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graph true to life.

the product of the world’s greatest inventor’s genius, the phono-
graph with the wonderful diamond stylus reproducer and your choice of latest

Diamond Amberol Records on free trial without a penny down. On this offer, you can now have the

genuine Edison Amberola, the instrument which gives you real, life-like music, the finest and best
of all phonographs at a small fraction of the price asked for imitations of Mr. Edison’s great instrument.

Rock-Bottom Direct Offer—

If, after the free trial, you decide to keep Mr. Edison’s superb new instru-

ment, send us only $1.00. Pay the balance on easiest kind of monthly payments. Think of it t
A $1.00 payment, and a few dollars & month to get this wonderful new style outfit—Mr. Edison’s great phonograph
with the Diamond Stylus reproducer, all the musical results of the highest price outﬁta—thq same Diamond Ambel"ol._
Records — yes, the greatest value for $1.00 down, balance on easiest monthly terms. Convince yourself — free trial
first, No money down, no C. O. D., not one cent to pay unless you choose to keep the instrument. Send coupon!

| Our NEW Bibor
e | Catalog Sent Free

Your name and address on a postal or in a

letter (or just the coupon) is enough., No obligation in ask-
* ing for the catalog. = Get this offer—while this offer lasts!

F. K. BABSON, Edison Phonograph Dist’s.
355 Portage Ave., Dept 261 'y, WINNIPEG, MAN.
U. 8. OFFICE: Edison niock, Chicago, Illinois

*f; K. BABSON, Edison Phonograph Distributors,
355 Portage Ave., Dept. 261 ; Winnipeg, Man,

Gentlemen: — Please send me your New Edison 5
Catalog® and full particulars of your free trial offer on
the new model Edison Amberola.

dddress

X,

Yes, we will send you the New Edison Amberola,

AN I AR a1 E S TS
Mr. Edison’s Wonderful
New Amberola

For years, the world’s greatest inventor worked night and day to make the music of the phono-

At last be has succeeded.  Now that you can get THE BEST on the won-
derful offer below, you need no loinger be satisfied with anything less than Mr. Edison’s great
instrument. . Read below how easily you may have the genuine »New Edison Amberola in your home.

= and after triall

A Happy Home

Happiness is life=and real happiness is found
only in a real home. And by a real home I do
not mean a house with a yard or farm around
it._ Oh, no! A real home is the place where the happy,
united family gather together for mutual en oyment
and recreation, And the Edison Amberola makes this
possible, for it stands supreme @s the greatest homé
entertainer. It will mean more than entertainment
and merriment, more than an hour of amusement, yes,
it will mean genuine pleasure of the lasting sort—help~
ful entertainment and culture of the most beneficial
kind. It will mean the family united—a new home.

Entertain Your Friends

Get the New Edison Amberola in your home on
free trial. Entertain your family and friends
with the latest up-te-date song hits of the b:s
cities. Laugh until your gides ache at the funniest

funny minstrel shows. Hear the grand old church




Your Boy
in Khaki

will find many occasions when he will ap.
preciate having a bottle of Absorbine, Jr.,
handy. Aftera hard day’s work or a long
hike Absorbine, Jr., will give him the much
needed relief. Of course he is too proud to
respond to *sick call” with only a stiff
shoulder or sore, aching arms and legs.

A- bTHEsAPQHE!’:I‘(:bU;iI MQTe ! d E

TAADE MARK AGS b nc, OFF

;:!i! quickly and effectively on tired, strained muscles

s i; preferred by athletic trainers everywhere because

i ,ﬂé dependable in_eliminating stiffness and reduc-

eg intiammation. If HE has ever beenin college ath-

m.Cb he knoyvs Absorbine, Jr. Itis THE liniment that
ay be applied to cuts and wounds. Itis an

Antiseptic and Germicide

and cleanses as well as heals. Absorbine Jr. may
tubbed frecly on all irritated parts — kneaded
m into that sore instep or applied to
a shoulder chafed from carrying a
gun,
Itis highly concentrated and only
a few drops are required at an ap-
plication.

Send HIM a bottle today:
" $1.00 a bottle at druggists

or mailed anywhe e upon
receipt of price.

A LIBERAL TRIALBOTTLE
will be sent postpaid upon receipt of
10c in stamps.

W. F, YOUNG, P.D. F.
282 Lymans Bldg., Montreal, Can.

Remember that air is
the backbone of your
tire, and that a limp
backbone cannot with-
stand a heavy burden.

Stiffen the backbone
of your tire whenever it
needs stiffening.

The SCHRADER

Universal Tire

Pressure Gauge

will tell you when that is
Price $1.50 at your
dealer or %

A. Schrader’s Son, Inc.
20-22 Hayter St., Toronto
London Chicago
New York

Highest award at the
Panama Paeific

NORTHERN
ONTARIO

2 A vast new land of promise
1d freedom now ope: for set-
d ent at 50c an acr: in some
Stricts—in sthers Free.
2 ousands of farmers are re-
alt’ondin‘g to the call. Here, right
the door of Southern Ontario,
& home awaits you.
reFOr information as to terms,
“C8ulations and railway rates to
Settlers, writ to
.« A, MACDONELL,
Dtrector of Colonization,
¥ rliament Buildings,
TORONTO, CANADA.
N. G. HOWARD FERGUSON,
Dister of Lands, Forests and
Mines.
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Pictures, Photos, Pennants, Draperies, etc.,
use the w;)rld-famous, strong and dainty

Moore Push-Pins
Qlass Heads, Steel Points,

“."‘.Oﬂ Pusheless Hangers, the Hanger with
‘wiat, for framed pictures, mirrors, etc.
At Stationery, Hardware, Drug

y c and Photo eriwply Srores,
Samples and Booklet Free.

' Moy Pust Write Dept. ¥
: 1} PIN €O., Philadelphia, Pse

a.,nk, 1918 models
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rite at for
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To Hang Up Things'
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Published at 181 Simcoe St., Toronto, by the Courier Press, Limited.
Subscription Price—Canada and Great Britain $1.00 per year, United States
$1.50 per year, other countries $2.00 per year, payable in advance. IM-
PORTANT: 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 ex-
piration. While subscriptions will not be carried in arrears over an ex-
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Putting on the Peak Load

ITH this issue we begin what may be called a New Canadian

—\; \/ Courier. In our previous three issues we have sketched the
problem which this number is intended to solve. We prom-

ised the readers a bigger and better paper with no change in price.
The Canadian Courier dollar has greater efficiency as represented by
this issue than it had three weeks ago—at a time when every other
species of dollar has less buying power than it had in the middle of
1917 and a little more than half the buying power of three years ago.

Giving you this' kind of Canadian Courier every two weeks—im-
proved issue by issue, as fast as we can work the improvements—is,
we believe, giving you better value for your money than you had be-
fore the New Canadian Courier was put on the programme.

It is a time for increasing the efficiency of everything. The Cana-
dian Courier dollar’s efficiency is enlarged by making the white space
more valuable to everybody. Paper is too valuable nowadays to be
used for anything but a peak load of interest in publication. The
war difficulties of the publisher have grown very largely out of paper.
People are saving paper as never they did. It is a time to make every
skeet of paper earn its cost. Giving the reader of the Canadian
Courier fewer pages in a year is in line with the whole national pur-
pose of economy. We are enjoined not to waste—anything. We
are all expected by the Government to effect our greatest economies
in the things we consume most. To fhe publisher, that is paper. It
would be no use to advise a publisher to save on boot-leather, or shred-
ded wheat. His own interests compel him tc do that. In saving on
paper he is concerned also with the interests of other people.

Paper economy leads directly to economy of space. If we have an
aggregate of fewer pages per year, those fewer pages must be made
to carry a peak load of reader-interest. With this issue of the Cana-
dian Courier we begin to deal with that peak load. We propose to
give the reader of the New Canadian Courier a largely increased per-
centage of reader-interest.

»

WIRE from A. M. Chisholm at Windermere informs us that an

article was mailed last week supposed to be in time for this
issue. The way trains are running it looks at the time of writing as
though the article would be late. If so, it will appear in our issue of
Feb. 2. And it will be worth all the while you spend on it.

There has been some response to our call for personal-interest
sketches. We want more. Send us the facts of any man or woman
whose life and character and work you consider to be of interest to
the whole of Canada. If the style is not what you want it, we will
get some one to write it from the facts you supply. We will pay for
the facts by themselves, or for both the facts and the finished article.
But any character submitted must show just cause why he is entitled
to a place in these pages. Please don’t omit to send along a photo-
graph.

Merryweather’s
Roses

Nurseries, Southwell, England

Orders for Delivery
about Apnl Ist
Should be Placed
NOW !

List with prices on application
from

M. A. BRUSH

Canadian Representative

24 Wellington St. West
Phone M. 3480  Toronto

S SCHOOL

L EPRE ST ON, . ONT :
Manufacturers of
High Grade Bank
£ Office Fixtures,
School, Library £
Commercial Fur-
niture, Opera &.j”
Assembly Chairs,
Interior Hardwood ¢
Finish Generally.

Y

The Radial Lines

Passenger and Freight
Service Daily

Toronto Richmond Hill
Aurora Newmarket
Sutton Schomberg

New Toronto and Port Credit

Information as to rates and
schedules will be gladly furnished
by local agents or traffic depart-
ment,

Head Office :
88 King St. East, Toronto

‘Toronto & York
Radial Railway

Express Service at Freight Rates

PATENT SOLICITORS.

ETHERSTONHAUGH & CO. The old
established firm. Patents every-
where. Head Office, Royal Bank Bldg.,
Toronto. Ottawa Qffice,.5 Elgin St. Of-
fices throughout Canada. Booklet Free.

EDUCATIONAL.

TOP FORGETTING.—World-renowned

course in mind and memory train-
ing, mental and physical efficiency—
Write Canadian Correspondence College,
Limited, Dept. O, Toronto, Canada.

MANUFACTURING STATIONER.
WE buy and sell job lines in Office
i Supplies, Stationery, Leather Goods,
ete. We specialize in Milk Route Boeks.
W. H. Ludford, Bookbinder and Manu-

facturing Stationer, 26 Duncan Street,
Toronto.
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YALE)-

Made in Canada
for Canadians

ALE products are made by a Canadian
Yinstitution. And they bear the trade-’

mark “Yale” as visible evidence of
- 3 3 their Canadian manufacture; as a permanent,
/h@:}‘ 'ﬂﬁ' ' gt visible guarantee of their quality and the
— enduring service built into them.

Trto the Realm ﬂam; lsles

LL the delights of the varied West Indies reveal
themselves at your very feet without your
encountering the trials usual to travel.

ROYAL MAIL
West Indies Voyages

A new port every morning and a whole day to enjoy

it in, after you reach St. Kitts. A dozen environ-

2§ ments of sunshine, beauty, quaintness and historical

/A interest, all rolled into the ideal holiday.

| //‘? $145.00, including berth and meals, is the mari-

¥ mum_ price of a return ticket to Demerara.
Send for descriptive booklet.

£92) ROYAL MAIL STEAM PACKET CO., Halifax, N.5,

And throughout Canada Yale products are
daily giving steadfast, enduring service—
bringing protection and security, comfort and
decoration to homes and business and Gov-
ernment buildings and weorks of every char-
acter.

If you want to be sure of Yale quality and
Yale service and security and protection you
must make sure to see the “Yale” trade-mark
on the locks and builders’ hardware you buy.

A2 ot
— ..,.T;‘l""f""\“m“‘r i3 " You cannot buy a Yale product without that
trade-mark on it, plainly and unmistakably.
=——— It is spelled “Y-a-l-e”—easy to remember and
HAV ANA /s WY 1 g mighty important to see. i

Your hardware dealer has
Canadian made Yale products

GROWN ‘e
TOBACCO

MADE IN CANADA CIGARS Y(ialéz a ’Cll" ian
Why Pay Duty on the Finished Product? a e“ mite do e b

The AGRADA Cigar is hand made of Fine Clear St. Catharines, Ont.
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 pald on the same cigar m de 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 :
Yale Padlock: made Yale Door Closer — the M d C d
G R A D maaeva:et‘;co; s:;'eles and malster :;f ihe d«:jnr. Co!r;- a eln ana a
— to meet trols and closes doors ab-
CIGAR ::wne?)): ;a‘fi?ockmgoneed solutely and always. In b a
and every pocketbook. sizes to fit all doors.

for $2.560. 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.

Canadian Institution

for

Box of 25, Panatela shape, $2.25. Caﬂad]ans
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 The illustration shows cn ' |

money without a word. Don’t walt—get your of the many styles in which

order in the mail to-day. You can’t lose—we i 240 J ‘e‘rafl:cct ‘:—:ﬂ]efl;yrg;%hen%a:o“; Yale Builders’ Hardware is E s
stand all the expense if they fail to please ., 4N OuR Ry\i?ﬁj Q5ubtEil lodie slready ion, or as bors
o , sure security and protection as

: the only lock on the dcor. ==
Remit by money order or cheque and mention \ J
whether you like light, medium or dark cigars.

Rogelio, Girard & Co., 39 McCaul St., Toronto
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CO-ORDINATING OUR RAILWAYS

HAVE you ever croaked because you could nt get -a lower, or a seat in a chair car, or a case of goods less

_ than a week late, or get in anywhere on time ¢ If not, you are not a human being.
arily exists to test the humanity of the human race.

A railway ordin-

Nowadays since governments began to operate rail-

ways, they exist to show people how they can travel with a minimum of de luxe and a maximum of reason-
able patience. Let’s all be thankful that railways run at all---and that in Canada the great transportation
Systems are so well merged in operation under the Railway Board.

is but one railroad system in Canada. It
is not government-operated nor government-
owned, yet it is, and has been for some
tim‘e, much more a unit than the so-called National
R&xlroad of the United States. From the methods
ﬁi"isﬁd by Canadian railroaders, the Americans are
W learning lessons which will keep them from
€Coming congested in future as they are now. From
O:ZSdians they are adopting a system of control for
Draé:-eas freight which has enabled Canada with
: cmlcaliy only one port on the Atlantic, to keep
lnm.eOSssa,l‘ volume of traffic constantly moving, and
Anier' as it 1'; required, to the Allies, while the
“‘eVerlclans-’ with their seven hundred railways and
had t"l big ports in -place of Canadafs one—have
intérvo confess defeat and vsubmit to government
Gc" ention_to save the trqffic of that country from
Oing hopelessly tangled.
tal’f:eh man who, in the United States, has had to
ta.ry I\/(I)Id of the American railway tangle, is Secre-
i CAdoo.' The man who, nominally at least,
it sthe rallway. system of Canada to-day—the
o th“ﬂcessf?I railway system of its kind among
s‘?niore fighting nations—is Lord Shaughnessy,
x Cmem‘ber of ‘the Canadian Railway War Board
tﬁnce) anadlz.m Railway Association of National De-
A ch.' This War Bo?.rd includes on its executive
mimlifs _of all the big roads in Canada. On its
l'resid: :atlve committee are seven senior vice-
Of tne 1(1}8, under the chairmanship of O. E. Gillea,
C. 5 rand Trunk, with Sir George Bury, of the
chah:me" and D. B. Hanna, of the C. N. R, as vice-
: N. Although this administrative committee
1.‘ esgne that does the actual work, and although
of the Caughness?r continues in his office, President
o P. R, it is to a large extent the prestige
fan Raﬁmarkable personality that lends the Cana-
the i Way War Board its initial strength. On
it Or transcontinental system in Canada, with
everywhere in the Dominion, the word

T O-DAY, and for the duration of the war, there

¥ $mployeeg

0 ;
T f:ly to go out: “Shaughnessy says so!”—and
itg commolfs organization, once as keenly jealous of
ti Itetltors as they were of it, submerges for the
RauWa;Tg its identity in the identity of “Canada’s

ush
Ty ::ghneSSy says so!”—and therefore to-day his
Ports to the Canadian Railway War Board,
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By BRITTON B COOKE
Illustrated by Frank Johrs'on

ninety-five engines to spare, to be sent wherever the
War Board wants them most urgently. To-morrow—
because Shaughnessy says so—it may be a hundred
coal cars to lend the War Board.
same spirit actuates all the member-roads. Every
road in Canada is bound to work with every other
road through the Board. And as a matter of fact
this spirit, common to them all, has made possible
a degree of co-operation and co-ordination which, if
the American roads had achieved it, would have
made McAdoo’s appointment unnecessary. But in
Lord Shaughnessy, one of the Canadians to whom,
somehow, a peerage seems quite appropriate, this

new spirit has perhaps its most distinguished
exponent.
HIS is not a biographical account of Lord

Shaughnessy. I don’t even: know precisely
when he was born or where. Such facts do not for
a moment begin to compare in interest with the fact
that here in this really great Canadian is a com-
bination of practical intellect, personality and power
such as only a few-men ever wield combined with
a fine, keen sense of public duty—and all developed
in that curious university: Railroading! That is
perhaps the most interesting consideration in any
summary of Lord Shaughnessy. He is the product
of a work, a trade, a guild. In earlier times the rail-
roads of this continent turned out—or was it that
they attracted to themselves—a different sort: the
Napoleonic type, vigorous, energetic, successful and
perhaps a trifle contemptuous toward the finer dis-

tinctions of L law These
men had the , "7" ¢ \\ vices of
their virtues 3 \ The ruth
lessness ° that, made them

A

Of course this
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laugh at the public was part and parcel of the ruth-
lessness that enabled them to over-ride all obstacles
to the completion of a difficult task. They must al-
ways have their place in the respect and even the af-
fection of this country. But Shaughnessy is of the new
type. No one has ever been able to criticize Shaugh-
nessy the citizen any more than the railroaders have
been able to criticize Shaughnessy the railroader.

WO days before this article was commenced I
happened to be in the office of a car superin-
tendent of a certain railroad in Montreal. It was
late Saturday afternoon, when most of the young
people of the city seemed to be out-of-doors or on
their way to movie shows. The car superintendent
was working over-time to make sure that a special
train of munitions urgently required for the next
convoy to France was being handled properly. In
him to be working late seemed nothing of note.
But over in a far corner of the big room was a
tall, stringy boy of seventeen working at a machine—
something to do with the filing system in the office.
“By the way,” said the superintendent, “see that
new boy of mine?”

“Yes.”

“He’s a find. Been working since he was fourteen
helping his dad, who’s the station agent at ville,
down by the Maine boundary. Dad died and the
boy wanted to stick with railroading. The engineers
passed him up the line (carried him in the cab)
and shared their lunches with him. When he got
here the last fellow gave him enough money for his
night’s lodging and sent him here. Fifty dol-
lars a month and he’s working like a man.”

Perhaps you think the conversation pointless. I
don’t—possibly because I had the advantage of see-
ing that big over-grown lad, and noting the light
of pride in his eyes as he reported the job finished.
Something in his face said that he loved railroading,
that he was, by instinct, one of that brotherhood of
big fellows, who drive engines and check way bilis,
and revise freight tariffs and shovel ballast—all in
the interests of ‘“Traffic.”

Out of this brotherhood came Shaughnessy. I
could imagine this boy with the hint of a curl in
the hair at the nape of his neck—a Shaughnessy!
Shaughnessy started as young, they say.

If one dared only to tell the stories one hears of
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Shaughnessy! But it is against‘ the law of the
railroaders to talk about their chiefs for pu®lication.
That is another point in which railroaders resembl
soldiers: There are certain unwritten rules, certain
things of which it is said by soldiers “It isn’t done”
while railroaders, lacking that phrase, just grunt
and change the subject. Persisting, one hears the
stories finally, stories of old pensioners who want to
come back to help out when there’s been a strike
on, or men who have got into trouble and need a
hand out.

Two stories of this sort may here be told because
they come from other than railroad men. In the
one case a youngster with more energy than will to
govern it, improvised a prize fight at lunch hour in
the ante-room of a junior executive. Some furniture
was upset and papers scattered on the floor. The
local chief came in, saw and spoke! Next day the
lad’s mother, a widow, applied to no less a person
than the President himself to have the dismissal
revoked.

“You see,” she explained, “I'm a widow. The boy
is the only one I've got. He's a good boy, m’lord,
and he gives me all his money.”

“Hmph!” said Shaughnessy. And then, after a
pause: “I can’t over-rule an officer of the company
on a matter of discipline. I couldn’t———"

“But sir——"

“You see how that would be?” he continued.
I'll look after him. Send him to me.”

And he gave the pugilistic youth a post in his own
office.

Of course such stories' are narrated of most big
men. There is always that touch of impu'lse -and
generosity in almost every one. But of Shaughnessy
it is characteristic where of others might be acci-
dental. I know this, because I am thinking of the
stories that daren’t be told for fear of getting the
tellers ‘“fired.” But one other characteristic story
concerned an employee of his who had to have
sick leave.

He was sent to Europe. All arrangements were
made for him on the President’s order. Flowers in

“But

CANADA IS WITH THE CROWD

CANADIAN COURIER
his cabin had been sent by ‘“‘the President” and in
an envelope delivered as the boat sailed was a check
in four figures—‘for incidental expenses.”

So much for sentiment. It is not sentiment that
makes a railroad efficient, though, mind you, it is
that very touch of sentiment—surely every reader
knows Shaughnessy is an Irishman-—that gives the
morale of the C. P. R. its touch of grace Behind
the curt orders of the official railroader is the
hint of intimate understanding and sympathy be-
tween all railroaders, that places them among the
most loveable men in the world. But the curtness
is in Shaughnessy, too.” He is the inspirer of “pep,”
of “the fear o’ God,” of “speed,” as the men on the
road express it.

Just trace back the alertness of yonder ambitious
signal lamp trimman—the lad who walks a couple
of miles with a box of matches and an oil can, dream-
ing as he goes from one switch lamp to another, of
being an engineer some day, like his father, and
earning 325 whole bucks a month. The “pep” is put
into him by the local station man, who in turn is
kept “on his toes” by the man above him, and the
man above him by somebody else in turn, till it
all filters back—to Shaughnessy!

What makes that superintendent so anxious about
this gently falling snow? Why does he send for
every conductor as the trains pull in and out of
the depot, and quiz each one anxiously about the
snow “up the line”? Why is it, that finally,
though the storm still seems light, he orders out
the ploughs and sends the snow-gangs up and down
his division attacking the drifts before they have a
chance to solidify?

It is because he knows a certain vice-president
has an eve on him and will “raise Cain” if there’s
any delay on that division.

What he doesn’t know, perhaps, is this: That the
vice-president’s “pep” comes from the President.
The vice:presidents aim to keep at least-one “block’
ahead of Shaughnessy as though he were a paé‘sengei'
ti‘aiil with 4 blind engineer, running on the tail of
their freight. Under such circumstances one does

‘eves

tend to keep the throttle open.

A western vice-president gets a wire from Mont-
real, “Understand American western roads are haul-
ing more wheat than we are. How’s this ?”

And that vice-president feels just exactly as the
lamp-trimman feels when the station agent says:

“Boy, that Grand Trunk lad’s got you skinned a
mile for speed.”

As a matter of fact both station agent and Shaugh-
nessy may be wrong. But it's a good rule to make
vice-presidents and lamp-trimmers prove it!

Four more points about Lord Shaughnessy. One
is his honesty, another is his thrift, a third, his grasp
of pan-American economics, and the fourth the sim-
plicity of his life. In Montreal there used to be just
a hint of—well, call it disappointment, on the part
of the “society” ladies that Lady Shaughnessy per-
sisted in living so simply, without the pomp and
circumstance so easy to excuse in the president of
a successful transcontinental But now the Shaugh-
nessy household, one is told, is held to be a pattern
by those who have learned that life is complex enough
without complicating home. Simplicity is the back-
ground of the C. P. R’s president. “A little music,
a little art, quiet lights and quiet voices—kindliness!”
that is a summary I have heard of the Shaughnessy
manner of private life. 3

Perhaps Canadians don’t know that when the late
Pierpont Morgan was alive, Shaughnessy was, in th2
of European bankers, the second highest‘
authority on American economic conditions. Now
Morgan is dead. The chief of the C. P. R. is the
best-informed and most prudent judge of economiC
affairs not merely in Canada, but in the TUnited
States as well. That alone, however, is not enough
tc say of Shaughnessy. He is, besides a judge, 2
force on the side of orderly, efficient and just in-
dustrialism. In the recent Victory Loan campaign.
in Montreal, the great figure standing like a shadow
behind the active organization was this ‘man—temn-
porarily unable to see his own writing—yef a master
in transportation from Hong Kong to the "‘Uz i
ports, across the greatest of young lands. )

~

WH EN the Monocle Man made has trek from Monireal to Philadelphia, he carried his country with him.
: Hus article below 1s bruef, but with the American angle on Canada, it affords a good large illumina-
tion on what Canada feels like when you are among the neighbors. : ‘

Col. House and other dominating examples of

domestic architecture for some few weeks now,

and the one thing which has struck me hardest
and oftenest is the magnificent reputation which
Canada has made for herself over here by her course
during this war. The Americans cannot say toa
much for us. And they know about what we have
done. They have the figures as well as the facts,
and they use them relentlessly to confound any local
preachers of doubt or delay who may raise their
voices. They say: “If little Canada has done this,
how can we hang back? We have a lot of leeway to
make up before we can pull level with our northern
neighbor.”

IHAVE been in the land of the White Housé,

»

OU have got to get away from..Canada to realize
how appealiugly and permanently we have put
ourselves on the map. We got on: the British map
, during the Boer War. Over in England they sat up
and took notice then. But it is doubtful whether we
did as good execution in the rest of the world. For
one reason, a lot of people—who are fighting with
us now—were not quite sure then that we were do-
ing the right or chivalrous thing. Of course, those
of us who thought it worth while then to study that
pagan science which it was so much the fashion in
superior circles to sneer at before this war—interna-
tional politics and its discredited hand-maiden, di-
plomacy—knew that the existence of the British

Empire was at stake in South Africa just as soon

as we read the Kaiser’s cablegram to Kruger. But
most people outside of the two Empires, the British
and the German, did not realize that this was the
tormal shying of the Kaiser's hat into the ring, and
looked upon the trouble as merely between the gold-

. Canadian officer

By THE MONOCLE MAN

hunting Britons and the pastoral Boers. The Boers
themselves know better now, and their more intelli-
gent leaders doubtless thank God every night for
Paardeberg, et al.

®

UT this time Canada is with the crowd. All civi-

lization sympathizes with the cause for which
we are sacrificing and suffering. And they greatly
admire our promptness, our pluck, our perseverance
and our invincible optimism. When I gét into an
argument down here, and anybody manoeuvres me
into a position-less confidently optimistic than the
one he occupies, some one is sure to say: “But I am
surprised to hear you, a Canadian, take that view.
I thought that all Canadians were cock-sure.” I am
compelled to reply: “We are, but we are not crazy.
We can still see facts.” Canadians in khaki are oc-
casionally seen on the streets here; and they imme-
diately attract attention. They are as conspicuous
as the French grey-blue uniforms are with us. And
there is a little of the same glory attached; for they
are usually worn by men who have seen service
and perhaps suffered wounds. When there is a
patriotic “drive” on down here—say, for the Red
Cross—no orator is so popular and effective as a
in uniform and with a bandage
showing somewhere.

: ®

HE American people whom I meet are eager to

be in it. If there is a propaganda of discour-
agement at work, I don’t hear it. The proudest
mothers are those who can say—and they are not
few—“I have had a son over there for two years

now—in an ambulance behind the French lines—iB
the Foreign™ Legion—in such-and-such a Canadiall
regiment.” The next best thing is to have one yyith
Pershing”’—and the next best is to expect one hom®
for Christmas from a training camp. That is over
now, as I write—the Christmas visitors in uniform
have gone back again. The streets are less sadly
gay with family parties in which the soldier bo¥®
are making all the merriment, and the father a®
the mother are taking their pleasure.out in sheer
and silent pride. American old eyes have never beer
so shining for generations—shining with glad‘neSs
and shining with tears. The way these people take
it all makes me a little homesick, they are so like Us:
»

E will be better friends after this. We will have

been in a fight together and on the same Sid.e‘
We will carry flowers across the seas to lay ot
graves in the same clime. Our boys who come packr
will have the same battles to tell of—the same strug’
gles and hardshins—the same triumphs—the samé
tragec as.: Blood is thicker than water. The gfea't'
est single good that is to .qome out of this frightml ;
war will probably prove to'be the new and lasti
understanding and friendship between the two grels
English-speaking peoples. Our leaders need no
waste pen nor paper in writing a formal allia“ce:
We will all know henceforth that we, with our S
lar idé‘als and aspirations, must hang together
hang separately. The Teuton may possibly have
Mitteleuropa—if a Canadian can even admit such 3
possibility without astonishing people by his W
national pessimism—but the Anglo-Saxon can play
against his hands across the sea which sz
two hemispheres to keep the poison of potsdd™
buried deep in the midst of this Mitteleuropa.
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Heesrees WHEN ROYALTY ECONOMIZES G ca s ouia

Queen Mary and
members of their house-
hold in Buckingham Pai-
ace—at luncheon. We sur-
mise that it is luncheon
because the ladies wear
their hats. We are toid
that the King and Queen
are setting the nation an
example in frugality by
dispensing altogether with
the costly luxuries—flun-
keys and desserts. But
bear in mind, this is
luncheon. It is not din-
ner. At dinner we should
€xpect a far different
Scene. Nobody expects
the King of England to
do without desserts at
dinner. Nobody expects
the Queen of England to
rise and help herself at a
sideboard as is quite cus-
tomary and proper at a
900d luncheon. From left
1o right we are told in this
Picture are Gen. Sir Digh-
ton Probyn, extra equerry
% the King; Princess
Mary, Princess Victoria,
Hon. Charlotte Knoliys,

b.edchamberladyinwait-WHO SHALL BE E/XTRAVAGANT}

L

son, Queen Mother Alex-
andra and Queen Mary.

The picture is charm-
ingly simple. We do not
wish it more so. The his-
torian does not tell us ex-
actly what the Royal
Household had for lun-
cheon on this particular
day; whether it was a
wheatless or a meatless
day. But we know from
long = acquaintance with
the character of the Royal
Household that whatever
economies are going for-
ward in England among
the people, are being en-
acted in the menage of
His Majesty.

But  we must not be
misled by a photograph in-
to imagining that the
Roval Household of Eng-
tand are living more fru-
gally than the average
middle-class  citizen of
Canada. Few of us in this
country have learned to
dispense with desserts;
whatever we may have to
do about maids in waiting.

WE are never permitted to forget that British aristo-

cas cracy in this war has risen to the needs of the

€—superbly. Every week comés a budget of photo-

:r::(hs S‘howing how titled ladies have gone into war

Al ; While their men are at the front. Here arei five,

al) ;)" one mail: beautiful women, if we are any judge,
Usy doing their bit.

3 .

ADAME DE SLOECKL, a famous beauty, comes first

/ uehto the left; she is nurse in charge of the Grand

o ©ss George of Russia’s Hospital at Harrogate. She

ers“:'SO headed many campaigns to raise funds for sol-
benefits.

»

COUNTESS PERCY, next, is the supervising nurse
hag fé’: soldiers in the London Hospital. Her husband
€N mentioned in despatches for his services early
ouh:e:var' He served in South Africa and the Soudan.
S Percy is the youngest daughter of the seventh

Duke of Richmond. She was born to the peerage, and
is worthy of it.

»

}i ~ADY ELCHO began to be a war servant by losing
'«  her husband on the field of battie. Lord Elcho, the
eleventh Earl of Wemyss, was on the casualty list of
May 2, 1916. Lady Elcho was Lady Violet Manners,
sacond daughter of the eighth Duke of Rutland. She
is now serving as a nurse in Rutland Hospital. Beauti-
ful? They say so; and so she seems to be.

»

C\)UNTESS OF ANNESLEY is engaged in war work
as nurse, not in England, bu“t‘ somewhere behind
the lines.

"

C CUNTESS OF LISBURNE, undoubted beauty as she
is, Spanish in type, almost a Carmen, was a daugh-
ter of Don Julio de Bittancourt. She is already a war

“veteran in charity and rélief work, raising money in
\t\ bazaars for the families of wounded men.

BRITISH NOBLE-WOMEN BELIEVE IN SERVICE AND SACRIFICE
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FACTS, "FANCY and FIREWORKS

RANK LABADIE, of Montreal, was the first French-Canadian to re-
port for service under the Military Service Act at the mobilization
NE thing England can be thankful for—open- centre in Montreal. He wears the smile which is characteristic of his

VERY little while some one
starts the conversation by‘
insinuating that grain-brokers
are not human beings. The pho-
tograph above should be a suf-
ficient answer to this. On New
Year’s Eve the Winnipeg Grain
Exchange indulged in a fet;e-:
The camera-man happened along
and found these gentlemen all
togged up in queer costumes,
with confetti all over the floor .
and an atmosphere of general
benevolent hilarity everywhere: :
Look at the physiognomies °
and the makeups of these spor-
tive gambolers—please don’t say
gamblers—and say if they look
like people who could push up
the cost of living, rob widows,
defraud orphans and constitutg
themselves a menace to society:
No, we submit the New Year’s
Fete photograph of the Winniped
Grain Exchange as evidence that
they are kindly human beings:
In fact they look as though they
might be members of any_grand
opera company, ready to hold @
benefit for the talent. As a mat!
ter of fact this company of gam-
blers did raise from the Fete 2

air programmes in mid-winter. Here is Rt.  race; the look of a man who with thousands of others will yet prove ¢onsiderable sum for patriotic
Hon. Andrew Fisher, High Commissioner for Aus- that Quebec is not trying to stay out of the war on principle, and that the  Purposes. ‘
tralia, delivering a speech to inaugurate his Do- brave French-Canadians already at the front will be supported by their It would require the St"etch.
. of a very elastic imagination t¢

minion’s out-of-doors cinema exhibition. compatriots, for the sake of honor. ;

conceive of these men all in
their offices on the 2nd of Januarys
1918, engaged in the business O°f
grinding the faces of the poor.

»

HOCKEY in Montreal gets a biack
eye from the fire which suddenly
sprang upon the Hockey Arena an
melted the ice. This Arena was th®
training centre for the local Nation@
Hockey Association professio"a‘
teams, Wanderers and the champio”
Canadians, and as the fire licked UP
the equipment of both organization®
the entire National Hockey Leag¥®
series may be disrupted. AnywaY
some of the puck-chasers may S°°
be dodging whizz-bangs in France:
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UNDERGROUND and OVERHEAD

r—

IVING underground has devel-

oped new styles of architec-
ture. The style shown on the
left emanates from the desert
just outside of Gaza. Sand is a
rotten thing for a wall. But the
dugouts were built of sand—in
bags.

.

HE villas on the right were
the palatial underground
residences of German officers
who thought the Hindenburg
Line was as permanent as the

———

SRS

Pyramids. These underground villas
were superbly furnished, so we are
informed, almost as modern as a hotel
in a large city, electric tights, running
hot and cold water, bath-rooms, din-
ing-rooms, rugs—bell-hops and a bar
—everything but eievators.
% p

A NOTHER variation in the sand-

bag style of architecture is seen
in the sub-section of an advanced
dressing station in Palestine.

t 4

WEET thing down below tries to make
us think she is advertising dentifrice so
coyly at 60 miles an hour in that ice-dinghy
of hers. But she is making only 59 knots and
she knows it. The other knot she ties in the
brain of the camera-man.

\ .
EF
B fingRE‘ an aviator goes up he
Secretj § out, succinctly, shrewdly,
thing :"; every and any confounded
achineat may ke wrong with that
A —or he st : e
_é Place - ays on the chair in

: ied terra firma.
-~
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wisdom—or otherwise—of certain educa-
tional reforms recommended by Dr. J. D.
McLean, Minister of Education in that Pro-
vince. Several more or less radical changes are
recommended. Opinions on their value will be con-
fined largely to British Columbia. The rest of the
country will not know, first, that there was any need
for reforming the educational system of B.C.; second,
whether the reforms are good, bad, or indifferent.
A similar set of reforms might be inaugurated in
any other province, when at least seven of the other
nine would know nothing and care less about them.
That is one of the peculiarities of the British
North America Act: it leaves educational matters
entirely in the hands of the provinces. There are, or
may be, nine varieties of common-school education
given to citizens of Canada. We do not quarrel with
this. It is so nominated in the bond of union. There
was a reason for provincializing education, along
with many other matters of much less importance.
But there is an infinitely greater reason now, in
1918, for Canadianizing education. Let no Que-
becophile take alarm. We are not advocating the
removal of provincial education systems. But we
do earnestly advocate that the people and the eda-
cational authorities, who often so cleverly misrepre-
sent the people of all the provinces, should begin
to know what under heaven is going forward educa-
tionally in all the other provinces. Education is by
nature about as universal as chemistry, and much
more so than commerce. There is no such thing in
all sanity as a British Columbia type of education,
a Nova Scotia type and an Ontario type. The com-
mon Canadian brain is much the same all-over the
country. Ts it not time for the Government of Canada
to encourage the calling of a National Convention on
Education—anywhere they like—so that the educa-
tional architects and reformers can compare notes?
If it was necessary once to have a Canadian Manu-
facturers’ Association, a Dominion Railway Commis-
sion, a Canadian news service, not to. mention the
all-Canadian banking systems, the railways and a
dozen other things of national importance, is it not
time to have a Dominion Educational Association?

B RITISH COLUMBIA is now considering the

»

NE of the best comments on the recent Govern-
ment boom in the Canadian shipbuilding in-
dustry—before it was even announced by the

Hon. Minister of Marine and Fisheries—is the appear-
ance of a monthly paper devoted entirely to the
interests of Canadian shipbuilding and harbor con-
struction. Vol. I, No. 1, of that paper, edited, as we
understand, by a well-known Canadian Courier con-
tributor, Frank Wall, is a very timely retrospect of
what has suddenly bhecome a matter of big national
news in this country. One of the sub-heads alone
epitomizes the story:

“IN 1915, SHIPBUILDING, ONE OF SMALLEST
INDUSTRIES, NOW BECOMING ONE OF GREAT
IMPORTANCE.

No more important and truly national undertaking
was ever created or revived than this revival of
shipbuilding in Canada. Time and again we have
published articles and editorials in the Canadian
Courier, long before shipbuilding was really revived,
pointing out how necessary and national this purely
Canadian industry ought to be. One of the incom-
prehensible things about the world’s water-trans-
portation systems before the war was that some

nations made a specialty of building ships, some of

operating them, others of owning them. It is now
clearly realized that shipbuilding is an industry that
should be carried on by the nation that owns and
the nation that operates the ships. A fleet of ocean
liners or lake and river carriers is as much a national
fact as a harbor. A line of steamships from the
timber in the tree and the iron on the rocks, to the
captain on the bridge and the cargo in the bottom,
should be as national a fact as the docks at Halifax,
St. John, Quebec, Montreal and Vancouver. What
we have always needed in our ideas of shipbuilding

Canadianize Education
»

The Song of the Ships
»

Butcher Diplomacy
3

Our Bush-Hymns Heritage

L 3

The Soul of Russia

Exit Old Slogans

and shipping in this country is about half the con-
structive imagination we have always put on our
railway systems. A Canadian railway owned and
operated by a foreign nation is just about as sensible
as Canadian-built ships owned and operated by other
nations when Canadian cargoes are carried in
foreign bottoms.

»

OW is it that German generals are given carte
H blanche to bombard newspapers with their
tongues? The latest—one of many—in this
line of dreadful-talkers is von Lieb, of whom nobody
ever heard outside of the war zone until he began
to talk about the necessity of France being “bled
white.” Now, nobody seems to have asked von Lieb
his opinion. He seems to have just opened his mouth
just the way some dogs bark in a dog fight. He
spoke with all the ° disconnected irresponsible
savagery of a dog that knows no other language
than the smell of his enemy’s blood. These butchers
of humanity revel in blood talk. They have formed
the habit. Their own master, the Prince of Devils,
tnows how far they are responsible to any one in
Germany for what they say. We never hear of the
Kaiser calling a general to account for any bloody
remarks or for any atrocity. It seems to be taken
for granted that as long as any one in high rank
can say or-do anything horrible and savage he is
welcome to all the rope he wants because he can’t
possibly be out of order. Germany has no politics
except those of the axe. Her rulers and those who
speak for the country are not human. Only the
people are—somewhat human. And the people seem
to have been hypnotized.

»

OWEVER, we may as well cease to think in
H terms of peace until the war is over. It’s a
long way back to the day when, in the old

log church, to the tune Arlington we sang,

Must T be carried to the si(ies
On flow'ry beds of ease,

‘While others fought to win the prize
And sailed thro’ bloody seas?

There was a heap of believing in that old verse,
because it was built upon tough experience tussling
with naked realities and hard tack and long, hard
days of solid work in the bush. But it was an in-
spiring thing to get together on Sunday in the back-
woods church and sing things like that while the
saw-mill over the way stood silent among the log
piles. Little we knew how useful to a vastly greater
struggle would be communities we wrestled out of
the woods before some of us were dead or even
thinking of death. We are glad to live in a country
that ever sang such hymns under such conditions.
We have the vigor of our clime and the strength of
our convictions and our just share in the great work
going on in the world; a work that sometimes seems
g0 awful as not to be glorious, but in the main keeps
us sure that a country worth the efforts of those

which scorned the flowery beds of ease in the log
church is also worth the sublimer efforts of those
who get down in the wallow of war. May we all
do our part if we can’t go to war in keeping Canada
worth fighting for at home.

»

USSIA has a soul to save. Bolshevikism, with
R all its strange running amok, seems to have
in it somewhere the soul of Russia. John R.
Mott, with all his blunderbuss method of talk de-
rived from student evangelism in Russia may have
hit the nail on the head when he counseled the Allies
to have patience with Russia, that she would yet
emerge on the side of freedom. At any rate, it
looks as though Germany will not be able to ignore
the fact that somewhere or other there is still a
battlefront along the borders of Russia. It looks
as though, with all its vagaries of unreason and its
excesses of peasant socialism and industrial brother-
hood, the greater Russia, the Russia of the countless
millions, is as sure to turn back the Kaiser as once
it turned back the man who conquered the rest of
Europe, but had to trail his beaten army away from
Moscow.

»

O harm can come from a thorough restatement
N or reaffirmation of war aims at this time:
The old slogans are pretty well worn out. AS

long as German rank and file have the notion that =
the Allies are bent on the extermination of Germany,
that nation will fight to the last ditch, just as W€
would if we could be bludgeoned into believing any

’ such fallacy. The common desperate resistance to0

such a menace would unite any country much less
a unit than Germany. It has been Germany’s “welt-
politik”—the thing they talk about so much over
there—to disrupt all other nations while remaining
united herself. Now let the shoe go on the other
foot. Unity will yet come to the rest of us—slowly
though it may be; and the disruption will begin in
Germany. Once it begins-—there is the comforting
example of the prairie fire. AT

» ;
MONG the responses to a recent questionnaire

What is the Matter with My Town? appeared

an interesting but somewhat critical article
on Fort William. We understand the criticism to e
merely a personal opinion given in the best of good
nature and with no intentions of disparaging so i
portant a city as Fort William. The editor of this
paper would be foolish to indulge in idle criticism
of any community. We are infinitely more concerné
with what_is worth while in any ecity or town i
Canada than with civic defects.

Since publishing the criticisms we have receivefif'
an article from the Secretary of the Board of Tradé
pointing out what were and are the difficulties—esP®
cially since the war—that beset the city of Fort wil
liam, and how the people of that city have met an
overcome the handicap. We shall publish this
article—or as much of it as may be consistent Wit
space available—in our next issue; meanwhile poin®
ing out that the real value of getting any such crit?
cism may sometimes be found in the way somebo®
else meets it. .

5o

» :

—Tragedy and Triumph :

EVER, 80 far &s we know, has a newspaper 'issueg

I \-I an epochal number of truly prodigious prupoftio 5
right in the midst of what that paper, in a Be&"

line, proclaims as America’s Greatest Disaster. i
tragedy and the triumph of Halifax were dramat
blended in the noteworthy special edition brought et
by the Halifax Herald, issued immediately after the WI' e
of the city. Plans were laid for this number moZ-
before, and the issue must have been nearly all o at
press when the calamity happened. And the 8o
disaster made no difference in the optimism of the grgof §
enterprise. Halifax, as represented by the sturdy Viwa\
of the Herald, dominated by Senator Dennis, is N0 plre‘_
for perpetual mourning. We have for long enoug
garded our famous historic seaport as a glimpseé o r]é
world that was, reluctantly conforming itself to the i
that is and is to come. At such times as the S”eate,t
of all civic disasters and the issue of one of the 8re® 108
memorial numbers of a newspaper ever print€® g
Canada, we come to feel that the vitality and the SIS
purpose of Halifax are those that belong only to "szw
munities which the 'world considers both char'l’-"terI :
and permanent.

< cally
ic g




'I-j HE new year has opened auspiciously
with a great French victory in Italy, and
with a series of minor Allied successes

on the western front. The new year
brings also a peace proposal from Germany, and

this time it is definite and official. There have

been other peace proposals, but they were of

the nature of trial balloons, unofficial, and easy

to repudiate. But a speech from the foreign

Minister of Austria-Hungary, no matter how in-

‘_"dGQuate its nature, marks a turning of the page

i the history of the war. It is the hoisting

of the white flag.

That Germany must make strenuous efforts to
Sécure peace was certain, but we must not suppose
that they indicate an immediate ending of the war.
Germany’s plight is indeed a desperate one, but
this very fact may easily spur her to some frantic
and final attempt to carry terror to the heart of her
foes anq so dispose them to terms more favorable

- than they would otherwise contemplate. It is to be

fémembered that the German mentality is a peculiar
of‘e’ and it is nowhere more peculiar than in its con-
Vietion that the whole world is governed by the same
Motives and is susceptible to the same influences
Mr. Carl Ackerman, who probably knows more of

1 = 2 5
he German war mind than any writer who is now

4Vailable, gives it as his conviction that the German
People could not bear the news of an unmistakeable
-defeat, and this is probably true when we consider
he insolence of the German mind in the presence
9f victory. The German people are essentially

_ “OWardly, and therefore they attribute cowardice to

/

f’lhers. They believe that a great German victory
:Ve‘;‘;ld dismay their enemies, bgcause they them-
neess would be dismayed by defeat. In desperate
: of peace they believe that they can. compel
:’::c_e by a successful display of titanic force, and
¥ may attempt such a display. They may even

£ain some 100al and temporary successes.
t Zvith every desire to appreciate the standpoint of
aDDrDESSinflist, I am unable to share his gloomy
moehensmns, nor to join in his clamor for American
‘X\eais as the only hope of saving the day. }'3y all
DOEsik?] let us have American troops as speedily as
Drese €. Th.eir fine courage is an asset, and their
a.lannce an inspiration. But they will not turn the
the ACIT from defeat to victory. They may hasten
c 'Bied~ triumph, if only by the promise of their
a"mi’es ut “certainly we need not picture the Allied
SDea as holding on grimly, in the last ditch, so to
DOSea’tand praying for help as Wellington is sup-
i 0 have prayed for Blucher at Waterloo. The
e are not at all in a desperate position. It is
A reeell‘m.ans who are ih a desperate position. If
. discouraged by the reverse at Cambrai, and
D“PSel’v Russian situation, we may reasonably ask
©S what the Germans must be feeling as they

00
tra:;back on the year that has passed with its long
N of reverses, and forward to the year that has

s
ey dawned, and that contains so little on which
‘ can fix their hopes.

: :
{}f Germans hegan the year by their retreat to
e Hindenburg Line, which implied the evacua-

tion
h,‘lnd:f a large territory and the abandonment of
iy, 1t of villages. Since then they have been

(3

ss:l back at Vimy, at Wytschaete, from the
Nes Ridge, and at Ypres. They have lost to

ench the whole of the Verdun territory repre-

€

Senty

renzlf four months of tremendous fighting. The
e have driven them from the Chemin des

anq ¢ and have advanced within range of Laon,

18, too, after a long series of Gorman assaults

of
al
MOSt unprecedented violence. Tho Germans

My aat Jef\lsa]em, and two British armies in Asia

. 05
tof} are now pressing forward and occupying the

o
from, IV essential to the German hones of an emnire
°rlin to Bagdad. And finally, they have
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END THE WAR,

-

By SIDNEY CORYN

ERMANY has raised against her a Franken-
stein monster, and its name is Bolsheviki. The
tide is turning. Germany has been doing all the
disrupting in other countries. When disintegra-
tion gets in its deadly work on her-own vitals—
revolution may end what war began. This analy-
sis was made three days before the German mu-
tiny on the east front. The soundness of the ob-
servation is self-evident.
»
been driven from the Hindenburg Line itself at
Cambrai, and British troops are holding part of the
very fortiﬁcativons so loudly acclaimed as im-
pregnable. The Germans, on the other hand, have
won nothing along the whole western front, if we
except the small area at Cambrai which they re-
covered after the great British assault. On this
occasion the British lost one hundred guns, and this
represents the entire British artillery loss since the
beginning of the spring. But the Germans during
the same time have lost 1,798 guns, 554 mortars, and
4,902 machine guns. They have also lost 114,000
prisoners on this front.

The two chief causes for the forebodings that are
now so prevalent among the unreflecting are the
Russian situation and the Italian campaign. Now,
the Russian situation is bad. It cannot be denied.
None the less, it is not wholly bad, and here, too, it
would be interesting to get the German point of
view. Certainly it is not one of unmixed exultation.
If the situation in Ruséia has liberated a certain num-
ber of German troops—probably not a very large
number—it has liberated also a spirit of revolt that
is certainly exercising its unwelcome contagion
across the German frontier. What must be the
effect in Germany of such z:m object lesson in the
power of a nation to strike down its own government
over night, and to liberate itself almost without a
spasm from the control of a military autocracy?
Germany has raised a Frankenstein monster in the
shape of the Bolsheviki at which she can not but
look in horror. Within the last few days we have
read of the arrest of 300 German Independent Social-
ists who refuse to follow the lead of Scheidemann
and other “loyalists,” and who demand peace at any
price. We have not bhefore heard of these Inde-
pendent Socialists, and who can doubt that they are
the offspring of the Russian revolution? The portent
is a sinister one for Germany. It goes far to explain
the white flag. It has a significance greater than
that of the purely military events on the battle fronts.

The disposition of the German forces that are sup-
posed to have been withdrawn from her eastern
lines is stil considered by many to prove the reality
of a new danger in the west. There can be no ques-

_tion that considerable numbers of men have actually
been withdrawn from the east—the Bolsheviki them-
selves complain of it, or pretend to—but we may
remember first that the process of withdrawal is a
slow and toilsome one, and secondly that we have
ne positive ‘knowledge of their destination. Vague
statements that various Russian units have been
identified on the western front should count for
little. The same statements might have been made
truthfully at almost any time of the war. There has
always been a process of exchange from east to west,
and Germany is known to have used the eastern
field as a sort of sanatorium for her troops that
were broken by the hardships of the western lines.
We have still to find any authoritative statement
that the German lines in France and Flanders have
been heavily reinforced. On the other hand we know
that the Teuton armies fighting against Italy are
made up largely of men released from the eastern
front. We are told also that the Bulgarians are
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being reinforced from the same source, and now
comes news that the army of Von Falkenhayn
to the north of Jerusalem has similarly been
strengthened by troops withdrawn from the Rus-

. sian lines. There is also supposed to be an

army at Aleppo under Von Mackensen intended

_ to block the way of the British who are moving

northwest from Bagdad, and we may suppose
that this also has been strengthened. That Ger-
many has actually denuded her castern lines is
impossible. She would never be so foolish as
to do that in full view of the chaos in Russian
affairs. Indeed we may be sure that she has
retained sufficient men for any possible even-
tuality, and that means a very large number. There
seems, therefore, to be little difficulty in accounting
for all. the men that Germany was previously em-
ploying on her eastern lines, without resorting to
the unsustained theory of large new armies prepared
te throw themselves in a devastating flood upon the
French and the British.

The situation in Italy is distinctly good, and here,
too, we may be fairly sure that the Teutons would
gladly recall the offensive which at first filled them
with such-glowing hopés.

OES Germany intend to strike at all, and, if

so, does such a stroke take precedence of her
peace plans? I believe strongly that her peace plans
come first, that she has a real hope, and even an
expectation, that Count Czernin’s proposals may end
the war, and that whatever she may do with her
armies will be less in the hope of winning honest
military victories than in furnishing to her enemies
a new motive of terror to end the struggle. That
she should propose the status quo ante is certainly
an. arresting fact, since it compels her to face the
rage of her own fire eaters and pan-Germans who
have already incorporated Belgium in the map of
CGermany, and who, in their fevered imagination, see
Mittei Europa as an established fact, with Asia
Minor as its appendage. That these peace proposals
cover some dark and sinister military scheme I do
not believe. There is no reason to doubt that they
have a certain stupid sincerity about them. T believe.
Germany is resolved to end the war now, if such
an object can by any possibility be achieved. T
believe that she must end the war or face revolution
at home from a people rendered desperate from star-
vation. Vorwaerts has the courage to tell its gov-
ernment that there are forty million people who are
not merely hungry, but starving, and that at any
moment these people may raise their hands in de-
structive rage and bring the social fabric to the
ground. Even the best informed opinion of those
who believe that Germany will not revolt during the
war has very little value, since such a situation as
this has no precedent in human history. At least it
can have no greater value than the opinion of the
acting editor of Vorwaerts (Liebknecht himself is in
prison), who is apparently willing to risk his own
freedom in its expression. It would be hard to
exaggerate the importance of these things. They
weigh more heavily than the numbers and the effi-
ciency of the German army. They fully explain the
white flag that Germany has raised. For it is a white
flag, however small. And there are others, larger
ones, to come in the immediate future. Germany

 has yet to learn that her enemies are not in the least

afraid nor dismayed, and that as they are not fighting
for material things so they can not be bribed by
material things. And when she next addressesg her-
self to the question of compensation for the ruin that
she has done, she might at the same time formulate
some statement of the compensation that she con-
siders adequate for living babies carried on the points
of German bayonets, for soldiers crucifiec and muti-
lated, for women dishonored, and for e ciowded
slaughter pits of Serbia and Poland
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JONATHAN GRAY’S WOMAN

ARTHA GRAY did human-energy work that might have been estimated in horse-power or voltage. She labored all

the hours she was awake, and in the daily carrying out of her tasks she knew more about the things that came to
Jonathan Gray’s hand than he knew about her doings. They were a team of stupendous workers. But besides being a
hand-helper to Jon, it was Martha’s great business before the Lord to spiritualize her home, to make it beautiful, and to
live by the strength not merely of the hand and the back but of the spirit. What a lot of folk nowadays are worrying and

striving for what Martha Gray had—the presence of Art and Spirituality in her Work. :

ONATHAN GRAY’S woman is depicted below in the act of making a
rag mat. The mat is chosen as a symbol of Martha Gray’s industries,
because it was one of the many things she used to make, and because
of all the things she ever made in her Canadian pioneer home, it con-

tained most imagination -

The mat that came as the last of the series in that home, after nearly half
a century of mat-making, was a crude but beautiful picture of the home for
which it was made It was a landscape, representing the man at the plough,
the toiling horses, some of the cattle, the barn and the yard where Martha car-
ried on many of her factory labors, as well as a corner of the house. As a pic-
ture no doubt that landscape was very defective. It contained about four
focal planes, or whatever they are, and very little of what is called perspec-
tive. But it had character and human interest; and in a half-humorous way
it told the story of how a man and woman had cheerfully conquered the wilder-
ness in order to bring up a large family as good citizens in a new country.

Jonathan Gray’s woman is not a fiction. In her day she was an inspiring
fact. She was personally known to the writer who spent many a week in the
home which by years of what would now be called magic she helped her man
Jon to build up in three communities.

She was Canadian-born of Scotch parentage. Jon was a plain, blunt Eng-
lishman. They had a family of six boys and two girls, all of whom up to the
age of responsibility Martha clothed from the back of the sheep to the back
of the boy, with no help from the machinery of civilization except the wheel,
the carder and the loom, the needle, thread and scissors. And T am not sure
had these two people been put to it in a still more primitive state of existence,
if they could not have contrived these things for themselves—all except the
scissors; for if Eskimos and Indians make thread of babiche there was noth-
ing to prevent Martha Gray from making it of something produced on the farm.
I know that she made in as primitive a way as any Indian the straw hats of
her whole family from choice wheat straws gathered out of the field; and
winter caps made entirely of skins of muskrats which Jon spear-
ed in a marsh and which she cured, cut and sewed together to
fit.

Jonathan Gray and his woman began their first
home in a Middlesex, Ont., bush. Their second was
nearly a hundred miles west in the township of Dover,
County of Kent, Ont. They

trekked ‘to it by wagon-
loads just as gipsies do, =~ ZL777
camping along the way by - %
night on the roadside and - 4) 3
caravaning by day under -~ ¢

the canopy of the schooner-

top. Years later when the o
family were all grown but
still unmarried, they trek-
ked again in a similar fashion
twenty-five miles to the edge of
a bush land where still more
acres could be got for the same
money because the land was
mainly uncleared. Thus for the
sake of the family twice the
Grays left home, getting each
time more land, and each time
leaving behind the improve-
ments they had made.

UT wherever they went Jon and his wife carried with

them the Ark of the Covenant in the home which they had made by
almost miracles of labor, thrift, ingenuity and faith in themselves.
their country and their God That home was not in‘chattels alone;
but in the spirit that made the home. Martha Gray had never lived
in a gown or a village where machinery is countrived to lighten and
divide labor Always from her girlhood when she married Jon until
the day of her death, she was as close to the primitive realities of
work as a glove is to a hand Her day’s works and her labors of an
evening were to Martha Gray what a violin is to a virtuoso. She
could make music of her work. She knew when any weakness of

hers interrupted that music or sent it off the key. And only at such [/lustrated by T. G. Greene

times was she at all unhappy. :

Work for her had no terrors. Hardship never dismayed her. Weariness
seldom made her peevish The day was meant to be filled with many kinds
of labor; heaven had given her a strong body and a stout heart. And Martha
Gray had imagination,» She put only a toueh of it into her rag mat because
her hands were untrained to the expression of art. Glimpses of it came out
like bursts of sunlight in a hundred things she made and did for the home.
But they passed away with the day’s work as patterns of sunshine fade from

By
THE
EDITOR

the wall in the nursery to leave the child wondering.

Behind all Martha’s rough but beautiful labors there was a spiritual life
that was no mere invention of a creed. Unfailing churchgoer as she was,
twice a Sunday, no matter what the roads or the weather, Martha Gray could
have lived a wonderful religion without a church. Because she had in her
soul, her brain and her fingers the inspiration of making the home of to-day
a little brighter and more beautiful than the home of yesterday and of living
now for the sake of what is to come.

There is nothing to exaggerate in the life and character of this woma:n. In
what sketches are to follow in the series there will be nothing but the plain
truth as it came out in the lives of these two brave people and their family.
The story of Jon and Martha does not go back so far as the horseback days
over the bush road with a bag of wheat to the mill and wolves in the back-
ground. That period came just before their day, and needs other pens than
ours to depict. But Jon and Martha carried the hardship and the good cheer
of the early day on into a stage of beauty and comfort unknown to the first
§ett1er in the solid bush. Indeed they used to look back upon such days, tell-
ing one another how much the world had developed and how fortunate they
were to be living in an age of such vast improvements.

They carried on the story down to the day when most of the great wizard-
ries that have transformed the world came into play. In
their two lives they knit together the epic of the earliest
days when Martha Gray as a Scotch-Canadian girl heard
from her parents what seemed to be legends of the bush
days, and the stranger marvel of the new time coming
when all things were to be changed by miracles of world-
wide invention that presently
crept into the crude life of the
farm.

MERE category of Mar-

tha Gray’s labors would
frighten some modern women.
Here are some of them, set
down merely at random with-
out reference to any. days’
works calendar of Martha:

Helping to Wash Sheep;
Helping to Shear Sheep;
Carding the Wool;
Spinning the Yarn;
Weaving the Full Cloth;
Cutting out the Clothes;
Making the Garments;
Making Patchwork Quilts;
Making Bed Sheets ;

Also Pillow Cases;
Plucking the Geese;
Making Feather Beds;
Also Pillows;

Curing Hams and Pork;
Canning and Preserving;
Making Cheese;
Manufacturing Soap;
Making Hats and Caps;
Khnitting Socks and Mitts ;
Making Shirts and Overalls;
Making Rag Mats—

Here we pause—when the list i9
but half complete.: All these in-
dustries were carried on as mere
side lines to the daily business Of
getting meals, washing and ironing, scrubbing, dust:
ing, sweeping, mending and. darning, polishing stoves
and building fires, and getting ready for church
She lived among her labors. as a hen among her
chickens. And she loved them. Without the work
she was lonesome. With it she could smile in the
face of the longest day the Lord ever made apb
wish it were longer. And she knew but little OF
doctors. The work she did was sometimes better
than medicine.

And if Jon and Martha were living now at a time when 2 world war has
brought civilization to the verge of an economy that belonged to their ow?

days, they could teach most of us great lessons in the business of getting %

in the world. (To be continued.) o

BEditor’s Note: In the announcement of this series last week we used the nam®
Jonathan Lee. We have changed it to Gray because Gray is better; and because the
only fictions in the narrative are the names.




NURSERY /&=

OBBIE lives in a farm-house, and sleeps under
B a raftered roof. The walls too are bare of

plaster, and when the sun streams in through
: the window in the south gable, and shines
on the patchwork quilt, a golden glow is reflected on
the bare boards. At night -when Bobbie takes his
€andle, and goes upstairs, there are great black
shadows on the walls and ceiling and. his own
= shadow is terrifyingly large and grotesque in shape.
Then he can imagine hiding in the shadows of the
rafters any_thing from ‘a realistic spider to a strange
hOb_goblin. Sometimes he draws the patchwork
Quilt quickly over his head to hide his terror, but
Still he takes a fearsome pleasure in these things.
Bobbie likes his little room, though it is hot in sum-
- Mer and he sometimes has to break the ice in his
Ditcher on winter mornings; he doesn’t know why
he likes it. The drawing-room is very grand with
its white plastered walls, but he does not feel at
home in the great carved walnut chairs covered
With horse-hair and ornamented with crocheted anti-
Macassars. The profusion of photographs and
Chl’istmas cards confuses his thoughts and stifles
“e imagination that runs riot in the simple attic
h(‘»droom_.

Dné summer an artist came to board at his father’s
h°“se; and when Bobbie’s mother showed him into
_the best guest chamber he shuddered.

“I' cannot bear it,” he said, “the white walls, the
—excuse me, but I could ‘not even sleep here.
Haven't you a room in the attic?”

“There’s Bobbie’s room,” said the surprised
Mmother; “hut it’s very bare and common.”

"1"!() her great surprise the artist went into ecsta-
%ies over the little attic chamber.

“Wonderful!” he cried. “Such simplicity, such
Tich golden browns in the rafters! The patchwork
Quilt gives just the touch of color it needs, and the
ag carpet is priceless. Lucky Bobbie, to have such
& lovely room! It is enough to make a poet out of
YOu, or an artist! I never saw a room better calcu-
lated to develop the imagination!”

So Bobbie slept that summer in the best bed-room,
but he goon erew tired of the cold white walls where
10 fairy could possibly hide; he grew to detest the
Shiny photograph of Grandfather in the black oval
flfame, and the glass case of wax flowers twining
around a crogs which his mother had made when she
Vas a girl. He was glad when summer was over and

€ could go back to his little attic room.

UCH rooms do not exist in city houses; but the
children are usually kept in the top storey with
© servants and old trunks. And it isn’t such a bad
dea after all. There is charm and privacy in an
8ttic room—put that is not why the children are put
here; it is usually to get them out of the way, and
10 leave down stair rooms for more important things
A8 if the nursery wasn’t the most important room-
= the house!
here s no half-way measure, Mothers! Either
YOU must give the furnishing of the mursery your ut-
: most consideration or

bed-room was a great
guccess, through its
lack of attention, its
utter bareness and
simplicity. No interior
decorator can create a
room as beautiful as

none at all. Bobbie’s .
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Every child is an artist.

out of doors. There is no carpet so restful to weary
feet and tired eyes as the green grass; no walls
go lovely as the vines, hedges and trees; mno ceil-
ing as pleasing as the sky.  The children’s real
nursery should be out of doors. Absence of orna-
ment is infinitely superior to bad decoration, bare-
ness is so much preferable to confusion

Aesthetic sensibilities wake early in some chil-
dren, and they, if able to analyze their emotions,
could testify to what suffering they have been sub-
jected by the habit of sending to the nursery what-
ever furniture is too ugly or threadbare to be used
in_any other part of the house. Many children are
not sensitive to artistic influences, and the parents
of such children often think that no special care
need be spent on their surroundings. It is never
idle to cultivate a child’s taste, and those who have
no natural appreciation of beauty need greater en-
couragement than do children born with a sense of
beauty. The daily intercourse with poor pictures,
ugly furniture, badly designed wall-papers and
worthless knick-knacks, will have a similar effect
to the mental diet of silly and ungrammatical story
books.

HE children of the rich frequently suffer more

than the poor children, from the quantity as
well as the quality of the presents they receive—es-
pecially at Christmas time—for these are apt to
create confusion in the best-planned nurseries. The
presents given to children who are not rich, usually
have the saving merit of usefulness; but the poor
little rich children are over-burdened with orna-
ments selected by undiscriminating . relatives and
friends; and which, though they may not admire,
they have too much loyalty and sentiment to dis-
card. Children suffer also from the over-crowding
of their rooms by objects which are considered too

good to throw away, but too ugly to be tolerated -

elsewhere.

It is essential that the nursery be cheerful. Dark
colors, besides necessitating the use of much artifi-
cial light, are depressing; the furniture should be
substantial, for little children cannot be expected to
give it the gentlest handling. It is of special im-
portance to provide a large, solid, writing-table;
children are too often subjected to the needless con-
straint and fatigue -of writing at narrow, unsteady
desks. A well:designed book-case with glass doors
will teach a child a respect for books. A large toy-
cupboard will do away with much confusion; for
in a room that has not a place for everything, a
‘child cannot be taught the importance of keeping
everything in its place.

Children’s rooms should be free from all super- '

fluous draperies; the curtains should be washable,
the walls covered only with rugs that can easily be
removed. Spgcial attention should be given to light,

By ESTELLE M. KERR
as children who are fond of reading are apt
to strain their eyes if a comfortable place
is not provided for them near the window;
and while a child should not be encouraged
to read in bed, it is sometimes difficult to
prevent their doing so. Consequently it is
advisable to provide a light near the head
of the bed, which will give sufficient illum-
ination for this. Cleanliness is also an im-
portant factor in the development of the
child, and the walls may be kalsomined

and the wood-work given a coat of paint every year
or two. Children are less apt to wilfully mark a
clean wall than a dirty one.’” In one of the junior

' boarding schools in England the little boys are re-

quired to wear white suits, which are changed only
once a week, no matter how soiled they may get,
and those who have been unnecessarily careless dis-
like wearing these dirty garments so much that they
gradually become more careful. In the same way
a child learns to take pride in a nursery in which
his parents have bestowed so much care. Painting
and kalsomining are not the difficult tasks some
people imagine them to be; and unless an especi-
ally good finish is desired, the services of a profes-
sional decorator are not necessary. Anyone  cap-
able of blending colors can get more attractive
shades by mixing white paint with pure color ground
in oil, than in the ready-mixed paints; while by buy-
ing kalsomine by the pound, mixing it with dry color
and water, and letting it stand over night, a plas-
tered wall, or one that has been papered, can be
quickly transformed by one coat of the proper con-
sistency.

Personally we do not care for the nursery wall-
papers that repeat groups of Kate Greenaway chil-
dren ad infinitum. The friezes of nursery rhymes
are better, but even they grow tiresome. Bright cre-
tonmes or wall papers with flowers and birds usually
fascinate children; but if there is a possibility of
the nursery beirig used as a sick-room it is best to
stick to plain colors, except for hangings and covers

that can be easily removed.

One of my most vivid childish memories is of ceil-
ing covered with a variety of gold ornaments and
bars, connected with no apparent design; and I was
always torturing my little brain to find a beginning
and an end. Another memory is of a picture which
hung opposite my bed. It represented a lot of Dutch
children hand in hand, with their backs turned to
me, watching a very red sun interminably sinking
over the sea. In health I never thought of moving
it; but once when sick with a fever I burst out cry-
ing “because the sun would never go down.” So the
nurse removed the offending picture. Another hor-
ror was found in a lithograph of a. dog chained to
his kennel, and a constantly rising flood which would
soon engulf him. Still another was of a hunting-
lodge, where the dead bleeding deer the people were
heartlessly weighing filled me with pity. On the
other hand, I adored .
a large colored print
of Millais’ “Cherry-
Ripe” and “Bubbles.”

Only good pictures
should be put in the
nursery. It is the
most important room
in the house.
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A Further Instalment in the Pictorial Series

What Happened to Hoag

A STRUGGLE between two Principles expressed by
~ two Opposite Personalztzes. Hoag s an Agent
of the Unseen, a believer in what some people call
psychics---which he did not pretend to undersiand.
Henry Markham 1s an Agent of the Hidden Hand,
a belvever in am Farthly Force whose power has a
right to make him a slave.

Hoag s offered a large salary by Henry Markham
to be a spiritual spy among Markham iron-workers.
He refuses. He becomes labor reporter on the Clarion,
an organ of the working-men, and Saturday editor
of a psychic and socialistic colummn entitled ‘ Other
Worlds Than Ours.” Markham discovers an iron
mine and carries out a new cycle of steel indus-

By HOMA

W HAT Happened to the Hoag Series? asks an irritated reader up

at Timmins, Ont. ‘‘Without a word of comment or regret to
the possible readers of this narrative, it suddenly disappears. This
is the second time. The first time the reader had to scan the whole
magazine for an explanation. You were a piker, a quitter, in this
instance without an excuse. A good story could not be discarded and
pushed out by trivial little thmgs contained elsewhere.’

OAG closed his eyes, and sa\\" a  vision less midnight oil, more sleep, more food and a OME doctor said it was neurasthenia.
H of Henry Markham making that speech. slug of Scotch whisky every might.” “That’s what I’ve tried to tell ’im, doctor,”
He could see every gesture, every ‘Hoag smiled in a queer way. [He sat down and alleged Mrs. Bartop, down at the door,
contortion of the mouth, every grim- clutched: at the desk. He got up and drifted “But I}
ace, looking close into those pin-wheel around the room. : couldn’t get me tongue round the word.”

eves as though he would look behind into the
man’s brain. In a sudden fit of imitation he de-
livered the whole speech in the very tones of
Markham-—watching his shadow as it made the
Markham gestures.

The shadow became a sudden reality.

It was as real as a moving picture.

The imitation was absolute., So much so that
Hoag almost startled himself—when suddenly the
door opened and Poundem popped in his head;
and as suddenly Hoag was himself again.

“Say,” said the editor, “I'm going to shoot holes
in that speech.”

“Oh! All the holes you shoot in that man only
advertise him. He thrives on opposition.”

“Well, any old time this paper quits shooting
shrapnel into men like Markham, we might as
well shut up shop.” y

“Yes, but a fly flatters a bull Markham'’s
genius is wll for *hitching other men up
to do hig work. He is a / politician, a
master of detail, a student of what he -calls
practical psychology. He has no conscience,
therefore you can’t morally hurt him. But he has
a fear of ghosts—ghosts—the things that are most
unlike himself.”

“He fears this rag, I reckon.”

“Ghosts, I tell you! Markham is under a
gtrange influence—outside of himself,- Just what
it is I can’t tell you just now. But it drives him.
It’s a sort of spectre. I sometimes think I've
seen it. But you fhaven’t. It travels thousands
of miles. Tt haunts other men—men with little
brains and big hard hands, and grimy faces. It’s
the master of Markham.”

Poundem rammed his hands into his pockets
and said, “Jerusalem!”

“There’s one power he hag to fear more than
anything else,” Hoag went on as he paced the
office, “except the influence he is under. It’s no"/
me. When T know what it is there will be an
explosion in the Markham camp The explosion
may blow me to smithereens. I can’t help that.
The way I feel just now—it wouldn’t matter
anyway.”

“Spooking too much, Hoag,

“What’s
asked suddenly.

leaves in a ftree.
thin face.

like Hoag. 'The . editor

“Sit down, man!”
way.

from his eyes.

‘What you need is

the press going so early for?” he

“Press isn’t going, man.” _ ‘

“But the office is shaking—shakes 1like dead
Oh lord!”

His eyes were like blobs of glass in his pale,
If a corpse could suddenly have stood
and looked at a man, it would have been the most
took hold of his hand.
It felt as though an icicle had suddenly
scraped over his merves.

said Poundem in @ scared

Hoag felt himself pushed down
He saw the little office again; Poundem asking

him if he wanted a slug of Scotch or something.
“No thanks!” he mumbled.

Lord! I thought the press was going.”

Mrs. Bartop tells the doctor about the blow to
Mr. Hoags Head.

tries. Part of his scheme s marriage to Helen
Munro, life-long friend of Martin Hoag. The lean
shadow-man, absorbed in psychics, in democracy of
the imagination, in dreams, in moving pictures, sets

himself the task of circumventing Markham, who

uses newspapers, philanthropy, politics, business---
everything to gain his purpose.
stalment Mrs. Bartop, landlady, puzzled by Hoag’s
ghostly movements in her house, s still further
puzzled by his location of a pair of scissors while
walking wn his sleep. Hoag gets a letter from Helen
whom he visualizes -as a phantom. A Board of

Trade banquet glorifies Henry Markham who makes

a brief speech.
g D Y

The only explanation we can give is that the story must have taken

a notion to act like Hoag—who never could be located by his landlady
But our Tim--

mins critic -will notice that Hoag has come back. He has come back.

just where she thought he was a second or two before.

to stay—until he has finished his work. And he has a lot to do in &

small space. In the following instalment we trace the power of a phan-

tom over the minds and actions of some people.—The Editor.

‘He should go into a sanitarium at once.”
“0ch! Hell
warrant.”
“He’s overworked. Too much—"
“What I've told him all along,” she interrupted,
backing herself politely
“Too much psychology.

not even keep to his bed, I’ll

solemnly stroking her broad, fat head.
against the door-knob.
Man alive, did ye get

a glimpse of them books o’ his?”

SPit! “Books don’t ‘de it

“But have ye read that spook page on the
Saturday Clarion, then? Other Worlds than
Ours, he calls it.”

The doctor grinned a (it.

“0O-ho! Writes a bit does he?”

“Tut! that’s not all of Mr. Hoag though. Why,
he doesn’t eat enough to pamper-a canary—toast
and tea and slops. ©Oh, if youd ever see him
in his pyjamas. When he’s dressed he pads him-
self to look like a man. But-—energy! Man alive,
he never gets in till all hours. Goes spookin’ off
Dear me! [If he

to movie shows, one a night.
hadn’t beea with me three years and never harm-

been

The (blur went
“I'm all right.

ed a soul, T’d bundle him out o’ thls But La!
heé’s tha: kind to others.”

The doctor indiscreetly felt around Mrs.
top’s waist to find the door-knob.

“Whisht ye! Listen this. He’s ‘crazy in
love with a woman that’s to (be married on to
Rosemount Road. She’s clever, and beautiful and
fine, ‘and he thinks she’s going to the devil—but
he’s never told me so. Put that in your pipe and
smoke it, now, if it’s diagnosis ye want.”

The doctor lighted w cigarette.

“Lord! that’s simple enough. Let him go to &
sanitarium and fall in love with a nurse.” .

Mrs. Bartop waved both hands like fins.

“Such rot!

Bar-

Him fall in love with any other soul
and body? No, no; not mv Mr, Hoag. Oh, well,
it’s no use tellin’ ye that the poor .nan’s got &
smack on the head a while ago from some mid-
night thug, and he’s never been the same since:
No, he'd never tell ye. He’s such
a mim-mouth creature. He says no more than

his own shadow to most folks. And the Lord
knows what he’s thinkin’—but I'm very sure it’s
far more wonderful than anything the man writes

Tell you that?

In last week’s 'm-i

—




about visions and spooks and the like. Well—I
guess yé needn’t be bothered ‘comin’ again. We'll
Just have to see what happens till "im.”
H that put him to sleep on a side street. He
knew clearly why it was done. When he
refused to become a secret agent for Henry Mark-
ham among the iron-workers he expected that the
man behind Markhams would some day manoeuvre
to make it certain that the ability he had tried

to buy should not in the long run be used against
him.

OAG knew whose hand directed the blow

Astute manipulator of men as he was, Markham
Would not hesitate to use violence for his purpose
if only he could cover up his tracks. And he was
4 superb runner to cover. Pro/videnoe had put
Henry Markham into the world with a certain
kind of brain for the betterment of humanity.
Evil genius in some form had perverted that brain.
Markham was in the grip of an occultic force.
Nobody outside of himself and his sister knew
Precisely what it was—except Hoag, who so far
had only surmised it. That force, whatever it
~ Was, traveling thousands of miles through the air,
under the water, across continents, could never
be effectively met by any counter force, because
- its methods of operation were so mysterious and
S¢ devious that other forces never could organize
against it. And Henry Markham was a genius
Of organization, not because he was an initiator,
hut because he was the secret agent of this power-
ful other influence. It ‘was not money; not per-
I"Sona.l ambition; not mere love of social prestige;
',"_Ot‘the power of the press; not the man’s obvious
_Dassion for works of philanthropy. All of these
~\7eére the mere accessories to the power that was
fh"iving Markham. And that power was expressed,
48 Hoag knew, in the magic of a concrete idea.
It took the shape to him sometimes of some terri-
fying deity with a devil's power to command him.
The deity had never seen him; might not be aware
Of his personal existence. That made it all the
Mmore potent. It was the Hidden Hand, expressing
2 will that was vastly greater than Markham's;
the kind of will that some people call God..
.« That power-will called Heniy Markham to be-
Come an iron-master. It terrified him and inspired
him into believing that whatever he did must be
to the glory and the might of an idea which to
him seemed greater than all other ideas in the
World.. We have seen how, at the opera, he he-
fame so terribly excited over the spectacle of the
Magic sword in the hands of Siegfried: the sword
(hat split the anvil. Markham was haunted by
that sworq. It was the symbol of a strength
Breater than any form of government by the
beople, than any ideas of God in the Bible, than
ANy organization of big business not inspired and
‘ontrolled hy that power-will of the hidden hand.

»
H OW was Hoag to combat this power? By
no method he could tell to a living soul
But by the very power which Markham had
detected in him; in that power carried to the
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etchen Malone tells Helen how to become a
.y magic woman.
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limit. The attempt to sandbag him only proved
to Hoag just where was Markham’s master fear.

“Be not afraid of theni that kill the body, but
afterwards have no nower to kill the soul” was
a text that often came to Hoag’'s mind. Yet when-
ever Mrs. Bartop tried to-nail him down to an
admission of his faith he invariably put her oif
with a subterfuge. Hoag was conscious of the
growth of a strange power in himself. Yet he
would not believe in any of-the customary spiri-
tistic suggestions. As yet he knew not his own
He only felt its vibrations—under certain
conditions.

“Oh, but the way ve found that scissors, man!”
chuckled Mrs. Bartop, after the docter had left.

Hoag felt the bed quivering, when he knew it
was physically still and smiled.

“A mere fluke,” he said. “Anybody could do
it under the right conditions.”

“Yes, but the doctor says ye're not well, Mr.
Hoag.”

This was over a cup of beef broth.

“Oh! 1 daresay he told you just what was
wrong with me. Yes, he asked me a number of
catechetical questions; just the same as he asks
of everybody else. He put my answers all down
in a book, under the date line. On another date
he will ask me a similar set of questions and
put down my answers. But the poor machine
asked me absolutely nothing about myself——"

power.
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Helen unro has a phantom-dream lasting three
P

seconds
“Tush now! As Ll
vager he left some medicine.”

“Pills, madam! Two phials of little pillettes.
Ha! One of these I am on no account to touch
with my fingers.”

Hoag reached for the phial on the little tablev
by the bed.

“Give them to the cat, Mrs. Bartop.
a homoepathic cat?”

if ye’d have told him.

Have you

His laugh was the weirdest sort of chuckle.

Mrs. Bartop was suddenly stung with an idea.

“T wonder,” she said to herself, “if he takes

“Dope ?" he snapped as he rose in bed. “No, not
dope. Now don’t look so puzzled. Don't say T
read your thought. I didn’t. There was but one
thought. Both of us happened to have it. Don't
even call it new thought. There is no new thought.
It’s all old. The trouble with people is—"

He paused, gazing at her.

“Ouch!” she said, almost screamed. “I know
what _vmi’i‘e going to say about me. I'm—too fut!”

He laughed. “So you are. A few years ago by
the picture you showed me you were as willowy
as a ballet girl.”

“f was that indeed,” Mrs. Bartop nodded gravely.
One finger at her chin she was about to regale
him with memories of her sylphhood, but he in-
terrupted her.

‘pyjamas;

L

it m'f{// '(4'

M
A D

Henry Markham as he appeared on the iron and
steel film.

“Well, why did you multiply .yourself by two
with a lot of useless tissue? Why do so many
people—especially middle-aged women—do s0?
Your soul doesn’t get fat, I hope?”’

She gave him a severe look, with some pity
1Rnit,

“Well of all things,” she said, “that a bhody——"

“I know,” he broke in. “That one 'who is so
immeasurably thin as I am should dare to criticize
vou for being fat. Yes, I am thin. Just at
present what body I have seems to be vibrating
very queerly, T told the doctor so. He said it
was——"" ;

“Neurasthma,” she exclaimed.

“That’s what he called it—neurasthenia. Nice
name. But it means in my case nothing. Mrs.
Bartop—tell me what you—yourself, really think
of me. Don't fudge, now. You know me better

. than the doctor.”

Mrs. Bartop drew herself
pride.

up with becoming

“You are—gettin’ your body as light as you can
—s0 that 7
: “Please go on, Mrs. Bartop. Don’t say I'll dry
up and blow away. You are not in that mood
just now.” :

“So that you can—can—oh, what is it? I've no
words to fit.”

He got clean out of bed in his pyjamas.

“When we were young, Mrs. Bartop, Body and
soul were like a voice and a song. As we keep
on eating and drinking, tons upon tons, the soul
finds the body getting clogged up. I want to get
rid of the clogs. I don’t want to have to go to

“sleep and dream in order to get my soul set free

to act. I don’t want to feel -depressed because
my liver needs pills. I don't want to be dizzv
hecause I've got indigestion or to have a headache
because my nerves are poisoned. That’s about
all.”

When she looked up, Mr. Hoag was out of the
room. - Never a sound. Not the rustle of his
not the crack of a joint. He passed

»

out of the room as a shadow does.
RETCHEN MALONE was an expert on color
G schemes and decorations, which she had
studied before deciding to decorate the
career of Malone, now deceased. She was also
no amateur at a sort of divination that depended
partly upon intuition and much upon wits. Helen
Munro—was a darling girl. Very. But Helen
required coaching bhefore marrying the brother of
Gretchen ' Malone. Some jealousy, perhaps
Gretchen was herself handsome, piquant, accom-
plished, traveled, Europeanized. But—she had a
nickel-plated finish and she knew it.

“Helen is a real maiden,” quoth Gretchen at
the glass. “Still—that’s not it, either. I never
was like her. And—oh, well, T guess she’ll be
more useful to Henry's game as she is than any-
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Markham, look out the window, says, “There 'is
one Hoa§ you see—and another.”

thing she can get by copying me. At the same

tiee——" i

Gretchen would have been flattered by a little
imitation. Helen never gave it. She took Gret-
chen’s ideas of home decoration without a pro-
test. She kept her own inward ideas, her own
opinions of people, her own likes and dislikes—
especially among the smart amateur-cigarette lot
that Madam sometimes had at Cragtop, when they
discussed new art, new ideas of sex: all that stuff.

Well, one day the two stood looking over the
best bed-room in the new house, a stately pageant
of blue and old gold and white; and Gretchen fell
to discussing Henry, her advice being:

“My dear, never oppose him, or he will break
you. Help him and you are part of his power.
My dear, I envy you.

“But you don't understand his ambition?” she
went en. “Nor the power——"

“Excuse me. Henry always said T was the only
one who did.”

“Complimenting a secretary, my dear. Henry
~10ws how to make many people come to him that

vay. But you are on a different footing now.
You are to——*
“Yes, yes, marry him. So I am. Well?”

“Then—for heaven's sake study him.”

“Really—but whose affair is it?”

Gretchen shrugged. “Should be yours. But
pch!  You are—well, you weary me, Helen. You
con’t pry into that man any more than as though
he were a conventional hubby-to-be, like my
Malone was. And I—oh, well, money talks. But :
it’s not mere money you're getting in my brother.
He would be wonderful if he hadn’t a sou. Money
to him is just a by-product of personality. But
helieve me, unless you make him feel you are
~tudying him, you will have a tough time with
Henry. He must be studied.”

“Gretchen, I know just what you mean. You
vant me to feel—sometimes afraid of such a
dynamic person. Well—I don’t at all.”

The look she got was startling.

Gretchen seemed to have lorgnettes for eyes.

“Bravo, my dear!” She swept over to Helen,
overlooking the great wooded ravine. “You—dear,
dear dameel!” Her long lashes butterflied on
Helen’s face. She seemed to wind herself about
the girl like a beautiful cobra. “When you get
into the zone of Markham vibrations, when you
learn to synchronize, my dear—oh, you will be the
happy creature. You can be—a magic woman.”

The voice was a stage whisper.

Her eyes pin-wheeled like Markham’s.

»

MONG the downtown films of the week follow-
A ing was a drama of iron and steel which
had cost Henry Markham some money to
An advertising manoeuvre, no doubt. And
It showed every stage of man’s

stage.
a, remarkable film.

CANADIAN COURIER

tremendous tussle with iron—down in the mine,
out on the ore-dumps, pigmying over the flat-cars,
clattering from ore-elevators to the holds of long
ore-bottoms that went scudding and reeling down
the lakes and gave up their cargoes at huge docks,
still cold, hard, raw as nature made the ore.
Then came the coal, the heat, the flames, the
flaring smelters and the smoke, the lurid etchings
of man’s fascinating struggle with the stuff of
which the modern world is made—out to the pigs,
the smithies, the forges; the boiler works, the
locomotive shops; the steel rails, the structural
steel for bridges. % ‘ :

Most of tha audience were the soft scented
variety from Rosemount way. They shimmered
with silken applause; ladies who had never seen
iron in the making and men who knew that here
was the moving picture of a great Canadian in-
dustry which seemed to have leaped upon the
country at the wand of one man.

Mere men in that film were marionettes; little
legs and arms as though they had been useful
bugs.

Presently, as Hoag watched the thing from a
door seat, the scale shifted and the men grew
bigger; crowds upon crowds of grimy iron-workers
rushing like rivers from the walls of Markham
into the street.

And then came the man who had created it all.
Face up to the camera, twice life size, wearing
the mask of a strange smile, a mysterious blend
of brute force, mental power and suavity. When
the white-gloved hands rippled, Hoag felt his skin
crizzling up. The vibrations of his nerves, which
Mrs. Barton had called neurasthma, he had for-
gotten while the iron was on the screen. Now
they came back.

With a queer blur in his eyes he saw among a
smartly-gowned crowd on that same screen, Helen
Munro.

And she was beautiful. >

The sight of her made what was left of his
body feel like a storm of electricity. He felt
the theatre vibrate. As he ‘turned and shuffled
cut to the street, the walls seemed to be scudding
over a screen. :

With him, back to the top room at Mrs. Bartop’s,
went those two phantoms of the screen; the
masked agent of the hidden hand; the bheautiful
woman who was to marry him.

Compared to the power of these two in unison—-

what was a frail shard like Hoag, pitied as he

was by Mrs. Bartop, commercialized by Poundem
the editor, haunted by everything as though it
were a phantom?

»

RETCHEN MALONE always bought the
G Saturday Clarion. ‘“Keeps one posted on
the servant problem,” she intimated to

Helen, who indeed had never detected her hostess
reading Other Worlds Than Ours. Now and then
she pounced upon a Poundem editorial and one in
particular put her on the top of her E string. She
read it to Helen just before dinnertime: :

_ Markham interests and all like them are like epi-
demics. They thrive on social conditions where there
has been no inoculation. . The enterprise of Henry
Markham in putting on a public complimentary film
of his Siegfried and Vulcan and Cyclone works in
various parts of this country is only equalled by the
audacity of Henry Markham ‘when he proposes to give
free exhibitions of this film in Ottawa for the benefit
of M.P.’s. ‘We understand that the censor did not
insist on expurgating the psysiognomy of Markham
from this film. And while it may not be considered
vulgar in that set to blazon one’s private affairs before
the public for advertising purposes, it may be pointed
out that the spectacle of a certain lady featured on
this film may not be common vulgarity at all. It may
be business. There are M.P.’s who might like to make
the acquaintance of this lady on the ﬁlr_n, Petticoat
politics.

“T do wish Henry would suppress that rag!”

Helen made no reply.

“My dear, don’t you resent having your per-
sonal affairs foot-balled about by the Clarion?”

“Gretchen,” said Helen, deliberately, “it would
be very bad taste as well as tactics for me to be
angry in Mr. Markham's presence over anything
said by the Clarion.”

Madam Malone went to her room. Dinner weuld

be on shortly. The clock on the mantel ticked
softly. The house was uncommonly still, as big
houses often are. A low fire flickered in the grate.
Helen drew the curtains, turned out the light and
lay on the couch, glad to be alone for even a few
moments without locking herself in her room.
Now and then a waggon clacked faintly past along
the bottom road in the ravine. A low wind moaned-:
in the trees. The clock began to tone the third
quarter. She seemed to fall into a doze. Some
film phantom passed over her vision.

“Oh, the iron!” she mumbled. “Isn’t it won-
derful!” i
A voice answered instantly; a voice that seemed
to blend with the low sputter of the fire, the

moan of the wind and the chime of the clock.

“My friend, you also were on that screen. But
it was not your picture only. It was yourself—
the woman whom Hém‘y Markham expects to
marry.”

“Shake hands, old friend,” she said, seeing as
vividly as once she had seen that same face and
form on the film—the pale shadow of Martin Hoag.
He also was on a screen: she could see the very
words he was speaking., She put out her hahd to
shake the hand of the man on the screen. It
touched the head of the couch.

Helen suddenly sat up.

The clock on the mantel was just finishing the
three-quarters chime.

*»

ARKHAM’S rage when Helen refused to go
NI on the trip was of the berserker type.
“You will not persist?” he shouted.

“I have told you,” she said, quietly.

“But I shall not consent. I-have planned this. '
1t is part of the organization,” he screamed. “As ‘{
much as my own going. Good heavens! Do I
have to send my sister to convince you?”

Something in her look changed his tactics.

‘What did he see in her face?

Had he—psychic penetration? :

“Your pardon,” he said, }gutturally, rubbing a )
hand over his face. I am not to compel you:
But I have worked hard—thinking how proud I
should be in your pride 4

His finger touched just the point of her elbow.
She looked up. §

“Henry,” she said, “I simply must not go.”

“Oh!” he said, jerkily. “I see. Then you have
psychic reasons. Tell me”-—he leaned over the
table—“what influence ycu are under.”

“IL ‘can’t do that, Henry”

“Ah! I perhaps—know already.”
He wrote on paper—“Hcag,” and pushed it
across.

“Whatever you say,” she replied. He thundered °

cut of the room.
Madame M. M.,

him shrewdly.

(Continued on page 33.)

in her Rosemount library, heard
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Hoag makes a sudden arrival in the cab of A&
locomotive. :




e fllmbed up

DURL\'G a recent talk about the great war
and its aftermath, a well-known pro-
fessor of economies was asked what he
ﬂ}"mgh’t had been the greatest factor in the
S’IJ}“ead_Of civilization of mankind.
, Ql}lek, easy methods of transportation,’”’
Was his answer. ‘‘Carrying things from one
Pl‘a(}e to another, including ideas, is the biggest
T_111|1¥3'=1ness n t}}c woy]d and almost as ancient as
‘Hng the soil. First carried on by the camel
il)nd the canoe, transportation is now typified
Y the steam engine.
- _l..he next biggest factor in the spread of
Vilization is the tin can full of something to
g&z 'lofn the way. The bu‘sﬁn‘es‘:s of t.ran.spor‘ra‘rion,
the ‘o,lcis largely dependent o the tin ean. In
i thdauys of long voyages in sailing ships,
§ ’T’)e greatest perils of the sea was seuryy,
g y eating moldy bread stuffs, . salt
e and bad meat. Now that dread disease
oF ) €en made as rare as the dodo by the use
Jlean food in tin cans.
2 ut heye i§ an astonishing faet, which the
O.DPI' authorities will verify for you: thirty
gi:) cent. of the business of the wholesale
 9C€1s of the entire country is in  ecanned
gﬁ:&dg}h In the \v}](')]esa;le houses of I\'fw York
o ‘fm’ Iz.n'ge eities, foods mak(? up forty per
Weréq( their bumne_,ss. The fact is, that %f you
e 0 take the tin cans opf ofr.;my eity of
eginrft or second class the inhahitants would
: 0 starve almost at once.
Withm;’. llglgh’( imagine the shade of Napoleon,
5 Wh'o 'h‘ed arms, gazing at a struggle the .llke
& m'OStli he never v1.7s1'01}e:,d; an.d you might
& dn’t. 'ke.ar him exclalmz 0ld Nicholas Appert
ik now enough! If I had had a couple of
Sand tons of canned pork and beans that

}jﬁfo?lﬁter,‘ t}}?y would never have driven me
B ussia.
le rfleéhe‘ vear 1814 ‘Nicholas Appert had
by e‘no‘_ug'h of the secret ‘he‘ was after to
fathes efpvmze. And .he is recognized as the
elass 0‘07 ‘rhg eanning industry, though he u‘s’gd
”ﬂley v\ﬂirl’r'amners, }?ecause, as ‘he oxpressed it,

- \er G most impenetrable by aire”

A idenV’il,k/he was far f}‘(‘)ll.fl the 1:enl seeret.
| it now e-noughvg. neither did his_sue-
"hglig.m One of them, V\/.'ﬂham Underwood, an
»‘(‘SCend‘n,an\’ came to this country, \yhere his
OHn&eda]]% still earry on "oh.‘e lzusmes_'s .he
ang gmﬁ de was shipping fruits, jams, jellies,

ani] nd mustard to Indra, Hong Kong,

2, and South America as early as 1821.

‘ The Genius of Sculptor Rodin---

HAT makes the French mind different from

¥ the English or the German or the Russian—

Hug,, i;’:bthe American.? You see it in Zola, Balzac,

sGuIDtorg i‘lSSY—in Rodin. The greatest of all French

o S recently dead. An appreciative analysis

1 aracter is given in a recent issue of Land
Odi&ter from the able pen of Arthur Symons.

1 told me that the inspiration for La Porte de

VEnt,
e
s :d came to him in 1875. When I saw it it
5o t:1e entire space of one vast wall; there was
eat,

door, and on either side of the door
eraW]e]alld dov'vn tormented creatures, climbed
fal]ing, e d and coiled: all one headlong flight and
“-’hich 2 BWthh lel the agonies of a place of torment,
actyg lnovaudelalre’s rqther than Dante’s, swarm in

Ownwel‘nent. Femmes damnees lean upward
Tags, th al(% _out of hollow caves and mountainous
thejp eV cling to the edge of the world, off which

eet gl
1'01; slip, they embrace blindly over a precipice,

ng ik
W}t'ha:»l this Sorrowful flesh is consumed with desire,
Shop . hurrying fever of those who have only &
Tﬁé;‘r‘mlge in which to enjoy the fruits of desire.
logg o5 ;lths Open towards one another in an end-
Warg, tg "8, all their muscles strain violently to-

€ embrace, They live only with a life of

together into bottomless pits of descent.
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The Evolution of Cans
t 3

A Bolskaviks Catechitsim

"
Austria to Wear Paper Suits

”
Why Tires Don’t Go Up
»
The Genius of Sculptor Rodin

The Romance of Jerusalem

He was away ahead of his time. A few. years
later this remarkahle man was preserving and
shipping milk to South Ameriea.

Repeatedly losing a part or the whole of his
season’s paeck of pie fruits for lack of glass
containers, he began to utilize the invention of
Peter Durand, another Englishman, who had
patented a ‘‘tin canister,”’ as it was then called.

A lack of these eamisters was the least of
the packer’s troubles, for never were a set of
men mystified, bedeviled and often ruined by
something that they ecould not understand.
Food that was packed one day would keep
sweet and sound indefinitely: while the next
day’s output might spoil immediately. All
sorts of theories were advanced and disearded ;
and, as usual, it was one of those dry-as-dust
scientists, Dr. Pasteur, who uncovered part of
the secret when he discovered that ‘hacteria-
germs were the eause of what we call fer-
mentation. e

But it was actually mot until 1895 that the
keystone slipped into the arch of one of the
most important economie structures the world
has ever seen, when W. L. Underwood and Dr.
Prescott, both of the Massachusetts Institute
of Technology, revealed the great secret to a
convention of packers in Buffalo. Secarcely one
of these men had ever heard of bacteria, and
their wonder was immense when they saw the
pure cultures of the organisms that for years
had caused them such enormous losses.

With the latest machinery, a plant employing
only ten men and a few boys is able 'to turn

. out sixty-five thousand cans in a day of ten

hours, and all but a hundred and thirty of them
enaranteed to be perfect. That small force
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multiplied many times in a big plant easily
supplies the cans to a packer who takes fifty
thousand bushel baskets of tomatoes from the
vine and puts them up, all labeled and ready
to ship, between breakfast and supper.

”

A Bolsheviki Catechism

FEW weeks ago Nikolai Lenine prepared

a ecatechism of sorts for the purpose of

formulating the platform of the Bolshe-
viki. A translation of it given in the New
York Times, eclavifies some of the ecardinal
features of the Bolsheviki programme. = The
questions and answers included in this eate-
chism make it clear that the Bolsheviki stand
unequivoecally for Socialism, for the conferring
of all power upon counecils of workingmen,
soldiers, peasants, and other elasses of workers,
and are opposed to a standing army. They
also favor the immediate confiscation of pri-
vately owned lands. Their general attitude on
the war is indicated by the following questions
and answers:

Q.—Are we against the war?

A—Yes, we are. We are emphatically
against this imperialistic war and the bourgeois
government conducting it, our own provisional
government ineluded.

Q.—What is our attitude toward the preda-
tory international treaties (about the dismem-
herment of Persia, C"hina, Turkey, Austria, ete.)
made by the Czar with England and France?

A.—We are against them. It is our task to
make it plain to the masses that it is hopeless
to expeet anything in this respect from the
capitalistic governments, and that it is neees-
sary to transfer the power to the proletariat
and the poorer element among the peasants.

Q.—What is our attitude toward annexa-
tions? :

A —We¢ are against them. All the promises
of the ecapitalistie governments to renounce
annexations are false. There is but one means
to expose the fraud, namely, to demand the
emancipation of the people, oppressed by their
owll eapitalists.

Q.—Should the fraternization at the front be
encouraged ?

A.—Yes. This is Doth useful and necessary.
Tt is absolutely necessary immediately to en-
courage attempts at fraternizing between the
soldiers of the two helligerent sides.

A

desire, and that obsession has carried them beyond
the wholesome beauty of nature into the violence
of a perversity which is at times almost insane.

Le Penseur is seated in an air of meditation in
the middle of the frieze. On one side of it a Dance
of Death; a skeleton, a Maenad, with lifted throats
and hands; figures shameless and hilarious, dancing,
lying on the ground, lifted on one another’s shoulders.
Some writhe in agony, move tumultuously, swarm
round the Thinker. Below are larger groups. Here
is one figure falling backwards—a great figure of a
man—who falls right out of the composition, beyonr
the line of the frieze. A winged figure falls horribly;
creatures creep out cf holes, climb rocks, grovel,
mount and descend in an agony of useless effort. A
desperately faced woman flings herself on the body

-of her lover, as if to guard or save or heip him.

Some stand, lifting desperate arms; a woman sits,
doubled up on herself, the head hanging below the
knees: and always there is beauty as well as terror;
the lines are the lines of beauty. o

ir the work of what might be called (perhaps
wrongly) modern fichelangelo, one finds the
c.aatomy at times extravagantly visibie, at times . -
“otten n the sﬁzwity of still suffering flesh; the

. ¢harm of ‘perversity, the joy and the beauty of heil

are there; and everywhere one sees marvelous

(Continued on page 20.)
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Better Shoes Because of Neolin

BETTER THAN
LEATHER

b

This is the Neolin price ticket,
which you will see on shoes
with Neolin soles. Look for
them in your dealer’s window

shoes ;

For millions of people new
ideas of shoe-comfort and shoe-
goodness have come with
Neolin.

Better-than-leather it is, ad-
ding considerably to the life of
giving new comfort,
new trimness.

Neolin goodness is known not
alone to its eight million
wearers. It is known to those
who make the shoes by which

'thls natlon s shod.

They are backing thelr belief
in Neolin by bulldmg a great
part of their output on these‘
‘modern soles.

—Dbecause they know that
modern standards of foot-com-
fort demand damp protected
feet. And Neolin is lastlngly
waterproof.

—Dbecause their shoe designers
told them that Neolin would
mean greater comfort and
stronger foot muscles through
its great flexibility.

—Dbecause Neolin preserves the
shape of new shoes.

—because they found they could
build just as handsome shoes
with Neolin as with leather
soles.

—and because they found that
Neolin wears longer than
leather. The same reasons that
have brought shoe manufac-
turers to Neolin will please you
when you wear it.

All kinds of shoes are built on
Neolin soles now—dressy shoes
and Working shoes-—men’s and
women’s and children’s shoes
—shoes at all prices. Your

“dealer. has them or can get
 them. Shoe-stores that show
- the Neolin price ticket illustrat-

ed here have Neolin-soled shoes
in stock.

When you ask for Neolin look
for the trademark on the bot-
tom. There are imitations of

‘Neolin that are imitations in

appearance only. Mark that

mark.

The Goodyear Tire and
Rubber Co. of Canada
Limited

colin soles
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effects of colour, of light and shadew: always a
sense of movement. Never did any sculptor so adore
woman’s back and loins; and always there is sim-
plicity in his approach to art by way of nature; even
in the profile of the bones. And in these wave-like,
flame-like, wind-tossed, tourmentees figures, oxne
sees the sexual delight of sex and the terror of their
abominable depravities.

And all this iz an art of nerves, modern nerves,
perverse and malign, and vet always in the classic
tradition; seen always in the beauty of the lines,
in the human harmonies; where the beauty in all
cases comes from the color, the modelling. Nor
was there ever an art which conquered more diffi-
culties. In the intensity of expression, in faces and
forms alike, one finds the extremes of strength an:d
of sweetness: stupendously, where one sees limbs
and figures, some partly seen., legs emerging from
2 human crowd: the wonderful figure who leans
forward, clasping the’ right foot before him in a
nervous dgony; in the lovely little group of Sirens,
caught in the hollow of a wave, the wave humanized.

w0

The Romance of Jerusalem—

HE fall of Jerusalem, its passing from the
T hands of the Turks into the hands of the

British, says the Outlook, has excited an in-
terest throughout the civilized world wholly dispro-
portionate to its importance as a military event in
te war. The city is not a strategic point. It does
rot command control of any sea or territory.

‘What, then, has given the capture of Jerusalem
its world-wide appeal to the imagination?

Sitnated as it is in the midst of the land that
may be said to be the junction between Europe,
Asia, and Africa, Jerusalem has been at the very
center of the whirlpool of history. Over Palestine
back and forth have swept the tides of war. On its
soil empire has struggled with empire again and
again. And it is for that very reason, because it
has been the vicarious sufferer in the turmoil of the
world, that out of Jerusalem and Palestine has come
the world’s religion.

Jerusalem is one of the oldest cities in the worla
with a continuous history. There are historical re-
cords of Jerusalem, outside of the ordinary Biblical
chronology, which go back to fifteen hundred vears
before Christ. It is of course the great and glori-
ous city of the Hebrew Scriptures. What Rome
and Athens are to the classical writers so is Jeru-
salem to the poets, historians, and philosophers of
the ancient Jews. David made himself prince of one
of the Israelitish tribes of the Semites and captured
Jerusalem. Its fortified part was known as Zion.
David built an "altar and a new town—the City of
David. His son Solomon erected a great palace,
temple, and fort of unheard-of strength and splen-
dor, and during his reign Jerusalem bhecame the
headquarters of all Israelites.

King Shishak of Egypt conquered it in the reign
of Solomon’s son Rehoboam. A century later King
Jeboram plundered it. Sixty years later Joash, King
of Israel, defeated Amaziah of Judah and destroyed
the walls of Jerusalem. Amaziah’s son Uzziah re-
built them. Later still Hezekiah strengthened the
walls and provided the city with water by under-
ground passages. Sennacherib, the Assyrian gen-
eral, was unable to capture Jerusalem, but Nebu-
chadnezzar did capture it and carried off some ten
thousand nobles, soldiers, and craftsmen, including
the prophet Ezekiel, into a Babylonian captivity.
Jerusalem was again destroyed, and many years
passed. Then Cyrus the Persian conquered Baby-
Jon and allowed the Jews to return. Nehemiah re-
built .and enlarged the walls. Alexander of Mace-
don established a mild rule; Ptolemy of HEgypt. a
ruthless rule.

The Jews were recovering, only ic have the Syrian
Epiphanes raze their walls. The hero Judas Macca-
baeus rebuilt them. Antiochus pulled them down,
and another Maccabee, Jonathan, set them up again.
Another Antiochus demolished them, and Hyrcanus
re-established them. Then, later, Pompey captured
Jerusalem with fearful slaughter. This was fol-
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lowed by a Parthian incursion. A generation be-
fore Christ was born Herod the Great, an Idumaean,
ended the Maccabaean era. He refortified the city,
rebuilt the Temple, and erected magnificent public
buildings. When Christ came, the Hebrew Yerush-
alayim contained more people and’ was more splen-
did than ever before or since. But the aut-hority‘of
Herod’s successor, Archelaus, was supplanted by
that of Roman procurators. TUnder one of them,
Pilate, Jesus Christ was condemned to death and
crucified.

Then came Herod Agrippa, who built -new walls;
and then came the destruction of Jerusalem by Titus.
Sixty vears later Hadrian constructed a new town.
Rebellious Jews strove to rebuild, but Julius Severus
demolished their efforts. Meanwhile Jerusalem
wase slowly submitting to Christian influences. A Ro-
man Emperor, who happened to be Constantine, was
converted to Christianity, and ordered a church to
e built over the Holy Sepulcher. Three centuries
went by. Then the Persians captured Jerusalem.
The Emperor Heraclius recaptured it, only to lose it
a little later to the Caliph Omar. It remained for
four and a half centuries under Mohammedan sway
bhefore delivered by Godfrey de Bouillon. Christian
for a century, it was taken and refortified by Sala-
din and became Mohammedan. After the possession
of Jerusalem (1229-1244) by the Emperor Frederick
II., the Arab domination of Palestine changed to
Turkish. General Allenby has now driven the Turk
out of Jerusalem: he has added his name to the
long line of deliverers of the city from an unwel-
come yoke.

Modern Jerusalem is truly a polyglot city. The
racial and religious struggles which have marked its
checkered career have left their impress upon its
population, its customs, and its architecture. It has
always been a holy city—first of the Jews, then of
the Christians, finally of the Mohammedans. Now
it becomes Christian again.

Tt has a population of seventy thousand to ninety
thousand. Of these at least one-half are Hebrews,
perhaps one-quarter are Moslems, and the other
quarter are affiliated with various divisions and
sects of the Christian religion.

®

Austria to Wear Paper Suits

APER is re-entering the romantic stage. We
P have seen paper buckets; we have heard of
sawdust compressed into lumber; of car-
wheels made from straw. Now Austria comes along
with clothes made from paper. Unable, on account
ot the Allies’ blockade, to import wool and cotton,
either raw or manufactured, Austrian manufacturers
have created an entirely new industry for the pro-
duction of stuffs from paper. In spite of many
preliminary difficulties the new process is beginning
o assume considerable proportions, and the product
has all the appearance of cloth.

NE of the hundreds of pictures from Halifax
showing how a cosmic hand gripped a house and
smashed it like cardboard.

When the government confiscated cotton supplies.
says the Vienna correspondent of the Christian
Science Monitor, many factories had to decide
~whether they would shut down or make other pro-
ducts. Most of them decided on the latter. KEvery
effort was then made to produce the thinnest possible
water-proof and noiseless paper yarn.

Experiments were also made with mixed webbing
produced from cotton and paper yarns. The textures
made from ‘the .pure cotton and paper yarns aré
extremely durable. Cloth can be made from these
which, in appearance and strength, very nearly
approaches the product from pure cotton, and only
an expert can tell the difference. But it is quite
otherwise with the clothing made out of purely pape’
varns. These have not reached the desired standard
of indestructibility; wind and weather cause them
to lose their shape and they wear out very quickl¥s
especially at the creases. These paper clothes aré
anything but cheap at present.

These purely paper materials, as well as the mixed
stuffs of cotton and paper, can be used for a great’
many purposes. Already substitutes for leathel
linoleum, and oilcloth are made from them, a.part
from their use in upholstery, for clothing, overall$
and other stuffs. From the yarns, ropes, string, pind:
ings and belts are made. One factory has succeeded
irx making a strong paper yarn, 17,000 meters of
which weighs only a kilogram. To enable the pu‘Olic
to realize the progress’ which the paper industry
has made in this direction, an exhibition will shortly
he opened in Vienna where all the machinery will b®
operated with paper belting. s

»

—Why Tires Don’t Go Up

ITH the price of practically every commodit¥

‘;—\/ bounding higher and higher as the WaF
months pile up, there has been no 1ittle
wonder as to why the cost of rubber tires had not
inflated in ratio with the rest. Here is the reaso¥
as David Wales outlines it, in the Illustrated World:

Nature and industrial science have been closel¥
co-operating during the last four years in one‘big
industry at least. As a consequence, the price of
rubber has not been increased by the trend to wal
time prices. The reverse has been the ‘case. FO'
1917 prices were lower than those of 1913.

This great change has come about in the rubbe’
producing business. In 1913 as much rubber WA&®
produced from the uncultivated forests as from the
plantations. In 1916 we find that three times as
much was obtained from scientific culture as fro*
the forest.

In handling the rubber sap from the forest, fro®
sixteen to eighteen per cent. is lost, largely o
account of impurities. In the carefully harvested
domestic variety, the proportion of ioss need ‘0
he higher than one per cent. The plantations ap’
better industrial methods form a combination chié
responsible for the decreased ‘price. During the past
vear crude rubber fell as low as forty cents a poul®

This fact is of the greatest importance, it go®
without saying, to the automobile industry. Aytos
mobile tires require the best grades of new rubbe™
Scrap rubber is used in all other branches of th?
rubber manufacturing industry. Rubber hose, mar e
tings and shoes do not require the same degree &
purity. Pneumatic tires must be very elastic. AISQ
they must be very strong. They have a terrific an}
constant pressure to withstand. Only the lowes”
grades of pneumatic tires can be made from serapp®”
material. 4

Some few years ago the rubber world was eleC
fied by the discovery of a large supply of miner®
rubber in Utah. Much praise was sounded of £
merits of this “rubber,” and, for a time, there wel"
high hopes that it would be found to he the 10%
sought rubber substitute. 7

The question of substitutes may rest for a Whll:
ROV The output from the rlantations is e ¥
thanked for this happy ‘condition of affaiis.

The quantity of rubber used in the pneumatic
industry 'is relatively small compared to that ol
manded in the rest of the rubber trade. It iS ik !
that most industries can make use of the scfaﬂ;""‘
Otherwise the day would now have arrived w 96”
the rubber tire for automobiles would probably
a thing of the past.

i
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Ma Wanted to Khow

DAY_ by day, as an Ontario housewife saw her
household and kitchen furniture slowly dis-
proaczpé)ear: she perceived that the moment .ap-
mornine when a final stand must be made. One
Dé&redg, when Tommy, son of the borrower, ap-
Whtis, tit the back' door with the statement, “Ma
Wi € wash-boiler,” the housewife determined

You can tell your ma that when she* brings back
b()i?t she has already borrowed, I will lend her the

ey »

(I‘n a little while Tommy reappeared.

: 4 wants to know what she has borrowed.”
Deckhe;e‘ is a pound of flour,” began the other, “a
2 alf(.) Dotatoes, a cup of sugar, a can of coffee,

ces“Dl)und of lard, some onions; and butter, and
o6 a, the”screw-driver, the hatchet, a-pair of scis-
ot tﬁr:d‘ she paused, reﬂectivgly—“three spools

Ty ;d, a paper of needles, and

o ommy was gone. Presently he rapped on
.-Pack door again.

Bomea says for you to write them down.
of them.”

anq h:l‘eupon the housewife sﬁt down with pencil

e cleatiently made an alphabetical list of all the
S she could remember.

ou:n;my took the list and  disappeared. A half-
ke ater he once more appeared at the back door
. Amounced: ~
Ca.rrya says if you will lend her the wash-boiler to

them in, she’ll bring them home.”

”

I forgot

¥

A Dizzy Bon Mot

NQ lady, living or dead, has put into print such
4 celebrated lingo of personal reminiscences

Of great people she has met as Lillie Langtry
Onths past in the Cosmopolitan. She seems to
. niscolmt Morley a close second in the art of
Ebilitygi peOpl‘f—\‘v’hatever may be said as to her
Deatg a? judging them. In a recent issue she re-

amous chestnut about Disraeli.

ONg the many stories illustrative of Disraeli’s.
in:l;:or’ she says, is the following: He bestowed
ﬂeliv“ ;‘tant living on a poor curate who had to
Onage is first sermon before a most exalted per-
Siop .~ Naturally anxious to make a good impres-
311011’1 € begged Disraeli to tell him how long he
sen, “Ilf)l‘each and “Dizzy’s” answer is said to have
Yoy Wil Your sermon lasts three-quarters of an hour,
exmtne"ef’ be heard of again;,if thirty minutes,

bg o ed personage will snore; if fifteen, you will
j Orably considered, but if you preach for five
% bigh Only, the exalted personage will make you

P in three years.”

for m

The Sphinx House

H‘AVE you ever taken five minutes off—as every

tg::ﬂ citizen should—to cogitate on the mys-
of thie ¥ of Col. House? If not, a little description
Wil Silent, strange emissary of President Wilson
Teg eereSt you. We take it from the entertaining
Tssyq o °f House by Wdwin Wildman in a recent

Thep, he Forum.

H‘ilme 1;3 No denying, says Wildman, that Colonel
h_l,l\' & man of mystery. Any man who can “sit

m.i-ce';n::,acesn as he has done, yet who never holds
;“;ors’ S eI wants office, never will accept office or
Oury, O favors measures rather than men, who

‘v
arounqd the world for the President of the
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OME good stories—and a few bad ones—

are like submarines; you never can tell
where they will bob up next. All but one of
the stories on this page are just starting on
their career. Two of them are making posi-
tively their first appearance.
greatest Republic and Power on earth; whose judg-
ment is regarded as the best it is possible to secure
by the President of our country, and yet who stays
timidly in the background because he prefers to do
so when his life is an open book and he need not—
any man who can do all these things is most as-
suredly a man of mystery.

About the first we heard of Colonel House outside
of Texas was when word went around that the Texas
delegation to the National Democratic Convention
was being quietly arranged for Wilson instead of
Harmon.

“What about this?” was the wire that was sent
to the political powers in Texas.

“See House,” was the reply flashed back. Colonel
House was stopping at the Gotham Hotel in ITew
York. Someone was sent to see this man House,
not because they believed he had any particular
weight, because no one here had heard of him, but
merely to act on the advice wired from Texas. The
New York Sun told the story at the time, explain-
ing that the local politician stood near the clerk and
by prearranged signal the clerk pinched his arm
when the Colonel should appear. The local poli-
tician got the pinch, the clerk looked toward the
man entering, and the Sun writer gave this descrip-
tion:

A slender, middle-aged man with a gray, close-cropped
mustache, well dressed, calm looking, was coming quietly
in, ‘with an accent on the ‘‘quiet.”” He was not pussy-
footing in or slinking in or gliding in, but while he walk-
ed firmly he walked quietly., He went up to the desk
and asked the man presiding a question in a quiet tone.
He did mot hiss the question nor did he whisper it; he
asked it quietly, and when he got his answer he bowed

courteously and walked quietly to the elevator, whiéh,
catching the infection, shot quietly out of sight.
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Mutually Spotted

HORTLY after Raymond Hitchcock made his
S first big hit in New York, Eddie Foy, who was
also playing in town, happened to be passing
Daly’s Theatre, and paused to look at the pictures
of Hitchcock and his company that adorned the
entrance. Near the pictures was a bill-board cov-

‘ered with laudatory extracts from newspaper criti-

cisms of the show. :

When Foy had moodily read to the bottom of the
list he turned to an unobtrusive young man who
had been watching him out of the corner of his eye.

“Say, have you seen this show?” he asked.

“Sure,” replied the young man.

“Any good? How's this guy Hitchcock, anyhow?”

“Any good?”’ repeated the young man, pityingly.
“Why, say, he’s the best in the business. He’s got
all these other would-be side ticklers lasht to the
mast. He's a scream. Never laughed so much at
any one in all my life.” .

“Is he as good as Foy?” ventured Foy, hopefully.

“As good as Foy!” The young man’s scorn was
superb. “Why, this Hitchcock has got that Foy
person looking like gloom. They're not in the same
class. Hitchcock’s funny. A man with feelings
can’t compare them. I'm sorry you asked me, I feel
so strongly about it.”

Tddie looked at him very sternly, and then, in the
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hollow tones of a tragedian, he said:

“] am Foy.”

“I know you are,” said the young man, cheerfully,
«Pm Hitchcock!”—Pittsburg Chronicle Telegraph.

w
An Author’s Mustache

A. FRASER was sitting at lunch in an Arts

V_V o Club the other day He often—sits at

lunch. Fraser of Georgetown, jockey-

writer, indian-tales artist, explorer for oil in Atha-

basca, author of several books in story form, general

all-round wizard of the pen, who in his most char-
acteristic days had an enormous mustache.

“Why hullo, Fraser!” said one who scarcely knew
him. Taking a second look,

“Oh I say—camouflage!”

“Yes,” said Fraser, “I had it once.
from behind it.”

He was referring to his deceased mustache.

“You know,’” he went on, “I met Sir Wilfrid
Laurier some time long ago, and he looked at me in
a bewildered way, not recognizing me; till at last
he broke out: :

“Oh, Fraser! I know—you had a great mustache
once. Why did you take it off?”

“Well, you see, Sir Wilfrid,” I said, “I observed
by observing you what wonderful possibilities there
were in a human face without a mustache and—""

“ Exactly’ ” said Sir Wilfrid. “f‘You are very
complimentary, Fraser’”

«And did he vote for you?” asked the interlocu-
ter.

“well, I certainly —” - :

Sh! To say what Fraser said about his vote
would be to violate the secrecy of the ballot.

But I got out

®

25,000 to 1

ILLIAM WILFRED CAMPBELL, who dropped
V-V off so suddenly a few days ago in Ottawa,

was in many respects a unique character—
even among poets. And he was a poet. No doubt
about it, Campbell, born in Canada up near Wiar-
ton somewhere, could write some of the biggest-
feeling verse of the age. But he was never a popu-
lar poet. He never made money by verse.

A few weeks before his death he was sitting at
luncheon in Toronto when some editor made the re- :
mark:

“Oh, it doesn’t matter much who the - editor is

nowadays. The success of a book depends on the

publisher.” -
“I'm not so sure of that, my friend,” said Camp-

bell with an extra pucker on his kindly, wrinkled
face. “Let me tell you why. Not long ago, I was
informed that a certain publishing house who get
out my books, had deposited to the credit of Robert
W. Service, awaiting his return from the Red Cross
front—the sum of $25,000. On the same date, this
same firm informed me by letter that there stood to
the account of one William WwWilfred Campbell the
sum of —”

He waited to see if anybody could guess.

“One dollar!”' he gaid. “So you see, after all,
there must be gomething in the author.”

Nevertheless Campbell was a greatly sincere and
His Sagas of Vaster Britain. are a

rful poet.
i . d his en-

joint tribute to his deep poetic sense an

thusiasm for the Empire.
The deceased poet

had many friends,
particularly in Ot-
tawa, where he had
for years been in the
Civil Service. He
lived on a little farm
plot in a very hum-
ble way outside the
Capital, where he
kept his own pigs
and raised a little
garden. His latest
occupation was his-
torian of the Im-
perial Munitions
Board.




Encounter

An

E ran a little farther and
H looked, then he went back
to the house. The side door
had swung shut again and
latched. He felt in his pocket for his
key and went around to the front door.
'The snow upon the steps had been
swept away, probably by the servant
who had come to the house earlier
in the day with Constance Sherrill,
but some haa fallen since; the foot-
steps made in the early afternoon had
heen obliterated by it, but Alan could
see thosge he had made that evening,
and the marks where some one else
had gone into.the house and not come
out again. In part it was plain, there-
fore, what had happened; the man
had come from the south, for he had
not seen the light Alan had had in
the north and rear part of the house;
believing no one was -in the house,
the man had gone in through the front
door with a key. He had been some
one familiar with the house; for he
had known about the side door and
how to reach it and that he could
get out that way. This might mean
no more than that he was the same
who had searched through the
house before; but at least it made his
identity - with the former intruder
more certain.

Alan let himself in at the front
door and turned on the light in the
reading lamp in the library. The
electric torch still was burning on
the floor and he picked it up and ex-
tinguished it; he went up-stairs and
brought down his shoes. He had
seen a wood fire set ready for light-
ing in the library, and now he lighted
it and sat before it drying his wet
socks before he put on his shoes. He
was still shaking and breathing fast
from his struggle with the man and
his chase after him, and by the
strangeness of what had taken place.

When the shaft of light from the
torch had flashed across Alan's face
in the dark library, the man had not
taken him for what he was—a living
person: he had taken him for a spec-
ter. His terror and the things he
had cried out could mean only that.
The specter of whom? Not of Ben-
jamin Corvet; for one of the things
Alan had remarked when he saw
Benjamin Corvet's picture was that
he himself did not look at all like
his father Besides, what the man
had said made it certain that he did
not think the specter was “Ben”; for
the. snecter had “got Ben.” Did Alan
look like come one else. then? Like

whom? Evidently like the man—now

"got Ben!
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Hlusir’atecl by LW M

A few more tums on the Bafflmg Muystery of What Became of old Bent
Corvet, Shipowner of Chicago.
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signs of an intruder.

he escapes unidentified.

A LAN CONRAD, of mysterious origin, at his foster home in

Kansas, receives a letter enclosing money with instructions
to go to Chicago and look up certain people.
the second partner of the firm, Corvet, Sherrill and Spearman.
Corvet, who sent the money to Conrad, has mysteriously dis-
appeared duri ng a great storm. Ishe dead? And how? Sherrill
and his daughter—engaged to Spearman—are baffled.
becomes convinced that he is Corvet’s son.
found in his father’s empty house.
He hears a noise and comes face to face
with—whom? And what is he searching for? They grapple, but

There he encounters

Alan
The evidence may be
Alen investigates and finds

dead for he had a ~ host—who had
“got” Ben, in the big man’s opinion.
Who could that be?

No answer, as yet, was possible to
that. But if he did look like some
one, then that some one was—or had
been—dreaded not only by the big
man who had entered the house, but
by Benjamin Cervet as well. "Yo{l
!” the man had cried out.
Got him? How? “But you can't get
me!” he had said. “You—with the
bullet hole above your eye!” What
did that mean?

Alan got up and went to look at
himself in the mirror he had seen in

the hall. He was white, now that
the flush of the fighting was going;
he probably had been pale before
with excitement, and over his right
¢ve there was a round, black mark.
Alan looked down at his hands; a
little skin was off one knuckle, where
he had struck the man, and his
fingers were smudged with a black
and sooty dust He had smudged
them on the papers up-stairs or else
in feeling his way about the dark
house, and at some time he had
touched his forehead and left the
black mark. That had been the “bul-
let hole.”
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“Miss Sherrill . . .

What is, or was the hliwana.”
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Nobody knew but Corvet.

The rest that the man had said had
been a reference to some name; Alan

had no trouble to recollect the nameé

®and, while he did not understand it
it stirred him queerly—*“th® *
The queer

at all,
Miwaka.”” What was that?
excitement and questioning that the
name brought, when he repeated it to
himself, was not recollection; for he
could not recall ever having heard
the name lefore; but it was not cont
pletely strange to him. He could dé
fine the excitement it stirred only %
that way.
He went ack to the Morris chair';
his socks wore nearly dry, and he
put on his sheces. He got-up and paced
about. Sherrill had believed that here
in this housc Benjamin Corvet had
left—or might have left—a memoI”
andum, a record, or an account of
some sort which would - explain t0
Alan, his son, the blight which had
hung over his life. Sherrill had said
that it could have been no mere in°
irigue, no vulgar personal sin; and
the events of the night had made that
verv certain; for, piainly, - ‘hatever
wa< hidden in that house involved

rome one else seriously, desperatel¥-

'There was no other way to explall

the intrusion of the sort of man whon* ;

Alan had surprised there an hour ago:

The fact that this other mal
searched also did not prove that Ben”
jamin Corvet had left a record in th"
house, as Sherrill believed; but °

certainly showed that another peI‘SOII
believed—or feared—it. Whether OF
not guilt had sent Benjamin CO'Vet
away four days ago, whether or not
there had been guilt behind the ghos®

which had “got Ben,” there was guilt

in the big man’s superstitious tel‘mr
when he had seen Alan. A bol"b
powerful man like that one, when his
conscience is clear, does not seeé &
ghost. And the ghost which he h&
seen had a hullet hole abo-e tH¢
brows!

A LAN did not flatter himself tha
in any physical sense he ha

triumphed over that man; so fa a;
it had gone, his adversary had !:e

rather the better of the battle;
had endeavored to stun Alan, or ¢
haps do worse than stun; but aft?
the first grapple, his purpose had b"c&
to get away. But he had not f1€°
from Alan; he had fled from discov®! Y
of who he was. Sherrill had told Ala®
of no one whom he could identify W
this man: but Alan could descr
him to Sherrill. 1

Alan found a lavatory and Wash";
and straightened his collar and s
and brushed his clothes, There W&

ith




a bruise on. the side of his head; but
though it throbbed painfully, it did
ot leave any visible mark. He could
Teturn now to the Sherrills’. It was
N0t quite midnight, but he believed
B8 this time Sherrill was probably
home; berhaps already he had gone
0 bed. Alan took up his hat and
looked about the house; he was going
t0 return and sleep here, of course;
he was not going to leave the house
Unguarded for any long time after
this; but, after what had just hap-
?::e;i, he felt he could leave it safely
i 1al‘f an hour, particularly if he
a light burning within.
Wiilg did this and stepped out. The
b from the west was blowing
COId-’ and the night had become bitter
. c, yet, as Alan reached the drive,
s aoullld see far out the tossing lights
Sherrsmil’) and, as he went toward the
4 8’, he gazed out over the roar-
; lzvater. .Often on nights like this,
batu;ew' his father must have been
€ such water.
th':hsehmafl who answered his ring at
7 ader'rxlls’ recognized him at once
e Mitted him; in reply to Alan’s
err'(;ln, the servant said that Mr.
4 Il had not yet returned. When
Deare(;vent to his room, the valet ap-
Packiy and, finding that Alan was
B & the man offered his service
let him pack and went down-
’ 2 motor had just driven to

’IT Proved to have brought Constance
afteillii . her' mother; Mrs. Sherrill,
g t‘ OI‘Imn_g Alan that Mr. Sherrill

10t return until some time later,
Reaty ug-sta.irs and did not
ut, ..te Qns._tance followed her mother
Staips 1 minutes later came down-

€
i You're not staying here to-night?”
© saig. '
(I -
Ala,nlwanted to say to your father,”
erexplamed, “that I believe I had
She 80 over to the other house.” :
o og Came a litle closer to him in
ere?”ncern. “Nothing has happened
LG
"
lanere? You mean in this house?”
eslmled. “No; nothing.”
bern Seemed relieved. Alan, remem-
uidher mother’s manner, thought
erstood; she knew that re-

¥
repe:t had been made, possibly, which
o ®d by a servant might .have
“Il,lded him,
for - afrald it's been a hard day
"Igoll’,"she ey
s
admittegertainly been unusual,” Alan
1t hag ; ,
too o 0 Deen a hard day for her,

Cont e&;bs_ef'ved: or probably the re-
S‘oog’ Sl.nce her father’s and her
'tmng_ friend had gone, had been
Vougyy l_le Wwas tired now and ner-
that GXcl.ted; but she was so young
Worry, ei little signs of strain and
°]d6r,'0 !;Stead of making her seem
Pavey; ¥ made her youth more ap-
er D' © curves of her meck and
3 sogt asy’ rounded shoulders were
haj, - before; her lustrous, brown
fugy oo, OT® beautitul, and a slight
It Ored her clear skin.
Seéemed to Alan, when Mrs.
3 spoken to him a few
Warq i efore, that ner manner to-
;“’nsti*alne d been more reserved and
t“E: than earlier in the even-
86 tate, ® had put that down to
i S of the hour; but now he
.ellséinga: she probably had been
. im With Constance, and
Somewhat in defiance of

’

appear .

. Benjamin Corvet,
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her mother that Constance had come
dewn to speak with him again.

“Are you taking any one over to
the other house with you?” she in-
quired.

“Any one?”

“A servant, I mean.”

“Neo. :

“Then you’ll let us lend you a man
from here.”

“You're awfully good; but I don’t
think I'll need any one to-night. Mr.
(Corvet’s—my father’s man—is coming
back to-morrow, I understand. TI'll get
aiong very well until then.”

She was silent a moment as she
looked away. Her shoulders suddenly
jerked a little. “I wish you'd take
some one with you,” she persisted.
“I don’t like to think of you alone over
there.”

“My father must have been often
alone there.”

“Yes,” she said.

“Yes.” She looked

at him quickly, then away, checking

a question. She wanted to ask. he
knew, what he had discovered in that
lonely house which had so agitated
him; for of course she had noticed
agitation in him. And he had in-
tended to tell her or, rather, . her
father. He had been rehearsing to
himself the description of the man he
had met there in order to ask Sherrill
about him; but now Alan knew that
he was mnot going to refer the matier
even to Sherrill just yet.

Sherrill had believed that Benjamia
Corvet’s disappearance was from cir-
cumstances too personal and intimate
to be made a subject of public inquiry;
and what Alan had encountered in
Corvet’s house had confirmed that be-
lief. Sherrill further had said that
if he had wished
Sherrill to know those circumstances,
would have told them to him; but
Corvet had not done that; instead, he
had sent for Alan, his son. He had
given his son his confidence.

Sherrill had admitted that he was
withholding from Alan, for the time
being, something that he knew about
Benjamin Corvet; it was nothing, he
had said, which would help Alan to
learn about his father, or what had
become of him; but perhaps Sherrill,
not knowing these other things, could
not speak accurately as to that. Alan
determined to ask Sherrill what he
had been withholding before he told
him all of what had ha»pened in Cor-
vet’s house. There was one other
circumstance which Sherrill had men-
tioned but not explained; it occurred
to Alan now.

“Miss Sherrill—” he checked him-
self,

“What is it?”

“This afternoon your father said
that you believed that Mr. Corvet’s
disappearance was in some way con-
nected with you; he said that he did
not think that was so; but do you
want to tell me why you thought it?”

“Yes: I will tell youn.” She colored
quickly. “One of the last things Mr.
Corvet did—in fact, the last thing we
know of his doing before he sent for
you—was to come to me and warn
me against one of my friends.”

“Warn you, Miss Sherrill? How?
I mean, warn you against what?”

“Against thinking too much of him.”
She turned away. -

LAN saw in the rear of the hall

the man who had been waiting
with the suitcase. It was after mid-
night now and, for far more than the
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intended half hour, Alan had left his
father’s house unwatched, to: be en-
tered by the front door whenever the
man, who had entered it before, re-
turned. with his key.

“I think I'll come to see your father
in the /morning,” Alan said, when Ccn-
stance looked back to him.

“You won’t borrow Simons?”
asked again.

“Thank you, no.”

“But you’ll come over here for break-
fast in the morning?”

“You want me?”

“Certainly.”

“1’d like to come very much.”

“Then I’'ll expect you.” She fol-
lowed him to the door when he had
put on his things, and he made no
objection when she asked that the
man be allowed to carry his bag
around to the other house. When he
glanced back, after reaching the walk,
he saw her standing inside the door,
watching through the glass after him.

she

HEN he had dismissed Simons
and re-entered the house on
Astor Street, he found no evidences
of any disturbance while he had been
gone. On the second floor, to the
east of the room which had been his
father’s, was a bedroom which evi-
dently had been kept as a guest cham-
ber; Alan carried his suitcase there
and made ready for bed.

The sight of Constance Sherrill
standing and watching after him in
concern as he started back to this
house, came to him again and again
and, also, her flush when she had
spoken of the friend against whom
Benjamin Corvet had warned her.
Who was he? It had been impossible
at that moment for Alan to ask her
more; besides; if he had asked and
she had told him, he would have

learned only a name which he could

not place yet in any connection with
her or with Benjamin Corvet. Who-
ever he was, it was plain that Con-
stance Sherrill “thought of him”;
lucky man, Alan said to himself. Yet
Corvet had warned her not to think
of him.

Alan turned back his bed. It had
been for him a tremendous day. Barely
twelve hours before he had come to
that house, Aian Conrad, from Blue
Rapids, Kansas; now phrases

/ from what Lawrence Sherrill had told

him of his father were running
through his mind as he opened the
door of the room to be able to hear
any neoise in Benjamin Corvet’s house,
of which he was sole protector. The
emotion roused by his first sight of
the lake went through him again as
he opened the window to the east.
Now—he was in bed—he seemed to
be standing, a specter before a man
blaspheming Benjamin Corvet and the
souls of men dead. “And the hole
above the eye! The bullet got
you! So it’s you that got
Ben! I'll get you!
You can’t save the Miwaka!” °
" The Miwaka! The stir of that name
was stronger now even than before;
it had been running through his con-
sciousness almost constantly since he
had beard it. He jumped up and
turned on the light and found a pencil.
He did not know how to spell the
name and it was not necessary to

 write it down:; the name had taken

on that definiteness and ineffaceable-
ness of a thing which, once heard, can
(Continued on Page 30.)
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musical camouflage has got into this column.

are done with musical camoufleurs.

Not that we
Oh no, we have just be-

gun. Next iSsue we shall have a few more observations to make

along these lines—and spaces.

E always feel like a good

house cat when anybody

‘over the water takes notice

of us in this column. And
when the London Musical Times gets
off its customary perch of gravity and
authority to have a little joke at no-
body’s expense in particular, we can’t
refrain from reprinting it. The Times
editor read our appreciation of the
first organ recital given in Canada by
Mr. H. G. Fricker, conductor of the
Mendelssohn Choir and organist of
the Metropolitan Methodist Church,
Toronto. The Times says:

The numerous friends of the late
Leeds City organist had no doubt that
he would speedily make his presence
felt in Canadian musical circles. How
quickly and completely he has justi-
fied their expectations may be seen in
the following extract from the Cana-
dian Courier dealing with his first
organ recital:

Fricker, you note at once, has that
curious English combination of authority,
sure technique, and suavity. Nobody
but an Englishman could get such a
mountain of joy out of a hymn-tune.
And Mr. Fricker shuttle-cocked the num-
erous wvariations from one part of the
great organ to another, from Great organ
to Echo, from Choir organ to solo stop,
from minor to major, with the air of
one who doesn’t precisely care whether
yvou like it or not, but feels pretty sure
vou do. We may as well admit that the
British have all othér nations musically
beaten in playing the organ.

We in the old country can but bow,
and in our turn concede that when it
cothes to reporting a  recital the
Courier has us beaten to what we be-
lieve our transatlantic cousins call a
“frazzle.”

“Frazzle” is right—if it comes to in-
ternational courtesy as expressed by

the Times.
”

A New Mephisto

' m ANY bass baritones have tried

Mephistopheles. Probably the
greatest °~ of them all is
George Baklanoff, the Russian.

Anybody who heard this tremendous
basso in Montemezzi’'s Love of Three
Kings in the Boston Opera cycle at
the Arena Gardens, Toronto, two
years ago will believe the correspond-
ent of Musical America when he says
that Baklanoff “has made his Mephis-
topheles not the flesh and blood devil
s0 often seen in Gounod’s Faust, but
a concentrated essence of Satanic
mentality.” Baklanoff is now with
the Chicago Opera. He just sang
Mephisto in Vienna in 1911. Well, he
had a very good stage setting. The
only better one would have been in
Berlin—at the Royal Opera. As a
voice and an actor, commend us to
Baklanoff. He is—superb!
”

Symphonize the Movies
HO first invented the notion
that ragtime was the proper
musical setting for movies?

Not so. Symphonic music is driving

out “rag” at the best film houses. We

have seen this already in at least one

Canadian picture house, where a pipe

organ and a string orchestra of

twenty pieces discourse high class

suggestive music for the shading por-
trayals of the film.
As to

who started the organ in

If there is or has been any Mephisto-
pheles greater than George Baklanoff,
Russian, where is he?

movies there seems to be some dis-
pute.

According to Rollo Maitland, or-
ganist at the Stanley Theatre, Phila-
delphia, says an exchange, organ ac-
companiment was used at the Wana-
maker store in that city in 1908 forx
a photoplay of “Paul Revere’s Ride.”
In 1911, motion picture theatres inm
San Francisco already'had pipe or-
gans, but it was not until the next
year that New York followed suit,
when the Fourteenth Street Theatre
jnstalled an organ. At the present
day it is a foregone conclusion that
all the new motion-picture houses
have large pipe-organs, and in the
case of theatres adapted for this style
of entertainment the organ is per-
haps the line of demarcation. The
significance of this from the point of
view of the musician is enormous.
Heretofore the field for the organist
has been exceedingly small, but with
the advent of the pipe-organ into the
movie-house it has been tremendously
broadened, and the pay in proportion,
so that many excellent organists have
given up church positions for the
more remunerative movie-theatre.

However, we must admit that the

organ is an elephantine creature for
the purpose. And those of us who

+ of recent seasons.

‘playing again.

have been accustomed to having our
souls uplifted to heavenly things by
the magical majesty of the organ,
have great difficulty in functioning
the organ as a comment on the rough-
house performances of a dish-smash-
ing crew, the vagaries of a bath-tub
running amok at the oily contortions
of Charlie Chaplin. We are living in
a mix-it-up age. The usher is not go-
ing to show us to the millionaire’s
pew. No, she says,

“Anywhere at the front.”

And the organ glides into an offer-
toire—or it may he a bundle of rag.

L 3

- Kreisler and Kneisel

OOR old Kreisler!- He has trag-
P edy also—as well as Paderew~

ski. Since the U. S. declarea
war on Austria, Fritz has had to can-
cel his solo engagements. He has
lately been doing his bit as first desk
with three of the Kreisels who dis-
banded some time ago. Aeolian Hall,
New York, was jammed recently to
hear this curious’ ensemble. We
quote from Musical America:

How much of the furore was meant
expressly as a demonstration of unal-
terable love for Mr. Kreisler could not be
determined, for the violinist, with a tact
and good taste becoming him, gave them
not a momentary chance to signalize
him dindividually. He refrained meticul-
ously from rising to bow even a frac-
tion of a second before his colleagues,
about coming on the *,stage ever so
slightly in advance of them or remain-
ing for the twinkling of an eye in view
after they had disappeared from the
platform. However, the thunderous ova-
tion kept up throughout the evening be-
longs among the historic enthusiasms
If any feelings were
lacerated by the sight of Kreisler they
were kept under cover.

Music is always the last to give up
international sympathies. Kreisler
has always demonstrated the fact
that art is greater than race. He
would have been a mean Austrian if
he had not followed his country’s flag
when war broke. He might have
stayed out and gone on with his
music. But he went to war, got a
wound, came to America and went
He will never be un-.
popular. But it is to be hoped he will
renounce Vienna and make his musi-
cal headquarters New York,

®
Bloch’s Musical Message

FEW weeks ago we published a’
A picture of Ernest Bloch, the

remarkable Swiss Jew, who has
made it his consuming hobby to na-
tionalize Jewish music in forms of
modern composition. How singularly
unusual is the genius and the mission
of Bloch is eloquently described by

Lawrence Gilman In the North Am-
erican Review. He says:

Mr. Bloch, a Swiss Jew who is still
under forty, came to America a few
yvears ago with a Parisian reputation of
moderate extent, but known by name
in, this country to only a few. At the
close of last spring’s concert season a
group of his larger works was brought
into public view at Carnegie Hall under
the auspices of that inveterately enter-

(Continued on page 29.)
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‘sure than ever.

HOW DO
YOU
LIKE IT?

10 Readers
Whose Subscription
Label Reads
February 1918.

The above question is a plain
one and to the point. You will
shortly be called on to put your

convictions regarding CANA-
DIAN COURIER into concrete
form. This is merely to prepare

the way.

Not that there should be any
particular trouble about the mait-
ter of your renewal. Chances
are that you are a discriminat-
ing reader of this journal, who
stands ready to say to the pub-
lishers “Renewal — certainly:
send it on again—why not?”

Let me forestal ONE objec-
tion you are likely to make. It is
the fatally easy omne ‘I haven't
time to read so ‘many papers!”
That objectioa is shortly to ex-
pire for good reasons. Certainly
this is“a busy ‘day and 1918
promises to be a great accelera- '
tor of our already speeded life. .
If you are patriotic and thought-.
ful (that goes without saying),
you will probably in 1918 have to
work harder and have less lei-
Hence the need
of saving time. Therefore—

The saving in the Fortnightly
issue of CANADIAN COURIER
will amount to 50 per cent. read-
ing time. It will comprise mat-
ter more carefully edited, more
thoroughly sifted and better
printed. As a reflection of our
national life—of Canadian plans, -
policies, impulses and all that—
it should easily come nearer
suiting the busy person than
ever before.

The new Fortnightly issue—
an indifferent sample it must be
admitted—is before you. I ask
you to measure it up before say-
ing how you like it. To mis$
CANADIAN COURIER from
your reading table would ‘leave
a large sort of hlank—especially,
for instance, when you remenl-
ber the last instalment of “The
Indian Drum.”

There are lots of reasons I
could advance but more of them
later. Your renewal is cordially
solicited in due course by

THE BUSINESS EDITOR.

P. S.—Read what just one dis
criminating reader said about
CANADIAN COURIER recently:

Napanee, Ont.,

Dec. 29, 1917.
Canadian Courier,
Toronto.
Dear Sirs:—

Though able to
a fraction of the publication®
coming into my home, I cann®
refrain from complimenting YO!
on your enterprise by the tal
gible expression of renewal.

W. J. Shannon-

read ont¥y (I




NN

CANADIAN COURIER

GEORGE ARLISS does so well with the political plays ot Disraeli and Hamilton, why can’t some

Canadian write as good a play as either around the life and character of John A. Macdonald ?

OLITICAL coincidences often
occur in plays—sometimes in
real life. A coincidence - of
more than usual curiosity oc-
Wrred a few nights ago in a Toronto
theatre, At least one end of it hap-
Pened there; the other was many
years pefore.
Al(:: the stage of the Princess Theatre
B fmder Hamilton, afterwards U. S.
S_Sldent~impersonated by George
Arliss—mage a passionate speech in

Sopp
forg, e:en% of his wife, Thomas Jef-
r:.i Some others, George Wash-
Mg unavoidably absent. He

ap o
’enut::il Sell my office, I will sell my
\ 01‘1» I will sell my wife—but by

5 :;1;1 not sell my country.”
5t ech Was made in reply to
Skup 7 Virginia, a rare political
hl&ek,;m.ho Promised to keep certain
DaDer : g articles out of the news-
by biyy ¢ Hamilton, would withdraw
One so Nationalize the State debts.
- Reynolds was the other
in tl}'lle blackmail, Her alleged
8 the o 5 Alexander Hamilton dur-
fngl& wence of the latter’s wife in
Y the lEre the scandal cooked up
€S gang. The whole thing

was very dramatic, as it should have
been.

‘Well, the coincidence was, that in
1891 on that very stage, within six feet
any direction of where Alexander
Hamilton stood, Sir John Macdonald
addressing a packed audience in what
was then the old Academy of Music,
pulled from his pocket certain docu-
ments. It was the time of the Com-
mercial Union campaign, the platform
against which Macdonald twice went

George Arliss presented the political
play “Hamilton” and the still more
convincing presentation of the master-
piece Disraeli makes one ask, why
in 'the name of the nine
Muses, some Canadian playwright
doesn’t get busy on John A. Macdon-
ald. Macdonald had a close resem-
blance to Disraeli. As a character he
was quite as interesting. His life con-
tains stories just as good as any of
the things woven about Disraeli. And

George Arliss and Jeanne Eagels as Alexander Hamilton and Mrs. Reynolds—

the Temptress. To the

to the country. A Toronto journalist,
since deceased, had written a secret
article intended to point out to Com-
mercial Unionists across the line how
Washington could club Canada into C.
U. It was an attempt—in Macdonald’s
eyes—to sell Canada to the U. S. The
documents in Macdonald’s pocket were
proofs of the article which had been
stolen from the Globe office where
they were set up and sent on to Sir
John at Ottawa—

After he had read the proofs, Sir
John turned to the audience and
after an allusion to what he called the
“yeiled treason” of his opponents
shouted, dramatically as he well knew
how, his famous political slogan,

“A British subject I was born, a
British subject I will die!”

If Alexander Hamilton’s
about selling his country was a play—
so was Macdonald’s speech on that
same spot in 1891. If one was real
life, so was the other. And it was a
coincidence.

The highly interesting way in which

gpeech

left—Arliss as our old friend Disraeli.

John A. had much the same political
contract in his day as Alexander Ham-
ilton had in his. Each man had a pas-
sion for nationalizing his country.

If a playwright took that one scene
for a climax, as an excuse to write a
play round the life of John A. Maec-
donald, we should gamble that it would
be just as good material as the politi-
cal stuff that produced Hamilton. Per-
haps better. :

Right here rises some wiseacre like
Reynolds in the Xxchange Coffee
House in Philadelphia to remind us
that there probably isn’t any Mrs.
Reynolds to play round John A.

“Why don’t you try a woman on
Alexander Hamilton?” asked Reynolds
of Giles from Virginia.

Giles did. Mrs. Reynolds—charac-
terized superbly by Jeanne Eagels—
was the result. The plot of Mrs. R. to
scandalize the political prop of George
Washington was the real story of
“Hamilton” the play.

Well, we don’t recall any identical
Mrs. R. in the life of john A. Macdon-
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Dominion.

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

SUN LI EE’RS(%UMN@B
ComrAnY OF (CANADA

HEAD QFFICE ~MONTREAL

0 2

Casgraves
Beers

Known by discrimin-
ating Canadians for
over half a century.

PALE ALE
HALFand HALF
XXX PORTER

In original strength
order from

EXPORTERS
LIMITED
489 St. Paul St, West, MONTREAL

To meet Ontario Temperance Act,
order from dealers, grocers, or
direct from Brewery,

THE COSGRA\II‘I%DBREWERY CO.

[T
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Toronto: Tel. Adelaide 486-487
T
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British America Assurance
Company
(Fire, Marine and Hall.)
Incorporated A.D. 1833.
Assets over $2,600,000.00
Losses paid since organization over
$40,000,000.00.

HEAD OFFICE, - TORONTO.

MATRICULATION

Junior or Honor covered thoroughly in our 10
Maonths® Day £ chool Course. We also give .hese
courses at Night School or by Mail. &/rite now
for particulars.

Dominion Business \College, Limited

357 College Street - - Toronto
J. V. Mitche'l, B.A., Principal.

If you change your address and de-
sire to receive your copy without de-
lay, always give your old address as
well as your new one.
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Purity, convenience, and
real, cleansing refreshment
are combined in the white,
oval, floating cake of

FAIRY SOAP

For toilet ‘and bath
use, Fairy Soap 1s “first
choice,’” where fine
quality is desired at
an inexpensive price.

LIMITED
MONTREAL

e Wk FAIRBANK <om

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

STAMPS AND COINS.

ACKAGES free to collectors for 2 cents

postage; also offer hundred different
foreign stamps; catalogue; hinges; five
cents. We buy stamps. Marks Stamp
Co., Toronto.

Delivery of
Canadian Courier

Mailing Canadian Courier
to subscribers is arranged so
as to give delivery by the
date of issue to those parts
of the Dominion most distant
from the office of publication.
Ontario subscribers should ||
receive theirs by Friday ;
Toronto subscribers by
Thursday.

SRS e T

Most
Women
Can Be
Lovely

Ngarlﬁ every woman can have beautiful face and
skin by following the Hiscott Institute Plan.
Besides the treatment of cases at the Institute, we
extend the advantages of our trestments to those
who cannot come to us. We are known from
coast to coast. Our preparations are tested and
C&oved by twenty-five years successful practice.
ith each kind we send full instructions for home

use. Usually more than one kind is_advisable.
A Nerve Tonic, a Hair Tonic and Skin Food make
a good combination. Write us. Consultation
and advice FREE. We send a free sample of
Princess Skin Food for 8 cents in stamps to cover
mailing.

Princess Skin Food w e el

Hiscott Hair Tonic - - 1.00

Princess Nerve Tonic and Blood

Builder - ~« - - f
Goitre Cure - - - - 2.00
Booklet *“S"* Sent on Request.

THE HISCOTT INSTITUTE Limited,
618 College St., Toronto.

not treated of in the dictionary.

sane and sound.”

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

The New York Times: “The scope and plan of the volume, which
is of handy size and alphabetical arrangement, strike one as pleasantly

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

UNIVERSITY BOOK CO.

- TORONTO, ONT.
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ald. But the main Father of Confed-
eration was by no means wanting in
gallantry to ladies. There were times
when he didn’t mind going off on a
“spree” such as Count Talleyrand tried
to inveighs Hamilton into one evening
before he went back to Paris. And
any clever dramatist wouldn’t need to
stick quite as closely to the facts as
Arliss declares he and his coadjutors
did in writing Hamilton.

“Stick to Disraeli and let Hamilton
alone,” advised a critic in a letter to
Arliss, “Jefferson stuck to Rip Van
Winkle.”

Of course Joe Jefferson, actor, and
Tom Jefferson, President, were no re-
lation and they were separated by the
best part of a century.

What gorgeous dramatic stuff could-

be made of the Pacific Scandal! What
characters there were then! And the
whole Commercial TUnion agitation;
the Riel Rebellion; Confederation it-
self—loads upon loads of material with

superb backgrounds.
L]

As for stories—well was there ever
any statesman who could tell more
or have more good ones told about
him than John A. Macdonald? Ak
most any good Tory can recall ab
least one. One of the John A.'s most
famous sayings, capable of fetching
roars of laughter on any stage was
his famous reply to Sir Charles Hib
bert Tupper when the latter was Min
ister of Justice and sent a letter OB
to Sir John because he hadn’t any
patronage to hand out. Sir John turd

. ed the letter over and wrote on the

back of it,

“Dear Hibbert:
skunks.”

All comedies aside, the career of
Macdonald offers material, leavilg
out the undesirable elements, for &
superb political play. And we hopé
to see the day when somebody will
tackle it. But George Arliss—no, b®
would scarcely do for Macdonald:
But what a stage character John A
would make!

Skin your owB

Gl ESS

Conducted by .
Malcolm Sim:> .3

m—d
PROBLEM NO. 170, by L. B. Salkind. 4. P—KR4 i Pty
Second Prize, Raab Chess Club. e S 5. P KRS
Second rize, %1%.!}) 1ess u g gtmgf 6. KXK,% o
—E ; e 7. P—KR4 (a
Black.—Eleven Pieces. 2 Bap > 8. P03 (b)
- 1(9). g_ﬁ-gia l(c) 9, BK2 4
% V) % . B—B4Y ch 10, K—Ksq (0
%/ %/// 11. BxB (e) 11, QxB
; s /// 7 12. Kt—B3 12 P13
’ %@% ‘ 13. P—Q5 13. B—Q2
Z =R : 14. Qq—Q2 14, Kt—KR3
W o e LR
m By G 16. PxP |
W mae@ W Hage e
7 & - Q— 8. B—K3
//y ///% % > % ;3. Ié%{_(%é () 19. K—Qsq e
20. —Ksq 20. Kt—Q2 (h)4
el s boadic 21. R—Qitsq ()
7 W 7 22. Q—Rs ¢ 22 Kt TS
%//} % %// 23 QxP 23, Kt—Q?2
4 24, P—B: 1
3 % vl s i
) 0. i g—?g i 26. B—B1
. ) 27. Q—R5 ¢ 27. R—Kt3
%%?/% ) 28 B_Kt5 (1) S iimy . KA
i Bl = . 29. R—Bsq (m) 29, O—K5
30. K—Qsq (n) 30. P—Kt6
White.—Seven Pieces 3. B—R4 31, QKtsch
: : Wt 32. K—K2 32. B—Kt5ch
White to play and mate in three. 23, R—B3 23 KtxR 2
SOLUTIONS. 24, PxKt 24 D_Ksq mak®

Problem No. 168, by H. L. Schuld.

1. Kt—B6, RxKt; 2. Q—R5, any move;
3. Q—Ksgq mate.

bR e SRtg: 20 KixKP -BxR;
3. QKt—B3 mate. :

)i BK3; 2. QxKB, BxR; 3.
QxB mate.

e A , B—Q4; 2. QxQB, any move;
3. Q—K4 mate. :

o= il , P—K5; 2. Q—Q6, any move;

AR , threat; 2. RxBP, K—Kt4;
3. Kt—B8 mate. ;

Correct solution of Problem No. 167,
received from John McGregor, Tam-
worth.

To Correspondents.

(W. Cawkell), Toronto.—Thanks for
League game, which, however, is rather
weakly played by White with no com-
pensating features.
“(J. Mo@.), Tamworth.—In - revised
three-mover, how do you mate if say l.t,é
RE-Q2 sor ., R—Rag?~ 1., —K
also cannot be met as you pPropose. ¢

(C.. "F." Dayie), Victoria.—Thanks for
games and problems.

Notes and News.

In the Handicap Tournament at the
Toronto Chess Club, R. G. Hunter is
leading with six wins and an unfinished
game with M. Sim, which will complete
his schedule. M. Sim has a clear score
of four wins with two opponents to meet,
W. H. Perry and Mrs. A. Sprugge. The
Gambit Tournament lies between J. S.
Morrison, who has a loss and a draw
against him and M. Sim who lost to S.
E. Gale and has completed two games
less in the schedule.

The Toronto City Chamvionship Tour-
nament under the auspices of the To-
ronto Chess T.eague has commenced
with the following entries in the first
division, J. S. Morricon, R. G. Funter, S.
. CGale. M, Sim. Prnf. J.  Msdvor,
Rosen, H. J. Tane and H. N. Kittson.

CHESS IN TORONTO.

An entertaining game, played in the
Gambit Tournament at the Toronto
Chess Club.

Allgaise Gambit.

White Black

J. Boas. A. W. Campbell.
1. P-—-K4 1. P—K4

2. P—KB4 2 Pxp

3. Kt—KB3 3. P—KKt4

(a) There is no time for this agaif‘jf,
the Allgaier attack. The right defé?
is 7.., P—Q4.

(b) Again P—Q4 would be better- <

(¢) This leads to a commonplace
change, developing Black's game. ,/‘th
ter first would be 9. B—Bdch, on”
(if 9.., K—Kt3, then 10. Q—Q3, threatg/
ing 11. P—XK5 dis."'ch, B—B4; 12 B
B7ch); 10. Q—Q2, threatening 11. R
Kt5, B—K2; 12. Castles, BxB; 13. j,b
B7ch, K—Kt3: 14. PxB and Black ¢3fp
capture the Pawn on account of 15: p
Kt7ch.

(d) K—Kt2 was preferable. ther}

(e) White could Castle here. If 120
11.., BxB; 12. B—Brch, K-—Q2 (If SR8
K—Bsq; 13. PxB and Black cannot g
the Pawn. If 12.., K_K2; 13. PxB)i 45
PxB, QxP: 14, R—B5, followed P¥
RxP. ﬂ)e

(f) Threatening BxKtch, winning
Rook. 19,4

(g) This is rather pretty. After K
PxKt: 200 7P%P, P 21 K.R/Ktﬂ:
B—K5; 22. RxB (If 22. B—Q3, Q— "9k
etc.), . QxR; 23.  R—Ksq, QxRel:igh
QxQch, Kt—K4, Black could, no ‘.10 to?
oreanize for victory. The game "inod‘
difficult for over-the-board play,
ever. 4

(h) If now 20.., PxKt, then 21. "ok
0—Kt2 (If 21.., Q—B4, then 22. Q9%
B—_Bsa: 23. R—_Bsq and 24, RxKUig
PxB, Kt—K4; 23. RxPch and wins % ent

(i) Mr. Campvbell thought he qee«n!
wrong here. The move, however, = ¢
quite sound. righ

() This is the mistake. The Ipel
vlay is.92.., R—Kt3. If 23. P—Bi Gins
23... P¥Ki: 24, PxP. O—Bsch, and Tt

(k) White should have forcel caffe
draw. or the raturn of the piece, PV ;me
checkine' at R5. Instead he PP 5
two niscey minng, ts fré

(1) Tf Q—RReh, Black soon &€ "
from tha checks. o

Ty T8 90, Pt than 20... OXEee
PeTPd OV TP0Ahe. M. B Oén
32. R—02 PRxB. White has n s
move left. and, ag usnally happens:
hlg/“(\m:\?n:)\nt'n/nn\ yron  shan ™0 /1{3‘2'
Rifch: 21, K02 o_n'zch:hzz;,}ﬁm "

rve on wr rea atae “opohii

®_n9, OvnPeh, atel), Kt—OiGg

BxKt, O—Rich and mates in
very interesting game.
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Judge Men of Great Wealth
By the Use They Put It To

Rational Constideration of Relations Between Producer
and Consumer Urged by Sir Edmund Walker,
President of Canadian Bank of Commerce

We M ust All Prepare to Face

New

tion of wealth were made by Sir Edmund
Walker, President of the Canadian Bank of
Commerce in the course of his address to the

sh,
ﬂa:irthIderS, at the annual meeting. Sir Edmund

S‘ ANE earnest remarks in regard to the distribu-

I’X:e:re living in a time of social unrest affecting
o areas of disturbance than the world has ever
ot Whi;:hwe are exper'iencing this unrest at a time
Dar o thlt may be said, that those who live in our
€ world were never so easily able to ob-
:mployment suited to their varied capacities,
o ais(;) .highly paid, so far as those are concerned
In the production of goods for sale, never

g

leye

br 3 ; : :
°Sper0us, using the word in a material sense.

€ Drice
80 higp
decling
A mop

of everything, however, was almost never
» and the purchasing power of the dollar has
d so mueh and so rapidly that people with
= ivhm‘ less fixed income suffer keenly, while
c°neeiVedO~ €arn more money than they could have

Possible a few years ago, are disappointed
el &Pparently surprised to find that' everything
high \:: advanced in price in proportion to their
Negg to'wges' Out of this turmoil has come a bitter-
& feia ards al! who, by any stretch of fancy,. can
legg oft:espénmble for existing conditions, a b-ltter-
"""ﬂpaniel; Without any real basis, apd which is ac-
Yer hg by explosions of wrath directed at what-
but, g :Dens to be the nearest object of criticism,
S (l)ntinued, and kept at fever heat as it has
Wap, I ate, promises ill for our country after the
rending gm.aware that I shall be accused of de-
ests, R ti;‘ll)ltal and what are called the Big Inter-
addresses ere must he many readers of the annual
Wil b ‘Made by the officers of this Bank who
0 DOrtrave that we try as faithfully as we are able
i Y conditions as they exist.:

RESULT OF WAR.

Dr?m;};ing, in the end is to be gained by blaming the
or the fa(x)-r the food controller, the provision dealer
& regy)t Otm er, for high prices which are not merely
%0 pere the'War but a result of war requirements
Mptory that the question of cost almost dis-

QU
ar,
8. The conditions arising out of the war are

e,

8
thogg &Y is not only fair dealing on the part of

Eheg, :;ho Supply the wants of the people, but pati-
on g, - “OMe remnant of belief in our fellow-men,
Der aI)E‘mu-t of those who feel the pinch and who,
t Raturally, would like to punish somebody.
b {;m have combined to put up prices, let them
) shed, put apparently we are complaining be-
ealers, in huying from producers, did not
Negqg lower prices or to keep them down. The

°‘°1‘nbillat1 L are, however, so great that no
O the Otl?: can control prices either in one way
\ o3
e THE RULING MOTIVE.

Wealg e bresent moment the world provides
Vagg M4 also material comfort, on a scale so
that D compared with conditions a century ago,
the g, Y no one win deny that the energy and

awg
:ﬂ a wholwhich have made this possible have been
hig iy, € of enormous benefit to humanity. Yet

Mprg
Vement in conditions is created by an' ap-

e
bottom of most of our troubles, and what is

Conditions After the War

peal to the self-interest which exists in us all. To
produce the best that we are able and to sell it for
the highest price we can get, is what we are trying
to do, whether our product be a day’s work, a bushel
of wheat, a plough, an intellectual or an adminis-
trative service of some kind to society, or a creation
in the fine arts. Those who can honestly say that
they are not so moved are either the idle rich, who
are always a problem, or are too exceptional to af-
fect the world as a whole. What is surely necessary
is not to restrict the production of labor or mer-
chandise at a profit, because clearly that is the im-
petus to industry, but to see that this industry and

ability are guided into channels which are beneficial

to the community and not hurtful.
‘ DISTRIBUTION OF WEALTH.

That the free exercise of industry and ability in
accordance with the laws of the country and with
the best existing standards of character, will enable
one man to become very rich and another to earn
only enough to support his family, is a fact for which
nature is mainly responsible, and for which the in-
genuity of man has not thus far found a remedy.
If society by its laws should choose to limit the
amount of wealth which any one may accumulate,
let us wait until it has done so before passing judg-
ment and when we undertake to express our opinion

of the character of those who possess great wealth,

let us judge them by the use they are making of it,
by the extent to which they regard it as a trust
which came to them only because they were in some
things abler than their fellows, and as a means
through which they may leave the world the better
because of their existence. Many rich men do not
come up to this standard, and by inheritance taxes
we are gradually adjusting matters, but in North
America there are so many instances of good ser-
vice rendered to the state by wealthy citizens that
one wonders if we should not be greatly the losers
by any new condition which would hamper indi-
viduality and, in so doing, perhaps destroy the main
factors which separate our twentieth-century com-
fort from the miseries of the middle ages. In con-
tending for a more rational consideration of the re-
lations between the consumer and the producer, we
have no intention of claiming that conditions are sat-
isfactory, nor are we expressing an opinion regard-
ing the relations of employers and employed, and
certainly we hold no brief for either side. A great
bank is vitally concerned with what will conduce to
the true interest of the country, and that means
the greatest amount of well-being on the part of its
citizens.

CONDITIONS AFTER THE WAR.

We have to face new and probably very difficult
conditions after the war. If we are filled with ani-
mosity and distrust in our attempts to adjust our
differences, the result will be a sorry one; if, on the
other hand, with the experience we shall gain in
many ways by the war, we co-ordinate the forces of
industry we possess so as to present a united and
efficient front, we may hope to enjoy in the fullest
degree the peace and liberty for which our boys are
fighting, together with greater prosperity than we
have ever known. To accomplish this there are at
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least three elements -which must be present. .In our
leaders of industry we must have enterprise and
skill, and we must have plant and capital on a scale
adequate to compete with other nations. Only the
profits made and the experience gained during the
war can render this possible. We must have techni-
cal knowledge of how to solve every difficulty, phy-
sical, chemical, or whatever it may be, that con-
fronts the manufacturer, and some steps are being
taken towards that end More, however, than any-
thing else, we must have such relations between the
employer and the emnvloyed as will cause the em-
ployed to do heartily each day a full measure of his
best work. The last is the great difficulty to be
overcome, and the element about which there is un-
fortunately the most doubt. This is said with no in-
tention whatever of apportioning blame. One would
suppose that there must be faults on both sides. The
fact remains that if we are to compete successfully
with other nations we must recover the older con-
dition when men were proud of the shop they work-
ed in and of its product. Tt may only be a material
question, but it may be a psychological one. Have
employers and emploved struggled with each other
until the only natural feeling is antipathy, or can
each be made to feel that he is so necessary to the
other that not to work together at their best is folly,
apart from the economic crime involved?

PERSONAL THRIFT.

We have been told that we should save money,
not for our own benefit so much as because we
should not spend on unnecessary things the money
needed to carry on the war. It is even more neces-
sary that we should eat less, again not so much be-
cause we need to save for ourselves but because
if we do not eat less others across the sea must go
hungry. If we have men, money and food we shall
win. If we fail in any of these we may lose. Indi-
vidual tests, particularly in hotels and restaurants,
show that very large savings can be made wherever
the effort is directed to that end, but the difficulty
is to make advice, or even the regulations of the

" Food Controller, effective in a country which pro-

duces food largely in excess of its own requirements
and where economy in the use of food is thought to
be evidence of a mean and sordid disposition. Tt i
not, however, enough that we should eat less but
that we should as far as possible replace some
articles of food, especially white bread and bacon,
with others. There is a satisfactory increase in the
use of fish but only a small fraction of .our people
are responding in any degree to the call to econ-
omize. England has reduced the supply of sugar per
capita per annum from 93 pounds to 26. Our normal
supply is 90 pounds and we are not reducing it yet.
Working in harmony with the United States, an
order-in-council has been passed prohibiting the ex-
port, except to places within the empire, of food and

-relative commodities, unless a license has been ob-

tained. 2
FOOD CONSERVATION.

The Food Controller is bringing under license the
milling and packing industries, and is controlling the
refining and distribution of sugar. The license sys-
tem will also be applied to fish, fruit, vegetables,
groceries, package cereals, milk, etc. In our Lon-
don Manager’s Review of Business Conditions the
following deeply significant words will be found:—

“Too much importance cannot be attached to

“the steps that may be taken in the United States

“and Canada towards conserving food-stuffs, with

“a yview to increasing the amount available for ex-

“port to the Allies. The shortage of food, with

“which all the belligerents are confronted, and the

“difficulty of increasing production, owing to the

“lack of available man power, may hasten, or even

“prove the dominating factor, in bringing about a

“cessation of hostilities.”

He means, of course, that such a shortage may pre-
vent us from continuing the war until we can end it
on our own terms. Do you wonder therefore that we
return so often to this subject? Difficult as the
problem may be, we must produce more, and we
must eat less, otherwise some of those who are
dearest to us across the sea must starve and we may
lose our chance of dictating a peace, the nature of
which shall be a guarantee that our children shall
not have to fight again for those liberties which are
now in jeopardy.
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Safety of Principal,
Certainty of Interest

A writer in one of our financial
journals recently said that real
estate mortgages combine the two
great essentials of a conservative
investment—safety of principal
and certainty of interest.

To those who have funds for in-
vestment only in small sums, this
most desirable class of security is
not directly available. They may,
however, secure all those advant-
ages by investing in the bonds of
this corporation, which are based
on upwards of thirty-two million
dollars of carefully selected first
mortgages on improved real es-
tate. These bonds may be had in
denominations of one ~hundred
dollars. They are a security in
which Executors and Trustees
are expressly authorized by law to
invest trust funds.

Send for specimen bond, copy of
Annual Report and full particulars.

CANADA PERMANENT
MORTGAGE CORFORATION

Paid-up Capital, - ' $6,000,000.00
Reserve Fund, - 5,000,000.00
Investments, - - 32,264,782.81
TORONTO STREET, TORONTO

ESTABLISHED 1855.

Cawthra Muloéi{ & Co.

Members of
Toronto Stock Exchange

Brokers

and

Bankers

12 KING STREET EAST
TORONTO, CANADA

CABLE ADDRESS—CAWLOCK, TORONTO

Established 1864,

The Merchants Bank

OF CANADA.
HEAD OFFICE - MONTREAL.

Faid-up Capital - - $7,000,000
Reserve Fund - - $7,42 1,292
Total Deposits - $103,000,000

(December 1917)

Total Assets - - $136$000,000

(December 1917
233 BRANCHES IN CANADA.
General Banking Business
Transacted.

SAVINGS DEPARTMENT at ail
branches. Deposits of $1.00 and
upwards received, and interest al-
fowed at best current rates.

TORONTO OFFICES:
13 Wellington St. West; 1400 Queen
St. West (Parkdale); 406-408 Par-
liament St.; Dundas St. and Ron-
Dupont and Chris-

cesvalles Ave.;

tie Sts.

FINANCIAL

As Seen by

. IN CANADA

the Toronto Globe

SITUATION

in Canada, retrospectively, it is

agreeable, and no doubt sur-
prising to a great many to learn ‘that
Canada finished the year 1917 with
a number of financial and economic
successes to her credit.

Foreign trade expanded, production
gained, and a vast War Loan of four
hundred millions was successfully
floated. The - Toronto Globe in its
Annual Financial Survey says:

On the threshold of 1918 there is
perhaps less thoughtless optimism
than at the opening of any war year,
but in its place there must be a surer
confidence born of financial and ecoc-
nomic triumphs, which, to the wonder-
ment as much of ourselves as of the
world, the year 1917 produced for us.

Under an appropriately drawn head-
ing by ©. W. Jefferys, the Globe gives
! an exhaustive and illuminating array
. of articles on various economic and
financial problems and their solution.
These views are written by promin-
ent men, each one an authority on the
subject upon which he writes.

ANADA should be self-supporting

in steel production is the view
of J. Frater Taylor, President of The
Algoma Steel Corporation. In view
of America’s entry into the war, new
factors there such as control of out-
put and prices, will no doubt have an
intense bearing upon the situation in
Canada, says Mr. Taylor.

It is indeed difficult to say what the
rrecise effect will be upon the Cana-
dian steel industry and upon the con-
sumption of steel products in Can-
ada, but unless one is well provided,
delays would appear to be the least
of the prospective evils to be faced,
and the worst of these evils is the
possible curtailment .and stoppage of
certain supplies altogether.

: .1

P. MATHEWSON, of the British-
¢ American Nickel Company, says
that Canada maintains her pre-emin-
ence as the nickel producer of the
world, over 85 per cent. of the world’s
production being credited to this

country. :

Up until 1918 Canada’s production
.of refined nickel has been unimport-
ant, bat this year wil! see the com-
pletion of a large modern refinery
which will mark a new era in nickel
refining in Canada.

——
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Capital Paid-up,
$1,500,000.

The Modern Management of Property

A reputable Trust Company is the accepted modern

U means for solving any kind of property problem.

'\ This Company’s financial responsibility, its collective
experience, its staff of experts in various kinds of

property, and its constant availability combine to re-

commend it to those who wish, in dealing with their

affairs, to leave nothing to chance.

Write for Booklets.

| Dafional Trust omparny

Siwifed

18-22 Kinc STREET East, TORONTO.

g

—] |-

Reserve,

$1,500,000.

I
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EVIEWING the financial situation

RTHUR A. COLE contributes two

articles on mining conditions,

one dealing with gold, the other sil-
ver.

All the principal warring nations
are operating on a gold standard, says
Mr. Cole, consequently each nation
began to hoard its goll, with the re-
sult that gold practically disappeared
from circulation. Ordinary business
had to be carried on by the use of
the small amount of silver coinage
already in circulation, and with paper
money for the rest. Britain, France
and the United States all entered the
silver market, with the result that a
most phenomenal rise took place.

Gold being the general basis of ex-
change its value is supposed to re-

main stationary, no matter how other

commodities may fluctuate. If, how-
ever, all the necessities of life, such as
wheat, increase in value, so that an
ounce of gold will only buy half the
amount that it would buy before the
war, then this amounts to deprecia-
tion in the value of gold. 'This is the
plight in which the gold mining indus-
try finds itself at the present time.
Not only is the cost of labor going up,
but all commodities used in the pro-
duction of gold have gone up, while
at the same time there can be no rise
in the value of the gold produced to
offset this increased cost.

-

IN an article on Canadian Bank-
ing, H. M. P. Eckhart, after
showing the extent of increased de-
posits, explains the part the banks
took in helping Canadian trade. He
says:®

During the past year the banks’ ex-
ternal reserve of immediately avail-
able assets was called upon to agsist
in relieving a peculiar and trouble-
some situation arising out of Canada’s
war trade. In order to maintain the
huge exports of manufactured goods
to the United Kingdom, Canada has
been obliged to import very large
amounts of fuel, raw materials, ma-
chinery and partly manufactured arti-
cles from the United States This
created a heavy adverse balance in
the trade with that country. This
balance had to be settled virtually in
cash.. On the other hand the trade
with the mother country ran even
more heavily in Canada’s favor, but
it was necessary in this case to give
long credit to Britain for a large pro-
portion of the shipments. The logical
solution of the problem appeared tc he
for the Dominion to borrow in the
United States a sum sufficient to
cover a considerable part of the trade
balance due to that Republic, but the
American credits were not forthcomni-
ing in sufficient amounts. Thus the
panks nad to draw upon their external
reserves to provide for the emergency.

$ ®
ONCERNING stock exchange busi-
ness, Joseph H. Copeman makes
the statement that it has been a cheer-
less year on the Canadian stock ex-
changes; marked in the greater part,
by a continuance of the liquidation of
the bull account built up in the war

markets of 1915-1916, and, towards the.
close, by a virtual drying up of all
business. Mr. Copeman points out
that while trading in securities waned,
industrial enterprises were going
ahead at full speed.

On the whole, he continues, it may
be granted that the absence of new
speculation and the steady liquidation
of old accounts, together with the
gradual readjustment of investment
values to the conditions imposed by
the Government war borrowing, has
left a healthy, if not a satisfactory, po-
sition.

»

Other subjects
thereon are:
RECENT CANADIAN

RAILWAY HISTORY.
Baron Shaughnessy.
THE FAMINE IN FOODSTUFFS.
Hon. W. J. Hanna.
THE CHEMICAL INDUSTRY
E. M. Biggar.
MINERALS IN B. C.
E. Jacobs.
COAL OUTPUT IN N. S.
F. W. Gray.
BRITISH FINANCE.
Hag‘tley Withers.
WAR AND THE LONDON
: MARKETS.

and the writers

Arthur Kiddy.
AUSTRALIAN WAR FINANCE.
Alan Thodey.
LIFE INSURANCE IN 1917.
J. B. McKechnie, F F.A.
IMPETUS TO SHIPBUILDING.
Peter Bain.
FLOUR MILLING IN CANADA.
A. H. Bailey.
MORTGAGE PAYMEN''S.
John Appleton.
1917 AND AFTER.
Victor Ross.
PACIFIC COAST BUSINESS. -
Bradford Heyer.
CANADIAN LABOR MARKETS
Bryce M. Stewart.
CANADIAN EXPORT TRADE.
‘W. L. Edmonds.
LIVE STOCK INDUSTRY
Lloyd Moore.
THE RAILWAY IN 1917.
J. L. Payne.

. MARKETS FOR MINING SHARES.

Arthur Trebilcock.

The above, together with many'
other articles, statements and charts
forms not only a comprehensiv? res
view ot financial and economic condi-
tions during 1917, but a valuable foré
cast of the situation in this and co¥
ing years.

3 .

A Constructive Address

MORE rational consideration of th®
A relations between the consumer and

the producer was urged by Sir !
mund Walker, President of the Canadié?®
Bank of Commerce, in his address to
shareholders, at the annual meeting.

Sir ®dmund remarked that we ar®

living in a time of great social \lm'est;'
The price of almost everything was neve:

~

so high, whiie the purchasing power of i

the doliar has declined rapidly. Out

this turmoil, he says, has come a bitt€’s
ness towards all who, by any streteh ¥
fancy, can be held responsibie for existt

ing conditions, a bitterness often witho¥® -
any real basis.

Nothing in the end 1s to pbe gained,
tinues ‘Sir Edmund, by blaming the ==
‘mier or the Tood Controiler, the 'Proh
vision dealer or the farmer, for nig’.
prices which are not merely a result &
the war, buf a result of war requireme';st
so peremptory that the question of @
almost disappears. The needs of the
are so great that no combination ih‘
control prices either in one way OF ©
other. o

‘We have to face new and probably ‘fe.é‘;'
difficutt conditions after the war, adVige:
the President, and if we are filled
animosity and distrust in our attem;‘u""
to adjust our differences the result
be a sorry one.

con”
=
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ENEW BOOKS

A Literary Touchstone

“PRIEST OF THE IDEAL.” By Ste-
_ bhen Graham.

IN his first novel—The Priest of the
Ideal—Stephen Graham has made

a happy blending of all those elements
01.3 Charm which characterized his pre-
:lllzltl's writings.  The same sympa-
remlc Interpretation of life, the same
anda-;kable insight of national spirit
tel‘lstieen an'a.lysis of national charac-
s C8 V.Vhlch have so consistently
litera‘id his contributions to English
firccs ure regarding Russia of modern
lightf’ 1are combined in a really de-
themu ‘treatfnent of a most unusual
"Ealse.t In h1s. novel, Mr. Graham re-
” ch‘he national 'spirit of England.
s blef characters set out on a re-
. pila le quest which carries them on
T E!‘im.age about the places which
Morialize British traditions. One
l‘ic: V:'andering mystic who shares his
Teasury of information concern-

tagy the 'E)eginnings of the British
Oal jdea with a materialistic
frican—the second character—who
SDi:itfnlgland on a mission to purchase
Deople‘a background for the American
pul'cha' The American’s idea is to
l‘calse cathedrals, crosses, and his-

. monuments and have them re-
j°in;ni American soil. The ‘mystic
OW‘fan the adventure to determine
nation:1 the English had outlived their
b monuments. The result of
the- 2ham’s skilful handling of the

he

5 dn::‘ I8 a book which is an inspiring
:lightful treasury of information

hidde Ouchstone which reveals the

tmickn gold of the ideals which

®0  British traditions.—Macmil-
lan; g7 6.

»

In Haunted Seas

“TH
5 SHADOW-LINE.” By Joseph
onraqd.

ARNED by the shadow-line
ahead that the region of early

ly°llt
mateh Must be left behind, the first
Seag Of a steamship in the Eastern

aetionthre.w up his job; and by that
a‘\lligh 8ained a berth as captain of
Crey .;lass' vessel and her white
gy, - the story that follows, the

holds the reader spell-bound

yggen "Il suggestion of baffling
Dl'essizy’ and leaves an indelible im-

tn of ‘_‘these haunted seas, dread-
e Anc‘i’OICes.” There is a hint of
Dhepg of ent Mariner” in the atmos-
SCters gy the tale; and all the char-
Teadey € 80 clearly drawn that the
thep, °CI1S with them the terror of
ing Mysterious difficulty in pass-

Of thig ;‘rlt%e 8° 20, No previous work
Dowq,, riter shows more strongly his
Dell'(', ot descriptive narration.—J. M.
’ Sons, $1.35.

»o
Ar :
«aTHIEnbuhnces in France

FRA::IRST  CANADIANS IN
" Bey CE” By F. McKelvey

theg
it jg ¢ days of myriad war books,

: ti'lhil‘ta 89t easy for one to merit the

USugy, t‘be'ing described as “un-
| Ut this account of the
~diy,

ﬁmﬁng Of the first Canadian hos-

ance fis a tremendously in-

teresting and unaffected personal
narrative. Colonel Bell has an easy
style that holds the attention of the
reader throughout. He has neither
concentrated upon the horrors, or
avoided mention of them; he has
written of the war as he and his men
saw it in the ups and downs of their
experiences. - The story is peopled
with strange and amusing characters;
and the human quality of the narra-
tive fills the reader with delight.—
McClelland, Goodchild & Stewart,
$1.35.

t 3

Home Folksy Rhymes

“A HEAP O’ LIVING.” By Edgar A.
Guest.

HERE is a lilt to the lines and

many a laugh in the verses written
by Edgar A. Guest and published as a
collection under the happy caption, “A
Heap O’ Living.” They are just home-
folksy and handy rhymes full of good-
fellowship with a little inspiration hére
and there and a good measure of cheer.
Mr. Guest sings with a joyous note of
the life which is near to the lives¢of
most of us and his philosophy is the
homely, hearty kind with an appeal as
wide as humanity.—Copp Clark Co.,
$1.25 net.

Bloch’s Musical Message
(Continued from page 24.)

' prising afid admirably curious body of
artistic enthusiasts, The Society of the
Friends of Music. It was at once per-
ceived that Mr. Bloch was a music-
maker who could thenceforth not be ig-
nored. There are living to-day four com-
posers who wear imperial robes: men
who are transforming musical speech as
certainly as in an earlier day it was
transformed by Bach and Beethoven,
Chopin and Liszt and Wagner.

Mr. Bloch is not that supreme aesthe-
tic bore, an artist with a conscious mis-
sion. He is a poet in tones, held by the
beauty and awe and terror of the hu-

‘man pageant and the wonder and love-

liness of its earthly setting: a poet—
vet, paramountly, a Jewish poet. He has
spoken of his enthrallment by the an-
cient Jewish soul—the ‘‘complex, glow-
.ing, agitated soul” that he feels vibrating
through the Bible. He is himself a man-
ifestation of that soul reborn. In his
Trois Poemes Juifs, in his settings ot
the Psalms, in his symphony, Israel, he
has touched to new life, in music of ex-
traordinary power and sincerity, the
slumbering spirit of those rhapsodists
and poets, those prophets and patriarchs,
those great lovers and great dreamers,
who laid a spell of imperishable beauty
and splendour upon the recorded mem-
ories of their meditations and dreams
and aspirations. It is impossible not
to recognize that Mr. Bloch has inherit-
ed the authentic spirit of this imagina-
tive and emotional tradition. He has
spoken—Ilovingly, as speaks the son of a
great past—of ‘‘the sorrow and immen-
sity of the Book of Job; the sensuality
of the Song of Songs; the freshness and
naivete of the Patriarchs; the despair
of the Preacher in Jerusalem.” These
things have been recaptured by him in
his own musical speech. They are elo-

" quent in every accent that it commands:

in its ‘concentrated intensity; in its som-
bre brooding:  in its opulence that is
never vulgarized, its gorgeousness that
is woven of fine and costly stuffs; in its
range and flexibility of passionate speech
—now of an exalted solemnity, now of
a wild lyric ecstasy, now of such a fer-
ocity and abandonment of lamentation as
our more reticent Occidental music
scarcely knows.

You Can Enjoy Every Minute

of Those Long Winter Evenings

HESE are the nights when music calls to you—the cold long

winter nights when you spend most of your evenings at
home, anxious for some amusement to enjoy the hours before
bedtime.

Home takes on a new meaning when there is a piano or a
playerpiano to give pleasure to all the family or entertain your
young and old folk visitors. There is a new enjoyable comfort
for your home when music is there.

The

» »

Mew’ pStale } :
ENDORSED : BY - GREAT - MUSICIANS

or Player Piano

1s an instrument which you—and those that follow—will grow
to cherish and love. The Williams is an instrument bearing the
mark of the generations old ideals of craftsmanship (68 years)
pure of tone, responsive action and beauty of design. It is the
choice of the world’s great artists who tour Canada.

THE WILLIAMS PIANO CO.,

venient terms of payment on a Williams Piano.
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DEPT. C. C.,, OSHAWA, ONT.

Please send me ‘“Art and the Critic’ FREE and fall particulars as to con-

} That's all it takes for this wonderful washer to thoroughly clean a big tubful of
¥ clothes. No ru‘.)bin?f scrubbing, backaches cr headaches for 01—the washer &
i

. washdays. %/2 ?

33 s light-running and noiseless. Enclosed gears make it safe.

RN

A Tubful In Ten Minutes!

takes all the work—

You can go straight on with the ironin:
the same day, yet feel fresher and brighter than you ever felt on the old-fashloneg

he responsibility |

*“Home” Washer

;;Spﬂllzg"*l!idjif(a easily. Made of cypress:. handnomel:'i ﬁl;i&l"led.
- r water-motor. e 1t at your dealer s—
and wite us for booklet  If John Had To Do theWashing.”

MAXWELLS LIMITED, Dept. L, St. Marys, Ont. 35

The Tribute of Confidence

Approval of the methods pursued by a Financial Institution is
measured by the patronage it receives. The increasing amount of
Assets Under Administration, shown by the records of this Corpor-
ation, is a tribute of confidence in its ability and integrity. This
Corporation has thirty-six years’ experience as Executor, Adminis-
trator, Trustee, etc., having been established in 1882, the first Trust
Company organized in Canada. -

Write for Booklet.

Correspondence Invited.

- THE
TORONTO GENERAL TRUSTS

CORPORATION
Capital Paid Up -  $1,500,000.00 Reserve - - - - $1,850,000.00
HEAD OFFICE: 83 BAY STREET, TORONTO
Branches :° Ottawa . Winnipeg Saskatoon Vancouver
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BATTERIES.

“RADIO” BATTERIES

The Interstate Ehctrlc Novehy Co. of Canada

Toronta Ontario

BOOTS AND SHOES.

ngh Class Military Boots
Castom Madeor Ready Made
H.C. wu.scm, .-241 King St. East, Toronto

CHAFING DISHES (Electric).

So Handy for the After Theatre Supper
CHAFING DISHES from $12.00 Each

TORONTC ELECTRIC LIGHT CO,. Limited TORONTO

CLOTHIERS

ﬂR‘l’ CLUTHES

CUOK BROS & ALLEN LIANTED

' COAL AND WOOD
The Standard Fuel Co.

OF TORONTO, LIMITED
6 BRANCHES 58 KING ST. E., TORONTO

CURLING TONGS (Electric)

SAFE — SANITARY — CONVENIENT

v Electric Curling Irons $4 and $5 Each

CURLING IRON

ohilad TORONTO ELECTRIC LIGHT CO.,, Limited
TORONTO

Q HAI&DRYCR

ELECTRIC FIY & MILL SUPPLIES.

OABLE ADDRESS ELECTRICAL, WESTERN BRANCH

“DAWSONCO™ HAILWAY WINNIPEG
AND MILL SUPPLIES

DAWSON AND COMPANY, LIMITED
148 MOGILL STREET - MONTREAL, CANADA

FANS (Electric).

ELECTRIC FANS
——— $10 to $40 =~ All Sizes — All Good ———
Toronto Electric Light Co., Limited, Toronto

FIXTURES ( Electrlc )

INIVERS,
ELECTRIC

Artistic and well- -designed lighting fix

5 g fix-
f_gi(a.loggg much to g ]mxm Send for our
Toronto Electric Light Co Ltd., Toronto

FLASHLIGHTS.

. e diia “Master Flashlight

CANADIAN CARBON COMPANY LIMITED,
LB 96 West King Sireer . -

“FRANCO” Flashligh:s
The In‘erstate Electric Novelty
Co. of Canada, Limited
Toronto . - Ontario

FORD STARTER

Toronto

$5.00 Installed

Write to N MUNN CO., London, Ont.

" GRILLS (Electric).

AN ELECTRIC GRILL FOR
LIGHT HOUSEKEEPING
$6.50 and up
TORONTO ELECTRIC LIGHT CO, Limited -

TORONTO

HAIR DRYERS (Electrlc)

Don’t lose an afternoon drying your hair
Do it Electrically with this Hair Dryer

IT COSTS §18.00
TORONTO ELECTRIC LIGHT CO., Li

«d, TORONTO

H EATEFis [ Electrlc)

Take the chlll out of the air
with this Electric Heater
This Model iv $7.50
TORONTO ELECTRIC LIGHT CO. Limited, TORONTO

HEATING PADS (Electric).

An Electric Heating Pad is Indi: bl
the Sick Room. 38 00 each with attachmvnh

TORONTO ELECTRIC LIGHT CO., Limited, TORONTO

HY-LO LAMPS.
Turn down the electric light! Use Hylo
lamps and save current without being in
total darkness. Send for price list.
Toronto Electric Light Co., Ltd., Toronto.

ILLUMINATING GLASS

ILLUMINATING
GLASSWARE
SHADES—GLOBES—BOWLS

JEFFERSON GLASS COMPANY, LIMITED
Factory and Head Office: 388 Carlaw Avenue, Toronto

IMMERSION HEATERS.
This Water Heater Boils a Ph[-i: of Witer

in Two inutes,

i

- = Toronto

Standard Products

Toronto Bacv-ic Light Co, Lxmltod

CANADIAN

THE INDIAN DRUM

(Continued from page 23.)

rever again be forgotten. But, in
panic that he might forget, he wrote
it, guessing at the spelling—Mi-
waka.”

It was a name, of course; but the
name of what? It repeated and re-
| peated and repeated itself to him, after

he got back into bed, until its very
iteration made him drowsy.
Outside the gale whistled and

shrieked. The wind, passing its last
resistance after its sweep across the
prairies before it leaped upon the
lake, battered and clamored in its
assault about the house. But as Alan
became sleepier, he heard it no longer
ag it rattled the windows and howled
under the eaves and over the roof,
but as out on the lake, above the
roaring and ice—(::_runching waves, it
whipped and circled with its chill the
ice-shrouded sides of struggling ships.
So, with the roar of surf and gale in
his ears, he went to sleep with the
sole conscious connection in his mind
between himself and these people,
among whom Benjamin Corvet’s sum-
mons had brought him, the one name
“Miwaka.”

CHAPTER VI.

Constance Sherrill.

N the morning a great change had
come over the lake. The wind
still blew freshly, but no longer
fiercely, from the west; and now, from
before the beach beyond the drive,
and from the piers and break-waters
al the harbor mouth, and from all the
western shore, the ice had departed.
Far out, a nearly indiscernible white
line marked the ice-floe where it was
traveling eastward before the wind;
nearer, and with only a gleaming
crystal fringe of frozen snow clinging
to the shore edge, the water sparkled.
blue and dimpling, under the morning
sun; multitudes of gulls, hungry after
the storm, called to one another and
circled the breakwaters, the
piers, and out over the water as far
as the eye could see; and a half mile
off shore, a little work boat—a shallop
twenty feet long—was puf-put-ing on
some errand along a path where
twelve hours before no horsepower
creatable by man could have driven

the hugest steamer.

Constance Sherrill, awakened by
the sunlight reflected from the water
upon her ceiling, found nothing odd
or startling .in this change; it roused
her but did not surprise her. Except
for the short periods of her visits away
from Chicago, she had lived all her
life on the shore of the lake—the
water—wonderful, ever altering—was

over

the first sight each morning. As it
made wilder and more grim the desola-
tion of a stormy day; so it made

brighter and more smiling the splen-
dor of the sunshine and, by that much
more, influenced one’s feelings.
Constance held by preference to the
seagoing traditions of her family.
Since she was a child, the lake and
the life of the ships had delighted and
fascinated her; very early she had
discovered that, upon the lake, she
was permitted privileges sternly
denied upon land—an arbitrary dis-
tinction which led her to designate
water, when she was a little girl, as
her family’s “respectable element.”
For while her father’s investments
l were, in part, on the water, her
E mother’s property all was on the land.

‘once and found out.

. father had;

COURIER

Her mother, who was a Seaton, owned
property somewhere in the city, in
common with Constance’s uncles; this
property consisted, as Constance suc-
ceeded in ascertaining about the time

she was nine, of large, wholesale
grocery buildings. They and the
“prand” had been in the possession

of the Seaton family for many years;
both Constance’s uncles worked in the
big buildings where the canning was |
done; and, when Constance was taken E
to visit them, she found the place
most interesting—the berries and
fruit coming up in great steaming
cauldrons; the machines pushing the
cans under the enormous faucets
where the preserves ran out and then
sealing the cans and pasting the
bright Seaton “brand” about them.
The people there were interesting—
the girls with flying fingers sortin<
fruit, and the men pounding the h'~
boxes together; and the great shaggy-
hoofed herses which pulled the huge.
groaning waggons were most fascina-
ting. She wanted to ride on one of
the waggons; but her request was
promptly and completely squashed.

It was not ‘“done”; nor was any-
thing about the groceries and the can-
ning to be mentioned before visitors: |
Constance brought up the subject
It was different
about her father’s ships. She could
talk about them when she wanted to;
and her father often spoke of them;
and any one who came to the house
could speak about them. Ships,
apparently, were respectable.

When she went down to the docks
with her father, she could climb all
over them, if she was only careful of
her clothes; ‘she could spend a day
watching one of her father’s boats
discharging grain or another unload-
ing ore; and, when she was twelve,
for a sreat treat, her father took her
on or2 ¢’ the freighters to Duluth;
and for one delightful, wonderful week
she chummed with fche captain and
mates and wheelmen and learned all
the pilot signals and the way the dif-
ferent lighthouses winked.

Mr. Spearman, who recently
become a partner of her father’s, was
also on the hoat upon that trip. He
had no particular duty; he was just
“an owner” like her father; but Con-
stanee observed that, while the cap-
tain and the mates and the engineers,
were always polite and respectful to
her father, they asked Mr. Spear-
man’s opinion about things in a very
different way and paid real attention
—not merely polite attention—when
he talked. He was a’' most desirable
sort Qf acquisition: for he was a
friend who could come to the house
at any time, and yet he, himself, had
done all sorts of exciting things. He
had not just gone to Harvard and then
hecome an owner, as Constance’s
at fifteen, he had run
wway from his father’s ' farm back
irom the east shore of little Traverse
Bay, near the northern end of Lake
Michigan. At eighteen, after all
sorts of adventures, he had become
mate of a lumber schooner; he had
“taken to steam” shortly after that
and had been an officer upon ‘many
kinds of ships.. Then TUncle Benny
had taken him into partnership. Con-
stance had a most exciting example
of what he could do. when the <«hip
ran into a big storm on Lake Supericr.

‘While coming into Whitefish Bay, a |
barge had blundered against the ves- ‘

had
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IRONS (Electric).

Make Ironing Easy
With Our "KI(chmf or l‘Cv:plonlll"
Electric Iron

Wirite for Owe Mn-pd Boshiet

TORONTO ELECTRIC LIGHT CO., Limtited TORONTO

IRON WORKS

POLSON IRON WORKS

LIMITED
STEEL SHIPBUILDERS 1
ENGINEERS AND BOILERMAKERS |
~'l‘() RONTO

SEND FOR OUR CATALOGUE
AND RENTAL LIST

96 Queen Street East - -

: }:ﬁ Presbyterian Lantern Sllde DeP" '
gl <K

R s - Toronte

LAMPS (Standard Electric).

Lamp. We keep a full stock

/ﬁ) Send for any Size or Style of Electric
TORONTO ELECTRIC LIGHT CO,, Limited

ONTO

LOCKERS. g
i DENNISTEEL LOCKERS AND SHELVING

v Write for Catalogue
THE DENNIS WIRE AND IRON WORKS COMPANY LIMIT“

]
“Mazda ” is the most Economical and lh:
most Brilliant Electric Lamp “Made in Canads

; The

’ @ TORONTO ELECTRm Limited, TORONTO
MOTOR OILS.

s PEERLESS ” GASOLINE

The British Amenun Oil Compuny. Limited
* iy SRS

ONDON, CANAI

MAZDA LAMPS.

NITROGEN "LAMPS.
Powerful and Economical Nitrogen b”n
fille@” high efficiency lamps—all sizes ?
stock.

Toronto Electric Light Co., Ltd., Toront

OILS, GREASES.
ONTARIO SOAP AND OIL CO:

LUBRICANTS, LARD CUTTING COMPOUNDS,

LINSEED SOAPS, METAL POLISHES

74 DON E . 79
N ESPLANADE TORONTZ
- OVENS '(Electric).

"
This Convenient and I Elec:
trical Cooking Outtit for Small Apart
ments, costs only $11.75
TORONTO ELECTRIC LIGHT €O, Limited M
PAINTS.

BRANDRAM HENDERS‘.W‘
“ENGLISH” PAINT >

‘PURE ZINC PUR

~ PERCOLATORS (Electric).

PERCOLATE YOUR COFFEE
‘WITH OUR “UNIVERSAL" ELECTRIC PERCOLATOR
e PRICES 39, $11 and s o
TORONTO ELECTRIC LIGHT CO,, Limited - TO’O"T

PIANOS. ] B

‘M cANADA'S PREMIER PIANO

Toreht’ I8

. Gerhard Heintcman Co., Limited

PHOTO ENGRAVERS.

37 RICHMOND-ST-E
COPPER ZINC
HALF-TONES & 9]C~e ETCHINGS

985}
PLUMBING SUPPLIES.

CLUFF BROTHERS|

'1. PLUMBING SUPPLIES

HOT WATER BOILERS
AND RADIAT

;RONTO
TG g
Y PRINTING. .

THE LEADER PRINTING €7
———Book and Job Printers—— 3 33
209 CHURCH ST. PHONE MAIN 2 ‘

oRs

96 CHURCH ST.,

\ PRINTING INKS.

‘(NONE BETTER” IRINTXN(?“l 3

THE DOMINION PRINTING INK & COLOR _‘1’
TORONTO

RADIATORS (Electr‘ic)

THIS HANDY LITTLE ELECTRIC 1€ r0
RADIATOR SELLS AT

| “Why Should You Shiver?”
1 TORONTO ELECTRIC LIGHT CO., LIMITED
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8el; a seam started, and iater came
In 50 fast that it gained on the pumps.
In_Staﬂtly Mr. Spearman, not the cavp-
tain, wag in command and, from che
Way he steered the ship to protect
ﬂ}é Seam and from the scheme he de-
Vised to stay the inrush of water, the
D“}nDS began to gain at once, and the
Ship went into Duluth safe and dry.
Soflstance liked that in a man of the
Sort whom people knew. TFor, as the

- Most active partner—though not the

+ | arnegt

chief stock-holder—of Corvet, Sherrill
’:;‘S S'pear-man, almost every one 'in
bachec;tyu knew }.xim. He had his
i nOI" l'ooms.” in one of the newest
B 1]:>S=_t 'fashlollable of the apart-
B ullﬂxngs facing the lake just
ecomOf‘ the downtown city; he h.ad
S ce a member of the best city
(‘(‘medounttry clubs; and he was wel-
quickly along the Drive, where
ee osohel.‘ril]s' mansion was coming te
_‘nsulered a characterigtic ‘“ola”
1ago home.

e\f:t little over forty, and appearing
tinouyyounger’ Spearman was dis-
e of the new generation; and
“many :)1:8 Sherrill was only one of
i I‘ien the younger girls who fou?m
Yot tl:y Spearman refreshing relief
of o € youths who were the sons
‘nlen h but who could never become
eémselves. They were nice,

oys with all sorts of serious
Ideas of establishing sociai
In the plants which their
l‘ighe:t had built; and carrying the
Tationg) motives into the city 'or
e Ormeipplitics. But the industrial
Ain. nels, Constance was quite cer-
i“dllstriver ?ould have built up the
S“Derio;;s Wwith which they now, so
Volitiog) Y, .\vere finding fault: the
o (;r I;unﬁers either failed of elec-
m‘“tics’ .f elected, seemed to leave
54 D"I‘etty much as they had heen
3tant13; he picture of Spearman, in-
g appealed to and instantly in
a becm the emergency, remained
o ‘2‘“3 more vivid within Con-
» because she never saw him

Pt when he dominatod.
Ang a

| Marxigy,
| dustice
T&ther

Stay
eXee

decade most amazingly had
the abyss  which  had
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separated twelve years and thirty-
two. At twenty-two, Constance Sher-
rill was finding Henry Spearman—age
forty-two—the most vitalizing and in-
teresting of the men who k moved,
socially, about the restricted ellipse
which curved down the lake shore
south of the park and up Astor Street.
He had, very early, recognized that
he possessed the vigor and courage
to carry him far, and he had dis-
ciplined himself until the coarseness
and roughness, which had sometimes
offended the little girl of ten years
before, had almost vanished. What
crudities still. came out, romantically
reminded of his hard, early life on the
lakes. Had there been anything in
that life of his of which he. had not
told her—something worse than
merely rough and rugged, which could
strike at her? TUncle Benny’s last,
dramatic appeal to her had suggested
that; but even at the moment when
he was talking to her, fright for Uncle
Renny—not dread that there had been
anvthing wrong in Henry’s life—had
most moved her. TUncle Benny very
evidently was not himself. As long
as Constance could remember, he had
quarrelled violently with Henry; his
antagonism to Henry had become al-
most an obsession; and Constance had
her father’s word for it that, a greater
part of the time, Uncle Benny had
no just ground for his quarrel with
Hemj,v. A most violent 'quarrel had
occurred upon that last day, and un-
doubtedly its fury had carried Uncle
Benny to the length of going to Con-
stance as he did. ‘

Constance had come to this con-
clusion: during the last gloomy and

stormy days; this morning, gazing out

upon the shining lake, clear blue un-
der the \viutr}" sun, she was more
satisfied than before. Summoning her
maid, she inﬁuired first whether any-
thing had been heard since last night
of Mr. Corvet. She was quite sure,
if her father had had word, he would
have awakened her; and there was
o news. But Uncle Benny's son, she
remembered, was coming to break-
fast.

COURIER

Uncle Benny’s son! That suggested
to Constance’s mother only something
unpleasant, something to be avoided
and considered as little as possible.
But Alan—Uncle Benny’s son—was
not unpleasant at all; he was, in fact,
quite the reverse. Constance had
liked him from the moment that, con-
fused a little by Benjamin Corvet’s
absence and Simons’s manner in
greeting hiry, he had turned to her
for explanation; she had liked the
way he had openly studied her and
approved her, as she was approving
him; she had liked the way he had
told her of himself, and the fact that
he knew mnothing of the man
proved to be his father; she had
liked very much the complete absence
of impulse to force or to pretend feel-
ing when c¢he had brought him the
picture of his father—when he,
amazed at himself for not feeling, had
looked at her; and she had liked most
of all his refusal, for himself and for
his father, to accept positive stigma
until it should be proved.

HE had not designated any hour
for breakfast, and she supposed
that, coming from the country, he
would believe breakfast to be early.
But when she got down-stairs, though
it was nearly nine o’clock, he had mot
come; she went to the front window
to watch for him, and’ after a few
minutes she saw him approaching,
looking often to the lake as though
amazed by the change in it.

She went to the door and herself
let him in.

“Father has gone down-town,” she
told him, as he took off his things.
“My. Spearman returns from Duluth
this morning, and father wished to tell
him about you as soon as possible.
1 told father you had come to see him
last night; and he said to bring you
down to the oifice.”

“I overslept, I'm afraid,” Alan said.

“You slept well, then?”

“Very well—after a while.”

“T'1l1 take you down-town
after breakfast.”

She said mo more but led him into

myself
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the breakfast room., It w%s a delight-
ful, cozy little room, Dutch furnished,
with a single wide window to the
east, an enormous hooded fireplace
taking up half the north wall, and blue
Delft tiles set above it and paneled
in the walls all about the room. There
were the quaint blue wind-mills, the
fishing Dboats, the baggy-breeked,
wooden-shod folk, the canals and
barges, the dikes and their guardians,
and the fishing ship on the Zuyder Zee.

Alan gazed about at these with
quick, éppreciative interest. His
guality of instantly noticing and ap-
preciating anything unusual was,
Constance thought, one of his pleas-
antest and best characteristics. -

“I like those, too; I selected them
myself in Holland,” she observed.

She took her place beside the coffee
pot, and when he remained standing
—*“Mother always has her breakfast in

bed; that’s your place,” she said.
He took the chair opposite her.
There was fruit upon the table; Con-

stance took an orange and passed the
little silver basket across.

“This is such a little table; we
never use it if there’s more than two
or three of us; and we like to help
ourselves here.”

“I like it very much,” Alan said.

“Coffee right away or later?”

“Whenever you do. You see,” he ex-
plained, smiling in a way that pleased
her, “I haven’t the slightest idea what
else is coming or whether anything
more at all is coming.” A servant
entered, bringing cereal and cream;

“he removed the fruit plates, put the
cereal dish and two bowls before Con-
stance, and went out. “And if any
one in Blue Rapids,” Alan went on,
“had a man waiting in the dining-
room and at least one other in the
kitchen, they would not speak of our
activities here as ‘helping ourselvesg.’
I'm not sure ‘just how they would
speak of them; we—the people I was

with in Kansas—had a maidservant

at one time when we were on the farm,
and when we engaged her, she asked,
‘Do you do your own stretching? That
meant serving from the stove to the
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table, usually.”

He was silent for a few moments;
when he looked at her across the table
again, he seemed about to speak
seriously. His gaze left her face and
then came back.

“Miss Sherrill,”
“what is, or was,
ship ?”

he said, gravely,
the Miwaka? A

He made no attempt to put the
question casually; rather, he had made
it more evident that it was of coen-
cern to him by the change
nianner.

“The Miwaka?”’ Constance said.

“Do you know what it was?”

“Yes; I know; and it was a ship.”

in his

“You mean it doesn’t exist any
more?”
“No; it was lost a long time ago.”

“On the lakes here?”

“On Lake Michigan.”

“You mean by lost that it
sunk ?”

was

“It was sunk, of course; but no one
knows what happened to it—whether
it was wrecked or burned or merely
foundered.”

HE thought of the unknown fate
of the ship and crew-—of the ship
which had sailed and never reached
port and of which nothing ever hod
been heard but the beating of the
Indian drum—set her blood tingling
as it had done before, when she had
been told about the ship, or when she
had told others about it and the
superstition connected with it. It was
plain. Alan Conrad had not asked
about it idly; something about the
Miwaka had come to him recently and
had excited his intense conecrn,

“Whose ship was it?”’ he asked.
“My father’s?”

“No;
Ramsdell. They were two of the big
men of their time in the carrying
trade on the lakes, but their line has
been out of business for years; both
Mr. Stafford and Mr. Ramsdell were
lost with the Miwaka.”

“Will you -tell me
them, please?”

“I've told you almost all I can about

about it, and

it belonged to Stafford and’

COURIER

Stafford and Ramsdell, I'm afraid; I've
just heard father say that they were
men who could have amounted to a
great deal on the lakes, if they had
lived—especially Mr. Stafford, who
was very young. The Miwaka was a
great new steel ship—built the year
after I was born; it was the first of
nearly a dozen that Stafford and
Ramsdell had planned to build. There
was some doubt among lake men about
steel boats at that time; they had
begun to be built very largely quite
a few years before, but recently there
had been some serious losses with

~ them. Whether it was because they
were. built on models not fitted for
the lakes, no one knew; but several
of them had broken in two and sunk,
and a goo'd many men were talking
about going back to wood. But Staf-
ford and Ramsdell believed in steel
and had finished this first one of
their new boats,

¢ Q HE left Duluth for Chicago,
loaded with ore, on the first
day of December, with both owners
and part of their families on board.
She passed the Soo on the third and
went through the Straits of Mackinac
on the fourth into Lake Michigan.
After that, nothing was ever heard of
her.”
“So probably she broke in two like
the others?”

“Mr. Spearman and your father both

thought so; but nobody ever knew—
no wreckage came ashore—no mes-
cage of any sort from any one on
board. A very sudden winter storm
had come un and was at its worst on
the morning of the fifth. Uncle Benny
—your father—told me once, when I
asked him about it, that it was as
severe for a time as any he had ever
experienced. He very nearly lost his
life in it. He had just finished laying
up one of his boats—the Martha Cor-
vet—at Manistee for the winter; and
he and Mr. Spearman, who then was
mate of the Martha Corvet, were cross-
ing the lake in a tug with a crew of
four men to Manitowoc, where they
were going to lay up more ships. The
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captain and one of the deck ha,nds 5
of the tug were washed overboard,
and the engineer was lost trying to
save them. TUncle Benny and M.
Spearman and the stoker brought the
tug in. The storm was worst aboub
five in the morning, when the Miwaka
sunk.”

“How do you know that the Miwaka
sunk at five,” Alan asked, “if no one )
ever heard from the ship?” i

“Oh; that was told by the Drum"' ‘

“The Drum?”

“Yes; the Indian Drum! I forgot;
of course you didn’t know. It’s a super-
stition that some of the lake mel
have, particularly those who come
from people at the other end of the =
lake. The Indian Drum is in the
woods there, they say. No one has
seen it; but many people believe that
they have heard it. It’s a spirit drund
which beats, they say, for every shiP
lost on the lake. There’s a particulal
superstition about it in regard to the
Miwaka; for the drum beat wrong for
the Miwaka. You see, the people
about there swear that about five
o’clock in the morning of the fifth:
while the storm was blowing terribl¥s
they heard the drum beating and kneW
that a ship was going down. They k-
counted the sounds as it beat the roll
of the dead. It beat twenty-four be
fore it stopped and then began t0
beat again and beat twenty-four; S0
later, everybody knew it had beel =
beating for the Miwaka; for every
other ship on the lake got to pOrt'_: :
but there were twenty-five altogether
on the Miwaka, so either the dl’“m
beat wrong or—” she hesitated.

“Or what?” AR

“Or the drum was right, and somé &
one was saved. Many people believe? =
that. It was vears before the familie3
of the men on hoard gave up hop®
because of the Drum; maybe som?
haven’t given up hope yet.”

Alan made mno comment fol' &
moment. Constance had seen the t_
blood flush to his face and then lea¥® =
swiftly as she rehearsed the superstf
tion. As he gazed at her and thé®
away, it was plain that he had hear
something additional about the Miw8
ka—something which he was U‘Y?“s |
to fit into what she told him. ' N 1

“That’s all anybody knows?” His
gaze came back to her at last.

“Yes; why did you ask about it~
the Miwaka? I mean, how did Yoy,
hear about it so you wanted to know'

He considered an instant before r
plying. “I encountered a reference w’
the Miwaka—I supposed it must be
ship—in my father's house last night

His manner, as he looked down
his coffee cup, toying with it, P¥
vented. her then from- asking mor®
he seemed to know that she wished |
press it, and he looked up quickly:

" “I met my servant—my father’s 5
vant—this morning,” he said. 7
“Yes; he got back this morni®
He came here early to report to fath
that he had no news of Uncle Benn”
and father told him you were at
bouse and sent him over.” e
Alan was studying the coffee ©
again, a queer expression on nis 2

which. she ‘could not read.

“He was there when I woke up ¢ af‘t
morning, Miss Sherrill. T hadn't be
anybody in the house, but T 58V
little table on wheels standing I8
ball outside my door and a spirit !

and a little coffee pot on it, and 2 °
bending over it, warming the




His back was toward me, and he nad
Straight black hair, so that at first I
thought he was a Jap; but when he
turned around, I saw he was an Am-
€rican Indian.”

“Yes; that was Wassaquam.”

“Is that his name? He told me it
was Judah.”

“‘YesﬁJudah Wassaquam. He’s a
Chippewa from the north 2nd of the

lake. They’re very rciigious there,
MOSt of the India~s at the foot of the
lake;

: and mary of them have a
Biblical name which they use for a
first name and use their Indian name
f-"““ a last one.”

He called me ‘Alan’ and my father
‘Ben.’ »

“The Indians almost always call
Pesple by their first names.”

He said, also, that he had always
Served ‘Ben’ his coffee that way before
% 80t up, and so he had supposed he

8 to do the same by me; and also
that, 1ong ago, he used to be a deck
'l'l{rl on one of my father’s ships.”
°Deres; when Uncle Benny began to
Gt ate ships of his own, many of the

DS on the lakes had Indians among
: € deck hands; some had all Indians
01; Crews and white men only for
tr:ﬁers, Wassaquam was on the first

ighter Uncle Benny ever owned &

are in; afterwards he came here to
€a8g0 with Uncle Benny. He’s been
0::1;18 after Uncle Benny all “alone
very Or more than ten years—and he's
i much devoted to him, and fully
mldWOrthy; and besides that, he’s a
%me:il‘ful cook; but I've wondered
w&smtmes whether Uncle Benny
Who 1 the only city man in the world
o ad an Indian body servant.”
India,(:,“sg:know a good deal about
&
Omﬁ little about the lake Indians, the
!lomll)ewas and Pottawatomies in
o €rn Michigan.”

Recollection’s a funny thing,” Alan
"Th;s atter- considering a moment.
talkyy mOrmPg, after seeing Judah and
talk\g to him—or rather hearing him

y hSOmehow a story got running in
Whay fad. I can’t make out exactly
5 Paftl-t Wwas—about a lot of animals on

@m\' and there was some one with
N tI do‘n’t know who; I can’t fit any

0 him; but he had a name.”

COI:‘STANCE bent forward quickly.
aaked‘was the name Michabou?”’ she
"'I‘I::t, returned her look, surprised.

“ t}i it; how did you know?”
Muamnk I know the story; and Was-
thin itwou}d have known it, too, I
5 W:)ul you’d ask him; but probably
te 5 bd have thought it impious to
Breg xcsca,use he and his people are
e, ristians now. Michabou is
it e}16 Indian names for Manitow.
'!tOry?n Se do you remember of the
30@5\::: ;nuch, I'm afraid—just sort of
member ere and there; but I can re-
e the beginning now that you
xlnning €n me the name: ‘In the be-
. of all things there was only
and Michahou was floating on
Mleha‘:& with all . the animals.’
broug :‘1, it seemed, wanted the land
Coulg _Hvup S0 that men and animals
® tn © on it, and he asked one of
it up\’fnals to go down and bring
..Th:s Eeaver,” Constance supplied.
Dbegy . he heaver the first one? The
ti : ived and stayed down a long
be %0 long that when he came up
' breathless and completely ex-
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hausted, but he had not been able
to reach the bottom. Then Michabou
sent down—"

“The otter.”

“And he stayed down much longer
than the beaver, and when he came
up at last, they dragged him on to
the raft quite senseless; but he hadn’t
been able to reach the bottom either.
So the animals and Michabou himself
were ready to give it up; but then the
little muskrat spoke up—am I right?
Was this the muskrat?”

“yes”

“Then you can finish it for me?”

“He dived and he staved down, the
little muskrat,” Constance continued,
“longer than the beaver and the otter
both together. Michabou and the
animals waited all day for him to come
up, and they watched all through the
night; so then they knew he must
be dead. And, sure enough, they
came after a while across the body
floating on the water and apparently
lifeless. They dragged him onto the
raft and found that his little paws
were all tight shut. They forced open
three of the paws and found nothing
in them, but when they opened the
last one, they found one grain of sand
tightly clutched in it. The little
muskrat had done it; he’d reached the
bottom! And out of that one grain
of sand, Michabou made the world.”

“That’s it,” he said. “Now what
i3 it?”

“The Indian story of creation—or
one of them.”

“Not a story of the:-plain Indians,
surely.”

“No; of the Indians who live about
the lakes and so got the idea that
everything was water in
place—the Indians who live on the
islands and peninsulas. That's how
I came to know it.”

the first .

“I thought that must be it,”’ Alan |

sald.
he lifted his coffee cup to his lips.

Constance, too, flushed a little with |

excitement; it was a surprisingly
close and intimate thing to have ex-
plored with another back into the
concealments of his first child con-

' gciousness, to have aided another in

the sensitive task of revealing him-
self to himself. This which she had
helped to bring back to him must
have been one of the first stories told
him: he had been a very little boy.
when he had been taken to Kansas,

away from where he must have heard |

this story—the lakes.

She was a little nervous, also, from
watching the time as told by the tiny
watch on her wrist. Henry’s train

from Duluth must be in now; and he |

had not yet called her, as had been
his custom recently, as soon as he re-
turned to town after a trip. But, in a
minute, a servant entered to inform
her that Mr. Spearman wished to
speak to her. She excused herself to
Alan and hurried out. Henry was
calling her from the railroad station
and, he said, from a most particularly
stuffy booth and, besides having a
poor connection, there was any
amount of noise about him; but he
was very anxious to see Constance as
soon as possible. Could she be in
town that morning and have luncheon
with him? Yes; she was going down-
town very soon and, after luncheon,
he could come home with her if he
wished. He certainly did wish, but
he couldn’t tell yet what he might
have to do in the afternoon, but

His hand trembled a little as |
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please would she save the evening for
him. She promised and started to
tell him about Alan, then recollected
that Henry was going to see her
father immediately at the office.

Alan was standing, waiting for her,
when she returned to the breakfast
room.

“Reagdy" to go down-town?” she
asked. :

“Whenever you are.”

“T’ll be ready in a miuute. I'm plan-

ning to drive; are you afraid?”

He smiled in his pleasant way as
he glanced over her; she had become
conscious of saying that sort of thing
to tempt the smile. “Oh, I'll take the
risk.”

(To be continued.)

The Power of a Phantom
(Continued from page 16.)
“But she has not seen Hoag,” she
said. :
“Correct! She dces not need to.”
“You mean—?"
“Hoag—is—detachable,” tapping his
head. “There is one Hoag you see—
and another you do not see.”
Madame M.-M. smiled coldly.
“Well—and do you pretend to ad-
mit that either of us Markhams has
any less thought influence than a
down-at-the-heels ink-slinger on the
Daily Clarion? Shame, Henry!”
“] will not marry her!” he exploded.

“Oh, yes you will. You're daft
“about her. She can twist you round
her little finger. Heavens! I wish I

could. You don’t use the brains on
her that you do on a man, or a poli-
tician yvou want to influence. Good

s
¢

y
2]
Lord! a man who expects to get Par-
liament to pay him all kinds of boun-
ties and concessions in steel when
he’s already sold enough stock to put
the thing on its feet twice over, to be
bamboozled by a woman. Already the
people in Ottawa have seen the iron
film. Warman says a number of them
wanted to know all about the original

of the lady. Isn’t that a good reason
why she must go?”

“Oh, yes,” he said gloomily, “Oh,
yes,” brightening up. “I forget. No,

I am not to quarrel with her about

this. She must go.”
“Henry,” she said slowly as she
smoked, “you’ll simply have to go

back to her and blubber that your
cake is all dough if she doesn’t go
along. That you planned the whole
trip with her in mind. That her silent
and gracious inspiration at your el-
bow has already urged you to all the
conquests you’ve made. Admit that
you're sentimental. Play it to the
limit with tears in your voice. If she
doesn’t shake phantom Hoag and go—
my name’s not Gretchen Markham.”,

He lighted an audacious cigar.

“See! I am not superstitious. But
I am damned easy to scare. Nobody
knows it but you. Even the Clarion
editor thinks I'm an efficiency brute
without a soul. He only hopes I'm
afraid of his rag, and fears that I'm
not.”

“And he puts Hoag on to give his
crowd the dope of psychic suggestion
for a lot of socialistic rot, Henry.”

“Hum!” he said, exploding his cigar
in short puffs. “And you think that
with all my irons in the fire I should
be comnlacent about that infernal
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than any other
tobacco smoked
in Canada

«OLD CHUM™

\

smokers,
' . EVERYBODY SMOKES
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bogey—that I _did my best to hire in
my business and couldn’'t? Not much,
Mary Ann The only thing I fear is
public opinion—plus Hoag.”

“Oh,” said Gretchen as she lighted
a cigarette, “You've got P. O. pretty
well strangled—outside of the
Clarion.”

He glanced at the windows as
though he fancied Hoag might bhe
peering in at all of them at once.

“Gretchen, if I can ever get it into
Helen’s brain—that since he got a wal-
lop on the head Hoag has been men-
tally unbalanced—"

Gretchen spoke slowly.

“Well, why don't you get an alienist
on the job?”

“Provocation,” he mumbled.

“Oh! That all? Well, Henry—" she
poked the fire a bit—“you persuade
Helen Munro to go on that trip—and
T'll gamble you’ll have provocation
enough. Do you—get that?”

He bowed low.

“Gretchen,” he repeated.
the inspiration of my life.”

“You are

ARKHAM improved on Gret-

\/I chen’s tuition.  In his skilful

play of organized and quite
theatrical sentiment Helen detected
no false note, abundance of reasons
why she should go on the trip, and
no reasons against—except such as a
gkilful lobbyist knows how to put for-
ward for the sake of vanquishing
them.

“well, for the life of me I can’t see
why my going matters—so much,” she
repeated.

He did not tell her.

No dream recurred;
looked for it.

She consented to go. Hoag knew
it. Whether his discovery of it was
immediate is not certain.

As the newspapers said, there would
be a special train of three coaches,
one of which was Mr. Markham’s pri-
vate car. -

The train was scheduled to go at
midnight. Helen felt herself drawn by
a curious half-metaphysical machine.
Since she had quit the office she had
been often conscious of this manipula-

though she

renders it unnecessary to re-trace his steps
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tion of her affairs. Her only aim 41
life now was to fit herself for wifehood
to Henry Markham. One of the thing$
he particularly wanted her to do he
told her as they sat in the coach @
few minutes before midnight, was to
study music and lamguages——F‘renCh
and German. He had it all arranged
that she should take a term in Ger
many, with a few months in Paris
But as he said, this could be done after
marriage, if need be; or in case they
decided to marry before the coming
summer— :

“But why be so uncertain about the
time?”’ she asked him.

Madame M.-M. and other guests wel¢
in their own statercoms. 'vhe two ©
them were alone in the coach, she watels
ing the people on the platform. It was
all a furore of excitement; an odd timé
for Henry to prefer.speaking of marriagé
—but he always knew when to dodge &
crowd.

To her question he made no reply.
seemed to be absorbed in some specula”
tion. e

“Not that it matters to me.” she said
irritably, as she turned from the windoW
to fumble over the magazines.

“Have a cocktail?”” he suggested.

“No, thank you.”

Helen wished she could break aWa%'
He noticed that she was restless, ab
smoked slowly, looking out of- the win®
dow, scrutinizing every man who passedé
From the corner of one eye she watché
him. But he gave not the slightest sigh
of concern.

Would Hoag put in an appearance? 1f
so, what was likely to. happen?

To him Hoag was a phantom likely to
dawn unexpectedly anywhere. i

He snapped his watch. = One minute @
midnight. =

Precisely on the instant, there. was a
sound of a loud altercation near the g?‘tes’
The gate was shut. A man outside W&
shaking it, demanding to get through: &

Markham rose and went out to the V€%
tibule.

‘“Henry, what is it?”

“No—thing’” he bawled back. .

The train gave a jerk and moved. 9 T
Markham’s hand instinctively reached f‘?d
the bell-rope. He thought again and di
not pull it.

He came back and sat down.

“Was there—somebody left
Henry?”

It was Madame M.-M. who spoke.

“Nobody with any baggage to ge'
through,” he replied. ‘‘Please (101‘!'t,,r
tire—until we get out of town. it

What happened at the train gate Was{he
sudden and mysterious that none 0% g
guards at the gate could describe it t 8
cept that in the dim light of the dePOi,s
form seemed to fly over one of the gﬁc :
further along. Tt darted onto the trfey
There it seemed to run, almost Suc"the
along by the gathering of speed ©
departing train.

Hoag was on business bent. a of
How he caught the rail at the €n%gp
that train he scarcely knew. uttheﬂ
hauled himself up. The train was “qpe
well out of the yard. He waited. g
door was locked. There was no ul ot
Better to. wait a bit. Just inside
door was the woman he wanted t0 “.4e
from Henry Markham. Would she ¢
out And if so—what? o
Tight snow was scudding over the
Past the eastern station mno stob:
train jumped to full speed. HO3E forf
waited. He had no sense of dangert, &

behi“d'

little of weight. He felt himself !
man in a movie.

a8

HAT happened a few miles Outawef

briefly sketched in a morning pn by

as wired from the next statio
Henry Markham.

i)
Four miles out of the city the speiad

train bearing the Markham Consolides
inspection party was mysteriously S'topbho
by a lunatic who eluded the guards 8% Jup
depot and concealed himself on the rbe
platform of the train So far as 2 16
ascertained—though it seems incfedwwe
this madman climbed to the top % .op
train and ron along it tc the tenseﬁ
Climbing over the coa he flung h &,‘;d
suddenly into the engine compartme®® e
forced the engineer to halt the trail |19
crew grappled with him. but as W% 0
cases of this kind, the madman W2% g
much for them. He evaded their clut® M
ran back to the private coach of He
Markham, and forced his way m'whicb
made a scene, further publication of a8
will appear in a later edition. a’;rtms

mysteriougly made his escape by mt"
out at the tear door and disapvéa‘"mg
the fields.

thé

__The later edition gave no clue 0
identity of the madman. s47

But the Clarion revorted it brieﬂdy "miF
ing—what all the other papers h3 g .
ed—that Miss Helen Munro who iy the
board refused to go any further Wi, wi
party; that at her request the ””tati"?e
subsequently backed up to the 3, i4

she was taken home, and was DO
ill from the shock to her nerves:

(To be continned.)
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XPERIENCE gained in the thick of the
fighting, guides the training of the new
Canadian Army, now reporting for Over-
seas Service. So, too, should it guide them
and their friends in the selection of the personal equipment
they will take away with them.

In this equipment, there is perhaps no single item on
which the men “over there” are keener than on the Gillette
Safety Razor. It makes shaving a comfort where otherwise
it would be out of the question—and here is an insight into
‘what that means to them : ‘

The Canadian Idea

By George Pattullo, in ‘‘Saturday Evening Post’’

*‘The Canadians at the Front shave every day. Let that sink in.
Right up there in the trenches—often ankle-Ceep.in mud, sleeping in funk
holes, each man cooking his own meals, fighting lice and rats and Boches,
with everything combined to break down habits of cleanliness—they
rigidly observe the rule for smooth faces and chins. Of all | saw, that hit
me hardest, because it meant so much.

Itis a general order throughout the British Army that each man shal
keep cleanly shaved when possible. Of course obedience to the strict
letter of the order varies with the different regiments ; it depends largely
on the officer commanding. But there are many battalions that adhere
to it strictly except in the heat of attack, A company officer told me that
his own men shaved daily even while occupying some captured shell
holes before new trenches had béen dug."

An American Major’s View
By Ring W. Lardner, in ““Collier’s’’

“Daily shaving ought to be compulsory in our army as it is in the
British. When a man hasn’t shaved he isn'tat hisbest, physically, morally,
ormentally. When he has he's got more confidence in himself ; his morale
is better. Shaving has a psychological effect, and I try to impress my men
with the importance of it. They sayit's a difficult operation here, but
I guess if the Tommies can do it in the trenches, we canin these billets.”"

Is there a man in the new army whose welfare interests
you? See that he sails with a Gillette Safety Razor in his
kit, and a good supply of blades. 29
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