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THE
INDEPENDENT ORDER OF FORESTERS

FURNISHES A COMPLETE SYSTEM OF INSURANCE

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

Benefits are payable to the Beuneficiary in case of death,
or to the member in case of his total disability, or to the

member on attaining seventy years of age. —[

AT\

Policies issued from $500 to $5,000.

TOTAL BENEFITS PAID, 49 MILLION DOLLARS. i ‘u
For further information and literature apply to OIlC Jl@; :‘Elh TOIC ]| [[:jg ]

FRED J. DARCH, S.S. E. G. STEVENSON, S.C.R. B

Temple Buildings, - - TORONTO. What Are Your Wishes
Regarding a Greenhouse?

We are equipped to meet your wishes in every particular in the
£ our

matter of a greenhouse, and it would be well worth your while to
send us your name and address, and we will mail you a copy ©
beautiful booklet, illustrating some of the styles and designs
greenhouses we have already erected.

)
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Though we build a great variety of greenhouses—they are .311
alike in the matter of efficiency and those points in constructio
the professional gardener demands.

When writing for booklet, Address Dept. C.,

GLASS GARDEN BUILDERS, LIMITED

<
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201 Church St., Transportation Building, St. James St
Toronto. 3 Montreal.
Factory—Georgetown, Ont. U
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A creaT HouioaY on | | CANADIAN NORTHERN

THE GREAT LAKES
A cool, shert, pleasant holiday through inland seas at moder- ; A L L T H E w AY

ate cost. The Clyde-built greyhounds of the

CANADIAN PACIFIC ' From the Laurentians to the Rockié?

with verandah cafe and perfect appointments are as good as

Atlantic liners. Express Steamships'];‘Assixﬁboi’in‘; and "Kcec-l s Servin g Canada’s National
watin” leave Port McNicoll every Tuesday, ursday an . .
Saturday for Port Arthur and Fort William. Round trip Playgrounds including
v Grand Discharge of the Saguenay,
Tickets, information and reservations from La’urentlde Nat.ional Park,
Lol Agmee o W, .t TS | Algonquin National Park,
Passenger Agent, Toronto, Ont. v Musko ka Lakes
’

Georgian Bay Hinterland,
Nipigon Forest Reserve,
Quetico National Park,
Vermillion Lakes,

Algonguin Provincial (Ontario) Park Jasper National Park,

A Thoroughly Universal Vacation Territory Midst || and Mount Robson National Park
WiIild and Delightful Scenery. |

igeal Canoe Trips—A Paradise for Campers—S8plen- 1

did Flishing, 2,000 Feet Above Sea Level. : ALL MODERN EQUIPMENT
| SUMMER TOURIST FARES

For literature and information, apply to General /
| Passenger Department, 68 King St. East, Toronto, 1
. {

Ont.; 226 St. James St.,, Montreal, Que.; or Union

Station, Winnipeg, Man.
TE!
RITZ CARLTON HO
SHERBROOKE ST. WEST, MONTREAL

TARIFF

Single Room and Bath from $3.00 up-
Double Room and Bath from $5.00 up:

Table D'Hote and a la carte Meals at Moderato I"M
CANADA’S FINEST HOTEL FRANK 8. QUIC™

“Nominigan Camp”’—Smoke Lake. |
The “HIGHLAND INN” affords fine hotel service. Camps “NOMINIGAN" |
and “MINNESING” offer novel and comfortable accommodation at reason- ‘

able rates.
Write for illustrated advertising matter giving full particulars, rates, etc.,
E. Horning

, Union Station, Toronto, or J. Quinlan, Bonaventure Sta-

to C. E.
tion, Montreal.
G. T. BELL, Passenger Traffic Manager, Montreal.

W. S. COOKSON, General Passenger Agent, Montreal.
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THE COAT OF MANY COLOURS

How the Toronto News Has Survived the Shock of Radical Changes

: LL the real respect I ever had for a news-
: Daper was at one time epitomized to the
nth degree in the Toronto Evening News.
The young journalist with some aspiration
Consiq ‘mmg.a newspaperman who could not have
by beiered himself rather a superior sort of scribe
199 _O;g on the staff of the News in the interval of
» Would have been sadly lacking Jin one very

. The i% part of a newspaper career, imagination.
o .\eWs of the second period was a remarkable
ing iItHCt;u'esque paper. I prefer to begin consider-
‘knomef{ that point, because it was there my real
€XPeriq ge of the paper began. As I had no practical
a w%knce Wﬁ?h any other newspaper, except once
cia] daﬂt‘) arrive in the editorial office of a provin-
Yo ¥ with a wad of copy at a dollar a column
n%ess: _Saturday edition, the News of 1903 was
a equatrllly a revelation. The only thing I could ever
Whi ch'he Y compare it to was hearing my first play,
dong b 3Dpe‘ns to have been the Merchant of Venice,
COver é’ Irving and Terry. It took me weeks to re-
my iniﬁon-l that play. I have not yet recovered from
y °r0nt0atmn into the temple of fame known as the
avelle News after it was acquired by Mr. J. W.
il and placed in the hands of John Stephen
ison,
Very ;t:ver the News had been before that time was
Snip ch ag if a benefactor had picked up a gutter-
of nt;bi 1d having discovered in him the latent spark
old‘fashi Y Droceeds to make a man of him in the
Clotheg Oned, dignified way—by means of good
ant cm’nmel}ty of baths, a good education and' pleas-
engq 8 Damc.)ns. Thus it seemed to my unenlight-
the raculiceptlon when I went on the staff, or rather

What ty, of the second News in 1903.
hoy ah, the News has become since that time—ah,
polit eort and swift a period!—is still another story.
ciol%%’ls may differ about the News of 1916. So-
Whogg rs may have disputed about the original News,
TorOntoepOrtgrs were once stigmatized by an eminent
ang Phi) Dublicist as the “sewer gang.” Only poets
News . 2S0Dhers are entitled to appreciate what the
hegin ¥as in its golden age of Greek development
Wwith 1903.

to beco

eSSenﬁ

er
Malig, - DeVer has been a chapter of Canadian jour-

igajy (Uit the equal of that. There will never be
Worlg & € age of romance that still clung to the
In &% the. Dost-Victorian era came to a climax
Yearg e:«habllitatﬁon of the Toronto News. Seven
Doliti.  re that time it had happened in Canadian
legq of o hen Laurier swept into power with a col-
Xplogy  PeTts for a Cabinet and a new Canada to
Teet; th new political doctrines. But the resur-
Velle an(:ir the Soul of the News under Messrs. Fla-
more i Wllllson was to the neophytic mind even
ril’ﬁmlous. There was no party politics about

€d enterprise. The whole philosophy of
maneliou“nfe‘ftered humanity was expressed in that
Ly S epitaph at the head of the editorial page:

N ing
dependent journal devoted to politics, education,

%“Qh I94 the Dresentation of current news and the dif-
k. Usefy] information.”
vN Canad?efore had such a label appeared on any
“hicle o t;n newspaper. Here at last was a
8 ® Daty, o Ought that should find as much use for
zls%erly Ethics as for the news of the drunk and
ghnsalf wodown at No. 1 Police Station. Socrates
4 %e:}d have approved of that manifesto. In-
“®Signeq it ed almost as though some Socrates had

e 18 Drecy
M O:O:ia story of how the News passed into the
© educated philanthropist need mot be

By AUGUSTUS BRIDLE

told here. It was conversion that mattered; the
Methodistic fact that you could change a brat into
a philosopher by spending money on it without even
changing its name.

A number of kettles seemed to be brewing at once
in those days. Mr. Flavelle, just coming to the apex
of both finance and Methodism in Toronto, had a
desire to spend a large amount of money in enlight-
enment of other people as well as himself. It was
said by a Methodist minister in Toronto that his
intention was to found a religious or quasi-religious,
at all events ethical, weekly which would have taken
a stout hand in politics. We do not swear to this.
It is quite clear, however, that Mr. Flavelle had the
money and the desire, that he could see possibilities
in practical religion not yet exploited, sad defects in
the Conservative party to which he belonged, and
still sadder degeneracy in the Liberal party of On-
tario under Sir George Ross, and some evidences of
backsliding at Ottawa.

Here was where the steam from two kettles seemed
to mix. Up in the Globe office there was a similar
state of mind in the person of at least the chief
editor, John S. Willison, who had played a very big
and leading pant in making the Globe the strong-
hold of true Liberalism that it was. In the eyes of
the undeceived public Mr. Willison was the apex of
true and equable Liberalism. He was the throne-
room confidante of Laurier, whose life and times he
had written. No other journalist had such a close
view of the Premier. The Globe editor was regarded
as somewhat the kingmaker of the party. And the
Globe had earned the distinction because of a broad
and tolerant Liberal policy, giving both sides of poli-
tics in its news whether in the House or from the
hustings, and having given to the world a notable
political eulogy in The Life and Times of Sir Wilfrid
Laurier. No other editor-in-chief had written such
a book. No other Premier in Canada had ever been
so analytically and historically glorified.

UT Mr. Willison had not yet written the life and
and times of the Liberal party in Ontario; though

he was coming to it. And his ideas on that subject
were not crystallized completely when the spotlight
at Ottawa revealed a few bad spots that Mr. Willison
by no means liked. No doubt they had been there
before; but not so noticeably. The shield and sword
of Sir Galahad were not so bright as they looked in

1896, the year of the Globe’s greatest triumph. And.

the claymore of the Highland chieftain in Toronto,
Sir George Ross, was a sad-looking weapon indeed.

After all, to a man who was born a Tory and be-
came a Liberal by habit of reading and force of edi-
torial circumstances, there might be a new way of
looking at Liberalism. A thing which had become
so manifestly bad-behaved in Ontario could not be
beyond serious criticism at Ottawa. Ontario was the
real keystone of Liberalism—not Quebec.

Only politicians and editors know exactly how the
moral sense of a born Tory who became a Liberal
chief in a sanctum came to revolt at what evange-
1lists call a change of heart. It was time for a change.
There was bound to be a revolution in Ontario. Un-
less signs failed there might be a subsequent radical
change in Ottawa. Anyway, Editor Willison was
not satisfied with Liberalism as it was in 1903. There
were dissatisfactions even in the Globe office itself
over matters not directly concerned with either of
the two Liberal Premiers. Mr. Willison could no
longer reflect the undivided sentiments of either the

Liberal party or the Liberal Globe. It was time for
a change. How would it come? What turn of any
wheel could deliver John S. Willison from the body
of this death.

Psychologically—enter Mr. J. W. Flavelle. Here
was a philanthropist willing to spend money on a
higher type of journalism for reasons already men-
tioned. Here was a great editor dissatisfied with his
own acquired party which he had helped lead to
victory more than once, and with a newspaper that
no longer embodied the kind of Liberalism to which
he seemed to aspire.

But neither of these men knew the other except by
reputation. Mr. Willison knew Mr. Flavelle as the
organizing genius of the William Davies Co., of the
Cox group of financiers, and of the Methodist Church
in Canada. Mr. Flavelle knew Mr. Willison as the
great editor of the Globe, the friend of Sir Wilfrid
Laurier, and the Anglo-Canadian editor who seemed
to understand Quebec.

O get these two unsatisfied beau-idealists together

would be to take the “tide in the affairs of men”
at the flood. With so many unrealized ideals in the
persons of two leading citizens and with plenty of
money to spend on a machine that would realize
them, the combination of Flavelle and Willison
looked to some ardent souls like the moral and jour-
nalistic salvation of Canada.

It was a newspaperman who brought about the
connection between Mr. Flavelle and Mr. Willison.
Mr. A. H. A. Colquhoun, who had left the Mail and
Empire and was then working for the Maclean Pub-
lishing interests, negotiated the acquaintance of the
two promoters and afterwards the sale of the old
News to Mr. Flavelle. The first paper considered
was the World. Offers were made, but the price was
too high. It was thought then that a new paper
might be started, but the objection to this was the
fact that this would merely be adding a new paper
to a field already over<rowded. To buy the News,
the only paper available at a low price, meant to
wipe out a competitor. This was done. The price
reported to have been paid was $135,000.

When I first made the acquaintance of the News
as'a member of its faculty the unadjusted ideals of
two big men were still in a process of ferment. The
old News office and plant was the scene of the great-
est reorganization of opinions and ideals in Canada
What a place it was for such an event! Down on
lower Yonge St., where for years the old News had
been the busy centre of yellow journalism in Toronto,
where “Billy” Douglas had paced the floor dictating
his fire-eating editorials, where Edmund E. Shep-
pard in an earlier day had fired the prairie and made
the News both psychic and notorious, where the Kat-
zenjammer Kids had led the opera comique, and
where the alleged “sewer gang” had carried on its
disrespectful campaign against everything that had
the first sign of a vested or established or any kind
of corporate interest—there of a sudden began to
burn the lambent flames of a new gospel that should
enlighten the dark places of Canada.

The dark stairs still creaked painfully under the
rushing feet of a great staff of reporters picked from
all the newspapers of Toronto. The little dingy rooms
on the second floor rocked with the bursting opinions
of editorial writers and of departmental heads who
were yet engaged in drawing up the syllabus that
should convert mankind even while they conde-
scended to issue a newspaper. In a rear room below
behind a new army of uncomfortably crowded cleri:s
a bank manager of much ability was engaged in
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learning the secrets of how to business-manage a
great newspaper. In another room as dark as a
dungeon a staff of enthusiasts wrestled with the prob-
lem of how to circulate the kind of newspaper that
Willison and Co. were getting out among the kind
of people that used to take the Douglas organ for
breakfast, dinner and supper—and among as many
more people as possible. Out at the rear in a strange
dive of unrest the foreman of the composing room
felt himself in the pressure of a sea of circumstances
that one of these days would land them all in a mar-
vellous new flat on the top of a new building at the
corner of Adelaide and Yonge, where they would
have room to spend the money for the equipment
they needed. Meanwhile the old composing room
and the old stereo plant and the old wabbly presses
below continued to grind out the new organ of public
opinion, not knowing what to make of it. Those old
lino. machines and fonts of type, those old stered
machines and presses had never been used to a peak
load like this. The editorial rooms Wwere cramful of
people making copy according to the new gospel and
the weight of it made the hulk of the
old News groan for deliverance.

In the old Douglas bear den at the
rear of the business office chief editor
Willison calmly directed the business
of putting new wine in old Dbottles,
chafing at the time it took to get the
new building and the new plant ready,
upsetting all the old applecarts of Lib-
eralism with the crowbar of independ-
ent journalism. that intended to take
a hand on both sides and never to re-
main neutral. A large corps of assist-
ants drew up the daily menu of enlight-
enment. And what a faculty that was!

HUE old presses were far too small

to hold them all. We get a better
view of this college of experts as they
took their places in the summer of 1903
in the mew building at the corner of
Adelaide and Yonge, the long three-
storey temple of the new faith, in the
rear of which at that time the greatest
web press in Toronto was cheerfully
taking the load of the News’ run and
cryving aloud for more. On the second
floor of that temple a viistor might be-
hold more of the men whose brains
were said to be in Toronto journalism
than in any of the other newspaper
offices.

In the large front room marked Pri-
vate—the editor-in-chlef. Here at noon
every day was held the editorial con-
ference that determined the daily policy
of the paper outside of the established
programme of literature, education and
the diffusion of useful information. At
that conference appeared news editor
A. H. U. Colquhoun, one the brainiest
men in Canadian newspaperdom, ex-
perienced in both Montreal and To-
ronto, and a Tory of repute; Frederick
Hamilton, formerly a big-assignment
man on the Globe, a South African war
correspondent, and a Tory if ever there
was one; B. K. Sandwell, a capable col-
lege journalist and stylist with a pro-
nounced satirical turn—now an edi-
torial writer in Montreal; Roden Kings-
mill, a former Ottawa correspondent for the Globe
and the Telegram, then a special column writer on
* the News in the form of humoresques.

These, as I remember them, were the first cabinet;
afterwards somewhat changed when Hamilton was
sent to Ottawa to be the de Blowitz of gallery cor-
respondence, when Mr. H. C. Hocken, former editor
of the old News, came down from the St. Thomas
Journal to be the municipal expert for Mr. Willison;
and when at a later date Mr. John Lewis, who had
been chief editorial writer on the Globe under Willi-
son, went from the World to which he had gone be-
cause he knew not the Globe without Willison to
become editorial writer on the News—till the Star
took him, along with Joe Clark, from Saturday
Night.

With such a battery of picked men there was no
excuse for the News not being able to spend a large
fortune in the interests of new journalism which was
already found to be a very expensive institution. But
these were only the editorial heads. Down in the
staff room at the other end of the long vista of com-
partments that looked like the corridor of a large
hotel were twetve reporters and assignment men, in-
cluding as chief of staff, Hector Charlesworth,
brought from the Mail and Empire as music and
drama critic and taker of big assignments; H. C.
Lawler, Ottawa correspondent; E. W. Grange, from
the old News staff, assistant Ottawa correspondent
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and travelling assignment man; H. C. Batten, as-
sistant to Hocken at the City Hall, afterwards city
editor, now head of the British and Colonial Press
Bureau; E. M. Wilcox, university graduate and re-
porter, who afterwards went into motor journalism;
and along with these half a dozen others who cov-
ered the regular news beats that not even a great
independent organ could leave out—all under the
lynx eye and sharp tongue of Tom Greenwood, the
former news editor of the old News, then the puz-
zled vendor of yellow features on the front page and
the dispenser of strange fantastic assignments to
members of the staff.

Later, as men came and went, there were many
changes in this staff. The departure of Mr. Charles-
worth, who went to be city editor of his old paper,
the Mail and Empire, made possible a swap in the
person of Mr. J. E. Middleton, who came from the
Mail and Empire to be music and drama critic and
chief assignment man on the News. That was the
first change of much importance in the news end of
the paper. It was followed by a regular series of

The Chief Editor of The Toronto News—®Photo by Courtesy International Press.

shiftings as the new paper began to mark out its
doubtful field in town, province and country, with a
most energetic rival in the Star, which now began
to fight the News as never before.

R. MIDDLETON is now editorial writer, and On

the Side “column” conductor of the News with
occasional travelling assignments. His side partner
is the only one of the old guard left under Wil-
lison—Mr. Frank Smith, who at the 1903 reorgani-
zation went from the World to be head of the finan-
cial department, with Joe Hay as his assistant. Mr.
Hay is now the publicity agent of the Canadian Na-
tional Exhibition. Mr. Hocken went out to take over
the Orange Sentinel. Greenwood, city editor, re-
signed and was succeeded by Mr. Batten, who after-
wards left. William Findlay, energetic head of the
circulation department, went to Windsor and after-

wards to Ottawa as managing editor of the Free

Press. Captain Hamilton went into the R. N. W. M. P
at Ottawa and afterwards into the censorship. Mr.
Lewis went to the Star. Mr. Sandwell went to the
Montreal Herald.

Here again in the headlong transformations that
followed in the wake of the new independent jour-
nalism we are running ahead of the story. The com-
ing and going of men is a very important item in the
fortunes of a newspaper. The News has seen more
men come and go for Its age than any other paper

in Canada. Radical readjustments came to the News
There was a time, just when it would be hard to $3%
when the function of this independent moulder of
public opinion underwent a very drastic change that
may have been latent in the paper even in 1903.
That change was marked by the withdrawal of ME
Tlavelle from the financial structure of the News
That was its most significant phase. Just what
amount of money Mr. Flavelle had spent in the €%
terprise has never been definitely stated. But, a8 he
himself admits, he had gained a great deal of ex:
perience and insight along with the privilege of be:
ing associated with Sir John Willison. He had algo
learned that the business of running a great metf®
politan newspaper with no party politics is one ¢
the most money-hungry enterprises in the world.

HE change of the News from being an independ:

ent organ of public opinion to being a Conservé
tive evening newspaper in Toronto had its second
greatest phase in the withdrawal of Mr. Colquhot
who, for his services as secretary of the Universit!
Commission, was made Deputy Ministe®
of Education by Sir James Whitnel:
Sir- James owed much to the New?
which had done more than any Otbef
paper to put the Liberals out of power
in 1905. In fact he owed too much ©
the News not to recognize in it
virtues of a real Tory organ.

The conversion to Toryism of the
most pronounced, even radical t¥P%
was accompanied by the evacuation °
the new premises on the corner of Ade
laide and Yonge. The old business
fices became a bar-room; the Dréd%
room a cafe; the rooms upstairs 3“t
the composing room on the toD
were all converted into guest-rooms ¥
der the Whitney administration of %5
license law. HEven this stronghol Od
anti-Liberalism is not to be respect
by the Hearst Government. The Newd
barroom must close along Wwith £ho
others in. September. Sad are
annals of change in newspaperdoms y

The News established its new 1
quarters in the old emergency hospit‘g
on Bay St, next to the National Ol
where it now is. Editor Willison .
came a knight and the Canadian corl's
spondent of the London Times. Charle
Taylor Pearce, who for ten y2ars aﬂq
more had wrestled with the busme;;,
management of the News, went over 1‘19
manager of the Toronto branch of f,ie
A. McKim Advertising Agency- o
Wilson, publisher, took his
Changes of no end continued to %
in the news and other departmeﬂt"ms
the paper. Sir John Willison rem&ty
in the chief sanctum, the holder.ust
trust of large blocks of stock f0f sor-
whom 1s not stated. Long ago COF
vative capital replaced philanfhro‘gho
in the ledgers of the News. Jus i
are the holders of this Conservs
stock is not for common knoWledge'her
few weeks ago there was a hot-Weli
rumour to the effect that Conserv®™ .
interests in Ottawa were about £ e
gineer an amalgamation of the gvirld
the Mail and Empire and the 5
into a Tory syndicate with the News as the ave g
edition. Cooler weather will probably lay the ra d
our to rest. To amalgamate Sir John Williso_n_my'
W. F. Maclean would be a chemical imPOSSI,bland
to say nothing of the feat of absorbing the Mail
Empire in any such consolidation. oty

Sir John Willison remains. He is now 2 Tort:
He does not disguise the fact. He was bor2 2 © jpd
He will die a Tory. With him are his W% gt
coadjutors, Mr. Frank Smith, who is one of t2® 14d1e°
diligent empire-builders in Canada, and M- Mt s
ton, whose virtues as a “column” conducto” anveu
critic are enough to make him indispensable
a Tory newspaper. ¢t 9

In tracing somewhat at random the story © great
News we have been under the influence of & qorﬂe
and unconquerable regard for the sincerity of . the
people who took part in its colourful career: o8 of
present time the Toronto News is the buttre tne
Empire, of all establishment, of things a8 a
ought to be, largely by virtue of what they ym
There is no quarter for those who opp0S€ .= arf
perializing doctrines. The Round Table migh pner?
well set up its Canadian offices in the News: pape!'
at last and st least the most chameleonic B 09
in Toronto, if not in all Canada, can find 4
absorbing and world-wide theme for its ench‘g’uebeo
doctrines, even to the utter extermination of

'(Concluded on page 19.)
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NO HAND OF MAN! [FF3

By BRI B A R D

I L]l us t r a t.i
“SHE had the largest, softest, most trusting

c n

eyes I ever saw.”
Pinder Rowe sometimes will say this,
o %}nd then, if it is evening and supper is
bubbland l}ls corncob pip-g is glowing, rumbling and
& bll_lg I}ke an asthmatic engine, and if the stars
: hick in the tropic sky and sea birds scream in
;sp:;k‘ ‘Channel and a soft breeze, blowing across
ki 5?}031{8 Key, stirs the palms to sounds that sug-
shelt I‘tk Detticoats, the old man will reach up to a
feg] a: tached to the outside wall of his shanty and
iy (;lund for something. This something is nearly
Otk ¢ ‘es. long. In the uncertain light of dusk it
w8 flexible.

hen I sit alone and lock at that thing,” says
el“‘, taking off one of his inevitable shabby derby
Sy 1 thin.k. Being alone here on this Key ever
t my wife died and I gave up wrecking, I get
Tade ¢ it. And I think of ?vhat ‘mos.quivtoes was
A Weaor- and I think of this thing and him thati used
S T lt3 and why God made death in two needles.

W"\ Licten!”
Salt.;g,l; 2 strange tremulous motion of his knotted,
“the tpy I":}Clle'd, weather-roughened old hand, he moves
o not g toward you. It makes no difference whether
You have ever heard it before; instinct screams

Ping

Wit 4

iehian You, instinet jerks your muscles taut and

is g ehﬂl‘y fluid creeps along your skin. The sound

ang d:aii]lng! You recognize in it danger, agony
ath.

ﬁl‘?l;l:l:? this old rascal, who has a long record of

Sout €ring, ‘wrecking and inciting revolutions in

{qnerica, will explain.,

THfl?E"S'a.'time in a man’s life for action and
Btiff’ ax.'13(!11 a time when joints are beginning to get
limeg . (D€re’s a time to think it over. I some-
thing ﬁOnder why it wasn’t arranged so a man could
ere 1 st and avoid the mistakes. Never mind.
Wy Ym:l]n’ living alone on Spongecake, cooking my
is”'sﬁlituz S, and I've got a partner and that partner
ings S But solitude speaks most ideas to human
o Off.ic Solitude is more talkative than running
€ and it whispers ideas to you as if it was

+ It’s convincing, too. And one thing it
I can’t no way disbelieve. That’s about sin.
th a:rndred times I've heard a voice coming out of
Cacty a;s Of' stars at night or from that jungle of
that th D‘rlc*kly pears baking in the sun. It says
%omeﬂ:re 1s a squaring of accounts. It says that
thap, . 8 Watches and when it sees a bill of sin
acrog.sgzowmg too big and ain’t paid, it reaches out
0n Ship 1d or sea and—strikes! There’s mutineers

g oy > and mutineers on land and mutineers stand-
the 1, a'agamst the orders of the Big Skipper. But
s‘"ﬂetimymg pin comes to ’em. Sometimes in front,
“Dittin €S behind. A man stands laughing and
Anq - nf the sunlight and then it comes—crack!
8o py " s paid. :
lang . ‘el you about this thing I've got in my
ang v ite, and about him who grew it on himself
ou Seehe -did for Lenora Gonzalez.
Gy this clump of cocoanut palms side of my

€re,

They were planted by a poor skipjack
of an ice-cream maker from
Pennsylvania who came down
here to raise tropical fruit.
And now the brush has grown
up so thick among some of
them that a man couldn’t
stick a machete into
it. It’s nature laugh-
ing at what man tries
to do and it will al-
ways be that
way. And the
brush is a
world itself, I
tell you. I
who have been
always on the
water, was
surprised what
life there could
be in a thicket
like that—full
of the non-
pareil birds and yellow spiders
as big as your hand and lizards
with beady eyes and scorpions
as black as shoe polish and big
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red ants, waving their feelers. It’s a world. I used
to sit here in the sun adreaming and awatching it.

And one day there came out of that clump a snake.
He came out slow, the way tar will move when it’s
hot. The sunlight was beating down on this coral
sand, and he moved like things that are well fed and
deliberate and satisfied. Mate, his head looked most
as large as a dog’s.

I’ve seen those diamond-back rattlers before. They
are a pretty colour—prettier than the tint of a man’s
skin—and there isn’t a motion in their bodies I don’t
envy. But I reached up onto that shelf and took
down my revolver and I was sighting along the
barrel of it with my arm cocked like this, when I
saw that snake draw his whole length out of the
bush. And, mate, he was more than eight feet long!

I had my finger on the trigger. I reckon I was
ready to kill. But somehow, just then, I thought of
his size and his bright markings and how clean he
kept himself and how God made him for some pur-
pose. He was stretched out most full length on the
sand there and his head was turned toward me. His
eyes seemed half shut and happy, and just then he
lifted his head in one of those curves as pretty as
the rounding in and out of a young girl’s neck. He
raised his head and opened his jaws, and inside,
except for his black tongue, it was pink as a bleached
conch shell. He trembled a little, too, and just as
if it was for practice, he darted his head forward
and I saw the two white needles. Those fangs moved
down for a second from the roof of his mouth. They
were more than two inches long! And I put the
revolver back on the shelf.

“Friend,” said I, “I've seen a lot of rattlers in my
day, but you are more of a rattlesnake than I ever
saw before. You're a machine of death, and you
certainly are perfect and handsome. The Lord made
you for something and I shan’t do you any harm.”

I suppose the sound of my voice startled him. I
could see his muscles move under his skin like liquid
—like quicksilver. He drew his eight feet into a
coil and stuck his tail up into the air, and all the
buttons were rattling till it sounded like peas shaking
on a drumhead. It sounded like a Venezuelan revolu-
tion half a mile away. His head had flattened and
swayed back and forth as he looked for the thing
that meant fight.

“Easy, son,” I said. “Nobody intends you any
harm. Lie there in the heat and sleep for all of me.”

I've wondered sometimes if he understood me,
because he stopped swaying his head and seemed to
be looking at me. And then he pulled himself out
of his coil, which means a rattler is satisfied and
trustful. - I like him for that!
T watched him that day, on and off, till the red sun
went down into the Gulf yonder. And I named the
snake. I named him Gus. .

He came often. I used to wonder what he did
the days when he didn’t crawl out of that thicket
there. But he never warned me again. I got to like
him, I say. Maybe that sounds funny. Yet when
a man’s alone he 'gets fond of friendly things, the
way I took a notion once for a man-o’war bird that
followed me when I was sailing a bad trip by myself
in the hurricane season from Havana to Progreso.
And when ‘Gus looked dusty and his hide was peeling
and scaly, or when he’d drop his head heavy on the
sand and act uncomfortable, I used to worry about
him as if he was an old pal.

ND then some day, about that time, I'd see him
running along against the stems  of little
bushes and afterward he’d cast his skin and come
out as perfect and handsome as ever, with his hide
with its diamond marks as bright as polished
mahogany and. the liquid muscles showing through.
Sometimes a hawk would swing a curve over the
tops of those palms and Gus would remember when
he was a little feller and had to watch out for those
birds, and just out of habit, he’d raise the rattles
and shake ’em for a hint.

I’ve poured out many a saucer of condensed milk
for that snake. Things that are alive—are alive.
And both me and Gus had that between- us, anyhow.
And whatever you can say of snakes, I'm going to
tell you that this big diamond back never, from first
till last, rattied at me again. He knew me, I tell you.
And I knew him. -

T reckon I never had a bigger swrprise than when
Gus brought back the girl. He had been gone five

days, mate, and the wind had blown and ruffed up

a
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I lighted my pipe and .

the hollow he’d
made in the
sand. I went
on my trip down
the East Coast
after provisions
and the Florida
newspapers, and

when I got

home I could

see that even
then he

hadn’t come i
back. I pic- *J.
tured how .l [
he used to <§§5‘

look, curled
up in the sun
there, waving
his head now and
then as if looking for
heach mice, or some-
thing, or asking me
to open another can
of milk, or sleeping
so peaceful with his
sides flattened out
and his skin so near
the colour of the coral riffraff and dried cocoanut
husks that you could hardly tell that eight feet of
a big rattler was there. I wondered if I wouldn’t
ever see him again. But the next day he crawled out
among those prickly pears and she was with him.

I might as well say I never thought much of her.
She wasn’t any such snake as Gus. But he’d been
away and got her. Maybe she was the best he could
find on Spongecake Key here. If he liked her, it
wasn’t any of my business. I only say, I wouldn’t
have picked her as a helpmeet for him nowise. But
I am prejudiced because she never got over being
nervous when I was around, and sometimes she’d
forget her manners and coil and rattle if I met her
down the shore, and that used to worry him, I reckon,
because he liked me.

HE was shorter than him and her head was nar-

rower, and she was daintier and fussier with
the milk in the saucer, and she was very faithful to
him, ’m bound to say that of her. She’d crawl along
behind him. He was always leading the way. She
was affectionate, too. She’d often lay her head
across his when he was resting. But the one thing
that opened my heart to her a little was the -way
she’d stay awake and coil herself .and watech when-
ever he was sleeping stretched out and unable to
spring, and she’d keep that way no matter how long
he slept or how tired she might be. They were happy,
I reckon. And Gus knew I wouldn’t do her any harm.
I named her Bess.

She and Gus was company for me. It was the first
year I'd spent here alone on Spongecake and the
nights was still. I'd wake and feel around for a
wheel or a tiller as if it was in the old days—the ,
days when I'd dropped off into a doze sailing a calm
night under a sky full of stars, with the water running
off the stern, smelling warm and oily. By day I'd
find myself looking around for some sailor who’d
done something wrong—to abuse him. I reckon I
read “Pilgrim’s Progress” a half a dozen times. I
was lonesome. My wife——

It seemed pretty good to me when a flip of chance
threw the little Gonzalez girl and the man who was
with her up onto Rib Rock Bar, and I had to take
’em off and bring ’em in through the night to this
camp. They were in a thirty-foot launch when they
struck, and though it was calm weather there was a
falling tide. I couldn’t move her off. A bottom of
a boat will stick to that coral as if it had grown
there. 1 got the man and the girl back to my wharf,
and I thought I'd take a chance at getting their boat
off on the morning tide.

It was as dark as a ship’s bilge that night, and
the water was alive and burning with phosphorus a
hundred different colours. I suppose I might have
known a norther was going to set in for a blow and
rough weather in Hawk Channel. And I noticed how
the sound of my engine stirred up the vultures on
the little keys. They were sleeping light and they
and the pelicans and white cranes would whir up
till it sounded like thunder. I might have known.

But somehow, I didn’t think of any way to get

“¢Easy, son,’ | said, ‘Nobody
intends you any harm.””
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that launch off. I can recollect how I put it out of
my mind on the way up the pier.

I hadn’t had a chance till then to see who my pas-
sengers were or what they looked like. But just
then, in the dark, with only the swing of the lantern
moving around, I came up close to the girl. I just
saw one thing about her. It was her eyes.

T was her eyes, mate. Dead men’s fingers! I
never saw such eyes before on any living thing—
animal or woman. They were nearly black, with long
lashes, and the eyebrows was like a picture, and
the flesh between those brows and the lashes was
full and curved and rounded and soft and smooth.
And then there were those eyes. They were a mile
deep, mate, like the clear water off Nassau Reef.
There was just that flick of light
that showed ’em to me, and they
were big and trusting and perfect
like no eyes you ever saw. They
belonged with a child’s heart. I
seen it in that second. And when
I got up to my camp, I made up my
bed fresh for her and took my
lantern outside and put the latch
on the door as if she’d been my
own daughter.

I saw when I got outside that
the storm had pounced down on
us like a hawk. I heard the palms
whistle and rattle in the wind. It
was cold. The tide in the channel
had begun to tumble and the
norther had shut off the stars like
you’d wipe out sparks with a sweep
of a wet mop.

1 called to the feller who’d come
with the girl. He hadn’t said much
and he came to the door of that
other shack what I use for a kit-
chen and stood waiting while I was.
trying to light the lamp.

“Stranger,” I said, “you’ve lost
your boat.”

“I reckon so,” he said, calm and
cool as a fresh kingfish in the ice
barrel. “But you needn’t call me
stranger.”

When he spoke like that, I looked
at his figure—thin and graceful.

“If this is Spongecake Key, then
you’re Pindar Rowe,” he said.
“You old reprobate. Hold up the
lamp. Now 1look at me!”

“Young Joe Kitchell!” I roared.

It was him, just as I'm telling
you. It was Joe Kitchell, with his
palaver and cigarettes and his in-
sinuating ways and his slouchy,
easy clothes and his diamond scarf
pin. He looked just as he used to
lock in Havana when he was in
the sugar trade and later, too. I
knew about him.

I knew how they’d put him out
of the North American Club, and
how an army officer’s wife had cut
. him up one Sunday on those grassy
banks of Moro, and how he’d been
caught cheating in a game of poker
in the Machado Hotel, and how he
had left a girl in New York and
what winning ways he had with
all women—even the best.

So I leaned across the table and I said, sharp,
“Who’s this girl?”

He smoothed his brown halr and smiled. “Well,
Pindar, I reckon you know enough about me and my
adventures. I’ll tell you. She’s a prize. A Cuban.”

%‘111"%!-\\\}‘:1.

AYBE he saw me look at him, because he said
right afterwards: ‘“She’s an orphan. She’s
just over twenty-one and you’ll think it pretty comic,
but she’s been so carefully raised she won’t even let
me hold her hand. And money? Mr. Rowe, believe
me, I've suffered grief about money so long that I
can’t believe it’s true. Why, just before we left
Key West, she sold an American broker who met
her there a third interest in the Vista Hermosa plan-
tation and machinery and cane mill.
married, Mr. Rowe.”

“Umph,” 1 said. ‘“You’ve been going to get mar-
ried fifty different times, I reckon.”

“Women take a fancy to me,” he whispered. “They
still do. She loves me. I don’t like her to sit and
look at me all day. There’s such a thing as too
much, But this time I'm going to be married all
right. I’'ve got to be married. There’s no getting
the money without it.”

I'm going to be
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Somehow as he spoke, I thought of my wife. There
was a bread knife on the table and I could have
killed him. The norther had come up. It was howl-
ing outside like a pack of dogs. The light flickered-
It showed me his grin. I wanted to kill him. I
wanted to see him fall forward over the kitchen table.

“What’s this runaway business?’ I asked him.
“Why did you have to start up among these keys
alone with her?”

“My dear old Pindar,” said he, “that is too plain.
When a girl like that goes off alone on a trip like
this, she must go back married or not at all. It
just cinches the matter. Do you see?”

“Yep,” I said, “I do. But have you told this girl
you’ve had a wife?”

“No,” he answered, licking his cigarette. “That

“The something he shook, mate, was these Rattles. He'd killed my snake!".

would scarcely do. This young lady is religious and
in her religion they don’t marry men who’ve been
divorced, especially when the man wasn’t the one
who brought the suit. Oh, no. On the contrary, it
is much better to deny ever loving anybody before.
I’ve done that. It’s comical, isn’t it?”

“Will you stick to this one?” I asked, looking at
the bread knife. “Will you stick to her?” :

“Oh, as long as I have to. Just see how plain I
am with you, Mr. Rowe!” said he. ‘Personally, I
don’t fancy undersized Cubans. A pretty little thing?
Oh, yes. But delicate. Almost nothing. Possibly I

- am spoiled.”

1 leaned over the table again toward the rat and
I said, “Suppose, Kitchell, I hate you like a scorpion.

Suppose I hate your ways and suppose I’'m going to-

stop your ways. Suppose I tell her what I know
of you.”

He just sat back in his chair and laughed. He
laughed and laughed and kept on trying to laugh so
as to show me how cocksure he was.

“G-o ahead,” he said, granning at me. “Go ahead.
Others tried it. They tried it in Havana. That’s one
reason why I had to get away with her so fast. You
can try it. Do you think she’ll believe you? Oh,

I'm not fool enough to risk anything by talking te
you. She wouldn’t believe you. Tell her! Sweak
Take oaths. Cut up all the fuss you want, old feller:
She’ll hate you for it. Why? Because she believes
me?”

I tell you, mate, the man had me ready to0 do
murder. T've seem necessity in my day and I'V®
brought men down with lead. It seemd to me then
I never had so much necessity before.

“Kitchell,” I said, quiet, between the roars of the
wind, “you have lived some thirty-eight years. You've
done a lot of damage. Somewhere there is more.
women than I can count on my fingers that owes
you a heap of evil. I don’t suppose they’ll ever pa¥y
it. It ain’t like ’em. Kitchell, I wish I was 80
to pay it. Kitchell, I give you warning, man t0 mab-
There’s a sail-boat belonging to M®
down at my pier there. When the.
weather clears, you’re going s
take it and go to Key West and‘
leave this girl here.”

;B brushed back some of that
silky hair of his, then, &F
looked at me good-natured and,
shook his head.

“Nothing like that,”
“You're mistaken.”

“If you don’t,” said I, “look ©
for yourself.” ;

But he shook his head @837
“You wouldn’t kill me, pindar,” he,
said, with his’smooth, sure way
He stopped to think it over 0 'b:
certain, and then he laughe®
“You wouldn’t kill me. I knoW th;
cards you hold, my old friend, 885
it isn’t a winning hand.” ;

He sat there for a while, li :
ing to the cracking of the boa £
when the wind drove against thr_
walls of the shack. I saw the Yen
low light on his face and it was & i
evil face, too, for all itsi &
features. o

“No,” he said, by and DbY:
know when I'm going to Wil 15'
can feel fate just like a man fe(;e
warm or cold. I can tell bY tw
feeling how the ball on a TOUGES
wheel is going to drop. I knoh_
whether a card is good .or bad Wit g
out turning it over. Some thmgy
is certain. They’re marked out ®7
forehand. I feel ’em. I feel co;’
fidence, and that confidence acc‘;op
plishes anything. Nothing can
me. And this is one of those t
No man can interfere. 1t g
written down beforehand. TS o0
a wild night—a night for sira%
things. See the light dance 08 00
wall there. 'Look. Do you Sed
letters written there—big,
letters?”

I looked, mate,
drop dead if I didnw’t see Wrlo g
on the boards. It was dim atbﬂled
and danced, and then it 8° ef'
down and got clearer and c]eafss'
like a ship’s name through 2 gl 1
when the fog is blowing 2Wa¥: o
couldn’t read it yet, but I K the
that Something had come inf® =
room and was writing there with its finger!

I could see the words growing clearer an I
my blood pounding in my ‘ears. The writind
done. And there it was on the wall. It was his

“What’s it mean?” I whispers to him.

“What?” he said.

“That writing.”

“] don’t see any writing,” he said.
joking. I meant that things was marked out
hand. What ails you?”

ne said

his

ain.

sten

felt

st
«1 was ju p
t i pefor®

E looked a little scared then.
“Did you see anything?” he said.
I looked again and the writing was gone-
“Speak up,” said he. “What did you see?”
“Nothing,” I said.
“You looked as if you saw something,” he
at me. ‘“What was it?”

It came to me like a flash what it all meas® w09

“You said that sometimes things that happeP® " a8
marked out beforehand,” I said to him. B alh
right. Scmething steered you onto Rib Rock cak®
Kitchell. Something brought you onto Spon,g;echgﬂa
Key. Something has been watching you, B
Something has a bill against you that’s been #




long enougn, Something has marked you, Kitchell.

“Mething will reach out and you will never dodge its

S€IS. [Kitchell, you have come to the end of
your Tope!”

:YOH—” he said, and then he stopped.

“It ain’t me,” I said.

What do you mean?’ he whispered. “You've
Ved alone too much, Pindar. You're seeing things!
®ofound you! What did you see?”

8 I neyer answered him, nowise. I got up and threw
thxa’tfress in the corner by the old music cabinet
1 umeq to belong to my wife. He looked at me for

3 itng time and then he got up and walked over

5 but 1 and_stretcheﬁ out. There wasn’t any sound
A€ wind and the ticking of my clock.

ﬂigh?zird mornmg the weather broke again and the

fw’otu' at came in through the cracks was pink. I

Ta sepe 0ut of my chair and I looked at the wall where

Afte? t’he words and wondered if I’d dreamed ’(?m.
wp ?n{; f d gone o':ztside and looked at the sun coming
‘-‘v"itI; ;‘mhe w.ater in the channel all filled and coloured
the d;e White mud brought up from the bottom by

J norther, I took up my glass and sighted it

Li}
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out toward Rib Rock Bar and I saw the launch was
gone. I searched the passes between tne Keys for
her, but she wasn’t there. And I was standing look-
ing when I began to feel as if somebody was watching
me from behind.

I turned around and I couldn’t see anybody. Tt
was so calm I could have heard a step on the coral
gravel a hundred yards away. And mobody was
there. And then all of a sudden I saw who was
watching me. It was Gus!

E had shed his skin again and he’d crawled out
into his hollow in the sand just this side of
that thicket. Only about half of his eight feet was
coiled, but his big flat head was up in the air as if
he was smelling or listening. It waved to and fro,
easy and soft, and the muscles in his body were
rolling under the skin, looking as if they were
traveling down in slow waves from his neck to his
tail. He opened his jaws and just dropped those two
long white fangs enough to show ’em. And he
seemed to be watching me.
“Gus,” I said, “where’s Bess?”

He pulled himself cut into the sunlight, then, and
flattened out his sides and laid his chin on the cocoa-
nut husks.

“You want some condensed milk?” I said.
till I’ve got some breakfast. Lie still there.”

So I went back and put the coffee on, and Kitchell
got up off the mattress and stretched himself.

“Has Lenora got up yet?” he asked, yawning and
pulling his clothes into shape. I didn’t answer and
he went out. I wished later I’d stopped him.

I’m telling it just as it happened. Let’s see. 1 was
turning some cakes in the frying pan when I heard’
a voice behind me and I turned and looked and saw
the girl standing In the door. She seemed like one
of those little birds that come there and hop around
for crumbs—a timid, pretty little thing. And her
eyes were so much eyes! They were so soft and
black and rocund and trusting.

“I—senor—I am Lenora Gonzalez,” she said, so
soft you could hardly hear her. ‘“I may help you wiz
the cafe? I ask, where ees Senor Kitchell?”

I shan’t forget her, I tell you—a little thing with

(Concluded on page 22.)
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HOW A CANADIAN HIGHLANDER

Dodged‘the G

HAT night he did not sleep. There
Were many nights that he did not
Sleep—nights when his fevered mind
fashioned strange mirages; nights
€ looked in vain for the Goddess of
Then 10 come softly through the little windows.
tegt_ oc0UY to close his eyes and lead him out to
s aWay from the human bedlam and the babel of
n, French and Algerian tongues.
d%toin’h‘al“’a}'s at this time, would co_me the Jew
ﬁdget;i arsh and guttural, or the medical stude.nt,
Teed) ""‘nd hurried, to jab him with a morphine
nty é The process was repeated night after might
oy} X;en the morphine refused to work, and he
b h:s are and stare at the faded wall-paper pattern,
it ‘awa;s head, and babble to the Sleep Fairy to take

B

‘sideori three ang one-half months he had lain on one

to I’es? this German hospital (such flattery) trying

o gﬁ'e a shattered hip and shoulder.

Iwp a}t night, Friday, August the 20th, 1915, Pte.

lingen, 0" Of the 13th Battalion, Canadian High-
» Could not sleep for another reason.

pe,hwas bis' last night in a German prison lager—

ag i‘v)s? Would it be, though? All night long he
Wh facked with the possibilities of the morrow.
toer. ) 4d his mind travel along forbidden
.Iles nOW?

‘HEN he lay wounded for three days and three
beSide Nights and watched nine of his chums die
e iI_n on that bit of a cabbage field, hearing
bagy }TSk]ng for water, or telling of sunshine days
the dirfmel he remembered he had prayed, even as
g, C1AY ground into his hip, that that splitting
the jon Machine gun, just behind him, would finish
ﬂnq;é ‘ecalled how a German had given him water,
had, ‘e hagq said to himself that they were not all
Come a?Se Boches. Shortly after, two Germans had
to the ONg and picked him up only to throw him

Swep. S10UNd with a coarse laugh. Then, there had

Stapy . 0 his heart a great bitterness as the pain
b 1 2 afresh,

heaq .. COUTS after (or was it days?) he twisted his

in Dog‘it_saw a khaki figure trying to get to a stand-
}’0' fmn against a tree. 'The pain was 1n his
that 4 eat,}\res as he leaned and shoved up against
lesg k,hej . Then he saw a German leap at the help-
‘logeq 130 figure and lunge with a bayonet. He
Giay la 'S eves, and when he opened them the Cana-
HMp on the ground.

4gain, ags if at a moving picture show, the
med'y of half a regiment caught in a hurri-
oelisy “"IaDnel and machine gun fire. They were
.‘;ha“gin With strained, eager faces, they were

Ta,
e

qut g :s if in a football game. Then Hell had
h‘-yi ,innd the battalion withered, crumpled and
e 2drows. Back of the peaceful Dover cliffs,

e

anigisgf that g0 little yellow telegrams would 'bring
My 00Ut 3.

3;115 khilg‘rg again he saw the shapes of many men.
,D% Sprawr. LTS, many of them blue from the gas,

OStup s\;”e'd around him in all sorts of rigid
He remezgr"ib]y grimacing, horribly smiling, dead.
4 Ubered a weird journey through viltages

Watch

erman
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where he had been exhibited for show to the German
sailors who had worked the big guns, and who had
never seen a Highlander. There they had stripped
him and mocked him and jeered him, and finally gave
him a dirty suit of pyjamas.

The journey in a box-car was a nightmare. As
he lay in a smelly stretcher on a German station
platform, the ladies were giving the German wounded
kind words, but they spit on him. And he had been
too tired to care.

Again his mind strayed into shadow-land. Now,
it was a filthy operating room. Yes, he remembered
the sights and smells and sounds with a shudder.
They had placed him on a red-stained table. Guttural
voices died into a murmur as the fumes from the
ether cone penetrated his consciousness. His
outraged nerves felt the searching probe. He
had cried, but there was no more ether for
him. Instead, he heard a growl: “What in
H— did you leave Canada for?”

Next, there came crowding in, the vision of
a long, high hill. It had been his first day
out of hospital, and he had found the crutches
co awkward to use, but the German
guards “roused” him along from
behind, up to the detention camp
where he would be put to work—if
he could work. He remembered
that long climb. His limbs had
trembled. He had become dizzy
and faint. The sun was 5o hot and
he had fallen down. Always the
brutal word and the brutal point
behind him. Again he had hoped
that the clubbed rifle would descend
on his sick, weary head, but it
didn’t. So he summoned a look of
defiance from out his tired eyes
and continued on.

UT to-night he hoped. And
because he hoped, he
could mot sleep.

Yes, it was a chance that there
would actually come a morning when
he would not be forced to hobble out
and see that yellow, red and black
flag hoisted in the sunny barracks
yard, and then to be told that “the
Fatherland would win, you Swine
Englander.”

He might never again partake of the
week’s treat (?) of herrings that smelled
to high theaven. He held his nose aiways
to pick one from the basket. One day in
cleaning the Tot he had dropped the filth
on the ground and was made to hobble to
the incinerator, five hundred yards awayv,
with it in his hand. Also, the cheese, that
was alive with maggots, he might never
eat again., i g

e ol e

There would come days when he would not
have to salute every German corporal he met.
There would come days, please Providence,
when his comrades would not have to carry
him out under the trees, there to watch those
comrades breaking stone or coming in weary from
their work with the guards, always the guards
“rousing” them to the feed trough. And how cheery
they were! Nothing could break their spirit.

Just think, there would come an evening—some-
time—when he would not hesr the German bands
and the German tongue chant the “Die Wacht am
Rhein.”

There would come nights when he would not hear
the gibberish of the crazy Russians in the mad-house
across the way.

There would come a time when he would eat good
food and sleep in clean sheets on a soft bed and
forget. Perhaps? Again the perhaps.

He was badly disabled, but what if he was not
badly enough disabled to be eligible for ex-

change in the eyes of the German medical

board? Well, he would know soon.

That was why he did not .sleep on that
particular night and watched the dawn filter
through the barred windows on the stone
flocr in the barracks at Ordruff.

on

TE. BARLOW, now working in
Renfrew at one of the war in-
dustries, told the writer something
of what he had been through while
a prisoner of war in Germany. He
did not express himself in the
above fashion, but in matter-of-fact,
clipped words that said a whole lot.
On that everto-be-remembered
morning, he and a batch of badly
wounded British were taken to
Aix-La-Chapelle, there to be finally
examined for exchange. There
were twelve of them rejected, but
Barlow was among the lucky ones,
as was Sergt. Wells, who is now
lecturing in Canada, to be ticketed
for England and comfort.

It was hard saying good-bye to
the unfortunate ones who were left
behind, Pte. Barlow said. It was a
silent, moving scene. The tears
were in their eyes, but they smiled
gamely, although  they could
scarcely speak. There was a final
hand-grip all around with the
twelve, who had to go back to
misery and who had come that morning
buoyed with hope.

Then, the German guards piled them
onto a street car and hurried them out
of the city to a way-side station where
they took the express for the Holland
frontier. Passing through Germany, al-
though they did mot see much, Barlow
was convinced that Germany could not
be starved out.: He, too, had occasion to
observe the  wonderful organization
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manifest in every department of German activity,
military and civilian.

At Cologne, they stopped over night. In this city
of beautiful cathedrals, they were taken to a fashion-
able hotel. They were conducted through the bril-
liant reception room where the ladies were present
in handsome gowns. It was all done for show, though,
and once more they realized that they were being
paraded as a final mark of humiliation before these
ladies who looked scornfully on the “British swine”
from behind jeweled lorgnettes. “We were a wild
looking mob, I guess,” said Barlow, “but we did not
care. We were too happy for that. We had scarcely
any clothes, and what we had were in rags. 1 had
on a Russian peasant’s bloomers, and our underwear
was not only conspicuwous, but much out of place.”

The next day they strained their eyes for Holland.
Presently they drew into the last station in Germany.
The letters ‘“R-O-S-E-N-D-A-H-L” leaped into view,
and those letters have ever since stuck in the pigeon
holes of their brain. They will never forget them.
It meant that their guards would now leave them
and that they were free again. As the train was
gathering momentum out of the station, every one
stuck their heads out of the car window and whipped
out a steady stream of Canadian abuse. They called
those guards everything—months of campaigning,
hardship, misery and privation had given them rough
tongues, and the way they lashed those Germans was
centainly getting a lot off their chests. They fairly
{tched—they were lousy anyway—to get at them and
gend home blow after blow into the grubby faces
and sleek bodies of those Huns. The German eyes
gnapped at the insults that came hurling back at
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them. They were all. the more mad because they
could not fully understand.

Then the International Red Cross officials took
them in charge, and when they reached Flushing the
Hollanders were most kind to them.

Their most wonderful reception occurred as they
were coming up the Thames. They were among the
first prisoners exchanged, and from every saucy tug-
boat and stately liner the whistles screeched a wel-
come, and the crowds on the shore and on the bridges
cheered. Among their number were armless, legless
men, blind men—all cripples for life. The blind were
deprived of an inspiring spectacle, but they could
feel the warmth of the reception, and it was reflected
in their faces. On every hand kindly faces met their
own, on which the seal of suffering had set indelible
marks. They were tended and cared for beyond their
hoping and asking. They had all dreamed of Eng-
land while they were incarcerated in walls of stone.
They had visions of the beauty of an English country
lane, and of long peace and quiet, but they had never
dreamed of such a grateful England.

And they were happy—happy beyond words.

By a strange coincidence, Barlow met a comrade
from his battalion, Pte. J. Hudson, in England. The
two came over to Canada together and have secured
positions at one of the munition plants in Renfrew.

Hudson, too, fought with the gallant Montreal
Highlanders. This was the battalion that was en-
tirely cut off by the Germans in the village of St.
Julien. They were in the trenches when the Germans
hurled their offensive. They saw the fleeing Turcos
and realized that it was a fight to the finish.

Then that Highland Battalion gave about the finest

exhibition of fighting power, against tremendous
odds, as would be hard to find. They probably mad®
history those four days and four nights when the¥
fought without food or water.

In the general retirement they were ‘surrounde'd
and cut off, but still they fought on, and fought until
the battalion was practically annihilated. Whel
their trenches were blown up, they held the line
with “reeking tube and iron shard” and fought on
their nerve. There were deeds of gallantry per
formed by those kilties during those four fatefth
days that went unrecorded.

Hudson was wounded by shrapnel in the knee. He
lay for five hours before the stiretcher bearers g0
to him, but as he was wounded in the fighting behint
St. Julien he fell into the hands of his friends.

Barlow “got his” in front of the village in the terrk

tory that was held by the Germans.

Pte. Hudson related incident after incident that

told of the high courage of the British soldier in th
ordeal, but the most striking was that of the wound
Tommy in Netley Hospital, England.

This soldier had been wounded in the second week
of the war. He was one of the heroes of Mons. He
had been in the hospital ever since and would PTO
ably spend the greater part of his shortened lifé
in a hospital. This Tommy was minus both his
legs, one arm and one eye.

He was a wreck of a man, but in his body there
stlll pulsated life, - Hudson asked him ¢ he WOSH
not be better dead. “Oh, no, matey, life I8 st
sweet,” and he smiled -and joked about his woul
that had tossed him down a broken semblanc
a man.

MR s

CHAPTER II.—(Continued.)

: S a sudden eddy of the gale about the shed
blew the ticket from old Sammy’s cold
fingers, the young man stooped to recover
it. The wind blew off his cloth cap as he

did so, and as he bent and straightened before old

Sammy, the old man suddenly gasped; and while

the traveller pulled on his cap, recovered his ticket

and hurried down the platform to the train, the
gateman stood staring after him as though trying
to recall who the man presenting himself as Philip

D. Eaton was.

Connery stepped beside the old man.

“Who ig it, Sammy?” he demanded.

“Who?” Sammy repeated. His eyes were still
fixed on the retreating figure. “Who? I don’t know.”

The gateman mumbled, repeating to himseilfl the
names of the famous, the great, the no‘orious, in his
effort to fit one to the man who had just passed.

Connery awaited the result, his gaze following BEaton

until he disappeared aboard the train. No one else

belated and bound for the Eastern Express was in
sight. The president’s order to the conductor and
to the dispatcher simply had directed that Number

Five would Tun one hour late; it must leave in five

minutes: and Connery, guided by the impression

the man last through the gate had made upon him

and old Sammy both, had no doubt that the man for

whom the train had been held was mow on board.
For a last time, the conductor scrutinized old

Sammy. The gateman’s mumblings were clearly

fruitless: If Haton were not the man’s real name,

old Sammy was unable to find any other which fitted-

As Connery watched, old Sammy gave it up. Connery

went out to the train. The passengers who had been

parading the platform had got aboard; the last five
to arrive also had disappeared into the Pullmans,
and their luggage had been thrown into the baggage
car. Connery jumped aboard. He turned back into
the observation car and then went forward into the
next Pullman. In the aisle of this car the five whom

Connery had just watched pass the gate were

gathered about the Pullman conductor, claiming their

reservations. Conmery looked first at Faton, who

Uilind?

By WILLIAM McHARG
and EDWIN BALMER

stood beside his grips a little apart, but within hear-
ing of the rest; and then, passing him, he joined
the Pullman conductor.

A DOUBLE MYSTERY

Warden, a Seattle capitalist belonging to
the ‘“Latron Crowd,” is murdered while
driving to meet a mysterious young man
waiting at Warden’s house.

Warden had told his wife this man had
been mysteriously wronged. He was about
to right the wrong when murdered. His
death recalls “Latron,” head of the “Lat-
ron Crowd,” supposed to have been mur-
dered years before by the same enemies.

The mysterious young man disappears
when the dead man is brought in. He is
advertised for, but cannot be found.

Meantime the famous No. 5 train from
Seattle to Chicago is held one hour for some
stranger who may present a card to Special
Conductor Connery from the president of
the road, entitdng him to full authority over
the movements of the train, if he wishes it.

Waiting at the station gate, Connery sees
five persons board the train in this extra
hour’s delay. Ome is a blind man with two
young people. A fourth is a young man,
“Philip D. Eaton.” A fifth is a plain (look-
ing) business man.

Which holds the card? Is Eaton the
young man Warden intended helping?

The three who had passed the gate first—the girh

the man with the glasses and the young man in
cutaway—it had now become clear were one P
They had had reservations made, apparently, in
name of Dorne; and these reservations were
compartment and two sections in this car, the 1 )
of the four Pullmans. As they discussed the o
position of these, the girl’s address to the &pecwﬂl
man made plain that he was her father; her nam®
apparently, was Harriet; the young man in the
away coat was “Don” to her and “Avery” toO b
father. His relation, while intimate enough tO peﬂ‘
mit him to address the girl as “Harry,” was un‘fam
ingly respectful to Mr. Dorne; and against e
both Dorne won his way; his daughter was to 0€
the drawingroom; he and Avery were to have -
tions in the open car. 11

“You have Sections One and Three, sir,” the Puhe
man conductor told him. And Dorne directed ti,.
porter to put Avery’s luggage in Section OB 3
own in Section Three.

vy

the

cubr
ner

HE Englishman who had come by the Japanes:
steamer was unsupplied with a sleepil e
ticket; he accepted, after what seemed only a2 e
matic and habitual debate on his part, Section ted
in Car Three—the next car forward—and depa’
at the heels of the porter. Connery watched
closely, as now it came the turn of the youn& he
whose ticket, bore the name of Haton. LIK

Englishman with the same sort of ticket from A‘& pe
Eaton had no reservation in the sleeperss to

appeared, however, to have some preferencé
where he slept.

ted
“Give me a Three, if you have one,” he reques

" of the Pullman conductor. His voice, Connery 27 ¢

was well modulated, rather deep, distinctly Dl'
At sound of it, Dorne, who with his daughterl 8 jced

was settling himself in his section, turned and % the
that way and said something in a low tone ay@:"
girl. Harriet Dorne also looked, and with Be” pldl";

on Eaton, Connery saw her reply inaudibly, ¥
and at some length.

: th
“I can give you Three in Car Three, 0:’1?0‘*ite

eof:

the

cupy
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just assigned,” the Pullman conductor
effereq.

“That’ll do very well,” Eaton answered in the same

Dleasant vojce,
hizﬁs the porter now took his bags, Eaton followed
B'lee- °“‘F of the car. Connery looked around the
thatpgr’ then, having allowed a moment to pass so
atone Would not too obviously seem to be following
s t, he went after them into the next car. He
. cled, ra-'gher, that Eaton would at once identify
Jamt to him as the passenger to whom President
Daig Short note had referred. HEaton, however,
10 attention to him, but was busy taking off his

o :
m:ef:ld settling himself in his section as Connery

ng conductor, willing that Eaton should choose
Slow} own time for identifying himself, passed
The Y on, looking over the passengers as he went.
®ars were far from full.

in _ides Eaton, Connery saw but half a dozen people
Yo S car: the Englishman in Section Four; two
8 8irls of about mineteen and twenty and their
ag. Uninquisitive-looking, unobtrusive, middle-
an alel;teolﬂe Wi.m possessed the drawing-room; and
Whoge » Ted-haired, professional-lookinz man of forty
Conn baggage was marked “D. S.—Chicago.”
& thi‘:ry had had nothing to do with putting Eaton
it py. €ar, but his survey of it gave him satisfaction;
Bty - dent Jarvis inquired, he could be told that
% had not been put near to undesirable neigh-
Been .e The next car forward, perhaps, would have
it, thatven better; for Connery saw, as he entered
Mext, 1y but one of its sections was occupied. The
th 'w e last Pullman, was quite well filled; beyond
c(m:s t'he' diner, Conneljy stood a few moments
) 3 rersa.tlon with the dining car conductor; then
va aced his way through the train. He again

gD::;dt ';011, slowing so that the young man could
. ;
mﬂtam 3 im if he wished, and even halting an

but - exchange a word with the Englishman;
to htmton allowed him to pass on without speaking
* c;u- Conn-t?ry’s step quickened as he entered the
Meng ot On his way back te the smoking compart-
Ompare the observation car, where he expected to
hking Sheets with the Pullman conductor before
Brap, 50 (e tickets. As he entered this car, how-
"N’!r ;’)el'y stopped him.
The tt;n 0rne would like to speak to you,” Avery said.
°nnee Was very like a command. -

Wity th:y stopped beside the section, where the man
od Spectacles sat with his daughter. Dorne
"Yﬂuup at hﬁm
Sithe, are the train conductor?” he asked, seeming

m@rely“nSatisﬁed of this by Connery’s presence or
wy.) U8sircus of a formal answer.
0
ot :ne fumbled in his inner pocket and brought
Carg, card“’arSE, which he opened, and produced a
QUEBEC, August 18th. B y
€ck suit and a helmetized hat was never
Weary of heaping gemnial abuse upon the
Lawr ked about a heap before coming to the St.
Bochme €. Over at Mt. Clemens, where his red-faced,
he ad "€ Was being “boiled out” for rheumatism,
o k“nan Operation that deprived him of one of
iy
LS t°1ﬂ_ them to me with that child-like unre-
ﬁtﬂd'd‘,wh hdlsﬁnguishes most Americans abroad.
iy
Sangq ) L, anywhere between the foot of the Thou-
ANds and Ha! Ha! Bay, you encounter thou-
Oy, t; Sam. Teave them alone and they will
Givg one U as skilfully as any nabob with a monocle.
%Umze;ﬂsmry plus a good part of the history of
ble (¢
g g al;y Uncle Sam with them when they travel;
b ug Can ant everybody to know it. Whereby some
:t eng 0 —call him Izra Stimson—was a master
Ncg a descriptive sarcasm. Travel and experi-
" or B hy
;‘m - tm A8 much at home on a Canadian steamer
; I was on
Qhatea He was on three of them. I was at
§ Y twice, He was there both

8, sir,» Connery replied.
hnery, glancing at the card while the other
DRAWL—FACED, sociable man in a
bag hlo:teaMboat French-Canadian newsboy. He
Wwif,
hig
€¥S. I mention these little details because
® thyy
€Te on the St. Lawrence during the month
hege roving, restless people from the land
- Of them the least pretext and you are in for
States with politics thrown in. For these
Adiang night get pointers.
4 native gense of drawling humour had
e
A _";‘“; at the Chateau as in little old New
Hilony v € bobbed everywhere.
%%q- Boate up y
times.
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still held it, saw that it was President Jarvis’ visiting
card, with the president’s name in engraved block
Jetters; across its top was written briefly in Jarvis’
familiar hand, ‘“This is the passenger”; and below,
it was signed with the same scrawl of initials which
had been on the note Connery had received that
morning—*“H. R. J.”

Connery’s hand shook as, while trying to recover
himself, he took the card and looked at it more
closely, and he felt within him the sinking sensation
which follows an escape from danger. He saw that
his too ready and too assured assumption that Eaton
was the man to whom Jarvis’ note had referred, had
almost led him into the sort of mistake which is
unpardonable in a “trusted” man; he had come within
an ace, he realized, of speaking to Eaton and sé
betraying the presence on the train of a traveler
whose journey his superiors were trying to keep
secret.

“You need, of course, hold the train no longer,”
Dorne said to Connery.

“Yes, sir; I received word from Mr. Jarvis about
you, Mr. Dorne. I shall follow his instructions fully.”
Connery recalled the discussion about the drawing-
room which had been given to Dorne’s daughter. “I
shall see that the Pullman conductor moves some
one in one of the other cars to have a compartment
for you, sir.”

“I prefer a place in the open car,” Dorne replied.
“T am well situated here. Do not disturb any one.”

As he went forward again after the train was
under way, Connery tried to recollect how it was
that he had been led into such a mistake, and de-
fending himself, he laid it all to old Sammy. But old
Sammy was not often mistaken in his identifications.
If Eaton was not the person for whom the train was
held, might he be some one else of importance?
Now as he studied Eaton, he could not imagine what
had made him accept this passenger as a person of
great position. It was only when he passed Eaton
a third time, half an hour later, when the train had
long left Seattle, that the half-shaped hazards and
guesses about the passenger suddenly sprang into
form. Conmnery stood and stared back. Eaton did not
look like any one whom he remembered having seen;
but he fitted perfectly some one whose description
had been standing for ten days in every morning and
evening edition of the Seattle papers. Yes, aliowing
for a change of clothes and a different way of brush-
ing his hair, Eaton was exactly the man whom
Warden had expected at his house and who had come
there and waited while Warden, away In his car,
was killed.

ONNERY was walking back through the train,
absent-minded in trying to decide whether he
could be at all sure of this from the mere printed
description, and trying to decide what he should do
if he felt sure, when Mr. Dorne stopped him.
“Conductor, do you happen to know,” he ques-
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tioned, “wko the young man is who took Section
Three in the car forward?”

Connery gasped; but the question put to him the
impossibility of his being sure of any recognition
from the description. “He gave his name on his
ticket as Philip D. Eaton, sir,” Connery replied.

“Is that all you know about him?”

“Yes, sir.”

“If you find out anything about him, let me know,”
Dorne bade.

“Yes, sir.” Connery moved away and soon went
back to look again at Eaton. Had Mr. Dorne also
seen the likeness of Eaton in the published descrip-
tions of the man whom Warden had said’ was most
outrageously wronged? the man for whom Warden
had been willing to risk his life, who afterwards had
not dared to come forward to aid the police with
anything he might know? Connery determined to
let nothing interfere with learning more of Eaton;
Dorne’s request only gave him added responsibility.

Dorne, however, was not depending upon Connery
alone for further information. As soon as the con-
ductor had gone, he turned back to his daughter and
Avery upon the seat opposite.

“Avery,” he said, in a tone of direction, “I wish
you to get in conversation with this Philip Eaton.
It will probably be useful if you let Harmiet talk
with him, too. She would get impressions helpful
to me which you can’t.”

The girl started with surprise, but recovered at
once. ‘“Yes, Father,” she said.

‘“What, sir?” Avery ventured to protest.

CHAPTER III.
Miss Dorne Meets Eaton.

ORNE motioned Avery to the aisle, where already
some of the passengers, having settled their
belongings in their sections, were beginning to wan-
der through the cars seeking acquaintances or
players to make up a card game. Eaton, however,
was not among these. On the contrary, when these
approached him in his section, he frankly avoided
chance of their speaking to him, by an appearance
of complete immersion in his own concerns. The
Englishman directly across the aisle from Eaton
clearly was not likely to speak to him, or to anybody
else, without an introduction; the red-haired man,
“D. S.” however, seemed a more expansive per-
sonality. Eaton, seeing “D. S.” look several times in
his direction, pulled a newspaper from the pocket
of his overcoat and engrossed himself in it; the
newspaper finished, he opened his travelling bag
and produced a magazine.

But as the train settled into the steady running
which reminded of the days of travel ahead during
which the half-dozen cars of the train must create
a world in which it would be absolutely impossible
to avoid contact with other people, Eaton pu’ the

(Continued on page 24.)

This Country, Anyhow ?

A STAFF CORRESPONDEN T struck up “The Star Spangled Banner.”

Previous to 1916 Stimson had never even heard of
the Saguenay. Most he knew of that part of the
world was that Taft summered at Murray Bay.
‘Whereby when the boat pulled in at the Murray Bay
dock he instantly inquired of some one who looked
like a fellow-American on a shore,

“Say, is Taft here this year?”

“Sure, Taft’s here,” was the reply.

“Hum! Got dog-gone good sense if I'm any jedge
of landscape,” surmised Stimson. “Say, maw, this
pertikler mind o’ beauty is good enough to eat. I'm
real glad we noticed that ad Niag’ry to the Sea. Eh?”

Having read and reread the gemial dopester’s de-
scription of the St. Lawrence-Saguenay route—price
fifty cents and your money back in U. 8. coin if you
don’t like it—Stimson decided that it was much
better to finish it when he got home. We were well
up into the Saguenay by then. It began to get dark.
The mysterious mountains league upon league be-
came very dim. The wind was chilly up there in the
manless solitude between Tadousac and Ha! Ha!
Bay. If the loons were calling, nobody heard them.
Everybody went inside. There were probably a
hundred passengers. Somebody—a Canadian—went
to the piano. He played a collection of national
airs. Rule Britannia—got no hand; Scots Wha Hae
—mnone; Harp That Once—none; Men of Harlech—a
little; Russian Anthem—none; La Marseillaise—
quite a clap. Then, because the player was a Cana-
dian and wanted to keep O Canada for a finale, he

Immediately everybody in the saloon rose.
At the close they applauded with great gusto.

The playing of O Canada, regarded as a very suit-
able concession to the French-Canadian people among
the crew and the inhabitants of Chicoutimi, was
greeted with quite generous appreciation. But no-
body rose.

It was the Star Spangled Banner that fetched the
passengers on the St. Irenee up the Saguenay. And
it would have fetched just about equally well any
average ship’s company between Niagara Fails and
St. Alphonse des Baie Ha Ha. That the band which
plays nightly on the terrace at the Chateau Frontenac
does not, so far as one observes, include this piece de
resistance on its programmes must be due to the
intensity of the French-«Canadian’s belief in his own
country. The band there always concludes its pro-
grammes with O Canada! followed immediately by
God Save the King.

ETWEEN Dominion Day and September 1st—at
least that period—the Chateau might as well fly

the Stars and Stripes alongside the Union Jack. On
the 14th day of August, this year, every room was
taken, and would-be occupants clamoured to see the
manager or the chief clerk or somebody to demand
some place where they might bestow luggage without
paying 25 cents a parcel at the checking office.
Would-be occupants might be a Canadian whose
father had voted in Parliament to subsidize the
C. P. R. with land grants. No use. The room he
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wanted ‘was being paid for by an American tourist.
At least 800 other rooms were occupied by the same
health-hunting compatriots from all the States con-
tiguous to the great lakes, the St. Lawrence and the
Quebec boundary. U. S. fathers had their families
at the Chateau, costing them from $30 to $40 a day
minimum, according to the number. TU. S. girls
travelling in flocks waited their turn at the weigh
scales to notice how much extra avordupois the good
St. Lawrence and Saguenay trout had given them.
They crowded into the men’s waiting room, where
they took up six eut of nine available desks for
letters and picture cards. The luxurious lounge and
feminine waiting room aloft was abandoned to the
quiet spinsters and elderly mammas who did fancy-
work, read and admired the superb lineaments of
the Isle of Orleans and the twinkling parish villages
on the north shore. The dining-rooms were crammed
with Uncle Sam’s folk. The tallyhos and the trolley
omnibusses were full of a conventionalizing free-
masonry held together by a passion for travel, a
twang and a common love of ‘“My country ’tis of
thee,” not denying that the St. Lawrence is a greater
river than the Hudson, even though less beautiful,
and almost as large as the Mississippi.

ND they all seemed to know Quebec—accent on
the Que—almost as well as the 75,000 inhabitants

of the place. With amazing gusto they dodged about
among the monuments whose names they had learned
from the megaphone orator on the

tallyho; snapshotted one another in all

manner of groups on the Terrace, bought

Saturday Evening Posts and Indian

Lorette curios at the news-stand, and

worried the head-porter to know at what
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a trolley charabanc to see Quebec. - He' chose the
trolley because,

“By gum! I want to know how any man ever laid
ouf these trolley routes in this town without puttin’
in specifications for a smashup every three blocks,”
he said. “C’m on, maw.”

Off they went., For two hours I saw no more of
Stimson. Just as the string orchestra were striking
up in the palm room at the Terrace here he comes
with maw at his heels.

“Well, how did you like it?” I asked him, wanting
to know.

He blew like a narwhal.

“By the great hornspoon,” he sputtered, fanning
himself with his helmet. “I ain’t got over it yet.
Say, if anybody was to ask me to make any kind'v
a diagram how that car got away from here and back
here without missing a church or a monument, well,
it ’d look as much like the price o’ wheat in Chicago
as anything else.”

“Trifle twisty, was it?”

“Great labyrinthine corkscrews; was it? Well, I
wanta tell yew that there ain’t any scenic railroad,
figger 8 and roller-coaster all combined that can hold
a candle to a trolley-car loopin’ the loop over this
old town. It’s a plumb merikle how we ever re-
frained from running clean into some o’ them dor-
mered windows. Streets? Well, I shouldn’t call ’em
that. A They’re coal alleys. But, by gum, there’s
always room for a horse between the headlight of
your car and somebody’s sewing machine on a bal-
cony. Spieler pointed out the narrowest pike in
Que-bec. Said it was Soo 1le Cap. Well, it didn’t

look to me much narrerer than some we went over.
Might’s well shove a car track up it as not.
gum I would.”

By

Trinity and Eternity rocks on the lower Saguenay were the spectacle that caused those
blase curio-hunting Americans to realize that they had found something mightier than a

colony of skyscrapers.

hour the next boat for the Saguenay or Montreal
was due to pull out.

These people were no strangers in a strange land.
Most of them were on their regular summer tour in
the Canadian highlands. They knew Que-bec better
than Boston or New York. If they stopped to think
it was only the accident of French-Canadian loyalty
that had prevented the Plains of Abraham from
becoming one of Uncle Sam’s preserves. They were
essentially at home in Quebec, these Americans who
have keyed up the cost of travelling in that part of
Canada, because they value money only to the extent
that it keeps moving and take to hotel life as
naturally as a Saguenay salmon to water. And they
swung themselves about with the ease of people to
whom trains, boats and hotels are as necessary as
fire-works on the Fourth of July. For perfect, un-
conscionable ease in getting over the ground com-
mend me to the American army that by thousands
upon thousands invades Quebec every summer. Most
of them stay only a day or two. Every morning the
boats and the trains shunt in their fresh contingents
that line up among the cordons of luggage in the
rotunda, sign their names from half the States in
the Union, shuffle into the elevator and prepare to
go abroad. The crowd this morning looks about the
same as that of yesterday. The crowd to-morrow
will average up about the same as to-day. They
are not New Yorkers, Ohioans, or Illinoisians. They
are plain Americans, many of whom have seen every
part of their own country that seems worth while
and have temporarily included <Canada in their
itinerary till they get tired of that also, or until the
war is over, when they can visit Europe and pick up
bits of American-made shells on the battlefields for
souvenirs.

One afternoon Ezra Stimson and his wife went on

The true American has a vast respect for size and strength.
Saguenay was, after all, grander than the Hudson.
the most honest all-the-way admitter in the world.

The
When the American is convinced he is
But it takes a lot to convince him.

“Not much traffic.on if ten months of the year,
perhaps?”’ I ventured.

“Yeh, but look at the crowd that ud go up it the
other two,” he mentioned. “Ain’t nothing like this
burg in our kentry. Nope. She’s got’m all beat for
ingineerin’ hazards. Take a master’v high finance
based on haulage to calkelate how in thunder any
average mile o’ this trolley system earns its keep.
But I guess it does. Dog-gone! anybody that wants
to do business up here on the hill has got to use’m,
I guess. Course a lot o’ them folks down there don’t
git up here more’n once in a blue moon, I guess.
They don’t need to.”

UT Stimson had to admit when evening came
that a considerable part of Lower Town had
found its way to the upper levels. The Quebecker
knows the value of his scenery even a little better
now than before the American tourist came to appre-
ciate it. And the evening concourse on the terrace
is one of the greatest popular sights in America.
When the lights of Levis twinkle across the river
and the full moon strikes a blaze of glory beneath
the citadel the Ancient City comes into its own. The
thousands that swing up and down the terrace to the
music of the band are not Uncle Sam’s people. The
bandmaster doesn’t even allow his band to play
Dixie or Marching Through Georgia. Dufferin Ter-
race is French-Canadian; and from dusk until mid-
night it is a genial, glorifying concourse of a happy
people who pay no attention™o the Americans.

On the boat from Quebec the through list of pas-
sengers to the Saguenay was all American—except
myself. About fifty were Quebeckers for various
points along the river—including priests, nuns, vil-
lagers and a few visitors. The day was perfect enough
to suit even Carrie Jacobs Band, who wrote “The
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Perfect Day” in Chicago. I felt like remarking this
to Stimson, who admitted that he knew the €OX¥
poser. But I refrained.

“Now, what’s that white rock yunder?” he asked
of maw, when we had got about ten miles below the

‘Citadel.

“Why, Ezra, it’s movin’!” she -exclaimed through
her field-optics. :

“Montmorency Falls, sir,” I ventured, timidly.

“Oh! She occupies a durn fine position on Stas®
all right. Plumb in the front row. Oh, yes, we Sa¥
that, maw—day we went to St. Anne—what’s hef
name?”’ e

“De Beaupre,” I suggested.

“Yes. That’s the ticket. By George!”

[For a while Ezra was silent and his wife scannéd
the guide-book, wondering when we should get
the white whales and the eagles above Cap LAigle
By early afternoon we came in sight of a vast head
land checkerboarded with green fields and golder
grain.

“Some farmin’ proposition, that,” remarked Ezr?"
half asleep. “Don’t see no houses. We headin’
there?” :

“Ezra, this must be Baie St. Paul,” said maW’;
“There’s the red and yellow house. That’s the d0C%

For best part of an hour the ship made signs$ at
the headland at the base of which the dock-hous®
stood. :

“Yunder’s the village,” said Ezra. *I know it Ms
the spire. By gum! there’s always a church.
religionized kentry I ever did see.”

Presently we got in full view of the dock.

“My! see the cabs,” said maw. The dock was
lined with carriages. &

“I twig it,” says Kzra. “That this village Y&
planted too far off on the bay to be port o’ call 80
they stuck that dock down here, and them carrl
are the suburban railway.” :

ANDING twenty passengers at Baie de St Pag

was a comic opera. Here we saw the first
those up-and-down gangways, the sheep slope
which caused so many of the passengers to WOI
till Ezra explains,

“That’s on account o’ the tide. Dock’s made ﬁ?
high. High tide, up comes the gangway level I‘?
tide, down she goes sloped like she is now.” - ne

Sixteen frantic cabbies came in a body down
gangway, peering into the ship, gabbling in Ff?nc,
They were evidently determined to prevent the %
sengers from going ashore. Suddenly they all a8f*
to go aloft. ard

“Tout ensemble!” shouted one to a greedy 1og® £
who stayed below to grab his first valise ‘300
ensemble!”

“That’s the ticket,” growled Ezra.

“Give everybody a chance.” the

And the ship was scarcely docked before
sixteen cabbies had the twenty landing passens
coraled. ‘Away went the line of cabs trotting
the dock to the shore, dipped into the SPI¥
climbed a hill and trailed away to the village. o

Our next spectacle was the porpoises when camesb
got busy. Our next stop of importance Wa5 Ty
Irenee, where Sir Rodolphe Forget has a cast o8
a hill, where Judge Routhier, author- of the wodgo
of O Canada, has a summer home, and where Ju of
Lavergne and his son Armand also have a sum?® gt
residence. But the most obvious feature o
Irenee was a mob of pretty French girls that cmia
down the gangway—most dramatically. NO ct a?
opera chorus was ever more fetchingly staged y
these abandonees who in a chorus of French seemﬂd?'
to be calling to some one by name of Paul: t“’
when Paul, a quiet young man, made his adve® o
the gangway, he kissed one girl, ran the ga
of the others, and was all but carried off By th %
lightfully feminine mob. Happy Paul! thgai a

r e

der

Stimson seemed highly agitated ovVe:
apparitions.
“Mightysociable people!” he kept sayin'g-.t, o

o’ wish I’d got a stopover at this burg—wha it
name—§&t. Irenee. Hmp!” e/nd"
And the next was Murray Bay, where the Fr gl
Canadian crew took off seventeen kinds Of frg | 1
shoving truck-loads up the steep gangway 0B tn ar!
trot, galloping down again with the noise of aB. ™
lery section; as happy as lords. met
“Dog-gone! if I ever seen anybody that Se%ﬂpﬁ_
to eat work like them peasoups do,” cha‘ttered 00
“But I miss my guess if they don’t loaf a lot b€
times.” : £
It was dusk when we got to Tadousac aﬂ“’“it
white whales that rolled about by hundreds *
shallows. Here.Stimson, standing on deck en ;
in an impromptu dialogue with a young e
speaking cabbie on the dock.
(Concluded on page 21.)
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. Overseas News
by

Camera Report

:= This automobile carries a distinguished
"elght. In the far corner of the back seat sits
the British Minister of War, David Lloyd George,
"€Xt him is Sir sam Hughes, the Canadian
‘GUivalent to Mr. George, though the Canadian
:‘ knighted and the Englishman is not knighted.
" the front seat beside the driver is the all-
Powerfy| (Col.) Sir Max Aitken. Sir Max is
r the official representative of the Canadian Gov-
f™MMment ‘at the Front, and is said, through

Bonar Law, to have more “puli” with the powers that be in Whitehall than any other Canadlan, not excepting the
very Prime Minister himself. Sir Max is bringing out an addition to his already famous little volume, ‘“Canada
in Flanders.” 2: At the Canadian Cavalry Depot, in England, a Gymkana was held three weeks ago to-day, at
which Canadlans from all parts of Canada were able t0 demonstrate their horsemanship. This picture was taken
during a bare-back riding contest. This trim
= Lo little Canadian horsc, by the way, carries a
N \\ fairly heavy load. 2: Who would have bcilevea
7 ; two years ago that scenes like this would be
witnessed In the sedate countryside of old
England. This woman hay-maker has not only
been working In the fields raking hay and
making haycocks, but she helped build this
load of sweet-smelling stuff on the cart. She
leads the heavy old plough-horse as skillfully
as ever a male farm labourer could do it, and
perhaps much more economically—in the
matter of abuse for the horse. 4: This pretty

OIrl oges
offi E ¢
p*‘lnc Cer is no less a personage than a Russian

h:::’ a daughter of the Tsar—the Grand
gh\ersmga Nicolaievna. The two elder
Tatia of the Tsar, the Grand Duchesses Olga
Wap re”ef"ay were among the first to take up
Out, work in Rucsia after thc war broke
the €Y had been extremely w:ll trained by
Clgq apl‘ess and her aidcs. The Grand Duchccs
2atio S chown a distinct capacity for organi-
Of relief works, She has regularly at-
"esigen at the hospital opcned in the Imperial

5 3 :b‘ ‘ 3
:e of Tsarskoye Selo. Before the war \\\\\§\w\§\\

day
ang

BT

brok
., 'Oke
Yo e Ut there was a great deal of gossip as
Roumgy; o03ble hucband of the Duchess. The first rumour said she was to be Queen of Saxony. Later, when the
" bregy ofa" Royal family vicited Petrograd the gossip changed. When the Tsar visited Roumania prior to the out-

1914, iwa" he arranged for the Roumanian Crown Prince to pay another visit to Petrograd during the winter of
tillked ofs is another interesting event postponed by the war. Meantime marriage for the Frincess is not co much
* 5: Trust the Huns to be thorough—even in the taking of a defeat. This picture shcws cne cof the

methods adopted by the
German medical authori-
ties in the convalescent
hemes for wounded sol-
diers. These men are
being drilled in the use
of artificial limbs with
which they are to be sup-
plied. They are made to
wa'lk over all sorts of ob-
stacles such as the one
shewn  In the  pleture.
This teaches them to
aveid stumbling when
they are glven the artl-
ficial limbs. This plcture
is from the hospltal at
Breot Letovsk, Arrange-
1ents nct unlike these
are belng made for
convalescents In England.
In Germany only the Hun
scldler gets this atten-
tion. In England the
maimed prisoners of war
are also to be taught to
walit.
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Up-to-Date Russian Policy

HAVE WE MODERN IDEAS of handling the
immigration problem of Canada? Or must we
g0 to the borders of the Orient and learn from
that once-supposed stick-in-the-mud, Russia? Russia
has been colonizing her enormous holdings in Central
Asia in a very business-like manney. Only Russians
whose religion does not prevemt them from doing
military service are encouraged to migrate, but these
are most carefully looked after.

First of all, intending emigrants have to send a
“messenger” (one of their number selected for the
purpose) to choose the land to which they intend to
go. A messenger can represent mever more than
five families.

Secondly: He is given special railroad and steam-
ship rates and cheap food while travelling.

TLrdly: The intending emigrants, having re-
ceived his report, .are given fabulously cheap rates
for themselves, their children and their belongin<s.
Under this special rate one may travel 6,000 miles
(more than the full width of Canada) for 13 roubles
and 5 copeks, or approximately $4.89! At that rate
one could cross Canada for $4.08. Luggage of all
kinds is proportionately cheap. Meals at railway
depots cost less than a penny. Sick people and chil-
dren are fed free! Persons very ill receive free hos-
pital accommodation and treatment.

Fourthly: The new settler is given government
loans running for long terms. In some places free
lumber for buildings is supplied.

Have we anything to teach Russia in this respect?
Or should we study modern immigration methods
and land settlement policies—in Russia!

9% ¥
Still Learning ?

BACK IN THE EIGHTEENTH CENTURY Sir
Sydney Smith vented his wit on the then pre-
valent notions of scholarship. He wrote thus:

“A learned man—a scholar—a man of erudition!

Upon whom are these epithets of approbation be-

stowed? Are they given to men acquainted with

the science of government? Thoroughly masters
of the geographical and commercial relations of

Europe? To men who know the properties of

bodies and their action upon each other? No; this

is not learning; it is chemistry, or political
economy, not learning. The distinguishing abstract
term, the epithet of Scholar, is reserved for him
who writes on the Afolic reduplication, and is
familiar with the Sylburgian method of arranging
defectives in Greek verbs. The picture which a
young Englishman, addicted to the pursuit of know-
ledge, draws—his beau ideal of human nature—his
top and consummation of man’s powers—is a know-
ledge of the Greek language. His object is not to
reason, or invent; but to conjugate, decline and
derive. The situations of imaginary glory which
he draws for himself, are the detection of an

anapaest in the wrong place, or the restoration of a

dative case which Cranzius had passed over, and

the never-dying Ernesti failed to observe.”

Sixty-three years later Gilbert Hamerton took up
the same cry.

Now—who knows Hamerton?

Yet our very Canadian universities are only be-
ginning to emerge from the scholastic follies derided
by Smith.

e % W

Again: Englishmen in Canada

A PPARENTLY it is necessary to repeat on this
page what was written two weeks ago under
the caption: Englishmen in Canada! In that
article this observation was offered: that if Englizh-
men did not, as a general rule, succeed as well in
Canada as Irishmen and Scotchmen, the explanation
might be found in the attitude of the Englishman
toward the new couniry. It was suggested that the
Englishman was inclined to cffer only a second-<hand
affection to Canada, and that his hope and dream
loo often was to make enough money out of Canada

THE COURIER.

to go back to live in England and die In BEngland,
The observation is repeated because we continue to
believe it is true, in spite of the denials of a number
of Englishmen in Canada. It is not repeated with
any desire to offend the feelings of Englishmen in
Canada. We have made occasion not infrequently
in these columns to hold up for admiration passing
examples of the traditional good qualities of the
people from whom we are descended. Not all Eng-
lishmen in Canada do Canada and themselves the
injustice to which we referred. Those Englishmen
who have adapted themselves to Canadian conditions
and who have identified themselves, their fortunes
and their hopes with Canada, and her fortunes and
hopes—these, we venture to believe, are the English-
men who succeed and deserve to succeed in Canada.
They are men enough to admit their duty to the
new soil and .its hopes of statehood. But of English-
men who come to Canada to mend their forrunes,
to find opportunities they could not find at home, to
win health, happiness and new courage in a new
country—and who, when they have found these
things, hie them back to England to air their new-
found wealth, and to spend their Canada-given for-
tunes in a London suburb—may heaven deliver us!
And many there are who, though they may not be
able to return to England themselves, keep their
hearts there and half resent the very power of the
newer country to hold them here.

It is not only among Englishmen that this way of
regarding Canada as a temporary residence is to be
found. Americans, too, visit us as though we were
a mining camp and, having taken what they can,
depart. Irishmen and Scotchmen, too, are guilty, but
the Englishman is peculiarly open to the charze and
the charge stands. Henry Rickards, of Strathcona,
Alberta, writes denying that Englishmen fail in Can-
ada—the Courier did not say they did, but referred
to the complaints of Englishmen in our newspapers
and, for example, in an Englishman’s letter on this
page in the August 5th issue. Mr. Rickards claims
that he, for one, has done well. He is to be con-
gratulated. It is interesting to observe, however,
that this man, after confessing what Canada has done
for him, signs himself not, “A Canadian,” but still
“An Englishman.”

Woge

Allegorically Speaking
NCE UPON A TIME a young man had a great
mother. She was clever and rich and noble
and powerful. All her children worshipped

her Other families were afraid of her.

Now it came to pass that this fine mother had not
quite enough to make all her children happy. To
tell the truth, she favoured some of them a bit more
than this particular one, but that made no difference
to him. He loved her just as devotedly even when
pinched on 30 shillings a week wages.

One day the young man saw a beautiful young
woman who had a tremendous fortune. He ignored
her beauty, but was fascinated by the fortune. He
went through a form of marriage with her. With
her help he prospered and yet—no soomer was he
prosperous than he wanted to desert his wife and
go back to the old mother. In short, he knew no
real affection for his wife. He was obsess=d with
filial piety.

MORAL:

That mother is the old country.

That young man is the old countryman who does
not prosper at home.

That rich wife is Canada!

But who would treat a wife that way?
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The Prolongation of Life

OT LONG AGO A CANADIAN had occasion to
 compliment a friend who had passed the
allotted span of life. - -
“Ah, my friend. I am far from well,” the. older

man replied. “I suffer from an incurable disease.”
The younger Canadian expressed surprise and
regret. :
“Yes,” continued the other, smilingly. “I am
afflicted with old age and from it there is no re-

covery.”
This man was not a disciple of Nitchnikoff, the

great scientist, upon whose work for “The Prolonga-

tion of Life,” so many have leaned with a yearning
hope that it might mean for them a few more years.
But it reminds us that Nitchnikoff is now dead, and
the sceptics have their innings.

“IHe could not add to his own life. He has done
nothing for others. Another charlatan,” they say.

But the work of Professor Nitchnikoff is not to be
so lightly dismissed. His reputation has suffered at
the hands of too enthusiastic admirers and the

_writers for sensational journalism who made “copy”

by distorting Nitchnikoff’s claims. On the OMhET
hand, many conservative scientists have endors‘(-?d
the Nitchnikoff theories and the work carried on 0
largely from the Pasteur Institute under his dire®
tion. Loudon M. Douglas, in an elaborate treatise
on “The Bacillus of Long Life,” assigns to the work
of this distinguished Russian the greatest import:
ance. He places great stress on the value of fer-
mented or soured milk in the human diet.

o w

The Common Desire

HILOSOPHERS AND POETS have penned well
balanced lines, caustically commenting on the
futility of life. It will be remembered that
Southey compared life to travelling. ‘“There iS &
good deal of amusement on the road, but after all, l
one wants is to_be at rest.” Few there are Wil
down in their hearts, agree with Southey. It ma¥
be taken for granted that the work for the prolong®
tion of life along the lines of Nitchnikoff will be 0%

tinued with undiminished interest.
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Power in Canada

H ORSE-POWER IS TO THE LAYMAN an 81"
biguous term when it comes to measurit®

electric energy. Taking it at its popular 3%
ceptation we have in Canada’s waterfalls equal %
just 17,746,000 “horses,” or in more scientific 18
guage, we have in our rivers the power to rais®
293,469,000 tons one foot per minute during the Whola:
year and every year so long as our watercourses may
run!

But of the total available horse-power, how m“cl:'
have we developed? Just 1,712,193 horse pPoWer:
The estimate of what we could develop if we Wished
does not include additional power that could be hafs
by installing systems of storage and control.

These figures deserve study, particularly by tnos®
who see for Canada nothing but an agricultur
future. True, farming is our present mainstay an
must always be among the most important if the
country. But this power running to waste every ¥5 i
is, in a sense, like so many millions of acres of goo-t
soil lying idle. Plans for Canada’s development muss
include the use of this power not only to make © 0
farms more preductive and more habitable, but %
create more factories. k

% %

A Point in Democracy 4

NICE POINT IS RAISED by the Outlook -
A an editorial on the American presid@m—
election. It is, whether judging betweel t bo
possible chiefs of a democracy, that man shOuld o‘
preferred who gives his fellow-men leadershil: I
that one who reflects more accurately the actud! 1e
of the people or the majority of the people. ~.g
Outlook raises this point against Wilson that 1€ %
failed to give leadership. At

Whether that is so or not the point is import? 2
Do we elect Bordens or Lauriers merely to sit mm
high place and guess which way the wind bIOW?
the public mind—and having guessed, shapé ° ecg
policy to meet public approval? Or do we ..
Laurier or Borden to choose a course and bY
course stand or fall?

We believe Canadians expect the latter an
demn the former sort of craft. The one is statle
and the other “opportunism.” It is diﬁic“lt_ :)ng i
dangerous for the general public to make dec ;o
on great public questions, except after much st: o
What an electorate would do to-day, in the he 3 i
the moment, it would be shocked to contempla*® o
some calmer moment. It is for statesmen 9&%
what means they have, in themselves and their :

d cﬂn“
cra“

neir 20
visors, to anticipate a right course of action a“tr;gt‘f
commend it With all their power. They must "ty
to the electorate in some wiser and cooler moowitbf ;
confirm their judgment. It is difficult not to s1d€ :
the Outlook against Mr. Wilson. g

9o o : |

The Challenge

UBBBC IN 1667 HAD 3,918 inhabitants; o
Q 9,677; in 1754, 55,000; in 1790, 161,875
1900, 1,648,898, and in 1910, 2,002;712-

last decade Quebec increased 21.46 per cent.
in the same time increased 15.58 per cent.
increase is, moreover, from within, ana do
clude the numbers spared for settlement in
Ontario and in our West. After all, it is PO
that counts, and if Ontario is to continue 4
the size of her families must increase.
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"THE ALL-IMPORTANT

An Urgent Appeal for Munitions
WRITTEN AT THE SIGN OF THE MAPLE BY ESTELLE M. KERR

Too Proud to Work

RE we? So far the supply of women munition
workers in Canada has exceeded the de-
mand. Manufacturers have been slow to

trom employ women, in spite of the statistics
TesultGreat Britain, which show such satisfactory
i S And now we are criticized for not doing
WOFk’z:hare of this most necessary branch of war
fema' Even the American papers are doing it, for
le jlabour is largely used in munition plants in

ineolgl’l“ted States, where patriotism does mot enter
b i‘case. They say we are too proud to work.
“No X"e- Thus far the answer has been emphatically
Wor.i; Wom.en have been registering for muni?ion
Bia Ibseve*r since last January and, if their services
Have ;en accepted, the Munitions Board would not
G een obliged to make this alarming report:
TAR:-loE DELIVERIES OF MUNITIONS FROM ON-
T|T|ESARE RUNNING FAR BEHIND THE QUAN-
APPRE PROMISED, AND WE ARE SERIOUSLY
cA N HENSIVE |IF EXISTING CONDITIONS
% 8T BE BETTERED”

0d it rests with the women to better them!

R. AUSTEN HUTCHINSON, of Toronto, head
Womeo? the Central Registration Bureau of the
"Wn‘s Emergency Corps, says:
® have already fifteen hundred
ﬂis'h.:; on our books, and have fur-
Manys feveral hundreds to various
i iaCturers, while almost every
i mal:l the day women are in here
W € fresh application for munition
ftrery 'tIt is now up to the manufac-
omeg, 0 demand the services of more
the y1igp I am sure we will not have
Magy o test difficulty in furnishing as
he 1 S the manufacturers need. For
T8¢ body of leisure women has
of ‘thzs'been touched. There are many
ut ave W}xo .have not yet registered,
L ae Slfgmﬁed their willingness to
Ny time the call comes.”

The Leisure Class

UNITION making ds but a tem-
itg Dorary thing. It would seem that
from Otlitllen workers should be drawn
Work “'"11039 whose taking up of, the
Uys rg 1 not interfere with the coun-
1f 1y SUer industries.

Went ‘inteﬂre the women of leisure who
Queyyyyn® the munition factories the
Markey ,Of such workers overcrowding a
daygy after the war would mot arise. It is the
%sme:rs of the doctors, lawyers, ministers and
Coms men who are wanted and who have not as
Comg s? forward in any large numbers. Still they
S,re OWly but surely. Several university girls
©ang 8istered, the daughter of a Cabinet Minister
W ob&ny Women who have never worked before.
be ng ge“ to the term “leisure class,” there should
€y, Uch thing in war time, but it is the women of
quicklyon Who make the best workers, and they are
Dostg Dromoted to fill positions as forewomen, and
greater responsibility. ‘The French Govern-
tong ey ef‘ sent a woman to America to buy 50,000
Sieel for war purposes.

labour

THEHW Omen’s Emergency Corps, with its Branches
registeri Over .Canada, have done splendid work in
- Wit N2 women for war work, and the Imperial
them 0§ BUavd has recognized their value in calling
the 0;) St‘u] greater effort. At a recent meeting of
thipgy, o2 it was reported that in little Dundas alone
; CVe Women have registered.

Ql&ssy tharines reported the register of forty-four
tor the 4. omen workers, and the men have asked
I, DQ:SSistanCQ of the Women’s Emergency Corps
.Q%hamn‘sonal canvass of the eligible men. As St.
v“'!a‘ ®S Women are suffering from the almost uni-
%IV% ‘ofa'ckWardness of employers to avail them-
?1‘?9« that the women’s aid, they are making a special
t°- w(,menmanufactuwers open up their establishments
'ﬁ"féd S In Brantford forty-six women have regis-
(??m " €Verything from chauffeurs to munition and
a‘iﬂsvmrk' Three branches, Paris, Burford and
® have also been formed. In Paris, out of

4,000 people, 500 have enlisted, and many women
are now working in the winsey factory, which is
making khaki cloth.

New branches of the corps—Acton, Sudbury, Cobalt
and many other places; 333 registrations outside To-
ronto.

In Montreal soldiers’ wives have offered to give
up their Patriotic Fund allowances if they may be
allowed to go into the munition plants.

In Welland, 95 women responded last week to the
call of a factory there which needs 150 to 200 women.
Fifty per cent. of those who answered the call had
never been in regular employment before.

When employers agree to dismiss all eligible men,

WELCOME THE COMING, SPEED

THE PARTING—

The Duchess of Devonshire,
the new hostess of Govern-
mcnt House.

The Duchess of Connaught,

from a hitherto unpubklished

portrait by Gertrude Des
Clayes.

®

Government House, showing

the verandah where Her
Royal Highness likes to
have tea.

there will be a c¢all for women in all branches of
labour. Shall we be ready to respend?

A Business Proposition

AGES in munitions plants should be such as

to attract a large number of workers. Four

to seven, and even ten dollars a day is not uncommon
for men employed on the piece-work basis. These
high wages are depleting the ranks of women from
other departments of female labour, and we are
facing an acute stage in the labour shortage. There
are fewer students at shorthand schools than for-
merly when they should be greatly increasing.
Banks have taken many of the first class stenogra-
phers and others have left on account of the higher
wages paid in factories. Book-keepers, telephone
operators and bank clerks are in demand. Business

|
i e
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offers great inducements for wemen just now, and
if women only realized it, they would be so much
happier engaged in regular work than they are now,
filling up their time in many little duties and
pleasures. But the girl who enters business life must
realize that she must hoard her strength if she hopes
to make a success of her work and that she must not
spend her free hours deing housework or making
clothes. She should employ others to do those things
as a business man does.

Munition Makers Abroad

BUT the unskilled munition workers in France and

Britain are not highly paid. They have barely
enough to live on and the Young Women’s (Christian
Association in London is appealing for funds to main-

tain rest rooms, clubs, hostels, and canteens for
women working on war materials of every Kkind.

According to a recent report published by the Chief
Inspector of Factories, there are at least 200,000
women employed in the munition plants of Britain,
and soon there will be six women to one man. In
Germany female labour is
largely utilized. Out of 68,972
workers in the Krupp works
at Essen, 13,023 are women.
VWhile the total number of
employees nearly doubled
from August 1, 914, to April
1, 1916, the number of women
workers increased more than
tenfold during the same
period, according to reports
appearing in recent issues of
German newspapers.

LOUIS RAEMAEKERS,

e« the great Dufch car-
toonist, when asked what im-
pressed him most in England,
replied: “It is the women.”
He had been taken to see the
munitions factories, whose
activities are chronicled only
by an occasional line in the
newspapers, giving Mr. Lloyd
George’s estimate of the num-
bers of “controlled establish-
ments.” This is what he
says: “Manufactory after
manufactory all working at
the highest pressure. Shells
—shells—shells not for a

year, but for fifty years.
Manufactories, which were
doing all sorts of other

things a year ago, are now
bursting with this new task.
And the women and girls,
their eyes burning! They
make shells and fuses in a
fury of enthusiasm, with
strength and yet with deli-
cacy. In the men it is not
g0 evident; to them the task
is more accustomed. But
the women workers, they
are splendid.”

Compulsion for
Women

OW that the men are
all under orders, it is
necessary to utilize the
women, and if they do not
voluntarily do their part it
is quite possible that there
may be conscription. Every
woman who takes up munition work, farm labour, or
other necessary employment, releases a man for the
fighting line, and unless Canadian women come for-
ward in large numbers, avle-bodied men must be
kept back for this work.

OMPULSORY service in the harvest fields has
been introduced in West Prussia for all women
and children who are not exempted by doctors’ orders
or by the provincial president. The general com-
manding the 20th Army Corps district has issued
orders that this domestic mobilization is to be carried
out strictly. Any refusal to work in the fields is to
be punished by one year’s imprisonment or a fine of
$375. ‘The local mayors or presidents of local gov-
ernment boards are to effect the mobilization, and
the work is to be paid for at the usual local rates.
What if Canada should follow the example!
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SUPREMACY AFTER WAR

Economic Principles to be Observed by
Great Britain

N spite of a continuance of violent episodes, the
war is becoming almost tedious. Like a rain-
soaked country, the public mind can only absorb

impressions up to the point of saturation, and
although the hurricane continues, the sense of its
fury diminishes. We are turning aside to discuss
with interest those trade conditions which may imme-
diately follow the war; ‘but, although we are abie
to command sufficient mental detachment so to do,
the violent antagonism which exists colours the dis-
cussion. We are assuming that our present tem-
perament will continue, even when peace is signed,
the fields are again cultivated, and the charred cities
rebuilt. We take too much for granted that our
enemies will be at our throats commerecially, and
that the war, which will have ceased only in a mili-
tary sense, will be still carried on in every neutral
market of the world. :

In this way, Joseph Compton-Rickett opens an
article in the Contemporary Review, on Commercial
Supremacy After the War. He goes on:

But can it be seriously contended that German-
made goods are to be shut out of the markets of the
world, and her state of isolation prolonged in-
definitely? Such a condition would stimulate ani-
mosity, blight the reformation of German character,
almost justify her in the renewal of her military pre-
parations, and open a vista of further war. It would
be an unprecedented and an impossible future.

To obviate the difficulties with which we were con-
fronted at the beginning of the war we must take a
more Intelligent interest in our own affairs, but are
not required to dislocate our trade relations with
other countries, or to close our ports against them.
With regard to the Dominions, our one safe and sure
course is to leave them to settle their own commer-
cial problems in their own way. In fact, we have
neither the right nor the power to interfere. Canada
is next meighbour to the United States, divided from
the great Republic by a bare thread drawm across
inland waters and open country. The comimercial
relations between such near neighbours are bound
to be of the utmost importance. If they desire to
trade with one another more freely than formerly,
let them do so, for nothing could compensate Canada
for the surrender of her owm Continental marker.
The utmost which we can expect from our Dominions
is a first call upon their produce, in case of necessity,
at the best price which those Dominions can obtain
in any other market of the world.

As soon as our Armies are disbanded, we shall
have to direct a considerable amount of attention (o
the gemeral question of labour. Labour in the fields
had already become a difficulty, and the scarcity of
cottages was prompting us to take some preliminary
steps when the war broke out. There are many large
estates which will be offered in consequence of in-
creased taxatiom, and of the better employment of
money elsewhere. It will be desirable to hesitate
before we embark upon fresh schemes. We ought
not to settle upon fixity of temure or peasant pro-
prietorship until we are better informed as io the
future handling of the soil.

In order to maintain the commercial supremececy
of the United Kingdom we must make sure that a
sufficient amount of labour and of capital will be
always available in this country. “Except these
abide in the ship, ye cannot be saved.” ILondon must
continue to be the commercial centre of the world,
its financial metropolis. We have not to fear com-
petition from the Continent of Europe, for our neigh-
bours will be burdened in proportion to their re-
sources more heavily than ourselves. It is to the
competition of the United States that we naturally
look, but that competition will not be serious so
long as the Umited States continues to maintain a
tariff wall. So long as she does so, the cost of pro-
duction in that country will be maintained. It may
be necessary for us to direct the flow of capital to

Germania: “Now that | have taken your countries,
will you give me a piece of bread to get them back?”
—~Costanza, in Pasquino, Turin.

the East, where the raw material of certain commodi-
ties lies to hand, and where coloured labour can be
obtained at a comparatively low price. The Asiatic
does not lack readiness in @ new task, and with a
little practice can learn it. Whether he has the
physical power to work as hard as the English man
or womanm is a question of food, and a rise in wages
will do much in that respect, as he will never require
the Western standard of living. He has learned to
do with less, and makes more of the food than the
Buropean. It must be remembered that climate has
an important bearing upon food. The cold and vari-
able climate of this country diverts a portion of
the food we eat to the maintenance of animal warmth.
Money has to be spent in clothing, in fuel, and in
suitable cover. From this the inhabitant of warmer
climates is largely exempt. The sun makes that
provision for him, and so he starts with a competi-

“He must have eaten a Boche.”
—From a Post Card by Poulbot.

tive advantage. No doubt the teeming population5
of India, of China, and of Japan have dropped to fhe
line of bare living, the smallest amount at whic
their working ability can be maintained. Besidc#
which, periods of famine.have overtaken chem, 2%
thinned the population down to the point at th'h
there was sufficient food for the survivors. T2
process, which has been going on for centuries, has
bred a race which can live upon an amount repr®
senting sheer starvation to the Buropean. We mus
not nurse the delusion that the Asiatic working c];'s,ss
will not be soon fully supplemental to the B!'m‘?
workers, for the organized labour of the East W
be required to maintain the commercial suprema‘fy
of the BEmpire. But, for the present, Burope W'
need to recover from the war., We must live frugallys
accumulate capital, and be thankful that our OV
credit remains unshaken. Germany has lost the good
will of Russia, will cease to tinker with Turked
whilst Great Britain and France are summoned i
take her place. Russia is commercially a Vil
country, with possibilities as great as that of Weste™
America. But why should not the United State®
immense in her resources, share this trade with us,
or even anticipate us in competing for it? At th:'
beginning she may do so, but only to a small eltenr
The United States has not yet satisfied the call foe
investment within her own territory. She has th
Southerm Continent, the other America, to devel'o‘:
and perhaps to colonize, in the future. It will l;n
better for us to give way to her in Argentina and
the other Latin States of the New World, whilst we
devote ourselves to work closer to hand. We 819
on the threshold of BWurope, within call of Westeﬂ;
Asia, well equipped for service, and have polti®
as well as commercial considerations to invite Qu_‘
trade. When we and the United States have respes
tively done our own work, the vast territories d
China lie waiting for our joint efforts. As we regard
this extended field of human endeavour, mompanieg
by the growing impertance of our own self-goveﬂ‘i?
Dominions, the horizon widens, until there is hal‘d-iz«
a measurable limit to our opportunities. For rhy
country there is a good time coming, if we will 9“’1
wait a little longer.

OUR HOPE IN PICARDY

Sydney Coryn’s Size-up of What the
Picardy Offensive Means

t,
IDNEY CORYN, of the San Francisco ArgO’:’:;;

writes the best weekly war summary We ..
vet had the pleasure of reading. In the mlm
of a pro-German community this seemingly pro# i
summary faces conditions, as regards critic® e
which writers in other places do mot knoW: cint
Coryn summary is a treat. This week we TP’ (79:
part of the summary dealing with the real significA”
of the Picardy offensive. It reads:
It may be said again, and it can not be rement {
too carefully, that the weak point of a modern »W,;’
and especially of an army that is mot in e 8

béfeg!;

attel
country, is its line of communications. NO mat e 2
how numerous or well-munitioned an army ma:;neg::_ )

it is lost if it is cut off from its base of SUPP ¢
Now it is obvious that the formation, the sbaP®
the front has a strong bearing on this pr(’bl@ 5
the preservation and defence of lines of €O
cation. If a wedge, or anything in the naturé
wedge, has been driven into an ememy’s i

i

e
ol

must either push on, and through, those LM 4
become liable to attack upon three sides. A:nlﬁa"“
will be equally evident that the lines of com™® =
tion that supply that wedge will be much more oatl
ible to assault than where armies are facing ==
other over a long and straight front. e cﬂ"’
A glance at the map shows that the Germﬂ»nf Bﬂi; ¢
on the Somme, and for some distance north b P
south, constitute "the western extremity of 5™ po
wedge or salient, although in this case it ta;‘:;y i
form of a curve or bulge. The actual extre™=y
a little further south, say at Noyon, where




turng from north and south to west and east. The
battle front in France may be compared roughly with
Athe two sides of a square, and the contained right
80gle—although it is not quite a right angle—lies
%“gt to the south of the present fighting. If the
& Ush and French are able to advance here they
Ould find themselves to the east of the German line
Tuns north and south, and to the north of the
w'o‘:u‘-'hat runs east and west. That is to say, they
X 4 be endangering the communications of very
AI8e areas that are now held by the Germans. The
the ans would find that their enemies were behind
5 M on both lines and they would have to fall back
avoid being cut off. Now, as a matter of fact, the
tish are already behind, or to the east of the
: ™Man line that stretchés northward to Arras, and
® French are also behind, or to the east, of, the
thermm line that stretches southward to Noyon at
angle. But the French advance has not yet been
angte Sufficien't or decisive enough to compel that
qm:e to cave in. Nor has the British advance been
® sufficient or decisive enough to compel the
b furan line to the north to fall back as far as Arras
ther. And here we see the reason why the
linrz:'ch ‘anq British are not proceeding on paralle!
Dat-hs; Their general strategy is the same, but their
Shape diverge. Their lines are somewhat in the
ing thOf a fan with the handle pointed westward
The F:W are opening the fan wider as they advance.
8Cross ‘gnch are advancing southeast in order to cut
Mv%.ﬁhe corner marked by Noyon. The British are
of ng northeast in order to get well to the east
 the as and so endanger the whole German line
Mmu;orth So long as they are encountering chosely:
ang g lines of trenches their advance is very slow,
acute, & danger to the German communications is not
Wiy Ut a very few miles more and the danger
J8Come sharper. For example, if the British
of apfﬂlme, which is only about five miles ahead
on a:m’ it is hard to see how the Germans can hold
of 5 3 as, or how they can avoid the evacuation
algg forgé area of French territory. This accounts
not g, the tenacity of the (German resistance. It
Mpﬁrta:nat the possession of a few villages is of any
m”t‘&nc Ce one way or the other. But it is of im-
Doing :1 that the British shall not reach the critical
Comp, Teady commanded by their guns, that will
Thug wa German retirement over dozens of miles.
%mmeej See that the object of the fighting on tha
hrdﬂeutsfnm to push the Germans back yard by
a Doin¢ Of France, but rather to push them back to
ordey :&'here they will be compelled to fall back

s A tho Save their lines of communication.
i 3 erefore a mistake to suppose that the only
Gsrma that the Allies can look for is to push the

B8 back to their own frontier, yard by yard,

Sesg. it ¢ desperate fighting all the way. Their suc-
Doy hey attain to it, will be in reaching certain
ang At will make large areas of line untenable,
Norn ey are already very close to that success.

"N’eeswe Suppose that the intervening difficulties
'“rmﬂSed Sarily be so great as those that have been
Sveny, Doubtless the Germans have foreseen all

54 t‘e.s and have fortified the territory to their

f 5 élt It is very unlikely that they have fortifird
SXtep ’ ass%me extent, or to anything like the same
ato t;ley have done in what we may call the

Oug numb,ol‘egroun‘d. They may have dug enor-
€S of trenches, but they will not be of

&«
ti Cant nobody sleep with bugles blowin’l”
~Svkes, in Philadelphia Evening Loedger.
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the same kind as those that have been attacked and
taken during the last month.

ORIENTAL CUSTOMS

Ear. Cromer’s Adventures as a Biritish

Pro-Consul in the East

HEN a British pro-consul will talk—which is
W seldom, it is worth while listening. When he
talks frankly, the opportunity is still more
important. The Earl of Cromer, in the Quarterly
Review, contributes a thoroughly delightful article
anent his adventures while representing Great Britain
in Egypt. He says:

Every European who has lived for long in the East
will, I think, bear me out when I say that in the
most trivial acts of life the Eastern somehow or other
manages always to do and to say exactly the opposite
to what would be done or satd by the Western. I was
one day looking out of the window of the Viceroy’s
house at Barrackpore and noticed that a native police-
man was walking up and down the terrace. His
attention was attracted by a piece of paper which
fluttered to his feet. He stopped and eyed it in-
tently., I conceive that under similar circumstances
a policeman of any Western nation, even if he had
been barefooted amd his toes had mot, from the con-
stant use of boots, lost their prehensile qualities,
would, had he wished to possess himself of that
bit of paper, have stooped down to pick it up. The
Bengali policeman did nothing of the kind. He
kicked off the wooden shoe from his right foot, seized
the bit of paper between his two toes, brought up
his foot to the level of the knee, and, without stoop-
ing, conveyed the paper from his toes to his fingers
behind his back. A friend of mine, who was a very
acute observer of Eastern ways, told me that on one
occasion, in order to test the intelligence of an
Egyptian, he asked him to indicate his left ear. The
most uneducated member of an REuropean nation,
supposing he understood the difference between right
and left, would certainly have seized the lobe of his
left ear with his left hand. The Bgyptian, however,
passed his right hand over the top of his head and,
with that hand, took hold of the top of his left ear.

Why, in the East, that is to say, in that portion of
the real East which is as yet only slightly tainted
by connexion with Europe, should the men wear
flowing robes and the women trousers? Why should
a Western, if he folds up a wet umbrella, always
put it against the wall or in a rack with the peint
downwards, whereas the Eastern, with much greater
reason, will always put it point upwards against the
wall with the handle on the floor? Why should a
Western fasten his dress with buttons and an
Bastern with strings? 1Is it mot singular that an
Egyptian signalman should think that the best way
of being warned when a train was about to pass
was to go to sleep with his head on the rail? Yet it
has happened that an Hgyptian signalman has
adopted this course, with the inevitable result that
his head was cut off. Why does an Bastern mount
his horse on the off side, whereas a European mounts
on the near side? Is there any particular reason why
a Christian should be summoned to prayer by the
sound of a bell and a Moslem by the call of a man’s
voice? Again, why should an Eastern always sit
cross-legged on a divan or on the floor, whereas a
Western always sits on a chair? Why should a
drover in the Highlands folow his flock of sheep
and a herdsman in the Deccan walk in front of them?
Why should a European, when he wishes to write,
put the paper on which he is writing on the table
before him, whereas an Eastern rather prefers to
hold the paper in one hand and to write with the
other? - Why should a European sign his name and
an Fastern prefer to use a seal? Why should the
Western write from left to right and the Bastern
from right to left?- Why should one smoke a long
pipe and the other a short one? Why should a
European, if he wishes to wash his hands, always
pour water into a basin first -and then wash them,
whereas an Oriental will prefer to have the water
poured over his hands? Is it not strange that all
Moslems shave their heads except one lock in the
middle, whereas the only Europeans who shave their
heads at all are Roman Catholic priests, and they
only shave that particular portion which the Moslem
leaves unshaved? Why is it that, if an Oriental
wishes anybody to approach him, he will throw his
hand away from his body, whereas a Furopean will
extend his arm and draw his hand towards his body?
How does it come about that, if in reply to a ques-
tion an Oriental shakes his head, he means an
affirmative answer to be inferred, whilst a similar
gesture on the part of a European implies a negative?
An Oriental, if he wishes to indicate a negative byi
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gesture, will throw up his chin.

The first impulse of a European, if he feels cold,
is to cover his feet and throat; the Oriental, on the
other hand, will, in the first instance, cover his ears.
Is it not strange to our ideas that an Eastern will
occasionally sow first and then plough his field after-
wards? If two bargees on the Thames quarrel, they
will at times .curse each other vigorously. A Nile
boatman will never do this. But he will thunder
across the river the most uncomplimentary expres-
sions as regards the relatives, particularly those of
the female sex, of any other boatman with whom he
happens to have a difference of opinion. Why should
a dead Mahommedan be wrapped up in a shroud and
buried in a sitting posture, whereas Europeans are
always placed in the coffin in a recumbent posture?
Again, it is singular that an Oriental will amuse
himself by seeing others dance, whereas a European
will join in the dance himself. Moreover, Oriental
dress is loose, except for infants, who are wrapped
in swaddling clothes, whereas Eurcpean dress is
tight, except for infants, who are dressed in looss,
flowing robes. Why, again, should an Oriental, if
he wears a sword, which is generally curved, place
it at his right side, whereds a Wuropean, whose sword
will generally be straight or very nearly so, always
puts it at his left side? So, also, as regards the use
of metaphor, why should an Englishman say “from
top to bottom,” whereas a Turk wi'l always say “from
bottom to top” (altindan ustuaa kadar)? Why
should a Turk or a Persian speak of beginning his
affairs “from a new head,” whereas an Englishman
would talk of placing them “on a mew footing”?

It has very often happened to a European that,
when he has' imagined that he has found a
common ground for discussion on some subject
with an intelligent Eastern, the latter will sud-
denly advance some theofy or make some remark
which, to the amazement of the Buropean, will reveal
to him that their minds are, in reality, as the poles
asunder, and that arguments which appear to carry
conviction to the Western mind exercise no influ-
ence whatever on that of the Oriental. On one occa-
sion I was discussing with an intelligent and educated
Egyptian official the question of the levy of a tax
on the professional classes. I pointed out that in a
country where the main revenue was derived from
the land it was perfectly right and just that some
special taxation should be imposed on the profes-
sional classes, such as doctors, engineers, etec. But
in Ismail Pasha’s time, when this discussion took
place, the professional tax had been allowed to be-
come a poll tax and was levied on every one indis-
criminately. I asked the BEgyptian official whether
he did not think it rather anomalous and unjust that
a man should pay a tax for the exercise of a pro-
fession which he did not follow. The Egyptian ex-
pressed the greatest surprise that I should advance
any such plea. He pointed out that the Government
did not impose any veto upon a man exercising any
profession in which he wished to engage, but that
it would be extremely unfair on those who were
engaged in professional work that those who were
not similarly employed should escape from taxation
merely because, although they were at liberty to
exercise some profession, they failed to do so. An

argument of this sort completely disconcerts the
Western mind. A European cannot put himself in
the position of one who will advance what to him
appears such an absolutely untenable theory.

Waiting to Snap the Lock.
—In N. Y. Rvening Journal,
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British Columbian Notes

By )=

HE visitor from the East who
happened to arrive at the

Coast in January of this year

found the British Columbians

in a really pathetic situation. The
Province that was understood to have
just a regularly authorized rainy
season (which was really mo draw-
back, as the rain was never umn-
pleasantly wet) to breathe the sun-
shine which otherwise lasted all the
year round, was knee-deep in snow,
with more and more of this beautiful
falling every day. The physical result
was bad enough, as the city dwellers
evidently knew little of the art of
cleaning off the sidewalks, which,
throughout the residential sections,
were reduced to goose-paths by »no
means easy to negotiate, but the men-
tal result was nothing short of dis-
tressing. Every old-timer was thrown
into an apologetic mood, and was kept
busy assuring the new-comer that this
was a really unheard-of state of things.

W. BENGOUGH

It was sorely humiliating not to be
able to point with pride as usual to
the roses blooming in the open at
Christmastide; and for the resident of
Victoria to have to admit that the
street cars of that lovely city were
altogether out of commission for two
or three weeks was bitter beyond
words. There was simply no account-
ing for it, unless it was one of the
mysterious results of the disturbed
condition brought about by the world-
war—but whatever the explanation,
the visitor was implored to under-
stand clearly that it was most unusual.
Such a dencombation of eastern
weather was nothing short of an af-
front to the Coast.

BUT one thing that the snow could
not smother was the patriotic
ardour of the British Columbians. Cer-
tainly no province in our Confedera-
tion has a better right to the adjective
in its name. In the matter of enlist-

COURIER.

ments it holds first place in proporticn
to population, and for all the accom-
panying activities of patriotic funds,
red cross, Belgian, Polish, and other
charitable efforts, and the endless
variety of women’s organizations en-
rolled in war work of all kinds, the
province has been and is nobly doing
its bit. Indeed, the visitor gets the
impression that the war and its affairs
are the chief business of the people
everywhere here, though in this re-
spect B. C. does not differ from other
cections of the Dominion. The spirit
of sacrifice is manifest in all parts.
The people of Revelstoke, for example,
proudly mention that that little city
(which in the East would only rank
as a small town) is giving a regular
donation of $1,000 per month—and
many other places larger and smaller
are doing proportionately just as well.
One sees the lads in khaki all over the
place; in city, town and village, rang-
ing, as elsewhere, from callow youths
whom one suspects of being under
military age to grey-haired volunteers
equally open to suspicion in the other
direction, with the general body re-
presenting the fine, athletic, clean type
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Gﬂnongs

in a variety of centres— Creams, Nuts, Brittles, !
Nougatines, Caramels—in fact, an
sure to meet with your approva

TheEvangeline Box

( The most popular box of Chocolates in Canada)

The Beautiful New Evangeline Box contains a very
attractive and delicious assortment of
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assortment that is
1. Be sure and ask for

The Finest Chocolates you can buy at

Also sold in half-pound boxes at 30c.
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lumbia politics, but it

¢f manhood that has already WOD
eulogies for the Canadian army abroad.
There is a great training camp at Ver-
non, where ten to twelve ‘thous‘and
troops are concentrated under com-
mand of Col. Gregory. The site ool
pied is a picturesque plateau, ©OI
manding a splendid view of the hills
all round, quite an ideal spot for the
purpose, and nct, I should supposé
resembling Camp Borden in the least:
The enterprising town is within @
mile or so, and is necessarily much
patronized by the soldiers in their 0
hours. Vernon has a number of D&l
rooms, but Col. Gregory began Tis
work by coming to an understanding
with the license-holders, whereb¥
potations supplied to soldiers Were
strictly confined to beer, and this
beverage was only saleable petwee?
the hours of four and half-past Bi®
pm. The result has been s0 gratify”
ing that the W. C. T. U. organizatio?
of the town passed a resolution of con-
gratulation to the commander, on
excellent order that has obtained 8%
the almost entire absence of arunke?
ness.

PEAKING of drink naturally 1ead®
to mention of the forthcomil®
vote on Provincial prohibition, thh
is to be taken in connection with 1
general election, Sept. 14. The legl®
lature, at its last session,
Act which had the approval
temperance element, represented
the People’s Prohibition Movemer?
an organization headed by MT. Jon&
than Rogers, of Vancouver: The
measure was carried with very fev
dissenting votes. It is now up for e
judgment of the people, and if a,p;
proved, is to go into effect 2 yo
hence. It is along the customary
lines of Provincial legislation, p f
hibiting the retail sale of liquo’ e
beverage purposes. The prospec .
that it will be carried by a large “;]e
jority. In viewing the fact that Ty
neighbouring provinces of the Wel
have all gone dry, to say nothiné
the neighbouring states on the
it seems inevitable that ¥. C. MUS: 2y
into line or risk having those iﬂiti?,y
interpreted as referring to histo’
and relegating her to a place amo?
the back number.

: . he
A PLEBISCITE vore 15 also 0 2n

taken on Women’s Suffra€®
the same occasion. Everybody se;ﬂl
to take it for granted that this
also carry. While there has beeneeg
great campaign for it, there D&% o
«till less evidence of opposition: w0
from the merits of the case © tica!
men’s right to equality of Pontin
privilege, there is a sentiment thé »
consideration of their patriotic g
vices since the war began, ﬂothg‘ of
too good for the women.
course, Westerners are
anyway.

o
chivalfou !

et
EITHER of these issues 18 cgaw-
ting much place in t ntne
paign which is going on betweemenb
political parties. ‘The GOVErT gof
led by Mr. Bowser, is appeal,in and
support on its record for pur‘yndef
cfficiency, and the Oppositio™ ;i
the leadérship of Mr. Bre“’s“t,:3 oot
devoting themselves to & 8TE®" . glof
to demonstrate that these pari oot
qualities have been PTC'G% pine®
absent in the history of the 2 i
Meantime, if we may rely pecti”"
newepaper organs of the ltesed, wiﬂ:
parties, both are being recei¥ publfa
every evidence of enthusiasti® G 1,
approval. The prophets se€ utcoﬂ‘e'
cminously silent as to the ?'We i
As Mr. Asquith would saYy»
cnly wait and see.”

THE party system i§
tively new thing 10

(Concluded on page 2




THE

IMONEY ANDF
MAGNATES!

Extensions in Canadian Plants

IT is learned that the Riordon Pulp and Paper Co., whose stock is to be listed

"} Montreal next week, is making extensive changes in its plant at Mer-

Titton, Ont. A new factory to produce bleach liquor is being built and a
blea}Chery installed which will handle about 30 tons of pulp daily. New boiler
e‘:““Dﬂlent, which will increase the steam capacity about 50%, is being pro-
Vided. The activity in the paper and pulp markets, both here and across the
bordel', has put the company in a favourable position, and the business is in-
Creasing very rapidly.

he logging and lumber industry in Canada also shows further improvement.
. large numbper of mills which have been closed down for a long time are
reing.OVEI‘hauled and new machinery installed, while many companies are
eSuming cutting operations.
stThe~ Lake of the Woods Milling Company has let a contract for the con-
fuction of a new mill of brick and concrete at Medicine Hat to replace the
glg;lt recently destroyed by fire. The new mill will cost about $200,000 and

have g daily capacity of between 1,500 and 2,000 barrels of flour. It will

e Considerably larger than the old plant there, which had a capacity of 1,000
arrels, and will bring the daily capacity of all the company’s mills to about
; ,000 barrels. In addition ¢o its four milling plants, the Lake of the Woods
Perates and owns some 100 elevators.
: facthe Canadian Milk Products, Limited, head office in Toronto, which manu-
lar'ures bowdered milk, has obtained the site for a new plant at Burford, On-

10, where it will put up a building one storey high, 160 feet by 100 feet.
nee Company has plants at Brownsville and Belmont, Ontario, and.its busi-
outgu:las shown a considerable increase of late, necessitating an increased

caz‘he McLaughlin Motor Car Company, which is turning out. the McLa..ughlin
diti and also the Chevrolet at Oshawa, is contemplating makmg ex.tenswe ad-
Wixtons to its plant there. The company’s business is increasing in common
hwthat of most Canadian automobile manufacturers, sales during the past
Year ‘having run considerably over the average for recent years. It is antici-
f;tue: that, with another good crop in the west, these record sales will con-
t ;Phere has been a distinct improvement in the Canadian paint trade during
everp“t year and earnings of the big companies are now running well above
Y' Deriod since war began. The excellent crops in*the West brought a big
eh}z In business with the farmers. Export trade has also been considerably
Withrged' and it is stated that a profitable business is now being done, bolh
havy Australia and New Zealand, shipments .of large quantities of the product
N8 recently taken place to those two colonies.

. Steel Company of Canada
I 18 learned officially that the Steel Company of Canada at Hamilton has
Started up its No, 2 open hearth furnace department, which comprises three
mu’éiW furnaces. These have a capacity of 80 tons each per heat, and are
hearthlarger than the other furnaces in operation. The total number qf open
ong furnaces now possessed by the company is ten, and the capacity 490
.~ Per heat, divided as follows—Nos. 1 and 2, capacity 25 tons each per heat;
‘33081.1 3 anq 4, capacity 50 tons each per heat; Nos. 5, 6 and 7, capacity 50 tons
menbpef heat; Nos. 8, 9 and 10, capacity 80 tons per_heat‘.. The new depart-
clty C0vers the three last named furnaces, and materially increases th_e capa-
the Sotf the plant to produce steel by 809%. This means that the earnmg‘s‘of
marg,i eel Company for July are expected to make a new high record by a wide

An official of the company states that the war orders already on hand
keep the plant going until next March, and that the new furnaces are
0 be kept producing to capacity. A new wave of shell orders in Canada
a © United States has brought about an increased demand for steel, and
Thi avy tonnage has been placed with the mills on both. sides of the borde'r.
St&l‘tedas brought about a turn in the price trend, W'hlch has .once again
of Ste Moving toward higher levels. It is learned from local selling agencies
ag i broducts that there is a famine in many of the manufactured lines
turtheras delivery this year goes. It is also anticipated that there will be a

Tise in prices before the demand can be supplied.

Railway Earnings in West
THE Canadian railways are handling all the grain for which they have
ca,pac“y in the Canadian West, and the movement promises to tax their
the c;‘;%urces right along until the 1916 crop is ready for market. This is
Maqq ef factor contributing to the remarkable traffic returns that are being
lhe ros . > Tegards passenger and general freight business, it is learned that
Could handle considerably more than is offering.

Labour Scarcity More Acute

B Auguygt letter of the Canadian Bank of Commerce says that much
e‘;XIth is felt as to labour conditions. Continuous pressure is being

t t erted to advance wages, and at the same time national exigencies make
lugy. hdesiraue that the cost of munitions should be reduced. Domestic in-

3 fay m&ta"{ been stimulated by prospects of another good harvest. Prices of
o oh Erials jg upward, and in many cases they are becoming more difficult

?‘% :' DiScussing the phenomenal showing of railway earnings, the letter
’00.000 bu:ff Dresent deliveries of grain in the west are at the rate of over

8 leye els daily, which is the chief factor in maintaining earnings at so

ligy

A :

% P%&l}‘;:al Construction company, which is building part of the Trent Valley
ﬁ_ot Bet Daying §$3.25 g day now, against $2.50 before the war began, and can-

Da “‘writhin a hundred of the desired number of employes. Another com-

N hay, Tking near the same section, brought 50 men over from Pittsburg,
Managed to retain only 10 of them,
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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
SAVINGS BANK ACCOUNTS

Interest at the current rate is allowed on all deposits 4»f $1.00 and upwards.
Careful attention is given to every account. Small accounts are welcomed.
Accounts may be opened and operated by mail.

RESERVE FUND, $13,500,000

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.

s — =

routine of an executor’s duties. Stll fewer undertake

. enough executorships to learn the methods of meeting ex-

ceptional problems of administration adequately when these
arise.

I "EW men act as executors often enough to learn even the

Sl

Here the services of National Trust Company, Limited,
present a marked contrast. Years of administration have given
its officers wide experience and ready resource. Their advice
I is at your service. ﬁ

4

Daffonal Trus{ Company
Capital Paid-up, imifed Reserve,

$1,500,000. $1,500,000.
18-22 Kinc STREeT East, ToronTO.

ORIGINAL

CHARTER 1 854

ONE BANK oF CANADA

Notice is hereby given that a Dividend at the rate of five per cent.
(5) per annum upon the paid-up Capital Stock of this Bank has been,
declared for the three months ending the 31st August, 1916, and that:
the same will be payable at the Head Office and Branches on and
after Friday, the 1st of September, 1916. The Transfer Books will be

closed from the 17th of August to the 31st of August, 1916, both days
inclusive.
By Order of the Board.
Toronto, July 19th, 1916.

JAMES MASON,
General Manager.

Just what experience can do is shown by

WHITE LABEL ALE

THE production of White Label Ale,

through every stage—from the raw
barley to the careful bottling of our own
bottlers—has been developed into an
exact science.

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

Prove our claim by comparison.

ORDER AT THE DEALERS AND HOTELS
Brewed and bottled only by

Dominion Brewery Co., Limited, Toronto

—
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John D. Reci
at something w
off. That wa
take up the collection!

“Comrades,’” sa) e Kaiger in address-
ing h men at the front. He's talking

suspiciously like a Socialist.

It’s enough to make a man look gloomy

e o

when he comes back from his vacaticn
and has to pay his taxes.

COURIERETTES.
HE Kaiser has been helping to har-
vest the Hun rye crop. He has sown
a fine crop of misery for his people
too.

Wounded Britishers now wear a band
of gold braid on their sleeves. Odd that
scars are rewarded with stripes.

As a watchful waiter, Roumania seems
to be able to give a few pointers to Wood~
row Wilson.

‘When the Toronto police stopped the
Sunshine Circle’s patriotic raffle they

One of the chief planks in the Repub-
lican platform seems to be Josephus
Daniels, Secretary of the Navy.

‘Now we hear that a church across the
line wants to cut down the Lord’s Prayer.
Nothing is safe these days from the ef-
ficiency expert.

Sothern declares in favour of an actors’

rather took the shine out of the “Sun-
shine.”

Poor old Connie Mack! He has a ball
team this year that is popular in every
city on the American League circuit ex-
cept its home town.

We note that a man died the other day
because, he could not yawn. If we could

; ; union. Well, the chorus girls would not
have taken him to some vaudeville b‘,hO\\'S be over-dressed if they wore a union
we've seen we would have saved a life. label

Germany is being attacked on five Sir Roger Casement was fond of iced
fronts. Will it have its back against one drinks. Wonder if he would like one
wall—or five? now?

Zenale[[p has mcenil‘y

.

TON~ IS IT?2
Music’s Re-Creation is a new art,
known only to Thomas A. Edison and
his trusted assistants. The word Re-
Creation (accent on the first syllable)
has been adopted by music critics to
designate the perfect musical result
accomplished by Thomas A. Edison’s
latest and perhaps most wonderful in-
vention.

NEW EDISON

HIS new instrument Re-Creates every voice

and every form of music with such literal per-
fection that the Re-Creation cannot be distinguished
from the original performance when heard in direct
comparison.

This astounding test hasbeen successfully made
in all of the principal cities of the United States, and
the music critics of America’s leading newsparcrs
concede freely in the columns of their own pagcrs
that Edison’s D.c-Creation of speech, song and music
are indistinguishable from the original.

Do you want to know more about Edison’s new
art?  If so, send to us for a copy of the brochure,
“Music’s Re-Creation;’” also ask for a booklet
containing excerpts from newspaper comment on
this new rausical art.

éy the

““A voice of golden tone, prodigal in its expenditure, yet
responsive to cvery emotional shade.”” This great Italian

tenor’s voice has just been Re-Created by Edison’s won-
derful new art. In this picture you see the great Zenatello
actually singing in direct comparison with Edison’s Re-
Creation of his voice, and proving conclusively that his living
voice and Edison’s Re-Creation of it are indistinguishable.
Zenatello is one of the many great artists who have similarly

WaitchyourLocal Papers

for the announcement of a merchant in
your vicinity who has been licensed by Mr,
Edison to demonstrate this new invention.,

proved the absolute perfection of Edison’s new invention.

Hear Edison’s Re-Creation of Zenatello’s voice and then
hear Zenaiello himself when you have the opportunity

THOMAS A. EDISON, Inc.
Dept.C762, Orange, N. J.

S

THE USUAL.
(News item: “Sir Sam Hughes reviewed
tne Canadian troops in England.”)

Sammy had an army,
Lot of brave young blades,

But everywhere that Sammy went
There had to be parades.

® v ®
MONOTONOUS.
To the Russians these days life is j“{t’
“taking one darned town after another:

% 88
'TIS TO LAUGH. 3
This world would be a sad old place ,li
‘twere not for the sign-writer. Hele
one we heard of the other day, P
for a laundry firm:
“Don’t kill your wife—
Let us do your dirty work!”

2”8
RANDOM REMARKS.

Scems now as if the meek will have 10
inherit the earth if they ever get it

A popular woman is one who has
secret to tell that.all.the other WESE
want to know. i

If you would know a woman’s a8€ yOt
had better bide your time—and look #
her tombstone.

Some men would not kick a man
he's down—they’d just jump on him W
both feet. t0

It hurts a woman almost as much
find her first gray hair as it does a
to lose his last one. i

Some folks go to church to WOfshp&
end others go to get a fresh supply
gossip.

It's a wise plan to always tell e
truth—but don’t be always telling it.

whe?

WAR NOTES.

Britishers are taking to reédy;
made clothing, the custom tailo"
being busy giving fits to the Hurﬁ;

Wonder how the Kaiser likes th?
touch of in-Somme-nia which
Allies gave him?

Conscientious objectors to 50,1; ;
diering find it hard to get jobs 7
Britain. If they won’t kill .Gr"fr
mans they may have to kill tlme‘d

Cheer up! We'll win. Km;
George is on the side that never v
licked. For proof, look at a po®
age stamp. 3

Germany has put the bal ‘;e'
pleasure cycling in Hunland. The
is so much “right wheel” jus
that the wheels have to be left: .

“Russians are literally 1eapi;‘d
forward” runs a war report. BOY
to win, eh?

The Kaiser kissed each © 2
captains who survived the Jl,lﬂao‘
naval battle. Next time theyll *
be so keen, to run back home.

as the eyni
on”

£t

In the meantime,

twists it, President Wilson g
siders discussion the better p
of valour.

.

IN THE MOVIES:
Some stars there be
In movie shows
Who like to pose—
And some expose!

® 2 » ufl
THE HUN SENSE OF HUM"OH;.@

List to this from Prof. Stengeb
University of Munich: po?

“The whole course of the nghaieﬂ
shown that Germany has beel g o
by Providence to march at the hi
all civilized nations.” ! pit

Yes—as their captives, pefhaps‘
read on: oritl

“For we have not only the poW' ut i

force necessary for this misSiO"'tute tn®
all creation it is we who constd
crown of civilization.”

And yet some folks says th@
mans are lacking in a sense

® 8 :

LET'S HOPE SO- pilitY

ob2” " od

There seems to be a strond pr:ly ta""‘

that the Kaiser will have his arfty et
to death before the Allies cal

Tl :

TRESPASSING- ")

AL Woods, the theatrical man:; F‘*’%’.
produce @ play called ‘“The Sau™ e P

Thet sounds like a trespass CP pjes
serves' of Flo Zeigfield and his

G
Lot




TIHE

Dance to Father Neptune, given recently by the Neoller School of
Classic Dancing at Brighton Beach, N.Y.

@SIC AND PLAYS

T
Hose Vanished Illusions.

OW the modern stage realist has
- destroyed some of our most
set erished stage illusions is well
Urnégitp by Mr. Alan Dale, in the
0 1Ssue of the Theatre Magazine.
its Ov;!n the stage starts to give away
Critie L secrets, says this well-known
1°nge‘r Suppose it is a sign that it no
Suarg; Considers those secrets worth
Ing,
"Sto?-m}::ou remember the good old
B 1y effects? They used to thrill
ang th SDite of myself. 'The thunder
Ing 4 ° lightning were more terrify-
darkenan the real thing. With the
elsﬂlenid stage and the roar of the
hers" I used to watch that poor
Wity Olne trot forth into the night,
ang . o DPersistently unborn child,
Ougly, elodrama clutched me vigor-
atage' ¢ € wonder of a well-regulated
the ills Orm held me for years, and
amuslon was complete.
tuceq € the day when “Zaza” was pro-
that Danth tremendous success. In
$Xact]y Y, We were carefully shown
Were . DOW the effects of the storm
v?ia;naged, and the instruments
Wepg  JICh they were brought about
5 actually " displayed wupon the
Vieweq 1.8 heard the storm, as we
OF i e‘l"’lth Our ocwn eyes the methods
Of 1y n'abOI‘ation. This was the end
ally ; terest in stage storms. Natur-
rﬂlwed bad known that they were pro-
Iy ny SO0me clever mechanism, but
Wystopiec 'S been initiated into  its
Yery ingr. Pefore that time. It was
x’Ell‘tieulamm“"& of course, and at that
thag ) AT Deriod it was novel—I think
dlleq ; , Dress-agent” of the day

ng ¢ New and novel.” But 3
b ; oncs
1]11151 all, it absolutely shattered the
 Whep o Of the storm for me. Now,

fell ntlhe elements rage, and the sweet
it ces out into them, in her ma-
lation "2 I see before me the re-
oo o .flade by “Zaza,” and the
Yo mal all is hopelessly ruined.
Y say that we have no illu-
We are too sophisticated
ai in such ingenuousness;
on s Into de now perfectly willing to
e 4 3 erision the things that at
th‘we are Wlere almost sacred to us.
re:}it We a-ral that—and I don’t admit
qulessnese\it is due to managerial
of Ck» Dol S, and to the “get-rich-
the eicy that has the interests
lbeerh“bs F‘Oment only at heart.
&hd“t 0 g he stage illusion with re-
o he 'onman has been the strongest
wit‘i Seg, lte to endure most potently.
Mgy the mis Immediately concerned
entyy, viatter of sex, which is in-
ovgong, e\;tal' Yet in the last two
. wﬂtte, ’th?ry effort has been made
""’hﬁe hay, . MOst necessary illusion.
g:d ]y n?leen the lovely girls, who
‘ ‘Qf:ed tnus from the theatre
) h’& Sarjgy Spite of ourselves, in all
g, 0eg oveCOmeliness. They have
our heads, across the
Which we sat, and we

)
: E'Bats ill;

Amed our imaginations, .
im-

have been made to realize that they
were poor, raddled, rouged things,
tired from incessant rehearsal, and
scarcely able even to smile at us as
it was intended they should do. We
could view the stitches in itheir gar-
ments, the fibre of their stockings, and
the texture of their wings.

Once in the far distance, they were
enchanted - maidens, weaving spells
around us, fantastic and unrealizable.

BN, %
Actors Should Sing-.

E often hear of noted aciresses
who sing well, and of prima
donnas who are great actors.

We do not, as a rule, reflect that sing-
ing may be an essential part of the
education of any great stage per-
former. Miss Marie Tempest, who
was heard last in this country in Had-
den Chambers’ Great Pursuit, sets
forth her opinions on this to an inter-
viewer., She speaks from exzperience
when she says:

“There is nothing like singing for
giving a woman poise; mothing like
it for correcting a faulty diction or

. improving a good enunciation of her

language. As people grow ‘more and
more in the habit of an applied psy-
chology, the wvalue of breathing—
whether you call it Yogi breathing, or
refer to it in veiled and mysterious
terms as an exercise having something
very fundamental-to do with the solar
plexus, or whether you are simply a
sane, sensible 'person trying to do

COURIER.

your best with that equipment which
it has pleased heaven to bestow upon
you, you place more and more em-
phasis upon the value of proper
breathing.

“Were all actresses drilled in the
fundamentals of singing—of which
breathing is the first and final element
—we should hear no gasping, panting,
stumbling readings of the Ilines of
Shakespeare, for example. Have you
not again and again been afflicted with
agonies in listening to young actresses
who can’t, to save their immortal
souls, phrase a single line of Shakes-
pearean verse, -‘without a shortness of
breath that robs the divine cadence
of its melody and its meaning? That’s
because the poor girl has never learn-
ed to phrase in singing.

“Show me an actress whose diction
is like that of the good little girl in
the fairy tale, from whose lips fell
pearls and diamonds, and I will show
vou an actress who learned to sing

before she learned to act. Show me
one s
Miss Tempest’s heated -eloguence

had shaken her prettily arranged hair
out of place, and she paused for a
moment to pat her marcel waves into
shape again, and to 1light another
soothing cigarette before she finished
her uncompleted challenge.

“Show me an actress from whose
lips in slovenly syllables fall sen-
tences as ugly as the toads and scor-
pions of the other fairy in the same
story and I will show you a girl whose
vesterdays were not spent in song.

“With us in England the iist of
actresses whose diction is beautifal
because of a training in comic opera
is a brilliant one. Not very long, but
brilliant. Here to-day you have ou!
Constance Collier, who graduated from
the Gaiety Theatre, and little Billie
Burke, who phrases and pronounces
her lines with a clearness and pre-
cision learned during her novitiate in
musical comedy.

“On the French stage there’s Jeanne
Granier, Jane Hading, and Mme. Re-
jane, each of whom speaks her dan-
guage with classic purity and charm
because of her faculty for pure die-
tion acauired in singing. So that I
feel that my good long yesterdays as
a prima donna were something of a
preparation for to-day’s acting.

“More,” she cried, cmphatically,
“much more. A voice, since you
credit me with having one—a voice is
always a tyranny. It registers each
mood. it reflects each emotion of a
singer. If something goes wrong with
the scenery or your entrance isn’t a
success, your throat dries up, and all
the art, all the knowledge, all the will-
bswer you possess won’t control the
ricked little vocal chords that refuse
to obey your orders and produce. the
effect you want them to accomplish.”

The Coat of Many Colours

Noncluded from page 4.)

from the political map of this coun-
try, and the utter disregard of the
sentiments of the West in favour or
radicalism based upon more auton-
omy. The News has become a rock—
not necessarily in a weary land. And
there are some rocks on which storms
seem to be very fond of breaking.

If the United Empire League of the

Colonial Institute could manage to es- .

tablish enough Newses in places like
New Zealand, there would never need
to be any Imperial Parliament or Im-
perial Council—except to call together
the editors once a year on cne of the
seven seas. But an Empire held to-
gether by the centripetal forces of
newspapers would have to have as its
outpost editors men like Sir John
Willison. And it happens that men
of his ecatholicity in Imperial affairs
are rather scarce. Furthermore, all
the editors would have -to be T :.ries.
And even Imperializing Tory news-
papers must sometimes publish news
and have circulation; unless the
affairs of the Empire are to be left in
the hands of the highly enlightened
few, leaving the ua'lumined many to
beat up all sorts of disintegrating
movements—Ilike decentralization.
Never mind; if Quebec and the

orairie provinces don’t behave them-
selves in the Empire; if British
Columbia develops too much Pacific-
Coastism, and if the Maritime Pro-
vinces persist in remembering that
once upon a time they didn’t want
Confederation, Lord Northcliffe will
see that they are all furnished with
free copies of the Toronto News, with
The Times as a premium. In which
case the Toronto News may succeed
in getting along without what it has
strong symptoms now and then of
valuing much more highly than it used
to do—the news.

————— e

LESS THAN NOTHING.

“I don’t think I deserve zero
examination,” said the pupil, as he took
his geometry papers.

“No, I do not either, John, but that
was the lowest I could give you,” sald
the teacher.

LR AN )
SHE WAS.

‘““Now, my angel .

“Not a word,” said his wife. ‘“You
can’t josh me. You came in soused last
night and I'm just going to put it down
in my diary.”

**Ah, my recording angel,”

on this |

A Charming
Complexion

Friends aretalling or you have a sudden invitation.
Just a moment to look your best. It takes but a
few seconds to apply

Gouraud’s 14

Oriental Cream

and obtain a perfect complexion - a soft, clear,

pearly-white appearance thatisalways refined and

and in good taste---Non-greasy---In use 68 years.
Send 10c. for triai sixe

Ferd. T. Hopkins & Son, Me: trezl, Que.

food that contains more
nourishment than meat
—at half the cost.
Made of best hard wheat
Semolina, and Milk. = This
Macaroni has a richness, a
smoothness, a flavor that
youwillinstantly appreciate.

Our new Book **The Girl at

Caielli’s’> econtains over a

hundreddifferent recipes for

Macaroni dishes—Write for

it today.

THE C. H. CATELLI CO., Limsren,
MONTREAL,

DELBERT R. PIETTE
Specialist Teacher of

Modern Planoforte Playing.
Studio: 684 Bathurst Street.

RICHARD TATTERSALL
Organist, Old St. Andrew’s Presbyterian
Church.

Studio: Canadian Academy of Music only.

Residence:
347 Brunswick Ave, Phone Coli. 2401

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, Jct. 274.

W. 0. 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

HARVEY ROBB

PIAN IS TToromg Suuiereer

PAUL WELLS

Concert, Planist and Teacher.
—Toronto Conservatory of Music—
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ADDING MACHINES.

United Typewriter Co., Ltd., Toronto.

ARTIFICIAL LIMBS.

Dominion Artificial Limb Co., Toronto.

ARTIFICAL LIMBS AND TRUSSES.

Authors & 'Cox, Toronto.

ASPHALT.

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

AUTO BODIES FOR COMMERCIAL

PURPOSES.

Robert Elder Carriage Works, Limit-
ed, Toronto.

AUTOMOBILE ACCESSORIES.

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

Cutten & Foster, Toronto.

Deer Park Garage & Livery, Toronto.

AUTOMOBILE LUBRICANTS.

Imperial Oil Company, Limited, “Polar-
ine,” Torento.

AUTOMOBILE RADIATORS.

White & Thomas, Toronto.

AUTOMOBILE TIRES.

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

Gutta Percha & Rubber, Limited, To-
ronto.

Kelly-Springfield Tire Co., “K. & 8.”
Auto Tire, Toronto.

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

BABBITT AND SOLDER.

The Canada Metal Co., Limited, To-
ronto.

Hoyt Metal Co., Toronto.

BATTERIES (Dry Cells).

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

BATTERIES (Minature Lighting).

Interstate Electric Novelty Co. of

Can., Ltd., Toronto. “Franco”
Electric Flashlights.
BELTING.

Beardmore Belting Co., Toronto.

BELTING & MILL SUPPLIES.

J. C. McLaren Belting Co., Toronto.

BELTINZ (Stitched Cotton Duck).

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

BICYCLES AND SUPPLIES.

Planet Bicycle Co., Toronto.

BICYCLE TIRES.

Dunlop Tire & Rubber Goods Co,
Limited, Toronto.

BIRDS (LIVE) AND BIRD SEED.

Hope’s Bird Store, Toronto.

BISCUITS AND CAKES.

Christie-Brown Co., Limited, Toronto.

BOATS AND CANOES.

Walter Dean, “Sunnyside,” Toronto.

BOILERS.

Polson Iron Works, Limited, Toronto.

BOOTS AND SHOES.

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

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

BRASS CASTINGS.

The Beaver Brass Foundry, Toronto.

BRICKS AND TERRA COTTA.

Don Valley Brick Works, Toronto.

BUILDERS’ SUPPLIES.

Britnell & Co., Limited, Toronto.

i
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BURIAL VAULTS (Norwalk).

Granite Concrete Block Co., Limited,
Toronto.

BUSINESS SCHOOLS.
Central Business College and Seven
City Branch Schools, Toronto.
Dominion Business (College of Short-
hand, Bookkeeping and Matricu-
lation, Toronto.

CAMERAS.

Canadian Kodak Co., Limited, Toronto.

CARBORUNDUM GRINDING

WHEELS.

Norman Macdonald, Toronto.

CARPETS AND RUGS.

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

CAR WHEELS AND CASTINGS.

Dominion Wheel & Foundries, Limited,
Toronto.

CHAFING DISHES (Electric).

The Toronto Electric Light Co., To-
ronto.

CHARCOAL, for Kindling.

Charcoal Supply Co., Toronto.

CHOCOLATES AND CONFECTION-

ERY.

Patterson Candy Co., Ltd., Toronto.

CIGAR LIGHTERS (Electric).

The Toronto Electric Light Co., To-
ronto.

CLAY PRODUCTS.

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

CLEANING & CARETAKERS’' SUP-
PLIES.

Soclean, Limited, “Soclean,” Toronto.

COAL AND COKE.

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

COAL AND WOOD.

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

The Rose Coal Co., Limited, Toronto.

COATS AND PANTS.

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

COFFEE.

Chase & Sanborn, “Seal Brand”
Coffee, Montreal.

Club Coffee Co., Toronto.

COKE (Gas).

The Consumers’ Gas Company, To-
ronto.

COLLARS AND CUFFS (Waterproof).

The Arlington Co. of Canada, Limited,
Toronto.

COMBS (Dressing, Fine and Mane).

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

CONDENSED MILK.

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

CONTRACTORS AND ROAD EQUIP-
MENT.

Wettlaufer Bros., Limited, Toronto,
Halifax, Regina.

CORDAGE AND TWINES.

Scythes & Company, Limited, Toronto.

COTTON AND WOOL WASTE.

Scythes & Company, Limited, Toronto

COTTON DUCK.

Scythes & Company, Limited, Toronto.

CREAM SEPARATORS.

The Sharples Separator Co., Toronto.

THIS directory includes the names of the leading Canadian firms making and handling the
various classes of goods indicated. The Courier recommends these concerns as leaders in
their classes and every prospective purchaser can rely upon getting honest wares from them.
Most of them have years of reputation behind them. Moreover, they are “National” and a con-
stant reminder of the steady growth in Canadian Industries.
last issue in each month. Watch it grow.

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

CURLING TONGS (Electric).

The Toronto Electric Light Co., To-
ronto.

DIAMONDS.

Scheuer’s, Limited, Toronto.

DOOR CHECK.

Wm. Keating Co., “Le Page,” Toronto.
DUPLICATORS.

United Typewriter Co., Ltd., Toronto.

ELECTRICAL & AIR BRAKE APPA-
RATUS.

Canadian Westinghouse Co., Limited
Hamilton, Ont.

ELECTRICAL SUPPLIES.

Northern Llectric Co. Limited, Mont-
real, Toronto, Winnipeg, Culgary.

ELEVATORS.

Otis-Fensom Elevainr Co., Toronto.

EMERSION HEATERS (Electric).

The Toronto Electric Light Co., To-
ronto.

FANS (Electric).

~ The Toronto Electric Light Co., To-

ronto.
FENCING (Ornamental,
way).

Farm, Rail-

The Banwell Hoxie Wire Fence Co.,

Liraited, Hamilton.
McGregor-Banwell Fence Co.,

Limited, Walkerville, Ont.

FIRE ALARM EQUIPMENT.

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

FIRE EXTINGUISHERS.

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

FIXTURES (Electric).

The Toronto Electric Light Co., To-
ronto.

FLOUR.

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

FLOWERS (Bouquets and Wreaths).

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

FLY SWATTERS.

Perfection Mfg. Co., Weston, Ont.

FOUNTAIN PENS.

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

FURNACES.

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

FURNITURE POLISH.

Channell Chemical <Co.,
0’Cedar Polish, Toronto.

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

GELATINE.

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

GINGER ALE & SODA WATER.

Chas. Wilson, Limited, Toronto.

GLOVES (Men’s and women’s).

The

Limited,

Perrin, Freres & 'Cie, “Perrin Gloves,” :

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

The Directory will appear in the

——/

GLOVES AND MITTS. t0.
A. R. Clarke & Co., -Limi‘ted',TOl'ontea'
The Craig-Cowan ‘Company, Limi
Toronto.

GOLD FISH AND PET ANIMALS:
Hope’s Bird Store, Toronto.

GRILLS (Electric). To
The Toronto Electric Light CO-

ronto.
HAIR DRYERS (Electric). T
The Toronto Electric Light CO-
ronto.
HARDWARE. nto:
Hardware Company of Toro

Limited, Toronto. nto:
Rice Lewis & Son, Limited, Tor®
W. Walker & Son, Toronto. "
HARDWOOD, FLOORING AND TR
T. H. Hancock, Toronto.
HEATERS (Water, Electric).
The Toronto Electric Light CO»

ronto.

HEATING APPLIANCES. Mon"
Northern Electric Co. Limited, gaﬂ'
real, Toronto, Winnipesg, Cal
HEATING PADS (Electric). T™v

The Toronto BElectric Light CO»
ronto. oﬂ‘

HOT WATER BOILERS, RADIATE

Clare Bros. & Co., Limited, E

Ont. 10
Warden King, Limited, Tof:}.
“Daisy Boilers and Radiato’
HY-LO LAMPS. %
The Toronto Electric Light €0+

ronto.

INFANTS’ FOOD.

J. R. Neave & Co., “Neave
Fordingbridge, England.
Edwin Utley, Agent, Toros

IRON AND STEEL.

Baines & Peckover, Toronto.

IRONS (Electric).

The Toronto Electric Light €%
ronto.

LAMPS (Northern Light). oot
Northern Electric Co. Limited, g‘ﬂ
real, Toronto, Winnipes, ca
LAMPS (Standard, Electric)- 14

The Toronto Flectric Light €%
ronto.

LEATHER.

Davis Leather Company, NeWm’r“'
Ont.

LINSEED OIL. Limited

The Canada Linseed Oil Mills, T orw
“Maple Leaf Brand,”
Montreal.

LOOSE LEAF SYSTEMS.

Business Systems, Limited, T

LUMBER AND TIMBER. Tor

R. Laidlaw Lumber Co., Litd.

John B. Smith & Sons, Ltds 7ot

The Boake Mfg. Co., Limited,

MARINE ENGINES. :

Polson Iron Works, Limited, Toto’;

MATCHES. 14

The E. B. Bddy 'Company,

Hull, Que. 0
MAZDA LAMPS. 0o 10
The Toronto Electric Light ¥

ronto. ;

MEN’S GARTERS. Idﬂiﬂ"
C. H. Westwood Mfg. CoO; TM

»
s Foob

to.

.

“C.M.C. Men’s Garters,




MILITARY AND CIVILIAN BOOTS
u AND SHOES.
i C. Wilson, Toronto.

LITARY EQUIPMENT.

re{g-'!‘d & Co., Toronto and Angus
MILK.Orden Camp).

City Dairy Co., Limited, Toronto.

Mops,

dmell Chemical Co., Limited
Mo O’Cedar” Polish Mops, Toronto.
: TOR CYCLES AND BICYCLES.
Mch A. McBride, Toronto.

LTIGRAPH LETTERS & MAIL
& LiSTs,

N?er Edwards, Toronto.
TROGEN LAMPS.

erToronto Electric Light Co., To

OFF|an
1F|c|=. LABOUR SAVING DEVICES.
OF:e Specialty Co., Newmarket, Ont.
ICE EQUIPMENT.
oF.?" Specialty Co., Newmarket, Ont.
ICE FURNITURE.

g:leted Typewriter Co., Ltd., Toronto.
OlLen Bros., Toronto.

S AND GREASES.
Th 0il Companies, Ltd., Toronto.

& Crescent Oil Co., Toronto.
T REFINERS,

" ;’mBh American Oil Co., Limited,
The Iml'onieo. .
oI 8012&‘1;18.1 0il Co., Limited, Torontn.
olta!s'i_?_osé)ap & 0il Co., Toronto.

e )AGE TANKS (Self Measur-

P g).
OVE-NBOWser & Co., Toronto.
The o> (Electric).
T:tl‘Onto Electric Light Co., To-
0.
g‘:gRALLS.
r“ton, Carhartt Mfg., Limited, To-
l,N°nt0. Vancouver.
Beg TS AND VARNISHES,
::;ig Moore & Co., Limited, To-
Domipges: 1
m;l;iOn Paint Works, Limited, “Su-
: vﬂ?or Graphite Paint,” Walkez-
G“dd €, Toronto and Montreal.
htax:: Varnish Co., Limited, Toronto.
tional Varnish Co., Limited,
'em'omo.
R ?mthers, Limited, Toronto.
.l.‘e &mieson & Co., Limited, Mont-
a&l and Vancouver.
Tlnsay & Son Company, Montreal,
Stand:mmO, Vancouver.
itegd f’aint & Varnish Co., Lim-
er»’ v Superlastic Rust Prevent-
The Ca Windsor, Ont.
o Rada Paint Co., Limited, Mon-
fal, Toronto, Halifax, Winnipeg,
Calgary

: °MD°ugau Varnish Co., Limited,

The Emtreal.

The gy J2ITIS Co., of Toronto, Ltd.
‘ ;{Win Williams Co., of Canada,
fax ted, Montreal, Toronto, Hali-

gar'y Winnipeg, Vancouver, Cal-

, FAPE R

lot
Otla Paper & Twine Co., Limited,
PAp Orontg,

H""Ex% (BW_‘ds and Writings).

‘ Smith P
A Mohtl‘ea,[ aper Mills, Limited,

' ERN makE AND
Pott:“l")RNERS_ RS WOOD
PEppE;ttem Works, Toronto.
The IMINT LOZENGES.
PERCOLaVal Mint Products,
The m -ATORS (Electric).
ofonto Electric Light Co., To-

Ltd.,

Ehon"
Polfo'c‘fGRAPHs.

Mg, Co., Limited, Berlin, Ont.
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PIANOS.

Heintzman & Co., “Ye Olde Firm,”
Toronto.

Gerhard Heintzman Co., Limited, To-
ronto.

PIANOS AND PIANO PLAYERS.

The Cecilian Co., Ltd., Toronto.

PLUMBING SUPPLIES.

Cluff Brothers, Toronto.

Fiddes & Hogarth, Limited, Toronto.

PORTLAND CEMENT.

Alfred Rogers, Limited, Toronto.

PRINTERS, Commercial & Theatrical.

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

PRINTERS' INK AND ROLLERS.

Charles Bush, Limited, Toronto.

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

PRINTING INKS.

Sinclair Valentine Co.
Limited, Toronte.

PUBLICATION PRINTERS.

The Ontario Press, Limited, Toronto.

RADIATORS (Luminous, Electric).

The Toronto Electric Light Co., To-
ronto.

RAZORS (Safety).

AutoStrop Safety Razor Co., Limited,
AutoStrop Razors and Accessor-
ies, Toronto.

of Canada,

publications first,” says:

countries.

RAILWAY SUPPLIES.

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

READING LAMPS (Electric).

The Toronto Electric Light Co., To-
ronto.

RIBBONS (Typewriter,

chines).

United Typewriter Co., Ltd., Toronto.

RINGS (Martingale).

The Arlington Co. of Canada, Limited,
Toronto.

RUBBER FOOTWEAR.

Gutta Percha & Rubber Co., Limited,
Toronto.

RUBBER HEELS.

Dunlop Tire & Rubber Goods
Limited, Toronto.

RUBBER STAMPS.

W. E. Irons, Toronto.

SALT.

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

SAFES AND STEEL CABINETS.

J. & J. Taylor, Limited, Toronto.

SAMPLE CASES AND TRUNKS.

The Holman Co., Toronto.

SCALES (Automatic).

Toledo Scale Co., Toronto.

Adding Ma.

Co.,

Thinks Canadians Should Awaken

Faith in Canadian products on the part of the people must necessarily
be a reflection of quality in the goods and successful selling campaigns.
The first thing Is to produce, second to produce well, third to advertise.
A far-off but welcome opinion, saturated with Canadianism, comes from
Prince Rupert, B.C. Orme's Limited, a concern dealing In drugs, toilet
requisites, photo supplies and Kodaks,
and stationery, In responding to the Courier’s campaign for ‘“Canadian

‘““We might say that we are heartily in sympathy with the opinion ex-
pressed In your letter regarding the education of the Canadian people to
the reading of their own journals. .We find every day that this not only
applies to journals but to ALL LINES OF MERCHANDISE. However,
we trust that the Canadlan people will wake up soon to the fact that
Jjust as good things can be produced in their own country as In other
We are only too glad to do what we cam to further purely
Canadian interests and you may count on our co-operation.”

Yours very truly,
ORME'’S, LIMITED,

SCALES.

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

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

SCRAP IRON, STEEL & METALS.

A. Moldaver, Toronto.

Buckleys, Limited, Toronto.

Frankel Bros., Toronto.

SEWING MACHINE MOTORS.

The Toronto Electric Light Co., To-
ronto.

SHAVING MUGS (Electric).

The Toronto Electric Light Co., To-
ronto.

SHEET METAL WORKS.

Fred F. Bowell, Toronto.

SHIPS.

Polson Iron Works, Limited, Toronto.

SHIRTS.

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

SHOW CASES & STORE FIXTURES.

Canada Show Case Co., Toronto.

SIGNS.

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

SPORTING GOODS.

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

Rice Lewis & Son, Limited, Toronto.

John B. Brotherten, Toronto.

magazines, chocolates, mirrors

Cyril H. Orme, Sec.-Treas.

STATIONERS AND PRINTERS.
United Typewriter Co., Ltd., Toronto.
STATIONERS AND PUBLISHERS.
W. J. Gage & Co., Limited, Toronto.
STEEL (Tool).

Wm. Jessop & Sons, Limited, Toronto.

STOVES.

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

STOVES (Electric).

The Toronto Electric Light Co., To-
ronto.

TANKS.

Polson Iron Works, Limited, Toronto.

Thor Iron Works, Toronto.

TEA KETTLES (Electric).

The Toronto Electric Light Co., To-
ronto.

TELEPHONES AND SUPPLIES.

Canadian Independent Telephone Co.,
Limited, Toronto.

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

TENTS AND TARPAULINS.

Scythes & Company, Limited, Toronto.
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TIME CLOCKS AND RECORDERS.

The International Time Recording Co.,
Limited, Toronto.

TIRE VULCANIZING.

Hill Tire & Rubber Co., Toronto.

TOASTERS.

The Toronto Electric Light Co., To-
ronto.

TOYS.

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

TRANSFORMERS.

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

TUBING, Seamless Steel.

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

TYPEWRITERS.

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

UNDERWEAR.

Stanfield’s, Limited, Truro, N.S.

The C. Turnbull Co., of Galt, Limited,
“Ceetee” Pure Wool Undercloth-
ing, Galt, Ont.

UNIFORMS.

Beauchamp & How, Limited, Toronto.

VACUUM CLEANERS (Electric).

The Toronto Electric Light Co., To-
ronto.

VARNISH.

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

VARNISHES AND JAPANS.

The Ault & Wiborg Varnish Works,
Toronto.

VIBRATORS (Electric).

The Toronto Electric Light Co., To-
ronto.

WALL FINISH.

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

Newmarket, Ont.

WASHBOARDS, Zinc and Fiberware.

The E. B. Eddy Company, Limited,
Hull, Que.

WASHING MACHINES.

“1900” Washer Company, Toronto.

One Minute Washer Co., Toronto.

WASHING MACHINES (Electric).

The Toronto Electric Light Co., Io-
ronto.

WASTE-PAPER.

The Levi’s, Toronto.

E. Pullan, Toronto.

WATCH CASES.

American Watch Case Co., Limited,
Toronto.

WATCH SPECIALISTS.

F. J. Steward, Toronto.

WIRE CABLE AND SCREENING.

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

WIRES AND CABLES.

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

WIRE FOR COMMERCIAL PUR.

POSES, BRIGHT AND GAL.
VANIZED.
Frost Steel and Wire Co., Ltd.

WIPING RAGS.

E. Pullan, Toronto.

WIRE (Copper and Aluminum).

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

WIRE (COPPER, COVERED).

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

WROUGHT IRON PIPE.

Canada Pipe and Steel Co., Limited,
Toronto.

Limited,

Limited,

Who Owns This Country, Anyhow ?
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(Concluded from page 10.)

ier and grander than any on the
St. Lawrence. We all turned in
early. At 1.30 the boat stopped
somewhere and began rolling off
freight. I looked out and saw what
appeared to be a very busy dock—
flatcars loaded with wood-pulp, barges
alongside loaded with pulp, in the
background a little town asleep.

Bye and bye who should come
mooching past my window but Stim-
son, half dressed.

‘“Hello, can’t you sleep in this
Saguenay air?” I asked him.
“Ah,” he yawned. “I kin sleep.

But I don’t want to. We’ll be out o’
here before daybreak and I don’t

wanta miss anything.”

“What’s the place?”

“Dunno. Can’t see the sign. But
she’s a highly interesting burg in what
looks like a pretty spooky country.

He stayed up prowling half an hour
and turned in.

Morning when Stimson got up the
boat was still there.

“Well, I'm darned!” I heard him
growl. “She ain’t budged a foot. We
must be waitin’. for the tide.”

“What’s the place?” I asked him

again,
“Oh! Lemme see. St Alphonse de
Baie Ha! Ha!! Say, maw,” to his

born. companion, “this dog-gone place
that I got up to see middle o’ the night
is durn well named. This is Ha! Ha!
Bay.”

Last I remember of this genial

observer was mid-afternoon, as he
stood ogling up at Trinity Rock.
“Well, I'm dog-gone if that rock is
three times the height of any Wool-
worth building, maw. Not if I know
it. Nope. What I guess they've
done,” he said, wryly, “is to measure
that rock clean down to the bottom,
where she begins. In that case the
Lord knows how high she is.”
“Skinned forty ways,” he blurted.
“Yes, there ain’t nothing wanting in
the general design o’ them two Laur-
entian cathedrals. And there’s enough
of 'm hereabouts just as big to make
the Hudson Palisades look like nice-
sized apartment houses. But what in
thunder they ever wanted to stick
that statue up on Trinity for—search
me! That rock’s older’n any religion
known to modern man. I guess so.”
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(Concluded from page 7.)

a wilted flower in her black hair, and
a ekin not white or brown or yellow
or pink, but only like a few of the
Cubans have, so thin and delicate you
can see into it the way you can see
into a piece of polished shell.

“He’s outside, Miss,” I said to her,
flapping over a jack. “Did you sleep
through the storm?”

‘“Vera leetle, senor,” she answered,
and looked at me out of her big eyes.

It was, just at that second there
came the pistol shot. The air was
so still that you might say that the
noise tore a hole cut of the morning.
I thought at first he’d put a bullet
into Lenora Gonzalez. She jumped
like a sandpiper that’s been hit and
came down on her knees holding onto
the edge of the door, frightened and
shaking like a palmetto. I picked her
up onto her feet. She was a grown
girl, but she felt like a child.

“Oh, senor!” she cried. “I do not
like! I do not like!”

“1 ‘know,” said 1. “But he hasn’t
shot himself. MNdat Joe Kitchell. Don’t

worry.”

X E heard him coming just as
% spoke. He came and. stocd in

the door and he held up some-
thing and shook it and a drop of
blood spattered on the floor. The
something he shook, mate, was these
rattles that I hold in my hand now.
And these rattles belonged to Gus.
He'd killed my snake!

“Mr. Rowe,” he said. “Come out
here! I've just shot the biggest dia-
mond back I ever saw.”

“Yes,” said I, helding myself back
from springing at him. “You killed
him. He never did you any harm.
But you killed him. He was happy.
But you killed him. He was lying
asleep there in the coral sand and
cocoanut husks and his back was
iurned. But you killed him.”

The miserable cuss began te laugh
and shake the rattles at the little
Cuban. She screamed and shrank
back. And he laughed again.

“Kitchell,” I said. “You were
meant to destroy. But, Kitchell, you
are marked out. Last night when the
wind was ashrieking around this
shack you asked me 1o see letters on
the boards. Now, Kitchell, it is
bright and sunny. It’s not the night.
Tt’s the day. Look on the wall there!”

The feller turned. He turned and
he dropped the rattles out of bhis
hand. The breath squeaked in his
throat.

“What do you see?”’ I roared.

“Confound it,” he whispered, look-
ing around at me. “It was my imag-
ination. I haven’t had any sleep.”

“What did you see?” I said, for I
knew Something had come into my
shack again.

He laughed then—laughed witheut
any fun in it.

“I @ldn’t see anything,” he said. “I
‘+hought at first I saw letters—my
name. It’s my stomach. I'm hunery.”

Put he never picked up the rattles
rr stopped to pet breakfast. He
walzed out into the sun and T saw
iy with his hands behind his back
snd his head bent down as if he was
thinking, walking down onto the
beach. o

There’s plenty of pecnle “helow
%ere that will tell you that 'm a lar.
Plenty of ’em don’t believe I steered
the tng Moss Rose loaded with guns
nnder the walls of Morro and landed
the whole cargo in Havana without
chowing myv papers. Bnf, mate, I say
there is strange thines among these
keys. and what I'm telling is so-heIn-
me truth, as I saw it. It taught me
that no bill of sin goes ton long un-
paid, nor a poor living creature need-
ing help that isn’t seen in its
strugeles.

And T say Kitchell went off down
onto the shore and began picking vp
those sea-shells and throwing ’em out
into the water.

“Do you love that man?”’ I said to
T.enora.

She nodded and began to ea2ll to
him—1Jike a child. She called to him
arnd when he roared back for her to
g0 ahead and eat her breakfast, she

sat down. She sat down at the table
I'd set outside the shack door, as
meek and silent as if she’d been pun-
ished. I think she was a child and
didn’t know what love meant.

I sat there drinking my coffee and
lcoking at Gus. Eight feet of him
was lying over there in his hollow
under the cocoanut palms. There
weren’t any life in him any more.
The bullet had torn a hole in his
neck. His head wasn’t raised and it
wasn’t swaying, and his muscles
weren’t moving under his skin. His
color wasn’t bright. Some of his
blood was drying on the white sand.
He was the most perfect snake I ever
caw. And he was dead.

I looked at him and then I saw the
grass move beyond where he lay. 1
could look right over Lenora’s shoul-
der and see the grass move. A head

ame out of the grass into the sun
and then, the body, moving slow like
a trickle of hot tar. It was her! It
was Bess!

She saw him lying there, then—her

mate. And she threw her head back
and held it stuck up in the air. She
had seen him—seen him dead! She

went to him and laid her head across
his body and he didn’t move. And
she darted her tongue out and touch-
ed him and he didn’t move. And she
threw her head up again.

Oh, I tell you, mate, it was cruel to
see grief so silent—to see her crawl
around him and stop and raise her
head and shake along her body and
then drop her neck across his. And
he never moved, because he was dead
and wouldn’t ever move again. She
was a rattler. She couldn’t scream.
She couldn’t talk. And finally she
dropped her head on the sand as if
there wasn’t any more strength in
her body. She half turned over and
the sun shone on the white scales of
her belly. It was just then that
Kitchell, who was down on the beach,
stretched his arms and gave a loud
yawn.

She heard him and she seemed to
know. I saw her coil and raise her
rneck up and up and up to where she
could look over the top of the clumps
«f grass on the slope. Her head was
swaying to and fro like a swinging
bracket. And then she rattled.

‘What ees that, senor?”’ asked the
little Cuban, catching the folds of her
white dress in her little hands.

“Nothing,” I said, for I was watch-
ing Bess. The snake had seen Kit-
chell. I knew she’d seen him. He
had stuck his hand in those flannel
jeans of his and he was still moving
off by the water’s edge, and Bess un-
coiled and began to crawl in the same
direction.

“We have lost our boat,” said Le-
nora.

“That so?” I says.
jmg of what she said at all. I might
have answered anything. I was
watching for Bess to come out on the
cther side of that patch of prickly
pears.

I wasn’t think-

N a minute T saw her. She stopped
on a bare spot and though she was
some distance away by that time,

I saw that poor dumb thing coil her-
self again and curve her meck arA
raise her head. Then she dropped it
and crawled along.

“You, senor, are vera kind,”
the girl. then. “You have been kind
to ue. Pardon, senor—what you lock
at?”

1 was afraid the little Cuban wonld
turn around. I was afraid she’d in-
terfere, I could see how Something
+ad mapped out what was to happen.
Tt was working—surer than death!
Fvervthing was marked out.

“Miss.” T said. “T often look around
Snoneecake Key.”

Jt seemed to satisfy her. so I tock
down my glass and wiped the lens
and put it to my eye. I could see a
heap plainer. I could see Bess erawl
out onto that white limestone point
that stands up there now over the
water. It’s white by moonlight now.
It was white by sunlight then.
stretched herself right near the crest
of it and on that surface she locked

gnid

She
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as black as a wriggle of iak on writ-
ing paper.

Kitchell was still walking along the
shore toward the point. He was still
picking up shells and pebbles and
throwing ’em into the water. I could
see how slick and brown his hair was.
I was looking through the glass. He
was moving toward the limestone
rock. He was being moved there.
Something wag moving him with Its
hand. :

I saw him when he got to the rock
itself. I saw him look up at it and
then look out into the channel with
the white cranes wading on those yel-
low sand bars. Then he looked up at
the ledge again. It is steep there for
six or eight feet, as you can see. But
he was moved up.

I caw Bess coil. I watched to see
if she’d rattle. But she never used
it. She never gave any warning. She
was thinking of Gus, maybe. No man
can tell.

I tried to keep the glass steady. I
reckon I succeeded. I saw her wait
till his face showed over the edge of
that table of limestone. She never
rattled. She waited for his face. Her
long body came out of its coil like a
steel spring. She went her length—-
a heavy black streak in the air. She
struck him with her head bent back
and her jaws wide. She must have
driven those two white needles clean
throcugh his cheek. She fell back and
squirmed on the ground till I could
see her white belly.

Kitchell never shouted. He jumped
backward. His foot caught. He went
head downwards over the rock. ¥
think he struck on his forehead. Be-
cause he rolled over and over, then,
as if there was no life in him, and
fell into the water.

I watched him float off that shallow
where I catch mullet. When he was
in deeper water, he turned face down-
vrard. I saw the tide catch him and
then I thought he was going to sink.
He didn’t just then. An ‘eddy shot
him around the point out of sight.

“What you look at now?” asked Le-
nora with her big eyes on mine.

“Umph,” said I. “I was dreaming.”

I was planning already how I wa}
roing to let her think that Kitchell
had gone off with one of my boats and
deserted her. These waters and
passes never tell what they know. I
was planning how I'd let her think
he’d run away from her, and how I'd
take her back to her home. She was
a child. She hadn’t learned yet what
lsve meant.

“Senor,” said she, with her head on
one side and that smile, “you malke

vera nice—what you call them,
senor?”

“Flapjacks,” said I

And then I whistled “Tho Last

Rose of Summer.” It’s one of my
favourite tunes. I always whistle it
when I'm a little off my bearings.
And I felt just then as if Lenora Gon-
zalez and Joe Kitchell and I hadn’t
been alone on Spongecalke that night.
I felt as thouvh Something else—the
thing with the long arm—had been
there, too.

WILLING WORKER.

An amusing incident is told which took
place in one of the occupied districts of
Belgium where the German o~cupier dole:
out potatoes to such of the starving peo-
ple as agree to work for him. One re-
cipient presented himself before the Ger-
man authorities and declared himsgelf
cuite ready in return for a supply of po-
tatoes to work for the Germans and only
for them. He seemed quite decided and
genuine in his offer to work.

“Then you are quite willing to sign
the declaration?’ asked the German of-
ficer.

‘“Yes, quite willing.”

“And what §s your trade?”
“I am a grave digger,” replied the Bel-

gien stolidly.

Lo R
MODERN PROVERB.
You may drive a horse but you have to
coax a motor car.
® » »
ENOUGH!

In Korea, we read, a man does not
wear pants until he is married. Now, in

this country, it is only after—oh, well,

we had better change the subject.

——]

THE FOUNDATION
OF SUCCESS

“The difference between the clerl;
who spends all of his sala\r‘)’,a""ls
the clerk who saves part of it 1®
the difference—in ten years—be
tween the owner of a business an
the man out of a job.”

—JOHN WANAMAKER:

Most of the fortunes have bee:
accumulated by men who beg%o
life without capital. Anyone Wlf-
is willing to practise a little Set
denial for a few years in- order
cave can eventually have @ ,fufts
sufficient to invest in a busm‘?;_
which will produce a largely ?
creased income. i arted

No enterprise can be star
without money, and the lon
day of saving is postponed,
longer it will be ‘tiefoger the 8T
rosperity be realized. ;
DBQI;;in to-day. One dollar will

eater

open an account with t‘l’%&edlfi;:s;
tablished institution. % many

many small depositors, an an
who began in a small way =&
now have large halances at ol
credit. HEvery dollar de'ﬂosmee
bears compound interest at
and one-half per cent.

CANADA PERMANENT

MORTGAGE CORPORATIC

3 : 00
Paid-up Capital ..$ /,000,000.
Reserve Fund .... 4.750;002'%
Investments 33,546,242
TORONTO STREET - TORONT

Established 1855

0

We own and offer 8
wide range of Cap-
adian City Bonds to
Yield 5% to 6.30%-.

Particulars Upon Request

ESTABLISHED 1601 Ro"fﬂ
MEAD CFPICE; 26 Kine ST. EAsT. TORY g
HONTRTAL LONDO, B-C0

—

Cawthra Mulock&C*:

HMembers of
Torento Steck Exchang®

Brokers

and

Bankecrs

12 KING STREET EAS’:
TORONTO, CANAD

CABLE mnnzss-mw.

' Scott and Colborne Stss
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DUNHILL ,ﬁ;w
INNER TUBE BRUYS5 b

DEAD ROOT PIFE® =
A revelation to any who hf:‘e‘;f iy

not already experienc®
charm. See them at

THE pUNHILL SHO |
HARGRAFT BUILDING
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Address a1 correspondence to the Chess

E : :
! Tg::‘:";;o.Canadl-an Courier, 30 Grant St.,

PROBLEM No. 69, by W. Pauly.
Bukarest, Roumania.

Bpecially contributed to the “Courier.”)
Black—Two Pieces.

N

N

@

~——

White—Four Pieces.

T}th’te to play and mate in four. .
our o Ve problem has no bearing on
for “;IVers Ladder, the two problems
ever Ch appear below. Solutions, how-
P.r Will be acknowledged.

%blem No. 70, by M. F. J. Mann.

Whirated London News, 3 July, 1915.

o Vhite. , ;
- ang oe: K at K4; Q at @BS; Rs at Q3

‘Q}%.Kl;m: Bs at KBsq; and KB6; Kt at
. &g oS &t QR2, QR3, QKt4, K3, K6, KB2
R

D QkiK: K at QB5; Q at QB2; Kts at
E MatsI%R‘}‘nd K4; Ps at KB2, KBS, KKt3
‘M. .

White mates in two.

il lem No. 71, by Karel Traxler.
i &Eat 8: K at QKt8; Q aJtK%‘;; R at Q5;

Pr°b

it
Kits and 6;
h{fﬁ;’q& at Ka. & at RRY: Kts at KBS
; Ps at QKt2, KB3 and KB5.
White mates in three.
-~ Propien, SOLUTIONS.
£ No. 65, by R. G. Thompson.
B2! Kt Q3; 2. Kt—B7 mate.

A

1 ' Kt else; 2. B_R2 mate.

L "' K_K5; 2. R—B5 mate.
‘te., else; 2. mate accordingly.

i
AR ’°b|ern No. 66, by F. Kohnlein.
»t'quBB\Qm;!t  BxBeh; 2. K—B2! B—Kt3;

0o - ReR. 9 T Dast 1T i
'I?trﬂl;{n'ates. v 2. K—Rsq! Kt—Kt4; 3.
eneg lm‘oves, Black replies P—=Q.
gm:tﬂl it , BxBch has an anti-
h her ¢t The following are two
g 3 with daring sacrificial

" QxKy mas B0ch; 2. K—Bsa! Q—Kt6;

Mhe

hite By F. sackmanm.

B . Black: K at K3 Q
ki, 2 OBy at QB4 and KB4; B at KB5;
m“. Ma, and Q6; Ps at QB3, Q3 and
- ch; € in three. 1. Q—KR2, B any
Kt—B3, etc. The threat is 2.

By F. sackmann.

ee. 1. Q—B6! KtxQch;

, Solver's {_adder.
A Second Week.
'.'!L‘lhu No. 63. No. 64. Total.
3 2 3 47
. 2 0 30
2 3 30
2 3 30
.0 0 29
er 1 5 14

Vil O, Nos. 56 and 57 received
: Ukon, Dawson City=29 points.
Rp, To Correspondents.
. fill republish shorntly. (W.J.
to laol' letter. Kindly send full
test problem.
ek e AKBR v. SHOWALTER.
Wth Game of the match.
Ruy Lopez.

Black.
J. W. Showalter.

Castles
. P—QKt4 (b)
. B—Kt2 (c)

LRRBouR

10. QKt—Q2 10. P—KR3
11. Q—K2 (d) 11y PxP

12. PxP 12. R—Ksq?
13. Kt—Bsaq (e) 13. B—KBsq
14. Kt—Kt3 14. Kt—K2
15. Kt—R4 15. P—B4
16. Q—B3 16. P—B5
17. B—B2 17. Kt—B3
18. Kt (R4)—B5 (f) 18. P—Kt3
19. Bxr 19. KtxQP! (g)
20, KtxKt %0. BxB

21. QR—Qsq 21. R—K4.
22. Q—R3 22. Q—Kt3 (h)
23. Kt(Q4)—B5 23. PxKit
24. RxP 24, P—Kitb
25. RxQ 26. PxQ

26. RxB 26. PxKtP
27. RxKtP 27. B—QT7
28. R—Qsq 28. P—B6
29. R—Kit4 29. P—R4
30. R—Q4 300 PxP

31, KtxP 31. KtxKt
32. RxKt 32. RxR

33. BxR (i) 33. R—Ktisq
34. R—Ktsq 34. R—Kit6
35. RxR 30 P

36. K—Bsq 2R N ITHD
37. K—K2 3T K—B3
38. B—B2 38. K—Kt4
39. K—Q3 39. B—B5
40. P—Kt3 40. B 3
41. K—K4 (j) 41. K—Ktb
42. P— KR 2. P—Bi4ch
43. K—Q5 (k) 43. B—Bsq
44. K—KB6 4. P—B5
45. B—Qsqch 45. P—B6

COURIER.

46. P-—R5 46. K—R6
47. K—Qb 47, K—Kt7
43, K-—B4 48. KxP
49. K—Kt3 49, K—K§6
50. BxP 50. KxB
Resigns

Notes by the Editor.

(a) A safe but cramping defence.

(b) B—Q2 is the usual alternative, to
meet the threat against the King's Pawn.

(c) A questionable development, the
Bishop being a desirable factor in de-
fence from the King’s side. B-—KKt5
was therefore preferable.

(d) White has now much the better
game.

(e) White should have seized an oppor-
tunity by 13. P—QR4 here. Black must
continue with the unfavourabie 13. .. .,
PxP for i 1300 . , P—Kt5, then 14.
Q—B4, R—KBsq; 15. P—Q5b, winning a
Pawn. Now Black improves his game
considerably.

(f) Ingenious enough, but simply B—K3
was the sounder alternative. As played
he simply hands over his Queen’s Pawn
for his opponent’s less wvaluable Rook’s
Pawn, and incidentally brings the ad-
verse Bishop into play.

(g) White hoped for 19. Pxit,
for then would follow: 20. KtxP, BxB; 21.
KitxBech, K—Bsq; 22. Kt—B5 (not 22.
KtxP, KxKt; 23. P—Kb5, PxP; 24. PxP,
KtxP; 25. QxBeh, R—K2, winning the
Queen), Kt—K2; 23. P—KR4, with a
dangerous attack.

(h) Evidently a well thought out move,
tempting White to embark on a further
sacrificing combination.

(i) Black emerges from the fray with
an ominous looking passed Pawn, but
with Bishop of different colour. White has
every promise of securing the draw.

(j) P—KR3 would have been more pru-
dent.

(k) The losing move. 43. K—K3, B—
B4ch, 44. K—K2, P—Bb; 45. PxP would
draw easily.

British Columbian Notes

arrived at a vigorous maturity in the
matter of rancour. The speeches
now being made on the hustings, and
the editorials being printed in the
newspapers are up to the best east-
ern models for strength of language.
One of the liveliest issues is a per-
sonal charge against Mr. M, A. Mac-
donald, a leading member of the Lib-
eral Opposition, of having engineered
a very flagrant scheme of “plugging”
in a recent bye-election in Vancouver.
The reply of the accused is that this
nefarious operation was in reality a
plot invented and carried out by the
Government party for the purpose of
destroying him politically. Both
sides contend that the result of the
investigation held in the matter was
to fully vindicate their respective
views of it. The delicate question of
deciding which is right is one of the
matters up to the electors. :

HERE are some other problems
which judicious citizens would
like to see tackled with earnestness
and energy—problems that call for
the best efforts of genuine statesman-
ship. The land question is one of
these: how to secure a fair chance
for the man who wants to take up a
small ranch and devote himself to the
work of a primary producer. What is
needed is cheap land, low interest,
knowledge of cultivation and good
marketing facilities.
of the boom days, combined with the
general depression caused by the war,
have effectively brought home the
conviction to the people in general
that the fundamental thing is Produc-
tion. It is now pretty clearly appre-
hended that there is no permament
prosperity to be got out of a universal
system of trading jack-knives.

T is production and not speculation
that is making good times for the
mining industry of the whole West at
present, producing a prosperity of
which British Columbia is getting a
‘good share. Rossland, Trail, Silver-
ton, Grand Forks, Hedley and other
well known centres of dividend pay-
ing mines are enjoying all the sweets
of big pay-rolls, and steady shipments,

mer.

The aftermath.

(Concluded from page 16.)

and these pleasurable things are
being reflected in improved condi-
tions throughout the various districts.
It fortunately happems that the
metals thus being mined and smelted,
gold, silver, lead, copper and zinc are
those for which a strong demand is
likely to continue after the close of
the war.

NE word must be allowed to the
visitor travelling through Bri-
tish Columbia as to the physical
charms and agreeable climatic condi-
tions of the country. As to the latter,
it is only needful to say that such a
thing as an unpleasant hot mid-day
has scarcely been known this sum-
Everybody knows that the
evenings and mornings are always
cool. As to the scenery, other peus
in the Courier and elsewhere have
more adequately dealt with the majes-
tic mountains, the translucent lakes,
the wildly magnificent rivers and the
romantic valleys, than mine is at all
capable of it. I will only say that they
remain as unspeakably splendid as
ever.
J. W. BENGOUGH.

WHO’S YOUR CHOICE?

There seems to be a discussion going
on across the border as to which of
prominent men over there is the ‘‘ablest
living American.”

Seems to us that it all depends on the
point of view what you want. Herewith
we offer a few suggestions, stating first
the particular quality or gift that might
be disguised as greatness, and then the
champion in that line:

Correspondence—Woodrow Wilson,

Conversation—Bill Bryan.

Ability to hold the tongue—Charles H.
Hughes.

Combination of talk and action—Roose-
velt. z
Craft—HElihu Root.

Avoirdupois—Taft.

Cussedness—Uncle Joe Cannon.

Endurance—Connie Mack.

Clownishness—W. Randolph Hearst.

Skill in warming over old jokes--
Chauncey Depew.

Posing—Francis X. Bushman.

Flag Waving—George H. Cohan,

Popularity—Charlie Chaplin.

STEEL anpo RADIATION, v7p.
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The fire pot in the King Boiler
is constructed so as to give
more access of oxygen, thus
burning all gases, getting
full value in heat. The
8 water-wayslie closer to
the fire and get more f&%
complete advantage &
\ of the fuel. This B
makes less fuel g
necessary, and

One N
of the N
things a

King

Boiler
doesis to get
most heat out
of least fuel,
and that

SAVES
MONEY

BOOK & -

TORONTO

Fraser Avenue -

Fuel Saving

Always
Buy
Coal

from
The Standard Fuel Co.
and so secure quality,
quantity and service
in your coal orders.

The Standard Fuel Co.

of Toronto, Limited
28 King Street East

Tel. Main 4103

THE COMPANY WITH THE COAL AND
THE SERVICE

Prosperous and Progressive

Up-to-date business methods,
backed by an unbroken record
of fair dealing with its policy-
holders, have achieved for the
Sun Life of Canada a pheno-
menal growth.

More than 166,000 of its poli-
cies are now in force for assur-
ances totalling over $265,000,-
000—much the largest amount
carried by any Canadian life
company.

SUN LIF

OF %ADA
HEAD OFFICE ONTREAL

@ BOOK ON

DOG DISEASES

AND HOW TO FEED
to any address

H.CLAY GLOVER, V.S.
wy the aunthor 118 W. 31st Bt.. N.Y., U.B.A.

If you change your address and de-
sire to receive your copy without de-
lay, always give your old address as
well as your new one.
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Note the Doctor

THE COURIER.

See How He Guards Against Germs

Note the doctor when he deals with
wounds. Note how he makes sure of
sterile dressings—how he keeps them
wrappe

Little wounds which you treat at
home demand the same precautions. So
does any first aid. A few infectious
perms may breed millions.

Keep on hand for instant use
B&B Abscrbent Cotton.
B&B Bandages and Gauze.
B&B Adhesive Plaster.

Get the B&B products, because they
are made to keep on hand, and because
they are double-sure.

E&B Cotton and Gauze are twice
sterilized, once after beind sealed. They
are made under hospital conditions to
meet hospital requirements.

They are packed in protective pack-
opes. B&B Arro Cotton is packed in
perm-proof envelopes. So is BEB
Handy-Fold Gauze. None is unsealed
till you use it.

B&B Cotton also comes in Handy
Packages. You cut off only what you

want,Jeaving the rest untouched. These
protectionsmay be vital toyousometime.

B&B Adhesive Plaster ismade forsurgery,
but it has a thousand uscs. It is rubber coated,
and it sticks to anythin® dry. Any articlemade
of any substance can Le mended with it. Hot
water bottles, lawn hose, tool handles, ete,
Applied to flesh it doesn'’t irritate. Rolls of
many lengths—10 cents up.

B&B Formaldehyde Fumigators are made
twice the usual strenth. This makes them
double sure, Simply ‘l)ight the wick and close
the doors. Use after any contagious disease, or
before occupying any strange house.

Be as careful as your doctor. In these ime
portant thins insist cn B&B standards.

First Aid Book
10 Cents

We offer this book at much
less than cost to aid in home
protection. It is written by
a famous surgeon, nowsa
Major in charge of U. S.
Army Ficld Hospital. It tells
just what to do in any emer-

ney—in wounds or burns,
in hemorrhage or faintind,
in drowning, or electric shock, or any sort of
poisoning. It contains 128 pages. Send us 10
cents as evidence of seriovs intent, and we
will mailitto you. Address First Aid Dept. 42.

3 .
§u0 | A HANDRORK

I pIRST ATD !

BB,

Always call the doctor—remember First Aid is only first aid.

DOUBLE-SURE PRODUCTS

SOLD BY ALL DRUGGISTS
Absorbent Cotton, Gau?e, Bandages
Adhesive Plaster, Fumigators, etc.

BAUER & BLACK, Chicapo and New York
Makers of Surpical
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Electric Service

Means comfort, convenience, economy, and safety.

The home that is completely equipped with elee-
trical devices is a happy one.

All the drudgery of housekeeping is eliminated by

electrieity.

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

At our showrooms all these devices are ready for

your inspection.

Competent demonstrators will

operate and explain them for you.

The Toronto Electric Light Co., Limited
W YOUR SERVICE ”

12 Adeiaide St. E.

Telephone Adelaide 404

'OUR ADVERTISING POLICY

We will not, knowingly or intentionally, insert advertisements

from other.than perfectly reliable firms or business men.

If sub-

scribers find any of them to be otherwise, we will esteem it a
favour if they will so advise us, giving full particulare.

The Blind Man's Eyil

(Continued from page 9.)

magazine into his travelling bag, took
from the bag a handful of cigars with
which he filled a plain, uninitialed
cigar-case, and went toward the club
and observation car in the rear. As
he passed through the sleeper next
to him—the last one—Harriet Dorne
glanced up at him and spoke to her
father; Dorne nodded but did not look
up. Eaton went on into the wide-
windowed observation-room beyond,
which opened onto the rear platform
protected on three sides.

The observation-room was nearly
empty. The sleet which had been
falling when they left Seattle had
changed to huge, heavy flakes of fast-
falling snow, which blurred the win-
dows, obscured the landscape and left
visible only the two thin black lines
of track that, streaming out behind
them, vanished fifty feet away in the
white smother. The only occupants
of the room were a young woman who
was reading a magazine, and an eld-
erly man. Iaton chose a seat as far
from these two as possible.

He had been there only a few min-
utes, however, when, looking up, he
saw Harriet Dorne and Avery enter
the room. They passed him, engaged
in conversation, and stood by the rear
door looking out into the storm. It
was evident to Eaton, although he did
not watch them, that they were argu-
ing something; the girl seemed in-
sistent, Avery irritated and unwilling.
Her manner showed that she won her
point finally. She seated herself in
one of the chairs, and Avery left her.
He wandered, as if aimlessly, to the
reading table, turning over the maga-
zines there; abandoning them, he
gazed about as if bored; then, with a
wholly casual manner, he came
toward Eaton and took the seat be-
side him.

“Rotten weather, isn’t it?” Avery
chserved somewhat ungraciously.

Eaton could not well avoid reply.
“It’s been getting worse,” he com-
mented, “ever since we left Seattle.”

“We’re running into it, apparently.”
Again Avery looked toward Eaton and
waited.

“1t’]1 be bad in the mountains, I
suspect,” Eaton said.

“Yes—Ilucky if we get through.”

The conversation on Avery’s part
was patently forced; and it was
equally forced on Haton’s; neverthe-
jess it continued. Avery introduced
the war and other subjects upon
which men, thrown together for a
time, . are accustomed to exchange
opinions. But Avery did not do it
easily or naturally; he plainly was of
the caste whose pose it is to repel,
mot seek, overtures toward a chance
acquaintance. His lack of practice
was perfectly obvious when at last he
asked, directly: “Beg pardon, but I
don’t think I know your name.”

Eaton was obliged to give it.

“Mine’s Avery,” the other offered;
“perhaps you heard it when we were
getting our berths assigned.”

ND again the conversation, en-
joyed by neither of them, went
on. Finally the girl at the end
of the car rose and passed them, as
though leaving the car. Avery look-
ed up.
“Where are you going, Harry?”
“I think some one ought to be
with Father.”
“Ill go in just a minute.”
She had halted almost in front of
them. Avery, hesitating as though
he did not know what he ought to do,

. finally arose; and as Eaton observed

that Avery, having introduced him-
gelf, appeared now to consider it his
dity to present Eaton to Harriet
Dorne, Eaton also arose. Avery
murmured the names. Harriet Dorne,
resting her hand on the back of
Avery’s chair, joined in the conversa-
tion. As she replied easily and inter-
estedly to a comment of KEaton’s,
Avery suddenly reminded her of her
father., After a minute, when Avery
—still ungracious and still irritated
over something which Eaton could
not guess—rather a2bruptly left them,
she took Avery’s seat: and FEaton

Now, this whole proceedipg’tfl;:gg

within the convention which, "
ding a girl to make a man’s a?q“t'h&'
ance directly, says nothing a:galnsf o
making it through the mediull ?Hﬂw
olher man—had been SO unnal
done that Eaton understood that 8
riet Dorne deliberately bad a“aﬂm
to make his acquaintance, andbeéﬂ
Avery, angry and objecting, B@
overruled.

She seemed to Eaton 1esS el
boyish now than she had 1007l
hour before when they had b"‘;g;".-'

the train. Her cheeks were Sfﬁvhé’
rounded, her lips rather ‘Hod

lashes very long. He could 10 ot D
without locking directly at hels moV"'d
chair, which had not beell =
since Avery left it, was at fJlnt fra
with his own. A faint, SWe g
rance from her hair and clothlngt pot
to him and made him re_CO1le o bl
long it was—five years——smce sucll“
talked with, or even been neaf’mu]tof
girl as this: and the sudden ¥ csﬂﬂed
his pulses which her nearnesswbatb"
warned him to keep watch of shehﬁd
said until he had learned WhY
sought him out. x
qudl

8
O avoid the appearance eofmrﬂf

ing her too openly, 7
slightly, so that his g?iziutgiﬂ‘
past her to the white turmo 5
the windows. : “isﬂ't“ie
“It’s wonderful,” she salid, A twinli
“You mean the storm? o eieﬁ
of amusement came to E to.ng i
“It would be more interest‘een,:{
allowed a little more to be i:ibleb

present there is nothing V
snow.” it off f
“Is that the only Wwa¥ pareﬂ
you?” She turned to him, 2
a trifle disappointed. ar o
“1 don’t exactly understa® Ve

“Why, it must affect €V inter"’;
most as it touches his OWI 75 bf
An artist would think of it % gy
ground for contrasts—a thin€ ;g
or paint; a writer as SO,IHe y
written down in words.” = yld

Baton understood. She “pel
more plainly have asked B %
was. e,

“And an engineer, I Sup?ﬁnﬁf}!
said, easily, “would think © m‘niS (1
an element to be include W
mulas—an x, or an a, OF & o500y
put in somewhere an
or squared so that the I0
was figuring should not bt «ef’

its weight.” yoﬂ
“Oh—so that is the Wa¥ s
thinking of it?” leﬂge

“You mean,” Eaton -"Cha‘i,;,n
directly, “am I an engine€’ i i

“Are you?”

«Oh, no: 1 was only talKiE
generalities, just as you " aid f;’,s’

“Let us go on, then,” she you nde'
“I see 1 can’t conceal from o wlig
am doing you the honoW ;uid G
what you are. A lawyer )
of it in the light of damfs’ pof
create and the subsequenade 8 it
ties of litigation.” She MTyld
pause. “A business mal ta%a"
it into account, as he has i

i oe {n nAtUreE
account all things in 1 tations ]

it would delay transpoTrld; - ot
or aid the winter wheat: meWw
“Or stop competition Stoed. ',,sﬁ'
he observed, more intel'esW];icbegl‘d
The flash of satisfactiol Coq Ghagjﬁ
to her face and as quickly Yo
and faded showed hlm; L
she was on the right trac* a1 ﬁﬂ”pﬂ‘
“Business,” she said, igapar:'ﬁﬁ
“will_how s it_the Ne¥ e Kl
it?—will marshal its COBO mm
send out its generals 1B, “ool
brigades of snowplows, 1 “of of
command of regilﬂenmmgcﬂvt ol?&
shovelers and its spies 10 = el
to bring back word of ot

the erops.” A b¥
“You talk,” he said, ‘2% : f‘iﬂ

were a war.” put o
“Isn’t it?—Ilike WaT 400

higher terms.” v qﬂﬁaeb‘;
“In higher terms?’ % ne 10K s

attempting to make i L ,w

but a_sudden bitterness oo g %

traved by it. “Or in 10¥7 c1afher
“Why, in higher,” She = gréf

manding greater coﬂl‘aie’tioﬂ, <
votion, greater determ S

Advertising Manager, Canadian Courier
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dropped  into his chair beside her.  gelf-sacrifice.”




“gﬂa«ﬁ makes you say that?”
Eato?lldlers themselves say it, Mr.
horyit) and all the observers in this

. ﬁe war say it when they say that
oy, 0d almost no cowards and very

Weaklings among all the millions

EVery sort of men at the front.
; e?;i‘COuld }10_t say the same of those
cong cal millions under the normal

itions of everyday business life.”
Waite Témained silent, though she
€d for him to reply. .

fw
sheY:;-dknO‘Y’ that is so, Mr. Eaton,”
the stl - “One has only to look on
Bt Teets of any great city to find

ands of men who have not had
carrymul'age' and determination to
Ntiog on their share of the _ordinary
Dick of life. Recruiting officers can
a googy man off the streets and make
coulq 1, soldier of him, but no one
tory o € 50 sure of finding a s_atisfac-
that slrlnplo}'ee in that way. Doesn’t
day py OW that daily life, the every-
bearip smes’s of earning a living and
Wor| ngIles share in the workaday
War?"' €mands greater qualities than

spﬁfg_ face had flush~d eagerly as sho

hep o & darker, livid flush answere !
EWOTds on his, :

the Opport'unities for evil are
ferceyy” t00,” he asserted almost

,“:)lia.t do you mean?”
Misg deceit, for lies, for treachery,
Vrap, a:I‘ne!_ Violence is the evil of
Casily Violence is the evil most
bripg ;DURished, even if it does not
Byt hows OWn punishment upon itself.
of op thmany of those men you speak
gl € streets have been deliber-
rmCea mercxlessly, even savagely sac-
iy fo Some business expediency,
killed,,,uture destroyed, their hope
036 Some storm of passion,
Was Meaning she could not divine,
p o“’eemng him.

Stanpg 12°30,” she asked after an in-
have besllence’ “that you, Mr. Eaton,
« amen Sacrificed in such a way?”
he den; Still talking in generalities,”

ik ineffectively.
ﬁllnessaw that she sensed the untruth-
ooy Of these last words. Her
Ve, YOUNE forehead and her eyes
Wag ﬁead,OWY with thought. Katon
dopgge Sly silent. The train roared
8lipy eSOme trestle, giving a sharp
bely ) gf 8ray, snow-swept water far
fo haye . ‘Bally Harriet Dorne seemed
0+ inlﬁade her decision.
l}‘{lr. Eatq You should meet my father,
1‘1}8i fom v She said. “Would you

e Qi
E;at hisl%eri()t reply at once. He knew
21 oy Ay was causing her to study
i Woulgm-h greater surprise.
:.“aid, “hut like to meet him, yes,” he
b"ﬁid b —he hesitated, tried to
o all‘ea(;ver without offending her,

ug not ¥ he had affronted her,—
o 3he stn‘)W: Miss Dorne.”

‘*illed_ ared at him, rebuffed and
s Y011

{é“llsly, ;P::n\" The sentence, ob-
ih, dnjgy, - ° One she felt it better not
Ba?t oy .S though he recognized
on o € must wish the conver-
®Nd, he got up. She rose

e £
) 'll 5
b §
ethl‘ninee You into your car, if you're
intmeithegr there,” he offered.
ho the nSDOke, as he went with her
Slar® hep x;; car; and at the section
Petntly. noq ather sat, BWaton bowed
weul‘ned hi ded to Avery, who coldly
dpt on 3,204, and left her. Eaton
x‘?" hig tlﬁto his own car and sat
to -tﬁw nearOUEhts in mad confusion.
b ‘Nis gir] he had come to talking
Ty, hag feltabout himself, even though
doy hat o TOm the first that that
és as hee Was trying to make him
SeIIOSlng his common sense?
ke SO countf.command on which he
tra: 4 that he had dared to
€ my M deserting him? He falt
u eSt not see Harriet Dorne
Sagy, Dt 5 At first this was all he
he sat, pale and quiet,

v
Qo8 St o2y at the snow-flakes

qul.ebesidek iand melted on the win-
niz&d Cleg, % his  thoughts grew
Stpe b * ' Avery he had recog-

Q Y. A
%ee?sgely aobat instinet which so
)’

o, Ay Vlnes the personalities one

$ attipy dnemy from the start;
ne.Qt, Vet € toward him, of course,
e R leﬁned; as for Harriet
lang"Tehareq O 1Ot tell whether she
_ to be his enemy or
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Millions of Dollars Given—

Millions of Belgians Fed—

Yet Millions More Are Needed

.+ Nothing else has ever so roused the indignation and practical
sympathy of the English-speaking world as the fate of Belgium.

At the first call for help some of the leading business men of
neutral United States organized the Belgian Relief Committee, arranging
with the British Government to co-operate, and with the Germans to keep
their hands off —and the work of feeding the starving Belgians began.
If it is not

supplied, all that has been done cannot
save the ccuntry from wholesale star-

Since then many million dollars have Germans are driven out.
been contributed to the Belgian Relief
Fund, chiefly in the British Empire and
the United States, about half of it coming
from Belgiansg living in these esuntries.
The wonderfully efficient Relief Com-
mittee have spent this money so carefully
that an average of $2.50 has fed each
dependent Belgian family a month. Thus
the nation has been saved alive—so far.

vation for two weeks |

But only so far! The number of
Belgians dependent on the Fund issteadily
growing as their little hoards of food and
money run out. Help is needed now more
than ever before—and will be till the

Send your. subscription weekly, monthly, or in one lump sum to Local or

ind

Provincial Committees, or

Send Ch L g8
b £ 5€|él§1ﬂ . Kelief |

3 N>
b }’ » T~

59 St. Peter St.,

Montreal,

If you have been contributing to the
Belgian Relief Fund, and so keeping some
woman, child, family or families alive,
don’t leave them to starve ! If you have
not done much yct, spare a little of your
plenty for some of the hundreds who are
daily forced to join the bread lines at the
Relief stations. The Relief Committee
appeal particularly for regular monthly
contributions sufficient to feed one, or
better still, several Belgian families.

W/ TR
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An Academic Department of McMaster University, Matriculation
and English Courses, Senior and Junior Schools. Finely equipped
music and art departments. HKxceptional Opportunities with a
delightful home life. Fees moderate. Reopens September 20th.
Write for Calendar. Miss H. 8. Ellis, B.A., D. Paed., Principal.

3¢ BLOOR STREET KAST, TORONTO

Woodstock Collese
For Boy

Teaches manly individuality in boys and young men. Prepares for
commercial and professional life. Intellectual, physical and manual

.
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)
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~ = (]
N -
=it

\ AR training facilities unexcelled. Large campus, beautiful, =
— \ high location. Reopens September 12th. Special course =
2 N for Farmers’ sons, November to March. Write for 59th
= s \vfs\ Annual Calendar.
> S = A. T, MacNeil, B.A., Principal. ot

WOODSTOCK ONT.

ROYAL VICTORIA
COLLEGE

MONTREAL.

The residential College
for women students of
McGILL UNIVERSITY.

Courses lead to degree in
Arts separate in the main from
those for men, but under identi-
cal conditions; and to degrees
in music.

Tor prospectus and informa-
tion apply to the Warden.

STAMPS AND COINS.

PACK_AG-ES free to collectors for 2 cents

postage; also offer hundred different
foreign stamps; catalogue; hinges; flve
cents. We buy stamps. Marks Stamp
Co., Toronto.

.~ @oronta uereh o Lowen Scrons Canada
e Careful Oversight, Thorough Instruction.
AL Large Playing Fields. Excellent Situation.

; REV. D. BRUCE MACDONALD, MA., LLD.

Calendar sent on application. Headmaster

oash

St. Andrent s (Jlnllpg»]1

ONTARIO LADIES’ COLLEGE

And Conservatory of Music and Art, Whitby, Onatarlo.
A SCHOOL OF IDEALS AND AN IDEAL SCHOOL FOR GIRLS.

Flealthful, picturesque location with the outdoor advantages of the coun-
try as well as the cultural influences of Toronto, which is only 30 miles away.

Academic courses from Preparatory work to Junior Matriculation, Teacher’'s
Certificates and First Year University, Music, Art, Oratory, Domestic Science,
Commercial Work, Physical Training by means of an unusually well equipped
gymnasium, large swimming pool and systematized play.

COLLEGE RE-OPENS SEPTEMBER 12TH, 1916.
FOR CALENDAR WRITE REV. F, L. FAREWELL, B.A,, PRINCIPAL.

PRINTING.

ISITING CARDS—Ladies’ or Gentle-
men'’s, printed to order—Ilatest styles,
fifty cents per hundred, post paid. Frank
3 tBa.rn:er. Printer, 35 Dundas St., To-
ronto.

Old Couricrs Wanted

The following issues of Cana-
dian Courier are required to
complete sets:

April 9, 1210, July 2, 1910.
Any person who can sunnly
same at 10c per copy aad n>st-
age should write this office.

CANADIAN COURIER,
Toronto, Ont.
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CHAPTER IV.
Truce.

THE Eastern Express, mantled in &
seething whirl of snow, but still
maintaining very nearly its
scheduled time and even regaining a
few lost minutes from hour to hour a%
now well past the middle of the Staté
it sped on across the flatter country
in its approach to the mountains, pro-
ceeded monotonously through the &%
ernoon. Baton watched the chill of
the snow battle against the warmth 0
the double windows on the windward
side of the car, until finally it €%
quered and the windows became—
he knew the rest of the outside of the
cars must have been long before =
merely a wall of white. This coating
thickening steadily with the incre
ing severity of the storm as they 9
proached the Rockies, dimmed
afternoon daylight within the car 10
dusk.

Presently all became black outsit®
the windows, and the passengers fI¢
the rear cars filed forward to the d’ns
ing car and then back to their _place
again. Eaton took care to avol 4
Dorne party in the diner. Soon th
porter began making up the berths
be occupied that night; but as yet 1:0
one was retiring. The train Was &
reach Spokane late in the evenilfy
there would be a stop there for =0,
an hour: and after the long da¥ %e
the train, every ome seemed t0 b
waiting up for a walk about the 8
tion before going to bed. But a8 i
train slowed, and with a suddef o
minishing of the clatter of the ﬂtsne
plates under its wheels and Ot
puffings of exhausted steam, 'ty";
into the lighted trainsheds at the mht.
Eaton sat for some minutes in thougwn
Then he dragged his owercoat d‘l’!m
from its hook, buttoned it tiglins
about his throat, pulled his tra‘/'elc o
cap down on his head and left the “
All along the train, vestibule dwrind
the Pullmans had been opene® ;g
the passengers were getting ot Wwith
a few others, snow-covered and X
hand-luggage, came to board the uieef‘
Eaton, turning to survey the shmy
shrouded car he had left, found g
self face to face with Miss 1at:
standing alone upon the station P
form.

New Prices, August 1st, 1916

The following prices for Ford cars will be
effective on and after August 1st, 1916

Chassis . . $45000
Runabout . 47500
Touring Car 49500
Coupelet . 69500
' Town Car . 78000
Sedan . . . 89000

f.0.b. Ford, Ontario

HER piquant, beautiful face vg}‘:
half hidden in the collar o on
great fur coat she had worn ok
boarding the train, and her Cherigp
were ruddy with the bite of the <
air. ay’”
“You see before you a casta®
she volunteered, smiling. ame
He felt it necessary to take the sned'
tone. “A castaway?’ he questi®
“Cast away by whom?” 20
«“By Mr. Avery, if you must K
though your implication that anybody
chould have cast me away—20%
at all, Mr. Eaton—is unpleasant' wad
«There was no implications i
simply inquiry.” :
“You should have put it thex;{ave
some other form; you SBOW opif
asked how I came to be in 80 sy
ing a position.” 1Y
“How, in this part of the co““ﬂr
Miss Dorne, is not regarded a8 Zawf"
tion, but merely as a form of ﬂnerl!
tion,” he bantered. “It was PO g8
employed by the Indian aborigif® ed
cha'? on

i ex
habiting these parts, who the

These prices are positively guaranteed against any reduction
before August 1st, 1917, but there is no guarantee against an
advance in price at any time.

Ford Motor Company of Canada

Limited
Ford, Ontario

= ’ g——— = = e ‘How’s’ when passing eac}} e
- s 5 the road. If I had said How, andl
g < might simply have replied ‘Hovgceﬂsm

should have been under the Il g#

of considering the incident clOSh it 10
She laughed. “You do not

be closed.” it"
“Not till T know more aboul “hore:

235

[GOING FISHING?

=
=

Then don’t forget to take along with you a plug of Master-Mason, the sports- «Very well; you shall knoW ye#
man's tobacco made from choice, rich, mellow, fully matured selected tobacco, Mr. Avery brought me out t@ ti';gin‘
pressed into a plug, convenient, handy, easy to carry, and which retains the walk, He remembered, after P* pot
natural fragrance and moisture of the natural leaf. me as far as this, that we “7q afl
asked my father whether he hi:’)r any

message to be sent from her? ol
commission to execute; S0 O waltl

SMOKE

Mastﬂr Equal by test to the very best, back to find out. I have NOW .o it i
Much better than all the rest. 50 IIfla.ny minutes that I £e?11 st m‘ho‘;

P my father who has detaine¢ ™= ¢

i1 GOOD TOBACCO' imperfectly concealed m%”;u;go;z

what I am telling you is t

sider that Mr. Avery, by his di}f‘e}; g
forfeited his right. The furttc My
plication—for 1 do imply WFC vl"u

Say MASTER-MASON to your dealer — he knows.
PRICE: 15 CTS. THE ROCK CITY TOBACCO CO., LIMITED

= y £ % 00 2 VSO il L S EBaton—is that you cannot Vel qu
S e T - : : — e & Y avoid offering to take the post o

5 : . ; ‘ he has abandoned.”




You mean walk with you?”
1 do.”
Sué-ie.sl.ipped his hand inside her arm,
: ‘dining her slight, active body
8ainst the wind which blew strongly
ough the station and scattered over
®l Snow-flakes blown from the roofs
5 © cars, as they walked forward
imgt}}he train. Her manner had told
sent; at she meant to ignore her re-
i ment of the morning; but as, turn-
5 ’ag?iey commenced to walk briskly
ay down the platform, he found
”Yos not wholly right in this.
L u must admit, Mr. Eaton, that I
> Teating you very well.”
oﬁel?cepardoning an offence where no
g Was meant?”
g offel;s partly that—that I realized
- Nce was meant. Partly it is
thingg eII do not pass judgment on
o do not understand. I could
Yers € no possible reason for your
o Deculiar refusal.”
the ;)0 teven that I might be perhaps
eintrl;')d‘Of person who ought not to
that yoruced into your party in quite

sﬁr;P hda t least of all. Persons of that
Such - 0 not admit themselves to .be

Shé,nand if T have lived for twen—
years\tIlOt tell you just how many
Obligaq the_sort of life I have been
Without 0 llvq almost since I was born,
Tespect learning to judge men in that
ODport I must have failed to use my

thep UK You,” he returned quietly;

Drejy da:s he recollected his instinctive

am Ice against Avery: “However, 1
ot so sure.”

Slﬁi Dlainly waited for him to go on,
Wh lhe pretended to be concerned
matforcr)nly with guiding her along the

L
.:Yes.” on!

De.cuﬁgol‘lllalg}??y that you are a most
. Xactly in what way, Miss Dorne?”
Wom, 18! The ordinary man, when

him%lf"“11 shows any curiosity about

Dartiey; answers with a fullness and

Seame OTitY and eagerness which

& §ubs 0 say, ‘At last you have found
‘.DOJeCt which interests me!’”

“IS ?i he?"

m;?ke?,, at the only reply you care to

Wate ' ® think of none more ade-

tot,M%aenmg‘ that after my altogether

Ing Y0un display of curiosity regard-

o I can still do nothing better
that OHESS, without any expectation
teq eu, on your part, will deign to

Very We‘;"l}ether I am right or wrong.

hayy 5 I, my first guess is that you

Young v:’t done much walking with

°9l‘tainl Omen on station platforms—-
‘I tls-' not much of late.”

how » Y to do better, if yowll tell me
‘@ n.ow that?n

Clziy, & 0 very well. I was not criti-

Why, Af:l‘(l» and T don’t have to tell

v°§"3«nt o 0 questions; it is a clair-

o IVlner 3 s ”»
. “’lnity?" who is spgakmg.,

,- v
}hat ;ner only, My second guess is

g

Slnce Lo

aIltds,n OU have been abroad in far

T
ﬂs“thatf',?lh‘oad ticket showed as much

Par
g“ r sgﬁf_‘ e, if it seriously injures
Cleng)y oSteem; but I was not suf-
{img 53 Nterested in you when you
£ ket <ord the train, to observe your
i eXceed-at I know is divined from
al?y e Ingly odd and reminiscent
th:ut \lch you look at all things
‘Tlt)?%]e Vaﬁot%fs St‘l"’am, this station,
Doﬁe. in 120 nothing reminiscent, I sup-
Nt O doe way I look at you?”
by log ELtyourself injustice. You do
P there c me at all, so I cannot tell;
Ncq e‘m}d hardly be any reminis-
You ;‘dlng beyond this morning,
0; thiseyer saw me before then.”
h°De > 1S all fresh experience.”
°llcellt‘ is not displeasing. My
Sene ning your evidently rather
«pwent a; abroad is as to whether
Sty afy iay to get or to forget.”
"I’II%" aid 1 don’t quite unders
Wi, og
néltl,?h yg are the two reasons for
" LN

omonito llgnegt men go to Asia, are they

kiveething Something or to forget
210 yng t least, so I have been

N o rStand. Shall I go on?”

©8sing, you mean? I don’t

O prevent it.”

O be continued.)
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SAVE

YOUR
MONEY

FORSTHE

DOMINION WAR LOAN

TO BE ISSUED IN SEPTEMBER.

By purchasing a bond you will help
to WIN THE WAR and obtain for
yourself an investment of the highest
class yielding a most attractive rate
of interest.

DEPARTMENT OF FINANCE
OTTAWA.
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ENROLL NOW

as a shipper on the

TORONTO AND YORK
Radial Railway Company

Here are some of the busy
“recruiting” towns and villages
on the Metropolitan Division:

THORNHILL
RICHMOND HILL
AURORA
NEWMARKET
SCHOMBERG
QUEENSVILLE
KESWICK
JASKSON’S POINT
SUTTON
TORONTO

For full particalars as o “en-
rollment,” apply to the trans-
port department. Headquarters,
King and Church Streets, To-
ronto.

WE HAVE IT

“Express Delivery at Freight Rates’’

THE TUSCO Comforts of your home.
American and European.
(Private Hotel) Moderate rates. Hot and
cold water in every room.

E. S. EDMONDSON. Prop., shopping dis-
trict, 235 Jarvis Street, Toronto, Ont.

KING EDWARD HOTEL
Toronto, Canada.
—Flreproof—

Accommodation for 750 guests, $1.50 up.
American and European Plans.

HOTEL KRAUSMANN
GRILL
EUROPEAN PLAN
Rooms with bath $1.00 per day up.
W. KRAUSMANN, Proprietor.
Plel’'s Beer on draught. ORCHESTRA.
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Order a case from your dealer or
Buy O'K

CREAM SODA
GINGER BEER

COLA
LEMON SOUR

i

\

ocer, or Telephone Main 4203
rands

SPECIAL PALE GINGER ALE
BELFAST STYLE GINGER ALE
LEMONADE
ORANGEADE
SARSAPARILLA
SPECIAL SODA

O’KEEFE’S,Toronto
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Rich in Cream - I AnilRChorolate

‘Smooth as Velvet e Y e M
[ e el

MADE IN CANADA BY _ il

The Harry Webb Co., Limited

Toronto




