began to contemplate death he
asked Morley if he would say a few apt words over
the remains before cremation. Afterwards he wrote
to advise him not to, as to do such a thing for an
avowed agnostic—or worse—might hurt him in the
next election, Morley assured him that his good
Presbyterian electors in the Montrose Burghs
would have no objection. However, he was at Pal-
ermo when Spencer suddenly dropped off.

_tensely expressed in a memo as follows:

Morley’s literary enthusiasm rose to the top ¢ %
the tube in his appreciation of George Meredith. ¢f
whom he said: %

l } AL

He came to the morning meal-after a long he
stride in the tonic air and fresh loveliness of cook-weds
and green slopes, with the brightness of sumrise s
his brow, responsive penetration in his glance, the tu
of radiant irony on his lips. and peaked beard, his
postic head bfight with crisp brown bair, Phoebus AP
descending upon us from Olympus.

Morley spends far more ink, howeyer, on par
mentary people because it was in Parliament B8
he did the greater part of his work. Of Parliam
itself he said: : :

Most of the men I have known would rather have wi
ten the Decline and Fell than have been Mr. pitt. . -

. ... With a rueful memory 1 many a time l‘ec"l“I
that Franklin and Washington never made gpeeches mor®
than ten minutes long. I thought of their country:
whose speeches were too lengthy for their pith, and
was compared to a train of fifteen cars only conv
a single passenger. ... Then there were the troops
men who mot only coveted the “lJoud applause and &Y
vehement”’ of the majority—that was natural—but “fig

whom it seemed axiomatic that ‘‘the country’’ of
people’. could be the dupe of any claptrap that &p

to fit the humor of an hour. This was far from nat¥

It was in 1873 that Morley first met Chamberia
then a Radical, afterwards a Tory Imperialist;
whom he says:

I have always thought of him, of all the men of acti?
I have known, the frankest and most direct, as he

with two exceptions the boldest and most intnepifl'
instinct was one ‘surer of his power 4s a popular 1€

One anecdote of an interview which Chambe?
had with Carlyle on the temperance question Mo!
recounts:

When he was busy on temperance and the GotnenD
gystem we had one of our talks with Carlyile. Tha
told him that he rejoiced that this mighty reform
being attempted; then all at once he took fire at thoﬂ 3
of compensation for the dispossessed publican and Y
into full blaze. Tiercely smiting the arm of his chal
summoned an imaginary publican before him.
pensation!” he cried. “T’ll tell you where to go for s
pensation. Go to your father the devil!” Chambe!
listened, until he was able in patient tone to p“:
case of the reputable butler whom _a-grateful master
set up in a licensed and well-conducted tavern.

Among the sometimes tedious but never dunl *
iniscences of public affairs, Morley sandwiches °
lot of delightful descriptions. In this he is 1
man sitting by a fire—just talking. For instancs
describes a reception at Marlborcugh Housé,
Edward was Prince of Wales; at a time when
pold of Belgium was apparently the “cloven
and not the German Emperor. He says:

g T

A band played delightful music in an adjoinin
and I should have liked nothing better than to sit ¥
out talking—enjoying the spectacle, the glittering. *
and glowing gold, the superb flowers and fruit, the
of ribands, stars and orders, and the general presed
fame, distinction, greatness of place and power °
one. The King of the Belgians sent for me and
about the Soudan, ‘Universal Suffrage, and other
ters, good-natured, free from stiffness, spoke well
point, and with no sign of cloven hoof. Hatzfe!®
troduced himself to me, the German ambassat
rather barbaric look about him, made one think of
tus “Germany,” and rude folk camping on the P&
Rhine or Elbe in dark forests. 2

Every little -while he picks up a book.

stance:

Read “All’s Well That Ends Well.”
ing scenes very tiresome—euphemistic
Thought of Byron's saying to Moore—‘‘1 say,
do you think of Shakespeare? I think it's a ¥
i

Again—just by way of Irish humor:

T,eft Paris at 11.30, snow lying all the way to 4
mried to read two,pieces of French fiction, put
each more disgusting than the other, so 1 flup
both out of the window, only hoping that the

peasantry are lcky enough never to have learnt t0

A visit to the Louvre in Paris calls torth &
little appreciation of art—which like nusic $€°
have been of verylittle interest to Morley-

Lastly, but most delightful to me of all, because
long lived with the engraving of it in our small
room, Millet’s “Gleaners.” 1 felt as if it we
while to go to Paris if only for the sake of see¥y
picture.

What he thought of some parliamentary egoV

X
2 B e

Found .the

Tea with Blank (Labor M.P.), tremendous ego
once in the hour and a half we were together d
one single question, or invite a single remark
political business in hand, or admit a single
allow that there may be two sides to any a
realize that he does not know all that is worth
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i E don’t understand that Secretary

McAdoo is the kind of man to
Work miracles. As Treasurer of the
United States he had plenty of work.
As Director-General of all U. S. rail-
Ways, he would have to be a miracle-
Man if he did the work. But they

Py = e v

> PICTORIAL

ERE’s a job for a camera. The lens had to get in all the royal, rambunking

et:‘:':ses oh the frescoes of the French Embassy at Madrid—and n‘oi_: by the
of g of a blink miss one of the dignitaries lined up in front.. Especially one
0 Lopg' the 'only one that’s not Spanish; not the one that looks like a first cousin
,hﬂado Kitchener, but the one to the right of him, M. Therry, the new French Am-
<"°F to Spain. Whatever he will do.
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HIS is a Chinese General. He is

also Premier of the Chinese Re-
public and Minister of War. Any time
he wants to Tuan Chi Jui can be chief
of staff of the Chinese army. Then
look out! When Tuan Chi Jui directs
his millions of Chinese to advance,

§hose him because the Treasury De- EMYSS (Weems)—Now how have they kept this sea-dog so quiet all the thousands of miles upon something—

\Partment has to guarantee certain W while?  Know by the way he wears his monocle that he’s some naval there will be a little more war than

dividends. McAdoo isn't a railway relation to the great Admiral who couldn’t see the order to retire because he there now is, if possible. No jdoubt

Man. He isn't likely to learn the job put the glass to his blind eye. Wemyss, we fancy, is a real sea-dog. Let'’s he's a great general. Oh chopsticks!

fast enough to become one. But the hope he keeps on looking so. He's the most sea-bulldog looking man we've Chop Suey! Advance! Quick march!
- S. Railway Board s full of experts. seen since old Fisher. No convoys or destroyers lost if Wemyss can help it. Tramp, tramp, tramp!

¢ 0O N T BAST =

HESE frank females are supposed to be health-building at Brighton,

Eng. Just at present they are tossing the medicine ball. They have
been in swimming. Any kind of weather—suits these human seals of
Brighton. But there’s been a bit of weather in some parts of Canada
lately that would make these little walruses’ teeth chatter. Goodness
knows what the gentleman walruses are thinking about.



 CAMOUFLAGE OF GERMAN MIGHT |
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done it in the case of Roumania and Belgium. -

WEEK ago we confidently believed that
A a devastating flood of Germans Wwas
Y about to break upon, the western lines.
There was no reason for such a belief

except a sudden outburst of hectorings from the
claque of the German newspapers, There was
every reason against such a belief, but none the
less it produced a feeling of general despondency
and foreboding, which was precisely the inten-
" tion of those who originated it. Doubtless we
shall presently learn to recognize the methods
of the German propagandist, but we have not
learned it yet. Those methods are mujtiform,
unceasing, and ubiquitous. Sometimes the pro-
paganda takes what may be called the axiomatic
form. We are told that “of course” the French
army is bled white, and can do no more than

Y the skilful use of verbal camouflage, Ger- ;
many gives the other belligerents the idea

that she has the power to hurl vast masses

of armed humanity upon any point she chooses
in a minimum of time. We are led to believe
that the French are ‘‘bled white,’’ thaf Eng-
land is in her last reserves, that Italy is “all
in”’ and that now nothing but the instant
weight of the American army on the west front
can keep the German armies from breaking
through. But what are the facts? This article
is the convincing answer.

And for the moment at least she has done it in
the case of Russia:. She has made an immense
effort to eliminate Italy, but here she seems L0
have failed, although it is still too soon to speak
with certainty. But with Italy disposed of,
either through success or failure, where may
we expect that the next blow will fall? o

I'I‘ seems to me that the question, almost

answers itself, while making full allowance
for unknown and unknowable faets. There i8
only one vulnerable point left—if it is wvulner-
able—and that one point is Greece. But for
the necessities of Austria we may believe that
Greece would already have been attacked.
Greece is now at war, with Germany, and we

may regretfully suppose that she is not very

struggle desperately and almost despairingly to
hold its own. That the French have just sent
- a large and well-equipped army into Italy at a_
few hours’ notice, that they recently drove the
Germans from the Chemin des Dames, and that they
have not yet called out so young a class as has Ger-
many herself, count not at all against the German
myth garbed as an axiom. There are other minor
forms of the propaganda, and among them -the
‘“patriotic’” one; - America, we are told, must now
bear the whole brunt of the war, and hasten to step
into the place occupied by the paralyzed armies of
France, Italy, and Great Britain. Von Tirpitz, it
is true, has a different opinion, if we may judge from
the speech that he has just delivered before the

Hamburg branch of the Fatherland party, and in .

which he said that “up to the present in this war
Great Britain has won rather than lost.” None the
less the desired feeling of @espondency is produced.
And now we are treated to the vision of vast new
hordes of German soldiery hurrying to the western
front that they may overwhelm the Allied lines by
sheer weight of numbers. It is true that nothing’
“has yet happened, and that the German newspapers’
have now been ordered to talk of something else,
but it is to be feared. that our capacity for being
apprehensive and unhappy is undiminished. We are
still willing to dance to the German tune.

HAT Germany will strike hard at any point that
she believes to be vulnerable goes without
saying, and doubtless when she does so it will be
acclaimed as the predicted German offensive. But
Cermany has been striking hard ever since the war
began. There will be nothing new about that. She
made titamic efforts to reach Calais and Verdun, and
st a time when her men were far less war weary
than they are now. She failed disastrously, and she
would still have failed even if her forces had been
much larger than they were. We can hardly suppose
that she intends to repeat those calamitous experi-
ments, no matter how great the volume of her rein-
forcements from the east. With the possible excep-
Ntion of tite Champagne district, there is no spot on
the western line that offers to her any great hope
~ of success, or that is nofvalready marked by failure
after failure. Itis to be remembered that a numerical
superiority of men is but one out of many of the
factors of vietory. The largest of armies must fail

in the absence of artillery support that is superior .

in power not only to the guns opposed to it, but to
- the fortifications that it must overcome. It is_ the
superiority of the French and British artillery that
_2“5 so far enabled the Allies on the western front
~ mot only to hold their own, but to make a steady
progress against the invaders. No possible number
of men that Germany could transfer from the east

~ to the west would give her a guaranty of success

~ there, perhaps not even the possibility of it. As has
- been said, she had an immense superiority of men
at the battle of Calais, but none the less she lost
.that battle to the nearly raw recruits drawn from
the shops and warehouses of England and from the
plains of Canada. It is nearly certain that she was
_gimilarly advantaged at the siege of Verdum, but

once more she failed. Even if all the fairy tales’

of German'rejﬁfomements from Russia were true,
there would still be no cause for despondency. She

By

might be able to bend back ‘the opposing lines, but
she would not be able to break them without a loss
of life that would leave her victory a barren omne,
An attack that is continuously pressed with sufficient
reserves can always penetrate an enemy’s lines, but
there comes a point when the gains cease to be
worth the price paid for them. Germany reached
this point at Verdun. Indeed, she  passed it, and
she discontinued the attack. If Germany were to
hring a great offensive in the west to-day it‘i‘s quite
likely that she might gain a little ground by sheer

pressure, but she would gain nothing more than this. -

She could not end the war in any such way. And
it is extremely unlikely ‘that she is even contem-
plating such an effort. If she were actually doing
¢o she would hardly announce her intention in her
newspapers. =
It has been Germany’s invariable plan to strike
at the weak points and not at the strong ones, and
pefhaps it would have been better for the Allies
if they had followed her example and brought a con-
centra;tion of force against Austria. The Teutons
over-ran Serbia and Roumania, not so much because
any strategic values were involved, as because the
task was comparatively easy, and it gave them the
moral effects that they prize so highly. The recent
attack upon Riga had the same motive, and now we
find that once more they seek the weak spot and
assail Italy. The Italian offensive was also designed,
so far as Germany was concerned, as a reminder to
Austria of her complete dependence upon her more
powerful ally,~ Austria asked for help at the time
when Cadorna was forcing his way eastward from
the Isonzo, and it was refused to her. It was only
when the situation became critical for Austria that
a German army appeared bn the scene and at once
arrested the tide of Austrian defeat. With Russia
eliminated, Italy became the weakest of the Allies,
and we need not doubt that the atfack -upon-Italy
e absorbed, and perhaps is still absorbing, most of
tlie men that have been withdrawn from the eastern
front. A /
Let us suppose for a moment that Germany has
either conquered Italy or has abandoned her effprts
in that particular field of war, but always with the

from Italy so long as the Italian forces are intact.
Tet us suppose that Germany has an available army
as a result of withdrawals from elsewhere. What
would she do with it? At what point in the great
circle of her enemies would she discern some/ pros-
pect of success? TFor the reasons already stated I do

not believe that she would launch that army against’

either the British or the Fremch, although this by
no means implies that there will not be heavy fighting
on the western field. To win a few miles of line, to
pend back an opposing army, is of nouse to Germany
except to bring out the fluttering flags in Berlin,
and even these have been a little reluctant lately to
appear in public. The abiding need of Germany is
for some decisive action that shall forever dispose
of one of her enemies, that shall enable her to strike
the name of that ememy from her list. She has
done this in the case of Serbia. She has almost
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_and so become a serious nuisance to the British

fry is running short. What more likely than that

recollection, that she can not withdraw her armies.

wholeheartedly at war with Germany. The Em-
peror’s brother-in-law has been expelled from.
the throne of Greece and is an exile. But the.
conquest of Greece offers military advantages that
are by no means inconsiderable. Greece under Ger-
man domination means the eastern Mediterranean
also under German domination. It means that Greek
waters would at once swarm with German stb-
marines that could make their way down the Levant

operations in Palestine. German submarines were
using the Greek islands with the connivance of Con-
stantine before his deposition, and in spite of the
watchful eyes of Allied representatives. But with
Gréece conquered there would hardly be a limit to
the facilities then available to them. Germany has
never yet turned her serious attention to Greece.
She has left Greece to the Bulgarians and Turks.
She has been too busy with the other small fry that
were not so well defended. But the supply of small

Germany should be lool{in-g in the direction of Greeces
which is comparatively close to her eastern lines
and where popular disharmonies may perhaps be
counted on to aid her?

The inactivity of the Saloniki army has been oneé
of the u_lysteriés of the war. While Constantine was
on the throne it was easy to understand that his
contemplated treacheries constituted a danger to the
successful advance northward of an army that must
recessarily be based on Saloniki.  But Constantine
has disappeared and yet the Allied, quiescence iR
Macedonia continues. Is Venizelos distrustful of the
Greek people and of the loyalty of the Greek army? :
Perhaps so. At least it has been so stated. None =
the less the Allied army in Macedonia is likely-Ato
be called upon, not perhaps to undertake an advance
but to maintain the positions that it now holds.
the Greek army is unreliable it may have to meet 8
danger from the south as well as from the north.

§ o

UT the Saloniki army has been by no means u$
less, even though it has seemed to do no mor
than to mark time. But for that army Greece woul
have been over-run by the Bulgarians and Turks lont
ago. Indeed, Constantine would definitely hav
ranged his country on the Teuton side if he had dare
to do so, which he did not. Here once more we have
an example of the nervelessness and political vacilld®
tion that have done so much to injure the Allieq’
cause, and particularly in its dealings with the Ball an
peoples. Greece had definitely pledged herself D
treaty to come to the aid of Serbia whenever her
was needed. THat treaty was impudently broken D
Constantine, and the Allies should either have d
posed him at once, or d\eclared war upon' Greec ¢
They did meither. They asked permission to make -
use of Saloniki, and they then advanced into MaC
donia, knowing that they were leaving in their
a crafty and unscrupulous enemy who would
tainly stab them in the back if he could. Constanti®
was probably saved by the intervention of the C78
who naturally did not wish that the deposition
monarchs should become a habit. It is at 164
significant that “the disappearance of Cons
should follow at once on the disappearance
Czar. g

a

of



HERE is a form of idolatry practised
by many Canadian hounsewives: the
worship of the drawing-room. This
elegant apartment is shunned by all
1/1“8 other members of the family; by the hus-
and, who says there isn’t a chair fit to sit on;
¥ the son because smoking within its sacred
- Precinets is strietly forbidden. The daughter
eligiously spends an hour there each day, be-
8¢ it is the abode of the piano; but she
‘Makes frequent journeys to inspeet the hall
elock (the handsome marble and gilt one in
“he drawing-room is never wound up), and
en the minute hand shows that the proper
e has been devoted to seales and exercises
he gladly escapes. The children avoid it
Cause it is so full 'of mustn’ts. The sofa
Ushions must not be thrown upon the floor,
JOU must not even lean upon them, unless
J0U have on a perfectly clean dress; the wall-
Per and the white woodwork are apt to
h’UW the marks of sticky little fingers; there
T€ S0 many things that are easily knocked
Yer—things that don’t look at all pretty, but
You break one, mother will tell you what an
I lot it cost. Grandmother finds it
ghty, since the door leading into the hall
been replaced by a velvet curtain. Per-
ﬁsltj:' too, there are gas logs in the grate,
- Btead of the real coal fire that is one of the
st ef attractions of the little back room up-
fm_wh‘ich serves as a sewing-room, study,
ﬁﬁ?&hbmry, nursery, and even as a smoking-

Only the mistress of the drawing-room
Verences it. To her it represents an ideal
der and elegance that it is impossible
Maintain in the other apartments. She
P8 1t polished like some rare jewel, to be
on gala occasions only. Very often she
allow none but herself to dust the orna-
ts—and everything in the room may be
“Uded in that term. The tables are often
? Small and high to be put to any real use;
few books are selected for their bindings,
' their contents. Even the chairs are chosen
r decoration than comfort. Sometimes
niture is in bad taste, sometimes merely
Prpprilate. A woman with a passion for
Jung antiques often accumulates decrepit

which will only hang together when
teﬂ with elaborate kindness; and they are
dently most uncomfortable. Prior to the
of Louis XTV. the most luxurious people
«kﬁa‘%ntent themselves with hard, straight-
; Seats, for furniture was then constructed
€asily transported. The landed proprietor
¥S carried his furniture with him when he
%ﬂﬁd‘ from one estate to another, so that
Oldest types of furniture, while beautiful
B e quite unsuitable for modern use.

re is a feminine tendency to want things

\Use othep people have them, rather than to
ngs hecause they are-wanted. We dis-
mes hecause they are old-fashioned and
dehildren may rebuy them as antiques.
; Is are constantly shifting ; the despised,
ded furniture and ornaments of the draw-
M are frequently banished to humbler
S. But the housewife revels in the
:t that one room in the house is per-
1y neat and ready for the reception of
- Intimate friends may accompany her
f“m_ﬂy sitting-room ; but only the draw-
M s digplayed immaculate before the
Yes of inquisitive neighbors. And who
Me her? The pity of it lies in the fact
O this uge, or lack of use, is dedicated
St and sunniest room in the house.
glish homes the name ‘‘parlor’’ was
family sitting-room. This word, de-
Om the French, and signifying a con-
Toom, was generally used for the less
§ drawing-rooms in America, until it
disfavor through its adoption by
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Three pairs of curtains and an oriental vase obscure
the light and prevent access to the windows.

tradespeople, who established millinery parlors,
hairdressing parlors, and so on. From our
English ancestors we inherit a regard for the
traditional uses to which the ‘‘company draw-
ing-room’’ was put in times quite different
from the present. In the largest houses, where
economy of space was unneecessary, a room was
set apart for large entertainments, when the
guests were too numerous to be accommodated
in the ordinary living-rooms. These rooms
were furnished with extreme formality, free
from a multiplicity of small furniture which
would impede the circulation of the guests.
The decoration of such an apartment was
usually light and bright; gilding was profusely

employed; the chairs were stiff and easily

moved, and the large chandeliers gave a
diffused light. Such a room was totally unfit
for family use, but its ideals seem. in some way
to have penetrated to the conception of what
is suitable for a family drawing-room in Can-
ada, where houses are usually small, owing to

. the difficulty of heating, and the scarcity of
servants. Entertainments on a large scale are
rarely given in private houses; and so each
room should be furnished in the way that will
make it best suited to the use of the family.
The drawing-room, especially, should be made
liveable, in order to attraet every inmate in
the house. :

DON’TS FOR THE DRAWING-ROOM

DON’T block the access to the windows.

Use overhead lighting exclusively.

Have poor pictures, ugly orna-
ments or uncomfortable chairs.

Hang pictures where they can’t be
seen.

Drape the mantelpiece.

Have a doorway without a door or
a firé-place without the possi-
bility of having a fire.

©
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RAWING ROOM ATROCITIES

By ESTELLE M. KERR A

ROOM is-made liveable by the position

- of doors, fireplace, accessibility of the
windows, convenience of artificial lights, ar-
rangement of the furniture, the privaey of
the room, and the absence of the superfluous.
In town houses especially, where there is so
little light that every ray is precious to the
reader or worker, window-space is invaluable.
Yet in few.rooms are the windows easy to
approach. A sickly-looking potted palm
stands in one window, a statue on a pedestal
is placed before another, in order to please
the eye of the passer-by and obstruct the rays
of light which the heavy drapes on the win-
dow allow to enter. At night.the central
chandeliers give a glaring light which is too
bright to rest the eyes of people gathered to-
gether for the sake of soeciability and too dis-
tant to make reading or working possible.
It is no exaggeration to say that many houses
are deserted by the men of the family for
lack of those simple comforts which they find
at their clubs—windows unobscured by layers
of muslin, a fire-place surrounded hy easy
chairs and protected from draughts, well-
appointed writing-tables and files of papers
and magazines.

_ Which of us is not familiar with the dreary

drawing-room so ecommon in small town
houses, with its windows provided with two
sets of muslin or lace curtains, one hanging
against the panes, the other hanging against
the former; then come the heavy stuff cur-
tains so draped as to cut off the upper light
of the windows by day, while it is impossible
to drop them by mnight. Thus they are cur-
tainsg that have ceased to serve the purpose
for which they exist. Close to the curtain
stands a jardiniere, and the wall-space between
the two windows where a writing-table might
be put, is generally oceupied by a cabinet sur-
mounted by a pieture, which is rendered in-
visible by the dark window-hangings. The
writing-table might find a place against the
side-wall, but that is blocked by.the piano; so
it is either banished, or put in some dark
corner where the ink dries unused, and a vase
of éifowefrs stands in the middle of the blotting-
pad. ,

The mantel-piece in most Canadian houses is
ugly and surmounted by a still uglier over-
mantel containing a mirror. Many people try
to conceal their outlines with inflammable
draperies and a eonfusion of bric-a-brae.

' Directly opposite the fire-place is a wide gap

in the wall, which opens direetly to the hall;
and not only supplies a draught in the back
for persons seated before the fireplace, but it
exposes what should be the most private part .
of the room, to the scrutiny of messengers, ser-
vants and visitors. This opening is sometimes
provided with sliding doors, and sometimes

_ with curtains through which every spoken word

may be heard. In suech a room, it matters very
little how the rest of the furniture is arranged,
sinece it is certain that no one will ever sit in it
except unfortunate visitors.

HIS indifference to privacy is probably due

to the fact that many houses are built and
decorated by people who have no regard for
the ecomfort of their inhabitants, but who wish
to give an appearance of space by throwing the
hall, drawing-room and living-room into one;
and in some cases even instituting the atrocity
of glass doors. The seeret of a happy home
often lies in the closed door. In the ideal
house every member of the family has his own |
special place of refuge; but when this cannot

- be arranged, surely it is a mistake to allow

danghter’s practising, father’s cigar, or the
children’s sereaming, to penetrate the whole
house. :

‘When comfort and convenience are studied
(Concluded on page 25.)
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Human Beings
and

H1S man on skis seems to be “hogging
the screen.” He has the Alps all to
himself. He wanted a quiet time. He has
got it. But if he listens carefully, he may
hear a gun going off somewhere. Not a
squirrel-shooter, No—another kind of gun.

»

LL the beautiful ladies seem to be do-

ing war work. Lady Enid Vane—it's
a wonder some film Belasco isn’t after her—
has better use for her beauty than going
on the screen. She is an enthusiast on
charity bazaars to provide comforts for sol-
diers.

T the gates of Udine, dur-

ing the Italian retreat,
Sergeant G. Morini of the
Bersaglieri on patrol, halted
a German motor-car carrying
Gen. Von Berrer and Adju-
tant and the chauffeurs. They .
were hostile. He popped
over Berrer with the first
shot, sent the chauffeurs pik-
ing into the snow and went
to it catch-as-catch-can with
the adjutant, whom he turned
over to the ltalian command.
And then he joined the cycle
patrol for a rearguard action.

RETTY Alice Neilsen —

oh, how she can sing!—
is married now. Here is her
husband, Dr. Leroy Stoddard,
who knows very well that his
wife could have made a bag
of money in comic opera, but
preferred grand opera and
the married life. It was a
very quiet wedding in Green-
wich, Conn.

ESTHER was once the White Hous®
baby in the days of Grover clev®
land. She is now engaged to marry captai®
Bosanquet of the Coldstream Guards, wh
has a D. S O. Miss Cleveland
been doing volunteer instruction for .t
blind at St. Dunstan’s Home.

INCE it has been announced that

American soldiers, for a while at
least, will be mixed up with the
poilus, it is of particular interest to
take notice of M. Jules Cambon. The
former French Ambassador to the
U. S. is one of the big, solid French-
men who believes in the last ditch
for the Germans.” He is the director
of the new American Department in
the French Government, to be of all
the help he can to the new Premier
Clemenceau in looking after the
needs of the American Army in
France.

”

HE man in the black border will

be recognizeq by everybody. The
Kaiser has at last found his level.
On a recent visit to the Ottoman
capital he made himself solid with
the Turks by togging himself up in a
Turkish Field Marshal’s  uniform.
The world’s greatest professional
- butcher of humanity should feel no
yualms of conscience "in putting on
the uniform of the Chief Director of
Massacres. “Ahal!” he seems to have
said, “What do you mean by letting
those English into Jerusalem to ad-
vance upon my Bagdad railway?
Have a care. | shall make myself
decent enough to become a Turk—
a terrible Turk! And | shall toler-
ate no nonsense from Turkey.”
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Sherrill Talks to Conrad

‘ ‘ T was one of the great advantages of the
West, 1 think—and particularly of Chi-
I cago at that time—that it gave oppor-
tunity for friendships of that sort,{_’
Sherrill said. *“Corvet was a man of a sort I would
have been far less likely ever to have known inti-
mately in_ the Bast. He was both what the lakes
had made him and what he had made of himself;
a sreat reader—wholly self-educated; he had, T think,
many of the attributes of a great man—at least,
they were those of a man who should have become
great; he had imagination and vision. His whole
‘thought and effort, at that time, were absorbed in
furthering and developing the traffic on the lakes,
and not at all from mere desire for personal success.
1 met him for the first time one day when I went
to his office on some business. He had just opened
an office at that time in one of the old ram-shackle
rows along the river front; there was nothing at all
pretentious® about it—the contrary, in fact; but as
I went in and waited with the others who were there
to see him, I had the sense of being in the ante-
room of a great man. I do not mean there was any
idiotic pomp or lackyism or red tape about it;
“I saw as much as I could of him after that, and
our friendship became wery close.

“In 1892, when I married and took my residence
here on the lake shore—the house stood where this
one stands now—Corvet bought the house on Astor
Street, His only reason for doing it was, I believe,
his desire to be near me. The neighborhood was
what they call fashionable; neither Corvet nor Mrs.
Corvet—he had married in 1889—had social ambi-
tions of that sort. Mrs. Corvet came from Detroit;
she was of good family there—a strain of French
blood in the family; she was a schoolteacher when

he married her, and she had made a wonderful wife °

for him—a good woman, a woman of very high
ideals; it was great grief to both of them that they
had no children.

“Between 1886, when I first met him, and 1895,
Corvet laid the foundation of great success; his boats
seemed lucky, men liked to work for him, and he
got the best skippers and crews. A Corbet captain
boasted of it and, if he had had bad luck on another
line, believed his luck changed when he took a
Corvet ship; cargoes in Corvet bottoms somehow
always reached port; there was a saying that in
storm a Corvet ship never asked help; it gave it;
certainly in twenty years no Corvet ship had suf-
fered serious disaster. Corvet was not yet rich, but
munless accident or undue competition intervened, he
was certain to become so. Then something hap-
pened.” A
- Sherrill looked away at evident loss how to de-
- geribe it. )

“Tof the ships?” Alan asked him. - /

“No; to him. 1In 1896, for no apparent reason, a
great change came over him.”

“In 1896!”

“That was the year.” J

Alan bent forward, his heart throbbing in his

throat. “That was algo the year when I was brought
and left with the Weltons in Kansas,” he said.
Sherr#ll did not speak for a moment. “I thought,”

- understood it to be that way from the first.

LAN CONRAD, of mysterious origin,

at his foster home in Kansas, receives

a letter enclosing money with instructions
to journey up to Chicago and look up cer-
tain people. In Chicago he encounters the
second partner of the firm, Corvet, Sher-
rill and Spearman. Corvet, who sent the
money to Conrad, has mysteriously dis-
appeared during a great storm. Is he
dead? Andhow? Sherrill and his daugh-
ter—engaged to Spearman—are baffled.

he said, finally, “it must have been about that time;
but you did not tell my daughter the exact date.”

¢What kind of change came over him that year?”
Alan asked.

Sherrill gazed down at the rug, then at Alan, then
past him. “A change in his way of living,” he re-
plied. “The Corvet line of bhoats went om, expanded;
interests were acquired in other lines; and Corvet
and those allied with him swiftly grew rich. But
in all this great development, for which Corvet’s
genius and ability had laid the foundation, Corvet
himself ceased to take active part. I do not mean
that he formally retired; he retained his control of
the business, but he very seldom went to the office
and, except for occasional violent, almost pettish
interference in the affairs of the company, he left
it in the hands of others. He took into partnership,
about a year later, Henry Spearman, & young man
who had been merely a mate on ofie of his ships.
This proved subsequently to haye been a good busi-
ness’ move, for Spearman has tremendous energy,
daring, and enterprise; and no doubt Corvet had
recognized these qualities in him before others did.
But at the time it excited considerable comment.
It marked, certainly, the beginning of Corvet's with-
drawal from active management. Since then he has
been ostensibly and publicly the head of the con-

cern, but he has left the management almost entirely

to Spearman. The personal change in Corvet at that
time is harder for me to describe to you.”

Sherrill halted, his eyes dark with thought, his
lips pressed closely together; Alan waited.

113 HBN I saw' Corvet again, in the summer of

’06—1 had been South during the latter part
of the winter and Bast through the spring—T was
impressed by the vague but, to me, alarming change
in him. I was reminded, I recall, of a friend I had
in college who had thought he was in perfect health
and had gone to an examiner for life insurance and
had been refused, and was trying to deny to himself
and others that anything could be the matter. But
with Corvet I knew the trouble was mot physical.
The next year his wife left him.”

“The year of—?’ Alan asked.

“That was 1897. We did not know at first, of
course, that the separation was permanent. It
proved so, however; and Corvet, I know now, had
Mrs.
Corvet went to France—the French blood in her,
1 suppose, made her select that country; she had

for a number of years a cottage near Trouville, in

Normandy, and was active in church work. T know

\

there was almost no communication between hersel,f
and her husband during those years, and her leaviné
him markedly affected Corvet. He had been very
fond of her and proud of her. I had seen him gome
times watching her while she talked; he WOl
gaze at her steadily and then look about at "h
other women in the room and back to her, and B
head would nod just perceptibly with satisfac
and she would see it sometimes and smile. THETEE
was no question of their understanding and affectio! :
up to the very time she so suddenly and so strang®
left him. She died in Trouville in the spring =
1910, and Corvet’s first information of her ded
came to him through a paragraph in a newspaper:

‘Alan had started; 'Sherrill looked at him questi™
ingly.

“The spring of 1910,” Alan explained, “was wh
I received the bank draft for fifteen hundred dollar®

Sherrill nodded; he did not seem surprised to B
this; rather it appeared to be confirmation of om0’
thing in his own thought.

“F OLLOWING his wife’s lvea:ving'him,”_SPO
went on, “Corvet saw very little of any
He spent most of his time in his own house; '
sionally he lunched at his club; at rare interva®
and always unexpectedly, he appeared at his offl®
I remember that summer he was terribly distl!!“’f
because one of his ships was lost. It was not a
disaster, for every one on the ship was saved,
hull and cargo were fully covered by insurance;
the Corvet record was broken; a Corvet ship **
appealed for help; a Corvet vessel had not Teal
port. And later in the fall, when two d
hands were washed from another of his vessels
drowned, he was again greatly wrought up, tho'
his ships still had a most favorable record. In
1 proposed to him that I buy full ownership in
vessels I partly controlled and ally them with tho
he and Spearman operated. It was a time of ©
bination—the railroads and the steel interests w
acquiring the lake vessels; and though I beli€
in this, T was not willing to enter any combind
which would take the name of Sherrill off the
of American shipowners, I did not give Corvet
as my reason; and he made me at that time &
strange counter-proposition—which I have , 2
been able to understand, and which entailed
very obliteration of my name which I was try e
to avold. He proposed that I accept a partmer™

_in his concern on a most generous basis, buf

the name of the company remain as it was, M
Corvet and Spearman. Spearman’s influence
mine prevailed upon him to allow my name
appear; since then, the firm name has been / U
Sherrill, and Spearman.

«Qur friendship had strengthened and Tf
during those years. The intense activity, of co .
mind, which as a younger man he had .dife
wholly to the shipping, was directed, after 1o
isolated himself in this way, to other things:
took up almost feverishly an immense nun
studies—strange studies most of them for 2
whose youth had been almost violently activ®
who had once been a lake captain. I can®
you what they all were—geology, ethnology:

a score of subjects; he corresponded with
gscientific societies; he has given almost the



. of his attention to such things for about twenty
' years. Since I have known him, he has transformed
thimself from the rather rough, uncouth—though
always spi"ribually minded—man he was when I first
s mgt him into an educated gentleman whom anybody
. Woild be glad to know; but he has made very few
ACquaintances in that time, and has kept almost none
of his old friendships. He has lived alone in the
b Se on Astor Street with only ome servant—the
- Same one al] these years.

- %'T"HE only house he has visited with any fre-
quency has been mine, He has always liked
My wife; he had—he has a great affection for my
da‘“{ght»er, who, when she was a child, ran in and out
of his home as she pleased. He would take long
Walks 'with her; he’d come here sometimes in
the afternoon to have tea with her, on stormy
_daYS; he liked to have her play and sing to him.
» My daughter believes now that his present dis-
@bDearance—whatever has happened to him—is
< fonneeted in some way with herself. I do not
think that is so—"

Sherrill broke off and stood in thought for a
Moment; he gseemed to consider, and to decide
hat it was not necessary to say anything more

_‘ 90 that subject.
r. . Recently Corvet’s moroseness and irritability
' Very greatly increased; he had quarreled
b]f‘?‘lent-ly and bitterly with Spearman over
Siness affairs, He had seemed more than:

‘;:ually eager at times to see me or to see my

~av:§;_1‘te'l‘: and at other times he had seemed to

T us and keep away. I have had the feeling

| . ite’ though I could not give any actual reason
5 except Corvet’s manner and look, that the
] . Tbance which had oppressed him for twenty
é ~ 7®8I% was cylminating in some way. That cul-

] ;::::ned you were coming, had never heard of
: iou: Mr, Corvet’s servant had mever heard of

;l::@'tiﬂn seems to have been reached three days
“p » When he wrote summoning you here. Henry
®arman, whom I asked about you when I

| . lI:hthere anything in what I have told you
l “ ; Mmakes it possible for you to'recollect or
: €xplain 77 >

% llxi?ti? Shook his head, flushed, and then grew

éitéd :i DPale. What ‘sﬂhve‘rlrill told him had ex-

’ !';'i'vents 1;1 by the coincidences it offered between
2w b 0 Benjamin Corvet’s life and his own; ‘

R _‘n("t made him “recollect’” Corvet, but it

: 8lven definiteness and direction to his

lations as to Corvet’s relation to himself.

- A SH‘ER‘R*ILL drew one of the large chairs
He fziafel' to 'Alan and sat down facing him.
# 1.11 an inner pocket and brought out an
3 uresul’e: from the envelope he took three pic-
A Aiazud han'ded the smallest of them to Alan.
# : w0 took it, he saw that it was a tintype of
L “Dhat a,s a round-faced boy of seven.
R0 ey 1S you2” Sherrill asked.
s R; 1_t was taken by the photographer in
th da ~P‘§S: We all had our pictures taken on
g fings o) Vim, Betty, and I. Mr. Welton”—for the

% oy,

e
: 'v%mt';n’l,e Alan consciously avoided giving the title
Al T" to the man in Kansas—‘“sent one of me

B8 ‘general deli ,
Oh‘iﬁago_u delivery’ address of the person in

“Ang i 9

e g :

e t:l:e‘md picture, Alan saw, was one that had
~ Bhoy d e in front of the barn at the farm. It
G Jhﬂlding Alan. at twelve, in overalls and barefooted,
R qqg % & stick over his head at which a shepherd

- -"‘Ye:s Jumping, :
i 3110;-,-;.’ that is Shep and I—Jim’s and my dog, Mr.
S It was taken by a man who stopped at the
; 2;111!11%1‘ one day; he liked Shep and wanted
A he S5t o he got me to makg Shep jump,

- t0u dgop’ :
‘*Onlwdt‘;:_l t remember anything about the man?”
Shep »

el ot at he had a camgra and wanted a picture

,."de;:: it oceur to you that it was your picture
Anteq yo’u:nd that he had been sent to get it? I

6t o ‘vermcation that these earlier pictures
rill o, bu: this last one is easily recognizable.”
; ‘unfolded the third picture; it was larger,
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than the others and had been folded across the
middle to get it into the envelope. Alan leaned for-
ward to look at it. i

“That is the University of Kansas football team,”
he said. “I am the second one in the front row; I
played end my junior year and tackle when I was a
senior. Mr. Corvet—?”

“Yes; Mr. Corvet had these pictures. They came
into my possession day before yesterday, the day
after Corvet disappeared; I do not want to tell just
yvet how they did that.”

Alan’s face, which had been flushed at first with
excitement, had gone quite pale, and his hands, as
he clenched and unclenched them nervously, were
cold, and his lips were very dry. He could think

What lies under this is some great misadventure which
has changed and frustrated all your father’s life.

of no possible relationship between.Benjamin Corvet
and himself, except one, which could account for
Corvet’s obtaining and keeping these pictures of
him through the years. As Sherrill put the pictures
back into their envelope and the envelope back into
his pocket, and Alan watched him, Alan felt nearly
certain now that it had not been proof of the nature
of this relationship that Sherrill had been trying
to get from him, but only corroboration of some
knowledge, or partial knowledge, which had come
to Sherrill in some other way. The existence of
this knowledge was implied by Sherrill’s with-
holding of the way he had come into possession of
the pictures, and his manner showed now that he
had received from Alan the confirmation for which
he had been seeking.

“I think you know who I am,” Alan said.

Sherrill had risen and stood looking down at him.

“You have guessed, if T am not mistaken, that
you are Corvet's son.” '

The color flamed fo Alan’s face for an instant,
then left it paler than before. “I thought it must
be that way,” he answered; “but you said he had
no children.” e Y ‘
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“Benjamin Corvet and his wife had no children.”

“] thought that was what you meant.” A twinge
twisted Alan’s face; he tried to comntrol it but for
a moment could not.

Sherrill suddenly put his hand on Alan’s shoulder;
there was something so friendly, so affectionate in
the quick; impulsive grasp of Sherrill’s fingers, that
Alan’s heart throbbed to it; for the first time some
one had touched him in full, unchecked feeling for
him; for the first time, the unknown about him had
failed to be a barrier and, instead, had drawn another.
to him.

“Do not misapprehend your father,” Sherrill said,
quietly. “I cannot prevent what other people may
think when they learn this; but I do not share such
thoughts with them. There is much in this I
cannot understand; but I know that it is not
merely the result of what others may think it—
of ‘a wife in more ports than one,” as you will
hear the lakemen put it.- What lies under this
is some great misadventure which had changed
and frustrated all your father’s life.”

Sherrill crossed the room and rang
servant.

“I am going to ask you to be my guest for a
short time,- Alan, he announced. “I have had
.your bag carried to your room; the man will
show you which one it is.”

for a

LAN hesitated; he felt that Sherrill had

not told him all he knew—that there were

some things Sherrill purposely was withholding

from him: but he could not force Sherrill to tell

more than he wished; so after an-instant’s irre-
solution, he accepted the dismissal.

Sherrill walked with him to the door, and gave
his directions to the servant; he stood watching,
as Alan and the man went up the stairs. Then
he went back and seated himself in the chair
Alan had occupied, and sat with hands grasping
the arms of the chair while he stared into the
fire.

Fifteen minutes later, he heard his daughter’s
footsteps and looked up. Constance halted in
the door to assure hereslf that he was now
alone; then she came to him and, seating her-
‘self on the arm of the chair, she put her hand
on his thin hair and smoothed it softly; he felt
for her other hand with his and found i*, and
held it clasped between his palms. "

“You've ‘' found out who he is, father?” she
asked. L oo |

“The facts have left me no doubt at all as to
that, little daughter.”

“No doubt that he is——who?”

Sherrill was silent for a moment—not from
uhcerta,inty, but because of the effect which
what he must say would have upon her; Lhen
he told her in almost the same words he had

used to Alan. Constance started, flushed, and
her hand stiffened convulsively between her
father’s.

They said nothing more to one another; Sher-
rill seemed considering and debating something
within himself; and presently he seemed to

come to a decision. He got up, stooped and touched
his daughter’s hand, and left the room. He went
up the stairs and on the second floor he went to a
front room and knocked. Alan’s voice told him to
come in. Sherrill went in and, when he had made
sure that the servant was not with Alan, he closed
the door carefully behind him.

HEN he turned back to Alan, and for an instant
stood indecisive as though he did not know how
to begin what he wanted to say. As he glanced down
at a key he took from his pocket, his indecision
seemed to receive direction and inspiration from it;
and he put it down on Alan’s dresser.
“I've brought you,” he said, evenly, ‘“the key to
your house.” A ;
Alan gazed at him, bewildered.
hquse?”
“To the house on Astor Street,” Sherrill confirmed.
“Your father deeded the house and its furniture and
{all its contents to you the day before he disappeared,.
I have not the deed here; it came into my hands the
day before yesterday at the same time I got posses-
gion of the pictures which might—or might not, for

“The key to my



"them and so has merely
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Some one—it was beyond question now——Was in the
house with him.

all I knew then—be you. I have the deed down-town
and will give it to you. The house is yours in fee
simple, given you by your father, not bequeathed
to you by him to become your property after his
death. * He meant by that, 1 think, even more than
the mere acknowledgment that he is your father.”

Sherrill walked to the window and stood as though ‘

looking out, but his eyes were blank with thought.
“For almost twenty years,” he said, “your father,
as I have told you, lived in that house practically
alone; during all those years a shadow of some sort
was over him. I don’t know at all, Alan, what that
shadow was. But it is certain that whatever it was
that had changed him from the man he was when
I first knew him culminated three days ago when
he wrote to you. It may be thag the consequences
of his writing to you were such that, after he had
sent the letter, he could not bring himself to face
gone away. In that
case, as we stand here talking, he is still alive. On

. the other hand, his writing you may have precipitated

something that I know nothing of. In either case,
if he *has left anywhere any evidence of what it is
that changed and oppressed him for all these years,
or if there is any evidence of what has happened
to him now, it will be found in his house.”

HERRILL {urned back to Alan. “It is for you—
not me, Alan,” he said, simply, ‘“to make that
search. I have thought seriously about it, this last
half hour, and have decided that is as he wo‘uld want
it—perhaps as he did want it—to be. He could have
told me what his trouble was any time in these

twenty vears, if he had been willing I should know;’

but he never did.”

Sherrill was silent for a moment.

“There are some things your father did just before
he disappeared that I have not told you yet,” he
went on. “The reason I have not told them is that
1 have not yet fully decided in my own mjnd what
action they call for from me. T can assure you, how-
ever, ‘that it would not help you now in any way
to know them.” 7

He thought again; then glanced to the key on
the dresser and seemed to recollect.

“That key,” he said, “is one I made your father
rive me some time ago; he was at home alone so

- much that I was afraid something might happen to

him there. He gave it me because he knew T would
not misuse it. .I used it, for the first time, three
days ago, when, after becoming certain something

" had gone wrong with him, L went to the house to

i

- search for him; my daunghter used it this mdorning

when she went there to wait for you. Your father,

of course, had a key to the front door like this one;
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his servant has a key to the servants’ entrance. I
do not know of any other keys.” .

“The servant is in charge there now?” Alan asked.

“Just now there is no one in the house. The ser-
vant, after your father disappeared, thought that, if
he had merely gone away, he might have gone back
to his birthplace near Manistique, and he went up
there to look for him. I had a wire from him to-day
that he had not found him and was coming back.”

Sherrill waited a moment to see whether there was
anything more Alan wanted to ask; then he went outl.

CHAPTER IV.
“Arrived Safe; Well.”

.°S the door closed behind Sherrill, Alan went over
to the dresser and picked up the key which
Sherrill had left. It was, he saw, a flat key of-a
gort common twenty years before, mot of the more
recent corrugated shape. As he looked at it and
then away from it, thoughtfully turning it over and
over in his fingers, it brought no sense of possession
to him. Sherrill had said the house was his, had
been given him by his father; but that fact could
not actually make it his in his realization. He could
not imagine himself owning such a house or what
he would do with it if it were his. He put the key,
after a moment, on the ring with two or three other
keys he had, and dropped them into hig.pocket; then
he crossed to a chair and sat down.

He found, as he tried now to disentangle the events
of the afternoon, that from them, and especially from
his last interview. with Sherrill, two facts stood out
most clearly, The first of these related more directly
to his father—to Benjamin Corvet. When such a
man as Benjamin Corvet must have been, disappears
—when, without warning and without leaving any
account of himself he vanishes from among those
who knew him—the persons most closely interested
pass through three stages of anxiety. They doubt
first whether the disappearance is real and whether

inquiry on their part will not be resented; they

waken next to realization that the man is actually
gone, and that something must be done; the third
stage is open and public inquiry. Whatever might
be the nature of the information Sherrill was with-
holding from him, Alan saw that its effect on Sherrill
had been to shorten very greatly Sherrill’s time of
doubt as to Corvet’s actual disappearance. The
Sherrills—particularly Sherrill himself—had been
in the second stage of anxiety when Alan came;
they had been awaiting Alan’s arrival in the belief
that Alan could give them information which would
show them what must be
“done” about  Corvet.
Alan had not been able
to give them this infor-
mation; but his coming,
and his interview with
Sherrill, had strongly in-
fluenced Sherrill’s atti-
tude. Sherrill had
shrunk, still more de-
finitely and censciously,
after that,” from prying
into the aftairs of his
friend; he  had mnow,
strangely, almost with-
drawn himself from the
inquiry, and had given it
over to Alan.

Sherrill had spoken of
the possibility that some-
thing might have ‘“hap-
pened” to Corvet; but it
was plain he did not be-
_lieve he had met with
actual violence. He had
left it to Alan to examine
Corvet’s house; but he had not urged Alan to ex-
amine it at once; he had left the time of the examina-
tion to be determined by Alan. This showed clearly
that Sherrill believed—perhaps had sufficient reason
for believing—that Corvet had simply ‘“gone mivay."
The second of Alan’s two facts related even more
closely and persomally to Alan himself. Corvet,
Shernill had said, had married in 1889. But Sherrill
in flong knowledge of his friend, had shown firm
conviction that there had been mno mere vulgar

" a respectful ingquiry, switched on the

liaison in Corvet’s life. Did this mean that there
might have been some previous marriage of Alan’s
father—some marriage which had strangely over-
lapped and nullified his public marriage? In that
case, Alan’ could be, not only in fact, but legail s 4
Corvet’s son; and such things as this, Alan knew, -
had sometimes happened, and had happened by a
strange combination of.events, innocently for all
parties. Corvet’s public separation from his wife,
Sherrill had said, had taken place in 1897, but the
actual separation between them might, possibly,
have taken place long before that.

Alan resolved to hold these questions in abeyance;
he would not accept or grant the stigma which his
relationship to Corvet seemed to attach to himself
until it had been proved to him. He had come to
Chicago expecting, not to find that there had never,
been anything wrong, but to find that the wrong
had been righted in some way at last. But what
was most plain of all to him, from what Sherrill
had tgld him, was that the wrong—whatever it might
be—had not been righted; it existed still.

The afternoon had changed swiftly into night;
dusk had been gathering during his last talk with
Sherrill, so that he hardly had been able to see
Sherrill’s face, and just after Sherrill had left him,
full dark had come. Alan did not know how long
he had been sitting in the darkness thinking out
these things; but now a little clock which had been
ticking steadily in the blackness tinkled six. Allan
heard a knock at his door, and when it was repeated,
he called, “Come in.” o

The light which came in from the hall, as the door
was opened, showed a man servant. The man, after
light. He
crossed into the adjoining room—a bedroom; the
room where Alan was, he thought, must be a dressing
room, and there was a bath between. Presently the
man reappeared, and moved softly about the room,
unpacking Alan’s suitcase. He hung Alan’s other
suit in the closet on hangers; he put the linen,
except for one shirt, in the dresser drawers, and he
put Alan’s few toilet things with the ivory-backed
brushes and comb and other articles on the dress-
ing stand. > ;

LAN watched him queerly; no one except him-
gelf ever had unpacked Alan’s suitcase before;
the first time he had gone away to college—it was
a brand new suitcase then—"mother” had packed
it: after that first time, Alan had packed and un-
packed it. It gave him an odd feeling now to see
some one else’ unpacking his things. The man,
having finished and taken,
everything out, continued
to look in the suitcase
for something else.

“I beg pardon, sir,” he
said, finally, “but I can-
not find your buttons.”

“I've got -them on”
Alan said. He took them
out and gave them to the
valet with a smile; it was
good to have something
to smile at, if it was only
the realization that he
never had thought befors
of any one’s having more
than one set of buttons
for ordinary shirts. Alan
wondered, with a sort 0'!”
trepidation, whether th®
man would expect to sta¥
and hellp him dress; but
he only put the buttons
in the clean shirt and

" reopened  the dresser
, ‘drawers and laid out &
change of things. N ; :

“Is there anything else, sir?”’ he asked.

“Nothing, thank you,” Alan said.

“I was to tell you, sir, Mr. Sherrill is sorry B!
cannot be at home to dinner to-night. Mrs. Sherri™=
and Miss Sherrill will be here. Dinner is at seve™
8’11'.” " >
Alan dressed slowly, after the man had gone;
at one minute before seven he went down-stairs.

There was no one in the lower hall and, after



| instunt of irresolution and a glance into the empty
4 drawing-room, he turned into the small room at the
4 opposite side of the hall. A handsome, stately, rather
large woman, whom he found there, introduced her-
~\f 4o him formaMy as Mrs. Sherrill
He knew from Sherrill’s mention of the year of
their marriage that Mrs. Sherrill’s age must be about
fortyfive, but if he had not known this, he would
‘have thought her ten years younger. In her dark
'8¥es and her carefully dressed, coal-black hair, and
In the contour of her youthful looking, handsome
‘_‘Iace, he could not find any such pronounced re-
Sémblance to her daughter as he had seen in
awrence Sherrill. Her reserved, yet almogt too
Casual acceptance of Alan’s presence, told him that
She knew all the particulars about himself which
herrill had been able to give; and as Constance
‘fame down the stairs and joined them half a minute
later, Alan was certain that she also knew.

/ BT there was in her manner toward
Alan g difference from that of her
Mother—s difference which seemed almost
- ODDosition. Not that Mrs. Sherrill’s was un-
friendly or critical; rather, it was kind with
the sort of reserved kindness which told
D, dlmost as plainly as words, that she
ot been able to hold so charitable a
Onviotion in regard to Corvet's relationship
With Alan as her husband held, but that she
Would be only the more considerate to Alan
0T that. It was this kindness which Con-
Blance got herself to oppose, and which she
DDosed .as reservedly and as subtly as it
43 expressed. It gave Alan a strange, ex-
BBMting sonsation to realize that, as the
thr ml'ked together, this girl was defend-

* Ot him alome, of course, or him chiefly.
~~ Was Benjamin Corvet, her friend, whom
he wagq defending primarily; yet it was
B, t00; and all went on without a word
Dout Benjamin Corvet or his affairs being
BDolken,
‘ﬁ‘!?inner was announced, and they went into
8reat dining-room, where the table with
inen, silver, and china gleamed under
®d lights. The oldest and most dignified
he three men servants who waited upon
1 in the dining-room Alan thought must -
» @ butler—q species of creature of whomy
‘hﬂd heard but never had seen; the
Servants, at least, received and handed
through him, and took their orders
him.  Ag the silent-footed servants
ity d afbput‘, and Alan kept up a somewhat
Eﬁ" <§0nversation with Mrs, Sherrill—a
w”’*‘"’m in which no reference to his
..aﬁaipg was yet made-—he wondered whether
UStance and her mother always dressed for dinner
 vening, dress as now, or whether they were
Ut. A word from Constance to her mother
im this latter was the case, and while it did
d@ complete answer to his internal queéry, it
o4 him hig first glimpse of social engagements
1;“' of thé business of life. In spite of the fact
®0jamin Corvet, Sherrill’s close friend, had

Yet, it was not publicly known—their and

,

"% engagements had to be fulfilled.

H““‘ Sherrill had told Alan of his father had
, 3’!1 Iterating ftself again and again in Alan’s
DOW he recalled that Sherrill had said
d'aughtﬁr believed - that Corvet’s disappear-
had something to do with her. Alan had

Ched her across the table and now and
ed a comment with her, it puzzled him
He had opportunity to ask her when
. ith him in the library, after dinner was
her mother had gone up-stairs; but he
~ Mien how to go about it. S
%> she said to him, “that we can’t be
8Mt; but perhaps you would rather be
answer that. e .

U a :;iﬂt‘mjo here, Miss Sherrill, of—my

“You can’t get me!
you—you can’t

eared.gr Dperhaps because he had disappeared .

at the moment how that could be; and -
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“Uncle Benny had had very few pictures taken;
but there is one here.”

She went into the study, and came back with a
book open at a half-tone picture of Benjamin Corvet.
Alan took it from her and carried it quickly closer
to the light. The face that looked up to him from
the heavily glazed page was regular of feature, hand-
some in a way, and forceful. There were imagina-
tion and vigor of thought in the broad, smooth fore-
head; the eyes were sirangely moody and brooding;
the mouth was gentle, rather kindly; it was a queerly
impelling, haunting face. This was his father! But,
as Alan held the picture, gazing down upon it, the
cnly emotion which came to him was realization that
he felt mone. He had not expected to kmow his
father from strangers on the street; but he had

expected, when told that his father was before him,
to feel thmough ar through him the call of a com-

Pll get
save the
Miwaka.”

NN NN

mon ‘/bﬂood. Now, except for consternation at his
own lack of feeling, he had no emotion of any sort;
he could not attach to this man, because he bore the

- name which some one had told him was his father’s,

the passions which, when dreaming of his father,

_ he had felt.

As he looked up from the picture to the girl who
bad given it to him, startled al himgelf and believing.

‘she must think his lack of feeling strange and un-

natural, he surprised her gazing at him with wetness
in her eyes: He fancied at first it must be for his
father, and that the picture had brought back
poignantly her fears. But she was not looking at
the picture, but at him; and when his eyes met hers,
she quickly furned away.

His own eyes filled, and he choked. He wanted
to thank her for her manner to him ,in the after-
noon, for defending his father and him, as she had
at the dinner table, and now for this unplanned, im-
pulsive sympathy when she saw how he had not
been able to feel for this man who was his father
and how he was dismayed by it. But he coulfl not
put his gratitude in words. : :
o A servant’s voice came from the door, startling
him, :
“Mrs. Sherrill wishes you told she is Waiting, Miss
Sherrill,” ~ :

“Tll be there at once.” Constance, also, seemed
startled and confused; but she delayed and looked
back to Alan. i >

“If—if we fail to find your father,” she said, “I

v
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want to tell you what a man he was.”

“Will you?” Alan asked. “Will you?”

She left him swiftly, and he heard her mother's
voice in the hall. A motor door closed sharply, after
a minute or so; then the house door closed. Alan
stood still @ moment longer, then, remembering the
book which he held, he drew a thair up to the light,
and read the short, dry biography of his father
printed on the page opposite the portrait. It sum-
marized in a few hundred words his father’s life.
He turned to the cover of the book and read its title,
“Year Book of the Great Lakes,” and a date of five
years before; then he loeked through it. It con-
sisted in large part, he saw, merely of lists of ships,
their kind, their size, the date when they were built,
and their owners. Under this last head he saw some
score of times the name, “Corvet, Sherrill and Spear-
man.” ‘There was a separate list of engines and
boilers, and when they had been built-and
by whom. There was a chronological table
of events during the year upon the lakes.
Then I_Je came to a part\headed “Disasters
of the Year,” and he read some of them;
they were short accounts, drily and un-
feelingly put, but his blood thrilled to these
stories of drowning, freezing, blinded men
struggling against storm and ice and water,
and conquering or being conquered by them.
Then he came to his father’s picture and
biography once more and, with it, to pictures
of other lakemen and their biographies. He
turned to the index and looked for Sherrill’s
name, and then Spearman’s; finding they
were not in the book, he read some of the
other ones,

THERE was a strange similarity, he found,
: in these biographies, among themselves
as well as to that of his father. These men
had had, the most of them, no tradition of
seamanship, such as Sherrill had told him
he himself had had. They had been sons
of lumbermen, of farmers, of mill hands,
miners, or fishermen. They had been very
young for the most part, when they had
heard and answered the call of the lakes—
the ever-swelling, fierce demand of lumber,
grain, and ore for outlet; and they had lived
hard; life had been violent, and raw, and
brutal to them. They had sailed ships, and
built ships, and owned and lost them; they
had fought against nature and against man
to keep their ships, and to make them profit-
able, and to get more of them. In the end
‘a few, a very few comparatively, had sur-
vived; by daring, by enterprise, by taking
great chances, they had thrust their heads
above those of their fellows; they had come

. to own a half dozen, a dozen, perhaps a score of

bottoms, and to have incomes of fifty, of a hundred,
of two hundred thousand dollars a year.

Alan shut the book and sat thoughtful. He felt
strongly the immensity, the power, the grandeur of
all this: but he felt also its violence and its fierce-
ness. What might there not have been in the life
of his father who had fought up and made a way
for himself through such things?

The tall clock in the hall struck nine. He got up:
and went out into the hall and asked for his hat and
coat. When they had been brouwght him, he put
them on and went out.

The snow had stopped some time before; a strong
and increasing wind had sprung up, which Alan, with,
knowledge of the wind across his prairies, recog:

.nized as an aftermath of the greater storm that had

produced it; for now the wind was from the opposite

direction—from the west. He could see from the
Sherrill’s door-step, when he looked toward the light-

house at the harbor mouth winking red, white, red,
white, at him, that this offshore wind was causing
some new commotion and upheaval among the ice-
floes; they groaned and labored and fought against
the opposing pressure of the waves, under its urging.

. He went down the steps and to the corner and

tarned west to Astor Street.. When he reached the :

“house of his father, he stopped under a streetlamp,

looking up at the ‘bﬁg, stern old mansion question-
ingly. It had taken on a different look for him
since he had heard Sherrill’s account of his father;

~
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there was an appeal to him that made his throat

" grow tight, in its look of being unoccupied, in the

a

blank stare of its unlighted windows which contrasted
with the lighted windows in the houses on both sides,
and in the slight evidences of disrepair about it. He
waited many minutes, his hand upon the key in
his pocket; yet he could not go in, but instead
walked on down the street, his thoughts and feelings
in a turmoil.

He could not call up any sense that the house was
his, any more than he had been able to when Sherrill
had told him of it. He own a house on that street!
Yet was that in itself any more remarkable than
that he should be the guest, the fniend of such people
as the Sherrills? No one as vet, since Sherrill had
told him he was Corvet’s son, had called him by
name; when they did, what would they call him?
Alan Conrad still? Or Alan Corvet?

He noticed, up a street to the west, the lighted
gign of a drug store and turned up that way; he had
promised;, he had recollected now, to write to
those in Kansas—he could not call them “father”
and “mother” any more—and tell them what he had
discovered as soon as he arrived. He could not tell
them that, but he could write them at least that he
had arrived safely and was well. He bought a post-
card .in the drug store, and wrote just, “Arrived
safely; am well” to John Welton in Kansas. Theres

. was a little vending machine upon the counter, and

he dropped in a penny and got a box of matches and
put them in his pocket.

e mailed the card and turned back to Astor
Street; and he walked more swiftly now, having
come to his decision, and only shot one quiek look
up at the house as he approached it. With what
had his father shut himself up within that house for
twenty years? And was it {here still? And was it
from that that Benjamin Corvet had fled? He saw
no one in the street, and was certain no one was
observing him as, taking the key from his pocket,
he ran up the steps and unlocked the outer door.
Holding this door open to get the light from the
street lamp, he fitted the key into the inner door;
then he closed the outer door. For fully a minute,
with fast beating heart and a sense of expectation
of he knew not what, he kept his hand upon the
key before he turned it; then he opened the door
and stepped into the dark and silent house.

°

CHAPTER V.
An Encounter.

ALAN, standing in the darkness of the hall, feit

in his pocket for his matches and struck one
on the box. The light showed the hall in front of
him, reaching back into some vague, distant dark-
ness, and great rooms with wide portiered doorways
gaping on both sides. He turned into the room
upon his right, glanced to see that 'the_ shades were
drawn on the windows toward the street, then found
the switch and turned on the electric light.

As he looked around, he fought ag’ainst his excite-
ment and feeling of expectancy; it was—he told him-
self—after all, merely a vacant house, though bigger
and more expensively furnished than amy he ever
had been in except the Sherrills; and Sherrill's state-
ment to him had implied that anything there might
be in it which could give the reason for his father’s

disappearance would be probably only a paper, a

record of some kind. It was unlikely that 4 thing
so easily comcealed as that could be found by him
on his first examination of the place; what he bad
cofmeé here for now—he tried to make himself believe

| __was merely to obtain whatever other information

it could give him about his father and the way his

" father had lived, before Sherrill and he had amy

other conversation.
Alan had not noticed, when he stepped into the hall
in the mormning, whether the house then had been

heated; now he appreciated that it was quite cold

fami, probably, had been cold for thé three days
since his father had gone, and his servant had left
to look for him. Coming from the street, it was
not the chilliness of the house he felt, but the still-
ness of the dead air; when a house is heated, there
{¢ always some motion of the air, but this air was
stagnant, Alan had dropped his hat on a chair in
the hall; he unbuttomed his overcoat, but kept it
on, and stuffed his gloves into his pocket.
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A light in a single room, he thought, would not
excite curiosily or attract attention’ from the neigh-
bors or any one passing in the street; but lights in
more than one room might do that. He resolved to
turn off the light in each room as he left it, before
lighting the next one.

1t had been a pleasant as well as a handsome house,
if he could judge by the little of it he could see, be-
fore the change had come OVer his father.” The
rooms were large with high ceilings. The one where
he stood, obviously was a library; bookshelves
reached three quarters of the way to the ceiling on
three of its walls except where they were broken
in two places by doorways, and in one place on the
south wall by an open fireplace. There was a big
library table-desk in the centre of the room, and a
stand with a shaded lamp upon it nearer the fire-
place. A leather-cushioned MorTis chair——a lonely,
meditative-looking chair—was by the.stand and. at’
an angle toward the hearth; the rug in front of it
was quite worn through and showed the floor under-
neath. A sympathy toward his father, which Sherrill
had not been able to make him feel, came to Alan
as he reflected how many days and mights Benjamin
Corvet must have passed reading or thinking in that
chair before his %eostless feet could have worn away
the tough, Oriental fabric of the rug.

HERE were several magazines on the top of the
large desk, some unwrapped, some still in their
wrappers; Alan glanced at them and saw that they
all related to technical and scientific subjects. The
desk evidently had been much used and had many
drawers; Alan pulled one open and saw that it was
full of papers; but his sensation as he touched the
top one made him shut the drawer again and post:
pone prying of that sort until he had looked more
thoroughly about the house. :

He went to the door of the connecting room and
looked into it. ~This room, dusky in spite of the
light which shomne past him through the wide door-
was evidently another library; or rather it
appeared to have been the original library, and the
front room had been converted into a library to
supplement it. The book-cases here were built so
high that a little ladder on wheels was required for
access to the top shelves. Alan located the light
switch in the room; then he returned, switched off
the light in the front room, crossed in the darkness
into the second room, and pressed }he switch.

A weird, ‘uncanny, half wail, half moan, coming
from the upper hall, suddenly filled the house. Its
unexpectedness and the nature of the sound stirred
the hair upon his ‘head, and he started back; then
he pressed the switch again, and the noise stopped.
Tle lighted another match, found the right switeh,
and turned on the light. Only after discovering two
long tiers of white and black keys against the north
wall did Alan understand that the switch must control
the motor working the bellows of an organ which had
pipes in the upper hall; \it was the sort of organ
that can be played either with fingers or by means
of a paper roll; a book of music had fallen upon
the keys, so thatione was pressed down, causing the
noté to sound when the bellows pumped. ;

But having accounted for the sound did not imme-
diately end the start-that it had given Alan. He had
the feeling which so often comes to one in an un-
familiar and vacant house that there was some one
in {he house with him. He listened and seemed to
hear another sound in the upper hall, a footstep. He
wenf out quickly to the foot of the stairs and
looked up them. =

“Is any one here?” he called. “Is any one here?”

His voice brought no response. He went half way

way,

up the curve of the wide stairway, and called again, .

and listened; then he fought down the feeling he
had’ had; Sherrill had said there would be no one
in the house, and Alan was certain there was 10
one. So he went back to the room where he had

* left the light.

!
The centre of this room, like the room next to it,
was occupied by a library table-desk. He pulled
open some of the drawers in it; one or two had blue

prints and technical drawings in them; the others

had only the miscellany which accumulates in a
room mauch used. There were drawers also under
the bookcases all around the room; they appeared,
when Alan opened some of them, to contain pamph-
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lets of various ‘societies, and the scientific corres
~ pondence of which Sherrill had told him. He looked
over the titles of some of the books on the shelves—
a multitude of subjects, anthropology, exploration,
deepwea fishing, ghipbuilding, astronomy. The
books in each section of the shelves seemed to cor-“& 8
respond in subject with the pamphlets and corres-
pondence in the drawer beneath, and these, by their
dates, to divide themselves into different periods
during the twenty years that Benjamin Corvet had
lived alone here. '

Alan felt that seeing these things was bringing h&g
father closer to him; they gave him a little of the
feeling he had been unable to get when he looked
at his father’s picture. He could realize better now
the lonely, restless man, pursued by some ghost he
could not kill, takimg up for distraction one subject
of study after another, exhausting each in turn, until
he could no longer make it engross him, and then
absorbing himself in the next.

These two rooms evidently had been the ones most
used by his father; the other rooms on this floor,
as Alan went into them one by one, he found spoke
far less intimately of Benjamin Corvet. A dining-
room was in the front of the house to the north side *
of the hall; a service room opened from it, and on
the other side of the service room was what appeared
to be a smaller dining-room. The gervice room com-
municated both by dumb waiter and stairway with
rooms below; Alan went down the stairway only
far enocugh to see that the rooms below were ser-
vants’ quarters; then he came back, turned out the
light on the first floor, struck another match, and
went up the stairs to the second story.

The rooms opening on to the upper hall, it was
plain to him, though their doors were closed, were
mostly bed-rooms. He put his hand at hazard on
the nearest door and opened it. As he caught the
taste and smell of the air in the room—heavy, colder,
and deader even than the air in the rest of the house
—he hesitated; then with his match’ he found the
light switch. : s

The room and the next one which communicated
with it evidently were—or had ’been\—a woman’s
bedroom and boudoir. The hangings, which were
still swaying from the opening of the door, had taken
permanently’ the folds in which they had hung for
many yeans; there were the scores of long-time idle-
ness, not of use, in the rugs and upholstery of the
chairs. The bed, however, was freshly made up, a3
though the bed clothing had been changed occasion b

' ally. Alan went through the bedroom to the dooT
of the boudoir, and saw that that, too, had the sameé
look of unoccupancy and disuse. On the low dressing
table were scattered such articles as a woman start-.
ing on a journey might think it not worth while to
take with her. There was no doubt that these were
the rooms of his father’s wife.

HA:D his father preserved them thus, as she nad
left them, in the hope that she might com®
back, permitting himself to fix no time when he
abandoned that hope, or even to change them after
Le had learned that she was dead? Alan thought
not; Sherrill had said that Corvet had known frond
the first that his separation from his wife was per
manent. The bed made up, the other things
neglected, and evidently looked after or dusted only
at long separated periods, looked more as though
Corvet had shrunk from seeing them or even think:
ing of them, and had left them to be looked after
wholly by the servant, without ever being ‘aple 0
bring himself to give instructions that they should
be changed. Alan felt that he would not be surprised
_to learn that his father mnever had enteyed thes®
ghostlike Tooms since the day his wife had left hit
On the top of a chest of high drawers in a corp
near the dressing table were some Dapers, Alan
went over to look at them; they were invifations"
rotices of concerts and of ‘plays twenty years old—
the mail, probably, of the ‘morning she had 8022
away, left where her maid or she herself had 1ai¢
them, and only picked up and put back there at the
times since when the room was dusted. As Ald
touched them, he saw that his fingers left mark®
in the dust on the smooth top of the chest; *
noticed that some one else had touched the thing®
and made marks of the same sort as he °
(Continued on page 24.)
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. In National Union Let There Be Unity

By~ THE
F all times in the history of a world that seems to be swayed
O by opinion as much as by gravitation or chemistry, now is the
time when we are in need of absolute sanity and fair-minded-
ness. For three years and more the world has been torn with insanity
—in the form of war. For many years or centuries—heaven alone
knows how many—the world was swung by insanity in other forms.
We believe that war which in most of its manifestations is the most
obvious form of insanity ever known, cannot continue much longer
along right lines unless as much of the world as possible keeps its
head. This is not to say that the war will be over soon, or that it
will be of mueh longer duration. That no one can forecast.
But whether long or short the war, it is time we all allowed our-
selves to see through the fogs of camouflage and to be able to judge

the significance of what happens. The things that happen are vio--

‘AAently unusual. The minds of people who are not engaged in actual
fighting, should be sane. We need sanity both at home and abroad.
It is because Russia has thrown overboard most of what sanity she
had and has temporarily gone over to the Bolsheviki form of insanity,
that Russia is in such a parlous condition. We do not expect a nor-
mal world for a long while to come. When the war is over, the world
will be far from normal. In fact the day that hostilities cease will
seem to most of us such an unbelievable day that we shall need to
binch ourselves to make sure we are not all dreaming.

War and hate, and violence and truth warped all ways, have been
the rule so long that we are in a state of war nerves. We shall have
difficulty in shaping our minds to a peace world. All that now is, in
business, in Government, in polities, in industry, in finance, in social
life, in education, in matters of the home, will be suddenly changed.
It will need a world of sanity to adjust ourselves to the change. Sud-
- den as the war was when it sprang upon the world, mueh as it flung
all the machinery of civilization into a chaos, the stoppage of war will

- federation, will be in session at Ottawa.

Bl T OR

think in terms of war. We shall have great difficulty in pulling our-
selves together to think in terms of peace. It will be like a blow on
the head to look in the n«ewspaperv's every morning and see that the
leading brains of the world are engaged in the business of making
terms of peace instead of the business of ruining the whole world
by war. Living as we-are now by the momentum of war, we shall
find ourselves bewildered when we have to depend upon what we
used to consider the normal condition of peace. ,

For there is in this war no appeal to the gallery. There is no
gallery. Practically the whole world has made a supreme business
of war. The only appeal to decision or reason left is the inherent
sanity of mankind. And we need all of that in constant usé for the
business of estimating even the war. In a sense there is nothing new
about the war. There are no revelations to make comparable to those
we have already experienced. We are looking for peace, not knowing
how we should be able to live by peace when it comes.

That is true nationally, as well as universally. Canada is on the
verge of a new era-of nationhood. In a few weeks the first Parlia-
ment assembled under the banner of a Union Government, since Con-
Let us hope that unity will
be the keynote of that assemblage of Union. Union without Unity
will be a farce. Unity can be disrupted from any quarter. Of all times
and places when national sanity is in evidence, let it be in - this
Union-Government Panliament of Canada, assembled for the business
of carrying on the war to a righteous conclusion. Let us see to it
that having put our house politically in order we do not allow it to
go nationally into confusion. Canada is a nation. Let us have the
sanity and the unity of a nation. And let us not forget that the war
which divides the world, should also unite nations. Let us not admit
that Germany is the best-united country in the world, or that (-}er-
many is able to bolster up her own unity by creating dissension and

Be Fair to Quebec

Windsor, Ont., Dec. 27, 1917.
Bditor Canadian Courier:

““Taint no difference if he is a houn’—

You got to quit kicking my dawg aroun’.”
That’s precisely how I view the Quebec situation,
And since I am neither French nor Catholic, no one
- €an accuse me.of being predisposed in sympathy with

‘altogether overdone and carried-too-far French-baiting
that a certain class of Ontario newspapers -have in-
dulgeq during the last three years and more of .war.
'And 80, when M’sieu Francoeur politely gives
fotice of motion in the Quebec Legislature that he
Will,bring in at a certain date a resolution delicately

ada regard Quebec as a thorn in their side, Que-
’fnc is Derfectly willing to refrain from longer obtrud-
- B her unwelcome presence in their midst, it makes
e think hard and then some to see an editorigl in
s G‘fWeI'nment’:s favorite party o;‘g’aﬁ, the London
?’;?0 Press, conclude thusly:
. Quebec should realize as the result of the Domin-
°,n/ election that the people of Canada are nct in any
1004 to be trified with.”
And this from blue-stockined, culturistic little Lon-
don, Which calls itself the Boston of Canada! I gasp
i lthink what the editorial writers of the Toronto
®8ram and the Orange Sentinel are writing.
_eMaybe the French-Canadians are slackers, traitors,
Eenerate sons of degenerate Frenchmen and Indian
W8—D've read all this in Ontario and American
. 'SDapers, ang it's startling interest, I'm not well
h up on history to take issue with—but aren’t
“VOr goin to give Quebec a rest? Isn’t there
Y else’s dog we can kick around for a change?
Presse” in its issue for December 24, in a
Um of different views on the question raised
thoouer’s motion, generously gives a place
‘Ominence to Mr. P. B. Mignault, C.R., who
declares himself opposed to the proposal, as
5,19- and inadvisable, i 3

be a process much more violent. We have accustomed ourselves to

€ Quebecois. - But I think it’s time to let up on the

tim"-'i!ng that if the English-speaking Provinces of °

The Editor does not hold himself respon-
sible for the opinions expressed in
this Department.

The Montreal Star, after slurring M. Francouer for
his “impertinent resolution” as “a member from a
rural county,” says it “ought not to be taken more
seriously than the declarations of a politician of the
same type in Ontario.”

There’s just the trouble.
M. Francouer, but having in mind the Ontario type
of politician with whom The Star would compare
him, fairly or unfairly, isn’t it rather true that the
narrow, least-cultured and small-seeing of the poli-
ticians, demagogues, preachers, editors and busy-
bodies have had altogether too much space and at-
tention in the English press of Canada?

The Quebecois, judging by the careful and bal-
anced wording of M. Francouer’s resolution, have at
least a sense of delicacy or finesse, something that
the French-Baiters in Ontario are entirely lacking in.

The first demands for conscription in Canada were
made by women’s organizations of the ultra-imperial-
istic type, clergymen exempt by their profession from
fighting, and retired colonels who had enjoyed com-
fortable livings in times of peace, and were too safely
past the age limit to be expected to fight now. = Alack,
for a sense of the simple fitness or unfitness of
things! -

It’s a dead worm that never turns under repeated

trampling, and the French race in Canada has got

about all that’s coming to it at the hands 'of the °

Orange fire-eaters and political make-shift opportun-
ists. There. were straight Laurier votes: in many
Ontario constituencies that would have carried the
day under normal conditions and a normal franchise.
In many places the Liberal candidates went down to
defeat, although polling larger votes than Liberal
candidates ever did before in those ridings. If the
Quebecois are traitors to be conscripted or forced in
or out of Confederation at the point of the bayonet
a8 some editorial writers and speakers make no

Not reflecting at all upon -

discord in the countries governed by what we call democracy.

FOPINIONS OF OTHER PEOPLE

bones about saying, why, then, there are a very great
number of traitors in good old Ontario.

VERNE DEWITT ROWELL.

Canadian Piano-Makers .
Toronto, Ont., Dec. 20, 1917.

Dear Sir,—As a regular reader of your paper I was
deeply interested in an article in the music column
regarding the export of Canadian pianos to England.
You made the statement that Canada was better
equipped for such trade than the TUnited States.
Right there I beg to differ with you for various reas-
ons, namely, Canadian makers import all their wire
from the United States, and, of course, pay duty on
it; also the felt for hammers, felt for the touch;
veneer for the cases; castors toistand the piano on,
and other materials, too numerous to mention.

It is only in recent years that a first-class action
has been manufactured in Canada; and a great part
of the material used therein is imported from the
U. 8. The Canadian maker-is very conservative: in
other words, he is not satisfied with a big turnover
at a small profit, but wants a small turnover at
enormous dividends. Let me give you an cxample.

A Chicago house, knewn as the Rothschild Co., sell
a piano from factory fo home for $190, no payment
down, no interest, no extras, on 30 days’ free trial
If you like the piano, keep and take three years to
pay for it. This piano has a fulliron plate bushed

tuning pins, copper-covered bass strings, brass flange -

action, and is equal to any piano made in Canada at
$325 to $375. I have seen the piano, also tuned it,

- and know whereof I speak. Now the average Eng-

lish family has not been in the habit of paying Cana-
dian prices for their pianos; and I think the U. S.
would be in a far better position to capture the trade
you speak of when the Canadian makerg change their
system.

; \
CANADIAN PIANO-TUNER OF 17 YEARS' EX-
 PERIENCE.
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THE POWER

OF A DREAM

A Further Instalment in What Happened to Hoag

A STRUGGLE between two Principles expressed bY

two Opposite Personalities. Hoag s an Agent
of the Unseen, a believer in what some people call
psychics--—-which he did not pretend to understand.
Henry Markham is an Agent of the Hidden Hand,

a believer in an Earthly Force whose power has a.

right to make him a slave.

Hoag is offered a large salary by Henry Markham
to be o spiritual spy among M arkham iron-workers.
He refuses. He became labor reporter on the Clarion,
an organ of the working-men, and Saturday editor
of a psychic and socialistic column entitled ‘‘ Other
Worlds Than Ours.” Markham discovers o mnew

iron mine in the north and carries out a new cycle of
THOMAS
out of the office she was no lo/ng'er conscious of

the influence she had helping to manage Mark-
Markhams Consoclidated was differ-

By

RS. BARTOP became obsessed with  {
M secret strange ideas concerning Mr.

Hoag. The stairs that creaked so loudly ham affairs.

irom and steel industries. He is a man of tremen-
dous ambition and tireless energy, a shrewd manipu-
lator of men, and a man of industrial vision. Part
of his scheme is marriage to Helen Munro, life-long
friend of Martin Hoag. The lean shadow-man, ab-
sorbed in psychics, in democracy of the imagination,
in dreams, it moving pictures, sets himself the task
of circumventing Markham, who uses newspapers,
philanthropy, politics, business---everything to gain
his purpose. The part of the story comprised in this
issue contains twelve pictures in words, some of them
illustrated, after the manner of the screen. You can

trace the Power of a Dream instalment if you have

read this brief summary.
TP L EX

Hoag,” she said persuadingly.
have a try.” ;
Agreeably she did not flap her apron at him. 3

“Whisht now—

. might hear them squeak when he came in, never

“knows how to catch him at all.”

to other lodgers, the landing whose
pine boards were warped under the carpet and
persistently sounded like a trombone whenever
she stepped on them—noRe of these ever made a
sound for Mr, Hoag. The front door which al-
wavs opened with a thud because it stuck a bit
at the top, slid open to his touch as secretly as a
bud opens in April. His latch key never rattled.
Tven the hinges of his own door which she slily
doused with water to rust them a bit so that she

made a sound as he entered.

“I do declare,” she said to herself as she made
his bed, “it seems as though a ghost had rumpled
these sheets, and never a man. He’s worse nor
any Raffles. He's that slow, and that quick, and
that sly and soople, and he's always slow when
I think he’s goimg to be quick, that a body never

But she never spoke to him about himself now.
Some weird glint in his eyes forbade her. She
remembered his casual talks to her about soul

Worlds in the Clarion.
Besides of all .mortals she was favored by Mr.
Hoag in being told many of his dreams the morn-
ing after. Mrs. Bartop, prying body as she was,
could not be blamed that she came to think Mr.
Hoag was some new combination of clairvoyant,
housebreaker, levitationist, sleight-of-handist,
dream-man, sleep-walker, and all the rest of the
disembodied and crafty lingo she ever had heard
about. !

“1 know he’s been asleep,” she concluded, “be-
cauge he has them packs o’ dreams he tells me
about. But I don’t know why he bothers about
sleepin’ at all” -

; » :
HEN Helen Munro left the office for good,
preliminary to her approaching marriage,
Markham persuaded her to live with his
sister, Madame Markham-Malone, at Cragtop,
Rosemount Road. : :

«1'd rather not, Henry,” she said.

«But it’s necessary, and nfore agreeable.”
,Tell me why 7

_He avoided an answer.

“Don’t imagine I shall try to see——"

«] imagine nothing. My sister offers you a
tome. She will help you design the decorations
for the new house—" :

“Oh, ves, I know all that, Henry.”

“Well, where's the obstacle? Gratchen is a
¢harming and immensely clever woman. She has

' a beautiful home where you can meet many of

~ the people with whom yod will associate after

we're married. Excuse me if I insist. And you
really have no arguments against it.”
She yielded, against her own judgment. But

(

and body; and she read all those things in Other’
Oh how she read them! .

ent from Markhams, Ltd. Her business now was
to prepare for becoming the wife of Henry Mark-
ham.
It was a strange thing for a business.
Why was it—such a business?
Who was making it so?
Besides—she mistrusted Madame
Malone.

Markham-

»
CUNNING thing, Mrs. Bartop—conceived the

of divination. Probably she over-estimated
that. Hoag had never posed as a diviner; in fact
he had been sceptical of some cabinet tricks -and
seances. But Mrs. Bartop having listened to his
talks, having him on her hands, liking the spook
as she said, was unwilling to limit his powers to

-anything less than a miracle.

One evening when for a wonder Hoag came
home early, she began to fluster herself in the
hallway. -

«I do declare,” she said. “For the first time
since I've had them these twenty years I can't
Jay me hands on me common seissors. And T've
got a job that needs them this very evening.”

Mrs, Bartop’s lamentations over lost articles
usually extended from garret to cellar. Never
she lost a thimble but most of the lodgers knew
about it. This one she naively confided to Mr.
Hoag, as though perhaps

“Now I'm sure ye can locate them scissors, Mr.

Markham persuades Helen Munro to go under the
tutelage of his clever sister.

idea of Teally testing out Mr. Hoag’'s powers /

“Madam,” he said with a cool smile, “I am not
a human magnet. Where had you them last?”

Such a commonplace question! But to oblige
her Mr. Hoageoverturned and rummaged up every

' cushion, every cranny, every corner in the two

rooms in front of the kitchen—just as she had
done, and with no better result.

“Sorry,” he concluded. “I can’t find them. Oh,
no doubt they will turn up.”

But the scissors did not turn up. Mrs. Bartop,
still hoping that Mr. Hoag would have a sudden
inspiration and come down to find the scissors—
where she had hidden them—went to bed.

But not to sltegp. She found herself wondering
jf she had put her mind into the righﬁ condition
for thought-transference. Indeed she had been
thinking the exact spot where those scigsors were
every moment he had been searching; she had
been saying to herself cold, warm, hot, and so on,
every turn he made. She could think of nothing
more. Poor man! He also might be staying
awake, worrying. She decided—it was then past
one o'clock and the house as still as a grave—
that she would go down and move the scissors.

Never a sound from his room above.

The house was terrifyingly still. :

Mrs, Bartop never liked prowling.

She felt nervous; too nervous to turn on a light
for fear she might see something unpleasant. :
And when she came to the bottom of the stairs
where the turn was to the cellar below, she
crouched near the cellar door listening. The
longer so, the more scared she got. She felt her-
self crizzling up in her dressing-gown.

Whisht! Now what was this?

Not a creak on the stairs, but in the glimmer
oozing in from the street Mrs. Bartop beheld as
plain as could be, the spectral form of Mr. IHoag
in his dressing gown pass along the hall, out to
the kitchen without a sound—and she crouched
on the floor to listen. Merciful goodness! The
spook went straight through the kitchen without
touching a chair or a table or a stove; straight i
to the kitchen clock which ghe knew he had open-
ed because the tick-tock was suddenly louder—
then muffled again. o

Iere he came back. He stopped in front of her.

«Mrs. Bartop,” he said—his voice just froze her

. blood—“here are your scissors. I'm sorry 1 was

so long finding them. I hope you get the work
done you wanted to this evening—before you go

to bed.”

He passed dlong, A sudden inspiration clam- )"

bered all over Mrs. Bartop. She rushed to the
hall light and pulled on the gas. The light flared
full on her lodger's face.

His eves were somehow-—open. But they were
as sightless as marbles, Hoag was walking in his
sleep

-
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NOR tkree weeks in the Saturday Clarion Hoag
wrote: of nothing but dreams. Most of his
own dreams he made a practice of telling to

4 . Mrs. Bartop—whenever they were thoroughly re-

spectable, and sometimes they were not. He
found it easier to talk them than to write them.
He made notes of them all, but it was impossible
to give a vivid dream, a dream that had more
reality than anything in waking experience, its
real value without somehow acting and talking it
over again. Mere written words were cold. For
the benefit of correspondents who wanted him to
explain how dreams came to be such a part of
human life, he wrote down the various theories
such as:

Imagination set free when common will power
is asleep:

The real ego liberated when muscles, etc., were
at rest;
. The brain-cell theory whereby an image regis-

o — e
e e ST

j
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Mrs, Bartop discovers Hoag walking in his sieep.

tered on one cell becomes associated with a to-
tally diffarent one contained in another cell, often

‘Producing burlesques;

The supposed influence of the stomach acting
on the Pneumo-gastric nerves and that again on
the cerebellum and the brain:

The. mixture of an idea actively in the mind
When going to sleep with one registered years
and years before, producing romances and adven-
Wres and interviews with all sorts of strange

_Deople; /

3 The peculiar recufrence of one type of dream
i‘:’h as one’s teeth periodically coming out, the

F‘da the body that swims asleep when it never
Can ‘awake, the power to vault over high walls
04 o run like the wind, etc—all these and many
More had heen recurrent dreams in his own case;

The phenomena of talking in sleep; of carry-
18 on sleep-conversation with another person

AWake: of singing in sleep: .
The singular and yet commonplace phepomenon

the body actually rising to do things in sleep,
Ing a bed, sleep-walking, dressing: the well-
0 case of the man who got up, dressed him-
Mle:nd went out and swam a river while he was
D—when awake he could not swim a stroke.
All these were to him interesting but never con-
g:eing_ They were but disjointed examples of
 Ohe superh realism of the dream world, con-
Which he had intimations that he could
e to writing, or even to speech.
Be Grang Democracy of Dreanis, he called it.

o CCAUSe in dreams there were no barriers in

e &0 society, in wealth, in knowledge or ig-

o A e, in physical power, in disease.

%"‘ aftar all he secretly believed that the brain
* Some time under certain conditions control
©S. But only when the body and the soul
111 berfect harmony. :

7

at that voyages in shallow water, or on dry
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“Why,” he asked once, “does the child fight

% slerp when the adult longs for it Because, per-

haps, the child finds himself in 4 much more won-

derful world awake than the spirit world from

which he has come; while the man of experience

0 weary of actual life and objects and routine yearns

§ to get back to that dream world. I say—perhaps.
But who knows?”

”

N all these things Hoag felt himself groping to-
) wards knowledge and action. He realized that
his dreams and all the intimations he had of
the spirit world that hovers round and about men
when” they are awake, as well as when they are
dead or asleep, were all sent to him for a purpose.
That one immediate purpose was the overthrow
§ of the enormous and growing power of Henry
Markham. This man he knew secretly, without
being able to prove it, was a criminal against
the commonwealth of Canada, in business, in so-
ciety, in politics. The wedding for the big house
on Rosemount Road would, as he expected, be the
biggest show of its kind ever staged in that set.
Helen Munro expected this, aven when as he
knew there were times when she shrank from
it. One and but one, pen-and-ink intimation he
got of this. It was a letter from Helen written
soon after she had removed to Madam Markham-
Malone’s on Resemount Road:

Dear Friend:

I shall not be writing to you again. As you-know

my marriage is all arranged, except the date. The .
house is almost finished. It is a wonderful place. But
you are never to see it except from the outside. I am

not complaining of this. You chose to put yourself
outside the pale of Markham interests by refusing to
work for Mr. Markham. I am sure you had what
you call a good reason, even though I think you were
wrong. You have your own world, and I am sure it
must be to you very wonderful. But my knowledge
of you in that world must be very limited. I do not
wish you success, because I know how little you
value that. At the same time success is what the
world expects from all of us. The best we can hope
for ourselves and for one another is that suceess may
not spoil us. I know you are working for the good
of other people more than for your own happiness or
comfort; that you have chosen poverty and human
lonesomeness where you might have had compara-
tive wealth and the entree to what we call society—

if that means anything to you, and I am afraid it does
not.

But please bear in mind that none of us are living‘

absolutely selfish lives. I don’t expect to.. I mustn’t.
Only it’s so hard to keep from being selfish when one
has money, social position and great influence to
command. I have always been a hard worker us you
know. I must continue to work. I shall find plenty
to do outside of myself. Mr. Markham has such a
vast number of interests outside of his business. e
expects me to look after many of them. The best I
can wish is that I could sometimes have the benefit
of—oh, some quiet talk with you, or some one like
you; because you have mastered the principle of
serving other people without expecting any reward or
equivalent. But this letter must be the last of our
correspondence. You must not answer it. Good-bhye.
Wish me well, old friend. I shall always need it.

; Helen Munro.
e n % \

OAG visualized that letter. He looked beé-
H yond it to the image of the wonian as she
wrote it. The undertone of sadness in it
he felt. but not for himself. That he should not
in all probability ever talk to her, perhaps see her
again, made no sadness in himself. He had chosen
his way of living. Markham might marry her.
She would- still be more his than Markham’s so
long as shelremained true to the best in her own
life. No xpoxieyed magnate could dominate her

spiritual life so long as she kept herself free.
But how could she? Maney and all the things
it meant had the great power. What her body
did her soul must agrée to. How could she marry
and work for Markham while belonging spiritually

to another world? :

Hoag could not anSWer that. But he could see :
in scores of lives a fragmentary answer, He could

see it in the divorce courts; in plays: in society;
in all the activities that had to do with people
who felt themselves bound wrongly by some one
act or set of circumstances. }

He preferred not to see Helen Munro in the
body. He believed that the moment he came with-
In the zone of her physical vibrations _the power
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he was dreaming about would be gone from him.
Her image was all; her presence; her phantom;
all that Ezra Poundem, editor, would scoff at.
Hoag so accustomed himself to visualizing Helen
that she became the only living soul whose image
he could instantly command in all its lineaments
under any circumstances, no matter where, as
perfectly as though the body of the woman were
dead or asleep.

“Why,” he asked, “should what we call death
be the greatest focus we have of the spirit life
and its emotions? Why should a mother looking
at the lock of hair from her dead son or the silent
photograph of him, feel him a million times more
vividly than ever she did in his life?”

Helen Munro might not be conscious of the
liberties he was taking with her image. But un-

less He took them he never could hope to carry
out his spirit-method of downfalling the man who
assumed that he possessed, dominated, personally

Editor Poundem and Hoag have a confab on
psychics. :

directed this woman as part of his nefarious, un-
derground scheme with all its splendid visionary
qualities, Markham had stolen Helen Munro ma-
terially. Hoag would spiritually steal her back.
At first he only would know this. But in time—
perhaps she also would know it. When?

He could not tell.

S

OUNDEM, the editor, was one of Moag’s
‘worst discouragements. He valued the
“psychic stuff” only because it made popular

reading for people who never could prove if was
yrong. He had no faith in it himself. Privately
he considered Hoag as a sort of lunatic whose
lunacy he could commercialize. Hoag knew it.
Poundem was a middling fat man who ate a good
deal, drank whisky, smoked and chewed gum and
played poker. Altogether a good sort; but detar-
mined not to be buncoed by any influence he could
not undenstand.

One afternoon just after the paper had gone to
press and before the press began to run, Poundem
banged into Hoag’s office with the emphasis of a
freight train. His thick fingers and noisy tongue
usually threw Hoag off the track. He noticed a
couple of big new doctor books on Hoag's desk.

“Anatomy—Physiology, hmph! Hope they're
paid for. But what in the name of Psyche—?”

“The pictures are really not fit for my landlady
to pry into, so I keep them here,” explained Hoag.
“But the doctor books of the future will begin
where these leave off. There’s not a word here
about anything you can’t weigh or measure or
talk about in molecules and atoms.” ,

Hoag showed him the various physical presen-
tations that the human being is supposed to make
to the eye of science:

The skin or integument containing the shape
of the body; B L
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The muscles, almost coextensive with the skin;

The viscera containing all the vital organs;

The skeleton on which it was all built;—

“Yah!” gum-chewed Poundem. *“And the other’s
the nervous system. After that the aura or some
darned thing, eh?”

“The nervous system containing also the brain,”
went on Hoag calmly. “And the puzzle about it
is that the part which is supposed to be connected
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#] want Hoag eliminated from my sphere of
influence.”

with thought, feeling, will, moral ideas, imagina-
i tion, all the mysteries that link a man up with the

unseen is a thing that science can weigh in ounces
and compute in number of brain cells.”

“Why don’t you go into a college, Hoag? Youd
shine in a lab.”

“No college in Canada would take any stock in
my ideas. But the day may come —”

“Tell me,” he broke off, “why everything the
doctor books tell you about anatomy can be found
in a man asleep when the man himself is off in a
dream, heaven knows where?”

“Qearch me. I'm no theosophical society.”

“When a man gets a blow on the head that
makes him unconscious, where does the man’s
soul go to for the time being—if a soul has any-
thing to do with individual congciousness?”

“Damfino,” said the editor.

“When a hypnotist gets a man to a certain
stage, the patient can’t feel even hot pins jabbed
into him. Why?”

Poundem began to wriggle.

“At another stage the patient becomes a clair-
voyant—" :

Hoag saw the editor’s lips bulge like a pouch.

«“What I'm trying to get at,’ he went om, “ig
that in many cases the soul—whatever it =
seems to act independent of the body.”

“Oh, call it the fourth dimension,” grinmed
Poundem. : ey
: “Compare that with the moving picture,” per-
. gisted Hoag in his determination to hitch Poun-
dem up, even though he failed to convince him.
“Don’t you ever feel yourself startled by the fact
that a moving picture of a man is more like him
than he is like himself?”

“Impossible!” exploded Poundem.

“No such thing;” retorted Hoag. “And yet
on a hundred different screens at the same
ﬁme___ﬂ .

Poundem enapped his watch and asked why
{1l blazes the press hadn* started to run.

page ten of the paper you are waiting for you'll

find a despatch saying that it has already been

demonstrated that under certain conditions of

electrification a bar of lead, for instance, has so

little weight that {t can be suspended by & silk

thread—" e 2
Poundem got up waving hs arms.

£

there may be a hundred phantoms of one man

“Yes,” continned Hoag, “and if you’ll look on ¢

{  “But if it's so, Why should a uman body that

CANADIAN COURIER

is the home of thought, of nervous vibration, of
desire, of dreams, of phantoms innumerable—why
shouldn’t the human body come to a state some
time if the soul o 'wishes it that it has no sense
of weight just as in a dream? Why shouldn’t
the soul, if it wants to, detach itself from the
body when the man isn’t asleep—?”

The little office began to throb; the music of
the press that had so often sent Hoag into a
fever of excitement -when Poundem little sus-
pected it. Newsboys screamed below:

“Special—all about the disaster at the Munro
Mine.” 255

Hoag darted out and got a paper.

Nine men it seemed had been crushed by the
snapping of a cable hauling up ore.

He slammed shut his doctor books.

“I wonder,” he thought, now that he was alone,
“how it would feel to be crushed to death?”

t 3

the head office. Markham wrote out nine
cheques to as many widows, had an appro-
priate item telephoned to ‘the newspapers, and
turned to a ponderous -thick-jawed man in the
office. ;
“Wanman,” he said after a pause. “I want a
general manager. You are the kind of man I
“ want. If you don’t take it, somebody else will be
got. I want you—because you stick at nothing
and because you are a mogul to move when some-
body puts you on a track. You are not an initia-
tor. You are a genius of administration, but
you need direction. Am I—right?”

Warman blew hig lips and nodded.

“All depends on the price, Mr. Markham.”

«“Which is no object,” snapped the other. “You
are, T believe, to be chairman at the Board of
Trade banquet?” 2

“Honor is all mine, Mr. Markham.”

“Well—I have no advice to give you. But I
want to give you a elear idea of the precise strate-
gic character of all the Markham industries. See
here—"'

The telephone buzzed.

Markham turned his face from the other man
as he listened. :

“Qo to—the men’s funeral?” he repeated. “Look
here, do you—?”

He listened again. The voice at the other end
talked rapidly, almost hysterically.

“Miss Munro,” he said stiffly, “when I want a
lecture on my duty to my employees, I'll let yor
know. Thanks.” : =2
; Hé banged up the receiver, rolled his cigar and
walked to the window as Warman scanned over
the maps and the reports.

“Warman,” he said, quietly, ‘“have you ever
heard of—Hoag?”

“He blew the ash end of his cigar.

“yery good. You know the Socialist, psychic
rot he writes in the Clarion? Damnably dan-
gerous. T could get out an injunmction to sup-
press the Clarion, but the rag would only start
up again. And Hoag would be on it. He’s the
Jabor reportér. Oh, a very capable man too.

“Yes, my father had him as a bookkeeper. I
tried to hire him for other purposes. He refused.
- Went on the Clarion, Well—" ;
Markham blew a huge funnel of smoke.

NLNtE crushed miners made no disturbance in

gphere of influence. He is the worst enemy
Markham’s has got. I want him put somewhere

—g0 that he can’s harm us. And—
“No, no,” he wsaid half to himself. “I don’t
think you're just the man for the job. But ]

thought you'd be all the better to know about
Hoag. Hoag” 5y

He répeated the name in a hoarse whisper to
the window. ;

BXT day there was & banquet at the biggest
hotel, hundreds of Board-of-Traders. Henry
Markham sat next the chairman, a diamond
-on his bosom making a long triangle with his
lustrous, pin-wheel eyes. 7
In the lounge above the rotunda two women
listened to the applause. One, half-concealed in
a niche between the pillars, gazed over the crowd:
ed rotunda. Ak oo

“1 want Mr., Hoag to be eliminated from my .

“Gretchen, I think it’s a beastly lack of courtesy,
not to allow ladies in the gallery. Don’t you?”

The woman spoken to 'was a handsome feminine
edition of Henry Markham—the address on her
stationery, Cragtop, Rosemount Road.

“Henry hadn’t the arranging of it, Helen, or
we should have been there,” she answered. “I
think this town is deadly stupid anyway. It's
only men like Henry who keep it on the main line
of any go-ahead railway.” | :

The two exchanged glances helplessly.

“What a pair of useless gargoyles we are!” said
Helen.

“Sn1” gaid Madam MarkhamiMalone indignant-
ly. “You're the luckiest woman in Canada. You
ought to sing the Te Deum every minute of your
life = Viou—” 1

“Please don’t talk that way, Gretchen. I'm as
prous ut But he’s not a god;
No man is.”

Madam M. M. levelled her lorgnette at some ob-
ject in the rear part of the rotunda leading to
the bar.

“What do you see?”

“You tell me—what it is,” handing Helen the
glass, Immediately the woman darted back and
glared at her companion like a prowling cal.
She saw a pink flush come to Helen’s cheek.

“Well,” she coughed, rather hoarsely, as she
took the glass again. “Did you see a ghost?”

“l guess it was a ghost,” she went on. “Mar-
tin Hoag has always been one, the poor creature!”
ghe purred along, as though not noticing Helen’s
agitation.. “He’s on the road of the down-and-
outers, talking to that stooped-over, drunken
wreck—1'1l wager he’s taken the wretch to his
lodgings. Oh, you will read all about it in the
psychic column of the Clarion. Pish!”

Halen masked herself with her fan.

Suddenly a wild outbreak of claps and cheers.
More cheers. Like fireworks it broke into “For
he’s a jolly good fellow!” :

Helen and her prospective gister<in-law rose
together as though it had been God Save the
King.

Martin Hoag on the street with the derelict he
had dragged away from more whisky, paused to
listen as the sound of the banquet bedlam came
through the window. ;

LICATY 48 you are

2 ®
ORNING papers made a front page display b
of the Markham Consolidated banquet,
quoting from two speeches, one by the

chairman, who asked the diners to put under a
mental microscope the little blacksmith shop and -{
subsequent hardware store, started by Henry
Markham’s father, forty years before, and behold—

Cyclops, Vulcan & Co. in the 20th century, be-
ginning at the Munro Mine, out to the ore docks,
down to the strategic point of No. 1 ore going

(Continued on page 26.)

Henry Markham tells the Board of Trade that he
is only the obscune agent of other people by co-
operation.



1918 Looking Backward —

MONG the many important reviews of
1917, the backward look of the Chris-
tian Science Monitor is most eloquent.

§ N Another year, says the writer on
»~neV_V Year’s Eve, in the way the Christian
ations to-day divide time, is passing away to-
mgh‘t_ Like the last four Chnistmases, it is
g away in the turmoil and agony of
tmageddon. And the ordinary man, waiting
a‘nd Watching for the dawn of the new year,
%"fﬁ 110 rent, no not so big as that of a man’s
vand, in the rolling war clouds. If, then, the
Ftospe(}t is viewed through the veiled eyes of
iﬁ?‘}l‘aﬁl"ty, there is as little hope in the future
+ 0 the past. But if the onlooker possesses
Y€ which see and an understanding heart,
naz‘l{l, beyond or through the tragedy of the
_2Mons, he will become conseious of the rider
“ the white horse.
€ world war of to-day is no mere crashing
5 Sether of material forces, it is not beast fight-
o8 beast, it cannot even be comfortably de-
- a8 the struggle of the autocratic nations
Tush the world’s democracies, and to in-
csirate the rule of the material superman.
‘Perficially it is this last, but metaphysically
8 something far deeper. For almost three
ﬁ*ﬁia half years this paper has been insisting
ther, e battle was joined not merely between
‘,%@tlons which had espoused the cause of
“facy and those which were championing
e é\‘?m, but between the forces of-evil and the
ﬂ? of good wherever they were to be found.
oby oe begl'{lm?g of the war this was not so
ke, US as it is this New Year’s eve. But
e the last three and a half years the pen
ﬁiénﬂe recorder has been writing, Wriﬁ.n.g,
top The page of his-

S0

Y and without favor.
El"ltsh turned and blotted, and nothing can
Wi € story of recorded events.
- eren the war first broke out, the despotie
of Russia stood leagued with the Re-
of France against the two great auto-
of Austria-Hungary and Germany.
w:lly from that moment the countries of
: ljld began to gather themselves to the
3 ng forces, and the grouping which fol-
Gels’ liself eloquent with meaning. Into
k‘_r i’ma-n alliance went ‘‘the unspeakable’’
: mt_ls har}ds red with the massacres of a
e ton, piled upon the massacres of cen-
».80d soon to be redder still with the
TS of Armenia.
’ eg and worse in his heart, binding the
t turban round his head, in token of this,
dmﬂg the green flag. And with him went
‘F’Ut‘dm, now his ally in dishonor, the
%&;‘ _the Bulgar, whatever else may be
ifI‘t"} his very _existence as a nation to
S may be said that Russia had exacted
ors - of flesh, and if you mean hy Russia
v, is Chitum, the element which in Russia,
by boring to overthrow the revolution,
lin etaixt upon the throne a Tzar pensioner
2 YIsn a measure is true. Bat if by
U mean the Russian people who gave
) 8enerously and without stint, to

}ﬁ@’f
s 11

o urk to take his murderous hands
'tm‘at' of Bulgaria, in the campaign
Hen it iy a ridiculous libel,

the Sidf: of France. First Great
 her children the world Dominions.
Q;?ubhc of Portugal and what may

Wi
atibaldian Ttaly. And then, after
tﬁw 1 years, the great republies of
nd ﬁ“dl the far west, the United States,
e brazil,
eo h f*?ljces as they face one another
an OF the world this New Year’s Eve.
ting not merely for autoeracy

He went in, too, with

the Buropean democracies were

Q
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or materiality, not only for the triumph of
animality, on the one side, and, on the other
side, of Freedom and a purer sense of Prineiple,
but they have taken up arms also, quite un-
wittingly, against sensuality and selfishness,
against all that is tyrannical and vicious in
themselves. HEvery nation engaged in the war
to-day is, like Dives, in hell in torment, in other
words it is passing through” the fire of the
refiner, Truth, and is learning, on the touch-
stone of Principle, to say ‘“These be thy gods,
oh, Israel!”’ and to cast aside the fatted calf
and the golden calf, to cut down the groves of
Ashtaroth, and to overthrow the altars of Baal.

To-day the riders on the red, black and the
pale horses are riding through the world. War,
famine, and death stare mankind in the face.
But the rider on the white horse is there also,
and those who understand realize that he ‘has
really gone forth' conquering and to conquer.
Every man in the trenches abroad, every man
in the shop, faetory, ar office at home, who
has had the slightest vision of what the war
means, sees in it the opportunity for learning
more of Principle. The beast may become more
beastlike, but that is only bringing him nearer
to his inevitable doom. For out in the trenches,
looking perpetually across the awful desolation
of ‘“‘no man’s land,”’ men are beginning once
more to find God. And are finding God not in
the emotional excitement of a revivalist meet-
ing, but surrounded by hell let loose. So that
they will be no more ineclined to let go the
vision of Truth with the coming of peace than
was Jacob, at the coming of day, to lose his
hold on the angel with whom he wrestled, in
his sleep, by the brook Jabbok, and whom he
held until he was blessed by Principle. This
iz the lesson of the year 1917.

”

Plundering Pacifism

IN an exposition of the real meaning of the

great ‘‘pacifist offensive’’ now being

pressed by Germany, Andre Cheradame,

writing in the Atlantic Monthly, brands as
utter hypoerisy the slogan ‘‘Peace without
annexations and indemnities,”’ which, he says,
regarded even in the most favorable light would
allow Germany to make off with immense booty.

Many people are still ignorant of the vast
advantages gained by Germany from the war
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because they do not yet realize that ¢‘the Quad-
ruple Alliance of Central Europe is simply a
_great illusion, studiously fostered by William
11, for by its means his plans are vastly faeili-
tated. As a matter of fact, Turkey, Bulgaria,
and Austria-Hungary are mnot the allies, but
the vassals, of Berlin, and their influence with
her is less than that of Saxony or Bavaria.’’
The long-cherished dream of a Pan-Germany is
to-day a realization, a fact accomplished; and
Germany s fighting to maintain her far-flung
dominion, and to extend it to the domination
of the world.

By the creation of this Pan-Germany certain
advantages have heen assured which far out-
balance all Germany’s losses and expenses in
the war. :

As to the advantages, which Germany has
reaped from the war, these consist of seven
principal elements. And the last six of these
depend solely on the existence of central Pan-
(Germany—that is, on the hegemony exercised
by Germany over Austria-Hungary, Bulgaria,
and Turkey, the so-called vassal states.

The first element of German advantage con-
sidered by M. Cheradame is the booty acquired
from the occupation of enemy territory. Ger-
many is getting direet war profits from enemy

‘lands amounting to a total of 500,000 square

kilometres; and this plunder is’ itemized as
coming from nine prineipal sources: 1. Seizure
of Human Material—In the occupied territory
the Germans have scientifically enslaved 42,-
000,000 human beings, who furnish a vast
amount of labor—this labor being all the
cheaper because the slaves are robbed in various
ways, 2. Seizure of War Material—In Belgium,
France, Serbia, Roumania, the Germans have
taken possession of vast stores of cannon, rifles,
munitions, waggons, locomotives, cars, as well
as thousands of kilometres of railway, repre-
senting several billions in value. 3. Seizure of
4. Thefts of Raw Materials. 5.
Theft of Finished Products. 6. Theft of Per-
sonal Property. 7. Seizure of Works of Art.
8. War Imposts. 9. Theft of Specie, Jewels,
and Securities. The total of this plunder has
mounted up into the tens of billions.

The second element of German advantage
enumerated is the Pan-(lerman loans.

In brief summary, the other elements of Ger-
man advantage are: 3. The valtue of a monopoly
in exploiting the latent resources of the Bal-
kans and Asia Minor. 4. The value. resulting

RE is the city of Socialistic conferences, the perpetual Mecca of those who want to get peace with-
out justice. The Premier of France has recently forbidden passports to French Socialists wanting’

Christian Science Monitor, : '
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“Aindt it awfull”
—Sykes, in Philadelphia Ledger.

from the creation of an economic Pan-Germany.
5 The value of military Pan-Germany. 6. The
importance of the vast economic profits which
accrue to Berlin at the expense of Russia
through the establishment of Pan-Germany.
7. The transfer to Germany of at least twenty-
one billion franes of French credit (the funds
owed to France by Russia and by Austria-
Hungary, Bulgaria, and Turkey).

«‘he seizure by Berlin of Austria-Hungary,
Bulgaria and Turkey, all essential elements of
Central Pan-Germany,”’ declares M. Chera-
dame, ‘‘was accomplished in three ways: mili-
tarily by the supremacy acquired by the Ger-

“man General Staff over the troops of the vassal
states ; financially, by means of the paper loans
granted by Germany; and diplomatically, by
the treaties signed in Berlin on January 11th,
1917, establishing the strongest sort of a Ger-
man Protectorate over the Ottoman Empire.”’

Break Up the Concert—

HARLES H. LEVERMORE, in the Ameri-
ecan Review of Reviews, propounds a plan
for the future development of Central

Africa, Asiatic Turkey and Persia, which' he
claims would establish a basis for a European
Unity which would endure and completely
break up that “‘Concert of Europe”’ which the
struggle for supremacy has now so badly
wrecked.

“F'pom Moroceo to Walfisech Bay the west
coast of Africa has been the scene of a
ceramble between great Powers,”” says Mr.
Tevermore. ‘‘Asiatic Turkey with the Bagdad
railway is the shining prize at which Germany
aims through the ‘Mittel Europa’ scheme.
Fach power has sought colonies and spheres of
influence for the exclusive benefit of its own
business interests. What better way can be
devised to prevent the recurrence of these
“ywars of steel and gold,”’ as Mr, Brailsford has
termed them, than by substituting for the rival
economie ambitions of each people an agree-
ment for the economic advantage of all? Let
the great colonizing states follow the example
of the American States who ceded their western
lands to the Confederation. .

“Fpance, Great Britain, Germany, Belgium,
Italy, and Portugal would then vest in an in-

‘ is thus recounted briefly:
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ternational European Congress and its execu-
tive organs the title to practically the whole
of Central Africa. The same Congress should
assume the receivership for the bankrupt con-
cerns of Turk and Persian. Russia, England,
France, and Germany would then have the
merit of yielding each a selfish advantage, in
order to cement a European union and to pro-
mote the common welfare.

At once the European League of Nations
would become the administrator of a great
public domain of the world. It ‘wounld derive
therefrom a strength and importance at the
moment almost incaleulable. It would begin to
strike roots, as under similar circumstances in
North America, into a sentiment of unity and,
allegiance in a new brotherhood of States. It
would establish complete freedom of trade for
all nations throughout the whole extent of the
common territory. It would naturally add to

the administration of the new domain, the re-
sponsibility for the neutralized straits,s,
and other waterways in the old world, agnd for
neufralized territories also. e ,

The seat of such an international admirr 1848~
tion, congress, court, couneil and all, might well
be moved from The Hague to Constantinople, =
the historic capital of world-empire.

Such a plan would solve the difficult problem
of the control of the Dardanelles in the only
rational way. City, straits and adjacent term-
tories would alike be neutralized, and owned,
not by Russian or Turk or German, but by the
whole continent in league. For such an oppo®
tunity - to do business freely in undevetoped
parts of the earth, the great States might gladly
surrender theéir mortgages on savage and half-
oivilized nations in Afriea and Asia, and their
extravagance of armament on both land and
sea.

MUSIC AND PLAYS

CANADIAN SINGER STARS
IN METROPOLITAN OPERA

jLORENCE EASTON—who remembters her

when she came back to Canada some years
P ago as a young secondary star in the Savage

Opera? And who further back still Tecalls
her as a coy young soprano in the Dunn Avenue
Methodist Church in Parkdale, Toronto? Many may
recall this brilliant young Canadian singer—who may
be unaware of the great progress she is now making
in the Metropolitan Opera in New York. Shée is one
of the bright particular stars in the new production
of Liszt’s, “St. Blizabeth,” concerning  which we
summarize from the N. Y. Times:

“This work, performed for the first time in 1865
at Budapest, has been reproduced successively in
many countries and many tongues. Let us hope that
@it may also meet with some sympathy in England,”
was the wish of Liszt himself, who, in 1886, the
year of his death, heard his oratorio sung in London,
both at the Crystal Palace and St. James’ Hall,

There have been American performances of the

«St, Elizabeth” music as an oratorio in English, and
it was not unknown to Europe as offering operatic
possibilities in Liszt’s day. His contemporaries, in-
deed, described it as a “sacred opera’” when it was
given at a festival held in 1867 in commemoration
of the founding and, more ‘especially, the restoration
of a place famous in Wagnerian music-drama, the
castle of the Wartburg. The first performance in
America in Operatic form took place on January 3
at the Metropolitan Opera House, where it was
the second novelty of the season promised by General
Manager Gatti-Casazza.
. The original book by Otto Roquette is said to have
been inspired by Moritz von Schwind’s frescoés at
the Wartburg, which depict the principal events in
the life of the gaint remembered for the “miracle of
the roses.” = Joseph Urban, who has provided the
scenic investiture ‘of the opera also.acknowledges
the inspiration he has received from the paintings
by von Schwind. pe

The stage adaptation to be used here is due to
Liszt’s countrymgn, Conductor Bodanzky, who has
been assisted in the preparation of the work by
Stage Director Richard Ordynski, while the chorus
has been trained by Maestro Giulio Setti. The cast
will be as follows: Elizabeth, Florence Easton;
Sophie, Margarete Matzenuar; Ludwig, Clarence
Whitehill; Herman, Carl Schlegel; A Hungarian
Magnate, Basil Ruysdael; The Seneschal, Robert
Leonard, and conductor, Arthur Bodanzky.

An official summary of the legend of St. Elizabeth
Daughter of King An-
dreas II. of Hungary, Elizabeth was born in 1207.
When a child four years old she was brought to
the Wartburg as the affianced bride of Ludwig of
Thuringia. Here the two children were brought up
religiously as though brother and sister. At 17 years
old, Elizabeth was married to Ludwig. Her beautiful
nature revealed itself especially in her benefactions
to the poor. x

On one of her visitations of mercy, as shown in the
second scene of the opera, her husband while hunt-

ing discovers her alone and far from the castle. His
suspicions are aroused, and on asking what is in the =8
pasket she carries he receives the evasive reply that
she has been ‘“gathering flowers.” Doubting her
word, Ludwig seizes the basket, when, to his amaze -
ment, after she has confessed the innocent talse
hood, there are disclosed the roses jato which by
miracle had been transformed the bread and Wwiné
she has been taking to the poor. ¥
Remorseful because he had mistrusted Flizabeths 4
Ludwig begs her forgiveness, and together husband i
and wife renew their pledges to each other. Soo0d
after Ludwig decides to join the Crusades, and with 3
his knights he takes leave after calling upon his sub”
jects remaining at home to swear allegiance to Eliz# <
beth and to himself during his absence. :
Later come tidings of Ludwig’s death on his way too 8
the Holy Land. His mother, whose ambition is to ‘,
be ruler in her son’s stead, drives Elizabeth from the .
Wartburg, heedless of the storm which threaten® =
death to the young widow and her children. Klizés =
beth takes refuge in a hospital which she Dbas =
founded in her prosperity, passing her days in min®
istering to the wants of the poor and afflicted, till ab
last death claims her. A later scene of the saint®
canonization is omitted, the closing picture of 1
opera being her apotheosis in a brief tableau.
(Concluded on page 25.)

LORENCE EASTON, Canadian soprano, a8
appears starring in Llszt's Muslc-Dramd,

Elizabeth, at the Metropolitan Opera, In New
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Dyestuff Makers

HE growth of the American dye
T industry has been omne of the
examples of the good coming

out of the war, says a Boston paper.
From a condition of almost entire de-
pendence upon Germany for dyestuffs,
with about five American concerns
making anilines, and practically none
manufacturing intermediates, the Am-
erican dyestuffs industry has sprung
up into independence, representing
now something like $200,000,000 in in-

_vestments, and about 97 makers of in-

termediates and 120 manufacturers of
anilines.

Standardization of dyes and the or-
ganization of an American dyestuffs
association for the advancement of all
matters which will make permanent
the great progress shown by that in-
dustry during the war, are the chief
aims of a conference to be held this
month in New York City by about 200
manufacturers of dyestuffs and the
Crudes, intermediates and chemicals
used in the color industry.

The question asked by those who
began the movement for the coming
meeting in this city concerns means
and methods for making this growth
Permanent, and for withstanding the
eflorts of Germany, at the conclusion
of the war, to regain the control of ths
dyestuffs situation which she held be-
fore the war. :

It is asserted that the growth of the
dyestuffs industry has advanced to

‘the point where close observers are

aware of the fact thdt the huge struc-
tl.lre now set up is without that cohe-
8lon of interests and co-ordination of
effort which are necessary if the

Btructure is to be permanent. Organ-

Izers of the conference say it is time

& concerted éffort toward unity were
Inade,

The aim is to consolidate the mew
industry in a mnational trade associa-
tion which shall have the interests of

the Industry permanently in its care,

and which shall represent the trade
“.B @ whole, No preliminary organiza-
tion has heen attempted, and ultimate
developments. will be entirely in the

hands of those who attend the con-
ference. g

In explaining the conference, H.

~Fardner McKerrow said to the ‘cor-
Tespondent ;

v “A leading object of such an associa-
O would be to regulate matters

:;tal'ly important to the industry, in-
2 Uding standardization of colors, tariff

Questions, arbitration of ‘disputes, pro-

eiti‘m of contracts, and the like,

b The fact that America has built.
era 8reat dyestuffs industry and that
. dyes, taken class for class, are

2 ‘.Vﬁqua1 to those of Germany, remains
T bye despite the propaganda promoted
Y Gemmang to cast doubt on the worth

::s‘c‘t?gﬂc'an dyes. A movement to
foix t American dyestuffs started
tn An";ﬁbe"lf the industry begam to gro¥

eTica, The falgity that Ameri-

i
o colors were not fast was spread

h‘ad 8h clothing associations and by

fSmen over their counters.

'The fact is that American colors
Mut as fast and brilliant as Ger-

OVes, if they are compared class
~ The trouble has been that

CANADIAN

America to Fight for Dye Trade

Plan to Combine

compare a notably un-fast dye in one
class with a notably fast dye in another
classification; this is like comparing
a piece of glass with a diamond. And
it has served to cloud the fact thaf
class for class and type for type the
American dyes are as good as the
German. It stands to reason that
given the large amount of coal tar
we have here, the required formulae,
which are matters of chemical know-
ledge, and the proper intelligence,
Americans can get precisely the same
results in dyes as Germans get.”

The Conscription of
Capital

HE difference between .conscrip-
tion of capital and labor is illus-
trated by what is happening in Russia,
comments the New York Times, edi-
torially. The Bolsheviki have levied
“excess profit taxes” to a total exceed-
ing 100 per cent., but’ graciously collect
only 90. Even the Bolsheviki see that
it is necessary to leave something for
the capitalists if they are to be ex-
pected to fulfil their function of pro-
viding revenlie. Also the Bolsheviki
are seizing the banks. They took even
the trust funds of the Imperial—now
the State—Bank some time ago, and
are now seizing the private banks, in-
cluding even the branch of the Na-
tional City Bank of New York. In
this the Bolsheviki fall below even
their own grade of intelligence. If
they had protected the banks even
as well as the industrials, they could
have reaped many a harvest from
them both. But by their processes
they are crippling their own resources.
Mr, Stevens, the American Railway
Commissioner to Russia, said in Tokio,
recently, that the soldiers are opera-
ting the railways at 30 per cent. of
their efficiency. The workers are
loafing and the women are working.
The farmers are hoarding three years’
harvest because the Bolsheviki have
made rubles worthless counters. The
lesson of such incidents is the sole
profit to be derived from them. They
each mothing more surely than the
distinction between comscription of
men and capital. A man is conscripted
to be used, not to be consumed. Capi-
tal is conscripted to be consumed, not
to be used. Men mostly return from
wars, but tax money never is returned
to those from whgm it is taken. Gov-
ernment has no use for money but to
spend it.

The real Government investors are
the taxpayers, and the taxpayers do
not control the investment in any
effective sense. Capital should not be
exempt from conscription from ten-
‘derness for it, but because it best
gserves the Government in the hands
of those who can best use it, Thus the
analogy between comuscription of men
and money is seen to be nothing but
a phrase. Capital ean be taken but
once. In the sense that men are con-
scripted, only the income of capital
can be conscripted. The State grieves
over destruction of armies, but re-

joices over consumption of capital in -

proportion that it is ruled by Bolshe-

dists have presumed to 'vist reason—or lunacy.
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Capital Paid-up,
$1,500,000. -

Advice for Your Heirs

To whom will your wife and children turn for
advice when your own guidance has been removed?

Your relatives may not have the required experience
in the business matters involved in dealing with any
estate; and their judgments may not be always un-

The management of estates by this Company is a
matter of business experience combined with a sympa- -
thetic appreciation of the problems of each client.

Write for Booklets.

Dafional Trusf Tompany

Siwited

18-22 KinGg STREET EAst, TORONTO.

J1

J L

Reserve,

$1,500,000.

JL

| B

| Safety of Principal,
Certainty of Interest

. A writer in one of our financial
journals recently said that real
estate mortgages combine the two
great essentials ' of a conservative
investment—safety of principal
and certainty of interest.

To those who have funds for in-
vestment only. in small sums, this
most desirable class of security is
not directly available. They may,
hc /ever, secure all those advant-
ages by investing in the bonds of
| this corporation, which are basea
on upwards of thirty-two million
dollars of carefully selected first
.i mortgages on improved real es-
'} tate. These bonds may be had in
. denominations of one hundred
dollars. They are a security in
il which HExecutors and Trustees
{1 are expressly authorized by law to
‘'t invest trust funds.

Send for specimen bond, copy of
Annual Report and full particulars.

CANADA PERMANENT
MORTGAGE CORPORATION

Paid-up Capital, - $6,000,000.00
Reserve Fund, - 5,000,000.00
Investments, = = 32,264,782.81
TORONTO STREET, TORONTO

ESTABLISHED 1855,

To Hang Up Things'
Pictures, Photos, Pennants, Draperies, etc.,
use the world-famous, strong and dainty

Moore Push-Pins

@lass Heads, Steel Points,
Moore Push-less the Hanger with
& Twiat, for framed pictures, mirrors, etc.

c At Stationery, ‘Hardware, Drug
and Photo Supply Stores.

Samples and Booklet Free.
‘Write Dept. ¥y,
MOORE PUSH-PIN CO., Philadelphizs, Pa.

Cawthra Mulock & Co.

Members ok
Toronto Steck Exchange

Brokers

and

Bankers

12 KING STREET EAST
TORONTO, CANADA

CABLE ADDkESS——CAWLOC K, TORONTO

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
business methods have given it
leadership in annual New Busi-
nesy, Total Business in Force,
Assets, Surplus Earnings, Net Sur-
plus, Total Income, Premium In-
come and Payments to Policy-
holders.

'SUN LIE W
OF
Heap OFF1 ONTREAL

owners during business hours.
according to size of box leased.

Capital Paid Up

HEAD OFFICE : :

V)

Keep Your War Bonds Safe
in Qur Steel Armored Vaults

War Bonds, Mortgages, Stock C ertificates, Insurance Policies or
other valuable documents you want kept in the
possible safety should be placed in a Private Box in our Steel,
Burglariproof and Fireproof Vaults.
$3.00 per year and upwards,

Write for lllustrated Booklet

TORONTO GENERAL TRUSTS

CORPORATION

ReS8IrVE . livsaipanseviiaas e vevaand o aevnie

very greatest
Easily accessible to box

\

$1,500,000.00
1,850,000.00

83 BAY STREET, TORONTO
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THE INDIAN DRUM

(Continued from page 16.)
made. The freshness of these other
marks startled him;
made within a day or so, They
could not have Tbeen ~made by
Sherrill, for Alan had noticed that
Sherrill’s hands were slender and
delicately formed; Corvet too, was
not a large man; Alan’s own hand
was - of good size and powerful,
but when he put his fingers over the
marks the other man had made, he
found that the other hand must have
been larger and more powerful than
his own. Had it been Corvet’s ser-
vant? It ‘might have been, though
the marks seemed too fresh for that;
for the servant, Sherrill had said, had
left the day Corvet's disappearance
was discovered. :

LAN pulled open the drawers to
A see what the other man might
have been after. It had not been the
servant; for the contents of the
drawers—old brittle lace and woman'’s
clothing—were tumbled as though
they had been pulled out and 1'oughly
and inexpertly pushed back; they still
showed the folds in which they had
lain for yvears and which recently had
been disarranged. ;

This proof that some one had been
prying about In the house before him-
self and since Corvet had gone, star-
tled Alan and angered him. It
brought him, suddenly a sense of pos-
cession which he had not been able
to feel when Sherrill had told him
the house was his; it brought an im-
pulse of protection of these things
about him. Who had been searching
in Benjamin Corvet's—in Alan’s
house? He pushed the drawers shut
hastily and hurried across the hall
to the room opposite. In this room—
plainly Benjamin Corvet’s bedroom——
were no signs of intrusion. He went
to the door of the room connecting
with it, turned on the light, and look-
ed in. It was a smaller room than
the others and contained ¥, roll-top
desk and a cabinet. The cover of the
desk was closed, and the drawers
of the cabinet were shut and appar-
ently undisturbed. Alan recognized
that probably in this room he would
find the most intimate and personal
things relating to his father; but be-
fore examining it, he turned back to
inspect the bedroom.

It was a carefully arranged
well-cared-for room, plainly in con-
stant use. A reading stand, with a
lamp, was beside the bed with a book
marked about the middle. On the
dresser were hair-brushes and a comb,
and a box of razors, none of which
were missing. When Benjamin Cor-
vet had gone away, he had not taken
anything with him, even toilet arti-
cles. . With the other things on the
dresser, was a silver frame for a pho-
tograph with a cover closed and
fastened over the portrait; as Alan
took it up and opened it, the stiffness
of the hinges and the edges of the
1id gummed to the frame by disuse,
showed that it was long gince it
had been opened. The picture was.
of a woman of perhaps thirty — a
peautiful woman, dark-haired, dark-
eyed, with a refined, gensgitice, spirit-
uallooking face. The dress she wore
was the same, Alan suddenly recog-
nized, which he had seen and touched
.among the things in the chest of
drawers; it gave him a queer feeling
now to have touched her things. He

1

and

_ tween wife and husband,
they had been
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felt instinctively, as he held the

picture and studied it, that it could
have been no vulgar bickering be-
nor any
caprice of a dissatisfied woman, that
had made her separate herself from
her husband. The photographer’s
name was stamped in one corner, and
the date 1894, the year after
Alan had been born.

But Alan felt that the picture and
‘the condition of her rooms across
the hall did not shed any light on
the relations sbetween her and Benja-
‘min 'Corwet; rather they obscured
them; for his father neither had put
the picture away from him and de-
voted her rooms to other uses, nor
had he kept the rooms arranged and
ready for her return and her picture
so that he would see it. He would
have done one or the other of these
things, Alan thought, if it were she
his father had wronged—or, at least,
if it were only .she.

Alan reclosed the case, and put
the picture down; then he went into
the room with the desk. #e tried the
cover of the desk, but it appeared to
he locked; after looking around
vainly for a key, he tried again, ex-
erting a little more force, and this
time the top went up easily, tearing
away the metal plate inte which the
craws: of the lock clasped and the two
long screws which had held it. He
examined the lock, surprised, and
*caw that the serews must have bcen

_drawers.

merely set into the holes; scars
showed where a chisel or some metal
implement had been thrust in under
the top to force it up. The pigeon-
boles and little drawers in, the upper
part of the desk, as he swiftly opened
them, he found entirely empty. He
hurried to the cabinet; the drawers
of the cabinet too had been forced,
and very recently; for the scars and
dplinters of wood were clean and
fresh. These drawers and the draw-
ers in the lower part of the desk
either .were empty, or the papers in
them had (been disarranged and tum-
bled; in confusion, as though some
one had examined them hastily and
tossed them back.

HERRILL had not done that, nor
any one who had business there.
If Benjamin Corvet had emptied some

of those drawers before he went away,

not have relocked empty
To Alan, the marks of vio-
lence and roughness were unmistaka-
bly the work of the man with the big
hands, who had left marks upon \the
top of the chest of drawers; and the
feeling that he had been in the house
very recently was stronger than ever.

Alan ran out into the hall and ls-
tened: he heard mo sound; but he
went back to the little room more
excited than before. For what had
the other man been searching? For
the same things which Alan was look-
ing for? 'And had the other man got

he would

" @t was, beyond doubt, hisi father’s

them? Tho might the other e, e Zand
what might be his connection W cans il
Benjamin Corvet? . Alan had no do?ﬂ(1 ﬁ\‘\1“3""
that everything of importance me st
have been taken away, but he woir ‘-ism}\‘l
make sure of that. He took some e
of the papers from the drawers and
began to examine them; after nearly,
an hour of this, he had found only
one article which appeared connected
in any way with what Sherrill had
told him or with Alan himself. - In
one of the little drawers of the desk
he found several books, much worn as
though from being carried in a pocket,
and one of these contained a series of
entries stretching over several years.
These listed an amount—$150—op-
posite a series of dates with' only the
vear and the month given, and there
was an entry for every second month.
Alan felt his fingers trempling as
he turned the pages of the little book
and found at the end of the list &
blank, and below, in the same hand,
but in writing which had changed
with the ‘passage of years, another
date and the confirming entry of
$1,500. The other papers and books
were only such things as might ac-
cumulate during a lifetime on the
water and in business—government
certificates, manifests, boat schedules
of times long gone by, and similar
papers. Alan looked through the lit-
tle book again and put it in his pociket.

(Continued on page 26.)

POSSESS THE POWER OF ALADDIN

Compared to the power which Thomas A. Edison offers you, Aladdin’s was limited; since if you own a
New Edison a group of the world's greatest artists is constantly at your service. A mere twist of the wrist and
presto! right there in the room peals forth the voice of Rappold, Case, Matzenauer, Middleton, Chalmers, or
any other of our Metropolitan stars. It is exactly as though the singer were there in the flesh. No human
ear can detect the slightest shade of difference between the living artist's interpretat.on and that of

The NEW EDISON

““The Phonograph with a Soul’’

/

pold begins to sing with the record. When she stops, the'
record continues. And so complete and perfect is the Re-
Creation that the listeners refuse to:credit the evidence o
their senses. Such is the Edison tone test. :

With the lights lowered to hide the singer's lips, not one of
the two million or more who have attended these recitals cou
detect when the artist ceased and the instrument sang alone.

Thirty great artists have figured in these tests. Invariably the
result was the same. Over a thousand unprejudiced news-
paper critics have united in this assertion.

Call at the nearest licensed Edison merchant’'s and receive
a demonstration. He advertises in your local paper, Perhaps,
too, you'd like to see our literature, A postcard brings our
musical magazine, “Along Broadway," the brochure, “Music8
Re-Creation,” and the booklet, “What the Critics Say,”

It is one thing to make so strong a claim ; it is another to prove
it. We have proved it, not once but over fifteen hundred times.
More than two million people have witnessed our famous
tone tests.

Picture a concert hall filled with critical music lovers. One
of our Metropolitan stars, Marie Rappold, for example, begins
to sing. Her brilliant soprano voice soars through the building.
Now watch the audience. Note that sudden stir. Each face
depicts wonderment— astonishment — bewilderment. What
miracle isthis! The singer's lips have ceased to move. And
yet the beautiful aria continues. Surely Rappold is still singing.
She must be.” Every lingering overtone, every subtle shade of
color is there. But her lips are motionless, It is incredible.

The explanation is simple. e New Edison which stands
beside her is playing one of Rappold's records. Madam Rap-

4 THOMAS A. EDISON, INC., Orange, N. J.
__—M‘
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The Gypsy Trail
HIS  exquisite little comique

represents a scene in Robert
Houson’s new play, “The Gypsy

Trail,” which has found the end of =

the trail at the Plymouth Theatre,
New York, for this season. Concern-
Ing thig play we reprint the following
from a poem by Murdock Pemberton,
In the New York Times: :

mﬂ then the talk dwelt on the play.
% 0y a laugh went 'round

8 this or that bit came to mind
B again,

aid o

done, but—
all, a fairy tale.”

That seemed to hit a common chord;
. rushed in with evidence
o hhze’ar the speaker out;
at’s it, a fairy tale.
S O ever heard of rich young men
Vagabonding down the world?”

:l*‘(l)l: lean young doctor quavered:
Who would leave a pretty girl
like that,
0¢e he had her in his arms?”
The ;ggg:l; doctor sagely shook his
(13 i . p
! thought I'd passed the years
ére plays of romance stirred my
R blood;
oZ}SuSt a moment that dear old soul
. me back some forty years—"
«.Ajhpaused,)but no one spoke,
» I forgat myself,
we talking of?
.ggnég“ce*%s, that pretty play;
om(‘llrﬂe, we of the crabbed age
like to think of years as mel-
But { 1008,
Dot fear that ladies old as that
tell their grandsons of past
loveg,

= 0 7 &
: s’t"g’e nights to read “T'hree Muske.
rs" ”

After

'

About the Messiah

HAT we said about the Messiah

Iy coz?ma rec‘en_t issue provokes a live-
Sakge ent with some corrections

i arold Percy, editor of M. P.s
o Uhe) a néw publication just on and
Ing Thép&m' H. P’s latest concern-
R Messiah reads thus:—

18 Mugic Editor,
Radian Courier,

Sy ‘
‘Btim: Ven Just read your interesting

Decoqnpol The Messiah” in issue of
nw:?b:;— 29. In part you say “we
®te,, m&&h of it now—in London,
U in thig I would like to correct
orms, for A. D. Jordan has given
o fce of The Messiah regular-

& years past, either on New

ne: “If’s mighty clever and well

or New Year’s Eve. It is
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C AND PLAYS

(Coticluded from page 22.)

being rendered to-night at the First
Methodist Church by the Musical Art
Society Chorus of 150 voices, the solo-
ists being Madame Millet Lowe, so-
prano; Miss Luta Laymon, contralto;
Frank Mellor (New York), Tenor, and
Arthur Middleton, bass.

We don’t need an orchestra to be
brought 500 miles, either; we have an
organ which is an orchestra in itself,
built to. specifications made by A. D.
Jordan, one of the ablest musicians on
the continent, and assuredly unex-
celled as an organ recitalist.’

However, I pen these lines hurried-
ly, simply to correct your misinfor-
mation in reference to rendition of
“Messiah” here.

Yours sincerely,
HAROLD PERCY.

What’s the matter with your proof
reader. Eatkin Mills—for Waitkin
Mills!

(Yes I'm English!)

Drawing Room Atrocities

(Concluded from page 9.) :
first 1t will be found that the house
is easier to furnish and pleasanter to
live in. The room which is most used
by the family, and in which they are
most at leisure, should contain what
is best worth looking at in the way of
pictures, prints and other objects of
art; and there should be nothing about
its decoration so striking or eccentric
as to become tiresome when contin-
ually seen. It should form a har-
monious but unobtrusive background.
The simplest and most cheaply fur-
nished room (provided that the furni-

ture be good of its kind and the walls

and carpet unobjectionable in color)
will be more pleasing to the eye than
the one in which gilded tabourets and
cabinets of buhl stand side by side
with cheap, machine-made furniture,
and delicate old inlaid tables are cov-
ered with cheap china ornaments. A
room furnished with the idea of pro-
viding the .greatest possible comfort
and ‘convenience to its occupants, is

sure to look attractive, if not beauti-

ful. The peaceful Victorian era pro-
duced almost as many drawing room
atrocities as the recent Germanic per-
fod. Canadian manufacturers are do-
ing their share, but they are merely
\giving the public what it wants, and
\f we establish’ a demand for things
that are substantial and convenient
we will be doing our bit in preveht-

_ing the perpetration of drawing-room

atrocities.
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Conducted by MALCOLM SIM

PROBLEM No. 169, by Giorgio Guidelli.
Third Prize, Good Companions’ Club,
November, 1917.

Black.—Eleven Pieces.

BB
at ?///E/{/a .Q/
7 Y,
. jﬁ:%

White.—Eight Pieces.
‘White to play and mate in two.
SOLUTIONS.

Problem No. 167, by Frank Janet.

1. B—Q6, Kt—B7; 2. QxQ mate.
SN , Kt—B6; 2. Q—B6 mate.
B e , B—B2; 2. QxB mate.
Lveesiae BXRS 20 QxR mate,
17,0000y P—RT7; 2. Q—Kt2 mate.
s B e , threat; 2. Q—Ktsq mate.

This is an example of the ‘‘Blanche’
theme, which, as Mr. Janet points out in
the British Chess Magazine, ‘‘investigates
the maximum mating power of the White
Queen at. all angles to the Black King.
There are 33 such angles.”” We enumer-
ate above the six mates to the example
with which Mr. Janet favored us as a
Christmas greeting.

Correct solutions of Problems Nos. 165

and 166 received from John McGregor,

Tamworth, Ont.

To Correspondents.
_(J. McG.)—Tamworth. Your 3n does
not fail by 1. B—Kt2, but how do you
propose to mate if 1.,.... , Kt—Q2? You
-give an impossible move, 2. KtxKt.

CHESS IN THE STATES.

An interesting and fgomplicated game
played at the Brooklyn Chess Club in
the match between Alfred Schroeder and
F. K. Perkins.

Ruy Lopez.
‘White. Black.

A. Schroeder. F. R. Perkins.
1. P—K4 1. P—K4
2. Kt—RB3 2. Kt—QB3
3. B—Ktb 3. P—QR3
4, B—R4 4, Kt—B3
6. Castles 5. KtxP
6. P—Q4 6. P—QKt4
7. B—Kt3 7. P—Q4
8. PxP b 8. B—K3
9. P—B3 9. Kt—B4

1 10. B—B2 10. B—Kt5
11. R—Ksa 11. P—Q5b

HARRKRS 12. B—R4

© 13, P—K6 13.: PxKP,
14. PxP 14. BxKt
15. QxB 15. KtxP
16. Q—Rbch 16. K—Q2
17. R—Qsa (a) 17, K—B3
18. P—QKt4 18. Q—B3 (b)
19. B—Kt2 19. R—Qsq (¢)
20. Q—Kt4 20. P—~KR4
21. QxKt (&) 21 RxQ

22. BxR 22. P—K4
23. B—K3 (e) 23. P—Kb
24, Kt—Q2 24, Q—QB6
25, QR—Bsaq 26. QxP ()
26. BxPch 26, K-—Kt3
27. B—B3 (8) 27, K—R4
28. BxKt 28. BxB

29. Kt—Kt3ch . 29, K—Kt3
30. RxB (h * 80. R—R3
31. R(Qsq)—QBsq 31. Q—KBb
32. R—B6ch 32. RxR

33. RxRch 33. K—R2
34.. BxP 34, P—R4
35, P—Kit3 35. Q—B4
36. B—Kt4 36. Q—OQ4
37. R—Bb 37. Q—Q6
38. K—Kt2 38, P—R5b

. 39, RxiPch 39, K—Kt3
40. R—Kt7ch (1) 40. K—B3 »
41. B—B3ch Resigns (J)

(a) This ground has been trodden be-
fore, but, of course, the ins and outs are
known only to the bookworm.

(b) The complications now begin in
earnest, as Black did not care to move

his Knight wbecause of the threatened,

B—K4ch.
(o) Not-38, .5y , Kt—K7ch; 20. QxKt,
;  21.B—Kich winning the Black

X
Queen (Ed. C.).

(d) A truly brilliant continuation and
one which, owing to the cramped position
of the Black King, yields White a return
of three pieces for the Queen thus sacri-
ficed. . i

(8) A remarkable bosition, in which
White can bide his time. If the Knight
moves at this point, B—K4 mates pret-
tily.

(f) ‘Black has seemingly relieved the
situation to “the extent of removing the
attacking Pawn',,, but meanwhile White
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has developed in a manner which leaves
the foe completely at his mercy.

(g) Another neat waiting move and

quite necessary before plunging farther
into the depths of the complications.
. (h) At last the object is attained, and
in lieu of the sacrificed Queen, White can
show three pieces, all posted to the best
possible advantage.

(1) Another pretty stroke, forcing the
King out into the open.

(Y. For M 41.,. .5 K—Q3, White again
offers his Rook, this time at Q7, forcing
the win of the Queen.

END-GAME No. 83.
By W. and M. Piatoff.

White: K at Q2; R at KKt8; Kt at
KXKt7; Ps at Q3 and KR2, Black: K at
Q6; Ps at QR3, QR7, QB2, K4, KB2 and
KKt5. White to play and win.

Solution.

White accomplishes the seemingly im-
posible task of frustrating a fatal promo-
tion-of the advanced Black Pawn as fol-
lows: 1. Kt—K6ch, K—Q4 (if PxKt; 2.
RxPch. and 3. R—QR4); 2. Kt-Q4, P—
&{S(Q); 3. R—Q8ch, K—B4; 4. Kt—Kt3ch

ns.

“Well, did you get any orders to-
day?” asked the book agent’s wife.
“Yes,” replied the book agent. I got
two orders in one place. One was to

get out and the other was to stay
out.”

With Fingers!
Coms Lift Out

‘Apply a few drops then lift corns
or calluses off—no pain

-~

For a few cents you can get a small
bottle of the magic drug freezone re-
cently discovered by a Cincinnatl man.

Just ask at any drug store
for a small bottle of free-
zone. Apply a few drops
upon a tender, aching corn
and ingtantly, yes immed-
iately, all soreness disap-
pears and shortly you will
find the corn so lcose that
you lift it cut, root and all,
with the fingers.

Just think! Not one bit
of pain before applying free-
zone or afterwards. It
doesn't even irritate the
surrounding skin.

Hard corns, soft corns or
corns between the toes, also
hardened calluses on bottom of feet just
seem to shrivel up and fall off without
hurting a particle. It is almost magical.

Merryweather’s
Roses '

Nurseries, Southwell, England

Orders for Delivery
about April Ist
Should be Placed
NOW !

W
List with prices on application
from

M. A. BRUSH

Canadian Representative

24 Wellington St. West
Phone M. 3480  Toronto

EDUCATIONAL.

MATRI»CULATION BY MAIL—Any or

all subjects—Write Canadian Cor-
respondence College, Limited, Dept. O,
Toronto, Canada.

PATENT SOLICITORS.

FMDRS’DONEAUGH & CO. The old
established firm. Patents every-
_where. Head Office, Royal Bank Bldg.,
Toronto. Ottawa Office, b Elgin St. Of=
fices throughout Canada. Booklet Free.
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WHAT HAPPENED
TO HOAG
(Continued from page 20.)

down and coal coming up at the base
of the mouth of the great lakes; No. 2,
ore going down and coal coming up at
the influence of the great rivers, 400
miles eastward. He spoke of loco-
motives and boilers, trolley forgings,
structural steel for bridges and sky-
scrapers, steel rails for railways—and
wound up eloguently by asking the
company to drink the health of Mr.
Henry Markham, the wizard of all this
Cyclopean-Vulcano Consolidation, and
to sing in his honor, mentally, the
words printed so aptly on the pro-
gramme:

“Hoch, Henry Markham,
Drei mal hoch.

Hoch seller leben,

Drei mal hoch!”

S Martin Hoag read this he
A_ sketched on a sheet of copy
paper in his packing-case office
a crude picture of Warman. He
looked down to the few terse words
spoken by the guest of the evening.
“Mr. Chairman and Gentlemen:—

“I am not a speaker; I prefer deeds.
Mr. Warman, who, I am happy to say,
becomes the new general manager of
Markham interests, has flatteringly
told you the outlines of what Mark-
ham’s Consolidated are beginning to
do in Canada.- We are only beginning.
The great work must be carried on by
the co-operation of many people, of
whom 1 am but the humble agent.
This is a great country. I am proud

CANADIAN COURIER

to have been born here. My father
‘eft Germany because he could see no
future for himself. Germany is a
wonderful country. But she is a
despotism. Canada is a democracy. I
am not ashamed of German descent.
1 have, as you know, brought German
and Austrian workers here. They ars
grand workers, will be good citizens,
frugal, sober, diligent—and in time
democratic. Believe me, they are glad
to escape Germany and the taxes. I
know that. I have been there, and if
1 could bring ten times as many to
Canada I would do so. People must
be free not only to work, but to have
ambition and to enjoy life. And the
day will come when this ~Canadian
democracy will give German despots
a wonderful example of how to make
Canadian iron and steel effective for
national purposes. I want to see Can-

" ada take her place among the iron

nations. And the cycle of industries
which Mr. Warman has sketched for
you is only the beginning of what we
hope to do to carry out that policy.
Gentlemen, I thank you.,”

\ (To be continued.)”’

“Fiven a policeman. can’t arrest the
flight of time,” remarked the alleged
humorist.”

“Oh, 1 don’t know,” rejoined the
matter-of-fact person. “Only this
morning I saw an officer enter a side
door and stop a few minutes.”

»

They seated themselves at a table.
“Will you hawve a little shrimp?” he
asked. “Dear me,” she exclaimed.
“This is so sudden.”—Louisville Cou-
rierJournal

TOBACCO

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

EVERYBODY SMOKES _#
< “OLD CHU e

THE INDIAN DRUM

(Continued from page 24.)

memorandum of the sums sent to
Blue Rapids for Alan; it told him that
here he had been in his father’s
thoughts; in this little room, within
a few steps from those deserted apart-
ments of his wife, Benjamin Corvet
bad sent “Alan’s dollar”’—that dollar
which had been such a subject of
gpeculation in his childhood for him-
pelf and for all the other «children.
He grew warm at the thought as he
.began putting the other things' back
into the drawers.

He started and straightened sud-
denly; then he listened attentively,
and his skin, warm an instant be-
fore, turned cold and prickled. Some-
where within the house, unmistakably
on the floor below him, a door had
glammed. The wind, which had grown
much stronger in the last hour, was
battering the windows and whining
round the corners of the (building; but
the house was tightly closed; it eould
not be the wind that had blown the
door shut. Some one—it was beyond
question now, for the realization was
quite different from the feeling he
had about that before—was in the
house with him. Had his father’s
pervant come back? That was im-
possible; Sherrill had received a wire
from the man that day, and ne could
not get back to Chicago before the
following morning at the earliest. But
the servant, sSherrill had said, was the
only other one besides his father who
had a key. Was it . hig father
who had come back? That, though
not impossible, seemed improbable.

Alan stooped quickly, amlaced and
stripped off his shoes, and ran out into
the hall to the head of the stairs
where he looked down and listened.
From here the sound of some one
moving about came to him distinctly ;.
he could see no light below, but when
he ran down to the turn of the stairs,
it became plain that there was a very
dim and flickering light in the library.
He crept on farther down the stair-
case. His hands were cold and moist
from his excitement, and his body
was hot and trembling.

HORVER was moving about down

gtairs, even dif he was not
one who had a right to be there, at
least felt secure from interruption.
He was going with heavy step from
window to window; where he found
a shade up, he pulied it down
brusquely and with a violence which
suggesied great strength under a ner-
vous strain; a shade, which had been
pulied down, flew up, and the man
diaronied it as though it had startled
him; then, after an imstant, he pulled
it down again.

Alan crept still farther down and at
last caught sight of him. The man
was not his father; he was not a
gervant; it was equally sure at the
same time that he was not any one
who had any business to be in the
bouse, and that he was not any com-
mon housedbreaker.

He was a big, young-looking man,
with broad shoulders and very evi.
dent vigor; Alan guessed his age at
thirtyfive; he was handsome—he had
a straight forehead over daring, deep-
get -eyes; his nose, lips, and chin were
powerfully formed; and he was ex-
pensively and very carefully dressed.
The light by which Alan saw these
things came from a flat little pocket
gearchlight that the man carried in

‘one hand, which threw a little bril-

tiant circle of light as he directed it;
and now, as the light chanced to
fall on his other hand—powerful and
heavily muscled—Alan recollected tha
look and size of the finger prints on
the chest of drawers upstairs. He
did not doubt that this was the same
man who had gone through the desk;
but since he had already rifled the
desks, what did he want here now?
As the man moved out of sight, Alan
crept on down as far as the door to
the library; the man had gone on
into the rear room, and Alan went
far enough into the Ilibrary so he
could see him,

E pulled open one of the drawers
in the big table in the rear
room—the room where the organ was
and where the bookshelves reached to
the ceiling—and with his light held so
as to show what was in it, he was
tumbling over its contents and ex-
amining them. He went through one
after another of the drawers of the
table like this; after examining them,
he rose and kicked the last one shut
disgustedly; he stood looking about
the room questioningly; then he
started toward the front room.

He cast the light of his torch ahead
of him; but Alan had time to antici-
pate his action and to retreat to the
hall. He held the hangings a little
way from the door jamb so he could
see into the room. If this man were
the same who had looted the desk up-
stairs, it was plain that he had not
procured there what he wanted or all
of what he wanted; and now he did
not know where next to look.

He had, as yet, neither seen nor
heard anything to alarm him, and
as he went to the desk in the front
room and peered impatiently into the
drawers, he slammed them shut, -one
after another. He straightened and
stared about. “Damn Ben! Damn
Ben!” he ejaculated violently and re-
turned to the rear room. Alan, again
following him, found him on his knees
in front of one of the drawers under
the . bookcases. As ho continued
gearching through the drawers, his ir-
ritation became greater and greater.
He jerked one drawer entirely out of
its case, and the contents flew in
every direction; swearing at it, and
damning “Ben” again, he gathered up
the letters. One suddenly caught his
attention; he began reading it closely,
then snapped it back into the drawer,
crammed the rest on top. of it, and
went on to the next of the files, He
gearched in this manner through half
a dozen drawers, plainly finding noth-
ing at all he wanted; he dragged some
of thé books from their cases, felt
behind them and shoved back some of
the books but dropped others on the
floor and blasphemy (burst from him.

He cursed “Ben” again and again,
and himself, and God; he damned
men by n#me, but so violently and in-
coherently that Alan could not make
out the names; terribly he swore al
men living and men “rotting in Hell.”
The beam of light from the torch in
his hand swayed aside and back and
forth. Without warning, suddenly it
caught Alan as he stood in the dark
of the front room; and as the dimd
white circle of light gleamed into
Alan’s face, the man looked that wa¥y
and saw him.

The effect of this upon the man was
so strange and so bewildering to Alan
that Alan oould only stare at him.
The big man seemed to shrink 1n¢°'
himself and to shrink back and away
from Alan, He roared out something




ina bellow thwk with fear and horror;
‘Ihe seemed to choke with terror, There
was nothing in-his look akin to mere
_isurprise or  alarm at realizing that
another was there and had been see-

g ~and overhearing him. The light

. Which he still gripped swayed back
and forth and showed him Alan again,
and he raised his arm before his face
.28 he recoiled. \

‘The consternation, of the man was
S0 ‘comiplete -that “it: checked Alan’s
rush ‘toward himy; ‘he. halted, then ad-
Vanced Bxlently and, watchfully. ; As
_he went forwaxd and-the light shone
Upon ‘hig ‘face again, the big man
Cried. out hoarsely:

”Damn you—damn you, with: the
hole -above your eye! <The bullet got
youl “And ‘now yowve got Ben! ' But
YOu'can’t get me! Go back to Hell!

- You- ¢an’t get me! I'll ‘get you—Ill
88 wou' . You - Vcant . save the
Miwara

He «drew baek his- arm and“with
all hig might hurled the flashlight
4t Alan. (It missed and ciashed some-
Where behind hing, ‘but did not go out;
the beam of light ‘shot back and. wav-
ere@ and flickered:-'over both of them,

"Ushed forward and, thrusting through

Chest . alld seized ‘his coat.

THE man caught’ at Alan’s arm;
s ‘he seemed to feel' of it and as-
.~ Sure himgelf of its ‘reality.

“Fleghr F‘lesh"’ he'roared in reliéf;
tBe ‘hiﬁ big ‘armis ‘grappled Alan. As
lely W‘uggled they stumbled: and

Q.,‘Ule ﬂoor ‘the hxg man yunder-
Hig" hand ghifted its hold and
nAlam’a th“r' at;* Alan got an

v his force, struck
‘, man struck back
he&d“ ..,'ISIQW on the ‘side of Alan’s
s Which. dizzied him;, but left him
K ength  fo strike _again, - and his
Mickley reached the man’s face once

'e, but he got ‘another heavy blow
on!feturn The " man was grappling no
“dger he Swung - Alan to one side
He - Off him, and rolledl himself away.
33 Out“‘f:amméd 7to his feet and dashed

& F‘m&h the: library, across the

+and; imq the service room. Alan
;f‘ 'd his feat elattering down the
i l‘:vay to the floor beneath. Alan
ammo h!s ree«t dizzied and not yet
‘&hinag With the house, he blundered
5721 A wall. and ha«d to feel his
g ong: it to the gervice room; as
i ““m@Nd ‘and stumbled down the
Gnd; ay, a: door closed loudly at the

S

Wity > €orridor to the door; it had closed
s bag w“l'nsl’ring lock, and seconds pas-

le he felt in the dark for the
' he found it and tore the door
and came out suddenly into the
AT of the night in a paved pas-
0n5y beside the house which led
th direction to the street and in
Other to o ‘gate opening on the
H9 ran forward to the street
my O0ked up and down, but found it
ty > then he ran back to the alley.

© end of. the alley, where it in-

¥ Qan,
4 Oold

&q’d% Man Tunning away appeared
n.ly ‘out ‘of the shadows, then

ﬁx street, could, see nothing more
1his street too was empty.
(To. be Oomtinued) ks

You look more

B e oo roflad on the floor, Alan”

e dark, his hand struck the man’s

t°f the corridor he Had seen at -
the 00t of the stairs. He ran along |
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“Our

Registered Trade
Mark No. 99

children are the picture of health”

" Rzemarkable testimany to the excellence of Woodward’s ‘‘ Gripe Waler.

Dear Sirs,— /

[ am enclosing a recent photograph of ‘our famlly---the eldest seven years old.

Since she was a fortnight old we have never been’without a bottle of your
Gripe Water in the house. . It has been the first thmg when the shghtest disorder
occurs, and has been invaluable.

We have recommended it to numbers of our customers and friends, and
they are as thankful for it as we are.  Our children are the. picture of health,
and we feel it is chiefly due to your excellent Gripe Water. If you care to make
use of this photo, we should be very pleased. . o

WOODWARD’S “GRIPE WATER”. |

A perfectly safe and sure remedy for the numerous familiar ailments. :
of childhood, having behind it a long record of medical approval. © *

Canadlan Agents: HAROLD F. RITCHIE & CO,, Ltd., Toronto

2

Church View, Stradbroke, Suffolk.

Yours falthfully, (Mrs.) D. M "WARD. 7

INVALUABLE DURING TEETHING [sum catie

Mark No. 100
Of All Chemists and Stores, 50c. : g

BEWARE OF DANGEROUS IMITATIONS s
Prepared by Grlpe

W. WOODWARD, Ltd. Water |

S

iih:ed the cross' street, the figure

tared; - Alan, following as far |

l""

_dy, kln T cut‘; 1
17 I'm a first-

STAMPS AND COINS
’ .
St. Andretn’'s Collzge JPACKAGES free to collectors for 2 cents
. TORONTO om"gn‘-""&“- also °'§:f hundred different
A CANADIAN SCHOOL FOR BOYS cente. Ve Duy ; catalogue; hinges; five
UPPER AND LOWER SCHOOLS : )2 CO Toronto. 'W u sm
Carsful Oversight Ehonla':glz g_n:tn:ghon = 3
Large Plaving Fields xcellent Situation . . e .
Reopens after Xmas Jan, 14th, 1918 KING E::NARD HOTEL
REV. D. nucluAr.ooNAm M.A.LL.D., HEADMASTER : " 2y rCPl‘oof"—-
dar sent on ap Toronto, Canada.
i “Accommodation for 750 guests, 8150 up.
e — American and Buropean P
— "

DéliV’ery ,c’)f 'C'anédién Couriet i1 THE TUXEDO

: Mallmg Canadian Courier to subscribers is arranged 50 as ' ﬁ oﬁﬁ;’i"ﬁ'ﬁ,‘ﬂf ﬁinmﬁ"ﬁ?ﬁ 2
| to give delivery by the.date of issue to those parts of the N} | = GECHZ Com Serinciomes

- Dominion most distant from the office, of publication.. Ontario Y ﬁ A o B Evening Dinner. ',
‘stibscribers  should receive then‘s by Friday : Toronto sub- - {|f
scribers by Thursday.

ﬁrlu For B-ornd-m

The Tuxedo, 504 Sherbourne St.




Quickly cuts away
every trace of obstinate
crusts and grease
and assures perfect
cleanliness

IN CANADA




