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y ‘DOMINION’
and stick to it,and you’ll be
safegunarded against — undue ex-

pense, for DO MINION Tires give
maximum mileage per dollar of cost—
rough roads and extremes of temperature,

for DOMINIONT{res stand up to the hardest
service conditions—defects of material or work-
manship, for our warranty provides adjustments
on a basis of mileage—5,000 for Nobby and 3,500

for Plain and Chain Treads.

You are safeguarded, too, against the dealer who seeks to
make more profit and give you less value. Reliable dealers re-
commend DOMINION Tires because they give such thorough sat-
isfaction. If you have any trouble getting DOMINIONS in the
size and tread you want, write our mearest Branch or our Home
Office, and we will see that you are supplied at once.

Canadian Consolidated Rubber Company, Limited, Montreal
28 Branches In Canada.
HEAD OFFICE: MONTREAL, QUEBEC.
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NOBBY Tﬁ.ﬁiﬁiﬁ» The best non-skid tire made.
Hangs like a leech to slipperiest pavement.
Saves 90 per cent. of punctures.
CHAIN T‘R:{.‘iAD”A‘ttractive, effective. A good
non-skid at a moderate price.
PLAIN 'TREAD“A masterpiece of tire-making
skill. The basis of all Dominion tires.
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e Iy SECOND MAN UP

OLLOWING is the first of what we expect to be
F a series of six articles on the above titlee. We
believe that the mpeople of Canada in both
parties are interested in the question of who is to
lead either party in the next shuffle for that position.
The series begins with the opinions of the Mail and
Empire correspondent, formerly of the Toronto Tele-
sram—in the Ottawa Press Gallery. The other five
articles will also be by men who on both sides of
Dolitics send to some of the chief Canadian news-
bapers the news of Parliament. The choice of press
8allery writers for the authorship of these articles
is based upon experience. The men whose daily
business several months in the year is not only to
8ather news of Parliament, but to size up the men
and the leaders in the House, are parliamentary ex-
berts on the outside—or ought to be. In the practical
Working of party government it becomes necessary
for political leaders to keep in close touch, not
Mmerely with their own cabinet members and lieu-
. tenants, but quite as much with those who are the
middle-men between Parliament and people.

It may be asked, then, why not choose Liberal
writers to prognosticate on Liberal second men up
and vice versa? The answer is—that if a man were
to write his opinions about a leader on his own side
of the House, he might require to write a book in-
Stead of an article—Editor’s Note.

In Ayl Seriousness, Why Not Pugsley?

SSUME that Sir Wilfrid Laurier will relinquish
the Liberal leadership, which seems to be
inevitable, in view of his statement to the
Quebec electorate in 1911, that he would

never again lead an Opposition.

There must be a successor, because all packs have
leaders. Who is it to be? It is fair, perhaps, to
Confine the search to the group of Liberal ex-
Ministers, in and out of Parliament, who still con-
 Sider themselves to be in politics. There are, of
Course, some good men in the further back ranks of
the Opposition, but they have probably reached their
hydraulic level. Personally they are good fellows,
and several of them are men of ability, but, speaking
In the language of fuse inquiries, they don’t seem to
function properly. Maybe it is the fault of the pro-
bellant, or maybe the gauges were at fault, and we
all know by now that the modern projectile cannot
be one hundred per cent. efficient unless all these
matters have been made the subject of expert study.
At any rate, we can say that, as political leaders,
these gentlemen are likely to be among the very
late deliveries. Put them, therefore, aside.

What about the ex-ministers? For the purpose of
this argument, Liberal ex-ministers who were not in
Office immediately prior to the incident of Sept. 21,
1911, are not included. That excludes Sir Clifford
Sifton, which is important. Had he remained, with

S hearing unimpaired, many things might have
been different, and the occasion for this article
Would, possibly, not have arisen—at this late date.

is also reasonable, or seems so, to remove from
the reckoning, those Liberal ex-ministers who do not
occupy Seats in Parliament at this time. You can’t
Stick your head in at the window and lead a political
Party to anything, except, perhaps, the window.

hat narrows the circle. We arrive at the ex-
Ministers who bobbed up after the wreck and now
OCCupy half a dozen seats in the front row to the
left of Mr. Speaker. Which brings us to Dr. Pugsley.
here are reagons for not considering the others.
The others are the reasons.

;

To Sir Wilfrid ?

HAZARD NUMBER ONE

A Conservative Opinion
By PAUL BILKEY

Press Gallery Correspondent in Ottawa

for the Mail and Empire, and therefore

capable of seeing a Liberal second
man up in political perspective

Hon. William Pugsley was born in Sussex, N.B.,
where his father, William, of U. E. Loyalist de-
scent, farmed a few acres. ' He was educated at
the Sussex public school, at the University of New
Brunswick. Beginning at the age of 21 he became
attorney-at-law, barrister, reporter for the Su-
preme Court of New Brunswick, member of the
Legislature, Speaker of the House, resigned and
was re-elected, became Solicitor-General; resigned
again, and some y'ears later re-entered politics as
M. L. A. for Sussex Co., and Attorney-General,
afterwards Premier of the Province. In 1907 he
was elected to the House of Commons for St.
John Cily and County, became a Minister of Pub-
lic Works in the Laurier Cabinet, retaining that
position until 1911 when he became a member of
the Opposition.

To determine the qualifications which the new
leader ought to possess, it is necessary to look en
passant (bilingual!) at the political situation in
which he will play his part, using the term “political”
in the wide sense. 'The Parliament of Canada is in
for a period of real work, the successful performance
of which will mean much to the future of the country.
The whole national economy is to be overhauled.

The war and the transportation situation are making
that necessary. There are, moreover, influences at
work which seem to threaten or to promise—take
which ever way you like—changes in the scheme of
Canadian confederation.

But don’t let’s get too serious about it, because,
after all, we are discussing the choice of a
party leader. The point we were making is that
the problems that are in prospect will require the
attention of men with brains, and whatever else the
Hon. William Pugsley, K.C,, D.C.L., member for St.
John City, hasn’t got, nobody can deny that he pos-
sesses ability. That, then, being the principal re-
quirement, Dr. Pugsley seems to be the man.

It would, of course, be a change, but that is the
order of creation. Change is not undesirable if it
is progressive. Anyhow, a change is a rest. Nobody
knows that better than Dr. Pugsley himself. His
public career has been long and varied. He knows
to which party he helongs, having tried both. In
that respect he possesses a decided advantage over
Sir Wilfrid Laurier, who was always a Liberal of
the Old School and a disciple of Cobden and Bright.
His school days have, of course, been over for
some time.

DR. PUGSLEY has not the Laurier eloquence, but

he is a fluent and clever speaker. Intelligent
fluency is more in demand than the old style of
picturesque oratory, which is falling into disuse and
disrepute, as indicated by the expression ‘“hot air.”
Eloquence is a rich diet which fails to satisfy the
appetite, while often disordering the stomach of a
public which is becoming more and more politically
dyspeptic. Pugsley’s pepsin is better.

The new leader, it may be said further, is a man
of dignified, not to say majestic presence. He is
affable to a degree. As a political asset his hand-
shake is unsurpassed, his smile unequalled. He
seldom, if ever, refuses a request. The Department
of Public Works, during his regime as Minister, was
a veritable land of promise, many of which were kept.

In the national work that is to be done, Dr.
Pugsley’s undoubted capacity would be of aecided
value to the state, if exercised by him as leader of
his party. Nobody has the right to assume that he
would not exercise it for anything but the further-
ance of the national welfare. Sir George Foster has
outlined a scheme for so organizing the resources
of the country as to increase the wealth of the Do-
minion by wutilizing even what are now waste
materials. Dr. Pugsley put that principle into effect
years ago. Take the case, for instance, of sawdust.

Without tying up to that wharf for any length of
time, let us enumerate some more of the real quali-
fications of Dr. Pugsley for the promotion which
seems to be coming. He is a man of infinite re-
source. He knows all about politics and policles.
In his public life he has had fat years as well as
lean years, though you mightn’t think it to see him.
He was Premier of his native province, New Bruns-
wick.  His college career was adorned with gold
medals and papered with scholarships. He is a
lawyer of eminence. As a parliamentarian he occu-
pies a position of peculiar prominence. He is a
master of procedure. He knows the political history
of Canada as few men know it. He brings to the
discussion of public questions an understanding
which commands the attention of all, and particularly
of his opponents. He is still young at sixty-five, is
as full of fight and energy as he ever was, and will
bring to the Liberal leadership the benefit of a bril-
liant mind as well as of a ripe experience.
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TAKING THE WAR-CURE FOR

keepers -and even students and “killed”

not a few of the very best. The first
symptom was a general feeling of uneasiness in
the mind of the victim. He felt that things were
somehow not going as they should go: that he was
not accomplishing as much as he should. This led
to the second symptom which, in the case of a busi-
ness man, was a tendency to buzz and splutter
around the office like a dog chasing his tail, or a
hen hurrying in out of a sudden shower. The third
symptom was usually the writing of a letter to some
other stranger, inviting the said stranger to come to
the office and tell the manager how to run his busl-
ness. In the case of the house-keeper and the student
equivalent follies took place. The progress of the
disease after that needs no describing. Some few
vietims recovered without going any farther.
of them went neck or nothing through the whole
process of becoming “officient.” The business man
engaged the stranger at something like, say. one
hundred dollars a day—and expenses, including taxi-
cabs and chicken-a-la-King luncheons. The stranger
then went over the office, or factory, or whatever
it was, and asked questions which nobody—not even
the manager’s own wife—would have dared ask
about the business. He poked his finger into every-
body’s pie, got all the sub-managers up in the air,
and made a report at the end of, say, the tenth day,
showing how the profits were leaking out of that
business. The report was gsometimes useful, but as
often as not it wasn’t The disease ended when the
victim himself got sick of timing his own breathing
and trying to do his dictation in half an hour instead
of two hours, or when the human patience of his
best assistants burned out like an over-worked fuse
in an electric lighting circuit. At any rate the epi-
demic passed over about the fall of 1914. The name
of the disease was “Wfficiency.” It made more easy
money for nosey wanderers and frazzled the nerves
of more business men, stenographers and wives than
makes comfortable contemplating. It got into kit-
chens and railways and hospitals and abattoirs and
ice-cream cone salesmanship.

It was the Prussianization of work—trying to make
an office goose-step and a clock-work system of sales-
manship or frying eggs—and like other kinds of
Prussianism, it failed. Tt tailed—and the people of
Canada are to-day many times as efficient as they
were when the experts were fulminating against one
thing and another. When seven men turn out once
and a half as much work as eight of them used to

“turn out, it stands to reason that the seven have
become more efficient.
million men and women in Canada are doing to-day
more work than it took eight million to handle two
or three years ago, it means that Canada is becoming
more efficient. It is becoming so highly efficient that
factory and office managers appear to have no more
time for fooling with fads. The efficiency expert has
either had to crawl home to the United States or
learn book-keeping and stenography in a Canadian
pusiness college. With a quarter million men in the
army and thousands of fair-weather boosters out of
sight till the next boom comes—which we hope it
won’t—the Dominion of Canada has pounded more
brass tacks than it ever aimed at before. Our ex-
ports are up not only in value, but in volume. We
have increased our efficiency by throwing out the
hired thinker and by starting to think for ourselves.

Of course our present state of efficiency isn’t com-
fortable—particularly when it involves helping the
wife wash the 'dinner dishes. Our former glorious
inefficiency was much more like a dress rehearsal
on the gilt harps of the hereafter. But it works
out in interesting ways.

W oye

COM‘I‘NG down from Winnipeg once there was a

young man on the observation platform talking
the gospel of “method” and “economy” to three or
four credulous listeners. He drew illustrations for
his points from almost any casual sight along the
right-of-way as it whirled away behind us.

“T,00k at that broken door!” he exclaimed, pointing
at a loosely-hanging slide-door on the side of a
freight-car—the car was one in a westsbound freight
lying at a siding to let the express through. “Look
at that door! If this was an economical country and
an efficient railway that door wouldn’t be allowed
to hang loose like that. It would be fixed—prooto!”

“Why?” said one of us.

“Becauge probably a dozen train-men will waste

E used to have a disease in this country
\R} which acted on business men, house-

Most -

When you find that seven

EFFICIENCY

By BRITTON B. COOKE

five minutes each trying to get that door open or
closed. Probably: »” and so on. :

«phere!” he exclaimed. “Do you see how the
fireman on that freight engine is wasting coal?
Look at the black smoke! Isn’t that waste! If our
firm were hired by this railway it would inaugurate
a system to teach firemen how to fire an engine
economically and——"

In many cases he was right about Canadian waste-
fulness. He told how inefficient the average house-
wife is in the plotting of her work; how badly laid
out kitchens are, and what awful tragedies have
followed the failure of business concerns to estimate
their costs correctly.

It was fascinating.

A perspiring fat man on the back of that train
finally gave his card to the expert and asked him to
iook him up in Toronto as soon as possible. His
business, we learned, had to do with a laundry, and
no doubt he got it systematized and efficience-ed.
But to-day where is that expert? Office manager in
a brewery, I hear, and that brewery office 1sn’t a
whit more efficient than the others. Strenuous finan-
cial weather has taught Canadians how to be effi-
cient. It has improved the state of Canadian society
so that there is no longer as much waste man-power
leaking out a hole called “efficiency-expert.” The
expert is at real work. .

In the old days, before the saw-mills and the saw-
dust killed the trout out of the rivers, those pretty
little fish were too plentiful to be used economically.
Our forefathers wasted them. , With scarcity came
game laws, for skillful fishing and indeed more
careful preparation of the fish for the table. A man
who has ten days to write a letter may dawdle over
it. ' A country that lived very largely on borrowings
and NEXT year’s grain crop naturally dawdled. A
tremendous proportion of our Canadian population
took up positions midway between the farmer on
the one hand and the manufacturer on the other
hand—middlemen. A reliable arithmetician once
counted over eight hundred real estate agents’ tele-
phones in the telephone book in Vancouver—it was
a work of perverse curiosity. These lilies of the
field, so long guiltless of toil or spinning, and their
kindred in other Canadian cities are now mostly
working at real production. The real secret of the
high cost of living in 'Canada was the horrible dis-
proportion between producers and consumers; Wwe
had steadily increased the number of our city dwel-
lers and just as steadily decreased the number of
farmers. ‘This meant inevitable inefficiency. The
war has corrected it. A retired farmer who was
selling Point Grey lots in Vancouver three years
ago, is back on his Ontario farm, watching things
for harvest time. There are thousands of cases
like his. ;

And to-day we are using up our men much better—
and the women. Five years ago a man with white
hair was supposed to retire to the fire-side and thumb
over his recollections. The demand was for young

men and young men only. We advertised for ‘“pep”.

and “ginger.” We were careless about experience.
In short, we “wasted” some of the best years of our
men and one of the best assets of the business world,
Experience.

Now, one of the first signs of our improved state
of living is the disappearance of the husky furnace
man. That mysterious person whose habitat was
side-entrances, cellars and kitchen steps of half the
houses of the neighbourhood, melted away shortly
after the outbreak of war. Some of them went to
war—and won distinction in the trenches. ‘Where
the others went I don’t know. But last fall a man
of sixty applied for the privilege of nursing our
furnace—and he was club-footed at that.

«T used to do this work before,” he explained, “but
the younger fellows drove me to mending chair
bottoms. Now that the war’s on, I have another
chance. Where do I find the shovel? . . .”

There was no reason why the lame man should
not have been tending those furnaces all along.
The people whose chairs he mended probably mend
their own now, or are more careful of them, or give
the work to a blind man. : .

This same ashman’s wife came out of her elderly
seclusion this spring to help her old man take out
a winter’s accumulation of ashes from a certain rich
man’s house. Both over sixty! Why should they
have been relegated to chair-mending and rheuma-
tism before, when they felt like working and needed
it? Why should not our younger men have been
engaged on better work than the tending of furnaces?

Kitchen efficiency? The women’s pages of the
daily papers overflow with suggestions for economy. i
There are fewer servants, less funds and higher
prices to be contended with. All the paten: cup-
boards and breathless systems of household economy !
so dear to the efficiency lecturer have given way to
the gently forceful direction of sterner times and
labour shortage. A certain Toronto man recently
confessed with a queer combination of pride and
reluctance that he had to miss a lodge meeting
because his wife was ill, the maid had left and the
dishes were heaped a foot high in the kitchen sink.
He had washed them

This, too, means efficiency!

0. ve e

‘WO Montreal architects met.
“Busy?” said one.

“___ ag the d——!”

“So’'m 1.”

Both lied .in intent, though not in fact. Neither
had really much new work on hand, but both were
short-handed. Instead of going to the office at ten
and quitting at three to go to the golf club, both
these men were running their offices with inade-
quate assistance and therefore working hard. One
had two draughtsmen, a stenographer and a boy.
The other had only one draughtsman. Every one ‘
of them was more efficient than two years ago.

In another field of industry conditions have im-
proved. Take the mechanic. He is now most likely
working on munitions. Not only is he doing, on the ;
whole, more accurate work, but he is working faster.
A shell has to be turned “true” to a thousandth part
of an inch, and it is in the interests of the employers i
and the government to see that they are turned out
in record time. To secure speed many of the fac-
tories in Canada are working on the bonus system.
If the total output of a certain factory is, say, ten
thousand shells in a week, that may be taken as an
average. The men are then paid at a rate based
on that output. If, however, they can raise the output
to fifteen thousand or double ten thousand they are
bonussed a certain per cent. of their wages. In some
factories the men get as much as 100 per cent. bonus
some weeks., This is not only helping solve the
munition problem. It is making the men and
managers work with greater efficiency.

Will it last?

Who knows!
There will be more men here after the war.
there won’t be such oodles of money to be had,
lying around for any and every wild-cat venture.
There will be plenty of wotk, no doubt, after the
reorganization has been carried out, but there will
be plenty of men demanding work and plenty of
employers looking to it that they get the maximumn
of efficiency from their employees. On the other
hand, business competition will keep the employel
himself efficient, on pain of failure. More than that,

But it looks as though it might.
But

efficiency or inefficiency get to be matters of habit.
We have the higher efficiency habit at present.
is fair to assume that we may keep it.

It
.
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GOD SAVE KING GEORGE V!

Three thousand Canadian soldiers drawn up in the spectacle on Fletcher’s
Field, in Montreal, for review by the King's representative and Royal Uncle,
H.R.H. the Duke of Connaught, one of the most inspiring pictures of enthusiasm
for King and Empire ever seen in Canada.
% oue e

clude that we were about to revise the B. N. A. Act and begin to be an overseas
spectacle instead of an efficient overseas dominion.

So when Canadian democracy pays its respects to King George and the Em-
peror of India there is no need to go into long-winded eulogies regarding the

.S the date on this issue of the Courier is the King’s Birthday, we take this
A opportunity of extending to His Majesty—Greetings! ‘The fact that he will
probably never see the paper that contains the courtesy makes no difference.

Kings do not exist to be treated familiarly by their—subjects we were going to say,
Put that doesn’t fit the case. We don’t imagine that King George takes much stock
In our assumption that we are subjects. About the only part of the Empire where
that notion seems to have much acceptance is India. The dark men of the Himalayas
and the Ganges would scarcely know themselves as anything but subjects. They
would probably cease to respect the King if he failed to regard them as subjects.
Hence the Durbar.. But we have no Durbars in Canada. And we are not subjects.
We call ourselves citizens. Whether we clearly know what the term implies makes
no difference to the democratic idea involved.. If we should ever devise a Durbar in
Canada with H. R. H. the Duke as the chief figure, the King would very likely con-

In the good old days just before the war, King George and the Duke of Connaught looked

like this when they rode out to review the artillery at Woolwich,
spected that day if drawn up in the British artillery of 1916 would look a bunch of fli
a large Canadian log-heap.

But the guns they in-

personality of the King. 'We know King George pretty well in this country. He
has been here twice: in 1901, when he was the Prince of Wales and Duke of Cornwall,
and in 1908, when he was present at the Tercentenary Celebration in Quebec. In 1901
he was on a tour of the Empire which he wanted to see at first hand for himself. King
HEdward had seen most of it—but not all. Queen Victoria had seen none of it, outside of
Great Britain and the dependencies near by. As a sailor in the Royal Navy, Prince
George got his first sensations of the Empire, which he carried into effect when he
made the first tour in 1901. When he visited Quebec at the Tercentenary he saw an
historic spectacle, the nearest approach to a Durbar we ever had. He saw two races
united in a common impulse. He went about the King's business on that occasion
with true democratic despatch. The French-Canadians saw in him a coming King

as profoundly as any Anglo-Canadians. French-Canadians are more in sympathy
with the idea of Kingship than most Frenchmen are. France did away with Kings
when she consented to make a hermit of Napoleon. French Canada has never been
In wishing King George many happy returns, we do so in behalf of a
people who hope that he will long be permitted to ‘‘reign over us’ just in
the way that he is doing. And in expressing our allegiance to that kind of
ABLOWwW - I RUMPET"
( With acknowledgments to Lord Tennyson)
By GLADYS E. GIBBON
B Blow Trumpet and give our nation life,
Blow through the conflict grand!
Long live the King!
Flash bayonet and hurl bonib, guard trench with sand,
Thrust bayonet and press on!
Defend the King!
That God hath given great deeds to sow.
Stand square and fight!
Let right prevail.
Blow Trumpet, their gasses are but dust,
Pull helmet low, reach parapet—
Let the King reign!
Does not the King of old live long in story?
Launch submarine and mine!
Let freedom reign!
Blow and recall our deeds of yore!
Charge trench, make no retreat!
God will prevail!
Nor shattered by the shocks of time
In which is destiny Divine
God Save the King!

without a monarch.
monarchy we mean what we say when we sing ‘“God Save the King!”
LOW Trumpet, the world is filled with strife,
Shall Austrian or Teuton rule our land?
Strike for the‘Kihg and live. be subjects know
Blow Trumpet, break through with every thrust!
Strike for the King and die; it is for glory.
Blow, for our nation is at war.
Our Empire stands for thoughts sublime;
Acadia Ladies’ Seminary,

Wolfville,

es on N.S.
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MY FIRST QUARTERLY MEETING

in my 24th of May pastoral last week, didn’t

land me up to the eyes in a bonanza. In fact

there are times even yet when I half think
it would have been better if I had hung on to that
primal, undoubted Methodist instead of hiring out
to Hiram Buckle, the man who took no kind of stock
in a God because he had a brother who was a local
preacher and whom he accused of swapping him a
doped horse.

Hiram was an agricultural unbeliever. But he
never had brains enough to convince me that I was a
“sucker,” as he called it, for letting the recording
steward of Wbenezer Church take $5 a year out of
me for the preacher’s salary. Now I come to think
of it, one of the reasons Hiram had a grudge against
religion was that once upon a time his father had
donated a church lot to the Ebenezer folk at the
corner of the side-road and the concession line that
ran along the edge of the lake—one of those large
lakes between Canada and the United States. Hiram
never got over the idea that the quarter of an acre
still belonged to him and that if he took a strenuous
notion he could order the Ebenezerites either to
move the church and the horse-shed off or pay him
for the land and all the crops he had lost by not
having it for ten years.

What made Hiram still more of a hard nut for tne
church folk to crack was that he had married into a
saw-mill family out back that adhered to some sort
of Universalist church, drank whisky and played
euchre on Sundays. Hiram’s wife’s brethren and
their portable saw-mill gang used to spend quite a
few of their summer Sundays at Hiram’s house and
barn, because regularly once a week they felt It
part of their religion to go for a swim, starting at
ten o’clock, just.as the Ebenezerites were coming
to church. They usually trolloped into Hiram’s for
dinner and to spend the afternoon—as a general
thing playing either poker or euchre in Hiram’s
hay-mow until sundown, when they went gallivanting
pback the side-road into the bush.

Hiram had no end of beguilement with these rou h-
necks. More than once, just for a little exercise,
he had “rasseled side-holt” two of the most ram-
bunctious cant-hookers in the gang and whopped
both of them together on the barn-floor in five
minutes. Hiram was a powerful muscularity. When-
ever he and the gang from Bluntville got together
I always realized that I was in the midst of a hign-
powered company who could knock the spots oft
any equal number of bushwhackers from anywhere,
even Bricker’s Corners.

But I never had much respect for Tode Blunt, the
youngest brother-in-law of Hiram, who was about
my own age, an inch taller and a very scurrilous
young person, never so happy as when there was a
probability of a row.

BOUNCING myself from Boss Plugit, as recorded

OW of course it was bound to happen that the
Sunday of the August quarterly meeting at
Tbenezer, being a very warm day, the whole Blunt
saw-mill gang should come traipsing out for a swim.
1 had been hankering to see it a cool, cloudy Sunday,
with a high wind off the lake rolling in whitecaps,
so that the quarterly meeting should not be dis-
tracted by the swimming gang as they went down to
the lake.

“Hedges!” sniggered Hiram, as he beheld me
togging up for church. “Hope you ain’t goin’ to
take communion in that rigout?”

“All 1 got other is overalls,” he was reminded, ih
a tone that felt to self much like saying “go to
the devil,” which was maybe what I tacitly meant.

And as 1 trudged away out the side-road towards
the white-washed church on the fag-end of Hiram’s
farm I inwardly decided I should have need of all
the sustaining grace of Ebenezerism when I got
back among the saw-mill gang for dinner. It was
the end of oat-harvest; a grasshoppering Sunday of
parched grass and long lines of dust from the rigs
that came jaunting in from all over that circuit of
five churches scattered over half a township. What
a congress of the elect! The church was hedged
round with every sort of farm rig except lumber-
waggons ,and there was a Iow of them along the
flat-ditch side of the road.

My heart went hippety-hop as 1 stowed my awk-
ward clothing into a far rear corner back from the
large box stove. The place was SO full that some
of the brethren in calfskin leg bqots under their
trousers had to go out and lug in boards which they
toggled up on stove-wood near the door; and even
then a number stood on the stoop as the first hymn
wag struck up on the little organ, played by a music

By JAKE THE GROWLER
Elucidated by Augustus Bridle

teacher who used to go round on horseback to give
lessons. The choir of nine, including one diligent
bass singer, with a voice like a sliver on a rail, led
off on the grand old uplifter, “Joy to the World, the
Lord is come!” to the tune Antioch. On the repeat
part, “heaven and nature sing” Dave Murdock’s
voice did a fine lot of pounding on the bass while
the rest were hanging on to a long note. They sang
the whole five verses in a way that caused cold
creeps to go up and down the warm of my back and
the roots of my perspiring hair. And just as the
last line came to a grand finish——

My hair felt to be standing on end as I heard from
the road fence a barnyard cacophony of scurrilous
laughter, followed by a general glance of the con-
gr‘ergation' at the west windows as they went to
prayer. And as the minister began to give thanks
for all the fat pleasantries those godly folk had
managed to extract from bush farms by the sweat
of their brows and their shirt-fronts, the boots of
the sa.w-mill gang went thudding across the lake
road into the sumachs at the mouth of Hiram
Buckle’s gully. Those ungodly ones knew it was
hot in the church and that a good half of the male
part of the crowd would have been glad of a
soasing swim.

It must have been a long service. But it was
hugely impressive. Stout mothers and gay-hatted,
red-cheeked girls fanned themselves with Sunday-
school Banners and anything else that came handy.
Sunburned fathers, many of whom were as foreign
as Greeks to me, gazed at the patient preacher—a
thin-jawed, pale-faced, cool-looking man—while great
beads of sweat trickled down inside their celluloid
collars. Thank heaven, as I was next the wall, no-
body could see mine.

The sermon was just about done when I observed
through the windows .the cleaned-up saw-mill gang
go booting back the side-road to Hiram’s house for
dinner—among them young Tode. And I was sud-
denly reminded that I was still in a world of
aboriginal sin. I had some feeble hope that if the
communion and fellowship service, at the close of
the regular, was only long enough, those blagphemers
might be all through with dinner and off back to the
saw-mill before I got home.

Let it be clearly understood that it was no dread
of the gang that decided me to stay for communion
and fellowship service. No, I believe I should have
remained even if I had been sure that the finest girl
in two townships, with some name like Josephine,
had been visiting at Hiram’s and would be sure to
leave before I got back. It was a plain matter of
doing what Boss Plugit had taught me was my duty
on such an occasion—and I forgot to say that he was
there large as life among the majority who kept
their seats while the neutrals went clattering away
home.

Plugit and I were on an even keel in that service.
Now that the crowd had thinned out I got a better
view of the white-clothed table inside the communion
rail and just under the hang of the pulpit. When
the preacher uncovered the things that somebody
had shined up yesterday afternoon, the church was
so quiet that the stamping of the horses among the
bot-flies sounded like bangs of distant thunder. On
a silver plate was a heap of little hunks of bread.
In a silver tankard or something resembling a
pitcher there was half a gallon of good grape wine.
One of the good brethren from up the shore grew
the grapes of that wine. I somehow felt as though
I never wanted to live very close to him, because
he would seem to be just like a lot of other just
human church folk that I knew; and I preferred to
imagine that the man who grew the Lord’s grapes,
as well as the woman that baked the Lord’s bread
was a very high-souled sort of person who never
danged anything or turned any kind of sharp corner
in a horse dicker or a market deal

Some such thoughts as these were. running
through my noodle when at last it came my turn to
pick up and go forward to the communion rail. I
heard some thick voice say “Bless the Lord!” as I
knelt on the cushion—and I’'m sure it was the voice
of Boss Plugit. The little hunk of bread handed me
by the preacher made me feel as though I should
have eaten it out of his hand and not soil it with
my own hot paw. His broad-cloth trousers and long,
black coat made me feel peculiarly subdued; and
when the wine-cup got mysteriously to my lips I had
my eyes shut in a sort of trance, hearing strange

words of priestly solemnity that made me feel as
though I never should so much as sneeze again in
this life.

I went back to my corner seat without seeing a
face in the room. And I scarcely came back to my-
self before the fellowship service was well under
way; all sorts of folk getting up to tell the rest of
us what the Lord had done for them and what they
intended to do for the Liord before the end of a
praying life. Boss Plugit, I remember, made one
of the best speeches. He always hit the nail on the
head; admitting that he was in some respects a
mean old blotch on creation, but that he hoped the
brethren would help to pray him out of it.

T last it was all over and the people talking to
each other in common, every-day language,
laughing and jabbering about the weather and the
crops and the plagued grasshoppers. Out on the
stoop I waited for a moment to notice how every-
body seemed to be asking somebody else and as
many as possible to go for dinner. But nobody
asked me, and if anybody had, even if he had nothing
for me to ride on but the axle of his old buggy—I
am willing to gamble now that I would have gone
along and been glad of the chance to walk all the
way home. :

But I had to boot it back the side-road to Hiram’s
house, in a dusty, hot world, that didn’t seem to
be run on communion principles. When I got there
the gang had all been to dinner and were sprawled
in their saw-mill duds on the shady side of the house
smoking and telling stories. It took more moral
courage to pass that gang than it ever did to go
forward in a church. They relapsed into a dead
silence. All eyes were turned on me—and young
Tode stared the hardest. I had to step off the path
to avoid his boots, which he stuck out to see me
trip over them.

“Spose you had all you wanted to eat at the
church?”’ ventured Hiram, sarcastically.

That brought a chorus of haw-haws. I went in.

“I don’t want any dinner,” I said, glumly, to Mrs.
Hiram, washing the dishes like a slave.

I went up to my room and sat on the floor. 'The
gang went to the barn. I changed my clothes. It
seemed like putting off my religion—whatever that
was. 'Then what? If T had been left to myself I'd
have picked a few apples and gone to the bush.

But I wasn’t left to myself. I knew very well &
the gang expected me to go to the barn. it «1
didn’t they would regard me as a sanctimonious
young person, too good to mix with the marriage
family of my boss and their rowdy connexions.

Hungry as a wolf and almost as savage, I drove
myself to the barn. They were all on the barn floor
playing cards.

“Horses fed, Hiram?” I asked the boss, just for
an excuse to say something off-hand.

“Don’t ax questions,” was the reply.
Go to grass and eat clover.”

This was another source of merriment. Young
Tode, sprawled on the hay, kept eyeing me with a
furious look. I sat on the outer edge of the hay
and hugged my knees. '

“Got your duds changed, I see” remarked the
young person.

I made no reply.

“Why don’t you go in for a swim?” he asked.

I chewed a spear of timothy.

“Spose that 'ud be breakin’ the Sabbath?” he added.

1 shelled a timothy head.

“Gosh! grasshoppers are thick in this barn,” I
ventured, neutrally.

“Spose you told your experience at the fellowship
meetin’?” suggested Tode.

“I’'m busy.

o
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PER&HAP!S he noticed me grinding my teeth as
the timothy-stalk vanished into my. mouth.
“What did you tell ‘'m?” he in\sdsted.

«] didn’t tell m anything,” said I. “And if I did
it ain’t any of your business as 1 can see.”

Now, I could have kept out of trouble just by
going away to the bush, but somehow I didn’t relish
the idea of doing it. 'Those people had no right
to stand me off as though I were a pious pretender.
I felt as though they ought to give me a chance to
mix what little religion I had with their company—
pecause they needed it.

But this young Tode person seemed to regard
me with an evil eye. He hated me because I was a

churchite, and because he was just about my own
age and one inch taller and thought he had &
right to pry into my processes of thinking.

Seeing that I was getting my dander up, he came
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five hundred and two prisoners—of whom eleven were officers—two machine guns and other material.
story is from the mouth of the officer in the battle of that date.

HELPED N A-HOT FIGHT

Big as this Italian gun may seem, the Austrians, in their recent drive, have been able to bring still greater calibres to bear and h‘ave compelled'a
temporary retirement on the part of our southern allies. This gun has nevertheless proved itself of the greatest all-round usefulness in the mo.untam
struggles on this front. It is easier to move, and under certain conditions p ractically as effective a military weapon as the gr‘eatett calibres which for
the moment gave the Austrians a heavy margin of initiative strength. This particular piece was In action near Goritz. .1t contributed to our keep-
ing the enemy back on March 26th, on the heights N. W. of Goritz; and the next day a counter-attack was made on this spot and the Italians took

This photo is exclusively from an officer and the

at me with a lot of sidling remarks addressed to
the card-players—about me and the likes of me;
Dredicting among other ifems that I’d be a back-
slider one of these days.

“Not 'if I have to slide into the company of the
likes o’ you,” I retorted, unchristianly.

“Oh—oh! 'That’s how, eh?”

He took a lurch in 'my direction, leaning on my
Overalls. I drew my leg away, never having been
fond of too much familiarity. He leaned over and
Whispered in my left ear that I was a something-or-
other—quite unmentionable.

“And if you don’t like that,” he said out loud,
“there’s plenty more I kin call you.”

“Hold y’r gab, Tode!” admonished Hiram—with
a grin. !

But I didn’t invite him to take any part in the
controversy. Just then I was quite regardless of
anybody else in the barn, or of the fact that I had
been at the communion rail that morning. Young
Tode didn’t realize that I could forget things like
that so easily. He didn’t know much about some
Christiansg,

But when I landed him a wallop on the right jaw
that sent him over next to the old fanning-mill he
began to realize that a hungry church-{goer with his
da‘ndexr up is a very human sort of person.

‘Ding-dang you!” I sputtered, as I got up. “Come
On, now; I’ll take that starch out o’ your collar,

Syou—-»

The rest of the language was not indecent, not
p!‘ofane. It was just too long-winded to be set down
In this reminiscence. By the time I was done talking
We were fair into a real scrimmage. In close em-
brace we succeeded in breaking up the card game.
The rest of the gang stood by to look on, and to
Chffel‘ Whichever side seemed to be getting the worst
of it. They were fair enough. I knew they wouldn’t
let Tode chew my ear, and I was very certain I had
no desire to chew his.

T didn’t know just what else I did or didn’t do—
till finally T got that young sooner down on his back,
sat on his middle, pinned both his hands together
and said:

“Now you skunk! Have you got enough ?”

His face was considerably the worse for wear
already, and my own was so hot that I didn’t know
how it looked. He mumbled something about letting

him up.

“All right,” I said. “But next time you come at
me for a serimmage, don’t do it on quarterly meeting
Sunday, or Pll—=""

All which Hiram agreed was good philosophy, but
if I wanted to become an accredited member of
the saw-mill commonwealth, free to fight and swear
and play cards without bothering over a conscience,
I’d better quit taking part in quarterly meetings.

A Fabulous Canadian

ORDID but humorous was a passage indirectly

interesting to Canadians in the course of a recent
bigamy trial in London. The defendant, Ann Jane
Wharam, 31, of Westmount, Linthwaite, was com-
mitted for trial on a charge of marrying Douglas
Clark, a well-known Northern Union International,
Cumberland County, and Huddersfield football play-
er, now a lance-corporal in the Army Service Corps,
her husband, Private Richard Henry Wharam, being
alive. iClark said that he met the prisoner in Aug-
ust last, when she told him ‘“she was a single wo-
man, that her name was Jennie Wharam, and that
her father was General Wharam, of Grosvenor
House, Pine Creek Valley, Moose Jaw, Saskatche-
wan, the owner of the largest lumber camp in Can-
ada and a general in the United States army.” This
will amuse Moose Jaw or anybody who knows Moose
Jaw, the inference that Moose Jaw is in the United
States and in a timbered country is quite worthy of
the old school novelists who wrote about Canada
from the security of Stokes Poges or Dorking,

Brazil Will Pay Her Debts

HE fact that Brazil in the fall of 1914 defaulted

on the interest on the public debt had a good

deal to do with bringing the decline in the value of
the milreis to below 10 that year. It is also appar-
ent that the improving financial conditions in the
Republic are responsible in the main for the present
upward disposition. President Braz, of Brazil, ac-
cording to a Rio despatch, has assured a French

banker that the country will meet her obligations in
full.

THE UBIQUITOUS AUTOGRAPH HUNTER.

The souvenir-hunter is always with us. He has
penetrated even to Macedonia. In this picture
General Sarrail is the victim. The Commander of
the French Forces in Macedonia is seen signing
his name in the autograph album of a bold little
Greek boy while at a military review in Salonika.
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THE PERSONALITY OF OUR

T all business enterprises the production of a
successful newspaper is the most perplexing
and most psychological problem in the world
—even more so than publishing books or

governing a country by democracy. Granted ade-
quate capital and good business management, almost
any business that caters to a real public need will
spell that doubtful word known as success. Not so
the newspaper. In this particular kind of business
there are factors above capital, business efficiency
and public need. In this sphere of production people
do not always buy what they need, no matter how
much money may be spent in a businesslike way in
producing it.

You can see this exemplified in almost any city
where newspapers are.pub'lished. Buy -the news-
papers of the average city and look them over with
a business eye. You will find one loaded up with
advertisements, often to such an extent as to make
the news appear a secondary affair. That paradoxi-
cally enough, is mute evidence of its success as a
“news” paper. You will find another filled with
interesting’ news matter while short on advertising,
compared with its rival. That, paradoxically again,
is evidence of more or less non-success as a “news”
paper.

Here is another paradoXx. Both these newspapers
may be performing a highly important function in
the life of a community. Just as a well-organized
Opposition is absolutely essential to the success of
democratic government, so papers in opposition to
each other are absolutely necessary to the healthy
growth of public opinion. An unsuccessful news-
paper, looked at from a strict dividend-earning point
of view, is not necessarily a superfluous newspaper.
How is it, then, that two newspapers, each important
in the life of a community, may be so unequal from
a business point of view? How is it that while one
will support its owners in luxury, the other will have
to be supported by ite owners or their friends, or

" by both?

If you study the history of any successful news-
paper—and by “successful” 1 mean the newspaper
which, as a business proposition, gives an adequate
return on the capital invested, quite apart from any
form of subsidy—you will find that it has gained the
outstanding position it occupies as the result of
having at the back of it a man of outstanding per-
sonality. That man may be familiar personally to
everybody in his community, or he may be compara-
tively unknown, even by name. But the paper will
be instinct with his personality.

MONG the comparatively few newspapers ir{

Canada which are highly successful proposi-
tions a prominent place is occupied by the Montreal
Star. And the Montreal Star is instinet with the
personality of Sir Hugh Graham, who, from the day
when he founded it, over thirty years ago, down to
the present time, has been its guiding force.

Sir Hugh Graham is a most elusive personality.
He does no personal advertising—never has. He
hates to see his name in print, or to figure in public
life. He seldom comes into the public view, except
in the attacks of his opponents. He has few inti-
mates, and to the vast majority even of the people
of his own home city, let alone of Canada, he is but
a name. Yet it is his personality alone which has
built up the Montreal Star into one of the big papers
of the continent and of the British Empire.

The Montreal Star has never been the organ of a
party. It is often supposed to be a Conservative
paper. There are those, for instance, who claim that
it was primarily .responsible for sending the present
government into power. But not even those most
appreciative of the services it rendered to the Con-
gervative cause on that occasion would claim it as a
Conservative paper, because while supporting the
government one day, it may be in frank opposition to
it the next. 'Thus, while it waged a tremendous
campaign to put the present party into power, it
came out in direct opposition to Premier Borden’s
first official act in power, namely the selection of
his Cabinet. It declared that this bore evidence of
“sinister influences.”

The man behind the Star thus asserted himself in
open opposition to the leader of his choice in the
very moment of the triumph of the cause for which
he had fought.

Because of the strength of his personality, abso-
lute independence of judgment has always been so
marked with Sir Hugh Graham, and through him of
the Montreal Star, as to be almost a.fetish. Never,
even in the early days of desperate struggles for
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A Popular Interest Series, With
a Varied National Turn

Number One:

The Montreal Star

By C. LINTERN SIBLEY

Sir Hugh Graham, proprietor and founder of

the Montreal Star; one of the first men in
Canada to realize the news value of the Imper-
ial idea.

way bound, or have his own hands tied, by any of
the many forms of direct or indirect subsidy. The
temptation must have been great, for those who
knew him in those days say he often did not know
from one day to another where the money was com-
ing from to buy the paper to run off the next issue.

When the Montreal Star was first started the
feeling between Protestants and Catholics in Mont-
real was, I understand, very strained. Sir Hugh
Graham recognized that if an English-speaking paper
in the city of Montreal was tc be a real success, it
must have the support of both Catholics and Pro-
testants, for in this way it would gain readers among
all the well-to-do French families, as well as secure
the solid support of the Irish, a very important part
of the community.

O he set out to provide a newspaper on broad

lines that would appeal to every class in the com-
munity, and that would especially appeal to the sym-
pathies of a section whose support an esteemed con-
temporary had alienated, namely, the Irish Catho-
lics. Thus among the earliest standing rules in the
Montreal Star office was that the ‘Star must never
go to press without an item: of news from Ireland in
it. 'That rule holds good to the present day. No
matter what issue of the Star you take up, in that
issue you will find an item of news from Ireland—
often a purely local news item. This is one of a
weekly batch that comes in from the Star’s Irish
correspondent. A development of this catering to
the Irish support is to be seen in the fact that Sir
Hugh Graham has gecured the Canadian rights of
T. P. O’Connor’s weekly cabled letter, and publishes

this every Saturday. Thus the Star has become an
absolute necessity of every Irishman within its
sphere of influence, whether he agrees with the
paper’s attitude and opinions on local or federal
politics or not.

The same policy which has won and kept the sup-
port of the Irish has won and kept the support of
possibly 95 per cent. of the English-speaking popula-
tion'in the city and district of Montreal, a very large
proportion of the well-to-do French-Canadians, and
a big list of out-of-town subscribers.

Just as Sir Hugh Graham sensed the binding value
of news straight from Ould Ireland for such readers,
so he sensed the value of Scotch news for Scotch,
and Paris news for the French. For many years the
Star has published a weekly letter from Scotland,
written in the Scotch version of the English lan-
guage, full of dialect and expressions’ such as would
warm the cockles of a heart of stone—if it were
Scoteh. The Star’s correspondent has often written
pleading to be allowed to use English, but no! Sir
Hugh comes from Scotch ancestry himself and he
knows the value of real Scotch warm with the news
and the speech of the bonnie hills o’ hame. The
Star’s weekly letter from Paris i written by a lady,
who combines the qualities of “flaneur”’ with an inti-
mate knowledge of Canadian requirements.

T is true, by getting right under the skin of its

readers, no matter to what nation they may
belong, that the Star has rallied both willing and
unwilling to its support. People can agree with the
Star, or they can disagree with it, but most of them
have got to have it. Sir Hugh has made it a house-
hdld‘é,necessity. The business man has been made to
have it because he does not feel he is au fait with
what’s doing in the financial world unless he has
seen what the Star has got on its financial page.
The man interested in sports has been educated to
regard the sport’s page as an authority. The aver-
age reader wants the Star because it has a wonder-
ful telegraphic service, and is bound to have the
latest phase of whatever is important in the world’s
doings. The matron insists on having the Star be-
cause she wants to read the department store’s
advertisements. Servant girls and office boys want
the Star because that is the paper which has special-
ized on short “wanted” advertisements. To parents
an important recommen(_itation has been .that the
Star ig kept out-and-out British and free from vul-
garity or Yankee slang.

Qir Hugh was one of the first men in Canada to
realize the news value of the Imperial idea. When
he set up a branch office in London and went to the
heavy expense of having his own London corre-
spondent cable over gpecial news every day to bind
Great Britain and Canada in more intimate bonds of
mutual interest, he struck a very sympathetic cord
in the hearts of all who were proud of their British
ancestry. 1 believe the Star was the first paper in
Canada to have an independent cable gervice of ité
own, and thus to offset the effect of British news
colored for consumption in the United States. = That
alone gave the Star a wonderful hold on the people:
and greatly enlarged its prestige throughout Canada-
SllR HUGH’S interest in Imperialism did not stoP

at appreciation of its news value. He is aB
out-and-out Imperialist himself, and has argued Im”
perialism in season and out of season in the Mont”
real Star. He was, for instance, generally supposed
to be the author of the “emergency’ proposals put
fofward by Sir Robert Borden. Whether he was or
not I don’t know, but the campaign carried on by
the Star both before and after those proposals were
launched was successful in making most people beé
lieve that instead of the Star echoing Sir Robert
Borden, Sir Robert Borden was eclygng the Star.

Sir Hugh has always trod warily in the realms 0*
prophecy, realizing, no doubt, with Shakespeare, that
prophecy is the most superfluous form of folly. Bul
he prophesied the war with Germany, and in a long:
violent, and almost heart-rending campaign for 3
naval contribution, his paper pictured Armageddo
as it loved to call it, with such a wealth of horrifi¢
detail that on one occasion it even had the Ho®
@. P. Graham set forth as likely to appear with
“planched lips and quaking limbs” if only he kne
why the Star was so sure about what was coming.

Of Sir Hugh Graham’s absolute gincerity in thié
promotion of the idea of the need for Imperial unity
of action in the face of a common danger there ca?
not be the slightest doubt. He has long been one o
the most advanced Imperialists in the Empire. Thif
phase of his personality has been strongly reflect
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- Fenian Raid Veterans
Foregather in the Parade
in Queen’s Park, Toronto
--Remembering Ridgway

The Veterans in the foreground
of this plcture didn’t stop to
ask in 1866, whether the things
they carried on their shoulders
towards the border were Ross
Rifles or Lee-Enfields. They
just took the old kitchen mus-
ket if there was nothing else
and went out after the enemy.
Those soldiers of the Fenlan
Raid were among the pluckiest
we ever had. They were also
some of the maddest. The idea
of Sinn Feiners daring to cross
parallel 49 to make trouble in
this country after we had set-
tled that dispute in 1815 was
too much for those young chaps
to endure without tall resent-
ment. They were young then;
younger than the average sol-
dier marching past the monu-
ment in khaki. How the world
has changed! How war has
changed! How you and | have
changed! Yes, but it is the
same old flag, the same old
cause of Empire and unity; yes-
terday, to-day and forever.

HIF 1Y YDARS AGO DTHAEPIIERY DAY

in his paper, greatly to its strengthening and interest.

Another thing which has made the Star what it is
is the absolute impartiality of its news. Sir Hugh
does not care a tinker’s curse for the smile or frown
of either political party. What there is to report,
his paper will report, glossing over nothing and sup-
pressing nothing either through fear or favour.

An instance of the impartiality of the news reports
which has given the Star such a hold on the general
public was seen at the last general election. The
Montreal Star, while fighting the bitterest campaign
of any paper in Canada against the Liberal! Govern-
ment, was the only paper in Canada to have a re-
porter accompany Sir Wilfrid Laurier throughout
the whole of his campaign. The Toronto Star came
the nearest to the Montreal Star in this matter, by
having a man accompany Sir Wilfrid through the
more important part of his campaign—but then the
Toronto Star is a Liberal paper. The Montreal Star
man had orders to give Sir Wilfrid Laurier’s speeches
and receptions adequate and fair reports. The re-
sult was that although the Star was fighting Sir
Wilfrid Taurier tooth and nail, it gave him a better
show than any other paper in Canada. Actually
Liberals in the [Star’s constituency had to read the
“Out-with-Laurier’” Star to find out from its intimate
daily reports what Sir Wilfrid Laurier was saying,
what he was doing and how he was being received!

Now I am not holding out a brief for the Montreal
Star. I don’t suppose there is a paper in Canada
which has been so bitterly assailed at one time or
another, or that has enemies so consistently camp-
ing on its trail. So bitter has been the feeling at
times in regard to the Star over its municipal poli-
tics that men have actually seized all the copies in
the hands of newsboys and burned them on the
bublic squares. Yet those very people have bought
the Star the next day, and have bought it ever since.
_Eve-n though they hated it, they had to have it, and
it is the qualities I have described in the elusive
but forceful personality of Sir Hugh Graham which
have given the paper such a hold on the public that
they have to buy it, and have to advertise in '
¥hether they want to or not.

Winnipeg’s Great Wednesday

INNTPEG’S most memorable Wednesday

will go on record as May ‘31, 1916. That

was the day that all the bars of Manitoba

went dry and when the trial of the former
Cabinet Ministers of Manitoba began on the graft
charges in connection with the new Parliament
Buildings. Bither of these sensations would have
been enough for any common city or any ordinary
brovince. Winnipeg stages up a double-header.
Shut go the bars. In come the heavyweight legal
talent. Alcohol becomes a non-resident of Manitoba.
Graft is put on the gridiron in high places. Mani-
toba is bound to have things happen that don’t look
too much like revolution with the “r” left off. In
which case let us not forget that a few months ago
the Legislature put through a chivalrous bill mak-

...

ing it law for women to vote and to hold seats in
the House. And at the same time Winnipeg is send-
ing out soldiers as fast as she sometimes sends out
cars of wheat, and is making a big move to take
care of returned soldiers when they find themselves
back in a country that no longer means the same to
them because they are minus arms, legs or eyes.

There is yet no record of what Winnipeg felt like
on Tuesday evening, May 80. That would be the
last glimmer of the alcoholic constellations. Imag-
ination fails to probe the psychology of the old-
timer, who since he began to be a jovial frequenter
of those rosy wine-rooms in Winnipeg, has seen the.
place grow from a trading-cart fur-post to a big
1916 model city.

This week the trek-out is full on. The barrels
and the cases have been going across one border or
another, contents to be re-shipped back under whole-
sale license for individual consumption whenever
liquor-owners happen to have such a license in any

territory bordering on Manitoba. A large number of
dealers have been disposing of their stock at a loss.
The Hudson’s Bay Company, who for years have
been the pioneer wholesale liquor vendors of the
West, were the most reluctant to give up the pre-
rogative. Naturally, the Company of Gentlemen Ad-
venturers trading with Rupert’s Land were under a
royal charter that far antedated Confederation. But
they have gracefully conceded the point, and their
great establishment up near the old Fort will turn
its splendid liquor hall into—perhaps a rendezvous
for dry-goods. Some hotels will close, and that will
be no loss. The best hotels, which depended far
less upon the bar than upon revenue from board and
lodgings, will go on doing business much as usual.
And so long as the sun shines on ,the wheat fields
of Manitoba, that province will not have its ultimate
faith shaken by a Wednesday that saw the aboli-
tion of 234 liquor licenses and the beginning of a
trial involving an ex-Premier and ex-Ministers.

gether a greenhouse plant.
some varieties reach a height of 10 to 15 feet.

rose bay, however, is really a rhododendron.

NOT A WilD ELOWER THIS TIME

The azalea, of which in the absence of our usual wild flower this is a remarkably good photograph, is alto-
Farther South, from Pennsylvania to Carolina, it is grown out of doors, and
It is one of the most beautiful of indoor decorative plants,
and many wonderfully fine specimens are to be seen at the Allan Gardens in Toronto.
Azalea, sometimes called rose bay, grows wild in Canada, but is not usually found west of Montreal. .The
: Both the Azalea and the rhododendron belong to the Heath
family, order Ericaceae, and are hardly separable botanically.

i

One variety of

—Photo by Addison Reid.
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Soldiers’ Wives and **Women of Brains™

account of a Patriotic Fund meeting in which a
lady made the following remarks touching the
wives of soldiers whom the Fund assisted:

«We have been fostering extravagance and waste-
fulness. They should do their full share of the war
work instead of gadding to the moving picture shows
and spending their afternoons shopping. No Toronto
lady can get a charwoman to do her work unless she
makes arrangements two weeks in advance. It is
disgraceful that women of brains, who ought to be
in patriotic work, have to work at home.”

pe we e

I HAVE not given the lady’s name—though the

newspapers were not so kind. I entertain the
hope that she was mis-reported. Then, if that was
really what she said, T feel that it would be cruel to
pillory the poor shrivelled soul, and further humili-
ate her friends, for utterances that can only reveal
either a mental or a cardiac condition which must
humiliate them daily. Still occasionally stories do
come to me which suggest that this point of view is
not wholly - monopolized by the lady in question.
Never before have I heard it put so bluntly. But
there is, perhaps, enough of this feeling at large in
the community—born in some cases of lack of
thought about the situation—to make it worth while
to say a few plain words on this subject of soldiers’
wives.

lP]]CvKED up a paper the other day and read an

pe 9g e
OU will notice that the lady I have quoted above
begins her complaint by saying that these sol-
diers’ wives “should do their full share of the war
work.” This sounds reasonable and patriotic. But,
in the next sentence, you discover that what she
really means is that these soldiers’ wives “should do
her share of her own housework.” Her idea clearly
is that these honoured ladies of our war heroes—
whom we were frantically cheering just the other
day—should do their share of this glorious “war
work”—in her kitchen. :And she thinks it “disgrace-
ful” that they won’t do it.
e 9wy
BUT what about the feelings of the war hero?—
and he, after all, is the man to be considered.
It is to be presumed that he thinks highly of his
wife—the mother of his children—even if she is not

By THE MONOCLE MAN

“g woman of brains” in the sense that she can make
her living without soiling her hands. It is quite
possible that he imagines that she IS “a woman of
brains”—though her “brains’”’ may not have been
given that technical training which would turn them
into a deft and polished instrument for making
money. There is often much more “brains” in the
head of the modest woman who stays at home, man-
ages a house, and possibly brings up a family of
children, than in that of the veneered and dashing
de-feminized specimen who regards it as “disgrace-
ful” to “work at home” and “brainy” to make a show
in public.

i % v %

NYWAY, the soldier—if he is a decent sort, as

most of them are—loves his wife. He does
not like to see her charring for other women. He
does not admit for a moment that she iy inferior to
other women. If he should get a better job at home,
which gave him money enough to support his family
without her earnings, the first thing he would do
would be to tell her to give up “working out,” and
enjoy such leisure as she had like the wives of richer
men. He would not object to her “gadding to the
moving picture shows”—he would be proud and
happy that she could do it, like other ladies, if she
wanted to. That is chiefly what he would covet the
better job for. He would want, above all things, to
“puy his wife’s liberty” from the necessity of serving
“women of brains”—so self-designated. He would
release her from servitude in any kitchen but her
own, and free her from taking orders from any other
man’s wife.

oy %

ND he might very easily get a better job if he

stayed at home. TFor workmen are getting
scarcer. If he followed his own selfish interest, and
sought this better job, the “woman of brains” would
be the first to blame him if he still permitted his
wife to “work out” after having got it. She would
then accuse him of wasting his better pay in drink,
and making his poor and neglected wife scrub and
wash to support him. She could quite understand
such a man, having succeeded in lifting himself up
in the world, wanting to lift his wife with him.

UT if instead of staying at home and serving his

own selfish interests, this man enlists and goes
to war for his country, does he deserve less con-
sideration than the man who does stay at home and
make money? If he gives up his chance to get a
better job in order to do his duty, is he more worthy
of contempt from “women of brains” than his fellow
citizen who refuses to enlist and worms himself into
thie better job? According to all standards of honour,
has the volunteer soldier taken a better job, or a
worse job, than the self-seeker? He goes into danger
that you and I may stay safely at home and still
live a life of liberty. He offers to risk death for us
—yea, even for the “woman of brains” who is so in-
dignant that his wife will no longer char in her
kitchen. We tell him: to his face that he is a hero—
and yet the moment his khaki-ed back is turned, we
insult his best beloved if she will not get down on
her knees and scrub our dirty floors for us.

w W we

O we lie when we pretend to appreciate his sac-

rifice? [Either that—or we forget. We treat
him worse than we would dream of doing if he had
stuck at home and taken the job of the man who
went. If he stays here and makes more money, we
take off our hats to his wife. But if he goes nobly
off to fight our battles for us, leaving his wife to our
chivalrous care and protection, we peddle out charity
to her as if all the nobility of soul were in our bosoms,
and we are amazed if she does not realize that she
has a great deal to be grateful for. [She has given
us the most priceless possession any woman ever
had—her man. And we talk—some of us—as if it
were possible for us to give her alms. If we emptied
the vaults of all the banks into her lap, we would
still be in her debt. The Patriotic Fund is but a -
small instalment on the heavy obligation we owe
these sgoldiers’ wives. If we housed them all in
palaces, would that repay them for one unmarked
grave “somewhere in France”? Yet there is a
woman in Canada who will get up in public and say
that “we are fostering extravagance and wasteful-
ness” when we permit these lonely wives to seek
the temporary anodyne of an hour’s amusement, and
that it is “disgraceful” that they will not act as
charwomen for “women of brains.” ‘“Women of
brains” may be the right description—certainly not
“women of heart.”

HE OR SHRAPNEL? — BETCHA !

ILLIAM PHILIP SIMMS, the U. P. man at
Verdun, has a fine eye for colourful hap-
penings, as this letter from a “bombproof
shelter at Verdun” would indicate.

Outside the bombardment is going on, he says.
The Germans are throwing some 250 shells a day
into the city, most of the shells hitting in the busi-
ness and residential districts, an average of one
shell every four minutes. Some of the shells are
incendiary, and the town is on fire at six or seven
different points. The civil population gone, only a
tew cate and dogs are left behind to remiind one that
only a few weeks ago men and women and children
sat by their firesides in this town and caressed their
pets. It is lunch time. In the steam-heated corri-
dors, 100 feet from the surface, the defenders of
Verdun, off duty, are eating their noonday meal.
There are long tables, with scores of men on either
side, eating and talking contentedly. - There is no
excitement; only everybody seems interested. At
the table of the general some twenty guests sit
down. No better dinner could be had anywhere
than this, served by the Blank Artillery Canteen,
though it was part of the army commigsary. Our
bread was warm and delicious-smelling, fresh from
the citadel’s underground bakery. The lights we ate
by, the water we drank, were from the citadel plants
out of harm’s way and independent of the city’s
supply. ;

[Every man is born a gambler. Some succeed in
subduing the instinct, others dabble now and then,
tempting fickle fortune, while the rest are at it all
the time, betting with death and the devil as to
whether their souls will ultimately go up or down.
I’'ve just been told of a young soldier who belonged
to the last-named class. He is badly wounded, and
in a hospital not far from here, but they say he tries
to bet with his nurse on his chances of recovery, he
agreeing to take either end of the wager. Until he
was mobilized eight months ago he was a young

AND OTHER STORIES

clerk at the Bourse, or, as the soldier who told the
story put it, “he pushed a pencil on the Stock
Exchange.”

When he arrived at the front he brought his pas-
gion with him. He played bridge, seven-up Dpoker,

UNSAFE.
Tuthill in the St. Louis Star.

checkers and chess; he “rolled the bones,” pitcheéd
pennies, matched coins, gambled any and all sorts
of ways. He would bet on anything, on the weather
or the prospects of death or whether the next shell

over would be H. E. (High Explosive) or Shrapnel.

“My ration of spinach against yours that it raing
to-day before four o’clock,” he would say, apropos
of nothing, any fine morning around grub-time. “Bet
your section gets a grenade before mine does,” he
would offer in the trenches. And when a shell fell
in the midst of a group of soldiers he would count
those left standing, and instinctively cry out:
“Tyen!” or “Odd!” as the case might be.

'When the Germans began their smash against
Verdun, the young Stock Exchange clerk found him-
self with a few others of his company in a very ex-
posed advance-post. Shells fell around them, thick
as hail, exploding and pitting the ground as you've
seen rain pit the surface of a mill-pond.

“Tet’s bet on the calibres,” he remarked to his
friend at his left. ‘

“All right,” came the answer.

“A big sou on each.”

“Bon!” ‘

“The next in our section will be a 220,” the clerk
hazarded.

“I say it’ll be a 350,” the other said.

The shell came a 155 milimeter calibre; and the
clerk cashed, he being nearest. And so it went on
for ten minutes, the two exchanging big sous
(pennies) after each explosion, withholding payment
when in doubt, but doubling on the next. They
were kept busy repairing, with pick and shovel, the
damage done to their earthworks, but the betting
continued just the same. ’

“Two-forty for the next!” sang out the pencil-
pusher. i ‘

“A 305!” guessed the other.

Bang!

The shell threw dirt all over them both, so near
had it fallen. A man in their section dropped like a
shot.

“It was a 305! A 305!” yelled the winner, picking
up and exhibiting the shell’s timer, which by chance

“For how much?”
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LOVE ME, LOVE MY HOG!
Westman in the Columbus, Ohio, State Journal

MOTHER HUBBARD—“Help yourself.”
Starrett in New York Tribune.

OTHERWISE, IT FITS.
Cassels in' the New York Evening World.

stuck in the trench-wall near him.

“You win!” the Stock Exchange chap said weakly.
He was wobbling on his legs, and was terribly pale.
“The next is a 77.” Then he fell unconscious, just
as his friend was calling out “155” as his parry.
Scarcely were the words out of his mouth before
there was a crash, which the bettor did not hear, for
he got a fragment of the bursting shell on his
granium.

In a second-line hospital a Pew days later the pals
found themselves in adjoining cots.

“You won the last one,” one of them said. “It
was a 77. 'The surgeon saved the piece for me as a
souvenir.. Lucky thing it didn’t break my hard head,
else you’d never have got your sou.”

“That makes me two francs on you then,” the
clerk replied in a very faint voice—for he had four
shrapnel bullets still in his torso. “Let’s make it
double or quits: Even money I get out of here be-
fore you do.”

This incident gives you a picture of one side of
Verdun—or any other sector along the French front.
There can be no doubt about it. The troops are
war-hardened. Splintering steel, the crash of high
explosives, death, wounds, the whole smear has be-
come a habit, out of which race-old instincts, like
love, hate, and gambling, rise and take their place.

THE C. P. R. AND BALLIN,

M\URRAY GIBBON, the man who wrote “Hearts
and Faces,” a book with a bad title but capital
contents, recently told a good joke on himself and
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THE GUESSERS.

It is becoming increasingly difficult to ascertain
America’s attitude towards the belligerent nations.
—Wail from Germany.

The Adroit Party—“Now, gents, pick the pea!”
From the *“Sydney Bulletin.”

incidentally on the C.P.R., whose advertising depart-
ment is in Murray’s capable Scotch hands. The
occasion was an address to the Chicago Advertisers’
Association.

“The effect that an attractive cover may have in
securing business was illustrated in my own experi-
ence by a remarkable incident. Some of you may
remember, particularly those of you who are rail-
road or steamship men, and have had anything to do
with Burope, how Pour years ago the Canadian Paci-
fic Railway obtained a concession from the Austrian
Government to operate Canadian Pacific Observation
Cars on the Austrian State Railways. The conces-
sion was part of a mutual advertising scheme, under
which the Canadian Pacific reciprocated by adver-
tising Austria to Canadians and Americans travelling
to Burope on its system. 'This and other related
schemes met with violent opposition from Herr Bal-
lin, of the Hamburg-American Line, who brought the
influence of the Prussian Railways and the German
War Office, and even the German War Lord to bear
on the Austrian Government to such effect that our
agent in Vienna, an Amer‘ican citizen named Samuel
Altman, whose fertile brain evolved these schemes,
was accused among other things of attempting to
stir up a revolution, and shortly before the outbreak
of the war, was for a time imprisoned. The negotia-
tions for a concession of this nature were naturally
protracted, as the Austrians were like our friends
from Missouri—they had to be shown. I suggested
getting a cover design for an advertising folder on
Austria which we would distribute here, and went
to the best cover designers in T.ondon—a group of
Canadian artists called the '‘Carlton Studios. Now
you must remember that Vienna ha& the finest
printers in Europe and that the Austrian State Rail-
ways issue posters and advertising booklets second
to none. T therefore got the best that London could

produce, and sent it with some misgivings to friend °

Altman. Time passed and there was no reply. 1
wrote and telegraphed to return the drawing so that
we could get on with the publication. At last the
answer came. The design had been shown to the
Minister of Commerce. He had been so delighted
that he had shown it to the Minister of Finance, who

had shown it to the Crown Prince, who had shown .

it to the Emperor Franz Joseph, who had been’ graci-
ously pleased to frame it and hang it on the walls of
one of his Imperial and Royal palaces. ‘Yes,” I said,
‘but how can I reproduce a drawing that is hanging
on the walls of his Imperial Royal Majesty’s Palace?
‘Don’t worry,” said Altman, ‘get another as like it as
you can. That drawing has done the trick. The
concession will go through. Now that the Austrian
Ministers know that Franz Joseph thinks that our
advertising is good enough, Herr Ballin and the Prus-
sian railways and the German War Lord can go to
—perdition!”

THE GERMAN PEGOUD.

THE Germans have a Pegoud they call Immel-

mann. He is the wizard of the Fokker appar-
ently, and a good one. Though he has not yet been
“honoured” with a wooden statue, Immelmann is
just now one of the most popular heroes of Germany.
He has been decorated with the  order “Pour le
Merite,” and has received an autograph letter from
the All-Highest. His postcard photograph has sup-

planted those of the Crown Prince in the bookshop
windows, and stories of his aerial exploits are fea-
tures of the newspapers. And—apparently a univer-
sal penalty of martial fame—he is besieged with
offers of marriage, seekers of hig hand ranging from
“flappers” to elderly widows. His daily letterbag is
of such dimensions that he has had to employ a pri-
vate secretary to attend to his correspondence.

In search of Immelmann on the western front a
representative of the Berliner Tageblatt came across
two English prisoner airmen whose machine had
Just been brought down within the German lines.

“They admitted quite honestly that Immelmann
was a phenomenon, that his machine was extraor-
dinarily quick in its movements, and appeared with
great promptness wherever it was necessary to
cause a surprise. This man and this machine are
a danger to the English fighting scheme. Then fol-
lowed my questions, ‘Do the English hate him? How
do they speak of him?’

“*‘Hate him?” asked both the young men, and
they looked at me with astonishment. ‘Why should
we? ‘Well, I replied, ‘it is said that you have put a
price on him: Isn’t that so? ‘The one price; and who
will pay it?

“I explained that I had heard it from some French
prisoners, and that, after all, it might only be a fairy
tale. ‘But, I added, ‘in your hangars it is possible
that Lieutenant Smith, for instance, might bet Lieu-
tenant Brown £100 on the result of a fight between
an [Englishman and Immelmann.’ Each looked me
straight in the face with astonishment. I was very

glad to see it.”

THE KAISER’S ACADEMY M‘ASTERPIECE—
REJECTED!
Drawn by Bert Thomas—in Everyman’s.
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The Pulse of the Country

HE COUNTRY is well within a period of marked
prosperity. The duration of that period is, of
course, uncertain. Meantime railway earnings

are showing weekly increases of from 50 to 75 per
cent. over last year. The Minister of Finance, Sir
Thomas White, is authority for the statement that

“Our exports are greatly in excess of our imports, and
our trade is the largest this country has ever had. Our
bank deposits are two or three hundred millions greater
than they were at the outbreak of the war.”

These are good signs.

Sir Thomas frankly expresses his surprise that
things are going so well.

“If, when this war pbreke out,” he says, ‘‘anyone had
told me as Minister of Finance that we should have been
in the condition in which we are to-day, the war having
lasted almost two years, I should not have believed it

But the question whether prosperity was to be ex-
pected or not, is not half so important as the fact
that it is here and must not be abused. The lessons
in economy learned in the past {wo or three years,
should not be forgotten. As Wwe hrush up our “Busi-
ness as Usual” signs, it would do no harm to add n
postscript to the effect that henceforth we will be
unusually cautious.

o %

Hapgood and Harpers

HEN A JOURNAL like Harper’s Weekly
passes out of existence it is a sign of one of
two things: either that it was not properly

known by the public it sought; or that that public
deliberately rejected it. We incline to believe,
though reluctantly, that Harpers was deliberately re-
jected. That being the case it is interesting to con-
jecture whether the fault lay with Mr. Norman Hap-
good, its editor, for preaching doctrines and main-
taining a point of view which were of no practical
importance in the current American thought, or—
and this is the horrible thought—that in a country

of one hundred million people there was not a suffici-

ently high percentage of really cultivated mentality
to appreciate the high level of the Hapgood edi-
torials.

Frankly we decline to believe that the fault was
Mr. Hapgood’s. His is one of the shining intellects
of the American Commonwealth. He saw widely and
understood deeply. He wrote at times with piquant
grace, and at other times with withering incisive-
ness. It is always interesting to observe the misfor-
tunes of genius, not because of its effect on genius,
but because of the revelation of the public mind, thus
brought about. In the present instance the spectacle
is made less melancholy by the fact that Norman
Hapgood is still a young man and the United States
have still time tc redeem themselves in this particu-
lar regard.

e ¥ e

Personality Not Brains

LOYD GEORGE’S ADVENT as an Irish peace-
maker is not a tribute to the Welshman’s in-
tellect, statecraft or ingenuity, but to his per-

sonality. There are dozens of men in Westminster
who are much better equipped in the matter of
brains. Asquith as a parliamentary tactician is not
to be mentioned in the same breath with George.
For ingenuity Churchill is far guperior. But George
has the faculty of talking to two enemies and making
them feel he is a friend to both. He has an almost
feminine capacity for sympathy and understanding
sympathetically the extremes of a bitter controversy.

. place as a maritime
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This made him useful in dealing with the coal and
railway strikes. It enabled him to bring together
bankers and borrowers when first the war threatened
the stability of the monetary institutions of the Em-
pire. Now this “personality” is fo be made use of
in the Irish matter.

One other advantage Lloyd George has. It is the
courage of having no serious traditions behind him.
No one could say Asquith or Law or Balfour lacked
courage, but they have the courage of many tradi-
tions, the courage of the conservative. Lloyd George
has the kind of courage that snaps its fingers at tra-
ditions as mere traditions. He will take with him
into the Irish question a minimum of luggage and a
maximum of real peace-making ability.

% o %
Chinese Comfort

HE OLD CHINESE philosophy of Tau is com-
fortable reading for a hot day, and as a pre-
seription for happiness—selfish happiness—it

has claims to consideration. It’s essence is: be still
and contemplate life. Do not strive. Put away am-
bition. A man may break all his enemies by sitting
quietly and silently in his own garden. One charm-
ing remark of old Lao Tze, who wrote these things,
600 years or so before this era, is “Can not a man
make muddy water clear—by keeping still?”

China, to some extent, has made a success of this
policy. No one has ever conquered the Celestial.
The Mongols rolled in like a tide—so they were
swallowed up by China and became Chinamen!
Shrewd observers say that Japan must beware of
her operations in China or her invading hosts will
like the Mongols be swallowed up in the tremendous
gilent inertia of the Chinese people. By keeping still
the Chinese overwhelm their enemies to their own
philosophic satisfaction.

But the essence of such a doctrine as Tau is sel-
fishness. The only man who wants to be smoothly
content must be a sick man or a fool. Good men seek
contests and even strife. Thus quality strikes on
quality and by the sparks produces greater quality.

weo g U
Valid Protest

A MARITIME PROVINCE man wrote us a vigor-
ous letter recently protesting against an arti-
cle in which an episode of Confederation was

recalled. The episode concerned a seemingly harm-

less ruse by which a dangerous opponent of the pro-
ject was won to its support. Our correspondent ex-
coriated not only the whole proceeding, but Con-
federation itself. His words were admirably chosen
for the purpose, too. Tor such courage we can have
nothing but approbation. It cannot alter the great
fact of Confederation, but it may help rouse modern

Canadians to a greater interest in the difficulties of

various parts of the Dominion. There cannot be a

tittle of doubt that the Maritime Provinces suffered

by coming into the union. Now it is up to all Canada
to make it up to them somehow or other.

e g v
A Possible Way of Helping

THE ONE THING we can do, should and must do
is to foster the ship-building industry. It isn’t
possible to over emphasize this point, and men

should look for every opportunity of harping on that
string. Ship-building is to Nova Scotia, New Bruns-
wick and Prince Edward Island, what farming is to
our prairies. Suppose that our ports had more
weight in Parliament than our inland areas. Suppose
they then were as short-sighted in their claims as
our inland areas seem to be. Suppose the West
was denied the right to its own natural career just
because the ports were stupid and greedy!

Yet that is what the inland areas and our land-
lubber statesmen persist in doing toward our ports.
Ship-building and sea-faring are the necessary en-
gagements of our coasts. But we are so obsessed with
inland problems and land-lubber short-sightedness

 that we allow the preponderance of inland M.P.'s

to keep our Maritime brethren out of their heritage.
Since the war, Japan has risen from fifth to third
power. The great American
ship-b\;ilders, Messrs. Cramp, are refusing munition
orders in order to build ships! Ships! We are
glad to observe that the N. S. Steel Company is pre-
paring to build hulls. That is only one firm. The
Government should give aid and generous aid to
this essential industry.

o %

The New Publican .

HOTELKEEPING is to be placed on a new basis
in Ontario this fall. The question at issue
will be: can a hotel be run without a bar?
A good many shrewd American hotel managers who
are not temperance men, either, say it can. They
would prefer a bar, naturally,

just as a man with

a flour and feed store would like to have a gold mine
on the side. But when put face to face with the
issue they admit they can keep house on a ginger
beer and roast beef diet, so to speak.

We are probably on the versge of receiving a new
generation of publicans in Canada.. The prairie pro-
vinces have led the way. Ontario follows. Since
there must always be a demand for hotels there is
sure to be a supply. If the prices are higher because
there are no bars we should make no complaint.
Quite aside from the morality of drinking, or its im-
morality, travellers have no right to have part of the
cost of food and shelter assessed against the thirsty.

g o9 e
Is It True?

HE OTHER DAY, a commercial traveller was
T discussing party politics in the smoking room
of a train.

“Party political lines are breaking down,” he said.
“At one time, in our organization at Kingston, there
were only Grits and Tories, but now we still have
some Tories and some Grits, but the great majority
of the members are for principles and men. We
gave a machine gun to a local battalion and a dis-
cussion arose over its disposition. Politics were
dragged in. The dyed-in-the-wool Tories stated their
position, and the dyed-in-the-wool Grits stated theirs,
and they were as far apart as the poles, and then
the majority of the fellows just settled the dispute
in a common-sense way without regard to politics.
And that is what is going on all over the country.”

Was he right?

g % %

Canada Summers

HERE IS NO Canadian summer—there are SO
many. There is the British Columbia coast
summer, slow and brilliant, with snow and icy

mountain waterfalls, showing at dizzy heights
through the haze of heat waves rising from the road.
There is the bench-land summer, hot and dry save
when a bit of wind ventures up and over the
“penches” from a quiet dreaming lake below. There
is the Banff summer, crisp with cool nights and a
sky so deep, so set with stars it makes you dizzier
to look up than down the precipice whereby you
stand. There is the green foot-hill summer through
which clear rivers race over bright pebbles, singing
a cool chanty. And the prairie summer, wide-smil-
ing, with a drowsy haze in the farther distance and
the gophers squatted on the trail licking their fore-
paws philosophically. There is the Great Lakes sum-
mer and the Eastern Ontario summer and the Laur-
entian Hills summer and the summer of Bay Cha-
leur and Gaspe. Above all these summers rolls the
one incomparable sky.
%o %
Hill Was a Canadian

of J. J. Hill the railway man, but Canada made
him the man he was. In his rugged, homely
pertinacity and downrightness he was like the coun-
try that bore him. In many parts of the Republic to
the south men of this type are to be found. Big
men, as a rule, hard-fisted and shrewd. In a sur-
prising majority of cases they are of Canadian stock,
winter hardened.
e e %
Posterity’s Turn
OMFORT is to be had out of the Canadian rail
C way situation in this regard at least. Assum-
ing for argument’s sake that we are for the
time being oversupplied with railway facilities, and
assuming for the moment also that it is difficult to
support all of them—what does this mean for future
generations of Canadians? If, as Sir W. T. White
says, posterity is to be allowed to pay part of our
present war expenses, then this is posterity’s oppor-
tunity to get us to pay part of its railway expenses.
The day approaches when the presence of so many
miles of railway in Canada will enable Canada to
handle new population and new production swiftly
and easily. It may not be pleasant paying for this
future advantage, and yet, after all, why not? Pos
terity deserves something more than debts from our
hands.
woye %
Rifle Gossip
PPARENTLY EVERY ARMY rifle has had its
A critics. The Ross, our Canadian arm, has
many. Two questions arise: Is the Ross criti-
cized only by partisans of other rifles? Or is it being
defended and its use continued in the face of honest
criticism, for no better reason than that the share”

holders in the Ross factory are influential at Ottawa: ‘.r

One of these questions could be answered if it wel‘ef
known who those shareholders are.
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At the Sign of the Maple
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War Service on the Land

UNITION-MAKING appears to be the most
important industry at this moment, but it
is even more necessary to feed men than
guns. The women of Canada have been

allowed to share in the manufacture of munitions
only to a very limited extent, but the wide field of
agriculture is calling loudly for their help. Many
Wwish to respond, but don’t know how to go about it,
and there should be organized effort to train women
and establish them in this most necessary work.

W oue we
Recruiting

N the first place, we can individually do our bit
by making the land at our disposal more pro-
ductive and by .training ourselves for a better under-
standing of the work. In the second place, we can
aid in recruiting women for farm work. Women
must be appealed to work for patrictic reasons, as
many are so well off that wages do not tempt them.
The men have enlisted because they have learned
that their country needed them and because their
imaginations have been touched, and the women
must be approached from the same point of view.
They must be shown that in hoeing turnips they
are doing work just as patriotic as in making fuses.
The Board of Agriculture
in England has ordered
50,000 armlets for women
who work on the land.
The armlet is green,
ornamented with a red
crown, and may only be
worn by women who
have registered for war
service on the land and
have actually done thirty
days’ work.

Wome g
Registration

REGISTER should
be kept in every
village in an agricultural
district where women
willing to do war service
can inscribe their names
Wwith address, age, kind
of work wanted, special
qualifications, amount of
free time, etec. Some
Woman, well-known and
Dopular in the village,
should keep this register
and no sericus offer of help should be refused. The
.real object is to awaken the spirit of co-operation
11} doing men’s work of food production during their
a‘l?sence, and very often the practical labourer’s wife
Wwill make useful suggestions. One English woman
Who could not leave home, volunteered to wash and
mend the milking overalls, to relieve an overworked
farmer’s wife, and another, too delicate for farm
work of any sort, offered to mind the small children
9f those fit for outdoor work. Wherever a register
Is started, the fact should be made known as widely
a§ Possible through the local press. 1If women and
gTrls of high social standing who live in a dairying
gﬁgirtict will learn to milk and will let the other in-
3 anftlnts see them going in suitable working dress
: from their work day after day, others will
Soon follow their example.

; 9% g we
Training
WE must mainly depend on the women of the
homescoll)mtry Wwho will go and work from their own
Womeri but there are 'ojchers who are not country
et ,th ut who are willing to work on the land
whength e wa%' %f th-e proper training and a position
b at training is completed, are assured her.
i S ar_e_s-chools or colleges in every province in
b Ominion where agricultural training is taught
.de‘maOI‘;len, and the trained worker is always in
it ln‘ » especially as our farmers still look on the
Thp oment of women as a doubtful experimenrt.
ere is, however, a great deal of farm work that
any woman of intelligence may do. One farmer
\wh\o has employed a number of well educated girls
‘Who had no previous experience in farm work, says
that three unskilled girls can do the work of two

o

In the care of young animals women are more
efficient than men.

ordinary farm men, although the girls did not begin
work until 6.30 a.m., while the men started at 6.
Farmers Dubious

HE majority of farmers are reluctant about em:

ploying women, but when they can get trained

workers they can be persuaded to try the experi-
ment and their prejudices are gradually overcome
by the efficiency of the girls themselves. Many im-
portant branches of farming have for years been
largely- in charge of the farmer’s wife, such as
poultry-raising, dairying, etc., and women have been
found to be more efficient than men in the rearing
of young animals, in keeping clean stables, hen-
houses and pig-sties, and in many other branches
they compare very favourably with men. It must
be made plain to the farmers that equal work de-
mands equal pay, regardless of the sex of the worker.
Until the farmers suffer from the scarcity of labour
they will not willingly employ women, but the need
will be felt and greatly felt this autumn, and unless
women are prepared our harvests will suffer.

Instructing children in milking and the lighter
branches of farm work will prove most beneficial, but
we hope that Canada will not adopt the emergency
law passed in England, of releasing school children
of 12 years for agricul-
tural or munition work.

Casual Labour
OST women living In
the country have
some spare time during
the day, and with a little

more, Some couid g0
milking once or twice a
day. Some could help in
hay or harvest field.
Nearly all could help in
picking fruit and making
jam. Some could go
weeding or hoeing for
farmers, or start keeping
fowls. If women would
let the neighbouring far-
mers know that they are
willing to work, they will
soon be called upon to
do so. Casual labourers
are warned against the
spirit of pic-nicing. There
are many women of edu-
cation who live in towns and might offer themselves
for such jobs as harvesting, fruit-picking, etc. If
these women ‘do not go about their work seriously
the farmer engaging them will become prejudiced
against female labour.

Y ue e

Suitable Clothes

CLOTHES are as important to the women engaged
in farm life as in any other sphere, perhaps
more so, for the motto “anything will do” is most
disastrous. The majority of women farmers favour
the short skirt or bloomers, with stout walking boots,
gaiters and a knitted cap or sunbonnet. No hat-
pins should ever be worn by those who have the
care of animals. The
well-bred lady displays
more sense in adopting
a  suitable costume
than the - labourers’ °
wives, and she is not
so fastidious about the
kind of work she will
do. She handles horses
with greater con-
fidence, and people who
can manage horses are
always in demand, and
she does not make a
fuss about mucking-up
pig-sties and other dis-
agreeable tasks, It
fact, she is a better
sport, and it is these
women who have lead

management could make

13

Women who can manage horses are always in
demand.

in the patriotic movement in England for women to
do war service on the land, and it is to them we
look for aid in the problem that faces Canadian
agriculture.

%o o¥e ue
Student Volunteers

IFTEEN thousand male students of 15 years and
upwards from the schools and collegiate insti-
tutes of Ontario will be available this summer for
farm work. The boys will work from May to October,
losing two or three months of school work, but
special arrangements will be made so that their
academic training will not suffer.

e % %

Child Gardeners

DUCATING children in the knowledge of growing
things will be most beneficial to the race and
the school garden is a most excellent institution.
The Ontario Department of Agriculture has organ-
ized the children of the province who hold rural
school fairs every year, and recently the Hon. J. S.
Duff, on behalf of 2,500 school children, presented
a motor ambulance to Col. Noel Marshall for the
use of the Red Cross. The money was raised by
the boys and girls by the sale of potatoes which
they cultivated last year.

Daughters of the Empire
T the annual meeting of the I. O. D. E., 25,000
paid-up members were reported, 130 new
chapters have been formed during the past
yvear, and in spite of the enormous sums dispersed
by the society, who raised $83,000 for patriotic pur-
poses during the past year, a balance of over $3,000
is on hand.
% % W

Million Dollar Bazaar
OT only in Canada are the Daughters of the Em-
pire active; the society flourishes in the United
States as well. In the Borough of Manhattan, sixty-
eight chapters, presided over by Mrs. J. Elliott
Langstaff, are holding a mammoth bazaar in New
York. The committee are pledged to raise at least
a million for the relief of the blinded, starving and

(Continued on page 19.)
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Poultry farming is a pleasant and remunerative business.
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A RUSS DEFENDING FRANCE!

This picture, taken by a French war photogra-

pher, shows one of a battalion of the Russian

troops in France, holding a position in a wood

not far from Verdun. The initials carved on the

tree over the soldier’s head bespeak the love-

making traditions of this locality before the
war.

Concerning War
and Peace

By THE EDITOR

ROM a large percentage of the talk in the news-
papers of late we imagine that peace is the
main object of certain meutrals and belliger-
ents who may imagine they represent the

best part of the World’s opinions.

No doubt every country in the world wants peace.
There never was such a general desire for peace in
the world at large. We know now that war can rack
the world to pieces and disrupt its economics in a
way that nothing else can do. Earthquakes, famines,
cyclones, storms, political upheavals, strikes, race
riots—all these in combination do not work the
havoc that war is working with the world’s compli-
cated machinery. The world has already lost materi-

ally more in this war in less than two years than it |

can make up again in ten times that period. Econ-
omically war is the greatest destructor and waster in
the world. Therefore, as all modern sane nations are
economic at the basis, all modern sane nations desire
peace, that men may get pack at the world’s work
which is not essentially war. Af the present time
in a world which was never before so organized for
world business at high pressure, there are 25,000,000
of the world’s best workers engaged in the business
of using the world’s resources to undo the work that
civilization has built up in long vears of science and
industry, and at the same time trying to kill as many
of the workers as possible. All the countrieg at war
are heaping up incalculably huge war debts to be
paid by the people of to-day and by posterity—but

THE COURIER.

not payable until the world gets back to its average
creative business of production.

All this is monstrously uneconomic, and there is
no country in the world that on a merely economic
basis would not have it stopped if possible, and as
soon as possible. On this we are in perfect agree-
ment under all flags, friendly, enemy or neutral—
even to the United States, which has made finan-
cially out of the war a great part of what other coun-
tries have lost.

Yet the Allied nations are not talking peace. They
are repudiating the idea of the kind of peace that
must be the result of any peace proposition likely to
be accepted by Germany. Sir Edward Grey made
that plain in his recent speech in the British House
of Commons. Premier Asquith and Lloyd George
made it clear long ago. So far as we know they
have not receded from the position then laid down
at a time when the British Empire knew only in a
vague way what that statement of his position meant.

Since that time and up to the present most of the
peace talk has come from Germany, directly or in-
directly. Above all nations Germany now desires
peace, just as a year and a half ago Germany above
all nations desired war—and got it. When President
Wilson and King Alfonso of Spain talk about media-
tion in Europe they are talking more on behalf of
Germany than on account of any of the Allied powers
opposed to Germany. The United States sincerely
desires peace. And Germany is anxious that Uncle
Sam shall keep on desiring peace, no matter how
noisily on the verge of a Presidential election he
talks about preparing for war.

Why does Germany so peculiarly desire the world’s
peace; and why do the Allied nations repudiate that
desire as it comes from Germany? On one side
it is plain enough. Germany has already gained from
the war all she can ever hope to get, and in all human
probability a great deal more than she will ever
be allowed to keep. To get this, Germany alone has
lost about a million men killed and about twice that
many wounded. That is a staggering price; and Ger-
many is too economic a‘nation not to be tolerably
sure of getting a reasonable quid pro quo on the
transaction. Some time ago Bernhardi said that if
Germany went to war she must be prepared and
could afford to lose a million men in order to achieve
her purpose. She has already paid that price and
more. Has she achieved her purpose? Germany
alone knows. Put she is too shrewd a bargainer to
stop short of her purpose after paying the price.
The Central Empires have already got by robbery
and spoliation, most of Belgium, a good part of
France, Russian Poland and Serbia with all the re-
sources in raw materials which these territories con-
tain. Is that worth a million men, more or less?

“No doubt about it,” says Germany. ‘“We are
willing to quit now if we can keep all or most of
that and don’t have to bother paying you people any
beastly indemnities. We don’t pay indemnities. We
exact them. Remember what we did to France in
1871. Remember, also, that whatever we decide to
give up of these war gains, we still have Germany
on whose soil not an army corps has yet been de-
stroyed. And you cannot crush Germany. If we
decide to go on organizing for war in the future

that is our own business. War is our business. We
like it. We believe in it as a part of kultur. What
Prussia things, Germany' does. Germany is—
Prussia.”

All this and much more Germany can say with obvi-
ous sincerity. And it will stay in one ear of the
Allies long enough to go out at the other. Germany
wanted war when the Allies were unprepared for
war—and got it. Now that the Allies are organized
for the kind of war that Germany wanted and got,

‘she desires peace, because she is only beginning to

know what it feels like to have a taste of her own
medicine. For the first time in history four great
sane countries of Europe and some smaller ones are
united and organized with a terrific war machine
capable of paying a great insane nation back in her
own coin. Germany coolly proposes that we halt
that machine just as it is becoming efficient, and let
her keep as much as possible of what she has got
by her own war machine which in 1914 was efficient
while ours scarcely existed as a competitor except
on the sea.

So, in spite of Uncle Sam’s opinion that the war
has reached the stage of deadlock; in spite of the
slow-paced, grim and relentless holdfast of the great
machines of war, we concluded that peace just now
on any such terms as Germany would be likely to
accept would be worse than a continuation of the
war. We are just getting to the point where we can

-adequately fight, not merely resist, Germany. We

should be economic idiots to stop just as our effici-
ency is getting towards its maximum and when Ger-
many’s is beginning to wane. ¥
Thus far it is mainly a case of economics, for
the sake of which we should be foolish to stop now
just because Germany thinks that for the world’s
sake—but mainly for hers—we ought. And above all

the economics there still remains the great principle
for which England originaily went to war and which
has no need to be repeated here. Posterity and free
peoples have a right to be respected. This war is
paying posterity and free peoples the biggest and
most costly compliment they ever got—and we some-
how reckon the compliment has got to be paid in
full.

RECENT article in The Fortnightly Review in-

dicates very pointedly a sanguine belief of

the writer that the main business of the war can be
concluded in 1916.

There will never be peace in Kurope till the German
army has been utterly defeated in the field. An economic
victory would mean nothing but a renewal of the con-
test at a later date.

What is clear at least is that Germany is coming to
the end of her first line troops—that is to say, men who
are competent to go anywhere and do anything which
efficient soldiers are expected to do. In the course of
the last five months nothing but her interior lines of
railways have enabled her to place her effectives now
on one front and now on the other. The attack
on Verdun has taken its full toll. There must come &
period when the spearhead of the German armies is
blunted or destroyed, and an insufficient number of mo=
pile soldiery exist for any given front.

On the other hand, our own personnel has inherited in_
full measure the spirit of the original expeditionary force,
while the Territorials have become war-hardened troop$
with which anyone might be proud to serve.

The main facts seem to be that our troops are now
superior as tactical and mobile units to those of the
enemy, and that we should possess a great superiority of
force. The German troops on the western front are
usually estimated at 2,000,000, but they could be, and no
doubt would be, considerably reinforced in view of an
attack being directed against them shortly. None the
less, they would still be very inferior in point of num=
bers.

At the lowest estimate then, we should be able to put
three Anglo-French soldiers against two Germans, whilé
a concentration of two to one on the sectors selected for
attack could be made with complete safety to the rest
of the line.

The three conditions which must be postulated for &
successful advance are: Uniimited shells, greater numeri=
cal force, and an army not inferior in courage, skill, and
administration to the German. The two first conditions
have been fulfilled. What of the third? ‘"The pessimﬁst
contends either that no army can break through moder?
field defences, or that, at any rate, our army cannot.

The answer to this argument has been given at Hoogé
Neuve Chapelle, Loos, and elsewhere, though these ac”
tions have been often written down as “partial successes
or incomplete failures.” The German front has beel
broken frequently up to the first line, several times up
to the second, and at least once up to the third.

A PRINCE, BUT NOT NEUTRAL.

r

|

This man is one of the Roumanian Royal family
—a prince, married to an American woman. In
his attitude toward the war this debonair yound
man is neither Roumanian nor, like his wiféy
American. He has been fighting with the
French forces for many months. |
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TW.O BROKEN GERMAN PINIONS
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This picture provides at least one answer to Germany’s boast of air-supremacy. W hile British coast-defence guns have been bringing down an occasional Zeppelin

the elements themselves have heen demonstrating that they are far from docile under Count Zeppelin’s claims.
Returning from one of its excursions it is supposed to have been b lown out of its course.

bomb-dropper.

This mass of tangled debris was once a full-fledged

At all events it collapsed off the Norwegian coast. The

photograph shows one section of the envelope. A propeller may be seen stick ing out of the water at the right hand side. Three sight-seers have rowed out

MODERN  Ger-

man war think-
er stated with the
usual placid German
cocksureness & h a t
whereas at one time
Germans were all in
the air regarding their
doctrines of world
politics, they now
have their suprem-
acy in the air—in the
triwmph of Gernan
air-craft. = When he
wrote that statement
he was thinking most
about the Zeppelin,
then in course of evo-
lution, tnough he had
no idea just what the
Zeppelin  would be
likely to do in case of
war. He knows now,
and if he still eulo-
gizes the Zeppelin he
must also have come
to the conclusion that

This German machine, captured behind our lines in France
Already British and French air experts are scrutinizing it for data.

with a boatman to view the remains.

is one of the many invaluable ‘finds” of the kind.
Very often the captured maps show just

Great Britain herself
is as a matter of fact
making up her defici-
ency in respect to dir-
igible balloons, and is
said to have many
serviceable vessels of
the sort already.
Down at Folkestone in
the early mornings it
used to be not un-
usual to see strange
air-craft performing
strange manoeuvres
last summer. These
craft were in part Eng-
land’s answer to the
Zeppelin.

But England will
never take the Zepp.
as seriously as the
Germans have taken
it. The fundamental
reasoning of the Ger-
man is this: that it is
a fine thing and very
useful to terrorize

what knowledge the enemy crew had been gathering.
intact. The Fokker is a speedy machine and can rise
the Allies on the Western front. This machine carries, mounted in front of the observer,

they are a costly craft
to operate when you
stand a chance of los-

T his machine, as can be seen, was brought down almost
from the ground quicker than any of the aercs used by
a rapid fire machine gun,

one’s enemy by any
and every imaginable

ing so many while
accomplishing in actual warfare—nothing. The
Zeppelin is \@ magnificent and terrorizing failure
a8 a war-arm, even though mo Zeppelin ever
came to grief, because it is the kind of war repre-
sented by a tenement woman throwing soapsuds
out of a window on to the head of some one she
hates below, and ‘hitting the wrong person. So
We pass up the Zeppelin, thankful that it is possi-
ble now and again to get a fresh picture of a
Zeppelin wreck such as that on this page.

The Fokker is a different proposition. The Fok-
ker is entitled to respect as a real war machine 5

which pours a deadly hail of bullets into the enemy aircraft.

is one of the best fighting air-craft in the world,
and has done more to give Germany a place in
the air than the stupid, bloated, bombastic Zep-
pelin. The Allies’ airmen really respect the Fok-
ker and the Fokker-Man, such an one as Immel-
mann described on another page of this issue.
And when a Fokker lands in an Allies camp—
it is a real prize of war.

It is not to be thought that the Zeppelin is en-
tirely useless. It has been of some service in
many instances, particularly in reconnoitring and
in patrolling a given sea-area for submarines.

device. In a campaign
against savages this
might be worth considering, but in senaing ZeQDS-
to raid English cities the naif Teuton is achieving
little more than if he exploded a number of bombs
in the middle of the North Sea or bombarded the
Pole. Against savages the Zepp. might count.
Not against men. In a campaign in East Africa
where natives are still using blunderbusses and
fig-leaves, a Zeppelin’s advent in the clouds might
indeed break the morale of the native defenders.
And yet even that is open to question. The terror
of a savage might be abated by the sight of so
man “misses” in Zepp. “shooting.”

SRR
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Courlerettes.

HEN may we expect to see an an-
oo nouncement that the Hastland is
ready for another excursion?
Many American colleges are taking up

courses on international law. Studying
scraps of paper. 3
U. S. paper worries whether TUncle

Sam will have to police China too., Not
if Japan knows it.

A man must be sharp in these days
of keen competition to carve out his
own career.

Doctor tells us that pure food causes
insanity. Rich food means indigestion.
What the dickens are we to eat?

Chicago woman is trying to live on 33
cents a day. Her reason? Just because
she doesn’t have to.

No more does the hero advance on the
foe, sword in hand. He carries a gas
bomb in one hand and a grenade in the
other.

Faith will remove mountains, but the ;

railway contractors still tunnel through
‘em.

The United States is to have additional
U boats. Does ‘“U” stand for Useless?

Ontario has had a pretty wet spring,
but there's a dry fall in prospect, after
Sept. 16.

Some men are so naturally born to
business that if you hand them a lemon
they will begin to manufacture lemon
extract.

Actresses are said to get bigger sal-
aries in the movies than on the legiti-

No dress-making bills ever caused him
to frown,
And whenever Eve asked for a new style
of gown
He just brought her a different leaf.

2 n ®
You Hear or See Them Every Day.

‘“Hlevator out of order.”

“Don’t feed the animals.”

“Ladies and gentlemen—"’

“Coolest place in town.”

‘“Move forward in the aisle, please.”

“Gentlemen, be seated.”

‘“Votes for women!”

‘“How about you to-day, Jack?”

“Count your change before you leave
the window.”

‘“‘Speed limit—15 miles an hour.”

“Don’t forget the war tax.”

L A
Her Spring Hat.

Ribbons, roses,
Feathers, plants,
Crazy poses,
Silly slants.

2 ¥ »

Classifying Them.—There is an old
saying that an Irishman should be given
leave to speak twice to make his mean-
ing clear. That does not apply to Scotch-
men, and Mr. William Banks, sr., ex-
newspaper man and theatre censor of
Toronto, is Scotch. So, therefore, there
can be no excuse for a statement which
he made the other day at a meeting of
the representatives of the wvarious Pat-
riotic Fund Association branches—except

must have something to beat.
reports conflict.
Lord as his ally.
dental.

side of that it’s all right.

be used as food or ammunition?

WAR NOTES.
The Germans are great sea-fighters—against trading ships.
The Crown Prince's troops asked recently for old rugs and carpets.
There seems to be strife everywhere and in everything.

There’s one thing to be said for the Turk. He hasn’t so far claimed the

A Zeppelin admiral says that the killing of women and children is acci-
Accident seems to have become a habbit.

Admiral Fletcher says there are 15 vital defects in the U. S. navy.

British breweries are now turned into munition plants.
men dead drunk before—just make ’em dead now.

England has ordered 15,000,000 beef stews from a Chicago packing house. To

Joe Cannon has just celebrated his 80th birthday. He can remember when
Woodrow Wilson wrote his first note to Germany. i

They

Even the war

Out-

Used to make

mate stage. Worth more to keep them
silent?

Women are somewhat like the maga-
zines—always rushing the season.

We read that a man had his reason
restored by advertising. The plain infer=-
ence is that those who won’t advertise
are crazy.

Times change. People who used to
admit that they had never seen Charlie
Chaplin boast about it now.

Barnard College girl comes out with
the statement that an education is not
complete without a kiss or two. Hurrah
—votes for women!

2 e ®

Query.—‘‘Peace hats’” are
millinery fad aecross the line.
mean peace at any price?

2 e ®

Progress.—Now they are organizing a
forty million dollar movie trust. HEven
the movies do move!

L B AR
Of Course.—New York women have
formed a club to suppress gossip. If you
have any gossip send it to them for sup-
pression. That's what they’re organized
for.

a recent
Does that

L 2 A 1
In the Garden of Eden.
How happy must Adam have been?
The fashions ne’er brought him to
grief—

that possibly he said more than he
meant.

There were some prominent people
there too. Around him sat such leading
lights in patriotic work as Sir John

Hendrie, Ontario’s Lieutenant-Governor;
Sir Herbert Ames; Major W. S. Dinnick;
Mr. J. E. Atkinson, of the Daily Star,
and others who stood high in the coun-
sels of the Association. It was the pres-
ence of those outstanding men that made
the remark of the man from Caithness
all the more significant and brought a
hearty laugh from everybody.

The theme of debate was the provision
made for the families of the soldiers at
the front. Mr. Banks had described how,
but for the St. Andrew’s Society, many a
soldier’s family would have looked in vain
for a Christmas dinner, There were
thomes the Patriotic Fund did not reach.
Then, as if to cite extenuating circum-
stances, he asserted:

“Of course, we must remember that
our best men have gone away to the war,
and only the more mentally-feeble are
left at home to carry on this work.”

]

True.—One half the world doesn’t know

how the other half keeps out of the war.
L AR AR

When to Laugh.—Vaudeville audiences
know when to laugh. They laugh at the
same old jokes and the same old tricks
and the same old situations. 1In - fact
they seem to demand that the same old
performers continue to do the same old

stuff that they have -done for years.
Perhaps that accounts for the decadence
of modern vaudeville.

But for the enlightenment of those
souls who are at a loss to know when
to laugh in a vaudeville show, we here-
with submit the following list:

When a comedy acrobat falls repeat-
edly.

‘When a black face comedian mentions
chicken.

‘When a performer asks the orchestra
leader if he is a married man.

When a comedian speaks in a falsetto
voice and walks with a mincing step.

When a trap comedian turns his back
to the audience and shows a big, red
patch on his trousers.

When a Dutch comedian opens his coat
and shows a green waistcoat.

‘When a performer rises from a chair or
stoops and the drummer makes a sound
of cloth ripping.

When one comedian strokes the other’s
whiskers and speaks of them as spinach.

When a juggler, after doing a trick,
remarks, ‘“Isn’t he clever?”’

When a performer says ‘‘damn’” or
‘“Hell” or some other expletive that he
thinks is humour.

_ LI A

What Might Have Been.—Just think
how much worse it might have been if
the chase after Villa had had to be made
by Uncle Sam’s submarines.

2 2 »
Some Hunt.
Bye Baby Bunting,
Daddy’s gone a-hunting
To find a flat in this big town,
But the landords all will turn him down—
‘““Children not wanted.”
LR A

Tragic—Pity the plight of the fellow
who is tired of doing nothing and too
lazy to do anything.

LR A

Extravagance.—A woman in Chicago
asks a divorce because her husband
poured gasoline on her and then lit a
match. She ought to get it. No woman
should be compelled to live with a man
so extravagant as that, and gasoline so
dear!

2 2 »

A Story in Titles.—The other day a
New York paper printed a list of current
theatrical attractions, and, whether acci-
dentally or otherwise, ran them in the
following order:

“To-night’s the Night.”

‘“The Only Girl.”

“A Pair of Silk Stockings.”

‘“The Mix Up.”

“Tiwin Beds.” Eo

‘“Under Cover.”

L R

The Remedy.—Wilbur G. Voliva, the
successor of “Elijah” Dowie at Zion City,
finds that these summer days the young
men and maidens do not listen to his
sermons when they sit together in the
temple. So he threatens to make the
men sit on one side ‘and the women on
the other, as the Quakers do.

It may not have occurred to Mr. Voliva
to try the expedient of preaching interest-
ing sermons.

LR R

Getting Acquainted. — While “The
Merry Wives of Windsor” was being pre-
sented at the Criterion Theatre in New
York, the scenery attracted unusual at-
tention from Shakespearean students.
And coming at a time when Shakespeare
was beginning to become popular after
having waited 300 years for the pleasure,
the number of students was great. They
resorted to -every subterfuge to get on
the stage and see the mechanism at first
hand, but the wily doortender generally
suspected their little deceptions and man-
aged to keep them out. He admits, how-
ever, that one miss almost succeeded.

She approached the stage door and
asked to be admitted to the reception
room and to see Paul Gordon, the young
romantic actor who had won high praise
for his work.

“Visitors are not allowed behind,” the
doortender told her. ‘“Are you in any
way related to Mr. Gordon?”

“Oh, yes,”” she gushed boldly,
his sister.”

The guardian of the sanctity of the
stage gave her a quizzical Iook.

“I am so glad to meet you,” he quiz-
zed. “I am his father, you know.”

The swish of a skirt was heard turn-
ing the corner.

“I. jam

We own and offer a
wide range of Can-
adian City Bonds to
Yield 5% to 6.30%.

Particulars Upon Request

Dommion SEcurme

CORPORATION-LIMITED

ESTABLISHED 190
HEAD OPPICE; 26 Hine 8T EAUT, TORONTE
MONVREAL LONDON, E.&., ENG.

THE STERLING TRUSTS
CORPORATION

Incorporated by Dominion Charter
Authorized Capital ....... $1,000,000.00
(Fully Subscribed.)
Paid-up Capital 361,903.50
Total Assets .... 3,644,769.11
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‘W. S. Dinnick

Vice-Presidents
E. D. McCallam John Firstbrooke
Earl of Clarendon
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80 King Street East, Toronto, Canada

“Famous for its

Delicate Flavor”

must be tasted to be appre-
ciated. It contains none
but the finest barley grains,
malted by us under hygienic
conditions, with choicest
6/8 hops. :

It gratifies—and is always

the same.
TRY IT.

At Dealers and Hotels
Brewery bottling only

DOMINION BREWERY CO.
Limited, TORONTO
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THE COURIER.

IMONEY AND
MAGNATES

Canadian Opportunity in Japan
APAN is a growing factor in world trade. If Canada is to have her share of
J that trade she must reckon with Japan, both as a competitor and as a
customer. The following is taken from a letter to the Department of Trade
and Commerce in Ottawa: ;

Financially Japan continues to prosper greatly from the war, and especially
from war orders. Trade during the last few months has witnessed marvellous
expansion, especially in exports, which in the last year have exceeded imports
by some yen 170,000,000, a tendency that the authorities have been striving in
vain for years to bring about. This year’s excess of exports is expected to reach
yen 200,000,000. Whether this favourable balance of trade will continue after
the war is another question. The reversion is due altogether to the war. The
biggest extensions are to Australia, India and Russia, especially in the way of
capturing the markets formerly held by Germany.

The' largest profits are reaped by the shipping companies. The lack of
freight space is a serious embarrassment to trade, and freights have already
gone high, but the return of Canadian Pacific boats and the Pacific Mail Com-
pany is doing something to relieve the situation. However, the war has brought
Japanese merchant marine up from a sixth to a third place in the world’s ship-
ping. All Japanese yards have orders for ships to occupy them fully for the
next twelve months, covering more than 200,000 tons, though the shortage in
construction materials is delaying them. They are trying to get steel plate

from America, as the exportation of it is prohibited from England, but it is
rather difficult to do so.

Resent Canadian Intrusion

THE place Canada will take in Japanese trade is an important question, and
one that would require a special study in itself. It may be assumed,

however, that the opportunities are good, if Canadian merchants and
manufacturers will only become as active and aggressive as British and Ameri-
can merchants, or even as Australians, many of whose agents are now visiting
Japan buying or taking orders or looking over the field. The British, Ameri-
can and German agents or middlemen have been so long monopolizing the
entire business of exportation that they are jealous of Canadians and Austral-
ians entering the trade. They want Canadians to use them as agents, but in
doing so Canadians usually find that they naturally push their own goods first.

s ¥
Japan's Buying Power
THE scarcity of paper has obliged many periodicals to suspend publication
and many others to increase their cost more than 20 per cent. Supplies
for the trade usually came from Austria, Germany, Belgium and England,
all of which are now suspended, and the country has been living on the stock
on hand. The Japanese paper mills are able to meet the demand but partially.
There should be an increasing trade, too, in bacon, ham, wheat and leather,
which Canada can well supply. The flour trade has greatly aeclined owing to
the policy of the Japanese in having their own mills and importing the wheat;
but all the higher classes and foreigners still demand imported flour, most of
which comes from California. There should be an immense demand in Japan
f9r cheap homespun, as so many of the officials and merchants now wear for-
eign clothes, the material for which in the past has been for the most part
German shoddy, the better cloths coming from England. And Japan can pay
Canada in tea, cottons, and silk, as well as in porcelain and fancy goods. But
Japanese traders take so scant an interest in Canada as a possible field of ex-
ploitation, that the question requires careful and constant study, with a plenti-
ful supply of good advertising material translated into Japanese and distributed
among the native importers and exporters, as well as consumers.

With the prosperity created by the war the purchasing power of the country
has greatly increased and money is now freely spent. Luxury is beginning to
be marked, especially in the way of more motor cars, new mansions after the
_wgstern manner, gay clothing and indulgence in expensive pleasures. There
is mdged no country in the world where the rich man spends money more freely
than in Japan; and the merchant is wideawake to the possibilities offered.
The firmg dealing in luxuries seem to do the best business, not more, but more
Dl'Oﬁta:ble business; for the rich man knows nothing of prices and pays just
what ig a'sked. In fact, the rich man of Japan does not buy save through his
under offlciajls, and he sanctions almost any figure they submit.
ketT?; 'l]eadmg Canadian manufacturers and exporters of goods having a mar-
oo .aiflan shopld l?e persuadfad to establish agencies in Yokohama and
al ﬂrstWI Canadians in charge, just as English and German firms have done.
b one agent could reprgsent several Canadian firms, though it is best if
i J];lp :22 atford to have its own .agent. A practical and sound knowledge
Kby supplz’eofaninge and _pe9p1e is esgaen-hal to succes's. But if the ag.ency
B knowledge a}xrx d bg men in its office in Japan, they will be always gaining
R s e ready to take th.e manager’s place when he retires.

most successful young men in Japan have been Canadians.

A Paradox

WO news items g%ve food for reflection. The first is this: A Wall Street
correspondent wires: Bank deposits with the National Barnks continue

to mount to new high records. A i i
e ggregate deposits of the leading ten
banks are now $2,435,837,000, a,

»400,837,000, against $2,299,355,000 t 1,-
650,547,000 Wi wo months ago and $1,

Now take this item:

Catha tem: In compa.rison .wiih interest levels before the war, the
s d municxpa}l-ltles are paying high for money now. It is pointed out
Lhat in 1909 the City of Ottawa sold debentures on a 4% basis. In 1913, the
lltitst loan ma?,de before the war, the price paid yielded the purchaser ,47/3-
- s;1:1tely the city has paid as high as 5.88%. This means that whereas prior to

5 a..4’/2 % bond sold for $100, now the same bond running for 30 years would
not bring more than $84. Assuming that a city can lay a street for the same
cost, as far as materials and labour are concerned, as before the war, there is

rease of f m 1 t
Still the inc IO b 0/ 0 20 9 in th C of bOI TOWIn money to be
a3 (% ; (4 e cost g :

Before Investing

You should se= that your judgment regarding
the security is backed by facts. According
to Canadian Government Statistics, never a
Dollar has been lost in Canadian

o ©C ) 1 ®

Mortgage Corporation Debentures

The Debentures of the Standard Reliance
Mortgage Corporation yield 5% interest pay-
able half yearly. Onethousand dollarsinvest-
ed in Standard Reliance Mortgage Debentures
at 5% (compounded) for 5 years amounts to

$1280.28. A gain of $280 or 28%.
Invest your surplus funds in Mortgage Debentures. No
worry—No trouble—Absolute safety.

4% allowed on Savings deposits, Subject to cheque
withdrawal.

An interesting booklet about Profits from Savings, which
ives some very valuable financial advice, will be sent
:ree on request. Write for it today. Address Dept.: 35,

STANDARD RE
. MORTGAGE COR

Head Office.82-88 Hing St E Toronto

Branches: Ayr, Brockville, Chat-
ham, Elmira, New Hamburg

LYo ® ® s-: 6
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CANADIAN NORTHERN
ALL THE WAY

BETWEEN

TORONTO
WINNIPEG

AND

VANCOUVER

VIA

PORT ARTHUR FORT WILLIAM
SASKATOON and EDMONTON

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

LEAVE TORONTO 10.45 P.M.
MONDAY WEDNESDAY FRIDAY

ALL MODERN EQUIPMENT
RELIABLE EXPRESS SERVICE

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

FORCE OF MIND

By ALFRED T, SCHOFIELD, M.D.

The relations of mind to disease and therapeutics are everywhere admitted,
but vaguely understood or used. The author shows how the mind consciously
and unconsciously can be of greatest usefulness in many phases of nervous
troubles. 12mo, cloth, 347 pages, $2.00 post-paid.

UNIVERSITY BOOK CO.
8 University Ave. . - - - - - - Toronto.




18

THE COURIER.

" with tales of suffering, we should fail to

Belgians Are Still In Dire
Need Of Food And Clothing

Conditions Grow Worse rather
than Better in the Martyr Kingdom

How our sensibilities have been dulled by nearly
two years of war news! A few thousand men swept away
by the “curtain of fire” in a frontal attack—a merchant-
man or a hospital ship torpedoed—a score or more
fallen victims to the baby-killing Zeppelins—these
no longer excite orimpress us. Perhaps it is well,for our
interest or sympathy could do nothing to prevent
these horrors of war. /{ S ; § .

But are we becoming,.
equally callous about }=
sufferings which we could
alleviate? Are we losing
interest in the millions of/ -
hungry  -Belgian mothers
and children, left in the
power of the ruthless Huns,
and becoming more
dependent every day on
our help? Is our sympathy
for them evaporating ?

God forbid that, grown familiar

respond to this urgent appeal from the
Belgian Relief Commission to support
the magnificent work they are doing.

Every day they provide an
allowance of food, meagre enough, it :
is true, but still sufficient to support life, + < =
to nearly three million destitute Belgians who would otherwise have to
go without. The continuance of the supply depends on us ! Will you

do your share ?

Whatever you fecl you can give, send your subscription weekly,
monthly, or in one lump sum to Local or Provincial Committees, or

=" Belgian Kelief Fund

' 59 St. Peter St., Montreal. 11

$2.50 Feeds a Belgian Family One Month

— g e 11
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The National’s Service
IIL.
OFFICES

Through its offices in Canada and its representative in
London, England, our administration keeps in close touch with
conditions in a wide field of business activity.

TORONTO
18-22 Kirg Street East. W. E. Rundle, General Manager.
_J. C. Breckenridge, Assistant Manager. .
George H. D. Lee, Estates Manager.
MONTREAL
153 St. James Street. Percival Molson, Manager.
WINNIPEG
323 Main Street. D. H. Cooper, Manager. I
EDMONTON
10,072 Jasper Avenue. A. E. Scrase, Manager.
; SASKATOON
2nd Ave. and 20th St. J. D. Gunn, Manager.
REGINA i
Canada Life Building. W. G. Styles, Manager.
LONDON, ENGLAND, REPRESENTATIVE
A. L. Nunns, 28 Bishopsgate, London, E.C.

Capital Paid-up, Reserve,
$1,500,000. $1,500,000.

18-22 KiNnc STREET East, TORONTO.
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Should your copy of the Canadian Courier not
reach you on Friday, advise the Circulation Manager

A TEAPOT TEST

will convince you of its sterling merit. Let us send you a trial packet

at the same price you now pay for ordinary tea.
Address Salada, Toronto.

Green.

Black, Mixed or
B 192

which contains hundreds of photographic pic-
tures of the best selected home ‘things. All
priced freight paid to any station dn Ontario.

The Adams Furniture Co., Limited, Toronto

eds $33.75

A couch by Gay and a bed at might.
This davenport has selected quartered
oak, upholstered in best leatherette.
Choice of sizes 7 ft. long or 5 ft. long;
either gpens to a full-size bed, with
separate spring and felt mattress.

One of the many splendid values in
our illustrated

Catalogue No. 17

l[AMONG THE

NEW BOOKS

HE BLIND MAN’S EYES, by Mc-
Harg and Balmer (E. P. Dutton),
is the sort of pook one would

much rather not have to review. It
would be much more agreeable just to
read it, lay it aside, chuckle and—end at
that. For if you review a mere mystery
story seriously the real literary folk——sa'd
people—are at a loss bow to employ their
usual sets of comments, and they fall
back on boredom, the one safe refuge of
repentant drunkards and the resource-
less. As a matter of fact good mystery
and detective stories scarcely come in
the classification of ‘literature,” because

that term has come to include all sorts’

of illogical and muddy-mooded trash by
neurotics and neurasthenics. A good
mystery story calls for more reasoning
and more conscious art than nine-tenths
of the wistful rubbish by men like John
Powys and—but that list is too long.

Blind Man’s Eyes is more like a piece
of fine machinery than a book. It was
evidently written after careful analysis
by two skilful newspapermen, or one at
least. They knew their business and
they knew the story they wanted to tell.
They told it well

Far better to let Messrs. McHarg
and Balmer fool you for a couple of hun-
dred pages than read the horrid confes-
sions of a dope-eating literateur with
long hair and a yellow skin.

* * *

N ‘““The Spirit of France” (McClelland,
Goodchild and Stewart, Toronto),
Owen Johnson gives very readable

impressions of that country in war-time.
The style is rather more suited to jour-
nalism than book form, and the most in-
teresting episode is an account of the
author’'s interview with General Joffre,
which, when it appeared in Collier's
Weekly, was widely quoted in the French
Press.
read by Americans and serve a good pur-
pose in giving them a better understand-
ing of the great-hearted republic of
France. It is profusely illustrated by
photographs and a number of very charm-
ing drawings by Walter Hale.
* * *

“The Shepherd of the North,” a novel,
by Richard Aumerle Maher, author of
“he Heart of Man,” published by the
Macmillan Co. of Canada, is full of action,
well written and entertaining. It will
undoubtedly find popularity among Ro-
man Catholics. It is an admixture of
religion and commerce, a defence of the
confessional, and a demonstration of the
omnipresence of the Catholic Church.
The story is built up around the Shepherd
of the North (the Bishop), and Jeffrey
Whiting and Ruth Lansing, both of whom

The book will probably be widely

were at first much opposed to the Cath=-
olic religion, but are finally won over by
the irresistible influence on their lives of
the Church and the Bishop. The grasp-

ing railway, with the New York State

Government behind it, seeks to obtain at
small cost, under the guise of furthering
transportation facilities, the iron lands
of the simple French-Canadian and Eng-
lish-speaking residents of a certain mixed
settlement in the Adirondacks. After a
political battle at Albany, when
Bishop comes out the victor, a trial for

the

murder, at which Jeffrey is acquitted

just as the reader had decided that he
must be pronounced guilty, the story
ends with the people triumphant. The

diplomacy of the Bishop is victorious, as

he is able to bring such foreeful influence

to bear upon the head of the railroad .
that he compensates the wronged people.

Wedding bells. Finis.
* * *
‘“The Beloved Traitor,” by .Frank L.
Packard. 'The Copp, Clark <Co., Ltd.

Apart from the fact that it is an interest

holding tale in itself, this book has what
is in these days an added attraction, that
is, it deals with France: French life in
a Mediterranean fishing village and in
artistic circles in Paris before the war.

The story opens in the village
where sits the hero playing dominoes,
but devoting his chief attention to the
mutilation of a large French loaf.
the

of his fingers—life-like little forms and
images.

when, later, an American art critic, and

millionaire withal, comes to the village,

soft bread thereby obtained are
evolved—thanks  to the great dexterity B

inn,

§

With

:

One is the less surprised then

}

sees some of the work of this rough but
clever artist, and ends by carrying him
off to Paris, where this peasant fisher=-

man rises to be the greatest sculptor in
France. Artist though he be, he is cursed
with an inordinate love for fame, and

. it is around this passion that the great

drama of his life is played, after which
only does he attain to the full stature

of his own greatness. The story is well

planned, artistically told, and the char-

acters live. All one might cavil at i8

the excellence of an art which—to say

the least of it—must have been rather

untaught.
* * *

“God’s Puppets,’”
‘White. The Macmillan Co.

lage of New Raynham. Each story, while
complete in itself, has quite a distinet
connection with the others, some of the

by William Allan
A collection
of five short stories dealing with the see~
saw of life in the growing American vil®

characters being common to more than

i
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one. HEspecially prominent is Col. Long-
ford, a rollicking (but essentially good-
hearted ‘colonel” of Irish descent, who,
in his youth, had been the dashing head
of a coloured regiment in the Union Side
and who now, in his hearty old age,
plays no small part in the author’s de-
sign of pointing out to all sinners that
“God will not be mocked,” however much
everybody else may be. Such is the
theme which the author shouts lustily
from page one to the last. Incidentally
the stories deal with bold, bad, money-
grasping sinners of the male variety, and
very maughty, men-grasping delinquents
of the female variety, the dark spots on
whose lives are emphasized by a back-
ground of (to be sure) equally tempted
but gloriously triumphant dear people,
as sentimental and womanish as they are
self-sacrificing and priggish.

The stories go with the usual swing,
dash and breeziness which must be so
familiar to readers of the ‘“‘glad” books.

Sign of the Maple

(Concluded from page 13.)
homeless of the Allied countries. In her
report of the work done by the I. O. D. E.
in the United States, Mrs. Langstaff told
of seventeen nurses and six amlbulances
sent overseas, together with two hundred
tons of supplies.

In Winnipeg

IGHTEEN city chapters centre in
the Winnipeg Municipal Chapter,

and these, Dbesides undertaking
large tasks in connection with the Red
Cross, Soldiers’ Comforts, the Convales-
cent Home or other war work, have aided
in the activities of both the Municipal
Chapter, under Mrs. Wright, and the
Provincial, under Mrs. Colin H. Campbell.
Among other accomplishments of ' the
Municipal Chapter have been the supply-
ing of a fully equipped Field Kitchen to
the 28th Battalion, at a cost of $1,200;
the conduct of g Belgian “Can’’ week,
which brought in 10,000 cans, valued at
$2,000; two Serbian weeks, in which over
50,000 articles, valued at $5,000, were
collected; Red Cross supplies valued at
$4,000; substantial donations to the
British Red Cross; and finally a big

Mrs. w, J Wright, Regent Winnipeg
Mumcrpal Chapter I. 0. D. E.
share in ‘the

establish ; 31
of a Soldiers ment and upkeep

Convalescent Home, where
21 men a day have been
'€ past year. This number
g rapidly, and the Muni-
D;E)jects ‘& corresponding
i eiforts to aid the military
231312?;1??0 inthlooking after invalided
8 m e 4 i i
mdefatigalble A ‘war. Mrs. Wright is
and sets g hi

8h example to her chapter
of energy and enterprige. iy,
* * *

THE LHOR Daont g making elaborate
?{re\parations for Queen Alexandra
e 0Se Day, which will be celebrated
ghout Canada on June 15th,
* * *

cipal Chapter
InCrease in itg

War Saving

RNOLD BENNET

followin contributes the

& suggestions on the sub-
3 Ject of war-time economy:
el thiople are to save they must learn
b ey are to save and in what they
& Save. And to learn these two
ings .threy must be made to grasp a
e;v ;‘iloms. For example:
. € war is not the only important
Z;la;trter d-emgnd'ing our attention and
e 8Yy. It will be useless to win the war
n doing so we ruin the future of the

- 13. Boltless Grates.
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" Hot Water Boiler

It’s economical. The King Hot Water Boiler, with King Radia-

tors really and truly SAVES YOU MONEY. Here’s why. The
“‘water wall” surrounding the fire-pot and fire-travel, carries only about
half the quantity of water in ordinary boilers, and you know that kalf
the quantity heats twice as quick. ‘This means your fire needs to burn
a shorter time to give the water the desired heat and the shorter time
your fire is at “full”’ theless coal you use and that SAVES MONEY.

The water heats so much quicker in a King Boiler that it circulates §
B fasterand heatsthe housesooner. That’s just what everybody wants
B ina boiler and that’s what the King Boiler gives you. ASK YOUR
A ARCHITECT, YOUR HEATING ENGINEER or YOUR

ASTEAMFITTER for prices onan installation of a“King” Hot 4
) Water Heating System in your house--or write direct to us.4

MADE IN
CANADA

The

KING 9
has the fol- %
lowing Advantages

. The Dustless Ash Shifting Device
. The Tight Fitting Doors.

. The Easily Cleaned Flues.

. The Fire-pot with a real Cor-
rugation, and extended Heating
Surface. )
The Ample Combustion space in
Fire-pot and Flues.

6. The Large Area of Heating Sur-
faces, Direct, Intense and Ef-

MADE IN
CANADA

Cut
$ Out This
Coupon For
FREE Booklets

Steel & Radiation, Limited
Fraser Ave., Toronto

Dear Sirs :— N
Please send me without any obliga-

OO BN

o

fective. = tion your FREE Booklet on the
7. The Thin Waterways and Rapid King Hot Water Heating System
Circulation.

entitled, “Comfortable Homes,”
also your Booklet on Cottage and
Laundry Heaters.

8. The even Metal Line, the re-
sult of using Iron patterns.

9. The Quality and Weight of Iron.

10. The Simple Method of Erec-

tion. Economical, Safe, Durable L e A B S S A g Y T
and Easy to Manage.

11. The Guaranteed Ratings. o B

12. Double Shaker. VESS i v il ST ONR s iy

\

We manufacture Steam and Hot Water Heating Apparatus for Buildings of Every Description.

Steel i Radiation Limited

Head Office and Factory : 275 Fraser Ave., Toronto.
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her patriotic endeavours

THE
INDEPENDENT ORDER OF FORESTERS

FURNISHES A COMPLETE SYSTEM OF INSURANCE

FRED J. DARCH, S.S.

Members of
Torente Stock Exchange

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, BrOkers
or to the member in case of his total disability, or to the and
member on attaining seventy years of age.

Policies issued from $500 to $5,000. Bankers

TOTAL BENEFITS PAID, 49 MILLION DOLLARS.

For further information and literature apply to

E. G. STEVENSON, S.C.R.

Temple Buildings, - - TORONTO. CABLE ADDRESS—CAWLOCK, TORONTO

Cawthra Mulock & Co.

12 KING STREET EAST
TORONTO, CANADA
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CREATING
CAPITAL

Saving small sums creates capi-
tal. It is the only method by which
the average man can become pPOS-
sessed of the ready money which
will enable him to avail himself of
the opportunities constantly . pre=
senting themselves in this ‘“Can-
ada’s century.”

No- sum - is too  small to be de-
posited’ with us, and the three and
one-half per cent. compound in-
terest we add materially. assists the
increase of the capital. - Put your-
self in a position to ,grasp your

opportunities.

Open an Account To-day

CANADA PERMANENT
- MORTGAGE CORPORATION

$6,000,000.00
4,750,000.00
33,546,242.74

Paid-up Capitab . ......
Reserve Fund .........
Investment . .0

IMPREGNABLE
During 1915, assets of
the Sun Life of Canada
increased 16 per cent. to
$74,326,423 — much the
largest resources held by
any Canadian life com-
any.
Sun Life of Canada poli-
cies are safe policies to. buy.

SUN LIEE ASSURANCE

ADA
ggﬁmsmgyﬁiﬁnnan

If you are this week a
chance reader of the Courier
and you find it “good stuff”
you may count on it that it
is so regularly. It improves
on acquaintance. Your sub-
scription solicited.

Circalation Manager.
’

THE COURIER.

|

HERE IS
THE SECRET
OF THE “NEW

At hardware, furniture and department stores

: everywhere.
Royalite Coal Oil gives best results.

THE IMPERIAL OIL COMPANY
Limited

. BRANCHES IN ALL CITIES

PERFECTION” OVEN

A current of fresh hotair passes
continually over and under the
food—drying out the steam—pre-
venting . sogginess.  This is
_exclusive advantage of New Perfec-
tion Ovens. .
The New Perfection fireless cooking oven gives all

the sdvantages of any other sort of fireless cooker,
with none of the disadvantages.

The New. Perfection Oil Cookstove is already
cooking - for thousands of
time, saving labor and saving money.
Perfection is more economical than either
gas, coal or wood. ' :

housewives.
The New

an

Saving

f(

The Land of Fishing Thrills ,
A Sportsman’s Paradise where the cool waters of
Wild, Unspoiled Lakes and Rivers

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

ALGONQUIN PARK, (Ontario)

A Vacation Territory to Dream About.
riads of waterways,with ideal camping groun

2000 Feet Above the Sea

he social side of resort life can be had at Highland

It offers canoe trips through my- —_— A
ds among forests of pines and balsams G
4B

Fine accommodations for those who love t

Inn at Algonquin Park Station, or in the novel and comfortable Log Camps Nominig

Handsomely illustrated advertising matter and full information supplied f:
on application to C. E. Horning, Union Station, 'Moronto, or J?pQuml;?:
Bonaventure Station, Montruai.

nom n

-
°
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ensuring the efficient future of the race,
the whole nation ought now to be ex-
clusively a fighting machine. To this end
three points must be borne in mind:

(a) Every non-fighting individual in
the fighting machine must be kept
healthy, efficient, and cheerful by the
nation so far as the capacity of the
nation permits.

(b) The fighters must be fed, clothed
and munitioned by the nation so far as
the capacity of the nation permits.

(¢) In so far as non-fighting individuals
have to be kept healthy, efficient . and
cheerful by the help of other nations, this
nation must produce and export goods
which will pay for the various commodi-
ties and services so supplied by other

nations.
(d) In so far as the fighters have to be

fed, clothed, or munitioned by the help
of other nations, this nation must pro-
duce and export goods which will pay for
the food, clothing, or munitions so sup-
plied by other nations.

3. These activities are more than suffi-
cient to absorb the whole energy of the
nation. Therefore any energy which is
devoted to other activities Iis anti-

patriotic and pro-German.
* * *

Girl Guide Recreation Hut

IRL GUIDES all over the country are
responding splendidly to the appeal
for funds to establish a recreation

hut for Canadian troops in France.
Medicine Hat Troop sent $52 this week,
and response has come from Princeton,
B.C., from Sherbrooke, Que., and from
several places nearer headquarters, To-
ronto. The Boy Scouts have already es-
tablished several of these recreation
centres at the front, and the Guides are
setting out valiantly to follow a good
example.

Belgium Before the War

O matter what happens in any other
N country mow at war, the original

country where the war began is
still the chief claimant on the benevolent
consideration of the world. No other
country can possibly be affected by the
war as Belgium has been, is now and
will continue to be until the German
robbers get out of the country.

¢“mhe difference in the methods of living
and the social standards of Belgium be-
fore the war and Belgium to-day are
incomparable and can hardly be con-
ceived,” remarked a man who returned
to Montreal the other day after a visit
to that afflicted country. ‘Belgium, as 1
have seen it before the war, was a busy,
prosperous little country with no idlers,
everyone was happy and everyone had
his little bit of money tucked away. Bel-
gium to-day is a far different country.

“Fverything is devastation and every-
where there is poverty and suffering.
Germany has robbed the Belgians of
their all and then taken away even the
means to earn more. It ig the cruellest
weapon ever used in warfare—this in-
human starvation of innocent women and
children—that the Germans are using to
gubdue a people whose morale has re-
mained unbroken through untold hard-
ships.

“If Canadians could.see the tiny chil-
dren, emaciated, crying, shivering in
their scanty clothes, and could see the
heroic Belgian mothers wrapping their
own too thin garments about them, as
they stood in the bread line, they would
be moved. It is a sight to make mis®
sionaries out of the most hardened.

“I am addding my appeal to those of
the Belgian Relief Committee and asking
Canadians to give of their prosperity to
feed and clothe these starving women an

' pabes. We would not do less for any

one—we should do more for Belgium-
Send your money, your gifts to the Bel
gian Relief Committee, 59 St. Peter St

Montreal.”

Several communities in Belgium aré
at present in a state of destitution tha
cannot. be described, owing to the ex”
treme pressure that has been brought to
bear upon them by the German war gov”
ernments and the occupying a.rmies;

Several days ago the ‘“flag of misery
_de noodelag—was hoisted over th
church steeple and the alarm bell wad
rung to tell the surrounding communitie®
of the destitution of Lanaeken.
people were starving.

There was nothing to eat—not a pieC?
of bread, a potato, nor any article ©
food, no matter how poor, to feed the
commune. Adjoining  neighbourho 4
gave the assistance they could, sacrificit
something from their pitiful supply, an
the Belgian Relief Committee later cam®
to the rescue with sufficient to save th

lives of the people.
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HUSIE AND PLAYS

A scene from Jerome K. Jerome’s play, “Fanny and the Servant Problem,”
as presented by the University Players’ Club of Vancouver. This produc-
tion, in which the University Players made their first appearance before the
public, was so great a success that it was repeated in Vancouver and per-
formances have also been given in Victoria (May 15) and New Westminster
for the benefit of the University Battallon. In the group are, left to right:
Mr. Henry Gibson, Miss Jessie Todhunter as

as Lord Bantock; Miss Kathleen Peck (daughter of Rev. Mr. Peck of Kam-
loops), and Miss Grace Henderson (daughter of Judge Henderson of Van-
couver), as the aunts.

Lady Bantock; Mr. G. V. Fraser

A Musical Feast.
N OT since musical memory began in
this part of the country has any ac-
companist played 23 numbers plus
§even or eight encores in a single even-
Ing without being taken home in an am-
bulance—until Miss Adelaide Perle Che-
lew did such a-thing in Foresters’ Hall,
Toronto, last Friday evéning. And these
were not nursery ditties to play either,
as may be noted by the programme which
for purposes of news is printed in full
just as Atherton Furlong’s pupils gave

Miss perje

tional finesse 30 accompaniments on one
Toronto programme last week -

Chelew played with excep-

it, from No. 4 to No, 18, all the writer had
time to hear, From start to finish no num-
ber was changed or taken off. Everything
was given as advertised. A number of new
bupils were introduced; others came back
again to show progress, and in some
cases to augment former popularity. The
recital began sharp at 8.15 and ended
Somewhere close to 10.55. Following is

the programme from 4 to 18 with brief
comments:

d LGl O e
b “Swanee River” ;
Will E. Tinsdill. _

Baritone, virile, resonant, a good sense
of rhythm, and a quality of tone—piano
sometimes off the key.

“Voce di donna” La Gioconda. . Ponchielli
Ruth Robertson.

Undoubted contralto, now and then ab-
solutely masculine on lower register:
luscious quality in the mezzo, good style
and interpretation fair.

a Serenade

Sanderson

.......... Bond
Kyrle Peene, Violin Obligato by Mons.
Morel.

Voice of light timbre, fine dulcet qual-
ity, style somewhat too tranquil with
tempo rubato not very marked; obligato

played delightfully on muted violin.
¢ The  Swallows!’. ..o i ik &t
Phyllis Duckworth. ....' .....

A. dainty performance by a sprightly
young singer with a high soprano voice
of good lyric character inclined to the

Cowen

coloratura. An old song gratefully sung.

a CTeuvaners! el ol Barey

beiFour years: ol i o S viws- JIONT
Cora McConachie.

Voice pleasing in quality, somewhat

variable in pitch, smooth and even, with
plenty of confidence.
“I1 Bacio” Arditi

Audrey Harding.

A florid performancé by a bright young
singer with plenty of poise, good style,
and good attention to the idioms of that
ornamental kind of aria.

“Chanson Bachique
Mons. D’Avignon Morel.

A magnificent piece of work by a voice
of great resonance, brilliant character,
fine upper register, no end of vibrancy,
with dramatic style written all over it;
a voice that belongs to a real musical
temperament.

“Ocean! Thou Mighty Monster” .. Weber
Agnes Adie.

A big pretentious work done in an un-
pretentious ‘but very masterful way;
voice much improved in power and in
clarity since last heard in recital, in some
respects a really thrilling performance—
by no means equalled in the lyric encore.
‘O Mio Fernando” Donizetti
Ruth McCoullough.

Another florid bit excellently done,
but with a degree of stiffness in delivery;
tonal production fair.

Thomas

COURIER.

‘“Volta la terrea’’
Jean Rowe.

Done by a pixie of a girl who has a
light, flexible lyric voice and knows how
to act. Her encore was delightful.
“Vissi D’Arte’” (Tosca) Puccini

Muriel Sanderson.

A welcome return of a young singer
who has increased in breadth of tone and
power of utterance, but seems in danger
of abandoning the lyric and the colour-
ature for the dramatic.

“In questo semplice” (Betly) . .Donizetti

Mrs. Maud Parsons.

A highly pleasing performance by a
voice of fine flexible character, emotional
quality and remarkable velvety character
in the mezzo.

Mapnetics Wallhhh 2 Lo Arditi
Nelles Clendenan.

A brilliant bit of work done with tell-
ing ‘effect, good rhythmic observance and
excellent enunciation.

“Honour and Arms’’ (Sampson) . . Handel
Fred Anderson.

Done with no particular amount of
voice, but with excellent phrasing, good
breath control, enunciation the best and
a fair degree of style.

“Ballatella from Pagliacci’” . .Leoncavallo
Flora Bell Watt.

A difficult thing given with much dis-
tinction; voice considerably broader than
on her previous recitals and tonal qual-
ity good—but minus her usual facility in
acting.

E3 *

Forsyth Recital.

HEN W. O. Forsyth brings together
on one programme a number of
well equipped and talented pianists

who have had the advantage of being
trained by him, the musical public and

Ivy Scott as Maid Marian in Robin Hood
at the Grand Opera House, Toronto this
week.

the friends of the students may well ex-
pect some brilliant, poetic, and altogether
delightful piano playing. Such an oc-
casion happened a few days ago in Nord-
heimer Hall, Toronto, when the follow-
ing pianists, all from the Forsyth Studio,
gave practical evidence of the kind of
training they get in that institution:
Misses Geraldine Allison, Fannie Singer,

Rita Hutchins, Firenze Gilray, Norma
Mitchell, Violet Stuart, Gladys Truax,
Myrtle Weber, and Messrs. Hubert 8.

Martindale and Fred S. Orpen played be-
fore a crowded audience a programme
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DELBERT R. PIETTE

Specialist Teacher of
Modern - Pianoforte Playing.
Studio: 684 Bathurst Street.

RICHARD TATTERSALL

Organist, Old St. Andrew’s Presbyterian
Church.

Studio: Canadian Academy of Music only.

Residence:
347 Brunswick Ave.

FRANK S. WELSMAN

Pianist.

Studio for Lessons at Toronto
Conservatory of Music.

Residence: 30 Admiral Road.

ALBERT DOWNING

First Tenor Adanac Quartette.
Soloist Bloor St. Pres. Church.

Mus. Dir. Dovercourt College of Music.
Phone College 3153, Jet. 274.

W. O. FORSYTH

Pianist and Teacher of the Higher Art of
Piano Playing—Complete Training
for Concert Room .or Teaching.

Address: Care Nordheimers, Toronto.

ATHERTON FURLONG

A Brilliant Season
Now Opening.
169 College St. Telephone College 1192

DR. ALBERT HAM

Conductor of National Chorus.

Conservatory of Music
561 Jarvis Street, Toronto.

OTTO MORANDO

Head: Vocal Department,
Canadian Academy of Music.
Telephones: North 2064 and College 1347

HARVEY ROBB

i to C t
L N e

Phone Coll. 2401

PAUL WELLS

Concert, Pianist and Teacher.
—Toronto Conservatory of Music—

ALEXANDRA

WEEK, MONDAY, JUNE 5TH.
THE ROBINS PLAYERS

with Edward H. Robins
in

MRS. BUMSTEAD LEIGH

Prices: Ev’'g., 25c, 50c, 75¢c. Sat. Mat.,
25¢c, 50c. Mat. Wed., all seats 25c.

BOYS---BOYS

Some boys have heard my call
and are at work. every week
earning a nice sum of
POCKET MONEY.

They do it by selling the Cana-
dian Courier to their friends.
You have friends and the
Courier will make more for you.
Look over THIS number and de-
cide you can sell it.

On my guarantee you can
make at least 50c. per week.

SALES MANAGER,
Canadian Courier, Toronto.

12 Spadina Road

PRESIDENT
Lt.-Col. A. E. Gooderham

THE CANADIAN ACADEMY OF MUSIC
LIMITED

A school for professional and amateur students who desire to
reach a high standard of artistic attainment.
Special classes for yeung children.
Dramatic and Moving Picture School.
Year Book mailed on request.
MANAGER
Alfred Bruce

College 1343

MUSICAL DIRECTOR
Peter C. Kennedy
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THE SHOES I CAN'T WEAR

All Because of a ‘‘Touchy’> CORN

BUT you can wear them, Madam — and now.

Simply place on that corn a little Blue-jay plas-
ter, and never again will you feel it. In two

days there will be no corn. It will disappear for good.
Millions of women know that.
They don’t pare corns. They don’t
use old-time methods. And they
don’t suffer. When a corn ap-
pears they end it. We are urg-
ing you to join them. Corns
are needless since Blue-jay
was invented. So they are
absurd. You can prove
in one minute that Blue-
jay stops corn aches.
You can prove in two
days that it ends
them forever.

Won’t you?

15¢ and 25c at Druggists
Also Blue-jay Bunion Plasters
BAUER & BLACK
Chicago and New York
Makers of Surgical
Dressings, etc.

I
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A Greenhouse to
Welcome Winter

There is a wealth of pleasure in a greenhouse when falling leaves and
frost in the air herald the approach of Winter, while horticultural work
goes on with renewed enthusiasm under the protecting glass.

we speak of winter now, with Summer just coming? Because
November joys should be under construction without
Glass Gardens which explains more about

Why do
a greenhouse for
delay. Write for the book of
it. Address Dept. C.

GLASS GARDEN BUILDERS LIMITED

201 Church St. Transportation Bldg., St. James St.

Toronto. Montreal.
L____ Factory—Georgetown, Ont. L
® ©)
OROIC—IQL jjcEpi@icElm o= @@

THE. CANADIAN BANK
OF COMMERCE

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

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

SAVINGS BANK ACCOUNTS

Interest at the current rate ig allowed on all deposits of $1.00 and upwards.
Careful attention is given to every account. Small accounts are welcomed.

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

THE COURIER.

including compositions by Mendelssohn,
Beethoven, Grieg, MacDowell, Cyril Scott,
Rachmaninoff, Von Fielitz, Chopin,
Schutt, Reinecke, Godard, Strauss, Pol-
dini and Moszkowski. Mr. Norman Cal-
vin, a pupil of David Ross, sang twice,
affording acceptable variety by his artis-
tic groups of songs. Miss Olive Calvin
proved an efficient and good accom-
paniste.

A Correction.

AST week’s critique of Miss Olive
Cooper's piano recital contained a
few typographical errors that made

a vast difference to the meaning of the
appreciation. Where it read ‘“no sterling
merits,”” for instance, it should have
meant quite the reverse. A little lapse in
language sometimes means a great deal—
especially in the use of negatives.

ey
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Times

Malcolm Sim

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

PROBLEM NO. 45, by W. R. Todd,
First Prize -‘‘Four-Leaved Shamrock”
Tourney.

Black.—Eight Pieces.

White.—Nine Pieces.
White to play and mate in two.

Problem No. 46, by L. Vetesnik.

White: K at QKt4; Q at KKtsq; Bs at
K7 and KB5; Kt at K4; P at KR5.
Black: K at K4; R at KRsq; Kts
QRsq and QKt6; P at QKt2.
‘White mates in three.

at

SOLUTIONS.
Problem No. 41, by F. Janet.

K—Kt2; 2. Q—Kt5 mate.
K—K4; 2. Kt—QKtb mate.
b oo , PxB; 2. Q—Kt5 mate.

1. ..%... , P—B5; 2. Q—Q4 mate.

The Knight at B3 also discovers mate
on eight different squares according to
Black’s play. -

Problem No. 42, by V. Kosek and L.

Vetesnik.

'R lgBg PRE; 2. QxBP ch, KxP. 3.
Q—R8 mate. :
1. ... P—Kt7; 2, QxP ch; KxP; 3. QxP
mate.

1. . . .P—Kt4; 2. B—Q6! K—B5; 3. Q—R4
mate.

1.%. . ., PxP; 2. QxP, any move; 3. Q—B3
or 5 mate.

Lo i, BxPe o2
Q—B6 or K6 mate.

Ladder and Staircase Theme.

The following two famous problems,
the first with a ladder, and the second
with a staircase effect, will undoubtedly
interest our readers. We glean them
from Mr. A. C. White’'s excellent work,
“The Theory of Pawn Promotion.” Ex-
aminations of the positions will give a
clearer understanding than many lines
of comment.

By H. F. L. Meyer.

White: K at QKt2; Rs at Qsa and Ksq;
Kt at KR7; Ps at QKt5, QB3, Q2, KKit3,
KKt4 and KR6. Black: K at Q6;
Rs at Q5 and K4; B at K2; Kts at Qs‘q
and KRsq:, Ps at QKt2, QKt5, QB4, Q3,
K5, KB6 and KKt3. Mate in seven. 1.
K—_Kt3, P—K&!; 2. PxKP ch, K—EKh; 3.
PXR ch, K—Q4; 4. PxR ch, K—K3; b.
PxQP ch, K—Q2; 6. PxB ch, K—Ksq; T.
PxKt (Kt) mate.

By K. A. L. Kubbel

White: K at KB2; R at Kb; Bs at QRS
and QBT7; Kt at KKt3; Ps at QR5, QKt2,
QB4, K3, KKtb and KR2. Black: K at
QR3; Q at QR8; Rs at Q5 and KKt2; Bs
at QB8 and Q8; Kts at QKtsq and KB2;
Ps at QR2, QR6, QB7, QT, KB4 and KB5.
Mate . in seven. PoKt4, . PxKt ch; 2.
PxP, R—B5 ch 3. KtPxR, QxR; 4. PxQ_,

t—Q3: 5. PxKYL, RxB; 6. PxR, B—B6;
7. PxKt (Kt) mate.

Solver’s Ladder.

B—K3, and move; 3.

No.39. No. 40. ch;ts.
wW. J. Faulkner ... 2 2
S K. Gale ........ 0 0 29
R. G. Hunter ...... 2 0 19
J. Patterson ...... 0 0 19
J. Kay cvessesees 2 0 12

To Correspondents.

. Kay.—Thanks for letter and con-
tinued interest.

TORONTO CHAMPIONSHIP TOURNEY.

. The following game was played in Sec-
tion I. of the Toronto City Championship
Tourney between Mr. A. H. Stovell of
the Parliament Club, and Mr. S. E. Gale,
one of the Toronto Club experts, the lat-
‘E.er player being the winner of the Sec-

ion.

Queen’s Gambit Declined.

‘White. # Black.
A. H. Stovell. S. E. Gale.
1. P—Q4 1. P—Q4

2. P—QB4 2. P—K3

3. Kt—QB3 3. Kt—KB3
4. B—Ktb 4. QKt—Q2
5. Kt—B3 5. B—K2

6. P—K3 6. P—B4 (a)
7. PxQP TERPXE,

8.2 Pxk 8. KtxP

9. B—Kt5 ch 9. B—Q2' (b)
10. BxB ch (c) 10. QxB
11. BxKt I ABxB
12. KtxP 12, BxP
13. R—QKtsq 13. B—B3 (d)
14. KtxB ch 14. PxKt
15, QxQ ch (e) 15. KxQ
16. K—K2 16. KR—Qsq
17. KR—Qsq ch 17. K—K2
18. RxR 18. RxR
19. Kt—Q4 19. R—QBsq (f)
20. R—QBs 20. P—QR3 (g)
21, P—QR4 (h) 21. R—B2
22. Kt—Kt3 22. Kt—K3
23. RxR ch 23. KtxR
24. Kt—B5 24, P—Kit3
25. Kt—K4 (i) 25. P—B4
26. Kt—B3 26. K—Q3
27. P—K4 27. P—Bb!
28 'P—K1t3 (1) 28. PxP
29. RPxP 29. K—B4
30. P—B4 (k) 30. K—Q5H
31. K—Q2 31. P—B3
32. P—Kt4 32. P—R3
33. P—Bb 33. P—Kt4
34. PxP 34: PxP

Resigns.

(a) The advance of P—QB4 in this in-
stance, before having Castled, is prema:
ture, but in all such cases the correct
reply at a given point is not easily de-
termined.

(b) K—Bsq was comparatively betters
followed by P—KKt3 and K—Kt2 as op:
portunity offered. The menace of White's
B—R6 ch could, in the meantime, be ob”
literated.

(c) It is here where Mr. Stovell goe
astray. He should have continued with
10. BxKt, BxB; 11l QxQP. Black be:
sides being a Pawn minus would need t0
exercise care with his replies. For in-
stance, if 11. . ., BxKt ch; then 12. PxBs

i e B—2QBsd;. then 4
Kt—Kb5, Q_-K32, 14, KtxB, KtxKt; 18
QxKtP, RxP?; 16. Q—Kt8 ch, Q—Qsq; 17
Q—Kb5 ch, winning the Rook.) 13. QxKb
B—B3; 14. Q—Kb5 ch, K—Bsq; 15. R—Qsd
Q—Kt3; 16. Kt—Q4 and should wit
11. . ., Q—Kt3 would seem the correc
defence in this complicated position.

(d) If 13. . . ., B_R6: then 14, Kt—Kbi
followed by 15. Kt—QB4, winning a piecé

(e) A better policy springs from 16
Kt—Q4. By retaining his Queen he c‘ould‘
assume a threatening attitude 1ate!
against the ill-protected Black King al’l‘i
the crippled Pawns with chances of suc’
cess. If 15. Q—Q4. Black could eX
change Queens without fear of losiD
the Knight’'s Pawn. The position w¥

somewhat

repay examination.

(f) This move ' is risky:
R—Q2 would be sounder play.

(&) In order to continue with R—B¥
releasing the Knight.

(g) In order to continue with R—BY
releasing the Knight. - 3

(h) 21. Kt—Kt3 at once deserves eoﬂ"
sideration. If 21... K—Q3; then %,
R—Qsq ch and the King must go bacy

to the King’s file, White inviting a drgy
by repetition. If 21. .., P—Kt3; then 24!
KtxKt, PxKt: 23. R—B4, R—B3: 4
R-KR4. P—B5: 2. K—Q2, P—B6

6. K_.B2, R_B4: 7. RxP, R—QR4: &
RxP. Gf 8. K—Kt3, then P—B7.) ReE
should also end in a draw. If 22. ,’:
RxKt: then 23. RxR, PxR; 24. K-——Qw
K—Q3; 25. P—K4! again with a draw *

view. i

(i) Far better would have been %f»
Kt—Q3, K—Q3: 26. K—Q2, K—Q4; %
K—B3, after which a win for Black Ca’;;
not be demonstrated. The text mo

loses. ‘lj
(j) If 28. K—B3, Black also replies wit

K—B4. i
G 1f 30, K—Q3, then 30. .. K—B
wins.
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THE

COURIER.

HIS GREAT ADVENTURE

That Makes Everybody in the Family Want to Hear It Read Aloud

CHAPTER XIV.

HE trail broadened as they
travelled swiftly southward.
Then one memorable day they
Dassed the farmhouse that lay
farthest north of Le Pas. Beyond this
they found surveyors locating a rail-
way. Gradually the grim severity of
the land changed. Here and there
were the marks of a pioneer humanity.
The trail became a road on which they
bassed settlers who waved their whips
and glanced understandingly at the
dog team. At last, on the horizon,
they caught the smoke of Edmonton.
The Indians shouted and urged the
dogs onward. Presently they entered
a lane dotted with houses. This
merged into a street at the end of
which were electric lights.

The dogs yelped as they tore along.
From the south came the whistle of a
locomotive. Then the leading team
pulled up, panting, at the door of a
hotel. Across the road was the rail-
way station.

Pearson looked deep into the girl’s
e€yes as he lifted her from the cariole.
The look said: “You must trust me—
trust me to the end.”

He went direct to the proprietor, and
found a ruddy, good-natured Saxon,
brimming over with human kindness.

“Look here,” he said. “I’ve come
down from the North with a young lady
I am doing my best to take care of, and
I want your wife to look after her: She
has had rather a hard time and lost
her father in an accident in the Barren
Lands.”

The hotel keeper expanded visibly.
“Certainly! T’ be only too glad to do
anything I can, so will my wife. I sup-
bose you would like two good rooms.”

“Yes, if you please, and would you
mind not saying anything about the
matter outside? People are rather in-
quisitive, Can 1 depend on you for
this? It would be conferring a real
kindness.”

“Of course you can. Depend on me
for anything you like, and on my wife,
too. Come along and register.”

At the desk, the young man wrote
the two names. Then in a flash won-
dered if he had been rash in throwing
off all disguise. 1In another moment
he laughed at the idea of their being
Tieocnogmzed in this outpost of civiliza-

.Many people here?” he ventured.

Hardly any one, Never saw busi-
ness 50 bad. We generally get a good
many in from the North, but there is
only one man here now.”

“IYIVho’s thai e

“He is over there now. a
chap by the door.” X0 Meoihas

Pear'son looked and saw a tall, thin
man with sloping shoulders, black eyes,
and bronzed face, There was a small,
White scar on his left cheek.

_The traveler’s pulse quickened and
hli volce shook in spite of himself,

~When did he get in?”

b A day or so ago, Never saw him
efore, and don’t know who he is.

Come and 1711 show i
FOuT S you and the lady

A few moments later Pea :
at‘Natalie’s door, oo

HCome in!” said a faint voice.

: e entered. Her face was pale, and
she _Iook_e'd at him with the olq terror
m(‘)‘vmg In her eyes,

“You Saw him ?”

“I\’?S,” he saiqg, slowly, “I saw him.”
s t’s the third person of Dubawnt
ake.  Dont you remember that

Mqua said there wag 1 white scar
on his cheek 97

“Then he killeq Ni 12 8
et ed Nicolai!” snapped

‘T_he girl tottereq to a chair and
buried her face in her hands. Pre-

sently_she looked up, with the light
of decision on her face.

“Listen, dear. We must start at
once—by the very first train. Make
any exr;.)lanation you can. It doesn’t
matter if we have to leave everything

By ALAN SULLIVAN

behind, we must lose ourselves very
quickly.”

Pearson’s brow wrinkled. “But why
do you think there is danger?”

“I don’t think. I know. He is the
man who put food outside our tent at
Selwyn Lake. He is the man whose
toboggan trail we saw that day after
we left the post at Fond du Lac. It
is true that he spared us once, that, in
fact, he saved our lives, but there is a
reason in his following us. I think he
wants some promise or oath from you,
that you will leave me and forget
everything, and while you are with me
hte does not believe that you will give
1 .l!

“I’ll promise nothing, much less
bromise to leave you.”

She gazed at him steadily. “Not for
my sake?”

He hesitated. “You should not ask
me till I've had a chance to show what
I can do.”

Her form relaxed. “Go, dear, now,
and find out about the train. We must
not miss it. Perhaps I can make you

understand later. If you love me,
hasten.”
Two minutes before the midnight

train pulled out for 'Calgary, two fig-
ures hurried into the forward passen-
8er coach. Half an hour afterward
Natalie smiled brightly at her com-
panion. “I think you managed that
very well.”

His arm slid round her. “Ah, I see
you are beginning to put a little more
faith in me. Now wait while I go and
secure berths. I was afraid to do it
before we started.”

E disappeared toward the rear of
the train. She waited, yielding
happily to the rocking motion as

the miles slid by beneath the roaring
wheels. The shadow was beginning
to withdraw from her heart. Presently
Pearson returned. His face was
strangely stern.

“I got the berths, but——"

She looked at him anxiously.
what is it?”

“The tall man with the scar on his
cheek is in the smoking compart-
ment.”

She quailed visibly, staring, speech-
less, as though fascinated. Pearson
himself fumbled for words, but could
find none with which to answer this
question.

“And what now?”* she whispered,
faintly.

“There is only one thing to do, and
it’s perfectly reasonable. This man has
no case against us, nor we against him.
We can’t prevent his following us, for
there is'no law against that, and he
certainly can’t attack us publicly. On
the other hand I don’t see that we are
in any position to lay any complaint
about him. There are many things we
think we know, but,” he hesitated,
“we can’t swear that we know. As far
as the law is concerned he is a per-
fectly peaceable citizen. We can only
go straight ahead and take no notice
of him whatever.”

She glanced at him curiously, and a
strange expression flickered through
her eyes. ‘““Then you mean me to give
up without an effort?”

“What!” he said, astonished.
told me what I must do if I
you.” )

“Oh, don’t you see, I can’t give you
up like that!” She pulled him close
to her and put her trembiing lips to
his ear. “Don’t you understand, Jack.
I'm afraid I love you too much.”

His heart quickened. She was
utterly his own, and now, captured by
her love, she was ready to make a fight
for liberty.

“Wait, darling. TLet me think.”

He sat plunged i1 profound intro-
spection. She watched him anxiously
for a moment which seemed hours.
Presently he glanced up, with a new
resolve in his grey eyes.

“I think I see it now. We will go

“Yes,

“You
loved

on just as we are, doing what I said,
then when we get near some large city
—say Toronto—we will slip out at
night and wait a day or two. It‘s no
use trying that here. The population
is too thin, and we would only attract
attention. I think that will throw him
off.”?

“I trust you absolutely, Jack.”

Next morning, after breakfast. Pear-
son seated himself in the smoking com-
partment. Immediately opposite, the
tall stranger was exhaling a blue cloud
from a cigarette and expelling it in
two thin streams from -his nostrils.
The odour was like that of the cigar-
ettes of Stanovitch. The sun struck
sharply through the polished window
and touched the white scar on the
smooth brown cheek.

“Nice morning,” said Pearson.

The stranger nodded. “Winter
comes early this year.” There was no
accent in his voice. He might have
been of any nationality.

“You have been in the North?”’ ven-
tured Pearson, daringly.

“Yes,” said his neighbour, calmly.
“I came down from Le Pas a day or

two ago.”
“Fur, I suppose?”
“Yes, fur. The prospects are not

very good this season, especially for
mink and otter. Marten, on the other
hand, are up to the average.”

“Then you had not a satisfactory
journey. It is a long way to go for a
small result.”

The slightest flicker moved through
the tall man’s eyes. “On the contrary,”
he parried, coolly. ‘I obtained some
very useful data, which will be of
great service to me.”

A sudden impulse hurried Pearson
along. Listening to his own voice, it
seemed that he was reciting something
he had rehearsed many a time pre-

viously in preparation for this one
occasion.
“A lonely mplace, isn’t it? One

doesn’t see much of humanity.”

“Ah, yes, quite true! I was quite
alone, but curiously enough I did nor
lack humanity. It is curious how so-
ciety is represented in the North.”
Then he added, dryly: “All kinds of
society.”

“You were alone? Is not that un-
usual? It would have been very awk-
ward in the case of an accident.”

“You are quite right, it would have
been awkward. Fortunately things
went very well with me—although
there are many accidents in propor-
tion to the small number of inhabi-
tants.”

“You seem very much at home—are
you a Canadian?”

“No, but I have had Canadian inter-
ests. I represent a foreign syndicate.”
For a fraction of a second the lids
dropped over the dark eyes, then the
level voice went quietly on: “You
travel with your wife?”

PEAR‘S‘ON‘S pulse fluttered. “Yes,
fortunately.”
“She is brave to face the
North. Her first journey, I suppose?”’
“Yes, her first journey, and I think
I may say her last. A little of such
an experience goes a long way with
a woman. I am afraid she rather re-
pents the curiosity that took her
there.”

The stranger exhaled another blue
cloud and stared with contemplation
into the smoke, “Ah, you are quite
right. My observation is that curiosity
invariably has strange and often ex-
tremely uncomfortable results. It is
a dangerous tendency. You, for in-
stance, do not look ag though you are
curious.”

“No,” said Pearson, slowly. “I used
to be at one time, but I think I have
got over it now.”

The stranger nodded. < congraty-
late you. In that cage You have safely
survived that period of life which is
most apt to be perilous, You were
pr(t)‘s,',;’)ecting in the North, were you
not?
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THE COURIER.

The Englishman started in spite of
himself. ‘“No, not prospecting. We
were just knocking about.”

“Ah, please pardon my mistake. The
curiosity which 1 have just con-
demned recoils in my own face. 1
only happened to notice a piece of rock
sticking out of one of your (bags in the
hotel. Last night I did not expect to
be so fortunate in my travelling com-
panion. You made a very short stay
in Edmonton.”

“yes. I got an important telegram,
and we had to leave very suddenly. In
tact we just had time to catch the
train, and no nmore.”

«“And now you return to England.
You will pardon the .assumption if 1
gay that it is quite evident that you are
English.”

Pearson nodded. “Yes, by the first

boat.” Then he added, unconsciously:

“We go by way of New York.”

“In that case,” said the stranger,
thoughtfully, “it is quite possible that
we shall meet in New York. I have
often noticed that very strange and un-
expected encounters take place in large
cities. One is apt to meet the person
one least expects to meet, and,” he
added, curiously, “one ‘'sometimes
meets the person one most wishes to
avoid.”

E relapsed into silence. His com-
panion furtively examined the
thin face, tanned a copper brown,

the high cheek bones, the white, star-
ing scar, the quick, dark eyes, the
lean, sloping shoulders that so dis-
guised their strength, and the long,
loose, sinewy, prehensile hands. What
there was behind all this he could not
determine., But deep in his own soul
some higher intelligence told him that
here was the third person who had
stretched Stepan Kolkoff dead in some
act of treachery, whose steps he had
heard in the night-time, who had
driven that three-cornered hammer
deep into the gscheming brain of
Nicolai, and who had saved two young
lives on the icebound shore of Selwyn
Lake. Again he studied the smooth
face. There was no evidence of
cruelty, but rather a calm, fixed, in-
flexible quality, with which this
stranger would pursue a changeless
course, unmoved by pity and unstirred
by passion.

Later he spoke of all this to Natalie.
«phat man is neither cruel nor vindie-
tive, and I don’t believe he has a trace
of ambition, either. He seems to me
like some cool and perfectly balanced
machine which has been designed for

a certain purpose, and will do its work

without a trace of variation. You can’t
get behind his eyes and guess what
he is thinking of, but all the same I
believe he has the face of a man who
will play fair.”

«Phen if all that is true, what is the
use of trying to escape him? It is out
of the question.”

“Do you remember what Nicolai said
about men being able to lose them-
selves, not in the wilderness, but
among many other men?”’

She shook her head. “Others have
tried to escape,” she said, hopelessly.
“Dearest, I don’t forget what I said a
little while ago, and you must not
think that I would not risk anything
to escape. You know I would give the
rest of my life for a single year with
you, but now there is only one thing
that I see you can do. Would it not
be better to go to h'm and ask him
what he wants? It sounds strange, I
know, in a free country, but only some
are free in any country. If you went
to the police and asked for protection,
you would not need it in a week.”

“Do you mean,” said Pearson, hotly,
“that T am to walk up to a man I have
never seen before and ask him what
he wants us to do?”

She nodded wistfully-

«phen I am sorry, but I can’t do it
__at least,” he hesitated, “I won’t do it
till T have tried again to throw him off
the trail. Even then, if he does not
drop out, I may take the affair into
my own hands.”

“you must not think of it.
be the end of us both.”

He sat, silent and stubborn, then
suddenly blurted: “T'm not used to
taking things lying down.”

She gazed at him with love in her

It would

" strange journey.

eyes. This was a different Pearson
from the one who had stared so hun-
grily into Florio’s restaurant. The wil-
derness had set its seal on him. The
lean figure had filled out, and superb
strength was obvious in every move-
ment and gesture. He seemed now a
man who had found himself, and was
armed and trained to strike back with
vigour and return the buffets of the
world.

“Darling,” she said, gently, “we
have not much more time left to-
gether. Shall we not be as happy as
we can?”

For the next three days it was a
All the way down’
from the Northwest, the tall man
shared the sleeping car. He ate when
they ate. It gave them a curious sen-
sation to look across the aisle and see
him ordering his meals. Very rarely
did their eyes meet, and when they
did his lids always drooped and his
glance turned away. Once or twice,
scanning the smooth features, they
noted an extraordinary expression in
which  determination and regret
seemed to mingle. It was almost as
though the stranger man had found
himself.

Gradually there grew up in Pear-
son’s mind that even though the tall
man’s orders were absolute, he might
yet relent long enough to let them
slip away in peace. This blossomed
into a final resolve.

“I’ve thought it all out,” he said,
with grim determination, on the even-
ing of the third day. “To-mOoIrrow.
morning we reach Toronto, and our
car joins a new train at North Bay.
It stops at a place called Bracebridge,
about five hours after we change. We
will slip out there and then come on
to Toronto a day or two later. But
we must get out just before reaching
the city and come in by some other
way. Then the thing will be not to
go to a hotel at all, but to some very
quiet boarding house in the suburbs.
If we succeed in that, I defy any one
to find us.”

«“And if any one does?”’ she
breathed, with a strange light in her
eyes.

shows that our movements are abso-
lutely known and understood, I'll do
what you say.”

“Then, if it’s absolute and final and .

TFor the rest of the evening they

watched very carefully. He crawled

into his berth and lay there, fully

dressed, chuckling at the thought of
the expression the tall man’s face
would bear in the morning. In the

small hours he noted the time care- -

fully, and rapped gently at the wooden
partition at his head.
came an answering tap.

Tn three-quarters of an hour, Pear-

son, as he left the car with Natalie,

glanced back along the narrow line
of green curtains.

stir nor sound. It appeared that

Instantly there &

There was neither

every passenger ‘was plunged in pro-

found slumber. In another instant

the conductor swung his lantern, the =

porter touched his cap, picked up his
wooden stool, and swung nimbly ol

board as the train began to move. .

Pearson stood on the small station
platform and put his arm around the
girl’s waist. 'Together they watched
the red and green tail lamps swing
through a curve and drop suddenly
out of sight. His grasp tightened,
and he pressed her to him. 1

«Beloved,” he whigpered, “this
the first step toward freedom and hap-
piness.” 3

FTER a discreet wait of two days:
they approached the city. Al
ready the winter night had

fallen darkly, and high overhead the
reflection of the electrics 'whitene
the murky sky. It looked as though
Toronto were illuminated in welcomeé
of the two wanderers.

A small boarding house was found

without  difficulty. The curiou®
glances of the landlady abruptly
ceased when Pearson put a bill int0
her hands.

«Please make my sister as comfort
able as you can. We have had a loné

|

isHE

journey, and she is very tired.” 3

Next day they explored the westerf
part of the city, keeping well awal
from the central section. I—"earso—
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. felt subjectively surprised at the num-
%og;?::;::‘g ber of people in the world. It drew

them together, even as the wilderness
had drawn them. These people were
free, happy, and independent. It was
visible on every face. 'This was his
own right and that of the girl he
LAl loved. He wonderéd whether a prac-
Friends are calling or you have a sudden invitation, tically penniless man could settle
Just a moment to look your best. It takes but a down here and compete with these

calen s oo A multitudes. Then his mind turned to p m W
X ouraud s 14 | the treasure house of Dubawnt Lake,
Orlental Cream and he swore a great oath that he: @ox Cherrg Spong@-

fortune that b
and obtain a perfect complexion - a soft, clear, would not desert the fo y

dif

pearly-white appearance that is always refined and now ‘was buried beneath arctic : . . ;

and in good tass;ﬁ;-g\lgrcx-%;ﬁz;f‘?;;-ix;zl;se 68 years. SNOWS. 2 YOU can serve the season s fru1ts and bemes m
Bacige . : . Cherri : i o

Ferd. T. Hopkins & Son, Montreal, Que. “Natalie,” he begged, impulsively, ol many different and delightful ways, if you use

i 2 Che ) ge —
“we must be married, now—# implore Ty Sponge =

most pleasing Knox :
you. I can’t wait, dearest. We have Gelatine dish. Fresh
ROYAL l escaped, and you are perfectly safe. or canned cherries.
V CTORIA Don’t you understand, darling, that I Strawberries
can’t do without you any longer?” Strawberry Bavarian
- COLLEGE “Dearest.” Cream — Strawberry

she answered, slowly,

7 = x e Ice—Strawberry
P ke, s fome e e | . SPARKLING GELATINE

; discovered I will marry you. I need for Strawberries. (Gran Ula fed)

The residential College - JOu Just as much as you need me, and b ; i

for women students of || if in spite of all I have told you you g;?pﬁffﬁf' gl‘l?ﬁ:sed—ea The suggestions at the left give you an idea of
PR VB RSLTY. frgi}ildwbi?lghmr?lounte;ht% %ﬁsi%eﬁﬁlg o serf for warm davs the passibilities. Canned fruits, too, are used with

Courses lead to degree in

and other days, too. splendid results. Here is just one recipe to try today:
Arts separate in the main from

Pearson’s grey eyes grew misty Blackberrles

. : with emotion. “I shall live for yo i KNOX STRAWBERRY BAVARIAN CREAM.
those for men, but under identi. you only.” S T gggrl‘?éls—egggyto gxl‘g} ‘»ﬁenvel?pe KNox Sparkling Gelatine 1 tablespoonful lemon juice
cal conditions; and to degrees That night they were very daring e, Tx A ﬁcﬁ?,psgg(}v}ggrjnicenndpulp O Rerobaset R AN
n ‘music. and went to a moving-picture theatre. A : until stiff 3

For prospectus and informa- The reel was of Northern life. He Pineapple Sopk galatine it coll '.'&%f'f"e;’“““g?z*“@“é?;’é&"»f.iﬁ?",%‘?ég
tion apply to the Warden. turned to her and laughed. “How Pineapple Sponge — g‘;gglg?gl?‘lggm?rﬁt\ﬁ::mAgdvsv:gg:., an({llxlv';);: sugar is dissolved,
little they know of the real North Pineapple Snow Balls set bowl containing mixture in pan of ice water and stir until mix-
i i —Pineapple Mousse— ture begins to thicken ; then fold in cream. Turn into wet mold
- We could tell them a thing or two, are suggestions. Fresh - lined with strawberries cut in halves, and chill. Garnish with
PRINTING couldn’t we?” s or canned fruit. fruit, selectad straw berries and leaves. A delicious cream may also
- . B he made with canned strawberries,
B R T Her shoulder pressed against him. Bananas
N TDe-lLadies “ar dentie- ||y o S PN . : ek NEW RECIPE BOOK
men’s, printed to orde'r——qla;t.est styles, 0 atee ‘t}.le N(.)I'th. A delightful recipe is is now ready. It gives many recipes for Desserts, Puddings,
fifty cents per hundred, post paid. Frank They said good night in the narrow Banada, Sponge, gar- Jellies, Salads, Candies, ete., with table-setting ideas and sug-
H. tBarna.rd. Printer, 35 Dundas St., To- hall of the boarding house Their nlllshed with banana gestions. Illustrated in colors. Sent
rento i slices.
: o drab surroundings had suddenly been 1 FREE
STAMPS AND COINS. transmuted into gold. He caught her Recipes for above ] for your grocer’s name. Eneclose 2¢ stamp for pint sample.
PACKAGES free to collectors for 2 cents | close in his arms. “Mine, mine, found in our new book. CHARLES B. KNOX CO., Inc.

fom;;o:t:gt:‘;nalso of{;lr hundrheﬂd diffexgm mine!” he said. Then his lips fas-
Ds; catalogue; nges; ve 3
cents. ' We buy stamps, Marks & » tened hungrily on her own.

Co., Toronto. CHAPTER XV.

N the lives of most men there comes
5 at one time or another a period

: when their highest hopes are
i C I R IC crushed and the treasure ships of their
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hearts are wrecked. Thus it was that

the Pearson who descended next
E morning was not the man who had

held the girl to him in the shadows of
the hall the night before. This man’s
face was drawn and lined, and in his
sleepless eyes was anxiety and fear.

Means comfort, conveni- He ate little, and hardly looked up uj TG T il T T T
ence, economy, and safety. ;illét Natalie entered. Then their eyes
The home that is com- Her face, too, had changed. The !
It brightness had gone, and it seemed
pletely equipped  with that age had descended overnight.
_electrical devices is a Her lips moved, but she did not speak.
happy one. The room emptied, and at last they =
were alone. Then Pearson slowly laid
j All the drudgery of house. a slip of paper in front of her.
] « 192 . .
keeping is eliminated by 'bre:t%u’ too!” he said, under his
: electricity. The girl shuddered and put another
] crumpled scrap beside his hand. “It = =
] You can wash, iron, sew, e 1I1)nder m'yppillow.”
> sweep, cook, keep cool in He nodded despondently. “Under E
: summer an mine, t00.” g
) Snaem 1 wih “How did it get there?” She was - il
; ter, by means of electrical deadly white. E Aol
% | apparatus designed “I don’t know. I'd sooner not ask.
espe- =
' e re"evegyou fspe T only know I thought we had es. -
1 ot un- caped.” Then he added bitterly: “But = Chocolate P : . . =
. necessary and fatiguing S v eppermints are a favorite with most
v (ko He took the slips and laid them side = people, and the finest made are '
L | ” by side. “I will be at Florio’s res- =
t our showrooms aj| taurant in New York to-morrow
58 $hikae e night,” he read, slowly. That was all. E anon ,S
g are ready There was neither date nor signature. £
i for your inspection. Com. “Well,” he continued, grimly, “I =
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ki petent think I will go to Florio’s and finish it = - S |

3 demonstrators wili fherd» Oco a e P])em‘l]n s
% operate and explain them Her hand trembled as she laid it on &

a3 for you. his arm. “Jack, dear, we must be very

wise now. Yoi can see aew how im. = A thick chocolate coating with 2 creamy, pepper-
possible it is to slip away. Is it not mint-flavored centre. They are a delicious

The TOI'OI‘Il'O Electric better to know the worst than to be

always tortured with suspicion and ; confection for all occasions.

Light CO.-, Lim ited uncertainty? The truth, after all, may

not be as bad as we think. This is =
either the end of everything, or,” she : 1 CENTS A BOX

CAT hesitated, “the beginning.” —the size for one.

M" Pearson’s gaze was as cold as steel. Also sold in 25 Cent Boxes.

;Very' well, we will go together. If

12 Ade . e tries to take you away from me he
lllde Street Em must stand the consequences. He is

Telephone Adelai de 404 a strong man, but I will break his bhack

|

At any store that sells good chocolates. =

Y like a stick. It’s you and I together = | =
L now—no matter how soon the end = 19, =
| comes.” 8 T e ]
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TOBACCO

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

EVERYBODY SMOKES
«OLD CHUM”

Victoria Drinks in Sunshine

and smiles on the sojourner. A bit of 0Old Eng-
land in Canada’s newest land of golden promise—
a City of Gardens — fine motoring roads, among
the most noted being the celebrated Malahat drive.
Giant Douglas fir trees shoot straight upward for
300 feet—stately wooded cloisters—and the sun-
shine sparkles in-a clear cool blue sky almost con-
tinually. Visit Victoria either going or returning
through the

Canadian Pacific Rockies

on the world’s greatest transportation system—the

Canadian Pacific Railway

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

Everything Canadian Pacific Standard—None Better.

For further information apply to any Canadian Pacific

_ Ticket Agent, or W. B.
S A\ \ 4 A ]
v A4 % ¢
Ix i) — —ﬂ—dnpi.&

Howard, District Pas.
senger Agent, Toronto.
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They left for New York the same
night, drawn by an occult attraction
that seemed stronger than any power:
they could oppose it with. Pearson
surveyed the calm, pale face of the
girl he loved and vowed that nothing
would drag her from his arms. This
journey was even stranger than the
last. There was no tall man whose
personality they silently explored, but
at the other end he waited, invisible
and irresistible, while they came in
swift obedience to the magic of a few
scribbled words.

NATALJE smiled bravely and then

tried to lose herself in a Toronto
paper. An hour passed. Hamil-
ton dropped behind, and the train be-
gan its long climb to the level of Lake
Erie. Suddenly the girl leaned for-
ward, with her eyes riveted on the
paper. Her lips moved without words
as she read. She glanced quickly at
her lover with an extraordinary ex-
pression, and her hand closed tightly
over the sheet. In another moment
she had folded and slipped it quickly
into her bag.

Pearson’s gaze was turned into the
darkness. Then, as the features of a
woman become doubly beautiful when
she regards the man who is everything
to her, so those of Natalie became
transfigured. Such looks remain in
the hearts of men with undying
meaning.

«Beloved,” he whispered, “what
is it?”

«Jack,” she said, with infinite ten-
derness, “if some strange chance kept
us together, would you always cherish
and love me? You don’t know who I
am or very much about me. It might
be that you would find life very diffi-
cult with me for a wife, even if danger
were removed.”

“Don’t you know,” he answered,
slowly, “that if I do not marry you I
will not marry any one? God meant
us for each other or we would not
have been thrown so strangely to-
gether. Do you think I am a man who
could forget Dubawnt Lake and the
perilous days we have gone through
together?”

«But I don’t know either English
ways or English people. Have you
thought of that?”

He smiled bitterly. “I am only a
younger son. You know in England
that means one has to forage for one-
self. It's a poor country for younger
sons, and they generally ship us out
to Canada or Australia. Perhaps,
when I am old and grey, I shall come
into my own and take my place and
name and will go back home—that is,
if I want to,” he added, cynically.

Natalie’s face still wore that in-
scrutable look. ‘“Who can tell?” she
said, gently.

Memory rushed back and engulfed
them both as they walked through the
Grand Central Station next morning.
Here had begun that memorable jour-
ney, and here Stanovitch had stood
only six months before to greet his
new recruit. But Stanovitch seemed
g0 far away now that it was as if he
had only appeared in a dream that
vanished at its birth.

The roar of the city deafened them.
Pearson blinked at these hurrying
multitudes and wondered if in any
singlle breast there was buried such
poignant emotion as in his own. To-
gether they tried to prepare for that
which this eventful night must bring
forth.

«He will insist,” said Natalie,
wearily, “that I go back to Novogorod
with him at once, and be always under
guard. You will have to give your
oath that you will reveal nothing you
know. Then we will say good-by, and
I will take ship for Russia, and you,
dear heart, will go your own way, but
you will not forget me.”

Pearson was silent. His jaw set
firmly, and the muscles in his arm
began to twitch as his fingers closed
over an object in his pocket. Pre-
sently he looked down at her. “And
you think I am going to stand by and
do nothing?” he said, after a moment.

“Yeg, because you love me.”

(To be continued.)
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Terms 20% down
$1-2-3 Weekly

Buying a High Grade '
Diamond is saving

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

JACOBS BROS., IS Torento Arcade, Terento, Ont.

Here’s One Economy
You Can Put in
Practice

“EXPRESS DELIVERY
AT FREIGHT RATES”

WE HAVE IT ||

Our - Electric Service operates
through the County of York-—a
distance of over 52 miles. We
give a Fast and Frequent Ser
vice. We would like you to give
us a trial. For full particulars
of rates and service apply to the
Traffic Department.

Toronto and York
Radial Railway Company
Head Office: TORONTO

Telephones
Main 7044 North 4517

The Circulation of a
National Paper Like

THE CANADIAN COURIER

depends upon the activities of
many people scattered far and
near, over the nine Provinces
of the Dominion. There is mno
town or village so remote from
the publication centre—Toron-
to—where business for The
Courier is not a possibility.

CHANCE FOR BOYS.

This need of a national paper,
circulating widely over the Do-
minion for efficient and ener-
getic representatives, is ever
pressing. Into this service there
is an opportunity for the young-
est to enter. Boys are noted
sellers of publications in the
cities and they can be just as
successful in the smaller places.

SUBSCRIBERS’ BOYS.

The opportunity for Boys is
practically wide open. If you
have a /boy, or you know of a
boy who wants to make money,
you can confidently recommend
him to me. I have a plan of
teaching and encouraging the
boy to sell which practically
eliminates  failure. Success
guaranteed.

GIVE US A CHANCE.

‘How often this cry is heard—
Give us a (Chance to Barn. I
am offering Boys a chance to
earn money in

the big towns and cities,
the little towns,

the villages,

the hamlets.

The Boys'may not have the
reading habit as to advertising
matter. 'Hence this is directed
to you, the reader. Speak to or
for some Boy. iGet him to write
for my plan to-day.

CIRCULATION MANAGER,

CANADIAN COURIER,
TORONTO. ™
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pencil economy

Save all the lead when
you -sharpen a penecil!
Whittling a wooden pencil
takes time and shaves off
two-thirds the lead when-
éver you make a point.

With a Blaisdell just
“nick and pull”’—and the
pencil’s sharpened in an
instant without loss of
lead.

Blaisdells last more
than half as long again
Their smooth, speedy leads
save time in writing, too.
They are favorites with the
biggest commereial houses
because of their marked
economy ; they are favor.
ites with their employees
~—book-kee«per, stenogra-
pher, clerk—because they
are quick to sharpen and
easy to write with.

Blaisdell 202 with eraser
makes staunch friends in
every office.

Blaisdell 151 blue pen-
cil is g world-beater—out-
sells all othep blue penecilg
combined. Order by num-
ber from your stationer,

The Blaisdell Spun Glass
Ink Erager is the delight
of all, Sharpens like the
Blaisdel] peneil.  [,a5tg
thrge times ag long as the
ordinary eraser.  Have
one handy, by all means,

Blaisdell ig
line of

. copying, indelible:
! b extra

metal
berman’

china marking,
marking, - lym.
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Nick and Pull
the modern
way to sharpen
a pencil
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Take a

KOD AK

with you.

CANADIAN KODAK CO., Limited

Catalog free at y0¢Z‘ dealer’s, TOI'OHtO
or by ma

lete line of all the latest. models of
ggdgﬁgrgnaa nglrgeras. q Send for our Price List of
Developing, Printing and Enlarging. € See our special
card of Frames and Moulding.

ams ’€ 66 KING ST. W.
fOF KOd aks 372 YONGE ST.

Our Advertising Policy—

We will not, knowingly or intentionally, insert advertisements from other tha'n perfect!l);
reliable firms or business men. If subscribers find any of them to be otherwise, we wi
esteem it a favor if they will so advise us, giving full partlculAars.

ADVERTISING MANAGER, CANADIAN COURIER




HolderTop
Shaving Stick

Shaving is a man’s job and calls for a man’s
soap. Nothing ladylike about Williams’ Big
Stick —take it from the millions of men who
know. It's husky enough to subdue the most
stubborn beard that grows, yet gentle as a
child towards tender skin.

Grip it firmly by the metal end, rub it over
the face, apply the brush and watch the soap
burst into lather! There is body to this lather
__not bubbles; moisture—not air. That'swhy
‘¢ breaks through the guard of a week’s
growth and lasts the shave out. Don’t let
your beard bluff you. Go to it with the
pure, creamy, soothing lather of a Williams’
Holder-Top- Shaving Stick. - It has given
many a razor its reputation.

Stick, Powder; Cream, Liquid

Send 12 cents in stamps for a trial size of all four
forms and then decide which you prefer. Or send
4 cents in stamps for any one.

The J. B. WILLIAMS CO., Dept. A, Glastonbury, Conn.

Add the finishing touch to your shave with Williams® luxurious Talc Povider
/Y‘W':J
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