April 4th, 1914 Price 10 Cents
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FOOTMAN (Jl_ 68— )

HERE'S WHAT YOU WANT:—

No jarring of the spinal column.

No nerve-racking clatter in the daily stride.

No slipping on wet or icy pavements.

In other words, Certdinty and Comfort in every step.
Let your wants be satisfied. ~Buy New Dunlop

‘“Peerless” Rubber Heels.
50 CENTS THE PAIR PUT ON
AT ALL SHOE STORES
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The Special Kodaks

Combining: Anastigmat lens speed, Compound
Shutter precision, perfection in the minutest detail of
construction and finish, every feature that is desired
by the most expert hand camera worker—all this in
pocket cameras that retain the Kodak Simplicity.

No. 1A, pictures 24 x 41 inches,

- - - $46.00
No. 3, “ 3% x 44 inches, - - 5 48.00
No. 3A, “ 3} x 5% inches, - > - 60.00

CANADIAN KODAK CO. LIMITED
Catalogue free at your dealers

or by mail. TORONTO

Electric Service

Means comfort, convenience, economy, and safety.

The home that is completely equipped with electri-
cal devices is a happy one.

All the drudgery of housekeeping is eliminated by
electricity.

You can wash, iron, sew, sweep, cook, keep cool in
summer and warm in winter, by means of electrical
apparatus designed especially to relieve you of un-
necessary 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 Co., Limited

‘AT YOUR SERVICE"’

G. T. BELL, H. G. ELLIOTT,
_12 Adelaide St. E. Telephone Adelaide 404 Passenger Traffic Manager, General Passenger Agent,
‘ MONTREAL. MONTREAL,

THE DOUBLE TRACK WAY

Leads Everywhere
From the Atlantic to Chicago

TORONTO

CHICAGO

NEW YORK QUEBEC
DETROIT BUFFALO BOSTON MONTREAL
HAMILTON NIAGARA FALLS PORTLAND OTTAWA

Lines radiate in every direction. Unexcelled Road Bed.

dining car service. Courteous and attentive employees.
Route through Canada.

THE INTERNATIONAL LIMITED

The train de lux of Canada. Runs daily between Montreal and Chicago.
One of the finest and fastest long distance trains in the world. Finest
equipment. Electric lighted.

Superb
The Scenic

Winter Tours to California, Colorado, etc.

Apply to your nearest agent for copy of Grand Trunk “Winter Tours
Folder.” Sent free on application.

For advertising matter and all particulars apply to any Agent of the
System, including J. Quinlan, Bonaventure Station, Montreal, or C. E.
Horning, Union Station, Toronto.
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The Canadian

E Whittling
Couriler

clerks

A National Weekly }Q;ﬁ‘ultgq g ather
Published at 12 Wellington St. East, by the Courier Press, Limited ld‘lll‘n‘“ x4 \\ Small
]

talk to the

executive who f &
VOL. XV TORONTO NO. 18 wants efficient \"\ prO ltS
Paddle out to the open breezes™or the still, clerks rather 1, .
trpemh&dn_wed pool— )‘f)ll'!l ze&; nle;' intimacy than expert whit- ‘
with nature and a new grip on health. C 0 N T E N T S tlers: ‘Blaisdell pa- \
E OR per pencils will save
PET RB OUGH Stage and Boat Race ............. Illustrated. your clerks’ time.
CANOES Jim Goodwin’s Real Asset, Story ...By W. H. Pabke. i\“r_"} il prove that
: : ; The Modern Captain Kidd ........ By James Johnston. g;l}:li;(;;t o weald tos g6
im;;:;e your getl\llf;allthep'le:-xsuresofcano:am?i | What the Millionaire Loses ....... By Prof. Workman. to 339 less than wooden
erborough Canoes are light and speedy 3 3 5 i
they are buill of the best of materials by the The New Cariboo Trail ............ By C. W. Esmond. pencils. Write us today.
most skilled craftsmen —to last for years. : for cenerdl ofbcs wock. Bislsde
Look for the Peterborough Trade Mark on The Metric System ............... By the Monocle lYIa.n. ‘mzk‘s NI"!(_L“’”Y ]")“J\m:f'“n‘h}r‘
g Carl Flesch, Violinist ............. By the Music Editor. by number from your stationer.

Write for Catalogue. New Canadian Pictures ........... From the O. S. A. of(lzl:(rl\(llll:(ll f(l:_la:'i;l(\'}l“E}')r(l:;itl‘s

Peterborough Events of the Week .............. News Phopographs. “‘ S Il I%’(.; o

RERES . Canpany His Place in the World ........... By Mrs. Bilsborough. Sold by all progressive Camadian Stationers
284 Water St.

A New Serial Story.

o enci
WOMAN'’S SUPPLEMENT. & d’ S e : Company.

P RTTRD ECPHIR

Peterborough, - Ont.

““Now the New Year reviving old desires, :
The thoughtful soul (in the body of ‘Erin’) to solitude

retires’’ THE BEST LIGHT

CANADA and the and gives us the benefit of her musings on three most oA S B
timely topies this week: ‘“When Easter Comes,”’ VAR SR

CONTINENT OF “Living and Learning’’ and ‘“‘Home and Abroad.”

E U R O P E A departure is an article by M. J. T, entitled ““The

Resurrection of Type’’—a law established by cases of

SMPROVED ' SERVICE World Women. Mrs. Lang continues her series of

A complete lighting plant in
itself. Makes and burns its
own gas. Cheaper than kero-
sene and more brilliant than
electricity or acetylene. For
homes, stores, factories,

AR vis FLARWIUEEHOOR, of S0LLAND talks on ‘‘“Woman in Industrial Life,”’ and deals this churches, etc, Made in over
TURBINE STEAMERS > d g e ! 5 200 styles, Every ]‘l.l..p'\.w.u'-
. : week with the subjeet of ‘‘ Factory Home-Work. ranted. Used ia every civilized
EVERY WEEK-DAY via HARWICH-ANTWERP v country on earth. Agents
T SORRl DIRANARS L BT Y e e R A el 5 By Staff Writers. wanted. Write for catalogue
Appl; rsonally to office of thi for : : : and prices,
Bgl()%:oi'F:ritE.n ‘(’;Deﬁaill:lsu\:l)illtl;:rgt;‘:ic o Money and Magnates ............. By the Financial Editor. Rl e AN
©! REAT ASTERN TLWAY H 3 -
prent, grsolnigro;]wny' New York, N_y_A Belleotlons =7 v S mslg el b By the Editor.

448 E, 5th Street, Canton, O.

With a “KING” Hot Water Boiler
and “KING” Radiators, solves

the house-heating problems. . .

The “KING” Boiler has ALL
the latest improvements in
operating equipment and fuel
saving features known to
boiler construction.

m TR, 4 , The “KING” Heating System
i

TROUBLE PROOF GRATES
The “KING” patented grates
and shaking mechanism are
of the side lever adjustable
construction and are simple
enough for a child to under-
stand, yet the most efficient
ash remover yet produced.
No bolts or pins are used in
attaching grates to the con-
necting bar.

Canadian Northern Steamships

LIMITED

R.M.S. Royal Edward R.M.S. Royal George e

ouble shaker.
Next Sailing from St. John, N.B., April 8th.

| GET OUR BOOKLET “COMFORTABLE HOMES”
: It explains very thoroughly.

L i S | STEEL and RADIATION, Limited

(HEAD OFFICE)

For all information apply to Steamship Agents or 52 King Fraser Ave., Toronto
Street East, Toronto, Ontario ; 226 St. James Street, Mont- Montreal, 138 Craig St. W. Quebec, 101 St. John St.

real. Quebec; 583 Main Street, Winnipeg, Manitoba. Agencies in all leading cities

R
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Seeds with

a Lineage

Lovers of gardens and grounds
should know that at Raynes Park,
London, England, Messrs. James
Carter & Co. have the finest and most
complete testing and trial grounds in
the world.

Their equipment and the unique
methods employed guarantee the
quality of their seeds. For genera-
Yions they have been cultivating, se-
lecting and perfectin’g until Carters
Tested Seeds have reached the high-
est percentage of purity and germina-
ation.

In England, where the art of gard-
ening is most highly developed, Cart-
ers Seeds rank first. Ask any gard-
ener with experience in Great Britain
—he will know Carter.

In Canada, Carters Seeds have achieved
a tremendous success, both on large estates
and in smaller gardens.

We import these seeds direct from Raynes
Park and carry a complete stock at our
Toronto warehouse. We issue an American
Catalogue, with all prices in Amerjcan money.
It includes selected varieties of Flower and
Vegetable Seeds, with wvaluable directions for
planting and cultivation.

A copy olg this Catalogue will be mailed you

If you are interested in upkeep of Lawn, FREE. Write for it to-day.
Tennis - Courts or Golf - Course, write

» “Practical Greenkeeper.” Eve
{"ll,l‘ultl]l]x'nnnls)';ll:ym;3:)1fr((‘r(n'l,r::fprv: Amo‘r‘it‘zx CARTERS TE STED SE EDS’ lnc,

is to-d sing Carters Tested Grass Seeds. i
st » 133 B King Street, Toronto

CHARLES LEIGH TAYLOR, President

Spend Easter in New York

See the American metropolis at its best, with the bright sun-
shine and the most exclusive fashions. Be in the centre of
everything by staying at the recognized rendezvous for
Canadians, the

HOTEL MARTINIQUE

Sopimer “The House of Taylor’’
BROADWAY AT 32nd TO 33rd STREETS

WALTER CHANDLER, JR., Manager.

One minute from five of the largest department stores. A few
minutes from nineteen principal theatres. Within a block of
Fifth Avenue’s fashionable shopping distriet. $2.50 per day
for a pleasant room and bath. The best table d’hote dinner in
New York for $1.50. Ladies provided with refined chaperones,
and Canadian money changed without charge. For literature
and reservations address our Canadian advertising agents,

SELLS LIMITED, Shaughnessy Bldg., Montreal

WALTER S. GILSON, Vice-President

In Lighter Vein

Not His Bunch.—A Sunday school
teacher was quizzing her class of boys
on the strength of their desire for
righteousness.

“All those who wish to go to hea-
ven,” she said, “please stand.”

All got to their feet but one small
boy.

“Why, Johnny,” exclaimed the
shocked teacher, “do you mean to say
that you don’t want to go toheaven?”

“No, ma’am,” replied Johnny
promptly. “Not if that bunch is go-
ing.”—Delineator.

L A

Not Jealous.—Mistress (to servant)
—*“Bridget, you remember the police-
man who sat in the kitchen with you
so late last night without a light?”

Bridget—“Yes, ma’am.”

Mistress_“Well, I met him this
afternoon, and I took advantage of
the opportunity to speak to him.”

Bridget—‘“Sure, ma’am, ye needn’t
think that’ll make me ' jealous.”—
Sketch.

L

Some Fish Story.—An enthusiastic
angler was telling some friends about
a fishing trip to a lake in Colorado,
which he had in contemplation.
“Trout bite well out there?” asked a
friend. “Do they? Why, they're
absolutely vicious. A man has to
hide behind a tree to bait a hook.”

L

Reducing the Risk.—A young cou-
ple in a village in Lancashire went
one morning to the village church to
get married. On the way the bride
seemed to be troubled about some-
thing, and on arrival at the church
she said, after a little hesitation,
“Jack, Aw've a secret Aw mon tell
tha afoor Aw get wed.”

“What is it?” said Jack anxiously.

“Aw can’t cook,” said Mary.

“Never mind,” replied Jack with a
sympathetic look, “come on wi th’;
tha'll ’appen never hev nowt to cook!”

LR

No Takers.__During a Dbattle an
Irishman started forward with a rush.
He was halted by his captain, a vain
man, but brave as well. “Stand back,”
said the captain; “I mean to get the
Victoria Cross.” Just then a cannon-
ball took his head off. Pat then turn-
ed to his comrades and said: ‘“Are
there anny more av yez wantin’ a Vic-
toria Cross?”

L

A Novice.—"“Have you any experi-
ence with children?”

“No, ma’am, I always worked in
the best families.”—Philadelphia Pub-
lic Ledger.

® »

Their Origin.—Willie—"Paw, where
do jailbirds come from?”

Paw—“They are raised by larks,
bats, and swallows, my son.”—Cin-
cinnati Enquirer.

L IR

Unappreciated.—Katherine’s uncle
had come to pay them a visit. After
the first greetings were over and he
was comfortably seated with little
Katherine on his knee, he asked, as
uncles often do, if she were “a good
little girl.”

“Yes, but nobody knows it,” was
Katherine’s prompt answer.—Deline-
ator,

L

Coining  Words.—The esteemed
Weather Bureau has sprung a new
one. It is the word “smog,” and it
means smoke and fog. The bureau
explains that very fr(?quently there
are times when this mixture is appar-
ent in the atmosphere, an@ it consid-
ers the new word a great }1ttle idea.

Very well, “smog” let it be. But
why end there? Let’s ca,ll a mixture
of snow and mud “smud.’" A mixture
of snow and soot “snoot, a.n(,l, a mix-
ture of snow and hail “snail. Tl}us
we might have a weather forecast:

Why
| do you coddle Corns?

Why soak them and
pare them? It brings
only brief relief.

Blue-jay will stop the pain
instantly. It will end the corn
completely, and in 48 hours, It
is doing that to a2 million corns
a month,

The chemist who invented Blue=
jay solved the whole corn problem.

Apply it, and the corn is for-
gotten. It will never pain again.
Gently the Blue=jay then loosens the
corn, and in two days the corn comes
out.

No pain, no soreness, no annoy-
ance. And that corn will never need
treatment again.

Old-time methods will not do
this. Let no one claim they will.
But Blue=jay does it, and has done
it for sixty million corns.

Prove this to-night.

Blue-jay
For Corns
15 and 25 cents —at Druggists

Bauer & Black, Chicago and New York
Makers of Physicians’ Supplies

Royal Naval College of Canada.
HE next examination for the entry of Naval
Cadets will be held at the examination
centres of the Civil Service Commission in
May, 1914, successful candidates joining the
College on or about 1st August. Applications
for entry will be received up to 1sth April
by the Secretary, Civil Service Commission,
Ottawa, from whom blank entry forms can
now be obtained.

Candidates for the examination in May next
must be between the ages of fourteen and six-
teen on the 1st July, 1014.

Further details can be obtained on applica-
tion to the undersigned.

G. J. DESBARATS,
Deputy Minister.

Department of the Naval Service, Ottawa.

Department of the Naval Service,
—53690. Ottawa, Jan. 8th, 1914,

1f the doctor says
‘“‘you need a
tonic,” you will
find strength and

vigor in

Neefés

ST. ANDREW’S

t to-

“Snail to-day, turning to snoo >

night; to-morrow smoggy with smud.
—Kokomo Times.

[:“LL TORONTO, @] A Residenti
A ential and Day School for Boys.
Royal Military College, UppeFa(rixdE Loovxrggmlcgi& qLS"”"MhOn for Universyities, Rusiness a

Special '
Extra
Mild .-

endar sent on application, Re-opens atter

Easter vacation, April 15th, 1914,  REV, D, BRUCE MACDONALD M.A,, LL.D,, Headmaster.
) vddey LEdld © %
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Editor’s Talk

HIS week sees the birth of a new serial in the ‘‘Canadian
I Courier,”” and one which excels in some ways. The
basis of our previous serial story was the experiences
of a young man in perfecting himself as an art collector

and art eritic. The basis of the new story is composed of several
elementary facts from medical experience. The question as
| to whether a man may by accident lose his memory and all

UJININL AL knowledge of his previous life has been pf‘ovcd by experience Have beautiful walls

> and admltteq by all medical uuthm_'mes. Every now and again you can wash
CANAD'AN OFHEE_SGHOOL one hears of the disappearance of some man who has tem- _
porarily or permanently lost his knowledge of the earlier facts You will never use paper or
FUR‘N’"'U R‘E [LTHDO of his own existence and who has forgotten his own name and calcimines for “‘decorating’’

‘ x, the names of his friends. In this particular story Dr. Arnold S your walls and ceilings after
Bassingbroke has forgotten ‘‘His Place in the World.”” The E you learn the exceptional
occasion and the cause are unusual. The resulting experiences £ beautifying possibilities and
are equally unusual. Inhandling her theme, Mrs. Bilsborough, = economical advantages of
a new English writer, displays great ability as well as a clear E -
conception of the problem with which she deals. The story « E g
may be likened in dramatic power to the play which is now = E
being seen in Canada, ‘‘The Cigarette Maker’s Romance,”” as g g
presented by Martin Harvey. Those who have seen this play g =
will recognize a similarity in motive and a resemblance in plot. £ E

IN USE 40 YEARS Running through the story is a rather remarkable vein of | |

SOOR THEN-BRFIER NOW criticism of the aristocratic life of England, with special refer- = g
Perfect scale, purity of tone, susceptibility of 3 S x . 3 = . _ < =
touch, beauty of finish, workmanship ~and ence to the marriage of young women with titled persons of g the modern interior finish. Tt 8
d“"b‘“"bUR PLAYER PIANOS more uncertain age. The picture of the unhappiness, the ; Ef,ii‘,l}ii“ﬁyﬂ’&ﬁi’fct E’xffﬁﬂ'flﬂrf?iﬁ §

WiTH HUMAN.LIKE CONTROL duplicity, and the occasional self-destruction caused by such 8  is admirably adapted to stenciling B
Contain all the latest improvements and de- unions is painted by a strong hand. On the whole, the story g and free-hand decoration. g
i nf‘ge{a;:;lepsz“gvi:"“ ;;’f:fl-o;‘"i::igici: is one which in relation to modern life may be considered a E Mellotone is washable, :.lbsolutelﬁ g
Call at our warerooms Or UPOn Our nearest criticism much as ‘“ Within the Cup’’ and other novels of that § fadeless,and d"!:lsl“"‘l““:‘"ys"m‘.c g
- kind. When one has read it carefully, one feels in possession E }’\r‘:’fﬁ;(,rious‘z;h ’f(,‘rch‘fll:ff‘cl;:g: |
NEWCOMBE PIANO CO. of a broader view of the great problems which men and women & sk your local **High Standard” §
tiand must face in every generation and every civilization., € dealer-agent to E%VC ymlf{aiﬂ{ in- 8

. = 4] & $ =

. 359 Yonge St. (Opposite Elm) Every reader of the ‘‘Canadian Courier’’ will find plenty of g {Z:'Z'fffi'if'oi’,“fniirﬁfﬁi’lﬂff'h‘,',lﬁ’,?f g
TORONTO entertainment in this twelve-part serial story, and will enjoy g woodwork, etc. Also get these 5

making the acquaintance of Miss Pragg, Peggy Assitas, Salva- £ Valuable Books—Free |

tion Jacob and his wife, who are the leading characters in addi- B e i our sl .

tion to Dr. Arnold Bassingbroke. Miss Pragg, a literary woman [ FowsAmudw From Oss to Gune' C

Luxfer Prisms of remarkable character, is a striking type E s e -

endbond s g type of the modern B \\.nllls. : fhe_nt. fr'cle. o =
ihaony nsomel Bl fath dask roous; thes add- woman who has eyes for something more than frills, furbelows ¢ Write todsy, Also et ws
ing to the beauty of interiors and materially and aesthetic dances. = i et Bt R ol |
reducing the cost of artificial illumination. For E ; £
stores, public buildings, dwellings, etc. Let LOWE BROS. =
us figure with you on the installation you re- W é LIMITED g
. 267 to 273 §
The Luxfer Prism Company Limited g Sorauren Avenue £
100 King St. W., Torento, Ont. E I  TORONTO, CANADA 3
RT— O TN
Let metalktoyou aboutbeing
(1) ”
Run-Down
When your system is undermined by worry
or overwork—when your vitality is lowered &F
b —when you feel ““anyhow”—when your ~d
nerves are 'on edge” when the least ”THE UNIVERSAL CAR N
exertion tires you—you are in a ‘run-down”

condition. Your system is like a flower
drooping for want of water. And just as
water revives a drooping flower—so
“Wincarnis ’ gives new life to a “run-down”
constitution. From even the first wineglass-
ful you can feel it stimulating and in-
vigorating you, and as you continue, you
can feel it surcharging your whole system
with new health—new strength—new vigour
and new life. The result will delight you.

Begin to get well FREE

Send for a liberal free trial bottle of * Wincarnis.’
Enclose six cents stamps for postage. COLEMAN
& Co., Ltd., Wincarnis Works, Norwich, England.
You can obtain regular supplies from all leading
Stores, Chemists and Wine Merchants.

The Ford—the Lightest, Surest,
Most Ecconomical~the very essence
of automobiling--and all Canadian.

Model T $
Runabout 600
f. 0. b. Ford,

Ontario

Get particulars from Ford Motor Company of Canada,
Limited, Ford, Ontario (formerly Walkerville, Ont.).

The Wine of Life

Recommended by over 10,000 Doctors .
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Seventy Dollars Will Buy
This Hand Power Elevator

UST stop a moment and think what an Otis-Fensom Freight Eleva-
tor would mean to YOU. Consider how it would save time,
labor and extra help, including the expense of an increased payroll.

Think of the advantage of making every floor of your building instantly

available, reducing the congestion on the lower floors and more than
doubling your floor space.

|

T O T L T o

No matter what your business may be,
tbere is an Otis-Fensom Elevator de-
signed to meet your individual require-
ments.
Factories, Stores, Warehouses, Machine
Shops, Printing Plants, Hotels, Piano
Showrooms and Automobile Garages—
all can use an Otis-Fensom Freight Ele-
vator to advantage. Most of them do.
The Elevator shown here is our No. 1
Hand Power, Drum Type Model, built
to serve three ﬂoors, or a travel of 25 ft.
The lifting capacity is 1,000 lbs. The
Caris 4x5ft. and the price includes the
Car, Machinery, Ropes, Weight, Count-
erweight and Hardwood Rails for the
car. This elevator is equipped with cur
Improved Steel Roller Bearings which run
with the least possible friction and without
oiling. The brake is a cam of very power-
ful make, which will stop and hold the car
with its heaviest load at any point. The
| operating ropes are always in front of the
car, where they can be worked from the

car or at any landing. The Weight is loc-
ated at one side of the hatch, permitting of
two clear entrances on opposite sides of
the car. Price, f o.b. factory, $70.00.

Other types may be supplied at equally at-
tractive prices.

OTis FENSOM
(FREIGHT]
ELEVATORS

Write today for free booklet, “Freight Ele-

—| vators and Their Uses.” It will tell you of
more uses for a freight elevator than you

ever dreamed possible.

Don't put it off until another time. Simply

fill in this coupon and mail NOW, while
the thought is fresh in your mind.

5
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OTIS-FENSOM ELEVATOR CO.,LIMITED
50 Bay Street, -

Toronto
~ COUPON
Send me your Booklet “A".... on Freight Elevators.
) PV SRS e e L e S R BN e e
( Address
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of correct dressing is snug-

fitting underwear. Besides

improving the look of one’s
ouler garments it assures
| the utmost in comfort while
giving one the satisfaction
of being well-dressed from
the skin out. :
Penmans Underwear is

actually knit to form—knit
with mechanical precision

f

(L

to fit the varing types of men, 5’;; ~ ‘:’;%Q"‘_E—_—
women and children—knit to retain ¥4I % %?:—E__
its shapeliness—knit from the best %' by =
selected wools. ’ Nl =
When you buy Penmans underwear ,‘ * =
you can be sure of its lasting, smooth- e ;

fitting qualities. No. 95 natural wool
garment 1s a great favorite—ask to

see it. Look for the trademark
v ka3
Penmans Limited #§ &
Paris, Canada o x ‘

Underwear 90

Hosiery

Sweaters

i
3

Underwear

FROM OCEAN T0 OCEAN -

CANADIAN PACIFIC

ATLANTIC FLEET PACIFIC FLEET
HOTEL SYSTEM
FAST TRAINS FROM COAST TO COAST
ARE AT YOUR SERVICE
Those contem:

T plating a trip of any natur. i -
Ko s y e may receive full par.

terature from any C P.R. Ticket Agent, or write

M. G. MURPHY, District Passenger Agent, TORONTO
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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 mem-
ber on attaining seventy years of age.

Policies issued from $500 to $5000
TOTAL BENEFITS PAID, 42 MILLION DOLLARS

For further information and literatare apply to 4
FRED J. DARCH, S.S. E. G. STEVENSON, S.C.R.
Temple Building TORONTO
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English Actor off Stage at Lethbridge.
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Fourth from the far end of the head table, Mr. Martin Harvey, being entertained at mid-day luncheon by the Lethbridge Board of Trade.

HE West has dis-
covered that the
“only way” to get

the most out of a
one or two night stand visit
from the actor, Martin Har-
vey, is to take him up off
stage. Harvey is to be
seen in the above picture, a
mere dot of a man with a
Jaunty look on his face that
can be distinguished from all
the others, having a mid-day
lunch with the Lethbridge
Board of Trade. This is a
splendid picture. It shows
that Lethbridge citizens
value the visit of a man like
Martin Harvey quite as
much as they do a railway
magnate or a distinguished
politician. They know very
well that Mr. Harvey is in
town to take more money
out than he brings in, and
that all he will leave in
town besides a fine, spark-
ling memory, will be the
cash value of what it costs
to keep his company of
thirty-five people at the
leading hotel. Tney also
know that fifty years from
now some old residenter
will tell by the hour that he
Wwas one of the young Board
of Trade members when
Lethbridge wasn’t “quarter
the size it is now,” but had
gumption and public spirit
enough to turn out to hear
Martin Harvey and to treat
him as a citizen,

Imperial Note in the Oxford Crew

The Oxford Crew, containing the Canadian oarsman, G. B. Taylor, and H. K. Ward, of Australla, taking
up their shell after a practice from Putney to Mortlake.

HEN a few weeks ago
it was announced in
the Canadian news-

papers, “Taylor has got his
Boat,” it was thought that
the young Argonaut from
Toronto would surely take
part in the 1914 Oxford-
Cambridge races. In July,
1913, Taylor rowed stroke
with the Argonauts when
they were defeated by
Leander. After the race he
remained in England. This
year he was taken into the
Oxford crew, which was a
direct compliment both to
Taylor and to the country
he came from. After a few
practices Taylor has retired.
It is believed by friends of
Taylor in Canada that the
young oarsman found that
when he was not required
on stroke he was not needed
at all for the Oxford eight.
He has always stroked and
never would take any other
position in his own team.
The picture of the Oxford
eight shown here includes
both Ward and Taylor,
whose absence may after all
have something to do with
the heavy odds on Cam-
bridge for the 1914 races.
Changes in the great col-
legiate crews are sometimes
as startling as they are in a
Cabinet. This is the first
Oxford crew that ever con-
tained both a Canadian anqd
an Australian.
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Jim Goodwin's Real Asset

A Story Containing Much Experience of Human Nature

IM GOODWIN was wholly unprepared; he had
had no presentiment whatever. He had entered
the office that morning in his usual cheery
manner. With a bright “good-morning” here
and there, throwing a nod and a laughing word

to the pretty stenographer, he reached his desk. On
it lay the letter, singularly conspicuous on the back-
ground of dark wood. He regarded it curiously for
a moment, then picked it up. Even then, no tremor
of anticipation warned him of the turning-point. He
opened it and read the few type-written lines.

That was long ago, ages ago—all of ten minutes.
He had read it over and over again—the neatly-em-
bossed heading, the date, the formal address, the
body, the signature. He grasped it in both hands
and shook it. The paper gave out a reassuring
crackle; it was indubitably real.

Mr. Randall came in from the street and walked
slowly through the long room toward his private
office. His head, with its wealth of white hair, was
held proudly erect; the eager, interested look in his
eyes gave an almost youthful expression to his ruddy
face. stopping beside Jim’s desk, he dropped his

slender, gloved hand on the young man’s shoulder

in an affectionate gesture.

“James,” he said, “this is the morning for our
little monthly conference. Bring your book.”

Jim rose mechanically, slipped the letter into his
pocket, picked up a memorandum of
shipments from the desk, and fol-
lowed Mr. Randall into his office. It
was a dignified room, stripped of al‘l
unessentials. What articles of furni-
ture it contained, however, were ex-
ceedingly good. In spite of its ap-
proach to austerity, it was cheerful;
the man who had worked in it,
dreamed in it for a generation, had
imparted some of his own combined
dignity and cheer to its atmosphere.

“A capital month—March,” said
Mr. Randall, seating himself at Fhe
old-fashioned desk. “It is gratifying
to see the—ah—the house hold its
own—nay, more—to increase its pres-
tige from month to month.” He
spoke in the eager, interested man-
ner that had been habitual with him
for a lifetime; it was an index of his
boundless energy.

“March was a good month, sir,”
said Jim, vaguely, his glance roaming
out of window.

The expression on his good-looking,
boyish face was one of utter be-
wilderment. Unconsciously, his hand
passed through his thick, dark hair,
leaving it in a most unseemly, tousled
state. The familiar room seemed far
away. He was hardly aware that he
had spoken. A wonder crept into his
mind if he should ever again see this
room that had played so important
a part in his life hitherto. He pulled
himself together suddenly, a quick
realization of change gripping him.
Drawing the letter from his pocket, he opened it with
a brisk movement.

«Mr. Randall,” he said, throwing back his head,
“1 should like to speak to you about a personal mat-
ter. Something quite wonderful has happened to me.
It—it was unexpected—incredible!”

“Certainly, James, certainly.” Mr. Randall smiled
his quick, fine smile. “Perhaps my advice 2

“It’s not that, sir,” interrupted the boy. “This will
explain better than I could. ‘Will you read it?”

Mr. Randall adjusted his pince-nez, and read the
letter over swiftly. He settled down in his great
leather-covered chair, his clean-shaven chin resting
between forefinger and thumb. Again, he perused
the page, slowly this time.

“Forty thousand dollars,” he mused. “Quite a
considerable sum of money—in wise hands; other-
wise——" He broke off and flashed a look at Jim,
whose mounting excitement was beginning to show
in flushed cheeks and shining eyes.

«It's a fortune!” The boy leaned forward eagerly.
“Why, Mr. Randall, until this morning—half an hour

ago—I thought I would always have to work for a -

living!”
“And now?”
in the older man’s eyes.

There was a yearning, wistful look
“And now?” he repeated,

urgently.
A PUZZLED expression crossed the boy’s - face.
The question seemed superfluous. Everything
had suddenly become crystal clear to him.
“Why”’—he reached for the letter and waved it
with a slightly dramatic gesture—“this is the
answer!”
Mr. Randall shook his head slowly, sadly, as though
a disappointment had just come to him. “That’s no
answer,” he disclaimed.
The interview was becoming irksome to Jim. He
‘chafed under a sense of disappointment caused by
the lack of enthusiasm accorded his surprise. How

By WILLIAM HUGO PABKE

could any one hear such tidings and remain calm?
A glorious sense of freedom possessed him; he
wanted others to respond to his mood of elation. He
longed to rush into the outer office and tell his news
to his fellows. They would be impressed! After
that, he wanted to quit.

“You haven’t congratulated me yet, Mr. Randall,”
he said, a hint of reproach in his tone. “I thought
we were—friends.”

The wistful look grew in Mr. Randall’'s eyes. “I
had hoped we might remain so, James,” he said,
slowly.

Jim looked up puzzled.

“] mean that friendship invariably implies a com-
munity of interest. From your remark a moment
ago, I infer that you wish to sever your connection
with the—ah—the house?”

Mr. Randall always spoke of “the house” as a high,
fine thing—and with reason. Randall & Co. stood
for the ambition, the high thinking and the right
doing of years. Unconsciously, he deemed it almost
sacrilege for any one to be untrue to its standards.
There was an unmistakable hurt in his tone as he
repeated: ‘

“You wish to leave us?”

The boy nodded excitedly. He 'thought of his
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“May | have my job back?”

coming freedom; it bulked large against the back-
ground of his regular, disciplined life. Freedom!
Not to be accountable to any one; no hours to keep
except those dictated by his own sweet will! He
could stay in bed until nine o’clock every morning!
He drew a deep, ecstatic sigh. 3 :

Mr. Randall regarded him with a grave pity. There -

was a kindly wisdom in his eyes as he said:

“I shall not urge you, James. By the way, how
old are you?”

“] was twenty-one in January, sir.”

Mr. Randall made a clucking sound with his tongue,
at which his hearer bridled. Pity was the last emo-
tion he desired to inspire at that moment. No, pity
was not for the strong, mature man, who, after en-
during the ignominy of commercial slavery for a
lifetime, was relieved of his bonds in the twinkling
of an eye. Riches were his—and they were riches
without a string to them!
unpalatable conditions, neither was there ‘the string
of sorrow at the demise that had thrown the fortune
into his lap. His Uncle Frank had been a more .or
less mythical person to Jim for years; a show of
sorrow would have been mere hypocrisy.

“You have done well, James,” Mr. Randall was
saying. “For a boy that was all alone in the world,
you have done remarkably well. I have kept my eye
on you, and I know you—pretty thoroughly, I'imagine.
You already have an important position, a position
that is distinetly worth while. Too bad,:too batl—ait
He stopped suddenly and stared hard-at the desk be-
fore him. o 7

Jim stirred uneasily. This attitude of commisera-
tion was getting on his nerves. What was the use
of being rich—rich! unless people deferred to one!
Copying the manner that he had seen his employer
use, on occasion, in terminating an interview that
had proved purposeless, -he arose with youthful
dignity.

“T shall take up no more of your time, Mr. Randall,”

Drawn by A. Lismer

There was no string of .

he said, a nuance of patronage in his tone.

A smile of frank amusement lighted the older man’s
eyes. It died quickly, however, as he extended his
hand.

“Good-bye, James,” he said, cordially. “If you need
me at any time, you will find me here.”

IN the outer office, as Jim had foreseen, his news
was received far differently. Of course, there
was a little envy—that was just as it should be

to give the proper flavour. The envy, however, was

submerged in the flood tide of whole-hearted re-
joicings, sincere congratulations, and snap-shot ad-
vice that flowed over the new-made capitalist.

“Put every cent of it in bonds!” urged the chief
clerk, who invested his little all in gilt edges only.

“Buy a farm!” incited the book-keeper, the old
man of the office, who, by that advice, disclosed his
own ambition.

“Get your clothes made by Neumann!” insisted
young Hartley, the sartorial expert.
The pretty stenographer came last. She had no

advice to offer, no congratulations to express in
words. While Jim held her hand a trifle longer than
was absolutely necessary, two "big -tears splashed
down on his knuckles; they were ‘Annie Boyd’s con-
tribution to the general rejoicing. -

Those two big tears formed the last impression

that-Jim carried with ‘him ‘in his

. transition from 'the work-a-day world
of labour to the glorious freedom of
the idle rieh. i

There is absolutely nothing of in-

terest in‘a commonplace, unoriginal
course of action. Jim Goodwin, un-
fortunately, was hopelessly mediocre
in “the ‘methods that he ‘adopted to
aid him ‘in killing time and in for-
getting the tug at his heart-strings
whenever the thought of Randall
& Co. entered his mind. His’sins of
_omission, as well as his positive acts,
were hackneyed to the ‘point of
vacuity.  He eschewed all the advice
that had been gratuitously bestowed
on him, most of which, incidentally,
‘had ‘been rather good. He ‘invested
in no gilt-edged ‘securities, neither
did he buy a farm. ‘In fact, he even
forgot to have his clothes :made by
Neumann; he was too busy just dis-
sipating. g S :

.Sometimes, waking .from ‘feverish

sleep, he ‘seemed to see before him
* the face ‘of his iformer ;employer.
‘The eyes ‘were always a bit wistful—
and pitying. He would ;even hear a
‘clucking sound, ‘which - augmented
the vividness of the impression. He
understood the commiseration in the
fine eyes now—and the clucking
tongue. Cursing himself weakly, he
pulled the covers over his head to
get away from it all. !

As the weeks dragged by, the call
of Randall & Co., instead of losing
its urgency, became ever stronger. Hectic days and
riotous nights were unavailing against the subtle.in-
fluence of the clean, big man working and dreaming
in the bare, high-ceiled room down in the heart of
the city. - : i

On a headachy, nerve-racking morning, when :life
was a thing unendurable, there came .to him a re-
solve. Subconsciously, it germinated; 'he was
wholly unaware of it until it had crystallized into
action. ‘He spent the rest of the morning steaming
out in a Turkish bath, the afternoon sleeping:in an
adjacent bed, and that night finishing out his
eighteen-hour nap in his own room.

HE next day, pale but clear-eyed, he entered the
familiar office. He walked hurriedly: through
the outer room, speaking to no one, glancing

neither to right nor left. There was no suspicionof
haughtinegs in his manner; it was 'merely pre-
occupied. The.cheery greetings called from behind
the desks fell on deaf ears. The' tremulous, wel-
«coming smile of the pretty stenographer, even, was
unheeded. Jim was in deadly earnest.

Arriving at the door of Mr. Randall’s room, he
paused. His eyes dropped to his shiny, -patent-
‘Jeather -shoes; his ‘glance rested in unconscious
‘approbation on the well-defined creases that:so per-
" fectly divided his light grey-green trouser-legs. He
relied on his sartorial splendour to give him courage.
The ornate suit: and shrieking tie, however, failed
him in his hour of direst need; he had felt more

- confidence when arrayed in the shabby office-coat

that he had discarded with his job. Some agonized

moments he stood there irresolute. Then, gritting

his teeth ‘and straightening his shoulders, he

knocked. ‘ S ;
Mr. Randall was sitting at the old-fashioned desk,

going through a pile of mail in his quick, energetic

way. He looked up without speaking at Jim’s en-

(Continued on page 1Y.)
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ONE OF THE INDUSTRIES AFFECTED BY THE OCEAN RATE COMBINE.

This is a picture of one of the most complete milling plants

The capacity of this mill is 4,000 barrels a day.

le for a year. 1 e oL
%er%gte Britain? upon which the shippin
wheat. Tthto;al i
e $10 g

xl:;ta,n;v ?12% 25 elevators in Saskatchewan and Al

in the world, the Ogilvie mill at Medicine Hat, run by cheap
Running at full capacity thei year round these mills will turn
endous aggregate of 1,200,000 barrels.

out for the markets ot Qanqda a thepxog;iadthea s;lel:r's proclu%tg o% this one mill alone would be enough to feed 600,000
half the ou‘l;put of this mill, or 600,coo barrels, would be lower grade flour mainly for export to
aueter combine levy a discriminatory tax of 834 cents a hundred pounds more than upon
ly t aid by this mill on a year’s output of low grade flour, as against the less exorbitant rate upon
S pOtherymills owned by this company are at Fort William. To supply wheat for these mills the
gerta, and 120 elevators in Manitoba and Eastern Saskatchewan, to sup-

As the average consumption of

Iy the mills at Fort William and Winnipeg. The elevator at Medicine Hat has a capacity of 600,000 bushels.
ply

The Modern Captain Kidd

the Alleged Shipping Combine on the North Atlantic, and W hat the
ot Caflidian Government Should do to Regulale It

By JAMES JOHNSTON

latest version of Old Cap. Kidd,
I‘IIkSnois:rntha.es; the most picturesque frgebooter
ever known upon some parts of the hlg_h seas,
notably the Atlalité:i Tlllxgl oi(lllecz'g,v;; a%(;?g
> ugh every little while the
apgi(ixtgosl':gx"iet;l oofg somebod.y who has discovered thg
location of one of his bu;led treasures that he loote
from the merchant marine qf long ago. : :
Now, according to the testimony of certain pia{oig :
well qualified to know, the ‘exploits of Capt. o
when compared to the operations of a certain moi ern
buccaneer on the high seas of the North. Atlant: ?I‘ llln
the year 1914, are scarcely worth ch_romcling. = e
buccaneer referred to is the ocean shipping cgn;dme,
which is declared by common arithmetic to ot %p
the wheat producers of Canada to. the tune g ? \
500,000 a year. -The said leviathan, it is claimed, a s(:
clui)s the millers of this country into shelling ou
large amounts for the benefit, first of the gc?alll
shipping combine, and second, the millers altl : al,)
mers of Great Britain. Like;viset,hi;n Oé'g;r Ilgi)dd othg
artial and exclusive - K :
zg&ﬁgrgxfracts from the pockets of Canad1ansdwh(;
are neither farmers nor millers many thousands oll
dollars every year in increased ocean rates on a

forms of merchandise.

nment of Canada, through the Premier
THEnEI}OZlf; Minister of Finance, have lately been
made aware of the operations of .this ocean-
going octopus that decreases tl_le sale price pf Caga-
dian wheat and flour by tuckmg_on exorbitant mt
creases in freight rates, and that increases the o8
of goods imported into Canada from Great B.rlt.am
for the consumption of the common people by similar
increases on rates to this country. The gvidence
and the arguments are of great popular interest.
They are interesting not only to this country, but
also to the United States, whose Government h_as
lately received a report from a shipping trust in-
vestigation, which states,

«That the foreign and domestic shipping
of the United States is so combined by agree-
ments, pools and conference arrangqments,
that any attempt to dissolve the combination
would cripple trade.”

he Government of the United States, it may be
as'ss\?r:ed, will do nothing to curb the octopus. Will
the Government of Canada do anything to ascertain
the truth about the alleged ocean freight combine?
Perhaps. Or, rather—possibly. At any rate, last
summer Mr. Drayton, chairman of the Railway Con'l-
mission, was sent to Great Britain to look into this
problem of ocean freight rates to and from Canada.
Why was the chairman of the Railway Commission
sent? Because there was nobody else to send. What
did Mr. Drayton accomplish? Nothing; because the
authority of the Railway Commission of Canada
stops right where the three-mile limit from any Cana-
dian port extends. True, the railways own and con-
trol a large bulk of the ocean steamships. We “point
with pride” to the great systems that girdle the
world with transportation utilities owned and
operated in Canada. That’s one of the ways we

adopt to advertise this country. But though the
Government long ago began to put a crimp in freight
rates on land, the Railway Commission has nothing
to do with freight rates on water and never can have.

The deputation that pointed out the iniquity of
the ocean-going octopus to Hon. Messrs. Borden and
White consisted of representatives from ten milling
companies, several from other commercial interests
and Boards of Trade, and eight farmer delegates
from various parts of Ontario. They made no protest
on railway rates. They said nothing about the one
cent a bushel increase in inland lake rates. They
said a great deal and in very incisive language about
the increase on the ocean-rate for wheat, which was
43, cents a bushel in 1912 over the average rate of
the previous five years.

They spoke with even greater vigour about the
discrimination against Canadian flour, which
amounts to 83 cents per 100 lbs. more than upon
Canadian wheat.

They also spoke on behalf of the common con-
sumer, neither farmer nor miller, who pays tribute
in a rapidly increasing tax on goods imported into
Canada from Britain under the British preference.
It was a deputation from Tory Toronto’s Board of
Trade that in 1913 pointed out to the Minister of
Trade and Commerce, who happened at that time
to be in the country, how the combine works on im-
ported goods:

“That on westbound ocean freight such as
crockery, hardware, woollens, carpets and
linoleums the ocean rates had increased
1,om 50 to 100 per cent. in five years.”

(Canadian lumbermen also object that the ocean
rates on eastbound lumber have increased in the past
thiee years from 50 to 65 per cent.

UST how elastic the combined pouches are may
be estimated in a general way when you remem-
ber that the total British trade of Canada.last

year was $310,000,000, on a large percentage of
which the octopus had its innings one way or the
other. Just how the bulge works on the Canadian
people may be interestingly computed by a series
of comparisons. The deputation in Ottawa told the
Premier and the Finance Minister that the total levy
on this aggregate of trade by the ocean-going com-
bine makes it a piece of burlesque for the Govern-
ment of Canada to have spent $220,000,000 on the
National Transcontinental, to spend $50,000,000 on
the proposed new Welland Canal, or to guarantee
bonds of the Canadian Northern or to build a rail-
way to Hudson’s Bay. They did not say what they
actually meant, which was,

“That if the combine can’t be prevented
from tucking on the freight rates from port
to port, then the combine should build the
new Welland Canal and should bear a large
share of the cost in constructing transcon-
tinentals that carry the trade overland to
and from Canadian ports.”

But of course the idea of the C. P. R. paying any-
thing to build the G. T. P. because C. P. R. steam-
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ships carry freight, some of which is hauled to port
by the G. T. P., is too ridiculous for anything. And
it is sometimes only when things get ridiculous that
action is possible. Capt. Kidd was always ridiculous.
The ocean-going octopus is ridiculous. The public
do not know this. But the public are invited to know
—because it will pay them to know.

If the eastbound freight rates are increased from
50 to 100 per cent. in five years—what in the name
of political economy becomes of the poor old British
preference? In most cases it disappears altogether.
In the case of expensive goods, where the tonnage
is a mere bagatelle in comparison to the value of
the goods, the preference is but slightly injured. In
the case of common goods, such as are quoted above,
and which common people consume in large quan-
tities, the B. P. is about as much use in reducing the
cost of living as the proverbial snowball would be
in putting out—don’t mention it!

If the increase in one year of 43 cents a bushel
on wheat takes from the Canadian farmer $6,500,000,
probably this is worth comparing with what would
happen in the case of free agricultural implements.
Suppose a farmer raises a thousand bushels of wheat.
What does he lose by the increase of 43 cents a
bushel in one year? $47.50. That goes to the octopus
from one farmer alone. The same farmer may have
to spend ten to fifteen dollars more for a self-binder
than he would under free implements. A good binder
lasts, on an average, ten years. That means a dollar
or a dollar and a half a year. And while he is raising
Cain about this he cheerfully lets the shipping com-
bine rob him of $47.50 in freight rates, which, heaven
knows, were too high before the increase was
tucked on.

If the Canadian miller has to pay a discriminatory
toll of 834 cents per 100 lbs. more on flour ground in
Canada than the farmer does on wheat raised in
Canada, what is the result? First of all, why does
the combine make the discrimination? Because
wheat is easier to ship than flour and the combine
would rather carry wheat. In fact, the combine will
sometimes carry wheat “wide open” in order to fill
out a cargo. How does this affect the Canadian
miller? It sends the wheat out as wheat and lessens
the output of Canadian mills, of which there are be-
tween 400 and 500 competitors in Canada. How
does it affect the Canadian farmer? It takes out of
the country all the bran and shorts which the Cana-
dian farmer needs for feed. The bran and shorts
don’t come back. They never can. Who gets them?
The British farmer. Does he need them? Yes. And
it is therefore good business for the British Govern-
ment not to put any crimp in this discriminatory rate
on flour—because it helps both British labour and
British agriculture—at the expense of Canadian
labour and Canadian agriculture.

OW, right here, there is something to be ex-
plained. Certain editors, notably those of the
Ottawa “Citizen” and the St. Johns, P.Q,

“News,” have stated that the millers themselves ‘are
a combine and are guilty of devious conduct. They
claim that high grade flour sells for $1.50 a barrel
less in England than in Canad:.

This question was brought up at the Conference.
The Finance Minister was interested. The quota-
tions under investigation were: Top flour, Winnipeg,
$5; Montreal, $5.10; Halifax, $5.75: and London,
England, $4.18 per barrel. Mr. W. A. Black, of the
Ogilvie Company, speaking for the millers, explained
that prices for top flour in Canada and Great Britain
cannot be compared, because no Canadian top flour
is exported to Great Britain. The London price, $4.18,
applies only to lower grade flour, while the Canadian
quotations ~re for high grade.

But it is estimated that the Canadian miller sells
this lower grade flour for export at a lower price
than he gets for it in Canada.

: Why? Because if he doesn’t he simply can’t sell
it in Great Britain at all. The British dealer will
buy hi§ flour from other countries, and at prices
determined by the relative cost of milling in Great
Britain. There is no Imperial sentiment for Canadian
flour. The total output of lower grade Canadian flour
can’t be sold in Canada, even though we had ten
times the number of unemployed in big cities to con-
sume the product. If the Canadian miller is to get
rid'of this product at all he must export it at com-
petitive prices. He must export it at a loss. The
price charged in Canada for lower grade is the break-
even price. There is no profit and no loss. The price
charged in the old country is a losing price of twenty
cents a barrel on the average. That is, the Canadian
miller loses twenty cents on every barrel he exports.

HAVIN(} disposed of this bugaboo, the deputation
outlined a scheme whereby the Government

might throttle the
This was:

alleged ocean-rate octopus.
“Th_at the Dominion Government enter into

effective competition with the steamship

pool or trust, or whatever it may be called

by virtue of its operations, by inaugurating

a line of government steamers plyin to
Atlantic ports.” e

In support of this suggestion, Mr. J. D. Allan, from
the Toronto Board of Trade, recited some of his own
experiences as a shipper. Mr. Allan is a heavy im-
porter of raw furs and has to do his buying in more
than one country in Europe. He produced bills of
lading for goods bought in Milan, 400 miles from the
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sea, from points in Italy and China; and by a com-
parison with similar bills of lading from Liverpool
and London ports he showed that it is cheaper to
ship from the heart of Europe or China to American
ports than from either London or Liverpool.

The deputation argued that Russia already owns
and operates a line of steamers plying between St.
Petersburg and other Russian ports, as well as to
Great Britain. Last September, Brazil bought up the
largest line of steamers in South America, including
a line to New York, for $10,000,000, in order to quit
paying toll to a combine. It is said, the Argentine
finding itself in the clutches of the Armour Shipping
Meat octopus, is figuring on Government steamships
to get relief.

Why can’t the Canadian GGovernment put on, say,
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ten vessels, with an aggregate tonnage of, say, 50,000?
This could be done on one year’s interest of
what it will cost to build the new Welland Canal,
which, when done, will be for the immediate ad-
vantage of the octopus. Such a fleet of vessels,
owned and operated by the Government of Canada,
would at once put an everlasting crimp in the modern
Capt. Kidd of the North Atlantic, if there really is
such an individual. These vessels, it is estimated,
could be easily built for $250,000 each.

At this point counter suggestions began to come
from the Premier and the Finance Minister.

Premier Borden: “Would such ships be run at a
profit? If so, why does not a private company enter
the field ?”

Mr. Allan: “The steamship combine would soon

destroy any private company, either by ruinous com-
petition or else absorb it. The Government is able
to fight the combine.”

The Premier admitted that ocean freight rates had
largely increased owing to a combine. To offset this
the millers and farmers might combine in organizing
a steamship line.

Mr. White: “It might pay a milling company to
own and operate a couple of steamers.”

Mr. C. B. Watts, Secretary of the D. M. A, said
in reply: “No one mill has output enough to warrant
such an outlay. And if a number of big mills com-
bined for that purpose the smaller mills would be
in precisely the same position as before, at the mercy
of the combine. There are 400 to 500 competitive
flour mills in Canada.”

What the Millionaire Loses

MONG civilized peoples every age has special
opportunities for persons of ability to
achieve distinction, or attain to eminence,
in some direction. In one country, these

may be to travel and explore; in another, they may
be to investigate and discover; in another, they may
be to study and understand. In this country, besides
those I have mentioned, there are opportunities par-
ticularly favourable for material advancement and
financial gain. In these two respects, this Canada
of ours is signally a land of opportunity.

Owing to its vast and varied resources, energetic
men are taking advantage of the circumstances—
some by cutting its timber, some by tilling its soil,
some by building its roads, some by working its
mines, some by developing its industries, and some
by exploiting its public utilities. Others are making
money by organizing companies or promoting enter-
prises or operating securities, and others still are
amassing fortunes by shrewd speculations, lucra-
tive investments and risky transactions.

In each of these ways multitudes of Canadians are
rapidly acquiring property, and many of them are
rapidly accumulating wealth. As a result of this
rapid accumulation of wealth, the number of rich
men among us is becoming pretty large; so that,
while a few years ago a Canadian millionaire was,
comparatively speaking, a “rara avis,” now men whose
possessions are valued at a million dollars are so
numerous as to create almost no surprise. Because
they are so numerous and are increasing at such a
rate, I have been impelled to write a paper or two
on the subject of this article, namely, what the mil-
lionaire loses, or is in danger of losing, at least.

e v %

T the outset, let me assure the reader that I have
nothing to say against money, for I regard it
as a convenience and a source of comfort.

Nor have I anything to say against making money,
because there is nothing wrong in making money,
unless it be made in a wrong way. Money is a means
of usefulness, as well as a source of comfort; and
one who makes it honestly may do much good with
what he makes. It is not money, but the love of
money, that is the root of so much mischief and the
cause of so much evil in the world.

But, while money is a useful thing to have, and
money-making is a proper thing to.do, there are
perils in the path of one who desires to become
wealthy in worldly goods and determines to get rich
at any cost. Against this propensity the Scripture
puts us on our guard, by warning us that those who
purpose to be rich fall into temptations and snares,
and many foolish and hurtful lusts, such as plunge
men into destruction and ruin. It is a dangerous
thing to cherish an eagerness to be rich, and espe-
cially to make riches the chief object of ambition,
whether one desire great possessions for the excite-
ment of getting or for the satisfaction of having
them. He who sets that object before him loses
much, and he who succeeds in obtaining it may lose
more. Let us see, then, what his possible losses are.

First of all, he loses his exaltation of character.
A person who devotes himeself to gain becomes a
different sort of man from one who devotes himself
to goodness. His conscience loses its keenness, and
then he begins to deteriorate. His impelling motive
being gold rather than godliness, he is sure to lose
his spirituality. With money constantly before his
mind, he pays more attention to getting or acquiring
than to living and improving. Thinking of it, dwell-
ing on it, longing for it, talking about it, and labour-
ing to obtain it, his soul becomes material, if not
positively gross. An inordinate love of gold is a
species of idolatry, for the reason that it leads a
person to put money in the place of something
higher, and the man whose sole object in life is to
make money is essentially a mammon-worshipper.
If he does not actually worship it, he does practically
make an idol of it, by his too great absorption in it
and his too fervent devotion to it. At all events, he
who makes wealth his uppermost desire is in danger
of becoming of the earth, earthy, because it inclines
him to devote himself to that which lowers or de-
grades. As one has aptly said, “The desire for
wealth pins a man to earth.” Such a devotion of
himself, or such an application of his powers, tends
to dwarf, as well as degrade; so that one who gets

The First of Two Articles on the Relation
of Wealth to Happness

By PROFESSOR G. C. WORKMAN

weaker or lower in character becomes so much the
less a man.
W owe o ;
EXT, he loses integrity of conduct. Losing keen-
ness of conscience, he becomes lax in principle;
_and becoming lax in principle, he grows care-
less in conduct. If a man set wealth before nim as
an object of pursuit, his course will not be the same
as if he set excellence before him. His aim will not
be so h_igh, nor his purpose so pure. To fall below
one’s aim may be excusable, but to disregard one’s
standard is demoralizing. If one lose sight of it
only for a little while, the result is bad; but, if one
leave it out of consideration intentionally, the result
is baneful, because it is an act of will that tends to
deaden the conscience. Every such act corrupts the
morals of a person and debases him. Anything that
dulls the moral sense is a delinquency, and anyone
who dulls it consciously suffers an irreparable loss.
Conduct, however, embraces both inward and out-
ward actions, and applies to everything a person
does; and, since integrity denotes conformity to the
moral law in all relationships, it includes justice,
or the giving to others that which is their due. It
requires us, therefore, to consider them, as well as
ourselves, and to consult their interests as honestly
as we consult our own. But a man who is wholly
gbsorbed in making money cannot be altogether
just. For a time he will conform to what the law
of the land allows, but before long he may work be-
hind the statutes, or take advantage of technicalities,
to the injury of other men. Money-makers need to
remember that to fail in duty to their fellows is as
truly a moral delinquency as to fail in duty to them-
selves, because in each case there is a positive vio-
lation of moral law.

After a while, he loses his regard for honour.
Instead of scorning deviation from moral principle
as unworthy and unmanly, he comes to view it as
clevgr, if not commendable. Violating inward law
continually and outward law as often as he dare, he
beco.mes sharp in his practices and dishonest in his
dealings. Bent on getting money, money he is bound
.to have, no matter how he gets it; and he may get
it by deception and misrepresentation, by corruption
and concealment, or by falsehood and fraud. The
things he may do to gain his ends are too terrible
to contemplate, for the means by which some persons
are amassing fortunes are not simply cruel, but
ruthless. The story of the methods adopted by rich
men on this continent is painful to read, and still
more painful to relate; and those adopted by such
men in other countries are just as repulsive, there
is reason to believe. Not very long since the world
was startled, not to say dismayed, by the disclosures
published respecting the great armament makers of
Germany, who were charged with bribing men to
manufacture war-scares in order to increase the sale
of life-destroying weapons. And it is currently re-
ported and generally believed that, after the Battle
of Waterloo, in 1815, Nathan Rothschild, founder of
the London branch of his firm, by making use of
personal knowledge to mislead his fellow-brokers
and manipulate the stock-market, cleared a million
sterling in a single day. First he employed certain
agents to offer securities for sale at low prices to
strengthen the belief that the allied armies had been
beaten, when he knew, from having witnessed the
battle, they were not, and then he hired other agents
to buy up secretly all the securities that were offered.
A man who could so dissemble and deceive must have
lost not only his regard for honour, but also his
sense of shame. The latest book about that banker
assumes that account to be absolutely true.

% e w

OONER or later, perhaps sooner than later, he
loses confidence in men. If he accumulates
wealth dishonestly, he suspects those about him

of doing what he does. Knowing that he is ready to
get the better of them, he thinks that they may be
ready to get the better of him; and he is quite right
in so thinking, because, without doubt, some of them

are. Men of common aims make use of common
means, so far as practicable; and it is according to
human nature to return like for like—sharpness for
sharpness and fraud for fraud, as well as kindness
for kindness and good for good. If a man drive hard
bargains with others, they will drive hard bargains
with him; if he be false and unfair, they will be
false and unfair, too; if he deceive and misrepresent,
they will do likewise, if they get a chance. Hence
his own practices make him suspicious. When men
whose main pursuit is gold, know not with what
sort of a man they deal, that man will soon not know
with what sort of men he deals, or else he will dis-
cover that they belong to the same class with him.
Double-dealers are they all, he will likely find. But
double-dealers are tricksters, who cannot trust one
another. Where shrewd speculators are rapidly
amassing fortunes and high money is at stake, busi-
ness becomes a desperate game, when no one playing
is willing to show his hand. In other words, to drop
the figure, no one interested in certain speculative
enterprises dares to be himself. Those who are old
enough will remember how the president of the
New York Central and the president of the Erie
Railroad struggled for years to get the better of each
other, Gould glorying when he got the start of Van-
derbilt and Vanderbilt exulting just as greatly when
he got the start of Gould.

¥ we %

ASTLY, though it may come early, he loses tran-
quillity of mind, which is a state of soul that pro-
ceeds from a consciousness of rectitude. But, in-

stead of being conscious of rectitude, a dishonest
man is conscious of crookedness. Now, no sensitive
person can do wrong consciously without feeling
disturbed, and no hardened person can practise fraud
continually without a meagure of disquietude. In
his better moments, at least, he must have some
twinges of conscience. Should his conscience not
seriously trouble him, the memory of what he has
done must make him uneasy at times; for he knows
that by his methods he has created enemies, as well
as alienated friends. Then, if he cannot trust those
with whom he deals because he is doubtful of their
intentions and uncertain as to their aims, he will be
in constant dread of them; for an unscrupulous per-
son will injure a rival, and would crush him if he
could. No one in such a state of mind can know
anything of inward peace. Fearing that some
schemer may swindle him and apprehensive for the
success of his own schemes, he passes restless days
and sleepless nights. Nathan Rothschild, of whom
I have spoken, is said to have sacrificed much rest
and sleep to mammon; and, if he did the things he
is reported to have done, that is just what we should
expect. The latest book about him declares that,
in spite of all the earthly goods at his command, he
was not a happy man. Threatening letters from all
parts of the world embittered his life, and for years
he lived in perpetual fear of attempts to kill him.

Such are some of the things that a millionist, or
a would-be millionist, may lose. And be it distinctly
understood that I have spoken only of possible
losses, though there are many who have actually lost
them all. To lose one’s elevation of character or
one’s integrity of conduct is sorrowful, but to lose
one’s regard for honour and one’s confidence in one’s
fellows must be terrible. To be distrustful of others
because they are distrustful of us is a painful way
in which to live. Such a person is to be pitied, as
well as despised, because he loses vastly more
than he gains. Wealth can bring comfort, though
it may bring care; but it does not, and cannot, give
happiness. There is no wealth like a quiet mind,
as the old ballad has it, and as some of us believe.
Lest I should appear to preach, let me quote a few
sentences from the great Chinese statesman, Li
Hung Chang, who visited this country a short time
before he died. No one who knew his character will
suspect him of preaching, I am sure. In his later
years, according to his own account in a recently
published volume, he is said to have ruminated:

“After all, what is wealth? My noble and severe
parent had it in goodly quantity, but it cannot be
said that it made him happy. He was far from being
a happy man. . I have found that neither great
wealth nor distinguished decorations, nor both put
together, will guarantee a man against unrest of
mind or turmoil of soul.”
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In the Evolution of the Lobcomotive the 1914 me

thod of hauling freight over the Cariboo Trail
y gasoline tractors might be considered.

The New Carib®

Trail

I British Columbia, the Nearly Obsolete Stage Coach with its Six-horse Swagger
In Central British Co is Modernized for Twentieth Century Needs

By B W

rning is clear and crisp. The frost
Hlf)azgges oi the bare, bold bluffs and rolling
hills sparkle with diamond brilliance. Down
in the little town of Ashcroft two big, red
motors Whiz hither and thither. Here a passenger
is taken on. There a piece of baggage is picked up.
Now, ours nearly has its load. The little bank in-
spector thoughtfully provides himself with a flask
of brandy, “in case of accident.” Both he and the
young doctor have a plentiful supply of cigars and
cigarettes. The former takes the front seat with
the driver; the latter sits behind with the silen?’ man
and woman whose “right smart” and “I reckon” pro-
claim their Dixie Land origin. I take one of the
chairs. A huge pile o(fi suit-cases, tarpaulin-covered,
ed on behind.
arglslllsl;%gptwo Chinamen to go,” says the young traffic
manager, standing on the footboard and tucking the
robes warmly about everybody. “But they are small
fellows,” he continues, with a vocal inflection from
which you infer that it would be pgrfectly all right
to fold one of them up and sit on him. So’ we shoot
off to Chinatown. Out from Chang Wang’s lz.tundry
comes one slippered Celestial with a large suit-case,
and forth from Wo On’s chop suey steps the other
with a large bag filled almost to bursting. The bag
and suit-case are loaded on either side of the engine
in front. Both the Chinamen, however, are much
larger than we had pictured them, and neither looks
sufficiently fiexible for a cushion. But they are
loaded in beside me, one on a gasoline can and the
other on the second chair. A big load is warm and
makes the springs more flexible. There are eight
ith the driver.
Ofl\lTlgwmthe jmpatiently throbbing engine of the 60
h. p. Winton car is given its head and we shoot off.
Darting across the bridge we fly at the stiff grades
that lead up out of the valley of the Thompson.
Every turn, every new elevation, is a fresh revelation
of glistening, sparkling beauty. It is December. Yet
the morning seems to have been plucked from the
time when the “frost is on the punkin’, and the corn
is in the shock.” The wind of our motion fans cheeks
into a burning glow. The speed exhilarates like wine.
Asheroft quickly hides behind the low hills. We
roll up onto the level grade and whirl along the
frozen road in a world flooded with sunshine. Just
ahead of us is a freighter. He has two huge waggons
coupled together. They have towering high boxes
and the canvas tops of prairie schooners. They are
packed with goods for the Foit George country,
whither we are gpeeding. This freight train will be
about three weeks on the road. With a clack, clack
of its Klaxon our express takes the side and whirls
by. Another open stretch and a wide open throttle.
Here is another freight train, empty this time, coming
toward us. The driver sits in his saddle, holding
the reins over his six-horse team. A chime of bells
above the collar of each of the leaders ring out on
the frosty air and the horses swing jauntily along to
the music.

HERE we round the bold face of the bluff and

look down a sheer wall of a hundred feet to

the bed of the shallow but turbulent creek.
" Down the long grade we roll and duck around the
spurs along the tumbling stream. Now we are on
another level grade and shoot past a large, comfort-
able ranch-house, with its corral and numerous out-
buildings. Creeping through the bumps, thundering
over the level stretches, on throbs our motor until
in little more than an hour we roll into the sleepy
little village of Clinton. Just a pause here for gaso-
line and we are off again like the thunderbolt.

ESMOND

Level creek bottoms and long hill slopes here give
us a far-stretching view of brilliant beauty. Then
the forest hems us in and we run between two sombre
walls of green. We round a bluff that drops into a
little lake and suddenly stop against the noses of a
freighter’s team. It is an unexpected meeting. By
careful manoeuvring a passage is arranged and on
we go. Now the front wheels strike an unexpected
series of bumps. The Chinese suit-case on the en-
gine, after a series of high jumps, hits the track
from where it bounces into the ditch on the opposite
side. The hitherto silent Celestials become suddenly
voluble in Chinese. We let our imaginations inter-
pret for us in the light of what we would say under
similar circumstances. Back we go an incredible
distance, pick up the resilient baggage and sweep on
to 74 Mile House for lunch.

With what appetites we demolish the vegetables,
beef and pie need not here be recorded. It is a good
old-fashioned dinner, served in a farmhouse, and
therefor we pay “four bits,” fifty cents. Then, with

The Cariboo express train that rushes travellers over the trail
from Ashcroft to Fort George, by the old gold trail of the ’60’s.

Go back a few years and you find a still earlier type of freight train, but one still in use on the
Cariboo Road, from Ashcroft to Fort George.

that comfortable feeling that follows a good meal,
we resume our journey. Throughout a mild after.
noon we gaze on an ever-changing panorama of ranch,
peaceful lake, sloping hillside, evergreen forest and
daring mountain road, all seeming to pass with
moving picture swiftness. Dusk begins to fall. The
moon peeps over our shoulders. Here at a ranch-
house the driver telephones ahead to have supper
ready at Mile 134. Then on we g0 for another hour
in the growing light of the moon.

Mile 134, if anything, surpasses the cheer of the
lunching place. Mr. Ross, our host, is a typical
Cariboo rancher, well read, comfortable and con-
tented with his 700-acre estate. But the moon is
filling the valley with a silver glow, the roads are
good and on we go for fifteen joyous miles to 149
Mile House. Like an invading army we swarm in
upon them. But they are quite equal to the emer-
gency and quickly have us suitably accommodated
for sleeping. After a short night of “dreamless”
the breakfast call sounds in our ears and we are
shortly tucking away the porridge, ham and eggs,
hot cakes and coffee. Breakfast over, we inspect the
ranch and visit the captive bear. Bruin, however,
has gone in for his winter’s nap and we can only see
two very sleepy eyes raised with a great effort at
the noise of our approach.

Y this time our driver is ready and we whirl
along as yesterday. More than an hour we pass
in climbing hills, creeping around precipitous

spurs and rolling down grades. Then suddenly be-
fore us opens a deep valley and bits of the silver
ribbon of the Fraser appear. Down in there is the
little village of Soda Creek. But how we are to
descend, except by airship, is past understanding.
However, the mystery is solved as we proceed. Along
the steep side of the high bank runs the well-graded
road. Down a series of switch backs we roll as safely
as down a city street. Below yawns the canyon which
here compresses the Fraser’s volume into a narrow
flume.

If it were summer we should here leave the motor
and take a comfortable river steamer up the Fraser,
paaking the 4rip to Fort George in two days. As it
is, we get gasoline and then follow the road along
the river toward the village of Quesnel. After
another of those comfortable farmhouse lunches we
roll for miles along the ragged edge of the high
bench that gives us a far-stretching view of the
Valley of the Fraser. Suddenly in mid-afternoon it
broadens and we look down to where the village of
Quesnel nestles at the junction of the Quesnel and

The man that handled the “ribbons” over the six-horse team swi nging the mails up from Ashcroft to Quesnel would have created
a sensation at a down -east horse show.
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Fraser Rivers. Down we glide, roll up in front of
the hotel, and our motor trip is finished.

Here we connect with the horse stage running to
Fort George. At four a.m. the call is given. The
passengers hurry down to breakfast. Then, with our
new driver, we go down to the river and cross the
swift-flowing Fraser by ferry in the darkness. Here
waits the towering four-horse stage, and we climb
to our places. Two of the passengers sit with the
driver on his high, turret-like seat, and there are
three on each of the two other seats. I, being a physi-
cally fit looking individual, am given a seat on the
boot. Here I grip the handles and enjoy a clear view
to the southward.

Off we go through the darkness, up grades that tax
the four-horse team to the limit, around sharp spurs
that slope down sheer into the shadow, and through
narrow canyons of roadway walled in by forest.
Facing off into space I have no security except my
ability to hang on. Through the ruts and pitch-holes,
where we jolt at high speed, I am like to repeat the
performance of the Chinese suit-case. However, I
find I am able to brace my feet in some rope, as a
horseman does in stirrups, and I ride comfortably
and pleasantly. Two of the passengers at different
times during the trip trade with me, but they are
soon glad to get their old seats back again.

Dashing over the levels, sliding cautiously down
the slopes and creeping up the grades, we go steadily
on. Mid-forenoon, and we come to a little stream,
and the driver waters his horses. We passengers
get down and walk around. Then in a couple of
hours we roll up to the log hostelry at Goose Lake.
Here we change horses. Here, also, George, the
dapper, suave and capable little Jap, has a fine and
hearty meal for us. “Six bits,” seventy-five cents, it
is this time, but it is worth every cent.

Through a long, pleasant afternoon, we re-
view an ever-changing panorama of valley, hill, forest
and lake, with here and there a homestead. Up one
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long hill we get out and walk, to our own benefit and
the relief of the horses. Then as the moon begins
to silver the world we plunge down the long grade
at the Blackwater Valley and stop in front of a large,
rambling log hostelry that promises entertainment
for the night. Here another suave “George” feeds
us, and we eat at a long table by the light of lanterns
swung from the rafters. Then, in the large bunk-
house adjoining, we find clean, comfortable beds,
and sink for a short time into oblivion.

At three a.m. the call is given, for we have sixty
miles to go this last day of the trip. Breakfasting
heartily, we walk ahead up out of the valley and then
climb aboard our towering vehicle as it comes up.
As yesterday, we go on through the darkness, except
that like the pillar of fire, the glow of an acetylene
head-light moves ahead of us over the road. Eight
o’clock comes, and with it the first change of horses
and a second breakfast, a luxury of hot cakes and
corn syrup.

The roads are icy. In places the sides drop off to
sheer depths of hundreds of feet. For going over the
ice the driver fastens a sharp steel shoe to one of
the rear wheels, compelling it to stay in the straight
and narrow path. Otherwise we should have tipped
over the side. It speaks well for the drivers of the
B. C. Express Company that no serious accident has
yet occurred on this line.

In spite of these necessary delays we make good
time. Noon finds us only 21 miles from Fort George.
Another meal is snatched here. Another relay of
horses is put on and we are off on the last lap.

Two hours’ brisk riding and the Valley of the
Fraser opens up to our right. Soon we can see the
Fraser itself. Then the bluffs north of the Nechaco,
where it flows from the west into the Fraser, appear.
At four p.m. we dash into Fort George, the century-
old trading post and new city that throbs with the
activity of transcontinental railway building, and our
journey is ended.
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The Metric System

HE Government is making an effort to intro-
duce the metric system of weights and
measures into Canada. Some strong govern-
mental lead will be necessary to bring it

about, even in a country which has already accepted
the sensible decimal system of coinage. It is a little
like “spelling reform” and all other logical changes—
easy to argue for but hard to get done. We are all
accustomed to the English system of weights and
measures. We know what a quart is—what a yard
is—what a mile is—what an acre is. But we do not
know what a “liter” is, or a “meter,” or a “kilometer”
or a “hectare.” And we do not want to be bothered
finding out. All the labour we have put on learning
this difficult and arbitrary system of ours would
be lost; and men who never went to school would
be as well off as we are, if we were now to adopt a

new system.
% % %

N order to get a little glimpse of what we look like,
we might consider what we would think of a pro-
position to put our money back into the system

of pounds, shillings and pence.
tomed to reckoning in English money, it is a fairly
swift and easy process. I know by experience that
a few weeks in England makes it seem quite the
natural method of counting your change. I presume
that you would, in the same way, become accustomed
to adding it up, and keeping your books in it. But
we in Canada would never think of going back to it.
Our decimal system is so clearly the logical method,
and is so much easier to learn, that it would be a
crime against modern progress to fling this country
back into the old net-work of twelves and twenties
and twenty-ones. Yet the position is exactly the
same. The shilling is quite as logical as the quart
or the yard. All that is needed on our part is a little
united and intelligent effort; and we will be emanci-
pated from this cumbrous, complicated and purely
adventitious system of weighing and measuring

forever.
W owe W

CAN assure you that it “comes quite easy” to get
into the new system of measurement. While
bicycling in France, we had to measure our dis-

tances by the kilometer, which is a little over half
an English mile. But very soon we did not stop to
do this little sum when a distance to the next town
was given us. We had begun to think in kilometers—
just as a student of French reaches a stage one day
when he begins to think in French, and no longer
instinctively translates into English. In the same
fashion, when buying a fluid at the grocer’s, and the
clerk says that it is so much a liter, you soon get to
understand, unconsciously, just about how much a
liter will make. And the beauty of it is that you

When you are accus- .

need learn no other measure.

Having learned the
liter, you are not in the position of the foreigner in
Canada, who has learned pint, and then must learn
what a quart is and a gallon. Having learned your
liter, all other measures are merely multiples or frac-
tions of the liter.

e w o

WE are a great people for short-cuts; and, in
time, we will take this one. It is merely a

question whether our children or only our
grand-children will get the benefit of it. “Spelling
reform” is, I venture to think, however, on quite a
different basis. To level down the orthography of
the English language would be like ploughing up
Karnak. It might make the going a bit smoother;
but it would utterly destroy the foot-prints of a
gigantic past. That would be too high a price to pay
for simplifying the spelling-book. No person,
charged with the task of making a new language,
would make anything like the English—but then no
person charged with the task of laying out a new
city would copy the topography of London or Paris
or Rome. These are splendid growths; and, until
we become so utilitarian as to use our grandfathers’
tomb-stones for door-sills, we will hardly disregard
entirely the sentimental joy of preserving the land-
marks of our march upward.
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F course, the way to inaugurate any such reform
as the introduction of the meter system, is to—
inaugurate it. That is, the Government must
have the courage to put it in force. It will be of no
use to wait until the people themselves do so volun-
tarily. They will never take the trouble. It is too
easy to just go on in the old, familiar, slip-shod way,
buying our quarts and pounds of things and
measuring by yards and acres. Suppose some up-
to-date grocer were to announce to-morrow morning
that he had adopted the metric system, and that
hereafter he would not sell you a pound of sugar,
but a half-a-kilogramme of it, would you feel quite
easy about patronizing him? Would there not arise
a shadowy doubt in your mind as to whether his
price per “kilo” might not be a bit dearer than his
old price per pound? It would seem to you that the
grocer might easily take advantage of the change
to unfamiliar measures to shade up his rates a trifle
—that, in any event, he might charge the cost of the
new weights and measures to his customers. So
you would go on to the next corner and patronize a

grocer who still sold by the quart and pound.
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IF you—with al% your superior intelligence, for you
must have superior intelligence to read this de-
partment—would be so affected, how do you think
it would affect the ignorant and the careless. who
never heard of the metric system until their grocer

tried to “put it over” on them? Would they not be
frightened away at once, and sent flying to the good
old honest grocer who still used good old honest
English weights and measures? Would we not soon
see advertisements in the windows—“Come in and
buy where you know how much you are getting. The
old weights and measures are good enough for us.”
No; the voluntary adoption of this reform will never
come. It must be by Government action. The new
measures must be made the only legal measures.
They can be marked with their exact equivalents in
the old, so that the house-keeper and the general
purchaser can still tell how much they are getting
for their money; but nothing short of compulsory
use will ever bring them in. And then our children
will arise and call us “Blessed”—though a bit slow.

THE MONOCLE MAN.

Carl Flesch, Violinist

By THE MUSIC EDITOR

EVERAL hundred people who like good music
more or less got badly fooled last week—when
they decided to play a safe role by staying

away from the programme given by Carl Flesch and
the Toronto Symphony Orchestra. Flesch is a Hun-
garian by birth., Last Thursday was his first appear-
ance in Canada as an item in his first tour of Am-
erica, where he demonstrated himself a big rival to
Ysaye, Kreisler and Elman. Flesch got return en-
gagements from every orchestra he played with in
the United States, and the Toronto Symphony fol-
lowed suit, even before they had heard him. The
dear public were informed of this through the news-
papers before Mr. Flesch came to Canada. But a
largg number decided to doubt first and regret after-
wards.

Carl Flesch may be included in the category of
the world’s biggest players on the violin. He is an
artist of tremendous potentiality. He has a tone
almost, if not as big, as Elman’s. He has all the re-
pose and self-mastery of Kreisler. He has not, of
course, the profound phrase-turning finesse of the
superb Ysaye; nor for that matter has anybody else.
But he plays the biggest programmes in the world
in a big, dignified and compelling style, that never
for a moment loses itself in hysteria over the needs
of the gallery, and never bamboozles the gallery by
playing merely art for art’s sake to the people in the
two-dollar seats.

His handling of the Beethoven Concerto in D Major
was an absolute triumph for Carl Flesch and his
magnificent Strad; and in the language of a Canadian
violinist who knows Flesch—*“What a Strad!” In the
first movement he seemed rather cold and formal.
In the second and third his Hungarian blood got
warmed up and he made the melodic outlines of the
Beethoven masterpiece gorgeous with colour and
instinctive with passion. I doubt if Ysaye put into
those two movements quite the poetic feeling that
Flesch gave it. His tone was absolutely pure. He
never for a moment forced his Strad to imitate a
"cello or a pair of violas doing a duet. He paid utter
respect to the tone values of the piece, and in exe-
cuting its most difficult passages he remained master
of himself by a great power of restraint. There
never was any symptom of exhaustion or of hot-
headed anxiety to produce a great effect. Flesch
believed that the Concerto itself supported by the
orchestra was big enough to get its own message
to the people, so long as he got out of it what Bee-
thoven put into it and not necessarily any more. In
this respect he stamped himself as a true interpreter
—not an exploiter of himself.

His old-melody numbers were delightfully ang
poetically done. Toronto audiences have become
familiar with most of these through the work of Mr.
Jan Hambourg. Flesch rendered them with a warmth
of tone and a quiet dignity of interpretation that
made them sparkle with poetic charm. He was en-
cored again and again. His first and chief encore
was the Schubert Serenade, which he did with the
kind of wholesome reserve that some of the big
players entirely miss by over-sentimentalizing for
the gallery.

Great Actor's Farewel]

Sir Johnston Forbes-Robertson pays his last visit to
Canada next week. For the past six months he has
been in the United States in a great revival of
Shakespeare and other favourites

By JOHN-E. WEBBER

OMPLETE happiness in the present tour
of this great actor is only tempered
by the knowledge that at its close the dis-
tinguished actor will retire from the stage

altogether and devote himself to an earlier art in
which he had already achieved success before adopt-
ing a stage career. He is still far from an old man—
sixty in years, I believe—but he has decided to retire
while his powers are at their ripest and while the
memory we keep is still untinged by sadness.

It is also deeply gratifying to note that a stage
acquaintance which began none too auspiciously on
this side should have ripened into such a warm re.-
gard that New York reluctantly said good-bye only
after four months’ playing. America’s farewell tri.
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Two Noteworthy Canadian Landscapes

In the Current Exhibition of the Ontario Society of Artisis there are many new tendencies in the Interpreiation of Canadian Scenery.
These two pictures, one by a French-Canadian, the other by a ycung Erglish rainter
resident in Canada, are among the most ccnspicuous.

Suzor Cote, who has his studio in Arthabaskaville, P.Q., has done a great
number of splendid snowscapes in Quebec. This of the River Magog, at
Sherbrooke, is one of his newest and most effective. Suzor Cote is a master
at the handling of combined snow and water effects. Where snow stops and
water begins is one of the things that a Quebec painter is very likely to
study very intimately. He and Maurice Cullen are two of the most expert
exponents of this kind of painting. Canadian painters just now are doing
a lot of shrewd thinking about how to paint snow. The old way was to dab
on white paint. But that method is discarded by all modern painters, who
see in snow very much more than mere white.

Arthur Lismer is a young Englishman who should not be expected to know
much about the mystery of the old logging road. He has been here only a
couple of years. But in that time he has shown that he can cut away from
the idyllic glamour of the hackneyed English landscape and with a fresh eye
tackle the sharp, rugged outlines of the Canadian bush. This picture of The
Bush Road looks to a native woodsman very much like the real thing. Lismer
got it—where do you think? Not in New Ontario. He painted it not more
than five miles north from Toronto City Hall, where real estate company
woodsmen were carving corner lots in the autumn bush. The oak fell into
the pines just a few minutes before he got there.

bute is just as unstinted as that of his own fellow
countrymen.

There is a touch of irony in this triumphant close,
if not matter for subtle reflection. Ten years ago
Forbes-Robertson made his first visit to America in
“The Light that Failed.” The title did not belie the
venture. It failed. “Hamlet” was hurried on to take
its place and the critics were almost unanimous in
their opinion that it was the greatest Hamlet since
Booth. But either the critics were discounted or the
public was not in the appropriate mood for Shakes-
peare. The popular response was anything but
flattering.

A season or two later the “greatest of all Hamlets”
returned to the conquest in about as obvious and
trite a theatrical vehicle as Broadway ever saw. Even
this failed. Then came Bernard Shaw’s delicious

- trifling with history, “Caesar and Cleopatra,” with
the actor ideally cast. But this got only partially
“over.” You see, Shaw was still more or less of a
puzzle to Broadway and the historic sense of this
people does not go back farther than Gettysburg.
(“Disraeli” succeeded because Parker was wise and
avoided history or subordinated it to a sentimental
interest.) After Shaw came “The Passing of the
Third Floor Back”—to which Charles Rann Kennedy
had played a sort of John-the-Baptist, with his “Ser-
vant in the House.” And in a character which they
could understand and a play that reached out and
touched their simple faiths in a simple way, the
public discovered for the first time that they were in
a Presence. The actor had arrived. His genius es-
tablished, he might play Shakespeare, Shaw or any-
thing he chose.

Truly nothing succeeds like success. Nothing
opens our eyes to genius like the plaudits of the mul-
titude. In them rests our faith after all. They are
the arbiters of conscience as well as of taste.

For five years circumstances and the public kept
the actor to this one part. Lesser actors have grown
prosperous and atrophied over this present day
theatrical obsession, that because a man does a thing
conspicuously well, he shall continue to do that one
thing and no other until death do them part. Some

have no doubt wondered what the effect on the Eng-
lish actor might be. But those who knew Forbes-
Robertson and retained vivid recollections of his
Dick Heldar or his Shylock or his Hamlet, knew that

The Greatest “Hamlet” of them all.

the Stranger of Jerome’s play was but a gracious in-
cident in the career of one who is an artist to his
finger tips.

In writing of this actor’s Hamlet it is difficult to
avoid hyperbole. No character is more fettered by
tradition or great names than Hamlet. Edwin Booth
was before the writer’s time, but it is safe to predict
that the present generatiou of playgoers will chal-
lenge future performances with the memory of
Forbes-Robertson’s, just as the last generation does
with that of Booth’s.

Forbes-Robertson’s conception is a bold departure
from any of his great predecessors. His is not the
melancholy Dane of tradition, but a perfectly human
man of noble intellect whose nerves have been
brought by misfortune and the haunting cloud of sus-
picion with which the palace is filled, almost to
breaking point; not a neurasthenia victim of melan-
cholia, that he depicts, but a noble Dane. The re-
velation of the Ghost changes uncertainty to know-
ledge, and from that point on:the dominating idea
is vengeance, in which the dominating note is not
madness, but a high irony.

The subtlety of the intellectual conception is
matched by the perfect execution. As an elocutionist
Forbes-Robertson is without a rival on the stage to-
day. Physically, too, he is an ideal Hamlet. “Born
to play the part,” the hand of time has dealt gently
with his physique, leaving the same lithe, youthful
figure, the same noble features as of yore.

“Mice and Men,” the second play in the New York
repertoire, is a pretty little play of the eighteenth
century, which had a successful London run some
years ago. Its author is Mrs. Madeline Lucette Riley,
a sister, by the way, of Miss Alice Bradley, author
of “The Governor’s Lady.” The hero of “Mice and
Men,” Mark Embury, a scientifically and philan-
thropically inclined individual, decides to adopt a
girl from a fondling hospital, train her in the way
she should go and then marry her to the great good
of the race and the comfort of himself. How these
plans are destined to “gang agley” is evident from
the moment a fascinating young blade in the red

(Concluded on page 20.)
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The Eternal Struggle

LSTER has been the chief theme of Canadian
U conversation during the past fortnight. The
Liberal papers have published news headings
and editorials intended to show that the Asquith Gov-
ernment is right, while the Conservative papers have
exalted Carson and the Ulster Resisters. The poli-
tical lines of the British Isles are followed here more
closely than at any time in recent years. The par-
tisanship of Canada finds itself easily adapted to the
partisanship of Great Britain. Slowly but surely the
political programmes of the older country are re-
flected in those of the newer. The only difference is
that what would correspond to the “Nationalist” and
the “Labour” parties of Great Britain have no
separate existence here, but are largely, though not
wholly, found within the Liberal ranks. The Liberal
party is represented in Parliament by a smaller per-
centage of Protestants than the Conservative party,
and the only purely Labour member is on the Lib-
oral side.

The Ulster controversy is essentially a religious
one. The despatches are almost devoid of any re-
ference to this, but every thinking person recognizes
it. Rightly or wrongly, the Protestant does not be-
lieve that he gets quite the same fair treatment from
a Roman Catholic government as a Roman Catholic
gets from a Protestant government. The Protestant
is willing to give a Roman Catholic equal privileges
with himself—short of a predominate vote in par-
liament. The Protestant will tolerate a Roman Cath-
olic premier and accord him the full measure of re-
spect; he will accept Roman Catholic Ministers of
the Crown as freely as he accepts Protestant Minis-
ters; but he stops short at a Catholic majority in the
parliament. This is wholly because he fears the in-
fluence of the hierarchy, or the invisible power which
that word represents, and not because he has the
slightest distrust of his Roman Catholic fellow-
citizens as such.

Thus Ulster is explained. Thus much in Canada’s
political and social life is explained. Thus only may
one discern reasons for such organs as the “Orange
Sentinel” and the “Catholic Register.” This mutual
distrust of each other’s “system” is not creditable
to either Protestant or Roman Catholic, nor is it
beneficial to the nation, morally, socially or intel-
lectually.

This is the eternal struggle. It came into British
life with the Reformation. It is part of Canada’s
inheritance. It will vanish only when sin disappears
and the millennium dawns. In the meantime, we
must bear with it as best we may, working always
towards the elimination of the extremist and the
exaltation of the virtue of toleration.

wowe W
Paroled Prisoners

NE good feature, among the many bad, marks
our system of prison administration. Last
year, according to Mr. Archibald’s report,

445 prisoners were released on parole from the peni-
tentiaries, and 470 from provincial reformatories.
This system has been in vogue for fourteen years
and is working well. Last year, the number of can-
cellations was 77, or eight per cent. of the total num-
ber of paroles. The total number of paroles during
the fourteen years is 5,495, of whom eighty-two per
cent. completed their paroles honourably.

Mr. Archibald does not believe in automatic
paroles. Each case must be studied on its merits.
The great advantage of the system is that the
prisoners on parole return to industrial life and earn
support 'tor their wives and children. If they re-
mained in prison, their families would receive no
benefit and the expense to the public would be in-
creased.

Most important of all considerations is the fact
that during fourteen years, 5,495 erring men and
women have been removed from the contaminating
and soul-destroying life of our inefficient and politics-
ridden prisons. Having national detention places
which are twenty-five years behind the times, and in
which men are made more criminal instead of less
it is pleasant to know that the parole system stepé
in and saves a few of the unfortunates who come
before the automotons who administer our criminal

laws.
W % we
The First Research Bureau

ANADA'’S first Municipal Bureau has been -
C lished in Toronto. This permanent grg::ti::-
tion has grown out of the committee which
superintended the “survey” of the administrative
methods of the city by New York experts. The
Bureau is to be supported by private contribution
from the heavier taxpayers, and the expenses are
estimated at twenty thousand dollars a year for five
vears. A director has been appointed at a salary

of six thousand dollars a year, and he will have
several assistants. An honorary committee of man-
agement, and an honorary board of trustees com-
prise the governing body.

Municipal research bureaus have been established
in various United States cities -and have been doing
good work in educating the citizens to a livelier and
saner interest in civic affairs. These bureaus do
not attempt to interfere with the political phases of
civic administration, such as the election of alder-
men, or appointments to civic offices. They confine
themselves to research work, and the publication
of facts relating to municipal government. They aim
to inform the taxpayers as to what the administra-
tion is doing, and leave the electors to draw their
own conclusions. They also aim to co-operate with
the administration in initiating reforms which the
officials and the council may decide to be necessary.
They work with the administration, not against it.

One of the maxims of these Bureaus is worth con-
sideration in all Canadian cities: “As regards great
social undertakings, the Informed Taxpayer means
the Generous Taxpayer.” This idea is somewhat
new. It is based on the theory that efficiency in
civic administration has its genesis and its existence
in a wellinformed, active and intelligent public

opinion.
W o

Canadian Ship-building
! MOST remarkable statement appears in a re-

cent editorial on ship-building in the Toronto

Globe. It runs thus: “Before Canada ruined
the business by protection she was among the lead-
ing ship-building nations.”

Such a statement cannot be allowed to pass un-
challenged. The protective policy which Canada has

pursued for thirty-six years cannot be bolstered up
by false facts, nor can it be changed by misleading

His Place in the World

BY MRS. BILSBOROUGH.

A new serial story by a new English
author, being a remarkable case of loss of
memory by a noted surgeon, and the equally
unusual event by which he was restored.
The first instalment in this issue. Complete
in twelve weeks.

statements. The Globe statement is in the latter
class.

When ships were made of wood, Canada built many
ships. When steel was introduced as a substitute
for timber, the building ceased. Canada could not
make iron and steel plates. Iron and steel mills
did not exist in this country, whereas they were
numerous in Great Britain and Germany even in
the era of wooden ships. In order that Canada could
engage in steel ship-building it was necessary to
establish the basic industries. This is now being
done, and some day Canada may get back her ship-
building. In the meantime, the world’s ships are
largely built in Great Britain, Germany, France and
the United States.

Germany’s experience proves the falsity of the
Globe’s statement. Germany is a protective country,
just as Canada is, yet Germany is second in the list
of ship-building countries. It is a question of in-
dustrial ability, not a question of protection.

Finally, it would be equally false if the Globe had
stated that protection ruined our square timber
business. Everyone knows that the export of square
timber declined because the supply of trees ran out.

This is not a4 defence of protection, but a plea for
truth and common-sense.

9w % %

Heroism of Premiers

HEN President Wilson said in his Chicago
\X/ speech “I am the trustee for the prosperity of

the United States,” he made a statement which
every Cabinet Minister in Canada should remember.
Our Premiers, if they told the frank, brutal truth
would probably say, “I am the trustee for the pros-
perity of my party clique.”” There is a tremendous
difference.

Under our system, it must be admitted, a Provin-
cial or Federal Premier has not the same freedom
as the President of the United States. He has more
power to force his measures through parliament, but
he is under greater restrictions imposed by the party
caucus and the party leaders outside parliament.
The President is a candidate chosen for the time
being, not a leader ‘who has grown up with the

party, progressing step by step to the top. The
President may be an outsider, as President Wilson
is, and hence comparatively free from past political
history. Our Premiers never are. No Canadian
Premier could reasonably be expected to take the
detached view of public questions that Wilson does.

Admitting all this, Canadian Premiers are not
noted for their courage or their leadership. They
seldom tower head and shoulders above their Cabi-
net as Wilson does. More important still, they sel-
dom make a big fight for a public reform to which
the leaders of the party are opposed. They are
usually compromisers. They think more of win-
ning bye-elections than doing what is best for the
people as a whole. They are usually grand men,
anxious to serve their fellow-citizens, but not always
willing to risk their political supremacy by courageous
action. Hence they are more often party heroes than
public heroes. Their heroism is for the party rather
than for the people. There are exceptions, of course.
Sir James Whitney is a notable example of a man
who has led his party and has regarded himself as
a trustee for his province. Sir Wilfrid Laurier and
the Rt. Hon. Mr. Borden also have much of the
quality implied in the phrase, “A Trustee for the

People.”
ge e

An Intelligent Critic

OST of the critics who favour the editor of the
“Canadian 'Courier” with their opinions of the
material published from week to week, con-

fer a benefit. Many of them have information to im-

part. All of them have a point of view which is
instructive to any properly constituted editorial
staff.

0f course, there are exceptions, and one of these
sent a letter from Calgary a few days ago. He took
the clipping from the “Courier” of February 28th,
entitled, “Wanted—A Daniel,” in which Dr. C. C.
James and Principal Creelman were asked to an-
swer a question. This interrogation was phrased
as follows: “How can the producers be increased in
number and ambition?” It was suggested that
either of these two gentlemen, or some other expert
on the subject, should give the public a real plan
for increasing the number of the producers.

This critic from Calgary has solved the question
in eleven words, not counting the signature. These
eleven words should be written on tablets of gold,
as bronze would not be quite worthy of the occasion.
When so engraved they should be hung in every
agricultural college in the Dominion as a tribute to
the intelligence of the grangers of the West, because,
as mentioned above, the author of this wisdom lives
in Calgary, or thereabouts.

Here, then, is the famous message in eleven
words, the message for which so many of us have
worked and prayed for years:

“Goosie! Also chump! Take off the tariff and let
them breathe!”

The author of this brilliant sentence signs his
name and this will be furnished to any reputable
citizen who may apply for it. If any person from
Calgary asks for the name he must give assurance
that the thing will be done quietly and without any
disgraceful public exhibition. The ordinary method
which has distinguished the historic days of the
Foothills should not be used. Perhaps a selected
Oriental method would be better.

e % %

Statesman and Politician

EW people are able to distinguish between a
F statesman and a politician. In his book,
“True and False Democracy,” President Butler,

of Columbia University, says:

“The distinction between a political leader and
a political boss is perfectly clear. The leader
studies only the public good and party success
as contributing toward it. He draws to himself
the strongest, the wisest, and the best of those
who bear his party’s name. He urges forward
talent and capacity; he represses presuming
ignorance and self-seeking. He rests his case
upon his capacity to persuade and to convince the
people. By sheer intellectual strength and
vigour of will he attracts men to him and to his
policies. So Hamilton and Jefferson, so Lincoln
and Douglas, so Gladstone. The political boss,
on the other hand, is below the horizon from
which the public good is visible. Party success is
his highest aim and party success is interpreted
in terms of his personal supremacy. He sur-
rounds himself with the weak and obedient,
with those whose conscience is held safe pris-
oner behind the bars of ambition and desire for
gain. He bases his hope of vietory upon effec-
tive political machinery, upon a lavish expendi-
ture of money, and upon promises of preferment.
His arguments are alternately exhortations and
threats.”

By substituting “statesman” for “political leader,”
and using “politician” instead of “political boss,”
the comparison will apply to Canada. There is only
one other word which might be changed—the poli-
tician would probably use “patronage” instead of
“preferment.”

Canada needs more statesmen and fewer poli-
ticians, but there is not much hope for improvement
until the people learn that their political fealty should
not be bartered for a mess of pottage in the form
of local public works.
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“Slate’” Candidates for Montreal’'s Board of Control

A. V. Roy, C.E.

and its four controllers every four years,
there is naturally a big campaign at the end
of each four-year period. Next week the campaign
of 1914 will culminate, the first big campaign since
1910, when the Citizens’ Association carried their
slate for controllers. On this occasion there is the
same fight for the Board of Control, and in addition
there it a Citizens’ candidate for the mayoralty.
The four controllers nominated by the Citizens’ Asso-
ciation are Joseph Ainey, Duncan McDonald, J. U.
Emard, K.C., and A. V. Roy, C.E. The Citizens’
candidate for the mayoralty is Major Geo. W.
Stephens, formerly chairman of the Harbour Com-
mission.
Some idea of the situation may be gathered from
a typical speech by Mr. Duncan McDonald. “There
1s no greater monopoly, or more ridiculous monopoly,
than exists in the evening journals of Montreal,” he
declared. He interpreted this to mean that these
newspapers, controlled by Sir Hugh Graham, were
trying to “telegraph’” the votes of the citizens of
Montreal. He stated that he had requested them to
publish a statement prepared by him, but that they
had refused to do so. This is further indication that
the people of Montreal distrust the Graham papers,
as they believe.that these journals are working in
the interests of the Tramways Company rather than
in the interests of the citizens as a whole.
Controller Ainey, who is again a candidate, de-

! S Montreal elects its mayor every two years

Duncan McDonald.

.

Major George W. Stephens, Montreal Citizens’ Asso-
ciation Candidate for the Mayoralty.

J. U. Emard, K.C.

Controller Joseph Ainey.

fends the administration by quoting increases in
wages of city employees, increased police and fire
protection, milk inspection, new parks, new city
buildings, day labour on civic undertakings, and
elimination of graft. He outlined the programme of
the “slate” as “autonomy of Montreal, harmony in
its administration, and a complete and thorough plan
of the improvements likely to be necessary in the
whole island of Montreal for the next twenty-five
years.”

How the opposition to the “slate” are talking may
be gathered from a speech by E. N. Hebert. He de-
nounced as a complete failure the administration of
the Board of Control elected in 1910. “They were
then to revolutionize everything; it was all to the
bad, except one thing, but it was in that unique case,
for their own pockets; they had their salary brought
up from $5,000 to $7,500.

“Kven at that price, if they had worked for the
welfare of the city at large, we would have nothing
to say, but they spent their time in fighting insteaa
of devoting it to the building up of the metropolis.
Look at our slums, the shame of a civilized city;
look at the perpetual procession of hearses carrying
our children to the cemetery; look at the City Hall
in the hands of a ‘clique’; look at yearly pilgrimages
to Quebec, where our rights are traded; look and
you will be disgusted! A cleaning is badly needed.
I give you my word of honour, that I am ready to
pass the broom once for all.”

‘The Conquest of the Air Has Now a Business Basis

Political turmoil in Great Britain ha
planes are to be seen in various s

AN

s not interfered with the popularity of the Annual Aero Show, now on at Olympia, London.
hapes and models, all indicating man’s progress in the conquest of the air,
petrol engines are also on exhibition.

Waterplanes and aero-
The latest models in motor boats and
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No. 1—POWER

An outstanding feature of the RUSSELL-
KNIGHT Test was the tremendous reserve
power displayed.

Though rated at but 28 horse-
power, the RUSSELL-KNIGHT
motor developed over 63 horse-
power—233% of its normal rzlting_.

And even then, the maximum had
not been reached.

At 2,000 revolutions per minute the
motor proved itself easily capable of 500
revolutions per minute greater speed—
with a corresponding increase in the out-
put of power.

You never can tell when you may need the last
ounce of power in your car. And in such emer-

gencies, it's good to KNOW that the RUSSELL-

KNIGHT will answer your utmost demand.

It will conquer any road on which the wheels
can gain traction—because it has the POWER to
meet CANADIAN conditions.

Professor Price’s Report is
the most valuable motor car
pamphlet of the year. A
copy will be sent you on re-
quest. Wiite or ’phone.

Russell Motor Car Co., Limited

West Toronto

Branches: Toronto, Montreal, Hamilton, Winnipeg, Calgary,
Vancouver, Melbourne.
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‘ WESTERN CITY DEBENTURES.
B. C. Moose Jaw, Sask.

Victoria,
Edmonton, Alta.
Calgary, Alta.

St, Boniface, Man.

Prince Albert, Sask.
Kamloops, B. C.
Nanaimo, B. C.

Prices and Complete Particulars Upon Request.
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The Modern Executor

A GENERATION ago a man usually appointed
a friend or relative as his Executor. The grow-
ing preference fora Trust Company as Executor is
largely based on the fact that it offers a more re-
sponsible and efficient handling of your estate.
If you appoint this Company Executor your estate
will profit by the experience, prudence and judg-
ment of the Company’s Officers and Directors. We
invite correspondence or interviews.

Dafioital Trust.
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Sorwich

: : Insurance Against : :

Fire, Accident and Sickness - Employers’ Liability - Plate Glass
Agents Wanted for the Accident Branch

Head Office for Canada NORWICH UNION BUILDING
12-14 Wellington St. East TORONTO

Jdinoy MacoonaLp

SPECIAL LIQUEUR

SCOTCH WHISKY

10 YEARS OLD

Do you drink "Sandy Macdonald " Scotch,
or just Whisky?

| ALEXANDER & MACDONALD , LEITH, SCOTLAND

WHY NOT 7 PER CENT. INTEREST?
If your money earns less than 7%, write to us to-day. Wa
are offering the Bonds of a successful, well-organized company
which yield 7% interest and have a profit-sharing feature as
well. Your investment may be withdrawn any time after one
year on 60 days’ notice. Send for special folder and full par-
ticulars.

NATIONAL SECURITIES CORPORATION, LIMITED

CONFEDERATION LIFE BU'LDING TORONTO, CANADA

WINES OF QUALITY NEED NO PRAISE

THE HOUSE OF

GONZALEZ & BYASS,

Jerez de la Frontera, Spain.
The Premiere Sherry House of the World.

THEIR

SHERRIES

enjoy a world-wide reputation for absolute purity,
de‘iicate bouquet and flavor. The following
brands are recommended to those who desire a
good, sound wine at reasonable prices.

ROYAL Medium Dry :
VINO DE PASTO  Fruity, Ladies’ Favorite

Very Dry Club Wine
Bas P:Ir-', Szl. l:lul Dinner Wine

IDOLO
OLOROSO Ol Golden, Rich East India
Sold by high class dealers at
75c.. $1.00_81-25 and $1.50 per bottle.

ASK FOR

GONZALEZ & BYASS SHERRIES
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Bonds

We issue from time to
time lists of carefully
selected Municipal, Trac-
tion and Industrial
Bonds suitable for the
conservative investor.

We shall be pleased up-
on request to send a copy
to you.

F. H. Deacon & Co.

Members Toronto Stock Exchange
INVESTMENTS

97 Bay Street
Toronto - Canada
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AIMONEY AND
MAGNATES

The Budget Speech

ANADA'S financiers and business men are more interested in the Minister
C of Finance's budget speech this year than in any other year since 1897.
That was the year of the introduction of the British Preference, and the
Budget of 1897 is a landmark in the commercial history of this country. The
preference of 25 per cent. of the customs duties then granted to British manu-
facturers was afterwards increased to thirty-three and a third per cent.

This year’s Budget Speech will be delivered in the House by Hon. W. T.
White on April 6th. Several industries are vitally interested in the announce-
ments which it may contain. The producers of iron ore desire a bonus in order
to encourage the development of the iron mines. The producers of iron and
steel are also anxious for a re-imposition of some of the bonuses recently cut
off. The implement manufacturers are waiting to see just what reduction
there will be in import duties on implements from the United States, and what
corresponding privileges, if any, will be extended to them.

Here then are three great industries eagerly awaiting the Budget Speech
and its decisions. The market value of millions of dollars of bonds and com-
mon stock, held by thousands upon thousands of investors, will be affected.
The bankers of all these various companies hold much commercial paper from
them, and they are vitally concerned. The smaller manufacturers who supply
parts, machinery and other manufactured articles to these larger concerns are
patiently awaiting results.

All this expectant waiting is one explanation of the stationary conditions
of the stock markets and of commercial activity. There can be no revival of
trade until these budget announcements are made.

This condition of affairs is still further affected by the question of Govern-

Quarterly Review Next Week

N EXT WEEK the “Canadian Courier” will publish its April Quar-

terly Financial Review. There will be general articles on the

stocks and bond markets, industrial conditions, fire insurance,
and other financial and commercial topics. There will be charts show-
ing the course of the markets during the first three months of 1914.
The information in that issue will be well worthy a close and careful
study on the part of every citizen,

MAKE
A
GOOD
INVESTMENT

Let your good judgment lead
you to invest your money in a re-

liable, safe security like the

5 er Cent.
bentures

of the Standard Reliance Mortgage

Corporation. Interest payable by
coupon every 6 months.

Capital paid up, $1,985,104.28
Assets - 5,110,332.81

Standard Reliance
Mortgage(rporation

84-88—Ki;g— Street East

Toronto

Sums of $250.00 and
upwards can be placed
by us in Agreements for
Sale and Mortgages on
inside Edmonton Prop-
erty, yielding from 8 to
129,

Security absolute.

Correspondence sol-
icited.

B. M. McMILLAN & Co.

109 Howard Ave.
Edmonton, Alta.

ment guarantees to the Canadian Northern Railway. The car companies, the
locomotive companies, the steel rail companies, and the manufacturers of
other railway supplies are waiting for orders from the Canadian Northern. If
the Government decides to guarantee fifty millions of C.N.R. bonds for the
completion and equipment of the transcontinental these factories will once
more become busy hives. At present some of them are working half time only.
Production has more than caught up with demand.

On Monday, April 6th, when Mr. White presents his annual summary of
trade conditions and makes the Government’s announcements for the year,
practically all these doubtful points will be cleared up. After that date, the
commercial interests will know exactly “where they are at” for another year,
and doubt will disappear. If commencial activity is to be resumed, that will
becon;)e quite evident within a fortnight after the delivery of the Budget
Speech.

Municipals on the Bargain Table

ESPITE the marked popularity of municipal offerings these days, they are
D still low enough to be a very attractive buy. In this connection Wood,
Gundy and Company, of Toronto, submit a comparison of the interest
return now available on High Grade Municipal Bonds, and the corresponding

“and interest” prices as against the basis prevailing in April, 1911.
Int. Return Corresponding Int. Return Corresponding

April, “And Int.” April, “And Int.”
Security. ; 1914. Price. 1911, Price.
e S el 4149 91.28 49, 100.
Quebec ... ... e 2009 99.30 438% 102.67
LONAON 15 ve i v oo 470% 88.10 4% % 93.58
Owen Sound ... .. .. 4.90% 94.41 4.30% 98.09
Fort William ... ... .. 6%% 96.36 4% % 100.
Maging 0L oo . B%% 98.73 4% % 105.28
Renfrew ... ... ... .. ©%% 106.38 4% % 112.19
Edmonton ... ... .... b5.30% 98.16 4%9% 103.15
St. Boniface ... ... ... 5.30% 95.568 41%6% 108.06
South Vancouver .. ... 5.30% 96.92 4.409% 106.564
Point Grey ... ... ... %% 92. 45.9% 106.75
Nanelnd <. oo, 634 % 87.77 5% 100.

An analysis of these figures shows that the twelve securities referred to are
obtainable at an average of 7.61 points below the April, 1911, mark. The aver-
age income is 5.11%, as against only 4.439 three years ago. It would seem
that municipals are still on the bargain table. They are a good buy, particu-
larly at present prices. It seems reasonable to suppose that the market will
undoubtedly stiffen very soon.

¥ y
Loan Company's Famings
‘WINNIPEG correspondent is criticizing the remarks made in this column
about the statement of the Great West Permanent Loan Company, of
Winnipeg. He says that the net earnings, which the “Canadian Courier”
represented as over 15 per cent., were only a little over 11%. :

The difference between the 11% and the 15% profits is an amount of $92,-
365, of which $85,495 was interest paid on debentures, and $6,870 written off
for depreciation of furniture. But the 4.35 per cent. which these represented
was actually earned, though it was paid out again. Not all loan companies

make public the profit and 1 3
S T oss items like the two which are the bone of con

Municipal Debenture Legislation

EGISLATION of a model kind is to be i
to | ntroduced at this session of the
L I;T)g:i 0Sucsotia. Government. It will deal with consolidating and amending
Bk rt‘t(a}t(l)a,ct.men-t,ts' regarding municipal debenture funds. Hitherto
hat e ke ; much divergence. Under the new provisions it is proposed
the governmlgnr? i’?‘i‘;e sgﬁ.ll be standardized and forms obtained only from
tures in Nova & = I*;eims all be uniformity all through. Municipal deben-

will be supervised 1 :
regularity and legality will praeticallypbe gua.ra!.)ny th? government, and their
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For the Small Investor

The unquestionable safety of this in-
vestment is much more important to
the person with limited resources than
to the capitalist. To enable those
who have only small sums to invest to
do so safely, we issue
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A BREAKFAST IN CEYLON

would not bring you a more delicious cup of tea
than you may have at your own table by using

SALADA”

It is the world’s choicest tea, at its best—the
finest hill.grown Ceylon—in sealed lead packets.

BLACK, GREEN or MIXED

0561

The ONLY Chill-Proof Beer.

Snap
Deliciousness

Don't forget that case of

- Punty

Cosgraves

Mild (Chill-Proof)

Pale Ale

for the home.

It helps you entertain and
counts for health in the family.

A phone message or postal to

your dealer calls the case.

7-8-B

The Canadian Bank of Commerce

Head Office : TORONTO

Paid-up Capital, $15,000,660; Reserve Fund, $13,500,000

SIR EDMUND WALKER, C.V.0,, LL.D,, DCL. ......
ALEXANDER LAIRD
JOHN AIRD .......

....................

President.
General Manager.

Branches in every Province of Canada and in the United States, England

and Mexico.

Travellers’ Cheques

ient
vellers’ Cheques issued by this Bank are a very conven
tox"rutlwlnTl:wahich to prov?de funds when travelling. They are issued in de-

nominations of
$10

$20
and the exact amount payab

or

each cheque.
.h'(l)‘g:sgncg:aztf::eg;y be used to pay Hotels, Railway and Steamship
Companies, Ticket and Tourist Agencies and leading merchants, etf,.
Each purchaser of these cheques is provided with a list of the Bank’s
principal paying agents and correspondents throughout the world. They
are issued by every branch of the Bank.

$50 $100
le in the principal countries of the world is

THE

Home

Bank«C

NINE OFFICES IN TORONTO.

Branches and Connections throughout Canada
British and Foreign Correspondents in all the principal

cities of the world.

Snkwen1864

ANADA

Letters of Credit issued enabling Canadians travelling
abroad to have ready access to funds in any foreign city.

COURIER.

Courierettes.

ING GEORGE has patented a

movable fireplace, and got $25,-

000 for it. He should get to

work on a movable jail for Mrs.
Pankhurst.

“The High Cost of Loving” is the
title of a mew play soon to be pro-
duced. We’ll all be there. A title like
that hits home.

Bowmanville, Ont., has a “Silent
Twenty” club. Membership, we take
it, is entirely masculine.

“Peg O’ My Heart” is said to have
won wealth and a wife for its author.
He agrees with Shakespeare that ‘“the
Play’s the thing.”

An English magistrate has decided
that a man has as much right to hiss
as to applaud a play. The sure point
is that he cannot get his money back.

A New York suffrage leader does all
the work for her family of seven and
finds time to labor in “the cause” also.
She is the best argument for woman
suffrage we have heard of.

“Coal dealers say that idea of civie
coal yard is not feasible,” announces
Toronto paper. Does anybody im-
agine that they would say the con-
trary?

Abdul Hamid, deposed Sultan of
Turkey, is very ill. His nose has been
out of joint ever since the revolution.

The 48th Highlanders in Toronto
have reached the 800 mark, but it
would be interesting to know how
many Irish and English helped them
to make that total.

A Canadian chicken rancher who
advertised for a wife, gets his pick
of 244 willing British maids. Here’s a
new trade question. The demand in
the West is keen, the supply in Brit-

iiti;l is great. What will we do about

John Webster, the Brockville M.P.,
is said to have worsted Hon. Col.
Sam Hughes in a friendly wrestle.
We are forced to the conclusion that
Canada’s War Minister is most at
home when firing verbal volleys.

Some newspaper writers are reck-
lessly brave. In a Toronto daily the
other day one of them referred to a
school teacher as “an old maid.”

A Toronto woman, charged with
having slandered her neighbours, was
toid by the magistrate to control her
tongue. Why should the law ask
impossibilities ?

General Castro has been found
apain. A lot of us were blissfully
}gnorant of the fact that he was miss-
ng.

.Sylvia Pankhurst made a speech,
l_ymg on an ambulance stretcher. You
Just can’t keep some people quiet.

L
Modern Dances.

HE danced the Hesitation,

And she tangoed quick as wink,
But she couldn’t do the Wash Dip
In the Kitchen Sink.

L 2

Jeremiah’s Place.—A Canadian min-

ister tells a rather amusing yarn about
a certain long-winded clergyman and
a sermon he preached on the prophets.

This preacher was noted for his
long discourses, but his sermon on
the prophets was longer than the rest
of them. He began at the beginning
of things and he missed nothing. He
divided the prophets into two classes
—ithe major and the minor prophets.

He discussed the minors, singly and
at length.

He ﬁgk up the majors and dealt
exhaustively with them.

Then he said: “We have now re-
vised both the major and the minor
prophets. There is the prophet Jere-

miah yet left to be dealt with. What
place shall we find for Jeremiah?”

There came from the back of the
church the voice of a chap whose
patience had been exhausted.

“Jeremiah can have my place,” he
said, “I'm goin’ home.”

®” »

It Suited Him.—Little Johnny—*I
wish our teacher would use the same
system when she licks us as she does
when she teaches us to write.”

Fond Father—“What is that, my

?’!

L. J—“She tells us to make the up
strokes heavy and the down strokes
light.”

LR

I's Human Nature.—Money talks—
and when it does, we all politely lis-

ten.
L 3

The Sore Point.—Hon. G. P. Graham
asserts that the Lynch-Staunton and
Gutelius report on Transcontinental
extravagance was made to order.

It was. What bothers G. P. is that
it was mot his, but the Borden Gov-
ernment’s order.

L

Get This One?—“How did people
multiply before arithmetic was in-
vented?”

“On the face of the earth.”

” ®»

The Twice-Born Man.—This from
an obituary notice in the Montreal
Gazette sounds interesting:

“He was originally born in England
in 1872.”

LR

There Are Exceptions.
HAT clothes make the man is an

axiom old,
Yet sometimes exceptions are
noted;
Glad raiment can't always accomplish
the feat,
For many’'s the “pill” that's well
coated.
” »

Labor Saving Devices.—It was away
down in the lazy and langourous South
—ithe Sunny South.

‘“Well, how’s times?”
tourist.

“Pretty tolerable, stranger,” replied
the old man who sat idly on the stump
of a tree. “I had a pile of brush to
burn and the lightning set fire to it
and saved me a heap of work.”

“That was fine.”

“I had some trees to cut down, but
the cyclone came along and saved me
the trouble.”

“Remarkable.
doing now?”

“Waiting for an earthquake to come
along and shake the potatoes out of
the ground.”

queried the

But what are you

L

Quite a Feat—The city boy, on a
holiday in the country, had discoursed
for half an hour on the acrobatic
wonders of the vaudeville stage.

“That ain’t nothin’,” smniffed the
farmer’s son, in contempt. “We’ve got
somethin’ in this barn that’ll turn
without moving.”

“Don’t believe it.

“Milk.”

What is it?”

2 =

What It Proves.—Toronto paper de-
votes a whole page to an illustrated
story of how big financiers eat pie at
quick lunch joints. Simply goes to
show how a wise man in finance may
be foolish when it comes to food.

LR

Desperate Remedy.—“If a few mem-
bers of Parliament were killed there
might be something done in the mat-
ter of traffic regulation reform,” said
a coroner in London, Eng., the other
day.

I};espera:te diseases need desperate
remedies. Is it not worth trying?

o
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[Jim Goodwin's Real Asset
(Continued from page 8.)

trance. The boy kept his eyes fixed
on the rug before him., Twice he tried
to speak, but the words refused to
come. At last he could stand the sus-
pense no longer.

“May I have my job back?’ he
blurted.

Mr. Randall sat quite still, evidently
considering the request; the expres-
sion on his face was non-committai
Jim shifted his weight from one per-
fectly shod foot to the other, and
fumbled his gaily beribboned hat.

“I've simply got to have it back,
sir. I didn't realize what Randall &
Co. meant to me until I had quil.
I—I couldn’'t bear to be barred from
it forever.”

He drew a purple-bordered hand-
kerchief from the pocket set slantwise
in the breast of his coat and mopped
his brow.

“Of course,” he said, returning to
the attack, “l1 wouldn't expect my old
position. If you will only take me
back, I'll do anything—1I'll start in at
filing letters—or running errands——or
sweeping and dusting, even.”

Mr. Randall glanced whimsically at
the pale-hued kid gloves adorning the
hands of the applicant for the sweep-
ing-and-dusting job. He settled down
in his chair, his face sobering.

“James,” he said, at last, “I don't
want any man in my employ who is
encumbered with superfluous money
—with money that he has not earned
in promoting the welfare of the estab-
lishment. The services of such a man,
I find, are not conducive to the best
interests of the—ah-—the house.
Therefore—"

“But, Mr. Randall,” interrupted Jim
eagerly, “suppose that my money had
been—had been——" He paused, a
dull red mounting to cheeks and brow.

Mr. Randall noted the flush with
secret gratification. Hastening to the
boy's aid, he said:

“In that case I would consider the
matter. We'll say no more about your
inheritance. I shall assume that you
have been unfortunate in your invest-
ments.”

Jim fidgeted miserably. Mr. Ran-
dall decided with his usual sudden-
ness.

“All right, James,” he sald, with
his quick smile, “you may go to
work.”

ol e

IM GOODWIN, unfortunately, was
J hopelessly mediocre in the meth-
ods that he adopted to make good.
It requires no particular brilliance of
intellect to be on the job early and
late; one's life is anything but spec-
tacular if he devotes it solely to the
best interest of the employer that
pays his wages. It would hardly
seem an index to cleverness that a
young man ghould finish up his own
tasks and then, cheerfully and with-
out comment, commence on those left
over by the shirks in the little com-
munity about him. Surely, this is no
‘way for one to make a name for him-
self in the busy, selfish world. He
gets no thanks for such a foolish
proceeding. Not all employers would
notice it; some would, however. Mr.
Randall did.

One day, at the end of the usual
monthly conference—Jim had worked
up to his old posiiton—Mr. Randali
seemed loath to end the interview.
He introduced topic after topic of
general interest, letting his conversa-
tion ramble on with no seeming defin-
ite end in view. Jim listened patient-
ly, a queer, uncomfortable emotion
welling up inside that blurred his
eyes. He understood it; Mr. Randall
was growing old.

In the middle of an interminable
sentence he stopped, his eyes regain-
ing, for the moment, their eager,
interested look.

“James,” he said, “are you aware
that your work has been exceedingly
good since your—er—reconstruction
period?”

The young man looked up proudly.
“I admit that I realize it,” he said,
with calm assurance. “One usually
knows when he has done well, sir.
That knowledge is the chief reward.”

“The chief reward—yes—the chief

FINE CLOTHES
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ORONTO
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in Canada.
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Just what experience can do is shown by

WHITE LABEL ALE

HE production of White Label Ale, through

every stage—from the raw barley to the

careful bottling of our own bottlers—has been
developed into an exact science.

And it is only necessary to compare it with
ordinary ale to realize the real deliciousness of
White Label Ale—the tastiest and cleanest of them
all.

Prove our claim by comparison!
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TORONTO

reward.” Mr. Randall’s glance wav-
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WILSON’S
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AFTER FEVER
Eminent — Physicians — Frequently — Prescribe

WILSON’S INVALIDS’ PORT
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administrated without danger of disturbing the most sensitive stomach, and
can be taken by those whose condition prohibits bitter or pungent tonics. After
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Each piece of
Ganong’s is a

jewel of the choco-
late maker’s art. It costs
us more to make them
small and dainty than it
would to make them big
and bulky, but you like
them better,

we care about,

That is all

== PROGRESSIVE JONES SAYS:

these results, | say,—use

“Here is the Right Fertilizer
For Lawns and Vegetables”

The most effective method of nourishing grasses and vegetables to get
rich yields should also be the cleanest and handiest way.

If you want

Manures are not only offensive to
handle, but they sow weed seeds.
Fertilize the Harab way; there is a
Harab Fertilizer specially adapted
for the kind of grasses and vegetables
you want to grow. Harab Fertiliz-
ers are food for both land and crop.

Take my advice—now. Write for
the useful Fertilizer Booklet which
the Harris Abattoir Company would
like to send to you free.

Hovens ﬂw /;ur%ew am/‘d/
%yﬂe.ua%m/ vreed

Harris Abattoir Co., Limited
Fertilizer Dept.

Strachan Ave.
TORONTO, Can.

HOTEL DIRECTORY

KING EDWARD HOTEL
Toronto, Canada.
—Fireproof—

Accommodation for 750 guests. $1.50 up.

American and European Plans.

MOSSOP HOTEL
(LIMITED)
TORONTO, ONTARIO.
European Plan. Absolutely Fireproof.

THE NEW RUSSELL
Ottawa, Canada.

$150,000 spent upon Improvements.

250 Rooms,
American Plan .......... 23.00 to $5.00
European Plan .......... 1.50 to $3.50

THE NEW FREEMAN’S HOTEL
(European Plan.)
One Hundred and Fifty Rooms.

Rooms with or without bath from $1.50 and
up per day.

PALMER HOUSE

TORONTO - -
H. V. O’Connor, Prop:i:eAt:‘réDA

Rates—$2.00 to $3.00.

LA CORONA

A Favorite Montreal Hotel, 453 to 465 Guy St.

Room with use of bath ....$1.
Room with private bath..$z2, $$2.55(:: :l;‘cli ;

Cafe the Best. La Corona and its service ac-

knowledged Montreal’s best, but the charges
are no higher than other first-class hotels.

Single rooms, without bath, $1.50 and $2.00
per day; rooms with bath, $2.00 per day and
upwards.

St.-James and Notre Dame Sts., Montreal.

QUEEN’S HOTEL, MONTREAL.

$2.50 to $4.00. American Plan.
300 Rooms,

THE TECUMSEH HOTEL

- London, Canada.

American Plan, $3.00 per day and up. All
rooms with running hot and cold water, also
telephones. Grill room en from 8 to 12
p.m, Geo. H. O’Neill, Proprietor.

ered. The idea that he had been fos-
tering found sudden expression. “I'm
growing old, James!” he said.

“No, mo!” disclaimed Jim hastily.
“You are just what you always were!”
he added, his eyes dropping, however.

Mr. Randall straightened himself
abruptly, overcoming his momentary
depression. The old enthusiasm
shook his voice as he said:

“I have long had this thing in mind,
James. Randall & Co. needs new
blood. I have no one belonging to
me. You have always been my favor-
ite down here amongst my business
family. I want you to come in with
me; it's your due. Together, we——-"’

“Mr. Randall! Stop, please!” Jim's
face was working with emotion. “I
can’t let you go on. You don’t know
that I got my position back under
false pretences—I almost lied to you,

“Don’t you suppose I knew, James?
Don’t you suppose I made allowances
for your loyalty? That was the rea-
son I took you back. 'I knew that
you still had your miserable inheri-

tance intact; that you had squandered ‘

your savings only before you turned
back to me, heartsick. You came

back, and you justified my faith in
you. You have made good! You
have found your real asset; it com- |

sists of something more enduring than
a few paltry unearned dollars.” Mr.
Randall paused, his eyes twinkling
merrily. ‘“Isn’t there some one you

wish to confide in before we com-
discussion of ways and |

mence our
means?’ There was a world of affec-
tion in his quizzical glance.

Jim grasped his hand, squeezed it
until the old gentleman winced, and
dived through the door. He rushed
unceremoniously into the tiny room
occupied by the pretty stenographer
and closed the door behind him.

“Annie!” he cried.

She looked up.

“The boss has just told me that I've
made good! He's offered to take me
into the firm!”

“Oh!” she breathed. “Oh!”

Into her eyes welled two big tears
—of pride.

“He says I've made good!” exulted
Jim. “He says I've found my real
asset!” He took her hands in his and
drew her toward him. “My real
asset!” he repeated—“and I want
you to share it with me!”

Great Actor’s Farewell
(Concluded from page 13.)

uniform of Her. Majesty, surprises
Peggy learning her multiplication
table. Thereafter one can settle down
to a comfortable assurance that the
course of true love will, in the end,
run smooth, and that the genial phil-
anthropist will find what consolation
he can, as Cicero might say, in the
contemplation of his own integrity.

The transition of Forbes-Robertson
from the role of Hamlet to that of
Dick Heldar illustrates the difference
between talent and genius. Dick
Heldar, as played by Forbes-Robert-
son, is a tremendous piece of acting
in a very indifferent play. The hints
of approaching blindness are con-
veyed with consummate skill, and the
finale of the second act, when dark-
ness descends, is not the inevitable
melodrama one would suppose, but
poignant tragedy. The scene in which
he discovers that the picture, which
he finished in the failing light, has
been ruined, after he had proudly
shown it to his fellow-war correspond-
ents, holds the agony of desolation.

The retirement of such men as
Forbes-Robertson from the stage
leaves us poor indeed, and our sense
of loss will be just in proportion to
the esteem in which we hold the dra-
matic art. For a generation, and
especially since the passing of Irving,
he has been its foremost English ex-
ponent, while in dignity, grace and
poise of character, he has upheld
the noblest traditions of a noble pro-
fession.

But, to quote a line from Jerome’s
Stranger, “Leave-takings are but
wasted sadness.” And, so saying we
open the door quietly and gently that
he who has so enriched our experi-
ence may pass out to many years of
golf and painting and quiet country
lanes and, in the end, sweet old age.

Serve this new
KNOX Maple Rice Parfait

} envelope Knox Sparkling Gelatine
2 cups cooked rice ﬁ cup milk
} piat cream 1 cup chopped nuts
«> 1 cup maple or brown sugar

Soften gelatine in the milk and
dissolve in the hot rice. Add
sugar and salt. When cool, fold
in_ the cream whipped until
thick, and the chopped nuts,
Flavor with vanilla or lemon.
Pack in ice, or in cool weather
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for your grocer's name.
Pint Sample for 2 cent stamp
and grocer’s name.

CHARLES B. KNOX CO./
510_Knox Ave., Johnstown, N.Y.
Branch Factory : Montreal, Can.

For Fatigued
Brain and Muscle

have 4
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DRUGGISTS—EVERYWHERE
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acturers’ Journals.

Est. 16 Years

ATENT YOUR IDEAS

I 49 000 offered for certain
nventions. Book **How to Obtain

sp report as to patentability. Patents ad-
vertised for sale at our expense in Man-

\ e
) CHANDLEE & CHANDLEE, Patent Atty's
959 F. St, Washington, D. (.

DO YOU WANT TO

LEARN

How to write the short-story, novel, play, photo-
play, magazine article, edit:ox'-'iyal, book r&i:w,pem‘;
news story, feature story, or letter? How to criti-
cise the short-story, etc.? How to appreciate art ?
How to read, write, and speak a foreign language ?

If so, write to-day for our catalogue.

Have you MSS. you can’t sell? Let us edit and
sell them for you.

School of Literary Craftsmanship and Aesthetics
WASHINGTON, D C.
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As We See Others

When Easter Comes

OR the children there is no festival of the year
which has the merry significance of Christ-
mas—the day of gifts and gladness when the
spirit of the day is all good-will. As the years

go by and each succeeding Christmas means a re-
minder of the many friends who no longer keep the
holiday with us, it becomes a day of regret as well
as merriment, with a leaf of rue among the holly.
But Easter, more solemn in its associations, becomes
the most hopeful of all anniversaries as the dawn
of Easter Sunday breaks. The name, it is true, was
connected with the Pagan rites of spring-time rather
than the Christian worship, but the meaning of the
two has blended into the festival of rejoicing over
the new things of Earth, with the deeper note of
spiritual renewal beneath the lighter joy.

There has been much criticism in recent years
of our somewhat ornamental keeping of Easter, with
the toy rabbits, chocolate eggs and wee, downy
chickens in the shop windows. Yet the finer
meaning of Easter observance has not been for-
gotten, even if its social aspect has become al-
most childishly picturesque. In Canada, we do
not observe Lent with the traditional strictness
of Latin communities, but Easter is still to us
a season of renewal and revival.

A sympathy with springtime gladness surely
belongs to all unspoiled natures. The man who
can be cynical on an April morning, the woman
who can refuse to believe that God’s in His
heaven when the first bird-notes are thrilling
from the eaves, must be sadly wrong and ought
to take something in the way of a walk in the
woods or an aeroplane flight for that hopeless
feeling.

It is curious how the force of a verse from
sacred writings often comes home to one in sur-
roundings most remote from church or sanctuary.
I never hear the great words which express the
Christian belief in the Resurrection without re-
calling “The Tale of Two Cities.” Do you re-
member how, in Dickens’ account of Sydney
Carton’s sacrifice, to save a life which Lucie
Manette loved, those words come to him with
inspiring comfort even at the edge of the scaf-
fold: “I am the Resurrection and the Life”? The
novelist who revealed so much of human suffer-
ing and divine tenderness gave the verse its
deepest meaning for the man whose nobler nature
had risen again, to crush all that was base in
his past.

% W oo
Living and Learning

[ S it the high cost of living or is it the cost of high
living which is giving modern -civilization 80
much to talk about? If we determine to do
without certain luxuries and to keep to the essentials,
are we so very badly treated in the price list of to-
day? “But look at rents,” says one observer. “You
pay thirty dollars a month for a house in Toronto
which was only sixteen dollars a month twenty
years ago.” Exorbitant rents, however, are bringing
about their own reduction and the newer apartment
houses are striving to meet the requirements of
those who have moderate incomes.

The great difficulty in coping with lodging and
rental conditions lies in the rush to the cities. A
province of small towns is to be desired, rather than
a scant rural population and a few congested centres.
“Cities are a disease,” declares a modern writer on
sociological conditions, and, no doubt, he is telling
the truth. We seem to be afraid of our own society
in the lonely places, and it is not until the city has
shown us its utmost of noise and unloveliness that
we are willing to go back to the town or the village.
A race which loves out-doors and the sports of field
and water is likely to live long in the land. And
the worst of it is that Canada’s new-comers, instead
of going to the vast, unspoiled places and tilling the
land, are crowding into Montreal, Toronto and Win-
nipeg, to join the ranks of unskilled labourers. We
want more farms and fewer factories, If the speed
mania, which seems to have taken Dossession of us
in late years, both in social expenditure and public
life, receives a check by the temporary financial
stress, we may have an opportunity to consider
whether we are troubled by high living or low

thinking. The problem of the conflict between tastes
and income is more pressing than it ever was before.
The extreme publicity of the present age is partly to
blame for this, as pictures and paragraphs show
three-fourths of the world just how the remaining
fourth lives—and it is difficult to shut one’s eyes to
the charms of purple and fine linen.

W oW oW
Home and Abroad

LREADY the summer holidays are a matter of
concern and we are beginning to dream of long
afternoons on the lake and twilight in the land

of pines. A girl who has been away at school for
two years in France and Germany was speaking re-
cently of the coming months.

“I'm going to Georgian Bay for July and August,”
she said, firmly. “There’s nothing more beautiful
than our own islands, after all.”

“I'm glad you haven't been spoiled by being

LADY WILLISON,

A Toronto hostess, whose public activities have been connected chiefly
with the I. O. D. E. and with the Ladies’ Branch of the British and
Foreign Sailors’ League. Sir John Willison is editor of “The News.”

abroad,” said an admiring aunt, “I was afraid that
nothing in Canada would be good enough, after the
Rhine and the Alps and Paris.”

“Canada’s lovely,” asserted the satisfied young
person. “It’s so young and so jolly—especially out
in the West. Of course, it hasn’t castles or cathedrals
or picturesque hotels; but its lakes and rivers are
enough to make any Canadian glad to see the St.
Lawrence and Lake Ontario again. I think a trip
abroad is all wasted if you come back from it dis-
contented. I am ever so glad for the two years I
spent in Europe, but they have just given me new
friends and ideas without spoiling the old onés. And,
after all, we're ever so much alike.”

So, the traveller or the student usually concludes
that human beings are essentially of the common
family of Adam and Eve, with just enough difference
to make life interesting. Europe teaches us some-
thing of the “long results of time,” calms our com-
mercialism and tends to give to the young observer
the valuable quality known as poise. Success comes
so suddenly and bewilderingly sometimes in this New
World of endeavour that it is well to learn in older
lands that the quality of patience is not to be de-
spised and that grace and haste are hardly com-
patible. Yet, we do not wish to lose the “homeward
turning heart” after all foreign travel and training,
and we are glad when the girls come back, content
to be Daughters of the Dominion.

There is no denying that we are a restless peo-
Ble, who ﬂ'r'xd it difficult to stay at home when the

Red Gods” of woods and hill and river are calling
in the spring-time. The long whistle of the train in
the night and the echo from the first steamers in the
0ay stir within us that impulse “to go—go—go—

away from here,” which brought our forefathers
across the seas and incidentally built a line of trad-
ing-posts across a continent. When the old-fashioned
house-wife felt this “call of the wild,” she straight-
way took to spring house-cleaning and exhausted her
energy in a vernal orgy of setting things to rights—
which is an excellent form of pioneering. -

A Figure in Feminism

N Englishwoman by birth, a Canadian by adop-
tion, and a citizeness of the world by the
right of ubiquitous travel, there could

scarcely have been chosen a more representative
head of the new national suffrage organization of
Canada than the president, who was recently chosen
by acclamation, namely, Mrs. L. A. Hamilton, of
Toronto.

But familiarity with the race elements which com-
pose this conglomerate nation would not have
sufficed to entitle any woman to the headship of
such a body had she not possessed also in her per-
sonality both natural qualities and attributes of cul-
ture which constitute the marks of leadership. Mrs.
Hamilton’s election was the manifestation on the
part of her countrywomen of faith in her
strength of service as proved already.

By inheritance the new president is indepen-
dent-minded. She comes of a line of Warwick-
shire yeoman, surnamed Bodington, and claims a
grandfather on her father's side who was the
pioneer in open-air treatment for tuberculosis.
That same Dr. Bodington, of Sutton Coldfield,
England, is mentioned in the Shaw play, “The
Doctor's Dilemma.” Mrs. Hamilton’s father was
likewise a physician, and came with his family
(including Constance, the subject of this writ-
ing), to Canada in 1887, crossing the wilderness
country to Vancouver. He established there in
general practice, and later in special work of a
mental nature, and was made, eventually, super-
intendent of the Provincial Hospital for the In-
sane at New Westminster, B.C. Her mother
was a lady of Shrewsbury, Shropshire, whos>
people were intimate with the Darwins, includ-
ing the famous Charles, and enjoyed also Alfred
Lord Tennyson's friendship.

“Our foremost suffragist” met her fate (who
is entirely in sympathy with her projects) iIn
the days when Vancouver was in its swaddling
clothes. Mr. Hamilton was a C.P.R. man, em-
ployed in that quarter as chief of the land depart-
ment. His wife now smiles as she reminisces on
the wild, now Stanley Park, as a “courting”
landscape. She was married, and very shortly
after, Mr. Hamilton being promoted, the pair
moved to the then town, Winnipeg.

The Musical Soclety of Winnipeg, at present a
flourishing body, was the direct outcome of Mrs.
Hamilton'’s efforts united with those of Mrs.
Angus Kirkland to bring entertainment in the
musical form within the reach of all in the Prairie
City. She used her Leipsic training to this end.
Musie, as Mrs. Hamilton holds, would prove of the
utmost educative value among our foreign peoples,
most being of essentially musical races.

T was only in 1901 that the Hamiltons moved to To-
ronto. And yet, in that city, so great is the confi-
dence placed by the workers of her own sex, and

also by the men, in Mrs. Hamilton, that she has been
made convener of the Committee on Agriculture fo.-
Women of the National Council of Women of Can-
ada, President of the Equal Franchise League, and
now President of the new and trenchant National
Suffrage organization. She is an active worker in
Y. W. C. A. interests, a patroness of the arts, a pro-
lific writer, a linguist who has used her accomplish-
ments in social work among our immigrants, and a
planist of unusual charm and power. She is always
busy, but never in a hurry, and possesses that most
rare attribute of “poige.”

In short, our foremost suffragist and feminist is a
square knot in a square hole, or a round knot in a
round one—though, strictly, she’s not in any sort
of hole whatever.

The new national suffrage organization, which has
for its president Mrs. Hamilton, and for its secretary
Mrs. W. R. Lang, who contributes to the Supple
ment this week, is the outcome of a prevalent feei-
ing of dissatisfaction with the one national hod,
which already existed. The new association w*} set
itself to entirely neglect all personal interes* ,n the
accomplishment of the work of womanhoo’. The
officers are leaders with an eagerness to ¢ rve, and
the most able of them is she who is tr: head.
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The Resurrection of Type

A Law Supported by a Cursory Look at
By M L

MISS DELIA DAVIES.

One of Toronto’s most expert horsewomen, who is likely to

be one of the equestriennes at the forthcoming Horse Show in
that city. She is the daughter of Robert Davies, Esq.
Photo by Kennedy, Toronto,

Time and His Laboratory

HE arch alchemist, Father Time, at work in
his laboratory has produced but a
few types, after all, of women who

recognized “world

have been

figures.”

“The eternal saki from his bowl ‘has
poured
Millions of Bubbles like us, and will pour.”

But superior Bubbles, lives of women
whose spheres have gone forth iris-
coloured and have not passed, but in
memory have been preserved as crystal,
have sparingly been emptied by the saki.

The creation of a type must be no small
labour and the hand of the Occult Chemist
must strain above his crucibles and the
fever of his veins start rheum on his fore-
head before reward is the slave of his
endeavour. For which reason, it is not
strange that after the lapse of centuries,
it may be, the maker goes rummaging
among his stores, as an artist does among
his past-made pictures, and reviews some
type at which the world has wondered.

The fitful resurrection of type is im-
plied in the platitudinous statement that
history must needs repeat itself. It is
also distinct from that perennial recur-
rence, the direct transmission of nature,
heredity. It is independent of race or
place and owns no law except, perhaps,
position.

W W
Helen Re-~Incarnate

0, historical-mythical Helen of Troy,
fair, classical, stately, was revived
in the thoroughly authentic Cleo-

patra, dusky, impetuous “Bmgypt”; and
again resurrected in Mary Stuart, Queen
of Scots, and, by reason of her beauty,
the much less disputed Queen of Hearts.
These three women, like Napoleon,
fascinated, quite irrespective of decorum.
“Kach a queen,” as the poet hath it, “by
virtue of her brow and breast,” and each
endowed with a conscious power that
proved the undoing of men in its opera-
tion. Great women, world women, per-
sonalities—personality, that is to say, for
the type is one in all three incarnations.
For the sake of Helen the enamoured
Paris wrought the traditional ruin of his
city. The Roman hero forgot his country
in dalliance with the Serpent of the Nile.
And all for love of his red-haired goddess,
Rizzio, Jtalian musician and linguist,
succumbed to the steel which claimed

Regent of the Strathcona Chapter, I. O. D. E., Toronto, which rec
concert in the Toronto Conservatory Music Hall

Representative Cases of *“World W omen’’

TROTTER
the forfeit in the hand of “the booby with fine legs,”
Mary’s husband; yet a true and unrequited lover re-
mained at her side through all vicissitudes.
Helen, “Egypt,” and the fair rival of Elizabeth are
one—and when to-day has been moved to a distance
probably a fourth will join the uni?_
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Law of Type Recurrence

THERE are laws of gyration which the fixed stars
follow and there are laws as constant but
apparently more wayward which are followed
by the meteors and comets. Heredity resembles the
fixed stars’ order; the recurrence of type, the comets’
regulation.

Twenty-five centuries ago sang Sappho—the
“divinely smiling” and accomplished head of a coterie
of thinking maidens—the first woman’s club of all
the ages. More gravely, perhaps, and more con-
sciously a teacher, Sappho looked out again from
the eyes of Bitizia Gozzadina, who in the thirteenth
century, at the age of twenty-seven, was doctor of
civil and canon law at the dignified University of
Bologna. Then Virgin Elizabeth rose to a throne,
never a singer and seldom a teacher, but always a
stimulator, and Queen of England’s intellectual
May-day.

For the heroic figure one may quote the Jewess
who saved her enthralled race and became Queen
Esther. And who was Boadicea but she? And who
Jeanne D’Are but this type resurrected?

w oW %

Bees and Butterflies

HEN of women who shouldered the world’s bur-
den: Hortensia, the famous “new woman of
old Rome,” who made the memorable speech

(which is on record) on behalf of her sex, in the
forum, vanished, but only to reappear in England
centuries later, in the form of Elizabeth Fry, the
reformer of prisons. And the mark of the type is
now upon Jane Addams.

In Hypatia’s time the careless, play-loving, painted
butterfly was apparent in the person of Pelagia; the
type was revived in Marie Antoinette—who never

T
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MRS. T. CRAWFORD BROWN.

Mrs. Brown is a
and Lady Melvin-Jones.

ently gave a successful
daughter of Sir Lyman
Photo by Kennedy, Toronto.

WOMAN'S SUPPLEMENT—CANADIAN COURIER.

MRS. C. H. CAHAN.
One of the two vice-presidents of the Housewives' League of
Montreal. The other vice-president is Mrs, Henry Joseph.

harmed the world and never helped it; and to-day
it dances to applauding eyes in the nimble-footed
passes of Pavlowa.

King Lemuel’s mother, of Biblical extraction,
whose servants, no doubt hating her for it, were
up and at their spinning before the daybreak, was
replaced in time by the mother of the Gracchi, whose
grown-up sons were “jewels”; and, in modern day,
by “Victoria the Good,” a sovereign model of
domesticity.

The type villainous plied her trade in the guise of
Jezebel, “whom the dogs ate by the walls of Jezreel,”
only less darkly than in the scarce disguise later of
Lucrezia Borgia who, figuratively, went likewise to
the bow-wows. Madame de Pompadour
was a resurrection. The wife of Ahab,
the daughter of Pope Alexander VI., and
the wicked mistress of Louis XV. are but
one personality in three eras.

So the arch alchemist pours out again
what he has poured already—having
meanwhile renewed it in his fires. A type
is not made in a day is his axiom I

‘Our Lady of the Twilight

HE poem which bears the foregoing
title, and is reproduced hereunder,
is one of the most delighted-in

productions from the celebrated pen of
Alfred Noyes, the English poet who at
the present time is a visitor in Toronto.
The exquisite verses are given in full as
follows:—

Our Lady of the Twilight

From out the sunset lands

Comes gently stealing o’er the world
And stretches out her hands

Over the blotched and broken wall

The blind and fetid lane, '

She stretches out ner hands and all

Is beautiful again.

No factory chimneys can defile

’é‘g: :t%atl)lxl)gyd?f\vvge\x;vi(ti}l;eﬁ:; heavenly smil
e bt
e
Beneath her kind caress. e s o

Our Lady of the Twilight,

21}118 me{{ts our prison bars!

She makes the sea forget the

She fills the sky with gstars, s
An_d stooping over wharf and mill
Chimney and shed and dome, 7
Turns them to fairy palaces,

Then calls her children home.

She stoops to bless the stunted t
ﬁng frromt }fhe furrowed plain, e

nd from the wrinkled brow sh
The lines of care and pain; g e
Hers are the gentle hands and eyes
And hers the peaceful breath
That ope, in sunset-softened skies
The quiet gates of death, 5
Our Lady of the Twilight,
She hath such gentle hands,
So lovely are the gifts she brings



From out the sunset lands,

So bountiful, so merciful,

So sweet of soul is she;

And over all the world she draws
Her Cloak of Charity.

The poet of the above verses might
be expected to be a recluse; on the
contrary, Alfred Noyes is a social
being. One of his personal anecdotes
tells of a letter which he recently re-
ceived from a man who had read tha*

WOMAN’S SUPPLEMENT-—CANADIAN COURIER.

fanciful collection of poems, “In Oid
Japan,” in which Old Japan is made
the home of every delightful dreamor,
and Robert Louis Stevenson is especi-
ally referred to as an inhabitant of
that country of mystery and charm.
The writer of the letter called Mr.
Noyes' attention to the fact that
Stevenson lived and died in Samoa.

The poet’s wife is an American wo-
man—which also proves that he can
not be a recluse.

About Factory “Homework”

Number Three in a Series of Practical Talks on
Woman in Industrial Life

By EDITH LANG

Toronto’s Domestic Workshops

66 OMEWORK,” or the manufac-
H turing of goods in the homes
of the work-people, instead
of in factories and shops, is at the
bottom of many a social problem. A
great deal has been written of recent
years about “sweatshops” and “sweat-
ing systems” in England and other
old countries. It seems a pity that
Canada has not learnt the lesson that
sweatshops grow up wherever manu-
facturers give out work to be made
up away from their own supervision
and that of the inspectors under the
factory acts.

The manufacturer takes an order in
a clean and tidy shop, but he sublets
the filling of it to another man, who
may sublet the job again, each sub-
contractor getting a smaller share ot
the profits for his own, or take the
work to his own home, employing
others to help him there, and so long
as not more than six people are work
ing in his home at
one time, he is free
from those restric-
tions of the Factory
Acts, which limit the
number of hours to
be of work, and de-
mand a much higher
standard of sanita-
tion and cleanliness
than is to be found
in “domestic” work-
shops.

There are not
many trades in which
homework is very
prevalent in To-
ronto; but it does
prevail in the custom
tailoring trade, and
is also to be found
in such trades as
fur coat lining, boot
lining, cap-making,
tag-making, ete.

The tailoring done
in the homes is not
the cheap ‘slop”
clothing as most
people imagine; it is
practically all the
high-class suits and
coats, which are
made right througn
by the journeymen
tailors and their one
or two helpers, and
on which a great
deal of handiwork i3
expended.

The Ontario Fac-
tory Act is very ex-
plicit on the subject
of clothing which is given out to be
made up in the homes of the workers.
It says that no man shall expose for
sale any garment so made up without
a permit from the inspector stating
that the place of manufacture is thor-
oughly clean and otherwise in a good
sanitary condition. This permit is to
state the maximum number of people
who may be employed on the prem-
ises; it must not be granted untii a
visit of inspection has been made, and
may be revoked if the health of thnse
employed there, or if the public render
such revocation desirable.

Law a Dead Letter
TI—IIS part of the Factory Act seems
to be quite a dead letter. There
is no compulsory registration of
outworkers; the factory inspectors do
not know where to find them, and if

they did they could not hope to
adequately inspect them with the
present number of inspectors. A re-
cent investigation of domestic shops
revealed anything but a savoury con-
dition of sanitation, and even when
the actual workshops were clean, they
were situated in houses which were
filthy beyond words, and it is difficult
to believe that no risks were run by
the wearer of the expensive clothes
which had to pass through such corri-
dors and stairways.

The health authorities in Toronto
have decided to investigate this mat-
ter of industrial hygiene, and it is to
be hoped that some successful cam-
paign will be ecarried out.

Problems to be Solved

F domestic workshops were cleaneil
out, there would still be other
troubles inherent in the home-

work system. Tiny children can

there be set to work, women who
have already worked the full legal

ON SIR EDWARD CARSON'S DOOXSTEP.

Naturally the Irish Unionist Leader was somewhat indisposed, recently, when a doughty
band of suffragettes of Ulster determined to camp on the mat until they had seen him.

hours in a factory sit sewing late in
to the night, foreigners and ‘“greeners”
are employed and work long hours for
low wages, as it is almost impossible
to organize them into unions where
they are so scattered, and the profits
of the sub-contractor himself are
diminished by the necessity of pay-
ing for rent, light, heat and machines,
all of which would be provided at the
expense of the manufacturer if the
work were done in a factory.

It is these evils that cannot be
touched by the health authorities,
even where a systematic inspec-
tion is carried on, as in England.
New York is just “trying out” a new
law to stop the sweating system, by
which nothing to be used by a child
whether clothing, foodstuff or toy, ls'
allowed to be manufactured in a home.
nor may any child under fourteen

MRS. COCHRANE,

of the Women's Art Society of

Montreal.

President

years of age work either in a factory
or a home workshop. It will be most
interesting to watch how this law
works, but it would seem far simpler
and should be quite possible here in
Canada, where the existing evil is
comparatively small, to prohibit home
work at all except in the few excep
tional cases where a person is abso-
lutely unable to go into a factory
such as widowed mothers with young
children and cripples. These people
would have to obtain a license to work
at home: careful investigation would
be made before the license was given,
and it would have to be renewed
every year. The comparatively few
outworkers would be all known to the
authorities and easily inspected, and
the fact that they were so few would
prevent the frightful competition
among themselves,
which has now such
a disastrous effect
on their wages.

The workers would
most assuredly be
benefitted; the pub
lic would be safe-
guarded from physi-
cal infections and
the worse horror of
wearing clothes
made sweated
labour, The only
person to suffer by
the enactment of
such a law would be
the manufacturer
who now gives out
his work. He would,
fn future, have to
pay to provide a
workshop for his
employees, of the
cost of which he is
now robbing his
work people, since
he pays them no ex-
tra wages to meeat
their increased ex-
penses of rent, etc.,
but rather the re-
verse.

The days when
“The Song of the
Shirt” was penned
are supposed to be
the days of an out-
worn epoch. But
the echo of the song
still haunts our
cities in the corners
where lurks the cus-
tom of factory homework. It is for
woman with her new power of public
recognition to investigate our domes-
tic workshops, and still the sinister
echo there forever.

by

Women Factory Inspectors

LISON CRAIG, who has recently
been writing on “The Romance
of Factory Growth in Winni

peg,” while cautioning the reader to
bear in mind that a “factory is not a
philanthropic institution,” and stating
that factories locally are in very fair
condition, advocates, nevertheless, the
appointment of women as factory in-
spectors.

Says this writer: “You ask why
so insistent for a woman inspector?
Not only have women so far showr
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A Suit of Stylish
Color is Always a

Delight

Can you really be
happy without
clothes of attractive

color? How often
do you say to your-
self: “Why did I
buy that suit? Is
color does uot
please me. It
makes me unhappy
every time I wear
"

Do you realize
that, with DIA-
MOND DYES, you
can easily recolor

ny garment?
D AMOND DYES
give you a choice
of scores of fash-
ionable shades.
With them you can
change the suit
that i1s a disappoint
ment into a delight.

Hosts of othe:
women regularly
use DIAMOND
DYES. You, too,
should utilize them
to solve your per-
plexing dress prob-
lems,

Miss Alma Sands
writes, in part:

“You can judge
by my photograph
whether am_ a
clever user of DIA-
MOND DYES. It
shows a cloth suit
which I dyed black.
It used to be light
brown. I bought some black velour and made
the trimming and broad girdle. I think it is
an awfully nice looking suit, with lots of style.

“If only all women could realize how much
happiness DIAMOND DYES give.

“What an abundance of pretty clothes, and
what a delightful sense of having accomplished
something really worth while results from
transforming old gowns into new with your
truly marvellous DIAMOND DYES.”

DiamondaDyes

“A child can use them”

Light Brown suit
dyed Black.

Simply dissolve the dye in water and bot.
the material in the colored water.

Mrs. D, L. Brown
writes: ;

“I had a white
serge suit which’
soiled so quickly
that I put it aside
after several dry
cleanings. A friend
advised me to dye
it with DIAMOND
DYES. I must
confess that I feared
I could not recolor
it successfully, but
it came out beauti-
fully, I dyed it
green and trimmed
it with lace collar
and cuffs. It is
now a delight.

“I send you my
picture taken in my
new green  suit,
made with the aid
of your perfectly
splendid dyes.”

Truth About
Dyes for
Home Use

There are two
classes of fabrics—
Animal Fibre Fa-
brics and Vegetable
Fibre Fabrics.

Wool and Siik
are animal fibre
fabrics. Cotton and
Linen are vegetable
fibre fabrics.
“Union” or “Mixed” White Serge dyed Green.
goods are usually
609, to 809, Cotton so must be treated as
vezetable fibre fabrics. ¥

It is a chemical impossibility to get perfect
color results on all classes of fabrics with any
dye that claims to color animal fibre fabrics
%ndhvegetable fibre fabrics equally well in one
bath.

We manufacture two classes of Diamond
Dyes, namely—Diamond Dyes for wool or
silk to color Animal Fibre Fabrics, and Dia-
mond Dyes for Cotton, Linen, or Mixed Goods
to color Vegetable Fibre Fabrics, so that you
;ng‘yicobtain the Very Best results on EVERY
a

Diamond Dyes Sell at 10c Per Package
Valuable Book and Samples Free

Send us your dealer’s name and address—
tell us whether or not he sells Diamond Dyes.
We will then send you that famous book of
helps, the Diamond Dye Annual and Direction
Book, also 36 samples of Dyed Cloth—Free.

The WELLS & RICHARDSON COMPANY, Limited,
200 Mountain St., MONTREAL, Canada
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to the fastidious.

of the complexion.

your skin,

DO

Let your mirror show
you the difference |

Women of culture and refinement,
whose natural charms are enhanced by
the wise selection of every adjunct to
their apparel and toilet, use Mennen’s
Violet Borated T alcum Toilet Powder.

The exquisite odor, exactly dupli-
cating the lingering fragrance of fresh,
full-bloomed violets, strongly appeals

Most important of all is the mild
but efficient medication of Mennen’s,
which aids greatly in maintaining the
delicate texture and youthful coloring

Massage Mennen's into your skin
and then dust it off. Notice the fresh,
natural look it gives your complexion
and how its borated properties benefiv

- erineir :STV[.O/ef (Boratea)
“Talcumoilet Powder

For sale everywhere, 25¢,0v by mail
postpaid. Sample postpaid for 4c.
Statewhether you wish the Borated,
the Violet Scented, or the Flesh Tint,
AddressGerhard MennenCompany,
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KITCHEN ECONOMY

One burner or four—low flame or high—a slow fire or a hot
No dirt, soot or ashes.

New Per

WICK BLUE FLAME

Qil Cook-stove

means better cooking at less cost—and a cool, clean kitchen.

In 1, 2, 3, and 4 burner sizes, with cabinet top, firop shelves,
towel racks, etc. The best and most complete oil stove made.

At all dealers and general stores.

ction

Royalite Oil Gives Best Results.

The Imperial Oil Company, Limited

Winnipeg Toronto St. John
Montreal Vancouver Halifax

themselves better fitted for inspector-
ship than men since they are more
conscientious and more attentive to
detail, but also for a deeper reason.
The great majority of the factory em-
ployees are women and girls. Many
of them are foreign-born and get their
Canadian ideals from their factory
surroundings. In many factories there
is no forewoman. A woman factory
inspector, if she were the right sort,
might do very much in the way of
raising the standard of life for these
girls.”

Ontario employs two women factory
inspectors.

Mrs. Gilman in Montreal

HE American writer on suffrage
matters, Charlotte Perkins Gil-
man, whose magazine, ‘“The

Forerunner,” is familiar to every-
body—although the fact is, perhaps,
less known that she writes, edits and
publishes it herself—has recently
been speaking in Montreal under the
auspices of the Equal Franchise
League,

Mrs. Gilman is undoubtedly a bril-

liant feminist, although she “fore-

JOHN DREW’S ACTRESS-NIECE.
Miss Ethel Barrymore, who is appearing in
“Tante” this week at the Princess Theatre,
Toronto. Our cut is from Miss Barrymore’s

newest portrait.

runs” to such an extent that she
seems to be lost, sometimes, in a cloud

' dust. She appears to be seeking
.ot “equal rights,” but rather, pre-
Jominant rights for women. “The
granting of votes to women,” she
says, “will not bring about a heaven
or carth—for, remember, when the
women begin to vote the men do not
stop.” She likes men, though, and is
never s~ Lappy as when they largely
constitute her hearers. It's a fact,
too, that her present is her second
husband.

Mrs. Giiman itherits her cleverness
and mental independence. She is a
great granddaughter of Lyman
Beecher, the grand niece  of
Harriet Beecher Stowe and Henry
Ward Beecher, and the daughter of
Frederick Beecher Perkins, an author
and for many years a librarian in
San Francisco. Her able address in
Montreal had for its theme “The
Larger Feminism.”

The best known and most useful
books which have been written by this
author are, “Women and Economics”
and “Concerning Children.” Her
gkill as a novelist is revealed in “The
Yellow Wall Paper.” And her nu-
merous verses, lectures, essays, arti-
cles and short stories, declare her a
very versatile logician.

The News in Brief

ONTREAL’s first woman police
will probably be installed by
the first of May. The recom-

mendation has been made by
Chief of Police Campeau to the Board
of Control to grant to Miss Lemert,
Travellers’ Aid official of the Women’s
Christian Temperance Union, polic?
powers to arrest any suspicious char-
acters met with in her work about
the station.
L I

The honour of christening the new
boat .of the Canadian Steamship

A skin like the 'softness of
velvet, clear and pearly white
is the perfection of beauty.
The regular use of

GOURAUD’S "

Oriental
Cream

will render a complexion that will
be the envy of every one.

The surest guarantee of its per-
fection is the fact of it having been
in actual use for nearly three-quar-
ters of a century.

It cannot be surpassed for the
relief of tan, pnim¥les, freckles and
other blemishes of the complexion.

At Druggists and Department
Stores.

FERD. T. HOPKINS & SON, Props.,
37 Great Jones St., New York
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Dressmaking Simplified |
Hall-Borchert Dress Forms [
% simplify the most difficult part ot }
(3 home dressmaking—the fitting [
on. The form exactly duplicates |

your figure, whether stout or
slight; fitting on becomes a pleas
sure—your dresses a success. |

&\\,—\%ORCH@ T
rerrecTion AP |
ADJUSTABLE -
DRESS FORMS L
Write to-day for treecatalogue [
booklet * Dressmaking Made |
E~sy,” intensely interesting. -
Hall-Borchert Dress Form [
Co. of Canada, Limited &

43 ¢ Lombard St., Toronto
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Whenever you feel
a headache coming
on take

NA-DRU-CO
Headache
Wafers

They stop headaches promptly and
surely. Do not contain opium, mor=-
phine, phenacetin, acetanilid or other
dangerous drugs. 25c. a box at your
Druggist’s. 131

NATIONAL DRUG AND CHEMICAL CO,
OF CANADA, LIMITED.

MARK YOUR LINEN: WITH CASH'S
WOVEN NAME-TAPES

. Your full name in fast color thread can be woven
into fine white cambric tape. $2.00 for 12 doz.
$1.25 for 6 doz., 85c for 3 doz. These markings more
than save their cost by preventing laundry losses.
Required by schools and colleges. They make a
dainty, individual gift. Orders filled in a week
through your dealer, or write for samples and order
blanks, direct to

J. & J. CASH, Ltd., 301 St. James St., Montreal, Can.
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Lines, launched to-day at Port Ar-
thur, belongs to Lady Williams-
Taylor. The party present at the
ceremony includes Sir Montagu and
Lady Allan, Mrs. Henshaw, who is on
her way home to Vancouver, Miss
Brenda Williams-Taylor, Prince Ho-
henlohe and Earl de la Warr,

2 2 »

The Municipal Chapter, I. O. D. E,,
of Vancouver, recently held its an-
nual meeting when the following
officers were elected: Mrs. Henshaw,
Regent; Vice-Regents, Mrs. H. Mac-
Dowell, Mrs, F. E. Harrison and Mrs.
Julius Griffiths; Secretary-Treasurer,
Mrs., Mills; Standard-Bearer, Miss
Florence McConnell.

2 2 »
“Woman as a Patriot” was the sub-
ject of an address recently given by
Mrs. W. C. Perry, before the Lord Sel-

MRS. AMBROSE SMALL,

Regent of the Sir Henry Pellatt Chapter, I.
O.D.E., Toronto, who recently gave an illus-
trated talk to the Local Girl Guides, on “Life
in Japan.”

kirk Chapter of the I 0. D. E., in
Winnipeg. Mrs. Perry is the brilliant
newspaper-woman, who contributes to

the Woman’s Supplement as “Philis-
tia.”

” n »n

Calgary housewives have become
famous for their enterprise in estab-
lishing first-rate markets, and their
example is being followed in other
cities. Mrs. Newhall and Mrs. Wade
of that city were recently brought to
Edmonton by the Farmers’ Institute
to address the members of the Wo-
men’s Canadian Club and the local
Council of Women, on the work ac-
complished.

2 n »n

At a recent meeting of the local
Council of Women, of Montreal, at
which Dr. Grace Ritchie England
presided, the members decided to un-
dertake the canvass of the English
wards of the city and make an appeal
to the women voters to secure the
election of Major Stephens as Mayor.
Major Stephens’ programme stands
for the civie co-operation of men and
women. It was stated at the meeting
that in Montreal there are eleven
thousand women voters, but that
many of them had never voted, and

some did not even know they had
votes.

NN N

The members of the Heliconian
Club, Toronto, were invited to the
home of the president, Mrs. Agar
Adamson, to meet the composer, Miss
Ware, on her recent vigit. Several of
Miss Ware’s songs were sung by local
soloists, which were thought to rival
the work of Gena Branscombe.

L N

The ‘annual meeting of the Wo-
men’s Canadian Club, of Toronto,

*will be held on April 22nd, when the

special speaker will be Miss Helen
Louise Johnson, of New York, who
will lecture on “Living on the Bud-
get Plan.” The speaker at a recent
meeting of the club was Mrs. Charles
T. Schaffer, of Banff, who gave an
illustrated talk on the “Beauties of
the Rockies.”

2 ® »
Mrs. Adam Shortt is restored to

‘health and for the first time since her

accident met with last December pre-
sided at the last enthusiastic meeting

of the local Council of Women, in
Ottawa.

The modern girl is a healthy, outdoor
creature. She will help Nature and
defy the weather by using

FAIRY SOAP

Made of pure vegetable oils and high grade ma-
terials—so clean, sweet and wholesome—it is
agreeable to the tenderest skin and complexion.

It is the kind of soap particular people use. The oval cake
fits the hand naturally and always floats within easy reach,
It cleanses to the last atom,

“Have you a little ‘Fairy’ in your home? "’

[rwewx: FAIRBANK &mis]

LIMITED

MONTREAL

Fairy is the best soap Fairy Soap—the white
for washing dainty oval cake of floating
fabrics and laces, purity.

Keep Your Treasures Safe

Every family should possess a Treasure Chest for the
preservation of the family silver, cut glass and jewelry,
tas well as the protection of valuable furs and woollens.
For this purpose a

“KAYBEE”
Red Cedar Chest

is ideal. Made of genuine, imror(cd Red Cedar and built
to last for generations, model 101, shown here, is 27 ;'nl
long, 18} in. wide, and 13 in. deep, making a wonderfu
value at the price, $6.50, prepaid. Other models .fron:\
$5.00 to $30.00, sold on a money back guarantee of satisfac-
tion, after a 80 days’ trial.

Fill in and mail this coupon for illustrated
Booklet,

Keenan Woodenware Mig. Co.
Limited
Owen Sound, Ontario

COUPON “E"
Please mfh lu your
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OUR-NEW

OSS of memory, or amnesia as
it is known to science, has been
the cause of more than one romance
both in real life and in fiction. One
of the plays now being presented to
Canadian audiences by Martin Har-
vey, “The Cigarette Maker's Ro:
mance,” is based entircly upon this
phenomenon 1in a young Russian
count. The serial, which begins n
this issue of the COURIER, deals with
it from a different and less conven-
tional angle. The customary cause
of amnesia is a blow on the head. In
the case of Dr. Arnold Bassingbroke
it is caused by the use of a new an-
esthetic, by means of which the lead-
ing character in the story loses all
knowledge of “His Place in the
World” for a term of several months.
This period of ammesia is the begin-
ning of a remarkable series of ro-
mantic adventures. The story is per-
fectly modern, accurately reflective
of medical science, and it deals in a
vivid, impartial and unsparing style
with some of the social wculm_cssc.r
of England, whose social fabric is un-
der consideration more than that of
any other ‘country in modern times.
“His Place in the World” has a dis-
tinct place in the world of fiction
readers. It stimulates curiosity, chal-
lenges the judgment and sustains the
interest from beginning to end in a
remarkable way.

CHAPTER L
The Specialist.

LIGHT still burned in the su.

A gery at Harley Street, al-

though the sonorous notes of

Big Ben had long since boomed the
midnight hour.

'l)r.g Arnold Bassingbroke, M.D.,
F.R.S.C., a rising brain specialist of
great promise, was ousy with bent
brows in his laboratory, absorbed in
research work.

That very morning, at the hospital,
he had performed a most critical op-
eration upon the brain of a man, a
soldier ghot in the trenches in South
Africa; the bullet glancing off the
skull hagd left what seémed merely a
superficial wound in the head.

The man, invalided home, had gone
from one army hospital to another.
After three years he was pronounced
incurable. Hopelessly _insane, and
growing steadily worse, he had be-
come at last violent and dangerous.
The young specialist -advocated an
operation, being convinced that some-
thing was pressing upun the brain.

The issues were gravely and plainly
laid before the pauent’s distracted
young wife. = There was the chance
that the operation might mean much.
On the other hand .there was the risk
of death—or madness for life! The
man’s powerful physique promised
long life. gerritzle alternatives—

h—or madness:
de’?‘%xe woman’s haunted face and wild
eyes turned from the grave counten-
ances of the medical men, as she
burst into tears.

“QOh, sirs,” she cried out passion-
ately. “I'd rather see Jim dead—
than mad! He used to be so kind—but
now”—she covered her face as if w0
shut out some mental picture—“now
he’s more like a wild beast than a

man, crams his food into his mouth
with both hands—prowls round the
house vacant-like and growling, and
using awful words, him' that never
used to swear—it fair makes my blood
creep to hear him, an’ when he fixes
his bloodshot eyes on me, and grins—
I feel like screaming, I'm that scared.
Oh, indeed—indeed—I love Jim, I do
—but it's awful!”

There was no doubt that it was
awful—the doctors knew it, the poor
woman's white, scared face testified
to the fearful strain she had endured
daily, hourly—for weeks and months
—it was a marvel that she had not
completely broken down under the
stress and horror of it.

So it was decided that the experi-
ment should be made; the dread ex-
periment that might take away James
Kenway’s life, or give him back his
reason—his sanity.

That very morning the unconscious
man had been laid on the operating
table,

TUDENTS ranged themselves re-
gpectfully in the “theatre,” to
watch the critical and interesting

performance.

The assisting nurse regarded it as
an honour to be chosen for the nerve-
trying ordeal of waiting upon the op-
erator, and was released afterwards
from further duty that day.

Sir Lawrence Goss, the highest
known authority upon cerebral lesions
and injuries, supported the younger
specialist with the solidity of his
name and presence; lending his great
reputation to sanction what might
easily be a failure—this supreme
effort of science to snatch a man back
to sanity.

If the operation should fail—there
would not be wanting those who
would raise their voices in loud pro-
tests and violent condemnation—on
the other hand, if the operation were
a success, there would be no lack of
praise, of laurels, of popular enthusi-
asm,

With a large-heartedness worthy of
himself, Sir Lawrence Goss accepted

the issues, knowing their gravity,
knowing the infinitesimal chance
there was of success; and it was

chiefly for the latter reason that he
stood by the side of his brilliant and
daring young colleague to support ard
assist him.

Watching the deft, firm fingers per-
form their delicate task, Sir Lawrenca
felt a fresh admiration for the skill,
which without doing further injury to
the brain—could remove a splinter
of bone, fine as a hair, that had pene-
trated to the grey matter.

That was a moment in which one
scarcely dared to breathe! Sir Law-
rence Goss glanced at the tense, white
face of the operator, so clever, so
intent. It was a refined face, full of
nervous energy, with dark, thoughtful
eyes, and a sensitive mouth.

The patient was at length ready to
be removed. Skilful nursing re-
mained, and that, of course, would be
unremittingly given. It would be a
record case. Doctor Arnold Bassing-
broke’s future reputation was assured,
his name would be in every medical
journal, in every newspaper, he would
be the most- talked of man of the
hour. The splendid achievement was
bound to create a sensation.

From above, almost in the ceiling,
came the sudden click of a camera.
Someone in the gallery was taking a
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ingbroke.

snapshot of the group below, no doubt
for the medical journals.

The two doctors glanced up at the
sound.

Sir Lawrence Goss in his big,
hearty way was congratulating the
younger man.

Arnold Bassingbroke, with an un-
conscious sigh of relief, lifted thought-
ful eyes to his senior’s face,

“You really think it will be a suc-
cess? He will wake up sane?”

“l am sure of it—couldn’t have been
better done—splendid,” the big doec-
tor gave unstinted praise.

A wave of colour passed over the
strained features of the younger man,
and he murmured almost inaudibly:
“Sanity!—Reason!—What a little
thing to unhinge it all! A foreign
substance no thicker than a hair—and
the brajn—the mind—all that a man
prides himself upon—is—Ilost!”

“Most interesting thing I've seen
for a long time,” asserted Sir Law-
rence Goss cheerfully, as the two sur-
geons walked towards the hospital en-
trance. “Grand thing for the man and
his young wife.”

“Poor thing,” said Arnold sympa-
thetically; “she was waiting to hear
the result. I saw Nurse Wilkinson
telling her as we came into the cor-
ridor. The poor woman was sobbing
as if her heart would break, almost in
hysterics.”

“Emotional creatures, women,”
grunted the big man; “never can teil
how they’ll take a thing—do her good
to cry—guess she was pretty strung
up.n
“No wonder.” Arnold Ba‘sslng-
broke spoke gravely. “I shall be glad
if her husband is given back to her—
sane.”

“Quite so! quite so! But come, my
boy, I must be off, we may as well g0
together. You ought to take a
rest, Bassingbroke—you're overdoing
things.” He spoke briskly, bustling
the younger man along the corridors,
followed by the admiring, almost
adoring, eyes of several young nurses.

“I don’t see your motor about,” he
said in surprise.

“No, I sent it home.
would walk back.”

“Better come with me,” said the
big man, whose car waited at the
kerb.

The two men got in.

I thought I

¢Q O much to learn,” muttered the

young specialist almost to him-

self, as the big motor sped
smoothly along. “Life is too short
to find out all the hidden secrets of
nature and science as applied to the
complex human frame.” His dark
eyes glowed with the fire of the en-
thusiast.

“It will be shorter still, Arnold, if
you go on as you are doing, burning
the candle at both ends,” warned the
big man affectionately “You cannot
cram everything into your thirty-five
years, my boy; I've been going nearly
sixty years, and I often feel I am only
on the threshold yet.”

“So, much suffering,” mused Bass-
“So much to discover to
alleviate, it. I am sure every disease
has its cure—if we knew it—and If
the world would live sanely and
healthily, there would be no disease.”

Sir Lawrence Goss laughed, a jolly,
genial laugh, good to hear.

“Nc need for us then, my boy; but
the world never will live sanely—not
in our time, at least—so we shall Stll’l’
have a chance to earn our bread.

Ingersoll
Cream Cheese

. 1s a pure wholesome delicacy
manufactured under ideal condi-
tions. The same scrupulous care
is observed in every detail of its
prepnration-—even tothe wtapping.

( FIRST—Encased in the finest and )

most expensive silver-foil paper ; \/

THEN— Packed in pure, damp-
. proof vegetable parchment.

HENCE—Always fresh and good.
The Finest and

Richest Cream

Money Can Buy

is used to make Ingersoll Cream Cheese,
Its delicious flavour —its creamy consist-
ency—its nutritive properties make it
superior to any other cheese,

In Packets—15c. & 25c.

The Ingersoll Packing Co., Limited
Ingersoll, Ont.
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Sold on the Principle : *‘Satis-
fuaction or Money Refunded.”

Over a Million

The million mark has been
passed in the sale of tne

(EdarMop

|

A housekeeper who r
bought a mop a month ago
buys another to-day, say-
ing: “I want one ready for

use both upstairs and
downstairs. They're just
splendid.”

The Mop that puts an
end to the back-breaking
work of dusting and pol-
ishing hard-wood floors,
standing wood-work and
furniture.

—From your dealer, or
sent express paid any-
where in Canada for
$1.50, if you mention
‘“Canadian Courier.’

Channell Chemical Co.,

LIMITED
369 Sorauren Avenue, TORONTO, CAN.

STAMMERING

overcome positively. Our natural methods
permanently restore natural speech. Graduy.
ate pupils everywhere.  Write for free ad.
vice and literature.

THE ARNOTT INSTITUTE, Berlin, Can,




The blue eyes twinkled under bushy,
white eyebrows, as they looked quiz-
zically and affectionately at this ear-
nest searcher into nature’s secrets,

In Harley Street the young special-
ist was put down, and the big car
hummed away to Wimpole Street.

A quick luncheon, a couple of hours
for consultations, and a long round of
visits finished the working day.
Arnold Bassingbroke ate a frugal din-
ner, wrote an article for a medical
journal, changed into an old tweed
suit, and went into his laboratory to
continue some research work in which
he was deeply interested. It related
to a new drug imported from Japan
and almost entirely unknown. He
had been conducting experiments
with it.

Arnold Bassingbroke had a most
sympathetic nature; it gave him
poignant pain to witness suffering,
especially in a woman or child. He
once had the horror of seeing a deli-
cate woman face a terrible operation
without the aid of chloroform. His
indignant protest was met by the as-
surance that her heart was too weak
to stand chloroform—it would be'cer-
tain death to give it to her.

The horror of it remained with him.
Could nothing be found as a substi-
tute for such wonderful, but often un-
certain and dangerous, conquerors of
pain? The new drug offered possibili-
ties. It was an opiate of great
strength, but its action was gentle
and gradual. 'There was no sudden
stopping of the brain’s activity, no
violent cessation of consciousness,
just a dropping asleep as of a drowsy
child.

It required time to act—rest, quiet
—and the result was complete
drugged unconsciousness to pain
—to everything—and it lasted; no
hurried, frenzied rush was needed to
get an operation over before the
senses were again unchained. The
patient slept its effects off, and woke
refreshed. Surely a nepenthe such as
this could be made a boon and a
blessing to thousands of sufferers!

Arnold’s clever brain was bent
upon it, while the servants in Harley
Street slept peacefully in their beds.
All lights were extinguished except
the solitary lamp in the laboratory
and the electric globes in the sur-
gery.

“After all, how can one gauge the
effect by experiments upon animals?”
he exclaimed impatiently. “I shall
try it to-night upon myself. I have
not slept properly for a week. Goss
was right, that operation was a tick-
lish thing, a mere touch and go. It
has frayed my nerves; I'm glad it's
over. Heavens! To lose one’s rea-
son for three years, and wake up
sane. What an experience!”

Arnold looked at his gold repeater
lying on the table, then, taking up a
small phial, proceeded to drop some
of the precious, new drug into a wine-
glass full of water. Then he drank
it off.

“Let me see: one hour after taking,
a pleasant, drowsy sensation, followed
by six hours of complete unconscious-
ness, during which nothing matters.
That will be all right. I shall wake
up fit and refreshed by the time Ben-
son brings my shaving water.”

He stood for a moment, sampling
the taste upon his tongue, then he
threw himself into an easy chair.

“Better mot smoke,” he muttered,
“it might fight against the drug; I
don’t want that. But I positively can-
not go to bed yet, I am too wide
awake. My brain feels on fire.”

He sprang up and began to pace
the room, trying to analyze his sen-
sations, glancing occasionally at his
watch as he passed the table.

“As soon as I feel drowsy, I shall
tumble into bed and keep perfectly
quiet, that is essential.”

At that moment the night-bell rang,
clanging loudly through the dark and
silent house.

CHAPTER II
A Night Call.

HE young specialist stood for a
moment alert and listening. He
heard the grating sound of

wheels against the kerb, and again
the bell pealed clamourously with its
impatient summons.

“Who on earth can that be, at this
time of night?” he muttered with an-
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noyance. “Nearly two o'clock! Can’t
be the case at the hospital, they wouid
have telephoned.”

He went to the front door and
opened it, there being no one up but
himself.

A white faced boy stood on the top
step, his hand on the bell, which he
was about to peal again.

“What is the matter?”’ asked the
doctor sharply.

“A woman dyin’ sir—in Portman
Square. Please come at once,” panted
the boy, “there’s a keb bin sent to
fetch yer—an’ would yer 'urry, please
gir?”

He glanced over the boy’s shoul-
ders, the cab looked like a private
one, the driver’s face turned anxiously
towards the open door.

“What is the woman’s name? Who
is she? What is the matter with
her?” asked the doctor hurriedly.

“l dunno, sir—she be mortal bad—
for mussy’s sake 'urry sir,” urged the
boy, darting down the steps and
holding open the cab door.

HE doctor made a rapid mental
calculation. An hour before the
drug he had just taken became

potent enough to overpower him! He
must get to Portman Square and back
before then. He would just be able
to do it—but it was unfortunate—
perfect quiet was essential to test
the efficacy of the new anodyne.

Snatching a hat from the hall stand,
he felt for his latch-key, then, closed
the door quietly behind him, ran down
the steps and sprang into the cab;
the boy slammed the door, climbed
on to the box and the driver whipped
the horse to a gallop, its clattering
hoofs echoing through the deserted
streets, )

The theatres had long before poured
out their animated throngs, cafes and
hotel restaurants were closed, the
last trains had gone to the suburbs,
the last ’'buses to the stables, the
street cleaners had drenched the
streets, which were still wet. Lon-
don was strangely still at that early
hour. The horse clattered along, kept
to the gallop by the urging whip.

They swung into Portman Square.
The great silent houses looked down
on them unwinkingly, not a light in
any window.

The driver drew up with a sudden
jerk which threw his horse on to its
haunches. ‘They boy sprang down
and opened the cab door. At the
game moment, the front door of the
house before which they had stopped
opened cautiously and a woman
peered out. She held a candle, which
gshe shaded with her hand.

The doctor was out of the cab and
half-way up the steps, when he stop-
ped, suddenly suspicious.

“Hello! What's this?
is empty!”

He ran his quick eyes up the front
of the big house, noting the shuttered
windows, the white lettered board
projecting over the portico above the
front door, with its message:

“r0 BE LET OR SOLD.

Bills were pasted on to the dining-
room windows. A street lamp cast
its light upon these gigns of a dis-
mantled home.

He hesitated and drew back.

The cabman, dismounting, had
thrown the reins to the boy.

“T,00k after the hoss, Bill,” he en-
joined, as he followed the doctor up
the wide stone steps.

“It’s all right, siv,” he said encour-
agingly. “Me an’ my missus is care-
takers ’ere, sir. The party wot's took
bad owns the 'ouse, an’ wantin’ to sell
it, she comes over from France this
mornin’—mortal sick she were, wi’
crossin’ we thinks, an’ ’opin’ it 'uld
pass orf, which it got worse.”

The man spoke gruffly and almost
pushed the doctor into the wide
empty hall, shutting the door as they
entered.

The woman with the guttering can-
dle looked at him with scared eyes
from under a mass of black unkempt
hair. She moved forward, and the
doctor with knit brows, followed her
along the wide tessellated hall.

They passed into a spacious loung?,
where a handful of fire glowed in a
broad, rusty grate. A little smoking
oil lamp, cast a flickering light upon
the empty lounge, revealing a camp
bedstead hastily put up. On the hard

The house

mattress lay a young woman of sucn
startling and unearthly beauty, that
the doctor uttered a smothered ex-
clamation of surprise.

The waxen face was still, the long
eye-lashes did not flicker as they lay
on the white cheeks. He approached
believing for the moment that he was'
looking on the face of a corpse. Then
he bent over the bed, his keen eyes
fixed upon the woman.

As he looked, the heavy white lids
slowly lifted, and, as if his intent
gaze had drawn them to him, great
purple eyes were raised and looked
sombrely into his. For the space of
a dozen heart-beats they so regarded
each other—then the white lips
moved, but no sound came from
them. To the astonished man they
seemed to be framing a question, but
he could not catch its meaning.'

: Thet v:l?man who had brought him
in se e candle y
into the shadow. Sovn, Snd N

Lifting the coverlet, the doc
his fingers on the delicate wrtizlt‘ Larig
fe!t for the pulse, now, save for a
faint ﬂ_utter, almost undiscernible
5 Turlnmg to the shrinking woman'in
tOnlelaess'xadow, he spoke in low, stern

“What is the meaning of all this?
l\)ﬂé?gfre?}yasnt a doctor called in

The woman began i
wl}iénhper audibly,g i et e

‘Shut up, ’"Liza,” said the c 'S
gruff voice. He stood at the :nbtrxflaar?c;
of the great empty lounge, where he
ha‘(‘l followed the doctor. ;

Loolf, 'ere, guv'nor,” he began in
a bullying manner; “we fetched you
ere to do summat for that there
young "ooman, not to ax a lot o’ ques-
tions we ain’t a-goin’ to h’answer.”
Hi‘sI tone was insolent. :

‘I can do nothing now,” s
doctor, angrily suspicious. “'lglig v?oe
man should be in a good hospital, she
is in a most critical condition.’ I
doubt .if she will live till morning
My opinion is,” here he looked ﬁxedly;
at the cowering woman, “that a mur-
derous, unlawful thing, has taken
place. This is a case for investiga-
tion,” he added significantly, as he
turned to leave the lounge.

“Ho!—is—it?” muttered the cap-
man defiantly, as he followed the doc-
toréio(;vnhthe dark hall.

“And the police,” added the
imprudently, exasperated atdocttl(l);
man’s tone.

“The perlice—is it—now?” growled
the man angrily.

The doctor was about to turn round
to him, when a crashing blow de-
scended upon him from behind.

He fell, and striking his head heay-
ily upon the tessellated floor, lay
there, prone and unconscious!

CHAPTER III,
P. C. Jones Makes a Discovery.

OLICE CONSTABLE JONES set
down his bull’s-eye lantern to
clap his long arms violently

across his chest. He had been tramp-
ing to and fro on his lonely beat, and
the air was decidedly raw and nippy
this April morning in the small hours
before the dawn.

A young constable, recently mar-
ried, Jones was on night duty, the
law’s appointed guardian of the sleep-
ing residents of Barnes. Without ad-
mitting by any means that he was
nervous, he frankly owned to himself
that some little company besides his
own would be welcome. It seemed
somewhat hard to him that other men
were snug and warm in their beds,
while he had to tramp up and down,
through the lonely hours for ‘théir
protection.

This thought, conjoined with some
anxiety for his young wife, whom he
pictured fretting at his absence,
made him feel irritable, as evinced
by the energy with which he stamped
his chilled feet to encourage the cir-
culation.

With his head on one side he stop-
ped to count while a neighbouring
clock struck four. Thank goodness,
in another hour he would be relieved.

The night was paling into a glim-
mering semi-darkness, in which the
various objects about him loomed out
with weird indefiniteness that added
an eerie feeling to his lonely vigil. It
was the time when spirits that had

>



been abroad must be flitting back to
their abodes in the churchyard—or
elsewhere. Constable Jones was not
very clear on this ghostly point, but
he knew a cold drizzle was beating
in his face, adding to his discomfort
and annoyance. He drew his cape
closer about his broad shoulders,
uttered an ejaculation scarcely par-
liamentary, and glanced around at the
pools that gathered in the ruts of
uneven ground and were now begin-
ning to shine in the misty half-light.

11 EASTLY mornin’,” he muttered,
as he threw open the shutter
of the lantern at his belt to

get a clearer view. His eyes invol-

untarily followed the yellow beam,
and fell upon a dark object some few
vards away, lying near a thicket on
the rough ground of the Common.

He strode over to examine it.

“Funny—I didn’t see that when I
passed before! But, I might a took it
fer a shadder, or bush, in the dark.”

He flashed his light upon a tweed
bundle, and applied a large foot to
straighten it out. A very white face
came into view.

“Mercy on us,” he exclaimed, hast-
ily drawing back in momentary hor-
ror; then bending to examine the ob-
ject again, he felt for the heart, and
experienced a sense of relief to find
it beating.

Lifting himself up, he stared down
at the limp form, while his slow brain

puzzled over it. Then his brow
cleared, and he laughed.
“Fancy me gittin’ skeered like

that,” he apologized to the inanimate
surroundings, “an’ over a plain drunk
too,” he added disgustedly, stirring
the prostrate heap more vigorously
with his foot.

“Now then, guv'nor—move on
there,” he exhorted. “This ’ere
ground ain’t let out for sleepin’ on—
not just yet,” he added jocosely.

The object thus abjured, stirred
feebly, and lifted heavy lids; the eyes
looked glassy and uncomprehending.

Constable Jones, reassured by these
signs of returning consciousness, laid
a large and firm hand upon the pros-
trate figure, and hoisted it on to un-
steady feet, where it tottered dizzily.

“Drunk as a lord,” he ejaculated,
as he assisted the swaying figure to
maintain its equilibrium.

“It’s enough to give yer rheumatiz
fer life, it is straight, a-lyin’ on that
wet ground. Dear! dear! you gents!'”
This after a comprehensive glance
over the unsteady man,

Evidently he expected a tip from
the inebriate, but none was forthcom-
ing. He waited hopefully, then grew
sternly official.

“Wot’s yer nyme?” A long silence.
He looked into the dazed face of the
man he was holding up, and lost his
temper.

“Dang it man—if yer won’t answer,
I'll take yer to the station.” Still
silence.

“Where d'ye live? — answer
straight now, before T get yer locked

He enforced this command with a
rough shake, which nearly resulted
in the disastrous downfall of both.
The glassy eyes looked vacantly into
the irritated constable’s red face.

“Of all the h’aggravators!” he ex-
claimed crossly, flashing his lantern
once more over the man and round
the spot on which they stood, thus
bringing to light a battered bowler,
muddy and wet, lying in a pool of
water near by.

Then he suddenly blew his whistle,
As he relaxed his hold, the captive
subsided to a sitting position on the
wet ground, his legs sprawled out in
front.

Constable Jones regarded him dis-
gustedly.

“Ought to be ashamed of yerself—
you did—a man o’ your age—gittin’
in such a state. Yer looks a reg’lar
bad lot.” Then he blew his whistle
again.

Presently was heard the sound of
a heavy man running. In a couple of
minutes the runner came to a stop
before the constable, panting and
blowing noisily.

“Wot’s up, Bill?” he asked anxi-
ously.

‘“HEre’s a cove wot I can’t make
nothin’ on,” explained Jones, point-
ing an accusing thumb at the sitting
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man, whose head had dropped on to
his chest.
“Found ’'im ’avin’ a nap all on ’is PURIFY iOUR
own, in that there puddle.”
The new-comer studied the problem
by the light of the two lanterns now
turned upon the silent sitter..
“Drunk and h’incapable,” was the

united verdict.

They gripped the limp figure with
unnecessary violence by either arm,
and the man, whose legs seemed of
no use to him, was trailed stumb-
lingly by the stalwarts in blue in the
direction of the town.

“Step out, can’t yer,” exhorted Con-
stable Jones irritably, as they jerked
the man along, and, between them,
literally hauled him to the police sta-
tion. There he was unceremoniously

I tumbled upon a bare form, for inspec-
tion by a superior officer.
mopping

Constable Jones was

. his brow, the exertion had decidedly
warmed him up, and he was con-
gratulating himself upon his capture.
“Man’s ill,” said Sergeant Brown
curtly, after looking at the huddled \\ Ve
heap on the form. “He ought to have
been brought in on a stretcher.”

The sergeant frowned severely at Wlth

. . Jones, and that worthy officer sud-
the food that builds muscle, bone and brain—a denly felt like sinking into his boots.
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ing powder, no chemicals of any kind—just the house doctor, and then made ineffect:
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and bak 5 ’ 1 $ capable.”
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will supply all the energy needed for a half day’s work. stretcher to the \;volrkho]usel (iinﬁrmar,v, u.S ’ ten(%s 10, prevens hor ot
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marmalade. which he had picked wup, said all Cuticura Soap and Olntment are sold throughout
there was to say, and retired to his the world. A liberal sample ot cach, with 32-page
home, his wife, his breakfast and his | Sosketon thocers and troutment of the s bud

bed, in a state of suppressed griev- Corp.. Dept. 14K, Boston, U. 8. A.
ance at merit overlooked and vigi-
lance unrecognized.

For a week the new arrival lay in
the workhouse infirmary a complete
puzzle to Doctor Binks.

Beyond a bruise at the back of the
head, which came to light when his
head was shaved, there seemed noth-
ing to account for his condition. To
all questions he had no answer. His
mind remained a blank.

CHAPTER 1IV.
An Official Inquiry.
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pression on his face, seemed battling
vainly to regain a knowledge of some-
thing which eluded him.

The doctor watched him, and this
scrutiny was returned by the patient,
who realized something was wrong as
he returned to the workhouse.

There, in the observation ward, he

stood with knitted brows in deep
thought.
“Mad!” he muttered. “Madq! Im-

possible! But—who—am—I?"

Tense and rigid, he made a des-
perate effort to recapture sOme mem-
ory which floated on the edge of his
brain, like a half-forgotten dream:
then he gave a groan of despair.

A sponge might have been passed
over his mind, wiping out the past
and leaving a clean surface to receive
fresh impressions.

No glimmer of light revealed any-
thing to him beyond the fact that he
was in the workhoues, an inmate of
the observation ward.

“I'm like a parcel lost in transit,
with the label torn off,” he muttered,
then, remembering his unenviable po-
sition, smiled grimly at the conceit.

“I've not dropped from the sky, or
been born a fullgrown man in a
tweed suit.”

HE glanced at his clothes, holding

out his arms, and feeling in
the empty pockets, but the

scrutiny revealed nothing to him.

“I must belong to someone, or some-
one must belong to me! Surely 1
shall be missed, and searched for.
But mad!”

That was a terrifying idea.

“Am I mad?”

He combated this thought for some
seconds, then shrugged his shoulders
impatiently.

“Sane enough, but for this con-
founded numb feeling in my brain. 1
know what I am doing—what other
people are doing—but if these Joha-
nies here get the idea into their
heads that I am insane, they'll clap
me into the asylum, and then—good-
bye!”

He shuddered.

“Something’s got to be done, even
if it is only to pretend that I remem-
ber things. I've got to fool that little
chap in glasses, and get away from
here, and that very soon, too.”

An expression of nervous despera-
tion came into the dark eyes. Sitting
on his hard bed, his head in his hands
he pondered sombrely, sifting, reject-
ing, and collating his ideas, until fin-
ally he pieced a story together which
he thought was plausible.

When the doctor saw him again,
the man in tweeds met him with the
smile of an assurance that he was far
from feeling. His story was ready.

“You're looking brighter to-day, my
man,” said the doctor cheerily. He
took off his glasses, polished them
with a silk handkerchief, kept his eyes
fixed on the patient during the per-
formance, re-adjusted them on his
long nose, and studied the figure in
front of him afresh, as if by a com-
parison of views he hoped to find the
better one.

“I feel better,” said the man in
tweeds, glibly and untruthfully, “My
brain has cleared wonderfully. I
slept well last night, and woke up
this morning quite myself.”

“Ha!” exclaimed the doctor with
interest. “I thought those last pills
would do you good. Prescription of
my own—mean to patent them one
day.” He blew his nose noisily, fuss-
ing about with it, till his listener he.
came quite nervous. “Let us hear
what you have to say!” he then or-
dered curtly. “Pray proceed.”

“My name is John Grey,” came the
bold assertion.

“Common name,” commented the
doctor, his eyes like those of some
human owl boring into the man’s
face.

“I came to London a month ago
from Belfast,” persisted the narrator
desperately.

“Quite so! quite so!” punctuated
the doctor. (Would he keep quiet,
and let him get it .over?)

“A poor clerk, looking for a job, I
walked all over London in answer to
advertisements. My money was
nearly done, and I had had very lit-
tle to eat for the last two weeks.
After a long day in the city, vainly
seeking for work, I walked out to
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Hammersmith. Some hooligans sat
on me. I got away and ran, they
gave chase, knocked me down, hit me
over the head, rifled my pockets of
what little was in them, and left me
unconscious.”

The man in tweeds paused.
his story be believed?

His heart beat anxiously, his eyes
were on the doctor’s face.

“What time did this happen ?”

“Between nine and ten o’clock.”

“Where were you lodging?”

“I intended to get a bed for the
night at Hammersmith, but being
chased, I got away from it.”

“Where was your luggage?” rapped
out the doctor.

“I only had a small bag, which I
was carrying. They wrenched it out
of my hands.”

“H’'m!” mused Doctor Binks. “A
bowler was found near you—the police
brought it to the station. Was it
yours?”

“Yes,” admitted the man recklessly.

“It bears the name of a first-class
firm of hatters in the West End: do
you get your hats there?” this in a
casual tone.

“In that case, it can’t be mine,”
was the hurried reply.

“Ah! I see. Well, you must give
these particulars elsewhere. I will
report what you say.”

Would

13 HERE is nothing against me?”
said the man in tweeds, anxi-
ously. “I suppose I can

leave?” (He was in a hurry to get

away.)

“Well, well, we shall see!” replied
the doctor with caution. “By the
way, who did you say your peopla
were in Belfast?”

The man was not to be caught. He
answered calmly—

“lI have no people there. My
mother, a widow, died some years
ago. I was her only child.”

“Ah! And your age?”

“Thirty-five.”” A minute study of
himself in a small, cracked looking-
glass had led to this conclusion. His
own face, familiar as the face of
some old friend whose name one has
forgotten, had failed to illuminate his
mind, or suggest the elusive name
which had distinguished him from his
fellows.

He started. The doctor was speak-
ing.

“Born in Belfast?”

“No. Born at sea. Mother was
going to Canada. Father died there
twenty-five years ago.” Surely that
disposed of his family, neatly and
effectively!

“I—see! Well, John Grey, you must
repeat your story to the authorities.
I congratulate you upon your recov-
ery from—er—temporary loss of mem-
ory, caused, no doubt, by the blow on
the head—very distressing, but un-
fortunately, in these days of stress
and strain, loss of memory is far from

uncommon, but decidedly distress-
ing.”

John Grey agreed, with certain
mental reservations. His loss of

memory bid fair to be permanent so
far as he could see, unless help came
from the outside. So it was that his
assumed cheerfulness gave place to
deep dejection when the doctor left.

The case of John Grey, in all its
fresh bearings, was discussed onecs
more at the police court, and he was
called upon to repeat his story,
which he did with the fixed resolve
not to be caught tripping.

Questions and cross-questions made
it a trying ordeal, but he came
through it successfully.

There was no previous record
against him, and apparently nothing
was to be gained by his further de-
tention.

(To be continued.)

Not So Bad Off.—A broker, brood-
ing over the heavy expenses of main-
taining his office, thought he would
save money by having a cheap lunch.

He wandered into a little restaurant
off Cheapside and ordered a frugal
meal costing a few pence. Looking
up, he recognized in the waiter an old
stockbroker.

“Halloa, Harry, have you come down
to this?” he asked.

“Oh, I'm all right. I only wait; I
ggtx;"vt dine here!” was the reply.—Tit-
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Made in Canada

—Supreme Everywhere
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and “Convertible” Styles
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cealed drawer for Playing Outfit. Our “Convertibles”
serve also as Dining Tables, Library Tables or Daven-
ports.

Easy Terms—OQutfit Free—Write To-day

All styles offered on easy payments.
complete, high-grade Playing Outfit. Send for richly
illustrated catalog showing all styles in actual colors,
or call and see tables on exhibition at any of the
branches named below.

Price includes

The Brunswick-Balke-Collender Co. of Canada, Ltd.
Dept. Y.X., 80 York Street, Toronto, Ontario

BRANCHES: Edmonton, Alberta, 647 Fourth Street; Vancouver, B.C., 552 Beatty Street;
Montreal, P.Q., 11 Notre Dame Street West; Winnip::. Rud:n.: 143 i’onuc:xz. E::I.
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