NE in every twelve Canadians, men, women and children,
bought Canada’s Victory Bonds. To every man, woman
and child an average of one $50 Bond. For every

Canadian in the King’s Khaki since 1914, $1,000. In the first
month of Compulsory Military Service comes the Grand Victory
of the Voluntary-Enlistment Dollar. Between the close of the

Victory Loan Polls and the General Election Polls, just 17 days.
Between the Election and Christmas, 8 davs. Events are run-
ning fast on this Front. No Christmas- Time in Canada was ever
so full of big national events. Since the fates decree that Christ-
mas and the Elections shall be only 8 days apart, let us hope we
shall all be done calling one another anti-patriots and liars in
time to wish one another as Canadians the real Compliments of
the Season. Whatever happens the morning after the election,
two things will yet be with us—the Spirit of Christmas and the
 War. The world has had one somewhat longer than the other.
There were wars and rumors of wars long before Christ. And
if some people in a far country could have their way there will
be wars and still more wars long after the last phantom of the
Spirit of Christmas has gone, along with the Living of Christ,
clean out of the world. The Canadian General Election of 1917
will be a bad body blow at good old Christmas unless we make a
quick national recovery in our newspaper sanitariums. But the
nation that establishes a World’s Record for a War Loan should
be able to set a World Pace for the Spirit of Christmas. And if
a few hundred thousand grown-up people in Canada go without
" Christmas Gifts this year because their loose money all went into
Victory Bonds—so much the better for the Spirit of Christmas.
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HAVANA
GROWN
| TOBACCO
MADE IN CANADA CIGARS

Why Pay Duty on the Finished Product ?

The AGRADA Cigar is hand made of Fine Clear
Havana Tobacco, Filler and Wrapper, by clever
Cuban cigar makers in our factory in Toronto. By
making the cigars in Toronto we can save you 60%
of the duty paid on the same cigar made of the
same tobacco in Havana. We will send you

Direct From Our Cigar Factory

fresh and fragrant a box of twenty-five
of the CORONA size (see illustration) of

THE

AGRAD

CIGAR

for $2.60. Now, you know CORONA size clear
Havana cigars cost you 15¢ and 20c each in
the regular way—We save you half your
money and give you a better smoke for 10c.
Box of 25, Panatela shape, $2.25.

Try Four at Our Expense

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

&

Remit by money order or cheque and mention RY“ ]

whether you like light, medium or dark cigars.

Rogelio, Girard & Co., 39 McCaul St., Toronto

: N OUR
TORONYTO FALCTO

COURIER

AN you imagine anything

more delightful for. your
holidays than to have veritably
anew world revealed before you
every morning, tempting you to
explore and know its ways, its
beauties; its individuality?
Nature turns stage - manager
with kaleidoscopic variety on the

ROYAL MAIL
West Indies Voyages

From Halifax to Demerara and
return to St. John—a six weeks
voyage, with a new port for you
to see and explore almost every
day. Visit Bermuda, Dominica,
Montserrat, St. Lucia and the
rest, with everything done for
your comfort that a voyager
would wish for, ;

The cost of round trip with meais

and berth is from $125.00t0 § 145.00.

Write for descriptive booklet.
ROYAL MAIL STEAM PACKET CO.
‘ Halifax, N. S,

THILIITH
1

CHEMICAL FIRE EXTINGUISHERS
PYRENE FIRE EXTINGUISHERS
DAVY AUTOMATIC FIRE ESCAPES
AUTOMATIC FIRE ALARM SYSTEMS

Protect your lives, your property and
your business against fire. Instal the

May-Oatway Automatic Fire Alarm System

Reduces Your Insurance and Increases Your Safety.

ONTARIO MAY-OATWAY FIRE ALARMS, LTD.
26-28 Adelaide St. West

Toronto
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CANADIAN PACIFIC

THE FINEST
HUNTING GROUNDS
IN AMERICA

Are Conveniently Reached
via

Canadian Pacific Railway

MOOSE, BEAR, CARIBOU, RED DEER
and SMALL GAME are Quite Plentiful

Particulars from Canadian Pacific Ticket Agents or
W. B. Howard, District Passenger ' Azent, Toronto

That Boy of Yours

is anxious to make extra pocket money, but does not know of a local job
he can secure for Saturdays.

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

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

Help the Boy

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

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

SALES MANAGER, CANADIAN COURIER,
' 181 SIMCOE ST., TORONTO.

DESK BOOK OF ERRORS IN ENGLISH

BY FRANK H. VIZETELLY,

Associate Editor of the Standard Dictionary, treats the hundred and
one questions that arise in daily speech and correspondence which are
not treated of in the dictionary.

The New York Times: “The scope and plan of the volume, which
is of handy size and alphabetical arrangement, strikerne as pleasantly
sane and sound.”

12 mo. cloth, 240 pages. Price $1.00 post-paid. -

UNIVERSITY BOOK CO.
181 SIMCOEST. . . . . TORONTO, ONT.
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Look
AT
each
card
—not
FOR
it

That js the underlying principle of the
ex system, you look AT your index
cards instead of FOR them. Kardex
cards are held in individual celluloid

pockets, one overlapping the other.
Stop the mistakes—that are due to the "old card
Cut i Do

inl::h box® methods, out lost motion.
the same work or more work with half the clerks

Think of having your mailing lists follow-ups,

u:;ldl:'n:\n mrd-nd-tkadsvm
your finger on any name or record in

ivelemnd.. Every name is visible with a

KARDEX

The visible card index

Let us send you, with our catal ‘
» i ogue, a
Tenige o Tigont Jrooket il »

Canadian Agents

The A. S. HUSTWITT CO.
42 Adelaide St, West
TORONTO

To the Fur Trade
We Are
DRESSERS and DYERS

— OF —

Hudson Seal

Have You Tried Our

RAT, SKUNK
MINK DYES?

They do the work—Let us
send you a Sample Pint.

Enquiries Invited

_F. . HALLMAN & 0.

75-79 Logan Ave. TORONTO

NORTHERN
ONTARIO

others Free
Thousands of farmers
A s are
:?otxlildxng to the call. Heres, rigrl?t.
e door of Southern Ontario
a g‘ome awaits you, :
or information ag to t
regulations and raj Stk 10
settlers, write torauway e
H. A. MACDONELI,
Director of Colonization,
Parliament Buildings
A TORONTO, CANADA.

HON. u. HOWARD FERGUSON

of Lands, F
Mines, orests and

{sTA

e e
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Published at 181 Simcoe St., Toronto, by the Coarfer Press, Limited. IMPORTANT:
Changes of address should be sent two weeks before the date they are to go into effect. Both
old and new addresses must be given. CANCELLATIONS We find that most of our subscribers
prefer not to have their subscriptions interrupted in case they fail to remit before ‘expiration.
While subscriptions will not be carried in arrears over an extended period, yet unless we are
notified to cancel, we assume the subscriber wishes the service continued.
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Measﬁring Up to Canada

HAT about the election? we are sometimes asked. Why don’t
\;‘/ you come out on one side or the other without any qualifica-
tion?

We reply—

Our readers belong to both sides, to all parties, to all provinces;
they represent all the varying conditions there are, political and other-
wise, in this country. Our business is above all things to be Canadian.
We believe, as we have said again and again, in putting the weight
of the country unreservedly, intelligently, organizedly behind all the
efforts Canada is putting into the war.
our choosing. We believe that Canada has a big stake in seeing this
war won, and as soon as possible. , We should have no faith in the
future of this country if we were compelled to admit that we were
merely dragooned into the war. We should haye little hope in the
destiny of Canada if we did not believe that the best sentiment of

Canada was, and is and will be, in favor of standing by England till.

England quits the war. ;

And we know that England won’t quit till the job is done. Canada
will be in at the finish. If not, then for heaven’s sake let us confess
right away that we think our participation in the war from the first
was a mistake.

But let us not sling words around like drunken sailors when talking
about Canada’s or England’s part in the war. Our loyalty to the
cause is not measured by the noise we make. It is measured by the
work we do, as sanely as we may. There is danger of running amok
in language, and the election is not helping to prevent this very much.

No, let us get down to the facts of the case. The war will not be
finished with typewriters. Canada’s place among the young nations
will not be determined by Vietory Loans or elections. These are
necessary., We take them as they come and get ahead as far as pos-
gible by means of them.

But we have a country to maintain. Canada will be here for some-
body long after the war is over. Canada might as well be labelled for
Germany as any other foreign nation, if we are to waste ourselves
and wear out our national spirit in bitterness and strife and evil-
speaking. By all means let us call a spade a spade, but let us combine
common-sense with our sincerity when we do it.

The country is here to be held together; the greatest thing we
can do to hold it together will be to send to the Allies, to England, to
our men at the front, every pound, every bushel, every man, every
munition we can send, without weakening ourselves nationally in
order to do it.

Our first great business is to continue helping to win the war. We
can do that only according as we organize ourselves sensibly and stop
talking—mere politics.

Our politics are in a state of flux.
the discarded slogan of to-morrow. Canada is bigger than most of our

" politics—or heaven help us. All the Canadian Courier can hope to do

is to come as near as possible to being as big as Canada.

It is—our war; but not of.

The shibboleth of to-day becomes

ORDER NOW FOR
CHRISTMAS

COSGRAVES
PURE FOOD BEERS

Ale, Half-and-Half
XXX Porter

A case, 2 doz.
pints

$3.00
A case, 2 doz.

quarts

$4.00

A four gallon
keg

$2.75

An eight
gallon keg
$4.75

Refunds -

allowed
for

empties

Exporters Limited
489 St. Paul St. W.

Montreal

ANY of our Radial Lines will
take yourself, wife and kiddies
out into charming stretches of
woodland, hills and valleys of
York County. Now is an ideal
time for a day’s outing. The
car service is frequent, the cost
of travelling is small. For full
particulars apply to the Traffic
Manager,

Toronto & York
Radial Railway

Head Office :
88 King St. East, Toronto

Telephones:
Adelaide 3810, 3811, 3812

To Hang Up Things'
ete.

Canada.

Accommodation for 750 guests, $1.60 upe
American and European Plan,
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“‘Mhat Will Happen to |
Business if we
s OUT

BUSINESS MEN !—stop and think! If we quit the war,—and that
s where Laurier and Bourassa lead,—we simply invite ruin financially.
~* The civilized world would stamp us with the same brand as Russia!

- Foreign credit 'W,hoﬁld suﬁ’é'r' and internation'ally- we would become a
~ cipher —a nation without honor. - And make no mistake, a Referendum
& meansQUITTING' L . Ty

- Government

To-day we are dependent on the United States for such essential supplies as cotton, hard
coal, tin plate, the largest proportion of our iron, steel brass, copper, and other commod-
ities. The United States admires Canada’s stand so far, and facilitates exports to this
country. Imagine how quickly she would reverse her attitude if Canada failed to continue
her effort in the war. ‘

T Quit Woulc‘ Set the
Country Back Fifty Years .

Be guided by the fact that the United States Canada refused to do her duty and send the
is now refusing to send supplies to Russia. =~ necessary reinforcements to support our men
Why? Would Great Britain send us any 12 France, that Great Britain and our Allies

would be disposed to continue to place orders
for munitions in Canada? Aside from the
national honor, and the call of our men for
reinforcements, which are the main reasons
why Union Government must be returned,
the commercial future of the Dominion de-
mands Canada’s continued participation in

Does any sane business man believe that if  the war.

~more war orders ? Remember the part
munition-making has played in Canada’s
commercial prosperity since the war began.
Think of the Victory Loan and how a large
part of the proceeds were destined to finance
British war orders.

: Unionist Party Publicity Committee

2
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Daily Telegraph is one of the sensations
of the war. ILet us examine it seriously.
We cannot dismiss this letter by calling

I ORD LANSDOWNE’S peace letter to the

are not, therefore, pacifists. Neither will it be
settled by calling him a Tory of the old school.
There are thousands of such Tories in the trenches.

Twenty-four million men are at war. Most of
these have been fighting for years. The war
began m a great fire. It has become a world con-
4 ﬁagrat19n_ And there is no world fire brigade
- to put it out/ All the neutral nations added to-
. gether, excluding China, which is nominally at
war, do not eonstitute one-tenth the population,
area and resources of the world which is now deep
into the struggle of almost a  prehistoric age.
What effect these years of underground, sub-
aqueous and aerial war have had upon the armies
f‘“g‘aged 18 drastically set forth in the extract from

Under Fire,”” on page 16 of this issue. It is
still further illuminated py Max Nordau, writing
in the December Forum : .

Besides ceasing to be a free citizen and a civilized
man, the soldier has lost also, during the years of the
Ca-n_l'Dahgn, all the benefits of a hundred thousand years
of intellectual and mboral evolution of mankind. Strug-
gle for life is no more spiritualized and symbolic; it
h’»as taken its literal sense and its most. brutally pris-
tine form. He is the hunted beast that his remotest
ancestor has been, ever on his guard against the claws
and fangs of the giant tiger of the tertiary period and
of the monstrous cave bear. . Death constantly lurks
about him. His enemy is not a beast of prey, but an-
other brute, more ferocious still, the watchful foe, in-
t(?nt upon massacring him. His only idea must be ta
kill in order not to be killed.

;j‘hone belligerent nation only has escaped this.
e United States is mow in the first flush of war;
unexhz%us,ted, rich, ,eager, resourceful, filled with
erusading desire for the enthronement of liberty,

5

its author a paecifist. 'All men who aresnet jingoes

E}“?h, had it been expressed in action when the
' bufsnama. was sunk, must have ended the war
gf ore this. All the other nations are in various
¥ tag?l‘sh of Wwar-weariness. No one denies
Seht € singing era has gone. We no longer
ent our superfluous enthusiasm in patriotie
i /g{‘IHlCer_ts. _'The French have stopped singing La
' lazase[l}lll)alse; the Germans do not sing Deutsch-
: pérar : eé‘ Alles; the Tommies have quit Tip-
b oith Bi‘ : ;ﬂfada only now and then pipes up
United %t t&ple.s Leaf, or O Canada. Only the
R ates 18 singing itself to war. And
war may tucker the songs out of them hefore
it is over,

In the face of this‘ A i
‘ almost universal sickness
of war, Lord Lansdowne says:

inl::li:::;ytze:et if the war is to be brought to a close
tionaheTes _:er;: a world-wide catastrophe it will be
£ e close b;ecausev on both sides the peo-
5 - Lhe countries involved realize that it already
this l:.ste.d too long. There can be no question that

15 feeling prevails extensively in Germany, Aus:
tria, and Turkey. We know beyond all doubt that
4 the economic pressure in those countries far ex-
- Ceeds any to which we are subject here. Ministers
~ inform us in their speeches of the constant efforts

. On the part of the Central powers to invite peace

-~

talk. If the peace talk.s mot more articulate, and
has not been so precise as to enable his Majesty’s
Government to treat it \seriously, an explanation is
probably to be found in ‘the fact, first, that German
despotism does not tolerate independent expressions
of opinion, and, second, that the German Government
has contrived, probably with success, to misrepre-
sent the aims of the allies, which are supposed to
include the destruction of Germany and the imposi-
tion upon her of a form of government to be decided
by her enemies, her destruction as a great commer-
cial community, and her exclusion from the free use
of the seas. . >

Lansdowne admits that Germany cannot de-
feat the Allies. 'What he eclaims is that the
Allies and the Central Powers, together may,
if they fizht long enough, wear out the world.
What he wants is a restatement of war aims,
when he says: Ei T

An immense stimulus would probably be given to
a peace party in Germany if it were understood: (1)
that we do not desire the annihilation of Germany as
a great power; (2) that we do not seek to impose
upon her people any form of government other than

that of their own choice; (3) that, except as a legiti-

mate war measure, we have no desire to deny to

- -Germany her place among the great commercial com-

i

no business of ours to create democracy -for .

A CLEAR PERSPECTIVE on PEACE

A NATION managed by thugs
has neither right nor power
to rule the world. But three and
a half years of war has mot re-
moved the Thug - management

which 1t took 50 years to build up.

And if Lord Lansdowne is to be

believed it will take longer than

the period of this war to do .
By - THE EDIFPOR

munities of the world; (4) that we are prepared
when the war is over to examine in concert with
“other pdwers a group of international problems,
some of them of recent origin, which are con-.
nected with the question of the freedom of the
seas; (5) that we are prepared to enter into an
international pact ‘under' which ample opportuni-
ties would be afforded for the settlement ‘of inters
national disputes by peaceful means.

OUR Christmases will have come with

1917 since the war. Four times the world
has expected peace by Christmas. But the era
of peace comes and comes again and there is
no peaee.

If we can’t get peace by Christmas, 1917,
can’t we get at least a clear definition of what
we expect to do by means of war? What is
it? Crush Germany? TImpossiblee Even a
31}13,11 nation cannot be erushed. You ecannot
kill a nation. Dethrone the Hohenzollerns?
That is Germany’s own business. If Germany
pre_fers Kaisers, let her have them till German
social democracy abolishes the lot, But it’s

Germany. We have trouble enough with our
own. Some Germans may still imagine that
it is their business to abolish demoeracies as
dangerous to civilization. But of course they
won’t be allowed to do it. That’s democraey’s
own business.

All right.- We are still fighting Germany. -
The outlook is that for a long while to come .

: (Continued on-page-13:)~ — - -

t
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The Gold-Satin Wrap and the Coal Hea

ot

STORIETTES . - BY PICTORICUS

dollars; her husband made it in muni-
tions; she has to wear such things because
she belongs to the smart set who alway %
believe that fine feathers make fine birds.
The girl who has it on doesn’t own it. oh
no, it would take many months of her wages
in the modiste’s establishment in pay for.
such a garment. So she goes on trying it
on, just to show Milady from Fifth Avenu®
or Riverside Drive: how it will look, She

NCE upon a time, and not so very

long ago, there was a kindergarten

in, ‘'we suppose, New York—or it

may have been Winnipeg — where

the kiddies were suddenly set to work on
a bright idea for Christmas.
“A new game, children,” said the teacher.
“Oh, let’s play it! What is 2
“Stuffing stockings, children. Christmas

stockings.”
#0—06—oh! Who's it for?” was at the kindergarten once; the same
“Hush, and PIl tell you—" kindergarten where the children stuffed th :

stockings for the French kiddies.
So that’s the second chapter.

v 3

S I

ND the next is all about the little Cana-
dian lads who didn’t go to kinderga
tens and never saw a gold and satin gow
or they would have ‘gone into delirium tre-
mens. They are thrifty little gatherers who,
a few weeks ago understood from what thei
fathers read in the newspaper with the funny
plack marks on it that most folks in town
couldn’t read, that coal would be hard t
get this winter. So they played truant fro
school—not a kindergarten—to go baggin
for coal. Where did they go? Trust them:
They knew that any railway track is ju 3
decorated with little bits of coal that n
body owns now and nobody would be” poth-
ered picking up except little boys whosé
fathers and mothers read funny black-mar
ed newspapers, Day after day, bag afte
bag, they gathered the coal. Oh, it's all bur
ed now, or the boys would have beé!
cold in bed long ago. Till the sna
comes they can get more, if they
far enough.

And the story was all about little Frerich
children who for three years haven’t had a
Christmas, and since the advance of the
British getting the Germans out, have been .
let back into the_ part of the world that is
ruled by the spirit of Christmas, The idea
was to send these children, as many as pos-
sible, each a 'well.crammed Christmas
stocking. The game was for the kinder-
garten klddles to stuff the stockings.
Which, ds you see, they did with more joy
-than any other game in the lot. We have
only one fault to find with the photograph—
which does not contain the picture of Santa
Claus handing out the dolls, the candy and
the nuts. Which, of course, in this case
wouldn’t have done at all, because for
weeks now the children had been hparding
up their own pennies, just to give Santa
Claus a lift. e

»

.

ND only a few blocks away from that
school there was a strange
feminine creature whom the Lord
intended to be really and iruly hu-
man and good and sensible. And so,
perhaps, she was. But she had ts
make a living in a very strangs
way. Here she is doing it. What a
strange gown she wears! How like
a beautiful bat against the wall she
looks! ~And if you could just see
the colors in this gold and purple
satin and metal. brocade evening
wrap you would ask where is the
Queen of Sheba that is to wear it?
Oh, she will be along. Somebody is
going to wear this gold and satin
wrap, It .will cost her hundreds of
dollars, but then, she has loads of

»

V.
B UT if these little boys only kneé!

, there’s a much better plac
than rallway tracks to get coak

There is a man who drives a
cart along certain streets every da
People say he is the ash-man. B

the other day somebody asked hi
when he came to the ash-cans shoW
" in the photograph—*Say, are you 2
ash-man or a coal-dealer?” And
said it was a shame that some p°
ple wasted their coal that way.
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040,000 LITTLE MEN WANTED

')‘\The Toronto Naval League Knows How to Get Them and How to

- from the ¢

CANADIAN COURIER

Make Big Men of Them Whether They Go Into Seamanship or Not

and yet only half the parents of the
rising generation have been. It seems
a pity, in a way, because just for that
T€ason all of the grown-ups do not grasp as
quickly as some of them do the overpowering
appeal that the attractions of the Boys’ Naval
Brlg.ade have for the youth, and what it means
to him to he able to get to the water, to get
mto a hoat; to row, sail, swim, do stunts with
foOpes, and withal get an inside view of the work
of a real sailorman.. Five hundred boys have
€en at the business this summer—by the end
of the year there will be a thousand—and
already a number of them are fit to take their
Places as A, B. 's——able-bodied seamen—if they
feel inclined.

The fact that the Ontario Government has
stanted $50,000 to the Navy League shows how
S activities are regarded from an economie
Standpoint. The need of men for Canada’s

I‘ ]VER been a boy? No? That’s too bad,

: f?l € and seagoing marine is very great; forty

m:;tSan('i], DProbably, are required to man the
\V'ﬂteinﬁ e and naval services on the inland
5 COIISI a}Id the coasts. .VVhere'these nmen are
the; e Irom, with the industrial centres and
' Inducements of higher pay drawing men
St lill‘ljl.l——as has bee1.1 the case for years—
‘lllesti()nm }(:}mg', from railroading even, is a
B0 1 W;V ich must be studied intently if this
shippin S to take advantage of its position as a
Hii. eg“&i)untry. On the Great Lakes, whose
threeg rough the Soo canals is greater in
months than that of the Suez Canal in

a4 ye : k 4 .
o Year, the searcity of experienced sailors is

ve;‘y‘:’narkedfand this eondition existed before
3dvan:lr. With all our technical educational
goin ages there has never been a thorough-
o W%isistem of supply to maintain the record
T t‘}c1 Canadians should 'be proud. ;
loadin e old days o.f tall canvas and muzzle-
a namg %uns, Canadian officers and men made
ﬁring_li = th.ems_elves just as the men on the
exploit € ire doing to-day. Since then the
ave ms '?illd serviets of Canadians on the water
need isa € & worthy record; and although the
aftep 1}1&8 great and will be more pronounced
aHOW‘e(‘l‘i Wwar, the sailorman’s eraft has been
would 1, 0 dwindle until almost any occupation

@.f?}‘e that of the gea.

TH-OU.SA_NDS of Canadians are at work for
mine. :;:am on the ocean in all branches, on
battleghi €pers, submarine chasers, patrols and

IPS.  The feat of the Canadian lake

steg ¢ 0
su’bnr?:én‘Meaford,” which fought and sank a

€Xample -eootl}ll i g sea trips, is one shining
theip BeE 51 er lake carriers have been doing
ore 1 breaking cargo records in grain

- Six hundred recruits have gone into

and

€ thought of as a eareer for the boy

By NAUTICUS

the Navy from Toronto and district. Why not
six thousand? No reason at all except that
/seamanship has been overlooked. And  the
wise men who are thinking of the future of our
two-thousand-mile highway into the heart of
the continent are beginning to seurry for some
means to bring public interest to bear upon
the question so that Canada may have a part
in the great mercantile shipping procession
that is about to pass along her shores. This
is the reason $100,000 is being sought by the
T.eague from the Dominion Government.

It was in May of this year that Rev. J. Russel
MacLean, of St. John’s Church, Toronto (the
old Garrison church), sought out Commodore
Amilius Jarvis to help him put over the pro-
position that had been taking form in the ener-
getic parson’s mind during the past three years.
It took Mr. Jarvis, who happens to he the
British Navy’s chief recruiting officer in On-
tario, but a moment to see that the well-matured
plans laid before him were the beginnings of
a movement, which, if it received a percentage
of the assistance it deserved, would solve the
problem of a supply. for the marine. ‘‘This is
the very thing I have been looking for,”’ he
said. As a yachtsman he knew the charm of
the game and how easy it would be to enlist
the enthusiasm of the thousands of boys who
have a hankering for it; as a practical man of
affairs he knew the need, and set to work to
put the Navy League on its feet and to see that
others took off their coats also: It was easy to
make ‘the vessel owners see the value of it.
Soon the League was in possession of a vessel
of considerable tonnage and four smaller boats,
the gift of Canada Steamship Lines; of two 32-
footers from the Mathews Steamship Company,
and of three gasoline launches, from Norman
Macrea, E. B. Collett, and the Disappearing
Propellor Co. The co-operation of a hundred
other practical helpers in the world of business
and among the yacht clubs and the elergy was
secured and tie League began business.

In the meantime Mr. MacLean was in-
strumental in arranging the visit of the erew
of H M. C. S. Niobe to Toronto, in June;
the sight of these hearty youths swinging about
town in their natty blue did much to stimulate
practical support and the League cast off and
got under way. It won’t be all plain sailing,
and anyone who knows the ropes well enough
to get hold of the Treasurer (it might be well
to speak plainly—he’s D. A. Cameron, of the
(‘anadian Bank of Commerce) will be expected
to lend a hand; money, boats, books, and a hun-
dred other things will be welcomed at the
for’ard hateh. Five citizens of Toronto have
undertaken to build a concrete ship, complete

7

as to masts, spars, and
rigging, to be set up in
one of the public parks
of the city, part of it to
be occupied as an office
and dwelling by the
Chief Instructor. This
can be used winter and
summer and will form
a headquarters for the
Toronto brigade.

Great are the plans
for the future. In a
eouple of years there
will be a replica of the
old “‘Vietory,”” Nel-
son’s flagship at Tra-
falgar, from' which
dates Britain’s suprem-
acy on the sea, riding
at anchor on the bay ; ships suitaple for eruising
on the lakes; training ships to be planted in the
larger ports. One of the projects of the Edu-
cational Committee of the League is a school
reader, dealing with affairs nautieal, an enter-
tainingly instructive little missionary that will
carry its introduction to children on its face.
Agriculture can take care of itself, industry can
buy its way, but sailoring is going to be hoosted
from now on or the League will know the
reason why not—and shift its course to meet
the breeze. With the United States wondering
how to get a larger proportion of their own sons
aboard the navy in place of the Norwegians
and Swedes, when the fishing industry of
Western Canada is in the clever hands of the

Japanese, when every nation in the world with -

a bit of waterfront and a leaky punt is racing
to get them pateched up in time for the after-
war struggle—isn’t it about time to go below
and shake the Canadian out of his bunk?

“WHA’T ho, mar-r-riner-r-rs?’’ says the

prime mover in all this preparation,
with a Scotch burr that would eut right through
a British Columbia fir tree; ‘‘every bhoy wants
to be a sailor! The material is here, the spirit
of adventure is in him, and the craving to go
about and see more of the world.”” Mr. Mac-
Lean doubtless appreciated the country’s need
in the marine, but what gave him the necessary
enthusiasm for the project was the magnificent
opportunity of getting the hoy at his best,
interested in the work for its own sake, not
loaded with precepts for the future, and of
leading him by natural easy stages to acquire
habits of physical and mental health. ‘‘We
give him too much theory,”” says he, ‘““we
neglect the cardinal things of life and we do
not acquiesee suffieiently in his demand for
play. We would be better to go in for more

boxing, swimming, rowing and the rest of it.

Not all are content to settle into industrial and

money-making pursuits; the others must have
(Coneluded on page 25.)

"“"P“Who ‘converted the Commodore Jarvis into a training ship free of charge, note Rev. Mr. MacLean, at his right Chief Instructor Stewart, second

(mm Hﬁc‘.hft,- Petty Officer Allen. And to stimulate recruiting the boys after the imqghmtion'of'the ship"went marching over the city.
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Some people sleep at home, work doton town and do their aclual living on street

cars. This story began on a street car.

It ended in the lives of two other

people. And by this time the same street car has been the scene of other stories

o

THE MATCH-BREAKERS

BY INEZ HAYNES GILLMORE:

recognition, the moment she entered the

car. -But he, dpparently, did not see her

yntil she had seated herself. He stared
for an'immeasurable part of a second. Then
his whole face broke into a smile charged elee-
trically with delight. He pulled off his hat
with a swift, vigorous gesture. With his head
bare, he looked appallingly alien.

This is the formulae of her thoughts for an
infinitesimal interval:

“Oh, dear, T haven’t the remotest idea who
he is. I know I’ve never seen him before in
my life. I’m sure I’d remember a man that
looked like that. I won’t bow. I'll 'simply
glare at him until he slinks out of the car. But
I can’t cut a man with a whole crowd standing
round to wateh the massacre. Maybe ‘he’s
made a mistake.

“T will bow. But suppose he’s calculating
on my not daring to throw him down—before
people—suppose he takes advantage of my
kindness to come over and talk with me. I
won’t bow.”’ :

She bowed.

“Y know as well as I know anything that I
never met him in my
life. ‘I never saw such a
girl as I am for seeing
people that look like
somebody I can’t remem-
ber. Perhaps he did it
just as an experiment to
see if T would. Perhaps
he thinks I’'m the kind
of girl that— Perhaps
this feather is too long—
New York hats always
look so queer in Boston.
But I have always
thought if there was any-
thing that could be said
to my credit—it was that
I looked like a lady.

“T'm sorry I bowed.

“‘Probably I have met
him Somewhere. Where
was the last place I went
before going to New
York—oh, I know, that
evening at the Gordons’
‘—there were slathers of
new men there. That’s
where 1 met him.
Wouldn’t it have been
awful if I'd cut him! I
wonder if the dot on my
veil has worked onto the
. end of my nose. I’ll get

his name in a moment.

. “T'm glad I bowed.”

She stole a sideways
glance in his direction
when her sixth sense told
her he was looking away.

SHE noticed him with a thrill of blurred

NO, it was impossible that he could be a mere

vulgar villain. He had all the stigmata
of the thoroughbred. He had a long, sinewy
body that broadened into shoulders that cut
off the-whole view from the window at his side.
He had the kind of chin outline that she par-
ticularly liked——eleft, too, not dented. The
hand that grasped a bag full of golf sticks was
¢ ¥

slender, muscular, full of character. There
had been in his eyes, when he bowed, that
straightforward, pleasant look that much
traveling had led her to believe was charac-
teristic of American men- alone.

Of course after that she stared straight
ahead.

It was a magnificent day—a wild March wind
rampaging through the mildness of late April.
They sped up Boylston Street. The green
vistas of Commonwealth Avenue and of Beacon
Street flittered by. Then came the rumpled
Charles, beating from under Harvard Bridge
to where, on Beacon Hill, the houses piled up
to the golden dome of the State House.

““Now let me think of the men I met at the
Gordons’—there was the one that had the
walrus mustache—the one that looked like a
peanut—the one with the fuzzy English accent
—the pink-looking one with the mauve eye-
lashes. Then there was that nice Western boy
who told me I was easy to look at.
know! - This one must have come with that
crowd of real men who stopped at the door in
the automobile with Charley Gordon. Charley

Gordon insisted on dragging them in. They

were all in those cubby-bear coats and of course
men never look remotely human in goggles..
It’s out of the question trying to remember his
name. :
““Wouldn’t it have been dreadful if I hadn’t
bowed ?”’ : : :
On the other side of the bridge the car began

to empty. There was a vacant place at her

“look like that!”’

Oh, T.

“That girl doesn’t look any more like
you than my grandmother does.”

- the station and telephone first.””

side presently. She knew the exact moment.
when he arose. She did not move an eyelash
as she felt him drawing nearer.

‘“Have you seen the Robinsons lately?’’ he
a'séied, pleasantly, as he seated himself at her
side.

Oh, it was at the Robinsons’ that he had
met her then. That was a different thing. = It
was as if he had been marked ‘‘sterling.’””
There was never any ‘‘seconds’’ at the Robin-
sons’.

‘“‘Not for two weeks, I think,’’ she said, with
her prettiest air of graciousness. ‘‘How are
they all?®’’ '

His<face . grew serious.
heard?”’

‘““Heard?’’ She turned directly to him and
her eyes went wide with alarm.

' ““Of Mrs. Robinson’s accident? Please don’t
He went on reassuringly: -
‘“‘She’s not dangerously hurt. She was thrown
from an automobile two or three nights ago—
she’s all right now—there were no bones °
broken.”’ 4

“How dreadful!”’’ Her soft brows gathered
into a furry plexus. ‘‘Are you quite sure she’s
, all right? Have you
secn her??’ S

““‘No. But I called last
night. And they assured
me that she was quite
herself again; that she
had, in faet, taken a
short drive in the after-
noon.”’ i

‘“‘“Then you haven’t -

SHE gnawed perplex-
edly at her under

lip. ““I can’t see why
they didn’t tell me. But
I have just this moment
returned from New York.
I suppose they wouldn’t
alarm me unnecessarily
while I was there and
they haven’t
moment. since.
was an important letter,
taking me away the mo-
~ment I got inte the
“hotige,? 2 i
This was half reverie

sympathetic. His face
was even nicer,
thought, in its serious =
aspect. G

“It would be awful to
have anything happen to

on.
And such a wonderful
woman, too. Wherever
she is things happen— °

you always meet such charming people in her
house.”’ , ;g e
“I have—certainly,”” he acquiesced with
enthusiasm. E
‘“What car are you taking?’’ he asked as
they both arose at Harvard Square. 3
‘“An Arlington car. But I want to run inte

had a = 3
* There 8

“and he did not say any- %
thing. But his look was %

she n

Mrs. Robinson,’’ she went =%
¢She’s such a dear.

don’t you think sof And




 “‘I’ll hold the car for you,”’ he offered. “‘I'm
- B0mg to Arlington, too.”
- "I tried to get the Robinsons,”’ she said, on
3T return, ‘““but nobody answered the ’phone.
% I got Marvin and ordered some flowers to
be‘ ‘sent out to her., I—’
: “'l‘here’s our car now,”’ he interrupted.
Who was with Mrs. Robinson at the time
:IE" the accident?’ she asked, as they seated
‘e‘mselves. ““Or was she alone?’’
“NO, I believe Dora was with her.”’
”D‘ggl?‘&’l’?” she repeated, questioningly,
::%S, her daughter.’’
But Mrs. Robinson has no daughters.”’

! HE Stared at her. ‘‘She has two daughters.”
2 "1“wo daughters.”” She returned his
share. “What Mrs. Robinson do you refer to?’’

o asked, after a perplexed pause.
I mean Mrs. Marmaduke Robin-
801‘1‘, (,)f Belton Roads, Cambridge.”
AstI ve been talking about Mrs.
leasil_l”Robmson, of Brookline. At
v she went on, haughtily, ‘it
s'e;ili to her that I had the flowers
. With a most affectionate mes-
ge of sympathy for her accident.”’
o8 roared.
B Perh.aps you'll be so good,’’ and
i iut‘t‘mg tone broke his laughter
m Tt, "as to tell me where you
?f me,”’
f dermhy’ at the—’’ he began con-
mep, Then he began to stam-
i T—I thought T met you at
oy %Ye}l by Mrs.—Mrs. Marma-
There Oblnson'-three weeks ago.
she Wa;vlas a girl pouring tea—no, /
stuff th adling out that eold slushy
Wway shey glve you at teas. Any-
£ 0e had a feather that dripped '
ifkq v, Yel‘,1’:he side of her hat just
ingly'al:ri' He looked encourag-

seripti er as if this alluring de-

; \“’iéoln mu,st Jog her memory.

- son -to"wdhon t know the Mrs. Robin-

Possib] om you refer, I could not
necessy have met you. TIt’s not
i wary for me to remind you
3 a’er don.t know each other.”’
Hle st ntanty "1 ey sour

et 0, sy, 5

i e .bowed

elfin Ineident

Sarcas:
DPour ¢ tea,slg”

e rai :
the far?;?:s% his hat. He retreated to a seat in
foldeq, 14, . corner where he sat with his arms
Nce she g Mg away from her, out the window.
he wag thl?'w.hls shoulders shake. She knew
shoulg nking of the flowers. Her own
TUeTS took a loftier pose.

Wiﬂ’l dismissive haughtiness.
fi‘ny, * her voice took a tone of
1 don’t wear a hat when I

HE e
T tiw;?e dgettmg out toward Arlington and
Was a poli llln had become a gale. The sky
the wh; 1shed blue bowl on whose smooth sides
3ground, 1 -eream clouds tried vainly to get
DPufty, O{Tehb? the east, a mass of them, huge,
ling” " B own, huddled against the horizon
effortg 1, rocs Were all bent double in their
Ding g&rlethStand the onslaught. The flap-
Street Wereen(ti’s: on the clotheslines across the
like papoqe, stended into bloated, gargoyle-

odies of the h
u :
He saw O e man figure.

Waye bt thin.kin

T But it girls: :
the girls only knew how different

Y looked When they were rigged out for
a in. dewdabs, dingbats, was-
-doodles from afterwards on
they wore real clothes. That
:::s : dea(ll1 ringer for the one
Wo nough to feaze any man.
hety ke t0 put them side by side and
came 1, thinkmOther pick them out. When he
 had 4 ¢ of it, though, the girl at the tea

" T amole or a wen or something

afternoon te

- Setts, ang 1
the street wﬁzﬁf

ignirl at, the te a
e car. T+
He car. It
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on the side of her chin. And her eyec were
brown. The girl in the car—idiot that he was
~-had grey eyes—luscious lamps they were, too.
He groaned mentally. Anyway they both wore
the same kind of feather—one of those spag-
hetti feathers that keep blowing into a man’s
eyes and mouth—he could swear to the feather!

At Arlington Centre everybody in the car
but the girl and himself changed for Win-
chester, With a comfortable sense of being
immune from discovery, he stole glance .after
glance at her during this process.

She certainly was a ‘‘looker.”” He decided

- that, better than any other style of girl, he

]

g what an ass a man is any-

liked a long, slim one in a three-quarter coat.
She was all in black, and from the bows on the
pumps that revealed the beginnings of slender
ankles to the carefully adjusted veil, her
appearance held that note of jaunty trigness

e

I

Seizing a putter he went at it again.

that, beyond any other, pleases the masculine
sense. Through her veil glimmered a roll of
brown hair, burnished softly with gold, gleamed
eyes that shone with a virginal calm, sparkled
teeth fretting in a pearly line at proud red lips.

She had not, all this time, looked onee in his
direction. But, suddenly, something outside
caught her attention and she flashed about on
the seat. The comb, that held the soft tendrils
of her hair at the" back, fell with a clang, dis-
appearing behind the seat. He started to rise,
but she had already noticed her loss. She stood
up and investigated. He realized that the
comb had dropped into the slot which receives
the shutter when lowered. But before he could
find the sourage to address her again, she had
beckoned the conductor into the car.

“I've lost my comb down that place—
there—’ she explained, plaintively. ‘‘Do you
think you can get it for me?”’ g

The conductor stared stupidly. ‘‘Get that
hook 'that you use when the car’s off the trol-
ley,”’ she commanded. Returning, he fumbled
with it in the slot, but unsuccessfully.

Two men stopped the car and held the con-
ductor for a moment’s conversation before they
decided on another route. In his absence the
girl poked without avail at the narrow opening.

“T must get it,”’ she said, when the con-
ductor returned. ‘‘It’s set with jade and was
made in Japan. I should feel heart-broken if
I lost it.”’

““Well, I guess they can git it for you at the
car statlon,” the conductor drawled. Then
again he left her abruptly to help aboard the

—
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kitty-faced old lady who, after a voluble in-
terval, elected to take a later car.

The man in the corner got up and strolled
to the girl’s side. ‘‘Let me try,”’ he entreated.

“If you will be so good,”” she permitted,
frostily, after an iey pause. She held out to
him the instrument of her own defeat.

‘‘Please don’t give me the hook again,”’ he
asked, humbly. He took one of the sticks from
his- golf bag, and, breaking it at its jointed
middle, transformed it into a fishing rod. He
attached a hook to it and began to fish.

.The girl stared in amazement. Then she
exhibited a smile. She watched. ‘‘The trouble
is that you haven’t any bait,”’ she suggested
after several moments of unsuccessful angling.
““If we only had a copy of ‘Izaak Walton.””’
Her voice had become very soft.

He snapped the rod together and returned

' it to his bag. With frowning

brows he examined the stieks
there.

“I'd advise
volunteered.

a mashie,”’ she

UT he ignored her suggestion.
Seizing a putter he went at it
again. By degrees his face assmned
a look of intense coneentration, and
then suddenly his right arm shot
up and the comb flew out of the
opening. He eaught it adroitly and
handed it to her.

‘I lofted it,”’ he said, in a tone:
of great. satisfaction.

“Thank’ you!’’ She adjusted
the comb firmly in its proper place.
Then she pulled the edeges of hher
veil together -and pinned them
firmly over it.

He started irresolutely to return
to his corner again.

“T don’t suppose,”” she began,
‘‘that T would have cared such an

: awful lot for the mistake. But no
\ girl likes to be taken for another
girl.”’

“Jt was all the fault of that
feather,”’ he protested with eager
flueney. ‘I give vou my word of
honor now that I look at you’’—
he fixed her with so enthusiastic a
serutiny that she turned her face

_ ‘away—‘‘that that girl doesn’t look
any more like you than my grandmother does.
I don’t know who she is—or what she came
from—or where she’s gone, and T don’t want
to slam her. But honest, I pity her from the
bottom of my heart for having all the hegin-
nings of beauty and then falling dowh at the
last moment. You’ve got her played to the
gaff, whipped a mile—backed onto the fire
escape. But I’m glad she came ahead and pre-
pared the way, for I know I never could have
stood the full blaze at once. Why I’'m getting
all this ont of my system is to prove to vou
that I shall never make this same mistake
again.” No, not if you wear forty feathers. Do
yvou mind if I sit on the other side of it?—it
obscures the view.”’ iy ,

WHEN she canght her breath she merely
s said: ‘““It’s immaterial where you sit. T
get out in a half minute at the Arlington
Heichts Station.”’
:::SYO do 'I&” he averred, humbly.
ou said you were going to Arlington.”’

“So did you.”’ s i

“But I'm going beyond to Lexington.”

#So am 1.2
. She bit herlips. ‘‘As a matter of fact,”’ she
nnouneed, sweetly, ‘‘I’m going to Conecord.’’

‘I don’t expect you to believe me, but so
ameT :

She looked at him in silent exasperation.
While they waited for the Lexington car, she
made one remark. ‘‘I suppose you’re from
:che West.”” When he admitted it, her answere
ing gasp seemed to say that that acecounted for
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a good deal, as well it ight.

““May I sit beside you again?’’ he asked,
when they boarded the Lexington car. With-
cut waiting for a reply, he ptit himself on the
side opposed to the feather.

‘“Well,”” she said, in a tone that indicated
that she had given up some sort of struggle
with herself, ‘‘inasmuch as we seem doomed
to travel to the Pacific Coast together, and as

"the rest of the world seems to avoid us as if
we were a leper colony—""  Her eye fell on
the gilt letters that proclaimed the ownership
of the card case he was just opening. “Are
you Robert Ardsley?’’ she demanded.

‘lYeS"’ % 3

She jumped and then shrark away from him.

““Good heavens, I'm glad I found that ot
She added with a stiffness, *‘I’m Barbara Ben-'

nett;. That’s why you looked so familiar. I’ve

CANADIAN COURIER

seen dozens of pictures of you taken with
Dick.”’
““Barbara Bennett!”” e stared open-

mouthed. ‘“Of course! That pieture of you
and Rhoda hung in our room in college for
two years.’’

HE straightened herself up, and her’ face,
turned directly to him, was freezing in its
look. ‘*And of course as Rhoda Wrentham’s
hest friend, I must refuse—ahsolutely—to have
anything to say to the man who is responsible
for her unhappiness.’’ _
“‘I—responsible for her! I don’t know what
you're talking about, Miss Bennett. I had
nothing to do ‘with their broken engagement.
Dick talked the matter over with me—the way
a man talks things over with his chum—and I
gave, him my advice when he asked it. But as

B OLOISM is supposed to have an
able prop in Joseph Caillaux,
ex-Premier of France, named in the
French Chamber of Deputies in con-
nection with the German under-
ground system radiating from Gen-
eva. It was Mdme. Caillaux who
some years ago shot Gustus Cal-
mette, editor of Le Figaro.
»

T once you note her as a wo-

“ man of great force of charac-
ter, serenity and kindness—coupled
with first-class ability. She is the
highest-rank woman officer in the
British Army; Mrs. Chalmers Wat-
son, M.D., chief controller of the
Women’s Army Auxiliary Corps of
4,000 workers. Besides—in the mat.
ter -of ability—sister of Sir Eric
Geddes, First Lord of the Admiralty.

J ust Naturally—Want to Know Them

B

Hls Excellency the Duke at the furthest north point of

his itinerary, photographed at Edmonton; Lieut.-Gover-
nor Brett of Alberta; next to him, Her Worship Magistrate
Murphy (Janey Canuck) of the Women’s Police Couit; to
the right,
Corps, Edmonton.

Mrs. M. Macdonald, C.0. Women’s Volunteer

«some of the things you said. She came straight’

‘home and hinting and alluding to Rhoda—and

‘with that party if Rhoda—if Miss Wrenthant

- Bob. Harmon was a member of the
~Bverybody knows

..ried to Dick. No man wants his girl skylarking
-with a man like Harmon.’’ &

*‘Well, when people think they know so well

I absolutely decline the honor of _your ac-8§

: THE gale had by no means gone down—rathe

'seemed to he playing a dizzy game that con-

.He came on unexpectedly for a day or two and

for being responsible for their broken engage-
ment—you’re quite mistaken! Upon my word
you are, Miss Bennett.”’

“Unfortunately,”’ the lady’s tone had all
the clearness and coldness of an icy mountaid
stream, ‘“‘Dick happened to quote to Rhoda:

to me with them, I heard the whole story in®
silence. But of course when she got down on
her bended knees and asked my advice, I
couldn’t withhold it from her.”’ :
‘“So I understand. Dick is strongly under ‘
the impression that if Miss Wrentham had not
been tampered with—by outside forces— -
““Meaning me?’’ :
“““Meaning you, if you wish—that their en-
gagement would never have been broken.”” %
#¢0f .all things! Why, I maintained s0
judicial an attitude through it all that I nearly ¥
exploded. And all the time I was simply dying
to tell Rhoda just what I thought of Dick Yer-
rington. A man who while he is engaged to
one girl goes off automobiling in a party that =
contains another girl to whom he has been
markedly attentive in -the past, and to simply "
load that girl with attentions until everybody
in the party was talking about it and coming

A

pitying her. ‘Well, I’ve my opinion of him.”’
‘Miss Bennett, that’s simply ridieulous. You ©
know  that Dick would never have gone off ¥

had not gone to the Ryders’ week-end when
party.
that Bob Harmon was
desperately in love with her, and that he said
he never would give her up until she was mar-

‘“‘Oh, indeed,”’ said Miss Bennett, hotly.

what is good for other people, and the other |
people know they are perfeetly ‘competent to
take care of themselves, and the people keep re-
strieting the other people’s liberty by their |
silly, offensive, and unmanly jealousy, and the
other people are as patient, forbearing, and
decent as they can be—and still other people
keep interfering with the people and the other
people—it’s about time, T say, for the people to.
break their engagement with the other people.’’

With a corrugated brow Mr. Ardsley con-
sidered this for an instant. Then he roared.
““What’s the answer?’’ he asked, finally.

She turned from him with a movement full |
of the rage that she was trying to repress. ‘“It’s
not necessary for nie to say again, I hope, that &

<exee

STTOR

ficacal

quaintance.”’ ;
His face grew serious. ““Certainly not!’’ he
said, with emphasis. Lifting his hat he strode
down the car to a seat in the corner. There,
hunched against the window, he stared out at =
the approaching scenery.  :

it had increased. The car-was going a
top speed. It bounced up and down the trucks
jerked around corners, and seemed occasionally
to vault the crossings. Doors rattled and win-
dows shook. Miss Bennett and Mr, Ardsley &
continued to occupy it in frigid silence and |
isolation. Because of his" superior weight, he
was able to present a dignified appearance, but
the girl was thrown back and forth in her seat:
The fresh Massachusetts country slid by like
a moving-picture show. The trees, ‘mere . green
blurs, marched with the flying car. The hills

fused the background. Memorials to Americant
patriotism slipped into the picture and were
lest out of it. S :
Suddenly Ardsley jumped. “‘T think T ought
to tell you, Miss Bennett,”’ he called over the
hubbub, ““that I’m going out to the Paul Revere
House in Concord to meet Dick Yerringto

he-invited me ont for a game of golf. T though
(Continuned 'on page 26.)
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DO hot blame the Count of Turin, Commander of
= t;ta“a" cavalry, cousin to the King, if he looks
somew‘:ugh h_‘e_ w‘er-be disgusted—contemptuous—
Gineeri at devilish. ‘After all the marvellous en-
tOilaqmng’ the c'lo-ud.-capt exploits of artillery, the
i e Excelsior in the Alps, the incomparable
Opera of war as they had it up on the lsonzo
S ':‘Ose l:niserab-l-e retreats, losing his White
horde v:rah. Disgusto! And all on account gf a
those lumbering Teutonics, not to ride with
Pennants fiytt
ot Moohi at after all the Huns got their morals
achiavelli—and Machiavelli was a Florentine!

”

@

BY::G :set of Joseph P. Cotton’s jaw be it known
at he will regulate the meat-packers in the

U, s. ;
t S: He is the Meat Controller. Already he has
old the pa

than 25 |

: er cent. of ' . i
capita sales, and 9 per cent. on the

ering into Trieste—bad enough; but:

ckers that their profits shall not go higher -

hecessarily used in the business.

F ever a new commander
took over a desperate job,
General Diaz is doing it.

Younger than his recent great
chief, Cadorna, he ‘has been
for years on' the Italian Gen-
eral Staff. A man of intense
action, he loves his cigarettes,
as Gen. Petain does his French
pastry, and he looks every
inch a respectable first cousin
to a noble bandit. He saw
some stiff service before the
present war, down in Libya,
the black man's country,
where he was once so badly
wounded that they wrapped
him in a flag. And his coun-
trymen from the Julien Alps
to the Straits of Silcily will
give him a flag. of gold on a
. staff studded with diameonds,
if he beats back the Huns
from the Plave.

”

UMOR has been busy over
this young lady who used
to be the Princess Ta-

e

tiana, daughter of the late

CANADIAN COURIER

NE takes ¢if ailmost any old hat to Gencral
Plumer, with seven affixes to his name,
in recognition of his great work command-

ing the second Army that did such work in the
Ypres sector a while ago. We remember how
for weeks—or was it months?—Plumer’s sappers
tunnelled out under No Man’s Land, under the
German trenches, quietly, with mole-like stealth
creating an underground route. Six hundred

tons of high explosives were trundied in there

on a track; and when Plumer’s time fuse went

off—Well! In recognition of which Gen. Plumer

is now chief of the British Forces operating with
the Italians.

1n

GENERALS and OTHER PEOPLE

HEN handing around. medals for grand old un

heralded heroes, let.His Majesty not, overloolk

CGen. Sir J. P. Legard, who.is. the oldest British

officer on the war front. . He was 68 and right on

the spot when the war began. . He is now command-
ing a division. :

»

F all the military figures that have come up and
gone down, Gen. Dukonin has had the most
meteoric. career. Just the other ~day he ‘was
put in chief command of the Russ armies by Levine
and his Bolsheviki; almost the next day he was de-
posed for refusing to ask a general armistice on alt
fronts; the next thing he was massing the loyal
armies of South Russia against the Bolsheviki and
in league with Kaledines, the Cossack; and three
days later he was dragged from ‘a train by the in-

" bolsk,

furiated Bolsheviki and beaten to death. ;

Czar; more recently Miss 7.
Romanoff, 23 Exile St., To-
Siberia. New - York
newspapers . declared, a few
days ago, that she had mock-
married a son of a former
chamberlain of her father .and
with him made her escape
from Tobolsk out to Harbin,
on the Pacific- Coast, thence
to Japan, and on to the United
states, where she intended to
go baliet-dancing and writing
fairy-stories for the Russian
Civilians  Relief, Another
legend had it that she got her
hair cut short, dressed as a
ms~n and scudded to Moscow,
thence out to Archangel and
down to Newcastle. Some
sceptics think she is still
moping in Tobolsk. Anyway,
several weeks ago, according
to Felix Navorny, she escaped
from the town, eluding the
guard of 400 soldiers, and went
presumably .to America. She
came back after two weeks.
She had been on a flying visit
to Irkutsk, which is a livelier
town than Tobolsk.

»
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A Study in Political Psychology

: ND Frank Carvell ‘has been elected to the

A House of Commons by acelamation ; another
mile-stone passed. But I am too far ahead
n .y story. ;

It was a little more than six years ago that it
seemed to: Carvell the bottom had dropped out of
life. To hawve commanded recognition as one of the
country’s ablest platform speakeps, to have been
selected for committee leadership by a powerful

. government, to have been within grasp of a port-
folio, and then to have lost.all in a single day’s
polling; to have been eleoted by a majority of one
to support a hopeless minority—the reward of
twenty ‘years’ political effort, = Is it strange that
Carvell should have asked himself that favorite
question of politicians in middle age: What’s the
use i

Two or three years later came the war, and in its
train new problems and new aspects of life. The
_Honorable ¥rank Carvell found  hinself in  this
atmosphere. IHe had been a politician, not a states-
man ; he had sought for party advantage, struggled
for it, devoted every fibre of ‘his ability towards
securing it—and had-been elected by a majority of
- one to support a helpless minority. With a realiza-
tion of the seriousness \Of the war, canie a new sense e

_of public résponsibility. Carvell is a Methodist, and
7 went manfully® to the ' dusty, unworn, political

‘made a silent, sincere vow for the future.

And the vow was for honesty. Mistake me not:
Carvell- had never been dishonest in mere matters
of money; the vow was for thorough-going intel-
lectual honesty, a quality possessed only by those
despised of men, the lonely idealists,

_ The seeret could not be kept, and was soon passed
around ‘in select cireles at Ottawa.” Those poli-
ticians who kiew mnot Carvell, illy-concealed their
laughter; and those politicians who knew him well,
_Dprepared to ‘write his political epitaph. For intel-
lectual ‘honesty ig ‘genierally believed: to be_incom.-

~By M

T

¥

~ penitent-bench, confessed the errors’of the past, eed o = w :

e

_patible with political success—and it"is only Car'x{é%_‘l,’sf"":ggi)'se,»qﬁ_entn

career that convinces one that. the belief may not be' well-founded.

- 1f you believe this an exaggeration, speculate. upon the fate of a con-
i .sclentious  protectionist in Saskatchewan,. or- the ‘fate of an_ honest .
-The ~ordinary—and ..
_ rembers o trim’ their political
whiskers to suit. the faney of their constitue;icy,g' “Their one businegs .
es are not always

“9ppotienit, of government-ownership in Toronto.
extrgordigaPY~m€mbé?s “of. parliament have to
¢ ao

% 3 1o find majorities;/and; as we all know, niajori
ikt a1d of coutte
; 9 seek to represent them. = b

3 e

s

55020 Bhoa
“convictions and let

EOEALRY

not always in accord With,t'lfig?hnﬁctions of ;j;ﬁé?

irvell’s new.programme contained no provisidg,yfﬁii";;ifrﬁming. He

emdgzéz o_f_{;ml; for himself, to settle all public questions aceord-
o.the ‘standard of his own reason and conscient®, stand by his
_tonvictions and let the ‘consequences take care of themselves. When
- the Al,h{sqg‘ﬁgqu;ryj came dlong, it is no secret that prominent Liberals
=Dy 10 means all of them—were opposed to its proseeution. And it

%
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THE CONVERSION of CARVELL)

ARK KET T“S way of administering the country’s affairs.
' Carvell has beﬁn represented as pugnacious; but that is the accident i i
of nomeneclature. People say there is nothing in a name. But politicians =
whose .mbthers cé;lled them Frank, are inevitably destined to fichting

appellations.

Frank’’ Oliver,.and, of course, a ‘‘Fighting Frank’’ Carvell. If more ;

was in the Allison enquiry that the first test came. :
“It will be a boomerang,”” said one of them to
Carvell. :
““What makes you think so?”’ asked the M. P.
from Carleton, N B.
“Well, some of our fellows are in munitions,””
was the reply.
“The enquiry won’t hurt them, if they are
honest,”’ was the answer, ‘“and if they are dishonest,

then may someone else have mercy upon them, for
[ won’t,”’ continued Carvdl, turning on his heel.”’

The Allison enquiry was the first mile-stone in
the new career of Carvell. Since then the miles *
travelled by Carvell, have been recorded on the
political speedometer with bewildering frequency.
Suggested by the Western Liberals as leader of the
new Union Party, suggested by Eastern Liberals as
the successor of Sir Wilfrid Laurier, ehosen by Sir
' Robert Borden as Minister of Public Works, and now

one of only two Ministers of the Crown that can
call seats in the House of Commons their very own/

THE suggestion of Union Government came easily

to Carvell. “‘Is it an honest attempt to do the
. right thing?’’ he asked. That was the only question, ;
- . and upon its answer Carvell made his decision. His
% former colleagues say Carvell’s judgment went
wrong. Be that as it may, it was Carvell’s convie- 3
‘< tion, not his sense of political expediency, that led &
~him into Unionism. That’s the point. ‘ A
There was no silly sentimentality about the con- &
version of Carvell. Polities had been unsuccessful,
and Carvell, concluding they were out of joint with %

.the times, tried something else. That is the simple =
secret of Carvell’s conversion. Some day we  will &
see if the old adage that honesty is the best policy, .
holds true of the intelleet in politics. We shall see, = 4
for Carvell is bent upon giving it an out-and-out
- trial—and will leave Unionism as quickly as he went &
‘into it—if in Carvell’s judgment there is a better = {

‘We have a ‘‘Fighting Frank’’ Cochrane, ‘‘Fighting

proof along this direction is required, I may cite the case of Frank &

Lalor, an old member of the House of Commons, who is not eallel =
‘“Fighting Frank.” Surely this clinches the argument by the excep- ;- 3
‘tion necessary to prove every well-regulated rule. .

It is an out-of-the-way place, Woodstock, Carleton County, New =
“ Brunswick, the home-town of the man who has been experimenting
with @ straight talk based on convietion as an asset in polities. - Wood-

stock is somewhere back of Fredericton, and Fredericton is the least" '

visited of provincial capitals. But this out-of-the-way place, famnus 3
for potatoes and politics, will some day be the home of—a distinguished
Canadian statesman. ;

tucksr out a world. We should profoundly disa-grej( ]

" PERSPECTIVE ON PEACE

‘(Concluded from page 13.)

ed the same game. Some day the headlines on both

sides must face the facts, must out with the facts,
place all the cards on the table and decide what is
to be done. SE
Will one of the facts be an overthrown Hohenzol-
lern dynasty? Perhaps not. Whatever they may
be, England knows better than we in Canada. At
this distance we must leave the disposition of those
facts to England. We went to war because England
- did. We shall help to declare peace because and
when England wants to. S
But whatever peace we may declare, whenever it
may be, we must reckon that the present war will
not be the end of war, unless the forces of fres man-

. kind the world over decide to abolish war by refus-

Ing to fight. The Prussia which in 1860 was twice
_and a half the population of Canada and in 1914
~ played for the domination of the world, will not be

obliterated. The world must organize to control
that part of Burope dominated by Prussia. - That
control will not be completed in 1918. It will not be
completed by the war. A clear definition of our war
aims, coupled with an absolute determination to con-
trol’ Prussia, even-if it takes a hundred years to do
it, will immensely clarify our minds and stimulate
our courage, ' The day of swagger is over on both
sides. What is left is a contract which we must
hand on, to posterity—to make the world safe, not
necessarily for what is called democracy, but safe
for the nations who do not propose either to live or
to perish by the sword.

We do not need to agree with Lansdowne that the
world 18 near exhaustion. It takes a lot of war to

with him if he said that there is in England or any
of the other allied nations any less earnestness than
there is in Germany. We believe that the resources
of the Allies are vastly greater than those of the
Central Powers, and that the Central Powers have
the great advantage of concentration in area a
unity of programme. We believe that in proving
the relative failure of the submarine and the Zep-
pelin, the relative superiority of Allied artillery and 3
the undaunted sea-control of the British navy, w
have made infinitely more headway since 1914 than
- Germany has done. This being so, we are just be-
ginning to organize the world force which shall prove
to Germany that a Thug Nation has neither right
nor power to rule the world. Force may be wi
the wrong. Power must ultimately - come to th
right—auntil the world comes to be ruled by
Devil. ¥

-




- the world will be

a : : et
48 a mere vast speculation in the East.

, hemy of the 1y

. Theoq

PERSPECTIVE ON PEACE
(Continued' from page 5.)
fighting Germanism.

To realize the force of this we must examine
briefly how Germany came to be the business
manager of Mittel Europa, the head office of which
i Prussia. How did Prussia come to be the factory
manager of modern Germany, of -Austria, of Turkey?
How did Prussia, with an original 19,000,000 of popu-
lation in 1866, come to be fighting as she is now for
the domination of the whole world or for total
Obliteration as a first-class world power? If within
50 years Prussia, with 19,000,000 people under a
despotism could aim to conquer the world, what part
of another 50 years will it take to loosen Prussia’s
Strangle hold on continental Europe? /

ET us put on one side first the outline facts of
Prussia’s amazing aggrandisement. Prussia’s
War with Austria in 1866 was engineered by Bis-
Hmarck & Co. to remove Austria from the headship
of the German (Confederation. There was then no
CGerman Empire; only Prussia and the smaller Ger-
Man states with Austria at the head. It was then
Prussia VS, Austria in middle Europe, with France
as the nominal boss of continental Europe and Russia
To crush
Austria, Bismarck got the neutrality of France and
the alliance of Ttaly. The war was over almost
before it was well under way. Prussia had an
Organized nation in an army. The battle of Konig-
8Tatz took the headship of the German Confederation
aWay from Austria and gave it to Prussia. The
?v?;th German and the South German States were
>WUDg under Prussia. Austria was left her autonomy,
¥ 2 league of fear with Germany, whose North
d:;min Band was organized on July 1, 1867, the
Aush?' Confederation in. iCanada. By the war with
s ‘2 the population ~subject to Prussia was in-
Cameeth from 19,000,000 to 38,500,000. Prussia be-
- € real head of a compact middle Europe.

sig:v;ng consolidated ~Middle® Europe, it was Prus-
Sas OEXt ‘lm')ve to overthrow France, the nominal
i c?ntlnental Europe since the days of Na-
Gel‘man .E Th'e Franco-Prussian war and the modern
Noss mgmre were the result. Prussia became the
T cgontlnfm'tal Europe. By a systematized diplo-
iow. 3 Truption of Russia, begun by Bismarck, we
s W‘;W that .country was pz;gpared for the next
OYerthrg . . Obviously the next move must be the
Empire, WAOf England with her world-dominating
1914, B tnd we know how that was staged up in
Hirones fih he first great war engineered by Prussia
Austrig . € modern German Empire in league with
of an 'Eurnd 'I”.lll‘key,' Germany was to be the boss
step mus‘tOI]);Z including Eng]anq. The next obvious
Whole i ve been the practical conquest of the
theliir“::z vthe Programme in which the events of
ans vpea::e D‘llt a ‘crimp, and not a day too soon.
the advantae dictated by the w?r map Ggrmany has
orthern Frage of :mos.t of Belgium, a large ppart .of
all -of ’BulgarPce’ Russian P'oland, much of Roumania,
Ttaly, A la,v i.ll of Ser:vxa, Montc:negro, a part{ot‘
disadVantagep§; of Nort_hem Russia. She has the
ha-vmg B dno’c having conque.red France, not
Russia, ang haev England, not having dismembered
ving completely made an wuntiring

nited States.

WE at?;""geit to the diplomats to calculate what
Gk s ac§ Conference may make out of that.
days agq 4 roéeveltl stated .in- Kansas' City, a.few
be to 5 fini L;ply to Lancdowne, that the fight must
Gemany’g was and ‘must result. in érumpling up
Lorraine, 4 T map even to the restoration of Alsace-
11 the world loves a fighting man, Teddy

Speaks on | 3
to feel t;; behalf of a nation which has not begun

fnormoy
S w g +
SDhoke gj ar prosperity. Lioyd George and Asquith

mj i
‘ohenzollelgarly In 1914, when they said that the
S and ‘the Junkers must be overthrown.

€ Hohenzollepn« '
] erns ‘and the' Junk e
© ugly mirge; Junkers are still going.

tion iy 1866 © of a Prussia of 19,000,000 popula-
SHIL exigyg ;:,an“n‘g to dictate terms to the world
Mg then e know why, ,,

Shows o 1 In'the’ face: of this, Lord) Lansdowne

€ Is a poor poker player, ‘because he
1 o

(% ¥
effects of the great war, except in an,
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OUT AGAINST the SUBMARINE

Picturesque Exit of Canadian Lake Liners in Two Sections Through the Welland Car.al

PR i i Ko LTl

N the business of mobilizing Canada against the submarine, the Great Lakes marine does

its share.

Lake liners become ocean liners.

The only obstacle in getting these boats from

Lake Superior, 2,000 miles to the seaboard was in the canals. Any boat big enough for
ocean transport is too big to go through the Welland and the Lachine Canals. The obvious

answer to this was to cut them in two.

These excellent drawings of one big boat being

towed in two completely bulkheaded sections through the Welland Canal were made on the
spot. The upper one shows the bow section coming head on behind her tug. The lower one

shows the stem half of the same vessel going out backwards.

—Drawings by DeWitt Drake.

tells the enemy how bad a hand he thinks he has
got without dreaming that his enemy may have a
worse. He comes out for a recognition of-the facts
wheén everybody knows the essence of poker is bluff,

. Germany is the greatest poker-playing nation in the

5

world.

Lansdowne, and all that part of England
which agrees with him, is one of the poorest. Time
and-again Germany has won the war:at home by

' the use of headlines, Time and again we have play-

(Concluded on page 20.)
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WHAT HAPPENED TO HOAG

A Serwal Story Told im as Many Pictures and as Few Words as Possible

them reveals to him the power of sex; the other the power of

PREVIOUS instalments show that Martin Hoag, office
sacrifice. In last week’s instalment of pictures illustrated by

manager of Markhams, Ltd., has begun to get a glimpse B
of the life that for years he has been merely dreaming about. y little chapters, Hoag had the choice of the system that wol!]d
In getting away from the commonplace, so-called realities of THOMAS make him comfortable, or the shadow that would make him
routine, he found that his books, his shadow, his drunken really live. In the chapters following he sees Henry Markham
fellow-man, the midnight woman with the baby, and the moving TOPLEY  beat down all opposition, including himself. And the need
picture, all pulled him in the direction of what really—Is. it arises for a new personal force—a power greater, if possible,
The other women in the case—one of them sacrificed to the Of;;?“‘%eelr{"m than the physical organization of Markhams, Ltd.; more mys-

terious than the mystery which enables Markham to organize

system, the other made by it, are both symbols of the other
life that men don’t have to die in order to realize. One of

XXITII.

The Sword and the Anvil

' ENRY MARKHAM knew almost as much
H about opera as about iron. Opera cost
Z him thousands of dollars a year. He
believed that every large-sized Canadian
city should have opera. And he paid more of the
deficit than all other guarantors combined.

Sitting .in the box with Miss Munro before the
curtain began to go up on Siegfried, Markham
told her why he liked opera, and the kinds he
liked best.

“Not so much.the French, no. Too much love.
And the Italian, too much intrigue and sentiment.
I think that for ‘heroic opera we must hand it
to those Germans.”

“To Wagner, of course?”

- He regarded her pityingly.

“Who else is there?”’ he asked. ‘“Who else
has ever made the stage feel as big as creation,
and the people on it like——"

“Shakespeare,” she interrupted.

“Poh! Without music. You do not under-
stand. It takes the wuniversal art of music to
magnify men to the size we get them on the
Wagner stage. Super-men!”

“Oh, I thought you believed in them. Yes. I
don’t blame you.” o

And the curtain went up. - The house was
packed. The stage was in a twilight; one of
those cave scenes—all very puzzling to Helen,
who frankly preferred the lyric operas and would
have yawned several times in that first act of
Siegfried but that she was afraid of Markham,
who somehow seemed to know every detail Jof
the thing. Some of his mutterings were quite
unintelligible, but she knew they expressed his
sensations. And the thing, of course, suited him;
all about iron and a magic man and a great sword
and a dragon.

Some climax was to come. She let him go.
He was already in some next world. Evidently
he was a perfect Wagnerite and he knew . this

"" \

i
‘ !;E'I ity
2 1‘

W iadrieu wl u ox nnutoc n mct
pitch with the trombone.

thing; knew what was coming; kept telling her
broken bits of it which she could not understand.

“Wait,” he said, once, in a whisper, during an
outburst from the orchestra. “Wait till Siegfried
smashes the anvil—-"

And from that on he lost altogether any sense
of the woman beside him, who to anybody near
the box was infinitely more interesting than most
of the people on stage. Helen Munro was con-
scious that she was charming. She knew this
big iron-master was conscious of it, too, and that
he would not have enjoyed even thls music drama
of iron and the sword and the superman half so
much if she had not been present. It was still
a new world to her; a world of mystery and of
magic which cost Henry Markham much money
to help keep up for a few weeks each year in
what might have been otherwise a musically dull
Canadian city. She let the man overpower her
into liking this dull mystic drama; let him pull
her into its atmosphere which he had so often
imbibed in New York; consented to become so
far as he was concerned just part of the drama
itself until the moment when Siegfried, at: a
scream and a crash from the orchestra broke
to pieces the anvil as he struck it with the great
sword——

And at that moment Markham rose, leaned over
the box and shouted in exact pitch with one of
the trombones. What he said she knew not;
something between Hoch! and Bravo; and a
thousand people looked his way, at her—even
Siegfried almost seemed to look at the box and
there was almost a pause in the music, till Mr.
Markham settled down again and smiled at her,
such a smile!

He said to her, going home, afterwards:

“T always get excitéd over Siegfried, because
I suppose it is an iron-master’s drama. Eh?”

XXIV.

A Final Offer

“EXT day the strike. Not a pound of coal
burned at Markhams after the boilers were

‘let down. Duke’s Acre a holiday. At the
Labor Hall ecrowds. In Markham’s office, how-
ever, not a trace of excitement. Helen had never
seen Markham so cool. He hummed 4" Siegfried
aria between smokes, and only lost his poise
when he read the Clarion; then he cursed. When
he buzzed for Mr. Hoag, however, he was smiling.
“You—know what’s up, Mr. ang. You expect

me to ask your advice. Instead, I ask your help,

This strike—4s psychologic. It must be so0
handled. The men have no grievances. They
have been influenced. Well”—a long, grunty
smoke—"we shall defeat them. I have seen the
managers. They understand. Now I have sent
for you because your understanding is different
from theirs. It goes deeper. It can be more
useful. I can trust you. Eh?”

Through all the camouflage Markham made it
quite clear that he intended to break the strike.
None of the newspapers except the Clarion was
encouraging it. Public opinion was ' largely
against the strikers. He must justify that by
defeating the men. g

“And 1 have never been beaten, Mr. Hoag.”

‘He leaned over the great desk. :

“And I never will live 1o see myself beaten.

@

the forces of society, industry and public opinion.
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The faces of the men as he turned were a frizzle
of unreality.

Those men must be given to understand that they
may go back, but they are to refuse. All depends
upon the statement of the case; on the way it
is put. So I leave that to you, to see the men’s
commxttee You will not refuse because you are
needed and you are a man who does his duty
A word to the wise——"

Markham rose and glared at the iron master
pictures on the wall. He stalked across the room.
Hoag rose. &

They faced each other., What masks they wore
neither of them knew.

“I tell you one thing only, Mr. Hoag," came the
thick, mysterious voice, “that within four weeks
4 intend to have the works at full capacity. More
1 caﬁ't say yet. You must pass that on to the com-
mittee in a way that will arouse their most
violent opposition.” :

_He swung open the door; politely bowed Mr.
Hoag out.. A

XXV,

A Message that Went Wrong

0OAG let himself subject to the suggestion in
full. He went behind the stage with the
unexpressed Markham. Perhaps he under-
stood just what was meant. When he went before
the committee- at Labor Hall he was met with
cold, black looks. None of these five men were
in any’ mood to cagitulate. Some of them knew
‘Hoag from the days of the elder Markham, when
he was book-keeper at the little foundry. They
trusted him, but not because of Henry Markham.
‘Whatever there may be in crowd psychology,
so much talked about, Hoag had only begun tq
study it. He observed first the tremendous im-
pression Markham had made mpon him. Hours
after leaving the man he could repeat the exact
tones, gestures, looks and all the evident facg-
maskings of the man. In so doing Hoag was
an actor by suggestion; common enough—but he
had it high in the gauge. And it was his only
hope. He had no personal desire to go before




the strikers’ committee. He knew the men were
right. But because he put himself in the psychic
state of Markham he could see a way to be even
more devious and crooked and mysterious than
Markham had been. His days with Markham were
numbered. The success or failure of this inter-
view would settle that. Markham had no love for
Hoag. Out of this strike interview he would dis-
“cover how much he had to fear him. In fact it
Was because he wished to make a show of treating
_ With the men at all and at the same time wanted
to estimate Hoag that Markham planned the meet-
ing. At heart he believed Hoag was some sort
0of Socialist, though he had never said so.
“Rag-tag democracy!” he muttered, in a web

of smoke, as he wondered how Hoag was getting _

along with the men.
And here was Hoag in a small room at Labor
_Ha.ll doing his master’s work—impersonating
am as he delivered the message, even to
the inflections and the gutturals; doing it so well
that the five hardfaced men laughed themselves
out of their coldness.
Hoag’s manner swiftly changed. Hands on the
Corners of the long table, he said,
“I know the man. He will beat you. He has
a strange but secret power of which I am not
- Yet sure. It is organization. You have only begun
1o see the ABC of it. So long as Henry Markham
Is at the head of Markhams, Ltd., every wheel
EVery boiler, every pound of coal, every ingot,
SVery human body—will be dominated by him.
It is Mmodern competition. Every manufacturer
in the country works it. Labor is—international.”
Hoag Paused to get the effect.
The five exchanged glances; trying to agree
,:1:028 themselves as to whether this man was
: and of Esau and the voice of Jacob.
Labor must flow from country to country, as
Beeded. Tarifts are for materials. If any of you
H:}ﬁ;‘w‘"aﬂt to cross the border, you should be
’shoulzd' Your.gnions are international. There
it be no Alf.xen Labor Law against them. The
i e pe of lafbor is to control the world by increas-
S ?d?cho‘n, wages and well-being. The world's
B aa;mtval is labor and raw material. But we
b Ong way from realizing that. To do so
Would mean riot, anarchy, social upheavals
18 World over.”
; éaldQltllt Preaching!” said one. But the others
- 0 that one, “Shut up!”
0 _ﬁe)yhl.lSt&ned to Hoag, who was not even listen-
sé Mllmself. He delivered the message of his
o ,’straen he kne?v that the sentiment of the men
e, mge!y against it and even more strangely
e € Wwith himself. Markbam had intended
kg whconvey a crooked meaning. He partly
ot OOntri-x Obeyix_lg an impulse which he could
Sreater and which seemed to be a phantom
€T than himself, he stirred up the men to

Tesig 5
Bni’ tt° OPPose—just as Markham had wished.

haqd heir opposition took a form that Markham
D A not exDec‘ted,

CANADIAN COURIER

“This committee reports to the men in favor
of—pgoing back to work,” said the chairman,

Hoag looked at them somewhat blankly as he

TOS®. :
“You can’t beat him by staying out,” he said.
“He has other means of fighting you. But you
are men, not slaves. You don’t need to believe
me. Act as you see fit.”

Some.men have felt somewhat the blur and the
uplift and the wvibration that Hoag had just then
—from liquor. He heard his own voice like one
in a dream. The faces of the men as he turned
to leave the room were a fuzzle of unreality. They
were like spectres representing labor. ;

i
‘

XXVL

A Confidential Talk

. L1, the newspapers reported that the Mark-
ham strike was declared off. According
to most of them Mr. Markham had made

certain minor concessions and the good sense of
the strikers had averted a bad tie-up of one of
the greatest industries in the country at a time
when continued production wag uecessary in the
interest of stock-=selling for the great expansion
arising out of the Munro Mine and all its accessory
enterprises.

“Now I'm sure you are pleased,” said Helen.

His reply was in his face. Markham did not
send for Hoag. He made a note of Hoag. He
did not tell her that what he had wanted
Hoag to accomplish was to get the men to refuse
to go back; then he would show them and the
public what resources he had for fighting strikes.

“Your Mr. Hoag goes off,” he said jerkily.

“Not my Mr., Hoag, What have I do with
him ?”

-~ “As much as anybody. I am frank with you
about him. I offered him a big thing to stay on.

He refused it. I gave him this job to do. He

has bungled it. Those men were to have stayed

out. He has given them the wrong cue. He does
not know me. But you do.”

“T am not so sure of that.”

“But I shall win,” he said.

“You have already won,” she tantalized. “Your
whistles have blown. The newspapers——"

“Damn the press!” he shouted. “Most of all
that rag the Clarion. It was their doings as much
as any. But it does not know me. They don’t
know that I'm the kind of a man that can’t be
beaten. I tell you I won’t have democracy in my
shops. I recognize the unions—only to show them
that I am master, and to influence the press. You
know that.” :

In a mood like this he credited her with know-
ing many things which she had to guess at. There
were some things about Henry Markham that
she did not know. This confidence that not even
the unions could beat him was beyond her as yet.
Perhaps she had an inkling of it. And what did

'Mr. Hoag know? He would never tell her now.

Things were changing very swiftly from the day
when Martin Hoag was the book-keeper for old
Mr. Markham, the one man in whom he placed
the most intimate confidence because of his pe-
culiar honesty, his insight into people, his indus-
try and everything else that made Martin Hoag
the most interesting man she knew outside of
Henry Markham. 3 ;

Now Hoag was to go. And she knew somehow
that Henry Markham feared him.

XXVIL
Poundem and the Clarion

HEN Martin Hoag took himself bodily out
of Markhams, Ltd, he left a strange in-

fluence behind. All it was he had not be--

gun to find out. He went at once to the Clarion.
Poundem, the editor, a chunky, restless man
with coal-black eyes and a perpetual fighting grin
took him on. ¥ :
“You down Markhams, Ltd,” he said, “and I'll
double your salary. We've got to get that man
and make him a“tarrible example to all the other
labor-sweaters. He's the hardest to get. But

~when we get him the rest will be‘ easy. He's the

dragon. You undurstand.”

SN
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These men had come in by ship, landing at Hali-
fax or Quebec,

Poundem knew of the offer Markham had made
Hoag, and what it meant. He had some vague
idea of Hoag himself when he gave him carte
blanche to conduct a department in the Saturday
issue, setting forth any human doctrines he knew
that could lift people out of their workaday rou-
tine. Poundem was oddly sympathetic for a prac-
tical man.

“I have no use for psychics myself,” ‘he con-

fessed. “But believe me, if .there’s one thing
we’'ve got to do nowadays it’s to get people out

into a world bigger than the business that en:

slaves them. Civilization, Mr. Hoag, doesn’t
civilize some JDeople. Drudgery damns millions
to make thousands in places like Rosemount Hill

and the opera boxes get what they call the vision®

of life.”

Poundem had all the physical side of the thing
at his finger ends. He saw in this timid, yet dar-
ing, man who had been let out by Markham the
other side of the problem.

Hoag's Saturday articles on the unseen lives
that men and women were born to live and which
they miss because of the slavery of civilization
were not signed by him. But they were read by
thousands. He did them in his spare moments.
They were the casual suggestions that came to
him as he went about labor-reporting for the
Clarion.

In his work as reporter he dug up many things
never before seen in that paper.
and unfettered life, with the edges of hard-luck
always next to him. Of course he was refused

admittance to the Markham premises. He ex-

pected that. But he went among the men at their
homes. He learned that there was bigger trou-
ble yet brewing at Markhams. The conditions
had gone worse. Mr. Markham was driving them
as never before. He was gradually forcing men
out, not by strikes, but by wearing them out.  As
fast as they went—even faster—he replaced them
by foreigners. In a few months, ag Hoag told
Poundem, practically the whole of Markhams
would be manned by foreign laber that on no aec-
count could be induced to join the unions, be-
cause Markham made conditions for these mien so
favorable even while he got results in labor that
he had never surpassed, that unions meant noth-
ing to them. These men had come in by ship,
landing at Halifax and Quebec, They were good
workers who knew nothing about strikes.

“By God! we'll teach them.” said Poundem.

And /the story went in the Clarion, written by
Hoag and featured up by Poundem. But the public
saw nothing of it, except those who read the
Clarjon. All the other people read in their cus-
tomary papers again and again how Henry Mark-
ham was carrying out his great scheme of the
Munro Mine which would be shipping its first
ore by early summer at the latest; his railway
and his docks; his ship lines and his smalters,
But that was not all. Mr. Markham was not only

(Continned on page 21.)

It was a new’

ot
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(An Extract from Henri Barbusse’s remarkable book,
“Under Fire.”)

UR ages? We are of all ages. Ours is

Z O a regiment in reserve which successive
' reinforcements have renewed partly
with fighting units and partly with
Territorials. In our half-section there are re-
servists of the Territorial Army, new reeruits,
and demi-poils. Fouillade is forty; Blaire
might be the father of Biquet, who is a gosling
of Class 1913. The corporal calls Marthereau
“@randpa’’ or ‘‘Old Rubbish-heap,’’ according
as in jest or in earnest. Mesnil Joseph would
be at the, barracks if there were no war. It is
a comieal effect when we are in charge of Ser-
- geant Vigile, a nice little boy, with a dab on
his lip by way of moustache. When we were
in quarters the other day, he played at skip-
ping-rope with the kiddies. In our ill-assorted
flock, in this family without kindred, this home
without a hearth at which we gather, there are
three generations side by side, living, waiting,
standing still, like unfinished statues, like posts.

Our races? We are of all races; we come
from everywhere. I look at the two men be-
side me. Poterloo, the miner from the Calonne
pit, is pink; his eyebrows are the color of straw,
his eyes flax-blue. His great golden head in-
volved a long search in the stores to find the
vast steel-blue tureen that bonnets him. Fouil-
lade, the boatman from Cette, rolls his wicked
eyes in the long, lean face of a musketeer, with
gunken cheeks and his skin the color of a violin.
In good sooth, my two neighbors are as unlike
as day and night. . -

Cocon, no less, a slight and desiceated person
in spectacles, whose tint tells of corrosion in
the chemical vapors of great towns, contrasts
with Biquet, a Breton in the rough, whose skin
is grey and his jaw like a paving-stone; and
Mesnil Andre, the comfortable chemist from
a country town in Normandy, who has such a
handsome and silky beard and who talks so
much and so well—he has little in common with

Lamuse, the fat peasant of Poitou, whose cheeks

and neck are like underdone beef. o

Our callings? A little of all—in the lump.
In those departed days when we had a social
status, before we came to immure our destiny
in the molehills that we must always build up
again as fast as rain and scrap-iron beat them

down, what were we? Sons of the soil, artisans

mostly. Lamuse was a farm-servant, Paradis
a carter. Cadilhae, whose helmet rides loosely
on his pointed head, though it is a juvenile
size—like a domie on a steeple, says Tirette—
owns land. Papa Blaire was a small farmer in
La Brie. Barque, porter and messenger, per-
formed acrobatie tricks with his carrier-trieyele
among the trams and taxis of Paris, with
solemn abuse (so they say) for the pedestrians,
fleeing like bewildered hens across the big
streets and squares. Corporal Bertrand, who
keeps himself always a little aloof, ~correct,
erect, and silent, with a strong and handsome
. face and forthright -gaze, Was foreman in a

BT (g O Wes Tt 1] VIR e (L

4

CANADIAN COURIER

Earthmen Again ,

OST War Books—and there are thousands—record only
impressions. The drama is admittedly too vast for
more, except to a chosen few; among whom must be

accorded a high place to Henri Barbusse, author of Under
Fire. Here we have a combination of Zola-like realism, savage
in intensity, in spots a near-Hugo breadth of concepticr, fre-
quently a Rabelaisian sense of humor. Behind it all, we sus-
pect, is the soul of a Socialist, of a man who, under fire him-
self, has seen and felt, and heard and tasted, and almost mere
There is in it the note
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“ They Throw Themselves on the Food”

ary.

beast.

case-factory. Tirloir daubed carts with paint—
and without grumbling, they say. Tulacque
was barman at the Thronme Tavern in the
suburbs; and Eudore of the pale and pleasant
face kept a roadside cafe not very far from
the front lines.

We are waiting. Weary of sitting, we get
up, our joints creaking like warping wood or
old hinges. Damp rusts men as it rusts rifles;
more slowly, but deeper. And we begin again,
but not in the same way, to wait. In a state of
war, one is always waiting. We have become
waiting-machines. For the moment it is food
we are waiting for. Then it will be the post.
But each in its turn. When we have done with
dinner ‘we will think about the letters. Adfter
that we shall set ourselves to wait for some-
thing else.

Hunger and thirst are urgent instinets which
formidably excite. the temper of my com-
panions. As the meal gets later they become
grumblesome and angry. Their need of food
and drink snarls from their lips—

““That’s eight o’clock. Now, why the hell
doesn’t it come?’’

‘“There’s the grub!’’ announces a poilu, who
was on the look-out at the corner.

“Time, too!”’

And the storm of revilings ceases as if by
magic. Wrath is changed into sudden con-
tentment.

Three breathless fatigue men, their faces
streaming with tears of sweat, put down on the
ground some large tins, a paraffin can, two
canvas buckets, and a file of loaves, skewered
on a stick.

Paradis, having lifted the lids of the jars,
surveys the recipients and announces, “Kidney
beans in oil, bully, pudding, and coffee—that’s
all.t :

“Nom de dieu!’’ bawls Tulacque.

look here, all of you! That—that’s the limit!
We’re done out of our wine!”’

Athirst and grimacing, they hurry up; and
from the profoundest depths of their being
wells up the chorus of despair and disappoint-
ment, ‘‘Oh, Hell!”’ ;

“Then what’s that in there?’’ says the
fatigue man, still ruddily sweating, and using
his foot to point at a bucket.

‘Yes,”? says Paradis, “‘my mistake, there

is some.”’

They throw themselves on the food, and eat
it standing, squatting, kneeling, sitting on tins,
or on haversacks pulled out of the holes where
they sleep—or even prone, their backs on the
ground, disturbed by passers-by, cursed at and
cursing.

One sees even Ifarfadet smiling, the frail
municipal elerk who in the early days kept
himself so decent and elean amongst us all that

he was taken for a foreigner ora convalescent. . ‘
. you rattle directly!” I took my time

. squared up behind him, and kieked: into B

~ ‘tears. Poterloo’s face,like a'pink peomy; opens - tailpieee with all PRt e e

/One “sees the tomato-like -mouth - of Lamuse
.dilate and divide; and his delight -0oze out in

than all, smelled what this war is like.
of the rebel who under other conditions might be a revolution-
Volpatte and his lot are fighting for Frarce, or they
would be up inarms against any war government in any couniry
which compels men to revert by millions to the conditions of the
The passage quoted as follows is one of those contain-
ing the three elements—realism, breadth, huvmor.—The Editor.

““ And
wine?”’ He summons the erowd: ‘‘Come and '

out wider and wider.

head forward, and gesticulates with the abbre-

viated body that serves as a handle for his huge E

drooping moustache. Even the corrugations of

Cocon’s poor little face are lighted up. While §

we W'ait for our drink, we roll cigarettes and
fill pipes. Pouches are pulled out.

u 1 L Wi Papa Blaire’s wrinkles
flicker with frivolity as he stands up, pokes his §

Some of ;.
us have shop-acquired pouches in leather or §
rubber, but they are a minority. Biquet ex-

tracts his tobaccofrom a sock, of which the

mouth is drawn tight with string. Most of the &
others.use the bags for anti-gas pads, made of

some waterproof material which is an excellent

preservative of shag, be it coarse or fine.
Silence.

tution, these men summon sweet souvenirs—-
““All that,”” Barque goes on, ‘‘isn’t worth

much, ecompared with the® good times we had

at Soissons.’’
‘“ Ah, the Devil!”’

Then from the depth of their desti-

A gleam of Paradise lost lights up their cyes f_i"‘

rand seems even to redden their cold faces.

‘Talk about a festival!’’ sighs Tirloir, as he *

leaves off scratching himself, and looks pen- &

sively far away over Trenchland.

. ““Ah, nom de Dieu! 'All that town, nearly A
abandoned, that used to be ours! The houses

and the beds——"’
“And the cupboards f”’
‘“And the cellars!’”’

Lamuse’s eyes are wet, his face like a nose-

gay, his heart full.

‘“Were you there long?’’ asks 'Cadilhae, who E
came here later, with the drafts from Auvergne.

‘“‘Several months.”’

‘The conversation had almost died out, but it §

flames up again fiercely at this vision of the
days of plenty.
‘““We used to see,”’
houses on the way back to ecamp with fow
hung round their middles, and a rabbit und

each arm, borrowed from some good fellow of

woman that they hadn’t’ seen and won’t ev
see again.”’

““There were things that we paid for,-too"l 3
The spondulicks just danced about. We held &

all the aces in those days.”’

. ‘“A hundred thousand francs went rollin 3

round the shops.’’ ;
‘“Millions; oui. . All the day, just a squande

"ing that you’ve no idea of, a sort of devil

delight.”’ '

“Anyway,’”” Tirloir goes on, ‘‘we’ve not g
a dead set on the men, but on the German off
cers; nom, non, non, they’re not men, they’
monsters. I saw one once, a prisoner. A Pru
sian colonel, that wore a prince’s erown, so the
told me, and a gold coat-of-arms. He was ma
hecause we took leave to graze against hi
I said to myself, ¢ Wait a bit, old cock, I'll m

: said Paradis, dreamily, &
‘““the poilus pouring along and behind the
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OH YES, WE HAVE ALL HAD THE EXPERIENCE

FOOD prices have jumped, says John Bruce Mitehell, writing on  best, and the Bostonian will say that he knows the brown eggs are

|

War Hogs, in the December Forum. There’s no denying it. best, and neither of them knows anything about it. They are losing
It is difﬁ(;ult to quote prices because they vary a few cents money through their ignorance. There isn’t one iota of difference, *
here and there depending somewhat upon loeality, but mostly ' either as a flavor or nutriment, between the white and brown eggs.

broke out bacon was 25 cents, now it israround 50 cents. Butter was

80, now it is 55 and 60. Sliced ham was 80, now it is 60 and in some

Places 80, Sugar was 15 cents for 31-2 pounds. To-day the Govern-

ment hopes retailers will sell 31-2 pounds for 33 ecents, but from
- . 45 to 63 cents is being charged in many places.

22 And s6 the list goes. The biggest inerease came during the summer,
JUSt as soon as it was learned the Govérnment was going to be the -
biggest customer of all in order to feed the boys who have gone across
10 help make this country a safe place for pursuing the calling of a

merchant ..

~ ‘Potatoes wouldn’t be so high, Ma’am,’’ said one dealer, ‘‘if i'g
Wasn’t for the car shortage. It’s almost impossible to get freight cars.’

The woman sfghed and bought and went out, and the shopkeeper
never eracked a smile, although these particular potatoes were de-

ivered from the farm in a motor truck.

0 New York the shopkeeper will let you have brown eggs at fr(.)m
Sto8g cents less than the white ones. And he will say, “‘The white

€88s are 50 much better, you know.’’

In Boston the shopkeeper will let you have the white eggs at from -
t0.8 cents less than the brown ones. And he will say, ‘‘The brown

€88s are 5o much better, you know.”’

| upon the proportion of ““hog’’ that is in the retailer. When the war It is only a fad and a delusion and the shopkeeper grins and pockets
| _the money, while egg men pick out brown eggs to send up in New

England and white ones for the Middle Atlantic stafes.

Around the. first of November eggs that sold at retail for 55 cents
cost at wholesale 30. Poultry wholesaled at 16 and sold at 36. The
market man could have sold that poultry at 20 cents and made a good
profit, ecounting in overhead expense and all else. About every five
fowls he sold would then net him a dollar. But he was a war-hog,
and he grabbed 20 cents profit on eaeh fowl, or a dollar out of the
poor man’s pocket in excess of what the poor man should be called
upon to pay for every five-pound fowl. About the same time whole
steers were bringing around 18 cents a pound. There is considerable
waste. But about the cheapest cut of meat at the retailer’s was
26 cents the pound and from that up to 35. It isn’t as mueh waste as
you think. Every bit of fat your market man trims off—after he
weighs it—he tosses in a special box or barrel and gets a high price
for it, and it has already been paid for at the rate of from 26 to 35
cents a pound! The bones he weighs and charges you for, then trims

-out, he sells. Practically everything that seems to be waste—and that

is paid for—he sells, so that striking an average of 30 1-2 cents per
pound for meat that he buys for 18 or 19 cents a pound, it is too much
profit. Add to this his sales from the waste you pay for, and he is

2 © And the New Yorker will say that he knows the white eggs are cleaning up—stealing is a good word—about 5 cents a pound from you.

7 Is Bernard Shaw Sincere ?

i BEOAUSE he thinks brilliantly we are al-
o Most convineed that he is, says a writer in

~ hi .. The Theatre. Until we feel the sting of
s ;)s 1dea ourselves, and then we are in pardon-
hang 20ubt about him. The healthiest actors
Y gi\l'ew.fom}d cause to_question his sincerity be-
o ense he is 5 vegetarian. Mrs. Patrick Camp-
becy 5 the first to point this fact out. He had
"iﬁ;a?ll} unusually irritable at a relicarsal of “‘Pyg-
'Wr;lon In London, which' was practically

: itten for her. The Srilis cnmio™to o very

of their complacent attitude toward life and
the rést of the world and so long as he accom-
plishes that he doesn’t mind , Whether people
are going to consider him sineere or not.

o At T ol

Our Climate is After All---a Tonic

IF there is anything in climatology, the old-
- fashioned winter must have been unhealth- -

ful, says an editorial writer in Munsey ’s.
For the climatologists tell us that the vigor and

-energy of the races of the temperate zones is

due to the sudden and sharp changes of wea-

tgm"“lt Situation when Mrs, Campbell walked
the footlights 4ng o g

Bives - 14y be right, Mr. Shaw, but if anyone

~1‘an§§,¥911 meat, Gtod help the women of Eng-

héhslg:'spong{'i’vhd has appeared in many of
or oW plays; remembers him with gratitude
e Iq,n}?ny,sf}leeeszﬁl seasons in his plays. '
e g 3W's workmanship is sincere,’’ she says,
cause he neyer forgets himself in it. His

g;sﬂosophy Stands the test of research in truth,
s, A teacher

ther -and temperature to which they are sub-
Jected. .One winter day is warm, the next is
twenty degrees colder; the sun shines glorious-
ly for.a few hours until driven to cover by
clouds which heap the earth with drifted white-
ness . . Now all these incaleulable fluctuations,
says science, are just what we need. ' They set
us to reacting, and one reaction follows an-
other—or sometimes a cold in the head follows
a cold .on the chest, a drawback that the seien-
tists overlook. We need just such rapid escil-
lations of the mercury in the bulb, just such
tingles and thaws, to keep brain and neryes
keen, the investigators declare. We alw need
two:overcoats, a mackintosh, galoshes, suits)of
clothes of different weiglits, and pentitential
underwear, to survive the ordeal.

- These are the winters all are used to; but
who (;yer ﬁeanlidoff an old-fashioned winter like
their fpi s £ them? The o -fashioned winter was of one
DRy bgl,e(ﬁ?gngr atllll(;ilag“il;m?o}l?‘?c : of two types; either it grew bitter cold and
B SR andimies e ot The Man Who Slew His God. o e seanicibi s :‘{l‘grf‘;’;;hzlgingﬁind'

P Ve n 3 Wik B ; : n
. Budience haaeﬁ;sfgﬁggeﬁhaﬁeiﬁf ;(:'}(1:13? ‘tthi‘t‘ ng —Norman Lindsay, in Sydney Bulletin. on Memorial Day. That is why we know thg
: A‘_—sd‘mnel" out in front hag Rranived nn oniitsnal : old-fashioned winter to have been utterly in-
" hag g 13t00 to be better fop anything Shaw whenever he scores a point for genuine social Jurious to health. There were none of those
188 Raid- em from the stage.’’ reform, for the relief of distress and for the capricious changes which have made the races
nof‘the author of “Gettingc Married” Wil-  abolition of the curse of poverty he is super- of the temperate zones so hardy that they are
wam E‘Yemham has this to say :—‘‘Shaw means latively sincere. Many of the other ideas that moving to the dry zomes as rapidly as possible.
e 1 Ng Be'says T paogt T e A e gives expression to, many of the surprising- When we think of an old-fashioned winter,
’guj,fln, Point: ‘Thepe ig absolutely nothing ly novel sidelights on all sorts of things that he do we think of the biting cold or of the wide-
et Unless I know exactly puts into his plays are, I am certain, not intend- mouthed fireplace? Isn’t it possible that the
ke say it; and when I do ed to be taken seriously by intelligent people. measurement taken was not of the depth of
i it straight in the face.’ *? The English are the most ultra-conservative the snow, but of the eircuniference of a first-
George Lhe ain,eerity of his writings, says people in the world and Shayv takes a positive- rate mince pie? The things that gave joy were
orge C, Tyler, speakin g of G. B. S. from the ly devilish delight in shocking. them, just for the glass of cider and the delectable yarns spun
of W of the producer, I think that ‘t{e fun of the thing. He likes to jar them out in comfortable leisure; and the storm raging

R » & preacher, he is far too sineere.

: Yeals-l . these @egveeg of his genius that he re-
itte ths;':lmazmg understanding of human na-
. ost pyob-he presents himself as one -of the
"~ He driuZZhng anomalies of the world of lettets.
' cism‘ges hig lesson home in a spirit of cyui-
~sh WS ﬂfVer With a lump in the throat. 'lle
’dieh‘(j,e'g:s*lkgleton in the closet, makes his au-
OUsnegg o P In recognition of the Luman hide-

an I don’
oW, T give don’t

=

.
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outside was of moment only for the contras?
it afforded to the warmth and fun within.
Well, if that’s the truth of it, the case of the
old-fashioned winter is not hopeless. It will
continue to be weathered by a few wise and
happy mortals here and there for many a year.

Father Time Talks
to Christmas :
IN that whimsical way of his Stephen Lea-

cock makes a plea for Merry Christmas, in

Hearst’s Magazine, and that the war be
hidden from the kiddies till they can under-
stand what its sacrifices meant to the better-
ment of the'world. Father Time, Daddy Christ-
mas and Stephen had a talk about it. Father
Christmas came late to the conference—he was
waiting outside, ‘“afraid to come in’’ so Father
Time told Mr. Leacock. The old chap seemed
apprehensive and apologetic from three years
of rebuff and towards the end of the interview,
as Mr. Leacock sets it down, Old Father Time
put the pith of their talk into this fashion:,

““You see?’’ said Time. ‘‘His heart is break-
ing, and will you not help him if you can?”’

“‘Only too gladly,”’ I replied. ‘‘But what is
there to do?’”. j ;

‘‘This,”’ said Father Time, ‘‘listen.’’

He stood before me, grave and solemn, a
shadowy figure but half seen though he was
close beside me. The firelight had died down,
and through the curtained windows theré came
already the first streaks of dawn. ‘‘The world
that onece you knew,’’ said Father Time, ‘‘seems
broken and destroyed about you. You must
not let them know—the children. The cruelty
and the horror and the hate that racks the
world to-day—keep it from them. Some day
he will know’’—here Time pointed to the
kneeling form of Father Christinas—‘‘that his
children, that once were, have not died in vain;
that from their sacrifice shall come a nobler,
better. world for all to live in, a world where
countless happy children shall hcld bright their
memory forever. But for the children of To-
day, save and spare them all you can from the
evil hate and horror of the war. Later, they
will know and understand. Not yet. Give
them back their Merry Christmas and its kind
thoughts, and its Christmas charity, till later
on there shall be with it again Peace upon
Barth, Good Will toward Men.”’ :

His voice ceased. It seemed to vanish, as
it were in the sighing of the wind. =

I looked up. Father Time and Christmas
had vanished from the room. The fire was low
and the day was breaking visibly outside.

“Let us begin,”’ I murmured. ‘‘I will mend
this broken horse.”’ .

®

Manchester Says:
“Thanks, We'll All Go™

SIR THOMAS BEECHAM, of pills popular-
ity, the greatest music-producer in Eng-
land, wants to make Manchester a present
of a new opera house and he wants the city
authorities to get him a suitable site. A good
many people in Canada know Manchester’s
fame as a music centre, even better than they
do the reputation of Sir Thomas Beecham as a
producer. We have here and there a would-be
imitator of Sir Thomas in Canada, but none as
yet who feel disposed to make any city in Can-
ada a present of a new big opera house.

To the question of ‘‘ Why does he go to Man-
chester rather than (say) to the Metropolis?’’
says the Manchester  correspondent  of the
Musical Times (London), the reply would be
that within a radius of thirty miles from Man-
chester you have the greatest accumulation of
workers in the world ; that for generations past
the love of music has been one of the, great
ingrained characteristics of the district—John
Wesley long ago testified to this; that in this
area music has probably a securer grip upon

_ the regular life of the community than any-
“where elge 4n . Britain. . This feeling
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most eonspicuous expression in the amount and
quality of music of all sorts available in Man:
chester, which has come to be regarded as a
musieal centre of this area quite as much as a
commercial one. In a very real sense it is the
hub of many forms of social and commereial
life; nor must its remarkable accessibility be
overlooked, even in these days of restricted
locomotion. Manchester’s fame in music mat-
ters dates back a long time. In 1777 it was the
scene of a very early (if not the first) musical
festival, and at that held in 1836 Malibran
finished her ecareer so tragically. At the great
Art Treasures Exhibition of 1857, people real-
ized that Manchester was a centre of consider-
able artistic discernment, and the Halle Orches-
tra dates from that time, although its founder
had visited us in 1848. Ior sixty years this
Orchestra in one way or another has been main-
tained, and has not only played in the ecity, but
spread its fertilizing influences far and wide in
Lancashire and Yorkshire. These, and a fine
suceession of orchestral conductors and enter-
prizing impresarios, have all contributed much
to prepare the ground. There now exists both
an extensive and constantly growing apprecia-
tive public and a large and efficiently managed
orchestra. These two essentials may exist else-
where, but hardly to the same degree. One
thing is certain, that if Sir Thomas Beecham
(Lancastrian though he be) thought there was
to be found in the Midlands or still further
North a field that offered prospects of a finer
and better harvest for the operatic seed shortly
to be sowed, he would not risk his first erop
here. But it is of the essence of his scheme to
establish later similar centres elsewhere, and
eventually to link them up and thus fulfil the
“national’”’ part of the project. Somewhere
the Manchester authorities will find a suitable
site, one may hazard such an opinion in ad-
vanee; the crucial points are more likely to be
found in the question of ultimate control, when
the probationary period under Sir Thomas 's
direct guidance has been completed and the
time appears ripe for the concern to be trans-
ferred to some local authority. Critical dis-

“ eussion is sure to centre round two important®
details: (1) the degree of probability that the
opera-loving tendencies so manifest to-day are
likely to endure; (2) the most desirable form
and extent of municipal control when the time
arrives for this to be undertaken.

n

'~ When Buying Books,
Remember Personality

AS it ever occurred to you that nothing
else in the way of a/gift reveals person-
ality as does a book ? says Esther Matson,

in a delightful little discussion about Christmas
gifts in the ‘‘ Outlook.”” It is almost impossible
to choose a book and yet be utterly impersonal
about it. Unconsciously the characteristics of
an individual will come out in the making of
his choice. If there is any truth in the old
adage, ‘“Tell me what you eat and I will tell
you what you are,”’ there is surely truth in its
paraphrase, ‘‘Tell me what books you pick out
and I will tell you what you are.”’

But here there is a kind of double action. For
the giver of a book does not merely reveal his
own personality. He also suggests’ yours. In
selecting what he thinks will please you he in-
dicates his conception of your individuality.
He takes account of the likes and dislikes, of
the fondnesses and the passions, which are the
outer fringes of your self. And here, by the by,
comes in the chance to pay you the subtlest

. kind of compliment. You cannot help but be
gratified thus to have a mirror held up before
you in such flattering wise. Perhaps the gift is
a rattling good yarn. The implication is that
you have a normal, common-sensical appetite.
Perhaps it is a book of travels. That intimates
a knowledge of one of your tastes. Possibly it
is a philosophic tome. - Now philosophy hap-

“ pens to be one of the predileetions you pride -

yourself on. Or again the gift may prove to

-have et this mornin’?’

“came here to get advice as to a divorce, not to he

finds s be a-volume of essays, or else a bit of verse.Tn  mybusband-abusedt™ .

either case there will be a pretty suggestion of
belief that it will find in you a responsive vein.
We know how pleasant it is in some strange
city to meet some friend of a friend. Now it
seems to me that to receive the gift of a book &
is a little like this. - It comes from the giver like
a letter of introduection, to the end of mutual =

friendship—as who should say : “‘I have found

this author’s mind entertaining, or gracious, or
large and ennobling; I wish you too to enjoy ¥
this same entertainment, to know this grace, or
this greatness and inspiration.’’ 3
I come now to that word of Thoreau’s about =
books. ‘‘A written word,’”’ wrote he, ‘‘is the ¥
choicest of relics. It is something at once more
intimate with us and more universal than any
other work of art. It is the work of art nearest %
to life itself.”’ :
®

Just to Read Aloud

A’ TOURLST walking along a quiet Irish country
road came upon two men fighting desperately
and rolling in the dust of the wayside. The upper
man was pummelling the under man mercilessly, and
the spectator thought he ought to interfere. “I say, =
old chap,” he began expostulating, “it’s not playing
the game to hit a man when he’s down, you know.” =
The victor paused a moment and raised his head. §
“Faith,” said he, “an’ if ye knew all the trouble I had 3
getting him down ye wouldn’t be talkin’ like that.”
; » e
YSANDER, a farm hand that Everybody’s tells ¥
about, was recounting his troubles to a meigh-
bor. Among other things, he said that the wife of
the farmer who employed him was “too close for any =
use”” “This very morning,” said he; “she asked me, &
‘Liysander, do you know how many pancakes you
I said, ‘No, ma’am, I ain’t
had no occasion to count ’em.’ ‘Well’ says she,
‘that last one was the twenty-sixth’ And it made
me so mad I jest got up from the table and went
to work without my breakfast!”

®

N the new brakeman’s first run there was a very

steep grade. The engineer always had more or
less trouble to get up this grade, but this time he
came near sticking altogether. Eventually, however,® &
he reached the top. Looking out of the cab, the engi- &
neer saw the new bra,kema‘n and said, with a sigh %
of relief: ‘“We had a hard job getting up, _d,idn't :
we?’ “We sure did,” assented the new brakeman, §
“and if 1 hadn’t put on the brake we’d have'slipped .
back.” -

i

” 2
WOMAN who thought she was a singer was &
walking through a building where some work- 28
men had left some pitch in such a position that she
swept her dress against it, and, of course, soiled
the dress. “Oh, what shall I do to get it off?” she e
said to her woman friend. “Why don’t you sing to
it?” said her friend. “Why, what good would that
d07” said the singer. “You always get off the pitch
when you sing.” %

-

NDREW, a sweet-voiced Cockney chap, was
A chosen to sing in a London slum concert and
obliged with “Kathleen Mavourneen.” His enuncia-
tion of one line, “The 'orn of the 'unter is ’eard on
the *ill,” jarred very much on the nerves of one.many
who mentioned that Andrew really ought to put 2
few “aitches” in now and then. “Garn!” said Andy,
‘eyeing him with pity, “don’t show yer ignorance— .
don’t yer know there ain’t no H in music? It only %
goes up to G!” : : j

" . ; ’v;

N attorney was consulted by a woman desirous

of bringing action against her husband for #
divorce. - She related a harrowing tale of the ill-
treatmant she had received at his hands. 8o i
pressive was her recital that the lawyer, for a mo-
ment, was startled out of his usual professional
composure; “From what you say this man must be
a brute of the worst type!” he exclaimed. The &
plicant for divorce arose and, with severe digni
announced: “Sir, I shall consult another lawyer.




ring the joy bells? No:that may
come later. Just now we feel other-
wise—very much otherwise.

. C HRISTMAS is coming. Shall we

I scowl We scowl
Thou scowlest Ye or you scowl
‘He scowls They scowl.

I scowl because I have to write a Christmas
Page. Indeed, there should have been a regular

hristmas number of this paper—you know
the kind of thing, all the magazines have done
I since your ecarliest infaney! There should
be a 3-eolor picture of smiling children and
hO!IY; on the cover, a page devoted to the very
dainty anq utterly useless articles that can be
made out of ribbon, ditto out of handkerchiefs.
There should be a list of suitable suggestions
for Christmas gifts not of home manufacture,

and in this the editor should co-operate with

the advertising department. He may add a
€W suggestions of his own, and these vary
according to the tastes and incomes that the
edltoxj of the publication attributes to his
teaders. If he visualizes you reading it in your
farpet slippers around the kitchen stove, he
ay Suggest: For Mother, a shawl; for Daugh-
ter, a pair of gloves; for Son, a top. If, on
the other hand, he imagines the butler handing
1t to you on a silver salver, he may snggest a
H8mond tiara and a touring car.

f course these are mere samples. There are
USually 63 articles deemed suitable as Christmas
iy for Mother and Daughter, but poor

athel’-.comes at the end of the list with little
ut a Pipe and a pair of suspenders.
thy oatn}g over the things you might get .in
o hristmas list- and checking- over -the
mpler articles that you might give, .you: are
-overlook the Christmas stories, but-don’t.
T €Y are sure to remind you of happier years.
theeli? 18 ?-IWays one about a snow-bound train,
old 1itle’ golden-haired child and the grouchy
i lpﬂssengep who turns out to be a long-lost
¢ and miraculously develops the Real
Ch:;:ttmas Spirit. /Then there is one about a
et 23 tree where a sharp contrast is drawn
aint een the rlc}_l little girl and the poor little
e and there is sure to be an article about
s d§00d old days or about Christmas in other
Write. .fThat 1S the one we would prefer to
lang ’V;h We could choose some nice, peaceful
and eere none of our readers have ever been

- them ,;:ﬁ they have no relatives who write to

i)
Whﬁl Writing about the Christmas spirit now

& eVer one i . 5 :
. the .yone is talking volubly either about
= : lectmn?, or the war—well, it can’t be done
of the “onvineingly, at least. So the readers

Courier i
suggesﬁons must seek elsewhere for their

Sasily f

; for Christmas decorations. I could

Ty page with some helpful hints for
a Christmas party—but I
won’t. T merely scowl,

THOU seowlest,

"too. Why
thou doest so is
_best known to thy-
self, but money, or the
absence of it, is sure
to play a part in thy
scowl.

O

\

HE scowls for ob-

vious = reasonms.
He is the Provider of
the family. The
Father, whose name,
at the bottom of the
list of Christmas sug-
gestions, is coupled

ANTICIPA

By

€0 we could ramble on unechecked. ;
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»"T"WAS the week before Christmas, and all
through the house

The folk were too thrifty to harbor a mouse.

'"Twas the week before Christmas (now, please
do not sigh; . ;

I know you're not ready yet—neither am ‘i1)

The stockings were waiting en masse to be

- mended, : :

While Mother, the patriot, meetings attended.

The cook in the kitchen was trying to make

An eggless and milkless and butterless cake—

The menu would not be especially good

in deference to the Controller of-Food.

The shopping was somewhat delayed in its
@action,

Till Father had finished his war loan sub.
traction.

The holly was dry and the mistietoe yeliow,

The evergreen wreaths were quite crumbly and
mellow, :

The turkeys were tough—indeed, nothing was
nice,

If you couldn’t afford an exorbitant price! . . .

Oh, really, this story is getting too sad—

| declare | can't finish it—so let’s be glad! =
Let’'s smile like real heroes and try to be gay
For it's but once a year-=we are thankful to say.

with the present of a pipe or a pair of: sus-
penders. . It is not because he minds _ your
giving him these presents. He can’t think of
anything he wants more. If he did he‘w.'op,ld
buy it for himself.- He is used to . receiving
books:-that- his daughters want to read, draw-
ing-room furniture that his wife fancies, fowl-
ing pieces that his son will permanently borrow.
It.is not so much the getting that-he dreads as
the giving, in spite of the popular bt}hef that
it is more blessed to give than to receive. But
whether he gives or whether he gets it is apt to
be Father who, directly or indirectly foots
the bill. ; : .
So that is why He scowls.

WE scowl—you know we do, the week before
Christmas! Wait till Christmas eve and
we will achieve a smiling countenance, but just
now, at the mention of the proximity of Christ-
mas, We scowl.
YE or you scowl,
also, for various
reasons.  You don’t
want to be stingy,
bot: .2 . It you
only knew whether!
she was going to give
you something!
People = say  they
aren’t - giving pre-
sents this year and
then, when it is too
late to retaliate, you
are apt to find. . . .
Even toys are dread-
fully expensive, but
of course you mustn’t -
disappoint the chil-
dient ' . o Yon
can’t ask people to a
Christmas dinner and
feed them on beans,
but the prices. .. . .
And not only the
food, there’s the

Thlg‘expe‘rl‘eneed highway man' can extract money
from fathers more readily than th
| war loan canvassers.

e most eloguent .

4
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TING CHRISTMAS

K E R R decorations.

No, I don’t wonder
ye or you scowl.

THEY scowl—no, they don’t, not if ‘“they”’

are children. Quite the contrary! That’s
why we persist in keeping this silly old Christ-
mas festival. They don’t scowl!!

oW W

SANTA CLAUS, the children’s friend, is apt

to be regarded by the Father of the Family
as an elderly pirate, skilled in his trade, who
yearly robs him of all his spare cash and more,
also. - He is invariably successful, and it was
suggested to the canvassers for the Vietory
Loan, who preceded him in his' rounds, that
they should wear a disguise of white whiskers
and go about ‘in sleighs drawn by reindeer.
You may think you are not going to hand over
your cash to him this year. You may be quite
certain of it, but remember, there are seven
more shopping days before Christmas, sixty-
three more hours in which you can buy. I
have known people to hold out during the whole
62 and then dash down town on Christmas Eve
with a suit-case and buy lavishly. I have even
known them to go down early in the morning
of the day after Christmas and buy~ return
presents for those allotted them in the Christ-
mas exchange, and then basely pretend that

" they posted them the day before! The only

man who is really safe from the insinuating
wiles of Santa Claus is he who possesses neither

cash nor credit.  Even without either of those®

attributes, no woman is secure. She is quite
capable of removing the labels from her own
Christmas gifts as soon as they arrive “and
distributing them amongst her friends.” This is
redlly a very sensible proceeding, but one .is
apt to .get found out, for it is the eustom' in
some households to leave Christmas gifts out-
spread on the drawing-room - table, and ' if
Mabel, who has sent.you a pin-cushion, finds'the
s8me pin-cushionion Dora’s table, there is apt
to be trouble. ' = g
The moral drawn from these observations is
Be selfish! Only give things you want to give
to people you want to give them to, or don’t
give at all. If your gift does not please you,
it will hardly please the recipient. If.you do
not want to give him anything, the chances are
that he is equally loath to receive it from you.
In Christmas entertainments, too, be selfish.
Nffer food only to those to whom you wish to
give it to. Do not share your Christmas board
with friends or relatives you do not like ; the
chances are that they do mot care for you, and
you know the quotation that begins: ‘‘Better a
dinner of herbs where loveis . * .””
(Concluded on page 26.)
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FURTHER REMARKSon$2.20 WHEA'I

Seventh of a Series of Articles on the Limits and Possibilities of Price and Food Control

last week’s issue of the Courier seem to

me to reveal a certain misunderstanding

in regard to the whole question of $2.20
wheat, as well as a misreading of certain re-
marks of my own thereon. I am therefore
breaking the order of these articles in order to
return to this subject. It is in any case im-
portant enough to deserve the fullest con-
sideration.

In the first place we should remember that
the price of Canadian wheat is not really fixed
in Canada at all. The price of wheat is not,
in any real sense, within the power of a Cana-
*dian Grain Commission or the Canadian Food
Controller. In normal times the price is de-
termined in the greatest wheat market in the
world, that of Liverpool, whither the surplus of
(‘anada and the States, of Australia and India,
of Russia and the Argentine, used to flow.
Wthen war confounded the market systems of
the world, when the surplus of India and Aus-
tralia became less available through shortage
of shipping while those of Russia and Roumania
were cut off altogether, the exportable wheat
of North America assumed an importance
hitherto unknown. It had previously been
rather less than a third of the total wheat ex-
port, Russia alone having in the years imme-
diately before the war exported on the average
far more than Canada and the States combined.
But the export wheat of North America now
meant everything to the allies and the allied
cause. Its distribution in the present, its in-
crease in the future, became a profound con-
cern. So the central wheat market shifted to
Ameriea. At Chicago and Minneapolis, more
than at Liverpool, the price of wheat was now
determined, while Winnipeg and Fort William
reflected, rather than controlled, the priees
obtaining at the former centres.

Now observe how prices rose. Observe how
all the time it was the urgency of the buyers
which explained the rise. The year 1915
brought unparalleled harvests, and yet the price
of wheat, No. 1, Northern, rose from 89c in
July, 1914, t0’$1.40 in July, 1915. But 1916 was
in the matter of harvests as in other regards,
a year of gloom. Prices went up and up, from
$1.11 for No. 1 Northern (Winnipeg) in July,
1916, to $1.91 in December. Conditions grew
worse still in 1917. It began with a failure
of the crops in Argentina, Australia, and other
Southern Hemisphere lands. Later it appeared
that the Canadian and American crops would
be distinetly below the normal, while the re-
ports from England and Franee were dis-
couraging. Besides, there were heavy losses
through submarines, and there were new re-
quirements by the States in view of its entry
into the war. The shortage was serious in 1916,
it became grave in 1917. And as the urgency
of the buyers increased, ag their competition
grew more fierce, the price of wheat went ever
upward, until in May No. 1 Northern touched
43 at Winnipeg, and Red Winter Wheat No. 2
touched $3.45 at Chicago. :

This was due simply to uncontrolled buying,
to feverish buying. It was not due to the in-
creased cost of producing wheat. The farmer
had, direetly or indirectly, practically nothing
to do with it. He merely profited by market
conditions beyond his control, just as in the
past he had often suffered from market con-
ditions beyond his eontrol.

The alarming rise and the violent fluetnations
of price led to drastic measures. Price control
was initiated in Canada and in the States. In
the States, at the end of Augnst, the Garfield
committee brought forward its recommenda-
tion, that for the 1917 wheat crop a basie price
should be fixed, to wit, $2.20 for No. 1 Northern
spring wheat at Chicago, the prices for other
grades and places being determined by this

ES OME comments and correspondence in

.the allied consumers.

By PROF. R. M. MaclIVER

standard. The committee declared it had two
objeets in view, ‘‘the need of encouraging the
producer’’ and ‘‘the necessity of reducing the
cost of living to the consumer.”’ It spoke also
of the dependence of the allies on American
wheat.

Here are three different interests, those of
the American producer, the American econ-
sumer, and the allied peoples; and they are
far from being identical. Here, indeed, is the
whole question. In whose interest, primarily,

.was $2.20 wheat established? It eould not have

been that of the producer, for he was receiving
more at the time of fixation. Most assuredly
Food Commissions and Food Control Depart-
ments were not appointed in 1917 because the
interest of the farmer was in jeopardy. The
wheat producer was at that time less in need
of encouragement to go on and do his best than
ever before in all his chequered career. That
strange double appeal of patriotism and profit
was ringing in his ears.

Wheat at $2.20 was primarily an attempt to
reconcile the interests of the American and
It was a difficult task,
and the solution offered was helpful if not
adequate. I do not thimk it was adequate, for
the reasons suggested in a previous artiecle. The
committee fixed the price once for all for the
whole season’s crop. Necessarily that price was
high above the price of any normal year. Once
made, it was unalterable. Many things might
happen during so eventful a year, but the
price must stay. It might be that the time of
fixation would prove to be also the time when
the purchasing power of the dollar was lowest.
If so, would not a rigidly fixed price help to
keep it down? And how did it affect the cause
which we have seen to be responsible for the
rise, the urgency of the buyers? Once wheat
was fixed at $2.20 that urgency could not reflect
itself in prices any more. It showed itself,
instead, in the demand to have priority in buy-
ing at the determined price. In other words,
allocation of the supply was necessary. The
hitherto competing allied buyers had to be
brought together into a board, with the co-

operation of the American and Canadian gov-
ernments, and their shares allotted not by com-
petition, but in the light of their respective
needs. ' Sueh a board, once it was established,
would have itself prevented the wild scramble
which sent prices soaring. Such a board was

the first necessity, for if it had been established =

first, it would not have been necessary to have
fixed the price once and for all. A flexible
instead of a rigid control might have hbeen
attained, for the board would be permanent
master of the changing situation, and I have -
already pointed out the advantages of such a
method. ‘
To fix prices once and for all is like lashing
the rudder in a certain direction. To entrust
control to a permanent commission, controlling
distribution as well as price, and able to modify
both at need, is like holding the rudder in a
strong guiding hand. And we know which of =

the two ways is better in a storm.

A CERTAIN English foreman in one of the Ken-
sington textile-factories is in the habit of hav-

ing an apprentice heat his luncheon” for him. The

other day he called a new apprentice. 4

“Go down-stairs and ’eat up my lunch £ ¥ me,” or-
dered the foreman.

The boy—a typical young American, _jth no
knowledge of cockney English—obeyed with alacrity.
He was hungry. _

Ten minutes later the foreman came down.
also was hungry.

“Where’s my lunch?”’ he demanded.

The boy gazed at him in amazement.

“You told me to eat it up—and T ate it,” he stated.

He

“I didn’t tell you to heat it up!” roared the irate &

foreman. I told you to ’eat it up.” :
“Well, I didn’t heat it up,” maintained the young- -
ster, stoutly. “I ate it cold.”—Youth’s Companion. .
L 3 :

A HUMANE society had secured a show window
and filled it with attractive pictures of wild &
animals in their native haunts. A placard in the
middle of the exhibit read: “We were skinned to =
provide women with fashionable furs.” A man paus-
ed before the window and his harassed expregssion
for a moment gave place to one of sympathy. <1
know just how you feel, old tops,” he muttered. “So =
was 1.”

A SHOT FOR FREEDOM AND A SHOT FOR THE POCKET

With Special Reference to the Fact that Several Hundred Thousand People Have Gone ;
Down Into Present or Prospective Pockets to get $400,000,000 to Lend the Government




creating work for men but he was bringing good
workers into the country; building houses for
) them in the suburbs by the hundred, model gar-
i den plots and improved homes.: At the same time
) ‘hg was working on education, on hospitals, on
hO‘mes for destitute and fallen women, on church
n.llssions-heaven only knew where he got the
tl}ile and the energy for so many. things outside
his business, but he was surely a remarkable man
and a great buildey for a new country to have.
In the Clarion Henry Markham was constantly
Tepresented as the dragon that was trying to
80rge labor; as the enormous parasite that was
fattening on society and the sacrifices of other
Deople; as the whole impersonation of anti-Christ
I the community, Poundem attended to the lurid
d‘Lft'.ai]s of this campaign. Hoag furnished the ma-
terial and wrote his Saturday column about the
Unseen, the forces of the other world that lies
about all men, the world of beauty and of soul
and of phantoms; much of it beyond proof but
: ‘30n.taining letter after letter from obscure people
telling how they had begun to work these things
Out for themselves in visions and dreams and

:(;13?4’ Ways not included in a day’s work at a, fac-
Y.
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Mrs. Bartop’s Day Dream

RS. BARTOP, landlady, was not informed
of Mr. Hoag’s change of fortunes. ' She

knew he had left Markhams, but not the

of a reason why. She wanted to find
e I\:’rs.kBartop had been dusting Mr. Hoag’s
. n;)o S long enough to feel sure that he

S (35;1 of mystery. And she had been read-
: i ﬁarion. She put two and two together
W e g Ve: Whep she surmised that Mr. Hoag
S utcting the column. She did not want

day’ o rgn 10 Suspect that she knew, so on a Sun-
e ng when Mr. Hoag 'was still in his
“I8-8own she lingered about his books and

- Bhost
outss
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(Continued from Page 15.)

said as she sat down:

“Doesn’t it beat all what queer experiences
some people have when they don’t have anything
to do with them?”

He coughed and wished she would go to
church, -

“I'm sure you have a great
dreams, Mr. Hoag.”

“Are you?”

“And I have them meself.”

“Oh, 1 daresay.”

“And I notice that somebody in the Clarion has
a good bit to say about dreams, and visions, and
all like o’ that. Have you read that column, Mr.
Hoag?” ;

“Y—yes, occasionally.”

many strange

e
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“Don’t some woman write it?”

‘“Oh, I don’t know. Maybe.”

“I had a dream—a day-dream ‘'twas too.”

“I see. Anything peculiar about that?”

“And if I hadn’t been reading the papers, Mr.
Hoag, I'd never have known it was so peculiar,”
went on Mrs. Bartop. “I saw just the other day,
right in this room as I turned—right over that
bookshelf, sir, as plain as day, a poor wan woman
and a baby—going down street she was on a
stormy night as it seemed, when a gentleman
meets her and carries the baby home as the tower
bell strikes one.”

Mrs. Bartop paused to note the effect.

“Strikes one, Mr. Hoag. Anything peculiar
about that now?”

“I'm sure there maybe,”
ously.

“Yes, as I says to myself—if it had struck
two, the newspaper yesterday would, have told
the death of both o’ them. But as ’twas, Mr.
Hoag—as the Clarion said-—only the poor mother:
died of exposure. The poor thﬁig! A clean-up
woman. at Markhams she was. And I was think-
ing that if Mr. Markham that’s doing so many.
things for the poor -and the orphans and the sick,
could have known about it—the poor thing might
have been saved. But as sure as I'm here, I saw
that woman and her baby, right in this room,
right over that chair you sit in so much—at just
about a stroke of the clock past the minute she
died, poor thing!”

Mrs. Bartop did not see his face. She ‘was
looking at his shadow, that reached up the wall
like a ghost.

“And I was wondering, Mr, Hoag, if I was to
get you to write a letter to that man that writes
the dream things in the Clarion—if he mightn’t
be able to tell an ignorant body liker me—just
how it was that in this very room, over your
chair, I sees the phantom of that woman almost
the minute she died.”

~ (To be continued.)

He coughed nerv-

; Seven Wagnerless Days a Week
- ] ¥ seems hard, but Gotham must face it. As to the Muck furore, the Evenin;g' Post says that Boston Symphony devotees
Wouldn't know blindfolded which of any three big orchestras was doing a piece. And England, it seems, is making no pianos.

the Canadian piano-makers aware—no

:;l::;t ‘t)hey are—that England has for a long
b een almost destitute of pianos. Eng-
the waa-\s,hewas like some other countries before
Planos or Preferred German pianos. No German
manmakerqung to Bngland now, and the English
g Dlargs . 4re up against an impossibility of mak-
Y6 begy Or themselves. Good-naturedly
ing “ﬁonsl; the habit of importing “parts,” includ-
- Addeq ¢, t;m Germany. These are cut off now.
»Brfitieh-mad' © shortage of labor, this makes the
evane- Diano almost non-est.
WD pianos lift England should be able to make her
of o Wel‘l-knowseems’ according to a correspondent
Centage of th % New York paper, ‘that a large per-
K i tme buyers would stil prefer pianos of the
Britigy, 'mﬂ’ke;s Some like the French type, and some
it V_.thhave catered to this; others have not.
OPeN marger : © war, there would seem to be an
Plangg, 2 England for other foreign makers
% d, : )
Soup d:xit?t?f-m’ sbrewdly enough, the U. S. cor-
to megt . “;ks the American piano will be able
08 for Enem:smd. If so, why not Canadian
Shoulg fap 8land?  Of couree, every country
is Country has - bossible nationalize its pianos.
; ‘Wgy_, ; I&ét a8 done so in g very unmistakable
- latiop hag & » 1o country /An the world of any popu-
Cgreater variety of sterling makers of
Canadnan-:’nade ia-. And on a population basis the
sh > Plano is at the top of the lot. If
i i not care for 100 per cent. of
doubtegq ;gn;,(\lis there any reason why the
e, Should pep ... OF Many of our Canadian

ik M',-g% 48 good a showing in that
asolute faqr
Squippeq

as g ‘ -
ny ot;he.Amezfioan makes? As a matter
5. e doubt if the United States is as

they -

" the making.of first-class planos in -

By THE MUSIC EDITOR

large numbers for export as Canada is. If we are
wrong- in this, we are open to correction from any
Canadian maker of pianos. If we are right—now is
the time for Canadian piano-builders to consider
whether or not they could do any share of the

‘British trade in pianos.

USIC and Mars are having a éeﬁous time in

New York and other flag-kindred places. No :
New York is just awakening to the-

wonder,
fact that the Metropolitan Opera House has for years
been a hotdbed of nationalisms. Nothing expresses
nationality more vividly than certain kinds of music.
With all due respect to W. J. Henderson in The Sun
and to Wagnerites in Canada, we contend that the
late Dick Wagner was in his day a more potent
creator of modern German. sentiment than Dick
Strauss will ever be. Wagner, says Mr. Henderson,
in his recent article deploring yet justifying the
banishment of German music from the stage over
there, was a rebel and a refugee from his own
country. All very well, but e, more than all other
artists of any sort combined, has immortalized the
demigod, superman idea in Germany as expressed
by such as Siegfried and his whole tribe of wonder-
workers en route to Valhalla. The ban on Wagner
ought to be absolute—except where that great Colos-
sus expressed absolute music or music divorced from
the deification of Germans as superior to other peo-
ple. I am as crazy about Wagner's music as most
people. My first hearing of Wagner, a whole even-
ing of him in 1895, with Anton Scill at the baton,

put me into a miraculously new world of sensation

and magic. T can get up and scream any day at
the astounding beauty and power of Wagner’s best

o
)

stuff, and I can deprecate his drivel-—because
some of the time Wagner was teaching, especially
in such luqubrious wordings as a great part of Sieg-
fried. But I am willing to have seven Wagnerléss
days a week from now on, until such time as Ger-
many is a sane country.

Mr. Henderson feels much the same way, but re-
grets it. He recalls the fact that several German
singers in the Metropolitan held a celebration over
the Lusitania, and notes with glee that said singers
have since been put on the boycott list. So the big
Broadway Opera House that used to be directed
part of the time from Berlin, has to get along mow
with French, Italian and RusSian operas. Now the
Russian is on the doubtful list. Boris Gudonoff may
go over to the Bolshevikis’ any day—we hope not.

But what would be the sense of boycotting Beet-
hoven, Mozart, Hayden, Bach? None. These men
had nothing to do with modern Germany in any way,
shape or manner. They are—just music.

But my! how the N. Y. Evening Post does go
after the Boston Symphony! Likewise the Boston
worshippers in Carnegie Hall. To this audience hé
says:—-“Everything this orchestra, or its conductor,
does is absolutely above criticism. Probably ninety-
five of every hundred of these good and honest folks,
if blindfolded or placed behind a screen, could not,
to save their lives, tell whether this particular or-
chestra was playing or the New York Philharmonic
or Symphony, or the Philadelphia or Chicago orches-
tra; vet to hear their pharisaical or adulatory talk
one would think that Boston alone provided us with
the real thing, everything else in the country being
second or third rate. The Boston orchestra certain-
ly is first rate, and D». Muck is an admirable con-
ductor in many waye; yet he was known in Berlin
as ‘the metronome,’ and his programmes are certain-

ly far _!rom being models.
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ITHIN driving distance of the eity of
‘;‘/ Toronto are - farms which can be
bought for‘less than it cost to put
up, the buildings, eclear, drain and

fence the land.

In other weords: arable lands not thirty miles
from the niarket of a half million Canadian
people, can be purchased for nothing—pro-
vided the buyer is willing to pay back a part
of the capital invested in the man-made im-
provements. |

Yet, we are wont to say that agriculture is
the backbone of Canada! And so it is. Thus,
the relentlessness of logic brings us to the sad
conclusion that something is seriously wrong
with Canada’s spinal column.

Within the ten years covered by the last
eensus, Ontario’s urban pépulation inereased
by 400 thousand, and Ontario’s rural popula-
tion decreased by 40 thousand. A vast army
of new consumers, vaster than all Canada’s
army owerseas, ‘?nd 40 thousand fewer pro-
ducers to feed it!

And the people are asking why there is not
enough food to go around, at the old time
prices! f

Since the war there has been a further
coursing towards the depletion of the land.
Don’t turn to the enlistment figures of the
rural battalions to find its volume, for they tell
only part of the story. From a farm I know
well, five men have gone overseas; and each
man enlisted in Toronto. From rural Ontario
and even from the far West, men were drawn
to the city of bands, white lights, theatres,
erowded streets, and prodigal entertainments
during the days of active recruiting. The To-
ronto press, ever prone to comparisons,
measured loyalty by the nunibers of enlist-
ments, and boasted of the super-loyalty of the
Queen City. Like the Pharisee of old, Toronto
gloated in her righteousness. ;

And there were men who left the farm for
the city—and did not enlist—men who, un-
skilled in mechanies, found in the munition
factories a pay for an eight-hour day’s work,
greater than a hundred-acre farm with all its
capital investment could produce.

Left to himself, the farmer bent his tired
back still lower and strove to maintain the food
supply. That he has succeeded so well, is a

AN 4
HEN James Whitcomb Riley was
praised as the man who had
introduced the real child into Ameri-
can. literature, he remarked, “I have
only been trying to do the little fellow
simiplest, purest justice.” Writing to
an old friend, notes Edmund H, Eitel
in Harper’'s Magazine, Riley once
said; “The letters from delighted fa-
thers amd mothers, and even tl.xe

pencil-printed ones from “the lovely
little chaps themselves, all—all go to

make me one of the happiest, grate-
fulest of men—with never a child of
my own, and yet with a world of them
—thank /the Father of us all.”

On just one occasion he was drawn
into an intimate talk in which he
revealed . from. his vivid' memory of
the boy he used to be thie real secret
of his understanding of children.

“Phere is always beside me the lit-
tle boy I used to.be, and I can think
his thoughts, and live his hopes and
his tragedies now, just as much as I
could when I looked like him.

“We have great times together—
this little boy and T—and we are never
more intimate than -when some other
little child is near us. I have sat here
by the fire, or by somebody else’s fire,
and have seen a little, strange child :
- come into tle room when it seemed .

‘a8 it he must know Aow much alike

&

This brave n

old canvas,

As Arras-Lille despatches show,
Marking the trick, with artful grace,
Which cheats the Hun before his face—
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The STRAFERS

By 'MARK KETTS

marvel ; that he cannot continue, is a certainty.
For he cannot continue. - During the past three
years, produetion has been forced by means
which cannot be indefinitely extended. In the
West, wheat has been raised on stubble; and
in the East, corn has been grown on unhoed
fields. But the day of reckoning is at hand.
It is a law of nature that food eannot be pro-
duced without a bending of backs. Like Huns,
the weeds are invaders, destroying erops and
spreading destruction far and mea?, and like
Huns, they will yield only at the point of steel.

Yes, it is true: there is no permanent sue-
cess in farming without backaches. That is
the mdin reason for the trek from field to fac-
tory. - Greater comforts, shorter hours, more
remuneration with less manual effort : that tells
the story.

All the short euts to production have been
exhausted. The farmers of Canada have the
last word in mechanical implements, and pro-
duction still means manual labor and drudgery.
The hours have been lengthened their full
course—and then stretched to the breaking
point. And now the eight-hour-a-day con-
sumers are asking the fourteen-hour-a-day food
producers to hurry up and produce more food,
cheap food. The men who left the land, who
refuse to go back to the land, are strafing the
man who stayed on the land; they are de-
nouncing him in the columns of their press as
a profiteer.

Not many weeks agé, I ran into a mob on
the East-side streets of New York. Soap-box
orators were driving it towards- frenzy by
strafing the foodproducers—and they suc-
ceeded. The mob upset hucksters’ carts and
broke plate-glass windows, and the soap-box
orators went home, doubtless satisfied that they
had done a good day’s work.

But these things did not lower the price of

TS RIGHT HERE SOMEWHERE
IF IT HASNT VANISHED INTO
TN AR

%, ; &

T the g€ hal.

et |
—/,1,/ 7, T s

o

ew word runs to and fro,

Just camoufiage,
painted with a throw. :

Placards obscure the hustings. Row
On row they flash—each flash a biow
For King—or whom? God, we could
. trace ;
v Thy.gulding hand when passions flow -
- - O'er Canada, should men forego
~Base, camouflage.

B §

The art of camouflage is
tharoughly understood by
._!-'rénk 'Klpg'_ in (‘;art.ovons‘ Vl‘w‘ac‘:a:zlnfe."

Hear pseudo-statesmen all agiow;
With patriot-phrase their plans o'erflow;
Mere platitudes and common-place:

food. And nothing will lower it, except more
food. A few miles away, over on the Long | =
Island side, was a vast area of untilled land S
that would have produced food if the soap-box I ¢ °
orators and the mob had bent their backs in itsT
cultivation. 3

In Toronto, John R. Robertson, of-the ‘‘ Tele- &
gram,’’ and Joseph E. Atkinson, of the ‘‘Star,”’ (§
are raising a hue and ery against the farmer. &
By combine, they gather their news, by com- &
bine they regulate their advertising rates, an_d !
by combine they raised the sale price of their 3
produet one hundred per cent., and with un- &
blushing inconsisteney demand that the far- %
mers’ product shall be cheapened by govern- &
ment regulation. The farmer’s pay for his &
fourteen hours a day toil diminished.

The soap-box orators of New York, and
Messrs. Robertson and Atkinson, of Toronto, S
are not alone in seeking to turn eity against S8
country. In England there are men avho strafe S§
the food-producers. Of them, Lloyd George ¥
said, the other day:

1 need hardly say, not only have I no sym-

pathy with this abuse which has.been poured E,

upon the farmer, but I deprecate’ it in the

strongest possible manner. It is mischievous =
to the last degree, and it is not true. After ;
all, these people who  have been delivering ¥

these ill-considered and pernicious attacks do F

not realize the precariousness of the farmer’s

business. o

The charges of profiteering levelled against =
the farmers, these wanton attacks upon men
who, with heavy capital investments, are
laboring at remuneration which is less than
the current hourly wages of the city unskilled |
laborer, are, in the opinion of Britain’s Pre-
mier, ‘“mischievous,”’ ‘‘ill-conditioned,”” and
‘‘pernicious.”’ E

More than that, they are futile. ‘‘There 15, =
no arbitrary Law of Supply and Demand!’ §

i

As well might they have said there is no Law &

. of Gravity. Capital and labor are liquid—save

under slavery—and they move to the place of
most remunerative employment. And so long'
as greater profits and higher wages are to bé
made in the city, the price of food will con- £
tinue to advance. Once upon a time old King |

Canpte said the laws of nature should be
broken at his command. From his gilded &
throne chair he strafed the waves and bade ¥
them desist, but—— -8

A
with him. But I never did go to him |
right away, or call him to me. Whyfb
Because the little boy I used to b® &
was at my elbow, and I remembered
very well how he used to like to hav
people treat him. Was it the peopl
who made an affectionate rush av
him and caught him wp and covered
him with kisses who won his heart!
No, it was the people whose hearts B
thought he had won.

“So with this little, strange chil
in the room, I would sit still and pr
tend to be talking with the grown-u
people. But I never ceased to D
conscious of him for a minute—onl
1 wouldn’t have let him know th#

. for the world. I wooed him instea
- ag subtly - as. ever lover 'wooed
~ sweetheart—and, when you conside!
it, a Tover woos as if his sweetheal
were a child, under-valuing what
too easily won, and ‘overestimati
what is hard to possess. e
I would hold out my hand to the chil€
with all the absent-mindedness
could muster, and I would keep ¢
talking. The little, strange chil¢
would watch like a little, shy rabbi
and come a little nearer, and a 1itt!
nearer, and finally he would be stan®
ing with my arin around him, and
~ the ‘while I ‘would ‘be talkingto sl
“one else, and not ‘seeming to pay B

- the slightest attention.”

e
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,e;ffﬁ‘i‘BARBARITIEs OF A BARBER

A Close Shave for a Humoresque

“PJ EXT!” 1 awoke with a start.
Only a finished actor can wake
5 With a finish, and as I am not an actor
‘Bor  am I finished, I employed the
above mentioned start. . My first im-
Pression was that I had been asleep.
80 it had all been a dream! Those
daring deeds, those doughy dumplings,
those dainty damsels, those desperate
3 da_chshunds%u bad faded into the
e n;lstsv-ot unreality under the sharp in-
: flexible tone of the barber’s
“Next!”

It sounded again, so I opened my
€yes, closed them again to yawn, and
then 8azing around on the assembled
multitude, discovered that I was first

_ In the line, I arose, folded my paper
and removed my hat. I took out my
Banky and rubbed the dust off my
Patent leather shoes. I was just com-

- Mencing to smooth my hair in front
of the glass when the next man in the
TOW said something abofit being in a
hurry, so I suggested that he assist
ma by unbuttoning my collar at the
back. He sat down again and I did it
myself, after removing my tie—it was

* %le my wife had given me, and I hop-
ed somebody might take it by mis-
take. I plew my nose, settled my

- 8lasses, shook hands with the barber

-80d took my place in the operating

. Chajr,

.. “Hair cut?” remarked the exponent
<. O the tonsorial, and capillary arts.

: ,“NOJV'," I replied, “I simply dropped in

5 :?-‘.i’,hat for a whiAl)e and'h.ave the main-
- SPring of my watch straightened.”

i 5 Having had g s-hﬁa;ve only two weeks

» ..:f:;( !rcquldf afford-to be facetious. He
'1711;'1'{' fom a hook on the wall a dark-
N e rag thing with light
. ‘wi,t)f('?i;,.‘and ._tied me up in a bundle
e DOking‘g qgupig of yards down
: my heck With ‘his fore-finger. I kept
i h:ind on my watch. He brushed
Heo rar iIl‘to my eyes and then began.
v"v‘*'fhe 'ba:k an ice-cold lawn mower up
°i>eratj - of my neck, against the grain,
& ““Nice D€ a weed puller as he went.
'~'»/"Aert; l;lWea.tlu-yr-,.ﬂ he .remarked, to d‘i-
? ‘]’mﬁ“;‘amen't'mn.u “Looks like rain,”
e, » Just:to be: contradictory; and

~°Burried on his harvesting,

. “‘tt‘);l ;:;‘;“ here' make a short digression
g wrm a 'lppg-sﬁﬁferm;é'publéc that

H Wn:s ‘ﬂ}e only remark ‘he made.
; .:vb’ews'm nqt oneg of "thé“garru‘laus.\bgr-
oo tradition. THey oceur only in
ton. . Tories, ‘and this is'not a comic
: 1t is a veracious, loquacious,
: '?ﬁtten'i‘:,:(;w‘ gracious! narrative,
4 *ﬂ?fhe‘-;sole object of bring:
Ry betm-'s beg ‘pardon; author’s
| ‘.fﬁresua O?e the public.' Should the
 Damg gg JUPHC see the aforesaid
e ";t'or €0 enough, they may come to
i St 0T B and then alf up-to-date liter-
o Shops will have to keep same in
o EBB“§~“Revenons a nos mou-
Whicy our entente friends say, and

a-bag Mmeans ' “To - return to our

black

oy

v

hfﬁ n!;:»: by this time taken in his
 Stanteq M:r out of the rain, and had
i 611 with @ rake and shears.
el u’“ Clip— eclip— his fingers
dees - an b_'ah;’tretty fast clip— clip—
- Wayg dﬂ-h; i a barber’s scissors al-
: Meu 14V 10 100k sharp about their
and poy Plled my ears three
3 &f‘mﬂs no response, moved

® front. 1 got a good look

- The herr professor was
™A1 with long white tingers

i

By EDWARD CECIL JOSEPH

and a short white coat. I decided the
latter must have been clipped with the
lawn mower. And then I discovered
the reason why he had pinioned my
hands—he was afraid I might adopt
his massive gold watch chain. But he
needn’t have feared. . I had been to
Woolworth’s myself and had one just
like it.

No sooner had he climbed over to
the back again than a fly alighted on
a ticklish spot beside my nose. I
shook my head at him and the scis-
sors took a bite out of my ear. The
fly took a corresponding position the
other side of my nose. I winked at
him and he returned. the salute by
gaily waving his proboscis at me. I
blew at him out of the corner of my
mouth, but he seemed to enjoy the
breeze, merely nodding his head at me
occasionally as though to say, “I can
stand your cheek, but want none of
your lip,” and then he commenced to
carefully brush the dust off his wings
with his hind legs. I decided that he
was a badly brought up fly, and that I
should forget him/and think of some-
thing _else. I shut my eyes and
thought of my wife, and it occurred to
me how quickly she would swat that
fly if she were only here. I next
thought of last Sunday’s ball game,
and of how Sy Togg had caught that
last one on .the fly.
memo. I had made on the fly-sheet of
my " poeket hook,’' to remind me to
bring home some’ fly-paper. I thought
of the kites I used to fly when a boy,
and -of how the cook makes the but-
ter fly in the kitchen. But'just then a
bald-headed man: came-in, and the fly

flew. - : g

I thought of the .

The barber put away his instru-
ments of torture, and my hopes ran
high as he started to undo my nightie
at the back, but he simply shook it out
and replaced it. He also brushed the
crumbs from my hair down my neck
and swept my face. The rest of the
operation I know only from hearsay,
as it happened behind me, and I could
judge only by sound and feel. How-
ever, I imagined that he first washed
his hands with a soap shaker _and
dried them carefully on my hair, tak-
ing each finger of each hand collec-
tively and individually. Then he dip-
ped his hands in the butter dish ana
repeated the operation, finally using
some sort of goo that smelled like
Saturday night-at the movies. He dis-
interred the original comb and brush
that Noah used in the ark and smooth-
ed off the surface, constructing an irri-
gation canal on one side. He clipped
off three hairs which were marring
the landscape, and unshackled my
hands in order that I might reach my
purse. I yawned, scratched the spot
where the fly had been, rose, and gave
the dev—I mean barber his due. He

gave me in return a couple of taps

with Japheth’s whisk, afid I was free,
My wife knew I had been to the bar-

‘ber’s before 1 took off my hat, and

sniffed audibly. When she saw the ef-
fect, though, she evinced great ap-
proval, taking advantage of the oc-
casion to read me a little lecture

‘about always keeping my hair that

way. I love'my wife, and her slight-
est wish is my law, so I have taken
her words to heart. All this happen-
bd three weeks ago, and since then I
can truthfully say that neither brush

nor comib has disturbed the wond’rous :

symmetry of the barber’s creation.

"ONLY A FEW DAYS LEFT, JOHN

OHN BULL says he believes in
J peace by Christmas. In what was

quoted in this paper two weeks
ago from.the pen of John Bull, there
did not appear this—which was crowd-
B et it

As 1 -write, says .Mr. Bottom-

ley, the weather 'is improving
and unless we get another break I
expect by the time my words are read

VULGAR BRUTE.

“Excuse me, but you've got a
bit of fluff on your arm.”

“What the deuce d’ye mean,
sir? The lady’s my wife."—8y
ney Bulletin, A ’

that we shall be learning of renewed
activity in the West. Well, I am go-
ing to indulge in a little phantasy of
my own. Iam going to say that, given
a few weeks’ fine weather, it will all
be over by Christmas. I don’t mean
that the Peace Treaty will have been
signed, and all that sort of thing; but
I do mean that, for all practical pur-
poses, the war will be ended. I don’t
care whether Petrograd falls, or what

happens in the Near Hast. The war
began and will finish in the West—

and there the Hun is beaten to a fraz-
z1é. That may well be the reason for

the present -demonstration in the Rus-

sian area. The poor Kaiser must
make some show. But, meanwhile,
Haig will be putting the finishing
touches to the job in Ilanders. And
Austria will be making terms with
Italy. As I write, my mind goes back

.to that talk I had with Haig in his

private room at G. H. Q. He will
probably see these lines—for I found
John Bull all over the place. And re-
membering what he told me, and what
he showed me, and what has hap-

pened since, and what will probably ‘
be happening in a few days’ time, I

ask, in sporting parlance — “What
Price Peace By Christmas?” Fatuous
optimism, if you like—inresponsible
drivel—ridiculous nonsense, and so on.
Well, we will wait and see. In the

' meantime, once more—"What Price
Peace by Ohristmas?”

A PHONOGRAPH designed —not
adapted—to play ALL records.

A phonograph that does not restrict
your choice of records—made to
# play any record.

-,
¥ ALL PHONOGRARHS IN ONE: 43

Made by the renowned

Brunswick Balk Co lender Co. ]
of Canada, Limited

This all-record instrument prodices a sweet- 3
er, purer tone because of the white holly and  §
spruce sound chamber, built like a violin, :

But don't take our word for it. Let your
listen, ask &

own ears be the judge.

the price—then marvel. .‘
i There is a store near you listed below Go

there TONIGHT. 3

v.usical Merchandise Sales Co.
204-6 Excelsior Life Bldg.
Toronto

Stanley Piano Warerooms
Toronto B

Thémp.s Watkins, Limited
e Hami.ton P
~ Cross, Goulding & Skinner
AL Winji:‘ix?ol :

SHOULD BE WORN
BY LADIES

Constitutionally
women are much
‘more. .~ - delicately
constructed than
men, and their
bodies being of a
much finer texture
are “more suscep-
tible to . weather
changes. Jaeger
Pure Wool Under-
wear affords com-
plete protection in
all weather and at

all seasons.

A fully Illustrated
catalogue free on
application. .

For sale at Jaeger Stores and Agencles

throughout Canada. 5

DR.JAEGER 5*"*37 ¥oollenco. LIMITED
T M 1 Winnipeg

. British “founded 1883

FRANK S. WELSMAN
Planist.
Studio for Lessons at Toronto
Conservatory of Music.
Residence: 12 Walmer Road.’

STAMPS AND COINS.

PACEAGES free to collectors for 2 cents
“Siamps; cetalogue; hinges; fve
w » J 5 3

cents. We buy steamps. Marks Stamp
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INVESTMENT vs.
SPECULATION

“A high return should at once
excite suspicion in the mind of the
prospective investor.’”” — Financial
Post.

There are securnities  which
promise & high rate of interest and
the chance of an increase in value,
but for those dependent upon the
income from their investment, or
endeavoring to lay up money for
their old age they are too specula-
tive. With such, the Bonds of the
Canada Permanent Mortgage Cor-
poration are a favorite investment,
because they know that if they in-
vest $1000 in these Bonds they will
get the $1000 when it becomes due,
and that the interest upon it will
be promptly paid in the meantime.

These bonds may be obtained in
any sum from one hundred dollars
upward. They are, therefore, avail-
able for the investment of small
sumns.

CANADA PERMANENT
MORTGAGE CORPORATION

ESTABLISHED 1865.
Pald-up Capital and

Reserve Fund exceed
ELEVEN . MILLION DOLLARS
Toronto.

Toronto Street . - -

¢

Cawthra Mulock & Co.

Members of
Torente Stack Exchange

 Brokers

ad
Bankers

12 KING STREET EAST
TORONTO, CANADA

CABLE ADDRESS—CAWLOCK, TORONTO

NEW RECORDS

Results secured during the past
year re-affirm the position of the
Sun Life of Canada as the largest
life assurance organization of the
Dominion.

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

SUN LIFE ASSURANCE
OF ADA

HeEAaD OFF: ONTREAL

CANADIAN
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| Shepherding'()ur Dollars

By

IGURES, of courseé, never le,
F except by appointment. And

truth is sometimes stranger

than fiction. The cold mathe-
matics of the Victory Loan have made
commonplaces of the fictions that even
the biggest optimists invented.

Over $400,000,000 subscribed;

Over 600,000 subscribers;

Over $50 per head of population;

One-twelfth the size of the Second
Liberty Ioan when our_population is
less than one-thirteenth;

$1,000 invested for every Canadian
who has gone into khaki;

One investor to every 12 men, wo-
men and children.

Let the statisticians do,, the rest.

Here are facts and figures enough
to startle anybody. Where was the
money? Of course it hasn’t all come
to light yet. But it will. Some of it
is in other investments; some in
banks; some in postoffice savings;
some in economies to be effected; some
in things to be sold for cash—or its
equivalent. :

The huge national bank, operating
through all the bgnks and most of the
bond.- brokers, has diverted a huge
stream ‘of money that belongs to the

INVESTICUS

plain peoplg——into the mational bank.
The route to that Bank is via the
banks. ~Millions upon millions of
money that never expected to see the
inside of a bank have started bank-
wards.

What has become of the real estate
holes in the ground that used to swal-
low our money? Gone, along with the
stock speculator—who is never quite
gone, because he is sometimes neces-
sary. The money people had that
used to go into land, houses, stocks,
races, luxuries, pleasures, over-eating,

' wine and whisky—a lot of this has

gone into the National Bank.

This is a revolution. To be quite
candid, we never thought the country
could do it on such a colossal scale.

But, of course, it was more than 'a
gilt-edged investment. And it means
that this country must be prosperous
in spite of the cost of living. It means
that in the fourth year of war, when
we have-all been more or less econo-
mizing—have we?—we could do just a
little better than the United States
which has been at war only since last
April. - ' :

And Canada’s Victory Loan has
taught us quite a few things about
ourselves. e

A Bull on the Country

HEN you are taking stock of
what any country is worth
nowadays—and a .few of them

are bankrupt if not more—consider
the case of the United States. That
$5,000,000,000 Liberty Loan, twelve
times the size of our Victory Loan—
but no more than it should be at that
by population, 'or as much—is a mere
fraction of the wealth that has been
cataracting into the country since the.
war began. And in this breezy article,
Being a Bull on the Country, in Every
Week, Charles R. Brown very tensely
ghows what war prosperity means in
the United States.

In the first place, he says, let us
recall that for all practical purposes
we have, as a direct result of the war,
clearad off the huge debts that for
generations have been owing to credi-
tors in foreign countries. We have
been able to buy back the billions of
dollars’ worth of bonds and shares that
made possible the building of our rail-
roads in what then were wildernesses.
More than $5,000,000,000 worth of our

Branches : . Ottawa

Experienced Service for
Real Estate Owners

The proper management of Real Estate requires experience and
close attention. The Real Estate Department of this Corporation
is well equipped to give exceptional satisfaction to persons who
wish to place

management of their property in competent
hands. Owners of Western Real Estate can secure excellent serv-
ice through our Western Branches. :

% Interview or correspondence solicited.

TORONTO GENERAL TRUST

CORPORATION ;
Capital and Reserve, $3,350,000.00,

- HEAD OFFICE : 83 BAY STREET, TORONTO
Winnipeg

Saskatoon Vancouver

&

securities have been repurchased from
abroad; and the hundreds of millions
of dollars that formerly went over to
foreign holders in the form of divi-
dends and interest charges now are
distributed at home.

Not alone have we paid our debis,
but we have completely turned the
tables. We have lent our . former
creditors much more than we owed
them, and it is they who are now
paying interest to us on perhaps. $8,-
000,000,000, or, at an average of 5 per
cent., something like $400,000,000 a
year. Foreign governments, munieci-
palities, etc., borrowed from our in-
vestors, before our country participat-
ed in the war, fully $5,000,000,000.
Since then our Treasury has lent to
what are now our Allias substantially
another $3,000,000,000, and legislation
that already has been enacted provides
for $4,000,000,000 additional within the
fiscal year. 3 :

All this means just so’ much addi-
tional interest to American investors;
for our government sells its bonds or
notes to our own people in order to
obtain the funds it is lending our asso-
ciates in the war.

Since the war began, our imports of
gold, after deducting exports, show a
net balance in our favor of $1,881,724,-
000. We have to-day a very large pro-
portion of the world’s actual supply of
gold. Figures such as these are so
colossal as almost to baffle the ordin-
ary imagination.
the right side, they must be remem-
bered - at this the formal Thanksgiv-
ing season. !

Then again, all forms of our national -

life have found new impulse. Our
farmers have been favored with huge
crops: our factories, too, have been
making corresponding profits in which
labor has participated. Meanwhile we
are making such great progress in

-shipping.that we are assured of a lead-

ing place upon the seven seas, and are

But, as they are on’

ever improving our position as an ex-
porter of all classes of goods needed
abroad. ‘

The war has not changed fundamen-~
tals. Continue to be a “bull on the
country”; its resources as yet have
only been scratched. The war may be
regarded merely as a painful attack of
“growing pains” marking our national
entrance upon full development. Make
your money work on this basis.

NEW BOOK‘S<|

Neighborhood Stories

“OUR SQUARE AND THE PEOPLE
IN IT.”” By Samuel Hopkins
Adams. .
ETWEEN the two covers of ‘an
average novel almost any author

worthy the name can find space to de-

velop the complexities of his charac-
ters and complete his tale in the full-
ness thereof, so to speak. But how
- few there are who have mastered the
knack of intensifying incident, empha-
' sizing characteristics, and ravelling
. plot interest into the limitations of the
short story! Once in a while a good
short story gets into type, but it is
only once in a while and a long while
at that. Which makes it seam the

" more wonderful to find a whole book

full of good short stories by the one

author. Samuel Hopkins “ Adams
makes such an offering in “Our Square

and The People in It There is a

neighborly note about the very title

itself and the tales all have an inti-
mate quality which makes one wel-
" come the home-folksy feeling for his
characters which Mr. Adams inspires
by exercizing his peculiar ability to
enliven them in print. The number
of romances in the volume and the in-
tricacy of their problems and solu-
tions are remarkable. And binding
them all together with a kind of geo-
graphical connection is “Our Square,”
—Thos. Allen, $1.50..

®

Old Wine in New Bottles

“THE AMATEUR DIPLOMAT.” By
Hugh S. Eayrs and T. B. Costain.

A\ ONCE upon a time an imprudent Eu-

ropean princess rambled 'into a
moon-lit garden and met an impudené
adventurer. The adventurer was a

- most wonderful man, endowed with
second sight and every magical at-
tribute necessary to fit him for his
chosen career. He was a hero in a
mechanical novel—a conventional ro-
mance—and he needed all the magic
he could“lay his hands on to perform
his stunts. For instance, before the
royal lady lays her easy head upon his
padded shoulder, said hero must juggle
with her dynasty, run her foreign af-
fairs and ruin her domestic situation—
or gomething like that. ‘

But things like that are negligible
little incidents in the career of an ama-
teur diplomat, especially if his early

training has been confined to the rou- 4
tine beat of a Montreal newspaper re- .

porter. At least it all came easy to a
fellow called Fenton, who took a week-
end trip from Canada’s commercial
-metropolis to give Europe the once-
over by way of a little change. And
the way in which he did the thing is
_all set down—aecording to- the proper
formulae—in a book. There can be no
-doubt. about ; the. propriety of the for-
mulge.” . But- -all* formulae—and old
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time recipes for the matter of that—
are apt to get wrinkled with age and
stale from overuse.

The Amateur Diplomat, by Hugh S.
Eayrs and T. B. Costain, is a bright ef-
fort of the young men, one of whom is
. a former employee of the Canadian
Courier, the other the editor of Mac-
lean’s Magazine, in which the story
ran as a serial under the name of Hugh
S. Eayrs. The book is well-written,
does not pretend to be a novel, does
set out to be a romantic adventure
story of the sort which traces gene-
/| alogically back to the Prisoner of
Zenda via the Graustark route; and it
succeeds in baing readable, entertain-
ing and—not too amateur in the diplo-
macy of writing. As an example of col-
laboration in a good cause with plenty
of precedents to back it up, ¥t should
be read by many Canadians.-——Hodder
& Stoughton, $1.2’5‘.g

Sheer Romance
“ENCHANTED HEARTS.” By Dar-
ragh Aldrich. =
K course it is quite ridiculous to
< think, even for a moment, that
true princesses, fairy-godmothers and
princes in disguise, would really truly
come to lighten the dreariness of now-
a-days. The little people belong way
- back to a time, when fantasies were
fashionable and efficiency. rules had
not been formulated. Modern Cinder-
ellas don’t romance over ash-sifters
and a six-cylindered pumpkin wouldn’t
fit into the story anyway. .Yet (such
is the subtle spell which Darragh Ald-
rich has woven about the tale) the do-
‘Ings of a wistful little drudge in a New
York boarding house entice one back
almost all the way to a belief in fairy
folk again. It is sheer romance, but
invested with a whimsical quality
which should quicken the spirit of
“make-believe” in the crustiest old
critic; and, to quieten his incredulity,
there is a touch or two of realism most
artfully introduced. ‘“Comfort” is the
given-in-baptism name of the lovable
little lady who makes all the magic
come true in this charmingly told
story of “Enchanted Hearts” and the
Christmas party, where all the kinks
are, straightened out, gives just the
kind of happy ending which all true
Christmas tales should have.‘ — The
Musson Book Co., $1.35.
» .
A Trained Dog

“MICHAEL, BROTHER OF JERRY.”
.By Jack London.
OVERS of animals are not going
to enjoy trained animal turns at
vaudeville shows, after reading this
story of Michael. The most vivid
jmypression one gets from the book
ig the picture of the Cedarwild /Ani-
. mal School. It was run by Harris
Collins, the most noted animal trainer
in the United States; and it was the
last word in sanitation, efficiency,
and cruelty., It was “business from
the first tick of the clock to the.last
bite of the lash,” and it was .here
that Michael, by nature a merry,
playful dog, passed through an “ani-
mal hell” that left him morose and
subdued. : ;
But Michael had a happy time both
' before and ‘aftér his expesience at
Cedarwild, and the reader is intro-
duced to many very entertaining hu-
mans who were his fniends. There
are accounts of very interesting epi-
sodes, to counteract much which is
anything but pleasant reading.—The

Insist on
- getting it

Certain stores tell the public
that it js .difficult to get

~ ear’s Soap—owing to the
‘War and submarine menace,
and offer a substitute.

¥ | There is no substitute for
ears’ Soap. :
There is no difficulty in

. ) ‘ geot-
]t;ng shipments from Eng-
and. It takes longer to
arrive—that is all.

There arestocks of Pears in various

°Pots from coast to coast in
nada to meet demands.

w::eh' you ask at your store for
gy Soap insist on getting it. If
- ind any difficulty kindly write

A. & F. PEARS, LIMITED
Canadian Depot, Toronto

&

[y e ¥
k vl.-.; :::'0 advertising in a few maga-
Nl ” w"“uﬂlmany a national in.
T »;{h’.ﬁ. you ““t‘ to our advertisers
; ‘iﬁ G!h“ud.l.’ ‘,gheir.pr.dm and help. |
Lo malan ngtionl!-lnduitﬂg'.;" :

Maomillan Co., $1.50.
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40,000 LITTLE MEN
WANTED

(Concluded from page 7.)

an outlet,—room to swing about in,
and it’s hard to beat the naval cur-
riculum outlined by the League. Also,
we are too parochial, we do not know
how the next township lives. When
we have our boats in the different
barbors planted, we will have an ex-
change of crews. Could anything be
better as an aid to understanding,
for instance, between the French-
Canadians and our own boys than
such an interchange? Shake them
together in a jolly-boat for a while—-‘
at the impressionable age no amount
of reading could do as much. Our
cruises will broaden their outlook,
give them an idea of the extemt of
their country, even the nearby por-
tions, at a time in their lives when
indelible memories are made.”

It was the “planting” of such a
training ship in the waters of New-
foundland some twenty years ago that
accounts, largely, for the 25,000 men
of that country now serving Britain’s
cause on the seas. Under the League’s
system of co-ordinated training boys
can step from one of the boats into a
32-foot cutter of the navy, and carry
on as though they had been brought
up in it.

In the organization of the Brigade,
each division is representative of the

churches in a certain’district. The |

churches—of any denomination—look
after their own little groups, provid-
ing an older man who can “brother”
the boys and ‘see that they get all
possible from the facilities afforded
by the League; these consisting of
equipment, instruction and instruct-
ors. The church provides a hall for
meeting, the floor being cleared and
laid out and rigged as the deck of a
ship. So the interest is maintained
through the off season. There is no

limit to the development of the youth-

ful inclination towards things nautical,
the boy may become a skilled seaman,
he may go on and become a master
mariner, or he may be of the stamp
that will become a shipowner or build-
er. For the opportunities are large
and the instruction includes many
things besides plain seamanship, just
as the class of boys is broad and in-
cludes sons of the well-to-do as well as
those who have no chance other than
this of getting in touch with the allur-
ing arts of the sea. The democracy of
the thing is one of its recommenda-
tions; boys brought together under

these circumstances gain ~ a sym-
_pathy and appreciation for each
other such as the members of

a high class school acquire on the
football field. Amnd Canada’s marine
is the gainer in whatever sphere the
boy moves. Instead of haphazard ex-

‘perience and hard knocks to produce

a sailor, it will be a matter of care-

ful teaching under the best auspices.

that competent navy men and kindly
wholesome discipline can give,  Un-
der Chief Yeoman Stewart and his as-
sistants, all navy men,—there will be

"about ten paid instructors—the train-

img is thorough; before the boy learns

"to row, he learns to swim, Kfe-sav-

ing is one of the first lessons. And the
gymnastics, signalling, cutlass and
ginglestick drill round out a program

* of heakhful development good for any
boy that is to become a man, be he A.
B, or shipowner.. .. - - e

1  Telephone Parkdale 532.

With Fingers!
Coms Lift Out

Apply a few drops then lift corns

or calluses off—no pain

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

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

Just  think! Not one bit
of pain before applying free-
zZone or afterwards. 1t
doesn’'t even firritate the
surrounding skin.

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

Christmas
Gufts

Buying Christmas Gifts is a
simple matter —gloves are
always acceptable—extra:
pairs are always gladly
received.

Ask for and insist on Dent’s
—the name on the glove is
the guarantee of perfect qual-
ity, style, it and wearing
quality — whether in kids,
fabrics, silks or washable
(Dent’s Neuvel.)

Insist on Dent’s

Help to meet the big demand for Hosiery
i for us and your Home trade.

S ete.  Send 3 centsin stamps, :
Auto-Knitter Hosiery (Can.) Co.Li
Deﬁl. 327 E; 257 C SL.) Torlo-'uﬂl;

Christmas
St. David’s Native Wine

A drink of rave excellence demanded
by a ddstinctive occarton

OASE OF 1 DOZEN REPUTED QUARTS
Port White Label.................

b =
White Golden Club
Catawba Sweet....................
SEND FOR OOMPLETE PRIOE-LIST

- St.David’s Wine Growers Co.
52 ATLANTIC AVE., TORONTQ

ALTm A N AL R e Lt e S e
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Conducted by MALCOLM SIM

NOTES AND NEWS.
€. ¥. Davie, chess editor of the Vic:

Mr.
toria “Colonist,” is preparing a biographi-_

cal dictionary of accredited chess players,
and would like to hear from players who
would be entitled to inclusion.

The Handicap and Gambit Tournaments
of the Toronto Chess Club are now in pro-

s. In the Handicap, R. G. Hunter

ds with 6 wins and 0 losses. Nexi
stand M. Sim and W. H. Perry, with 3
wins and 0 losses each. All are scratch
players.

D. J. Denémore, of Brooklyn, who con-
tributed a few problems to our columns,
passed away June 24 last. He was a warm
correspondent of the editor’s, whom he
astounded with masterly skill at construc-
tion. He was 48 years of age. His death
only came to our notice recently.

A double-round tournament, with six
entries, was recently contested in War-
saw. Rubinstein captured first prize with
§ points, Lowtsky 61, Flamberg and Bel-
sitzmann 6

Toronto Chess League.
x Thle following is the standing to Decem-
er 1:

Team Won. Lost.

Parligament .o .o ool oes i 3

Judaean 1% Yo
Toronto %
Beaches 1
W. End Y 1
Cen. Y. M. C. 3
Varsity .. .. .. 3

PROBLEM NO. 166, by G. Guidelli

First Prize, Good Companions Club,
November, 1917,
Black.—Eleven Pieces.

White.—Eight Pleces.
White to play and mate in two.
Correction.
In Problem No. 163, the Black Rook on
the K.R. file should be white.
SOLUTIONS.
Problem No. 164, by V. Marin.
1.Q—B2, B—Q5; 2. R—KB) mate.
T R ; 2B—Bsq mate,
1. ...., QxQ; 2. B—QKt2 mate.
1. ...., threat; 2. P—Kt7 mate.
Correct solution of Problem No. 164, re-
eeived from John McGregor, Tamworth.

WE are not wholly cynical.

CANADIAN COURIER

CHESS IN TORONTO.

An interesting game played in the -

Handicap Tournament at the Toronto
Chess Club.

(Remove Black’s KB Pawn.)

‘White. Black.

W. J. Faulkner, M. Sim

1. P—Q4 (a) 1. P—Q4

2, Kt—KB3 2. Kt—KB3
3. B—Kitb 3. P—K3

4, P—K3 4. B—K2

5. B—Q3 5. Castles

6. Castles 6. P—B4

7. P—B4 7. QKt—Q2 (b)
8. Kt—B3 -8. P—QR3

9. PxQ8 9. KPxP

10. BxKt 10. KtxB

11, PxiP (¢) 11 xB

12, Kt—K2 12. B—KKtb
13. Kt—KBb 13, Q—K2

14. BxiPch (d) 14. KxB

15. Q—B2ch 5. K—Kt

16. Kt—Kt6 16. Q—K5 (e)
17. QxQ 17. KtxQ (f)
18. KtxR 18. RxKt

19. Kt—B4 (8) 19. P—Qb

20. PxP (b 20. BxP

21, P—KKt3? 21, P—KKt4
22. Xt—Kt6 (i) 22, BxPch
23. RxB (J) 23. RxR

24. R—Ksq 24. B—R6! (k)
25. Kt—KT7¢h (1) 25. K—B2

Resigns.

(a) 1. P—K4 is more forcible at the odds
of Pawn and move.

) 7...., Kt—B3 would leave the King’s
side in great danger.

(¢) Better would be 11. Kt—Kb5,

(d) An ingenious coup- which does not
advance white’s game.

(e) An interesting retort.

(f) This looks risky in view of white's

© P—B3.

(g) If 19. P—B3, then 19..:.. BxPch;
20. K—Rsq, Kt—QT, preventing 21. PxB.
(h) Far better wouh]:l have been 20. Kt—

3.

(i) Not 22. QR—Ksaq, Kt—QT.

) It 23. KR—Kt2, then 23....,B—Béch;
24. X—R2. P—Ktsch; 25. K-R4, R—B2;
96. Kt—R4, R—R2ch: 27. Kt—R5, B—K86:
22 RxB! PxR and the Black Pawn proves
fatal. ¢ -

(k) Threatening mate in two.

5 R—ORsa. Black wins three

¥ ~ K—Rsd, then 25...., Rx

wiP: 26. P—R3, R_R7 and wins the QR

Pawn, 27. R—Ktsq, to permit RxKt, not
heing feasible.

Anticipating Ghristmas
(Concluded from page 19)
Wait
a week and the Christmas spirit
will have us in its grip. We all love
to give Christmas presents to people
we like and if we ean't send them the
things we like, let us choose appropri-
ate Christmas cards or gend greetings
in a note that will express the love
and good wishes we actually feel. The
thoughtless expenditure of money is
surely out of place just now.
Christmas played such an important
part in our young lives. We cannot
get it aside at will. Our childhood’s

days were lived from Christmas to
Christmas. It was the great day of
the year and it will always be " the
children’s day. It is a day, too, when
we especially remember the poor,
when we remember them gladly, in the
proper  spirit, bearing in mind that:
“Who gives himself with his alms
feeds three,
Himself, his hungry neighbor and
Me.”

It is the day when most of all we
think of the absent ones, that is the
real reason we are all scowling so
much. We are remembering those
who have fallen, we are thinking how
very uncomfortable Christmas must be
in the trenches. But don’t let us do
it. Let us stop scowling for the chil-
dren’s sake, and ba glad.

The Matchbreakers

(Continued from page 10.)

you might wish to avoid him. I'll do

my best to keep him away from the
places that you're going if you’ll tell
me where they are. What’s the mat-
ter?” .

Miss Bennett was staring at him, af-
frighted, her eyes big with excitement
of some kind, her soft lips parted.
“Oh, Mr. Ardsley,” she exclaimegd. Her
voice had lost all its chill. It was
sheerly a girl’s voice, low, tremulous,
appealing.

“Oh, Mr. Ardsley, it's too perfectly
dreadful for any words. Listen, I am
going to the Paul Revere House, my-
self to meet Rhoda. There was a
note from her waiting for me when I
got back from New York, telling me
that she was only going to be here for
a day and a night and begging me to
come to her as soon as possible. Oh,
we must keep them apart. You can’t
realize how embarrassing it would be
it they met. I know they haven’t laid
eyes on each other for six months.”

“What shall we do?’ he asked, im-
mediately sympathetic.

She considered the question, her
lids downcast, reverie lying like a
shadow over her face. “Oh, I'll tell
you.” Her whole look bloomed in the
smile of her sudden triumph. 11

okl =~

E passenger to the

I renders it unnecessary to re-trace
scenery and outdoor sport.

Do not fail to visit Jasper and

=

mountains, gorges, glaciers and cataracts.

Here the protection given to game
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pretend to be sick and I'll make Rhoda
stay with me every blessed minute.
Not that it will be hard, for she’s such
a devoted dear when there’s anything
wrong. Ill pretend not to be able 4
go downstairs to eat, and we’ll hawve
dinner and breakfast served in -our
room. Then I'll get her home to my
house the first thing to-morrow morg-
ing. If you keep Mr. Yerrington awuy
all the afternoon golfing—there isx't
the slightest possibility of their meet-
ing.”

“You don’t think it would be desis-
able for them er — er to see each
other,” he said tentatively.

She stiffened immediately. “Certain-
ly not. Nothing but pain for them
both could result from such an en-
counter. Besides there’s no knowing
what ideas it might put into their
heads. And they’re the last people in
the world who ought to be allowed to
marry. They’re not one least little
atom in the world suited to each
other. Don’t you think so?”

“]—I don’t know—I don’t see why
not,” he stuttered weakly.

She gave him a glance of ineffable
scorn. “It would be spiritual suicide.”
She brought the last words out with
appalling distinctness.

They had passed through Lexington
and again they plunged into open coun-
try on their way to Concord. He look-
ed in her direction once or twice, but
she had turned her head and was rest-
ing it against the arm which extended
over the back of the seat. He could
see the round of one cheek, over which
her eyelashes hung, long, shadowy.
Her upper lip protruded a little be-
yond the lower one, forcing it into
ripples that ended at the corner of
her mouth in a pool of soft shadow.
Even as he slyly studied her, she
jumped to an upright position and her
eyes fixed themselveg upon him. “Oh,
Mr. Ardsley!” she called wildly.

«I've been thinking about it all. It
oceurred to mathatmaybe Dick Yer
rington may have heard that Rhoda
was in Concord, and came out to see
her. They may have met. How can
we keep them apart?”’

He shook his head. “I don’t think
s6. He's been up here for two .o'r
three days, but he didn’t mention her
in his letter to me, Perhaps Miss
Wrentham heard that he was here and
_» He stopped overpowered by the
blaze in his companiion’s eyes. 4 4
think he would have mentioned it to
me if he expected to see her,” he end-
ed lamely.

Miss Bennett sighed. “Oh, dear, I
am worried,” she admitted wistfully.

«Don’t worry,” he begged, dropping
his voice until it was full of tender-
ness. T don’t think there’s any need
of that.” :

«But—" She bit her lips and did not
go on. ;

«“ywWe shall reach the Paul Revere
House in another moment,” he warned
her.

«Oh!” She arose and walked to the
other side of the car. He followed her,
and, together, they stood, looking out.

The big colonial hotel came into
view. Two figures—a young man and
a young girl — came rushing down to
meet the car.

Miss Bennett began to tremble. She

seized her companion’s arm in a grip
-that testified to the development of
muscles, unexpected in a girl. “It’s an
appointment,” she breathed.
The car stopped.  He helped her off.
“Barb—dear—oh, Barb,” the gint
eried. “Pve got such news for you.

S




m

2
lliu|||@mmmuuummu|
(YA),
}ljmmuuuummnmmll
CYALE

2 <K

The “Yale” trade
mark—a protec-
tion when you buy
& guarantee
after you buy

You buy a Canadian made
Product and a product that is
the acknowledged standard of
Its kind — when you buy a
night latch, or door closer, or
P@cﬂock, or builders’ hardware

Klth the "Yale" trade-mark on

tutMadg by a Canadian insti-
: 1on, "Yale" products are sold
© and used by Canadians.
nd in many thousands of
omes and business buildings
"lelg}':oul; the Dominion
si ae” products are giving
3 eadfa§t service — afforair g
. Protection to jfe, safe-guard-
INg property. S Il

Cts—they are for sale b
2 ‘by
rclladxan hardware dealers.
they all have the trade-

Mark "Yg]en on them,

. “ duYou, 100, need ‘"Yale"_}pro-

C&nadian Yale & Towne
Limited
‘St. Catba;ines, Ont.

W

anadian made "y, Jen
Night Latche:, P:nl; of:)l;:dug;;r-
osers, Builders’ Hardware.

CANADIAN

She was a little brunette creature,
slender, sparkling.

“I know,” Miss Bennett said, “you’re
married to Dick. I'm so glad, dear;
it’s perfectly lovely. 1 hope you’ll be
terribly happy.”

Then she burst into tears.

Miss Bennett and Mr. Ardsley were
returning to Boston over the same
road that they had taken in the morn-
ing. - This time they were in a motor-
car.

It had been a long day full of
pleasant companionship and the
beauty of out-of-doors. Now they had
just come from seeing the bridal pair
off to their honeymoon.

The wind had infused Miss Ben-
nett’s eyes with a soft brilliancy. It

/| had whipped into her cheeks a velvety

flood of color that ran from her lashes
down to the shadowy pits at the cor-
ners of her mouth. Her hair, a
tangled iridescent mesh, was a sway-
ing background for all this color.

‘“We shall be in Boston in another
ten minutes.” His manner was full
of regret. ‘“When am I going to see
you again?” His tone was leavened
with a definite element of proprietor-
ship.

“Really, Mr, Ardsley, T don’t know,”
Miss Bennett said, languidly. “Is
there any mnecessity for our seeing
each other again? I can’t see how
people with such peculiarly diverse
ideas on things could ever take any
pleasure in each other’s society.”

“Am I to understand,” he demanded,
in an aggrieved tone, “that you refuse
to let me call on you?” ;

Perhaps she had not expected this.
She thought for an instant. “Yes,”
she said, finally, with an air of de-

‘cision.

“Oh, very well. But of course T
shall see you again.”

“Where ?”

“At the Yerringtons’.”

She laughed triumphantly. “You’ll
never be invited there. You know
what—proverbially—happens to the
bachelor friends of the groom, espe-
cially when they were the means of
breaking the engagement once.”

“I had nothing to do with the broken
engagement, as nobody knows better
than yourself. But I fixed that. I've
got Rhoda dead to rights.,” He turned
to her a face that ‘radiated mischief.
“She’s actually invited me to come
and live with them next year, and I’'m
going to accept. 1 don’t think you’ll
let me have the triumph,” he insinu-
ated, craftily, “of believing that you
don’t care to come to see your best
friends on my account.”

Conflicting ' emotions,
by exquisite gradations in.  color,
warred in Miss Bennett's cheek.
Ardsley watched the display with
approval.

Curiosity triumphed. ‘How in the
world did you manage that?’ she
asked, in a baffled tone.

“I appealed to the instinct that is
stronger in woman than death. T told
Rhoda that she could certainly marry
us off if she’s only provide me with a
chance to get to you. Now come,” he
wheedled. “Be a sport! Give me a
fighting chance! TLet me come to-
morrow night.”

Tor a moment Miss Bennett stared
at him, her lips compressed, her nos-
trils quivering. Then something in
his gaze got the better of her. She
laughed. “Yes, you may come,” she
said.
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