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Electric Service

Means comfort, convenience, economy, and
safety.

The home that is completely equipped with
electrical devices is a happy one.

All the drﬁdgery of housekeeping is elimin-
ated by electricity.

You can wash, iron, sew, sweep, cook, keep
cool in summer and warm in winter, by
means of electrical apparatus designed es-
pecially to relieve you of unnecessary and
fatiguing labor.

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

The Toronto Electric Light
Company, Limited

‘““AT YOUR SERVICE”’

12 Adelaide St. E. Telephone Adel. 404

CANADIAN NORTHERN
ALL THE WAY

BETWEEN

1L ORK ONT O
WINNIPEG

AND

VANCOUVER

VIA

PORT ARTHUR FORT WILLIAM
SASKATOON and EDMONTON

Connections at Winnipeg Union Station for Calgary,
Prince Albert, Regina, Brandon, and all important
points in Western Canada and the Pacific Coast.

LEAVE TORONTO 1045 P.M.
MONDAY  WEDNESDAY  FRIDAY

ALL MODERN EQUIPMENT
RELIABLE EXPRESS SERVICE

Through tickets to all points and Berth Reservations
from Lecal Agent, or write to General Passenger
Dept., 68 King St. E., Toronto, Ont., or Union Sta
tion, Winnipeg, Man.

Between you and me there isn’t anything that can
equal THIS goody for delicious aid to teeth, breath,
appetite and digestion: s
Its cost is small —its benefit gi'gaff:w——tﬁa't’é‘\ .;'v"ﬁy“i-t’s
used, and loved, around the world.

Write for free copy of “WRIGLEY’S MOTHER GOOSE"” book In colors
and sample of “Doublemint.” Address Wm. Wrigley, Jr., Co., Limlted,

Two Wrigley Bldg.,
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Victoria Drinks in Sunshine

and smiles on the sojourner. A bit of Old Eng-
land in Canada’s newest land of golden promise—
a City of Gardens — fine motoring roads, among
the most noted being the celebrated Malahat drive.
Giant Douglas fir trees shoot straight upward for
300 feet—stately wooded cloisters—and the sun-
shine sparkles in a clear cool blue sky almost con-
tinually. Visit Victoria either going or returning
through the

Canadian Pacific Rockies

on the world’s greatest transportation system—the

Canadian Pacific Railway

No side trips necessary—every comfort and luxury at mod-
erate cost.

Everything Canadian Pacific Standard— None Better.

For further Information apply to any Canadian Pacific

Ticket Agent, or W. B.
Ir-:.i. s

Howard, District Pas-
JUJ& b LRI

senger Agent, Toronto.
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The Moderator Who

Began to Preach
at a Fur Post

By AUGUSTUS BRIDLE

LD St Ann is a battle prayer—large, tempo
O of the Dead March in Saul, Scotch, dour,
compacted of centuries of slow-going and
; mirthless Sabbaths; sung best with ¢ pre-
deStlllattinrg drone and a thump in every other beat
°if the bar. And to one who knows not the age-long
lany of the prairie, St. Ahn may seem to be the
ather of unforgiving melodies that unite a people.
But there is an older plain-song than St. Ann, and
i‘iﬁl hear it still as it used to be of old in the taber-
le: € of warriors; this very month, the moon of
the"e& here and yonder wherever the assemblies of
hig Cl’ee. men gather on the campus betwixt the
o 8. It is the Thirst Dance, banged out by the deer-
¢ n t’Om*toms, wailed out by the congregation of
a‘r’llgtomme'lfs and the squaws, unceasingly six days
toll S‘}X nights from sundown until the sixth one
Vok(i’mng; the terrible sostenuto of the pagan in-
o m;lg also the aid of the God of battles but in a
less nasalizing “Na—a—ah.”
1 Maybe these are as different as round the world;
ﬂl:e the melodic prayer of the sin-fighting kirkman;
€ other the equally melodic invocation of the
Scalptaking red man that used to be, and not so
: tzng ago, on the prairies. But if one should add to
these the $20,000 pipe organ, the gowned choir and
1€ Soft seats of the elect who ride to the kirk in
;;nousines, he might get some way of estimating the
ne and character of the Rev. Andrew Baiid, the
®W Moderator of the Presbyterian Assembly in
Canaga,
in: am drawn into this fanciful conglomeration of
_Ba?'geﬂ‘ because I have never even seen the Rev. Dr.
b Td and because some years ago he was to me a
la‘:"‘m&!‘ly speculative personality. To recall when
d how that personal interest began and grew is to
tgg back what seems like delving into a past age
locate this learned Moderator in the spot where
A;.gmt C€ame to light as a preacher of righteousness.
- When I first knew intimately, as one smells the
squgal‘ﬂnce of a Cree tepee in the smoke, that old
5 re-built, clapboarded Presbyterian kirk on a
Adland of the north Saskatchewan, it was to hear
%5 le talk of Rev. Andrew Baird, the man who
TS to have consecrated that stronghold of faith
amthe cause of religion in a rather pagan world. I
thatnot Sure that Baird was the very first pastor of
0ld church which has now gone into its third
Wa?e lof development—but I think he was. And he
coﬂg:;Wa?s looked back to as the beginmer of the
t‘ hgatlon as it was the first year of this century.
1887‘ :D‘Den-eﬂ that Rev. D. G. McQueen was, after
N fhe pastor of the old Fdmonton kirk. And
€W years ago he also was Moderator. So this

-

‘petitors.

. faces of a pied and motley congregation of
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four-square tabernacle of wood whose shingle-nails
cost twenty-five cents a pound has given two rulers
to the united brethren. In 1901 men and women at
the furpost town still talked of Baird’s scholarly and
finished discourses even while they heard but yes-
terday the stern sermons of McQueen. Amnd when
one began to inquire into the work of this pioneering
Ph.D. with his post-graduate courses in Leipsic and
Edinburgh, it began to leak out that he was more
than a preacher.

.Be it remembered that Andrew Baird was the first
editorial writer on the Edmonton Bulletin, which was
the first newspaper ever printed west or north of
Winnipeg and this side of the Selkirks. Looking
back over the only extant complete fyle of the Bul-
letin from 1881 until 1899, I stumbled across a series
of amazingly smooth and able leaders, many of them
more than a column in length. I am not sure that
any of these appeared in the first issues of the
Bulletin, and if so they must have been short columns,
for the Bulletin in its early form was a four-pager,
no bigger than the Philistine, yet big enough io get
a notice from the great London Times.

Of all the editorials in those early Bulletins the
one I best remember was one on The Cayuse. As
a piece of intimate historical writing chockful of
unbigoted humanism, that article was a masterpiece.
Without the least tinge of vernacular or even sug-
gesting that the Indian pony was able to “live on
one blade of grass and a single drop of dew,” the
writer unfolded the life story of the marvelous
cayuse. Poetry, history and economics were com-
bined in that essay with simple human feeling. The

‘piece was such a classic that I asked who had written

it—knowing very well that in those days at ieast
it ‘could not have been Frank Oliver, the Bulletin
proprietor. I learned that it was the pastor of the
Presbyterian church who taught Oliver the best he
knew about the King’s English in those days.
Judging by some of Hon. Frank’s speeches of recent
years in Parliament I should say that Mr. Baird is
entitled to some credit. S

‘O doubt Baird and Oliver were fast friends. In

the '80’s a man made friends at a furpost or
in a cow-town where nowadays he makes only com-
But there was no competitor to Baird, who
wags the only Presbyterian preacher for 200 miles in
any direction; and none to Oliver, who was the only
newspaper proprietor in about the same territory.

‘Between these two men the morality and enlighten- .

ment of the furpost community was bpretty well
looked after. The pulpit and the press. And what
a pulpit! Facing the river gorge, with a little choir
stall and a dinky reed organ behind; looking fair
down at a huge box stove that burned slabs from
the saw-mill down on the flats; looking fair into the
old-
timers, new-comers and half-breeds of French and
Scotch' extraction, this preacher of the ’80’s could
listen to the singing of old St. Ann with a great
uplift in his soul. The place smelled of deerskin
moccasing and camp smoke. There were half-breed
women with white husbands and black-haired, camp-
like children. On the way home Cree, French and
English were spoken on the foot-paths among the
little poplars where the jack-rabbits leaped across
the main street and the bells of picketed Indian
cayuses drifted dreamily through the sanctified
Sabbath air.

Nowhere could one get grander Scotch Sabbaths:

than seemed to emamate from that little square
church on the head-land. There was no other church
but the Methodist, over on another jut, and the
Catholic church, further up the gorge. All humanity
then was comprised in these three congregations.
The Bnglish church came later: followed by the
Baptist and a few others. They have them all now.
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But in 1881 there was church union in Edmonton
and still more on the trails where the sturdy, slow-
set figure of Rev. Baird went cayusing and buck-
boarding among the natives and the sparse settlers.

Remember—that until five years after Rev. Baird
left the Edmonton church to become a recluse in
Manitoba College, there was mo railway nearer Ed-
monton than the C. P. R. at Calgary, 200 miles south.
Baird was pastor in a town that had more log shacks
than any other kind of house; the town that seemed
to grow out of that old palisaded fort down on the
flats—where, in 1885, two years before Baird left,
the population of Edmonton crowded together to
escape from fear of scalping Indians. The road to
Edmonton was first from Winnipeg via the Red River
carts route, 1,000 miles. After the C. P. R. got to
Calgary, in 1884, or thereabouts, the nearest depot
was Calgary. Edmonton still was left aloof. 1f Rev.
Baird wanted to see a brother preacher of the same
creed as his own he drove his buckboard to Calgary,
stopping off at the posts between, on and on 200
miles and more out of the poplared, spruce-grown
land into the sweeps of the baldheaded hills.

ND almost anywhere along that trail the preacher
could see the camp smokes of the red men.
Any day in June, almost, he could detour a mile or
so from the trail, and forgetting old St. Ann and
the Westminster Confession of Faith find himself
in- a congregation of thirst-dancers, with that older
than St. Ann melody thumping and wailing its mes-
sage into the souls of the dancers and the young
braves undergoing torture. He could drive his ponies
or his foot-hills broncho “busted” at some corral in
among a-horde of cayuses, among braves bedecked
for the chase or the war trail—though war was be-
coming a lost art; among yelping Cree dogs and
poetic, frowsy, smoke-curling skin lodges dotted
along the snake of the river or the creek ameng the
thick poplars; among podgy, grinning women, who
sat at the flaps of their skin lodges pounding raoose
meat for bags of pemmican—and many a time he
has eaten it. . e

Such was the inspiring and native colour of the
background to the first pastorate of Rev. Andrew
Baird. In front of his pulpit he had all the land
lying south towards Calgary; to his right the trails
that led up into the foot-hills and the upper Rockies,
now a tourists’ paradise; to his left the sublime
sweeps of the great Saskatchewan, that began in.a
glacier and ended in the tumble of Grand Rapids
into Lake Winnipeg, more than a thousand miles
below; and behind him, silenter, vaster and more
mysterious than all, he had the unbroken North,
tenanted only by half‘breeds, Indiamns, fur-packers,
and huskie dogs. He was midway of it all. He was
a man to be envied. Every day he went forth to
his labours or sat in his study among his scholarly
books to think out a sermon he had a new vision
of living.

But in 1887 he left it all to become a pedagogue
and a recluse in Manitoba College, at Winnipeg. Was
he sick of the isolation? I don’t know. But it would
be safe presumption that he was only a short while
in college halls till he began to have a heartache for
old furpost Edmonton. To most of us up in that
land he was as good as buried in Winnipeg. -And
it comes like a resurrection of some sort to think
of this man as Moderator of an Assembly of 500
delegates, reverend and lay, from all parts of Can-
ada. It seems like a wilful perversion of an almost
prehistoric life that ended in 1887 to think uof this
man, pried away from the seclusion of his house
and gardem out at the College, away from his phil-
osophy and his logic and his memory of a grand old
epical day, to preside at a Congress where 408 dele-
gates vote for the resolution in favour of church
union with Methodists and Congregationalists, and



only the old guard of 88 vote against it. We read
that he was overcome with emotion as he hiztened
t> the protest of the old suard, headed by the veteran
Dev. Robert Campbell, of
ILlontreal. Well he 1ight
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for a new, practical problem of living. And he

knows that the Unionists are ultimately and practi-

cally right, even avhile the old guard have none of
the logic, but all of the emo-
tion and the sacred form of

have been. The man who
could penetrate the simple
pathos of the neglected
cayuse, who in his four-
square wooden church in
Edmonton could join in old
St. Ann and the paraphrase
and almost hear during the
prayer the tunk of the deer-
skin tomtom at a thirst-
dance—that man migkt well
be affected by any resolu-
tion to obliterate the old
kirk in the United Church
of Canada.

Himself in favour of it,
no doubt; so also his con-
frere and fellow-Winni-
pegger, Ralph Connor, the
novelist, 'who made money
out of writing about a life
that in some respects Rev.
Andrew Baird vastly better
understoocd. But he had
seen the day when people
of various creeds gathered
in his clapboard church at
the furpost. He had
preached the Presbyterian
gospel to unPresbyterian
souls. He had seen the
gradual coming of the new
way up the trails ahead of
the railway and across the
cable ferry into the furpost
town. He had learned that
the West of hoary tradi-
tions embodied in the thirst-
dance is also the melting
pot of traditions as men
gather themselves together

The Moderator who heard the Thirst-Dance tune
along with solemn old St. Ann, :

the inviolate Presbyterian
Scotch kirk on their behalf.
He could sympathize with
the old guard; but not agree
with them. Time changes
us all.

But I had rather have
been the author of that ser-
monette on the Cayuse and
have lived the life that
Baird had to make it pos-
sible than to be partner of
a $200,000 stone kirk with a
$25,000 pipe organ and a
line-up of $6,000 limousines
at the door.

If the Old Guard could
have carried their point in
declaring that the framers
and endorsers of the resolu-
tion on Church Umion were
no longer Presbyterians and
as such not entitled to dé-
liberate im a Presbyterian
Congress, then the Modera-
tor himself would cease to
be a Presbyterian. Which
is impossible. Once a kirk-
man, always a Kkirk-man.
No devotee of the old kirk
ever could live without old
St. Ann or a whack at the
paraphrases mow and then.
Yet we understand that the
late Principal Caven, of
Knox College, and Principal
Grant, of Queens, were pion-
eers long ago in the idea of
church unity. And we don’t
remember that they ceased
to be Presbyterians.
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Pl O
Impressions of the Meet-
ing of Industrial Mag-

nates in Hamilton

BY

BRITTON B. COOKE

Hamilton, June 15th.
UITE possibly there is as fair a percentage
of well-assorted scoundrels in this not un-
lovely city this week as one could collect
in North America. I refer to the Canadian
Manufacturers’ Association, holding ‘its annudal con-
vention, its second since the war began. For aimost
two years Canadians have been hearing what the
Canadian manufacturers would do for Canada by
keeping up ‘Canadian industry if only “the common
consumers would buy Canada-made goods. Much has
been done; more may yet be done. As this conven-
tion proceeds it looks as though more may be done
hereafter when Canada gets to know more clearly
the manufacturers’ problems and particularly those
that are going to arise immediately after the war.
There is a fair percentage of scoundrels here, but
there is also in this convention a good percentage of
big, constructive men, not without the elements of
greatness in their make-up. :

Close to where I write, for instance, there is an
unmistakable scalawag from a certain Ontario town.
He was one of the loudest whiners when Canadians
showed a preference for his American competitor’s
goods; he, be it known, turns out an article just good
enough—or bad enough—to sell a few cents cheaper
than the imported article, but by comparison worth-
less. In the bar, is a scamp from Toronto, who has
framed up a deal with another scamp from Montreal
to lower the quality of the goods used in a certain
article of clothing and boost the price just within a

few igents. of the imported competitive articles that
are twice as good in material, design, finish and
workmanship. For a third, take yonder beneficent-
looking old fellow who made his fortune by “freezing
out” his partner’s widow, and salving his conscience
by building a hospital with one-tenth of the prolts.
Tor a fourth, take that dysreptic-looking type, who
has been importing German glove fasteners from
Spain—knowing full well that they were German—
and talking loudly about Red Cross work I'or a
fifth, observe yonder old reynard who sells thousands
of doMars worth of goods to Canadians, chiefly be-
cause they are Canadian goods, yet he buys every
cent’s worth of bargain goods from Grand Rapids or
Akron, O., or Pittsburg, on which he can save ten
cents a carload. The place is full of mean men and
little men, hiding behind the tariff like worms on the
under-side of an old plank, men who live in terror
of ever having to face open competition with really
courageous business concerns in other countries.
Many of them look as though they would crumple
up at the first sign of having to do business on a
big scale. That for the evidence! It is incontrovert-
ible in each case, and there is mot just one man in
each class of scoundrels, but often a dozen, or many
dozen.

Having not only admitted, but offered evidence in
support of that point, let us get to the second point,
which is: this assembly of manufacturers represents
all that we have of a certain kind of national ma-
terial, It represents the only force in Canada that
can save us from the people who want us all to be
farmers. Agriculture may indeed be the foundation
of our Canadian wealth, and a noble enough affair at
that, but if Canada ever intends &o put up a real
superstructure—this is the material we must work
with. The city of Hamilton here knows it and is
making hay while the sun shines. Hamilton has more
factories per capita—something to that effect—*hon
any other Canadian city. Factories may be sordid,
but Hamilton bought her automobiles out of that
kind of sordidness and is sending her children to
school out of it. Scoundrels there may be—there are
—in the manufacturing business, but Hamilton
wastes no time condemning tariffs and industries on
that account. She knows, as everybody else in Can-

ada ought to know, that selling raw material to clever
nations is an ambitionless proceeding. She knows
any senile negro can pick cotton, but it takes man-
size brains and courage to learn to spin it and weave
it. She knows that factories mean employment, em-
ployment means population, population means wealth
and wealth—is the beginning of power and happi-
ness. What she may mot know is that when the
war is over the trade struggle will not be merely
city against city, east against west, but nation against
nation. The manufacturers and exporters of one
nation must face the same groups in other nations.
According to the strength of the groups and the
quality of their timber will to a large extent ke de-
termined the success or failure of each nation in the
struggle for trade after the war.
we waowe
THE biggest things at this C. M. A. convention
were not the things talked about from the
platform or from behind stiff shirt-fronts at the big
dinner. The retiring president, G. H. Sherrard, did
well what was expected of him—or of any retiring
president making his regulation address. The reso-
lutions concerning “a non-partisan tariff commis-
sion,” and “a scientifically adjusted tariff,” were cold
and formal. The talk about national registration of.
labour rang true because the labour problem touches
nearly all the members in the same way. The
speeches by Sir Thomas White and Lionel Curtis,
the “Round Table” men, were rousing enough to win
vigorous applause, and at the same time vague
enough to leave undisturbed whatever latent oppo-
sition to centralizing the Empire may have been
lurking behind the foreheads of the audience. In
short, what was uttered in public was chiefly general-
ization, highly polished and ornamented. It was a
gort of litany to which the majority listened like
sleepy church-goers, echoing the responses in proper
fashion, but only dimly conscious of the real possi+
bilities of their “religion.” !
The one thing the rank and file of these manu-
facturers believe in is “Protection”—and lots of it.
and very few of them care a button about anybody’s
protection but their own. -Get one of these average
members of the Manufacturers’ Association into @
corner and you will find him'as much of a special
pleader on tariff matters as the Grain Growers’
Guide. Protection! '-Sure!' He! believes in protec-
tion! Protection for what? For—oh, for everybody¥
Yes, but doesn’t he think, to'be consistent, that such-
and-such a product deserves more protection?—and
you give him reasons. .MORE! - Horrors, no! That
is a supply necessary to this man’s business! It’s
all he can do to run his business now—but, good

The new C. M. A. President. Col. the Hon. Thomas
Cantlev, of Mew Glasanw, N.S., is President of
the Nova Scotia Steel Company, a big munition.
» ’ making concern.
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something-or-other, if you put a duty on THAT!

It is hopeless. He is absolutely sincere, but a
dub. He is as selfish as a child. Though he ap-
broves of Tariff Commissions in the main, he would
Squeal horribly if he actually saw that commission
starting {0 work, whether it worked scientifically or
Dof. The truth of the matter is, that manufactur-
€IS in the mass are like voters in the mass. They
have to be led. They require to have their ideas fed
FO them from the few men of large outlook who are
In the lead. Democracy in the Manufactirers’ Asso-
Clation is quite as faulty as in real life.

But let no one imagine there are no big men in
the assembly, nor that all the brains of the C. M. A.
are paraded on the platform. Just as a wise poli-
tician refraing from discussing tariff questions seri-
ously before a mob of others, but falls back instead
On catch-phrases that appeal to the prejudices and
S‘_ﬂflSllness of the other, so with the C. M. A. The
biggest things about it are revealed in fragments
?f conversation at the breakfast table or in a walk
tound the * ock, or in the lounging rooms of the
hotels, :

“Show me the big fellows down here,” said a
Dewspaperman to one of the real brain-carriers of
“‘ﬁ C. M. A, “Which are the outstanding men?”
hisl;ren,t any around just mow,” he replied, turning
th ead. “But did y’ sce B , who was here only

€ first day? Ile was the big, fat fellow, bald, with
a little bit of a cigarette in his face and sleepy-look-
HEicyes

“Y.es'u

‘Well he’s a big one. He’s got all the things the
ﬂlk‘:eachers talk about— vision 'n’ outlook and things

€ that. But he’s got more ’n that. He’s full of
pe?“p“nCh*Zipp—y’know what I méan?”

“HOW do you prove it?”
youBY::h,iS_?Ory. History of the steel trade. Maybe
. c-never heard of the American steel trust trying
Dig O{ner the wire-rod trade in this country. A
then » €h? . . That’s one of the big stories
the newspapers missed. . Trust tried to put
Wirescrews on by compelling the dealersv_to buy their
0& frmds from the States on penalty of being cut
Sell ’om other supplies which only the trust could
bl kem' S T Well it awas B who put the

CKS on that little scheme, so to speak. He canned
»,2nd canned it hard.” : .
anywu;y;g?uldn’t a deal like that have been stopped,
maﬁfft if it had been left to the average Canadian

im,Sel‘;;Ct‘ll‘er. He’d have seen trouble and removed

g & B—— qidn’t, he fought. He’s one of jfhe

& ones,” ;
yﬁ;’oﬂt that time three lean men of the Cassius

o COssed the rotunda to the cigar stand.
Daperglre are.tbree other big ones,” said the news-
eXport a£n gulde‘, “they are laying plans for a big

E5iy rade ‘Wlth the West Indies after the war.
satisty a;Ve bull? up their Canadian trade to a pretty
al‘ticlec Ory point. = They are turning out a good

the that coz‘npares favourably with foreign goods
builq uSame prices. Now, then, they are planning to
cost D an export trade so as to reduce the general

St of production.” 3
Way?gw Wwill an export trade affect
slag{ysg“’ing them orders to be run-off during the
enoughe'clson in the domestic trade. They are wise
mOnths’tQ try to organize their factories on a twelve-
trade thbasm. Before those fellows got into that
ol ereiwer:? a dozen little_ two-by-fours in it,
Beic gl out inferior goods and letting the Americans
forceq te cream of our home trade. These fellows

“g he pikers out of business.”

“Sﬁ‘;eeZed_ them out? Trust methods?”
ontg ae- But it had to be done to get the trade

& sound bagis.” |
IS sounded heartless.

them in  that

Ui Yet that sort of thing
:1‘222:3 big business. The “big” men whom

Were fosl’aperman saw passing through that rotunda

ferior cI' the'greater part men who had forced in-
e ompetitors out of business. ‘

Meet inWhat- happens,” I asked, “when two big men
“Th collision 7

"Moey get together sooner or later.”

o OXe trustg 7 :

diap ‘ir;n’l large-size enterprise it’s only a Cana-

trugt, Ast’ ?S'you call it, that can beat the foreign

are goin nd it is only in large combinations that we

anythiy, 8 to be able to get into the export trade on
8 like even terms with foreign competitors.

b %o

HAT are we to expect from the economic

Mentgon conferences between the allied govern-

Th
% : Manufacturer paused gloomily before replying.
@ Anl(’lends on what we want,” he said.
“Darr That do we want?”
on’t know.”

Again o
“gfln Silence, then he went on:

an i -
C€ and England will want our.raw materials

e
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PORFLE AN GEESYALLEES T RADE

Allies.

many of them from our own North-west.

here shown roughly boarded-in.

of grain have left that port for the Allies.

Portland, Maine, where these two pictures were taken, has been doing a hustling trade "with the Entente
According to our own eastern Canadian ports, Halifax and St. John, Portland, their old rival, has
been getting exports that might just as well have gone from Canadian docks.
are Dutch, Norwegian and Spanish vessels, all loading war munitions for the Allies.
The others were

the armies.

This is a view of part of the hay “rations’” carried by a horse-transport

Hay and oats are stored in whatever space is left.
of trade pouring out through Portland is to be had from the fact that since last November 35,000,000 bushels
Portland was formerly considered to be only a “winter” port, but
such is the volume of traffic offering that she expects to be busy all summer also.

In this upper picture there
One is taking horses,
loading with grain and other necessaries for

loading at Portland.
passengers are crowded into every possible part of the vessel, including the two decks above the main deck,

The equine

Some idea of the volume

They’ll want to pay for them by selling us their
finished materials.”

“The prospect does not seem to please you.”

“Certainly not. The demand for raw materials
will boost many of our manufacturing costs and help
to make ocean freight space higher. On the other
hand the finished materials that they will want to
sell us would conflict with our stuff.”

“And, therefore, you manufacturers don’t want any
truck or trade with anybody unless you can have it
on your own terms.”

“We’d prefer our own terms, certainly. Anybody
would. But knowing we can’t get ’em we want some
sort of general policy of Canadian development laid
down so that we know what we want when we start
going after tariff concessions for foreign countries.”

“Don’t we know now?”

“No. It’s chaos just now. We need a ‘plan and
elevation’ of the best present and best possible in-
dustries Canada can support. Then we want to
start encouraging ourselves along those lines.”

“By protection?” .

“Sure-lee—scientifically administered protection.
And tariff concessions abroad—wherever we can
got ’em.” . :

“What if we don’t get this ‘plan and elevation’?”

“Muddle. We’ll just muddle along.”

“You say there are a lot of little men among our
manufacturers.”

“1 do.”

“Will they grow?”

“They’ll have to. Look.
have to grow or quit living.”

He pointed across the floor.

“That man has a nice snug little factory in Mont-
real. Makes a certain low-grade article that yields
him a pretty big profit. The other day a young fel-
low working for him—his chief accountant he was—
gshowed him he had worked out a scheme for cutting
down overhead expenses and improving the product.
It involved spending two hundred dollars.

“His boss said to him, ‘What per cent. would it
save on cost? The young fellow showed him;
four per cent.! Do you suppose the boss jumped at
the chance. No. He lit a cigar and said that so
long as the tariff stood as it now is he was making
a good enough profit and didn’t care about the four
per cent. off cost. . . ‘What do you know about
that?”

There’s a man that’ll

(Concluded on page 20.)
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THE PREED GARDEN

A Storiette in the Interests of Every Man His Own Gardener

O such consideration as the prospective
wastage of the world at war seemed likely
to remove Preed’s distaste for gardening.

“Why ‘should everybody cut in on the
gardener’s game?” he demanded, controversiaily, of
Hoestetter, his nearest neighbour. “Give him a show.
If every Tom, Dick and Harry started makin’ pianos
I’d soon have a great job, wouldn’t 1? Well, just
the same, why should everybody monkey wiih gar-
dens? Tell you, friend, if I owned this place, instead
of rentin’, this back yard would go into grass as
quick as Jerry wrote the note!”

Preed’s was one of the few choice garden plots
in Canada that were left out of the reckoning in the
spring of 1916.

“‘I'm a mechanie, not a mangle,” boasted Preed,
hitting himself proudly on the chest. “My tool’s a
hammer, not a hoe.”

“Stirring the worms,” as Preed called digging in
the garden, became so general in all directions
roundabout as spring wore on that Mrs. Preed,
largely for appearance sake, suggested that Preed
dig up the garden.

“Fnough stirring for worms when the fishing
begins,” declared Preed, evasively. “All the neigh-
bours’ bait will be gone to the robins, and I’{l have
a monopoly on worms.” x

Johnny Preed, being a born fisherman, began the
stirring. A creek named the Avalon ran through the
town of St. George, and Johnny, freed from such
restrictions as he had suffered in the city, broke out
on the first fine day with fishing fever. His hard
searches for bait of the particular size and colour
he liked caused queer gashes to appear in the Preed
garden, which had come out of the severe ordeal of
winter with a hardened, seamed countenance.

Seeing this, one evening Hoestetter, resting after
a second sowing of radishes and lettuce, came to the
intervening board fence. :

“So you’re startin’ at last, old man,” he remarked,
tentatively, with a satirical gratification. “We got
rhubarb, sparrow-grass, and green onions fit to use
already. We’ll soon have radishes and lettuce galore.”

Preed curtly fenced off the raillery by a grieved
grimace and inattention. He had almost been
minded to put the whole garden in tillage, but now,
in irritation at Hoestetter’s meddling ways, he in-
stantly turned his back on both neighbour and job.

Meanwhile the undug back lot began to give Mrs.

Preed more and more annoyance, not only because
ambitious, healthy weeds made it an evesore
esthetically compared to the regular neat plots of
the neighbours, but because the Hoestetters kept

STRICTLY
BUSINESS

SUPPOSE you know all about the stage and stage
people. You've been touched with and by
actors, and you read the newspaper criticisms
and the jokes in the weeklies about the Rialto

and the chorus girls and the long-haired tragedians.
And I suppose that a condensed list of your ideas
about the mysterious stageland would boil down to
something like this: §

Leading ladies have five hushands, paste diamonds,
and figures no better than your own (madam) if they
weren’t padded. Chorus girls are inseparable from
peroxide, Panhards, and Pittsburg. All shows walk
back to New York on tan oxford and railroad ties.
Irreproachable actresses reserve the comic-landlady
part for their mothers on Broadway and their step-
aunts on the road. Kyrle Bellew’s real name is
Boyle O’Kelley. The ravings of John McCullough
in the phoncgraph were stolen from the first sale of
the Ellen Terry memoirs. Joe Weber is funnier
than E. H. Sothern; but Henry Miller is getting older
than he was.

All theatrical people on leaving the theatre at
night drink champagne and eat lobsters until noon
the next day. After all, the moving pictures have
got the whole bunch pounded to a pulp.

Now, few of us know the real life of the stage
people. If we did, the profession might be more
pvercrowded than it is. We look askance at the

By JAMES A. BYRNE

sending in repeated offerings of vegetables, and
forced her to order more and more stuff from the
grocery.

Preed, be it remembered, prided himself,
justly enough in a way, on his skill as a cabinet
man. But 1915 soon saw established a demand for
instruments of pain rather than instruments of
pleasure. The St. George piano plant, like its city
sister, ran short of orders, and faced the alternative
of adapting itself in part to the manufacture of
munitions of war, or running short time.

Preed’s pride as a cabinet man kept him from
seeking a job at the new work until it was too late.
The result was that he found himself reduced to half
time at his regular work.

This change occurred early in July, by which time
the undug half of the Preed garden had become
resplendent with a luxuriant crop of ragweed, sow
thistles, lamb’s quarters, mallow, and various other
ensigns of neglect.

Mrs. Preed was the first to reveal signs of the
diminished pay-envelope. The regular purchase of
vegetables from the grocery soon showed interrup-
tions of days at a time.

“T’ll buy nothing I can’t pay for, that’s one thing,”
she told Preed repeatedly, when he suggested ruanning
a store account. “They say no one knows when
the war will be over,” she added, mollifyingly, Mrs.
Hoestetter’s proffers of a liberal share of their
excess of fresh, delicious vegetables and small fruits
were revewed within a few days.

THE first morning such generosity took Mrs. Preed
" unawares, and she found herself accepting the
gift. At noon when Preed came home to dinuner, he
stormed angrily against his wife’s weakness, and
would eat none of the vegetables.

“Well, here’s some lamb’s quarters,” said Mrs.
Preed. “This came out of our own garden.” As she
spoke she handed him a dish of boiled greens, some-
what resembling spinach in the mass.

Preed opened his eyes. “Out of our garden?” he
demanded. ; :

“Yes, where you dug it,” she affirmed. “Mrs.
Hoestetter showed me the stuff. It's thick as any-
thing where you did the digging. She says it’s a
weed, but it likes cultivation where there’s $o much
ragweed as there is here to choke things out.”

Preed tried the dish, and relished it.

“By thunder, who’d a thought!” he cried. “This
stuff beats spinach all holler. These people are on

. BV SHCHENRY:

N his latest book, Stephen Leacock has a chapter
“if' ‘oh The-“Amazing- Genius of 0. Henry. He
_ i ranks the late American popularist as one of

the literary geniuses of his day. O. Henry’s books
have reached 'a-total sale of more than 1,000,000
“'fn America alone. - People are still reading 0. Henry
—and they will be reading him fifty years hence.
If 0. Henry ever wrote a poor story nobody seems
“to remember’it.” The fact that “Strictly Business’
was not written last week, and that it was once
published in a Canadian periodical, then sf small
circulation years ago, makes no difference to its
value now to those who like a rattling good story.

players with an eye full of patronizing superiority—
and we go home ‘and practice all sorts of elocution
and gestures in front of our looking-glasses.

Latterly there has been much talk of the actor
people in a new light. It seems to have been divulged
that instead of being motoring bacchanalians and
diamond-hungry loreleis they are husinesslike folk,
students and ascetics with childer and homes and
libraries, owning real estate, and conducting their
private affairs’ in as orderly and unsensational a
mannér as any of us good citizens who are bound
to the chariot wheels of the gas, rent, coal, ice, and
wardmen.

Whether the old or the new report of the sock-
and-buskiners be the true one is a surmise that has
no place here. I offer you merely this little story
of two strollers; and for proof of its truth T ean
show you only the dark patch above the cast-iron
handle of the stage entrance door of Keetor's old
vaudeville theatre made there by the petulant push

to lots o’ tricks in the garden line.”

“We might just as well’ve been independent 1In
vegetables, like all the neighbours,” sighed Mrs.
Preed.

“We’ll know better another time,” philosophized
Preed.

That evening Preed was out in his weed wilder-
ness surveying his stock of the delicious lamb’s
quarters. Hoestetter, desirous of re-establishing the
neighbourly relations of early spring, asked him to
step over and see the garden.

Preed complied, covering his renunciation of for-
mer ungraciousness by remarking, “Lamb’s quarters,
by thunder. That’s a new one on me.”

For the first time he climbed the close-board fenc_e
and was regularly introduced to the wonder of
Hoestetter’s plant demesne. The array and variety
of plants, vines, and bushes bewildered Preed as a
skyscraper bewilders a child.

Hoestetter, like many another, was excezgively
deprecatory and modest, now that his far-traveled
and high-strung neighbour was on the ground in-
vestigating the actual basis for so much previous
boasting.

““Nothing like what it might be if I had the time,”
Hoestetter disclaimed, in reply to Preed’s high
praise.

“If T hadn’t figured on some decent fishing,” de-
clared Preed, “I believe I’d a gone in for some truck

myself. Time, you say! That’s my long suit nowa-
days. I don’t know what to do with myself on idle
days. And livin’ costs like the dickens.”

He saw Hoestetter start to gather ‘a mess of cab-
bages, beans, and peas, saying, “I know it.”

“D’you sell stuff?” asked Preed, in preparatory
self-defence against Hoestetter’s contemplated gift.

“I do—sometimes—said Hoestetter. But—this lot
goes in trade, if yowll have it that way. ' Tell you
what. You’re too proud to take this stuff for nothing.

‘T'll trade it for leave to ‘cut those ragweeds in youn

back lot.” «

“What’s your little game?” demanded Preed.

“Just this,” said Hoestetter, barely refraining from
a sneeze. ‘“This is August, -the ragweed and hay-
fever month. I have it. They say the ragweed’s
the cause of hay-fever..Is it.a bargain?”?

“So that’s been your game since spring,”’ laughed
Preed, shaking Hoestetter’s hand- on the!, bargain.
“Say, forgive me for imposin’ on you as a'neighbour,
won’t you. - And don’t worry. I’ll chase every weed
off that lot, execept the lamb’s.quarters. - And next
year, if I'm here, look -out I don’t beat you in
gard’nin’.” 5 !

of gloved hands too impatient to finger the clumsy
thumb latch- -and where I last saw Cherry whisking
through like a swallow into her nest, on time to the
minute, as usual; to dress for her act. S

" The vaudeville team of Hart & Cherry was an
inspiration. Bob Hart had been roaming through
the Eastern and Western circuits for four years with
a mixedwup act comprising a monologue, three iight-
ning changes with songs, a couple of imitations of
celebrated imitators, and a buck and wing dance
that had drawn a glance of approval from thé bass-
viol player in more than one house—than which no
performer ever received more satisfactory evidence
of good work. : ;

THE greatest treat an actor can have is to witness
the pitiful performance with which all other
actors desecrate the stage. In order to give himself
this pleasure he will often forsake the sunniest
Broadway corner between Thirty-fourth and Forty-
fourth to attend a matinee offering by his less zifted
brothers. Once during the lifetime of a minstrel
joke one comes to scoff and remains to go throuch
with that most difficult exercise of Thespian musecles
—the audible contact of the palm of one hand against
the palm of the other.

One afternoon Bob Hart presented his solvent,
serious, well-known vaudevillian face af the box-
office window of a rival attraction and got his d. h.
coupon for an orchestra seat.

A, B, C, and D glowed successively on the
announcement spaces and passed into oblivion, each
plunging Mr. Hart deeper into gloom. Others of
the audience shrieked, squirmed, whistled, and
applauded; but Bob Hart, “All the Mustard and a
Whole Show in Himself,” sat with his face as long
and his hands as far apart as a boy holding a hank




of yarn for hig grandmother to wind into a ball.

But when H came on, “The Mustard” suddenly
Sat up straight. H was the happy alphabetical prog-
nosticator of Winona Cherry, in Character Songs
and Impersonations.

There were scarcely more than two bites to
Cherry; but she delivered the merchandise tied with
a pink cord and charged to the old man’s account.
She first showed you a deliciously dewy and
ginghamy country girl with a basket of property
daisies who informed you ingenuously that there
Were other things to be learned at the old log school-
hous‘e besides cipherin’ and nouns, especially ‘“When
the Teach-er Kept Me In.” Vanishing, with a quick
flirt of gingham apron strings, she reappeared in
considerably less than a ‘“trice” as a fiuffy
“Parisienne”—so near does Art bring the old red mill
to the Moulin Rouge. And then—
~ But you know the rest. And so did Bob Hart;
but he saw something else. He thought he saw that
Cherry was the only professional on the short order
Stage that he had seen who seemed exactly to fit the
bart of “Helen Grimes” in the sketch he had written
and kept tucked away in the tray of his trunk. Of
course Bob Hart, as well as every other normal actor,
grocer, mewspaper man, professor, curb broker. and
farmer, has a play tucked away somewhere. They
tuck ’em in trays of trunks, trunks of trees, desks,
haym.OW'S, pigeon-holes, inside pockets, safe-deposit
vaults, bandboxes, and coal cellars, waiting for Mr.
F}‘Ohln'an to call. They belong among the fifty-seven
different kinds. :

UT Bob Hart’s sketch was not to end in a pickle
Jar. He called it “Mice Will Play.” He
had kept it quiet and hidden away ever siuce he
Wrote it, waiting to find a partner who fitted his
Conception of “Helen Grimes.” And here was
Helen” herself, with all the innocent abandon, the
Youth, the sprightliness, and the flawless stage art
that his critical taste demanded.
_ After the act was over Hart found the manager
In the bhox pffice, and got Cherry’s address. At five
the next afternoon he called at the musty old house
I the West Forties and sent up his professional card.

BY daylight, in a secular shirtwaist and plain voile
Skirt, with her hair curbed and her Sister of Charity
€¥es, Winona Cherry might have been playing the
bart of Prudence ‘Wise, the deacon’s daughter, in
the 8reat (unwritten) New England drama not yet
entitled anything. ;

“T know your act, Mr. Hart,” she said, after she
hﬁd looked over his card carefully. “What did you
Wish to see me about?”

‘:I saw you work last night,” said Hart. “I’ve
Written a sketch that I've been saving up. It's for
tWo; and 1 think you can do the other part. I
thought 17q see you about it.” -

“Come in the parlour,” said Miss Cherry. “I've
b.een Wishing for something of the sort. I think I'd
like to act instead of doing turns.”

Bob Hart drew his cherished ‘Mice Will Play”
from his pocket, and read it to her.

“Read it again, please,” said Miss Cherry.

And then she pointed out to him clearly how it
Could be improved by introducing a messenger
l.nS‘tead of a telephone call, and cutting the dialogue
Just before the climax while they were struggling
for the pistol, and by completely changing ths lines
Md business of Helen Grimes at the point where

er jealousy overcomes her. Hart yielded to all

€T strictures without argument. She had at once
DUt;h?r finger on the sketch’s weaker points. That
Was her woman’s intuition that he had lacked. At
t.he end of their talk Hart was willing to stake the
u gment, experience, and savings of his four years
f’f Vaudeville that “Mice Will Play” would bigssom
ln'_to @ perennial flower in the garden of the circuits.

S Cherry was slower to decide. After many
ﬁgckerings of her smooth young brow and tappings

her small, white teeth with the end of a lead
De‘rrxe‘il, she gave out her dictum.
13 . Hart, said she, “I believe your sketch is going
ablzwm out. That Grimes part fits me like a shrink-
laue flannel after its first trip to a handless hand
of fégry. I can make it stand out like the colonel
Bay © Forty-fourth Regiment at a Little Mother’s
- A4r.  And I've seen you work. I know what you

1 do with the other part. But business is business.

OW much do you get a week for the stunt you

o now 9
a ‘.‘TWO handred,” answered Hart.
abolﬁtget one hundred for mine,” said Cherry. “Th%t's
BR the natural discount for a woman. But T live
o6 and put a few simoleons every week under the

S€ brick in the old kitchen hearth. The stage is
ettrlght' ‘I Tove it; but there’s something else I love

fr—that’s a little country home some day with

afy'm()u-th' Rack chickens and six ducks wandering
-Ound the yard. 5

THE COURIER.

“Now, let me tell you, Mr. Hart, I. am. strictly
business. If you want me to play the opposiie part
in your sketch, I’'ll do it. And I believe we can
make it go. And there’s something else I want to
say—there’s mo nonsense in my make-up; I'm on
the level, and I’'m on the stage for what it pays me,
just as other girls work in stores and offices. I'm
going to save my money to keep me when I’m past
doing my stunts. No Old Ladies’ Home or Retreat
for Imprudent Actresses for me.

“If you want me to make this a business partner-
ship, Mr. Hart, with all nonsense cut out of it, I'm
in on it. I know something about vaudeville teams
in general; but this would have to be one in par-
ticular. I want you to know that I'm on the stage
for what I can cart away from it every day in a little
manila envelope with nicotine stains on it, where
the cashier has licked the flap. It’s kind of a hobby
of mine to want to cravenette myself ‘for plenty of
rainy days in the future. I want you to know just
how I am. I don’t know what an all-night restaurant
looks like; I drink only weak tea; I never spoke to
a man at a stage entrance in my life, and I've got
money in five savings banks.”

‘“Miss Cherry,” said Bob Hart, in his smooth,
serious tones, “you’re in on your own terms. I've
got ‘strictly business’ pasted in my hat and stenciled
on my makeup box. When I dream of nights I
always see a five-room bungalow on the north shore
of Long Island, with a Jap cooking clam broth and
duckling in the kitchen, and me with the title deeds
to the place in my pongee coat pocket, swinging In
a hammock on the side porch, reading Stanley’s
‘Explorations into Africa.” And nobody gelse around.
You mever was interested in Africa, was you, Miss
Cherry?” :

‘“Not amy,” said Cherry. “What I'm going to do
with my money is to bank it. You can get four
per cent. on deposits. Even at the salary I've been
earning, I've figured out that in ten years I'd have
an income of about $50 a month just from the interest
alone. Well, I might invest some of the principal
in a little business—say, trimming ‘hats or a beauty
parlour, and make more.”

“Well,” said Hart, “you’ve got the proper idea
all right, all right, anyhow. There are mighty few
actors that amount to anything at all who couldn’t
fix themselves for the wet days to come if they’d
save their money instead of blowing it. I'm glad
you’ve got the correct business idea of it, Miss
Cherry. I think the same way; and I believe this
sketch will more than double what both of us earn
now when we get it shaped up.”

The subsequent history of “Mice Will Play” is the
history of all successful writings for the stage.
Hart & Cherry cut it, pieced it, remodeled it, per-
formed surgical operations on the dialogue and busi-
ness, changed the lines, restored ’em, added more,
cut ’em out, renamed it, gave it back the old name,
rewrote it, substituted a dagger for the pistol, re-
stored the pistol—put the sketch through all the

Cherry’s bullet, instead of hitting the disk, went
y into .BQb'.'Hal"’t’s neck.

;~—

She reappeared as a Fluffy Parisienne.

known processes of condensation and improvement.

They rehearsed it by the old-fashioned boarding-
house clock in the rarely used parlour until its warn-
ing click at five minutes to the hour would occur
every time exactly half a second before thz click
of the unloaded revolver that Helen Grimes used
in rehearsing the thrilling climax to the sketch.

YES, that was a thriller and a fine piece of work.
In the act a real 32-calibre revolver was
used loaded with a real cartridge.  Helen Grimes,
who is a Western girl of decidedly Buffalo Billish
skill and daring, is tempestuously in love with Frank
Desmond, the private secretary and confidential
prospective son-in-law of her father, “Arapahoe”
Grimes, quarter-million-dollar cattle king, owning a
ranch that, judging by the scenery, is in either the
Bad Lands or Amagansett, L. I. Desmond (in private
life Mr. Bob Hart) wears puttees and Meadow Brook
Hunt riding trousers, and gives his address as New
York, leaving you to wonder why he comes to the
Bad Lands or Amagansett (as the case may be) and
at the same time to mildly conjecture why a cattle-
man should want puttees about his ranch with a
secretary in ’em.

Well, anyhow, you know as well as I do that we
all like that kind of play whether we admit it or
not—something along in between ‘“Bluebeard, Jr.,”
and “Cymbeline” played in the Russian.

There were only two parts and a half in “Mice
Will Play.” Hart and ‘Cherry were the two, of
course; and the half was a minor part always played
by a stage hand, who merely came in once in a
Tuxedo coat and a pamic to announce that the house
was surrounded by Indians, and to turn down the
gas fire in the grate by the manager’s orders.

There was another girl in the sketch—a Fifth
Avenue society swelless—who was visiting the.ranch
and who had sirened Jack Valentine when he was
a wealthy clubman on lower Third Avenue before
he lost his money. This girl appeared on the stage
only in the photographic state—Jack had her Sarony
stuck up on the mantel of the Amagan—of the Bad
Lands droring-room. Helen was jealous, of course.

And now for the thriller. Old “Arapahoe” Grimes
dies of angina pectoris one night—so Helen informs
us in a stage-ferry+sboat whisper over the footlights—
while only his secretary was present. And that
same day he was known to have had $647,000 in
cash in' his (ranch) library just received for the
sale of a drove of beeves in the Bast (that accounts
for the prices we pay for steak!). The cash disap-
pears at the same time. Jack Valentine was the
only person with the ranchman when he made his
(alleged) croak.

“Gawd knows I love him; but if he has done this
deed—” you sabe, don’t you? And then there are
some mean things said about the Fifth Avenue Girl—
who doesn’t come on the stage—and can we blame
her, with the vaudeville trust holding down prices

(Continued on page 21.)
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and say that “it is none of our funeral.”

For it is quite possible that we will take our

place, a3 a nation, in the casket. War is as
indiscriminating as an upheaval of nature. like an
earthquake or a tidal wave. Canada is a distinct
nation from the United States, has and proposes to
keep her fiscal independence, appreciates and.pro-
poses to preserve her national identity. But geog-
raphy has decreed that we can no more remain in-
different to a military invasion of the United States,
and the frightfrl consequences which must follow
it than a householder can remain indifferent to an
unchecked fire in the home of his next-door neigh-
bour. He may not even know his neighbour’s name,
but he must help him fight a fire on his premises.

W o

ANADA is numerically a little nation; and little
nations have a way of getting stepped on when
their big brothers fall to wrestling in their immedi-
ate neighbourhood. Canada’s one security against
this is her membership in the British Empire—
which is a big nation—but it is quite conceivable
that the absurdly defenceless condition of the fat
and wealthy American Republic might attract a com-
bination of vulture nations which would brush the
British Empire aside in their haste and hunger to
join in the looting of Uncle Sam’s treasure-house.
Nor—to put the matter brutally—is there any cer-
tainty, if the United States to-day stands indiffer-
ently aloof and permits Britons to go down into the
Valley of Gehenna in their deadly struggle with the
tigers of Central Europe, never offering us a help-
ing hand, that such Britons as are far from the
scene of the coming American holocaust, will be
eager to plunge into the awful horrors of war again
for the sweet sake of Uncle Sam.

% % ue

O one who knows the American people will ce-
gard as foolishly mistaken what seems to have

been the governing belief of the Republican man-
agers when they rejected the strenuous Roosevelt
and his appeal to them to be “heroic.” They said,
in effect: “Our people are not afraid enough of war
to be willing to arm. They still think that prepara-
tion leads to war—not to peace. They prove this to
their own satisfaction by showing that the prepared
and partially prepared nations of Europe were drawn

UNHAPP]LY, we cannot shrug our shoulders

THE COURIER.

L1

So I say that when the United States de-
cided to reject the services of that political
“Billy Sunday”—the Terrible Teddy—who
might have swept and exhorted them into
adequately arming, they decided not to arm
during the coming quadrennium.

By THE MONOCLE MAN

into this war, while the unprepared United States
was able to keep out. If they were to vote on the
subject without being stirred up or excited, they
would vote for the smallest measure of military pre-
paredness that will sustain their national dignity.
Now Roosevelt stands for a far different policy. He
wants the people to do what the most of them see
no need to do. He can only win for us—the Repub-
licans—by successfully swimming up stream, by
stinging and stampeding the American people into
doing what they would never do of themselves.
Perhaps he can do this; but quite possibly he cannot.
So we will play safe and nominate Hughes who will
stand on a moderate platform more in harmony with
our present national feeling.” 2

w oW

FANCY that the “machine” did not reject Roose-
velt half so much because they hated him per-
sonally as because they honestly thought that he
was not so likely to win as Hughes. They dislike
Hughes personally, too. Hughes would not be a
“machine” President. But they sat down in cold
blood and said: (1) Roosevelt will not get a Ger-
man vote; Hughes will get most of them; (2) Roose-
velt will drive away the pacifist voters; Hughes will
not; (3) Roosevelt will lose many Republican stal-
warts who have not forgotten 1812; Hughes will get
them all. Can Roosevelt’s personality and magnet-
ism make up these losses? Won’t it be better to
nominate a candidate for whom everybody can vote
—a sort of neutral-tinted candidate of the gooa old
Republican variety? And they decided that it would.
That means that they decided that Roosevelt might
not be able even in the heat of a Presidential cam-
paign, to stir the American people up to a pitch at
which they would vote for adequate military pre-
paredness.

oL KRS

N OW, if they doubted whether Roosevelt could get

popular assent to real preparedness, they would
have no doubt—nor would anybody else—that no one
else could do it. The deduction from this is that, if
either Wilson or Hughes is elected, neither of them
can—with the best will in the world—lead the Am-
erican people into a policy of modern preparedness.
Suppose Hughes to be elected and to become con-
verted to the Roosevelt policy, he would be helpless.
He could never stir his people to its acceptance.
He lacks the magnetism, the personal appeal, the
power to hypnotise public sentiment. This i8 mno
harsh criticism of him. Practically everybody lacks
it. Practically every public man can only legislate
in accordance with sober public opinion. It is only
once in a generation that a Roosevelt, a Laurier, a
Sir John Macdonald, a Palmerston, arises who can
carry the electorate far ahead of their convinced
beliefs.

o e

O I say that when the United States decided to
reject the services of that political “Billy Sun-
day”—the Terrible Teddy—who might have swept
and exhorted them into adequately arming, they de-
cided not to arm during the coming quadrennium.
The greatest object lesson in the necessity of being
armed which. history has ever offered, is clamorously
calling attention to itself daily on the front pagcs
of their newspapers; but they pay no attention to it.
Even the mild and innocuous Garrison scheme was
rejected by Congress. They will give the bandit an-
other four years’ start. They will appear in the
world, which will get up and dust its clothes off
after this war, as a fabulously rich people—a great
creditor nation holding the world in pawn—the
owner of a great treasure-house—and yet without a
revolver on the premises. The other nations will
have nothing but revolvers. Our neighbours shouid
read their own native philosopher, “Mr. Dooley.”
He told Hennessy long ago what would happen him
if he came down ‘“Archey Road” some moonlight
night with his pockets stuffed with money, and no
police about, and no law, and no possible pelice
court in the morning; and if he then met up with
a man who thought that Hennessy had taken this

money from him when he was in a tight place, and "

this aggrieved man’s only remaining assets were a
loaded revolver!

HEADQUARTERS AT WESTWARD-HO

south is 900 miles. This is more than 300

miles longer than the west front. That 900

miles is held in two huge national sectors by
the Germans and the Austrians. The Germans under
supreme command of Von Hindenburg hold the 450
miles from Tukkum west of Riga to Pnisk. The
Austrians are supposed to hold the 450 miles from
Pnisk to the Rumanian frontier. The headyuarters
of the Germans are at Kovno, about half way down
the German front, and about a hundred miles to
the rear of the firing line—which seems to be a
safe distance. We are not told just where the Aus-
trian headquarters are,-but it doesn’t seem to matter
much just now. We should surmise that they are
at a place called Westwardho. It is estimated that
the Teutons have altogether about 1,300,000 men on
their east front in 58 divisions. The relative strength
of the Austrians in that force is not stated. Neither
Goes that seem to matter now. The main strength
of the Austrians seems just now to be in getting
away as fast as possible towards Westwardho.

We may as well conjecture that the square-headed,
mastiff-jawed Hindenburg is now in a state of nerv-
ous apprehension. [t is several hundred miles from
Kovno, his headquarters to Czernowitz and Lem-
berg; but not far enough to keep him from worry.
He can’t spare any men from his 450 miles of the
line to help the Austrians. Mackensen’s men are
down at the i-aloniki front and can’t be spared
either. Hindenburg has about 1,300 men to the mile,
not evenly distributed, but massed at various strate-
gic points. Since he does not know the present
fighting condition of the Russians he is not likely
to weaken any part of his line in order to keep the
Austriaas from reaching Westward Ho too soon.
He can only wait and conjecture. In general his
positions are said to be less favourable than those
of the Russians.

But at all events, Hindenburg has positions—and
the poor Austrians seem to have none. We read that
gome Germans are furious with the Austrians for

FROM Riga in the north to Rumania in the

By ' THE EDITOR

being so facile at getting away. Well, it’s only a
year or so since the Austrians were somewhat
furious at the Germans for dragnetting them into
the war at all. Considering that the Austrians have
never had much national sympathy with the kind of
war they have been forced into; for a year after it
began they were in a state of disorganized chaos
when the Russians swept them out of Galicia; that
only German reorganization of the Austrian armies
made it possible to drive the Russians out of the
territories they had occupied; and that for nearly a
year and a half the Austrians have had to keep
several of their best armies on the Austro-Italian
frontier—considering all these things the Austrians
may be said to have done very well indeed. They
have known what, is was to succeed under their
German masters.

. Now it looks as though there is not enough Ger-
man mastery to go round to keep the Austrians from
becoming a rout at the hands of the advancing Rus-
sians. No such on-sweep of a coming-back army has
taken place in tkis war—not even the Austro-German
sweep of the Slavs out of Galicia. The number of
prisoners and the amount of war machinery cap-
tured by the Russians would in itself be sufficient
cause to make the Russian nation toll the bells in
the Kremlin. ‘But we read of no national outbursts
of joy. The stolid Slav is doing his duty, and he
is now in a position to go on doing it. He is not
engaged in trench warfare—for which the Russian
armies have cause to consider themselves lucky. We
can only conjecture how much of this success is due
to Japanese big guns, how much to the rumoured
new Russian explosive, how much to the general
reorganization of the Russ war machine—or how
much to the genius of Brusiloff. But the fact con-
tinues to grow into a series of daily victories in
crescendo. As a contrast to the immovable western
front this is cheerful news for all the Allies. We
read of a probable or possible general British offen-

give on the western fron{ this summer. If that can

be timed with any phase of the present Russ ad-

vance, we shall tegin to realize that at last the total
forces of the Allies are becoming a real Irresistible
Force working from a common centre.

The news of conquering armies may not rontinue
to be of equal good cheer. But some tide seems to
have begun to turn. With big Russian armies on the
west front, and DBritish and French forces at
Salonika, the strength of the Allies is gradually
gathering with cne determining, resistless force that
some day must break through the Teuton front, not
only on the east, but on the west front, where the
war seems likely to be brought to a final decision.

Meanwhile the Austrians continue to retreat to-
wards Westwardho—in which, more power to their
heel and toe!

Russia’s War Minister

HILE none can deny the military genius of
W General Brusiloff, the director of the great
Russian offensive against the Austrians, the
man behind Brusiloff, General Shuvayeff, the new
War Minister at Petrograd, is worthy of note.
General Shuyayeff, who Trecently succeeded Gen-
eral Polivanoff at the War Ministry, is a big, delib-
erate man with a cool head and enormous energy,
says Current History. An infantry General, he was

appointed about a year ago Chief of Commissariat to

Grand Duke Nicholas. Before that he had been for
six years head of the Commissariat Department at
the Ministry of War., “He put through a drastic
geries of reforms in his department, beginning with
1911, and taking as his watchword the rather caustic
epigram, “The Commissariat Department exists for
the army and not the army for the Commissariat
Department,” a sufficiently vivid commentary on the
work of some of his predecessors. In taging over
the War Ministry, General Shuvayeff announced that
he would be ruled by conscience, not by fear; and
that he confidently expects a decisive victory.
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"WOMEN

Prepared
Estelle

ANADIAN women are impregnated with the
idea that work on the land is degrading.

Some think it beneath them, others that it

o 1% too .stll’epuous, and others that it detracts
o heir femininity. Unless this prejudice is over-
Thee the shortage in our harvest will be disastrous.
S \}’Oman who helps to keep the farms going will
ma‘nmbute .to the Qefeat of Germany as surely as the
e who is ﬁgptmg in the trenches. Farming is
it i: bopular with women in the United States than
and 11;1 panada. There they have a Horticultural
Nalia gl'lcultur'al S(_)c_iety of women alone, and the
Eerr nown u_mversmes such as Cornell, Yale and
c Card a‘dmlt women to their agricultural courses,
o thal.ladlap .women are only now beginning to real-
girls eir Drlylleges for agricultural training. Two
A tﬁli:‘e taklpg the full course at St. Anne de Belle-
maﬂy e Institute qf Agriculture for Quebec, and
Varioumore a:re registered for special courses at the

S provincial agricultural colleges.

i

RAISING poultry, keeping bees, growing small
ennia{rmt, market gardening, growing seeds and per-
e S—all these are essentially women’s work and
Clea;nial.‘e naturall.y more_ efficient than men in the
Yoo ng fmd whitewashing of stables, the care of
& thi gmmals an_d dairy workx. Even a good deal
8 e eld work is em%nently suited to them: there
By ;ulk'y plough with its comfortable seat, the
P ia € where the driver is also seated, and if
xstl.engtllliplements were made smaller to fit women’s
O i and stature, a great deal of the more strenu-
nr'ip hgelcultural work would be made quite poscible
rade om. ‘Hoes, hand cultivators, could easily be
used inn a smaller s_cale, and donkey carts can be
i bS’tead of heavy farm wagons. Women should
imple € allowed to overstrain themselves by using
ments too heavy for their strength, especially

23 the work : St
: can b i
lighte o e done quite as efficiently with

EXVII;RACTS from letters written by women who
ada fora've been engaged in agricultural life in Can-
tiof. Aytears may prqve interesting in this connec-
B fh by tli.acher of dairy, poultry and laundry work
the tre; E.tlburton Qollgge, British Columbia, tells of
or nmg. th_at is given there to prepare women
waanch life in Canada: . SR :
Cern:df@f as chances fox: women in Canada are con-
What t’he corresppnd with several girls, and know
ang inqut are doing. All those who are competent
Visable fs mc_;us have good posts, but I think it ad-
as the Or girls to be trained under conditions such
¥ will have on their own farms.”

A WPMAN beekeeper in Ontario writes:
Work wiﬁlnYOne going in for bees would be wise to
ng alone a bgekeeper for one season before start-
8ether a. It is easier for two women to work to-
done a,los Some of the heavy lifting can hardly be
_trom ye;m. As to the financial return, that varies
©Xpect ¢ T to year, but in a good season you can
should bl‘etum of $5 to $8 a colony, and two women
°Vembeev table t9 run 150 to 200 colonies. From
80it 1 afi o April there is practically nothing to do,
the, o Visable to have some other occupation for
Occupat; (;31‘ months. Bf_zek,eeping is a most suitable
ove for 8] fof‘ energetic women who have a real
m‘eDared ¢ little creatures, then only will they be
“ to overcome the many difficulties and take
DOOr  with the good

amg seasons. A certain
apia:;t of capital is required. An
Wit OF 100 colonies cannot be started

tarig liess outlay than $1,000, but On-
facts a very fine country for bees,
» On€ of the best in the world.”

F R?xt.British Columbia comes this
farme,. imony from a woman poultry-
tha'tl‘h]er& is no branch of agriculture
fitteq i Ink women are so especially
T as poultry farming, and no

at will give better or surer

Or the amount of capital in-
aftey 1000Wo women can easily look
Ve c(’ms or '1,500 birds, and it is a
Drofiy g ervative estimate to allow a
For two dollars per hen per year.
begt ade' Who have no experience the
ng 3 Vice is to go slowly. Start-
Doult 4 small way we can make
l 8isa side issue till a competent

Vesteq.

and Illustrated by
Mi Ketr
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IN AGRICULTU RE

“One of the many advantages of
poultry farming for woren is that
they are producers, not altogether
consumers; they are mnot cm-
ployees, but, if necessary, employ-
ers. They do not feel that a time
will come when they will be pushed
aside for younger faces. There
need be no pension fund for poul-
try women—no sanitoriums for
worn-out nerves.”

GIRL who studied fruit farm-
ing, tells of her training:

“Last year I spent eight months
on a fruit ranch in Nelson, B.C,
where I worked out of doors as a pupil. I had abso-
lutely no training or experience in such work, and was
totally ignorant of horticulture. I was lucky in being
with charming and cultured people who were kind-
ness itself to me, and made me very happy. Pruning,
spraying, grafting were taught in their proper order.

“Every morning we had breakfast at 6.30 and fin-
ished at 6 p.m., excent in the busy season, when we
went on until dark. There were three greenhouses
on the ranch where a great quantity of flowers and
tomatoes were grown, and on wet days I was able
to work in them, repotting, weeding, etc.

“Once the fruit season began I gave up all my
time to picking and packing. Cherries, raspberries,
strawberries, gooseberries and currants all claimed
attention. Then came plums, and after that apples.
The satisfaction that a well-packed shiny box of
good coloured ‘Wealthys’ gives to the eye is not
easily beaten.

“The life lived out of doors in that beauty spot
with splendid climatic conditions, is almost ideal to
the lover of fresh air. It makes you just glad to be
alive, and the refreshing cool evenings quickly dispel
the remembrance of the heat and glare of the day.
As far as I could judge I see no reason why a strong,
capable girl could not manage a small fruit ranch.
She might require a man to help her occasionally
with the heaviest work, such as ploughing, but the
fruit culture itself can very well be managed by an
energetic and strong woman.”

NTARIO women have been largely employed
during the fruit-picking season, but the ques-
tion of housing this casual labour is always a prob-
lem. This has been solved in some communities by
a hostel where women can live and hire themselves
out by the day to the farmers in the vicinity. One
of the most successful of these was established by
Mrs. L. A. Hamilton, who has a farm at Lorne Park,
Ontario, and has in consequence been nble to supply
her own farm and also many in the neighbourhoed
with labour. A comfortable and inexpensive place
to board with proper chaperonage for the girls is
provided, also facilities for lake bathing, so that the
health and happiness of the labourers is assured as
well as opportunity for the industrious to earn good
wages. A similar hostel has been opened in Oak-
ville, Ont., and a group of college girls are employed
picking strawberries.
The country is crying out for food, and as the men
are leaving the land, it is the patriotic duty of women
to fill their places.

_lN our nervous haste to supply men and munitions
for the battlefield, we must not forget the greater

Girls are largely employed for fruit-picking.

i

Farm implements can be adapted to suit the strength and stature of

women.

need—the care of the future race for whose welfare
this cruel war is fought. There is no reason why
boys and girls should not help with milking and the
lighter branches of farm work out of school hours,
but the new laws in England providing for the re-
lease of children of twelve years from school duties
to do munition or agricultural work, will be far from
beneficial to the country. Investigation shows that
some children so exempted have been hired out as
cheap household drudges.

Woge %
For the Little Ones

CONOMY is the slogan of the day, but the physi-
cal and mental welfare of our children should
always come first. The Executive of the Samaritan
Club at their annual meeting reported the need for
cutting down expenses, but when the economy in-
volved abandoning the summer rest cottage in Mus-
koka for tired mothers and delicate children, it was
decided that a special effort must be made to con-
tinue this work. The Fresh Air Cottage at Britannia,
Ontario, conducted by the King’s Daughters, is now
open. Over 300 delicate and needy children were
given two weeks’ holidays last summer, and during
the winter months members of the various circles
have made clothes for the children. Three rooms
have been set aside for the Infants’ Home, and a
nurse will be in charge of the babies all summer.

% e %

The Subtleties of Hospitality

OUNG folk, according to a writer in Vogue, are
apt to be a little over-eager as hosts or as
guests. Too often, as hosts, they organize a

formidable plan of entertainment and mercilessly
execute it despite the ill-concealed distress of the
daily wearying guest. The sanitariums are always
full of guests who have been over-entertained, and
some foreseeing persons have been known to arrange
for rooms at the rest-cure upon aceepting an invita-
tion to particularly arduous houses. But it is laid
down in the etiquette books that not even the weariest
guests should frankly go at once from the door of
their hostess to that of the sanitarium; and hosts
should remember that hogpitality should mot be fatal.

As it is the duty of the hostess to make the guest
forget he is not at home, so it is the duty of the
guest never to yield entirely to such amiable blandish-
wents. The guest who manages to 'be always at ease
without ever quite assuming that he is at home is
the welcome guest. No matter how rich the house,
the tactful guest does not needlessly call out horses
or motor-cars, nor disregard meal hours, nor multiply
the work of servants, nor in any way
assume to change the order of the
household. There are houses where
the host seems glad to have his guests
do any or all of these things, but even
the most privileged guest does not avail
himself of all his privileges.

There is another pitfall which the
privileged guest must avoid. Men and
women much in demand as guests need
to ibe singularly tactful and self-effacing,
strictly observant of the limitations set
for the well-bred guest if they are to
avoid taking on the touch of the pro-
fessional wvisitor. No man with quite
the nicest notion of what a guest’s atti-
tude should be can become a profes-
sional visitor, but even such an one
can not be too careful to avoid every
possible trace of professionalism,
Sometimes a man needs to be an ama-
teur to avoid being awkward.
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CANADIAN BUSH-WHACKERS IN WINDSOR GREAT PARK

By JACOB HOLDFAST.

GIVE every man his due. I have critically examined

this photograph of what 'is called the Canodian

Foresters busy cutting Scottish firs in ‘Windsor
Great Park. I think it is a good-natured libel on Canadian
push-craft. I don’t mean to say that the men represented
in the photograph couldn’t give pointers to any British
park ranger or warden of the forest in cutting down
trees. But I do mean to peint out that in the first place,
to follow the Canadian cusiom, they shouldn’t have sawed
the tree off at the roots—Iinglish style—but should have
left a good, respectable stump to show where they had
been working. Ten chances to one these men sat on the
ground to saw down that fir—which is neither dignified
nor comfortable. In the second place, when they started
that tree going they should have been sure it was going
clean down. As the picture shows, the fir is comfcrtably
lodged in another one and doesn’t intend to come down
till somebody cuts the other tree, which is a ticklish and
dangerous jcb. The man looking up at the top is wonder-
ing if he could climb up and hiteh on a rope to pull it
off. 'The other chaps are trying to tell him what a silly
piece of business that would be. :

Now, as an old bush-whacker myself, I desire to point
out to these young lumberjacks that they should hove
notched that fir with an axe the way they wanted it to
go, if it didn’t happen to be a leaning tree andif dihe
tree began to balk in that direction they should have
driven it over with wedges.

But of course it’s easy for an old bush-whacker to find
fault.” I see the London Daily Mail has something to
say about these Canadian push-whackers as follows:

: At present they are marking down and surveying cer-

. tain “tracts of forest land, “plazing’” the trees—mainly

the soft wood trees of pine and fir—and so arranging their

scheme  of attack that the beauties of our rural scenes

; shall not xbe‘u_rmeoe'sls‘arily marred.

, They were brown, lithe woodsmen—half-soldier, half-
trapper, and wholly romantic. They were diagnosing ithe
cases ‘of cortain_tall, feathery-topped pines” vVery .much
as” a ‘doctor Ldéa.,ls ‘with his patient, and jotting down

" their calculations’ in a “charted case-book. “Already be-

e

hind ¢hem could be heard-the ‘battle-music of sa
axe, broken into’ now? and again’ by.the ‘sudden
of the steam-driven circular.” Slindry  gan
now and again in the dark line of fioliaoe
meant the fall of a giant, and.no ‘giant hat.eversheer
dismembered so speedily as he. Half an hour ago ‘a
king of the glade, he is now a neat pile of railway
sleepers ready for the track. “If we had all our tackle
here,” 'said one of the pioneers, “I guess we'd Be ablé to
turn you out a complete box of matches from the waste
product of that tree—and do it while you wait!”

This soft-voiced, keen-eyed young man seemed to know
everything there is to know about the trees and the
forosts of the inhabited globe, and hows to make the best
use of them. ' “You in Great Britain have over two-and a
half ‘million acres of forest,”” he said, “and as a war-time
asset treés and their products are. so much fine. gold—
properly - handled. X

. and

CANADIAN COLOURS FOR THE—FRONT.

receiving the colours from Mrs. Lordlcy, wife of the officer commanding.

CLOTHES COBBLERS IN CAMP,

A controversy with Sir Max Aitken as one of the arguers has lately started as These four men in camp at London, Ont., are experis in cobbling up the clothes
to whether or not the Princess Pats carried their colours right to the firing line. that are scuffed and ripped by stre;nuous’soldiers at drill and on route-marches:
Full particulars of this are reprinted on page 16 of this issue. Meanwhile No. 5 Swedish gymnastics are responsible for many a rip and a button off Th'e amoun(.'.
Pioncer Dattalion, of Montreal, gets its colours, “‘which,” as the correspondent do in a day would be an eye-opener to any downtown repair s.ho Two of
cays, “it will carry to the battlefields of Europe.” Lisut. Quinlan is here shown these men sgerved twenty years each at mending coldiers’ c!hothes l:. Canadian

camps—but far differcnt cloth:es,
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MODERN SUBJECTS FOR FRENCH PAINTERS

A THEME FOR A 20TH CENTURY MILLET.

TWo of these French munition workers are old enough to be grandmothers. They are helping to put the last touches on some 75’s for their young men
folk to use at Verdun. Perhaps there is more passionate poetry in this epic than in the celebrated “Gleaners” painting by Millet.

Bu.t When the shell gets to the men at the front, it is Sick horses getting a medical bath. Horses are too valuable in war to be let go without

ante another picture. A Cubist might paint this grim medical treatment. This horse has some kind of skin disease which can only be treated in

of distorted realism that looks like a picture of a bath. The horse probably prefers the bath to falling into shell holes, flirting with flare
the Dark Ages. lights or dodging Fritz snipers and shrapnel.

\
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The Seeds of the Maple

LIONEL CURTIS, who talked about Imperial
centralization to the Canadian Manufacturers,
is an able and admirable Briton, one of those
duty-loving, ideal-following young men who give
flavour to whatever society they live in. More than
this: Lionel Curtis’ propaganda is, in its ultimafe
objective, thoroughly good. He and those associ-
ated with him, wish to ensure the permanence of
the British Empire against disintegrating influences
from within or from without. To achieve that end
he, and they, appear to favour centralization of the
control of defence and foreign affairs.

With Mr. Curtis’ objective we have no quarrel:
rather we are one with him in the matter. But
with centralization we cannot agree. The basis of
Imperial strength must be the national strength of
the units composing the Empire, and centralization
being the enemy of national strength, is the worst
enemy of Imperial permanence. The British Em-
pire must not be allowed to disintegrate. It would
be a terrible irony to see it fall by reason of the
very efforts of its well-intentioned lovers, to pre-
serve it. What Mr. Curtis and his excellent asso-
ciates lack s faith in the very British-ness they
would preserve—and courage. The maple scatters
its winged seeds to the wind well-knowing they will
grow up maples. Did it fear for them and bind
them te it—what hope would the forest have?

% e W

To Be a Canadian

NE OF THE most popular British songs in the
not-too-serious class is the classic from H.M.S.
Pinafore, “He is an Englishman.” This sounds

like the real thing as sung by the crew of Pinafore.
It is the kind of song that fetches a thrill from any
English-speaking audience.

But the song would sound much different if put
in the form,

“For I myself have said it,
And it’s greatly to my credit,
That I am an Englichman.”

Ten to one the song would be very unpopular in
that form unless sung as a burlesque—by Dick Dead-
eye with no chorus. Yet there are people here and
there in Canada who practically sing that song with-
out music. This refers to the Canadian who some-
times says, “I am an Englishman first, and a
Canadian second.” The chances are that if such a
man, educated as he may often happen to be, should
say that in London he would be looked at with sus-
picion. Why should a man who owes most of what
he has achieved to a new country not take the best
English valuation of himself and say, “I do Eng-
Jand and the Empire what little honour I may by
saying that I am first of all a Canadian, and be-
cause of that I am an Englishman, first, last, and
as long as the Empire endures?”’ Every true Cana-
dian is also a true Englishman in his relation to the
Empire. But he never adds much to his worth as a
Canadian by dividing himself into two people.

% g %

Church and Real Estate

ORONTO CONFERENCE METHODISTS have

been debating on the ethics of speculating in

land. That form of amusement was unknown
in the days of John Wesley. But if Wesley were
alive he would probably be the last man to object
to selling an old downtown church site after two-
thirds of the congregation had moved uptown, just
because the land had come to be worth ten times
what it was when the church was built. Land in
growing cities has a habit of boosting its value.
And if a Methodist is to be debarred from buying
land at a low price and selling at a high, he would
be also prevented by conscience from selling the
house he was born in because the land had become
too rent-valuable for house purposes. It would be
a bad thing for any church if many of its members
went into land speculation. It would be a foolish
thing for most church members of any denomination

"THE COURIER.

to ignore the fact that land values will go up and
down whatever happens to church doctrines. In
fact if we are to have ethical land speculation at all,
it had better be in the hands of men who, because
they use common sense in church matters, know
how to distinguish between legitimate commercial
increment in land value and the kind of vamped-
up value that turns some church promoters into sub-
divisionists.
e ¥

Rather Too Easy

WENTY-FIVE YEARS AGO a Methodist

preacher who has since been President of a

Conference, alleged that church union between
Methodists and Presbyterians would be simple
enough once there could be an agreement on one
broad principle of compromise.

«All that is necessary,” he said, “is for the Pres-
byterians to take our doctrines and we’ll abolish the
itinerant pastorate.”

In the twenty-five years since that time there is
no more probability of such a swap than there was
then. Church union is on the way. The last Gen-
eral Conference of the Methodist Church showed
an even larger majority in favour of it than the re-
cent Presbyterian Assembly which voted 406 to 88.
It is anyhow somewhat easier for the extreme Me-
thodist to consider union than for the extreme
Presbyterian. The itinerant pastorate itself accus-
toms the Methodists to many changes in a lifetime.
Every four years, sometimes three, a congregation
has to reconstruct its ways of thinking to suit a
new preacher. We should expect the Methodists to
take the lead in the maitter. They have already
had one great example of church union in Canada
when the Weslevans amalgamated with the Epis-
copals in 1871. That was a radical amalgamation
But it worked. Here and there some Wesleyans
naturally stood out. And if a few Wee Frees choose
to stand out against the kirk going over half way to
what was originally the chapel, it is not necessary
to begrudge them a measure of honour in so doing.
But the real struggle over union will come when
the churches bégin to decide what doctrine, church
polity and practices each must give up for the crder
of the common weal. Swapping doctrines for.itiner-
ant pastorate will be found rather too easy.

e oweoge
A National Stocktaking

ONSCRIPTION IS NOT likely to be resorted to
C in this country before this war ends but Na-

tional regictration ought to be, must be adopted
sooner or later. The registration of Canada’s man-
hood—and womanhood too, for that matter——isisome-
thing that might well have been done before there
was any thought of war with Germany. Certainly
it ought to be done before much more water has
passed down the lakes. Registration ' is merely a

_form of stock+taking. .If the facts were accurately

reported and skillfully analyzed they would be of
the greatest usefulness in enabling a wise govern-

ment to frame a suitable economic policy for ‘the

nation. The Prugsian system of card-indexing all
citizens was no doubt a step too far in advance.
A& used in the Kaiser’s kingdom it was an encroach-
ment on the liberties of a citizen.  But a modified
form of the same thing might well’ be used in' Can-
ada. It would show us what people we had, what
they could do and what they couldn’t do. It would
enable manufacturers to judge accurately the labour
conditions in any given district. It would indicate
what class of people were coming to the country
and what classes were being drawn away from us
to the United States. From this knowledge it would
often be possible to gain other knowledge as to the
reasons for emigration from Canada and so on.

g % %

Don’t Cry, Miss Laut, Dqﬁ't Cry

SQUEAKY GATE in a gale of wind is a trifling
A affair, but may become annoying. A certain

~woman journalist who claims to have been
born in this country but who has earned her living
by writing really good economic articles for popu-
lar American peniodicals, has taken now to writing
in Canadian publications, who loudly declare her
Canadianism, but she is by way of needing oil on
the hinges. Her latest effort in the current num-
ber of Maclean’s Magazine is not her most astonish-
ing, but it suffices for this protest. It is headed
“Canada’s Greatest Service to the Empire,” and is
full of flighty flub-dub about “Canada’s destiny,”
“duty,” “vision,” “international pacts for human
freedom,” etc. It bristles with such phrases as g §
wish 1 could impress on Canada how it is her power
at the present time to—" or “Nor do I mean that the
service to the Empire might consist in closer politi-
eal union with the-Union States,”(!) or “Let us get
down to earth” or “Canada’s destiny—what is that
destiny?” or for a final bit of masquerading—“What

would I have Canada do? Wake up . . Do what the
National City Bank is doing—train experts for . .
etc.,” or “What has all this to do with the greatest
gservice to be rendered the Empire? I answer as I
answered before——."

Now honestly, dear Miss Agnes Laut is allowing
her own words to excite her too much.ﬁ Someone
should fetch a glass of water. Let us re-assure
Miss Laut that if she wants to “come down fto
earth” we shall be only too glad to help her to a
quiet seat. But why, oh why, couldn’t she have
stayed down in the first place? It would have been
much more pleasant. Do let this excitable little
lady calm her fretted nerves. Mama's here. Papa’s
here. We're all here, and quite calm—in spite of
the little lady’s expensive hysterics. And by the
way, we are studying our duty very painfully and
soberly from right here at home in Canada. And

we don’t at all need to go to New York or send to

New York to learn about it.

Did one not regard Miss Laut’s writing as being
more the result of the commercial exploitation of
disordered nerves than anything else one should be
inclined to regard this somewhat shrewish scolding
as faintly impertinent. As it is, we are filled with
sympathy. If Miss Laut knew her Canada better
and her United States less she would not be com-
pelled to draw her lofty examples from United States
concerns such as the National City Bank of some-
where or other. Is it possible that Miss Laut is pot-
boiling and using her all-but-abandoned Canadian
connection to that end? TFie! “Uncle Sam,” she

concludes, “has risen to the occasion. Will Can-
ada?”
Deary-me! Indeed! Indeed! Honestly now,

calming the heated imagination a moment, Miss
Laut, is all this really so? Has the U. S. risen to
the occasion, or have you missed your street and
got lost and merely been conferring with the Presi-
dent of something or other or a couple of neutral
monarchs who have confided .their minds to your
keeping? Don’t cry, Miss Laut. Don’t cry.

9 W B
Our Glorious Incompleteness

A GREAT BRITISH engineer  visiting. Canada
some years ago was asked the usual question:

How did he like the country? :
“Like it!” he exclaimed. “If’s the greatest coun-

= try I know. Everything about it attracts me to it.

I am charmed with the glorious incompleteness of
everything!”

There is the key, or should be .the key, to the.
present gemeration’s love for Canada.. Some Cana-%’.

dians, visiting England, are won over by the mar-,

vellous “finish” of the Old Country. Everything is
established, proven, tested and tried.
experimental or incomplete—save human nature,
and even that is cast almost in a mould. Return-
ing to Canada a certain type of Canadian is filled
with ‘doubt to find his native land so comparatively
crude. It is raw in a thousand ways.

But to your true Canadian as to the British en-
gineer, we cite, this very crudeness, incompleteness
should give zest to his citizenship. Your true Can-
adian rejoices, not in the mere vulgarity of incom-

pleteness, but in‘ the constant challenge to turn to

and BUILD!
Y o e 2
Potatoes and Dahlias

DID YOU EVER notice the family resemblance
- between a potato and a dahlia? Probably the

expert botanical man doesn’t see any. But for
all practical purposes they are as much akin as two
peas in a pod. You hoke them out of the cellar half
sprouted in the spring and tuck them under the soil. -

Of course you don’t cut dahlia bulbs to economize
on the eyes. Dahlias don’t cost you 75 cents a peck.
If they do you don’t buy them. In a couple of weeks’
time they come up—potatoes and dahlias. One grows
tall and the other doesn’t; one has bugs and the
other has none; one has white blossoms and the
other as many colours as the rainbow. In the fall
you dig them up and with good luck you have seven
or eight dahlia bulbs in a clump from one you
planted in the spring. Which is about the same aver-
age as the potato. But for the joy of production
commend me to the potato. When it pokes its first
dull-green curled-up leaf through the soil it’s a poera
of potentiality. It’s too smnll to hoe when the bugs
begin to camp on it. Before the last hill is up the
first one up has yellow bug-eggs under one leaf. BY
the time you have the last of the new crop of bugs

Paris-greened the patch is ready for its last hoeing

up. In a few weeks you can ram a hand into a hill
and feel a pack of young potatoes. - Whereby if you
have a good crop, even in a city plot, you get from
two pecks of seed six or seven bags at least—per-
haps more. And when the last potato is dug the
last bloom L+¢v gone to. pieces on the dahlias.

‘Nothing is .
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No woman has ever been more of a spirit immortal without
being a saint on earth, than Sara Bernhardt. She has the
art power of Rosa Bonheur and something of the heroism
of ._Joan of Arc. She is here photographed among her

“DIVINE SARA"
AT THE FRONT

peloved Poilus, to whom she sang some beautiful poems

which she had taken with her to the trenches.

amid the din of modern battle few of them heard what she
sang; but they saw her—and that was enough.

Perhaps

MAINLY BECAUSE HE IS “BOB”

VENTS seem to have determined as a fact that
_successf-ul and effective political leadership
in Canada must have one of two requisites.

abilit tIt I}Iust possess personal magnetism, the
axig a{ih'o Win from its following, not alone admiration
1wy t@I‘ence, but more—affection. Or, failing that,
Toks 1 Dossess, in mammoth measure, character.
the !brl. vMaqdonald and Wilfrid Laurier belong to
v €loved. " Oliver Mowat and James P. Whitney
duered by conviction.
daxfi:fn generosity, seeing through the party glass
5 Y, fails to find among the cabinet “honourables”
" Compose the colleagues of Premier Borden a man
il amt(?'rlsures sufficient to either standard to 'give
o itle clear to future leadership.. Those, again,
OCCuDOOk over from “across the way,” regard the
3 m?ﬁlts of.the treasury benches, speaking frankly,
et ESt ordinary mediocrity. There are those on
s o encpes who loom larger than many who clutter

Ouncils of cabinet.

i wHon'l Frank Cochrane had his old-time health
ould best fill the bill of heir apparent to leader-

’ ochra i Tl i ian—
not g ne is not a parliamentarian—he does

ang

;ﬁ;r::,tto make the oil of sound business methods
-Oehr; h the water of the exigencies of party politics.
silent Ne is of the Whitney school, strong, persistent,
» but he is devoid of personal political ambition.
l itzre are, then, four possibilities—Foster, Rogers,
eigheand Meighen. One does not have to drop
‘Diccolotl»l' He drops himself. He is a “flute and
o Pberformer in Parliament, and party bounds
a«bility.ltmal horizon. White goes next. He has
Inore\'bhe works—but he chatters. IHe is a sopho-
hite n“t Wal{ts to do all the lecturing. Neither
Tea] or Meighen possesses political acumen or
ah
ne:ggu% m. Then there is Foster, with all things
N Oneudithat e essential. The
This 1° Parliament is Foster. :
but by eaves Rogers, not by divine right of fitness,
Nevep lipainf‘ll process of elimination. Hon. “Bob”
let Smt’.}gel‘s upon the field of defeat. He does not
Separgy. hentality dull the edge of business. He
ed himself from Roblinism with the alacr'ty

e in the House—but he is an administrator
an idealist, as is proven by his conscientious-’

'unﬁerstanding of the psychology of the folk

Hon. Robert Rogers, Minister of Public
Works, is Picked as Second Man
up to Sir Robert Borden
By HE. W, ANDERSON

Press Gallery Correspondent at Ottawa for the Toronto
Globe.

of a Reno divorcee, and when Borden came a-wooing
in the autumn of 1911, Hon. Bob promptly married
him—him and his success and his prospeetive promis-
ing political investments. . Within a month the Man
from Manitoba had his grip on the running of the
new and more elaborate household. :
Nowadays experience is held in modest repute.
Energy and initiative are the universal passports. to
recognition. Rogers never worries over the niceties

of precedents or formulas. He doesn’t know—and
doesn’t care—much about these things. He wants
what he wants when he wants it, and he goes about
getting it in his own way. He doesn’t waste time
studying the classics. He studies the men about him.
He is a man’s man. He hasn’t much use for poli-
ticians in petticoats and pink tea methods. Diplomacy
wearies him; procrastination irritates him; ethical
considerations simply “don’t belong.”

What he lacks in conscience he makes up in heart.
The “boys” call him “Bob.” They think of himas
“Bob.” They regard him as the essence of human
good fellowship. That’s his great asset—that and
the big warm-hearted hand which perpetually is
slapping them on the shoulder or gripping them with
friendly and intimate cordiality. Macdonald owed
much of his abiding hold upon his followers to the
fact that he was always “John A.” Laurier, to Lib-
erals, is “the Chief,” with affection and confidence
tied to the title. The Man from Manitoba is “Bob.”
When the rank and file call the boss “Bob” ' the
chances are that there is good feeling and good team-
work there. That’s why Hen. Bob is the master of
the Borden administration.

The weakness of Hon. Bob and his leadership is
that he puts the party where the public ought to be.
His loyalty to the cause is greater than his devotion
to the country. Success comes first—hang the ex-
pense. The end justifies the means. The boys who
gulp, and gag, and sweat, but come along at the finish
and line up to vote Colonel J. Wesley Allison a hero
and Sir Rodolphe Forget a public benefactor—these
are Hon. Bob’s patriots. The Andrew Broders and
the William F. Nickles are poor misguided slackers
who fail to respond when the party is in a pinch.
The party can’t be wrong, more particularly if Hon.
Bob is in charge.

Hon. Bob isn’t overburdened with personal con-
victions. He believes in success. He boasts of
ability to win elections. Issues are, after all,
gecondary things, merely means to an end—necessary
evils that concern ordinary everyday folk who have
nothing better to do. . Hon. Bob. is bigger and
broader than any issue. The party is his shibboleth.
War-time truces are a nuisance. Let’s up and at
them. Only in winning is public life worth while.
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Will Britain Forbid Emigrants ?

AN England— would she— forbid her people
to migrate to Canada or the other colonies
after the war? Or deliberately place obstacles

in their way to discourage emigration? Now, a per-
mit has to be obtained before a man can sail for
America. But this is war time and laws that are
tolerated now might be called “Prussian” in the
peace.

Yet there is a distinct feeling abroad in England
against all proposals to send men to the colonies
after the war. When a body of Canadians in Lon-
don went to Bonar Law last fall to discuss projects
for emigration to Canada after the war, the Secre-
tary for the Colonies intimated as tactfully as he
could, that far from facilitating emigration the Gov-
ernment felt disposed to take whatever steps might
be feasible to prevent the loss of males from the
British Isles.

Now, H. M. Hyndman writes in the English Re-
view an almost passionate protest against what he
calls “The Emigration Madness.” If this is a fair
representation of English opinion now or likely soon
to be, Canadians should interest themselves in an-
swering the arguments. We quote Mr. Hyndman :

Although nobody disputes that Great Britain is
“starved for labour,” one of the principal sugges-
tions for dealing with our soldiers who are dis-
charged after the war is to ship them off to our
Colonies as emigrants. Sir H. Rider Haggard has
already gone on a tour to those Colonies, in order
to arrange as speedily as possible for this syste-
matic transportation for life of some of our most
useful workers. It is, to my mind, an utterly fatu-
ous policy. If our population is really too dense,
obviously the non-producers, from Dukes, Bishops,
and Peers to domestic servants, might be most con-
veniently spared.

Sir William Petty goes the length of suggesting
that we could very satisfactorily dispense ‘with the
services of “numbers of lawyers, physicians, mer-
chants, and such folk who properly and or-ginaily
earn nothing for the public, being only a kind of
gamestens who play with one another for the labours
of the poor.” Let Lord Reading and Lord Haldane,
Lord Rothschild, Sir Ernest Cassel, and Mr. Lloyd
George lead the way to the Colonies. Would they—
I ask the question from the point of view of political
economy—be greatly missed?

On the other hand, what is the actual value of a
sound, capable, able-bodied man, trained in the open
air, and accustomed to co-operate with his fellows—
such men as are most of our soldiers returning from
the Front? In the flood-tide of European immigra-
tion into North America, the mere value in dollars
and cents to the Great Republic of the TUnited
States of each able-bodied male colonist who landed
on its shores was estimated at some three thousand
dollars.

But let us be content with taking the average
value of any healthy, vigorous male adult on the
other side of the Atlantic at six hundred pounds--
where does that assumption land us? 1 take it for
granted that he is not worth less to Great Britain
than to the United States or Canada.

What does it all mean? That if Sir H. Rider Hag-
gard and his committee, in conjunction with our Col-
onies, succeed in transporting even 100,000 men
across the seas, this island will be the loser to the
extent, measured in momey, of £60,000,000. For
these 100,000 men, supposing their labour to be thor-
oughly well organized in any department, would
produce wealth which, though it ought not to be
evaluated in terms of money at all, would exceed
a revenue of at least £200 a year per head, after
providing fairly well for themselves and their fami-
lies. On this reckoning, the sum of six hundred
pounds represents only three years’ purchase of
their surplus labour power embodied in commodi-
ties. Cheap, surely!

Even the roughest, unskilled labour is enormously
Important, and its withdrawal may have far-reach-

Ing consequences.
It #s strange to recall how, a few years ago, Ger-

mans at home were witnessing with sorrow the loss
of such vast crowds of their best people by this rush
to the West. Careful attention to home production
of all kinds, and protection for German industry and
agriculture, while the transformation was being
brought about, completely changed the situation.
The drain of Teutonic manhood was: almost imme-
diately stanched, and now German emigration has
become of trifling importance, while the population
of the Empire has very greatly increased.

The hope that our emigrant soldiers, when dis-
missed from the country they have defended, will go
only to Bnitish Colonies, does not in the least change
the situation from the economic standpoint. Pre-
suming them to be personally successful, they in no
wise compensate the Mother Country for their loss,
nor do they help us in any way to solve our press-
ing problems of home production. However close
Wwe may draw our relations to our Co' ies nothing
will change the fact that we must in future depend
more and more upon our domestic resources, es-
pecially for food. The prospect of universal peace
and the limditation of submarine warfare is too re-
mote for us to view with other than alarm the per-
manent dependence of our population for four-fifths
of its sustenance upon remote sources of supply.
To encourage the emigration of the flower of our

THE RUSSIAN BEAR’S AWAKENING. &
Sykes (P}Eiladelphia Evening Ledger.)

people under such conditions is surely the height
of folly. T .

But other countries besides Germany are appreeci-
ating this truth. Ttaly, for example. Italians have
also been going by temns of thousands to the United
States for many years. .

So, whichever way we look, we discover that the
craze for emigration, which reached its height a few
years ago, is dying down. Vigorous, trained ren are
the most valuable products of the planet. Yet there
are still people who clamour for “assisted emigra-
tion!”

Mistakes of the Exporter

ELLING your goods to foreigners is an art, and

S there are many pitfalls for the unwary “artist.”
An American, Herbert Corey, in the Pan-Ameri-

can Magazine, gives a list of American mistakes.
Perhaps they have a Canadian application. Here is
his catalogue of charges:

“Too many of the exporters in the United States,”
says he, “are:

“Dishonest. They try to cheat their customers,

“Ignorant. 'They do not know the primary ‘w-tg
of their business.

“Unintelligent. When confronted by new condi-

ditions they are at a loss.
“Autocratic. They try to sell what they want to

sell—not what the customer wants to buy.

“Selfish. Their interest in each shipment
when they get the money.

“Careless. They do not obey explicit instructions
as to goods and manner of packing and shipment.

“Blind.. They do not realize the excellence of the
market that lies under their hands.” ;

The application is not universal. There are firms
which for years have been doing a most satisfactory
business in South America. But they have kept it
dark. They have hidden the bone from the other
dogs in the garden. With all their success they lack
the breadth of view of the German and the }rench
ind the English merchants who have almost mon-
opolized the South American trade.

“Before the war our trade with South America, in-
cluding Mexico, was about $600,000,000 a year,” said
this authority. ‘“To-day it is about $1,000,000,000,
and there is practically no Mexican trade. It has
been thrust into our hands because the Europeans
are not now able to care for their lines. This does
not apply to Great Britain. That country has had
more agents looking for business during the war
than she ever had before. Her war motto has been
‘More Business Than Usual.’

“Here is another clause in the indictment:

“We take no pains as to the men who represent
American lines in South America. Many of them do
not know the geography. They do not know the
most elemental facts of the countries, conditions,
trade methods, wants, packing, financing. Some of
them do not even know the languzze of the coun-
tries they visit. These are apt to spend their days
and nights in having a hurrahing good time. Those
who do know the languages are apt to be mere boys.”

ends

Reading L. G.’s Future

S a deviser of destinies for other people Mr. H.

N. Brailsford may be bold, but he is at least

interesting when he asks and answers—to his

own satisfaction, at all events—“What is the future

of Mr. Lloyd George?” We quote from his article
in a recent issue of the New Republic:

The clearest memory that exists for me of Mr.
Lloyd George is of the man as he was some sixteen
vears ago, mid-way in the Boer War. The face wag
younger and smoother and less scarred by the world.
It wore a daring look of challenge, and the eyes had
still something of the poet’s vision, who sees a dis-
tant horizon. In those days, with no thought of self
and no anxious heed for his career, he braved a
nation at war, and with an eloquence that counted
no consequences, denounced the greedy and oppres-
sive policy which was erasing from the list of free
peoples the names of two little republics. It is
another man whom Mr. John has seen. The world
has built its walls about him. The vision of distant
things and high ideals is gone from the eyes. The
features have lost that suggestion of spiritual beauty.
It is the face of a politician, busied in the chancy
pursuit of success, absorbed in the struggle “with
other wills, and bent by its habitual thoughts into a
look that has more in it of calculation than of chiv-
alrous defiance. It makes above all an impression
of restlessness. It is uneasy, insecure, alert, the
face of a man who is for ever scheming, who gam-
bles with his own career and stakes his all upon
success. The lifted brow is watching for some
stealthy movement of an opponent, and the lips,
twisting the gray moustache, hold back the nervous
impulse to an instant retort. The idealist and knight-
errant of sixteen years ago has become the engineer
of political crises, thé artist of coalition, the blender
of parties and opinions, the opportunist, the manipu-
lator.

A man of this mercurial temperament without sys-
tematic training or discipline, no reader, no student,

- avid of immediate success, alive in every nerve and

i
i

living in the movement, impulsive, intensely per-
sonal and undisguisedly vain, will be guided in his
Dpolitical career by the twd arts of which he is the
master. By them he must succeed. He will choose
his opinions as a prima donna chooses her roles.
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THE RISING TIDE.

Harding, in Brooklyn Eagle.

Congresslonal graft is menaced by public opinion.

THREE RECENT AMERLICAN. CAREOOMNS

“EVERYBODY’S DOING IT.”
‘Isn’t it about time to stop the favourite sport?
From The New York Times.

THE PRIZE AVIATOR.

Helpless victim to Aeronaut Wilson: ‘“Hey!
down! Come down!”

Come

Carter, N. Y. Sun.

Isn?lns,lf Suit his style and others do not. The orator
Dai‘t Speak to the masses, and lead a popular
¥, for he speaks the mothertongue of the
lin?il?;tl:acy' That is at once his endowment and his
= tmn. If he had this gift alone, he would re-
ot 0 the end of his days a leader of revolts and a
Sitionpmu of‘ preletarian causes, more often in oppo-
the-othan, in power. The other art conflicts with
mmprratf)rs endov‘vment. He has the instinct for
hé oal‘l)ml.ses. }'Ie_a is alWays on the lookout for what
s e S In fanphar speech “a deal.” An opponent
Lo ays for. him a man with whom he may one day
o la Combination.

ol?ey :- rash prophet would dare to cast the horo-
ve gr such a man. He will have made at least
etore tESh crises in the Cabinet—if it survives—
&% 1 €se pages have'z crossed the Atlantic. One
e,is f“l’fve{‘, see the lines on which he is moving.
Eogue Ollowing in the steps of our last great dema-
» Joseph Chamberlain, who also turned mid-

sc

c

Wwa, =
Derza;-n an ambitious career from radicalism to im-
8ive ilsm. He will take over the standard of aggres-

cal trml)‘e.l’ialigm. He will drop the fetters of radi-

adition in such matters as conscription and
He will aspire to lead a ‘national”
€qually divorced from the old Toryism of class
8¢, and the old Liberalism of difficult princi-
He lacks indeed the robust English brutalit;
Qhamberlain. He will retain someothing of
timent of the school in which he grew- up.
qo@trine noft turn crudely from his old pacifism to a
tn effect'o force. and revenge, for pa :ifism makes
the » 1ve note in oratory, but he has learned that

ider succe i 4
'lmpler e $s must be won by an a2ppeai to the

Wil embar
Eay much

Drivile
Dleg,
of M,
'he fen
€ will

Ssions of imperial self-consciousness. He
k on the new venture with the resolve to
Door v fand to do so.methin‘g for the cause of the
Wag Mr C?]I' constr}lctlv_e soc_l'al reform. That also
Wil DI‘O:b ablamberlam’s intention. In the event he

are e Y learn that the_ support of such forces
Mygy & Dr‘?se?ted by the Times and the Daily Mail
E Establip?-:d for. 'Th'e classes which will help him
will o Sh conscription and to destroy free trade
of earzggltld 1further essays in the super-taxation
lande d interesfa th, or fresh campaigns against the

macgu;;t_mn V_Vhether we shall ever see him in the
iep . thlch his ambition assigns to him, as a Prem-
Jdiceg dee bead of a national party. English pre-
eadel‘ship mmand a more stable, a less mercurial
Oreoyer .t The public school tradition is merciless,
Wardg iy 0 a man who affects an easy attitude to-
fate, © conventional loyalties and decorums. His
tongye tslilsl’%t, is to be rather the train and the
tion, an the titular president of some new coali-
Wil] Cryst W}-lat process of disruption fhe new group
is that Mﬂlhze is still obscure. The risk at present
behing th: Lloyd George’s silent work of intrigue
in ass‘;%nes may lose him the following which

hclit‘fe, % At present his alliance with Lord

Nort 2
1S manoeuvres against Mr. Asquith, and

the whispers of his infidelity to cherished Liberal
principles, have shaken his position, while for lack
of oratorical opportunity he has made no new con-
verts. His power will be manifest only when he has
made some three or four speeches in the new direc-
tion. - It is a real power, and it will survive while
he can shape a peroration.

Buying a Farm.
N buying a farm, Francis Copeland thinks it wise
l to study many points, including the question of
markets for your products. In an article in the
Wworld’s Work he goes on to point out how, around
every centre. of population, there naturally grows
a truck farming community; and around the great
northeastern population centre of the country the
trucking business spreads out a thousand miles, with
New York as “‘he centre of a series of concentric
arcs. The radii of these arcs are governed by two
considerations: the number of hours from New York
and the season of the year the crops come- in. Take
two cases: one farmer lives ten hours from New
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{t will be alrigtt in the Summer Time.
—From London Opinion.

York, and, during the season, he can gather his
truck in the morning, load it in refrigerator cars in
the afternoon, and have it delivered in New York
at 4 o’clock the next morning. Another farmer lives
fifteen hours from New York: he has not got time to
gather and load his produce on the same day as
farmer No. 1, so he might as well be twenty-four as
five hours farther away from New York. This is
just a simple case—there are many ramifications of
it; it is worth while studying markets.

Mind you, I am not decrying farming. Farming
is the ideal life. But I am trying to show you the
great mistakes of the man who was indignant about
the farm that he bought. After all, it was his own
fault, for he did not take the ordinary precautions
of a good business man. He knew nothing about
what he was buying. He has gone back to his
Northern home with an unsalable farm on his hands.
If he had spent 10 per cent. of the money he has lost
in either personally investigating or sending some
reiiable man to investigate before buying the land
he would have saved both his pocketbook and his
indignation.

When buying a farm remember that farming is as
much of a business as making bricks is, and investi-
gate as closely as if you were about to buy a busi-
ness. If you satisfy the following six essential rules,
you cannot go far wrong:

1. Be perfectly certain that your neighbours are
congenial, for farming in an uncongenial neighbour-
hood is impossible.

2. Locate near a school and a church—you can get
labour easier even if you do not use them yourself.

3. Be sure tne country is healthful—and the water
pure.

4. Look well into the
roads, railroads, and rates.

5. Find out where the markets are.

6. Then buy a good piece of farm land.

transportation facilities;

Harden Silenced Again

AXIMILIAN HARDEN said great things when
M the war began, teiling the world in general
and the German people in particular, that now
was Germany’s cpportunity to become the masters of
Kurope. They intended to do it and would do it,
and might as well be frank enough to admit it. So
said one of the foremost intellects of Germany, who
a few weeks ago struck a far different note in his
paper Zukunft, and said that Germany might as
well admit she never could beat the Allies. For this
utterance his paper was suppressed.

In pre-war days, according to J. M. Hone, in
Everyman, Maximilian Ilarden was scarcely known
in England except as the daring publicist whko had
brought to light those unsavoury scandals in Prus-
sian high places which resulted in the trials of von
Moltke, Eulenburg, and the Kaise:’s cousin, William
von Hohenhan. But throughout the Continent, and



especially in France, Harden had already a considsr-
able reputation even before in the pages of Zukunft
he exposed and disgraced some of the Emperor’s
most trusted councillors. Zukunft was founded in
1892, and among Harden’s co-operators in the ven-
ture were many French writers, including Anatoli
France, Jules Lemaitre and Sorel. Harden’s own
contributions to Zukunft prepared Continental read-
ers for that curious attitude toward the present war
which has so puzzled the British public. Shortly, to
sum up the matter, one may say that Harden was
always, as now, on the one hand, a “bitter critic of
modern CGermany, and, on the other, an ardent be-
liever in German destinies. This ardent belief is
traced to his devotion to the memory of Bismarck,
whose confidence Harden won as a youth, the Iron
Chancellor being then in retirement. A Jew with
French sympathies, Harden, if he has not actually
embraced the creed of pan-Germanism, at least
agrees with Goethe that the “perfect hero” will be
he who unites the “Germanic and Hellenic cul-
tures.” His position, therefore, is very different
from that of Liebknecht and the other German critics
of the war. It is nearer to that, mutatis mutandis,
of Bernard Shaw in England. harden is really an
artist who has strayed into world politics. Very
much he wants Germany to win this war; and yet
no considerations of expediency permit him to over-
look the bellonist stupidities of his compatriots. He
is always writing nice things about the French and
English in Zukunft, and this not so much, one sus-
pects, because he wants to please the French and
the English as because he wants to watch the wrath
of the Germans!

Harden was born at Berlin in 1861. He studied at
a “French gymnasium” of that city—i.e., at a school
founded by French refugees. Thus it was at an early
age that he acquired his knowledge of the French
language and literature. He was about twenty-six
years old when he became a contributor to certain
journals of “progressivist” tendency. But these
organs, with their cynical subservience to moneyed
interests, did not long suit Harden’s style. It was in
the name of liberty that he started Zukunft. His
independence of spirit had, however, already mani-
fested itself in literary and dramatic excursions. He
was one of the founders of the Freie Buhne (Free
Stage), which introduced Ibsen to an unwilling pub-
lic, and he had supported the Secessionist movement
in German Art. Harden, however, is essentially an
iconoclast, and from his propaganda, whether of the
Theatre, or of Art, or of Literature. or of Politics,
emerge very few constructive proposals. He accounts
for degradation everywhere by the power of money.

Britain in Egypt

RNO DOSCH is an American, and apparently
A neutral when he describes Britain’s position
in Bgypt as favourable, therefore it has the

added value of being independent testimony. His
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conclusions, summed up from The World’s Work,
are interesting. Says he:

The military situation, which attracted me to
» Egypt, I found to be the least important. It is simple

Maximilian Harden, the editor of Zukunft, recently sup-

pressed by the Kaiser because Harden bluntly said that

Germany never could beat the Allies. Portrait by W. H.
Caffyn, in Everyman.

and is not subject to much change. The delta of the
Nile, inhabited by fellahin, is productive of neither
goou military nor revolutionary material. It is con-
tent to be protected and lorded over by British
troops. The fighting spirit is among the Bedouins of
the desert, particularly the Senussi to the west.
German and Turkish influence has been exerted
among them, and they were led to believe they
could back the English to the seashore as they did
with the Italians in Tripoli. They soon found they
could not do it, as the British troops had garrisoned
the oases, and were in Egypt in such large numbers
as to make a desert attack on them impossible. The
Egyptian Government has also assumed an attitude
that the Senussi are not really unfriendly, and, while
tribes under Senussi influence have fought several
lively desert battles with British troops, blame has
never been placed on the Grand Senussi, the head of
the jesuitical religious order to which th:y all belonsg,
and, even at the time of these minor battles, corre-
spondence and even personal communication with
him has continued unbroken.

The only other military danger to the quiet of .

Egypt is an attack on the Suez Canal, and my obser-
vations in Egypt lead me to the belief that the
canal cannot be successfully attacked, as long as
there are anywhere near as many soldiers in Egypt
as at present. The Canal is fortified for a long dis-
tance to the eastward, the only direction from which
an attack can come, and, as the Mediterranean and
the Red Sea form the ends of the British lines, it is
impossible to turn the British flank. That leaves the
only military possibility a direct attack against pre-
pared defences close to the base, while the attacking
party must bring ammunition and supplics, notably
water, for more than a hundred miles across a
desert. So the military advantages are all in fayour
of the British and will probably remain so until the
end of the war. The Turks may make an attack
even before this is printed, but it can hardly succeed,
and, if made, the purpose of it will probably be
merely a show of force for political effect upon the
desert tribes.

Cannon Thunder

HE wonder is not that the tremendous bom-
bardments of the present war are heard fifty
or 100 miles away, writes Hilliard Atteridge in

Chambers’s, but that they are not heard ai much
greater distance. Theoretically, we might expect to
hear the sound of guns in London whenever there
is heavy fighting on the front between Ypres and
Arras, where hundreds of guns are often in action
wi‘hin one hundred and fifty miles of the capital.
Dover ought to hear the firing nearly every day.

But sound plays very curious tricks. There are
times when the firing of hundreds of guns is not
heard at a distance of a few miles. The direction
of the wind and the general state of the atmosphere
seem to influence the propagation of sound in ways
that we do not completely understand. There is an
interesting historical instance of this. At the
decisive battle of Sadowa, in the war between Aus-
tria and Prussia in 1866, there was a very slight
breeze from the north, and as the Crown Prince’s
army advanced and came into action the flashes of
guns and the great smoke-clouds they produced could
be seen quite plainly on the hills on, the Austrian
right about two miles distant. Yet the nearest guns
only two miles off were not heard. There is another
mystery of sound, of which there is yet mo satis-
factory explanation, though there are many ingenious
theories on the subject. This is the existence of
what is called the “zone of silence.”

An investigation of the distances at which the
heavy bombardment of the Antwerp forts was heard
in 1914 shows that the “zone of silence” began at a
distance of about fifty miles from the fortress. It
could be heard plainly in the south of Holland; in
central Holland it was inaudible, but it could be
heard like distant thunder in towns on and beyond
the north shores of the Zuyder Zee.

CART

Germany outrages Holland with her
submarines.
Harding, in Brooklyn Eagle.

The Derelict.

QCONS LN DUT

The Flood of Blood—w:th
the Dyke.
Fitzpatrick, in St. Louis Post-Dispatch.

2ecollections of Peter at

CH . TOPICS

Spring Fashions among the Dutch in 1916.
. Brenstrup, in San Francisco Chronicle.
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Courierettes.

HIS growing barefoot  fad may be

I accounted for in part by the in-

creased ocost of shoes.

They have a great time across the line
with their party symbols—elephant,
rmoose and donkey.

The Allies seized Saloniki as a “‘mili-
tary necessity.” Germany gave us a fine
precedent, if one was needed.

Mothers who didn’t raise their sons to
be soldiers may safely send their daugh-
ters to training camps for women corps.

Lake Michigan breezes had keen com-
petition while those conventions were on
at Chicago.

It would surely seem that the Kaiser
is after the Nobel peace prize this year.

The Unmited States would be perfectly
safe if it could only fight as effectively as
it can parade.

That daylight saving scheme isn’t popu-
lar with the dancers. They want more
midnight.

Toronto aldemman suggests an inquiry
into the high cost of gasoline. Gas is a
natural subject of aldermanic interest.

We notice that circus seats collapsed
and killed 30 people the other day. The
summer season is thus officially opened.

A health expert advises that the entire
body be exposed to the sun so that every
part can become tanned.. Fine weather,
isn’t it2?

The apex of fame for some Yankee
statesmen is reached when the hysterical
delegates to a party convention cheer
them for half an hour.

Gilded finger nails are the latest.
line and oil stains are too costly.

Whiskey was shipped into Virginia as
axle grease. Those wets always were a
slippery bunch,

Kvery man has his faults, and most men

Gaso-

have wives who take care that their hus-_

bands hear their faults classified.

L

The Shoes That Speak.
She was a perfect ‘poem,

So trim, so neat, ;
She,was a perfect poem—

Barring her feet.

2 ® ®
Explained.—Many a man who marries
in haste might repent' at leisure but for
the fact that the poor beggar has to work
so hard to keep her in picture hats and

vari-coloured shoes that he doesn’t get :

any leisure. Sy Lo
2w

Bryan Described. — William Jennings
Bryan is still in the public eye, avers a
newspaper writer.
somewhat of a cinder in the said eye. '

L B A
Cléssifyiﬁg the Canadians.—Sergeant
“Rill”’  Hawkins, who won the King’s
Prize at- Bisley a ‘couple of years-ago,
and who still swears by the Ross rifle,
has peturned from the battle line, in-
valided home after wounds, and he tells

Perhaps, but he is

some 1nteresting yarns of what he saw
and heard at the front.

One of his’ stomies is particularly good,
as illustrating the general view taken
across the pond of the Canadian troops,

! from the standpcint of the soldier who is

a strict disciplinamian.

Hawkins was in a hospital in England,
and near him was a wounded Irishman
who was strong on discipline. One day 2
.battalion of Canadians marched by the
hospital, and Hawkins watched them,
with a light of pride in his eyes, as he
stood by the window. He called his Imish
comrade over to see the marching men.

‘“Gosh, but they’re a fine looking body
of men!” exclaimed Hawkins. “Come
over here and see them.”

And Pat flung back: ‘“‘Are they soldiers
or Canadians?"’

2 ®®
Summer Fiction.

The German official reports.

Summer resort advertisements.

Weather probabilities.

Eye-witness descriptions of naval battle.

Expert dope on the races.

Convention orations and candidates’ an-

nouncements.

Peace negotiation reports.

Press stories of movie stars’ salaries.

L 2R AR
Essentials.—Said the school teacher to
her class: ‘“Who can tell me the . two
things necessary to a baptism?”’
And answered littler Tommy: ‘“Water
and a baby, ma'am!”

”n % »
The Test.
“1'd die for you!”" the lover true
Said to the maiden he would marry;
She sweetly sighed and then replied:
“How much insurance do you carry?”’

. 2 ®n.®
! Recognized.-—Wife (just awakened): “Is
‘that you, Jack?”
Husband -(who-has been fussing around
bedroom).: ‘Yes, yes, dear.”
Wife: ‘‘You . scared me: so. -
there was a man in the room.”

2®n ®
The Modern Mary.
Mary had a diary for
The story of her youth;
She wasn’t scared to lose it,
For she didn't write the truth.

LR

Took Their Time.—An Ontario couple
kot married after a courtship of 50 years.
They wanted to wait until they were
well acquainted.

i L AN 2N ] g

The Contrast.—Canada gets a heap
more glory out of the charges that her
soldiers made in Flanders than the
charges that her munition middlemén
wade at home.

2 » » AR
| Who Cares?—Tis said that white
socks will be quite the style for men this
summer. But who wastes time looking
at men’s socks?

I thought

greased pig.
the pork barrel than the gun barrel.

had conferred the tin can on him.

the worst comes.
offer. b
Italy and Germany. 7

supply.

Punch.

WAR NOTES.
Kaiser Bill finds that taking Verdun is just about as easy as catching the

The trouble with some U. 8. politicians is that they worry more about
The Fatherland decorated Capt. Boy-Ed with the Iron Cross after America '

The Kaiser has appointed a Food Diatator, his aim being no doubt to see
that Germany will be able to pick on a man more unpopular than nimself when

Our enemy wants to make peace terms while he still has something to
The peace that passeth all understanding is the one that exists between
Curates are said to be scarce in Britain. The army has taken the surplice
German-Americans recently brought out another

So to speak, a punch below the belt. :
Truth, crushed to earth, may rise again, but it can’t get by the censor,

)

bogus anti-American

17
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A Book About Money

How to get it. How to hold on to it, and
how to make it work for you, will be sent

I o

free to everyone who writes for a copy and
mentions this paper.

A

It's a book that has started many a man and
woman on the road to owning sound.
interest-paying investments.

Just write and say. “Send me your
book about Profits from Savings.”
Address Dept.: 35

I e I
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Branches: Ayr, Brockville, Chat-
ham, Elmira, New Hamburg
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THE CANADIAN BANK
OF COMMERCE

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

CAPITAL, $15,000,000 RESERVE FUND, $13,500,000

" SAVINGS BANK ACCOUNTS

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

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

THE
INDEPENDENT ORDER OF FORESTERS

FURNISHES A COMPLETE SYSTEM OF INSURANCE

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

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

Policies issued from $500 to $5,000.
TOTAL BENEFITS PAID, 49 MILLION DOLLARS.

For further information and literature apply to

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

SNAP_

TrHeE GREAT

Hand Cleaner

Conducted by

Malcolm Sim

Address all correspondence to the Chess
Editor, Canadian Courier, 30 Grant S,
Toronto.

PROBLEM NO. 49, by Duncan Pirnie.

“The Hesitation Bristol.”
(Specially contributed to the “Courier.”’)

Black.—Ten Pieces.
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White.—Nine Pieces.

White to play and mate in two.

Problem No. 50, by W. l. Kennard.
(A Task-Problem.)
Half-yearly Prize, American Chess
Bulletin.

White: K at KKt7; Q at KKtsq; Rs at
QB6 and K5; Bs at QR6 and KB6; Kts
at QB4 and Q8; Ps at QKt2, K6 and XKB2.
Black: K at Qb; Q at QKitsq; R at
KB6; B at QR2; Kts at QRsq and KRT;

Ps at QB4, Q2 and Q6.

" White mates in two.
Solver’s Ladder.

Finst Week.
No. 43. No. 44. Total.
............ 2 3 22
R. G. -Bunter ... i 2 0 21
¥ - Coomls ..o 2 0 [3
R. A. Leduc ...:... 2 3 5
W. J. Faulkner .... 2 3 b

Mr. Faulkner by heading the ladder in
last issue secured the monthly book prize,
upon which we have to congratulate him.

To Correspondents.

(R.A.L.) Thanks for salutions. No. 46
is O.K. as printed and solvable. Errors
in publication are pointed out in time.
%%.VM.) Pleased to get solutions once more.

.J.F.) Thanks for problems. Will ex-
amine.

Mr. C. A. Brown, Box 2034, North Bay,
would like a correspondence game with
one of our readers.

SOLUTIONS.
Problem No. 45, by W. R. Todd.
1. B—Q4, KxB; 2. R—R4 mate.

i R , RxB; 2.Kt—Kt2 mate.

3 g , Kt(B6)xB; 2. KtxQP mate.
Sl , Kt(Q7)xB; 2. R—B3 mate.
D S ; BPxB; 2. Q—KBT7 mate.

1 N e L QPxB: 2. BxP mate.

3 ol et , threat; 2. QxP mate.

Problem No. 46, by L. Vetesnik.

1. Kt—Q2, KxB; 2. Q—KKtéch, K moves;
3. Q—K4 or Ktb mate.

2 , KtxKt; 2. B—Qé6ch! K moves;
3. Q—Bb or KKt6 mate.

| SRR K—Q4; 2. Q—XKt2ch, K moves;

o S > threvat;' 2. Q—K3ch, K moves;

An Amusing Battery Mate.
By W. A. Skinkman.

White: K at QBsq; B at KR8; Kt a
KKt7; P at KB2. Black: K at QR8; R at
QKt7; B at QKt8; Ps at QR6, QRT7 and
QB7. Mate in twelve. (1. P—B3, R—
Ktsq; 2. Kt—K8ch, R—Kt7; 3. KtB6; R—
Ktsq; 4. B—Kt7, R—Kt7!; 6. P—B4, R—
Kt2: 6. Kt—Qfich, R—Kt7; 7. Kt—Kb5,
R—Kt2; 8. B—B6, R—KtT7!; 9. P—B5, R—.
Kt3; 10. Kt—Béch, R—Kit7; 11. Kt—Q4,
R Moves; 12. Kt Mates.)

CHRESS BY CORRESPONDENCE.

The following brilliant pantie occurred
in the early stage of a Hamppe-Allgater
gambit correspondence tournament, con-
ducted by the Los Angeles Times. For
the score of the game we are indebted
to ““The Chess Correspondent,” a pamph-
let devoted to this branch of chess, and
jssued bi-monthly by Dr. W. C. Browne,
Director of the Chess by Mail Corre-
spondence Bureau. The notes are our

own.
Hamppe-Allgaier Gambit.
‘White. Black.
J. H. Keys. V. Asher.
1. P—K4 1. P—K4
2. Kt—QB3 2. Kt—QB3
3. P—KB4 8. Pxp
4, Kt—KB3 4. P—KKt4
5. P—KR4 6. P—Ktb
6. Kt—KKb 6. P—KR3 (a)

7. KitxP CoRXIKT
3. P—Q4 8. P-Q4
9. BxP; (b) 9. B—Kit5 (e)
10. B—K2 10. Kt—B3
11. Castles (d) 11. BxKt
12. PxB 12, K—Kt2
13- PxP 13.-QxP . (e)
14. BxBP 14. B—Q2
15. R—Ktsq 15. KR—KBsq (f)
16. R—Kt5 16. Q—K
17. B—KB4 (g 17. KtxQP (h)
18. B—Q3 (@) 18. BxR (J)
19, Bx0O 19. Kt—XK7ch (k)
20. K—R2 20. KKtxB
21. B—Kbch (1) 21, K—Kt3
22. P—Kt3 22. QR—Qsq
3. Q—Ksq 23. RxR
24. QxR 24, P—KR4 (m)
25. B—B4 : 25, KtxB
26. QxB (n) 26. R—Q7ch
27. K—Kt sq (o) 27. R—Ktich. (p:
28. K—Bsq 28. R—Bfch
29. K—Ksq 29. Kt—Kit7ch
30. K—Qsa 30. KtxPch
Resigns
@)Y 6. 0. , P—Q3 is perhaps the best
defence, If 7. B—B4, then 7...... Pl

K4; 8. B—Kt3, P—KR3; 9. P—Q4, PxKt;
10. PxKt, PxKP; 11. BxPch, K—K2;
works out to Black’s advantage.

(b) 9. PxP, QK1—K2 is the usual con-
tinuation. The text-move turns the
opening into a variation of the Allgaier
proper, if anything, favorable to Black.

¢) In conjunction with the early de-
velopment of Black’s Queen’'s Knight,
this pin comes in very effectively.

(d) In the more favorable variation the
attack is maintained by means of the
stereotyped B—KS5, Black’s Queen'’s
Knight, of course, being undeveloped.

(e) KtxKP was preferable. The text-
move gives White a strong passed Pawn.

(f) Tempting 16. RxP, for then would
follow 16...... , KtxP. If then 17. QxKt,
QxR; 18. B—Kb, Q—Kit3! and Black re-
tains the piece ahead.

(g) White now threatens a powerful
control by 18. B—Q3, followed, as oppor=
tunity offers by 19. RxP, or 19. Ksq.

(h) An unsound sacrifice, but which
merits a cleverly conceived pitfall.

(i) The accommodating error. White
calculated to follow with 19. RxP. In-
stead, 18. PxKt should have been played.
If 18. .., BxR; then 19. BxB, QR—Bsq;
20. R—B2, (if 20. B—R4, then 20. . ., R—
B5), P—R3; 21. B—Bsq! R—B6; 22. B—
K5, P—KR4!; 23. B—Q3 with a promising
King-side attack and a passed Pawn plus,
to offset the exchamge minus. The text-
move brings Black’s brilliant and com-
prehensive scheme into the limelight.

(j) Best, as he emerges with Rook and
two Knights for the Queen. ;
(k) Not 19. ...... , BxR, on account of

20. QxKt, with a winning position.

(1) There is no satisfactory defence.
1f 21. P—Kt3, then 21. ...... , QR—Qsq;
99 (Q—Ksq, KtxB: 23. RxKt (if 23. QxKt,
then 23. - .iewe , R—QTch; 24, K moves,
Kt—R6ch or B—B3 accordingly), R—Q7ch;
24, K—Ktsq, RxR; 25. PxR, B—K7 and
wins.

(m) M 24 .50 , Kt—Q5b, then 25. P—
R5ch and mates in two.
(n) If 26. QxKt, then 26. ...... , B—B3

would -win. After the text-move Black
wins the Queen by force.

(o) Tf 27. K—Rsq, mate in two follows.

(p) The finish has a touch of humour.
The Black King must go to the centre
to avoid mate. An interesting game.

We failed to point out that the notes
to the game German v. Sergeamt. in last
jssue, were abridged from the “Field.”

END GAME NO. 8.
By B. Horwltz,

White: K at Q6; B at QKt7 and QBT;
Kt at QKt4. Black: K at KR8; Q at
KR6; R at KR7; Ps at. KKt5 KKit6,
KKt7 and KR5. White to play and win.

Solution.

1. Kt—B2; 2. B—Ktéch, K—R8!; 3. K.
B5; 4. K—Qbch; 5. K—Q4; 6. K—Ki4ch;
7. K—K3; 8. K—Q2ch; 9. Kt—Q4; 10. Kt
__Kéch; 11. Kt—B5; 12. Kt—Kdch; 13.
B—B5, P—Kt8ch; 14. Kt—B2 mate.

Beach Club Banquet.

The Toronto Beach Chess C'ub held a
Banqguet at the Walker House, Wednesday
evening, June 14, when the awards were
presented in the Beach Tournaments.

Mr. J. T. Wilkes, who is also associated
with the Toronto Chess Club, carried both
the Championship and the Handicap
Tournaments, and received from the Rev.
F. M. Dean, who presided, the Snell and
Boyle Shields, emblematic of the two
competitions respectively. Curiously, Mr.
W. E. Cawkell holds second ptace in both
Tournaments, and received the two silver
medals in recognition.

Blindfold Play by Kostic.

In a simultaneous blindfold exhibition
twenty strong players at the
Manhattan Chess, recently, Boris Kostic
came threugh with the remarkable score
of nineteen wins and one draw. Kostic
is a Serbiam by mace, a Hungarian by
birth, and mow settled in the States. At
blindfold chess he is claimed to be the
puccessor of the great Pillsbury.
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Priests’ March at Ebenezer
By THE MUSIC EDITOR

N the subject of summer holiday
music, let me not forget one of the
most momentous performances it

has ever been my good fortune to take
part in for the benefit of some church
fund at Ebenezer—I forget which, new
chandeliens, Indian Famine or cushions
for the choir. All but one number on
that programme I have clean forgotten.
That ome sticks out stifl—like an ear
stung by a honey-bee.

And that is one reasom why I remember
Mendelssohn's Priests’ March  from
Athalie. Omne of the neighbour boys down
the line was the solo performer of this.
Fancy the Priests’ March done as a solo
by a man who had never taken more than

seven violin lessons dn hils life, and
accompamied by an orgamist who had
never had lessons at all!

A musical honey-bee did his best to

stop the performance by stinging me on
the  left ear the day before the concert.
The ear puffed up and I put wet clay on
it in a wad. With said wad on left ear
I met my fellow-criminal at the church,
evening before the concert for the last
reheamsall.

‘“What's wrong with the lug?”’ said he.

‘“Homey-bee,” said I.

He grinned to the echo.

“I suppose you're in fine
though?”’ I asked him.

‘“Nope,” he replied. - “I’ve been loading
barley all day and my hands are as hard
as old boots. But #f the audience can
stand the looks of that lug of yours I
guess they won't notice anything wrong
with my hamnds.’””

So we went in, lighted the choir lamps,
and wemt through a most terrifying re-
heansal. He had the score. I had nome.
Whenever he played a passage I followed
him—with something more or less appro-
priate. Mostly it was less. I forgot the
clay on my ear in the greater excitement
of trying to make head or tail of the
changes of key. The fiddle repeated the
same thing over and over so often that
my available stock of modulations ran
clean out and I was foroced to fall back
on the old ones. He knew something was
wrong, though he had never heard an
orchesitra or even a pipe organ play the
piece; neither had L Something was
wrong. It was all wrong. I closed up all
the chords I could to get some faint re-
semblance to what I felt sure the thing
must have sounded like on an orchestra.
He worked his barley-loading hands with
fiendish energy, while large beads of
sweat that evemn barley-forking iad not
produced rolled down into the handker-
chief against which he had the headpiece
of the fiddle tucked away under his chin.

We both perspired and palpitated even
worse than the music. My left ear was
throbbhing at a horrible rate. But I kept
on. So did he. Horrible repetitions dis-
mayed neither of us. We put in two
hours trying to drown the crickets in the
stubble-field nearby. Then we went home.

There were no musical critics in that
nei “hbourhood, and as nobody was detailed
to write the thing up for the local press,
nothing was said about the performance
one way or another., More was said about
my left ear than about anything edther
of us did. But we made a terrific noise.
The people in the church had never heard
anything like it. They never will again.
And in his wildest dreams, Mendelssohn
never imagined that his Priests’ March
could ever have been so rendered by a
pair of bucolics on a kitchen fiddle and
a reed organ with nine stops.
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IN the week of great Russian victories
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\
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LOOR ST. W., TORONTO.

PHONE NORTH B53%0.

gramme was startlingly juvenile and

almost equally a bewilderment in the
technical and other kinds of efficiency
displayed by the performers. Piano,

violin and woice, these young people ex-
hibited a high degree of virtuosity. Dis-
crimination would be tedious. But we
confess a great admiration for two or
three of the pianfists, one of the violinists,
and two or three of the vocal performers.
It is too late in the season to be en-
thusiastic about music. The season of
1916-17 will be on us before we have got
nicely into summer clothes and become
accustomed to ice-cream. But it is a
matter for congratulation that so many
young people could have been induced to
extend their own enthusiasm . so far into
the monith of June in so good a cause as
any desire to help in the fund-organiza-
tion of the Canadian Buffis.

* * 2

fescor Hambourg was dead. He

died suddenly of heart failure. Amn
appreciation of his life in Canada will
appear in next week's issue.

TWO days after his last concert, Pro-

* * L
A Mature Performance.

HILE “Kick In” does not contain
the gripping situations, sustained
interest and sociologic appeal of

the epoch-lma.’k.in-g thesis drama, ‘‘Within
the Law,’ it provides an excellent
evening’s entertainment, and affords dllu-
minating sidelights on police court pro-
cedure in the U. S. A. Willard Mack, the
playwright, has written with imsight into
the characters he +has employed, and is
convensant with the vernacular -of those
who come under the eategory of ‘‘crooks.”
Misgs Neilson, as Molly Hewes, convinced
with her sincerity; Reina Carruthers had
a suitable part as Daisy, a maiden who
chewed gum incessantly and prated about
the movies; Jerome Benmers’ characteri-
zation of Charlie Carey, a cocaine fiend,
was vivid, compelling a thought provok-
ing study of the insidious, devitalizing
influence of pernicious drugs; ~Kugene
Frazier, as Whip Fogarty, gave an ex-
cellent pontrayal. The
highly effective. ok

* ® ¥

School of Expression Recital.

item on the well-seleoted pro-

gramme offered by graduate
pupils of the Toronto Conservatory School
of Expression, on Friday evening last,
but having had the opportunity on pre-
vious occasions to hear Miss Sale and
Miss Cameron in Shakespearian presen-
tations, we are sure these young ladies
gave Mr. George Middleton’s ‘‘The
Groove’” an adequate artistic treatment.
The other diversified selections elicit
commendaition: Miss Hilda Young, in
Ibsen’s ‘“A Doll's House,”” gave an ex-
pressive rendition of ‘“Norah’s” unwar-
ranted exit; Miss Gladys Stafford in-
vested an extract from Mark Twain, “A
Tramp Abroad,” with a compelling
humour, and Miss Elva Stevenson's in-
terpretation of Sir James Barrmie’s ‘““The
Twelve Pound Look’” was colourful, ex-
pressive and enhamced by a plemitude of
vocal resource. Dr. Kirkpatrick, at con-
clusion of performance, addressed the
graduates on fidelity to highest artistic
ideals. Dr Vogt presented diplomas
after an interesting speech on the work
of this department. Miss Lay McDougall,
pilandst, a pupil of Mr. Paul Wells, played
a Liszt and a Moskowski number with
her usual delicacy of touch and poetic
expressioms, giving a touch of pleasing
variety to this enjoyable entertalnment.

WE regretted being late for the first

* ® ®
Big American Success.

NFORMATION that the stirning Am-
erican play, ‘“Rolling Stones,”” will be
the attraction at the Royal Alexandra

Theatre week commencing June 26th,
will be favourably received by patrons of
the Robims Playens. ‘“‘Rolling Stones’ is
a play epibtomizing the spirit of the Am-
erican contiment. It ds full of thrilks,
tense dramatic situations, and an enjoy-
able pervading humour,

scenery was
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Hotel Directory

KING EDWARD HOTEL
Toronto, Canada.
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Plel’'s Beer on draught. ORCHESTRA.

Russell House

Ottawa - Canada
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Facing Grand Plaza

One Block From Parliament
Buildings and Central Station

l Geo. Morrisette,

Manager
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MONEY ANDE
MAGNATES!

Making the Debenture Known

RETIRED grocer met a retired hardware dealer and they fell into a
A discussion of investments.

‘“Investments!” snapped the grocer. ‘“Don’t talk to me of investments.
I'm that worried I can’t call m’ soul m’ own.”

‘“‘Same here,” groaned the hardware dealer. “It’s the trial of m’ life.”

“Lookut,” said the grocer. “Just lookut here—” and he started pounding a
palm with a forefinger. “I’'ve tried every kind there is—an’ I just escaped
with m’ life every time.”

“Too much monkey business,” muttered his companion. ‘I drew my money
out of the bank when this war started and hid it!”

The eyes of both the cromies grew big with secret importance as the grocer
whispered,

“So’d I. No more flum-doodlin’ with my money!”

%o e

These two men were like countless investors: they knew only three kinds
of investments: mortgages, savings banks and stocks. Stocks they wisely
avoided on the grounds that they weren’t in a position to judge good ones from
bad. Savings banks yielded only three per cent. Mortgages, their favourite
security, were subject to the constant rizk of over-valuating the security, and
the probability of worry about colecting interest and primecipal—of various
kinds of debentures and bonds they knew nothing.

Both these men bought mortgage corporation debentures recently. They
discovered what a mortgage debenture was, almost by accident. They found
that it was like a mortgage because the mortgage corporations assets consisted
partly of mortgages, but it was better than an.ordinary mortgage because it
was secured not only by the mortgages owned by the company, but by the
paid-up capital and the reserve fund of the company as well. They found that
company valuators do not make the mistakes private valuators make, that the
interest on the debenture comes regularly as clock-work. They found, also,
that no one has ever lost a cent in mortgage corporation debentures in Canada.

New Nova Scotia Steel Shipyard

NEW GILASGOW correspondent writes that industrial operations in New
Glasgow were never before so active as they are at present. While
the old wooden shipbuilding business has almost ceased of late years,

instead of it is now springing up a large steel shipbuilding business. The Nova
Scotia Steel and Coal Company has a large force of men at work grading oft
a shipyard and engineers are completing plans for a vessel of 2,000 tons. Work
on this vessel will begin very shortly. The company will manufocture the
structural steel and other material for the hull, but will place the ordeérs for
engines, boilers and other machinery with outside concerns.

Expert Estimates Our 1916 Harvest

(%3 HE Canadian wheat acreage is at present about 20 per cent. under
what it was a year ago,” is the statement credited to P. S. Goodman,
of Clement Curtis-& Co., an American wheat house. He says that the

initial condition of the average plant was about three weeks late and makes

the present condition at about 90 per cent., indicating a crop of about 211,000,000

bushels, which would be greatly above the average. :

Co-ordinating Chaos

(Concluded from page 5.)

“Well,” I said, “after all, it was his days to come there must be more of these
business. His funeral.” able men, courageous captains of indus-

“No it wasn’t. That sort of thing is try, and fewer of the type that is content
far too common, and it’s ecatching. It to make inferior goods so long as 2 badly
gets into the business life of the country. adjusted tariff will allow them to do so.
It degrades the general standard.”

‘“But what have all these things to do
with after the war problems?”’

“Everything. We started a made-in- Strlctly BUSiDGSS

‘Canada campaign. We spent money ad-

vertising it. The papers helped—every- (Continued from page 7.)

body helped except some of the men who

were benefitting most. A few of our until one actually must be buttoned in
manufacturers took the opportunity to the back by a call boy, maids cost so
undoad junk. I tried to wear a certain much?

kind of Camadian made ——s (it would be But, wait. Here’s the climax. Helen
called umfair to name the article he Grimes, chaparralish as she can be, is
named), but had to give 'em up till I goaded beyond imprudence. She con-
foursd a better brand. I tried to use a vinces herself that Jack Valentine is not

certalin Canadian —— preparation. It was only a falsetto, but a financier. To lose
infemior.”” at one fell swoop $647,000 and a lover in
“But it would improve.” riding trousers with angles in the sides

“Improve nonsense. The men who like the variations on the chart of a
made those goods meed improving. If typhoid-fever patient is enough to make
they can’t make good enough goods for any perfect lady mead. So, then!
Camadians what are they going to do in They stand in the (ranch) library,
an export trade, competing with the which is furnished with mounted elk
world?"’ heads (didn't the Elks have a fish fry in

AT B, Amagansett once?), and the denouement

These are odds and ends of impressions begins. T know of no more interesting
of the convention. There were big men time in the run of a play unless it be
there amd little ones, as I have already when the prologue ends.
stated. Themre is no better material any- Helen thinks Jack has taken the money.
where tham is to be found in these leaders, Who else was there to take it? The box-
or for that matter in mmany of the rank office manager was at the front on his
and file. In some lines of production, job; the orchestra hadn’t left their seats;
Canadians beat the world. But in the and no m}{n could get past “Old Jimmy,”

) The fire pot in the King Boiler
is constructed so as to give
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) necessary, and
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THE FIRST
THOUSAND

Russell Sage amassed a large
amount of wealth. It was a saying
of his that after a man had saved
a thousand dollars the hardest part
of the financial battle was eover;
and that the accumaulation  of
money afterwards was compara-
tively easy. The force of this will
be apparent to anyone who gives
any thought to the subject. ;

The object to be attained is
surely worth the necessary effort. !
The' easiest and only sure way to 5
that. “first thousand” is by regu- .
lar systematic saving. Save the
small sums. Save a certain fixed
portion of your weekly or monthly
income. If deposited with us the
THREE AND ONE-HALF PER
CENT. compound interest we add
assists materially.

Begin now—ONE DOLLAR opens
an account.

CANADA PERMANENT
MORTGAGE CORPORATION
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Write for rates on Ford Cars up
to three years old.

Similar rates and con-
ditions are granted to
owners of Chevrolet cars.
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the stage doorman, unless he could show
a Skye terrier or an automobile as a
guarant-ee of eligibility.

. Goaded beyond imprudence (as before
Said); Helen says to Jack Valentine:
“Robber and thief—and worse yet, stealer
Of trusting hearts, this should be your
fatel”

With that out she whips, of course, the
trusty 32 caliber.

- “B‘}t I will be merciful,” goes on Helen.

You shall live—that will be your punish-
ment. I will show you how easily J could
have sent you to the death that you de-
Serve. There is her picture on the mantel.
I will seng through her more beautiful
face the bullet that should have pterced
Your craven heart.”

And she does it. And there's no fake
blank cartridges or assistants pulling
“Strings.  Helen fires. The bullet—the
actual bullet—goes through the face of
the photograph—and then strikes the
hidden spring of the sliding panel in the
Wall—and 1o! the panel slides, and there
Is the missing $647,000 in convincing
Stacks of currency and bags of gold. It's
Ereat. You know how it is. Cherry prac-
tised for two months at a target on the
T00f of her boarding house. It took good
Shooting. In the sketch she had to hit
a brass disk only three inches in diameter,
covered by wall paper in the panel; and
she had to stand in exactly the same
Spot every night, and the photo had to be
In exactly the same spot, and she had to
Shoot steady and true every time.

AF'DER Hart and Cherry had gotten
“Mice Will Play” flawless, they

had a try-out at a vaudeville house
that accommodates. The sketch was a
house Wrecker. It was one of those rare
Strokes of talent that inundates a theatre
from root gown.  The gallery wept; and
the orchestra, seats, being dressed for it,
SWam in tears,

After the show the booking agents
Signed blani checks and pressed fountain
PeNS upon Hant and Cherry. Five hun-
gu”:d dollars a week was what it panned
That night at 11.30 Bob Hart took off
;ﬂs hat and bage Cherry good night at
T boarding-house door.

- T. Hart” said she, thoughtfully,
°0me inside just a few minutes. We've
BOt our chance now to make good and to

:&ke money. What we want to do is
i Cut expenses every cent we can, and

Ve all we can.”
meR‘ig'h-t,:' said Bob. “It’s business with
y()l;i- You ve got your scheme for banking

Si and I dream every night of that
qr:ugalo“/ With the Jap ccok and ncbody
emand to raise trouble. Anything to

T8¢ the net receipts will engage my
“t’ten-td-on‘"

Come inside just a few minutes,” re-
Bot Cherry, deeply thoughtful. ‘I've
will 2 DProposition to make to you that

reduce our expenses a lot and help
‘:‘ Work out your own future amnd help

Work out mine—and all on business
D’?f"dbhs."
su ch:e Will Play” had a tremendously

®eSsful run jn New York for ten weeks
;::’f:}‘;'; neat for a vaudeville sketch—
out .foll 'lt‘ started on the circuits. With-
Was 5 g it, it may be said that it

a solid drawing card for two years
out ; sign of abated popularity.
’ ackard, manager of one of
Eeetws New York houses, said of Hart
herry

% ‘:‘3 Square and high-toned a little team
thens, er came over the circuit. It’s a
ing h‘;:e to I\_ead their names on the book-
4 ang M. Quiet, hard workers, no Johnny
mn%e‘&'bel nonsense, on the job to the
each ;S,tramgvht home after their act, and
I d(’n'(; em as gentlemanlike as a lady.
“that o ©Xpect to handle any attractions
for ¢ Ve me less trouble or more respect
Profession,’’

nut sheﬁ‘oW, after so much cracking of a
» here is the kernel of the story:
Win ;hlz r’e'n,d of its second season ‘‘Mice
Anoth o Y came back to New York for
T br Tun at the roof gardens and sum-
: t'muuble €atres. There was never any
in booking it at the top-notch
Pajq .forBOb Hart had his bungalow nearly
dew > and Cherry had so many savings-
o buy bank hooks that she had begun
Meng Sectional bookeases on the install-

Plan 5 hold them. :
Sven 4 You these things to assure you,
You can’t believe it, that many,
with Wany of the stage people are workers
g ambitions—just the same as

.
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The
Evange\'me Box

o o
Choco\ates

When You Want the Best Value in
Chocolates—ask for

Evangeline Box

“The Most Popular Box of Chocolates in Canada’’

The new Evangeline Box is a smart white
box with the well-known trade marked picture
of Evangeline in dainty colors.

One Pound net weight of Ganong’s G.B.
Chocolates with a wide variety of tasty
centres—some hard—some soft— ' -
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Fine accommodations for those who love the social side of resort life can be had at Highland 5 .
Inn at Algonquin Park Station, or in the novel and comfortable Log Camps Nominigan and Minnesing.

Wild, Unspoiled Lakes and Rivers

Give the salmon and speckled trout and gamy black bass
fighting qualities to delight the most ardent angler, making

ALGONQUIN PARK, (Ontario)

A Vacation Territory to Dream About. It offers canoe trips through my- &
riads of waterways, with ideal camping grounds among forests of pines and balsam

2000 Feet Above the Sea

Handsomely illustrated advertising matter and full information supplied free
on application to C. E. Horning, Union Station, Toronto, or J. Quinlan,
Bonaventure Station, Montreal.

)

E anon ’S An assortment that is sure to : a

; please you of the Finest Choco- C pound

5 lates it is possible to buy at box

E C}loco]ates Also sold in half-pound boxes at 30c.

(o >
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I STANDARD PRODUCTS

ADDING MACHINES.
United Typewriter Co., Ltd., Toronto.

ARTIFICIAL LIMBS.
Dominion Artificial Limb Co., Toronto.

ARTIFICAL LIMBS AND TRUSSES.
Authors & 'Cox, Toronto.

ASPHALT.

Imperial Oil Company, Limited, “Im-
perial” Asphalt, Toronto.

AUTO BODIES FOR COMMERCIAL

PURPOSES.

Robert Elder Carriage Works, Limit-
ed, Toronto.

AUTOMOBILE ACCESSORIES.

Canadian Fairbanks-Morse Co., Limit-
ed, Toronto.

Cutten & Foster, Toronto.

Deer Park Garage & Livery, Toronto.

AUTOMOBILE LUBRICANTS.

Imperial Oil Company, Limited, “Polaz-
ine,” Toronto.

AUTOMOBILE RADIATORS.

White & Thomas, Toronto.

‘AUTOMOBILE TIRES.

Dunlop Tire & Rubber Goods Com-
pany, Limited, Toronto.

Gutta Percha & Rubber, Limited, To-
ronto.

Kelly-Springfield Tire Co., “K. & S.”
Auto Tire, Toronto.

The B. F. Goodrich Co., of Canada,
Limited, Toronto and Montreal.

BABBITT AND SOLDER.
The Canada Metal Co., Limited, To-

ronto.
Hoyt Metal Co., Toronto.

BATTERIES (Dry Cells).

Northern Electric Co. Limited, Mont-
real, Toronto, Winnipeg, Calgary.

BELTING & MILL SUPPLIES.

J. C. McLaren Belting Co., Toronto.

BELTING (Stitched Cotton Duck).

The Dominion Belting Co., Limited,
“Maple Leaf” Brand, Hamilton.

BICYCLE TIRES.

Dunlop Tire & Rubber Goods Co.,
Limited, Toronto.

BIRDS (LIVE) AND BIRD SEED.

Hope’s Bird Store, Toronto.

BISCUITS AND CAKES.

Christie-Brown Co., Limited, Toronto.

BOATS AND CANOES.

Walter Dean, “Sunnyside,” Toronto.

BOILERS.

Polson Iron Works, Limited, Toronto.

BOOTS AND SHOES.

W. B. Hamilton Shoe Co., Limited,
“Model” Shoes, Toronto.

The John McPherson Company, “Dr.
Vernon Cushion Shoes,” Hamilton.

BRASS CASTINGS.
The Beaver Brass Foundry, Toronto.

BRICKS AND TERRA COTTA.
Don Valley Brick Works, Toronto.
BUILDERS’ SUPPLIES.

Britnell & Co., Limited, Toronto.

BURIAL VAULTS (Norwalk).
Granite Concrete Block Co., Limited,
Toronto.

their classes and every prospective p
Most of them have years of reputation behind them.
stant reminder of the steady growth in Canadian Industries.
last issue in each month. Watch it grow.

] THIS directory includes the names of the leading Canadia

various classes of goods indicated. The Courier recommends these concerns
urchaser can rely upon getting honest wares from them.
Moreover, they are “National” and a con-
The Directory will appear in the

BUSINESS SCHOOLS.

Central Business College and Seven
City Branch Schools, Toronto.

Dominion Business ‘College of Short-
hand, Bookkeeping and Matricu-
lation, Toronto.

CAMERAS.

Canadian Kodak Co., Limited, Toronto.

CARBORUNDUM GRINDING

WHEELS.

Norman Macdonald, Toronto.

CARPETS AND RUGS. s

Toronto Carpet Mfg. Co., Ltd., Toronto.

CAR WHEELS AND CASTINGS.

Dominion Wheel & Foundries, Limited,
Toronto.

CHAFING DISHES (Electric).

The Toronto Electric Light Co., To-
ronto.

CHARCOAL, for Kindling.

Charcoal Supply Co., Toronto.

CHOCOLATES AND CONFECTION-

ERY.

Patterson Candy Co., Ltd., Toronto.

CIGAR LIGHTERS (Electric).

The Toronto Electric Light Co., To-
ronto.

CLAY PRODUCTS.

The Dominion Sewer Pipe Co., Lim-
ited, Swansea, Ont.

CLEANING & CARETAKERS’' SUP-
PLIES.

Soclean, Limited, ‘“Soclean,” Toronto.

COAL AND COKE.

The Standard Fuel Co. of Toronto,
Limited, Toronto.

COAL AND WOOD.

The Elias-Rogers Co., Ltd., Toronto.

COATS AND PANTS.

A. R. Clarke & Co., Limited, Toronto.

COFFEE.

Chase & Sanborn,
Coffee, Montreal.

Club Coffee Co., Toronto.

COKE (Gas).

The Consumers’ Gas Company, To-
ronto.

COLLARS AND CUFFS (Waterproof).

The Arlington Co. of Canada, Limited,
Toronto.

COMBS (Dressing, Fine and Mane).

The Arlington Co. of Canada, Limited,
Toronto.

CONDENSED MILK.

Aylmer Condensed Milk Co., Limited,
“Canada First” Condensed Milk,
Aylmer, Ont.

CORDAGE AND TWINES.

Scythes & Company, Limited, Toronto.

COTTON AND WOOL WASTE.

Scythes & Company, Limited, Toronto.

COTTON DUCK.

Scythes & Company, Limited, Toronto.

CREAM SEPARATORS.

The Sharples Separator Co., Toronto.

CURLING TONGS (Electric).

The Toronto Electric Light Co., To-
ronto.

DIAMONDS.

Scheuer’s, Limited, Toronto.

DOOR CHECK.

“Seal Brand”

WwWm. Keating Co., “Le Page,” Toronto.

Buyers unable to find the desired information in this directory are invited to write to this
office for information, which will be furnished free of charge.

DUPLICATORS.

United Typewriter Co., Ltd., Toronto.

ELECTRICAL & AIR BRAKE APPA.-

RATUS.

Canadian Westinghouse Co., Limited.
Hamilton, Ont.

ELECTRICAL SUPPLIES.

Northern Dlectric Co. Limited, Mont-
rea!, Toronto, Winnipeg, Calgary.

ELEVATORS.

Otis-Fensom Elevainr Co., Toronto.

EMERSION HEATERS (Electric).

The Toronto Electric Light Co., To-
ronto.

ENGINES (Marine & Stationary).

Chandler Machinery Co., Limited,
“Detroit Engines,” Chandler, Que.

FANS (Electric).

The Toronto Electric Light Co., To-
ronto.

FENCING (Ornamental,
way).

The Banwell Hoxie Wire Fence Co.,
Limited, Hamilton.

McGregor-Banwell Fence Co,,

Limited, Walkerville, Ont.

FIRE ALARM EQUIPMENT.

Northern Electric Co. Limited, M_ont-
real, Toronto, Winnipeg, Calgary.

FIRE EXTINGUISHERS.

Ontario May-Oatway Fire Alarms,
Limited, “Pyrene Fire Extinguish-
ers,” Toronto.

FIXTURES (Electric).

The Toronto Electric Light Co., To-
ronto.

FLOUR.

Western Canada Flour Mills Co., Ltd,
purmy rrour Toronto.

FLOWERS (Bouquets and Wreaths).

W. J. Lawrence, Toronto and Rich-
mond Hill.

FLY SWATTERS.

Perfection Mfg. Co., Weston, Ont.

FOUNTAIN PENS. . 3

Mabie, Todd & Co., “Swan Fountain
Pens,” Torcnto.

FURNACES.

Clare Bros. & Co. Limited, “Heclg
'Warm Air Furnace,” Preston, Ont.

FURNITURE POLISH.

Chanmnell Chemical Co.,
0Cedar Polish, Toronto.

Imperial Oil Company, Limited, “Toco
Liquid Gloss,” Toronto.

GELATINE.

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

GINGER ALE & SODA WATER.

Chas. Wilson, Limited, Toronto.

GLOVES (Men’s and women’s).

Perrin, Freres & Cie, “Perrin Gloves,”
Montreal. :

Dent, Alleroft & (Co., “Dent’s Gloves,”
Montreal.

GLOVES AND MITTS.

A. R. Clarke & Co., Limited, Toronto.

The Craig-Cowan ‘Company, Limited,
Toronto.

GOLD FISH AND PET ANIMALS.

Hope’s Bird Store, Toronto.

Farm, Rail-

The

Limited,

n firms making and handling the

as leaders in

GRILLS (Electric).

The Toronto Electric Light Co., T¢
ronto.

HAIR DRYERS (Electric).

The Toronto Electric Light Co., T¢

ronto.
HARDWARE.
Hardware Company of Toront0

Limited, Toronto.

Rice Lewis & Son, Limited, Toront®

W. Walker & Son, Toronto.

HARDWOOD, FLOORING AND TRIM

T. H. Hancock, Toronto.

HEATERS (Water, Electric).

The Toronto Electric Light Co., T®
ronto.

HEATING APPLIANCES.

Northern Blectric Co. Limited, Mont |
real, Toronto, Winnipeg, Calgaty:

HEATING PADS (Electric). :

The Toronto Electric Light Co., T?
ronto.

HOT WATER BOILERS, RADIATORS

Clar(ce) Bros. & Co., Limited, Presto®

nt. . i

Warden King, Limited, Torontd

“Daisy Boilers and Radiators.”
HY-LO LAMPS.

The Toronto Electric Light Co., 17
ronto. !

INFANTS’ FOOD. i

J. R. Neave & Co., “Neave’s Food

Fordingbridge, England.

Edwin Utley, Agent, Toronto. j
IRON AND STEEL. . b
Baines & Peckover, Toronto. '
IRONS (Electric).

The Toronto Electric Light Co., T¢
ronto.

LAMPS (Northern Light).

Northern Electric Co. Limited, Mos!
real, Toronto, Winnipeg, Calgar’*

LAMPS (Standard, Electric). i

The Toronto Electric Light Co., T¢
ronto. |

LEATHER. {

Davig Eeather Company, New mar 9“?

= ‘

LINSEED OIL. o
The Canada Linseed Oil Mills, Limited
“Maple Leaf Brand,” Toron"™
Montreal. i
LOOSE LEAF SYSTEMS. '
Business Systems, Limited, Toronto-
LUMBER AND TIMBER. ,
R. Laidlaw Lumber Co., Ltd., Toron®
John B. Smith & Sons, Ltd., Toront
The Boake Mfg. Co., Limited, Toront®
MARINE ENGINES.
Polson Iron Works, Limited, Toroﬂtf“
MATCHES. : .|
The E. B. Eddy Company, Limited
Hull, Que.
MAZDA LAMPS. ]
The Toronto Electric Light Co. ¥
ronto.
MEN’S GARTERS. sl
C. H. Westwood Mfg. Co, leiww;
“C.M.C. Men’s ' Garters,” Torod™
MiLITARY EQUIPMENT. |
" Wreyford. & Co., Toronto and -Niaga""

on-the-Lake. i

vt e




MILK.

City Dairy Co., Limited, Toronto.
MOPS.
Chal}'ne;ll Chemical Co., Limited.
O’Cedar” Polish Mops, Toronto.
gOTOR CYCLES AND BICYCLES.
ercy A. McBride, Toronto.
MULL-I;ls?rRsAPH LETTERS & MAIL
Harry Edv-vards, Toronto.
NITROGEN LAMPS.
e Toronto Electric Light Co., To-

ronto.
8;;“65 LA.BOUR SAVING DEVICES.
ce Specialty Co., Newmarket, Ont.
- OFFICE EQUIPMENT.
ice Specialty Co., Newmarket, Ont.
gFFICE FURNITURE.
Gmted Typewriter Co., Ltd., Toronto.
reen Bros., Toronto.
OILS AND GREASES.
Canadian 0i] Companies, Ltd., Toronto.
e Crescent 0il Co., Toronto.
OIL REFINERS.
he British American Oil Co., Limited.
Th Toronto.
€ Imperial 0il Co., Limited, Torontn.
OIL S0AP,
Ontarig Soap & 0il Co., Toronto.
oL SIHO?AGE TANKS (Self Measur-
a).
g' F. Bowser & Co., Toronto.
XENS (Electric).
e Toronto Electric Light Co., To-
ronto.
OVERALLsS,
8Milton, Carhartt Mfg., Limited, To-
E ronto, Vancouver.
B:\'NTS AND VARNISHES.
Djamin Moore & Co., Limited, To-
ronto, ;
Dominion pajnt ‘Works, Limited, “Su-
',P?I‘im‘ Graphite Paint,” Walker-
Glidgeue' Toronto and Montreal.
Intepr 2 Varnish Co., Limited, Toronto.
i, rhational Varnish Co.,” Limited,
%‘B‘h‘w’ Y‘Onto, Q0 eideplel e g
R ® Bl‘?ther’s, Limited, Toronto.
o C Jamiéson' & Co,, Limited, Mont-
4 preal and Vancouver. L4
:Tmsa; & Son Company, Montreal,
URfan 000, Vancouver.
4ndard” Paint & Varnish Co., Lim-
0 Gléteg, “Superlastic Rust Prevent-
Th °h" Windsor, Ont.’ ok
& Canada Paint ‘Co., Limited, Mon-
@ treal, Toronto, Halifax, Winnipeg,

oy § LNCIRES

« ‘Calgary.

Tﬁe E. Harris Co., of Toronto, Ltd.
1€ Sherwin Williams /C0., ‘of Canada,
imited, Montreal, Toronto, Hali-

fax, Winnipeg,” Vandouver, Cal-
gary, P

$APER_ : 2 S
ict,'i,na Paper & Twine Co., Limited,

B oronto. : T

PER (Bonds and Writings).. .

Howarq Smith Paper Mills, Limited,
l;E.*,Montrea,,l. e :
PPERMINT LOZENGES.
Naval Mint Products, Ltd.,

[ 2

TE:COLA'TORS (Electric).
r':‘:tronto Electric Light Co., To-

= 0.

;(';;IONOGRAPHS. o

pra ok Mfg. Co., Limited, Berlin, Ont.

HIANos.-

§in’lt‘zman & Co., “Ye Olde Firm,”
Oronto, : :

\
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PIANOS AND PIANO PLAYERS.
The Cecilian Co., Ltd., Toronto.
PLUMBING SUPPLIES.

Cluff Brothers, Toronto.

Fiddes & Hogarth, Limited, Toronto.
PORTLAND CEMENT,

Alfred Rogers, Limited, Toronto.

PRINTERS, Commercial & Theatrical.

W. S. Johnston & Co., Limited, To-
ronto.

PRINTERS' INK AND ROLLERS.

Charles Bush, Limited, Toronto.

The Dominion Printing Ink & Colour
Co., Limited, Toronto.

PRINTING INKS.

Sinclair Valentine Co.
Limited, Toronto.

PUBLICATION PRINTERS.

The Ontario Press, Limited, Toronto.

RADIATORS (Luminous, Electric).

The Toronto Electric Light Co., To-
ronto.

RAILWAY SUPPLIES.

Lyman Tube & Supply Co., Limited,
“Shelby,” Montreal and Toronto.

READING LAMPS (Electric).

The Toronto Electric Light Co., To-
ronto.

of (Canada,

SCALES (Automatic).

Toledo Scale Co., Toronto.

SCRAP IRON, STEEL & METALS.

A. Moldaver, Toronto.

Buckleys, Limited, Toronto.

Frankel Bros., Toronto.

SEWING MACHINE MOTORS.

The Toronto Electric Light Co., To-
ronto.

SHAVING MUGS (Electric).

The Toronto Electric Light Co., To-
ronto.

SHEET METAL WORKS.

Fred F. Bowell, Toronto.

SHIPS.

Polson Iron Works, Limited, Toronto.

SHIRTS.

‘A. R. Clarke & Co., Limited, Toronto.

SIGNS.

Denis Advtg. Signs, Limited, Signs of
every Description, Montreal and
Toronto.

SPORTING GOODS.

The Harold A. Wilson Co., Limited,
Toronto. :

Rice Lewis & Son, Limited, Toronto.

John B. Brotherton, Toronto.

STATIONERS AND PRINTERS.

United Typewriter Co., Ltd., Toronto.

STATIONERS AND PUBLISHERS.

W. J. Gage & Co., Limited, Toronto.

Q
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the handicap of ignorance.

a purchaser.,

OUR NATIONAL POSTAGE BILL

In 1914 the Dominion spent $14,623,142 on postage.
assume that a good big portion of this was spent by would-be
buyers in a hunt by mail to find a Canadian manufacturer or mer-
chant who could supply their wants.
and energy could be prevented by the use of TRADE DIREC-
TORIES. They are the index fingers to commercial efficiency.

The National Directory of Standard Products aims'to overcome
It places at the disposal of the con-
“sumer a mass’of suggestive information.
¢ sufficient to.know from whom he can procure the desired article;
and for the advertiser, confident of merit, it is satisfactory to know
that for a trifling expenditure he can have inspection and perchance

Canadian Courier recommends the new idea to its readers and
invites the co-operation of both enquirers and sellers, with a view
to bringing them closer together.

|/ /| @)/ —) | |
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It is fair to

Great loss of time, money

For the consumer it is

W"

RIBBONS (Typéwriter, Adding Ma.

chines). _ T
United Typewriter Co., Ltd., Toronto.

'‘RINGS (Martingale).

The 'Arlington Co. of Canada, Limited,
Toronto. A :

RUBBER FOOTWEAR.

Gutta Percha & Rubber Co., Limited,
Toronto.

RUBBER HEELS. 3

Dunlop Tire & Rubber Goods
Limited, Toronto.

RUBBER STAMPS.

W. E. Irons, Toronto.

SALT. i 5

Canadian Salt Co., Limited, fWindsor”
and “Regal” Salts, Windsor, Ont.

SAFES AND STEEL CABINETS.

J. &J. Taylor, Limited, Toronto.

SAMPLE CASES AND TRUNKS.

The:Holman Co., Toronto.

SCALES. i

C. Wilson & Son, “Gold Medal Scales,”
Toronto.

The Canadian Fairbanks-Morse Co.,
Limited, Toronto.

Co..
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STEEL (Tool).

Wm. Jessop & Sons, Limited, Toronto.
STOVES.

Clare Bros. & Co., Limited, “Penin-
sular Stoves and Ranges,” Pres-
! ton, Ont. :

STOVES (Electric).

The Toronto Electric Light Co., To-
ronto.

TANKS.

Polson Iron Works, Limited, Toronto.

Thor Iron Works, Toronto.

TEA KETTLES (Electric). ;

The Toronto Electric Light Co., To-
ronto.

TELEPHONES AND SUPPLIES. .

Canadian Independent Telephone Co.,
Limited, Torento.

Northern Electric Co. Limited, Mont-
real, Toronto, Winnipeg, Calgary.
TENTS AND TARPAULINS.
Secythes & Company, Limited, Toronto.
TIME CLOCKS AND RECORDERS.

The International Time Recording Co.,
Limited, Toronto.
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TIRE VULCANIZING.
Hill Tire & Rubber Co., Toronrto.

TOASTERS.

The Toronto Electric Light Co., To-
ronto.

TOYS.

The Harold A. Wilson Co., Limited,
Toronto.

TRANSFORMERS.

Maloney Electric Co., of Canada, Lim-
ited, Toronto.

TUBING, Seamless Steel.

Lyman Tube & Supply Co. Limited,
“‘Shelby,” Montreal and Toronto.

TYPEWRITERS.

United Typewriter Co., Limited, “Un-
derwood” Typewriters, Toronto.

UNDERWEAR.

Stanfield’s, Limited, Truro, N.S.

The C. Turnbull Co., of Galt, Limited,

“Ceetee” Pure Wool Undercloth-
ing, Galt, Ont.
UNIFORMS.

Beauchamp & How, Limited, Toronto.

VACUUM CLEANERS (Electric).

The Toronto Electric Light Co., To-
ronto.

VARNISH.

The FHolland Varnish Co.,
“Dyke Varnish, Montreal.

VARNISHES AND JAPANS.

The Ault & Wiborg Varnish Works,
Toronto.

VIBRATORS (Electric).

The Toronto Electric Light Co., To-
ronto.

WALL FINISH.

Benjamin Moore & Co,,
“Muresco,” Toronto.
WASHBOARDS AND CLOTH PINS.
The Wm. Cane & Sons Co., Limited,

Newmarket, Ont.

WASHBOARDS, Zinc and Fiberware.
The E. B. Eddy Company, Limited,
Hull, Que. :

WASHING MACHINES.

“1900” Washer Company, Toronto.

WASHING MACHINES (Electric).

The Toronto Electric Light Co., To-
ronto.

WASTE PAPER.

E. Pullan, Toronto.

WATCH CASES.

American Watch Case Co., Limited,
Toronto.

WATCH SPECIALISTS.

F. J. Steward, Toronto.

WIRE CABLE 'AND SCREENING.

B. Greening Wire Co., Limited, Ham-
ilton, Ont.

WIRES AND CABLES.

Northern Electric Co. Limited, Mont-
real, Toronto, Winnipeg, Calga~~

WIRE FOR COMMERCIAL PUR-

POSES, BRIGHT AND GAL-
VANIZED." i

Frost Steel and Wire Co., Ltd.

WIPING RAGS.

E. Pullan, Toronto.

WIRE (Copper and Aluminum).

Canada Wire & Cable Co., Limited, To-
ronto.

WIRE (COPPER, COVERED).

The Standard Underground Cable Co.,
of Canada, Limited, Hamilton, Ont.

WROUGHT IRON PIPE.

Canada Pipe and Steel Co., Limited,
Toronto.

Limited,

Limited,

g‘l: ;ﬁm who wants to be president, or
Flaty, ocery clerk who wants a home in
flop Outh' or a lady who is anxious to
fire, o of the Count-pan into the Prince-
w‘i‘thoutnd I hope I may be allowed to say,
b chipping into the contribution
t‘e“iou,s that they often move in a mys-
B l:‘ivay their wonders to perform.

» listen,
Phy..the first performance of ‘“Mice Will
Bhajj, N New York, at the new West-
Winona(m hams alluded to) Theatre,
ﬂred Cherry was nervous. When she

_&t the photograph of the Eastern
of .~ On the mantel, the bullet, instead
_Ing ®trating the photo and then strik-

Sige télfe disk, went into the lower left
to 2ot b Hart’s neck. Not expecting
Whil, it there, Hart collapsed neatly,

fainted in‘a most artistic

Mep,

The audience, surmising that they
viewed a comedy instead of a tragedy in
which the principals were married or
reconciled, applauded with great enjoy-
ment. The Cool Head, who always graces
such occasicns, rang the curtain down,
and two platoons of sceme shifters re-
spectively and more or less respectfully
removed Hart & Cherry from the stage.
The next turn went on, and all went as
merry as an alimony bell.

The stage hands found a young doctor
at the stage entrance who was waiting
for a patient with a decoction of Am.
B’ty roses. The doctor examined Hart
carefully and laughed heartily.

“No headlinérs for you, Old Sport,” was
his diagnosis. *If it had been two inches
to the left it would have undermined the
carotid artery as far as the Red Front
Drug Store in Flatbush and Back Again.

As it is, you just get the property man
to bind it up with a flounce torn from any
one of the girls’ Valenciennes and go
home and get it dressed by the parlour-
floor practitioner on your block, and
you’'ll be all right Excuse me; I've got
a serious case outside to look after.”
After that Bob Hart looked up and felt
better. And then to where he lay came
Vincente, the Tramp Juggler, great in
his line. Vincente, a solemn man from
Brattleboro, Vt.,, named Sam Griggs at
home, sent toys and maple sugar home to
two small daughters from every town he
played. Vincente had moved on the same
circuits with Hart & Cherry, and was
their peripatetic friend. ;
“Boby” said Vincente, in his
way, “I'm glad it's no worse. The little
lady' is wild about you.” fan :
“Who?'’ asked Hart.

serious

“Cherry,” said the juggler. ‘“We didn't
know how bad you were hurt; and we
kept her away. It's taking the manager
and three girls to hold her.”

“It was an accident, of course,” said
Hart. ‘“‘Cherry’s all right. She wasn’'t
feeling in good trim or she couldn’t have
done it. There’'s no hard feelings. She’s
strictly business. The doctor says I'll be

on the job again in three days. Don't
let her worry."”
“Man,” said Sam Griggs, severely,

puckering his old, smooth, lined face, “‘are
you a chess automaton or a human pin-
cushion? Cherry's erying her heart out
for you—calling ‘Bob, Bob,” every second,
with them holding her hands and keeping
her from coming to you.” ;
“What's the matter with her?” asked
Hart, with wide-open eyes. ‘“The skétch’ll
go on again in three days. I'm not hurt
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bad, the doctor says. She won’t lose out
half a week’s salary. I know it was an
accident. What's the matter with her?”

‘“You seem to be blind, or a sort of a
fool,”” said Vincente. ‘The girl loves you
and is almost mad about your hurt.
What's the matter with you? Is she
nothing to you? I wish you could hear
her call you.”

“Loves me?’' asked Bob Hart, rising
from the stack of scenery on wiich he
lay. ‘“Cherry loves me? Why, it's im-

THE COURIER.

possible.”

“I wish you could see her and hear
her,”’” said Griggs.

“But, man,” said Bob Hart, sitting up,

“it’s impossible. TIt’s impossible, I tell
you. T never dreamed of such a thing.”

“Nio humian being,” said the Tramp
Juggler, “‘could mistake it. She’s wild
for love of you. How have you been so
blind ?"”

“But, my God,”
to his feet, “it's too late.

said Bob Hart, rising
It’s too late, I

It can’t be.
impossible.

tell you, Sam, it’'s too late.
You must be wrong. It's
There's some mistake.”’

“She’s crying for you,” said the Tramp
Juggler. ‘‘For love of you she’s fighting
three, and calling your name so loud they
don’t dare to raise the curtain. Wake up,
man.”’

“For love of me?’ said Bob Hart, with
staring eyes. “Don’t I tell you it's too
late? It's too late, man. Why, Cherry
and | have been married two years.”

TR O tHE TOWER

A Continued Story of Romantic Adventure

CHAPTER IV.—(Continued.)

ATER on that first morning there
had been a family conference
at which the guest had not been
present, but at which the busi-
ness which had brought him to

England in the guise of a common sea-
man was fully discussed. By the end
of it Hilda Carlyon and Mrs. Pengar-
van were whole-hearted converts to
the plot which had thrown the hand-
scme foreigner on their hospitality.
Since then his chivalrous bearing and
boyish igratitude had quite won their
hearts, and they missed him on the
days when he was afbosent on private
affairs. The more so as Lance had to
be in Falmouth during that first week
from morning to night, while *“The
Lodestar” discharged her cargo.

So Antonio Diaz strolled on along
the beach under the beetling cliffs,
glancing . about him with inquisitive
eyes, -and presently he spied a split in
the wall of rock. It was too narrow
to be called the mouth of a cave, yet
wide enough to suggest a cave behind
it. Antonio Diaz—they already hailed

him as ‘“Tony” at.-the .Tower—
scrunched across the shingle to the
aperture.

“May as well see what’s inside.

There might be room for an ambush,”
he mutiered.

There was barely toom for him to
squeeze into the opening, but once
inside he found that the space widen-
ed immediately. So far as he could
see in the dim reflected light, it con-
sisted of a central cave, from which
several passages branched iInto the
heart of the cliff, and even as he stood
peering this way and that, striving to
pierce the gloom, the sound of voices
reached him. He was about to make
his presence kncrwn, when the use of
a familiar name, spoken in an un-
friendly tone, caused him to draw into
the deeper shadows and listen.

“Have sense, and put it on ro that
swab, Captain Lance Pengarvan.” the
voice—a man’s voice—was saying.
“His back is broader than mine, to
bear a little thing like that. A sailor
is supposed to have a wife in every
port, you know, and no one will think
any the worse of him after the bit of
breeze has blown over. There’s no one
to worry you with chatter in this god-
forsaken spot, and if there was it
wouldn’t matter. One man will serve
your turn as well as another, Mari-
gold.”

“You are as wicked as you are
cruel,” a woman’s voice sobbed. “You
stole my foolish heart first. then my
good name, and now you would use
your unhappy victim as an instru-
ment to part two honest lovers. Do
you think I cannot see your cowardly
scheme? What do, you care for your
reputation—a pretty one, I’ve learned
since I had to rue the day for listen-
ing to you?”

A sneering laugh made the listener
grit his teeth. But there was much at
stake, and he strained his ears for
more .

“Now you’ve about hit it,” the re-
joinder came when the horrid laugh-
ter ceased. “You might as well cry
for the moon as pester me to marry
you. Hilda Carlyon is marked down
for me, and this Pengarvan fellow
must stand aside. As I say, I can’t
marry you, Marigold, but if you’ll help
me to sow discord between them I'll
be your friend always-—not in words

By HEADON HILL

PREVIOUS CHAPTERS.
ACOB FOLGLEAZE, ship-owner,
holds. a mortgage on  St.
Runan’s Tower, the home of
Hilda Carlyon. His son "Wilson
proposes marriage to her, but is
met with refusal, and swears re-
venge. At this time Lance Pen-
garvan, a ship-captain, arrives
home from a voyage with his friend,
Amtonio Diaz, who is on a secret
mission.

only, but in solid cash. Come! show
sense, and I'll give you a hundred
pounds down. It wouldn’t stop there.
Plenty more behind it.”

The South American bent forward. ‘

Would this infamous bargain, involv-
ing the honour of his friend, be rati-
fied? A moment later he was nodding
apprcbation as the girl’s broken voice
flung back the offer with scorn.

“You vile creature, I would rather
bear my shame than be a party to
such cruel work!” she cried.. “Aye,
1 would hold it greater disgrace to do
the thing you ask. When you sent
word that you were coming to meet
me at the old tryst it was in my mind
that you had relented, and now no-
thing remains but to kill myself and
take leave of a world that has treated
me so hard.”

“The best thing you can do,” was
the furious rejoinder. “I've a good
mind to help your intention, and I
would, too, if I did not value my neck.
You impudent jade!”

The tirade was followed by a cry of
pain and fear, and just as Diaz was
springing towards the dark recess a
man rushed ocut of it, crossed the
central cave like a dim wraith, and
vanished through the narrow entrance
on to the beach. Diaz was about to
give chase, but gasping sobs from the
inner cave checked him. Taking
out a box of vestas as he ran, he struck
cne directly he turned the corner, and

its feeble ray showed him the slight -

figure of a girl in the act of rising
from the ground. Her tearful eyes
regarded him with renewed horror.

“Oh, please do not be afraid,” he
reassured her. “I heard you cry out
and thought someone needed help.
Did that man assault you?”

‘“He pushed me down. I'm not
much hurt,” the girl answered dully.

“Would you like me to go after him
and give him the thrashing he de-
serves?”’

“No, oh no!” came the swift appeal.
“My father would kill me if he knew
I had met him. I am partly to blame
for what has happened, sir. You would
do me a kindness by saying nothing to
anybody.”

They had come out into the faint
light of the outer cavern, and Diaz
looked at his protegee doubtfully. She
was marvellously beautiful, with the
liquid dark eyes and pure, warm-tinted
skin of the true Cornish type. The
foreigner, with the instinct of the
gentleman he was, yearned to fight her
battle, yet he was conscious that he
would inflict a deeper wound if he let

her know that he had overheard that

dreadful talk.

“The fellow might come back,” he
suggested. And then, to gain her.con-
fidence to some extent, he added: ‘1
am staying at St. Runan’s Tower with
Miss Carlyon. I am sure she would
wish me to help you.”

HE girl burst into a flood of tears.
“Miss Hilda is an angel, and any
friend of hers is sure to be good

and kind,” she sobbed.- “But, sir, there
is nothing more you can do for me, be-
yond what you have done already. It
has ‘been a comfort to. hear gentle
words spoken, and I’m that grateful I
can’t tell. That man won’t come back.
If you would only wait here a little,
while I get home along the beach to
those cottages, it would make it easier
if father should be about.”

“I will certainly do so,” Diaz assent-
ed, kindly. “I should so wish to know
your name, you poor little fluttering
bird, in case at some other time in
some obher way, I could do you a
service.”

“My name is Marigold Craze,” re-
plied the girl, realizing after a mo-
ment’s reluctance that in that small
community the gentleman staying at
the Tower would have no difficulty in
discovering it. But she fled before she
could be further questioned.

Left to himself in the cave Senor
Antonio Diaz debated with himself the
course he would pursue. Preoccupied
with affairs of wider scope, he would
have preferred to have avoided this
episode. But the refusal of
Marigold Craze to participate in the
dastardly scheme had eased the situa-
tion. Lance’s good name was not to
be threatened, and there was no need
for immediate interference. That
sorrowful child’s secret could be re-
spected without endangering the
sweeter and cleaner love story at St.
Runan’s Tower.

‘While he thus reflected he had been
staring in subconscious scrutiny at a
luminous filament on the rocky wall
of the cave. Now he walked
over to the side of the cave and stand-
ing on tiptoe examined the curious
phenomenon at close quarters, touch-
ing it with expert fingers.

“Good news for the dear people up
above,” he murmured, with a long-
drawn sigh. “The best of good news,
but it will have to keep.”

CHAPTER V.
The Iron-bound Cases.

URING the first ten days after the
arrival of Antonio Diaz at St.
Runan’s Tower, Lance Pengar-

van was away most of the time at
Falmouth, superintending the dis-
charge of “The Lodestar’s” cargo.
The South American, too, who had
journeyed once to London and once
to Newcastle, only began to avail him-
self fully of Hilda’s hospitality the day
before his adventure in the cave.
Thence onward the party at the Tower
was a merry one, the merrier perhaps
because they shared a common secret,
spiced with the elements of romance,
and possibly of danger. The two
ladies, won over by the magnetic
charm which exuded from their guest,
had thrown themselves whole-heart-
edly into the project unfolded to them
by Lance on the night of his arrival.
“The Lodestar” was to be five weeks
in port, so that there was a clear spell
of at least a fortnight before her com-
mander would have to be busy again.
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On his return from that memorable

stroll on the beach, Diaz went straisht
to  the

h ; great, gaunt dining-room,
g’ énce projected the oriel window
Ver the sheer wall of cliff. Mrs.

E{?ﬁigarvan. and Lance were there, and
dov«va vsat. in the embrasure of the win-
N toying with a coil of rope, to
“ch Wwas attached a heavy stone.
Criedeie you are, Tony, old man!”
v ance.. “You’ve been a deuce of
% ime getting back from our little
X‘Izerlment.”
theI stl(lmk the opportunity of inspecting
POy ore, plaz replied. “I found a
experyvhlch interested me. As to the
o lment, it was a complete success.
- aa hltt{h anywhere. Miss Carlyon,
Yot amanlpulator of weighted cables
of faxl;e supreme. If my consignment
Would €y goods was not.so heavy I
i I‘a.thevr entrust it to you than to
Yo hI;Wle}dy contrivance with which
me ¢ ve been good enough to allow
% goglsf;l(‘igure this room.”
old room!” replied Hilda, her
Gy Sbarkling. “I was-told the other
Wantédat it was tumbling down, and
Same apaintlng. Buf I love it all the
the p’lotnd 80, Senor Diaz, I also love
some of ‘]Vhlch is going to restore to it
Wome its _former romance.. ‘We poor
and alrle In sore need of excitement,
prOVidien ail you as a benefactor for
orrib] g it When do you expect the
“Am € contrivance and its load?”
lish mS;rm}?ment now, since your Eng-
when S‘C ants are men of their word
Seénhe ure of their cash,” replied the
W"r Cheerfully.,
o r?m?-r _three days passed, and then
o Im*av,llllng a farm waggon arrived,
o é}y laden with great iron-bound
(rag at four horses could hardly
ower. up the steep slope . to the
had pee Lance Pengarvan and Diaz
the t\i*dnd on the leok-out, and helped
the m Ilvers unload the waggon at
4N entrance.

and v ; It was hard work,
the m,«een it was finished Lance sent
regaled{lb round to the kitchen to be

ang 1..Y Martha on bread and cheese -

eer
8ageq. L'
s ) anc
8 the ¢y

While they K were so en:
e and Diaz stood survey:

“ mbreus packages ruefull

Thow packages ruefully..
earry .‘lel take four strong men _to
room S2Ch of those into the dining-

coe 3r. ORY,” said Lance. “Tim Pas:
the’ tll\lliigma,s busband, is available as
one of but _we shall have to enlist
i e © drivers as the fourth. It
Tocay clllsﬂnc;_a, because none of these
Tumme oS ought to know that your
houge. CXPOTts are going inside the
that t'heTheSeﬁWo Helston men think
Mentqy :bStuff 1s machinery for experi-
best ya orings for tin. It was the
down ifrn I could pitch, but it’ll break
su‘l}ll)ti()n’f}}ey find it is for indoor con-
Whisﬂﬁf must not know that—not a
tWo toro0k I rejoined Diaz. And the
dlsmay.en‘d's stared at each other in

R
A "IViEIiING laugh caused them to
s € ‘round towards the front
threghorq. There stood Hilda upon the
divestedd’ fresh as a June rose, and
€85y of the halt-scornful stateli-
Sidey Ch she affected towards out-

S— ;
Ample. 1+ Wilson Polgleaze, for ex-

i
sai‘d.ol,l‘l Door helpless things,” she
Not ooy aoverheard the difficulty. Why
e iy 7. athan Craze to lend a hand?
Shayy “?Yal to the backbone, and we
Portgny ant someone on the allim-
“Ap . 8ht, remember.”
to p v: ’icenent notion, which I ought
Senteq hought of myself,” Lance as-
€re t(; ¥ ee here, Tony, I must stay
1t 13 papyttle up with the carmen, and
Yoy ‘kn(:ung too hard for Hilda to go.
Cove 4 t‘}’: those three cottages in the
o oe foot of the hill. Run down
Crq surbhest of them and see if
Cily, tha?t home. He’s the father of
S boarq cabin hoy of mine, but Billy
Wonst 4o the ship at Falmouth, so he
26 to ghere to spot you. Just ask
Herg o Ome up and do a job for me.
etaitlls‘ty old fellow, so don’t go
M e - Hell take them better

nggded: and walked away down
j ildg no(tl’mcklv that neither Lance
i his gapeticed the gleam of pleasure
hat - heyes. Thev did not know

ad met the fisherman’s
> And that he had hailed the
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opportunity of again seeing the girl
whose beautiful, tear-stained face had
haunted him ever since.

UT . the mysterious foreigner,
charged with an errand on this
wild and Ilonely coast, 'was

doomed to disappointment. The door
of the picturesque, wreckage-built hut
was opened by a grizzled giant of
sixty, wearing a blue guernsey and
great sea boots.

‘“What is it?” demanded the man,
eyeing him suspiciously.

“] am only a messenger,” replied
Diaz, returning the hostile gaze with
frank friendliness.. “Captain Pengar-
van, up at the Tower, sent me. He
wants you to help him carry some
heavy cases into the house.”

Nathan Craze’s sombre scowl died
a quick death. ‘“Master Lance wants
me, hey?” his deep voice rumbled.
“I’m his man, then. I was  about
going off to my lobster pots, but they
must bide if the Tower folk have need
of me. Come along, Mister.”

They trudged up the hill together,
and at the end of the first hundred
yards Diaz gave up all attempts at
conversation. His companion re-
buffed him with silence or inarticu-
late grunts. He fell back to studying,
in sideway glances, the rugged coun-
tenance of Marigold’s father, and
though the grim lines of the stern
mouth and dogged jaw had relaxed

their menace he came to the conclu- ]

sion that this man was not only in
sore trouble, but was obsessed by
some ‘set purpose that dominated his
life. 4

A different note was struck when
they reached the main entrance of St.
Runan’s Tower. The empty waggon
was disappearing on its long journey
back to Helston, and Lance and Hilda
were sitting by the array of iron-bound
cases under the portico.

“Now I take this kindly  of you,
Nathan!” cried Lance. “We are in &
bit of ‘a fix to get these boxes under
cover, but your mighty arms will soon
pull us out. It was Miss Hilda who
thought of you.”

- The Cornishman looked at the young
mistress of the Tewer with the adora-
tion. which a Breton peasant bestows
en a wayside shrine.

“’d carry that load a mile for you,
Master Lance, but I'd carry ’em two
for Miss Hilda. What be they, if I
may make so bold? Your ship come
home at last, and these be pianos and
new furniture?”

Diaz, Lance and ‘Hilda exchanged
glances.

“No, it’s something a trifle more
risky,” laughed the captain of “The
Lodestar.” “Shall we tell him now?
He’ll have to know before many days
are past, and Nathan «Craze is as safe
as a church,” added Lance, turning to

" the others.

Miss Carlyon merely smiled a con-
fident assent, but the South American
added a verbal endorsement.

“T have walked up the hill with Mr.
Craze, and I would defy anyone to
make him talk if he didn’t want to,”
he said. “The great secret can be
told to him so far as I am concerned.”
' “I ain’t one to prattle,” said the big
fisherman, casting a more friendly
glance, in which was a flicker of grim
humour, at the stranger who trusted
him.

“No, and that is why we are going
to take you on, Nathan,” said Lance,
in his breezy way. ‘“Also because you
have good old smuggling blood in your
veins that doesn’t take too much stock
in the law. This is the way of it, then.
Those cases contain quick-firing guns
which my friend here, the Senor An-
tonio Diaz, has bought to aid a revolu-
tion in his own country. Being con-
traband of war they cannot be exported
openly, so we have got to do the
other thing.” 3

And Lance Pengarvan proceeded to
sketch out the programme, narrating
first the events that had led up to it.
Diaz, the son of a wealthy patriot and
ex-president of Guyaca, in order to
throw the party in power off the scent,
had with the connivance of his friend,
the ecaptain, embarked on “The Lodes-
tar” in the guise of a common sailor,
and had worked his passage to HEng-
land with the object of buying guns
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for his fellow revolutionaries. So far
the ruse had been successful, and no
suspicion of the nature of his mission
had leaked out, either on this side or
in Guyaca.

BUT the most difficult part of the
enterprise lay ahead, in the ship-
ping of -the arms without the
knowledge of the British authorities.
It would be impossible to get the con-
signment on board in the ordinary way
at any seaport, and Lance Pengarvan,
who had received much kindness from
Diaz, had arranged that the goods
should be sent by the manufacturers
in the north to 'St. Runan’s Tower.
Then, when “The Lodestar” sailed
from Falmouth on her next outward
voyage, he would run the steamer into
the cove below the Tower under cover
of night and pick up the contraband,
far from the prying eyes of harbour
police and custom-house officials.

The heavy packages were to be
stored in the dining-room, and on the
momentous night they were to be
lowered out of the overhanging win-
dow on to the beach by means of a
portable derrick which had been con-
structed by the armament firm for the
purpose, and which was contaired in
one of the cases.

“Now that ought to be just the
kettle of fish to suit you, Nathan,”
concluded Lance. “I know you shape
your course by the Bible, but there’s
nothing-in it to stop you there. My
friend’s cause is a righteous one. The
people he stands for are being perse-
cuted by a corrupt and tyrannical
President, who is feathering his nest
at their expense.”

Nathan Craze, who had drunk in
every word with growing excitement
depicted on his rugged face, thrust out
a horny hand.

“Shake on it, Master Lance, I'll be
in it!” he declared. ‘“There was a
job I had set myself to do, but that’ll
have to wait. The shipping of your
cargo shan’t be hindered by such trash
as that.”

“] was sure that Nathan wouldn’t
fail us,” said Hilda, beaming on the
fisherman who had carried her as a
baby.

“So was 1.” added Lance, heartily.
“And now I’ll go and fetch Pascoe, and
we’ll get the stuff inside.”

He ran round to the back of the
house, and Hilda retired into the hall
Antonio Diaz and Nathan Craze were
for the moment left alone together.

“You shan’t regret this,” said Diaz,
warmly.

“T ain’t doing it for you,” responded
the big Cornishman. “Leastways only
by chance like, seeing as you’re a
friend of the Carlyons,” he repented
of his rudeness grudgingly. “Me and
‘Carlyon men
for hundreds and hundreds of years.”

CHAPTER VI.
The Hush Before the Thunder.

HE next week passed all too
quickly, and the end of it saw
the break-up of the happy party

at St. Runan’s Tower. Lance Pengar-
van had to take up his quarters on
board ship to superintend the shipping
of cargo and the signing on of his crew.
Antonio Diaz went away to London,
having to arrange for the payment of
his purchases.

In the meanwhile the iron-bound
cases were stacked in the dining-room,
and the steel derrick which was to
lower them from the window had been
placed in position. The conspirators
had no reason to believe that their
secret had leaked out. If it had, they
comforted themselves, it would not
have mattered on that lonely strip of
coast where the few dwellers were
devoted to the young mistress of the
Tower.

Hilda had told Mrs. Pengarvan about
Wilson Polgleaze’s preposterous offer,
and the two women had decided that
Lance should not be enlightened till
he returned from his next voyage. He
was absorbed in this clandestine ship-
ment of arms, and there was no need
to worry him with an affair which
Hilda had so conclusively settled her-
self. Lance was short-tempered, and
would probably have made trouble
with his owner’s son, which might
have ruined the great scheme by get-

ting him discharged ~at the critical
moment. Moreover, the position was
a little delicate, since there was as vet
no definite engagement between Lance
and Hilda. Mrs. Pengarvan, wise
woman that she was, did not want to
force matters, guessing that her son
had set himself to save a definite sum
before declaring himself. As for
Hilda, she was proudly sure of her
lover.

The one thing that caused both the
ladies surprise was that the date for
the foreclosure of the mortgage had
passed, and that Jacob Polgleaze had
made no sign beyond sending the usual
receipt for the interest, which was
duly forwarded to him. It seemed to
them that Wilson must have kept his
word to intercede with his father, and
holding as they did the worst opinion
of the young man they were rather
astonished. They were in two minds
whether they had done him an injus-
tice, or whether he was hatching some
subtle scheme of revenge.

“The Lodestar” was due to sail on
a Friday. On the preceding Monday
Antonio Diaz returned to the Tower
from London, there to remain till he
should be picked up by the steamer’s
boat with his consignment of guns on
the day of sailing. Lance was away
at Falmouth, but he was expected
home for a few hours on the day be-
fore sailing—to say good-bye to his
mother and Hilda, and to issue final
instructions for the night of the great
venture.

On the morning after his return
Diaz strolled down to the cove on the
pretext of conferring with Nathan
Craze about some detail connected
with the derrick which was disfiguring
the dining-room. The fisherman had
relaxed his stern demeanour towards
the stranger on seeing in what high
esteem he was held at the Tower, and
the merry, volatile southerner and the
grim Cornishman had grown quite
friendly over the shifts and expedients
of erecting the derrick and storing the
chests of guns.

Diaz tapped at the cottage door, and
his dark eyes sparkled when it was
opened by his forlorn acquaintance of
the cave. She looked sad enough to
renew his pity, but her eyes were no
longer red with weeping, and he real-
ized what a pretty girl she was. She
even smiled faintly when he inquired
if Craze was at home.

“I am sorry, but father is out In his
boat round the point,” she replied.
“He won’t be back for a couple of
hours.”

“That is bad luck, for I had wanted
a word with him about some help he
is giving us up at the Tower. Perhaps
you will ask him to come up and see
me—Mr. Diaz is my name—this even-
ing.” With the quick tact that was
sccond nature to him he decided to
make no reference to their former
meeting.

“I will send him up,” said Marigold,

gravely. Then after an awkward
pause she added: ‘I don’t know what
you have all done to father—it is Miss
Hilda’s spell I suppose—but he is a
changed man these last weeks. He
sits over his tea and talks to me as
he hasn’t for many a day, and he i8
more merciful to man and beast.”

‘“That is good, very good, Miss
Craze,” responded Diaz, playfng up to
her mood. “What does he talk about?”

“Oh, about the old days when there
was smuggling on this coast—stories
that his father and grandfather had
told him. He hints that he has some-
thing of the kind going on himself.
But that can’t be true?” added the girl,
eyeing the visitor with shy inquiry.

“And what if it was? You would
not approve at all of anything so law-
less, eh, Miss Marigold ?”’

“Ah, if you only knew!” was the
eager answer. “I would approve of
anything if it took father out of him-
self, and made him kinder always.”

And, thought Diaz, it would be a
good thing if this poor, illused maid:
also had a distraction that would ease
her self-centred misery. So he dis-
closed to her the scheme for shipping
the guns, and strove to enlist her sym-
pathy for the cause he had at heart by
dwelling on the wrongs of his down-
trodden compatriots in Guyaca. His
eloquence awakened her interest, but
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and Marigold Craze met without con
straint, and frequently, during the few
remaining days of his sojourn af the
Tower. Apart from his desperate poli-
tical ventures, Antonio was a sizuple-
hearted, chivalrous soul, and he found
himself singularly attracted by ‘his
forlorn daughter of the sho--, whose
mournful secret he had - arprised.
Though he was a democrat to the fin-
ger-tips he was a man of culture and
education, and wondering more than
a little at his growing infatuation for
the humble girl, he kept himself
geverely in check. Then, suddenly, he
discovered that Marigold Craze was as
cultured as any lady of high degree.
The reason was not far to seek.
Marigold owed her gentle speech and
refined air to Miss Carlyon, who, but
a year or two older than herself, had

made a pet of her, and taught her all
she knew. The fisherman’s daughter
was better informed, and a good deal
more polished, than most of the
hockey-playing hoydens who hail from
“high schools.” Diaz did not learn this
from the girl herself, who was much
too shy to attempt to show off her
accomplishments, but from Hilda on
the morning of Lance’s return to the
Tower.

“You admire Marigold?” asked
Hilda, regarding her guest -critically
after she had answered many queés-
tions about her protegee. g

“She is the most exquisite creature
I have ever seen,” was the enthusiastic
reply. “A wood violet, a nymph of
the sea-foam, a faun of the forest.”

“I hope you haven’t been telling her
so, Senor,” said Hilda, gravely. “So

far as I am aware she is heart-whole,
and I should not like to think that the
placid stream of her life had been
disturbed.”

Diaz shuddered at the half-playful
words uttered in all ignorance. “I am
too preoccupied for that sort of thing,
Miss Carlyon,” he answered, with a
hint of reproach in his voice. “And,
believe me, I would rather mend hearts
than break them. I shall be abie to
converse with her on a different foot-
ing when I see her next.”

But Antonio Diaz and Marigold Craze
were not destined to meet again till
many tides had ebbed and flowed on
the beach below the Tower. For the
discussion was interrupted by the ad-
vent of Captain Lance Pengarvan, and
then things began to happen quickly.

(To be continued.)
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Teeth

require “inside” treatment as much as outward
care. :

Soft teeth, spongdy gums and other tooth
defects are due largely to a lack of certain
vital mineral salts in the daily diet. Parents
can help the children to have sounder, health-
ier teeth by selecting food rich in these im-
portant elements.

Grape-Nuts

—a delicious food -

made from whole wheat and malted barley—
is full of the rich nutriment of these grains,
including their mineral elements, so essential
for good teeth.
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