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Next Month's Issue

MUCH foolishness has been written, both as

fiction and as fact, about the life of those

pioneers who blazed the trails and paved the

way for the settlers of Western Canada. In

"Her Masterpiece," a three partj storyj by
Blanche Gertrude Robbins, beginning in the

June issue of Canada Monthly, we believe

we have found a story expressing the ideals

which inspired a very considerable number of

those brave souls who found hardship and
suffering, but also the fulfillment of dreams
and the accomplishment of purposes which
brought them satisfaction and happiness. It

is the story of a woman artist who goes to the

great west for inspiration for a masterpiece
which shall make her reputation secure and ful-

fill her life ambition. Influenced by the lives

of real service to humanity in a {)ioneer's family

with which she makes her temporary home,
this ambition undergoes a change which alters

her career and brings her at last to an appre-
ciation of the true values of life. The author
has taken a big theme and developed it logic-

ally and interestingly. You will agree with us

that this is one of the best stories of the year.

Dr. Hugh Pedley, of Montreal, who has
just retired after forty years of active service in

the ministry, contributes an interesting article

on "Internationalism in North America."
T(jm King, dean of the press gallery at

Ottawa, will comment on recent actixities on
Parliament Hill.

Alice Hegan Rice in a humorous stor\-,

"The Vow of Silence," reveals her intimate
knowledge of life in the southern mountains.
"When Old Lights Flicker," by Jack Holden,
"Soldier Oirl," by Hetty Parker, and the ne.xt

instalment of "The Gregory Morton Mystery"
complete the fiction.

CONTENTS FOR MAYUOl?
Hospitals on Wheels for Disabled Soldiers

A (loscription of the ne>v niilroad hospital cars

recently put into .•?cr\ic<'.

Financing a War with Wheat
By ROBERT J. C. STEAD. What the West-
ern Provinces could do if only a small frac-

tion of the arable land were under cultivation.

Illustrated from Photographs.

Uncle Solon's Stomach , . .

By MARY HEATON VORSK. Ha\e \uu a
chronic dyspeptic in your home? If not, you
know the type. Here is a humorous story of

the effects of a "cure." Illustrated by Irma
Deniereau.\.

The Gregory Morton Mystery. (Part Six)
By CHARLES CABOT. In this instalment
the mystery of the lost personality comes near
to being solved. Illustrated by Marjory Mason.

An Unappreciated Comedy
By ELLIOTT FLOWER. The problem of a
merchant, two of whose employees confessed
to a theft which neither of them committed.
Illustrated by Irma Demcrcaux.

The Right Angle
I wo pages ol editoral connuent on Dominion
.•\ffairs.

The Night Run
By MADGE MACBETH If you were a girl

travelling alone and a man stepped into your
compartment and confessed he was making a
"get-away" what would you do? Here is a
story of what a girl did under these circum-
stances. Illustrated by Marcel Olis.

lack Miner and his Tame Wild Birds
By 11. M. r.\.\I)^', What one man is doing
for tlje protection of bird life. Illustrated

from Photographs.

Tickets and Home-Made brama
By ,M.\D(d-; M.\C BETH. In which it is

shown that one effect of the war is an improve-
ment in the standard of amateur productions.
Illustrated by John Edwin Jackson.
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Hospitals on Wheels for Disabled Soldiers

THE plans worked out Ijv the

Militar\- Hospitals commission
and the \arious Provincial organi-

zations point to efficiency in caring for

the boys who return to our shores

after being disabled in the conflict

plans submitted to the Director-General

of Supplies and Transport, with how-
ever, certain innovations found valu-

able by the French and British railways

in transporting men from the front.

There arc three units of two cars each,

The composite car contains six cots in addition to quarters for

medical officers and nurses

with the Hun'. These plans are quite far

reaching. They embrace a re-training

of such of the veterans as are unable,

through disability, to go back to their

former occupations.

Technical schools afe being estab-

lished in connection with the convale-

scent hospitals. These schools doubt-

less will t)e established in all sections

of the Dominion. When the first con-

tingents of disal:)lcd men returned, they

were cared for in hospitals established

in the larger cities of the East. The
number of disabled men returning at

present, however, makes it imperative

that the work of the hospitals commis-
sion be broadened out on a Dominion
wide scale.

One of the chief difficulties in re-

turning the soldiers to hospitals in the

locality of their homes, was the lack of

facilities for transporting them from
the sea inland. The Canadian Pacific

Railway has solved this problem in a

m[Ost satisfactory manner with a series

of specially constructed hospital cars.

These ca.rs; are. now in operation under
the direction ol the Military Hospitals

corftmission. As stcwn in the accom-
parltrig views, these^^cw cars are pro-

vided with most of ihc essentials of a

mpd«rn hospital wardv.

All, the necessary.points for comfort

ande!i^y transport-Ji'aVe been consider-

ed, as\iv^9il i)s the.faeilities for rendering

€very medical assistance to the men
while travelling. The cars were turned

out on lines ^crx- similar tf) the original

making six cars in all, and the direc-

tion of the cars rests with the Hospitals

Commission.
Each unit comprises what is known

as a composite car and a ward car.

The former contains six cots, in addi-

tion to the quarters for medical officers

and nurses, while the latter car has
accomniodation for fourteen patients.

Everything has been provided, pot

only for the comfort of the returned

invalids, but for those in charge of the

patients. The accommodation for the

nurses is equivalent to that of a draw-
ing-room on a standard sleeper, with a

toilet room annex, upholstered in

leather, and all possible train com-
forts.

Facilities have been provided for the

storage of baggage, and there is also a

kitchen attached, such as is contained

in a tourist sleeper, to enable special

ffX)ds to be provided for the wounded
soldiers, when occasion arises. The
medical officers' quarters are fitted in

the form of a compartment with
upper and lower berths, and a small

dispensary.

The ward car consists of one large

room the length of a standard sleeper,

and lavatories at either end. Stan-

dard hospital cots are installed in botli

cars; the floors are covered with lino-

leum, and aisles carpeted. A special

feature is the introduction of a "bad
weather entrance." The composite
cars have two side entrances in addi-

tion to the usual ones at each end.

The side entrances, where the patients

will be received, have been fitted with

very heavy curtains which can be

drawn closely in bad weather, thus

affording ample protection from
draughts to the patients already in the

cars. The cars will be easily dis-

tinguished by the large Red Cross

painted on either side of the words
"Military Hospital."

Interior of the ward car of or.e of the new hospitals on wheels
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"Mornin'! Guv'nor in ?" inquired a
confident-looking stranger of a meek
young man who stood weighing biscuits
in a grocer's shop.

"Yes, sir."

"Um. You're advertising for a man-
ager, I believe ?"

'Yes, we are."

"Present manager about anywhere ?"

"Well, I'm manager at present, sir."

"Ah ! That's good. Now, what
sort of chap may the guv'nor be ?

Old ?"

"About my own age."
"Had any trouble with him at all ?"

"Well, I can't say I have."
"Close-fisted screw, ain't he ?"

"Some people might call him so."
"Ah, well ! If I get on here and he

tries any of his nonsense on me, he'll

get his head in the sugar bin. Just
give him my name, will you ?"

"Well, if you are applying for the
situation, I'm taking on the new man."
"By Jove ! You are ? Now, I

should like to get this shop. Think you
could come to an immediate decision
if I made it worth your while ?"

"Shouldn't wonder."
"Ah ! Now I s'pose we may con-

sider it settled, eh ?" as he slipped a
half-sovereign into the meek young
man's hand.

"Yes," said that individual, as he
(|uietly pocketed the coin. "Somehow
I don't think you'd suit."
"Thunder ! Not suit; why, how's

that ?"

"Well, you see, I happen to be the
guv'nor myself."

"How is it you came home from
your party so early last night, Susan •

Didn't you enjoy yourself ?"

"Yes, ma'am, but the young man as
took me in to supper insulted me."

"Insulted you, Susan ! Why, what
(I if I he say ?"

k

"He asked mc if my programme was
full; and I'm sure I never had nothing
but a sandwich and a glass of lemon-
.ndc; ^o I came away h6me.'\

Settlement Worker: "My poor man,
what's your answer to that vexing
question, "are you poor because you
drink, or do you drink because you're
jK)or?'

"

The Poor Man (with can of beer):
I ar'.s I know, mum, I drink because

I'm f!t\'."

For nearly half a century A'ale stan(lard.s
hardware have faced the test of woild-use.

And for halt a century Yale locks and hardware have been
the recognized standard by which all others are Judged. ,

The name "Yale" on the product la the Yale guarantee of
this standard of qualify. Look for the name "Yale."

Yale products for sale by hardware dealers,

Canadian Yale & Towne Limited
St Catharines, Ont.

The more you know about coffee

—

and the more particular you are

about aroma and flavor—the more

you will appreciate 'SEAL BRAND'
COFFEE. Once you have tried it,

your choice will always be Chase &
Sanborn's

''SEAL BRAND" COFFEE?
In ^2. 1 i>nd 2 pound tins. Whole—ground—puKerized—also fine

ground for Percolators. Never sold in bulk.

CHASE & SANBORN, MONTREAL.
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Spend five minutes this way tonigKt
Follow faithfully each step of the famous skin treatment described

below S' you can begin to '^ive your skin the charm you have longed for

Never for an instant think that you
must go through life with an unattrac-

tive complexion because it happens to

be that way now. There's no girl on
earth who can't have a prettier sit in

by trying!

Uo you know that your skin changes
every day in spite of you? That as dd
skin dies, new skin forms to take its

plac^? And that your complexion will

be just what you help this new skin
to be as fast as it forms?

This is your opportunity

Uy the proper external treatment you
can make this new skin just what you
would love to have it. Or—by neglect-

ing to give this new skin proper care as
it forms every day you can keep your
skin in its present condition and forfeit

the charm of "a skin you love to touch."

Which will you do? Will you begin at

once to bring to your skin the charm
you have longed for? Then spend five

minutes tonight on the famous skin

treatment below.

Make it a daily habit

I'se this treatment once a day—either

night or morning. Dip a cloth in warm
water and liold it to the face until the
skin is softened and damp. Now take
a cake of Woodbury's Facial Soap, dip

Substitute

a dash of

ice water for
the ice rub if your
skin is sensitive.

it in water and go over your face widi

the cake itself just as a man does with

a shaving stick. Then dip your hands
in warm water and with the tips of

your fingers work up a lather from the

soap left on your face. Rub this cleans-

ing, antiseptic lather thoroughly but

gently into the pores of your skin, al-

ways with an upward and outward
motion. Rinse with warm water, then

with cold. If possible rub your face
for a few minutes with a piece of ice

before drying.

If your skin is thin or rather
sensitive, substitute a dash of ice

tvater for the application of the
ice itself.

The first time you use this treatment
you will realize the change it is going
to make in your skin! Every day it frees
your skin of the tiny, old dead i)articles.

Then, it cleanses the pores, brings the
blood to the surface and stimulates the
small muscular fibres. It is very easy to

use this treatment for a few days and
then neglect it. But this will never
make your skin what you would love to

have it. Use the treatment persistently

and in ten days or two weeks your skin

should show a marked improvement

—

a promise of that greater clearness,

freshness and charm which the daily

use of Woodbury's will bring.

Woodbury's Facial Soap is the work of

a skin specialist. A 2,5c cake of Wood-
bury's is sufficient for a month or six

weeks of the famous skin treatment
given here. Tear out the cake below
and put it in your purse as a reminder
to get Woodbury's today and begin at

once to make your skin what you would
love to have it.

Send now for week's-size cake
VoT 4c we will send a cake of Wood-
bury's Facial Soap large enough for a

week of this Woodbury skin treatment.
For 10c, samples of Woodbury's Facia!
Soap, Facial Cream and Powder. Write
today! Address Tl»e Andrew Jerfjens
(\)., Ltd., 2;i<».5 Sherbrooke St., Perth,
Ontario, Canada.

For sale by Canadian dru<^i^ists from coast to coast.



VOLUME
Twenly-two

NO. 1

COP"

CANADA
MONTH LY

LONDON
May
1917

mm\

Financing a War With Wheat
By Robert J. C. Stead

Illustrated from Photographs
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NO lesson—not even the need of rock into the delicate machinery of up on the sound basis of producing,
national defence—has been so production and distribution he smash- It is a trite thing to say that before
driven home by the war as has ed a lot of delusions that were over- the war Canada was living on borrow-

the great fact of the dependence of all ripe for smashing. No credit is in- ed money. Everybody knows that
society upon the products of the soil, tended to the War Lord. Out of evil now. Every thinking person knew it

So long as the machinery of trade and may come good, but woe unto him then. But there has come a wonderful
production, well-

oiled with the
greatest distribut-

ing organization

in history, moved
smoothly i n i t s

jf)urnals, the re-

lation of the far-

mer to the con-

suming public was
more or less ob-

scure. In fact,

the time is not so

far gone when the

best known by-

product of agri-

culture was the

supposedly comic
cartoon or squib

which represent-

ed Silas or Hiram
as antiquated
mossbacks fur-

nishing amuse-
ment to well-dress-

ed city chaps of

a quite superior

intelligence. So
long as the city

man found his

supplies of bread
and butter, beef

and baron, milk, eggs and vegetables

uninterrupted, his interest in the far-

mer was confined to the wheat pit or

the possibilities of the' agrieultural

classes as a market for his wares.

When William the Wilful cast his

No lesson has been so driven home by the war as the great fact of

the dependence of all society upon the products of the soil

by wiiom the evil coineth. And
the woe is camping close on William's
trail. It may be small comfort
to his conscience to know that

his rock shook Canada <nit of its

lethargy of consuming and set it

Copyritht. 1917. hy VANDERHCOF. SCOTT & COMPANY. LIMITED. AU rigkis rtstrved.

change in the
point of view.
Previous to 1914
it was quite the
proper thing to
live on borrowed
money. Indivi-

duals did it; com-
munities did it;

jirovinces did it;

the whole country
was doing it—and
rather proud of
the accomplish-
ment. The "live"
towns were the
towns of over-
worked blue-
prints — streets

and watermains
across the wilder-
ness, bulging
boundaries, as-

cending assess-

ments, and the
debenture habit
of a care-free and
optimistic people.
The booster was
abroad in the land.

His chief quality
was a profound

appreciation of something which he
was (profoundly anxious to sell to .some
one else. Those who joined his hue-
and-cry were "live wires." Those who
clung to antiquated notions like pro-
ducing something, working for a liv.
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One-third of Alberta's aiable land sown to wheat for one year, would

pay off the national debt of the Dominion

ing, and paying as you go, were "dead
ones."
There comes a time in the Hfe of

every man when, in the smash of some
personal tragedy, he stares the reali-

ties in the face and knows that all

previous experiences were a mirage.

Such a time came to the people of Can-
ada collectively in 1914. A free and
virile people, strenuous in their ma-
terial pursuits, but somewhat thought-

less on the more serious aspects of

nation building, found themselves sud-

denly confronted with conditions not

only unexpected, but undreamed. How
they met that condition, and are to

continue meeting it, cannot be told in

an article, nor in many articles. It is

the biggest thing in Canadian history.

Herein we shall deal with only one

phase of the re-adjustment, one small

angle of that phase represented by the

movement "back to the land."

The possibilities of the back to the

land movement in Canada are better

grasped when one appreciates the

amount of land there is to go back to.

If agriculture is the basic industry of

all civilization surely Canada's future

is founded upon a rock. The area of

the provinces of Canada, (not including

the territories and unorganized dis-

tricts) is 1,401,316,413 acres. Of this

area 109,777,085 acres, or 7.18 • per

cent, were occupied as farm land ac-

cording to the census of 1911. There
are within the provinces of Canada
440,951,000 acres of land suitable for

farming purposes, not including forest

and swamp lands which may ultimately

be tilled, nor northern areas of which the

agricultural possibilities are at present

unknown. It will be seen from these

figures that about 25 per cent, of Can-
ada's farm land is now occupied, but
it must be remembered that of the

occupied area only 33 per cent, is under

cultivation. In short, out of 440,000,-

000 acres of farm land only 36,000,000

acres, or about eight per cent., were
under cultivation at the time of the

1911 census.

The foregoing refers to the provinces

of all Canada. When it is localized to

the Western provinces the proportions

are still more striking. In Alberta, for

instance,.there are 105,217,000 acres of

land suitable for agriculture. The acre-

age under grain crop in 1916 was
3,375,280—a little better than three

per cent. Yet this three per cent, of

Alberta's productive soil produced in

1916 36,000,000 bushels of wheat worth
approximately $54,000,000.00; 75,-

000,000 bushels of oats worth $37,500,-

000.00; 5,000,000 bushels of barley

worth $5,000,000.00; and other grain

crops of an approximate value of $2,-

500,000.00;—a total grain production

of $99,000,000.00. These, it may be
said, are most conservative estimates,

and fall far below the figures given out

by the Provincial Statistician. In ad-

dition to grain crops there were $6,000,-

000.00 worth of potatoes, $29,000,-

000.00 worth of livestock, and $12,-

500,000.00 worth of dairy products.

And this was produced with less than

four per cent, of Alberta's arable area

under cultivation.

It has been computed that if Alberta

were cultivated on the scale of intensity

which prevailed in Belgium before the

war the province would support an

agrictdtural population of fifty millions

—half the present population of the

United States of America. Calcula-

tions as to what Alberta would produce

under such circumstances are rather

staggering. The average wheat yield

of Alberta for the last ten years has been
20.19 bushels per acre. If the 105,-

217,000 arable acres in the province

were sown to wheat they would, there-

fore, produce in an average season a

crop of 2,224,331,230 bushels, and the
value of such a crop, at present prices,

would be three times the estimated
national debt of Canada at the close

of the war. In other words, one-third

of Alberta's arable land, sown to wheat
for one year, would pay off the national

debt of the Dominion.
Such calculations show clearly

enough the aggregate possibilities of

one western province, but the reader is

doubtless more interested in the in-

dividual possibilities to which he can

look forward. And these are more
difficult to define, as, in deahng with

individuals, the human element is not

subject to the law of average. In

Western Canada, as elsewhere, the

human element is the greatest factor in

determining success or failure. Con-
clusions can only be based upon what
has already been accomplished by
others. Rtead these sentences:

W. J. Winstead, who settled near

Brooks, Alberta, in March, 1916, gives

this account of his experiences:

"I have threshed altogether 7,000

bushels of No. 1 Northern wheat from

two hundred acres, which went from
24 to 56 bushels per acre—sod break-

ing 24, spring plowing 36, back-setting

56—the average being 35 bushels per

acre. This crop was finished seeding

May 19th. I seeded 25 acres oats,

finished June 10th, also 13J^ acres of

barley in the same field—threshed

2,030 bushels oats, a fraction better

than 80 bushels per acre, and 702
bushels of barley, which went 52 bus-

hels per acre. From May 19th, to

June 10th, I had one four-horse team
breaking the- remainder of my sod,

which was 36 acres. This 36 acres I

disked and harrowed several times,

packed and finished seeding June 10th,

to flax. Not being familiar with flax, I
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On three per cent, of Alberta's productive soU crops to the value of

$99,000,000 were grown in 1916

f^pf^ffi?jigj^jiy^jyiisrijri^^^

only seeded one-third of a bushel per

acre, which should have been not less

than half a bushel. I threshed 670

bushels, approximately 18J^ bushels

]Ter acre.

"Seven thousand Inishels of wheat,

all Number 1 Northern, two thousand

iiushels of oats, 670 bushels of flax, 700

bushels of barley—all at market prices

—well figure this out for yourself at

the market price. I sold 3,100 bushels

of wheat at $1.74%- am holding the

remainder foi S2.00. Also all the

oats barley and flax for higher prices.

In addition to this I had a contract with

the C P. R. Department of Natural

Resources, for $1,000, and I received a

similar amount from. C. W. Long, for

seeding, plowing, har\'esting, etc. My
labor and all other indebtedness is less

than S2,000. 1 landed in Brooks,

March 18th, 1916, with one car of

household effects, and nine head of

good horses, and less than S500 in cash.

I have put 81,500 worth of m^pro^e-

ments on my farm. I have 31 head

of cattle, 16 head of horses, del)ts all

paid, a new automobile, and a good

stiff bank account. At present prices

I can cash in for S16,0G0. I am well

satisfied, and expect to double this next

year."
Was Mr. Winstead s experience ex-

ceptional ? Possibly; but not alto-

gether excejitional, cither, as may l)e

judged from the many news items a])-

liearing in Alberta local papers in re-

cent months. Note these examples.

New Dayton, Alberta,—W.L. Shields

reports threshing an average of 51

H

bushels from eighty-two acres, sod

plowed. This land was bought at ten

dollars an acre—will show net profit

this year—five thousand dollars from

eighty-two jicres.

Compeer, Alta.—J. Ikle has threshed

200 acres of oats which vieldcd an

average of 125 bushels per acre, which,

at present prices, means about $62.50

per acre.

Lethbridge, Alta.—John C. Bass re-

ports an average yield of 55 bushels of

wheat per acre on 334 acres.

Nobleford, Alta.—Mrs. A. R. Coe
has obtained 21 bushels to the acre on

100 acres of flax, 58^ bushels of wheat

to the acre on 115 acres, and slightly

over 100 bushels of oats per acre.

Macleod, Alta.—W. H. Glass, has

threshed over 45 bushels of wheat per

acre. Mr. Glass has during the past

two years received from one quarter

section of land over $12,000 for wheat

alone. He had left^forl California,

where he will spend the winter. "il -^

This entire issue of Canada Monthly

could be filled with similar instances,

but space permits only one more ex-

ample. F. F. Fox, an Ohio school

teacher, reached the conclusion that

his future lay not in pedagogy, but. on

an Alberta farm. In five months^ he

produced a crop worth seven thousand

dollars. Read his story in his^own

words

:

»•
"I came to Alberta in June, 1916,

from Ohio, where 1 had been teaching

in a village school; realizing that this

Continued on page 43.

It has bee computed that if Alberta were cultivated on the scale of intensity which

prevailed in Belgium before the war, the Province would support

an agricultural population of fifty millions
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I've never yet seen Uncle Solon so sick that he couldn't eat a hearty meal

Uncle Solon's Stomach
By Mary Heaton Vorse

Illustrated by Irma Deremeaux

NOTHING shocked me so dread-
fully when I first came to live in

my uncle Solon's family as to see

how indifferent the children felt about
their father's health, but now that I

have been here a little while, I have be-

come indifferent myself, because you
get used to a person's being sick all the
time just as you do to anything else sad
in life. And then, the longer I live

here, the less I can keep from wonder-
ing if Uncle Solon is as sick as he thinks
he is, and whether, if he didn't stop
thinking of his ailments, they would
trouble him so much.

It's his stomach that's the matter
with him; but in spite of its being so

troublesome, I've never yet seen Uncle
Solon so sick that he couldn't eat a
hearty meal; and then afterwards he
groans about it. So I've become as
callous as the rest; when Uncle Solon
says after supper, "That cake sets very
heavy," I don't look up from my
book.
When I first came, I was so sym-

pathetic that he told me all his symp-
toms, and everything that he had
taken for his attacks for the last fifteen

years, which was very embarrassing
from an uncle that one has hardly seen.
We were never allowed to speak of our
stomachs by mamma. She said there
were two things that a gentlewoman
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never referred to ; one was her poverty
and the other was her stomach.
Aunt Matilda takes Uncle Solon's

ups and downs seriously. She's just as

excited about every fresh attack as the

children are indifTerent, and spends
evenings arguing with him about having
a doctor, and fixing him hot drinks, and
getting him to try dilTerent remedies.

She says to the girls before he comes
home,

"I do hope your father's luncheon
will have agreed with him."

I've never heard any of them answer
her, or take the slightest interest, ex-

cept when Pauline said

:

"I wish to goodness, ma, you'd let us

get out from under the shadow of

papa's stomach some time !"

Poor Aunt Matilda was so shocked at

this that it touched Pauline's heart,

and she went out to the kitchen and
made peach flapdoodle for dinner, which
she makes very well : then I'ncle Solon
ate so much of it that Aunt Matilda
had to spend the evening putting hot
compresses on him.

I tell all this here because you'll

understand better the great importance
of the few words which McUy let drop
when I came back from the art school

about two weeks ago. She looked up
with her little, round face, and said

:

"Papa's never going to be sick again

.

Then she read out of a b<x)k which was
spread open on the bed

:

"Fill in centre of flower with chain
stitch."

"What do you mean ?" I asked.

"Mamma's found a way to cure him,"
Melly answered, looking over to the

magazine again to see just how the

needle was placed in the picture to make
a certain stitch, and pulling it through

exactly like it. "Mamma's got a new
book about eating, and she's gone out

to get the things it tells you you ought
to have. It isn't indigestion that's the

matter with him, it's his fat—and that's

got to come oflf. Mamma said so.

She read it in the book," Melly added
conclusively.

"WTiat do you mean ?" I asked,

"when you say that Aunt Matilda's

gone out to get the things the book
tells you you ought to cat ?"

Melly took three stitches before she

answered. Then all she said was, "I

don't know."
Melly is my youngest cousin and I

room with her. She is eleven years old,

and a very good little thing—much bet-

ter than her sister Gladys, who is some-

times ver>' exasperating, although she

has a great deal of good in her, and for

some reason I can't help being fonder

of her than I am of Melly.

It would be a very glorious thing in-



deed for all of us if Vnclc Solon could

be cured, because, as Pauline said that

day she got angry, we live in the shadow
of Uncle Solon's—bad health. When
he is comparatively well, we enjoy our-

selves, but the times when he isn't,

both he and Aunt Matilda are so wrap-

ped in gloom, and they talk so con-

stantly about every symptom, that al-

though the children seem
callous, yet none of them
escapes the depressing in-

fluence.

You might say that my
I'nde Solon's health is the

barometer which measures
the happiness of this house-

hold. No one could be
happy, even supposing you
couldn't hear LIncle Solon

groaning, when Aunt Mat-
tilda comes out looking

like some 1830 actress do-

a (ireek play, holding up a
long finger and saying:

"H-s-s-h ! Your father's

\ery bad to-night."

I went out to the front

rfwm, where Cdadys was.
She looked up from the

evening paper and said

:

"He's confessed ! I knew
he did it all along. But if

I'd killed anybody, and
had kept from confessing

for as long as that, I

wouldn't have confessed
ever. What's the good ?

Men act so silly !"

"I hear auntie's found a
way to cure I'ncle Solon,"
I told her. I nf\er en-

courage her to talk al)out

the awful things she's so

fond of reading in the
papers.

"It's going to l)c fierce,

isn't it ?" said (iladys. She stuck her
head into the paper again. "How
much do you suppose it would cost,"
she said, "to get this lotion for rrmo\-
ing freckles made '"

If (iladys had the money, she'd have
every one of the beauty lotions made
up that arc printer! in the tlaily papers.
She loves to smear things on her face

—

otherwise she's perfectly careless of her
personal ajjpearance.

I didn't understand what she meant
i)y saying wasn't it "fierce," and 1 asked
her.

"Yon haven't lived through, " she
exi)lained, "any of father's cures. We
have—and that's all we have done !"

"Gladys," I replietl, "I don't think
you take the interest in your jioor

father's health that you ought to."

Just here Aunt Matilda came in.

"I heard what you said, Daisy," she
told me, "and I'm \tTy glad to have
you say it. The children—none of

them— re.ilizc their jjoor father's sulTer-
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ings. I suppose it's like childhood

to get used to anything, but when 1

think what Solon was when I first

knew him, and what he is to-day and
has been for the last ten years, my
heart bleeds—/ never get used to it.

Oh, how often I say to your uncle: 'If

you'd only been born up in Massa-
chusetts instead of in Pennsylvania !'

Uncle Solon crept wearily into the room

Oh, iny dear, it's a wonder that any of

those Pennsyh-ania Dutch iieojile li\e

to tell the tale ! Where / can^e from
it's a land of plain li\ing and high

thinking; and 1 tell Solon where he
comes from it seems to be a land of

high living and no thinking. It w-as

lucky for your poor dear mother's con-

stitution that she married young and
moved to New England. Many a

time r\e asked my relati\c's for recipes

of things— I will say the%' do taste aw-
fully good—and they always began
with, 'Take a (juart of cream anel a

dozen eggs.' and you know for yourself

that no stomach can possibly endure
when every blessed thing that's put
into it is based on a quart of cri'am and
a dozen eggs-—or if it isn't, it's some-
thing rich and fried— and all awfully
good ! Well, that's the life your
poor uncle lived for years and years,

and it .shows what a splendid consti-

tution he has that he isn't in his

graAe to-day— and when you add to
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that a tendency to put on fat !"

While she was talking, my aunt Ma-
tilda had put down several parcels and
had untied her veil. While she was
talking, Gladys poked into the pack-

ages.

"Goody !" she said. "You've
bought lots of nuts and fruit—lots of

salad, too. What made you get so

much salad — everybody
hates salad."

"That," said Aunt Ma
tilda impressively, "is what
we're going to live on in

the future."

"Guess again !" Gladys
exclaimed. "When I eat I

like to eat food, not hay !"

Aunt Matilda ignored

her daughter's remark.

"Yes," she said, "primi-

tive man lived on uncooked
foods. He was always
healthy. There are avail-

able to us more uncooked
foods than there were to

him, with milk, raw eggs,

delicious salads, fruits, and

nuts—all the world could

revert, if it wanted to, to a

perfect diet. That's what
we're going to do. That's

how your poor father is go-

ing to be cured. Cheeses,

which are nitrogenous,take

the place of meat. On this

diet, no superfluous fat can

possibly be gathered."

Gladys listened with per-

fect seriousness to her

mother's description of the

menu. When 'Kunt Ma-
tilda had finished she an-

nounced with deep con-

viction:

"Gee ! This is the worst

yet !"

"And the best of this diet," her

mother went on, "is its delicious

([ualitips."

"Huh !" snorted Gladys.

At the lime 1 was very much impress-

ed. Telling this in retrospect, as 1 am,

I can't pretend to put the feeling into

it that I had when my aunt first told

me. After 1 had heard her talk a

while, I felt that the troubles of the

famiK- were solved forever, and that

Incle Solon was to be a savt>d man
from that day, and that we should all

live to be a hundretl if we only ate un-

cooked food, although e\en then, under

the contagion of her enthusiasm, it

didn't look very attractive to rne, nor

so ver\' nourishing either. Things in

jiarcels don't.

My aunt talked on enthu.siaslically

until C;iadys broke in with:

"Do yoii mean that's all we're going

to have to eat—a//." she asked, point-

ing her finger at the packages with a

gesture as dramatic :is Autit Matilda's;
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"no meat—no potatoes—no dessert

—

nothing, nolhinf, but that—that'n raw
c-ggs ?"

Just here there was the click of a

latchkey and Pauline came in. Pauline

is eighteen and very pretty—sometimes
I think siic is too pretty. She looks

like the photographs of girls that you
see on the outside of Sunday papers,

(iladys broke the news to her with:

"We're all going to be starved to

death again !"

Pauline dropped onto a sofa.

"You don't mean that you've found
another cure for father ?" she asked,

discouraged.

"You don't know what it means,"
she continued, turning to me, "when
mother gets a cure for father. We all

get awful things. One time our food
gave us hives. Another time we nearly-

died with eating some awful hay cereal,

another time it was a water cure, and
we drank and drank until I felt like an
artesian well."

Here Aunt Matilda began all over
again all about the nutritious quality of

raw food while Pauline fi.xed her hair

in the glass. She has a great quantity
of hair, all her own, and she fixes it so

it looks like the hair you buy and pin

on.

Finally she said

:

"Well, niother, it seems to spell

'empty stomach' to me, but if you
think that it will help father

"

At this Gladys broke forth indig-

nantly :

"Go ahead and
do the dutiful
d a u g h t e r—d o

!

You get lunch
down-town; you'll

fill up on great
hunks of steak. But
I get three meals at

home—not that I

call salad 'n' fruit

meals ! I'm a grow-
ing girl, that's what
I am, and I get aw-
ful hungry — I'm
awfully hungr>' this

minute, and if

that's what I'm go-

ing to have for din-
ner !"

"Gladys, as soon
as your stomach
has shrunk to its

normal size," said

my aunt, "more
food than that
%vhich thisbook pre-

scribes will seem
nauseous to you." '

"Any of that
food seems nauseous to me !" replied
Gladys, with the impertinence of des-
pair.

"What does father say to this ?"

Pauline in(]uired.

"Your father dcxisn't know about it

yet," replied Aunt Matilda. "It'll be
a happy surprise for him when he comes
home."

It wasn't very long before Uncle
Solon crept wearily into the room. Not
one of us but could have told what his

remark was going to be by the expres-

sion of his face. This was:
"Nothing seems to sit now !"

He wore that jaded office look that I

notice on the faces of so many men here,

who first trouble with the office all day
and then come home hanging from
straps. Before Aunt Matilda could
speak, Glady's shrilled

:

"She's got another cure !"

Uncle Solon sank heavily into the

Morris chair, and put his face in his

hands.
"That's what I say too !" cried

Gladys.
"Hush, Gladys !" Aunt Matilda com-

manded sternly. And she told it all

over again, and just as dramatically.

Uncle Solon didn't move. At last

he lifted his tired face to my aunt and
said:

"It's never done any better on queer
foods than on any other kind."

"Oh, this time it's no food at all,"

Gladys told him.
"If I had the slightest hope, if I had

the slightest hope, Matilda, there isn't

anything I wouldn't eat. But you
know, and I know, that as far as //• is

concerned, hope is dead for me."

[Aunt Matilda looked down on her youngest child, worried and helpless

Pauline started to her room, saying
to me:

"At first he always acts like that

about it."

As soon as he was a Httle bit rested, 1

Uncle Solon got over his despair at the

thought of being cured, and even asked
a few questions, and when we got to the

table, and the theory was jjut into

practice, he made a few feeble protests

like, "I felt that some hot soup would
be soothing."

I shall never forget that meal. Rob
came in just as we wee sitting down.
He glanced at the table and at all of us.

and said:

"Stung again !" which was the only

remark he made, except to say, "/ will

never eat raw eggs."

Each of us solemnly ate salad and
nuts. Afterwards we each had an
apple.

Melly was the only one who made no
disagreeable comment. She ate what
was put liefore her, as "her mother said,

"like a little lady," but it seemed to me
that her round face shrunk in size, and
that her eyes rested piteously on the
Life Food.

I woke next morning with a feeling

that something disagreeable had hap-
pened, and then I remembered what it

was. It was that we were to have
practically no breakfast. Instead of

the pot of steaming coffee, there was
the table set with more raw eggs, cheese,
and a great big pile of apples, which
looked insultingly round and red. The%'
were flanked by a cold, unfriendly
pitcher of milk.

The cook is a long, lean lachrymose
creature, who has seen better days,

and she movetl
around the room
groaning things to

herself, "I never
seen the like

—

they're crazy !"

It was not a

cheerful manner oi

licginning the day.
Nobody knows

iiow great a part

food plays in their

lives until they

haven't any. A s

the da>'s followed

one another, with

their horrid pro-

cesssion of raw
things. I found my-
self thinking of

meals I had eaten.

I dreamed of short-

cake at night. If

you'\'e ne\er tried

it, you can't know
how desolate it is to

to sit down at a

table and see noth-

ing but cheese
and fruit — never

anything good and hot, never anything
before \ou that >ou'want to cat, and
yet to be so hungry- that you could eat

anything at all. Besides it was vcr\

)ad for mv art. ttf
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Now that it's over, I'm glad I have
been through it, because it taught me a

great many things. Ever since then

I've been able to understand history

lietter, because I know how fanatics

act and the curious strength that they

have to buoy them up, for Aunt Ma-
tilda acted this
way. She declar-

ed she felt years
younger, and called

our attention to

how much better

we all were look-

ing and especially
1 'ncle Solon; and
really, he did seem
to suffer ver>' much
less.

The children got
crosser and crosser.

Ever>' day there

were outbreaks
about something.
(Jne day when I

came in there was
an awful row going
on between the
lachrymose cook
and Aunt Matilda.

"Small blame to her," the cook was
saying, when I came in "if she did steal

the half pig's head on me ! But I

can't stay no longer in a hou.se and see

little children starved ! If I was doing
my duty, and it wasn't for coming up
in the police court, I'd go to the Gcny
Society—yes, ma'am, I would ! I'm
leavin' now, and I'll send for my trunk
to-morrow. I won't stay in a house
where there isn't any victuals cooked
except my own, and them stole on me
by hungry children—fit to make your
heart break !"

The children all took her departure
with philosophy, merely remarking:

"They all leave when father's getting
cured. They none of them can stand it."

The thing that discouraged me was
that I'ncle Solon continued to look
iietter and get thinner, and was very
cheerful about himself for him. I say
"discouraged" because I didn't see any
end to the health fof)d. Although I

bfjught cream puffs and things outside,

they didn't help me very nnich. What
1 longetl f(jr was a fine big beefsteak, or

a comfortable roast of the sort we used
to have before Uncle Solon was being
cured. I found myself stopping in

front of restaurant windows, looking at

the dis|)lay of things.

"Lf)<)k here, ma," Rob protested
after dinner one day, "you've got to cut

it out. I can't stand it any longer.

If I'm going to keej) on going to scIkmiI,

I've got to eat something. Pauline
and I, we're going to take a stand.

You've got to have fotxl for us, what-
ever father has."

You know well enough," Aunt Ma-
tilda replied, "that if we have any other

food on the table your father's suie to

eat it—it's his one vice; he can't con-

trol himself in the presence of a dish he
likes. It was the way he was brought
up. You haven't heard your father

say 'stomach' for clays."

"I'll bet you," Rob grumbled, "that

I sat down and ate all the doughnuts and bananas

pa gets a whaling big meal down town
at noon, and one meal a day's all he
ought to eat. The doctor always said

so, and so he doesn't care. But we
need three meals a day, and we're going
to strike. We've got to have them !"

"How can you say such things about
your father !" cried my aunt, now
roused for the first time. "Your father

takes a supply of fruit with him for

lunch every day."
"Ask him !" said Rob, with a know-

ing look.

Uncle Solon was reading the evening
paper, and didn't give the slightest sign

of having heard this conversation; and
I noticed that Aunt Matilda didn't ask
Uncle Solon anything about lunch, and
in some ways my aunt is a very tactful

woman. Instead, she turned the chil-

dren's attention away from their father

by saying:

"You make me ashamed of you,
Rob ' Look at your little sister Melly.

She makes no complaint. She cats her

fo<xl and sa>'s nothing, and she's the

youngest of you all. She's g/arf to help

her father along."

"Yes, l(X)k at Melh, " said Bob.
"She looks sick, if you ask me !"

We all looked at Melly. She was a

\er>' (jueer color.

"She feels perfectly well, " asserted

.\unt Matilda. "Don't vou, Mcllv,

dear ?"

.•\t this Melly rushed from the room.
.Aunt Matilda followed licr anxiously.

In a moment I heard her calling for me.
I went in, and so did Pauline. Melly
was a ver>' sick little girl indeed. Aunt
Matilda looked down on her youngest
child, worried and helpless.

"It's one of her gastric attacks.

But how, on the healthy diet we've
been having, she could get a gastric

attack, I don't know. Have you been
eating anything between meals, Melly,
dear ?"

Melly is usually a placid child, as I

have told you, and
a good one, but
this question of her

mother's stung
even her spirit into

rebellion. Between
gasps and groans

she cried:

"Between meals!

Between meals !

WTien have we had
any meals ? I

couldn't eat any-
thing between
meals. There ain't

any meals to eat

anything between!"
Uncle Solon

joined us. He can't

bear to have any-

thing the matter

with any of the

children.

"I think I'll telephone for the docto'

,

mother."
"It isn't in the least necessary,

father," replied Aunt Matilda. "It's

just one of Melly's gastric attacks,

which I can perfectly handle myself.'

Uncle Solon, however, pkxided grave-

ly out and took down the receiver, and

pretty soon the doctor was there I

notice that when he does come. Aunt
Matilda is as glad to see him as any-

body.
"What food," he wanted to know,

"has this child been eating ?"

"That's the queer part of it, doctor,"

said Aimt Matilda. "I don't under-

stand it at all. She's l)een eating

nothing but the most healthful focxl."

"Not been having any cures around

lately?" the doctor asked with a

suspicious look. "No, no breakfast

fad, no cereal craze ? 1 notice Mr.

Shoemaker looks pretty well, and I

thought you might have been starving

him a little lately. If you could just

keeii him from eating so much
"

Here Rob laughed a bitter laugh.

"Eating so much ! We haven't had

a scjuare meal for weeks—we kids

haven't ; but bet your life pa hits the

gnil) when he's down town !"

"Robert !" cried Aunt MafiUla, scan-

dalized.

'Raw eggs an' cheese is what we've

been eating, d(X-tor and aiijiles !" said

Rob.
"No wonder !" the doctor exclaimed,

"that that child's stomach is u()set.

Salad and apples for a growing child !

It's all very well for you, Mrs. Shoe-

maker, and your husband, to eat, be-

Continued on page 4ti.
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The Gregory Morton Mystery
By Charles Cabot

Illustrated by Marjory Mason

CHAPTER XV.—Continued.
He growled a little at that—a city

cabman never relishes excursions into

the country—and said something about
the color of my money.
"You shall be paid," said I

—
"paid

so well that you will forget you have
ever been to Mettray."
That little hint of mystery went

straight to his heart. He grinned in

perfect comprehension.
"Allons, monsieur," said he.

I was no longer seated on the box,

but on the cramped little extra seat

facing the one occupied by Virginia

and her father. His condition did not

seem to be growing any more serious,

and, indeed, several times during the

course of our drive he roused himself

sufficiently to take part in our con-

versation; but even during those mo-
ments of comparative brightness he
did not seem disturbed or even puzzled
by my presence in the carriage.

As Virginia's alarm about his con-

dition lessened, I noticed her casting

an occasional anxious glance down the

road behind us.

"There is nothing to be apprehended
from that quarter," said I. "We were
safe from our wall-eyed friend, the

lodge-keeper, the moment we got

around the first bend of the road. He
has reflected that I would certainly go
to the Tours station to recover my
hand-bag, and has liurried down there

as fast as his legs will carry him to wait
for me.

"It will be hours before he even
suspects that he has gone off on a false

scent, and when he does he will never
think of Mettray. There is a very
decent little inn there where we can
make your father quite comfortable,
and as soon as that is attended to 1

will telegraph my doctor to come down
from Paris in his automobile."
She glanced at her father dozing

beside her.

"Do you think he will relish having
so heavy a demand made upon him ?"

she asked. "I feel that I have tres-

passed c|uite as far on the forbearance
of strangers to-day

—

"

"Strangers, ?" I interrupted. "Well
— I will nf)t challenge the word now."
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Si/nopsis

A smartly dressed young man, seated upon
a bench under a sturdy old shade tree, arose
suddenly, stretched himself and asked: "Where
am I?"

"Just one monemt and I will bring Dr.
Berry," the one addressed finally managed to
stutter.

"Dr. Berry—hospital—guard—why am I

here? What is my name? Where did I come
from?" The young man looked wistfully after

the guard. He could remember nothing about
himself. Dr. Berry told him that his name was
Andrew Meiklejohn and that he had been em-
ployed as a house painter when he had suffered

a fall. Whoever he was, the young man knew
that Dr. Berry was lying. He was convinced
of this when later that day Dr. Berry gave him
drugged food. Confined in a small upper room
of what he figured was a sanitarium, the patient
set to work to figure out a method and avenue of

escape. Finding paper in a drawer, he spent
more than an hour in writing. Hiding his

manuscript under the mattre.ss he settled down
to await developments. Dr. Berry came within
a few minutes to inquire regarding his health
and to order him for a walk in the park sur-

rounding the sanitarium. This was exactly
what the patient wanted—to be released from
the building and out in the open, even if under a
heavy guard . By means of some Orienta. tricks

the patient overpowered his two guards, took
what money they had, jumped over the wall and
was once more a free man. Taking train back
to New York City, the patient wandered about
for several days and finally wound up at Coney
Island, where chance gave him a job as a piano
player at a "board walk" cafe.

Here he is recognized and captured by Dug-
gleby, who apparently is determined to return

the patient to the sanitarium. A French doctor
rescues him by a daring trick. Becoming in-

terested in his case, the doctor christens him
"Simon Barras" and takes him to France,
hoping to find there clues to his identity. On
the steamer are the lady of his dreams, and her

father. He speaks to them and is informed
that if he is the man they think he is, he is a

scoundrel. In France his instinct leads him
to Tours, where he sees the chateau of which
he had dreamed, and knows that it must be his

old home. .\s he leaves, Barras meets the

"lady of his dreams," Virginia Heatherfield, and
her father. They are in search of Christopher
Morton, the owner of the chateau.

The moment I had spoken the words
I regretted them, for they kindled in

her eyes that same look, that saiue

wild, incredible surmise which I had
seen there once before.

"And he will be coming for me quite

as much as for you," said I, "for I feel

the need of his wisdom and his intelli-

gence as much as I ever felt it before

—

which is saying more than you can

possibly realize."

A tremulous little sigh of weariness

escaped her lips.

"I can't understand," she said. "My
whole world seems to be whirling

around to-day."

"I know," I answered
—

"1 know
that sensation perhaps better than any

other man alive. All we can do is to

hold fast to our courage and go forward

in the dark. I have l)een doing that

these many weeks. I have seen many
a false dawn, and I am still waiting for

the day to break. Yet some day it will

break, I feel confident of that—mine

and yours, too."

She was leaning forward in her seat

before I finished—leaning forward and

looking at me with an intensity which

threatened to annihilate the iron con-

trol I had put upon myself. Now was
not the time to tell my story. That
must wait. But her eyes were still on

mine, and their gaze seemed to search

the very bottom of my soul.

"Who are you ?" she asked, her

voice trembling with uncontrollable

excitement. "You must tell me who
you are."

. "Ah," I answered, with what was
almost a sob, "that I do not know."
Her father roused from his doze just

then, and put an end to our conversa-

tion, and from that moment until we
got into Mettray we talked about the

gold-green valleys, the lines of slender

poplars, their tops golden in the light

of the declining sun, the streams and
pools and great black-belted cattle, the

lovely landscape of the Touraine that

passed before our eyes as we drove on.

Before I dismissed our driver at the

door of the little inn, 1 paid him with a

liberality which not only insured his

silence regarding us, in the unlikely

case that he was questioned, but also

w akened the warm interest of the

concierge who had come out from his

cubby-hole to assist us to alight. In

his mind it counteracted fully the

drawback of our having arrived with-

out luggage.

It required the combined efforts of

the landlord and myself to get Mr.
Heatherfield up the steep stairs to his
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chamber, for lie was al;n);t a dead
weight, and no inconsiderable one at

that. Once there, however, he rallied

soinewhat, and we were able to lea\"e

him to Virginia's ministrations.

The moment I was relieved I went to

the telegraph-office and sent off my
message to the doctor. I asked him to

come at once, and suggested that he
travel in his automobile.

That done, i \isited two or three

shops and purchased such articles as

would enal)le us all to pass the night

in comparative comfort without our
luggage. Then, followe<l by a small

boy with his arms full of m\' purchases,

I returned to the hotel.

The landlord met me with the intel-

ligence that the yoimg American lady

wished me to come up to her father's

room as soon as 1 had returnetl. In

some alarm, I hurried thither. Virginia's

appearance, however, reassured me.
She was sitting quietly by the window,
one hand resting in her lap.

"He is asleep." she said quickly,

"and he seems to be perfectly comfort-
able. When he awkens I shall have
good news for him."

"Ciood news .•'"
I said, somewhat sur-

prised. "What news can have reached
you here ?"

"It was by a strange chance," she
said. "That newspaper was lying on
the center table. The maid who had
cleaned up the room was starting to
carry it away with her, when I noticcfl

that it was printed in English, and told

her to leave it. I thought it would
keep me company while I was waiting
for you to come back."

I took it up and examined it. It

was the Paris edition of the New York
Herald, with yesterday's date-line.

She pointeil out a single paragraph in

one of its chronicles of the movements
of sfxiety.

"You may read it, ' .she said, "but,
oh, you cannot imagine what it will

mean to us, if it is true."

I read it, and then for a moment I

turned my face away from her. My
house of cards was demolished indeed.
It read:

Mr. Christopher Morton, who
has been living in retirement siiuc
the death of his mother, nearl\
three years ago, has revisited Paris.
and is stopping at the Ritz Hotel.
Mr. Morton inherits, under the
terms of his father's will, the im-
mense estate of the late Christopher
Morton, of New York.

CHAIHER XVI.

THFi SPY.

C\V course, I had no idea why the news
that Christphcr Morton was in

Pari.s—news which dissipated all my
hfjpes like spray before a gale—shoulfl
l>e good news to Virginia and hcr^father,

but so it evidently was. The tragic

Virginia's appearance reassured me.

one hand re

look was gone out of her eyes now, and
happiness and hope had taken its place.
Her voice actually had a thrill of gaiet\-

about it.

In the face of this transformation, I

could not iiarade my own disappoint-
ments. Indewl, I found it difficult to

remember them. It was t(X) absotb-
ing an <K-cui)ation merclv i.> "ontem-
plate her happiness.

I ordered our dinner -.ixnl in the
room adjoining the one where her father
lay asleep. The chxir between was left

open, so that we could hear if he so
much as stirred, and to avoid disturb-
ing him, we talked almost in whispers,
taking childish, elaborate precautions
to avoid noi.se.

The circumstances conspiretl to gi\e
us a curious feeling of cast> in each other's
society--a feeling almost of intimacv.

She was sitting quietly by the window,
sting in her lap

a cozy, homelike feeling, which was at
once strange and yet. queerly enough,
half fauiiliar. That was my own sen.sa-

tion, at any rate, and I think it was
V^irginia's, Ickj.

The meal itself, a work of art ((uite

peculiar in the land of Touraine, was
all the landlord had promised it would
be, and it provided her with a fresh
sur|)rise for every course.

"I am not always such a child as this

over the things that are given me to
eat," she said at last, in half-serious
apology for a new exclamation of de-
light. "I suppose it is the whis|K'ring
that makes me feel like a little girl in

school again."

"Be glad of the chance," said I.

"So far as I can remember, I ha\e never
been so happy before, so thoroughly,
boyishly happy."
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Never is a pretty big word," she

objected.

"Not for me," said I. Then, with

the look she gave me I realized that I

had done exactly what I had meant

not to do, had put an end to our little

hour of inconsequential gaiety and

opened the door into the chamber of

mysteries which we were both eager,

yet half afraid, to explore.

"I don't understand," she said, "how
never can bo anything but a Isig word to

a man of your age, to a man with the

lines about his eyes which I see so

clearly about yours."

"And yet," said I, "it is true that

never, in my case, covers a period of a

little less than a month."
Her eyes were searching mine with

an eagerness which even the strange-

ness of mv words could hardly account

for.

"You told me in the carriage that

you did not know who you were," she

murmured. "You said you wished to

ask me questions, but they would have

to wait. Is not this the time for them?"

I pressed my hands against my
temples and closed my eyes. Presently

I looked up at her again.

"I want you to know my story," said

I, "but I don't wanfyou to hear it from

my lips. I want it told to you in a

more detached way than I could tell it.

1 want it told you by a man whose
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disinterestedness—yes, and whose per-

fect sanity—you cannot possibly doubt."

Her eyes widened at that, and I saw,

even at the m.ention of the word, the

look come into them which 1 tlreaded

to see, the look of half-frightened sur-

mise.

I smiled rather bitterly.

"No, I am not mad," said 1, "but you

can understand, I think, why I hesitate

to tell you my story, at least without

the support of the man who knows it

even better than I do."

"Where is that man ?" she asked.

"He's coming to us now, as fast as

his automobile can carry him. He is

the French doctor 1 spoke to you about.

You won't have to wait very long for

him. Can't you tell me about your-

self while we are waiting for him ?"

"Father is an inventor," said Vir-

ginia. "Not the sort of an inventor

who lives in a garret and thinks that

he is about to discover perpetual mo-
tion. He's a real inventor, a man who
discovers things. The things he dis-

covers are really valuable and men pay
a lot of money for the right to use them.

Ten years ago, we were what any one

but a millionaire would call rich. Cer-

tainly we had enough.
"It was about that time that he

found himself on the track of the great-

est discovery of all, something about

the chem.istry of steel. He had found

a way to make it a great deal stronger,

a great deal tougher. Of course, that

meant that you would not have to use

nearly so much of it to get the same
re-sults. You cou'd make armor for

battle-ships, for instance, out of quite

thin plates of it."

I am afraid, I must confess, that only

about half my mind was on her words.

Not because I was not interested ; there

was no estimating what the story she

had begun to tell might mean to me.

But the mere presence of her there, the

wonder of her, ihe magic of the mere
sound of the wtjrds she used, cast a

sort of a s]iell o\er me.
She was leaning forward, her elbows

on the table, her clasped hands lying

upon it. I reached over and gently

took one little hand in m.ine. For a
moment she let it lie there, and then

withdrew it. I thrust back my chair,

and walking over to the window, stocxl

staring at my own reflection in the

Ijlack panes.

"Oh, I wish he could tell it to you,"

she said, with a little gesture of im-

patience; "I can't make it sound inter-

esting. I am too ignorant to talk

about it."

"That was not why I walked away."
said I. "Go on. You may be sure

that I am listening."

"Well." she said, "he found the thing

he was looking for, found that it would

I reached over and gently took one little hand in mine. For a moment she let it lie there, and then withdrew it



CANADA MONTHLY 19

do all he had hoped from it, and e\en

more. It would revolutionize, he used

to say, the whole science of engineering.

But it applied most particularly, he

thought, and other people agreed with

him, to the building of large ships.

"Of course, a revolutionary discovery

like that wants a lot of proving, so he

went to Cleveport, where the great

shipyards arc, and built a special

laboratorv. He had known Mr. Mor-

ton— the old Mr. Morton, that is—for a

great many years, so it was to the

Morton-Duggleby Company that he

went with the news of his discovery.

But Mr. Morton had retired from his

active connection with the business

then, and the men father talked to

about it were Mr. Duggleby and his son.

"They were greatly interested, of

course, for father's word in a matter

of that sort carried a great deal of

weight. Still, they professed them-

.selves to be very cautious, wanting new
tests, and tests on a larger scale all the

time. And at last father got to think-

ing they were not acting in perfectly

good faith."

I laughed shortly, and Virginia cast a

quick, jiuzzlcd glance at me.
"The sound of the words 'Duggleby'

and 'good faith' in such close connec-

tion is almost startling," said I. "That's

why I laughed."
"You know them ?" she asked in

astonishment.
"To my cost," said I, "but that will

come out later. Co on; I don't mean
to interrupt you."

"I suppose it is partly my fault,"

said she, "that father didn't come to

that conclusion sooner.

"I knew very little about what he
was doing. He seemed such a great

man, and such a successful one, that

it never occurred to mc that he could

need me, and then—well, I was pretty

well taken up with other things. I

thought I was being vcr>' philanthropic

and charitable and all that, working
among the poor people at Cleveport,

teaching in night-schools, and busying
myself with a lot of ihings while

—

"

I did not hear how she finished the

sentence. The word night-school had
fa.scinatcd me. It l)rought a picture

fla.shing into my mind of a shabby
room, a disused (-tore it must ha%e Ixen,

judging l>y the show-window which I

remembered at the front of it. I felt

I)retty sure, somehow, that I had
taught there, too. I resolutely banish-

ed the picture from my mind, however,
and concentrated my attention on what
she was saying.

"So, though I had met both the

1 )ugglebys and distrusted them ex-

cee(lingly, yet I never warned my father

to be on his guard. They already knew
all the preliminary prcx'csscs of his

discovery- , and all that he had held

back froni them was the one substance

—a reagent, I think, is the word for

it—that was essential to make it com-
plete.

"It was not until he had gone so far

that he became convinced that they
did not mean to pay him for his dis-

cover>', if they could help it. They
meant to steal his secret if they could.

"By that time, though I didn't know
it until the crash came, we were almost

as poor as the kind of inventor I told

you my father was not. The tests on
which the Dugglebys had insisted had
been immensely expensive, and father

had put about everything he had into

them."
"You say they tried to steal his

secret," said I, and now my own voice

was trembling with excitement. "I

should think that would have been a

pretty difficult thing to do. How did

they set about it ?"

At my question, she turned in her

chair and sat looking at me with a

strange intensity.

"There was a man," she said, "a

young man who had been working with

me among the poor people in Cleve-

port—a young man whom my father

trusted implicitly and admired very

highly. He did not tell him his secret,

merely because he told it to no one,

not even to me. But if he had told

it at all, he would have confided it to

that man with as little hesitation as he

would have confided it to me.

"One night my father's laboratory

was looted. His safe was broken open,

and ever\ thing in the place systematic-

ally searched. An attempt was made
to give the work the api^earance of an
ordinary' burglary, but it was an at-

tempt which would not deceive a child
•—could net even deceive as unsuspi-

cious a man as my father. And the very

next day the man I told you about, a

man who had been almost like a—like

a—son to him, disappeared.

"We have never heard from him
since. My father believed, and still

believes, that that man was the hired

spy of the Dugglebys, that he came to

our heme with no otlier prupose than

to steal his secret fiom him."

I knew what the answer nuist be to

the (juestion that was on my lips, but

I could not hold it back.

"Is that the man," I asked, "whom
your father called a coward and a

knave—the man whom you thought

dead ? Is that the man of whom un-

voice and face reminded you ? Is that

the man you thought nuist be I when
you .saw me coming down the driveway

of Christopher Morton's chateau ?"

It was with obvious effort that she

spoke at all.

"Yes," she said.

A light flashed into the room from

the street, and the purring throb of a

motor took me back to the window-

again.

"Well," said I, "now we can com-
plete the story. Our doctor has at last

arrived from Paris.

CHAPTER XVII.

MOONLIGHT.

CTEPS were already ascending the
creaking stairs of the inn, but I did

not wait for the doctor.

"Virginia," said I, "was it one even-
ing, later than usual, that your father

came home to tell you that his labora-

tory had been robbed ? Was supper
set ready on the table ? Was the man
you think a spy playing the piano,

while he waited with you for your
father to come home ? Were your
father's first words as he entered the

room, "They have tried to steal my
secret ?"

Her cheeks turned chalk'Uhite. She
had risen unsteadily to her feet at the
first of my questions, and at the last of

them she reeled back against the table

as if under the impact of a blow, star-

ing at me all the while with wild, hag-
gard eyes. I thought she was going to

faint, but she did not. With a great

effort she rallied, but only to utter a

heart-broken cry.

"Morton ! Morton !"

That was the word my French doctor

heard uttered as he entered the room.
It struck both of us dumb with amaze-
ment. We both stood rooted where we
were, staring at her.

"Morton ?" I gasped at last. "Why-
do you call mo that ?"

"Is not that >our name ?" she cried.

"Aren't you he, after all ? How else

could you know ?"

"Whom do you mean ?" asked the

doctor gently.

"The man who was playing the
jiiano," she said a little wildly. "The
man we knew—my father and I—for

more than a year in Cleveport—Morton
Smith."

Both of us were silent for a moment,
then looking at me, she said:

"If you are not he, then I think I am
going mad."

"Cently, gently," said the doctor.

"Xone of us is mad, but all of us are

profoundly puzzled; and unless I am
greatly mistaken, a part of the jnizzle,

at least may, be cleared away in a ver>'

few minutes. It only wants a little

patience."

"I promised Miss Heatherficld," said

I, "that when you came, >ou would
tell her my story. Won't you do so
now ?"

He slipped off the light dust-coat
which he had worn in the motor, went
to the table, and jioured three glasses

of wine. He nodded to me to help
myself, offered a second to Virginia,

which after a moment of hesitation she

accepted, and carried the third with
("ontinutxl on page 3(!.
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An Unappreciated Comedy
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FKNN seemed rather pleased when
he made the discovery that he

had been robbed. The loss was
not heavy, and there seemed to be

some com|)eiisathig advantages, al-

though he did not admit it. Outward-

ly he was much disturbed, but there

was an undercurrent of satisfaction

occasionally discernible.

To understand this strange and un-

ol)trusive spirit of contentment one

must know something of the circum-

stances, which may be given briefly as

follows: Fenn was a manufacturing

jeweler and had
a!) of the third

floor of a modest
store and office

building for his

workrooms and
showrooms. H e

also had a cashier,

upon whom he
had learned to

look with much
approval. She
was a very satis-

factory cashier,

but he was of the

opinion that she

would be even
more satisfactory

as a wife. The
cashier, however,
did not seem to

take his view of

the desirability of

establishing other

than strict busi-

ness relations with
him, and he had
reached the con-
clusion that the
influence of one
Desson was large-

ly responsible for

this. With Des-
son properly out
of the way, the

field would be reasonably clear.

Now, it would have been the easiest

tiling in the world for Fenn to discharge
Desson, but he would not then be
"properly" out of the way—in fact, he
would not be out of the wav at all, so
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far as any matrimonial i)urpose was
concerned; on the contrary, the ap-
parent injustice of this would be likel\-

to make him a more important factor

in the situation than lieforc. But Des-
son happened to be the one to whom
suspicion pointed in the matter of this

theft. I3esson as a thief would be
eliminated, where Desson as a martyr
would be merely a greater menace. So
Fenn was able to take a philosophic

view of his loss, which was no more
than he Avould have paid cheerfully to

gain the object he sought. Such a

I took those things myself," she repeated

wife, he reflected, was cheap at any
price.

Fenn's position was the more advan-
tageous because he had at no time pre-

sumed upon the fact that he was hei

employer to force his attentions on the

„,<

girl. He had gi\XMi .some evidence of

his interest, which she had received
with such indifference as to convince
him that some one else occupied her
thoughts, and he was not long in decid-
ing that Desson was the man. There-
upon he had withdrawn to study the
situation. A wise young woman ought
not to hesitate between her employer
and a fellow clerk, but it is a well-

known fact that young women arc dis-

posed to be foolish in affairs of the
heart. Fenn could see, however, that

this development was going to make a

great diflference,

and there was
consolation in the

loss.

His first im-

pulse was to ha\c
Desson arrested

at once, but his

lawyer advised
against this
(ourse. The cir-

cumstances made
the presumption
of guilt strong,

but there was an
annoying lack of

direct legal evi-

dence. Certain
articles, left to be

repaired, had dis-

appeared. The
repair department
had a special safe

of its own, direct-

ly back of the

cashier's cage,and
this safe was in

charge of Desson.
He kept a record

of everything de-

livered to the

workmen, which
record was check-

ed up by the^cash-

ier twice — once
when the articles were delivered],and
again when they were returned—and
then filed in Fenn's office as a report of

the work of that department for the

day. Coming or going, everything

passed through the cashier's wicket,
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hut her jurii^cHction and rcsponsihilit\'

cnt'td after checking up the record with
I )c si-on, for she had no access to the safe

and nothing to do with putting the

articles away for the night; she simply
verified the report and deli\ercd it to

Fenn.
'1 he lawyer listened to

this examination, and shook
his head.

"It is not legally con-
\ incing," hedeclarecl. "Act
hastily, and you'll accom-
plish nothing at all. What's
his explanation ?"

"He offers none."
"And hers ?"

"Her knowledge does not
go beyond the record-sheet,
which she checked up and
iiirned over tome. I talk-
ed to her first, without tell-

ing her just what the
trouble was, and she assur-
ed me that she checked up
( arefully and found every-
thing (here."

"How about collusion ?"

persisted the law\'cr.

"Oh, entirely out of the
<|ucstion," answered Fenn
(|uickly. "I'd tcust Miss
Wallers with my l:)ank ac-
ount. Besides, he admits
that everything was there
when the record-sheet was
checked up, so that lets
her out."

"What does he say ?"

"He says he does not
know when or how the
things could have been
taken; they were simplv
L;one when called for, which was several
lays after the workmen had finished
with them. That is another thing
that makes jt look bad for Desson; a
j)er.<^)n who lacked his knowledge could
hardly have picked out the particular
things that would not have to be pro-
duced when the repair men went to
work in the morning. 'S'ou can see
how this may ha\'e delayed the dis-
covery of the theft. Occasionally,
jewelry lies m that safe a month or
inore, after the repair work is done,
before it is calle<I for."

"It looks bad," admitted the lawyer,
"but It's a ca.se for a detective first."

"It occurred to me," suggeste<l Fenn,
"that, with the facts at vour command,
you might |)ut the situation in such a
way a.s to o\envhelm him. If not, an
irrest imme<liately afterward might do
'he bu.siness."

"Possible, but not probable," re-
turned the lawyer. "Meanwhile, you
[Hit him on his guard and dc-stroy all

' hance of securing the neces.sary evi-
lence. He won't try to disfwse of the
lolen articles as long as he thinks he is

! I "der suspicion. It won'tdotolx li.isi\"

"No," said Fenn; "there are per-

sonal reasons why 1 do not want to

appear hasty or unjust, but I don't

wish to delay action longer than is

necessary."
"Then ha^e him watched," ad\ised

I suppose th e

situation is

comic"

the lawyer; "get a detective, and let

me know all the developments."
F"enn followed this advice, which

gave him the reputation of being a most
just and considerate man, for, of course,

the (Jther emploj'ees knew that cir-

cumstances |K)inted strongly to Des.son

as the guilty man. E\en Miss Walters
seemed to be impressed, and Fenn
noted, with satisfaction, many indica-

tions of a misunderstanding between
her and Desson. Evidently he thought
the exposure had come in time; she
had not reached that stage of love-

hlindness that makes it impo.ssible to

judge fairly, and this was gratifying;

it encouraged him to remark that,

while the case seemed comincing, he
wished to be alsolutely sure, to which
she replied perfunctorily that it was
\ery generous of him.
As a matter of fact, the detective

employed discovered practically no
new e\idence. Desson had no bad
habits and was in no serious financial

difficulties; he never patronized pawn-
brokers, and a secret search of his

apartments revealed no signs of the
iiii-,-,lin' iiuclrv The (inly tiling that

seemed to have the slightest bearing
on the situation was the fact that he
was trying to buy a little house on the
installment plan and was occasionally
rather hard pressed to make the pay-
ments.

Fenn was wonderfully
patient during this time.
"I don't want to make any
mistake," he said repeat-
edly; "but," he usually
added, "I don't want a
dishonest man in my em-
ploy a moment longer than
is necessary."

It was rumored in the
shop that he wholly dis-

regarded his own personal

convictions and left every-
thing to the judgment of

his lawyer. And finally

the lawyer decided that
the time had come to act^

—

not because any conclusive

e\idence had been secured,

but because it seemed im-

l^ossible to accomplish any-
thing more by detective

methods

.

"After all," said the law-

yer, "he seems to be the

only one who could have
done it, and his little real

estate iinestment has

crowded liim financially.

Perhaps sharp, drastic ac-

tion will break him down.
The ostracism of the other

clerks must have weaken-
ed his nerve a good deal.

'

The ostracism had af-

fected him. Formerly
cheerful, he had now

become sullen, and there could be

no doubt that he would have re-

signed his position had circum-

stances permitted it. One could

hardly resign while under suspicion,

however, even if that suspicion had
not been openly expressed before. But
he certainly had not been brought to

the point of confession. The lawyer

made the case look very black for him,

but he doggedly jirotested his inntxence.

Fenn intimated that contrite repent-

ance would save him from prosecution,

but he still insisted that he knew
nothing of the missing articles. Then
he was allowed to go back to work.
"Ha\e him arrested when he is lea\-

ing to-night," said the lawyer. "A few

days in jail may make him take a

different view of the matter."

"No," returned F'cnn. "Whatever
I do in this case is going to be done
openly. If the time has come to arrest

him, I'll have it done in the shoj) at

once, for the moral etTect t)n the other

employees." It was the effect upon
one particular employee of which he
was thinking; he was now in a position

to make (he di'-','r;ir<' «'iiiphatic, and
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the opportunity was not one to be lost.

"Perhaiis it's just as well," acquiesc-

ed the lawyer. "You and I know that

he took tho.se things, and the harder we
hit him the more hkely he is to see the

folly of denying it."

This seemed to be
reasonabli', and there

was nothing intricate

or confusing about
the plan. It is a

very simple matter
to arrest a man on
much less evidence
or on no evidence at

all, and a man once
arrested is at a great

disadvantage. It may
be confessed that,

while expressing re-

gret at the necessity,

Fenn was really able
to take a very cheer-

ful view of the affair.

He even found time
to be rather glad that
he had lost about sSoOO

in this way. But the
simple and straight-

forward plan failed

to work out exactly
as expected.

Miss Walters was
in the chashier's cage
when Fenn, the law-
yer and a policeman
appeared. She readily

understood the signifi-

cance of this move
and at once began to
lock up her cash.
Then, slipping out cf
the cage, she joined the group of which
Desson and the policeman were the
center.

"Are you arresting him ?" she asked.
"Yes, Miss Walters," answered Fenn.

"I have been slow to believe this of
him, but "

"But you are making a mistake," she
interrupted quietly. It was not the
hysterical protest of a girl in love, but
rather the confident assertion of one
who knew the facts.

"I wish I could believe it," said Fenn
hypocritically. "I have distrusted mv
own judgment, but those I have con-
sulted

"

"You are making a mistake," re-
peated Miss Walters. "I ook those
thmgs myself."
"You !" cried Fenn, staggered. "Im-

I'ossible !"

"Absolutely impossible !" exclaimed
Desson. "Everything was checked up
and delivered to me, as the record-
sheets show. I admit that."

"I took those things myself," said
Miss Walters again. "Instead of being
impossible, it was very easy. Every-
thing was checked up properly and de-
jiosited in the trays, but I abstracted

the articles from one tray while the

others were being put in the safe. Mr.
Desson's confidence in me made it a

simple matter."
"What did >ou intend to do ?" asked

the lawver, while the others were re-

sentiinenlal interest, were able to see

how i)erfectly her stor>' coincided witti

the known facts.

"What shall I do ?" asked the police-

man.
"N'othing," answered Fenn.

"I am ready to go

with him." said Mi-^
Walters.

"Go back to your
work," instructed
Fenn. "I've got to

think this thing over.
'

De-sson, now being

free to act, promptK'
resigned. Then, after

gathering together his

personal possessions,

he stopped at the

cashier's cage. Her
face was tense and
white, but she s{)oke

calmly when he ad-

dressed her.

"You didn't do it!"

he said bluntly.

"Did you ?" she

asked

.

"Xo."
"Yet the evidence

shows that one of us

did."
"I'm sure you

didn't." he declaretl.

"and you weren't

even suspected. Win
did you

"

"Don't let's talk

MissWalters

is going to

resign"

covering from their bewilderment.
"I intended to resign and go away,"

she answered. "I did not think the

theft" she hesitated a little at the

word—"would be discovered so soon."
"Then why do you confess now ?"

the lawyer persisted.

"I can't let an innocent man suffer,"

she replied. "That WQuld be horrible.

I never thought of that contingency."
"This is simply preposterous !" F"enn

interrupted excitedly.

"On the contrary," returned the law-

yer, "her story is very complete and
convincing."

"What did she do with the articles ?"

dem.anded Fenn.
"I threw them away," answered Miss

Walters unhesitatingly.

"You see !" cried Fenn, addressing

the lawyer and the policeman. "She's

merely trying to save this man."
"I was afraid to keep them after the

loss was discovered," explained Miss
Walters. "They are somewhere in the

mud at the bottom of the river."

Desson was too dazed to do more
than protest that it was impossible, in

which protest Fenn joined, but the

lawyer and the policeman, having no

about it," she inter-

rupted.

He hestiated a

moment, ,and then

passed out, trying vainly to formulate

.some satisfactory plan of action. At

any cost, he must save her.

Fenn, meanwhile, was having an

excited interview with the lawyer.

Fenn maintained that the confession

was due to some emotional vagary-, but

the lawyer insisted that it was plausible

and convincing.

"I know she didn't do it !" asserted

Fenn.
"It's a clear case," insisted the law-

yer. "A manufactured stor>- couldn't

fit the facts so pei-fcctly. Of cour.se.

the confession itself was due to emo-

tional impulse, but she is certainly the

thief." He then went over all the

points carefully, while Fenn leaned

back in his office chair and scowleti.

"If you don't care to prosecute," the

lawyer concluded, "it is no affair of

mine, but there can be no doubt
"

"She's a fool," interrupted Fenn, "but

that's all ! She didn't steal anything."

The lawyer shrugged his shoul-

ders.

"My dear sir," he said, "the innocent

don't make such silly sacrifices in these

days. The myster>- of the lost jewelry

is cleared up."
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Fcnn pondered that declaration when
he was alone in his office again.

"Is it cleared up ?" he asked himself

doubtfully. "Have I been dreaming
things or am I awake ? I'm almost
convinced." He locked the door of his

ofifice and then unlocked a drawer of his

desk. "Is it ?" he asked again. "Her
confession in the presence of witnesses

would send her to the penitentiar\-;

the case is conclusive; a jury wouldn't

take five minutes over it. Did she

steal those things or are they here ?"

He took the missing articles from
the drawer and laid them on the desk.

"They're here," he went on. "She
confesses to stealing articles that have
not I;een out of my possession, and she

makes a strong case of it, too; I almost

believed her myself." He put the

things away and locked the drawer
again, after which he leaned back and
>cowlcd at the ceiling for several

minutes. "I suppose," he commented
at last. "I suppose the situation is

comic, but I don't seem to be able to

laugh. Desson goes scot-free, and I'm

l)usy trying to drxlge the necessity of

arresting the girl I did it for. Oh, it

must be ver}- fimny."
For two days Miss Walters waited,

in momentary expectation of arrest or,

at least, discharge, but nothing hap-
pened. Then, the suspense being un-

i)earable, she sfnight an interview with
Fcnn in his jirivate office.

"Am I to be arrestetl, Mr. Fenn ?"

she asked.

"Not now," he answered evasively.

"Discharged ?"

"Not now."
"Then I shall resign," she announced.
"I don't think I can permit that.

Miss Walters," he returned.

"But—but something must happen!"
she cried.

"\'ot necessarily," he answered. "Of
course, if you tried to leave, I might
feel obliged to act."

Slowly this new situation dawned
upon her; she had put herself c|uite at

his mercy, and he was taking advant-
age of it in an unexpected wa\'; it might
>et hap[)en that she would ha\e to

choose between him and jail. This
was another contingency that she ha<l

not contenij)lated. It had not been so

<lifificult to face arrest when she made
her confession, but to live with the

threat of it hanging over her was quite

another matter.

"Why did you do it
'" he asked,

after ;i moment of uncomfortable >i!-

CIUC.

"Because—because it was so easy,

and I wantcfl the monev," she answer-

His (|uestion hail referred to the con-
fession and not to the theft, but he
followctl this lead.

"You still insist that you actually
look the things ?" he intiuired, and

there was almost a plea for denial in

his tone.

"Of course," she replied.

His glance strayed involuntarily to

the locked drawer in which the articles

rested, and his face relaxed into a grim,

mirthless smile.

"Well," he said significantly, "I

don't feel that I can spare you just

now, and the future will depend upon

—

yourself. There is no real reason why
anything m.ore should be lieard of this

unfortunate affaii."

She went back to her work, more
troubled than before, for she knew now
that she had lost her independence.
How could she discourage the atten-

tions of a man who could send her to

jail, a man to whose generosity she

owed her liberty, an em-ployer from
whose service she could not resign ?

And the prospect of jail is not pleasing

to even the martyr.
Fcnn asked her to go to lunch with

him, and she went. He hinted that he
would appreciate an invitation to call,

and she extended it. He was wise, he
was prudent; he wanted her to be
gratefid for his forbearance, but he did

not lose sight of his advantage. And
neitluT did she, for she knew to what
all this tended, and it was not pleasant

to be wooed by a man she could not

safely refuse.

Ccnsideration of all tl.e circuip-

stances made him almost as contented
now as he had been with the original

loss. The de\ eloj ments had been along
unexpected lines, but the situation was
fully as satisfactory- as the one he had
sought to create.

This was the way it looked to him
befoie Miss Walters came to his private

office, unsumm.oned, the second tiine;

after that he had the same old diflficulty

in appreciating the comedy features

that he knew existed.

"Mrs. Baldwin has called for her

brooch," Miss Walters announced
brieliv.

"Well ?"

"Well, il'.s at the bottom of tlu-

ri\er."

"Oh !" he ejaculated, as he caressed

the lock of a drawer that he dared not
open; "it's at the bottom of the river,

is it
?"

"Of course."

"I shall have to get it

"H(<w can you ?"

He glanced at the drawer, as if ex-

pecting it to answer, and then looked
(|iiickly away.

"( h, I can't," he answerul ;
"1 spoke

thoughtlessly. Tell her to coire l:ack

next week."
"Shall I tell her it is lost ?"
"No, no; I y no means. Terhaps

perhaps scrre fisheiiran
"

She gave him a l(X)k of such astonish-

ment that he stopped aliruptl .

"She is imfatient," she said, "and

she prizes that brooch very highly. I 'm
afraid she'll naire a high figure when it

comes to paying for it."

That ga\e him a disagreeable jar.

Paying for it ! Would he have to pay
for a brooch that he had locked up in

his desk ? If so he would have to pay
for all the other articles, and at stiff

prices, too.

"It's a ridiculous situation," he mus-
ed, when again alone, "but not humor-
ous—not at all humorous. I ha\e the

things, and I can't produce them;
they're at the bottom of the river.

But I've got to produce thein. Their
value, if lost, will swell from S500 to

something like S800, and I can't afford

to fight the claims. Think of paying
S800 in cash because I can't return

S500 worth of jewelry that is within
reach of my hand all the time ! t)h,

I've got to recover those things. But
how ?"

He was still puzzling o\er this when
his lawyer called, bearing important
news. There could be no question as

to the importance of the news.

"I've found a man," said the lawyer,

"who saw the missing jewelry thrown
into the river."

"He saw it, did he ?" asked the

troubled Fenn.
"The fact is," explained the lawyer,

"I was rather annoyed by your insist-

ence that I was wrong, so I followed

the iratter up. This man saw a girl

throw some things into the water from
the bridge. We'll see if he can identity'

It

"Quite useless," interrupted Feiui.

"Really, Mr. Fenn, this is almost like

compounding a ——

"

But Fenn's patience was exhausted,

and the things he said made it very
clear to the lawyer that he was going

to have his own way.
He went for llu' keys again, lujwe\er,

the moirent he could do so with salety,

and he seeined cjuite relie\ed when he

found the article-^ \\<r(' still where he

had put them.
"I've got to 'nc<)\er' these things,"

he muttered i:eevishly, "before I'm
fooled into sending a di\er down after

them."
Then, after a moment of thought, he

put them in his pocket and went out in

search of a discreet young man whose
existence he happened to recall op-

portunely. To this young man he en-

trusted the jewelry, some instructions,

and a ten-dollar bill, the money being

in payirent for services to be rendered.

After that, knowing just how, wien and
where the missing articles woiJd tinn

up, he felt more comortabe.
Returning, he found Desson await-

ng him. Desson had been rying

des[)tra oly o secure rome explana-
l"on rf the mystery that troubled him,
!0 that le might

i
Ian w'sely and

Contiiuiod on page 44.



THE PRICE OF WHEAT

NO more delicate problem has faced the farmers of Can-
ada since the war broke out than when the Imperial
Go\ernment made an ofTer through the farmers'

.official organization to purchase their 1917 wheat crop on a
basis of SI.30 per bushel for No. 1 Northern grade, f. o. b.,

Fort William. It presented a delicate situation, because,
while the farmers, both of Ontario and the West, have
demonstrated their passionate patriotism, they did not
consider the price offered sufficiently high under the con-
ditions. The result was that they refused the offer. The
price question must be considered from two points of view,
namely prcduction and consumption. It cost sixty cents to

raise a bushel of wheat three years ago. It costs approxi-
mately 80 cents now. Living expenses are so high now that
farmers must make much greater profits. Commodities
cost more than double what they did before the turn of the
century. On the other hand indications are that the world
will experience a serious shortage of wheat and other com-
modities during the coming eighteen months. The surplus
wheat for export of Australia and Argentina will be com-
paratively small this year and the estimates for crops of

practically all European nations are far below normal, the
condition in France being only 65 per cent, of the normal.
The Dardanelles may or may not be opened this year and
even if they should be opened the amoimt of wheat actually
available for export in Russia is uncertain. At the time of

writing May option wheat in Chicago is selling at $2.06,

July at $1,753/^ and September option at $1.61j<^. The
farmers of Canada are asking $1.90 as a maximum price for

Number 1 Northern wheat. While this may be excessively
high, in view of the impending needs of the Allied nations,

$1.30 appears to be excessively low. If the farmers com^
mittcd themselves to SI.30, their competitors in the world's
markets would probably secure materially higher prices,

and this would be an essential injustice.

THE PUBLIC AS INVESTORS

THE response of the Canadian public to the three
domestic war loans issued by the Dominion Govern-
ment has a significance that reaches farther than the

war itself. It has brought the people to recognize a method
by which they can make their savings earn money for

them. All three loans as they weve launched in turn were
heavily over-subscribed. The first time the Government
asked for S50,000,000 and received over v$l 00,000,000; the
second time it called for $100,000,000 and received applica-
tions for $200,000,000; the third time it asked for $150,-
000,000 and applications aggregated $256,000,000. Not
only did the amount of subscriptions rise greatly in excess
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of increased demands, l)ut the number of subscribers in-

creased in proportion. For the first loan thcv numbered
25,000, for the second 33,000 and for the third 43,700. This
did not include 7,500 small subscribers to the Government
Certificates issued some months ago, by which $5,000,000
has already been raised. Hence, when the third loan is

allotted over 100,000 individuals and corporations, ex-

clusive of banks, will have invested $355,000,000 in (jovern-
ment war loans. This is a magnificent performance. The
manner in which the loans ha\e been over-subscribed, total

applications aggregating $561,000,000, indicates that an
enormous amount of money still remains in the hands of the

people. The people, moreover, are getting a taste of "gilt-

edged" .securities yielding high profits. They are becom-
ing conversant with methods of financing enterprises. Funda-
mentally, all financing is the same. Whether it be federal

or provincial governments, municipalities, public utilities,

industrials or mining enterprises, investment opportunities

exist in Canada, in which Canadians may share. When a
corporation issues a block of bonds or stocks, they should
not have to be placed outside the country. What is good
for outsiders is good for Canadians. The}- should be absorb-

ed within Canada.

PROVINCIAL TAX ON MINES

THE majority of gold and silver mining companies in

Ontario were relieved to learn of the amendment in

the proposed mining tax bill brought before the

Ontario Legislature, which exempts all but nickel and
nickel-copper mines from an increase in taxation, whose
profits are under $1,000,000 per annum. The result is

that profits of between $10,000 and $1,000,000 shall lie

taxed only 3 per cent, whereas profits between $1,000,000

and $5,000,000 will be taxed 5 per cent. While the higher

tax rate will include the larger mines, such as Hollinger,

Dome and Nippissing, the annual profits of which run well

over $1,000,000, the vast majority of gold and silver mines
earn under $1,000,000 and will thus only be called upon to

pay the lower rate. Judgment is general that the Govern-
ment has acted wisely in not overburdening gold and silver

mines. With regard to gold mines, while operating costs

have increased approximately eight per cent, because of

the war, the selling price of gold remains unchanged. Gold
and silver mines should have special consideration, because

the nation and empire need ever\' ounce of the precious

metals available to substantiate growing credits. A mine
(iocs not survive for ever as an industn,' or public utility

may. Every ton of ore extracted from it shortens its life

by just that much. It is estimated that the average life

of a siher mine is between seven and eight years. It is ap-
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parent, then, why mining companies are called upon to

earn large dividends. Shareholders must get back their

capital and interest quickly. Should mining companies be
overburdened with arbitary obligations, some of the largest

of them might be induced, under certain conditions, to cur-

tail operations or close down for a period, and that would
prove a national evil.

PREPARE FOR PEACE

CANADIAN industries are prospering largely because
of the war. When peace comes this source of busi-

ness will cease, and the Dominion will be called upon
to face a whole series of new and grave commerical problems.
One thing is sure, and that is merciless competition for our
industries, both in the home, and in the export market.
Germany has boasted of her efficiency and thoroughness
and these are not idle boasts. She has set the pace in war,
and it has been a hot one; she will set it in peace, because
she must, and all other nations will have to follow.

National efficiency in Canada for the impending struggle for

commerical supremacy is a necessity. If "United we stand;
divided we fall," means any thing at all, it applies now to

Canadian business. Every individual must be efficient;

every corporation must be efficient. Force, originality,

and daring must be thrown into the commonweal. As Sir

George F"oster said recently: "Canada must gird up her
loins and make leady her full equipment of preparedness."

THE GERMAN ANOMALY

WHAT at heart is wrong with the Cicnnan people that
induces them to commit such abhorrent crimes
against the human family? A review of history

reveals the fact that the Germans have been among the
recognized world's leaders in philosophy, religious thought
and music. Some potent transformation has taken place
in the Teuton intelligence, a change in the content of the
Cierman mind. What was the change ? About sixty years
ago German physicists, chemists, and jisychologists began
to apply the scientific method to the ^•arious activities of

life, in a manner that had never been done before. They
went beyond physics, biology and chemistry-, into the funda-
mental realms of philosophy and religion. The scientific

methwl of approach to all problems is, in itself, without
doubt, a most important and beneficial evolution of the
human race. The best scientificc meth(xl, however, is void
without content. The scientific methcxl may be applied
for gfxxl or bad ends. It is just here that the Germans
went wrong. After they had contributed materially in the
way of historical criticism and .scientific research, a gradual
change took place in the object of their ambitions and
research. The content of their thoughts became ma-
terialistic, selfish and militaristic, under the stimulus of
the writings of such men as Nietzsche, Treitschke and Hern-
hardi. They snatched at the ideas of "survival of the
fittest" and the "struggle for exislenri-" and "natural
selection." Obsessed with these half-truths and the notion
that they were naturally the gceatest jieojile in the world,
a sort of "supennen," they set (icIilMratcK- to work to
struggle for supremacy

NIETZSCHE'S PLAGIARISM.

NIlirZSCHIi said: "Christianity is the greatest of
all conceivable corruptions, the one immortal blem-
ish of mankind." Of the three German pseudo-

|)hilosophers of the |)ast generation, Nietzsche, Treitschke
and Hcrnhardi, who influenced the thought of Germany's
ruling cla.sses more than any others, Nietzsche was [)erhaps
the most representative. He was the inspirer of the Ger-
man "kultur," which the latest of the Hohenzollern Dy-
naslw ,i> the rcpriscnt.itiM' of Cim] \\\<.h,.(] u, ,.,!f,,r(c upon

the world. It is rather startling that the essence of Nietz-
sche's philosophy was borrowed in the main from two
Englishmen, Darwin and Spencer. The Evolutionary
Theory with its "natural selection," was the core of Nietz-
sche's creed and there is not much to discriminate between
Nietzsche's "will-to-power" and the principles of "struggle
for existence" and the ".survival of the fittest." Be it for

good or evil, the philosophy which is the esoteric interest

of the few in one generation, generally becomes the exoteric

motive of a race in the succeeding generation. The philo-

sopher's quiet study is the seed-plot of history. W'atch the
trend of thought of a nation's thinkers to-day and it will be
prophetic of the nation's life in the next generation.

THE GREA T OUT-OF-DOORS

THE great out-of-doors is beginning to call. Its sum-
mons comes to men and women who, during the long
winter months, have.been confined within the walls

of man-made dwellings. Leave your easy-chair and books,
it says. Leave your theatres and concert-halls, your cards
and indoor games. Come out into the sunshine. Come
out under the stars. Come out and enjoy the wind which
blowcth where it listeth, and draw Ivealth and strength and
happiness from the genial rays of the great warm-hearted"
sun. Most of us hear this call from the great out-of-doors
and feel the pull of the open spaces, but too often we are
pre\entEd from answering by the demands which modern
city life makes upon us. Many of us go to an office ever>'
morning, six days out of seven, and remain there until
evening. Then we hurry home to our evening meal, and
after it is eaten, spend the hours before bedtime over a
book or paper, or at the theatre. It is generally impossible
to regulate our work as we would like. Under our present
.social system, men and women must work indoors for many
hours every day. But we can regulate our periods of

leisure so as to enjoy the maxiinum of fresh air, sun and
star shine. Instead of planning indoor amusements for
the evenings, why not take every opportunity to get out
under the stars ? The night sky, with its millions of suns
and planets shining down upon our little earth, is one of
the most inspiring and glorious sights on which the eye of
man can rest, and yet many of us go on from day to day
without even seeing it. Absorbed in the pursuit of business
and pleasure, we pass by natural beauties which richly
merit our attention. Those who have enjoyed the sweet
freshness of the early morning, know how richly one is re-

paid by rising betimes to greet the sun. A half an hour
spent among the flowfcrs of your back garden, or in an
early morning walk, sweet^ens the tlay and strengthens one
for the demands of labor. Yes, the great out-of-doors
calls. It will always call during the months of birds and
flowers, to those of us who arc confined in office and factor\-.

Its call is part of our being conn'ng, as it doc>s, from Mother
-Nature herself, on whom we dejiend for our \ery existence.
Let us hearken to it.

SELLING FIVE BILLION DOLLARS

THI{ .American C-o\ernnunt to secure a (juick sub-
scrii)lion to tlie So.(M)(),()l)0,()(K) war loan will begin a
nation wide advertising campaign. Offers of free

service have poured into the Treasury Department from
advertising agencies, magazines and newsi)aiH'rs. This
means that a weapon whose tremendous |)ower has alreadv'
been successfully proven by the allies will be u.sed to sell

the greatest bond issue ever authorized. But it also means
that one more government has recognized the value of
advertising as one of the necessary adjuncts of scientific
salesnian.ship. It remains to be seen whether tlie.se govern-
inents will remember this Ie.s.son in the commercial read-
justment period which will follow the war.



It was hardly dawn when the "man, moving as

noiselessly as a cat, helped himself to a roll of

bills from Beatrice's gold mesh bag and, watch-

i;:ghis opportunity, slipped from the compartment

The Night Run
By Madge Macbeth

BEATRICE watched the broad,

white-coated back of the porter

disappear with a feeUng of relief.

He had fretted her almost beyond
endurance with his fussy little atten-

tions—the thousand and one things a

porter always finds to do for a beautiful

young woman, obviously of the wealthy
class who travels alone in a drawing
room. It seemed as though a berth

had never required such minute mak-
ing, never had a hat been handled with

such leisurely, affectionate care while

being laid away in its crackling paper

bag, never had window-sills been wiped
so thoroughly, and crevices brushed so

painstakingly. But at last, the ma-
hogany door blotted him from her

sight. She groaned her thankfulness.

The tiny blue watch on her wrist,

twinkled half past ten at her; she stood
uncertainly in the middle of the sway-
ing compartment and mused. Half
past ten ! A mysterious hour ... all

sorts of things might happen at half

past ten ! Anything might happen at

any moment.
Beatrice gave herself up to the sen-

sation of tense excitement which was
gradually possessing her; she felt very
much as one feels who walks in a
strange, dark room for the first time.

There is, one knows, something at the

end of the blackness, but is it a calamity
or a blessing ? She knew, in that in-

describable way in which people do
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receive premonitions of coming events,

that something was going to happen !

Slowly, she unfastened her very
simple and very expensive gown. Its

folds slid away from her as though
loathe to go, and when she sto(xl up-

right, a bewitching figure in sheerest

crepe de chine lingerie, she was amazed
at the crimson spot which suddenly
leaped to either cheek. One might
have thought that she was embarrassed
by her own reflection.

In trembling haste she covered her

little person with a delicate mauve
kimono.

"This is ridiculous," she scolded.

"In another moment, I shall have
hysterics."

Trying to argue herself into a more
normal state of mind, proved useless.

Every step in the passage outside

startled her; each succeeding silence

terrified her. She stood, rigid, waiting,

waiting for something to happen. . . .

Twice her hand fluttered toward the

bell, and twice she dragged it away.
She had been glad to get rid of the

porter; why bring him back upon a

silly pretext ?

Flinging herself into a corner of the

seat, she picked up the evening paper.

RUSSIAN DRIVE CARRIES ALL
BEFORE IT.

'"PHE type leapt up at her in two
inch caps, but she didn't see it.

She was actually panting as she turned
a page.

BEAUTIFUL WEDDING IN
SMART SET, the sheet shouted at her.

but she didn't hear. The grinding of

brakes ran through her body like a

chill. The train was stopping. So
was her heart.

They must have reached the Junc-
tion, the last stop before an all-night

run. Suppose

—

Suppose what ? she asked herself

ironically.

Suppose every sort of horrible thing

in the world !

The train mo\ed slowly on, gathered

momentum and settled down into a

steady sway and rumble.

Beatrice strangled a hysterical sob

and held her breath. They were pass-

ing over the big bridge; she could tell

by the grim hollow roar. She clutched

a little bag of jewels, tight. Suppose,

after all, she should never have an op-

portunity for wearing them. Trains

had gone through bridges before ihis.

Suppose her body should be found. . .

alone, in the shattered fragments of

the drawing room. . . Suppose some
luckless person swinging between the

cars should lose his grip and drop into

Eternity. . . .

Without an instant's warning, the

handle of her door softly turned and a

man stepped into the compartment.
"Don't scream," he cautioned, look-
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iiig into her frightened eyes and closing

the door as noiselessly as he had opened
it. He shot the small bolt, and stood
facing Beatrice.

"Don't scream," he said again and
smiled a little.

"I shan't," she whispered.
He gave a swift glance round the

room.
"No fear of the porter coming back ?"

She shook her head.
The man laughed softly and flung

his hat and coat in a corner. Then he
sat down. Beatrice stared at him
tascinated. She was not the first wo-
man who had found him good to look
at.

"They're after me like blood-hounds,"
he said. "By Gad, I had almost
despaired of giving them the slip."

She twisted a gleaming diamond on
her finger and secretly sympathized
with him. She had had a bad time in

giving them the slip,' too.

"Quite an idea of mine, sneaking in
,

on you like this," he went on, with gay
bravado. "I say, you know, I'd quite

made up my mind that you would
scream. But women are plucky little

things—\ou are, any way. Do you
hate having me in here, like this

—

Beatrice ?"

She started at his use of her name,
then remembered that it was spelled

in wonderful pink pearls in a brooch at

her bosom. Under his gaze, she turned
scarlet but did not answer.
He made a movement toward her

and she recoiled with a smothered cr>\

"Please
—

"

"All right. I forgot myself. I'll

try not to look at you. You are very
beautiful and very desirable— Beat-
rice."

He pronounced her name in the
Italian way, and it sounded strange to

her. There was an awkward pause
while the fear died out of her eyes.

Then she said,

"Tell me about your—your—get-

away."
There wasn't much to tell, and what

there was contained no element of

originality. "He had thought to elude

them at the Down Town Station, only

to find them on the job—damn such
persistence. He had beaten it to the

Union Station and there they were
waiting for him, too.'

"Couldn't even side-step 'em by
going through the baggage rooms,"

he complained.
She smiled slightly. She knew that

trick, herself. In fact, at the Cross

Town Station not two hours ago, a

baggage master had opened the gates

for her—and ten dollars.

"Well, what then ?" she'asked. 'A

taxi and the Junction ?"

"Exactly. We just touched the high

spots. Talk about the mid-night ride

of Paul Re\ere—why I had it skinned

to a finish."

"And do you think you are safely

out of the woods ?"

He looked at her sharply
"What do you mean? You wouldn't

give me away ?"

"No, but there are people on the

train
—

"

"I'll swear no one saw me conic in

•Don't scream," he cautioned, looking into her frightened eyes
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lure, aiul no one shall see nu' come out.

No hobo ever boarded a freight with

the cunning I employed. Of course if

you prefer to make a scene and call in

the conductor-
"

She interrupted him with a gesture.

"No one suspects nie," she said a

little coldly. "My tracks are covered

as thoroughly as though a gallon of

iodoform hacl been poured over them.

I only thought that there might be

people on the train who hacl been watch-

ing for you. Such cases are not rare."

"Fear nothing," the man assured

her. "There will be no spectacular

denouement in the morning. I have
thought of all that. Now—Beatrice,

I am going to put out the light. . . .

Attentive porters are too curious by
half."

Again she uttered that frightened

little "Please," but this time he took

no notice.

It was hardly dawn when the man,
moving as noiselessly as a cat, helped

himself to a roll of bills from Beatrice's

gold mesh bag and watching his op-

portunity, slipped from the compart-
ment. He left the train as successfully

as he had boarded it at a small town
some fifty miles from the metropolis.

And Beatrice, sleeping dreamlessly,

sped on into little old New York.
The porter roused her gently, de-
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licately. He urged her to make mou
haste in dressing, and finally when the
rest of the passengers had been sum-
marily expelled rpiite five minutes, he
bodily threw her off, lest she be taken
back into the yards, where the train

spent a leisurely day.
It was perhaps owing to these cir-

cumstances therefore, that Beatrice

made a solitary trip along the platform,

carrying her own bag, a thing she never
remembered doing in her life. She
glanced furtively about as she entered
a taxi and gave the address of her
chosen hostelry. Apparently, no one
was trailing her.

She thought of the man and smiled.

He had called her a plucky little thing

—

well, so she was. That had been a
rather difficult situation and she had
handled it rather well. She wondered
what had become of him, how he had
managed to get away. She hoped
that he would
The taxi drew up at the curb and

stopped. Beatrice opened her bag and
gave a little cry.

"The brute!" .she said aloud. "There's
gratitude for you !"

With a little trouble she extracted a
gold piece from the jewel case around
her neck, then amid a procession of

obsecjuious attendants, she made her
triumphal entry into the hotel.

^lll registered with a line, liold

hand—thus giving the lie to her ()uak-

ing soul—and was escorted by a liverietl

cohort to a suite of rooms. There, .she

bathed, breakfasted and read the bet-

ter-—or worse—half of a silly rovel
before allowing herself to meditate
once more upon her strange adventuie.
The more she thought about it, ihr

more Beatrice exjerienced that peculiar

prickling of the consciousness, that

tense alertness, that almost suffocating

combination of tlation and nervous
excitement which 1 ad preceded the
man's appearance on the previous
night. There was something actually

psychic about it all. Even now, sit-

ting in the security of her own suite,

it was as though she could feel him!
coming nearer. . . nearer. . . to her.

The sensation was too strong to at-

tempt to resist. She gave in to it;

she even rose and walked in jerky little

steps toward the door. The key which
had been turned in the lock until now
responded to her trembling touch and
the bolt withdrew into its socket.

An instant later, he walked into the

room.
There was a burning, eager light in

his eyes, but he spoke of practical

things.

"You might have thought \vi_ were

Continued on page 42.

JackMinerand hisTame WildB irds

MINER is a blond with a merry
little twinkle in his eye. He
never shot an eagle in his life

but he scared one to death. He farms
for a living and makes tile on the side,

or the other way about perhaps, but his

real mission in life is to boost for the

(^anada Goose which bird, he affirms,

in points of intelligence, head work and
Christian charity com.es first am.ong all

the furred and feathered.

These are sorre of the things about
Jack Miner that don't require proof

because he admits them, which leads

us to the observation that now and
again we run against a man who stands
out against the background of full-

drab mediocre humanity like, say, a
bandaged thumb among its normal
fellow digits. This outstanding man
may not be exceedingly wise or clever
or rich. He may simply be different

—

as Miner is difTercnt from the ruck and
run of men.

Miner lectures to raise funds to buy
corn for his friends. Upon the certain

By H. M. Tandy
Illustrated from Photographs

evening that I first heard him in action
he prefaced his talk with apologies for

his scant knowledge of proper diction

and the flawful and faulty English
which was to follow. Perhaps he did
split an infinitive here and there and
employ the past participle in erroi,

but who, save perhaps Arthur J. Bal-

four of the shade of Gladstone, is en-

titled in these-days of rhetorical laxity

to cast a stone ?

Miner talks of birds from two angles,

(a) as birds (b) in their relation to

human destinies. He speaks on this

subject with humor, wisdom and knowl-
edge, but always close to the tip of his

tongue there lurks a tidy wallop for

these two—the man who kills for the

market and the English sparrow. His
dislike for the English sparrow with
his measley disposition and habits, has
laid Miner open to criticism upon
occasions as a pro-German. As a mat-
ter of fact it is doubtful if the most
intense hater in Germany could outdo
Miner on this ]K)int. This bird, so

Miner affirms, is a pestiferous feathered

vermin that reached this continent

through the machinations of a misguid-

ed fool and contrary to the intents and
purposes of Nature. I have never
heard Miner on the subject of crows,

but am inclined to think he is prepared
to appear as Counsel for the Prosecu-

tion in this case also.

But Miner's chief and most success-

ful role is that of Counsel for the De-
fence. You should hear him, for in-

stance, in the case of Egrets vs. Mil-

liners. His plea runs something like

this:

As a medium of female head adorn-
ment egrets, apparently, are the

desideratum. Consec}uently it is un-

lucky to be born an egret becau.se in

that case you carry in your tail a
cluster of long and graceful feathers

which men, under pressure from our
leading milliners, must have. The
feathers of the egret are best in the

Spring. And this fact too is unfortu-

nate because that happens to be the
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On these ponds you will find myriads of Canada Geese, together with a generous sprinkUng of

Black Ducks, Mallards and Green Heads

time when here and there in the under-
growth are scattered little round grass-

and-feather homes crowded to the rims
with yoimg egrets. The parent birds

fare forth in search of food, just alas, as

we all must do. Then some bright

morning l)ang ! and what was a grace-

ful, stately bird crumbles into a pile of

blcKjd and carrion from which three or

four feathers are extracted, carefully

cleaned and dried to appear later as

the exclamation point in a "perfect

love of a hat." Egrets would go out of

fashion, it is likely, if all those who liuy

them could hear Miner tell of those

scattered nests of star\^ing orphans in

the imdcrbrush calling at inter\-als

"Mother. Mother, Mother," until tlie

M hand of death mercifully stills the

weakening xoices. It is a strong ap-

peal that Miner makes for his feathered
friends.

Miner refers to himself sometimes
as a converted Jessie James. That's
because he once was a "market hunter"
i)eside whom, in his opinion a man who
would "kick a lamb in the face" Is a
good and desirable citizen.

On Miner's place, hard against

Kingsvillc which is in Canada, are two
ponds which he has dug. On these

ponds you will find of an evening, if

i)U care to make them a visit, myriads
f

( 'anada Cieese together with a gener-
iis s|)rinkling of Black Ducks, Mal-
irds, fireen Heads and their cousins

nd tlieir xmcles and their aunts. They
over the ponds and the .shores per-

lining thereto. In the surrounding
lids you will see and hear ()uail,

l)artridgc, pheasants, robins, purple
martins, fork-tail swallows, blue birds

and many les.scr breeds within and
withotit the law, including memlx-rs of

the sparrow family which of necessity

includes the English anathema. It is

a restless, happy population without
fear or worry, and a most inspiring

sight to see.

You might also see, if you are lucky,

little Jasper, his father's son, emerge
from the house with a small tin dish

and a spoon of like metal. Jasper has
only to rattle the latter against the

former and the air I)eComes charged
with the fluttering of wings as young
robins appear from nowhere and every-
where to swarm over and about the

lad chirping and opening surprisingly

large yellow rimmed mouths for the
custard that Jasper proceeds to pour
into the cavities. They don't show
either fear or shyness for so far as they
know, man is a humane and kindly
creature.

There is no danger for any feathered
thing on Miner's place—excepting of

course the English sparrow who has
only himself to blame. This place is

sanctuary'. Erom Hudson's bay and
north of it to the Mexican Gulf and
south of it feathered tril)es have come
to know that there is at least one spot
on earth where guns are barred, and
where traps and nets and poison can-
not enter.

Would you believe that a man as

large and hard-handed as Miner could
approach and stroke a swallow brood-
ing on her nest ? You probably doubt
that unless you saw it. l-A-en then you
might suspect that the swallow was a
papier mache one. But Miner does
just that while the swallow blinks at

him with fearless eyes.

Miner believes that bird-brains con-
tain much more than mere instincts.

He will tell you that Canada Geese
form friendships with each other as

true and unselfish as any sung of by

poets. If you ask for proof he will

]3oint out a Goose that gave up its

annual trip south to spend a cold and
cheerless winter on his place witJi a
friend who because of a broken pinion

could not make the journey. He will

also tell you that "Jack Johnson" a
gander on his place is a better man
than most of us for he successfully

fought off a browsing horse which
seemed about to disturb its brooding
spouse—and a horse must look like

sudden death to a gander in a fight.

Miner will tell you of two ganders that
gathered their women and children lie-

hind them and then advanced to battle

successfully with two i^redatory eagles

that once lighted on his place.

And he knows of an interesting kid-

napping ca.se; a wild duck bereaved of

her natural family through feline treach-

ery, waited at the accouchement box
of a hen- who was unknowingly hatch-
ing duck eggs and stole the family of

ducklings one by one. Miner believes

that there was more than blind instinct

behind the brain that devised and
carried out that strategy.

Miner from his experience can tell

you stirring tales of devotion, self

sacrifice and intelligence on the part

of his feathered friends that will tax

your cretlulity. If you doubt him he
will simply shrug his .shoulders and
invite vou to "come and see for your-
self."

'

If experience awood and afield were
worth a penny a barrel. Miner would
be a millionaire. But it is not. Jack
is n(}t rich. He buys things he cannot
afford, such as expensive bird houses
and corn by the hundreds of bushels.

This he fc«kis to Canada Goc.se that

may be shot the next week in Oaulphin
Straits or somewhere south of Galvcs-
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There is no danger for any feathered thing on Minei's

li^mT' jT. place—excepting of course the English sparrow

ton. Miner admits the value of world-

ly possessions but he doubts exceed-
ingly whether the greatest store of

these is sufficient to outweigh his

golden bird-friendships. (••*' >?>;•

Miner has settled a number of points

touching bird life and habits that were
not free from douljt before. For in-

stance you may have wondered if that

robin who is fairly splitting his glad

little throat on the lilac bush at your
gate is the same chap who sang there

last year. More than likely it is, for

Miner has found that birds return to

the same spot year after year.

Miner captured four of the first wild

ducks that ever came to his place.

He put bands bearing his name and
address on their "hind legs" and re-

leased them. The next year three of

them returned under their own power.
The fourth, alas, "Ethel" by name re-

turned not. But the band that he
had fastened to her leg came—by post,

from North Carolina I th'nk. And the

next year the three survivors returned,

and the next year, and the next, and
come March next year each early

morning Miner will scan the southern
sky for the trio. One morning, per-

haps, a flock of tiny specks will appear,
growing larger and larger as they
hurtle through the air like bullets to

splash with a happy whistle in Jack's
pond once more.
He plays no favorites. Any bird, so

long as he minds his own business can
live and raise his family on Miner's
place. No bird is denied admittance
because he cannot sing. Clothes count
for nothing in his favor. His coat may
be yellow or blue or plain black Sun-
day-go-to-meetin'. So long as he be-
haves he is welcome. But if any bird
starts a campaign of frightfulness or
"world power of downfall" Miner at-
tends to his downfall all right.

Miner has collected some strange
data about his friends. At one time
there were no swallows on his place.

But one day a pair arrived picked out a
site below the eaves of his long tile

shed and built. In this house they
raised a family of five to infancy. Then
some English Sparrows, true to type,

threw them headlong to the ground
where they perished. The swallows
tried again and this time thanks to

Miner's unerring aim the homewreckers
were beaten off and the young swallows
attained full growth. The next year
two pairs of swallows came. But this

time they selected sites at that end of

the shed where Miner and his men con-
tinually worked. They came in one
year to know that these men were not
enemies but friends who would protect
them and their young against predatory
sparrows. That, affirms Miner, is not
instinct but reason. On Miner's place
now all day and far into the evening
swallows swing and swoop and snap to

such good effect that any germ-laden
fly on its way to Miner's house to

spread infection takes great chances of

ending his career as swallow food.

And Miner says that is what is meant
in the bible where it tells us that the

nan who fosters the 1 irds of the air

"prolongcs his own life."

Miner is a Cod-fearing man. I am
ntn prepared to say which he cultivated
first— the Book or the birds. But that
is unimportant as he affirms that each
leads to the other. At any rate Miner
is convinced that all birds, more par-
ticularly the Canada Coose, are Bibles
with wings and feathers whcrefrom a
man can learn all that he needs in this

life of fellowship, wisdom and charity.

Wherever in the Bible there is a verse
referring or appertaining to the birds of

the air, Miner knows it—book, chapter
and \crse. If you undertake to quote
against him that passage wherein we
are told that cognizance is taken of

every sparrow that falls to the ground,
Miner will bring a fist down on the
bench and ask you, as likely as not,

"But .see, see, does it say ENGLISH
sparrow .'" And of course this closes

the debate in his fa\'or for of course it

does not say English sparrow about
which nothing good is known but much
that is evil.

As a Canadian who knows something
of the companionship and pleasure that

birds afTord us, and their great cconom-ic

value, I shall be strongly for Miner if

at any time he runs for a Knighthood.
To accord him the privilege of signing

himself "Sir Canada Goose" is not too

great an honor for the work he has
done. He is teaching us what a grave
and dangerous thing it is to slaughter

and plague to extinction the birds of

the air, the water, and land who ask
nothing from us but a cessation of

hostilities, and granted this, will carry
on relentless war against bugs and
grubs that destroy and injure crops,

flies that carry germs of death and
disease, and insects that worry and
torment.
These things, and the cruelty of it all,

is what Miner is trying so hard and
earnestly to teach us, and this lesson,

by the way, would seem to be as vitally

important as the propagation of a freak

school of art, or tay, a futurist school

of music, which seem in these strange

days to exp>erience no difficulty in es-

tablishing a following.



Tickets and Home-madeDrama

By Madge Macbeth

Illustrated by John Edwin Jackson

THE ticket seller

never, was and
never will be,

popular. He is regard-

ed as a cross between
a bee with a long sting

and a vampire with

plenty of vamp. He
is avoided whenever
possible; at best he is

only tolerated and the

money he extracts from
the public is given him
with a very reluctant

hand.
The trouble is that

few people to-day have
time to collect tickets;

even postge stamps and
post cards have gone
out of fashion. If they
buy them, they give

them to the office boy,

the parlor maid, or

l)oke them in a remote
corner of the desk and
forget all about them.

Consciously or sub-

consciously there exists

in the mind a con-

demnation of any ob-

jects for which tickets

have to be sold. In

the necessity for urging the public

to accept something, argues that

the public does not want it—would
infinitely rather do without it. A
proof of this may be taken by con-

sidering a big movie feature, a circus,

a hockey game. Is it necessary to

send some one abroafl to hold up his

fellow men and endeavour to secure an
audience ? Hardly. The problem is

not how to gather people in, but how to

prevent the mob which fights for ad-
mission, from trampling its component
parts to death.

Hut without the ticket .seller local. . .

home-made. . . amateur. . . enter-

tainments could not hope to succeed.

Home-made i)roductions no matter
how worthy are stamped with a fami-

liarity as to ingredients, which robs

them of a certain charm. The ()ublic

prefers something strange if spurious,

glittering with a suggestion of Broad-
way. And amateur ? Why, the word

While a group of agonized amateurs tried desperately to "hold" the final tableau

Other words, itself condemns a performance. The
public conjures up the memory of a

grim evening spent in a Sunday School

Hall, when, seated amid a bewildering

number of texts and an atmosphere of

"Who gave you this name ?" it waited
Nhalf an hour after the time .scheduled

for the perfonnance to begin and list-

ened to Mary's mother explain to

Jennie's father how much simpler was
Jennie's part than Mary's. It rcmem-
beis how two ineffable young men
finally grasped the turkey red curtain

and tried to rend asunder two gross of

safety pins in their effort to reveal the

stage and jilayers; it cannot forget the

awful silence which reigned while the

l)rompter was trying to find his place,

nor the horrible moment when tlie last

word being sjMjken, a search had to be
made for the youngest anil most in-

effable young man, who had forgotten

all about the curtain in the dazzling

light from a vivacious bnmcttc's eyes,

while a group of agonized amateurs

tried desperately to

"hold" the final tab-

leau. Entertainment ?

What bitter irony !

Is it a wonder that

in t'elligen t, mind-
respecting people grew
intolerant of home-
made, amateur produc-

tions ? Absolutely no,

for one cannot deny
that most of them have
been atrocious, arrang-

ed by persons who
didn't know how,
played by people who
knew less, and designed
quite obviously not for

their dramatic wortli,

but to augment some
particular fund—a new
organ, a stained glass

window, or the like.

The advance sale of

tickets assured them of

financial success and
tlie result was obtained.

Moral obligation to the

public, to the play-

wright and incidentally

to themselves was too-

seldom considered,
amateur" and "enter-

so far from their

The words
tainmcnt" drifted

original meaning as to become almost
synomous with "worthless" and "bore-
dom". ' The audiences were composed
in the main of relatives of the cast,

their friends (or enemies who came to

deride) and the conscientious few who
felt that the cause deservetl sui)port.

The play was not the thing, or if it

were it was a lamentably distressing

thing. . . either when it came from its

creator's hands or after it had been
mangled by the players.

But not always.
One \entures to state that there is

scarcely a centre in ("atiada which has
not a dramatic club of real worth.
Onh- the i)ublic at largi- docs not realize

it. It is "amateur" and therefore lump-
ed with all the other fiascos and con-
demned. True, the ticket seller may
extract a dollar annually for the club's

support, but he won't extract the public

Continued on page 43.
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Paper in Odd Forms.

TN its annual number, The Paper-
^ maker and British Paper Trade

Journal says:

Both pulp and paper can now be

fonncd into solid substances capable of

competing with wood or iron in point

of durability and elasticity, and for

some years past,treat-

ed by special methods
they have been con-

verted into such arti-

cles as paper bottles,

unbreakable writing

tablets, figures, orna-

ments, furniture, etc.

Waterproof coverings

for walls and ceilings,

parchment slates,

flanges, and manhole
rings, paper wheels,

roofing and boats,
paper barrels, gas
pipes, boxes and horse-

shoes are also no long-

er novelties. P r o b -

ably one of the most
valuable by-products
of the manufacture of

sulphite pulp is that

of spirit from the

waste lyes, and par-

ticularly in Sweden
the distillation of al-

cohol from cellulose

bids fair to become an
industry of consider-

able importance. Then
it is but a few years

since the chairman of

the tanning section of

the Toronto Board of

Trade declared that

paper inventions had
gradually entered into

competition with lea-

ther, and that hides

had advanced in price to such a degree

that the output had dropped 50 per

cent, in Canada, a condition of afifairs

which had compelled the use of such

substitutes as fabrics and paper.

Paper as an article for building pur-

poses is well known in Scandinavia and
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Japan. In the latter country not long
ago a country house was entirely con-
structed of paper, and in Scandinavia
a great quantity of wood pasteboard is

used as the lining for wall papers, while
in the United States a heavy paper
board for use in building operations is

also made from waste paper, sugar cane
and corn stalks. In a small mill at
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The Good Green Grass

By W. D. Nesbit -

HO, the good, green grass,

Soft, smooth, clean grass,

Running by the river side and creeping through the wood !

Coming to the bare spot,

Making it a fair spot

—

Covering and carpeting the world till it is good.

Dandelions sprangle

All the grassy tangle

Where the rolling meadowland is spread beneath the sky,

Violets are peeping

Where the grass is creeping

In and out among the trees that shoulder bold and high.

Bordering the highway,

Covering the byway,
Miles and miles and miles of it a-dance on hill and plain,

Lazily a-swinging

To the breeze's singing,

Glinting in the sunshine and bejeweled by the rain.

Ho, the good, green grass,

Soft, smooth, clean grass !

Is there any better thing the happy world around ?

Clothing all the bare lands.

Changing them to fair lands,

Making this the best earth that ever yet was found.

Koyasa, Kanagawa (Japan), water-
proof paper is now manufactured for

skirt-making.

Paper string and twine has within

recent years come to be recognized as a
valuable substitute for the ordinary-

variety. Paper string is now being

made of such stoutness as to be suitable
for tying up parcels of quite a fair size,

and its manufacture is now being car-
ried out in this country. Twine has
been produced from paper in Germany
for some years; the cord is spun from
strips of brown or white creped thin
cellulose paper, and the few mills mak-
ing it are said to be unable to meet the

demand.
Twisted or harden-

ed paper is also being
extensively employed
at Sheboygan, U.S.A.,
in the manufacture of
paper furniture, and
bags and trunks of
compressed paper are
perhaps somewhat
better known than
the paper jackets for

sausages, which have
been introduced on
the other side of the
Atlantic. V'ulcanized
fibre, which is simply
paper treated with
zinc chloride, is also
being extensiv-ely us-

ed in the manufacture
of tool handles, bob-
bins, tuljes, etc., and
paper binder twine,

paper window shades,
paper matting and
paper floor coverings,

the latter generally
made with an admix-
ture of cotton, are
now widely used. Pa-
per insulators are, of

course, in compara-
tively common use,

but it must be admit-
ted that a paper chim-
ney, of which we have
heard, is something of

a novelty. Paper cart-
wheels and paper boats are, however,
no longer curiosities, though it is stated
that the paper boat is, indeed, a very
substantial and serviceable craft.

The war has also developed new uses
for paper and pulp. It is now well
known that Germany is using chemical
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l)ulp in place of cotton as a basis for

the production of high explosives, and a

German military surgeon goes so far as

to say that not only cellulose wadding,
but mechanical wood-pulp, wockI flour,

wood wool and wood felt have done
good service as substitutes for cotton
in making dressings, while another
authority states that for wound secre-

tions, filter and blotting paper serves

the purpose admirably. Cellulose wad-
ding is used in dozens of

fonns as a substitute for

cotton, and its employ-
ment is stated to be even
more advantageous when
l(X)sely woven cotton lamj)

wicks are substituted for

closely woven wicks, j^ar-

ticularly in spirit and
I)etroleum lamps. There
have also been stories of

l)aper boots and paper
socks worn by soldiers on
the European battlefields,

and it is reported that
paper beds, with paper
sheets and pillow-cases,

are now being used in

Germany by the poor, the

mattresses being made of

strong sheets of paper
pasted together and filled

with dry leaves of beech
and oak trees. The paper
used is toughened by a
special process which pre-

\ents easy tearing. I n
this connection, it may
lie mentioned that re-

rcently in Copenhagen a
new German te.xtile, in

which paper is spun with
about 20 per cent, of cot-

ton, was exhibited. From
this, paper underclothing
sheets, jerseys, bandages
and hor.se blankets were made, but it

is admitted that the cost of produc-
tion is too high to allow of its com-
peting with cotton and woollen cloth
in normal times.

The World's Greatest

Single Loan.
'X'HE Government of the I'nited

States, having come deliberately to
the mature opinion that the best and
quickest service it can render to the
belligerent Allies is to strengthen their

financial position and thus increase
their purchasing power, is asking
authority to borrow from the peoijle
of that country the unprecedentedly
large sum of seven billions of dollars,

nd lo use three billions of it, at a low
lie of interest, as a means of improv-
ng the credit of the anti-Gemianic
L;hfing powers. This is the largest
iin ever asked for as a popular loan

hy any nation or other organization.

Capital is abnormally abundant just

now in the Cnited States, and it has
been made easily a\ailable through the
medium of the recently organized na-
tional banking system.
The loan is to be submitted to the

people in two parts: fi\e billions will

be raised by an issue oif long-date
bonds of the usual sort, and the other
two billions will be asked for on the
basis of short-date securities, to be re-

Week. The situation is summarized
as follows:—The Provincial Depart-
ment of Municipal affairs have just

presented some interesting statistics

regarding agricultural taxation in Al-

berta. They have quoted six quarter
sections in diflferent parts of the pro-

vince as typical examples.
S. W. quarter of section 12-9-18,

west 4th meridian, area 160 acres, in

the southern part of the province,

situated in a large local

impro\ement district, and
outside the boundaries of

any school district.

1916—Local i m -

provement tax,

1 He per acre .... S2.00
191 6—Educational

tax, Ij^c peracre 2.00

Total taxes for 1916.S4.00

S. E. quarter of section

23-36-8, west 4th meri-

dian, area 160 acres, in

the northern part of the

province, situated in a

large local improvement
district and outside the

boundaries of any school

district.

) 916—Local im-
provement tax,

SVsp peracre S5.00
1 9 1

6—Educational
tax, I3^^c per acre. 2.00

"Yah, when you haf your old man mit you"

deemed at maturity out of the revenue
resulting from the contemplated heavy
taxes likely to be promptly levie<l, as

President Wilson advised in his war
message. This last amfnmt and the
two-billion part of the bond issue will

serve as a jjreparation fiuid to meet
the expenses incurred b\' adapting the

navy to its practical work, raising and
training an anny of half a million men,
and meeting the great number of out-

lays incidental to the organization in

the shortest practicable time of so
immense a war service. All this goes
to show the solidwrity <>( the nation,

and the sjiirit of detennination with
which it has gone into the war.

—

(ilobe,

TorntHo.

Agricultural Tax in

Saskatchewan.

T^HIC farmer in Saskatclu-wan is calle<l

upon to pay a low rate of taxation

according to Western Canada, Week by

Total taxes for 1916.$7.00

N. W. quarter of sec-

tion 34-43-14, west 4th

meridian, area 160 acres,

situatetl in a rural muni-
cipality and in a school

district, as.sessed ^alue,

S2,0(K).

Tornnio World • ^^ 1 6—M Uuicipal

taxes SUiOO
igiC)—School taxes J4.00

Total taxes for '16.830.00

S. E. ((uarter of section 24-4.")- 12,

west 4th meridian, area 160 acres,

situate<i in an organized local improve-
ment district and in a school district.

1916—Local improvement taxes. S12.00
1916—School taxes 16.(M)

Total taxes for 1916 28.(M)

N. E. quarter of section 31-27-27,

west 4th meridian, area 160 acres,

situated in a rural municipality and in

a school district, assessed value SI,920.
1916- -Municipal taxes *=: 7. (is

1916- -School taxes. 13.44

Total taxes for 1916 S21.12

S. E. (juarter of section 16-29-25,

West 4th meridian, area 160 acres,

situafed in an organized local improve-
ment district and in a sch<x)l district.
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1916—Local improvement taxes.S 8.00

1 9 If)- School taxes 14.40

Total taxes for 1916 S>22.40

In considering the question of local

taxation, says the report, it is in order

to keep in mind that the rate of taxa-

tion in any organized area is a matter
which is entirely in the hands of the

councils for boards elected by the rate-

payers; no tax being payable to the

federal or provincial governments on
any land that is within the boundaries
of an organized local improvement dis-

trict or rural municipality and a school

district, if such land is being used, and
that the a-ssessed value of land in rural

municipalities is required to be the
value of the land as raw land without
regard to the improvements placed up-
on it by the expenditures of capital or

labor.

The above samples, which are taken
from some of the oldest settled dis-

tricts, show all the different taxes to

which any of these quarter sections

can be made liable for unless the owner
is not living on his land and does not
make any use of it, when he will be-
come subject to a wild lands tax. If

the land is being farmed but is within
the boundaries of the hail insurance
district it is, of course, only subject to
tlie hail tax in addition to the taxes
above mentioned.

Returns from our rural organizations
show that the average assessed valua-
tion per acre in rural municipalities
during the past year was $14.55.
The average valuation per quarter

section being $2,328.
The average tax rate for municipal

purposes was 5.54 mills.

The average tax rate in rural muni-
cipalities per quarter section for school
purposes was 7.39 mills.

The average tax rate per quarter
section for municipal purposes was
S8.06.

The average tax per quarter section
for school purposes, $10.75, making a
total average tax for school and muni-
cipal purposes on lands within rural

municipalities, per quarter section of

$18.81.

Canada's Future Place.

'X'HE Canadian people, quite as much
as those of the United States, have

their lot cast in North America. Euro-
pean affiliations in the long run are not
essential to the well-being of any great
American community. The thing most
to be desired is not a colonial Canada,
but a Canadian republic so Mell con-
ducted as to set all other American re-

publics an example of fine ideals ex-
cellently supported in practise. There
is nothing that would redound to the
real welfare of Canada that would not
also be of benefit to England and to the

CANADA MONTHLY
I 'nited States, provided we are all per-

mitted to live in a well-ordered world.

With the equal friendship of the United
States and England, Canada's position

is to-day and will remain more secure

than that of any other aspiring young
country in the whole world. She is

just now paying a very great price to

show loyalty to the traditions of her
origin and to give full consistency to

the course of her political history. She
win have achieved as complete a right

to an unembarrassed decision regard-

ing her own future as any country in

all the history of the world has ever

heretofore attained. Her political in-

dependence from England could not
well be thought of if there were not

also involved at the same time an
understanding that amounted to a

British alliance, and also a like under-

standing with the United States, as

well as with all the various parts of

what has constituted the British Em-
pire.

—

American Revieiv of Reviews.

Well Done Canada

!

From the New York Tribune.

prVERY American will feel a thrill of
^-^ admiration and a touch of honest
envy at the achievement of the Cana-
dian troops about Arras on Easter Sun-
day and the following day. Nor should

we forget that some thousands of

citizens of the United States, serving

under the flag of a nation now allied to

us in the struggle against a common
enemy, shared in the exploit.

The glory of the Canadian fight at

the Ypres salient, almost exactly two
years ago, has been too little appreciat-

ed on our side of the northern frontier.

Rarely in history have troops, volun-

teer troops, suddenly exposed to a flank

attack through no fault of their own,
but by the collapse of their neighbors,

had to bear a more terrific blow than
that which followed the first gas attack.

Yet, in the midst of confusion, assailed

by the appalling poison .of German
making, the Canadian volunteers stood

and died as the British regulars had
stood and died in the greater Battle of

Ypres of 1914.

And now the Canadians have swept
up the famous Vimy Ridge, which halt-

ed the French veterans of Foch and
pro\'ed too great an obstacle for the

genius of the greatest offensive fighter

France has yet produced in the war.

After long months of waiting the Cana-
dians have had their hour. They have
had a chance to avenge their comrades,

crucified by German brutes in Flan-

ders; they have had the opportunity to

write the name of Canada upon the

war mai5 of Europe, and their imprint

will be remembered—in Germany quite

as much as in America.
We shall know later at what price

this achievement was accomplished.

but no price will be too high, and for

Canada this day of victory will have a

lasting value. F"or Canada, too, its

value will be less than for the British

Empire. The German had prepared
for the downfall of the British Empire.
His spies had labored in South Africa,

in Australia and New Zealand, in Can-
ada, in India. The Bernhardis and
their sort had forecast the collapse of

the empire under the attack of German
armies and fleets and the secession of

the colonies.

The answer of India was spoken in

the early and terrible days of the war,

when an Indian corps stood shoulder

to shoulder with the expeditionary

armies in Flanders and helped to hold

the thin line that restrained the wave
of German barbarism threatening to

engulf the world. Canada spoke at

Ypres in the spring of 1915, Australia

at Gallipoli in the summer, the response

of South Africa was heard first in Ger-

man West Africa in the conquest of

that German colony and again in Ger-

man East Africa, where the last frag-

ment of German colonial power is

collapsing under the pressure of South
African and Indian troops. Bagdad,
captured the other day, was also an
achievement of Indian troops. In

seeking to destroy an empire the Ger-

mans have consolidated it.

Nearly three-quarters of a million of

Canadian and Australian troops have
responded to the call of the British

Empire, more than half of them wear-

ing the Canadian maple leaf. Gennan
plotting, German scheming, the wise

plans of the professors on paper and of

the German soldiers on the map have
been answered in the only fashion in

which it is possible to speak to Germans
now. The praise of the Canadians
and the Australians is written in all the

letters of German soldiers captured at

the front. It finds its way into the

official reports of German officers.

Americans will feel a certain envy in

the thought that Canada has outdis-

tanced us in reaching the battle line

which is the frontier of our common
civilization. W^e shall take what com-
fort we may from the knowledge that

among the Canadian forces are a con-

siderable contingent of citizens of the

United States, an unofficial vanguard,

we shall trust, of that American army
which is, in due course, to take its

place along the French front. They
are serv'ing in worthy company.
Meantime no praise of Canadian

achie^•ement can be excessive. From
the plains and from the mountains,
from the cities and from the prairies,

Canada has poured out her thousands
and her hundreds of thou.sands; she

has sent across the ocean an arm\-

greater than Napoleon ever commanded
on any battlefield; her volunteer regi-

Continued on page 42.
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* tf'UST AS the great Rock of Gibraltar stands as

ff la mighty symbol of Nature's permanence, so

Xfc,,^^does the name Studebaker appeal to the whole

civilized world as a true symbol of a marvelous manu-
facturing institution's enduring reliability.

For nearly two generations Studebaker has been
recognized as one of the world's really great industrial

leaders—with an organization utilizing resources ex-

tending far into the millions, and with manufacturing

activities today covering 149 acres of ground and
employing 12,000 workers.

Built out of the experience of 65 years of earnest

endeavor, Studebaker cars represent the last word
in motor car construction. The Studebaker is not
an experiment—it has actually proved its superiority

in the hands of over 300,000 owners all over the
world.

Studebaker cars for Canada are built in the Stude-
baker factories at Walkerville, to meet all Canadian
road conditions. See the Studebaker dealer and have
him give you a demonstration of the FOUR at $1375
or the SIX at $1685.

STUDEBAKER
Walkerville, Ont.
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Smartest New Designs in

Puffs and Switches
The newest hair dress'ng may mean

that you require puffs or switches to
secure the right effect. You will find

here scores of puffs in great variety of
size and shade of color, and switches of
varying thicknesses, weights and colors
to match any hair. The quality of our
ha'V goods is absolutely the best; every
piece is fully guaranteed, and prices are
moderate, ^'ou will be pleasantly sur-

prised at the variety and beauty of our
stock.

WRITE FOR CATALOGUE. \

The Pember Store
129 Yonge Street - - - TORONTO

PAST ^»o PRESENT
To day there is no question of iCi
choice between the goose quill and the
Fountain Pen, but there is a choice of
Fountam Pens. The

Self-filling Fountain Pen
was the first successful self'

filling fountain pen and is stil

without ?^a peer. It writes
smoothly and easily—can al-
ways bedepended upon and is

Filled by a simple twist of the
button.

It's as easy as winding your watch.

Every pen is fully guaranteed.

Sie^ in at the nearest diaUrs and look
over the "A. A." tine.

Arthur A. Waterman & Co.
Established 1895

34Thames Street, New York City

Not connected with

The L. E. Waterman Co.

rst

OrderFree Enlargement $[%o'c

Films developed any size 5c; Prints 3c and 4c

Post Cards 60c dozen. Send your films to

J. T. BISHOP
lO GRANGE AVENUE TORONTO
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Gregory Morton Mystery
Continued from page 19.

liiin to a chair in the corner of the
r(KjiTi

.

"Now," said he, "let us all sit down
and be as comfortable as we can."

It was not an easy thing to do at the
moment, but the calm confidence of his

manner won the day. When we were
all seated, the doctor, between sips of

his wine, told my story:

"A month ago," said he, "this young
man found himself, after a period of

total unconsciousness, in possession of a

perfectly normal mind, if I may term
it so, and a totally obliterated memory.
He knew neither who he was nor where
he was.
"He discovered by extraordinary

shrewdness of deduction that he was in

an asylum, and that his enemies meant
to keep him there. With extraordinary

shrewdness and almost incredible cour-

age, he escaped from that asylum, and,

for the moment, from the clutches of

his enemies.

"With amazing sanity and fortitude,

he took up the task of piecing together

from such fragmentary memories as

came to him the identity of his lost

self. Unless he has solved that prob-

lem since I left him this morning in

I^aris, it is still almost as complete a

mystery to him as it was a month ago.

"He knows the name of two of his

enemies; that name is Duggleby. He
recognized your face and that of your

father, and placed them among the

number of his friends. He knows him-

self to have been a man of education

and breeding and wide experience with

the world. Beyond that, except for

what he may have learned to-da>-, he

knows nothing.

"We had hoped, he and I, that you,

mademoiselle, would be able to solve

our problem."
"The man I knew

—
" she said, not

very steadily, "Mr. Morton Smith his

name was—lived at Cleveport. He
was very poor. When father first be-

came acquainted with him he was work-
ing in one of the mills of the shipyard.

Afterward, at my father's suggestion,

almost at his insistence, he taught him-
self shorthand, and got a clerical posi-

tion.

"He was a man who had been edu-

cated far above the work he was doing,

how far it is hard to tell, for he talked

very little about himself. The passion

of his life seemed to be to share the

labors and the sorrows of the unfortu-

- nate people who lived and worked in that

dreadful city. It was his interest in

their welfare, that excited mine.

"He seemed utterly unselfish, utterly

devoted to- their cause, and when he

disappeared, I could not accept my
father's explanation of it. I believed

he was dead."

Her voice had faltered more than
once during this recital, and now it

broke complately. Apparently with no
other purpose than to change a subject

intensely painful to her, the dtxtor

asked the question whose import to-me

was plain enough, but which she evi-

dently failtxi to catch:

"Do you, or does your father, know
Mr. Morton—Mr. C'hristopher Mor-
ton ?"

"No," she said: "he knew his father.

We have never seen him."
Then she turned to me:
"It was in the hope of finding him

that we came to France. It was a

rather desperate lesort, perhaps, but

father entertained great hopes of it.

Old Mr. Morton was an honest man,
and we hoped that his son would be

enough like him to see to it that iii\-

father was honestly dealt with."

The doctor showed no surprise what-

ever at her words, and his next ques-

tion astonished me:
"You didn't see Mr. Morton, then,

while you were in Paris ?"

"No," she answered. "I had no idea

that he was in Paris until we happened

on the news in a paper. We supposed

that he was living in his chateau just

out of Tours. That is why my father

and I came down here to-day."

Then, as swiftly as I could frame the

words, I told him of my visit to the

chateau, my encounter with the lodge-

keeper, my meeting with Virginia and
her father at the gate, and gave him,

in bald outline, Virginia's stor>' of the

events which led up to their coming to

Europe to seek an interview with young
Mr. Morton. Then, in conclusion. I

spread before him the intercepted tele-

gram which had diverted us to Met-
tray.

"Your lodge-keeper." said he, "un-

doubtedly went back and wrote a

similar message after vou had captured

this."

Then, curiously enough, he turned

and shot at Virginia one of the same
questions I had asked immediately after

I had read it.

"Your luggage— yours and your

father's—is that in the parcel-room at

the Tours Station ?"

He barely waited for her affirmative

nod before he asked another question:

"And the chemical formula for \our

father's secret—is that by any unlucky

chance in those hand-bags?"
"No," she said, "that has never left

my father's person."

"That's well, for the present," said

he. "We shall have a few hours of

leisure. I'nless, after all, I am grcatly

mistaken, that parcel-room will be

looted to-night, so we can count on the

preoccupation of our friend the enemy
until to-morrow morning. But after

to-night
—

" he broke off abruptly.

"And now, monsieur," he turnetl to



irc with his charming smile, "here are

my instructions. You are to take this

yoimg lady and give her a promenade
three times about the public stjuare.

Hit father from this moment is under
ni\ care."

It was a wonderful moonlit night of

early summer. Virginia was surpassingh-

lovely, to me at least in th; luminous
darknesi=.

The moonlight laid a spell upon ii--

too, I think, after the excitement of the

day. I know I felt strangely calm.

perfectly happy, content to walk on

with her in silence, in no other com-
munication with her than the light

pressure of her hand upon my sleexc

affo ded.

"Miss Heatherfield," said I, "there

ir- something that I want to say to you.

I think you dreaded coming out here

with me, and I want to remove that

dread.. Leaving the past behind alto-

gether, .supposing for the present that

Morton Smith is dead and that I am
some otlier man, even at that our pre-

sent fates are closely woven together.

"We ha\e the same enemies and we
have the same friends. I want you to

" be a friend to me, and to feel that I am
yours— I, the man I know myself to be,

"the tuan who has lived to-night only a

month. I know him, at least, and I

can \ouch for him. He wants your
frien<lship. He knows that he has no
right to ask more than that."

I heard her utter a little sigh of relief.

"V(ni are fieing very good to me,"
she said. "As for my friendship, I give

it to you with both hands, not because

you ask for it, but because I cannot
help giving it."

W'e were silent for a little while, and
then impulsively she turned to me.

"Is it t(x) much to ask how you could

<lescril:e so \ividly that e\ening in f)ur

sitting-room when father came in late

and told us of the robbery ?"

"You shall know all that I know
abfjut it." said I. "I dreamed it on
ship board, the last day out. I woke
from my flream with a start with your
father's woids still in my ears; and as

I opened my eyes, I saw you and your
father passing me on the deck."
She shixered a little at that.

I am beginning to appreciate the
tourage and the sanity which your
French doctor spoke about," she sairl,

"not to go mad, indeed, among such
bewilderments."

I he sym|)athy in her \oice was al-

i^t Uh) much for my self-control.

"Virginia." said I, "the doctor did
not tell >ou the whole story. He did
not tell you how, from the very first
"• akening, there in the a.sylum, among

enemies, your face was in my dreaiTLs
Id comfort me. If was the look in your
eyes that gave me courage."
We were standing again Ix-fore the

inn (i(K>r.

Miiiiiiiig
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The Prize Dish of all Food Creations
iniiiii:(iiiniiiiiiiiiiiiiiniffii!«iiiiriiiiiiiiiiiiiHiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiii!iniiiiiiininiiiiiii!iiii{iu»^

Recipe
At berry time use berries. At

other times any sort of fruit.

Mix in these Puffed Grain

l)uljbles. A crisp, flaky crust

improves any fruit creation. And
these taste like nut-meats, made
airy and thin.

Add sugar and cream. This

is all done in a minute.

The result is a food confection.

Made of fruit, nuts, sugar and

cream—the usual sweetmeat com-

ponents.

Yet a perfect food, so rich in

nutriment that a dish is half a

meal.

No morning table ever held a

more delightful dish. No mind
can picture one. And every

home can have it. Complete it wuii .->tm;ii ;ind Cream.

Puffed Puffed
Wheat Rice

Each 15c Except in Far West

Noon and Night
Float Them in Bowls of Milk.
Here arc whole-grain ilainties piilTed to

eight times normal size. A fearful heat
gives them an almond taste. They are
bul)hle-like and crisp.

Kvery food cell is exploded. Digestion
is easy and complete. Every atom of the
whole grain feeds.

.As noon time foods they do not dull. .\s

bed-time fofxls they do not tax the stomach.

QUAKER

So they arc hygienic footN. They aro wh"Ie-iir(iiii
f(KMU. Aim) the tiiost delliihirtil tidbits thnt fver went
In milk. Serve thptn often In plnre c.f r<M><l» whh-h

* 11. .t meet ihtMf .s|;ind;ir'Is. Kwp hulh khulii on hatul.

LJ WHEAT

The Quaker 0^^^C>mpany
Peterborough, Canada SOLE MAKERS Saskatoon, Canada

(1M7)
nHmHiiii
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CaiEVROIIJKT
Cyony' hJiiwlij

"7 o'Ti ~ OSh a iia

Chevrolet Motor Company
OF CANADA. Limiied

OSHAWA. CANADA
Wtstero Service and DUtributlnil Braach

KEGINA

Send for Descriptive

Literature.

tuaixiyoff^ CHEVROLET

appeals to people of wealth —
llie price permits ounership
bv those of moderate means.

"Good-night," she said.

Then, instead of holding out one

hand to me, under what seemed a sud-

den impulse, she ofTered me both.

"Good-night, my friend," she re-

peated.

CHAPTER XVIII.

THE doctor's patient

VWHEN I returned to the doctor's
' '^ room I found him leaning over the

table, his forehead resting on his palms.

"Well," said he, "this puzzle of yours

shows no signs of turning commonplace,
at any rate."

"There is one element of monotony
about it," said I, "and that is that how-
ever promising the clue appears, it in-

variably breaks when we have followed

it a certain distance. That sort of

thing grows tiresome.

"I have come to you with a sugges-

tion," I went on after a moment's
silence. "You have named me Simon
Barras. Well, let it go at that. As I

stand I am a young man with some ed-

ucation, sorne intelligence, good health,

and good intentions. For all that let.

us be thankful.

"I will set about earning a Hv ng,

which I am perfectly competent to do,

and we will allow whoever I may once
have been to wander about in limbo
undisturbed. The energy we have
been spending in the pursuit of this

will-o'-the-wisp we will divert to the

service of Miss Heatherfield and her

father."

The doctor listened to this long

speech in smiling silence. When I

had finished he shook his head.
"I have an idea," said he, "that we

should not advance Miss Heatherfield 's

affairs much except as we advanced
yours. The two are knit fast together,

I am sure of that, though I do not know
exactly what sort of knot it is that

binds them.
"And surely, if you will think a little

you will withdraw that remark about
the clues being all broken. The rea-

son the mystery is more complex is the

simple one that we are approaching the

heart of it."

"Oh, but confess," said I, "your own
case is b/oken down. You believed I

was Christpoher Morton."
"I did," said the doctor. "When

you bought a ticket to Tours, I was al-

most ready to swear to it, for I knew
that his chateau was in that vicinity.

All that I had been able to learn about

young Mr. Morton would have fitted

in perfectly with your past."

"There was one moment when I be-

lieved it, too," said I. "I knew I had
lived there, and when I learned the

name of the man who had lived there,

believed that I was he. But my belief

was shattered the very next moment."
"Well," said the doctor, "let us for a

moment consider where you have suc-

ceeded rather than where you have
failed. In the first place you know that

you are somebody—somebody of con-

sequence, I mean. A mere nobody
would not have been shut up in Dr.

Berry's asylum, couldn't for a moment
be the object of so deep, and I may add,

so expensive a conspiracy as exists

against you.
"In the second place, there is no

doubt at all that for a while, for more
than a vear, vou were one Morton
Smith."

'

"I admit that circumstances point

that way," said I, "but on the other

hand, I do not and will not believe that

I was ever a rascal, the hired spy of the

Dugglebys. Although," I added re-

luctantly, "that might account for their

pursuit of me now and their attempt to

put me out of the way."
"Hardly, hardly," said the doctor.

"But what makes you think that Mor-
ton Smith was a rascal ?"

"Mr. Heatherfield must have needed
pretty good proof to have suspected

me," I answered, "and Virginia's only

alternative to the theory was that I

was dead."
The doctor was openly laughing at

me now.
"Listen," said he. "Take for an

hypothesis that you were engaged to

marry Miss Heatherfield. Suppose,

which may easily be the case, that the

time was already set for your marriage.
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Would not those facts give your dis-

appearance a very different color

—

your disappearance say, on the very

night that her father discovered the

attempt to rob him ? In that case the

idea that you must be either a rascal

or dead becomes an entirely plausible

one.

"But there is a third possibility just

as good, namely, that on that very

night, or the next day, you were quietly

Tapped on the head and sent Out to Dr.

Berry."
By that time I was pacing the room

in uncontrollable excitement.

"Ah," I exclaimed, "if that were only

true ! And, as you say, it may be.

Well, to-morrow will show."
The dcKtor frowned.

"When you have calmed down," he

said, "you will perceive that that is a

line of inquiry that you cannot possibly

pursue with Miss Heatherfield. Mor-

ton Smith may have been engaged to

her, may even, though I think it un-

likely, have been married to her, but

that is a subject on which M. Simon
Barras cannot question her."

It was so obviously true that I flush-

ed red with shame at having needed his

aid to point it out to me. I blurtetl out

something to this effect, and his brow

cleared again.

"I need not have said it," said he.

"You would have seen it yourself be-

fore morning. And now," he con-

tinued, "let us go on with our inquiry.

"As I say, there can be no doubt that

you were Morton Smith for at least a

year. That part of your past will

account for your dreams of furnaces and
rolling-mills, will account for your wak-
ing acquaintance with the Irish pawn-
broker, which had always puzzled me.

"On the othe.' hand, we have still to

discover who Morton Smith really was.

He was not a spy in the service of the

Dugglebys—that conjecture we will

dismis.s—yet he was a man the Duggle-

bys were willing to run the risk of

murdering."
"At any rate, said I, "he is not

Christopher Morton."
The doctor laughed:

"Clearly," saicl he, "if Christopher

Morton is at this moment in Paris, you
are not lie."

"What do you mean ?" I demanded.
"I thought you said you saw him."

"I think I did," said he. "Certainly,

a young gentleman with a card bearing
that name called at my house this

afternoon, apparently staking medical
aid. He was a gcKxl-looking young
man. He bore, in fact, a rather strik-

ing family resemblance to you and In

spoke gooti French, almost as good as

yours.

"He complained of the nervous dis-

ease called neurasthenia, and the sym-
ptoms he related were perfectly con-
sistent. They were so consistent, in-
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dcwl, thai I IouikI iiiNseif su.specting

that he had Icarncti them out of a text-

book of my own ufx>n the subject.

Hut, as 1 say, that may be prejudice."

"Of course he is an impostor
—

" I

I K-gaii

.

"Don't misunderstand me," inter-

rupted the doctor. "My suspicion of

liim hardly went as far as that. He
might |)crfcctly well be an impostor
from a medical point of view and still

be the true Christopher Morton."
"That seems rather fantastic," said I.

"W'hen I tell you one fact more it will

seem more reasonable," said he. "Your
friend, Mr. Duggleby, arrived in Paris

this afternfxjn."

1 started from my seat.

"Already ?" I cried.

"Didn't you suspect it," he said, smil-

ing, "whpn I ventured the prediction

that the parcel room in the Tours sta-

tion would be looted to-night ?"

"Are you sure he's here .*"
I persisted.

"Have you seen him ?"

"Wait," said the doctor, "let me
[iroceed with my tale in an orderly

way. As I said, Mr. Christophei Morton
called upon me this afternoon. He did

not send in his card by my valet, but

waited until I came out to see him.

Then he handed me the card.

"I do not say that this was a de-

liberately laid trap to betray me into

an exclamation of surprise, but it

failed to do it I quietly asked my
young friend what he wanted of me.

"He was a model patient, if he was a

patient at all, for he gave me his beauti-

fully convincing list of symptoms with-

out adding any that were irrelevant and

without repetition. I suspected him of

rather losing interest in his symptoms
when they were safely out of the way,

and of finding himself with an increased

interest in me.
"I was hardly in a scientific frame of

mind, as I said, but I tried one experi-

ment on him. I told him he was un-

doubtedly suffering from neurasthenia,

that rest from the distractions of Paris

was what he needed, and I advised him

to retire to his chateau in the Touraine

in search of it.

"At that he flashed at me a little

glance of surprise, tried to conceal it,

and then let it appear quite openly.
" 'Oh,' he said, T didn't know that

vou knew me so well,' and then promis-

ing to take my advice, he took his

leave.

"I allowed my visitor to get perhaps

half-way down
.
the stairs before I

clapped on my hat and followed him.

As I expected, he glanced around, saw

me and stopped, just as he was emerg-

ing on to the quay.
" 'Am I to have the pleasure of your

company, monsieur ' he asked.

"
'I go to the left,' said I.

" 'Ah, I am sorr>-. My way lies to

the right.'
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"We parted accordingly, I at a slow

walk, and he at a pace a little quicker.
Presently I stole a glance around. He
Iiad disappeared down the Rue Zac-
Jiarie. I turned into the Place St.

Micliel. There, pointing south, an
automobile was waiting. I waited,
too.

"There was a man in the automobile,
beside the chauffeur, who seemed to be
waiting also, and he evinced no little

imijatience. In another minute my
friend Morton luning run around the
block, appeared out of the Rue de la

Huchettc and scrambled into the car.

The man who had been waiting for him
was Alexander Duggleby. I was, as
you know, expecting to see him soon.

"I am reasonaV)ly sure that they
drove away without catching sight of
me. I returned to my house and found
your telegram, which had just arrived.

Of course, the moment I read it I sent

for my own car and within twenty
minutes was on the road for Tours.

"Just beyond Orleans we passed a

car by the roadside. I was on the look-

out, of course, but we fla.shed by tofj

quickly to be sure. There were three

men in this car, however, and one of

them, a tall young man, about the size

of our friend, I should say, was swearing
in English and in a most terrifying man-
ner at the chaufTeur at work on the

tire."

At that he rose and came over toward
me.

"There is the end of my adventures,"

said he. "OfT to bed with you; it is

nearly morning. And by the way, have
not you Americans some sort of ex-

pression about sleeping in your boots ?"

"I understand," said I.

To be continued.

The Night Run
Continued from page 28.

Civic Vacuum Cleaners out to .inspect

every back yard," he said. "That
train took one hour and a half to get

here. How about you—have any
trouble after I left ?"

"No—except that you took my
money."
He laughed and moved toward her.

"I say, do you know Bee—in my
excitement last night, I left both my
wallet and grip in the taxi ? This
morning I found I had just sixty five

cents in my clothes."

He caught her and crushed her
fiercely in his arms.

"God, how I have wanted to do
that," he said.

She leaned against him with shut eyes.

"Lynn, do you think we're quite

safe, now ? You know Robin said he
would follow us to Honolulu, if neces-

sary. I was sure he was on that train

last night. He's bound to get even."
"And dear Bertie—Remember how-

he threatened to have a procession of

sandwich men parade the joyful news

in front of our hotel, if he could find

out which one it was ?"

"And don't forget Tom Heller and
all the horrible things he was going to

do with rice. I shan't be able to open
the morning paper—for fear there may
be a half pound of it inside."

Harding gathered her up in his arms
and sat in a big, cosy chair holding her

very close.

"Well, Angel Bride," he said," con-

sidering all the hideously original

tricks we ha^'e played on the Newly
Weds, I am hardly surprised at their

thirst for vengeance; it is almost too

much to expect that we get off scot

free. However, I am not the man to

borrow trouble. The night run was a

huge success, so—if you are satisfied

that our new- and disgraceful married
state is still a secret to the minions of

this hotel, perhaps you will consent to

walk abroad with your own lawful

husband. I am as hungry as the devil

and I would like a good substantial

lunch !"

Current Events in Review
Continued from page 34.

ments have show-n that same stubborn
and tenacious quality which is the

glory of the British army, and they
have revealed also that dash and fury

of attack, the initiative and resource-

fulness which recall the armies which
fought the Civil W'ar from both sides

of the Potomac. A democratic army,
an army of citizens going voluntarily

to the battle front beyond the seas,

waiting neither for the appeal nor the

demand of the mothc country-, has

thrust a w-cdge into the defences of

tyranny and won for libcrt\' not merely
a few square miles of French territory-,

but a victory which makes answer to

the German idea that the world can be
reconstructed without regard to the

spirit of man, merely by material force.

Our entrance into the war should

make a new bond between the Cana-
dians and ourselves One fraction of

the Western world has answered the

call of imperilled liberty; a continent



CANADA MONTHLY

DOMINION EXPRESS
TRAVELLER'S CHEQUES
Every traveler should carry them.
They identify you and protect you

ag^ainst loss. Ask our agent
about them.

FURNITUR.E From FACTORY to

YOU Freight Free

VS'e have cut out all unnecessary expen.se by shipping

direct from our' various factorlt-.s lo your horn*--.

SEND FOR OI'R I>ARGR r'«l«»l^«..^ W*^ •? Q
i'HoTO ILLISTRATED ^aiaiOgUe llO -=»

ADAMS FURNITURE CO., Limited
Canada's Large.st
Honje Furnisher;. Toronto, Ont.

on which the Anglo-Saxon sc tiers

sought to build a new structure dedi-
cated to humanity, justice, freedom,
has sent hack its first regiments to
assist in prescr\'ing in F.uro[)e the ideals

it has scrsed in America. Let us trust

that the time will not Ik- long before
our own fraction of America carries

our flag to trench lines behind which,
at l)ay, barbarism is making its final

stand and tyranny still keeps the field.

Canada has spcjken—it remains for the
United States to do its part in a com-
mon cause, k itt,ttlMikik%il!ju

Financing a War WitliWiieat
' 'intinued from page 11.

pr(jlissi<)n ofTered only an existence, I

decided to investigate the [wssibilitics

of Western Canada. Before leaving
the States I had the opportunity of

having a con\crsation with one of the

C. P. R. agents and was so Impressed
that 1 decide*! at once to go westward.

"After looking over parts of Alberta
and seeing what fine crops and stock
were growing, and hearing of the al-

mwt incredible yields of 1915, I de-
ciditl to purchase a (|uartcf section,

so with this is mind I purchased one
of the eady-made farms of the C. P. K.
on the 2()-year payment plan, which
had 135 acres in crop. From this I

harvested 3,8(K) bushels of wheat, and
2,200 of oats in less than five months
•
''

• ttlinr in .Mlcrta."

The war has demonstrated this; thai

land, farm land, is the real foundation
of national wealth. What may conn-
after the war is largely a matter ol

conjecture, but there seems little doubt
that peace will jjrecipitate a rush for

Western Canada's land unprecedenterl
in history. The first waves of thai

on-coming tide are already in evidence.
Whether the price of agncultural

products will remain phenomenalh-
high after the war only time will tell;

but the productivity of the Western
Provinces has been established, and
in good times or bad he who lives

closest to the source of food production
lives furthest from the fear of want.

Tickets and Home-made
Drama

Contlnue<i from page 31.

from its fireside and its games of bridge
and make it sit through a performance.
Neither will he extract a show of inter-

est. Canadian drama may be all riglit

theoreti(i'illy, but the public jirefers to

stay at home, shout its patriotism and
- sup|)ort the next .second-rate com-
[lany sent us by far-.secing. long-hairecl,

Hebrew gentlemen from Mroadway.
The war and the effort mafle to raise

money for war funds is gradually work-
ing a change in the minti of the publii

.

The ticket seller is probably no more
popular that he ever was. but |)eo|)lc

can be [)ersuiide<l to sit thnnigh an
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"iiinatcur" performance with better
Rrace than formerly. S<jme go, even
hoping to enjoy it. Some do! They go
in many cases hecaiise there is a singular
dearth of f)lays— no luigli.sh ones and
few American and they want a change
f c)in moving picture diet. But one is

inclined to think that there h a better
and a more satisfying leason.- . . is it

not because bad pnxJuctions have be-
co7Tie immeasurably better, near-go(xl
ones very pleasing, and gocxl ones, ex-
cellent. The entire standard of ama-
teur productions has been raised. There
has been such comjjetition that no
organization or group of individuals can
afford, even for patriotic purposes, to
bore the pulvlic. They must eciual, if

not eclipse the i^nxluction gi\en by
some other group, ail (jf which has had
a wonderfully stiuuilating effect on'
(Irama and things dramatic. The pul)-
lic has not only been given better "enter-
tainments" but those taking part have
done their work more seriously and have
learned by earnest, diligent study to
appreciate as never before good pro-
ductions, themselves.

All this knowledge must develop into
something. It cannot sink back "into
the \'ile earth from whence it sprung,"
and those persons who are interested in
the dramatic future of Canada hope
that the day is not far distant when a
("anadian playwright may see his work
priKluced under a Canadian producer,
by a Canadian company, whose cos-
tumes, scenery and properties have
been made by Canadian artisans, and
whose itinerary has been booked from
a Canadian booking office !

An Unappreciated Comedy
Continued from page 23.

effecti\ely but Miss Walters had reso-
lutely refused to see him.

"Mr. F~enn," said Desson, "I have
((;me to confess "

"Qu't it !" thundered Fenn. "This
is no joke !"

' Indeed it's not," said Desson
gloomily.

"You couldn't !"

"But I did, I tell you."
"Perhaps you've got them now,"

suggested Fenn doubtfully.
"No." -

"\^ell, that's some relief," muttered
Fenn, and, forgetting what he had done,
he came very near making a dive for
the drawer. "There's getting, to be
too much magic in this thing /or me."

"I took them," said Desson. "Then
I got frightened and dropped them into
a sewer. I shall be glad to write out a
con fession

'

'

"No, you don't !" interrupted Fenn.
"Tl.osc things arc in too many place-^

now."
"Well, if \()n will send for an

officer
"

Government Issues
Warning

Against Fly Poisons
FoUowing i.s an extract from "The

Tran.'imlssion of Disea.se by Flies,'
SMippIement No. 29 to V. S. PuMh
Healtli UeporLs, April. 1916:

"Of other fly poisons mentioned,
mention should be made, merely for
a purpose of condemnation, of those
composed of arsenic. Fatal cases of
poisoning of children through the u.se
of such compounds are far loo fre-
quent, and owing to the resemblance
of arsenical poi.soning to summer
diarrlioea and cholera infantum, it i.i

believed that the cases reported do
not, b,y any means, comprise the total.
Arsenical (ly-destroying devices must
be rated as extremely dangerous, and
should never be used, even if other
measures are not at hand."

106 fly poisoning cases have been
reported by the press within the last
three year.-!. A.s stated above this
number is but a fraction of the real
number. Protect your children by
using the safe, efficient, non-poison-
ous fly catcher.

T
ANGLEFOO

T

Mfide ill Cnnndn liy

The 0. & W. Thum Company
\\nikervine. Out.

Anierlenn Aililroxn: Grand Itiiplds. Mich.

DEAN BOATS
Style and Safety. Speed and Comfort.

If you are buyinp: a canoe, row boat, power Ikkii
or sailing dinjjhy. buy the best. Vou will have
greater satisfaction and pride in >-our craft, and
be "monev in pocket" at the end. Write to-day
for NEW CATALOGUE Y, showing 1917 Dean
Models and boat accessories, also sample of brass
joint construction mailed FREE-

Walter Dean Canoe and Boat Co.

TORONTO. ONT.



CANADA .MONTHLY 45

No," F"enn interrupted again, spcak-
ng more thoughtfully; "no, you're too
ate. This thing has reached a point
vhere I've got to choose who did it,

ind I don't choose you, not now. Get
)ut !"

Des.son retired wonderingly, to find

^Tiss Walters waiting to intercept him.
t may be that Miss Walters had dis-

lovered something significant in Fenn's
ittitude during his last interview with
ler, something that cleared up all

ioubts; at any rate, she had experienc-
ed a change of heart in the matter of

;ecing Desson, and was waiting for

lim. Furthermore, if one was to

udge from their faces, they quickly
cached a highly satisfactory under-
;tanding.

"I couldn't believe you had done it

or me," he said.

"I couldn't let them send you to the
)enitentiary," she returned.
Then he took her by the hand and

ed her back into Fenn's office.

"Miss Walters," he announced, "is

foing to resign."

"What have you got to say about
t ?" demanded Fenn.
"Why," answered Desson, "she has

ust given me the right to say e\'ery-
hing."

Fenn scowled and hesitated. His
:asc was weakened, but he did not like
:o be defied.

"I don't think I can permit it," he
decided. "There is the confession

—

"

"Two of them," interrupted Desson.
"Devil take yours !"

As you ])lease," returned Desson;
then he addetl : "We don't fully under-
hand this matter, Mr. Fenn, but we
think you do, and we're going to force
ynuT hand."

"Fll show you!" threatened Fenn.
The telephone bell interrupted, and

tie unhooked the receiver. It was his
lawyer—his infernally troublesome law-
yer.

"I want to apologize," said the law-
yer; "I was mistaken about that case."

\'es ?" returned the puzzled Fenn.
Ves. It wasn't the girl, in spite of

lier confession, and the articles were
never thrown into the river. The
polite have just recovered them at a
pawnshop."
"Yes ?" said Fenn again, and there

was a note of the gravest anxiety in his
voice now.
"And we've captured the man,"

added the lawyer jubilantly; "got him
while he was pawning the things."
"What !" P~eim fairly shouted.
"We've captured the man," the law-

yer repeatetl, with the cheerful con-
fidence of one giving joyful tidings.
"Has—has he confessed ?" asked

Feim m fear.

A'ot yet, bul "

I 11 i)e right over," interrupted
ienn; but, under his breath, he was
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saying: "Damn that fool ! I told him
to be careful."

His agent arrested ! The man he
had sent to pawn the things where they
could be conveniently recovered ! Ver>'
likely he was being "pumped" at that
very mf)ment !

"You'll show us what ?" demanded
Desson, reverting to the unfini^hc'

threat.

"Oh !" returned Fenn, wijjing tiic

perspiration from his face and trying to

smile, "I'll show you a nice wedding-
present that I picked from stock for

you this morning—at least, I'll have
somebody show it to you. I have an
important engagement myself—^ver\

important."
Later, Fenn seriously tried the pati-

ence of his law>'er by refusing to pro-

secute. Further, he made peace with
the discreet young man by making him
a present—a nice little cash present.

Incidentally, he gave every evidence
of being an unhappy and disgruntled
man, who had put himself to much
trouble to purchase a "gold brick" of

his own manufacture.

THE CANADIAN BANK
OF COMMERCE

Uncle Solon's Stomach
Continued from page 15.

cause you masticate properly; bui

children always swallow everything
whole. Fve always told you that diet-

ing was what your husband needed.

He probably gets one good meal dow^n-

town
"

At this point Uncle Solon walked
with dignity down the corridor. Nor
was Aunt Matilda anxious to press the

point.

"And you really think, doctor," she

quavered, "that this is what ails

Melly ?"

"\\Tiat more would you want ?" the

doctor inquired. "It's enough to give

any child indigestion."

Uncle Solon, his dignity- unimpaired,

walked back.

"I've decided, Matilda," he said,

"to give up the cure. However good

it is for me, I won't have the children's

stomachs impaired. I'd rather suffer

than have them suffer."

As Aunt Matilda would have spoken

he held up a large hand.

"No," he said, "we won't agrue the

point. I don't often interfere in the

running of the family, but when I do,

as you know, it is final. We will go
back to our ordinary' diet to-morrow."

I suppose it was on account of Melly's

being sick that I didn't sleep very well

that n'ght, and kept waking and falling

asleep again. Mellj' was restless, too.

It must have been at two in the night

that I was awakened by her crying. I

sprang to her bedside.

"What is it. Melly ?" I asked. "Are
you sick again ?"
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'"Tisn't that," she sobbed, '"tisn't

that. It's that I'm so bad—but I

can't tell them—oh, I can't tell them !"

"What do you mean, Melly ?" I ask-

1 d her again, turning up the gas.

"I'll tell you, Daisy, but don't you

tell them; but I've got to tell some
one 1"

"What do you mean, Melly ?'" I

asked again.

"Oh, I've done something dreadful!"

she wailed, lifting up her pale little

face to me. "I'm a hypocrite. Oh,

you don't know how bad I am !"

"What have you done?" I asked her,

as gently as I could.

"Go look in my lower bureau drawer

under my clothes, in the right-hand

corner, and then you'll know."
I did as she told me. There, wrap-

ped in precise, neat little packages were

part of a mince pie, in another package

some doughnuts, and in a paper bag
some bananas. ,

"That's why I'm sick," wailed Melly.

"The Lord made me sick because he's

angry with me. I got so hungry I

couldn't stand it. Oh, Daisy, it's an

awful thing to say, but I love to eat,

and there wasn't anything to eat !

And I broke open my bank full of my
Easter offering, and now I'm sick !

Oh, I'm awful sick. Perhaps I'll die !"

"Nonsense, Melly," I said. "You're

not going to die."

She laid herself down on her bed
again.

"I feel better for having told," she

sighed.

I put my arms round her and kissed

her.

"It wouldn't have been so bad," she

iblKxl, "if I hadn't done it with my
Master offerings."

I scxjthed her, and kissed her, and
when I thought I had got her all right

-lie burst out crying again.

"Don't feel so bad about it," I said.

W^ien you get well, you can tell your
mother, and I'm sure she'll forgive

ou."
"'Tisn't that I'm crying for, Daisy,"

she soblxid. "It's because—oh, I'm

going to be so hungry when I'm well

—

nd the Easter offering's all gone !"

"Tliaf doesn't make any difference,"

I ' "Uncle Solon's given up the

.iit."

At this a look of perfect peace spread

itself over Melly 's face. "You're cer-

tain they're going to have cooked
things again ?" she asked.

"Yes," I assured her.

With the look of a cherub she folded

licr little hands, closed her eyes, and
went to sleep.

I sat there a lon^ liiuc to make sure

that everything was all quiet. Then I

sat down and ate what was left of the

pie, and all the doughnuts and bananas,
and took a f|uarter out of my purse an(l

put it in Melly's bank.

' " " " " " " "-
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GAV chatter and the laughter of contentment; the
crackling logs of the fireplace, the clatter of tea things
and the sprite Genius lurking in the background pro-

ukcfl enchantment in the atmosphere of the Clifford draw-
ing-room.

Paul Martin the critic, rose reluctantly from his seat
within the firelight, a smile of homage in his farewell to

Helena Clifford.

"Dear Lady, will you permit me another look at the
new picture ?" he requested.

With flushed cheeks Helena pushed aside the hangings
of old rose and led the way into the studio. Switching on
I he lights, she stood liy the side of the critic, studying the
picture, into which she had worked the vision of her soul.

So realistic was the ragged urchin with the keen winds
piercing the tattered clothing, that Paul Martin involun-
tarily shivered. One of the boy's blue hands clutched the
evening papers; the other held close to his heart a stray
Domeranian, the tattered coat hugged prutectingly about

le little dog. Many a jiitying glance fell from the richly
garbed men and women, hurrying past the bleak corner.
But none paused to offer the newsboy protection, such as
he had given the stray dog.

"I'ity !" exclaimed Paul Martin, a mist clouding his
eyes, "Madame, you have made me want to cry; you have
aroused a sense of pity. It is a wonderful genius that you
possess—this idealizing of the commonfilace and arousing
the emotions—yet you are not content; you are yet to
paint your masterpiece. Is it not so ?"

Helena Clifford n(xlded her head, her quick breathing
testifying to her appreciation of the critic's tribute,
^ilently she led the way from the studio, following the
•oup of callers to the corridor.

Paul .Martin, the critic, had divined her secret ambi-
tion to paint a Jiiasterpiece. She had aroused a sense of
pity for the newsboy waif. Hut she Inmgered tf) arouse
the compassion of the worldly-wise folk of the drawing
'oms for some great cause foreign to luxur>-.

Copyrithl. tlir.hy VA\DFPHror >'"'•

-AS .she re-entered tlie drawing room, her husband rose
•'* from the deep leather arm chair, drawn near the blaz-

ing logs. Beckoning to her, he readjusted the chair.

"Helena, the afternoon has been exciting for you. Rest
here and I will ring for tea. You were so occupied with
your guests, you ate nothing yourself."

"Thanks Robert !" Helena murmured, drojiping into
the deep chair, her dainty satin pumps resting on the
fender.

How deliciously relaxing was the congenial atmosphere
of this hotel of luxurious suites. No household cares nor
domestic worries to trouble her and Robert so devoted.
Certainly she was well protected and oh, so wondrously
contented with life.

She leaned forward, brushing aside her taffeta skirt,

and picked up the magazine that had dropjicd to the floor.

"An out door magazine," she mustxl, idly scanning the
pages, opened to the article Robert had been reading.

"Kchnund Keith, 'A Blazer of Trails.' " Helena Clifford
laughed .softly. Trail blazing and the making of new
country had ever been a hobby with her husband. Strange,
that with his culture<l rearing, the inherited fortmie and
fabulous dividends from his in\i'stments, that rugged, lui-

broken forest country should possess a fascination for him.
Once, when the>- were first married, Rol)ert had sug-

gested that they go forth on a pilgrimage to the Northern
Wilfis, where he could blaze a trail, make a clearing and
build a retreat for the girl-wife. But Helena had rel)elle<i,

arguing with passionate outburst for the develoinnent of
her art.

. She had conquered and witli the worship which under-
lied his devotion to her, Robert Clifford had gone forth
witli her in (jiiest of luasters and studies.

Steps .sounded in the corridor and Helena roustxl from
her reverie. The door opened ami Robert, preceding the
maid, bearing the tray, movwl the tea table nearer the fire-

place and taking the ir.w '<<' ')!-• i>"ii ii .iwU ^.i '•! .i...
,i

within Helena's reach.
/ I ^t I Ttri^
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"Robert, it has come to me, the great inspiration

for my masterpiece"

"Sorry to have kept you waiting.

No, thanks, I had a cup of tea with
your guests," he declined, taking from
her outstretched hand the magazine.
As he settled himself to a perusal of

the article which so deeply interested

him, Helena, sipping her tea, turned
her eyes quizzically upon the man.

DOBERT CLIFFORD fitted into
^ her life as wealth and social activi-

ties had done. She could scarcely
comprehend life without Tiim, for she
was dependent upon him for attention
appreciation and devotion—cravings of

her daily life.

Still if her husband were taken from
her, the void could not compare to the
vacuum should her art be blotted out
from her existence. She realized that

her being never thrilled to his touch.

nor his endearing sentiment, that so
pleased her vanity, as to the apprecia-
tion of some art critic.

She wondered that he had never
tired of her and the artistic atmosphere
which had so little appeal to him, but
she knew that he worshiped her genius
and that her enthusiasm, which was
her greatest charm, was ever alluring

to him.
She had given him but little in return

for all his devotion until now when
fame was rapping at

Yes, he would walk
glor>' of her success.

She watched him intently, noting
the tall, well proportioned figure, ex-

cepting the shoulders, which should
have broadened.
He was good to look upon as men of

the drawing room type go. But there

her studio door,

with her in the

was something lacking—perhaps a sense

of mastery. Oftentimes she was con-
scious of a listlessness and disinterested-

ness about him, that irritated her. She
liketi enthusiasm, fire and pulsing,

throbbing interest.

Suppose he had followed the crazy
impulse of his youth, ten years earlier,

and become a blazer of trails. Wliat
would her life be now ? Doubtless her
genius would have died naturally.

Home cares and perhaps children would
have fettered her. Robert was fond
of children and had openly regretted

that their home was childless. He
had argued that he would have been
capable of rearing and disciplining

these boys and girls while Helena de-

voted herself to her art.

But again Helena had rebelled against

family cares. Her life must be a
supreme sacrifice to the development
of the God-given talent. She would
give of the creations of her soul to the

world. Nothing must creep into her

life that would flag her interest or hin-

der her progress.

Suppose she had yielded to Robert's

ambitions? She could readily picture

herself in that cheerless, pictureless log

cabin home of the clearing. She could
see her bent, dejected figure standing

in the doorway, her face e.xpressionless,

her eyes, dull, looking out over the

great expanse of unbroken forest.

What a contrast, when compared to

the luxuriously aesdietic cn\ironmcnt
of this suite !

CUDDENLY the blood rushed hot^ into her cheeks. Tense, with pulses

throbbing, she sat, staring wide eyed
into the depths of the dying fire. Her
fingers groped restlessly, rolling back
the collar of her filmy crepe blouse, as

if her sharp breathing demanded more
air.

Springing to her feet, she thrust aside

the tea table, holding out her arms en-

treatingly, cried tremulously:

"Robert—oh, Robert, it has come to

me—the great inspiration for my mas-
terpiece. But I must see it in reality.

I must paint from the natural. Can
you take me tliere—to the great un-

broken forest, with h«re and there a
clearing and tlie log cabin homes. Oh,

far, far from town or city and civiliza-

tion where just the trails lead through

the forest ! Can you take me there ?"

The magazine dropped from the

man's hand. Like one stunned, he sat

listening to the breathless appeal of his

wife. The magnetism of her glowing

black eyes held him entranced.

She waited, her body tremulous with

excitement; then suddenly as though

her spirit of enthusiasm had kindled a
flaming spirit within him, he rose and
paced the floor restlessly.

Coming back to the fire, he stood

looking down at the girl-wife, his eyes



gleaming as Helena had never before

seen them. He cleared his throat of

its huskiness, then with a curious laugh

exclaimed

:

"Take you there—little woman—

I

know the trail that leads to the un-

broken forest as though I had already

traversed it many times. We \yill leave

the city to-morrow. We will pack

light and order camping outfits to-night.

I am glad, glad that you have found

your inspiration for your masterpiece

in the great unbroken forests. I will

go now and make ready."

Even as he spoke, Robert Clifford

moved eagerly toward the door, intent

upon consulting his precious horde of

wilderness lore.

As he passed her, Helena

started, fascinated by the light

kindled in his eyes. She had
never before noted how deep

set they were, nor had she

dreamed of their lustre.

Standing within the soft glow

of the dying embers, she fell to

musing on the journey that lay

before her. True, the trail

would be rough and she would
be subjectetl to privation and
peril. But the vision of her

masterpiece—^luring, to the crea-

tive impulse of her soul, cried

out for execution. Her skill

should depict the dream pic-

ture so vividly that the hearts of

the worldly-wise women would
throb with pity for the woman
of the log-cabin home.

prOUR days later, at the noon
•*• hour, Helen and Robert
Clifford left the railway of a

North Western route. Two
horses awaited them and travel-

ing light, they mounted and rode

out over the Northern roads

leading to the forest trails.

The man rode ahead, spirit

in his bearing. Often he would
have dashed along recklessly,

eager to explore the trail which
they struck early in the after-

no<jn; but the woman, riding

slowly over the rough ground,
held him back.

Helena Clifford caught the
unconscious air of impatience,

as Robert turned often to

watch her progress. Horse-

back riding along the uneven
ground of the trail differed so

vastly from the city park, to

which she had been accustomed.
She wearied and her aching
muscles cried out for rest.

But the man, riding so glor-

iously, not a sign of fatigue in

his alert carriage, urged her on.

Before her Icximecl the vision of

her masterpiece and she too was
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eager to press on to the end of the trail.

Again Robert Clifford turned, and

with an exclamation of dismay, drew a

halting line and sprang from the saddle.

"Heavens ! Helena, why didn't you

call out ? You are fairly dropping

from your horse. Let us rest here."

With his accustomed tenderness, he

'lifted her from the saddle. Trembling-

ly she dropped to the brown earth and

stretched out her cramped limbs.

"I didn't want to give in, Robert,"

she declared stoutly, "for I would ride

on and on to the end ; but the change of

position is good. Shall we lunch

here ?"

"Yes—plucky one," laughed the

man, "I'll start supper while >ou rest."

55

He quickly unstrapped the camping
kit from his horse's back and gathering
a few rocks built a crude fireplace.

Deftly he kindled a blaze with drj'

twigs and bark.

Helena, relaxed on the blanket
Robert had spread on the ground,
watched his movements curiously. She
wondered that he knew so well what to

do. Doubtless while she had been
deeply engrossed with her art, Robert
had studied the ways of the trail.

The odor of coffee aroused her and
she moved forward with eagerness to

take the steaming cup from the man's
hand. With a gay little laugh she
raised the granite cup to her lips, that

had known only delicacy before and

"I'd rather be the man who first forged this trail —the man who opened up this glorious

country, than the man who, out of his millions, has given libraries

and museums to the metropolis," Robert exclaimed
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fouml the taste of the drink was gocxi.

"Kdio, it's gettinR dusk. I clean

forgot darkness sets clown on the bush
so early !" exclaimed Robert in dismay,

packing the cami)-kit in haste.

Helena sprang to her feet, rolled the

i)lanket and mounted her horse.

"The cabin, that the man at the

station said would be glad to shelter us

for the night, can't be far away," mut-
tered Robert, springing to his saddle.

They rode on, urging speed, but dusk
fell rapidly. Tlic trail grew indistinct.

Somehow the man had miscalculated

the distance for they should have dis-

covered the log cabin by this time.

They plunged on, relying upon their

horses' sense of the trails, Robert call-

ing back assurance to Helena.
She rested confidently in his ability

to protect her even though they had
lost their way. Suddenly she laughed
aloud, thinking of the man she knew
in the drawing room of the hotel suite.

There his devotion had no other mean-
ing than to please. To-night, she was
experiencing protection.

Further along the trail sounded the

thud of horse's hoofs. Robert called

a halt and t^Iiey strained their ears,

listening eagerly.

"Hello ! hello !" called the man.
Then along the trail came the answer-

ing call, "hello," accompanied by the

reckless dash of hoofs.

A LIGHT flashed out and a boyish
figure in the King's khaki drew a

light line in their path.

"Pardon me for not getting down,"
he exclaimed, "buti this 'peg' leg of

mine is a bit awkward. You are

strangers to the trail ?"

"Yes," responded Robert Cliflford,

slipping from his saddle and explaining

the situation.

"You sure did miss the cabin. Why,
man ali^'c, you're off the main trail.

This side line leads ofT two miles back.

It's treacherous riding in the dark un-
less you're born to it, like myself.

Turn your horses and I'll lead the way,"
directed the youth, crashing through
the underbrush, in an effort to pass
the strangers.

In silence the three rode on until

they made the turn at the main trail.

A little further along, they caught a

glimmer of lights shining from the cabin
windows.
As they drew near the lad called out,

"Hello—hel-lo-ho, there. Uncle Billy!"

The door of the cabin swung open
and the bent form of a white haired
man came hobbling from the doorway.
"Andy ! Bless me ole heart, And\-

back from Flanders ! Boy, an' yer
sure 'tain't yer ghost, an' yer whole.
Many's the night I've dreampt the
Huns got ye," the old man's quavering
voice rang out in greeting.

"No, it's the old Andy—minus a leg,"
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assured the youth. "Perhaps you'll

give me a helping hand. This 'peg'

leg of mine isn't as nimble as the old

trail breaker. I've got company along
with me—strangers to the trail. Room
for them to l>unk in the cabin to-

night ?"

"Aye, aye," muttered the old man,
as with gentleness and reverence he
held out a hel|)ing hand and the youth
slipped from his sadtlle.

Why I Like My
Part of Canada

HER MASTERPIECE FAINIS

A VIVH) I'ICTl'RE OK ONE
MOTHER'S REASONS FOR
LIKING HER PART OF CAN-

ADA BEST.

THIS GREAT STORY SUG-

GESTS THAT PERHAPS
SOME OTHER PORTION OF
THIS GREAT DOMINION
IS EVERY BIT AS DEAR
TO SOME OTHER MOTHER
OR FATHER OR SON OR
DAUGHTER AS THE GREAT
WEST IS TO THIS PIONEER
MOTHER.
HENCE THE ANNOUNCE-
MENT ON PAGE 77 OF THIS
ISSUE. READ BLANCHE GER-
TRUDE ROBBINS' GREAT
STORY HER MASTERPIECE
AND THEN THE AN-
NOUNCEMENT ON PAGE 77.

WE WANT TO KNOW WHAT
YOU HAVE TO SAY FOR
YOUR PART OF CANADA.

The light from the cabin flamed
through the open door and Helena
caught a glimpse of a slender, youthful
figure and a face, pale and careworn.
But the eyes with their indomitable
courage revealed the unbroken spirit

of youth.
With a perceptible limp, he moved

toward her, questioning, "Did you,
lady, get a scare, when you lost the
trail back there ?"

A smile crossed Helena's face as she
shook her head and with a new thrill

of tenderness gripping her, she answer-
ed steadily

:

"I was not frightened for m\- husband
was with me."
The old man led tlie way to the cabin

as Andrew and Robert stabled their

horses in the shed. He welcomed
Helena to the shelter of his rough home
and bade her partake of its hospitality.

"Bless yer swate face, 'tain't many
sich brightens the trail. I've had my
day at breakin' country an' now I wail

by the side of the road, jest to keep
fire burnin' fer travelers," he explained.

"It's the younger generation, like Andy
here, who does the trail blazin' now.
Born to it—he was, but he would be up
and off to fight first call for \olunteers.

Now he's come home minus a leg,

makin' fer his folks to the end o' the
trail."

Robert and Andrew coming into the
cabin interruptetl Uncle Billy. Robert,
with characteristic devotion, insisted

that Helena seek immediate rest in the
little bedroom off the kitchen.

Still dressed in her khaki flannel out-
ing suit, she rolled herself in a blanket
and climbed into one of the narrow
bunks. Drowsy, she lay there lisen-

ing to the voices of the men talking in

the outer room, until her tired body
relaxing, she fell into a deep sleep.

Dawn was just breaking, when
Robert's touch awakened her.

"Heartless I know, little woman, to
disturb you at this unearthly hour.
But Andre's riding to the end of the
trail and we're welcome to ride along
with him. And if he's in the lead, we're
not likely to miss the trail again."

Helena sat up in the bunk, conscious
of a horrible stiffness and fiercely ach-
ing muscles. The temptation to lie

back and rest was strong, but even as
she wavered, she caught the sparkle of

eagerness in Robert's ej'es. The trail

was calling to him to hurn,' along. At
the end of the trail, she would find her
dream-picture. Stimulating to her cou-
rage, the vision flashed before her.

Smilingly she answered,
"I shall hurry."
An odor of coffee and bacon wafted

to her, through the cracks of the parti-
tion as Helena prepared for a continu-
ance of the journey.

It was a simple, yet wholesome
breakfast cnideK' served by Uncle
Billy, that awaited her. And for the
moment the daintiness of Helena's
appetite rebelled. But Robert had
"fallen to" in a hearty partaking of the
food.

"We must fortify ourseKes against
the day's ride," he remarked sugges-
tively and Helena, sitting down by the
oil cloth covered table, also ate heartily

of the bacon and corn bread.

Uncle Billy brought their horses to
the trail and as they mounted, thank-
ing him for his generous hospitality,

Andrew came dashing from the bush.

AS the three rode down the trail, the^ rising sun penetrated the dense
bush with glimmers of light. They
made a business of riding. Andrew, in

the lead, a guide of surety, Robert,
following close behind, energy in every

Continued on page 88.
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Internationalism in North America
By Dr. Hugh Pedley

Illustrated from Photographs
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IT
IS an interesting exercise to take

the continents one by one and see

how they stand 'in regard to the

cornplexity of their own internal inter-

national situation. Going from the
worst to the best, from the most per-

plexing situation to the least the order
would ])erhaps be Europe, Asia, Africa,

South America, North America and
Australia.

In Europe there are about twenty
different nations with their own separ-

ate flags, their own idiosyncracies of

race, language, tradition and custom.
There are countless leagues of boundary
line on either side of which are peoples
jealous of each other, and in a constant
state of excitement and unsettlenient
through fear or desire of war. This
continent is the most ci\ilized and at
the same time the most belligerent of
all the sisterhood of continents. At the
present moment it is the scene of a con-
flict beside which all past wars have
been but a burning wood-pile comjiared
with a North Ontario forest fire.

In Asia there are about fourteen
different national units. The relations
of these, the one to the other, have been
much more settled and placid. In such
countries as China, India and Persia,

the fiuiet arresting hand of antiquity is

at work settling the mind, calming the
passions. True there ha\'e been dis-

turbances and wars. The Chinese wall
is a reminder of fierce invasions. India
bears the .scars of ancient strife. Within
our own generation we have seen wars
amiti the summits of the Himalayas,
and in the Sea of Ja])an. At the pres-
ent moment the

war of nations i>

thrusting its
tongue of fire intf)

the Asiatic terri-

tory. Hut on the
whole the jiast has
been compar;iii\i--

!y peaceful.

In Africa, w<

have the spectacle

of seven non-.'Mrica

IM)wers, Britain,
France, Spain,
Italy, Cicrmany,
Portugal and Bel-

gium, all laying claim to parts of

the territory. There is a transfer-

ence of the European situation to

African .soil.
~ Upon the primeval

contests of tribe with tribe is super-

imposed the quarrel between the great

civilized nations. The flags that defy

each other across the Hindenburg line

in France are also challenging each

other in the wilds of the Dark Contin-

ent. It is not without significance that

the American writer, Herbert Adams
C.ibbon, should have written as a com-
panion to his book, "The New Map of

Europe," that later volume, "The New
Map of Africa."

In South America there arc twehe
different countries. Their national

problems are more prominent than
their international. Internal upspiings

are more common than external irrita-

tions. This may possibly be due to the

fact that all the countries are republican

in their type of government and there-

fore less likely to lend themselves to

centralized aggression.

In North America there arc, apart

from the small states which belong

rather to Central America, four differ-

ent flags, that of Mexico, that of the

United States, that of Canada and that

of Denmark in Greenland. The out-

standing fact, however, is that the

destiny of by far the greater jiortion of

the c(jntinent is in the hainls of the two
countries—the United States and
Canada.
The last and most fortunate of the

great continents is Australia. There
we find but one flag. There is no inter-

Truly This Prediction of Mr. Balfour Back in i8q6

Has Been Fulfilled

:

It cannot but be true that those whose national ixjols

SO clown to the same past as ours, who share our language,

our literature, our laws, our religion, everything that makes a

nation great—it can not be but that a time will come when

they will feel that we and they have a common duty to

perform, a common office to fulfil, among the nations of

the world.

nationalism within those bounds, simply

because for that you must ha\e at least

two nations, and in this case there is

only one.

North America, then, with one excep-

tion, is the most highly favored of all

the continents in that it is so splendidly

free from the intricate diplomacies and
irritating problems which are apt to

arise where there are many nations con-

tiguous to one another. We are alinost

the antipodes of Europe in that we have

for all practical puqioses two peoples

instead of twenty. And not only are

the distinct nations limited to two, but

these two have very much in common.
They have a common language. Out-

side certain sections of the Province of

Quebec a traveller speaking the English

language only could be understood from

Labrador to the Gulf of California and

from Alaska to the southernmost ]3oint

of Florida. Throughout the length and
breadth of a continent containing one

hundred millions of people in nine cases

out of ten the English language alone

would suffice as a means of intercom-

munication, a passport to the minds of

his fellowmen. With the one exce])tion

already indicated, .Australia, there is no

other continent of which it can be said

that in regard to language there is one

key that would oi>en all the doors. This

is in 'itself an immense advantage.

Language is, as we all know, one of the

mightiest factors in determining the

course of national and international

affairs.

These two North American countries

have a common religion. That religion

is the Christian

religion. The only

distinctly religious

organization that

really counts is the

Christian Church.
It is true that

there are divisions,

but these divisions

are virtually the

same in Iroth coun-
tries. There is no
broad line of divi-

sion between the
Church of Cana-
da and that of
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French and British War Commissioners at the Home of Washington
In this group on the lawn of Uie old Washington homestead at Mount Vernon in the front row from left to right
are: Admiral Chocheprat, of the French Navy; Josephus Daniels, Secretary of the U.S. Navy; Marshal Toffre-Rene Viviani head of the French Commission; Secretary Lansing; Right Hon. .-X. J. Balfour, head of the BritishCommission; Sir George Foster Minister of Trade and Commerce, Canada; Sir Cecil Spring-Rice. British Ambas-
sador; Lieu,.Gen. G. T. M. Bridges, of the British Commission and Marquis de Chambrun. a descendant of Lafayette

the United States. Religion instead
of causing division between the
two countries is really one of the
uniting factors. There is a constant
interchange of ideas, a constant
flow of fellowship between religious

organizations whether denominational,
or of a more general type.

Again, the two peoples have a com-
mon political ideal. There are diversi-
ties of administration. The President
of the United States has not precisely
the same function as the Briti.sh King.
The American Congress is not exactly
similar to the Canadian Parliament.
We do not appoint our judges in the
same way. But underneath these
diversities there is the same ruling idea,
that Government is ultimately in the
hands of the people.

These are the factors that make for a
good understanding between the two
countries. They have been at work for

a long time. There has always been
the common religion. There has been
for at least one hundred and fifty years
the common language. There has been
for nearly one hundred years the com-
mon political ideal. These forces are
not insignificant. They are mighty.
They are not obtrusive. They make
no great commotion. They are sym-
bolized not by earthquake, fire or wind,
but by a still small voice, or the quiet
energies of the spring time. They are
constantly at work, day and night, year
after year. They are the essential
guarantee of a peace on this continent
that may be strained but not broken.
Turning from these uniting peace-

making factors let us look at some of
the possible cau.ses of friction between
countries situated as these are.

In the first place, there is the question
of boundary lines.. What possibilities

of trouble exist in this sphere we can
learn from even a casual glance at the
world's history. In Europe at the
present time we see the evil conse-
quences of boundary lines unsatis-
factorily adjusted. There is such a
line between Germany and France, be-
tween Austria and Russia, between
Serbia and Bulgaria, between Italy and
Austria, and in every case this line is

like a sore and fretted skin liable at any
moment to break out in fierce and foul

%0^^
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least, was secondary- to the commercial.

The acquisition of territory' was valued

because of the expansion of commerce.

The same was true in the wars between

France and Britain in North America,

wars that were both frequent and

fierce. The fur-trade was the great

consideration, especially for the French,

and political control was simply a means
to a commercial end.

But at the present time, as between

Canada and the United States, while

there may be misunderstandings, irrita-

tions, jealousies on matters of tariff and

transportation there is no likelihood of

any di.sagrecment. The fact that the

boundary is a fixed frontier and not a

wavering and uncertain line goes far to

prevent trade disputes from reaching

the acute stage. The people of the

I 'nited States may think the forests and
the water-powers of Canada very desir-

able, and the people of Canada may see

I learly the enormous value of the coal

mines of Pennsylvania, but there is no

doubt in the mind of either where the

ownership lies. That is no longer a

debatable matter and, therefore, each

country knows where it stands, what
arc its rights, and what are the rights of

its neighl)or.

A third possibility of friction is found

in Canada's Imperial connection. The
I 'nited States with its Munroe Doctrine

of non-entanglement with P^uropean

alliances has next door to it a nation

that has a European alliance and,

through it, a large and delicate relation-

ship to all the world. The traveller,

leaving Australia and journeying to the

British Isles, sees on his voyage the flag

of Britain at place after place, at

Sydney, Melbourne, Adelaide, Free-

mantle, Colombo, Aden, Gibraltar and,

finally, within sight of the cliffs of

England, he would find himself s.uint.'

:

' '.\nd ever aloft on the topmost rooi

The banner of England blew."

and wherever that banner blew Canada
was potentially present. On that jour-

ney at least every other ship he met or

passed would carry at the stern the

British flag, and under every sky wlurc

the flag was seen the fortunes of Cnn.i.l.i

were involved.

Now this Imperial connection i- 'ik

of the factors most pregnant with the

possibility of international friction. We
< an easily learn how it has worked in

I he past. Twice at least Canada's rela-

lionship to Britain brought her into

(ollision with the United Slates. We
do not forget that in 1775 the soldiers

of Congress f>ccupied Montreal and that

early in 177fi the American General

Montgomery perished in the attempt to

lake possession of Quebec. NearK
forty years afterwards a second conflict

look [)lace between the I'nited StatcN

an<l Britain, and Canada was again in-

volved because of her British connec-

• "Papa" Joffre has been received with wild enthusiasm at Washington

and New York and Montreal and Ottawa

tion. Britain was at war with France,

and her use of sea-power brought about

war with the American Republic. Once
more Canada was in arms and war
raged from the neighborhood of Mont-
real to the Detroit River. That was
the last break. Peace came in 1814

and has remained intact since that date.

We are now in the one hundred and
iliird year of an unbroken peace.

But, while unbroken, it has upon
several occasions been menaced and
from the same cause, viz., our connec-

tion with Britain. In 18G1, at the out-

set of the Civil War occurred what is

known as the Trent affair, the forcible

remo\al by an American Warship of

two Confederate delegates from a ship

.irrying the British flag. War was
imminent, and had it broken out Can-
ada would have been drawn into the

conflict. In 180G occurred the Fenian

Raid. An armed force moI)ilized on
American soil invaded Canada. Battles

look place, j)roperty was destroyed

Ii\es were lost. Had it not been for

what a Montreal writer calls the Pati-

ence of Britain a war would have broken

out, and Canada would have l)een one

of the chief battle-grounds. These are

but instances. There are otiiers upon
which we need not dwell.

There are even yet possibilities ot

friction and conflict. One cannot help

thinking what might have occurretl in

the i)resenl world-crisis. Sujipose that

Germany had respected the neutralitv-

of Belgium, and had not sunk the Lusi-

tania; sujipose that she had gone into

the struggle purely to secure a position

in the world which she belie\ed she de-

served, and to actjuire control of terri-

tory to which she felt she had as good a

right as any one else -Turkish territory

for exami)le; sui)pose that the issue was
fundamentally one between the two
great autocracies, the (ierman and the

Ru.ssifvn, France and Britain siding with

the latter simply for the maintaining of

their political jiowcr and jjrestigc; sup-

pose that there had been no distinct

naval (|iiestif)n at stake; then what
]iossibilities of (juarrel at once aiipear.

Imagine such a combination of circum-

stances as this. There is an untoward
incident at sea. A British warship

stops an American mail steamer carry-

ing mail to Amsterdam or Christiana,

seizes the mail, and subjects it to

examination. In the Cnitcd States

there is a combination of elements

hostile to Britain. Tiie innnense Ger-

man population, the Irish with their

traditional bitterness, the .Americans

who had not forgotten Bunker Hill, join

hand in hand in a fierce anti-British

movement. The President is swept

along b\- this inundation of war-like

sentiment. War is declared -Canada
ContiniKxl on page S'.l.
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When Old Lights

Flicker

By Jack Holden

Illustrated by Norman Hall
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"Ain't fitten to take care o' myself 1" old Jimmy muttered

01 ISIiJl' t!:c (X)liri- station of

AIl;erta's capitol city old -Jimmy
Smith sto(xl irresolute, blinking

in the hot f^Iare of a May-day sun.

He was a wizened wisj) of a man, white-
bearded, warped and shrunken, with
the trusting eyes of a child and the
blurred features of the old.

"Ain't fittin'-to take care o' myself
Init he'd let me go 'cause there was
notliin' agin me !" old Jimmy indig--

nantly muttered as he gnawed a rag-

ged chew from a plug of black tobacco.

"Think 'cause they're policemen they
own a body, they do. Makin' "me
bunk with bums an' scalawags at their

ol' detention fann all winter when I

didn't do nothin' ,'t all ! Humph !

I'll get a farm o' my own as good as

their'n an' it won't be no abidin' place

for drunks 'n' disorderlies neither."

Winter senility forgotten in the re-

juvenation of spring, okl Jimmy shuf-

fled away from the home of officious

meddlers with a man's liberty, still

mumbling and spluttering vast in-

dignation.

At a corner he paused uncertainly, a

bit dazed by the swift rush and ringing

clamor of city life.

"Be the land office hereabouts ?" he
made bold to inquire of a pa.sser-by.

"Big brick building half way down
the block," informed the stranger.

"Thankee, sir, thankee."
Old Jimmy clumped briskly on.

The stranger looked after him cur-

iously.

"Now I wonder what that old cu.ss

is up to," he thought. "Going home-
steading, I'll bet. It's a shame the

way they let women and old men go
bucking that game, thinking they're

getting something for nothing, when
it's a job that taxes the courage of

even the young fellows."

In front of the land office old Jimm\-
paused indecisively. The bustle and
clamor of the crowded office disturbed

him. The men inside were so big and
strong; they talked so loudly and mov-
ed so vigorously.

"Must be gettin' old," muttered the

ancient one. "Yessir, maybe after a

while I Mon't be able to fann none too

good. Pitchin' hay ain't so easy.

Yessir, 1 got to get my fann from the

government an' get it a-goin' afore I

get too old. I been puttin' it off a long

time."

He bravely pushed inside and after a

while a clerk asked what he could do
for him.

"I want a farm," said old Jimmy.
'A place o' my own where I can walk

'about of an evening 'n' listen to cows
a-mooin' and sheep bah-bahin' and
little piggies a-squealin' an' all. I

been wantin' another farm, sonny,

ever since " Quite unaccountably,

the applicant's lip quivered and his

weak eves swam. And then he went
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on; "I want t' get settled down quiet

'n' easy-like afore I get too old. Work-
in' for wages don't seem jest the thing

for an' old body. I been puttin' it off

year after year—first one thing and
then another-—but I'm a-goin' to start

now. Yessir, I made up my mind."
"Pretty old, arn't you, to go farm-

ing ?" Really, though, an applicant's

age was no affair of the clerk's.

"No, sirree, I ain't," refuted old

Jimmy with quick indignation. "Too
old ! Humph ! I don't know as you
should be a-crowin'—you ain't lookin'

none too strong yerself, young man."
"Oh, ver>' well. Where do you wish

to locate ?"

"Wherever you got the land to give

away. I don't know so much about
these parts 'ceptin' there's good land

to be had for nothing."

The clerk consulted a superior.

"Better send him up where they

made the oil strike," whispered the

latter. "He'll never make good on a

homestead but he might stumble on an
oil seepage while he's nosing around."

"Here's a plat showing some vacant
land," presently informed the clerk.

"These homesteads are only four miles

from a station on the Athabasca line.

You go up there, look them over, then

come back and file on the one you pre-

fer. And say, you'd better watch out

for oil. They made a strike in that

<listrict last month. It seeps through
the ground—see ? You'd make your
fortune if you found oil."

"Oil ! Shucks ! It's a farm I want
— I was a fanner onct—an' it won't be
like some farms I could mention neither.

Bums an' scalawags ! No sirree !"

Old Jimmy placed his plat in an
ancient wallet along with a few greasy
bills of small denomination—his entire

worldly wealth, earned at the city farm
where an occasional derelict is tem-
porarily taken care of—and made his

way trainward.

Several hours later he arrived at a
pretentious station bearing the name
"Rochester" in huge black letters.

"Must be a good-sized town," mused
Jimmy. "Such a fine depot an' all."

But there was no town.
"My gooti gosh ! Where'll I get my

outfit ?" And then Jimmy spied a

small general store hidden behind a
clump of pine trees. He purchased an
axe, some tinned stuff, a blanket and
a piece of tarpaulin.

"Humph ! Fresh storekeeper had
to go an' .say I was gcttin' old, too,"
the belated Argonaut grumbled as he
headed down an unimproved trail, his

l)elongings neatly packed on his back.
"They don't know ol' Smithy—me
that was a miner an' all—lot o' igner'nt

young squirts a-runnin' things these
days."
On and on resolutely plodded Smithy,

the dust floating in little clouds about

his white-socked ankles. A gnunpy
crow cawed discordantly and ilappetl

away into the bush. A chipmunk set

up a silly chatter and whisked out of

sight. A glorious sun laved the un-
certain trail in a golden wash, warming
and energizing die ancient pilgrim. A
soft breeze swept the gloomy pine trees

that bordered his path to a crooning
melody.

After a while hunger assailed old

Jimmy. He sat beside a purling brook
and ate cold pork and beans with a
slice or two of bread, washetl down
witli sparkling cold creek water. Then
he resumed his journey, a trifle re-

luctantly, for weariness was already

commencing to tug at his old sinews.

"Ought to 'a' done it long ago," he
reproved himself. "Not so s|)ry as I

was onct. But shucks ! a farmer don't
need to do so much hisself once he gets
things to runnin' right."

After a while a settler passed.

"Better file on the quarter bordering
the trail," he advised. "Anodier mile
and you'll be there. You'll know it by
a creek running tlirough it. You look
rather old to be going homcsteading."

"Old, old—it's all I hear," spluttered

Jimmy as he resumed his journey.
"One'd think a body couldn't go for

hisself to hear 'em talk. Humph !"

Continued on page 92.



HOW IS BUSINESS?
I—JOW is business ? How do the business barometers

read ? Three trusty barometers are Railway earnings,

bank clearings and business failures. In April C. P. R.'s

gross earnings were $12,036,000, which showed an increase

of $418,000 over April, 1916. C. N. R.'s gross earnings
were $3,314,000, an increase of $491,500. G. T. R.'s gross

earnings were $4,885,211, an increase of $190,946. The
total gross for the three railways was $20,235,211, an in-

crease of $1,100,446, or 11.02 per cent. No one can be
blue over this barometer of business. Bank clearings in

all Canadian cities for April totalled $1,095,437,148, which
was an increase of $351,548,073 or 47.2 per cent., which
surely is another reason for encouragement. Businesa
failures are growing fewer. In April, 1915, they numbered
194; in 1916 there were 155 and in 1917 only 72, the small-
est in many years. The third week in May showed only 17
failures as against 44 during the corresponding period a
year ago. Even the confirmed persimist could hardly ask
fdr brighter business weather.

THE POSING PESTS

"T^HE war has produced a type of human who poses con-
stantly. There is the individual who "believes in fac-

ing facts"—and incidentally in right-about-facing his ac-
quaintances, who are too busy doing their bit, in Khaki or
out of it, to ponder continually on the war-situation, re-

hash the Belgian atrocities, and discuss at length the
economical situation as it will be in 1920. This poseur
holds forth at dinner parties, tea parties, and in the street;

and he is never so happy as when discussing the horrors
of war with those whose dear ones are experiencing them
in France. His pose is that of the Well-Informed Britisher.
His specialty is to magnify all the horrors, and ignore the
beauty in to-day's sacrifice and heroism. Then there is

the Pacifist: It is generally a woman, but there are many
men among them. The women have an eagerly-ugly look;
and, (being Pacifists), are constantly on the offensive.
They have a theory that mankind is experiencing an orgy
of blood-shed which depraved male minds enjoy; and that
the women of the earth should—to quote an eminent Paci-
fist-p"refuse to bear children into this war-ridden world,
until the men are satisfied to cease warring with their
brothers." The male pacifist poses ^s a martyr; and the
chastened soul of the poseur speaks through his fishy eyes
in the sad message: "I am misunderstood ! I know you
think me a coward; but it is my love for my fellowman,
be he Britisher or Hun, that makes me shun the recruiting
officer as if he had the plague !" Another poseuse is the
woman, who knits; slowly, clickingly, and aggravatingly,
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at concerts and lectures—anywhere, in fact, where she has
an audience. She finishes one sock in thirteen concerts and
a lecture on thrift. In these days of hard work and achieve-
ment, she should be chloroformed—or disenfranchised !

It is good to look about to-day, however, and realize how
hopelessly the poseurs are in the minority. The men in

Khaki are thinking real thoughts, striving, achieving, and
growing. Their women are discovering hitherto unknown
depths of selflessness and courage in their hearts. "Here's
hoping" that the Divine Naturalness will spread, until the
poseurs will see, face-to-face, the real values of real things.

"THERE GO THE SHIPS"

XTLTHAT will be the final slogan, the last battle cry of the
'^ war? The first was the insensate "Business as usual,"

which was speedily discarded when it was realized that

business could not be as usual, and that if it could business

ought not to be as usual. Then the cry went up for men,
and poets tuned their harps on the note "enlist". When the

machinery was almost broken down under the rush of men
to the colors it was suddenly discovered that munitions was
the pressing need of the Allies. So men and women turnd

to workshops, and presently ammunition was being poured
out as fast as the great guns could shoot it away, and since

then there has been no danger that the supply will not con-
.

tinue in sufficient quantities until the end of the war. More
lately we have heard that greater food production is the

duty of the hour, and this, we think, is the most solemn, the

most significent warning we have yet had. Intimately

connected with the problem of producing more food is the

problem of getting it shipped across the ocean to Britain

and France and Belgium. None of these countries grows

even in normal times enough food for its own use; in these

abnormal times the production will leave a still greater

margin to be made good from this continent. The problem

is one presented by the submarines. Germany is now sink-

ing ships faster than they are building, and so the cry goes

up for Canada to turn to her ship yards as loyally as she has

turned to her munition plants, and build ships to carry to

menaced England and bleeding France and Belgium all the

wheat and other food stuffs above our own bare wants.

Unless the ships are built in sufficient numbers the starva-

tion of Great Britain is even more than a possibility.
_
In

this country is all the necessary equipment for a ship build-

ing campaign that will have a more deciding influence upon
the war than even the Battle of Ypres and the offensive in

Arras. The plants are already in existence; the skilled

ship builders are here; the wood for their construction is

unlimited. What is necessary is a realization of the gravity

of the situation. All that Canada can do will not be too

much. It cannot be too quickly done.
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RIMOUSKI SPEAKS
'FHE last strongholds of Anti-Suffragism appear to be the
•' harem of the Shah of Persia, and—Rimouski. The
former may fall a victim to the banner which proclainis

Votes for Women, but the latter, never !—so long as it is

guided by its able representative, Muzzhur H. Boulay

—

pronounced Bully by the crassly ignorant and vicious.

Muzzhur Boulay expressed the opinions of his constituency,

at least presumably, recently in the House of Commons.
A Member, we take it, is but the mouthpiece of his riding,

ergo, Muzzhur does but voice the sentiments of the men of

Rimouski, when he assertied that women should be banished

from the Service, that they should be struck from the pay
lists of the Government. Why ? naturally asks the be-

nighted person who lives in some remote district as Mont-
real, Ottawa, Toronto or Winnipeg. Because, explains

Muzzhur, women are proverbial wasters; the women who
draw monthly envelopes from the Government, spend their

salary in riotous living—powdering their noses, and laving

their persons with perfume. . . the hussies ! And, mind
you, they go to the theatres ! They know nothing of the

gentle art of housekeeping and they show no desire to get

married. . . . the artful minxes ! Quoting M. Boulay's

motion, in the House:
The Government should decide that in the future men

only shall be employed in all branches of the civil service

where the salary is $800.00 or more, and that a commis-
sioner should be appointed to supervise the work done by
the employees in each department.

Looking at the matter from the slant of a prejudiced man,
perhaps some of the girls in the employ of the Government
do dress exceedingly well, especially those taken on tem-
porarily. Their salaries have gone to their backs, so to

speak. Perhaps-—oh, shame that we should confess it

—

they powder their noses and use perfume. M. Boulay laid

great stress on the powder and perfume. They also fre-

quent the theatres. They may even say they don't want
to get married—especially those who haven't been asked !

But they do no real harm; they are generous to a fault and
rarely fail to subscribe to whatever fund is before the public

at the moment. Some girls in the service recently attended
a Drama League play where a returned soldier spoke of

the need for a home for the boys who came back from the
front. The next day they raised two hundred dollars for

this cau.se. . . which proves that all of their money is not
spent on powder.

"THE WOMAN TEMPTED ME"
pAR be it from the chivalrous Westerner to believe any-

tJiing disparaging concerning women, but the fact

remains that at least one celebrity holds women responsible
for the World war. This celebrity by no means relieves

the German people from the fateful responsibility, but he
submits that the dominating influence behind tlie men of

Germany is the women of that nation. His first premise
is that all women are potentially war-makers, because they
are essentially envious and grasping, whereas men left to
themselves are intrinsically virtuous and generous. He
submits that just as a man may become feminine in char-
acter, so a nation may become dominantiy feminine. The
men of Germany went out to steal territory and all the
booty tJiat attaches thereto, because they are under the
sway of woman. They are ruled through sex. He con-
trasts the Germans with Englishmen, who, he says, are
distinctly masculine. Our authority is an Oriental traveller

and scholar, just as Adam was, for Adam must have travel-

led far and learned much, after "the woman tempted him."
Our modern Adam, however, comes, not from Eden, but
from the Celestial Empire. His name is K'ung Yuan
Ku'suh and he has expressed his original conceptions in a
booklet entitlt>tl "The Judgment of the Orient." This
Chinaman lived long in Germany and England, and while

some of his views may merely amuse, others are worthy of
note. Comparing the Germans and English, he says:
"The German brain has been highly developed, but the
German soul has remained infantile. On the other hand
the English brain develops slowly, but the English soul
moves with the swiftness of lightning." K'ung Yuan
Ku'suh was right in this respect, at least. When honor,
humanity and the principles of liberty are at stake there is

no call for deliberation as to expediency.

HOMAGE TO THE RETURNED

A TORONTO colonel, when rebuking some soldiers who
had raided factories to round up alien workmen, made

an unfortunate slip when he said that a few days before a
group of returned veterans had failed to ealute Gen. Logie.
One of the men in the crowd reminded him that for a man
on crutches to come to the salute involved a rather difficult

and complicated feat of gymnastics. We may as well dis-

miss the notion that men who have risked their lives and
sacrificed their limbs in the war ought to be expected to
salute officers in uniform. The question is, why should not
we salute these heroes ? Why should not every home stay-
ing Canadian officer raise his fingers to his cap when he
passes a man in uniform hobbling on a stick or swinging
between crutches as he makes his way painfully along the
sidewalk ? Moreover, why should not we civilians who
have remained at home offer them like homage ? Many of

us tip our hats to a clergyman, especially if our ideas upon
orthodoxy coincide, and so great a man as Thomas Carlyle
thought it no disgrace to unbonnet to a lord. Why then
should we not make public and emphatic recognition when-
ever the opportunity presents itself to those brave but un-
fortunate fellow citizens of ours, and offer them a salute as
they pass us by ?

THE TWO BOOKS
T ISTS of the "hundred best books" which began, if we

are not mistaken, with the catalogue of the late Lord
Avebury, tlien Sir John Lubbock, and repeated or varied
by Frederic Harrison, Clement K. Shorter and the enidite

Lord Acton have been a popular and hannless diversion of

literary folk for these many years. Dr. Eliot made an
improvement when he prepared his fi\e foot book shelf,

containing by no means one hundred books, though com-
prising selections from several hundreds. The tendency of

tlie day toward condensation, stimulated in so far as the
battle front is concerned by the necessity of soldiers carry-

ing their reading matter in a mere corner of their bags, has
suggested to a writer on a Toronto newspaper the advisa-

bilit\' of a list of the two books one would select if he were
restricted to this number. In a whimsical announcement
which invited contributions, the writer said tliat the "Bible

and Shakespeare were barred." Had they not been shut
out it is safe to say that ninety-nine out of every hundred
people who would select the two best books in our language,

or for the matter of that in any language, would have offered

the Bible and Shakespeare. Alas, that it should be also

safe to guess that about ninety-eight out of the hundred
had never read eitlier of tliem, and that the ninety-eight
might well contain tlie gentleman who, when asked if he
had read "Romeo and Juliet," replied "Well, I have read
Romeo." There are in the English tongue just two
supremely great books. We are told it when we are cliildren

;

we continue to believe it, and continue to ignore the books
until, perhaps, we arrive at middle age. Then, it may be
tlirough accident or deep tribulation, we find that it is true,

and learn, no doubt with astonishment what is meant when
one says that a book is immortal. It is not tliat the book
will live forever. It is that the book though written long

ago is alive to-day. Shakespeare and Solomon are as alive

and "up to date" this minute as Vernon Castle and the

movies.
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Politics and Politicians
SOME Of- IHE HAPPEN" I NGS. OF THE MONTH

ON PARLIAMENT HILL

By Tom King

(T^INI taesp^

SIR ROBERT BORDEN has re-

turned and Parliament is gazing

at him in a sort of fascinated

trance. Within forty-eight hours he

enfranchised one million five hundred
thousand women, and commanded the

compulsory enlistment of one hundred
thousand men. True these are not yet

accomplished facts, but the announce-
ment of the Prime Minister usually has

the efifect of law, or at least becomes
law in the very near future.

It is as yet too early to speculate

about the conscription measure or what
affect the discussion bound to arise

upon it may have in Dominion politics.

Certainly, however, the premier has
started things. It looked before he

came back as though the parliamentary
machine had about run down, but now
it is geared up to high pressure and the

wheels go round so rapidly that many
members find their heads awhirling.

The event of the session so far has
been the presentation to the House of

Commons by Sir Thomas White, Minis-

ter of Finance, of the Report of the

Royal Commission appointed to in-

quire into the railway problem of Can-
ada. It is, unfortunately, a divided
report. Sir Henry Drayton and Mr.
W. M. Acworth favor the goverment
taking over and operating the Canadian
Northern, the Grand Trunk and the

Grand Trunk Pacific. President Smith
of the New York Central, the practical

railway man of the Commission, dis-

sents from his colleagues, and favors

corporate ownership and control. In-

deed he uses against them their own
criticism of government ownership as

we have had it on the Intercolonial.

HTHE war so engrosses everybody that
parliamentarians are apparently

giving little thought to the Report of

the Royal Commission. Yet that re-

port is bound to get into the realm of

practical politics. If its recommenda-
tions are to be carried out the govern-
ment must assume the responsibility,

and whatever measure it introduces will

be put through the House as a govern-
ment measure. Meanwhile, however,
private members are free to discuss the
repxjrt even though thev be supporters
of the government. \et I find it as
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difficult to start a conversation with
your average M. P. on this subject as
it would be to inveigle him into a dis-

cussion of the nel)ula hypothesis. His
mind is receptive, but he gives back no
information. Never did a State docu-
ment of such importance arouse so

little discussion. The newspapers,
editorially, have hadlilmost nothing to

say about it. The statesmen whom it

ought to engross are, as we have seen,

non-committal.
Lip to date the railway report and

the railway situation have not visibly

stirred the currents of politics or affect-

ed the movements of politicians. Per-

haps a more vital issue, possibly be-
cause it affects every family so directly

every day in the year, is the higli cost

of living. This was bound to come up
for di.scussion, and the budget debate
brought it to the surface immediately.
There were also special debates upon
the motion of Mr. Carroll, Liberal

Member for S. Cape Breton, who
moved the adjournment of the House
in order to discuss the rapidly rising

price of flour, and upon a similar mo-
tion made by Mr. Devlin of Wright to

discuss the diversion of grain from the

miller to the distiller.

Unavoidably Mr. Devlin's motion
led to a debate on prohibition, and
therefore found. favor on both sides of

the House. The debate on the price

of flour, and, indeed, the debate on the

This

New Department
—by the Dean of the

Ottawa Press Gallery

—

will give the readers of Can-

ada Monthly an inside view

of the political machinery of

the Dominion and various

Provinces. Tom King's views

are entirely from a news

angle—they are not partisan.

high cost of living generally, has been
more or less straggling. A member
cannot very well discuss the "spread"
between the price of wheat and the
price of flour unless he knows how
many bushels of wheat it takes to make
a barrel of flour. Then too his views
are influenced by the fact of whether
he represents an urban or a rural con-
stituency.

"VET, through the frotli and foam of

the debate one could discern cer-

tain currents of opinion among mem-
bers of the House that may be worth
noting, for no doubt they represent a
similar diversity of sentiment through-
out the country. Sir Herbert Ames, a
man of undoubted patriotism and at
the same time a man of great wealth
and a large employer of laljor took the
position that as everybody was getting
high prices nobody was being hurt.
Wages, he said, had advanced to a
point undreamed of in our history'.

Emjiloyment was universal, and pau-
perism had almost disappeared. Mr.
John Webster, of Brockville, for years
in the cheese business, and in daily
touch with the prosperous farmers along
the St. Lawrence, defended the high
prices asked by the producers for milk,

butter, cheese and bacon. The farmer,
he pointed out, had to pay much more
than formerly for his live stock, for his

feed and for his labor. He was getting
more money but not a great deal more
profit. At any rate, he had been carry-

ing on business for years almost at a
loss, and was entitled to share in the
general prosperity.

Other members, notably Mr. W. F.

Cockshutt, of Brantford,took the posi-

tion that a large section of the com-
munity was being ground between the
millstones of high wages for artisans

and high prices for farm products.

When wages go up everything
goes up that wages can buy. This
means, of course that house rent
and clothing have gone soaring as well

as food. Hence Mr. Cockshutt and
those who agree with him say the
people with fixed incomes, the salaried

class, and the dependent families of

soldiers, were never so badly of? as

they are at present.



ETIiNALLY, there were Liberal mem-
^ hers from the free trade belt of

Western Canada -who could see no
speedy relief except in a radical reduc-

tion of tariff duties. They -want the

farmer to be able to import his imple-

ments free of duty. Quite possibly the

tariff plank of the Liberal platform in

the coming national campaign will be
fashioned out of the amendments to be
offered in the budget debate. By the

time this is printed these amendments
will have been offered and
voted down, and they are like-

ly to embcxly demands for

the removal of the tariff

duties from farm implements,
himt>er and cement.
Whether the Liberals made

much of an argument or not
against the government they
at least voiced a general

complaint against the high
cost of living. That com-
plaint, so far as it evidences
dissatisfaction, is a complaint
against the government.
Many politicians here think
it is the best card the Liberals
have to play in the coming
campaign.
The women will vote as

well as the men, when we
come to choose the next
parliament. A hungry man
is apt to be critical, but
a woman who finds her-
self unable to get what
she thinks she ought to

have for her children is

even more likely to hold the
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Dominion election is deferred until the

Fall, or later, the Ontario lists for 1917
will be made up, and these will include

the names of all women in Ontario over
twenty-one and of British citizenship.

So far, so good. If the provinces

were allowed to decide the qualifica-

tions of voters at Dominion as well as

provincial elections there could be no
doubt that sex disqualification would
cease to exist for electoral purposes
west of the Ottawa River. But, per-

Sir Thos. White Acting Prime Minister during Sir Robert Borden

government of the day responsible

AND this brings us to the question
of votes for women,whichmay yet

be a lively party issue at the present ses-

sion of parliament. Ordinarily suffrage
shouki be a provincial question, but
by a series of accidents it has be-
come imavoidably an issue in Domin-
ion politics.

Five of the nine provinces, to wit,

British Columbia, Alberta, Saskatche-
wan, Manitol)a and Ontario, have
enfranchised women. Women, be-
yond doubt, will vote for members of

the legislature in each of these provinces
at the next pro\incial elections. Whether
they will get on the election lists in

the various provinces in time to vote
for members of the Dominion parlia-

ment at the next Dominion general
election must largely depend ufxin the
date of that election. Were parlia-

ment to be dissolved and a Dominion
election held in June, there would be
nothing for it in Ontario but to u.se the
election lists of 1016, and of course,
ujjon these lists the names of women
do not appear except the limitcHl nimi-
ber who, a year ago, had the municipal
franchise. On the other hand, if the

haps inadvertently, the provinces of

Saskatchewan and Alberta, are unable
to enfranchise women for Dominion
election purposes, because Sections 32
and 33 of Part Two of the Dominion
Elections Act say

:

In the provinces of Saskatchewan
and Alberta, except as in this Act
otherwise provided, e\'ery male
Ijerson shall be qualified to vote at
the election of a member under this

Act, who, not being an Indian, is a
British subject and of the full age
of twenty-one years, and has re-

sided in the province for at least

twelve months.

Shortly after the Liberals came into

power in 189(5 they repealed the Domin-
ion Franchise Act, and since then
provincial lists have been used for Do-
minion elections. Ordinarily one would
think that parliament would simply
repeal the clause of the Dominions
Elections Act above quoted so as to
give all the provinces home rule in this

matter. The Prime Ministtr, however,
is on record as saying that all or none of

the women of Canada should be allowed
to vote at the Dominion Filections.

Since the above was written the
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suffrage debate has occurred in the

House and the Prime Minister has de-

clared that all the women shall vote by
federal franchise at the coming election.

While lawyers do not agree on the

point the Minister of Justice has de-

cided that provincial legislation cannot
enfranchise women in any province for

Dominion purposes. If he be right

the women of Ontario, Manitoba and
British Columbia are in precisely the

same position as their sisters in Sas-

katchewan and Alberta. How-
ever, the point is no longer

important because the women
are hereafter to vote in federal

elections from sea to sea.

The budget debate proved
to be considerably longer than
the budget itself, which con-
sisted of nothing more than a
change in the war tax on
business profits. The tax is

considerably increased, run-

ning up, on a graduated scale,

to 75% on all profits above
20%. This proposal, the only

one made by Sir Thomas
White in the budget speech,

seemed to meet with general

approval from both sides of

the House. Some Opposi-

tion members thought that

Great Britain and Australia

had gone even farther in the

way of commandeering busi-

ness profits for the State, but
they admitted that the new
Inidget, after all, went pretty

's absence '3''.

• The only line of division

along party lines relates to a personal

income tax. The government may
come to a' personal income tax later

on, but it inclines to the belief that

it would cost more than it would
produce.
The present session of parliament

assembled on January 18th, and, in

order'to permit the Prime Minister to

attend the Imperial Conference, passeil

a great deal of legislation. Then the

House adjourned for ten weeks, and
reassembled on April- 19th. When the

members got togetlier they found tliat

between what they had already done
in January and what the government
had done during the recess a great

many subjects tliey wished to debate
had been practically removed from the

realm of discussion. For example,
parliament had already voted five

iiundred million dollars for war ex-

penditure up to March 31st, 1918.

This does not foreclose all discussion

on the conduct of the war, but it has a
tendency to prevent any frontal attack
on the government. Then, again, the

Ro.ss Rifle, always a fruitful subject for

controversial discussion, has been
practically eliminated by the govern-

("oniiiiucil on page 80.



Business vs. Booze
WHAT EIGHT MONTHS OF PROHIBITION HAS SHOWN ONTARIO

By R. Goldwin Smith

Illustrated from Photographs

Old Toronto Jail "over the Don" closed for lack of boarders

WHAT is a "Legger?" Every
condition has its by-products.
Every new condition creates

its own by-products, and sometimes
they are so original that names have
to be coined for them. Well, a "Leg-
ger" is a by-product of Prohibition.
When bars are closed down for good
and the retail sale of booze is forbidden
by law, there are naturally some dry
men walking the streets. Now, a "Leg-
ger" is on the look out for such a man.
A "Legger" carries his retail store in
the leg of his boot, if he wears high
ones, and somewhere else, if his boots
are not a convenient vehicle. His re-
tail store is a flask of whisky, which he
sells at so much a swallow. When the
"Legger" meets a man he knows,
who also knows him, it is'a simple
matter for both to retire to a secluded
spot and put through a deal success-
fully. Of course the police are on the
watch for tliis form of peddling, for
which no licenses are granted. To
negotiate an exchange of "liquid assets"
therefore, requires certain skill. Any-
body, for instance, who happens to
have the traditional "nose," may at
any time expect to be transfixed by
the gaze of a passer-by. If he is onew

of the susceptible, his fate, like that of
the bridegroom in "The Ancient Mari-
ner," is sealed:

- "It is an ancient Mariner,
And he stoppeth one of three.

'By thy long gray beard and glittering eye,
Now wherefore stopp'st thou me ?'

"

Ontario has been dry for eight
months. On the sixteenth of Septem-
ber, 1916, the Provincial statute be-
came effective closing all bars and re-

tail stores within the borders of On-
tario. During the first six months of
the "dry" period people of every walk
in life have been watching intently for
results. There certainly have been
results and to the observant some of
them are interesting. Some have a
nose for "booze" and some have a nose
for "news," and each, if he seeks
diligently will find, and each in his way
may be carried to excesses. For in-
stance, the writer left the office of one
well-infonned authority, who could
not say too much in favor of Prohibi-
tion, and walked into the anns of
another, who claimed he had inside
knowledge, and declared that vice had
been thriving since Prohibition be-
came effective. When questioned, the
prophet of vice gave startling details

concerning what had been going on in

certain quarters of the City of Toronto,
now known to the police, and submit-
ted the conclusion, that if the habitual
drunkard could not quench his thirst,

he would find some other vicious
medium for satisfying his excited ner-
vous system. Now, when the writer
had secured his balance once more and
resumed his inquiry', he came to his
own conclusion, that, whereas the first

authority had been faithfully tracing
the records of the true products of
Prohibition, the other, who was also
an authority, had been studying the
course of certain spasmodic by-pro-
ducts, with which ever>' beneficial en-
actment is conditioned. The one
study is surely as important as the
other, and all that one requires is

sufficient breadth of vision to fit the
existing good and evil into their proper
places.

Prohibition—Loss and Gain

I_JAS Ontario benefited by Prohibi-
tion ? There are some people,

who could not get "squiffy," without
almost passing through "the dark val-
ley," who will not hear of Prohibition
being a good thing for the community,



because they argue that Prohibition is

an evil in itself. It interferes with

"personal liberty." Well, everybody
loves personal liberty, but few com-
plain of the law rigidly enforced to the

effect that a motor-car must not drive

on the left side of the street. Now, it

has been pointed out above that vari-

ous answers have been given to the

question that opens this paragraph.

WTiat weight have the arguments of

those who think that Prohibition has

had bad results ?

In the first place the business of

numerous citizens has been wrecked.

The suppression of the bars has closed

a score of hotels in Toronto, that were
hitherto prosperous. This has resulted

in scarcity of good, cheap accommoda-
tion. In answer to this one needs but

search the city and discover what
hotels have gone out of business. Only
those which existed as an excuse for

the "bar." What has become of these

hotels ? The tinsel is rusting on the

walls of those, which have not already

been transformed into stores, temper-

ance drink bars and restaurant coun-

ters. The fact, however, that all of

these locations, many of which arc

among the best in the city, have not

been profitably utilized is that real

estate in general is dead in Toronto.

Cost of Sobriety

T"HE voice of the people spoke loudly
^ fof Prohibition and they got it.

An inevitable result of such an enact-

ment is that hereafter the people will
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have to pay more for ' 'dry" accommoda-
tion. Hitlicrto when the innocent

traveller came to town and stayed at

the hotel, his board was partly paid

by the "boozer." Think of that

!

What vicarious giving 1 What pro-

miscuous charity was given and taken !

"The quality of mercy is not strain'd

It droppeth as a gentle rain from heaven
Upon the place beneath. It is twice blessed,

It blesses him that gives and him that takes."

But the people of Ontario did not see

the situation in that light, or else they

saw too late. The result is that those

drinking-haunts that did not give real

accommodation have naturally been

deprived of their visible means of sup-

port. Now, events have proved with

them that they should not have been

in existence any way, because they

were all the time breaking the spirit of

the law, which demands that all hotels

should be suitable places for bed and
board. All hotels which have reason-

able accommodation for bed and board

have it in their power to continue to

subsist. There is only one sane thing

to do. Travellers must have suitable

accommodation. Let hotelinen pro-

vide this and establish a charge that

will return them a reasonable profit.

There will be a profit in communities

for good "dry" hotels, under this con-

dition, but the sooner the public awake
to the changed conditions, the better

it will be for all concerned.

The second thing the "wets" claim

is that vice is flourishing under cover.

It is true that "Leggers" and "blind

Five bartenders were required to care for customers at this Toronto bar before

Sept. 16, 1916. It is now a club for returned soldiers
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pigs" have sprung into being as a re-

sult of the banishment of the retail

sale of liquors. It is a question, then,

as to which is the greater evil, the open
bar or its two alternatives. Well, in

the first place the open bar was under
the patronage of the people, which gave
it a certain respectability. Notice

!

The alternatives are "under cover."

Now a large percentage of men (The
writer speaks with authority) who
would drink at the bar, refuse to go

"under cover" for it. Blind pigs and
"Leggers" are plentiful. Neitlier police

nor social workers will deny that.

They are working in co-operation to

suppress the traffic, with material suc-

cess, according to police records and
the statements of social workers.

Sobriety and Thrift,

T^HE stories that social workers re-

lated to the writer when questioned

as to the noticeable effects of Prohibi-

tion in Ontario, would gladden tlie

heart of an inebriate. "When John
came home one night last October and
unwrapped a new suit of clothes for

himself, I nearly fell over," confided

one woman to a social worker the

writer interviewed, and added: "It

was the first time he had done it in ten

years." Now, that was a homely and
intimate occurrence, which serves to

illustrate what is going on all over the

province. It represents, sobriety,

thrift and happiness. The writer told

the social worker that incidents were

easy to find on both sides. "May be,"

said he, "but will you tell me why our

board were forced to find a new field

of labor for the man who used to

superintend our lotlging-house. There
are practically no lodgers now. (The
l(xiging-house mentioned is a charity

institution well known in the City of

Toronto as a refuge for the transient

needy.) To confirm these views, the

writer has inquired into the operations

of centain church charity boards and
the same conditions are reported.

There is practically no neetl for charity.

Decrease In Drunkenness

(^.NE must be cautious in using statis-

^^ tics at the present time to sub-

stantiate any arginnent, for or against,

in a (luestion like Prohibition. Figures

now available at i)olice head<iuarters

will be given. Some peojile dispute

the authority of these figures in view of

the fact that a large mimbor of people

are out of the countrs' at present.

Now, it is ciuite true that men of fine

instincts, who have become subject to

certain vicious habits, would naturally

fly to anns, in their country's hour of

nee<l and thus redeem their lives. Men,
with whom the writer has talkeil, how-
ever, (\o not consider tliat the number
of men of this class, who have gone to

the front, are out of proi)ortion to llie
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number who were not adclittcd l<^ vic-

ious habits, who have enlisted. As
Deputy thief of Police Archibald, of

Toronto, remarked to the writer, the

number of crimes committed arc re-

latively few. Most of the cases in the

courts arc mere breaches of the city

by-laws.

With these facts in full view, it will

be interesting to review what Toronto
police records have to show. It is per-

haps superfluous to state that Prohibi-

tion in Ontario, as far as it is in force,

has had the efifect of decreasing the

number of cases of drunkenness. One
can go further and say that the de-

crease is very material. In the minds
of a good many people this alone w^ould

vindicate the new law. The Prohibi-

tion law went into force on September
16th, 1916. That means that there

were fifteen dry weeks in that year.

During the whole of 1916, in the City
of Toronto, 9,639 cases for drunkenness
were tried in the police court; in 1915
the number was 11,232. Deputy
Chief of Police Archibald, in giving

these figures, stated that the bulk
of the decrease shown in 1916 oc-

curred during the closing quarter of

the year.Another class of offence that is

closely allied to drunkenness and which
is chiefly due to drink is disorderli-

ness. During 1916 there were 1435
cases in court, as compared with
2,429 cases in 1915. According to police

officials there were practically no dis-

orderly cases during the closing

quarter of 1916.

There are certain people with a zeal

for unprejudiced judgment who de-
clare that Prohibition does not ac-

count for the decrease in figures, be-
cause so many men, who would other-
wise be frequently in the police courts
for drunkenness and disorderliness, are
at the front. In view of this state-

ment, examine the following com-
parative table:

Cases of drunkenness in court in

Toronto:

1916 1915
Male 9,147 10,624
Female 492 608

Total 9,639 11,232

Notice the figures covering women
inebriates, and yet women do not go
to war. If Prohibition has decreased
drink among women, why should it

not decrease the number of inebriates
among the men ?

The figures with regard to cases of
disorderly conduct tell the same story

:

Cases of disorderly conduct in court
in Toronto:

1916 1915
Males 1,372 2,345
Females 63 84

Totals 1,435 2,429
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lewer women have been apprehended
for this form of lawlessness since pro-
hibition came into effect.

Previous to the 16th of September,
1916, it was the prerogative of Inspec-
tors at Police substations to dismiss,

without trial, first and sometimes second
offences for drunkenness without bring-

ing the offenders to trial. Since that
date every single case has been tried.

Obviously this fact strengthens the case
for Prohibition.

During the first 33 weeks since Pro-
hibition there were 2563 cases fordrunk-
enness in Toronto. This is at the rate

of 4,039 for the year, and compares
with 11,232 cases during the wet year
1915.

Statistics may be used for purposes
of misrepresentation, but their truth
and value have often been maligned.
Police statistics in the larger Ontario
communities, outside Toronto, indicate

Photo British anil

J. W. Flavelle

Chairman of the Ontario License Board, whose task it is
to hunt out the Loggers

that with few exceptions both drink
cases and total offences tried by magis-
trates have decreased in number in
marked degree since Prohibition came
into force. The figures for the closing

quarters, 1916 and 1915 in 33 large

communities follow:

Drink Cases
1916 1915
2286 5388

Total Cases
1916 1915
10,587 14,425

In face of these facts, the sobering and
law-abiding effects of Prohibition can
scarcely be denied. It will be of value,
perhaps, to give the reports from police
magistrates for the three months end-
ing December 31st, 1916, and 1915 in
detail:

Dec. 31, 1915-16.

Drunkenness Cases Total Offenses
Tried Tried
1915 19161915 1916

Barrie... 17 4 37 46
Belleville 42 15 107 69
Berlin 9 3 120 82
Brantford 152 16 354 260
Brockville 34 26 61 62
Chatham .39 6 101 103
Cobalt 1 1

1

102 93
Cobourg 15 4 48 84
Cornwall 12 11 30 42
Gait 5 2-54 24
Guelph 17 18 117 104
Hamilton 498 61 1341 749
Kingston 96 51 190 102
London 367 134 783 501
Lindsay 3 4 24 31
Niagara Falls ' 37 240 120 334
North Bay 18 4 38 23
Orillia - 18 6 39 32
Oshawa 11 8 104 4.S

Ottawa 286 234 587 607
Owen Sound 35 19 183 140
Peterborough 98 24 211 110
Port Arthur 189 56 277 147
Port Hope 7 23 11

Sarnia 106 101 200 178
SaultSte. Marie. . 46 126 157 221
Smith's Falls 3 7 23 17
St. Catharines. .. . 172 19 361 215
St. Thomas 20 2 81 53
Stratford 31 2 118 75
Windsor 80 99 118 252
Woodstock 15 10 75 83
Toronto 2908 953 8291 5682

Among the municipalities listedabove

appear several notable exceptions. The
cities of Ottawa, Sarnia, Sault Ste.

Marie and Windsor show a maked in-

crease in cases of drunkenness and in

total offences against the law. There
is, however, a special reason for this

• condition in these cities. They are on
the border in close proximity to centers

where liquors are available at retail.

Perhaps nothing demonstrates more
clearly the cleansing social effects of

Prohibition than the contrast in police

records between those cities in close

proximity to the open bars in Quebec
and the United States and those cities

distant from the borders.

Economy and Booze

TN dealing with the economic effects
^ of Prohibition in its larger aspects,

statistics may be improperly used, be-

cause other factors are operative. Here
the influence of war cannot be denied.

Everybody has money in the bank, be-

cause everybody has lucrative employ-
ment," is an argument some people

use. Nevertheless, if the boozer had
more money coming in from week to

week would he not drink more ? More-
over war wages were in full swing before

Prohibition came into effect in Ontario,

yet since September 1916, savings de-

Continued on page S6.
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The Vow of Silence

By Alice Hegan Rice

Illustrated by Thomas Fogarty

Up
from the banks

of K e n t u c k y
River, Gray

Knob rose rugged and
uncouth. Two lone-

some cabins stood up-
on the clearing on its

summit, stood and
glared at each other in

fair weather and foul,

as if detennined to

stare each 9ther out of

countenance. The lar-

ger cabin was evidently

ly getting the advant-
age of it ; it stood forth

clean, firm, and aggres-

sive, while the smaller

one leaned shiftlessly

against the hillside, ap-
parently indifferent as

to what supported it,

the flowers on the dila-

pidated sill as imperti-

nent as a posy in the
buttonhole of a beggar.

In these dwellings
lived the Skittleses,

Mrs. Skittles in the
self-respecting cabin,

and Mr. Skittles in the
shiftless one, and be-

tween them lay fifty

feet of beautiful green
hillside and an ominous \ow of silence.

One blustery day Mrs. Skittles was
carrying on a vigorous cleaning cam-
paign ; she charged down the middle of

die kitchen floor with her broom, then
made a left oblique, and a right oblique,

coming to a position of rest at the
cabin door. She was large and impos-
ing, with a figure that had made no
concessions to forty years of harfl work.
Slie was a veteran in the army of lal)f)r,

but not from the ranks; Mrs. Skittles

had ever l)ccn in command. Her com-
munications to the world were still

issued in the form of orders, and she
marched through life on schedule time,

wanting to court-martial all who failed

to follow instructions.

In her small encampment upon the

clearing, there was but one (icserter.

Two years ago Mr. Skittles had found
the martial life t<x) strenuous, and,
failing in his duties, had been con-

"Pretty goings on," sniSed Mrs. Skettles to the ceiling

demned to solitary confinement in the
cabin tidjoining that of his superior
officer. For a living he stripped to-

bacco, for a diversion he chewed it.

He still accepted his rations daily, in a
tin bucket, which was carried to him
from the me.ss-room by one of the little

Skittles, in return for which he was
expected to render obedience to Mrs.
Skittles, who, tliough no word was
s[)()ken, used a co<ie of signals at once
coercive and harassing.

As she stocxl at the door of the cabin,

she shaded her eyes with her hand and
kxjked up the river:

"It nnist be gittin' "on to twelve
o'clfx:k," she said; "I heard the Little

Sandy whistle four times since break-
fast. Khoda Ray," she called over
her slioulder, "have you seen the
chilflrcn comin' home from the village?"

Rhfxla Ray, long and lank, emerged
from the bedroom. She had drab .skin

and weak little drab
eyes that looked pati-
ently out from under
a mop of drab hair.

Her calico dress was
cut at the e.\act slant
to display to the worst
advantage a pair of
knocked knees. Her
mother's question seem-
ed to strike her dumb
with confusion, not
that her lips were seal-

ed; it was a marked
characteristic of Rhoda
Ray that she never
closed her mouth when
it was possible to keep
it open. After a mo-
ment's hesitation she
stammered

:

"I seen 'em comin'
up 'bout a hour ago."

Mrs. Skittles tossed
her head angrily. "No
use to say no more,
Rhoda Ray; I know
where they are at."

Throwing a shawl
about her shoulders she
stalked across the strip

of land that divided
the two cabins. Before
she reached tJie door

shrieks of merriment fromshe heard
within, which served as fuel to the fire

of her wrath. On die threshold she
paused, an avenging deity about to
descend upon the unconscious revelers.

The interior of the room prescnttxl

an aspect of startling contrasts. In the
corner was an unmade cot, covered by
an old jiiece of rag carpet, while beside
it stoo<l an imposing self-rocker, up-
holstered in crimson plush. On the
plain wfKiden walls hung two multi-
colore(^ chromos, resplendent in wide
gold frames, while beneath them stood
a stove decrepit with age and general
debility.

Mrs. Skittles viewed these objects
with increasing ire, for Mr. Skittles,

be it known, was a chronic victim
of the instalment plan, and his utter
inability to withstaiul the allure-

ments of traveling agents had
been the rock uiion which their

09
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"Is it goin' to be punkin or apple,'maw?'

conjugal felicity iiad been wrecked.
As .she stood there wrathfully recall-

ing the past, five ecstatic shrieks re-
called the present. On top of the deal
table, in the center of the room, five
noisy little Skittles were clinging and
laughing, and crowding one another,
while from under the table Mr. Skittles,
with his coat tied over his head, made
frantic grabs at stray legs and arms,
ernitting dreadful growls and snarling
with ferocious intensity.

Suddenly there was a pause. The
bear subsided. Bud^Skittles slid to the
floor and slipped ]>ast his mother, while
Lottie, Susan and Eddie Jo helped
three-year-old Ted down from the

table. Only Jinnic was left, sitting
cross-legged in the center of the table,
fascinated into immovability by her
mother's fixed glare.

"Jinnie," exclaimed Mrs. Skittles in
awful tones, "you tell yer paw to come
right out from under that fool table."

Jinnie obediently repeated the mes-
sage, and Mr. Skittles clambered forth
with as much dignity as his enveloped
head and the obstructing table legs
would permit. He was a small, slight
man. with slanting shoulders, from
which his arms dangled in a perpetual
state of relaxation. His straggling
beard but half concealed the weak
mouth where a \acillating smile was

the

the

the

<A.-i on till- pojtil ol breaking through.
Hut if hi.s mouth .smile<i his eyes belie<l
It, for a more pathetic pair of apix?aling
eyes were never raised to an irate mas-
ter. He stwxl now, liumbled and dis-
heveled, as guilty as the children at
bcmg caught in mischief.

"Pretty goin's on," sniflTetl Mrs
Skittles to the ceiling. "Here I b(
hustlin' round from sun up to tin
steamboat whistle, an' you oner\
children, 'slid of bein' down yonder
strippin' terbacccr, a foolin' round here.
Clear out everyone of you 'cept Jinnie:
she kin stay and clean up this here
I>igsty." Whereupon, slowly directing
her searchlight from the ceiling to Mr.
Skittles, she pointed with a long and
rigid finger to the unmade bed, to th.
soiled dishes in the corner, coming t<,

an awful and accusing halt at Mr.
Skittles's stocking feet. Then, with a
snort of indignation, she backed her-
self out of the doorway, the children
scattering before her like leaves be-
fore a whirlwind.
Mr. Skittles, left alone with

plump Jinnie, cautiously closed
door, then .sank dejectedly into
plush rocker. Each fresh ' reprimand
from Mrs. Skittles added to his burden
of contrition, for, remiss as he ha<l
been in other duties, he had never
faltered in loyal allegiance to his leader.

Jinnie let herself down from the
table and, going to him, put her ami
about his neck. "Don't you care,"
she said recklessly; "I love you heap
better than I do maw."

This blaspKenn- roused Mr. Skittles
to protest: "Oh, no you don't, Jinnie:
jer maw's a wonderful woman. I

never was good enough fer her; her
fambly all said so when we was married.
She deserved to git a first-class hus-
band 'stid of me."

"I love you best," insisted Jinnie.
hugging his head to her breast.
He patted her cheek tenderly and

drew her down in the chair beside him.
She snuggled up close and, holding
tight to his hand, tried to direct his
thoughts to a more pleasant subject.

"Ain't you got any secrets to tell me
to-day ?" she asked slyly.

Mr. Skittles's face underwent a
transformation. The look of dejection
gave way to one of sudden interest.

"Well, ef I ain't clean forgot to tell

you !" he exclaimed.
Jinnie clapped her hands in delight.

"Cross my heart and body, make a big
ring and a spot in the middle, I won't
tell !"

"Well." said Mr. Skittles, peering
an.xiousK- around the side of the chair
to see that the door was secure, and
sinking his voice to a whisper, "I'm a
making a new investment."

"Is it a melojeon, Pa .'"

"No," said Mr. Skittles, pursing up
his lips with some show of importance
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i canTsav' it's> melojeon, Jinnie. I

was a-hanging between a melojeon an'

a writin' dext, as you know. But this

Irere is a new offer; it's a patent an' a

combination." . . .

"What is it ? " demanded Jmnie im-

patiently. ^, . ,

"Well," drawled Mr. Skittles, gain-

ing time and courage, "it's a usefu'ler

irticle than a melojeon; it km be used

in the field and in the house, to fetch

and carry in the day-time and to set on

at night." Mr. Skittles counted off

these attractions on Jinnie's fat fingers.

•'A bucket ?" asked Jinnie incredul-

ously.

"No, madam !" said Mr. Skittles;

"it's a guarantee patent easy-cheer an'

wheelbarrcr."

Jinnie's face fell. "O Pa, why didn t

\ ou stick to the melojeon ? You don't

iiecxl no wheelbarrow."

"But the easy-cheer, Jinnie !
It

sorter folds up inside itself an' looks

jes' like a natural cheer, then you turn

a peg an' the fus' thing you know

ther's a patent wheelbarrcr, easy run-

nin', light as a feather, an' strong as

—

as—ennything."
"Where's it at ?"

Mr. Skittles again surveyed the

closed door and winked significantly at

the wofxlslied.

Jinnie was silent a moment, wrest-

ling with a new thought. "Say, Pa,"

she asked, "have you got through

l)ayin' fer the clock ?"

Mr. Skittles's face fell. "Well, no,

'l ain't quite," he confessed, "but that's

with a nother company. It ain't the

same thing at all; this here is a new
concern, twenty cents a week till you

pay up."
"Will they take it away from you,

like they did them picture-books V
"Oh, no. This here is a good, honest

concern. The agent said so."

This doubt being removed, Jinnie

began to take a lively interest in the

wheelbarrow, and Mr. Skittles, en-

couraged by her sympathy, drew largely

upon his imagination in recounting the

marvelous possibilities of his new in-

vestment. When the dinner bell

soundcti from the other cabin, Jinnie

rose reluctantly. "I 'spect you belter

spread up yer bed, an' empty out yer

wash pan," she advisc<l; "it's awful

mussy in here."

"That's right," .said Mr. Skittles,

approvingly; "I'll jes' do that ver>

thing. Jinnie !" he called as she start-

ed, "the fus' time you and Bud git a

chance you slip around to the woml-
shed an' take a peek at it." '• i

Meanwhile Mrs. Skittles, having

with great dispatch cleancfl and brush-

ed and fed each little Skittles, ordere<l

them into the corner of the kitchen

with positive instructions that they

were not to come beyond a certain

crack in the ffoor. There was an air of

"Find yer girl, Jenk," cr

unusual importance about Mrs. Skittles

this afternoon. She marched back and

forth to the pantry, measuring Hour

and lard and making fretnient refer-

ences to a much-thumbed cook-book.

Only once did the grouji in the corner

venture an inquiry': "Is it goin' to be

punkin or apple. Maw ?"

"I ain't a-sayin'," said Mrs. Skittles

loftily; "it never did bring a pie no

luck to talk about it beforehand."

She rolled the dough with a fimi hand,

pinching if and spanking it with the

skill of oni" practiced in tliose arts.

ied several from the rear

"I know," whi.spcred Kddie Jo; "it's

sweet pertater."

Mrs. Skittles kneaded and incasurwl

and stirred in absorbed silence. "Rhoda

Ray," she presently demanded, "reach

me' that there allsiiice on the corner of

the shelf. The can this way."

Rhoda Ray, glad to l)e ordered on

the scene of action, looked on while her

mother liberally sprinkled the contents

through the mixture.

"Yours took the blue ribbon at the

pie social last year, didn't it. Maw ?"

she a.sked in a conciliatory tone.
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"Jinnie," he called,

^^
"Four years," said Mrs. Skittles,

apple, lemon, mince, an' punkin."
"Who's a-goin' with you to-night ?"

Rhoda Ray was emboldened to inquire.
Mrs. Skittles held herself erect and

spoke with emphasis: "Every single
one of you includin' Teddie. Yer paw,
Mr. Jenkins Skittles, ain't a person to
be trusted with a blind kitten."
This announcement, that the entire

family was to be allowed to engage in
the festivities of the pie social in a few
hours, threw the light brigade into
notous disorder. Sudden joy is as
demoralizing as sudden grief, but Mrs.
Skittles did not believe in anticipation.
That evening, about dusk, she charg-

ed down the hill with her little com-
pany. Carried before her, carefully
enveloped in napkins, was the sweet
potato pie, upon which rested the re-
sponsibility of sustaining her reputation
as the best cook in the county. Be-
hind her came the little Skittleses, re-
joicing in the unusual combination of
Sunday clothes and week-day man-
ners.

Mr. Skittles, sitting on the top rail
of the fence with his feet hooked under
the lower, surveyed tlie procession
with surprise. He waited until Mrs.
Skittles was well in advance, then he
plucked^at Rhoda Ray's dress.

"Say," he whispered with excited
interest, "where are you all goin' at ?"

RJioda Ray, following the maternal
example, tilted her drab head and
stalked disdainfully on. In vain did
he seek information from each of the
children in turn; even Jinnie was too
intent upon her expedition to pause
long enough to explain its object.

piteously; "Jinnie, yer ain't dead yit, air ye"

Mr. Skittles, left alone on the fence,
followed the little procession with wist-
ful eyes until the twilight hid it from
view. The stick he was whittling
dropped from his fingers, his head sank
upon his breast; now and then he drew
his coat sleeve across his eyes. Deeper
and deeper grew the dusk, in a near-by
willow a whippoorwill told its troubles
to the coming night, still Mr. Skittles,
forlorn and deserted, kept silent watch
in the lonesome clearing.
Down in the village schoolhouse the

merriment ran high. Forty pies stood
on a long table at the head of which
the Reverend Mr. Zim acted as auction-
eer. Around the table stood the bid-
ders, young men and old, the former
arrayed for the most part in negligee
shirts, frock coats, and satin neckties.
The matrons and maids sat around the
wall, each one next to a vacant chair,
waiting to share their respective pies
with whosoever should buy them.

"Here," cried the Reverend Mr. Zim
balancing a dome of cocoanut on his
hand, and eloquently pointing out its
merits, "here is a morsel fit for the
gods. Look at tliat filling, as pure and
white as the fallen snow. It's enough
to wet the mouth with appetite of them
as so much as looks upon it ! Who'll
bid ten cents ? Fifteen ? Fifteen ! I

ain't a-saying who baked it, but Sally
Woodruff is a-blushing mighty pink
over there in the corner. What!
twenty-five ? Going, going, gone ! at-
twenty-five cents to Mr. Zack Wilson.
Here's your number, and you can find
your partner and eat your pie."

Zack, with pleased embarrassment,
turned confidently to Sally only to find

that old Mrs. Duflfy held
his number. The com-
panylaughed uproarious-
ly while Zack shared his
pie with his stout com-
panion, the cocoanut
turning to sawdust under
Sally's scoffing glances.

In the midst of tlic

uproar a head was thrust
in at the door. It was
a shaggy head, and the
ragged body that fol-

lowed it was out of keep-
ing with the gala attire
of the rest of the com-
pany. But a chorus of
welcoming shouts arose
nevertheless.

"Hello, Jenk Skittles/
Where did you come
from ?"

"Did you blow down
from yer roost, Jenk^?"
"Come right along in

and git in the game."
Mr. Skittles, smiling

apologetically and try-
ing to smoolii down his
flying locks, edged for-

ward. A hurried glance had failed to
reveal Mrs. Skittles, sitting bolt up-
right in solemn state at the far end of
the room.
"Bid one on a pie, Jenk !" cried some

one in the crowd. "Put up a good one,
Zim, and we'll make him buy it."

Mr. Skittles, laughing and weakly
protesting, was pushed to the front.

' »
"Started at ten," called the Reverend

Zim, "as fine a pie as ever seen tlie
oven. Ten ! ten ! Whoever '11 make
It fifteen ? Why, I'm 'shamed to
name that sum in the hearing of that
pie! Twenty-five? Going at twentv-
five ! Thirty ? Good ! Who'll bid
thirty-five ?"

Mr. Skittles, urged onward by the
shouting men, continued to raise it,

oblivious to the fact that he was bid-
ding against himself.

"Knocked down to Mr. Jenkins
Skittles at forty-five cents, the highest
price of the evening," said the Reverend
Zim, as he handed down the pie and
the number.

"Find yer girl, Jenk," cried several
from the rear, and Mr. Skittles started
on his romantic quest, a flutter of ex-
pectancy in his heart and the pie in his
hand. Down the line he passed, eager-
ly scanning the numbers on the chairs.
Suddenly he paused. He had found
his number. In the accompanying
chair sat Mrs. Skittles, rigid and un-
winking.
The hilarity escaped from the com-

pany as promptly as the gas from a
pricked balloon. The village respected
if it did not admire, Mrs. Skittles, and
it realized that the situation was serious

Continued on page 96.
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CHAPTER XIX.
- WHAT THE MORNING BROUGHT

I TOOK the Doctor's hint quite Hter-
ally, and with no more preparation

tor a night's sleep than simply taking
off my coat and hanging it over a chair
within t-asy reach, I stretched myself
out on the bed.
The next thing I knew I was sitting

lip in bed wondering where I was, won-
Woring whether what had wakened me
was part of an uneasy dream I had been
having, or a real outcry. The next
moment I was wide awake, out of btxl

and struggling into my coat, all in the
>ame flash of time, for the cry had come
to my ears again.

r flung open my door and encountered
\ irginia in the corridor.

Without a word we hurried into the
room where we had left the doctor. It

was empty, but the next moment we
>aw him bending over Mr. Heather-
tield's bed in the adjoining room. He
heard the door open, and presently
< ame to the doorway and spoke to us.

"I am sorry you were alarmed," he
said; "I don't believe it is anything.
Mr. Heatherfield cried out in his slcei),
but he appears to have dozed
off again. I doubt if it is any-
thing more serious than a bad
dream."

"Well," said Virginia, an al-

most playful note coming into
her voice in the revulsion from
mere momentary alarm, "you
are not going to .send us back
to l)ed again, are you ? It i-^

morning already."

Sheglancwl toward the win-
dow as she sjwjke. The dawn
was indeed already brighten-
ing the window-i)anes. To
.idd force to her argutnent,
.she extinguished all the can-
dles in the rrxmi and drew
back the curtains.

'There is one [wint about
which I have no doubt," said
the drjctor. "The chemical
formula for that secret re-

agent of your father's .should

not be upon yf)ur father's \xr-
son, or anywhere else where

Synopsis of previous instalments see page 103.

the violence of determined and desper-

ate inen can get it. I shall be very much
easier when it is safely deposited in

the vaults of the Credit Lyonnaise at

Paris. If he proves strong enough to

travel when he wakes, then he will take

it to Paris hiinself. If he is not, then
one of us must go."

Then through the open windows
came the pulsing throb of a motor-car.

It was coming down the main street of

the town, headed in the direction of

Tours, not running fast, and presently,

from the sound, it became evident that

it was going to stop before the entrance

to our inn.

As if the stop were to l)c but mo-
mentary', however, the man driving the

car threw out his clutch, but did not

kill his engine, and we heard a voice

cry out in French:
"Look alive in there, somebody !

How much farther is it to Tours ?"

At the sound of that voice the doctor

sprang to the window, then almost as

quickly retreated from it. He spoke
to me in a voice dry with suppressed

excitement:
"Come here, my friend, but come

cautiously. I can identify three of the

gentlemen in this car. Come and see

if you know the fourth."

I approached the window with cau-

tion as the doctor Ijade me. The car I

saw was coated white with dust, and
two of its tires were flat. They had
had a long run that night, and probably

a hard one. The first face I saw look-

ing out from the tonncau was the face

of Alexander Duggleby. He, of course,

was not the one the doctor called me
to identify. The chauffeur I did not

know, nor the man who sat beside him,

but the other occupant of the tonneau
was the wall-eyed lodge-keeper.

CHAPTER XX.

THE AFFAIR IN THE PARCEL-ROOM.

"T^HE doctor's eyes were sparkling,

and there was a smile on his lips.

"Do you know that fourth man ?"

said he.

I no<lded.

"He's the man who took my picture

in the grounds of the chateau yester-

day."
"I thought so," lie ob.ser\ed. "Well,

my friend, we seem to be getting to-

ward the heart of the affair.

There they are and here are

we."
"Our enemy is shrewder

than we thought him," said

I. "He has discoAered that

his real quarry is not in the

parcel-room at Tours, but
here in the inn at Met tray."

'

"Well, we shall see," said

the doctor. "Now is the time
to use our eyes, not our voices.

Our friends out there seem to

be growing impatient."

Indeed, Morton, if that was
his true name, had disntount-

ed from the car and was tug-

ging violently at the inn bell,

balling lustily to the landlord

all the while.

"Not exactly the way they
would proceed if they meant
to take us by suri)risc," corn-

men tetl the diKMor.

"Do you think," I exclaim-
ed in asionislinicnt "<1m '"m

I sat wondering what fate had in store for us
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think they don't know we -are here?"

The clotrtor noilded with a smile.

"What a situation !" he whispered.

"What a situation !"

Tlie riiiKinK and the shouting had .ii

last pnxhicod an eflfcct. We heard a

window opening below i:s and a sleepy,

irritated voice calling out:

"What is it you want ?"

"How far is it to Tours ?" Morton
tlemanded.

"Nine kilometers, imbecile," said

the voice. "Can't you read the sign-

posts ?"

Morton saw fit to ignore both the

epithet and the question, and turning

to his friends in the car, entered into

what appeared to be a lively discus-

sion, though we could hear none of it.

Presently he turned back to the land-

lord, who had evidently been just on

the point of closing his window again.

"Well," said the traveler, "two flat

tires and five o'clock in the morning
make even nine kilometers seem too

far. Can you make us decently com-
fortable here ?"

"But most assuredly," said the land-

lord, becoming affable at once. "Wait
just a moment, monsieur, while I open
the door."

"Well, be quick about it," sai<l

Morton. "We have been all night

coming here from Chartres, and ha\e
lost our way a dozen times. I hope
your beds are ready."
The window beneath us closed with

a slam, and then we heard another
voice, low but very distinct. Duggleby
was speaking for the first time address-

ing Morton in English.

"You're a clumsy liar," he said.

"Why did you explain where we had
been ?"

Whatever answer Morton may have
made I do not know, for the sound of

Duggleby's voice coming in through
our still open window had an effect

alarming as it was unexpected upon
the old man.
Up to that moment, so Virginia

assured us afterward, he had seemed
quite unaware of what was going on.

He was lying quietly on his pillow, his

mind totally absorbed by the effort to
begin an orderly description of the
preliminary processes of his discovery.

But at the sound of that English voice,

the voice of his relentless, remorseless
enemy, he started bolt upright in the
bed, his eyes staring like those of a man
in a nightmare.
"The dream !" he gasped. "The

dream is coming true !"

He turned and began groping wildly
under the pillow for his precious en-
velope, and then everything happened
so quickly that it was over before any
of us could reach his side. He whisp-
ered the words "Too late," and with an
inarticulate groan collapsed, face down-
ward, upon the bed.
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"For a person who calls himself an adventurer you make an extraordinary

number of blunders

The suddenness of the shock startled

Virginia into a terrified outcry. Then
with a gesture of appeal she turned to

the doctor, who was bending over the

old man almost as soon as she was.

The next instant he had turned to

me, and motioned me back to my sta-

tion at the window. I obeyed without
a word, hard as it was to resist the

impulse to pause for a glance or a word
of .sympathy to Virginia.

Morton, the chauffeur, and the lodge-

keeper were all out of the car, pacing
nervously up and down before the inn,

and occasionally casting glances, which
I took to be apprehensive, down the

road.

Duggleby alone remained in his seat

in the tonneau, and I was rather puzzled

to account for this fact until I noticed

that he was very pale, and presently

made out that his hand and foreann
were rudely bandaged.
At last the landlord appeared, ac-

companied by a sleepy porter, whose
tardiness he was berating in evident

apology for his own.
"They sleep like the dead, these ser-

vants," he observed. Then turning

on the man himself, he exclaimed
ferociously:

"Come now, great camel that thou

art, and take the luggage of these

messieurs up to the first floor."

"We have not our luggage with us,
'

said Morton, adding, after a second's

hesitation: "We had it sent on from
Chartres to Tours."

I was about to leave m\- position at

the window when the doctor joined

me.
"Is if serious ?" I asked.



\ot fatal, I think," was tlie doctor's

answer. "He has had a stroke of

apoplex\-, but I fancy he will survi\e it.

It is \ery likely to leave him paralyzed,

though. He may never he able to

utter another intellij;il)le word."
I hal been forming a plan of action,

while I stcod there at the window, upon
I he doctor's hypothesis that our enemies
did not know we were at the inn.

They were plainly exhausted, and
would, no doubt, sleep several hours,
and my plan was simply to

seize this opportunity to

escape to Paris. I told this

to the doctor.

"Out of the question," he
said. "If we were going to

do that, I might as well

chloroform Mr. Heatherfield

before we start. He must
have absolute cjuiet for a

week at least."

"It is a perverse sort of

misfortune all around," I

commented gloomily. "If the

old man had had another
hour, he could have given
X'irginia the facts she needs
to ofTer his discovery else-

where. As it is, he leaves

her heiiiless."

"Oh, at the worst, it is not
as bad as that," said he. "It

is only a deadl<:x:k between
her and the Duggleb\ s. They
are as heli^less as she is unless

they can steal the contents
of that envelope. That is, assuming,
mark you," he went on, "that Mr.
Heatherfield ne\er recovers his powers
ol speech, and, also, that Christo[)her

Morton is hand and glove with the

Dugglebys."
"There is nothing very improbable

about that latter assumption," I com-
menteti.

"Isn't there ?" he asked, the old look
of amusement coming into his eyes.

"Did you draw no inference whatever
from the remark Duggleby made, the

^ery remark which so shocked and
terrified our venerable friend here ?"

"I am afraid not," said I.

"Well," he rejoined liriskly, "this is

no time to stand gossiping," and he
turned back to his patient.

For two inlenninable hours wc wait-
ed. At the end of that time it was
.ipparent, even tf) my ignorance, that
the first effect of the shcx-k was pa.s.sing.

The Icjud, agonized breathing became
(|uieter and the purple .suffusion of the
face gra<lually disa|)peared. At last

the doctor looked at his watch:
"I can |)romise your father his life,

at any rate," he said to Virginia. "He
is flrifting into a perfectly normal sleep

which is the best thing he can do. .'Xnd

now it is time to do something for our-

selves. The world will wear a different

ook after we have had breakfast."
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I rang the bell, and presently there

knocked at the door the same man
whom the landlord had summoned
from his early morning slumbers to

assist in receiving the untimely guests.

There was nothing sleepy about him
now, however. He fairly bristled with

excitement. Thinking he might have
some news for us I was about to draw
him into conversation, but the doctor

took the affair out of my hands.

"An omelet for three," he said, "and
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coffee. Serve it here as quickly as you
can. That's all."

"Yes, monsieur," said (he man sub-

missively, and he di.sapi^earcd.

"I had an idea," I ventured, "that

he might have told us something we
should have foimd interesting."

'He might, and he will," said the

dwtor, "when he comes back with the

breakfast. He will tell us all the more
if he has no idea we are in the least

interested."

'Die doctor rightly estimated his

character, as was evident a few minutes
later when the man returned. At last

he said, in a feeble apologetic sort of

way:
"Of course, messieurs have heard the

news ?"

"I dare say we have," said the doc-
tor serenely.

"Pardon, monsieur," said the waiter.

"I think that is scarcely possible. It

only happened last night, and very late."

"Indeed," said the doctor, "what is

it ? Has the housemaid eloped with
the cook ?"

"No, monsieur," said the waiter, "1

am the housemaid myself, and mon-
sieur the propriet(jr, he is the c(K)k."

"Proceed with your news," said the

doctor, "I suppose you will be incap-

al)le of serving breakfast until you have
rid yourself of it."

75

"It occurred in Tours, messieurs, a

most astonishing outrage. It happen-

ed in the railway station very late at

night, when there were but few people,

and those but half awake, in the wait-

ing-room. But there might have been

a thousand, for these three men showed

the cunning and the resource of the

devil himself."

"Apaches from Paris, I suppose,"

said the doctor. "What did they do ?"

"No doubt monsieur is right," as-

sented the waiter. "One of

them appeared at the door of

the parcel-room, which at

that hour is tended by an old

woman. The wicket was
unlocked and he entered,

fumbling in his pockets as if

to find his receipt. A com-
panion of his appeared at

that moment in the door-

way. *l

" 'Come in here,' says the

first man, 'I shall find the

receipts in a moment and
we have no time to waste.

It will take this old woman
an hour.'

"Whereupon the second

man, who had the strengtii

of three, tnonsieur, and the

ciuming and quickness of the

de\il, the second man en-

tered the room. At that same
moment a third man ap-

lieared in the doorway, thus

preventing the persons in

the waiting-room from seeing what
was going on

"At that the second man, slipping

around behind tlie old woman, seizetl

her, and before site could cry out clap-

ped a handkerchief saturated with

chloroform over her mouth and nose.

When she became unconscious they

selecte<l three or four of the bags and
went away. No one knew anything
whatever about the affair until in

course of time the old woman recovered

consciousness."

"Did the old woman make any rc-

•sistencc ?" inquired the doctor.

The waiter shrugged his shoul-

ders.

"What could she <io against that

emissary of the devil ?" he said. "She
had a pair of scissors in her hand, and
with them she struck repeatedly at the

hand which was clapped over her

mouth and nose, but lie minded that

no more than pin-pricks."

"By the way," said the doctor, "I

suppose they wore masks, these rob-

bers ?"

"Not at all, monsieur," said the

waiter. "They came quite openly as

travelers."

The (lf)ctor yawned.
"Indee<l," he saiil. ' Thai is cur-

ious."
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CHAPTER XXI.

THE CIRCLE IN THE WALL

TT was a relief when the waiter was
^ gone and we found ourselves at

liberty to discuss the affair in the light

of f)ur own knowledge.
"It was neat," said I.

The doctor laughed:
"What would you ?" said he. "It

was the work of M. Duggleby."
"It was he who held the old woman,"

1 observed. "His hand was injured,

for I noticed the bandage on it while
he sat in the car. He probably mind-
ed it more than the waiter seems to

think. He is indeed an extraordinary
young man." '

The doctor pushed back his chair.

"What is it your Shakespeare says:

'Season your admiration for a while'?

The person whom I recommend to
your immediate and most serious con-
sideration is the young man who calls

himself Christopher Morton."
"You seem more skeptical about him

than you were last night," said I.

"What's the reason ?"

"Just a series of inferences," said
the doctor. "I will give you tlie data
for them and let you follow them out
yourself. Here are the two facts I

want you to consider without pre-
judice:

"First, on their arrival, M. Duggleby
allowed himself the luxury of calling
this alleged Christopher Morton 'a

clumsy liar.' The second fact is that
this same Christopher Morton, with-
out even the protection of a mask, was
undoubtedly one of the three men who
assisted in looting the parcel-room.
The only one of the three, in fact, who
took a speaking part."
With a bow to Virginia, but without

another word to eitlier of us, he retired
to the couch at the further end of the
room and composed himself for a nap.
Sleep was clearly a matter of volition
to him, for in less than two minutes
his light regular breathing showed that
his nap had already begun.

Viriginia stole softly into the adjoin-
ing room where her father lay, while I

sat wondering what fate had in store
for us. She returned presently with the
word that all was well with him.

"Is it too much to ask you to think
aloud, M.—Barras ?" she said, "while
you are solving this problem the doctor
has given you ?"

"The solution is so obvious," said I,

"that I am ashamed that I did not
perceive it without the doctor's help.
In the first place the real Christopher
Morton, wherever he may be, is a
much more considerable person than
Alexander Duggleby, which makes it

decidedly unlikely that Duggleby would
call him a clumsy liar upon so little

provocation.

"In the second pluco. the real Chris-
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topher Morton has lived near Tours for

many years and has been a prominent
figure in the life tlierc. The risk of

identification which he woiild have run
in attempting to loot the Tours station

would be such as none but a madman
would assume.
"On the other hand, if the man who

calls himself Ijy that name is an im-
postor, he is in Duggleby's pay, de-

pendent on Duggleby. If Duggleby
chose to call him a clumsy liar, he could
not resent it. If Duggleby ordered
him to assist in the looting of the rail-

way station he could do nothing but
obey. That inference is almost irre-

sistible."

"And is there a further inference to

follow that ?" she asked rather un-
evenly. "If he is an impostor, then
is not the real Christopher Morton you
yourself ?"

"I don't know," said I. "It would
seem so."

There was a troubled look in her face,

but she forced a smile.

"Then you are indeed to be con-
gratulated, monsieur," she said. "It

is a great name and it means a great
place."

But her voice, in spite of the brave
words it uttered, could not conceal
her pain and disappointment.
"You don't believe," said I, "that

the man you knew as Morton Smith
may have been the real Christopher
Morton ?"

She colored vividly.

"I think he would have told me, M.
Barras," she said.

She was perilously near revealing

the secret that she was trying so hard
to hide. In fact, she had revealed it.

The doctor was right. The Morton
Smith who had so mysteriously dis-

appeared had been her affianced hus-
band.

I knew he had loved her, and that

she had owned her love to him in re-

turn. I knew I loved her now—Hea-
vens, how I knew it ! Every glance
from her eyes, every inflection of her
voice, went to my head like wine.

Yet, I could not tell her so. With
her name "Virginia" singing a wild
song in my heart, I must be content to

address her as "Miss Heatherfield"

—

I, who once had held her in my arms,
who knew the touch of her lips ! And
she was calling me "M. Barras !"

To steady myself I rose and began
pacing up and down the room.
"Do you remember the story of the

Wandering Jew, Miss Heatherfield ?"

said I. "The man who was condemned
never to die, but to wander up and
down the face of the earth without a
shadow ?"

"Yes," she said faintly, "I remem-
ber."

"Well," said I, "there is now a true
stor\- to tell of the man without a

shadow, and that story is my own. I

am as unsubstantial as a ghost. What
if I do succeed in proving by inferences

and deductions and documents who
the man was who was lost ? That
won't give him back to me, won't give

me back the only thing that makes a

man himself, though I prove it a thou-

sand times. I shall always be unreal,

always be a man without a shadow."
At that I stopped in my swift im-

patient stride, and turned to look at her.

"Virginia !" I cried. "Do you really

care as much as that ?"

For I had caught the look in her eye-

and they were fjright with tears. 1

gave her no chance to answer. My
self-control, which had deserted me for

a moment, came back.

"I had no right to a.sk that, and I

had no right to call you Virginia. Please

forget that I did both. I will try not to

offend again."

"You had a right to ask it," she said.

"You know I care. I could not even"
—she paused and frankly dried her

eyes with her handkerchief
—

"I could

not even keep you from seeing that I

cared. But whether you ever find

your old self or not, and I firm ly be
lieve that you will—still the man you
are now, the man to whom I ofleretl

my friendship with both hands last

night, the man who befriended me and
my father yesterday, in spite of the

hurt which I had just inflicted upon
him—that man casts a shadow, tnoti-

sieur, a shadow longer than you know.
"And as to calling me Virginia," she

concluded, "you may do that if you
like. To tell tlie truth, I am glad you
wanted to."

There was silence in the room after

that. I dared not trust myself to

speak and again resumed my swift,

nervous pacing back and forth along

the bare wall of the room.
I suppose from the first moment of

that silence I must have been aware,

without, in the tumult of my thoughts,

pausing to attach any sigificance to it,

that as I passed a certain point in the

wall I could always hear a faint mur-
mur of voices.

At last, however, my curiosity took

fire, and the next time I came opposite

that spot I stopped. It might be

nothing more than fanc\', but I seemed
to recognize the ^•oice of the man who
had parleyed with the inn-keejier, the

man who had called himself Christopher

Morton. The wall was papered, and
I ran my hand lightly over its surface.

Presently I detected a slight un-
evenness. It was so little as almost to

baffle detection, but the thought of one
of the amusements of childhood re-

curred to me, and I took a pencil and
began rubbing it lightly back and forth

across the fissure.

Virginia by that time was standing

Continued on page 98.



Why I Like My Part of Canada
(^ANADA occupies the largest portion of the North

American continent. It affords a wide variety of

climates. Within its broad expanse is to be found most

ever>' natural resource obtainable north of the tropics.

In the story, Her Masterpiece starting in this issue

ol CANADA MONTHLY, Blanche Gertrude Robbins

shows two view-points of our beloved Canada—one

from the drawing room of the eastern metropolis, .the

other from the verandah of the pioneer's cottage in the

great, new west.

What is your view point of Canada

—

your part

of Canada ? Why do you like your part of Canada

best ? What are the factors that, to your mind, make

your part of Canada a better place in which to live and

labor and enjoy life than any other portion of this

great Dominion ?

Much as you like your part of Canada you would

be interested in knowing what other people in other

parts of the Dominion think of their part of the

country. The Editor therefore extends a full invitation

to all our readers to send us short sketches, running

from 300 to 500 words, written on this general subject

Why I Like My Part oj Canada.

The best of these sketches will be printed in future

issues of CANADA MONTHLY, for each of which we

will pay the authors S5. If you are enthusiastic about

your part of Canada, write about it and send us your

sketch by an early date.

The Editor

CANADA MONTHLY,
Toronto, Ontario.

"The Song of the Dead
1 1

By J. H.M.Abbott
("I.Br({0 niinilnTs of Australian and New Zealand volunteers are already on the water bound for Vancouver, en route to KuroiK-.

— Ilent of War News.

r\ii, Land of Ours, hear the song we make for you

—

Land of yellow wattle bloom, land of smiling Spring

—

Hearken to the after words, land of pleasant memories,

Shea-oaks <jf the shady creeks, hear the song* we sing.

For we lie C|iiittl\ . underneath the lonely hills.

Where the land is silent, where the guns have ceased to boom,

Here we are waiting, and shall wait to Eternity

Here on the battle-fields, where we have found our doom.

Life that we might have lived, love thatwe might have lovtwi

Sorrow of all sorrows, we have drunk th\- bitter lees.

Speak thou a word to us, here in our narrow beds-

Word of/thy mourning in lands beyond the Seas.

Lo, we have paid the price, i)aitl the cost of Victory.

Do not forget, when the rest shall homeward come

—

Mother of our childhood, sister of our manhood's days,

Loved of our heavy hearts, whom we have left alone.

Sparc not thy pity - Life is strong and fair for you —
City by the waterside, homestead on the plain.

Keep ye remembrance, keep ye a place for us

So all the bitterness of dying Ik.- not \ain.

Oh, be ye mindful, mindful of our honor's nainr:

< )h, be ye careful of the word ye speak in jesi

For we have blwl for you ; for we have died for you

^'iM we li;i\c i'i\cti \vi' h;i\f' I'ivcn of (iiir lii'st.

Hark to the guns—pause and turn, and think of us

—

Red was our life's blocxl, and heavy was the cost.

But ye have Nationhood, but ye are a people strong

Oh, have ye love for the brothers ye have lost ?

Oh, by the blue skies, clear beyond the mountain top^

Oh, by the dear, dun plains where we were bred.

What be your tokens, tokens that ye grieve for us,

'rokciis (if voiir Sorrowing: for me thai be Dead .*



SOLDIER GIRL
By Betty Parker

Illustrated by Katherine Southwick

A TENSE stillness per-

vaded the Welby's cosy
sitting-room, and one

would need to search the twi-

light corners to detect its three
keenly alive occupants; white-
faced Rachel, whose big hurt
eyes stared straight ahead into
the shadows, seeing therein
visions of the awful, glorious
days so soon to be; athletic
Bob Fulton, with the light of
high purpose illuming his
plain, strong features; and,
altogether out of place in'such
a solemn setting, a smalllrish
terrier lay neglected in his
mistress' beruffled lap.

Faint summer wliisperings
stole through the unlit win-
dows, wringing from the heart
of lonely puppyhood a'Mong,
insistent wail. Whereupon
the girl aroused.
"Oh Terry boy," .she cried,

snatching the atom to a close
embrace, "our Bobbie's going
a-hunting—to get a nice fat
German skin to wrap his
precious honor in."

Here her strained jocularity
broke in hysterical sobs, and
Bob came down from the
clouds to comfort her.

Gently, but very deliber-
ately, the intruding third
party was lifted by the scrufT
of his soft neck and de-
posited outside the nearest
window with a lump of sugar
for solace. The same hand
turned on a green-shaded
light and drew the heavy
blinds. Then, with all the
world shut out, and Rachel
in his arms. Bob spoke.
"The parting will be mighty

hard, I know, honey. Never-
theless T could not love thee,
dear, so much, loved I not
honor more.' You see Rae,
we've been soldiers for generations
back, and many a Fulton lies buried
on the field of battle. Dad says
he'd enlist to-morrow were it not
for his duty toward me and to the
busmess whicli is my inheritance.
Its sure rough on us two, girlie, and
rougher on you than me; but think

7j

She would sit gazing out of her window long after the
soldier had disappeared from view

of the thousands of gray-haired
mothers, stricken wives and help-
less kiddies whose accusing eyes I'd
have to meet were I to stand back
now.^ I, who so proudly wore the
kmg's uniform in piping times of peace,
am not willing to allow their civilian
sons and husbands and fathers to fight

f<jr the empire in my stead
when the real call comes."
A tear-filled voice came,

muffled, from his damp
shoulder.

"Don't Bobbie dear. The
nobler I find you are, the
more I'm going to miss you."

Impulsively slipping to his
knees at the feet of his weep,
ing divinity, Bob implort^I
seriously,

"Send me forth to battle
in your name, fair lady, wear-
ing your colors that I ma\-
meet the foe more valiantlv,
and, if need be, die more
gladly."

Despite the hot rebellion in
her poor bniised heart, the
girl quickly loosened a little
bow of pale ribbon from' her
dainty dress, and stooping,
pinned it inside a khaki
pocket

"Sir knight," .-^he uttered
steadily, "go, and God be
with you." And, tremblinglv
hesitant, then firmly, "Mav
every man who serves his
flag be sent as cheerfully as 1

send you."
Suddenly the modern fi-

ancee triumphed over, medi-
eval heroine, and the top of
Robert's smooth brown head
received a brin>' baptism.

During the three swift
months that followed, when
hemming and knitting kept
her nimble fingers busy, Rachel

^ grew to love and to dread the' sound of bugle and drum, of
the tramp of well-trained feet

.

^ and the ever present lilt of
'm Tipperary. The marching
1 column fascinated her and she—^^J would sit gazing out of her

window long after the last
soldiers had disappeared from
view. They snapped all sorts

of pictures on the film of her sensitive
imagination—vivid portra>-als of cour-
age, hope and conquest, or of misery-,
fear and death.

Sometimes, to drown overwhelming
thought, rythm came to her aid, and
having evolved a convenient ditty, she
stuck to this tenaciously, hemming and

last
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knitting the while; for only rarely were

her lover's hours free, and Mrs. Welby

took no interest in the war.

"I can't make head nor tail of it,^^

>he complained, "so what's the use ?"

Hence the necessity for the ditty,

worn threadbare to the click of hurry-

ing needles

All the lads are off to war
Who are brave enough or fit,

And all the lassies stay at home
To knit, and knit, and knit.

All our lads sail overseas

To do their loyal bit;

So all tlieir lassies sit alone

And knit, and knit, and knit.

The day of Captain Fulton's depar-

ture came as a blow, despite foreknowl-

edge, and Rachel could scarcely believe

herself to be the trembling, tongue-tied

thing she was at the crowded depot,

where nothing in the universe seemed

real save Bob—he and she surrounded

by a very nightuiarc of uniforms, wav-

ing handkerchiefs, and queer bewilder-

ing voices, out from among which he,

the one, rose clearly,

"Yours is the bigger, braver part,

n^y dearest. Goodbye, soldier girl."

With a hasty farewell kiss, and a fine

military salute, he was gone to board

the fast-filling coach, and Mrs. Welby

took her quiet, tearless daughter 1 ack

to an empty life.

"School ma'aming," as she briefly

temied it, had been Rachel's vocation

before her engagement to the son of a

wealthy manufacturer, and to this em-

ployment she now returned, heedless

of an unwise mother's indignation.

"It's like this, mother mine," she

explained dutifully, "with each glimpse

I catch of the lovely gifts Hob made me
in our care-free days, or of the treasured

trousseau almost 'finished, every pang

returns afresh, and I—want Bob—so

much. "Therefore," with a gulp and a

sorry smile, "I've decided that its best

to l)e up and doing till the war is over."

To these circumstances many an

embryo Najjoleon and budding Hoa-

dicea owes his or her future insight

into the present great struggle, and

will sometime bless the patient, brown-

eyed teacher "Whose beau has went to

war," as one dcli'^'htcd youngster

phra.sed it.

From the far front came constant

tales of desperate fighting; fearful

sla^hter; brave news to-day; uncer-

tainty to-morrow; till the soul of a

sore-tried nation grew sick with its

breathless waiting. Then Lange-

marckc and the lengthening roll of

honor, when Canada's devoted sons,

product of field and shop, office and

college, untrie<l but ever dauntless, per-

formed deeds of valor which have made
a whole world stare and which are

"With each glimpse I catch of the lovely gifts Bob made me

in the care-free days every pang returns afresh"

destined to provide a theme for the

eager ]ien of unborn poet and his-

torian.

At fateful l.angemarcke Boi) received

the wounds which won him life-long

distinction, though debarring him from

further service with the righteous

allied cause.

After weeks of careful nursing in

beautiful, bleeding France, he was in-

valided back to Kngland, where Rachel

promptly joined him, realizing the

broken man's necxl of some close friend

to ease the slow recovery'. One morn-

ing, as they sat alone in the charming

room of a private mansion dedicated

to the use of disabled officers, she

coaxed him to tell her all about it, for

the wounded man remained strangely

reticent on the subject of his hurts and

concerning his participation in epoch-

making battles.

A long, uncertain pause ensued, then,

settling himself lower in the steamer

chair, Bol) ct)mmenced slowly,

"Well honey, something had to hv

done and we did it, losing many a

splendid fellow in the doing," and his

voice faltered.

"But Bob, that isn't telling any-

thing." She noticed tlie look in his

memory-haunted eyes and conc-Iudwl

hastily, "It's about yourself I'm hunger-

ing to hear."

"Oh, he laughed faintly," that s

easy. I simply went into it with the

rest of them and ainw off better than

most. Apart fn)ni the loss of a left

arm, not much of a consideration these

Continue*! on \^;^v.l f'2.



Mother Alberta on The Job
IHE STORY OF RESCUE WORK AMONG CHILDREN IN THE FIRST

PROVINCE IN THE DOMINION TO EMPLOY WOMEN FAS
CX)VERNMENT OFFICIALS IN PROBATION.WORK

By Miriam Elston

[Uustrated by Marian Long

THE Fergusons, hus-

band and wife lied on
a homestead, in an al-

most uninhabited part of

Alberta, many years ago. It

is still isolated, for its near-
est railway station is sixty
miles away, but it is no
longer so sparsely settled.

And the Ferguson family no
longer consists only of hus-
band and wife. There are
five olive branches to gather
around the table.

But meals where the
family all sit down to the
board are little known in
that household. John Fer-
guson is intermittent in his
habits. Some weeks he is

engaged in work about his
farm, and expects Kate to
spread him a meal three
times a day, which he eats
to the accompaniment of a
shrill tirade of abuse ex-
changed between himself and
his wife. The older children,
who have learned that to get
in the way at such moments
is likely to draw down upon
their heads the wrath of
either, or both, parents,
cower in the corners, until
the storm subsides, when
the father leaves the house.
Then they grab hungrily for
the scraps of food which the
mother throws to them be-
lore she starts on a sojourn
to some congenial spirit who
IS willing to spend the rest
of the day reviling John
Perguson The youngest child, an ill-
developed, ailing infant of ten months
IS tagged along on these visits.

QNE day, when both parents are
absent, a kindly-spoken man calls

at the home, and inquires for the par-
ents, but can obtain from the children
no definite idea of their whereabouts
Later in the day he locates John Fer-
guson at the home of a neighbor, and
after intimating his desire for a private

Many a lesson in hygiene or sanitation is taught by the
officers in connect on with their other duties

conversation, discloses the fact that he
IS an employee of the Government,
deputed to investigate cases of child
neglect.

John Ferguson is inclined to bluster.
Hell look after his own affairs, and
take care of his own children as suits
himself. He lays heavy stress on the
fact that the children are his.
But the man has a convincing way of

putting things, and John Ferguson,
getting uneasy, sees fit to shift the

blame on his wife's shoulders
Kate is sent for, and the
man again gives some facts
with force and clearness.
The parents are startled.

They didn't know the
Government had such
powers as this man claims.
But he states definitely that
if they don't take reasonable
care of their offspring, their
offspring will cease to be-
long to them. The Govern-
ment wishes every child to
have a fair start in life, and
holds itself responsible for
providing it if the parents
fail to do so. And Kate,
careless, slatternly, quarrel-
some Kate, tightens her
arms around her baby as
she realizes the possibility

of losing him, and the pro-
tective instinct of mother-
hood stirs within her as it

has never done before. She
looks at John standing near,
no longer assuming an air

of bravado, but stricken
with shame, and she forgets
her quarrel with him.

"THE stranger leaves with
a promise from the par-

ents of an improvement in

home conditions, and the
family, a few hours later,

sit down together to a good
substantial meal. The chil-

dren, awed by a change of

probation atmosphere, speak only in

whispers, and Kate and John
are silent.

Soon the neighbors notice a radical

change in the Ferguson home, but the>
can only surmise its cause. The De-
partment of Neglected Children shun.s
publicity, whene^er possible, and
though the Inspector visits the home
at intersals, no one in the neighborhood
recognizes him, and he is careful not
to announce himself. He is working
for results, not for records for the De-
partment, and he knows that such a
reform as he is seeking to effect is
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Sometimes frustrated by the light of

publicity.

But it is not always possible for the

Department to work quietly. Take

the case of the Smiths. Their children

were not so badly cared for in some

ways as were the Ferguson children,

but the parents were immoral. The

Department not only has to know
this, but must prove it. It took

months of unceasing effort to gather

absolute proof, but when the Depart-

ment had it the woman Probation

Officer, with an escort from the Mount-

ed Police, went out and rescued an

infant and two little girls, who com-

prised the family. As is often the

case the mother as well as the father

were victims of John Barleycorn. The

Judge of the Juvenile Court saw fit,

on hearing the evidence, to proclaim

the children the wards of the Govern-

ment. Many a lesson in hygiene or

sanitation is taught by the Probation

Officers in connection with their other

duties. It is fairly well understood in

Canada that parents are amenable to

the law if they do not provide for their

children, or If they abuse them, but,

however it may be in other parts of the

Dominion, in Alberta it is not univer-

sally understood that parents are re-

sponsible to the Government for the

moral atmosijhere of the home. This

is partly because no other Province of

the Dominion has adoptetl so broad a

definition of the term "neglected

child," nor has any other Province

levelled its defini-

tion so directly at

covering all chance

of moral contami-

nation of the child.

While Allierta in

adopting a law fol-

lowed closely the

Ontario Children's

Protective Act it

took this one step

in advance of the

older Province.

Another notable

difference in Al-

berta's Act is a

clause requiring all

municipalities o f

five thousand po-

pulation or over to

build a Shelter and
maintain a staff

who receive and
care for children

who have been re-

scued from undesir-

able conditions.

The staffs of the

different Shelters

are composed of

trained nurses, and
the children, many
of whom are suffer-

ing the ill effects

of neglect and

On a sojourn to some congenial spirit who is willing to spend

the rest of the day reviling John Ferguson

mal-nutrition, are given scientific
treatment. The children arc thoroughly

examined at once by a medical man,

As is often the case. the mother was a victim of John Barleycorn

and all physical defects and ailments
are treated. This has been possible

only through the extreme kindness of

the medical fraternity throughout the
Province.

It is a rule that a child may not
remain in the Shelter for a longer
period than three months, but the
rule is elastic, for some children are
suffering from illnesses which cannot
be corrected within that time, and
no child is sent out suffering from
an ailment.

But let us return to the case of the
Smith children. The Woman Pro-
bation Officer who had taken them
to the Juvenile Court returned with
them to the Shelter, and left them
in the care of the white-a()rone(l

nurses. The baby, made comfort-
able by the nurse in charge, lay on a

Ijillow in a little white cot in the In-

fant's Dormitory, and exchangcnl
neighborly babblings with a: mother-
less little bairn on the pillow beside
him. The little girls went tlown to

supper in the neat dining-room, and
sat together on one side of one of the
many tables, and peered wonderin.i;-

ly at the little faces that looked back
at them from the other three sides of

the table. It was all very strange, and
llicy were too shy to talk.

Later on, tucktnl together in a littlf

white cot, one of the long row of white
cots in the (iirls' Dormitory, they could
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not go to sleep. The rows of white

cots, showing up in the faint Hgiit that

came in through the open window,

looked so weird and strange. NoHic,

feeling the troubled sobs that shook

her younger sister, threw a protecting

arm around her; and when she had

sobbed herself to sleep some quiet tears

wet Nellie's pillow. Tragedy had

touched their lives. They could not

fathom it, but nevertheless they felt

it. The mother who clings to the life

of the underworld rather than to her

children was a problem past their

solving.

But childhood, surrounded by kind-

ness, soon yields to its influence. On
the morrow they talked shyly with their

neighbors across the table, and there

were no tears at bedtime.

Being free from serious physical ail-

ments, it is not long before the Smith

children leave the Shelter. In the

Department there is filed a long list of

applications for children,—so many in

fact that the Department may pick

and choose among them.

The Department has high

ambitions concerning the

foster homes of its wards.

Its ideal is a pair of mother-

ly arms tS shield each child,

and a home where the at-

mosphere is morally clean.

Three such homes being

selected, the Smith children

are placed. But the Depart-

ment has not washed its

hands of responsibility. Re-

ports are required at stated

intervals, and at least once

a year an Inspector visits

thej home. If la child ap-

pears unhappy he is remov-

ed, and another home found

for him.
Miss Annie M. Jackson,

appointed by 'the city I? of

Edmonton as Woman [Pro-

bation Officer, was the first

woman to hold ofiice in this

Department. She has the

distinction of being the first

Woman Probation Officer

in the Dominion. Following
closclv this appointment was
that, in the fall of 1912, of a

woman as Provincial Pro-

bation Officer. Later still

Calgary appointed a Woman
Probation Officer, and this

same city in 1914 ap-
pointed Mrs. Langford and
Mrs. Jamieson as Judges of

the Juxenile Court, the first

women to hold such posi-

tions in the Dominion. Ed-
monton, in the summer of

1916 followed Calgary's ex-

ample, and Mrs. Arthur
Murphy (Janey Canuck)
became Judge of the Ju-
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venile Court of Edmonton, and, at

the same time. Police Magistrate, she

being the first woman Magistrate in

Canada.
It was a happy day in the history of

the Department when women were
appointed to this work, for some of it

can be done much better by women
than by men, particularly the work
amongst delinquent and dependent
girls in their teens. These, when made
wards, remain under the supervision of

the Woman Probation Officers, who
act in the capacity of friend and ad-

viser. The woman Judges handle the

cases of all girls w ho come up, and give

a more sympathetic hearing than a

man could.

It has been my privilege to attend a
session of the Juvenile Court, and to see

not only "His Worship" but also "Her
Worship" on the bench. The first case

was that of two girls of fifteen and
sixteen, who, insufficiently controlled

at home ,were gradually being absorbed

into the life of the street. The mothers.

Mrs. Arthur Murphy, Judge of the Juvenile Court at Edmonton,

and the first woman magistrate in Canada

well meaning, moral women, told their

stories of how they had failed in con-
trolling their daughters. The fathers

were not present, as one was serving
his country in the firing-line, and the
other had been months away on a

survey. The girls were the eldest of

the family in each case, and each had
several younger brothers and sisters.

The evidence given revealed the
usual fate of the young girl who is

allowed to roam the streets unprotected
at night. A friendly woman, with an
automobile asked them to help make
up a party for a joy-ride, and they
accepted, the result being their intro-

duction into the underworld.
During the progress of the trial the

name of the woman of the automobile
was given, and it took me back five

years, when, for a couple of months, I

lived next door to this woman, then
only a girl in her late teens. A drunken
father frequently came home and beat
the mother and two daughters. The
mother, a kindly and moral, but weak

woman, allowed her daugh-
ters a dangerous latitude.

There was plenty of money,
but nevertheless the girls

were -sadly neglected. If a
Woman Probation Officer

had taken hold of the situa-

tion a few years before that
time the girls might have
been sa\-ed from the life into
which they had drifted. But,
alas, there were no Woman
Probation Officers in those
tlays.

The evidence showed that
in less than a month this

woman had been the direct

cause of leading four girls

astra\-. Surely, I thought,
this is a rather bitter fruit-

age from one neglected case.

But the day of better

things is here. After hear-

ing the evidence "Her Wor-
ship" pronounced sentence.

The girls were made the
wards of the Government.
The second case to come

up before "Her Worship"
was much more hopeful.

Two little girls, of eleven

and thirteen years, had been
brought in from an outlying
district. The mother was
dead, and the father had ill

treated them. While he sat

by the fire they had been
sent out to attend to the

stock. Their ragged cloth-

ing w'as insufficient to pro-

tect them from the bitter

weather, and they had sus-

fered frost-bites. They had
never had a chance to at-

tend school. Finally the

Continued on page 90.
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Current Events in Review
Comments by the Leading Canadian and British Press and Periodicals

Upon Affairs of Interest in the Dominion and Empire

Minmniiisiii^^ n»iiiiiii»tiiiiiniiiiiiiiii9inmim^^

A Great Man and a Great
Mission.

HTHE selection of the Right Hon-
^ Arthur James Balfour, foreign

secretary', to represent Great Britain

in the war conference at Washington
might be regarded as an inspiration, if

what is so obviously the right thing to

<lo can be regarded as a stroke of genius.

He is the one man of all outstanding
statesmen in the government peculiarly

fitted for the task. Mr. Asquith as a
l)arliamentarian and leader of men
probably lowers over Mr. Balfour in

political penetration and sheer force of

character, but he is not of the govern-

ment. Viscount Bryce understands
the American character and institu-

tions as no one else can pretend to do,

and commands the respett and admira-
tion of every citizen of the republic.

But Mr. Balfour adds to a jjowerful

intellectuality, di|>iomatic attainments
of the highest order, unusual erudition,

elotiiK-nce unapproachable and a chami
of manner that appeals universally.

To all his parliamentary attainments
lie adds ri|)e scholarship, and is evi-

denced by his books on emancipated
intelk-ct of the highest order. .Nor has
the charm of this mundane existence

been lost ui)on him as is evidenced by
his Romanes lecture on "Oiticism and
Beauty." The studious, as apart from
the ]>hilosophic side of his many-sided
nature, is evidenced in his "Redectiohs
Suggested by the New Theory of Mat-
ter."

His present mission will bring into

])lay his deeply pliilosophical caste of

mind, his mastery of all the arts of

diplomacy, his unmatched clof|uence,

and, last but not least, his social (]uali-

ties and sportsmanlike instincts which
help to form a close lK)nd of union with
all the great personages with whom his

mission will bring him in contact. He
will be as popular as was Lord I-^lgin at
Washington in the fifties, with this in

addition that as the embrKlimenI of the
war feeling amongst the allies at pre-

sent he will receive the unstinted ad-
miration and support of a great and
proud nation, carried to a high point to

patri(Jlic enthusiasm and determined to

devote every energy to the prosecution

of this most just of all wars in the cause
of freedom.— Victoria Sun.

CREEPING BARRAGE
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The moving curtain of artillery-fire. Timed
to the second to keep just ahead of the ad-

vancing infantry

—

Chicago Herald

[A New "United States."

^Y^HEN Hall Caine writes, apropos of

the entry of America into the war
to uphold the cause for which Great
Britain is fighting, that the new partner-

ship of nations it signalizes may be
described as the United States of Great
Britain and America, he indulges some-
what in an artist's license. And yet
the significance of the occasion, its im-

portance for the future in everything

that has to do with the progress of man-
kind and the promotion of peace, may
well make us pause and wonder at the
might\' forces which are hammering
and welding the human race, and may
make us ask whether, after all, there
will not be such unity of purpo.se in this

new aliginnent of the English-speaking
races as to make a I'nited States of
Great Britain and .America a practical
reality.

One good thing wliich has come out
of this war is the fact that it has con-
.solidated the British funpire as possibly
nothing else could ha\e done. It has
now consoli<late<l the English-speaking
races. The enthusiastic reception given
Mr. Balfour in Washington signalizes
the reconciliation of the United States
and Great Britain after these two great
branches of one family had been es-

tranged for nearly a century and a half.

That is an event of the first magnitude,
pregnant with meaning for the whole
future of ci\'ilization.

Well may Hall Caine write exclaim-
ing at how the mighty facts of life

"strike us down to our knees before the
altar of Him whose kingdom is eternal
righteousness," and make him remark
how on an occasion of such a reconcilia-
tion, as at birth, at marriage, and at
death, it was but natural that a religious
service should be held, and that people
should "come humbly to His fotitstool

lemeinbering only the fragility of our
poor human life and the immutability
of Him to whom a thousand years are
as yesterday when it is past, and as a
watch in the night." - Mon'real Her-
ald.
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The Folks at Home.

H'

lieing normal in such activities will

steady us against caiamity and help

us to hear our burdens.— Toronto

Neivs.
KRK we are attending to our

ordinary business, making our jests,

taking our pleasure, looking after small

details of work and play, apparently Joffre tO the United States,
calm of mind and cool of judgment.

While we speak and laugh, the greatest A TRANSLATION of Marshal Jof-

battle of history is raging in France. fre's statement, issued through the

Men are dying by thousands. Every State Department, was expurgated and

day there is a Waterloo. The air is did not contain vital passages relating

full of fighting, man-ridden birds. The to the Marshal's previously known
seas are crowded
with murderous
enginery and many
merchant ships, go
down.
Some people say

that we are Jm-
perturbable, des-

pite it all. They
contrast our feeling

to-day with our
feeling at the des-

truction of the Ti-

tanic. They tell us

that the loss of

1,600 lives was
such a shock to the

nerves of the public

that a distinct ef-

ect was noticeable

in business and in

amusement. They
ask why we are

calm to-day and
denounce our fri-

volity.

Perhaps that
frivolity, when it

appears, is assum-
ed. The casualty

lists have an in-

fluence that no
man can measure. Scarcely a family
is without its grief or its dull regret.

Yet one must make a show of calm-
ness. How do our people behave when
they are alone ? What are their

thoughts ? Is the war ever out of

their mind ? Is their loss dismissed
as nothing ? How is it possible for

them to retain the appearance of cheer-

fulness and wellbeing ?

One reason may be that our minds
have become accustomed to horrors.

Nature's device to prevent us from
going mad. It is unprofitable to resist

this mental stiffness against shock. No
advantage can come to our armies by
eternal head-wagging or perpetual
sighs. "Why should the children of a
King go mourning all their days ?" is a
pertinent question even in wa"-time.
Our men have gone. Many .

f them
will not return. Those who remain,
sturdy in the battle-line, are depending
upon the sanity and steadiness of the

folk at home. Let us have done with
hysteria, with querulous wondering if it

be right to smile, to be cheerful, to

work, or to play. The very act of

eucounier lia.-. made tliem feel the in-

creasing menace of its strength. The
contempt they pretended to feel for it

in the early days of the war has gradu-
ally become a dread more openly avow-
ed each day.

"Led by its illustrious President,
the United States has entered into
this war. By the side of France in

the defence of the ideals of mankind,
the place of America is marked.

"France,- which has long recognized
the valor of the
American soldier,

cherishes the confi-

dent hope that the
flag of the United
States will soon be
unfurled on our
fighting lines. This
is what Germany
dreads.
"France and

America will see

with pride and joy
the day when their

sons are once more
fighting shoulder
to shoulder in the

defence of liberty.

The victories
which they will

certainly win will

hasten the end of

the war and will

tighten the links

of affection and
esteem which have
ever united France
and the United
States."

Von Hindenburg : "Iss dose United Statesers relation any to der

Canadians, vol ?

—

Toronto News

desire for the presence of an American
force in France. The translation fol-

lows:

"The very cordial welcome given me
by the city of Washington, and the ex-

pressions of sympathy which reached
me from States and cities throughout
the United States, have moved me
deeply, since they are a homage paid
to the whole French army, w'hich I

represent here.

"The heroism and resolution of the
soldiers of France indeed deserv'e all

the affection the United States has
shown them. After having in a su-

preme effort defeated and thrown back
a barbarous enemy, the French army
has untiringly labored to increase and
perfect its efficiency. And now, in the
third year of the war, it is attacking the
enemy with greater vigor and material
force than ever before.

"Side by side with it, and animated
by no less heroic spirit, stands the
British army, whose formation and de-
velopment will ever remain the admira-
tion of the world. The Gemians have
realized its wonderful growth. Every

After a German Retreat.

A N orgy of destruction seems to occur
each time the Germans take another

step in their "retreat to victorv'," as

the Berlin Lokal Anzeiger cheerily

terms it. French and British cor-

respondents entering the evacuated
cities find them, they aver, desolated

by systematic wrecking "undertaken
not for any military advantage, but
from a degenerate lust for destruction,"

says the London E: ening News. Writ-
ing in the Paris Matin, Mr. L. Bugni-
court, director of the Journal de I'

Aisne, says:

"It is necessar>^ to show the world
how the Germans have laid waste the

country which they have evacuated.

Chauny is nothing more tlian a heap
of lath and plaster and walls burned
black. Out of 2,500 houses over 1,800

have been destroj'ed by fire. The two
churches of St. Martin and Notre Dame,
the Palaise de Justice, the Ecole Prim-
aire, the hospital, almshouses, and
Hotel de Ville are no more. Only ten

Continued on page 88.
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sturdiness, its riding-ease, its luxurious

comfort, its beauty of lines—things you
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preciate. And when you have seen the

Series 18 Studebaker and driven it your-
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Politics and Politicians

Continued from page 65.

ment expropriating the Ross Rifle fac-

tory.

An Order-in-Council, which granted

the Western people their long-desired

boon of free wheat, was made just

before parliament came back, and if it

did not entirely head off, it certainly

blunted and took the heart out of a
long debate for which the Western
Liberals have been getting ready ever

since parliament was called together

last January.
The length and character of the

present session is altogether dependent
upon whether or no there is to be an
extension of the parliamentary term.

Such an extension would of course

postpone the Dominion election until

the fall of 1918. The government is

practically pledged not to bring on an
election in wartime unless forced to do
so by the refusal of the Opposition to

join in requesting an amendment to

the B. N. A. Act which would extend
the life of parliament for another year.

The formal motion for an address to

the Crown asking for such an amend-
ment to the B. N. A. Act will be moved
by the Prime Minister and it will re-

ceive united support from the followers

of the government. Some Liberals

undoubtedly want an election, but they

are by no means unanimous.
But there is a growing belief that a

Dominion election will be in some way
averted, and that parliament will give

itself another lease of life. Parliament
is becoming a self-perpetuating body,
and to a good many members this self-

perpetuating faculty is truly a gift of

the gods. Many members of the

present House will never come back
no matter how the elections turn out;

they are therefore well-pleased to stay

where they are, as it costs neither money
nor effort.

Indications point to early elec-

tions in Alberta and Saskatchewan,
which, I am told, will be largely

fought out on provincial issues. Pre-

mier Sifton is said to be stronger

in Alberta than is Premier Martin
in Saskatchewan, but in neither prov-

nce is there an outstanding leader

of the Opposition. In Saskatchewan
the two political parties vie with each

other in tr>'ing to capture the grain

growers' vote, and they are promising

e\crything which has been accomplish-

ed, or may be accomplished, by the

embattled farmers of North Dakota.
In other provinces there are scandals

and investigations from New Bruns-

wick to British Columbia inclusive,

but generally speaking the legislativ^e

sessions are over. The exception is in

New Brunswick, where the newly
elected Legislature assembled on May
10th.
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THE WORKERS OF THEWORLD

Business vs. Booze
Continued from page 68.

IK>«ts in banks show remarkable in-

creases as compared with the months

previous to that date.

The writer challenges anyone to

make a comprehensive inquiry at

grocery stores and discover the change

in the buying-power of householders.

The corner grocer is in a position to

trace cause and effect, and he is empha-
tic as a witness of the economic bene-

fits of the banishment of the bar. The
volume of sales has increased, bills have

been paid more promptly, and luxuries

are available for certain families, who
did without them before. It may bo

interesting for the reader to verif>-

these statements.

The writer interviewed officials of

large piano firms and furniture em-

poriums in Toronto which do a good

deal of business on a credit basis.

When infonued that the volume of

sales had increased materially since the

16th of September, the writer in-

quired as to the causes for this. Here

also war awges were a factor, but

officials of these establishments stated

unhesitatingly, that more buying was
done and payments were more prompt, rj.^^

monotonv of the dav s work, the tiresomc Foutinc of ail
because booze was no longer an econo-

,
•; '

. r ^r i 1 £ r j i

mic factor in thousands of city homes, employment that nevcr rises above the level ora hxed plan
One of the embarrassing conditions qj- pattern, is lightened and brightened by nourishing foods that

l?i<;nr^f^abr TrmaVut^iunrg keep the mind alert and the muscles strong and elastic.

plants this was 'especially noticeable.

It is BO easy to theorize regarding the

effc-cts of such measures as Piohibition

that one is Inclined to be skeptical with

regard to the alleged indirect effects of

Prohibition until he sees for himself.

When manufacturers speak with em-
pha.sLs of the improved conditions at

their own plants since September 16th.

1916, what can we do but believe ?

The detrimental effect of booze on
workmen, especially skilled mechanics,

ate heavily into profits of large con-

ccras. "Blue Monday" was a grim
reality. Of course week-end carousers

were a minority in all establishments.

Nevertheless, plant foremen were aware
how many men failed to get into their

normal stride until Tuesday of eacli

week. ,
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Total Prohibition.

^"lll^. Province of Ontario has Pro-

hibition, but not total prohibition.

Liquors arc still manufactured within

the province and they may be imported.
The question is, therefore, pertinent as

to whether, after an cxtendwi trial of

limitwl Prohibition, the Province should
adojit absolute Prohibition. As a beve-
rage intoxicating liquors have been
triefl and condemned by public opinion.

Is tliere a use for liquors ? That is a

more difficult question for those who
advocate absolute Prohibition to
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answer. It is perhaps safe to say li at

thousands of famihcs, who voted the
bar out of existence, consider that they
require litjuor in their homes for

rnediciiial purposes. They do not con-
sider that a doctor's prescription is an

An all-steel fireproof work desk that will save time
and money in any plant. The latest example of
DENNISTEEL modern factory equipment.

Send for interesting folder showing the entire line.

THE DENNIS WIRE AND IRON
WORKS CO.. LIMITED
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HflLLENGE
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I
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\ ALWAYS DUESSY

mo expense for
laundry bills

Dull finish. just
LIKE Best Linen
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SOEASY^
TO CLEAN
MADE IN

CANADA

<l(if< |u«i it; >U t J^^i i i u it.' l«'l tin' jjiD.i-iwil

allowing the importation of liquors.

I^rohibition as far as it has gone is

a gfxxl thing. Already the evils of

drink have been practically wifK'd out
in Ontario.

Current Events
Continued

streets were spared in the Brouage
([uarter, where what was left of the
population was herded. Here some
800 houses sheltered about half the in-

habitants of the thirteen surrounding
communes.
"The German military authorities

only left behind men over sixty; all

males between fourteen and sixty were

from page 84.

carried ofl. After abandoning the placfc,

the enemy bombarded the only quarter
of the town which they had left to our
unfortunate fellow countr>'men, train-

ing their guns on the seminary in the

St. Charles quarter, where only the
feeble and aged were housed, and on
the Brouage quarter, where the women
and children were huddled together."

Her Masterpiece
Continued from page 56.

movement, Helena in the rear, im-

patience, expectation mingled with a

sense of wonder in her heart as they

struck deeper into the forest.

Robert's cap was in his hand and his

bushy black hair waved back from his

forehead, a high color flomed in his

cheeks, the magnet light danced in his

eyes.

"I'd rather be the man who first

forged this trail—the man who opened

up this glorious country", than the man
who, out of his millions has given

libraries and museums to the metro-

polis," he exclaimed.

And Helena, submitting to his help-

ing hand, as she mounted her horse,

thrilled to the spirit of the man, uncon-

sciously dominating his declaration.

Andrew assured them of a night's

shelter in the home of a Norwegian
family. But shortly before they reach-

ed the cabin, darkness fell. The ground
uneven and slippery-, grew treacherous

and with fear in her heart, Helena
guided her stumbling horse. But she

would not cry out for the men ahead
rode on without halting. Her cramped
fingers no longer gripped the lines with
firmness. She felt them slipping, slip-

ping from her grasp. Then suddenly
the horse, stumbling again, went down
and Helena, the lines clutched in her
frantic grasp, pitched to the ground.

Her sharp cry brought Robert and
Andrew to a halt and springing from
their horses, they ran back to her.

"Are you hurt, little woman, are you
hurt ?" Robert cried out, tremulously,

as he lifted her from the ground.
Andrew raised the fallen ^ horse,

.soothing it with a quieting touch, his

eyes full of anxiety, turned upon
Helena.

"Itjis^only my right wrist that is

hurt," she explained, attempting to

move it, "I'm sorry I've given you such
a scare. And I'm afraid I can't guide
the horse, the fingers pain so badly."

Anxioush', by the rays of the flash

light, Robert examined the injured
hand. "I fear it is badly sprained," he
exclaimed ruefully, an unusual stern-

ness in his face. "Have we far to go ?"

"Only a few feet further on, sir. I

will run ahead and lead the horses, so
that the folks will surely be ready,"
announced Andrew, grasping the lines

of his own horse and calling to the
others.

Robert's arm went around Helena,
his grip supporting and half carr\'ing

her along the trail. She had not
realized he was so strong. He was no
longer the ca%alier of the drawing room
but in some peculiar manner seemed a
part of the awe-inspiring forests.

A light streamed across the trail and
the cabin, friendly and comforting, came
in sight. Andrew and a young man
came running to meet them.

"We're in luck, friends," Andrew
called out. "Here's my brother Aleck
—a sort of Pioneer doctor; just got his

degree from medical. He'll fix up that

hand in no time."
Helena glanced swiftly into the

ruddy face of the young doctor. She
caught the look of s\Tnpathy underly-
ing his professional interest, as he guid-

ed her steps across the threshold of the

cabin.

By the warmth of the fire, he examin-
ed the injured hand, his firm surgeon's

touch imparting confidence.

"The wrist is badly sprained and
there are several small bones in the

fingers broken ; but w^e will have them
mended in a few days," he remarked
confidentlv.
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^'ou will do your ablest, for that is

the hand of an artist," urged Robert,

huskily.

Robert, watching the skillful manner
in which Dr. Aleck treated the injured

hand, remarked quietly, "Some day,

young man, you will star as a master
surgeon in one of our Eastern cities."

Smiling, Dr. Aleck shook his head.

"Not for me ! the glory of pioneer work
is my goal. I studied with that end

in view. Always have I been impressed

with the great need for medical science

along the trail. There have been
scourges and epidemics among our

pioneer folks that need not have been

if a physician had worked among them."
Pulling the big wooden chair near

the fire, he persuaded Helena to rest

there.

"I can safely assure you that within

a short time you will not be troubled

with even a stiffened joint," Dr. Aleck
as.sured her with satisfaction.

"Thank God for the young trail

doctor," she murmured.
Olga—the Norwegian woman—pre-

pared a hot supper, while Dr. Aleck

sat beside the sick man . I n the evening

they sat in a little group alx)ut the

fire chatting as though they had known
one another many days. Dr. Aleck's

hand rested affectionately on Andrew's
shoulder as he related his battle-field

experiences and Helena, listening with

the keen interest that held Robert
captive, wondered when, in the history

of her drawing room receptions, had
she s])ent a more interesting hour.

Suddenly a call from the trail star-

tled them. .'\ musical, girlish voice was
crying, "Hello—ye gwjd people, awake!'

To ])(" continued.

Internationalism in North
America

Continued from page 59.

would be in that war would she not, and
in it because of her connection with
Britain? Thank God things did not go
that way, and the world convulsion that

might have shaken the two North
American countries apart has acted in

an exactly opposite direction. It has
knitted us together as we have never
been in all the past. Here is something
worthy of note. We have passed
through two great stages in our inter-

national attitude. In the first, lasting

roundly speaking, forty years, we were
foes. In the second, continuing for

more than a century, we were neighbors
on good terms. And now we have
come to a third stage, and are allies.

We fought against each other, we
ceased' fighting, and now we fight to-

gether, our banners streaming side by
side, our soldiers keeping step, our
bugles blowing in accord the stirring

strains of froofioni. There are man\'

UU IWMWM. uimMummuummfiM^..

by-products of the war already in sight

by-products that give value to the
awful struggle, and not the least pre-

cious and glorious of these by-products is

this new Vjlood-covenant made between
the two great peoples of North America.
What the far future may contain for

us it is impossible to say. What the

near future offers we partly may com-
pute. There are at least three assump-
tions that we iiave a good right to make.
The first is that the two peoples will

retain their identity as i)olitical units.

There is no serious thought on either

side of the border of any radical change
of a political character. One country
is a constitutional monarchy, the other
a republic, and no one is suggesting that
there shall be amalgamation. Any dis-

cussion of this subject will be entirely

academic and speculative. It might be
])ut down as an item in the programme
of a debating society, but it has no place
in the counsels of practical men. So
far as the immediate future is con-
cerned the Stars and Stripes will wave
on one side of the 49th Parallel and the
Union Jack on the other side, while the
charm of the situation will be that,

wherever else these flags arc planted,

they will not be planted on trenches and
battlements. Just here there is pecu-
liar fitness in the words of the late

Robkor T. Washington, when speaking

of the relations between the colored
people and the white. "In all things
that are purely political we can be as
separate as the fingers; yet one has the
hand in all things essential to human
progress."

A second assumption is that there
will be a growing friendliness and
commonsense in the matter of trade.
Once the political situation is frankly
recognized the easier will it be to deve-
lop trade relationsof a mutually i)rofit-

able character. The failure of reci-

procity negotiations in 1911 was due
very largely to certain sinister political

suggestions and implications. Becau.se
men were made to think that the invio-
lability of our Hag was threatened, and
that interchange of products might lead
to national infidelity on our part the cry
of danger was raided and the negotia-
tions came to naught. They will no
doubt be resumed when we have
acquired an adequate consciousness of
our own virtue, and lost suspicion of our
neighbor's approaches. The present
juncture is hastening on that happy
time. The more we trust each other
the more natural will it be to trade with
each other.

The third assumption is that there
will be a stronger purpo.se on the part of
the two peoples to understand each
other and to discover what they have in
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(ommon. We arc f|iiick to learn what
wc wish to learn. Our intellect travels
fast when spurred on by generous emo-
tions. Just now such emotions are
stirred. Recent events have opened
the hearts of the allied nations to one
another as never before, and out of this
heart opening is springing an eagerness
to know and understand. France is

better known to Britain and Britain
better known to Russia, because of
their comradeship in a great cause. And
shall not we, Canada and the United
States, living as we do side by side and
having a common speech find in that
-same great cause an inspiration to a
larger, a richer interchange of knowl-
edge and ideas ? Mr. Ian Hay in his
valuable little book, ''Getting To-
gether" has broached the somewhat
startling idea that a common language
may minister to strife rather than to
peace. Two women in adjoining back-
yards may revile each other to their
heart's content without any serious
consequences if one is English and the
other Russian, whereas if both spoke
the same language every abusive word
would sting like an adder. This is true
when enmity is the order of the day, but
not when friendliness is the note. In
the latter case the common speech is a
deepener of friendship, an added guar-
antee of peace. So should it be and so
will it be on this continent. The
language which Shakespeare spake and
Milton, and Washington, and Lincoln,
will be the conveyer not of prejudice
and abuse but of fuller knowledge, of
mutual enlightenment, and of an ever-
expanding fellowship.

To sum it all up, there are three posi-
tions that the two North American
peoples are called upon to take for
granted.
The first is that they are politically

separate. If we use to Great Britaii
the words of Kipling:

"Daughter in our mother's house
And mistress ia our own."

We may paraphrase the words and s;ij

to the United States:

' 'Sister in our sister's house
And mistress in our own."

The second is that in matters of trade
we shall have the open mind toward.'
every exchange of products which shall
be to the real mutual advantage of the
two countries.

The third is that we shall constantly
endeavor to understand each other, to
discover the things we have in common
whether in the solution of the pressing
problems of democracy, or in the in-
heritance of struggle victory, and
wisdom into which we have entered.
More than half a century ago Whittier
the New England Quaker sent this
message to Englishmen:

" 'Thicker than water' in one rill

Through centuries of story
Our Saxon blood has flowed, and still

We share with you its good and ill,

The shadow and the glory.

' 'Joint heirs and kinsfolk, leagues of wave
Nor length of years can part us:

Your right is ours to shrine and grave.
The common freehold of the brave,
The gifts of saints and martyrs.

' 'Our very sins and follies teach
Our kindred frail and human;

We carp at faults with bitter speech,
The while, for one unshared by each,
We have a score in common."

This call of the blood, or better still,

this call of the spirit, was never more in
place than to-day and should make its

echoes ring from the blue waters of the
Hudson's Bay to the shores of the Gulf
of Mexico.

Mother Alberta on The Job
Continued from page 82.
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father had been sentenced to two
month's imprisonment, and the chil-

dren had been left alone.

The Mounted Police had reported
the case, and the Provincial Probation
Officer, Miss Jennie Robinson, with an
escort from the Mounted Police, had
gone out and rescued them. This had
necessitated a long trip by train, and
then a drive of seventy miles on trails

almost impassable. But the Provincial
Probation Officer is well used to this

kind of thing, and doesn't think it

matters so long as some child is gettihg
her rightful chance in life.

The younger child was somewhat
timid when called on to tell her story,
but Her Worship called the child to
her, and with a pair of motherly arms
arolind her, the child gained confidence.

On the evidence of the Probation Officer

supplemented by the story of the chil-

dren. Her Worship saw lit to make the
children the wards of the Govern-
ment.
The next was a case for "His Wor-

ship." It was that of a delinquent
boy, charged with assault on a much
younger boy. Inquiry showed that it

was not a first offence, that the interior

of the Juvenile Court was well-known
to him. To use the Judge's well-

turned phrase, this child had already
travelled far on the road of "consum-
mate cheek," if on no worse road.

The reprimand which the boy received
seemed likely to awaken him to a sense
of the advisability of choosing another
road on which to travel in the future.

The decision in this case was that of
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"suspended sentence," and the boy was
placed on probation. At a stated hour

each week he was commanded to re-

port to a Probation Officer. A card

was given to him which must be filled

out by the parent and the school-

teacher, and presented to the Probation

Officer each week.
Another case followed, of a boy of

sbtteen and his younger brother, a lad

of twelve, who had coaxed two much
younger boys to leave home and join

them in a long tramp across country.

Alarm at their disappearance had re-

sulted in the Mounted Police being

called into service to discover their

whereabouts, and the whole male
population of the district had been

organized into search parties. After

the boys had had an adventurous trip

of some seventy miles, they were locat-

ed by the Mounted Police. During
the journey they had broken into a

shack and stolen provisions.which they

had made up in packs, and taken with

them. The report of the Police and
of an Inspector of the Department, who
had gone out to investigate home con-

ditions, was to the effect that the boys

had been not only neglected, but abus-

ed, by the parents, and were scarcely

to be blamed for becoming vagrants.

His Worship questioned the older

boy in kindly tones, and wiping away
the slow tears with the back of his

hand, the child admitted his misde-

meanors.
"And now," said His Worship, in his

quiet, kindly way, "I'm going to send

you to the Industrial School. It is a
good school, and if you do your part

there's no reason why you'll not be
Lord Mayor of Edmonton yet. Are
you going to do your best ?"

And when the lad had given his

promise, His Worship dismissed him.

"I guess I had better send you back
to your father," His Worship said to

the younger boy. "You want to go
back, I'm sure."

"No, I don't."

There was alarm in his tones.

"You don't want to go back to your
father ? Why, my son ?"

"Well, he licks me."
"But my father used to lick me, and

it did me good."
"Yes, but my father licks me when I

don't need it."

"Of course," His Worship acquiesced,
"we never think we neeid it. What
then do you want me to do with you ?"

"Just whatever you like, only don't
send me back to my father."

"I wonder whether I'd better send
you to school with your brother ?"

"You bet your boots."

The child's voice, high with excite-

ment, broke in a sob.

"Come here, my son," and His Wor-
ship put his arms around the child.

"I'm not going to bet my boots, for I
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don't want to lose them, but I'm going
to send you to school with your brother.
And now will you promise to do your
best ?"

And after promising he took his seat
beside his brother, and it was evident
that there was intense satisfaction in

the heart of both that they were not to
be separated.

Once on a time we learned a text,

and at the time it was meaningless to
us. "When thy father and thy mother
forsake thee, then will the Lord take
thee up." Here was a place where the
first part of the text seemed applicable.
And surely the case of these children
had been taken up, and the Lord is

fulfilling His promise through the
Government. We are glad that we
remembered that text just now.
The court closed, and the men were

soon gone. But the Woman Probation

Officers and Her Worship still lingered
to sympathize and council with the
mothers, whose daughters had just

been removed from their care. The
girls, seeming at last to have awakened
to the seriousness of the situation, are
in tears.

It is a sorry little company that
makes its way down a side street to the
point where, for the first time, the home
paths of these mothers and daughters
divide.

It is a matter of the greatest satisfac-

tion that Mrs. Arthur Murphy, as
Magistrate, will deal with the women
cases in the courts of Edmonton. The
immoral woman is the cause of the
downfall of most of the young girls who
come before the Juvenile Courts. Sure-
ly the women should be allowed to deal
with the contributing cause if they have
to take the responsibility for results.

Soldier Girl
Continued

times, I'm just the same old harum-
scarum whom you've always known,

—

except" and a puzzled expression cross-

ed his boyish face, "except for an odd
experience I had before the Red Cross
bearers picked me up. I knew I'd

been hard hit—dangerously so it seem-
ed—and was preparing to bear the

pain and endure the end as the sort of

chap}my mother and sweetheart be-

lieve me to be; in fact I was fumbling
for your bit of ribbon to kiss for com-
fort, when a wonderful mantle of peace
descended upon me, deadening the

sharpness of my hurts, and blotting

out all remembrance of the horrors

strewn about me. Was I dying or dead
or not wounded at all ? the question

kept asking itself. Anyway there I

lay quite happily, thinking of God and
of you, until the searchers found me,
thirty-six hours later."

"Yes dear," came the quick rejoinder,

"and / was thinking of God and of you,

knowing He is in his heaven and

from page 79.

nothing could happen to my love.

Somehow this consciousness, after-

wards to be understood, entered the

night as softly as the stars."

They were married in a quaint old

English chapel, some ten days from the

date of his release and their guests were
eight convalescent cripples and three

war-wear>^ nurses. As they sped gaily

boatward, their thoughts were of Can-
ada and of their future home, Bob
turned to his bride inquiringly,

"By the way, Rae, how's Terry ?"

The girl smiled reminiscently.

"Terr\''s all right; and I'm sure. Bob,
the little rascal saved your life."

"Saved my life!"

"Yes; he roused me out of a sound
sleep one chilly night to pray for you.

I know that's why, 'cause I couldn't

get to sleep again, and I have since dis-

covered it was during your hour of

trial."

"I said you were the real fighter

—

remember, soldier girl ?"

When^old Lights Flicker
Continued from page 61.

Presently a dashing streamlet gurg-

led a merry greeting and old Jirnmy
knew he had reached his western

boundary. He looked over a wide ex-

panse of green meadow, well wooded
with willow clumps and cottonwoods.

"It's mine !" he exclaimed in childish

glee. "A farm o' my own 1 What I

been wantin' for five an' forty years.

My good gosh 1"

"Here's where I'll build my cabin,"

he went on, selecting a slight elevation.

"An' down there by the creek '11 be die

barn—easy to water the stock an' all."

He paced eastward, counting his

steps.

"An' here's where I'll plow up an'

put in a field o' wheat. Yessir, I could

for a fact, this very spring, an' make a

pot o' money this fall."

Three hundred additional paces

brought him to the dense bush that

had frightened away previous land-

seekers.

"Fine for firewood," he exclaimed.

"There's plenty of good land leavin'

that out."

"An' here's where I could pasture
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the COWS," he planned, facing south-

"An' then next year when I get goin'

good I could put in a crop of oats.

An' to think the government gives such

land away for nothing !"

He made the circuit of his acreage,

coming back to the stream.

The sun still rode high in the heavens.

The balmy air retained it's mid-day

warmth. Little birds preened theit

plumage and went chirruping about

their .small business. A busy squirrel

chattered a reproof at old Jimmy.
"He's makin' fun o' me 'cause I

ain't workin'," muttered the pioneer.

"An' why shouldn't I be doing some-

thing ? I could be clearin' some o'

my land."

He set to work with a vim and for

ten minutes the chips flew. Then he

sat down to rest.

"Phew !" he exclaimed. ' rhat'>

hard work."
He looked at his scarcely perceptible

clearing and for the first time a shadow

of doubt flicked over his consciousness.
" 'T won't do—settin' here soft an'

easy when there's work to be done."

Again the axe bit into the tougii

little trees and brush—vigorously at

first and then more and more feebly.

In a few minutes he again paused to

view his clearing. Reluctantly he ad-

mitted that it was scarcely noticeable

and after the trees were cut down the

land would have to be plowed and

harrowed and seeded. Quite a job in

all.

He went to work again. And as he

worked he thought of the words spoken

by every one he had met that day.

Too old. Could it be possible—My
God ! was he too old ?

Resolutely he banished the thought,

plying his axe more vigorously. And
tlien he realized that his feeble blows

were doing scarcely any execution.

He viewed his tiny clearing—and the

vast expanse that was not cleared

—

and a little chill quivered in his heart

like an ice-pointed arrow.

"Pretty hard work this chopping. I 'II

just pile up what I chopped an' burn

it. It's got to be burned some time."

He burned brush for a while and then

he picked up his axe, knowing full well

that he should be burning and chopping

at the same time. He swung-feebly at

a tree and the effort sent a strange

feeling shooting through him.

"It's time to quit," he muttered, but,

looking up at the high sun, he knew he

was merely excusing himself.

After a while he made tea and ate a

frugal supper.

Evening came, cold and clammy,

chilling old Jimmy's body as a terrible

doubt chilled his soul. The project

that had appeared so feasible in the hot

sunshine began to assume vast and

awsome proportions as darkness ad-

\anced. There would have to be
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teams for plowing and machinery for

seeding—help and harness and seed

and feed—and where was the mone\-

to buy them ? Yes, he had heard fof

hundreds of homesteaders starting with

nothing and making good—but could

he?
Then a black night shut down on the

landscape, sucking up old Jimmy's hope

as a vampire sucks blood. He shivered

in his blanket beside the glowing embers

of his futile little clearing-fire, striving

to fight off the dread realization.

A cold, greenish moon peeped from

behind a frowning cloud and glared

pitilessly down on the anguished old

man. , A sombre owl came out and

hooted. "Too old, too old," it seemed

to intone.

A melancholy night breeze swept a

decrepit pine tree to a dolorous sigh-

ing, as though it, too, moaned for its

vanished youth and sympathized with

a fellow unfortunate. .'\nd yet, it, too,

seemed to articulate:

"Too old, too old."

And then, of a sudden, old Jhnmy
gave utterance to an agonized little

moan and broke down, sobbing like a

child, as he acknowledged the inevit-

able.

And then the old man w^as trans-

ported through the long years back to

Elysium, back to the trim little Eastern

farm of his boyhood. .Again Jimmy
went about his small chores, carefree

and happy. And it came to him why
he wished to locate another wheat
field in such and such a place, and his

pasture beyond the wheat field. Un-
consciously he had been planning a
duplicate of the old homestead, the

homestead that had become his when

—

ah ! he had lived then. How he had
worked from sun-up till sun-down,
gior>-ing in his strength, unsparing in

his efforts to make HER comfortable
and happy. Dear Mar>- !

And then, as though a cinemato-
graph was being unreeled in the glow-
ing eml)ers before him, he could see

himself making that never-to-l)C-for-

gotten journey to town. Again he
could feel his wife's wanu kisses as he
prtjmised to fetch the flimsy little

fabrics that, she whispered, would soon
be needed. How lightheartedly he
had set out and how joyously he was
returning when, first the ruddy glow
and then the fiery tongues (laming into
the t)lack night, had shrieked disaster.

,'\n<l then as he speedtxl to the rescue
behind the furious clatter of his horses'

hoofs, the figure at the window up-
stairs, the ann swung up like a sema-
jihore, silhouetted against the raging
furnace behind—and, after that, the
long lonesome journey down the empt)-
years, the eternal striving for forget-
ful ne.ss.

.•\ disturbing breeze disarranged the
gitjwing picture. A li\e ember scuttled
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off like a little red bug and, Merciful

Heavens ! the tragedy of fifty years
ago was being enacted again before his

very eyes ! The s.ime fiery tongues
swirling into the black night, the same
terrible red glare over everything
"I'm coming, Mar\'. I'm coming !"

the old man cried, rising and tottering

toward the raging llames. And then

he stumbled— .ind.fcll.

A settler found the recum'oent form
next morning. A short distance away
a steadily burning flame showe<l wjiere

a vagrant ember had set alight a sight
Ncepage of petrf)leum.

(".ently he straightened tl

worn clothes on the siirunken ii .: ->

and closed the faded old blue eye-.

Old Jimmy had filed on hi^ '

-^Icad.

So did Mr. Skittles,

sudden weakness of his knees that pre-

vented him taking refuge in ignomin-

ious flight. But the incident, tragic

though it was, was of too personal a

nature to interfere permanently with

the success of the evening. After a

brief pause the bidding proceeded

briskly, and soon the fun was once

more at high tide.

But the light had failed for Mr.
Skittles. He twisted his legs nersously

about the legs of the chair, apparently

seeking to gain strength therefrom, as

he cast panic-stricken glances in every

direction. Presently his eyes fell on

the pie still clasped in his hands. A
new question presented itself, a ques-

tion of such overwhelming significance

that it caused him to groan in spirit.

Should he cat the pie ? Years of ex-

perience had taught him that no greater

insult could be offered his worthier

half than -to fail to appreciate her

cookery. With this past knowledge he

felt it incumbent upon him to eat the

pie, though his spirit was crushed and
his appetite languid. So ardently did

he desire to ingratiate himself with Mrs.

Skittles and to prove his utter con-

trition for having broken in upon her

evening's pleasure, that he ate slice

after slice with heroic fortitude. For-

tunately Eddie Jo and Jinnie came to

his assistance, and by the end of the

evening the truth of the maxim that

"the proof of a pudding is in the eat-

ing," had been amply verified, and
Mrs. Skittles could find no ground for

complaint.

But, the first link in the chain of

disaster having been forged, others fol-

lowed swiftly. On the homeward
march Eddie jo was taken violently ill.

Mr. Skittles carried him nearly to the

clearing, when he was seized with an
indisposition himself. Mrs. Skittles,

overtaking them, ordered a halt. She
glanced at the other children shrewdly.

"Well," she said, shortly, "Rhoda
Ray, I s'pose you've got the backache,

and Bud the headache, and somebody
else the toothache ! A person would
think it was Sunday morning !"

The children stoutly disclaimed these

ailments, all except Jinnie and Eddie

quick !" called

Ray, who had
prostrate forms

The V->w of Silence
Continued from [age 72.

It was only the Jo—they pleaded guilty to them all-

Mrs. Skittles, never one to encourage
ailnients, took the limp and dejected

Jinnie by the hand and, leaving Mr.
SkitJles to bring the little boy, hurrietl

on to the cabin.

Mr. Skittles, a few moments later,

obediently deposited his burden on the

doorstep and started away. To his

surprise his knees began to wobble, and
before he knew it he, too. was reposing

on Mrs. Skittle's front steps. That
worthy person, bustling about within,

was becoming seriously alarmed about

Jinnie. The child was alternating be-

tween parox^'sms of pain and heav\-

stupors from which nothing could

arouse her.

"Git the mustard,
her mother to Rhoda
just climbed over the

in the doorway.
Rhoda Ray, with an unsuccessful

effort to collect her chronically scatter-

ed wits, took a tin can from the end of

the shelf.

"This here is the allspice !" tiiun-

dered Mrs. Skittles; "ain't you got

more sense
—

" She stopped short and
sniffed the can siispiciously. "\Vh\-

this ain't spice at all !"

"It's mustard," urged Rhoda Ray
feebly.

"It ain't!" cried Mrs. Skittles in

piercing tones; "it's insect powder,

and I put it in the pie !"

A scene of utter confusion followed,

with Eddie Jo voicing his anguish in

piercing screams, and poor Jinnie lying

limp and unconscious on the l)ed.

"She's gittin' worser all the tiine !"

cried Mrs. Skittles, rubbing the child's

hands and arms and trying in vain to

rouse her. "Somebody go fer the

doctor, quick ! But she'll die afore

he gets here. It's a half hour to git

there and a half hour back. Lord help

me! Lord help me, what must I do?"
As if in answer to her prayer an ap-

parition appeared in the doorway. Mr.
Skittles, white of cheek and wild of eye,

holding feebly to the casement, ad-

dressed the company:
"I'll git her to the doctor," he said,

earnestlv; "git her wrapped up, an'

I'll take' her."
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He vanished from the doorway only

to appear a moment later with the

t^aranteed patent combination easy

chair and wheelbarrow. Mrs. Skittles

stopped not to question ; she knew too

well the immediate need for a doctor.

She laid the heavy, unconscious child

in the wheelbarrow, roughly pushing
aside the unsteady hands that tried to

help her. Then with an an.xious shake
of the head, and never a glance at the

blanched face opposite, she hastened
back to attend to the less desperate case

within.

Mr. Skittles, gathering up his load,

-tartcd bravely forth into the night.

The deathly nau.sea that had overcontc
liim gave place to excruciating pain,

but he pushed forward with straining

inu.scles and anxious eyes. The nar-
row path down the mountainside as-

cended abrujjtly at times; the thick
irees overhead shut out the starlight,

ind underfoot a tangle of grasses and
\ ines caught his feet as he hurried along.

Heads of ])erspiration stood out on his

forehead, and his hands and feet grew
ii-umb. Presently he sank to his knees,
I hen to the ground.

"Jinnie !" he called, pitcously; "Jin-
nie ! yer ain't dead yit, air ye ? Yer
pa's tryin' to git you there. Jinnie !

Don't you hear me ?" His weak, in-

efficient hands fumbled about until they
f(nind hers, then he staggered to his

feet. "My God, she's a-gitting cold !"

he cried, as he stumbled forward
.igain.

The trees seemed to be dancing
iround him in a great circle that would
not let him through, the lights in the
\ illage m(jved farther and farther away
as he apiiroached. When he reached
the turniiike he fell again, his face in

the dust and his hands clutching at the
rocks. For a while he lay so, then the
|)ain made him remember.

"() God !" he prayed, "don't pay me
DO mind, but jest help me git Jinnie to
the doctor's." He stumbled to his
toef. but he could not move his burden.
In despair he sank upon his knees and
liurst into \iolent weeping.

"Poor little gal !" he cried, his
trembling arms across the child; "pa's
tryin' to help you, but he never could
help nobody. He never was no good
i'Ut he'll try ag'in—he'll try

—
" Pitch-

ing and lurching he staggered forward;
-ight and hearing left him; one thought
only remained.

At the djKtor's door the strange
<(|uipage halted. Mr. Skittles began
his story, but he never fini.shed it.

At daybreak, when Mrs. Skittles

Inirried to the village, she found Jinnie
out of danger, but lying in the fioctor's

<lark(iu'd office was the silent fcjnn of

.Mr. Skittles. For hours she bent over
him, desperately striving with the doc-
tor to bring back consciousness. Her
husband, hovering on the borderland
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The three words that tell

the whole story of a per-

fect cup of coffee, from

plantation to breakfast

table
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C A. MINER, Managing Director.

of lUernity assumed a strange dignity

and importance.
At noon he stirred. "Jenk," she said

in her most commanding tone, "speak
to me this minute !"

And Jenk spoke.

Gregory Morton Mystery
Continued from page 76.

at my elljow, uatching the operation

with eager curiosity. When I had
finished there was traced on the wall a
perfect circle, about four inches in dia-

meter ; whereupon I turned to Virginia

and smiled.

"Did you ever notice what small

stove-pipes they always use in France?"
said I.

Without further explanation, I fol-

lowed the traced circle with my pen-

knife, cutting in deep and encounter-

ing but little resistance.

"Now," said I, "another question.

Did you ever see a man draw a cork

out of a bottle with two knife blades ?"

I went over to the table and took

t\vo of the steel knives which the waiter

had superfluously brought in with our
breakfast. I cautiously inserted them
at opposite sides of the circle.

The next moment, with a little coax-

ing, I succeeded in drawing out the

wooden block which had been driven

into, the orifice left by the disused

stove-pipe. The effect of that simple

little act was startling to botli of us.

For the words, which before had
been mere murmurs, came to our ears

as distinctly as though the men who
uttered them had been sitting in the

room with us. And the men were
"Morton" and Duggleby ! It was
Duggleby who was speaking.

"There comes your waiter now,"
said he. "And, for Heaven's sake.

whate\er he says, or however he looks,

don't make any more explanations of

how we were in Chartres last night,

and couldn't possibly have been in

Tours; and, therefore, could have no
connection with the outrage which he
no doubt will tell us about. For a
person who calls himself an adventurer,

and is supposed to live by his wits,

you make an extraordinary number of

blunders. I wish I could talk French."
"Ask him," said Duggleby, "if he

has any more guests tucked away in

this hovel of an inn."

Morton repeated the question in

French, phrasing it somewhat more
tactfully.

"Ah, but yes," said the waiter.

"There are a young gentleman and
two foreigners, a beautiful young
American girl, and an old man, her
father."

There was a moment of electrical

silence after this reply. Then Duggle-

by began speaking swift and low in

English.
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"If it is the people we want, they

are here without luggage. We can be
sure of that, at any rate. Ask him if

they are going to stay long."

Morton, trying to command a tone

of unconcern, asked the question.

From my place at the smoke-hole I

felt I could almost see the shrug which
must have accompanied the waiter's

next words:
"^\^lo can tell, monsieur ? They

arrived without luggage, but the old

man is ill. He may even die, which
Heaven forbid, for that is the unluck-

iest thing that can happen to an inn.

But who knows ?"

"Tell him," said Duggleby, "to be ofT

and fetch breakfast, and not to stand
here gossiping."

And then, after the door had closed,

I heard the murmur of almost silent

laughter. It was ended by a knock on
the door. Evidently the interruption

was unexpected.
"Who the deuce can that be ?" said

Morton. "The waiter can't be back
already."

"Call to him to come in," said

Duggleliy impatiently. "Are you too

much of a coward to play your part

like a man ?"

Morton obeyed, and the next mo-
ment showed that his fears had been
groundless.

"Oh, it's you, is it ?" he said. "What
do you want ?"

It was a strange voice which replied,

the chauffeur's evidently, for he said :

"Well, I have got the car in trim

again, and it was no light job eidier,

after the wild night we gave it last

night. But it is as good as ever now."
The man was speaking in French, of

course, and Morton had to translate it

to Duggleby.
"Go out and curl up in the tonncau

and go to sleep," were Duggleby's in-

structions.

The man went away, and very soon
afterward the waiter appeared widi
breakfast.

"Now," said Duggleby, "stop fidget-

ing arountl and eat your breakfast,

and then follow my example and go to

sleep. Wc shall be busy to-night, but
we have the day before us."

I took up my wooden plug and care-

fully rein.scrted it in the wall.

"Well," said I to Virginia, "if they
have the day before them, so have
we."

"Yes," she said unsteadily, "we
have the day; but the night—what will

that bring, monsieur ?"

To that question I had no answer.

CHAin'ER XXII.

WHAT THE NIGHT BROUGHT.

AT that moment I turned and saw
*^ the doctor sitting up on the couch.

A faint voice from a further room

caught Virginia's attention, and she
went instantly to her father's bedside,

the doctor following her. In a very
few minutes he came back to me:

"It is better than we could have
hoped," said he; "much better. A
few days of perfect quiet will put
him on his feet again." ^ >bs s 6*.*

I smiled somewhat ruefully at that.

The prospect of a few days of perfect

quiet seemed to me rather remote.
"You have been finding out things

while I was asleep," said he, instantly

divining the meaning of my look.

As quickly as I could I told him the
story. Evidently the situation struck
him as seriously as it had me, for he
made no comment at all until some
minutes after I had finished.

"After all," he said at length, "the
balance of the advantage seems to lie

with us, though it is not as decisive as
I could wish. They know we're here,

and we know they're here, but while
we know all that they know, they still

believe us to be in ignorance. That's
our advantage, and it's the advantage
we must keep at all costs." f i-.-

"If it were not for Mr. Heatherfield's

condition," I began, and saw that he
comprehended that difficulty fully.

"Well," said he, "we have the day
before us at any rate. When Mr.
Heatherfield drops off asleep again, as
I think he will before long, we will sum-
mon Miss Virginia and hold a council
of war."
That opportunity did not come as

soon as we expected it. It was not
until after our luncheon had been serv-
ed and cleared away that Virginia came
out of her father's room, with the
whispered information that he had
dropped a.sleep.

"Well," said the doctor. "It is high
time that we made uj) our minds as to
what sort of preparation we will make
for the reception of our friend the
enemy. I suppose each of us has some
plan. Miss Virginia, will you tell us
yours ?"

"It's a very cowardly plan, I'm
afraid," she said. "It is nothing more
nor less than to run.away. They are
asleep down there, counting on father's
illness to keep us here. But he is so
much better."

The doctor shook his head:
"Not so much better as all that, my

dear. At the first hint of danger or
excitement all appearance of almost
nomial health would vanish very
quickly."

"But there will be a hint of danger
and excitement to-night," she pro-
testetl.

"I know," he said. "We will con-
sider tliat when we come to it. I am
sorry that, as your medical adviser, I

must veto that plan a!)s(jlutely. What
have you to say, M. Barras ?"

"Well," I answeri-d, "my plan is
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cowardly, Hxt, I am afraid. My sug-
gestion is that we call the police."

The drK't(jr smiled.

"I think I must Ijc the youngest
member of this party," said he. "I

will confess that that apparently simple
solution did not occur to me. It seems
to offer some promise. Pr<x-eed to

develop it, monsieur,"
"Well," I continued, "the case against

them for the robl)ery at the Tours
station is curiously complete. They
wore no mask and the old woman will

undoubtedly be able to identify them-
at once. This adventurer who calls

himself Morton will never dare invoke
the protection of that name here, for

we are in the one spot in France where
that imposture could be exposed in-

stantly.

"If we needed any more pntoi,

Duggleby's wounded hand would fur-

nish it. Furthennore, we ourselves

can testify to the motive for the crime."

"Of course," commented the doctor,

"once we had them safely under lock

and key, our own difficulties would be
immensely simplified. Yes, it is a
very good plan, monsieur. I make you
my compliments. But I am afraid it

is too good to be true."

"What do you mean ?" I asked.

"Well," he' said, "the first step of

your plan involves calling the pwlice,

and tliat, I fear, is precisely the same
sort of enterprise as the estimable one
of the mice to bell the cat. How do
vou propose that the police shall be
called ?"

That had not occurred to me as a

difficulty, and for a moment I had no
answer to make.

"I can see," said I finally, "that such

an appeal would have to be made to

Tours, and not to the local authority

here at Mettray, if they have such a

thing as a s.endarme here. He would
probably try to make the arrest him-
self, and his efforts would be mere
child's play against those three deter-

mined men down-stairs."

"Presicely," said the doctor. "And
now, about getting word to Tours.

That will involve either going in

person or sending a note. Do you
suppose, for one moment, that they

are so sound asleep down-stairs that

the departure of any one of us

from this inn could pass unremarked?
"We could not send Miss Virginia.

She can neither leave her father; nor

is her F"rench, if she will allow me to

say so, adequate to explain the situa-

tion to the prefect at Tours.

"Suppose, on the other hand, that

cither one of us"—he was looking at

me now—"sets out on such an errand.

The men down-stairs would see him
go, and M. Duggleby, unless his facul-

ties have undergone a serious deteriora-

tion, will be able at least to surmise

what our object is.
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Our New Serial Story

Hypnotism is an interesting subject whether

considered as a psychopathic study or as a

"stunt" for the vaudeville stage. It is beyond

doubt that some people have a mysterious

power to control the actions of others under

conditions which they have the ability to im-

pose on the "subject." Boyd Wendham, a

physician, just returned from several years'

study in Vienna where hehas specialized in hyp-

notism, joins a house party at Evelyn Grange.

Among the guests is his old sweetheat, Nellie

Gaynor,a widow of six months, and a vulgar

little parvenu who has recently become one of

the set by marrying Charles Lawdon. Mrs.
Gaynor tells Wendham that she exists chiefly

on her earnings from a racing stable left her
by her husband. Wendham is deeply con-
cerned at her state of health, but forgets her
case temporarily when consternation over-
comes the whole party by the announcement
that—but turn to page 115 of this issue and
begin one of the best mystery serials you
have ever read.

Lord o' Land

We have been fortunate in securing for our
readers a new series of sketches by Janey
Canuck, which will be published under the
general title Lord o' Land. The first of these
appears on page 119 of this issue and there
will be another next month of equal interest.

A Madge Macbeth Story

Among the fiction in next month's issue is

another story by Madge Macbeth, who has
gained a reputation for fiction which is "out
of the ordinary." The scene of this one is

laid in the Klondike and the title is "The
Owner of 28 Above."

The beginning of a new
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soap for your skin.
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antiseptic lather into your skin, always with an upward and

For sale by Canadian drug-

gists from coast to coast.

outward motion. Rinse with warm water, then with cold

^the colder the better. Finish by rubbing your face for a

few minutes with a piece of ice. Be particular to rinse the
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ONCE, at least, every ten years
since 1867, our memories have
been jogged and our patriotism

dusted by numerous articles concerning
the stirring days which preceded and
followed Confederation. Beside these,

many of the Fathers, several of the
sons and numberless nephews and
cousins have written Memoirs and
Reminiscences.
There seems, ovbiously, therefore,

very little left for me—a sort of step-

grand-daughter, ten or twelve times
removed, to say. As this contingency,
however, is never supposed to incon-
venience seriously, one of feminine
persuasion, I will en-

deavour to set forth

some of the lighter sides

of the issue which gaVe
to Canada a nation-

hood and to England
one of her wealthiest
possessions

"Deadlock" was the
Father of Confedera-
tion ! According to Sir

Richard Cartwright,
the union of I'pper and
Lower Canada in 1841
was but a mariag^e de
convenance. Radical
and religious differ-

ences had bred strife

and discord; personal
antipathies had cloud-
ed issues and set at
%;iriance people who
actually had the unity
and ix?ace of the coun-
try at heart. As Gold-
win Smith put it, when
describing the constant
bickerings not only be-
tween differont parties,

but within the

be gathered by realizing that in June
1864 Go^e^nment by party collapsed.
In the next three years there were two
general elections and four Cabinets
went to pieces. It hardly seems pos-
sible to-day, but at that time, Canada
faced disintegration of the most ex-
aggerated sort—the sort which we
associate with Harold Magrath's fiction

which tells of a dozen small principal-

ties within a limited area and between

ties between which tariff rises like a
wall and feuds seethe without cessa-
tion. Not only that, but Canada faced
dismemberment from the Empire.
There were parties both in England
and here to whom the idea was not at
all repugnant.

Briefly then, the objects of Con-
federation may be summed uj) as a
means for e\olving a workable Govern-
ment. . . the unification of the pro-
\'inces. . . and the preservation of the

Imperial tie. All of which has been
duly accomplished, in much less than
fifty years !

Speaking of po tal regulations, cur-
rency and the like, these

I re questions which
i I ally concerned the

I aihers of Confedera-
tion. A national curren-
i \ had to be estab-

, lished — not an
j

easy task considering
i that one province ac-

l cepted the English
pound, shilling and
pence, its neighbor pre-

ferred the paper and
silver of the United
States, and a third

leaned toward the
Mexican dollar and the
romantic doubloon.
Government salaries

were paid in doubloons
in Nova Scotia. I

have no doubt that at

a pinch, the old stan-

dards of exchange—

a

wife, a cow or a cube
of tea — would have
passed as legal tender.

TK. .. .u «r . .
Prom tk. John Ro»Rob«ts«iahi«ncaicM«tUm Newfoundland money

Tablet in the Westminster Hotel, London, England ^..^j. ^.^^.^^^}^ ^.j,}, j;/.
/^^Tic party — "The which exist different language, different trust and suspicion in all the prov-

smaller the jHt, the fiercer the rats!" I)ostal regulations, different currency, inces; there was uniformity to that
extent, at least. The r'>**t''»l regula
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tions were scarcely less interesting.

Letters were adcircssecl with what
seems a delightful vagueness. "John
Smith, Perth, Canada West," some-
how ound tlie claimant. Indeed,

only a few years ago, letters came
to Ottawa, addressed "Canada West."
Postal rates were high; nine cents

for a sixty mile delive y and an
increasing scale for greater distances.

It was quite worth considering before

sending a letter to the Pacific Coast
from Halifax, whether silence were not
golden.

Sir John Macdonald reminded one of

his audiences tliat in 1844 only 1,400,-

000 letters passed through the post
offices of the various provinces, of

which 1,200,000 were sent not more
than 400 miles from their starting
point. In 1883 there were 90,000,000
letters sent from coast to coast at a
three cent postal rate. In 1915 we
find an issue of 790,743,370 stamps !

The cynic may, of course, draw an
invidious comparison between the value
of letters then and now, but even he
cannot fail to be impressed.
The inhabitants of British North

America were severally known as New-
foundlanders, New Brunswickers, Cana-
dians and Nova Scotians—these last,

complained Sir Charles Tupper, being
frequently confused in the minds of
Englishmen with Nova Zemblans or
other remote peoples !

Sir Charles wanted to call the Con-
federated provinces British America;
others suggested Columbia, Chabotia
Acadia, Ursalia, and Britannia. It was
almost as difficult to settle upon a name
for the Dominion as upon a capital.

That Ottawa as a site was not an
unanimous choice is proven by the
fact that it was sneeringly referred to
as "that little Arctic lumber village."
After Her Majesty had chosen it, the
House of Commons passed a vote re-

jecting it as an unsuitable place for
the seat of Government, at which the
Ministry resigned, feeling that the
Queen had been insulted. This flag-

rant act of discourtesy could never
have occurred had there not existed
such bitter rivalry between Kingston,
Toronto, Montreal and Quebec each of
which had known the excitement of
being Capital under the migratory
system of Government. It goes with-
out saying that aside from tlie incon-
venience, the expense to the public
treasury was enormous when moving-
time came.
An old resident of Cornwall described

the herculean activities of just one
family—that of the Sandfield Mac-
donalds—when preparing to trail after
the seat of Government.
"As children, we used to hang over

the fence to watch the proceedings,"
.she told me, "fascinated by the bustle
and excitement of the scene. The

house was almost cleared of its furnish-

ings, and what was not taken away,
was packed against the inroads of moth
and rust, or the corruption of men.
Last and most important was the busi-

ness of moving the cow, which always
accompanied the family on its Parlia-

mentary perigrinations. When this

ceremony was begun, we knew that
the hour of departure had come. Like-
wise, when some fine morning, we dis-

covered the faithful animal l)rowsing

in the field, we knew that the session

was ended and the Macdonalds were
once more at home. If moving the
Houses of Parliament gave half so

much trouble as moving the Mac-
donalds, I should think that members
would have been glad to stay in one
place—no matter where—until the clay

of Judgment !"

John Sandfield Macdonald was not,

of course, one of the Fathers of Con-
federation, but he was a prominent
figure of the times. He was first

Premier of Ontario and an interesting

personality.

"Scratch a Russian," says an old

proverb," and you will find a Tartar."

Paraphrased, this fitted the Hon. John
Sandfield, who, beneath his veneer of

"ma-pul leaf and em-blum dear" show-
ed many points of the prickly Thistle.

A service or a slight, an attraction or an
aversion were nursed by him with hot-

house care, and never set out in the

open until sturdy enough to grow.
Then they were placed with Highland
exactness where they would do the

most harm—or the most good !

Ontario's first Premier resolved to

help Destiny shape his ends. He was
not hampered by the fetters and con-

ventions which bind spoiled children

of fortune, and he was not ashamed to

work. At an age when most boys
leave school, he entered it; at an age

when most boys consider they have
finished their education, he began to

acquire his. He passed through the

Cornwall Grammar School and then

entered the law office of Mr. Draper
where he remained until he was called

to the Bar, in 1840. Almost immedi-
ately after this, he was asked to re-

present Glengarry in Parliament, and
his political life began.

Mr. Macdonald was at heart a Con-
servative; he called himself a Liberal;

his course was— independent. He
playfully described him.self as the

Ishmael of Parliament, because his

political hand seemed to be raised

against every man. He seemed to en-

joy political isolation, and was almost

as eagerly sought by one party as the

other; his utter disregard of partyism
and its claims, seems in nowise to have
offended his constituents for he was
returned time and again, whether as

Liberal, Reformer, or anything else.

This change of political front is

attributed by the late Sir James Whit-
ney who was a student in Macdonald's
office, to his inability to acknowledge
any man as his leader. So strong was
this trait, that he refused Sir John's
offer of a position in his Cabinet by
telegram in the following laconic teims
.... "No go !"

A humorous incident occurred in

Glengarry when Sir George Cartier

went there to address a meeting. He
was escorted to the Town Hall with
great ceremony, and not as Sir John
described his reception in Halifax, after

the Quebec Conference
—

"with suffici-

ent courtesy." He wcis led to the

platform and invited to remove his

hat and coat. Behind him there were
pegs upon which an assortment of

plaids and overcoats were hanging, and
Sir George tried to put his amongst
them. But he found he could nothing

like reach them and had to call one of

the brawny Glengarry boys to perform

this service for him. He created a

most favorable impression during his

speech by referring not only to the

mental stature of the men of that

county but to their splendid physical

stature as well.

Descended from the family of Jacques

Cartier, Sir George inherited many of

the characteristics of his famous proto-

type. Fearlessness, broad-mindedness,

tenacity of purpose, energy, were un-

deniably his. He was at the time of

Confederation, the hero of Lcwer Can-

ada and a man without whose support

Sir John could never have accomplished

his great work. A prominent barrister

of the Capital, who often heard him
speak, describes the ease and fluency of

his delivery, its freedom from theatric-

isms, .its compelling forcefulness. A
bit long-winded at times was Sir George •

—he could speak six hours at a stretch

in English and then lapse gently into

his native tongue for another six. It

has even been hinted, that, like some
clerg>men, he had not enough to say

to be brief ! But judging by the

tributes paid him by his contemporaries,

judging by the power he wielded over

his constituents, I am inclined to think

this is a libel. A long-winded man is

apt to be tiresome, and a tiresome man
could ne%er have gained victories over

the m.ost formidable men in his pro-

vince, men who like Dorion and Holton

fought him tooth and nail. The Rouges,

as the Liberals were called, opposed
him to a man. Many of the English

speaking politicians in Lower Canada
were anti-British and not in favor of

Confederation. Sir George fought his

battles single-handed and carried all

before him. He worked with an energy

few men possess. Even his hair was
energetic, standing up straight from
his forehead like soldiers at attention.

His eyebrows moving somewhat vigor-

ously while he was speaking, seemed to
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The Fathers of Confederation at the formation of the Dominion of Canada, July 1, 1867

be constantly on the rui vive. His
whole being was alert. He was offered
the C. M. G. at the time Sir John was
knighted, and he refused it; some say
because of jealousy of his leader, others
that his French colleagues persuaded
him that the lesser honor was intended
as a slight to their nationality. At
any rate for a short time, there was a
coolness between Sir John and Sir
George, until Lord Monck put matters
straight, by recommending the latter
for a baronetcy, which was accepted.
That Sir George was an eminently
simple-living man without "swank" or
"side" is proven by the fact that he
had to borrow money on his personal
note with which to pay the necessary
fees at the time of accepting his

baronetcy.

What Cartier accomplished in the
Lower Province, George Brown brought
about in Upper Canada. "The fore-
most champion at a critical moment,"
lie has been described, Ijy many who
praised him for the support of his
(itiondam opponent. That he hated
Sir John with a consistent bitterness,
is not only seen through the columns of
The Globe which he owned and edited,
but by many occurrences which still

linger in the memories of those about
us. For example, Brown and Sir John
were not on speaking terms for a num-
ber of years. When Brown decided
to cast his lot with the Confederation-
sts and support Sir John, the two men

met in the centre of the House—neither
crossing to the side led by the others !

—

then they dined together, went about
together in public places, played euchre
together when they crossed the Atlantic
(this last seems to have been the acid
test of friendship !) ,and in England
attended many social functions to-
gether. Yet, on the day after the
Hon. George Brown resigned, the two
men resumed their old antagonistic
positions and ceased to speak.
The man who brought Upper Canada

into line, who renounced his party and
his friends for a cause in which lie be-
lieved, was not a statesman, but he
was the stimulus Sir John Macdonald
needed. Brown's very antagonism
urged him to greater accomplishments—not that he had not a wholesome
respect for his opponent's ability.
This, in the framing of the seventy two
resolutions, considered at Quebec, was
particularly evidenced in arranging
financial matters.

Sir John had a powerful ally in the
Hon. D'Arcy McGee, "the orator of
the movement." As a speaker, he had
n© superior and but one equal—the
Hon. Joseph Howe, Sir Charles Tup-
per's formidable antagonist.
Mr. McGee was an Irishman with

an adventurous disposition and a
romantic past. He early developed
the racial characteristic and stood at
loggerheads with the Government, emi-
grating from tile "i'^Innd ^iirron'"!-)

by a melancholy ocean," to New York.
After some years of journalistic work
there, he attracted the notice of
O'Connell, who wrote asking him to
return to Ireland, as one of the editors
of a Dublin paper. The impetuousity
of McGee's style proved more than his
opponents could bear, and they forced
him to take refuge in Scotland, from
which place he fled to the I'nited
States, disguised as a priest. Coming
to Canada, he made himself unpopular
with the Fenian faction and was
assassinated by one of their number,
fortu??ately for the cause, after his work
was accomplished and Confederation
an established fact. It was to Mr.
McGee that Sir John delivered his
famous reproof on intemperance. . .

"McGee," said the Chief, solemnly,
after a night of joyous revelry, "this
Cabinet will not support two drunk-
ards. You will ha\'e to reform !"

Sir Leonard Tilley, who carried Con-
federation in his province, was, how-
ever, the real temperance advocate.
As early as 1855 he had an Act passed
"to prevent the importation and traffic

in intoxicating liquors." Of course it

was contested; the Ministr>' resigned
and eventually the law was repealed.
In sjiite of which, no one, however
celebrated, was served other than niild
leverages at Government House, ami
Sir Leonard carried St. John at the
ne.xt election and was returned as Gov-
ernor of the Province !



114

S)X'aking of temperance reminds one

ul the rise Sir Richarfl Cartwright got

out of Sir John in the House one clay.

Sir Richard remarked that he uncler-

stood a certain Mr. Collins had im-

mortalized himself by writing a life of

Sir John.

From Iht John Ross Robertson Historical cottution

Sir George Etienne Cartier, the hero of Lower

Canada at the time of the Confederation

"No," interposed the other," he has

immortalized me."
"His work," continued Sir Richard,

"will no doubt, be greatly appreciated

by the hon. gentlem.an's friends, be-

cause I observe that all the acts of his

career, so grossly misrepresented by
evil-minded persons, arc now attribut-

ed to the purest of motives. ... It

is a happy association of ideas that a

gentleman who in his life has done
justice to so many John Collinses,

shoiild at last find a John Collins to do
justice to him !"

The Minister of Justice in Sir Wil-

frid's first Cabinet was one of the

Fathers of Confederation—Sir Oliver

Mowat. A picture of him in his early

youth comes down to us from no less a

source than Sir John, himself, to whose
office he applied as apprentice. ' 'There

came. . . one day a chubby little lad,

with large, prominent eyes and a

methodical manner of speaking, stating

that he wanted to study law."

Young Oliver accomplished his de-

sire, and did such credit to Sir John,

that years afterward, the Premier of

Ontario vanquished the Premier of the

Dominion in several legal battles ! It

is a mistake to suppose that Sir John
was a brilliant student and rose to the

height of his profession in leaps. He
suffered innumerable failures, such as

are never recorded against Sir Oliver
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Mowat. Indeed, Sir John lost so many
of the cases he was defending that a

certain lawyer satirically suggested

making him Prosecniting Attorney

—

'You are sure to send them to gaol,

John !" he said.

Sir Charles Tupper outlived all the

other Fathers of Confederation. At
ninety two, he was an amazingly
energetic old man; at ninety three the

double anxiety caused by the outbreak
of the war and the illness of his little

grandson, broke even his indomitable
spirit. His death was the occasion for

such universal mourning as the Pro-

vince has never seen. To the State

House at Halifax where his body lay,

thronged crowds of people; people of

all walks in life, all creeds, political and
religious; people of all colors and
nationalities. . . Indians and negroes,

drawn there to pay their last respects,

by something much deeper than curi-

osity.

Sir Charles had been for many years

the foremost man in Nova Scotia and
people are wont to say,

"Oh, yes, So-and-So is all right, but

we will never have another like Tup-
per !"

A silent man in social gatherings, un-

heard of as an after-dinner speaker, a

failure as a raconteur. Sir Charles

loosed all the floods of his oratory on

the floor of the House. He had a re-

markable memory and a voice "like

thunder." He was frequently called

the "Fighting doctor," and the "Old

War Horse of Cumberland."
At the very outset of his long and

honored career, he exhibited a fine self-

efTacement which was the key-note o

his interest in "the cause." After

fighting one of the bitterest politica'

battles in Canada's history, after ex-

periencing the humiliation of secini;

every county save his own turn against

the Government he represented, after

vanquishing the redoubtable Howe, at

last, and earning a high reward—Dr.

Tupper relinquished his right to a seat

in the first Cabinet that it might be

given to another claimant from his

province, and thus relieve Sir John ot

a very keen embarrassment. This

same sacrifice was made by the Hon.

D'Arcy McGee.
Sir Mackenzie Bowell is about the

last of the Old Guard who was engaged

in building the foundation of the Do-

minion. He is ninety-four, with a

constitution that a man half his years

might envy. Travelling back and

forth from his Belleville home to his

place in the Senate, causes him no in-

convenience and when the monotony of

that journey palls, he takes a real

jaunt to Toronto.
Sir Mackenzie has not lacked inter-

ests in his life. He wore a pen behind

his ear, a rifle on his shoulder and a
political toga with equal ease. Not
all at once— he would have been over-
dressed and he abhors ostentation.

But he started out in life as an appren-
tice in a printing office, rising to the
post of editor and proprietor of that
paper—the Belleville Intelligencer. On
the American frontier, he carrie<l a
rifle, having a.ssisted in raising a com-
pany of which he was ensign. His
rank was that of Colonel by the time
he opposed the Fenian raids, and it is

worth remarking that his love of sol-

diering has not burnt itself out. He
was the first to offer to enlist in the
Forestry Battalion, arguing that "he
could swing an axe with any man !"

A member of Sir John's Cabinet, in

'78 as Minister of Customs, he was
elected by acclamation. Next, he tack-

led the portfolio of Militia, under Sir

John Abbott; he organized the depart-

ment of Trade and Commerce, and was
Minister in the Thompson Administra-

tion. He also organized the Colonial

Conference, after originating it. Sir

Mackenzie enjoyed the discomforts of

a Prime Minister for a short space, led

the Government in the Senate, and led

the Opposition in the Senate.

And to-day, when the fulness of his

years might argue a desire for the in-

activity which some call peace. Sir

From the John Ross Robertson Historical collection

Sir Etienne Pascal Tache, one of the celebrated

Canadian Political leaders prior to confederatioa

Mackenzie exudes a fine forcefulness

and power. He accepts with enthusiasm

or protests with rousing vigour, the

motions which come before the Upper

House. Seeing him, one has to for-

give the pessimists for complaining,

that the country does not produce such

men now.



The Case At
Evelyn Grange

THE BEGINNING OF A NEW SERIAL STORY WRITTEN AROUND THE TANGLED
WEB OF EVIDENCE CONNECTED WITH THE MYSTERIOUS

DISAPPEARANCE OF THE LAWDON JEWELS

By E. W. Grant

EVELYN GRANGE is one of the

show places of Long Island. It

occupies a hill crest commanding
the great Hempstead plain, made
beautiful by its fine graduations of dis-

tance and color. To the left lies the

wootled rolling country of Wheatley
Hills, and but a few motor miles away
the blue waters of the Sound indent the

Island's shore. The house—a vast

edifice of pale red brick with white trim

—possesses terraces bordered by marble
balustrades, descending in steep succes-

sion; each a giant step of flowers,

divided down the middle by a marble
staircase alternating with pebbled path-

ways. The right wing of the mansion
is devoted to the luxurious housing of

its guests. The left wing contains the

servants' quarters and the necessary

array of kitchens. Detached buildings

for squa.sh and bowls ofTer exercise and
pleasure for dark and sullen days. In

the distance the great bulk of the

stables lies shrouded in huge trees,

whence a faint yapping from the crowd-
ed kennels is almost always audible.

It was Wendham's first visit to the
Grange, and, as he drove up the long,

leaf littered road in the gathering dusk,
he was unprepared for the imposing
structure that met his sight. "Really,"
he said to Mrs. Lawdon, who had
arrived on the same train, and sat be-

side him enveloped in chinchilla and
grey veils, "a title should go with it.

Doesn't seem the proper thing for just

a plain, Mister, does it ?"

"Do you think anything is too fine

for the American gentleman ?" she
answered.

Illustrated by Marcel Olis

Wendham was glad that the growing
dusk hid his smile. "Really, I wasn't
quite serious about it," he answered,
"and I've been awaj^ so long, you see,

that I've grown continental."

She nodded. "Charlie told me you'd
been in Europe—how long—four vears,

wasn't it ?"

"Four years," he echoed thought-
fully, "and what changes !"

"And Charlie married !—you got our
cards, didn't you ? It seems to me
they were sen^ to Vienna or somewhere
like that."

"Yes, I received them—about six

months ago."
"Then there's the Boskwith divorce

—that must have surprised you—and
Nellie Gaynor's a widow now, you
know."
She paused abruptly, suddenly re-

calling the gossip that linked Boyd
Wendham's hasty departure with the

man iagc of the lovely Nellie. "Doesn't
look heartbroken," she commented to

herself, as she turned to examine his

appearance untlcr cover of admiring
the passing landscape. She saw a
strong-featured, keen-eyed man of

powerful build, whose hair, though
prematurely grey, did not age his ap-
pearance, chiefly because of the boyish
sparkle of his unusually handsome eyes,

and the affectionate liumor of his flex-

ible mouth-—"Decidedly handsome,"
thought Mrs. Lawdon, with a dab at

the gilt fringes of her hair. "I wonder
why she didn't take him-—they say old

Gaynor was a pill." Aloud she said,

"Mrs. Gaynor's to be one of this house
party. Did you see her abroad ? She

was over there more than a year after

Mr. Gaynor died."

"No, I didn't happen to see her in

Europe. My specialties-—I'm a physi-

cian, you know—kept me in Vienna,
but I'm looking forward to renewing
an old friendship. I've had a glimpse
of her, of course, since I've been back,

but only for a moment." He spoke so

naturally that Mrs. Lawdon was dis-

appointed. He glanced at his com-
panion, wondering how that astute

cotillion butterfly Charlie Lawdon
had ever been so "let in." The whole
surface of their world had been rippled

by the plunge of this particular little

clod into its distilled and filtered depths.
There was no denying Mrs. Lawdon's
gaudy and perfumed plebeianism.

"Dk) you know Mrs. Hivelyn well ?"

she asked abruptly. "I've only met
her once or twice but they're old

friends of yours aren't they ?"

"They are two of the best I have,"
he answered. "Cass and I were college

mates—andPatty, oh well, I remember
her with long red silk legs and short

brown silk braids," he laughed lemi-
niscently. "She was a funny child,

always tired ; she was born tired—but,

here we are; let me help you."
The carriage drew up before the

main entrance, whose white columns
seemed vast in the soft electric illumina-

tion from the dull glass globes guarding
the doorway. The footman rang the
bell and returned for Wendham's simple
suitcase and Mrs. Lawdon's elaborate
traveling impedimenta. The rest of

her collection was in charge of her maid,
due later in the servants' trap. A

lie
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large hat trunk, however, she liad in-

sisted should accompany her; indeed

the valued millinery must not Ix; out of

her sight, and with difficulty it had
been installed, to the detriment of the

speckless knees of the footman, who
now deposited it resentfully upon the

verandah.
The door swung open, revealing the

subdued, rich tones of the interior,

where the glow of antique velvets,

hea\'y with tarnished embroideries, met
the eye. Grape-wound torsion columns
of the Spanish renaissance formed the

doorways, while a dreamy-eyed ma-
donna in the brocade and jeweled robes

of the sixteenth century smiled from a
canvas that filled the wall space by the
stairs; two macaws, of ostentatious

plumage, swung in gilded rings, adding
a final touch of old world eccentricity.

The new arrivals entered and a om-
ment later Mrs. Eve-

lyn, in a teagown, was
extending languid
greetings. Evelyn,

however, made up in

heartiness for his wife's

tepid cordiality. "No-
body minded Patty,

anyway; it was just

her way." Mrs. Law-
don, not being fami-

liar with her hostess's

peculiarities, at once

took umbrage. Only
the joy of being with-

in the Evelyns' ex-

clusive portals pre-

vented her from im-

mediate rudeness. She
contented herself with

a mental note to "get

even," and noisily de-

voted herself to Mr.
Evelyn and AliceRaw-
Jins, who entered in

he'r cross-country
riding trousers, high
boots and gray frock

coat, as alert and
vigorous as a young
Amazon.

"Hello, Kate, have
some tea, have a high-

ball ? Pat, there.will

never think to ask
you. Better warm up
a bit before we go to

'red up,' as the coun-
tries say. Oh, Boyd,
it's bully to meet you
again. Of course Cass
looked out for you—
I see it in your eye.

But it takes the new
woman to look out
for herself. What,
ho ! James ! What's
yours, Kate —• tea ?

James, take Mrs.
Lawdon's furs, and
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send them up to the blue suite. It is

the blue suite, isn't it, Patty ? And
send Mrs. Lawdon's maid and things
there when they come. And Nellie

—

see who's here—Boyd Wendham ! Arise
and make salaamings."
A tall, slender, white-clad woman

rose from behind the elaborate tea-

a quarrel ? 1 w.i:, uinware of it."
Before he could answer, Mrs. F:velyn

had recalled her duties as hostess.
"Oh, you haven't met Mrs. Gaynor

have you, Mrs. Lawdon ? Dear me,
how remiss of me," she drawled. "Meet
each other, flo."

Mrs. Lawdon's heart warnie<i. She
table where she had been presiding, and forgave her hostess's apparent aloof-
advanced cordially. "Oh, Boyd 1" she ne.ss for the sake of this most desirable
exclaimed, "it is good to see you."
Her lovely, high-bred face lost its

cameo whiteness in a soft flush of
pleasure, while her dark, heavily-ringed
eyes lighted as from within. Wend-
ham took her extended hand, and the
old emotion that the years had not
lessened, flooded his heart once more.
"Mrs. Gaynor," he stammered, "this is

indeed a pleasure." She laughed re-

provingly. "Mrs. (iaynor, is it. Dr.
Wendham ? Dear me, have we had

" You heard what Mrs. Gaynor said; the servants shouldn't see these things"

introduction. But before she was alile
to do more than bow cordially and
take breath for an appropriate speech,
the prize was remo\ed by the doctor's
prompt seizure of the lady's attention.
Once more Mrs. Lawdon devoted

herself to Alice and Cass Evelyn.
Wendham and Mrs. Gaynor had be-

come absorbed in talk. Every moment
her charm took stronger hold upon
him, but he could not but note her
nervous, strained condition, the tell-tale

pallor, and the bruis-
ed, sleepless setting of
her over-brilliant eyes.
"I wish I'd never
studied medicine,
when I see you, Nellie;
it makes me worry
about you. What in

the world have you
been doing ?

"Oh, nothing much— I suppose you know
I've gone in for racing
a good deal." He
looked at her in sur-
prise. "Oh," she add-
ed hastily, "I had to
make my living, and I

was left part owner of
a racing stable when
my husband died.
I've been very suc-
cessful, didn't you
know ? I'm very busy
and my correspond-
ence alone is enough
to wear me out."
"That reminds me,'

he said abruptly, "I
was entrusted with
something for you.
Let me give it to you
now, before I forget
it." From an inner
pocket he drew forth
a thin, foreign-stamp-
ed letter. "It came
while I was with the
Mortimers, and Cal-
vin forget to remail
it. I was entrusted
with it as a sort of

object lesson to for-

getful husbands."
Mrs. Gaynor re-

ceived the letter and
looked at the'address.

She paled; 'her eyes
sought his face in a
swift glance.
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"Xo, not for me, after all," she said,
laughing unreasonably. "And not a
spot left on which to re-address ! I

must enclose it, I suppose. Forget it

for a week, at least, because I haven't
an envelope to fit. You know how it

is. I'm sure I don't know why I allow
my friends to make such" a nuisance or
a convenience of me." She thrust the
letter securely into her belt.

"Good nature is hard on its posses-
sor," he answered. "Your friend, by
the way, has a name very familiar to
me, but I can't place it."

Mrs. Gaynor's eyes narrowed. "You
don't recall where you met her ?

Abroad, perhaps; I knew her there-—

a

sort of nomad. She's traveling out
West now. You see," .she added
nervously, "any important mail, re-
mittances and things, she had ordered
sent to me, and 1 forward as she advises—but it's rather a burden."

'Your description doesn't help me,"
hv mused. "And, after all, I'm rather
rude to inquire into your friend's
affairs."

"Not at all—nothing is rude between
old friends." She smiled upon him her
old brilliant smile of conquest. He
was suddenly elevated to the dizzy
height of close companionship. Her
manner included him in her chosen
cirde. The name of her strange cor-
respondent vanished from his mind,
and he was conscious only of the com-

"I v'e been robbed my diamonds—my emeralds—my rubyl They're gone, I tell youl"

pelling magnetism of her presence.
The tete-a-tete was of short duration,

however; Evelyn, whiskey and soda in
liand, joined them.

"Well; Wendham, so you're just
from the Mortimers. Are they over
their excitement yet ? Pat tells me
they've almost given up entertaining
since the robbery. That's foolish; no-
body blames them, and if Mrs. Tread-
well will tour the provinces attired as
the human grab-bag, she can't expect
her hosts to supply her with a body-
guard. I told her that when she was
here."

"She didn't seem much put oiit, I

noticed," said Alice from across the
room. "She* had on a new pearl rope
that was first cousin to a cable."

"Near-pearls," said Mrs. Evelyn,
.scornfully.

Mrs. l.awdon entered the conversa-
ti()n at high pitch. "That's what I

think, Mrs. Evelyn. If a person has
go(xl things, for heaven's sake wear
them !" She fingered her sapphire
lorgnette chain till it flashed in the
lamplight. "My husband is always
after me to have replicas, but I do
think that sort of thing is the very
height of bad taste, don't you ?"

"You ought to see Kate out for
bear," said Alice to Mrs. Gaynor. "If
Sally Treadwell is the human grab-
bag, Kate is the only original Christ-
mas tree."

"Alice !" said the hostess reproving-
ly. But far from being offended, Mrs.
Lawdon was charmed. "Dear mc, I

haven't so very much. Charlie has
been awfully nice, and he knows I love
pretty things, but really

'

"Well, all I ask," said Alice, rising to
kick a rug into place, "is that you'll let

me have them to play with, with my
very own hands. I've never forgotten
you as the Queen of Sheba at Mrs.
Tcxld's costume dinner. No one talk-

ed of anything else for the week after

—

That reminds me, Pat, the Todds tele-

phoi'jed over to know who was going to

the races to-morrow and what your
plans were—said something about let-

ting you have their extra motor if

\()urs was still out of order."
"Oh, thanks." said Mrs. Evelyn.

"Of course Nellie and Dr. Wendham
will go and Mrs. Lawdon and Charlie,
if he comes. Madge will be over from
the Lcsbys with us

"

"Which means that I stay at home,"
interrupted Alice. "I would be smotli-
ered by the same ga.soline. How I

hate that little moth-eaten, fan-eared,
washed-out, forkcd-tongued gossip."

"Very well," Mrs. Evelyn agreed im-
perturbably. "With me, that makes
six. Our little motor will take four
and the rest can go in the Todds'.
Alfred," she calle<l to a passing servant,
"ring up Mrs. Ttxld and tell her Mrs.
Evelyn will be very glad to have the



118

use of her lo-morrow. That's

all settled," she sighed, as though the

most weighty issue of international

aflfairs had at last been decided.

"What kind of a card have they

got ?" asked Alice, somewhat chagrined

by the prompt acceptance of her re-

signation, and addressing herself to

Mrs. Gaynor.
"Very fair." Nellie moved

from Dr. Wendham's side to-

ward the central group. "Ven-
tador, for the first race, Mil-

ler up, Bay Side and Quarterly

ought to make a good finish.

But if you want a ten-to-one

shot play Trident in the

fourth. I think awfully well

of him; he's been doing great

work."
The very simplicity of her

manner and voice as she spoke
hurt Wendham—the revolt in

him of his Puritan ancestry at

this manifestation of the

emancipation of the modern
woman.
"Trident, that's Billy

Lough's old skate. He sold

him for a song. Whose tip

are you playing ?" Evelyn
asked.

"Sold for a song because
Billy doesn't know a horse

from a mowing machine, and
because Stacy does. He's
part owner now, for one thing, and any
one knows that Stacy isn't buying
skates—except for his ice pond." Alice's

voice had a ring of defense and Evelyn
laughed good-humoredly.

"Of course, if Stacy has given Nellie

the tip, there's. nothing more to be said.

Aren't you jealous, Alice, that Nellie

knows as much of Stacy's affairs as

you do ?"

Alice Rawlins buried her nose in her
glass and grunted a most unladylike
disapproval. "I like a man to know
his own business thoroughly, and Stacy
does," she replied.

"One for you," said Wendham to his

host.

"Who is this Stacy ?" inquired Mrs.
I.awdon.

"Stacy," answered Evelyn with a
grin at Miss Rawlins, "is Laughton's
right hand horseman and Alice's right

hand—er—groom—at her bridle—ouch
Alice, don't whack my fingers. • He's a
brick, anyhow."

Mrs. Gaynor sat down wearily, pas-
sing her hand across her brow with a
gesture of distress. "Dear me," she
exclaimed, "how tired I am ! I didn't
believe I could be so tired. I really

must take a vacation in bed soon."
"Well," observed Mrs. Evelyn, "it's

your own fault a dozen times over.

Fancy, Alice, she's so attached to that
silly little maid of hers

"

"That sillv little maid, as vou call
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her," interrupted Mrs. Gaynor, "had
the devotion to stay with me through
thick and thin when I couldn't pay her
wages, and she was in wretched health
besides."

"Which is no excuse for your rub-
bing her head for her when she has
neuralgia, and every time you do it

exhausts you. Did you ever hear of
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anything so foolish .-' Hire a masseur
for her if you want to. You tire your-

self, and it's undignified."

Nellie shrugged expressively— and
moved toward the staircase. W^end-
ham followed her

—
"Just a word," he

said gently. "Let down the strings-

of the violin if you would keep its

tone."

H.

Mrs. Lawdon put down her book and
smiled a flattered welcome as Mrs.
Gaynor sank into a wicker verandah
chair—for Mrs. Lawdon, though pretty

and blessed with her share of the world's

gofxis compared with the shares of

numerous others not so fortunate, fully

realized that she was far from gracing

that inner circle of society to which
Nellie Gaynor's multiple charms added
lustre. Here was a golden opportunity

to secure a valuable acquaintance in the

half hour or more before dinner would
be announced.

"I am surprised you didn't go to the

races, Mrs. Gaynor," she remarked,
sure that this opening must lead to

further conversation.

The lady smiled. "Yes, 'Alice-sit-

by-the-fire' hardly seems my role, does

it ? To-day should have been Alice-

sleep-by-the-fire. The truth is that

for once in my life I was too tired."

She leaned her rippled golden head
against the cushions and half closed

her eyes . Deej) wear! ness was stamped
on her perfect features.

Mrs. Lawdon took notice, wondering
whether sympathy would be resented,

or if gocxl form required her to assure

the sufferer of her unaltere<l loveliness.

She decided upon the latter.

"Tired ! One would never believe

it. You are positively radiant !" she
exclaimed with enthusiasm.

Nellie opened her eyes ; a

smile flickered ujxjn her lips.

"You are too kind," she mur-
mured. "And you, don't you
care for racing ?"

"Oh, yes, indeed !" cried

Mrs. Lawdon, hastening to

resent the imputation that so

fashionable a sport was not

to her liking. "I love it, but

I felt as if Ld caught cold

last night—you know that

cold drive from the station

—

so that I feared to sit on the

clubhouse lawn, and there's

no use being inside.
" Mr. Evelyn executed

my card." Mrs. Gaynor
shifted slightly. "You see

Eve made it quite a business.

When my husband died his

estate was heavily involved,

so I took over the stable af.ter

I came back from Europe."
"Yes, indeed !" cried Mrs.

Lawdon, delighted with the

intimate tone of the conversation "I

heard so much of you before I met ^•ou,

you know. You're quite a plunger.

Charlie told me you took twenty thou-

sand out of the Metropolitan Handicap
one year, and no one knew until after-

wards that you had such a heavy in-

terest."

"Oh, not so much as that," Nellie

laughed. "No one knew, because my
two Ijiggest bets were 'on the side,'

"

Mrs. Gaynor touched a string of pearls

clasped by a scintillating ruby and
diamond snap. "Part of that killing

went into this. But, dear me, they

would hardly interest you. I'm going

to ask \ou to let me see >our jewels some
day. Your emeralds are simply as-

tonishing, I hear."

The little pars-enu flushed with pleas-

ure. "Would you care to, really ?

Then why not now ? Alice wants to

see them, too. She has just finished

dressing. Come up to my sitting room
and I'll send for her." She rose flut-

tering. Mrs. Gaynor followed languid-

ly. A touch upon the electric bell

brought Mrs. Lawdon's maid, who was
despatched in search of the energetic

Miss Rawlins. "You know," twittered

the hostess of a moment as the two
ladies settled themselves in Mrs. Law-
don's sitting-room, "it's really an aw-

ful responsibility, all this stuff, and
since the affair at the Mortimers, when

Continued on page 164.



Lord o' Land
AINEW SERIES OF SKETCHES ON WESTERN LIFE AND TYPES

By Janey Canuck

I —COUNTRY MUSIC

"So come, I pray you, since the way and the day be yours as

well as ours, and let me make country music."—Theocritus

THE Padre did not really want nie

to go for tnis fortnight drive to

the back settle nents. Indeed,
he plainly said so for this was to be a
business trip. He was going to travel
light, and travel fast, and well, he
wasn't going to have anyone—meaning
me, his lawfully wedded wife—making
friends with the people he might be
called upon to abuse before he was
through with them.
And then, because I did not argue,

or beg to go, he felt vastly uncomfort-
able, not understanding so unusual
and so remarkable a phenomenon.
And he said with honey-mouthed

voice, "You wouldn't have anything
to eat but salt pork, and like as not
you would fall ill."

"The roads will be rather rough too.

This is the time of the year farmers
'iinpro\e' them with .sods from the
ditch."

"No sensible person would want to
be eaten up by mosquitoes, and bull-

dog flies and red ants."
"There are almost sure to be tor-

rents of rain," he went on speaking
<iuickly to cover my ominous silence.

"Yes. said I, in ijcrfect agreement
"ami this being such a dn*- .season, I

would keep that much rain from soak-
ing into the soil."

You would wish me. Curious Reader,
to tell you what he replied, but 1 will

not do so. You would refuse to be-
lieve it of him, and would say I made
it up. Besides, where would be the
use when his remarks contained a full

and iuu|ualihed [)ermission.

A ND this was how I cam.' to go along
-—I who love the sunshine, my lover,

the joy of wide spaces, and the gcxxl
things of life.

Oho ! and Oho ! Why should I stav
in town, I who onl\- know the songs of
the country ? Why should anyone
stay in a town which puts lines in her
face; hardens her eyes: which spurs
her feet and bridles her tongue ?

Come then with me. Comrades all !

This is your day as well as mine. Let
us away from this roll of truck and
trolley and from these long |)avenients
like white-hot ribbons. I.et us turn

our faces from these cut-out streets

with their heavy threat of crossi'ngs,

and from the furious factories with
their drab-faced people. Come, for

the medowlark is up, and there is a
song in the woodways— I think it is a
wind song—that is like the melody of

plucked strings. -

Oho ! and Oho ! here is the half-real

land where all the playthings come
alive. Here it is we make believe that

Puck the pickle, and Pan the piper,

are the right high kings of the country.

You never saw so many
blackbircis as there are this morning.
They float on the air like autumn leaves

set loose from a tree. The Padre dis-

We could have talked a long time to this

man for we perceived that he was
both good and wise

agrees with me and says they are mere-
ly illustrating the postulates of Euclid

that, given certain circumstances, a

circle ma\- be described from an>'

centre. Further, they are demonstrat-
ing the general axiom that if equals be
added to equals, the whole are equal.

In this I can see that he is finely right

for, even as you look, they separate

into pairs and, wing-to-wing, flutter

forth with a fond foolery that is almost
human.

Nearly every sleugh is ploughed with
droves of mallards and green-winged
teal which might be shot handily.

They are toad-throated birds and, like

as not, the pestered muskrat drags them
to death by their webbed feet just to be
rid of their (xlious croaking. It is said

there are i)leniy of people who feel the
same way about bag-pipes.

CPEAKIXC, of these muskrats, they
are \astly more sensible than jx-ople

credit them, and their psychology has
too long been overlooked by us white
folk. I say "white folk" advisedly, for

the Indians have long known that the
muskrat is that mannerly-minded fel-

low who dived into the ])rimal waters
and carried u|) nnid in his mouth with
which he built the island called the
world. Besides, he is a beaver in all

but size and tail, and as such should be
amialjlc to our eyes.

( )ur road this morning cuts through a

land- that is a study fif white and green.

Against the dark si)ruce trees, the white
poplars stand out in liunches or cliques

while, here and there, one catches
glimpses of cherry trees in full bloom.
The real missi(jn of the wild cherry is

not fruit, as some have thought, but
the white handkerchief it waves from
the hillside at the passing traveller

after the friendly manner of the country-
side.

The berries, too, are in blossom, but
one must pluck their twigs of flowers

with forced fingers. The Padre eolls

this a "provision of Nature" to save for

folk the unplanted harvests of the
North.
On the edge of a stream we stay to

pull the blowing tassels of the cotton
grass and the brass-bright marigolds.

lit
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We stay here till almost we are mari-
golds too.

The sun has V)ecome so hot this last

hour or two that the day seems to have
horns, and we are glad to turn into a
homestead for coolness and for food.

The house-mother is plucking a live

gander. She has pulled a stocking
over his head to prevent his biting her,

and to silence his uncivil tongue. This
may have been the origin of the ex-

pression, "to pull wool over his eyes."

The woman .says these are "live"

feathers and will bring a higher price.

We have a fragrant meal of bacon
and eggs with a dish of maccaroni and
cheese, and another of pickled gher-
rkins. And Madam cooks a pan of

cakes which she has mixed with flour

and clotted cream and which are fit

food for a banquet revel. It is plainly

evident that no woman who is stingy

can be a good cook. For this reason
it is to be deduced that an irreligious

person must be a better cook than a
Christian, in that Christians are notably
thrifty.

Madam's husband, a strong-necked,

T

well-looking man is loading fat bags of
barley into a wagon. He does not
think the grain will grade high, the
seed this year, having been rather poor
and planted late. He tells us other
things concerning this t barley, the
tragedy of which was summed up cen-
turies ago by old Virgil; "Often in the
furrows to which we have committed
the large barley, unhappy darnel and
barren oats prevail."

HIS farmer still has bins of up-piled

wheat which he has not marketed, but
why he does not say. With the present

l^rexailing war-prices the farmers here-

about seem to keep nothing but the

law. Perhaps, the holding of this grain

gives him a sense, of pleasant security

like a balance at the bank, a jar of gold

nuggets and things like that, or maybe,
he has just the insuperable rural dread

of paying his debts. This man says

if you plant wheat on the north side of

your house, it will raise the temperature

from 15 to 20 degrees, while alfalfa

lowers it to the same degree. He also

says that alfalfa is a child of the sun;

that it will not stand "wet feet," and
when young is not a good fighter. It

must have a nurse crop to get a stand,

Ijecause the soil must be innoculated

with the alfalfa bacteria. It should be

cut in early bloom, and is prime food

for the fattening of hogs. Alfalfa is

related to the clovers, peas and beans,

and its name is an Arabic one meaning

"the best fodder." We could have

talked a long time to this man for we
perceived that he was both good and

wise, but our horses being in-spanned,

we had no excuse in further detaining

him.
Most of the houses in this district

are unpainted and cling to the ground

like grey barnacles. These are often

built of willow lumber which soon

warps, and which is poor in texture.

But, after all, the farmer may agree

with that old English writer (one

Slaney) who believed his country was

becoming degenerate when they began

to use oak instead of willow, and said

in his wrath that whereas houses were

formerly of willow and men of oak,

nowadays, matters were reversed and

the houses were oak and the men wil-

low.

Some few of the houses are protected

by a stand of poplars which prevents

the wind blowing where it lists. The
Padre is pleased to see somethmg
classic in these trees and tells me a

pleasant story to the elTect that they

really surround the well, and not the

house. It appears the Grecians plant-

ed sacred poplars circlewise at the well

which was built bv Ithacus, and there

was an altar by this well (but secretly

I believe it was a house) where the way-

farer made offering because of the

shade and refreshment.
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Some writers have much to say about
the loneliness of the farmer's wife in

this Province and of the terrifying dis-

tances that lie between her and the

world but, as a general thing,

loneliness only exists in

the imagination of the

writer. Nearly every
farmer's wife is at least

half happy, for life on
these steadings has com-
pensations known only
to the woman herself.

She is busy; she is in

lo\-e; she is full-fed,and
she is healthy. The high
cost of living does not
worry her, nor the fact

that her coat is last year's

style. She has no rent, waterworks,
or electric light bills to pay, and nothing
to buy but tea, sugar and spices, for

her mate-man is that magician who
sings the trees to houses; the meadows
to butter and meat ; the loam to bread
and fruit.

The man and woman who see their
own broad acres (their own, mind you)
their cattle and horses; their granaries
and garden—ah well ! this is a joy
that some folk forget in their reckon-
ing. This must have been what their
poet meant when he said,

"No go we in content
To liberty and not banishment."

pjUT while we are musing over rural

life, the air is becoming hotter and
there is almost a sound to the sunlight.
The steam rises from the horses as if

from a boiling pot. In every woodway
myriads of flies and pestiferous mos-
quitoes attack them but, sometimes
tiring of horse flesh, they take a snack
oflF me. Although they are marvellously
many, each has an infamous individu-
ality of her own and anyone can see
they have been born grown up, with
wing and sting ready for instant use.
In every paddock we pass, the cattle
have gathered around acrid smelling
smudges from which there bellies

clouds of protective smoke, but from
the constant swishing of long tails, it

is apparent the mosquitoes are not
seriously discommoded. Yes, after all,

we must acknowledge there is a fly in

rural life, but it is not loneliness or
anything like that.

After awhile, we come to the
"C'mercial Hotel" where the ostler
rubs down the horses with wisps of
straw. The Padre goes to his business,
while I wander off to sec friends at the
Convent and Mission School, and to
tell them the town
gossip. In this school,

they teach reading
and spelling to the
orphans, and to the
little Crce children
here assembled, but
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the Sisters are not overly anxious
about these studies, most of their

time being devoted to gardening and
to the worship of God. Sister Helena
denies this charge in a voice that is a

soft silver grey, and
says I am a heretic and
that my religion is a
kind of > graceful pagan-
ism known as polythe-

ism. I hope she means
nothing too wicked. In

this place, anyone can
see that Jesu' is really

the Son of God, but
he seems quite far away
and rather pale, while

Mary, the Mother of

Infinite Mercy, is ever
near to one's call. In the Cree
language, the word angel is "a great

servant," so that every little Indian
maid who finds the woods and fields

more attractive than the practise of

what is known as industry, can hardly
expect to become celestial.

I was talking about this to Brother
Bernard who has charge of the gardens,
and he says I am wrong in thinking all

the moral lessons are meant for girls

in that the word Jehovah means "self

sustaining," a fact which he has fre-

quent occasion to explain to the male
children of the Mission. This Brother
Bernard, who is getting on in years
knows beautiful stories about gardens,
and about the things he plants. He
says lettuce was one of the "bitter

herbs" which the Jews ate with the
pascal lamb, and that flowers like the
feel of your fingers.

While the boys are dropping pota-
toes, or hoeing the soil. Brother Ber-
nard, who is a wiry, firey little man,
reads from The Garden of the Soul.

This would seem a most appropriate
out-of-doors' book. He reads it as he
marches up and down with one hand
in his girdle and the other holding open
the leaves.

Jesus most patient,

Jesus most obedient,

Jesus, meek and humble of heart,

"Napoleon, I declare that you garden
like a gawk. You are an addle-headed
fellow. Your hills are too close to-

gether."

Jesus, lover of us,

Jesus. God of Peace,

"Louis, those onions were given you to

plant, not to eat. . . . Poor but honest
Louis, Poor but honest; they make no
great showing, this team, but tliey work
well. . . . they work well."

Jesus, example of virtues.

/

6
Jesus. \ \!^ '

'

"Gaston, would you lie there and rufe^iLi
your shins all day ? It was the evil

Lucifer who fell never to rise again."
It is like this Brother Bernard talks

to the boys as he walks to and fro read-
ing this breviarj'. and I know that he
should be in a book, or on the stage, or
somewhere that the world might be
acquainted with him.

(~^N the other side of the Mission,
there is a hill covered with flowers

and strawberries. The little I ndian girls

call them heart-berries and say they
grow here because the eyes of the
Great God have seen this hill. They
also tell their own names, but these are
so crippled with consonants I cannot
remember them. The people here-
about need vowels more than anything
else.

The girls desire to examine my watch
which is "the sun's heart," and ask
whether I live in Canada or have come
from the place of warmth where Her
Great Mightiness, the Queen, puts on
a new dress every day. Other little

gills play at building an altar to which
they say "Mother, most amiable."
They lay white
flowers upon it,

and a piece of

wood which is the

little box for the

Lord's body.
You see it was

like this : the north
star stands still al-

ways, but once it

wandered loose and
led some people to

where the little

Lord Jesus was hidden away in straw-

They foimd his nest, these people, but
after awhile he was killed, this Good
God, but the north star dcx?sn't know
and keeps on shining.

And Mary, the mother of our souls,

hid Saint Jesus in a l)ox, and this is

what makes the altar at the Convent.
When these Little Indians are good-

grown they are going to be nuns and
have black Ijeads on a long chain. It

is amiable to live at the convent where
there is loaf-bread and sweet syrup
every day. There are other things to

eat but it sets their minds aching to

remember them. One of them had a
sore throat and the doctor cut the
kernels (*) out of it. I could see that

he did for she opens her mouth very
wide to show me. She wishcKl to cry
loudly but Sister Pauline gave her a
small metal, (t)

The children's
great- grandmother
sits near-by mend-
i n g nets with
(•) Crec for fiiiislls.

(t) cx)in.

Contihucii ill I'.t^C I -t-J
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Sir John A. Macdonald and

Hon. George Brown
By R Goldwin Smith
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piFTY years ago our forefathers united the feeble, scat-

tered provinces of British North America into what
has become a mighty nation. Politically the varions

Crown dependencies, which now constitute the Dominion,
were divided into two main camps, as they are this day.
The splendid vision of Confederation, however, found the

leaders of the opposing parties working shoulder to shoulder,

and, as a result of their efforts, a Dominion was born that

stretches from sea to sea and from the river unto the end
of the earth.

When viewing the events that led up to Confederation
on July 1st, 1867 from the perspective of the present day,
it is clearly seen that the glorious birth of our nation was
the achievement of a group of dis-

tinguished and noble men. One
man, however, was primus inter

pares, and that was Sir John A.
Macdonald, who, as First Minister

of the Legislati\e Union of Upper
and Lower Canada, fathered the

ideal to its historic fruition.

""PHE premier father of Confedera-
tion has handed down to us in

his valedictory, offered near the

close of his career, what he con-

sidered his last great achievements,
when he said: "W'th the Canadian
Pacific finished, and my Franchise
Bill become law, I feel that I have
done my work and can now sing my
nunc dimiUis." Confederation had
been a fact for twenty years, and
next to that achivement the realiza-

tion of these policies constituted the
greatest moments of his eventful
life.

Some people fail to see anything
but the impossible in momentous
state conceptions, but to statesmen
all things are possible. For years be-
fore it became a fact, the Canadian
Pacific Railway project, now the
greatest railway in the world, was bitterly opposed, not only
by opportunists, but by honest though nearsighted men.
Even after the completion of the road "The Globe," George
Brown's paper, mocked at the enterprise in this fashion:
"The iron band of Confederation has-been completed. . . .

The salubrious Rocky and Selkirk ranges may now become
a summer resort for the fashionable and crowded popula-
tions situated between Callander and Rat Portage. In
short, the Canadian Pacific Railway has been opened. . . .

For our own part, we have not the slightest doubt that the
C. P. R. will be no less effective than the N. P. (Northern
Pacific) in creating wealth for Canada. This will be amply
proved by the spectacle of a railway 2,500 miles long operat-
ed on the strength of a traffic with about 150,000 people.
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Sir John A. Macdonald

Such a thing has never been tried before, and is unlikely

ever to be tried again." (Globe, July 13, 1886.)

There were few inhabitants between the Ottawa and
the Pacific Coast, but Sir John had the vision of a seer.

He foresaw that, not only would the construction of the
C. P. R., become the backbone of Confederation, but that
it was destined to people the Dominion from sea to sea.

A\/HEN the first half of the past century was drawing to

a close there was talk, and even an organized effort

to secede from the mother country, and some went so far

as to advocate annexation to the United States.

It was then that Macdonald came out with his Im-
perial propaganda, which, with the
exception of an element in Quebec,
rallied the entire country to his side.

He realized from the beginning that

in uniting the provinces into one
Dominion he was forging beyond
breaking, the Imperial tie.

VVTHEN speaking with a venerable

Liberal, who shared with George
Brown many combats against Mac-
donald, the writer was told that,

whereas George Brown was a real

statesman, Macdonald was an op-

portunist. The outstanding facts

of Macdonald's life appear to re-

pudiate such an allegation. He
could have ridden the "Protestant

horse" with signal political success

when George Brown was damning
everything Catholic, but Mac-
donald r^mamed true to his prin-

ciples. Some will argue that he was
playing for the French-Canadian
vote, but why in that case did

he boldly encounter the enmity
of French Canada by allowing

the execut'on of Louis Reil, after

the latter's second murderous re-

bellion ?

The conception of a National Policy for the Dominion
was fertilizing in Macdonald's brain from the early days of

his parliamentary career. It took definite shape in the

seventies and the year 1878 marked another triumphant
epoch in his life. A tariff system was adopted on the
strength of which Macdonald proposed to place Canada,
industrially, on an independent and solid basis.

The inherent difficulties of the Legislative Union of

the two Canadas, now Ontario and Quebec, sealed by the

Act of Union in 1841, were beginning to crop up when John
A. Macdonald entered parliament for the first time, but
it appears to have been long before he came to realize that

they were insurmountable. The impracticability of

Continued on page 166.
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—the bitter political enemies who joined

hands to make Confederation possible
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AN atmosphere of mystery shrouded the invitation

sent out by George Brown to some of his own collea-

gues and certain representative leaders of the Con-
servative party, asking them to meet in conference. It

happened not long previous to the time, when Confedera-
tion began to take definite shape. John A. Macdonald, the
First Minister of Upper Canada at the time, was one of

those who received the invitation, and probably he was as

mystified as George Brown was mysterous. As Brown
entered the conference chamber, the group was carrying on
a casual conversation, when Brown inquired as to whether
it was their wish to make the conference open to the public

and press, or to confer behind closed doors. John A. sud-
denly sat up, as if feeling by instinct

that something momentous was go-
ing to break, and his curiosity was
all the more intensified when he fol-

lowed with his eyes, the tall figure

of his resourceful and bitter political

foe (Brown was six feet two in his

stocking feet) as he strode with
decisive steps to the further end of

the chamber and locked the door.
Brown returned to the table, put-
ting the key in his pocket. "Gentle-
men," he remarked, "you do not
leave this room until this matter is

settled." From that moment Con-
fcderatiort became at least a near
possibility.

T^HAT meeting, however, was sym-
bolic of something else. It de-

monstrated the greatness of George
Brown. In order to appreciate what
that act cost him, one has but to
read the annals of the preceding
period and the files of "The Globe,"
of which Brown was the founder and
editor. Macdonald 's career in par-
liamcn t and the career of ' 'The Globe"
liegan in 1844, and from that day
until the latter was shot down in

"""• ^*°'«^

his newspaper office, except for the armistice pursuant
to Confederation, he dogged Macdonald's steps with relent-
less hostility.

But strange to say, while each became to the other a
"thorn in the flesh," and while their views and policies in
numerous sundry things were as far apart as the poles, lx)th
were strong Imperialists and with each a union of all the
Provinces of British North America was the ruling passion.
Each was convinced that the Imperial tie could be most
securely maintaine<l by Union, and it was for these reasons
that George Brown waived secondary policies and personal
antagonism for a time and stood shoulder to shoulder with
Macdonald to see Confederation through. Party antag-
onisms were hot in those days, much more so even

than they are now, but Brown was more than a politician.

^OULD Macdonald have realized Confederation without
^^ the help of Brown, or with Brown in opposition to the
scheme? Well, he did not have to try. It was character-
istic of John A. to have his way ultimately, but conditions
were such that it would have been an infinitely more difficult

task. In the first place, there had been a deadlock in the
Legislative Assembly. The dead lock was partly due to
the fact that both Canadas were equally represented in the
house, and partly to a strong, well-organized Opposition,
under the leadership of Brown. Overlooking the smaller
policies that created the deadlock. Brown saw beyond the

barrier the bright prospect of Con-
federation and he deliberately broke
it up. That was the greatest mo-
ment of his life.

Surviving Liberals who were inti-

mate followers of Brown are fond of
calling him "Tribunus plebis," and
probably he was just as much a tri-

bune of the people as was John A.
himself. Perhaps one of his most
striking characteristics was his
enmity towards any kind of privi-

lege, and after all what better can be
said of a man, than that he actively
serves his people. This character-
istic manifested itself in many ways.
Brown was a fighter. His venerable
friends love to tell of three important
achievements of his life, which, next
to his part in Confederation itself,

were his greatest. These were: (1)
His successful attack against the
"Seigneurial Tenure" system in

Lower Canada; (2) His successful

attack against the "Clergy Re-
serves"; (3) His successful fight for

"Representation by Population."

VV7HILE Brown became First Lib-
^"^"^

eral Minister in the coalition

government, with Macdonald as Conservative colleague,

for a brief period prior to Confederation, he was never
Prime Minister. Nevertheless, he was the leader of his

party during most of his public life. In fact, Mac-
<ionald monopolized the premiership most of the time.

There was a reason for this. While his forceful personality,

steadfast liberalism and unswerving loyalty to demoi:ratic

principles commanded respect, Brown lacked the genius to

win affection, that was a secret of Macdonald's ix)litical

success. Like Macdonald, he had noble aims for Canada,
and when the supreme test came, he waived prejudice,

for a time, but in the rest of his political career he failed to

give ground in small things. Not only weis he incapable

Continued on page 1C7.
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Politics and Politicians
SOME OF THE HAPPENINGS OF THE MONTH

ON PARLIAMENT HILL

By Tom King

&,cdC<III

THERE have been many move-
ments of far-reaching consequ-
ence during the past month in the

field of Canadian poUtics as there have
been in the field of military operations

on the Western front. But in either

case one is surprised to see that more
progress is not recorded on the map.
A great deal has happened behind the

scenes at Ottawa, yet little progress is

shown upon the order paper of parlia-

ment. Writing in this column a month
ago it seemed safe to predict that within
a fortnight we would have a conscrip-

tion law, and perhaps nation-wide pro-

hibition. Yet now, in the middle of

June, we have only progressed past

the first reading of the conscription

bill, and all indications at present are

that the prohibitionists will have to be
satisfied with partial legislation. The
Dominion government is willing to im-
plement Provincial legislation so as to

enable any province to become bone
dry. Up to date no province, except
Prince Edward Island, entirely forbids

the importation and consumption of

liquor. A bill, of which notice has
b(fn given by the Minister of Justice,

will put it up to every province to go
further or remain where it is on the
liquor question. The Dominion govern-
ment will aid the provinces to bring
about prohibition but will not take
from them the responsibility for its

enactment.

Conscription Now in the Open

jDASSING for the present the ques-
tion of food control, we come to the

burning question of conscription. It

is, of course, the chief topic of conversa-
tion, and will soon be the all-engrossing

topic of debate in the House of Com-
mons. Meanwhile it has been one of

the subjects that, during the past
month, has been mainly dealt with by
the party leaders in more or less con-
fidential conferences. It is the apple
of discord for one of the great political

parties, and is bound to be more or less

in the public eye for a long time to come,
Yet, until Sir Robert Borden intro-

duced his bill on June 11th it had
scarcely been referred to in the debates
of parliament, and very little was said

124

in the press except in favor of the

measure.

X/fEANWHILE, almost unnoticed in

the East, the Alberta elections
have come and passed, with the trium-
phal return of Premier Sifton to power.
Mr. Sifton gave up the chief justiceship
of Alberta in 1909 to reorganize a badly
bewildered government and a some-
what bewildering situation. He re-

stored order out of chaos, and was able
to successfully pilot his government
through the hotly-contested elections
of 1913. A year ago he was supposed
to be in pretty deep water, but when
the appeal to the country was made his
opponents turned out to be disorganiz-
ed and without financial oi other assist-

ance from their powerful friends at
Ottawa. The Borden government for
some reason took no part in the Alberta
campaign, and therefore regards or
professes to regard, the result of the
election, as of no political consequence.
Yet the Liberals, who m,ay be more or
less in need of consolation at this time,
may certainly console themselves with
the reflection that they have been
successful in every provincial contest
since the outbreak of the war. They
have held their own in Manitoba, Nova
Scotia, Alberta and Quebec, and have
overthrown Conservative governments
in New Brunswick and British Col-
umbia. Thus, however handicapped
they may be in the federal field by
recent developments they find them-
selves entrenched in every provincial
capital excepting Charlottetown and
Toronto.

Farmers Trail With Grits

TT may be doubted whether federal

issues cut much figure in the Alberta
campaign. The Sifton government
won because it has kept in close touch
and on the most friendly terms with
the farmers' organizations including the
powerful United Farmers of Albeita.

This is the policy which obtains at

Winnipeg, Regina and Edmonton alike,

and the three provincial governments
work in close cooperation. In the
Saskatchewan government, for example,
three of the seven Cabinet Ministers
are representative grain growers.

T^HERF, seems to have been a rever-
sal of form in the Alberta elections

because the Liberals lost at lulmonton
and the Conservatives in Calgary.
Heretofore the Liberals had been strong
in the north and the Conservatives
predominant in the South. Another
curious and significant fact was the
failure to line up the English-speaking
voters against the naturalized citizens

of enemy origin. The Conservatixe
candidates boldly advocated the policy
of disfranchising every voter of German
and Austrian birth. They forced the
foreign vote to go solid for Sifton but
were disappointed to find that the
Britishers did not line up in solid

phalanx in support of the Opposition.
The English-speaking voters divided
on their usual party lines.

T"HE next election is to be held in

Saskatchewan on June 26th.
Premier Martin is the heir and legatee
of Hon. Walter Scott, who organized
the provincial government in 1905.

Generally speaking Saskatchewan and
Alberta vote alike, but the Saskatche-
ewan government has always had to

contend with a more formidable Op-
position.

Conscription Is The Big Issue

"T^HE result of the negotiations which
finally ended in failure between

Sir Robert Borden and Sir Wilfrid
Laurier appears in the correspondence
recently handed to the press. The
rock upon which they split was the
conscription bill, and yet the difference

between them as disclosed by that
correspondence would not appear to be
insurmountable. Sir Robert Borden
proposed that a coalition should be
formed consisting of nine Conserva-
tives and eight Liberals, with himself
as Prime Minister; that the govern-
ment thus formed should pass through
parliament a conscription bill, and then
appeal to the people for their approval
by means of a general election. Con-
scription was not to go into effect until
after such election, and in the unlikely
event of the coalition government being
defeated it might not go into effect at
all. Sir Wilfrid Laurier, on the other
hand, wanted the subject of conscrip-
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tion to remain open until considered

and passed upon by the coalition

government, and not to be proceeded

with in any event until the people had
been consulted. That is to say, Sir

Robert Borden was willing to pass a

conscription bill subject to a popular

vote, while Sir Wilfrid Laurier insisted

that no conscription bill should be
passed by parliament without popular

direction first had and obtained.

Now, however, that Sir Wilfrid

Laurier has refused to go into

the coalition, Sir Robert Borden
is free to enact conscription and
put it into effect without wait-

ing for the result of a general

election. Indeed it might seem
a wiser course to postpone the
election until the excitement
over conscription has died away.
That is a matter for the politi-

cians to decide. Some Conserva-
tives are anxious to take as many
Liberals as possible into the
Cabinet and have the coalition

government thus formed appeal
to the country on the issue of

conscription. One difificulty in

the way seems to be the reluct-

ance of many Liberal members
who favor conscription to accept
office under the Consersative
administration. One way, out,
of course, would be for the pre-

sent government to seek and
obtain an extension of office liy

extending the life of the present

parliament.

Parliament Must Approve

(^l"R Canadian constitution
^'^ consists of the Imperial sta-

tute known as the British North
America Act of 1867. That Act
crystalized the agreement arriv-

ed at between Canada, Nova ?>cotia

and New Bnm.swick in the Quebec
Conference of 1864. It has been the
contract under which many other pro-
vinces have come into the Union. Be-
ing a statute of the British Parliament
it can only be amended by the British
parliament. No such amendment, of
course, would lie made excepting upon
an address voted by the two houses of
the Dominion parliament.

Heretofore every amendment made
has been requested by unanimous vote
of our parliament. Yet there is no
reason to doubt that the British govern-
ment would amend the B. N. A. Act
if such amendment were recjuested by
an overwhelming majority of the Cana-
dian parliament; the vote would not
have to be unanimous.
A more difficult question would arise

if eight provinces wanted the Constitu-
tion changed and the ninth province
objected. Quebec has always jeal-

ously guar<led the rights conceded
to her by the B. N. A. Act, and would

resent any infringement upon them.
Neither the Liberals nor the Tories

are anxious for an election. That is

the undoubted fact, no matter how
loudly they protest to the contrary.
The Conservatives believe that con-
scription is right, and that posterity

will commend their action, but they are

uncertain as to what might happen in a
general election. Conscription was de-
feated in Australia, where 98 per cent,

of the people are of British birth, and

Hon. Arthur Sifton, who led the Liberals of Alberta

to another victory

descent. In Canada only 60 per cent,

of our people are of British origin.

Food Costs a Real Issue

A ND then there is the high cost of

living,—the grim skeleton that sits

uninvited at the parliamentary feast.

Every day the pressure seems to be-
come stronger, and yet we are now in

the easiest part of the year. In sum-
mer time peopl^ can do without fuel,

dispense with a certain amount of

clothing, and get along with a good deal
less to eat. School is out, the children
are running barefoot and they do not
have to round up e%er\- Tuesday morn-
ing with their contributions to the
penny bank. The burden of living

must \>e perceptibly lightened for the
ordinary' householder or housekeeper
every-where. But with the coming of

fall and winter will there not be a change
for the worse ? High prices in the
past have I)een scourges; in the future
they may become scorpions. Coal at
S2().()0 a ton, and other pleasing pro-

spects ! The cost of living may be
beyond the control of the government
but none the less the government of the
day will always be blamed for the high
cost of living.

This is one of the reasons why Con-
servatives are not so keen as they might
be for an election, and all the more so
because polling can scarcely take place

until the middle or last of October.
Under the legislation of 1915 the

soldiers' ballots must be in the posses-

sion of the returning officers in

Canada on the morning of the

general election. Each soldier

votes with own parliamentary
district. He marks his ballot at

the Front and that ballot is

transmitted to the returning
ofhcer of the district in which the

soldier is entitled to vote, whedi-
er that district be in Nova Scotia

or British Columbia. The bal-

lots, in order to be counted, must
be back to Canada, and properly

distributed before election day.

It would therefore take at least

two or three months to vote the

soldiers and have their ballots in

the hands of the proper return-

ing officers. This would mean
a long campaign, with a fall

election, and in the meantime a

good many things might happen.

Do Grits Want An Election?

ENERALLY speaking the

party in power wants the

shortest possible campaign. The
government generally aims to

make a sud<len dash for the

colmtr^' and get back with the

goods before the Opposition

knows what has happened. But
the necessity for polling the .sol-

dier vote (and it is a vote which
the Borden government considers essen-

tial for its success) will necessitate a
long drawn out campaign.

o

UT if the Consersatives are notD
eager for an election neither are the

Liberals, just now sharply divided on
the burning issue of consi-ription. Some
of them feel that Sir Robert Borden
.scored in the recent pour parlms, and
that the country' will give him full

credit for ha\ing offered to form a
coalition government. English-speak-

ing Liberals also fear that a certain

feeling of resentment against Quebec
will impair their chances outside of that

]>rovince, and on the whole they are

(juite prepared to wait for a favoring

tide instead of plunging headlong into

the sea of an election.

It may at any rate be safely pre-

dicted that if the Opposition to the
conscription bill degenerates into any-
thing like obstruction the government
will sieze the Opportunity to dissolve
pjirh'nmcnt ;nid bring on ,\y\ election.



CANADA'S GREATEST NEED
r^ISTRIBUTION of population is one of the most far-^ reaching problems civilization has to face. The world
is not over-populated, but its population is so unequally
distributed that great social and economic difficulties have
arisen. One of the causes of the present war was the in-

creasing pressure of population in European countries.

The density of population throughout the land surface of

the earth, omitting the Polar regions, is 32 persons per
square mile. The density in the British Isles is 360 per
square mile; in the United States 31, and in Canada 3.

The future peace and safety of the world, not to speak of

the happiness of individuals, demands that these inequalities

be levelled. There seems to be no difference of opinion that
after the war Canada will receive a great influx of popula-
tion, and Canadian statesmen should already be preparing
plans to care for that influx. It is generally recognized
that Canada's development as a whole can only keep pace
with the development of her agricultural resources, and
any great movement of population to the cities and in-

dustrial centres, which is not balanced by a corresponding
movement to the land, will have disastrous results. Canada
can provide homes and support for probably one hundred
million people—on condition that the great majority of

them become producers on the soil. She cannot provide
for them under any other coiidition. The great difficulty

to be encountered is the disinclination, on the part of a
large number of people, to become agriculturists. Where
the proper inclination exists there is frequently lack of

experience or lack of capital, or both. It is the business of

statesmanship to bring about conditions among farmers
that will create in the public mind an inclination toward
agriculture, and then to provide means by which this

inclination can be put into effect. No greater or more
pressing problem confronts the Canadian people.

A LESSON OF THE WAR
"DEFORE the war" the Canadian Individual had

learned the privileges of democratic freedom—the
liberty of each individual to lead his own life within
the law, unhampered by religious and other restrictions.

But he has been learning, for the past three years, the great-
est lesson which life has to teach—which history has failed

to teach because it is a lesson that can" be learned only
through experience—to think nothing of private freedom,
of the importance of one's own individuality—the lesson of
selfless service in a cause near to his individual heart. Men
and women of Canada are learning that they can do nothing
singly, that they are each part of a Great Scheme—each
within himself holding the possibility of realizing what must
be God's Dream of Man—of whom we have the One Per-
fect Example. The man who attains the ultimate sacri-
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fice, who lays down his life for a cause; the woman whost-
courage inspires him;—these two are learning the great
lesson; they are drawing very near to the spirit of Christ.

A poet has spoken of the individual—

-

None more in the world than a bird

:

And none less than the sun !

Peace, and the freedom to shape, in-so-far as mortal may,
our own destinies, failed to teach us the lesson. War has
brought home to us, its inspiring truth. We are part of the
great scheme—and not only in the sense that we are part
of humanity as each drop of blood is a part of, and serves

the whole body. But—to quote again the words of a poet:

We are one in the doing of things that are done, and to be !

I am part of my God, as a rain drop is part of the sea !

A LOST OPPORTUNITY
PROHIBITION is bound to come in conservative Eng-

land; although, even at this stage of the game, when
the government and press are alike calling upon the people

to use less wheat, the best substitutes, barley and oatmeal,

are used in enormous quantities in the manufacture of beer.

The government has decided not to attempt prohibition,

the Trade Unionists think that they have vetoed it. For all

that, it is coming. The brewers, who have fought, tooth-

and-nail, against prohibition, who refused to sell out to

the government when they had the opportunity, will, when
the food stringency becomes even greater than it is, now,
lose everything. The time will have passed when the

government would have paid compensation for their losses.

THE INFLUENCE OF ADVERTISING
'T'HE part played by advertising in moulding public

opinion is not generally appreciated. The day has
gone by when an advertisement was a mere statement, more
or less truthful, of the merits of certain goods or prepara-

tions. To-day there is no business or profession which
involves more thorough research, greater native ability',

and more highly specialized skill than does the business of

advertising. Advertising campaigns no longer merely sell

goods; they affect the whole routine of public and private

life. They determine the food we eat, the clothes we wear:

no detail of our personal appearance has been unaffected by
the advertiser. Our education, our systems of reading, our

modes of travel, the places we visit and how and when we
visit them ; the plans for our houses, the materials for con-

struction, heating, lighting, plumbing, fire-proofing, paint-

ing, decorating and furnishing; our musical instruments,

and the music to be played upon them; our physical exer-

cises; our management of our businesses; our methods of

collecting debts, handling employes, saving money, buying
life insurance, clothing our wives and educating our children

have all been made plain for us by the advertising specialist.
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Even' moment of every day the life of every one of us is

influenced, consciously or unconsciously, by that great,

subtle, almost indefinable force called advertising. From
its original purpose of selling specific articles to the broader
field of moulding public opinion has been a recent but
natural development of advertising. In the election cam-
paign of 1916 in the United States advertising was employed
on an unprecedented scale to place the political issues be-

fore the public. In Great Britain advertising was the
effective means used to raise the greatest volunteer arm\'
in the world's history. In Canada agressive government
advertising campaigns have been carried on to encourage
greater production, and in two years Canada increased her
exports from $478,997,928 to 8882,872,502. It would
appear that this mighty engine of advertising could have
been used to advantage in preparing the public for whatever
measure of compulsory- military service is necessary on the
part of Canadians. The public is often impetuous and
unjust, but never persistently unreasonable if the facts of

a case are fairly and simply stated. To state facts simply
and effectively is the business of the advertising man.

INDIA'S REWARD
'T'HE great Impeiial patriotism ejcpressed by India during

these last three years of war-—and not only by British
India proper, but by the territories of independent ruling
princes, which comprise one-third of the Indian Empire

—

will undoubtedly result in a material advance on constitu-
tional lines in regard to political matters. India will un-
doubtedly be given a greater power in her own government;
for she has shown, not only a noble loyalty to the beloved
King and Emperor, but her fitness in legislative council.
We cannot doubt that England will rise to the occasion,
and definitely put an end to the unrest that is prevalent
among the most loyal Indians, an unrest conceived of the
conviction that India is not progressing politically as she
should. Owing to the democratic ideals of some of the
ruling princes, about ten per cent, of the Indian States
have representative self-government now. We cannot
doubt that India will soon be given a more definite and
more dignified place in the constitution of the Empire.
The Imperial Cabinet and Imperial War Conference num-
Ijer Indian representatives among their delegates. India
has shown that her only consideration, at present, is to
serve England; and, while she is not perhaps, at present
ripe for .self government in the fullest sense of the term, we
cannot doubt that England will show her appreciation and
good-will in furthering the accomplishment of a govern-

'

ment that will satisfy those subjects who are loyally render-
ing service of incalculable value, in this great crisis. It
will be a day of great rejoicing for the whole Empire when
England will put an extinguisher upon the legitimate
unrest of that loyal "Empire within the Empire."

SAFEGUARDING RECRUITS
A COMMISSION has been appointed by the p(jwcrs that

have their being in Washington, D. C, to solve the
difficult problem of making military camps in the U. S. A.,
decent environment for American boys. The obvious
solution is that sufficient legitimate and healthy recreation
be afforded the .soldier. No negative methtxis—no thou-
shalt-nots have ever been known to avail. On the other
hand, temptations to vice and drunkenness must not be
permitted about the camps. As a member of the com-
mittee obviously, bromidipally, and ponderously stated for
publication, "Remove the cau.se, and there will be no vice
to fight !" To assure success in making the training camps
as free from vice and drunkenness as it is humanly possible
to make them, Mr. Raymond B. Fosdick. chairman of the
commission, has made A special study of melh(xls used in
Canadian camps, and what he has learned, he has reptirted
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to the Secretary of War. (Faith, they're learning a lot
from the Canucks, nowadays, our neighbors to the South !)

i yf
^'" ^^ *^^ ^ ^^- C- A., and the Ladies' Canteen;

and a "Take-the-Scldier-Home-for Dinner" movement has
already set out on its career of hospitality. Seriously, this
work IS all-important; and, for the comfort of mothers, it

should be given publicity^—for all sensible people know how
easy it is for boys to drift into bad habits; when, for the
nrst time in their lives, they are free of home ties, and
removed from home influences.

TIME FOR A NEW SHUFFLE
"^^HY should there not be a new political alignment in

Canada ?" This question was asked in almost des-
pairing tones by a prominent member of the Ontario
Legislature a few days aga. His ambition was to get all

the "good fellows" on one side and all the "other sort" on
the other side. It is an admirable conception. Human
beings do not normally divide themselves into two cla.sses,

one believing in Free Trade and the other in Protection;
into one class holding for liberty of conscience and the
other maintaining the infallibility of the Pope. People
differ on these matters, and also upon the style of cutting
their hair and curling themselves up for the night. The
differences, however, are superficial, not basic, no matter
how stoutly the various opinions are held. There are
diff^erences that are basic, and it is upon these differences
that political parties ought to be formed.

ENGLAND'S WA Y WITH THE RAILROADS
TN 1871 the British Government passed an act of parlia-

ment by which, should Great Britain enter into war with
another power, the English railways should automatically
come under government control. Some years before the
present war broke out, the general-manager of each rail-

road was given sealed orders, to be opened the day war was
declared. August 4th. 1914, the day war was declared with
Germany, the railways were taken over by the government.
In consequence of this preparedness, about 120,000 men
were in France by Aug. 20th. The original general-mana-
gers and railroad officials are managing the roads as before,
but the companies are all working together, under control
of, and responsible to a Railway E.xecutivc Committee
whose chairman is a Cabinet Minister. Troops, guns, and
military stores are transported with amazing despatch
With fewer men to do the work, the railways have pulled
through with marvellous efficiency. Women are doing
the work of conductors, porters, and various other small
officials who are set free for military service. Fares have
been almost doubled in an effort to keep down passenger
traffic, but freight rates are unaltered, and government
traffic is carried free. In order that the stock and bond
holders may not be losers, the government has guaranteed
the railways the same net revenue that they earned in the
year preceding the war, 1913. The Government takes the
surplus.

THE HAPPY MEDIUM
^ERMANY, Austria, Italy and France have a party

name that is foreign to British parliamentary affairs,
although it is an admirable and expressive one. We refer
to the Centrist party. If we close our eyes and imagine all

the members of an assembly strung out in line, with the
extremists of one type; on the extreme right, and the extrem-
ists of the other type on the extreme left, it will be natural
for the moderates, the progressive conservatives, and the.
cautious progressives to be found somewhere in the middle.
This is the party of the centre, the party of the average
man. It usually contains no cranks. Usually it contains
no geniuses. Moreover, it contains few meml>ers who are
a menace to the State. It is a valuable .sort of parliamen-
tary anchor for any legislative assiinblv tn possess.
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Frivolous Fripley
By Vale Downie

Illustrated by Alexander Popini

HE would have got out of the

elevator if it had been humanly
possible to do so, for he had a

horror of a jam. It was not the per-

sonal annoyance of being trampled upon
and outrageously squeezed,

so much as the agony of being

obliged to occupy space which
was apparently coveted by
others. E.xistence became an
unpardonable obtrusion and
an affront. Even at the risk

of coming to work five ininutes

late he would have waited in

the lobby for the rush to sub-

side, and taken a later car.

But escape was out of the

question. He had been one
of the first passengers to enter

the car and was now, in con-

sequence, backed into one of

the farther corners and effectu-

ally imprisoned. Besides,

there was a girl with a mush-
room hat directly in front of

him, a pretty girl and an
acquaintance; and it would
have been much easier foi him
to simply evaporate or fade
miraculously through the

Sirillc behind him than to de-

liberately jostle her.

For it must be understood
that Fripley was a very mo-
dest, and in every way a
model, young man. He was
rather tall, but not painfully

so; somewhat slender, but
not extremely so; good look-

ing, but not emphatically
handsome; in fact, not em-
phatically anything. He had
a gentle and winning smile
and he spoke in accents soft

and musical. There were two
red depressions on the bridge
of his nose, caused by his
large, eternal spectacles. He
was a bit of a recluse, spending
most of his evenings in his

lx)arding house with a few ex-
cellent old books, such as
Addison's "Spectator" and
the "Sentimental Journey,"
and he had not very many
friends.
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He was twenty-four years of age,*
had never smoked a cigarette, spent al
dollar foolishly, worn a colored hat
band or spoken eight consecutive words
to a pretty girl.

"Do you want a transfer," inquired the boy

This^was the admirable'character of
Samuel Fripley, a lad of meek demean-
or and of manner mild, as he entered
the elevator car on that ill-starred

Saturday morning in June. ••*

"Fm sorrj' 1 can't keep the
hat out of your face, Mr.
Fripley," said the girl.

"That's all right," he has-
tened to reply, "1 like it. I

mean, it's no matter." He
blushed.

A large man with a satchel

was now thrust, by the her-

culean efforts of two porters,

into the already over-crowd-
ed elevator and the door Wcis

hauled shut. The girl was
jammed against Fripley. She
gave a little cry of distress

and Fripley groaned.

"It's the hat," she sighed.

I wonder if I couldn't change
places with you."

"Perhaps that would be
better," said Fripley, in a
cold sweat. The exchange

was managed and seemed to

afford some relief. He brac-

ed his arms against the sides

of the car, o^er her shoulders,

and stiffened the muscles of

his back.
Miss Bruce drew a breath

of relief in this comparatively

commodious situation, and
smiled her thanks into Frip-

ley's eyes. As this smile had

a distance of scarcely five

inches to travel, it had an

unusually destructive effect.

Mark this:

At this instant Samuel Frip-

ley was being rude to the

passengers behind him. He
was not conscious of this fact.

If it had been brought to his

attention, his attitude would
probably have been one of in-

difference.

"You are so strong," said

the girl, and smiled again and

sighed contentedly.

"Am 1 ?" said Fripley, with

surprise.

"Yes, and tall."
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"Not tall."

"Yes, you arc. I'm so stLi:n;n'," she

giggled.

"Ne\er !" cried Friplcv. "You may
l)C

•'
'

i

The word he wanted was "cuddle-

able," but it was not in his vocabulary.
"

—

petite," he made it, for lack of a

better term, "but not—not stumpy.
A girl cannot be stumpy who has

"

"Has what, Mr. Fripley ?" "N

He turned beet-red with a sudden
realization of what he had been about
to say. Miss Bruce determined to

know or die.

"Tell me," she pleaded. Fripley

had ne\er before experienced the Third
Degree. She smiled up at him joy-

ously-, wistfully, confidently, confidingly

persuasi\ely, mournfully, promisingly
—all from a distance of five inches.

A bit of black velvet edged the collar

t her dress, emphasizing her white
neck. She wore a bunch of flowers on
her breast; they had been crushed and
their fragrance arose into the nostrils

of Fripley and well nigh destroyed his

reason. He could no more have with-
held the word she wanted than he could
have stopped breathing.

"Please tell me." She was pouting
wistfully and her eyes were misty. "I

know it was something hateful."

"Not halefull" cried the horrified

Fripley, rising gallantly to the bait, his

embarrassment eclisped for the mo-
ment by a more i>ainful apprehension.
"It was only a ridiculous thing with no
leaning to it, that I am ashamed to

it-peat."

"Please, Mr. Fripley."

"It was only, that a girl cannot be
stumpy," he replied gravely, "who has
—has dimples. Perfect rot, of course."

"Well. I don't know," giggled Miss
Bruce, who seemed to find nothing
f)fTensivc either in the original assertion
or final retraction of this curious pro-

[)osition.

The car had been pursuing its jerky
course to the top of the building, de-
canting a part of its load at every floor.

It had now come to a final stop. P'ri])-

ley turned to find the elevator boy re-

garding him with a smile of amusement.
They were the only remaining occup-
ants of the car.

"Twenty-four !" said the operator,

and Fripley became painfully conscious
that it was the third time he had said

it.

"Do you want a transfer ?" inquired
the boy. "I don't go no further."
As they left the ca , Miss Bruce froze

the impudent one with a glance and
Fripley requested him to avoid being
fresh.

She was a stenographer and he was a
draughtsman; both worked for the
Gilford Machinery Company, whose
ofl'ices occupied the entire twenty-fourth
floor of the building.

Fripley's head seemed to be of a shape

unkno-wn to hatters

They separated in the lobby and
Miss Bruce waved a hand at Fripley, as

she disappeared through the door of

the private office of Montgomery, chief

of the engineering department.
Not passionately, nor in a moment

of imaginative heat, but deliberately

and in cold blood did Samuel Fripley

take up his compasses and draw a

circle three-sixteenths of an inch in

diameter on the creamy sheet spread

out before him. Having done this, he
paused and leisurely sharpened a hard
lead pencil with an ebony handled
stencil cutter's knife. His soul was
full of unholy joy.

No such circle appeared on the rough
sketch at Fripley's elbow !

There was a dozen other young men
in the large, well lighted room and they

sat on very high stools and drew skele-

tons of machinery on large, smooth,
paper-clad boards. Officially it was
known as Section D of the Engineering
Department; but among the draughts-

men of Section A, who sat, some on
lower stools and some on swivel chairs

(one's salary was inversely as the

height of the stool on which he sat and
Fripley's was about the tallest in the
department), among these superior

gentlemen Section D was known as the

"boneyard," on account, no doubt, of

the skeleton business above alluded

to.

Section A saw the machines with a

creative and spiritual eye; but no such

pleasurcable \isions were ever referred

for attention to the "boneyard." All

that ever came thither were a few notes

of dry details and some maddeningly,
complete, though arid, sketches. Sec-

tion A betook itself out to the factory,

at will, and \-iewed the finished crea-

tures in all their physical beauty, as a

whole, alive; but all that Fripley ever

saw was detached and inarticulate

cross sections, plans and elevations,

composed of the scraw^niest of straight

lines and the vapidest of circles.

But there is nothing in all this to

afford the shadow of an excuse for

what he had done.

If the men in Section D were not

paid enormous salaries, neither were
they burdened with responsibility.

Mathematical and mechanical accuracy

was about all that was exacted of them;
invention and ingenuity they were not

required to possess. If they did not

enjoy all the privileges of Department
A, neither were they obliged to loll for

hours with their heels on their desks

and pipes in their mouths, i^ainfully

devising new po-w'er transmission ap-

paratus and systems of lubrication.

Indeed, a paternal management had
seen fit to stringently forbid the in-

dulgence, on the part of the "bone-
yard," of a natural tendency toward
"origination." Their duty was to

stick rigidly to the sketches and in-

structions furnishctl by Section A.

As for Fripley's circle three-six-
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tecndis ol an incli in

diameter, the thing

simply wasn't done.

Furthermore, he was
the last person in the

office who would have
been thought capable of

such a misdemeanor.
After all, one knows
really ver>' little about
the chap at one's elbow.

The mild mannered old

gentleman sitting beside

you in the street-car

may be a successful

assassin .returning home-
ward from his occasional

employment with the

head of his latest victim

in an innocent looking

gladstone-bag. The Sun-
day school superintend-

ing teller, who has work-
ed across the desk from
you in the bank for

twenty years and never
taken a postage stamp,
will probably walk out
of the cage this evening

with $50,000 of the

bank's money done up
in a neat parcel, and
start for Mexico with a

chorus girl.

Nothing, however, is

more certain than that

murder will, eventu-

ally and most embar-
rassingly, out.

Presently came Ras-
kins, foreman of the
"boneyard," to see how
Fripley was getting on.

While still at a distance

of thirty feet from the

board his eye alighted

on the circle three-six-

teenths of an inch in

diameter which by this

time had been embel-
lished with a corrugat-
ed edge.

"Why, Fripley," he
remonstrated, "you are
in wrong here. No
intermediate pinion is

shown on Montgomery's sketch. I

am sure, because I noticed the omis-
sion and thought it strange. Let's
see the sketch."

"No, it's not on the sketch," observ-
ed Fripley, as one would casually re-
mark, "It may possibly rain."

Haskins stiffened and turned his
eyes upon an unaccustomed Fripley,
who, in turn, coolly regarded his work
with evident, though subdued, pride
and satisfaction.

"Well, wh—^why did you put it in ?"

stammered Haskins.
Fripley affected to yawn.
"Because it belongs there. Easier to

He stood on his chair during the greater part of the ninth inning

do it now than later, when Montgomery
notices the slip. Fve made enough
drawings of these machines to know
that this front gear has got to have a
contra-clockwise motion, and that
means an intermediate pinion."

With a trembling hand Haskins laid

down the sketch. After a few mo-
ments he began to talk softly, sadly,

and distinctly.

"You have made enough of these

machines to know how they ought to

be made, have you, Fripley ?"

It was the first time anybody had
ever been in a toweiing rage at Frip-

ley. It was a novel, interesting, and

even pleasurable sen&a-

tion. Yesterday he
would have been in a
panic; but to-day he
rather enjoyed it. He
turned his large, inno-

cent grey eyes upon Has-
kins.

"Yes, I'm pretty fami-
liar with them."

"Well, but, let me ask,

are you paid for that

sort of thing, Fripley Z"

"I've often thought I

ought to have more
money," he admitted.

"You do not, or will

not, understand, Frip-

ley. Are you, or are

you not, paid to follow

instructions to the let-

ter ?"

A note of protest crept

into the tone of Fripley 's

reply.

"I never understood,
Mr. Haskins," he said,

"that I was paid to make
a fool of myself."

Haskins visibly cou nt-

ed twenty before reply-

ing.

"This goes to Mont-
gomery- !" he said short-

ly, and waited for Frip-

ley to lift the sheet off

the board.

"I'll do what I can for

you," he added, as he
went off with the sketch

and the partially com-
pleted drawing, "but Im
sure you'll be fired."

"You may do as you
damn please," were the

amazing words uttered

by Samuel Fripley in

round, even tones.

Something had assur-

edly come over Fripley.

Even now, however,

it is probable that no
saving sense of h's truly

desperate situation was
present with this young
man. As he turned to

take up another piece of work he ac-

tually chuckled.

His eleven confreres began, with one

accord, to erase the errors their tremb-

ling hands had made in the last five

minutes.

Just before noon—it was a half holi-

day—Fripley received his customary

weekly pay envelope, containing twenty

dollars, and was coldly ordered by
Haskins to stop at Montgomer\''s office

as he went out.

With that unaccountable indiffer-

ence to fate which often benumbs the

sensibilities of the criminal on the road
to the gallows, he entered the suite of
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the chief. But Montgomerj' happened,

at the moment, to have a visitor

and sent word requesting Fripley

to come in Monday morning, in-

stead. It was Miss Bruce who brought

the reprieve, the office boy having

departed. Her desk was in an inner

room. She wore her hat and
jacket and was ob\'iously going to

lunch.

A brilliant and absolutely unpre-

cedented idea occurred to Fripley.

"It is a nice day, Miss Bruce," he

. volunteered.
"Isn't it," she replied sweetly, paus-

ing at the door.

"My birthday," added Fripley,

mendaciously.
"Is that so ? Congratulations !"

"Thank you," said he and proceeded

boldly to the point. "In view of the

occasion I thought you might consent

to lunch with me."
"Why, I'd be delighted to do so,"

' laughed the girl, with a little surprise.

"You are very kind," said he.

The most expensive restaurant in the

vicinity was the Mazarin and thither

the headlong Fripley directed their

course. He had
never been within

the gorgeous por-

tals before; but
the carnal delights

;
of the place seized

iipon his latent sus

ptibilities at
e. At one end
the lofty salon

" IS a gallery from
wliich came the
music of an excel-

lent orchestra. He
was fond of music.
The snowy linen,

the glistening glass

aiicl rich silver re-

ed his soul. A
re of deft wait-

moved noise-

ly over the thick
I pet. One of

lliom awaited Fri-

piey's order.

Into his hand
.vwas thrust a card

I
printed entirely in

PVcnch. He studied
it ( arefuliy and at
li ngth di.scovered

that the prices, at
least, were |)rinted

in decipherable
iracters. He

1 a little knowl-
'c of French, ac-

!
lired at school,

lilt it did not seem
to be of much assist-

ance here.

The waiter took
vantage of Fri-

pley 's apparent preoccupation to refill

the glasses, which were in no need of

filling, from the carafe. Time went
by. Fripley laid down his card and
addressed himself to Miss Bruce.

"Perhaps you would rather make
your own selection," he hazarded.

His face felt hot; but he had an odd
feeling that the waiter had spilled a

piece of cracked ice down the back of

his neck.

"No, I'd rather you would order,"

said Miss Bruce, who pined for a lettuce

sandwich and a glass of iced tea.

Fripley resumed, with despeiate re-

solve, his examination of the card. The
waiter again filled the glasses and
changed his napkin to the other arm.
Things were becoming worse, rather

than better; for he was no longer able

to spell out the words, which had now
become blurred black lines. He was
conscious, although he dared not look

up, that the people in the farther

corners of the room were standing on
their chairs in order to get a better

view of him. He began to fear that

he had lost his voice. That would be
awkward. Kvcn if he did decide that

The moment be had kissed her—he fled

he wanted one of the unpronounceable
things on the card, what would be the
use if he had actually, as he feared,

lost control of his vocal cords. He
would not be able to make a sound.
"Ahem !" said Fripley. The vocal

cords were still there.

The waiter moved to the other foot

and poised his pencil over his pad.
"Your name is George, is it not ?"

said Fripley to the waiter.

"No, it iss Victor."

"A pretty name," remarked FVipley
and added, "This is my birthday,
Victor."

"Yess."
"I am fiftv-eight."

"Yes, sir.'"'

"I always er—eat a lunch, on mv
birthday.""

"Yes," with a broad smile.

"But it must be a little better than
usual, Victor, you understand."

"Ver' well, yess."

"It is a pleasure to be served by a
conscientious and intelligent waiter,

such as yourself, Victor. I'll just leave
the selection of the dishes to you. You
know the language and you know the

cook. Just bring
on a nice little

lunch for two and
everything will be
all right."

"Ver' well, yess,"
said Victor and
offered an unin-
telligible sugges-
tion for the first

course, which Fri-

pley thought would
be \ery good. The
second, third and
following courses
were treated in
similar fashion. It

was all plain sail-

ing now, thanks to
Victor, and de-
lightfully simple.

The waiter at
length closed his

book and departed.
Frijiley sighed his

relief.

The lunch, when
it arrived, vindica-

ed their estimate
of Victor. It was,
as Miss Bruce ex-

pressed it, a ilream.

Theyateasnnich
as they could, but
were obliged to pa.ss

by many i>f ilii>

dishes.

After ice < iiam
incognito and a
demi lasse, Victor
placed before Frip-

ley a silver plate

Continued on pag:c 159



Her Masterpiece
By Blanche Gertrude Robbins

Illustrated by C. W. Jefferys

.YN!" exclaimed Dr.
springing toward the

door. Andrew followed close

behind. From outside came the merry
exchange of greetings. Helena aroused
herself, her curiosity piqued by the

arrival of the girl. Why should she be
alone on the trail in the night time ?

There was something in the call of the

girl, that challenged her. Spirit and
fearlessness dominated in the call. She
wanted to see that girl.

As she rose from her chair, she heard
the sound of returning footsteps and
caught the half smile on Robert's
face.

"It is as mysterious as the trail it-

self," he muttered.
They were coming into the cabin,

talking in low tones, that the sick man
might not be disturbed.

"Friends, this is our sister Carolyn,
though we can't explain why she is

alone on the trail to-night," explained
Andrew.
She was tall and well developed, her

lithe figure moving with the grace of

the deer as she crosscni the cabin floor.

Something as mysteriously sweet as the
forest grandeur followed in her wake;
in the glow and warmth of her smile,

shone the glory of the sunrise. The
sparkle of the Northern stars gleamed
in her black eyes, flashing determina-
tion. In her voice sounded the notes
of the singing birds, the rush of falls

in the ravine and the whispering winds
murmuring through groves of fir.

CTRIKING in her hunter's suit of bea-
verskin, she was none the less wo-

manly. Magnetic and fearless with never
a trace of boldness in her bearing. She
smiled through misty eyes into the
soldier brother's questioning face.

"I have not come far—alone on the
trail. I rode from home with Chris.

He is working in the settlement of

Scandinavians down the trail. To-night
-we are staying with the neighboring
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Swedish family a mile back. Someone
told us Aleck was here so I rode on.

But no one told us that you were here.

Andy. Oh, Mother will be so proud of

you; though you have changed. You
make me wish to turn liack just to be
at the home coming."

"But, Carolyn, you have not told us
where you are bound for," interrupted
Dr. Aleck.

"DERHAPS you cannot understand-
perhaps you will not approve," she

answered slowly, the rose flushing her
cheek, "but I am riding to the Capitol
to plead our Woman's cause. We
pioneer women must have our chance
at making history. Old laws must be
changed, that we may play our part
unhampered. Look at the women who
have homesteaded along with their men
folk. In their eagerness to make the
home they have borne the heaviest bur-

dens and suffered unflinchingly. Then
when the roving spirit of the husband
has manifested itself, he has sold out,

in disregard of the woman's protest,

and she, torn from the home she worked
for, has followed to toil again in un-
broken country. We want a law to

protect the woman who works to make
the home, so she will not lose it. Our
pioneer women are far sighted and they
are ambitious. They want education
for their children and if they are given
the chance, their votes will count for

the future of the trail settlements. We
want a law that will give us unmarried
women the opportunity to homestead
in our own rights. We, girls who are

born on the trail, are imbued with a
sense of home making in new country
as no man of the city could be. Our
girls are being lured to the town and
the cities because the law does not
provide a chance for their maintenance
here on the trail. You remember
Ellen Lester—the girl of such splendid

physique—when her father was ill all

those years, she took up the work of the

homestead and cleared the land and
made a grand success. When her

;

father took command again, the younger
brothers were old enough to help.

Ellen was not needed and her inde-

pendence asserted itself. She wanted
to homestead in her own right. She
would have made good, but this was
denied her. She went out from the

forests to the city. She did not belong
there and her splendid physique shrivel-

ed as her ambition warped. Last week
they brought her home and buried her
under the firs—the very ground she
would have enriched with her toil. As
I stood by her grave, that splendid,

vigorous life—murdered by the law that

fetters our womankind, called to me
to avenge the wrong. Ever since I was
a child I have longed to appeal to our
law-makers in the name of the pioneer

women. Now, that the call has come,
I know that I shall make them under-
stand, for my heart throbs with the

pioneer woman's burden. My soul

has seen the vision of the Pioneer

Woman of the future."

'T'HERE was tense silence in the cabin,

as the girl'sbreathless, passionate out-

burst ceased. Dr. Aleck stood, staring

with incredulity into the face, all-

glorified with enthusiasm.

"By Jove, Carolyn, you put it strong,

you adorable pleader. How is it we
never knew before there was an orator

in the family ? WTiere did you get

your training ?"

"I think mother has been training

me through all the years. I believe,

quite unconsciously I have molded the

ambitions of my girlhood to conform
with the vocation she would have me
choose," the girl answered softly.

"As she has trained each one of us to

fulfill some mission in life," added
Andrew thoughtfully. "Go forth and
win your woman's rights, sister, and I

will go back to the glory of trail break-

ing. We cannot open up our wonder-
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ful countr>' too quickly for I have seen

a vision of the Canada that, in the

future, must expand to her uttennost

boundaries. We will open up new
trails lor your women to homestead.

Helena reached over to touch Caro
lyn's hands, clasped intensely in her

lap.

"You splendid, gloriously splendid

girl—with your vision. I, too, have
had a vision of your pioneer women,
fettered by their forest environment.
Some day I shall paint a picture—even
now it is created in my mind—and
when the worldly-wise women of the

cities see it, they will pity the pioneer

women. Yes, my picture will arouse
pity—"

"Pity—but we don't want pity !"

laimed the girl, perplexedly, "it is

opportunity we seek. It is that which
lawfully should be our right. That is

what we have endured too long—the
pity, of the world. We do not need
pity. We want a chance to show our
mettle. I am afraid you do not under-
stand even yet," she smiled wisely.

AND Helena, leaning back in her chair,

forced herself to admit that this

girl of the forest-country was wiser than
she in many things. Baffled, she sat

<!Icnt—yes, she, Helena Clifford, could,

her skill with the brush, arouse
emotion. But this glorious, spirited

girl would not only arouse emotion, but
she would arouse men and women to

action; and no one could doubt that
she would lead her followers on to con-
quest.

Andrew rose from his seat and sto(xl

by the door suggestively. "I will walk
with you to the Swede's home and stay

there to-night for Olga's cabin is crowd-
ed. To-morrow Aleck will ride with
you to the beginning of the trail," he
commented. '

As they rose to exchange goodnights,
llrjena was conscious of Robert's

ise expression.

Never let any earthly thing deter
< )U from accomplishing the vision be-

fore you," he admonishcnl earnestly,

his eyes intent upon Carolyn's face.

Helena started. Had Robert Clif-

ford ever seen a vision ? Had any in-

'cnt in his life ever deterred him from
realization ? Swiftly to her mind

' line that first year of their marriage,
w hen he had talked eagerly of the im-
broken forests. She had believed her

nius for art had warranted her re-

llion. I'ntil to-night, she had never
<(uestionc(l the right of Robert's sacri-

fice. It was not at all re;isonable that

Robert Clifford, born to case and
' I alth, could have won fame in blazing

ills. And her skill had placed the

ii.iine of Clifford high in the realm of

art. But had the fame she had won
been worth the sacrifice of the manly
man ?

U!fE.>X~

Striding forward, he extended a hand in greeting—a hand calloused and scarred

Robert returned from the door, his

tenderness for her, in his thoughtful-

ness. "You must get some rest. Olga

is making a bed for you in the store

room. Dr. Aleck will sit with the sick

man and I will roll up in a l)lankct on

this floor. I have urged Andrew to

hurry along ahead of us for his mother
is waiting. We will start early and ride

slowly. If your arm rests in a sling,

there will be little danger that you will

suffer."

"But I will be handicapped with the

lines." she protested.

"Andrew thinks your horse will read-

ily follow the lead of mine. The trail

frfmi here on is good .and we will travel

by daylight only. See, Olga has your

bed ready. Arc you not tind ?" he

cjucstioned.

She nodded her head wcariU. A
dread for the morrow's traveling had

crept into her thougli'i. But not far

distant lay the goal. All along the

trail, her senses had been acute in not-

ing details in color, form and shadow.

But she had not yet come upon the

reality, that should fulfill her visioti..

AS she lay down upon the rough cot

the silence of the dense forest sur-

roiuiding the cabin, smote her with ter-

ror. The cry of the coyote on the moun-
tain startled her. Strange, mysterious

sounds came from the depths of the

bush. Her hand throbbed with |)ain.

She raised herself in a sitting posture.

She could not sleep under these weird
conditions. She caught a glimmer of

light through a crevice of the thin

partition.

Suddenly she laughed aloud. She
was not alone. Robert was on guard

in the outer room. She need not be
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"Wife, I've found a kindred spirit. Here I

all these years and this chap Clifford

afraid for he would protect her. She
Jay down, quieted, and fell into a sleep
of exhaustion. ^

've been working along at trail breaking
has been studying it out in theory"

AT the break of day, mounted again
on horseback, Helena and Robert

rode along the trail. They met Caro-
lyn—the girl of spirit—riding.

'There is something wonderfully al-
luring in that girl's personality," she
remarked, "yet I cannot name it."

"It is enthusiasm," Robert answer-
ed readily, "the most alluring charm of
your sex. That girl will do great things
for her woman's cause for she is deter-
mmed and has seen the vision of the
-work she will accomplish."

Helena was conscious of a quick in-
drawn breath. Never before had she
felt a pang of jealousy. Always had
she been sure of Robert's unwavering
devotion. What was there about this
girl of the wilderness that brought that
tense look into the man's eyes ?

Then as if in answer to her unspoken
thought the man leaned from his saddle
and laid his hand on the fingers that
clutched the lines.

"It is the enthusiasm that has made
you master of your art. 1 1 is the charm

of all your charms, dear heart, that has
ever kept me faithful to my trust ; ever
carried me along with you, whither
your vision led you," he commented.

It was but one of Robert's pretty
drawing-room speeches, that ever pleas-
ed her vanity, but this morning riding
along the mysterious trail in the glory
of dawn and breaking sun, the words
rang with unusual depth of meaning.
But underneath the man's tone lay a
tinge of bitterness that mystified
Helena.

It was near the noon hour that the
man and woman riding along the trail,
descried the settlement of cabins built
at the edge of the bush.

"'FHIS must be the settlement,"
Robert exclaimed, "it will be best

for us to rest here until to-morrow.
What think you ?"

A smile of relief came to Helena's
face. Her wrist was aching dully and
she longed for rest and change of posi-
tion long before they had reached the
settlement.

But something in the fearless riding
of the man in the lead, urged her to
buckle on. She could not understand

this strange new sensation—this eflfort

to court the esteem of her husband.
Yet, she was conscious that she must
not show the white feather on the trail

for she feared—as never before she had
feared displeasure—to arouse his scorn.
With a thrill of satisfaction that she

had endured to the end, she slipped
from her saddle. A Swedish woman
opened her cabin door hospitably.
"But las' night Mr. Christopher stay

by me. You, too, welcome. Mr.
Christopher—^he make cabin home for
new comers," she explained, leading the
way to the kitchen and the dinner,
steaming on the stove.
They could hear the sound of ham-

mers and the rolling of logs in the dis-
tance. At dusk Helena and Robert,
curiosity prompting them, wandered
across the clearing to the log cabins
newly erected.

A HALF mile distant, they came upon
a group of Scandinavians and ia

their midst a young Canadian, ener-
getically intent upon fitting logs into
a rude dwelling.

With a merry jest, his auburn head
thrown back, he lifted a huge log from
the ground and with a magnificent dis-

play of muscular strength, hurled it

across the clearing.

Catching a glimpse of Helena and
Robert, he straightened his towering,
broad shouldered figure, ran his hand
through the tousled mass of auburn
hair and buttoned the flannel shirt,

rolled low at his throat.

Striding forward, he extended a hand
in greeting—a hand calloused and .scar-

red. "You are the strangers Andy told
us about. This is a mighty new colony,
but I guess the folks, being next door
to strangers will give you a glad hand.
We're doing our best to settle before
frost gets in the ground," he explained,
a soft light of kindliness glowing in the
depths of his blue-black eyes.
"A builder, eh?" questioned Robert.
"Not by profession," laughed Chris-

topher, "but a pioneer builds cabin
homes by instinct. Dad brought us
up to that, along with breaking trails.

But our immigrants, coming mostly
from cities, are at a disadvantage. So
we have to sort of help them along.
Come see the schoolhouse. I 'm mighty
proud of that for a pioneer construc-
tion."

He led the way, trampling the under-
brush, and making a short cut to the
long, low log cabin. Inside were
benches and desks, carved from pine,
charts hung on the rafted walls, books
covered the table of the raised plat-
form.

"We've been at it all summer," he
explained, reaching for the lanterns
suspended from the ceiling, "had to get
this building up first, though it crowded
the families together in many cases.



Still they were anxious to learn English
and we've hit a pretty steady pace at

night classes. The worst feature of the
thing is, that just as we get the men
and women on main trail of learning,

I'll have to get back to the 'varsity

and leave them."

AS Christopher talked eagerly, he
busied himself lighting the lanterns

and hanging them.
"You're a 'varsity man ?' asked

Helena with interest.

"A junior—and counting the years

till I get back to the trail with an
organized system of teaching. Perhaps
you'll stay to the night session ?" he
urged, opening the door to the group
of foreigners who filed into the room
ind slouched to their seats.

Robert turned questioningly to-

ward Helena, and catching the interest

in her eyes, answered warmly, "Thanks,
we shall be glad to stay."

Christopher found chairs for them,
ushered several shy, dilatory forms
that shadowed the doorway, into the

r(X)m by vigorous, friendly slaps upon
the shoulder.

As he took his stand upon the plat-

form, silence, tense and respectful,

greeted him. He was no longer the

builder—the workman of the people.

He was their teacher and leader and
as he bowed his head in a simple ser-

\ice of devotion, a sense of the spiritual

])ervaded the log school house. A
simple message—direct and illustrative

of the manhood of Christ followed.

Occasionally the leader broke into a

bit of Scandinavian phraseolog^', as he
was learning their language from them.
Then for an hour, he labored with them,
teaching them the rudiments of the
I-^nglish language.

"An Empire builder !" exclaimed
Rol)ert with enthusiasm, as they said

gocxlnight, "next to a blazer of trails, I

should like your jolj—teaching new
Canadians good citizenship. But you
did not tell us that you arc a preacher!"

Christopher shook his head, "not
until I have my theology, will I call

myself a preacher. I am just a bearer
of the gospel message. But if we are

to build a Christian nation, we must
leach our new Canadians Christianity.

In order to appeal to their hearts and
minds, the leader must be a co-worker
with them," he answered with earnest-

ness.

As Helena and Robert walked
back to the Swedish woman's home,
the stars alone guided their i)ath.

"There is something mysteriously
woniierful about the energy of these

workers of the trail," Helena comment-
ed wonderingly.

"Ah- you have felt it too," exclaim-

ed Robert, "one is conscious of some
secret spirit, kindling the flame fif en-

thusiasm. How brilliantly its blaze
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illumines the trail. Yet it burns only
for others. Not in a single insta'nce is

the service self centered. Imagine the
influence of all this spirit on the build-

ing of the Canadian Empire !"

Silent—because no an.svver formulat-
ed within Helena's mind to Rudolph's
passionate outburst, she turned into
the cabin, that oflfered them shelter for

tlie night.

Eager for the morrow that would
end the journey along the trail, she
fell asleep, which, undisturbed lasted

until the break of day.
Partaking of an early breakfast,

Helena and Robert rode forth as the
sun's rays first penetrated the bush.
There was silence between the man
and woman for both were intent upon
the trail; the man thinking of the
pioneer who had first forged the way
and the woman studying the hues of

the earth, that her brush might skill-

fully duplicate them.
A little after the noon hour they came

upon the clearing and Helena, scanning
the horizon, cried out: "Oh, oh,

Robert, look—yonder !" Breathlessly
she pulled a halting line and waved her
hand toward the clearing.

"The little log cabin and the woman !

Now she's gone inside. That glimpse
was the vision I have dreamed for my
picture. A little log cabin buried in the
depths of the forests; the rough trail

dimly outlined in the distance and the
woman outside the cabin door !" she
explained, her eyes brilliant with en-

thusiasm, straining across the expanse.
"It is the soul of the woman, sub-

jected to loneliness, fettered by her
primitive environment, that I must call

upon my skill to depict. If I can but
arouse the pity of tjie city women for

the pioneer women, I will have accom-
plished my [)urpose. The vision of my
masterpiece so real at last ! Oh,
Robert, let us hurry !"

She caught the answering sparkle in

the man's eyes, as he dismounted and
led her horse down the incline to the
clearing.

A SHORT (iislance from the cabin, he
called a halt and lifted her from tlie

saddle, his keen gaze penetrating the
bu.sh where a man wielded the axe,

making a clearing.

Helena stretched out her aching
muscles and readjusted the sling in

whi<h her hand rested.

'While you make the acquaintance
of your woman, I will see yonder man.
1 have an idea tliat he is the pioneer

who forged the trail. Can you imagine
your husband as muscular and brawny
as he ? Think what your art saved
you from !" Robert laughed with a
tinge of bitterness.

But Helena was already walking to-

ward the log cabin, for the woman,
hearing voices had come to the door.
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Impulsively 'Helena hurried across the

grass.

"Good morning !" she called out

eagerly, then paused abruptly, struck

by the picture presented by the woman
standing before her with outstretched

hand.
She was tall and straight—this wo-

man of the log cabin. The print house-

dress, simply fashioned, revealed a

finely developed figure. The sparkle

in the dark grey eyes as well as the

welcoming smile illumined the face.

It was not alone the freshness of that

face, that startled Helena. It was the

glory of expression lighting the counten-
ance, that challenged her to name it.

Should she call it the halo of the con-

queror, or live, pulsing interest.

"We have been watching for you.

Andrew told us how you fell in with
him on the trail. I know you have
wearied from the rough ride and how
your poor hand must ache. I am glad

Alexander was near you with his skill.

Come inside and rest. Make our home
your home," the woman of the log

cabin greeted her cordially, her voice

rich in sympathy and kindness.

And Helena, resting her small, deli-

cately fashioned hand within the other

woman's hand, noticed that it was en-

larged and red, toil-stained aiul rough-

ened. But she could not deny the

warmth of friendliness in the clasp.

'T'HE woman led the way into the

cabin and drew a comfortable chair

within range of the sunlight flooding

the windows.
It was a large, rafted-wallcxl room,

plainly yet picturesquely furnished

with chairs and tables; couch and book
shelves carved from the gnarled branch-

es of willow. An open fireplace built of

rough stone and on cither side the book
cases filled to the utmost; the large

table centering the floor, proclaimed

this indeed the living room.
Helena could see into the kitchen

and the slee[)ing rooms through open
doors. The woman of the cabin busied

herself preparing hot food for her

guests. As she sjjread the snowy cloth

upon the living room table, she o})cned

general conversation:

"It is not often women of your kind

traverse the trail. No doubt you have
found the journey long and rough

—

but then, perhaps you were seeking

adventure."
Helena Clifford, who had ever been

ready of wit and tongue, flushed guiltily

and hesitated. She found this woman
of the log cabin disconcerting—this

wide awake woman. .\\\, that was
the word that describwl her. Wide
awake

!

The vision of the dream woman, she
would put into her jiicture— the wo-
man with her stooped shoulders, de-

Conlinui-d on page \'A.
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Fifty Years Ago and Now—
wouinoiilpiininiiiiiiniiniiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiuiiiiiitiiiiiiinniiniiiiHiuiiiiiMMiiiiiiH

THE record ui the Dominion of ("anacla reads like a
fairy tale. Its growth during the fifty years since

the followers of MacDonald and Brown joined hands
and formed a definite unit of the British empire, has been
the marvel of the world. From a few scattered colonies

back in 1867, Canada has grown into nationhood and is

now invited to a seat at the council table as a power in the
Empire. It is interesting to note some of the facts to be
found in the record of Canada's semi-centennial period.

Vl/HEN the Fathers of Confederation made up the first

census in 1867 it was found that Canada had a popula-
tion of 3,371,594. To-day she boasts of about 8,000,000.

Almost 2,000,000 of this increase in population came to our
shores during the ten years previous to the war. The last

census figures show that we have only 3 inhabitants per

square mile of territory; Great Britain has 360, France has
190, the United States 31. Our population is about evenly
divided between urban and
rural, although the increase

in rural population during the

last ten years was only 17.16

while the increase in urban
population was 62.25. The
population of Toronto, for

example has practically doub-
led every ten years during
the Confederation period.

(^NE of the chief agents in

bringing about Canada's
increase in population dur-

ing the last half of the Con-
federation period had been
the broad development in

railway construction. In
1867 Canada's rail mileage was
2,278. To-day we boast of

35,582 miles stretching from
the Atlantic to the Pacific

and from the U. S. line to the
Peace River district. During the fifty years of Confedera-
tion Canada has constructed three great transcontinental

rail systems, whose gross earnings are now well over the

two hundred million dollar mark. Canada has a greater

percentage of rail mileage per capita of population than
any other country of the world.

/^ANADA has made its greatest record of achievement in
^^ agriculture. With field crops in 1916 totalling $7qa,-

000,000, she stands among the leading grain producing
nations of the world. Her agricultural exports have in-

creased from $12,871,055 in 1867 to almost a quarter of a
billion dollars in 1916. According to the last census more
than half of Canada's invested capital which totaled $8,365,-

000,000, was invested in farm lands, stock and machinery.
The same census shows more than 700,000 farm holdings,

an increase of about 30 per cent, during the last decade.

The average value of farm land, improved and unimproved,
is estimated at about .S39 per acre.
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Vl/HILE Canada's greatest asset will alwa\s he in agri-

culture because of the nature of her territor>", she has
not been slow in developing in other lines. Back in 1867
Canada looked to Flngland and other outside markets for

most of the manufactured j^roducts she required. Now
she exports more than a billion dollars worth of her own
manufactured products and has a balance of trade in her
favor. During the 12 months ending September 30, 1916,

Canada's total trade increased from .$935,000,000 for the
previous 12 month to $1,738,000,000. This is an increase

of more than 90 per cent, in one year, almost three times
the total trade of Canada during 1867. Some 300 diflferent

\arieties of manufactories are now prospering in Canada,
providing employment to about two-fifths of her popula-
tion. Food products lead in value among Canada's manu-
factures, with timber and lumber second and textiles third.

The ten year period between 1900 and 1910 brought the

largest industrial development. The percentage of in-

creases were as follows:

—

capital 179 per cent,, wages,

120 per cent., materials 109
per cent., products, 142 per

cent.

TN mineral wealth Canada
ranks near the top. Her

mineral production, has in-

creased from about 10 mil-

lions in Confederation days
to the 150 million mark at the

present time. But this is only

a start of the real development
that is sure to come when the

real value of Canada's mineral

deposits have been explored

and estimated. The total

mineral production since 1866
is $1,784,000,000. At the

present rate of production

this will be equalled in a de-

cade. We now produce more
than 80 per cent, of the world's nickel supply. Ontario
claims three gold mines that rank among the first ten mines
of the world in point of production. During the past year

the production of silver has taken on an energetic spurt

and this metal is now among the leaders in point of value.

The production of copper increased during 1915 about 72

per cent, over previous years and 1916 brought even a
larger' production, according to incomplete government
figures. Lead, zinc, iron and other minerals have shown
large production increases each year for the past decade.

"ITHE forest wealth of Canada represents as much unde-
veloped possibilities it is claimed, as her mines. Al-

though $172,880,000 in forest products was the official re-

cord for 1916, government officials say that Canada has

only started to develop her resources in this line. The re-

cords show average yearly cuts of almost four billion feet of

lumber for 1913-14-15. Ontario and Quebec each produced

something more than a billion feet yearW with New Bruns-
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wick and British Columbia totaling 660 million feet each.

We obtain an excellent idea of the future possibilities of

this industry in the official estimate of the British Columbia
go\ernment that the forests of that province contain 400
billion feet of merchantable lumber. Counting a billion

feet a year as a heavy cut, British Columbia could carry on
in this industry for 400 years, but the department estimates
also that the natural growth of the British Columbia forests

is more than a billion feet per year. So we can classify the
timber wealth of the Pacific coast province as practically

inexhaustible. In addition to the timber and lumber cut
from Canadian forests, pulpwood is of increasing importance
in the forestry industry. In 1910 only 38 per cent, of the

pulpwood cut here was manufactured in Canada. In 1915
the proportion had increased to almost 60 per cent, of the

cut. It is estimated that 1916 brought a further increase

of at least 10 per cent. The exports of paper, pulp and
pulp-wfxxl and other manufactures of wood during the

ix-rifxl of 1915-16 totaled al-

most S.38,000,000. Since the

war the paper pulp supply of

the United States has been
purchased almost exclusively

in Canada.

piSHKRY products have
increased from S6,500,-

000 in 1867 to almost S36,-

000,000 in 1916. Our ex-

ports have increased from
S:<,:^00,000 to about S22,-

500,0(K) in the same period.
( "anada boasts of 5,000 miles

of fishing waters on the At-
lantic and 7,000 on the Pacific

besides 220,000 square miles

of fresh water that produces
large <|uantity of valuable fish

annually. British Columbia
ranks first in this industry
wil h a total product ion of more
than $14,500,000. The total value of Canadian fisheries dur-
ing the 50 years of Confederation is almost a billion dollars.

/^ANADA'S real financial condition is jicrliaps best shown
in her bank records. During the fifty years of Con-

federation the paid uf) liank capital has increased from
§30,289,048 to $114,134,182. Bank deposits have in-

creased during the same period from S37,678,571 to $1,.303,-

.527,634. In addition, the deposits in Post Office savings
banks have increased from $204,589 to $40,008,417. The
bank clearings for 1916 reached the total of 10)/^ billion

dollars. The 8 million papulation in Canada added more
than 100 million dollars to their bank deposits in 1915 and
then increased the total 200 millions more in 1916—the
increase for one year being more than five times as much as
the total bank deposits at the start of Confederation. It

is estimated that close to 150,0(M) automobiles are owned in

Canada to-day and that tln' pcr-<;ipita in\fsttiiint in motor
( ars is alxjut $25.

QANADA has responded to the demands of the Empire,
m the great war in a way that demonstrates quite

clearly her broad development during fiftv years of Con-
federation. Since the start of the war C\-inadians have
subscribed to war loans totaling 200 millions and have
extended credit to Great Britain to the extent of 250 mil-
lions. More than 600 manufacturing plants have turned
to the assistance of the war office and munitions orders
calling for the expenditure of $550,000,000 have been turned
out or are in process of manufacture here. More than
400,000 officers and men have enlisted for overseas services.
The government is paying more than §2,000,000 per month
in separation allowance to soldiers' dependents in addition
to $13,500,000, destributed annually by the Cantidian
Patriotic Fund.

QANADA'S development during the past fifty years is

but a shadow of the growth that is sure to come in the
next fifty years. Her broad
boundaries hold ample room
for a population of 50 million

people or more. Her agri-

cultural possibilities are limit-

ed only by the number of

people that can be put upon
the land.

We have demonstrated to

ourselves what we can do in

manufacturing through our
etTorts on mimitions. The
futuie will show Canada man-
ufacturing more and more of

her own requirements. Capital
has been shown that Canada's
mines are worthy of heavy in-

vestment. The first years
after the war undoubtetlly
will see many new properties

developed and a large increase

in Canada's mineral output.
When the war is over and we

have settled back to normal industrial life,[Canada will receive
an unprecedented flood of immigration. Our sons have car-

ried the story of Canada's possibilities overseas in a way that
no publicity campaign could have accomplished. Thou-
sands of families will seek a new home within our bortlers.

The young farmers from the States will again flock to our
prairie lands. In fact our great problem during the first

years after the war will be to properly assimilate the big
increase in population, as it comes to us. The record made
during the past fifty years is but the product of the testing

or standardizing jieriod, as the manufacturers call it. The
machinery is ready; we know our materials. We know
what we must do^and the way to do it. When the balance
i.^- struck tor the next fifty years our peopK- doubtless will

wonder that the Canada of the first fifty years was so back-
ward. Fifty years of Confederation has demonstrated
that (<in is one of the fundamentals of Canada. No matter
what her problems, Canada can and will become one of the

greatest commonwealths of the world in the next fiftv vears.
' 137



Canada and the

U-Boat Problem

By Richard T. Griswold

Illustrated from Photographs

CANADA, as an equal partner in

the British Empire, must face

the problem of the U-boats. The
answer to this problem, all the authori-

ties agree, is new ships. The United
States, recognizing the seriousness of

the situation, has already made a big
start toward a solution of the problem.
What will Canada do ?

When the Kaiser announced that
his submarines had been set loose, and
that they would be able to destroy
ships of a million tons carrying capacity
a month, most of us land lubbers read
the announcement in a dazed sort of a
way. In these days of billion dollar

loans, we have fallen into the way of

reading big figures without grasping
their full meaning. If the statement
of what the Kaiser hoped to accomplish
through his unrestricted submarine war-
fare had been made in terms of a mil-
lion tons of hard coal, or sixteen thou-
sand bushels of potatoes, it might have
been clearer to some of us.

A million tons ! What of it ? Let's
look up the figures and see what of it.

The Germans announced with an air

that was all too haughty to be pleasant
that by destroying a million tons of

shipping per month they would be
able to starve the British into defeat
within a year. Taking it for granted
the Huns will be able to carry out their

threat, it is interesting to take a look
138

at the figures and see just what would
be the result.

At the outbreak of the war, the
shipping of the world was estimated at
roundly 50,000,000 tons of which total

21,000,000 tons were under British

register. The losses up to February
1st of this year totalled about 4,250,-

000 tons of which losses Great Britain's

share was almost half or 2,750,000
tons. When we stop to consider that
practically all of these losses have been
sustained in the fleet of merchant ships

plying in the Atlantic, and that of the
total of 50,000,000 tons of shipping
before the war practically one-third is

required for trade in the Pacific, we
begin to obtain a more definite idea of

what the menace of the German sub-
marines really means.
We are an optimistic race—we Eng-

lish speaking people. We are of the
Micawber type when it comes to fac-

ing a real crisis. We have been expect-

ing something to turn up—some in-

vention of a wizzard mind—that will

make it possible to put a log chain
around all of the submarines and yank
them out of the oceans, but in the
mean time—while we are basking in

the sunshine of our hopes and confid-

ences—the Huns are turning out more
and more submarines and are coming
all too close to their million tons per
month mark.

)5The shipping problem i.s a serious

one. We cannot sanely disregard it.

We must do something to counter-
balance the destructive work of the
Hun on the high seas, Britain and
her Allies must have supplies. Can-
ada, Australia, the United States and
other portions of the world must pro-

vide these supplies—and ships are the
only means to carry these supplies to

the mother country and to France and
Italy. It is a mere academic state-

ment that we must build ships as fast

as the Germans are able to destroy
them. But when we start to consider

the ways and means for building this

great quantity of shipping within a
year—almost one-fourth of the world's

total registry before the war, we dis-

cover a problem worthy of the best

thought of our statesmen and captains
of industry and finance.

We land lubbers—and most of us
who are not closely connected with ex-

port trade and who obtain our informa-
tion about shipping from the daily
press may be classified under this head-
ing—most of us think of shipping as

huge bulks of steel in whose great holds
thousands of tons may be stored away
for transport overseas. We have been
taught that these huge freighters can-
not be constructed short of two years,

and that they require large quantities

of steel, already in such demand for



use in practically all munitions and
other supplies needed by the armies in

France.
Before we had the big steel freighter

however, we had the wooden sailing

vessels. What of these ? Could they
not be substituted for the steel giants
of the seas so costly in time and precious
materials? We have hardly to turn to

the ship yards of our Atlantic and
Pacific coasts before we have the
answer.

It has been asserted by naval authori-
ties that wooden ships of 2,500 tons
capacity, constructed on a standard
pattern can be turned out in sets of
ten evcr>' 90 days in fifteen or more
ship-yards in different parts of Canada.
That means that Canada alone could
supply 150 ships with a total tonage of

375,000 tons every 90 days, or an aver-
age of more than 100,000 tons per
month. The same process of manu-
facture has already been started in

many ship-yards in the United States.
Suppose the Yankees only double the
prociuction of Canada's yards in pro-
ducing wooden ships, this gives a total

of .300,000 tons per month. This add-
ed to the large quantity of steel ship-
ping even now on the ways would pro-
vide enough tonnage to defeat the
Hun at his own game. For the Ger-
mans, in the mere act of starting their

unrestricted submarine campaign, an-
nounced to the world that if they failed

to star\-e England, they are surely
beaten and cannot hope to even retain
a friend at court to assist in obtaining
advantageous peace terms.
Canada is by no means a novice in

the wooden ship building trade. In the
days when the Fathers of Confedera-
tion were forming the great Dominion
of Canada, the ship building industry-

was one of the leading if not the biggest
in the British portion of the North
American Continent. In the year 1875
the registered tonnage of Canadian
built vessels was 204,000 tons, while
188,000 tons were launched that year
alone. Yarmouth, N. S., became the
chief ship-owning port in the world, in

proporlif)n to [)opulation. Whole
conununities in some of the maritime
provinces went into the ship building
and ship-owning business. It was by
no means an uncommon thing for the
cottage labourer to "take a bit of the
ship" of his community, either through
his labor on the craft or for her outfit.

Wliat Canada did back in the days
of Confederation she could do again on
a much larger scale. Her ship building
operations nt>cd not be confined tf) tiie

mari times. The St. Lawrence and the
Great Lakes afford many advantageous
points where W(KKlen ships could be
put together with despatch. Vancouver,
Victoria, Prince RujK-rt and other Paci-
fic Co.i.st renters have already ( lemon

-

' ited they can turn out excellent
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wooden craft with rather astonishing
speed.

Canada has material in abundance
for wooden vessels on both coasts and
at her lake ports. The forests of

Quebec and Ontario contain enough
timber to build all the ships needed.
It is estimated that the forests of Bri-
tish Columbia contain four hundred
billion feet of merchantable lumber.
The largest yearly cut in these great
forests of the Pacific barely reached the
estimated increase through natural
growth. So we see that in the matter
of material Canada stands ready.

It is of interest to note the plans al-

ready under way in the United States
under the direction of the Federal ship-
ping Board. Before entering the war
the Yankees were faced with the prob-
lem of getting their nicrchandise to
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Europe and a commission was appoint-
ed to investigate the situation. Im-
mediately after the break with Ger-
man, President Wilson appointed this

commission as a bureau under the De-
partment of War and Navy with
powers to act. WTien this bureau
started to work it knew that every steel

ship yard from Maine to Key West and
from Seattle to San Diego was loaded
with orders covering the next two
years; that even by using the usua
Yankee driving methods of three shifts

per day it would be quite out of the
question to expect more than a total of
a million tons per year, so they turned
to wooden ship possibilities. If their
plans are carried through the twelve
months from November 1917 to the
same months in 1918 will see some-
thing over two million tons of additional

'r'

British Columbia has demonstrated that wooden sailing shift are a practi..:

substitute for the huge steel steamship
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There are scores of places in Canada where wooden ships may be constructed

shipping turned out on Yankee ways
with practically double that amount
for the twelve months ending in Novem-
ber 1919, and mind please, this increase
will be in the way of small ships.
Edward Hungerford in a recent article
in the Saturday Evening Post points
out how these small ships will be the
final answer in the defeat of the sub-
marine menace.
"The wooden-ship plan of the Ship-

ping Board of Washington contemplates
the making of many ships of small size
rather than a few ships of great size.

In recent years the tendency of ship-
building has been exactly the reverse
of this. The bigger the ship, the lower
the cost and the greater the efficiency
in operation. Ocean carriers have
grown to a point where their dimensions
are only limited by the sizes of piers
and of slips, and of the navigable
channels and the fairways of the largest
of our harbors.

"But economy has not been the
guiding factor in the plan for the build-
ing of the host of ships. One does not
count pennies when one goes to war.
And, even if it were possible and practi-
cable to make a wooden ship of thirty
thousand tons burden—which it is not—so big a ship would not be con-

structed
; for it is a fundamental of the

wooden-ship plan that there shall be
many vessels and that these be of as
moderate a capacity as it is efificient to
build and operate. Three thousand
tons was placed as an ideal size. In
other words, ten of the smaller ships
will carry the same amount of cargo as
one big steel ship of a size that began
to be popular before the beginning of
the war. To sink thirty thousand tons
of cargo under the new plan, the Kaiser
would have to take ten shots instead of
one—and his gunners would have to
make every single shot true to its

mark.
"Here, then is the crux of the entire

situation; here is the place where the
little ship, many times multiplied, may
prove, in the present situation—in an
hour when the fate of nations lies

trembling in the balance—her great
efficiency. With small wooden ships
leaving the United States for Europe at
intervals of from ninety minutes to two
hours apart, night and day, during the
first year of the operation of the plan,
and at intervals of from thirty to sixty
minutes every day during the second
year, it must be a submarine warfare
far more marvelously perfect than the
present one that is going to keep our

AIul.- .,,<,-t„:- iiuiii liicir fixxi, their
fresh troops and their munitions.

" 'The fundamental of the plan,' be-
gins one of the men who has (x rftcted
it, rests in the fact that it calls for a
standardized ship instead of a s[)ecializ-
ed one. This n ;.kes for infinite simpli-
city in the construction.

" 'You understand. Ships can and
should be standardized, like automobiles
and railroad freight cars, whose very
parts are systematized and standard-
ized, even to their nomenclature.

" 'And the wofxlen ships are not only
to be standardized,' continues your
informant, 'limited in their designs to
two or at the most three types, but
they can be bftilt out of standard mill-
length or lumber>ard timber sizes;
built by carpenters if necessary. For
these new .ships are not going to look
any more like the clipper ships of half
a century ago than a locomotive of to-
day looks like an old-time stagecoach.
These are steamships—oil-burners, in
order to make for a small economical
crew. Each vessel can be completely
manned by a crew of from twenty-five
to thirty-five men.' "

At a recent session of the provincial
parliament at Halifax it was declared
that the only limit upon wooden ship
building in the various ports of that
province was the quantity of labor
available. There are yet many sur-
vivors of the shipbuilders trade in the
maritime provinces and many worthy
sons of those sires who made the ship-
ping trade such a prominent one in the
Maritimes less than fifty years back.
But the building of ships, as out-

lined by the head of the shipping board
of the Ignited States, no longer requires
such technical skill. Given a stand-
ardized pattern, the proper materials
and machinery and the construction of
wooden ships becomes but a matter of
labor, quite as ordinary as that of con-
structing a mill or a factor>' or an eleva-
tor. The manufacture of parts of such
standardized ships can be handled in
specialized mills—some mills working
on ribs, some on planking, some on

Canada has material in abundance for wooden ships on both coasts and at her leke ports
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There are many survivors of the shipbuilders' trade in the Maritime Provinces and many worthy so* of these sires who made
the shipping trade such a prominent one less than fifty years back

Other parts. The prol)Iem of turning tion of tlic proper sort under govern
out shells by the thousands is certainly-
more diffuult than the manufacture of
the dimensions of ships, Canada has
demonstrated that she can hold her
own with the rest of the world in the
manufacture of shells of all kinds.
So the problem of how Canada can

help solve the U-Roat menace resolves
itself into one of labor. J . Ross Robert-
son, editor of the Toronto Telegram,
and one of the most far-sighted thinkers
of the Dominion says the answer to
this problem is conscription. He
points out that the shipping problem
facing the Empire to-day is just as
imfwrtant as that of shell making when
the war started. "Why not conscrip-
ti(m for ship building as well as con-
scription for sh<x)ting ? What earthly
use is National Service registration ?"

He says that many of those who have
Ijcen rejected for overseas service could
be engaged profitably in ship building.
The lalK)r problem is one of organiza-

ment regulation. Ship building is of
such pressing importance that it must
come under government supervision.
Canada shouki make the most of her
opportunity to help to defeat the last
stand of theCemians with their I'-boats.
Several of our provincial goNcrnments
have taken up the jjroblem of ship-
()ing and have provided financial as-
sistance to private enteriirise. The
ship building problem must be handled
through a complete organization just as
the matter of producing munitions was
worked out upon a basis of efficiency.
The munition problem was considered
of enough importance to require a
s[>ecial minister in thePremier's cabinet.
Why not a Minister of Shi|)ping as
well ? Canada's great showing in
munition prfxluction was brought about
by a Federal Board composed of the
leading men of our industrial world.
The ship building problem should re-

ceive the same attention.

From an economic view point a large
increase in Canadian shipping is an
absolute necessity. This necessity
would remain even if the war were to
end to-day. With the possibility that
it will continue for a year or more and
that the activities of the German
U-boats will continue as during the
past four months, delay in getting
started on ship construction work on
the largest possible scale is dangerous.
Great Britain and her allies will re-

quire great quantities of our raw
materials and merchandise for a num-
ber of years after the war. We must
have ships to transport these materials.
Canada's future lies in her agricultural
productions. The markets of Europe
will be open to her. But before she
can grasp these ojiportunities she must
have the means of making deliveries.

Our neighbors to the South are reach-
ing out to grasp these world markets.
Canada ca7i ! It is up to the Govern-
ment to supply the will !
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The Gregory Morton Mystery
By Charles Cabot

Illustrated by Percy Edward Anderson
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CHAPTER XXV.

THE TEMPER OF THE TOOL.

TITOR an instant Virginia's eyes sought
* my face. Then, as if she had read

it at a glance, she turned back to the

doctor's, the face which still wore that

half-smiling, half-mocking look. In

her own I could see the suspicion, the

incredulous horror, which I felt my-
self.

Like the pieces in a kaleidoscope, the

doctor's actions during the past few

hours flashed into a new and sinister

pattern. He had argued against

my calling the police. He had
drugged Mr. Heatherfield. He
had withdrawn Virginia and me
into the next room, where he had
led lis to expect that the attack

would be directed.

Had it not been for my acute

hearing, the robbery could have
been carried out successfully, and
neither of us would have been

any the wiser till morning. • Then
the doctor would have appeared

as astonished as we were.

All that went through my
mind in the single instant be-

fore Virginia could gasp out the

words

:

"You ! You ! Our friend !"

The sound of her voice had
the effect of instantly releasing

the doctor's grip upon my arm,
and at the same time it galvan-

ized me into action. Dropping
my stick, I sprang to the fire-

place and tugged madly at the

iron door. My utmost efforts

made no impression upon it.

Evidently it had ibeen caught
upon the other side.

Without waiting to recover my
stick, I dashed past Virginia and
the doctor, out into the corridor,

and down the stairs. I was
weaponless, but I was infuriated

beyond the need for weapons.
A light from the room below

streamed out on the landing.

1 was still in time to redeem
the doctor's treachery. Some
saving instinct of caution led

me to check my rush two or

three steps above the landing.
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Oddly enough, the thing that came into

my mind was the promise I had once
made the doctor—that I would not

again permit myself to be pinioned
from behind.
My pause had been for only the

barest instant but it was long enough
for me to cast a sharp glance into the

dark corner of the landing^—long enough
to reveal to me, huddled against the

wall, the figure of a man.
He was waiting for me to turn my

back upon him, as I should have to do
in order to enter Duggleby's room.

In the next room I could hear the doctor at the piano playing

a soft melody

I turned^my back as though I had
seen nothing, and halted a moment,
peering into the lighted room as if half
afraid to enter. I knew how long I

could wait. It was not until the
stealthy footfall sounded just behind
me—until I felt the faint stir of a man's
breath on the back of my neck, that I

whirled around.
It was with a wild, savage jov that I

grappled with him, that I felt his body
turn limp in my arms; that I whirlecl
him aloft in the air as if he had been no
more than a mere bundle of straw.

For one instant I held him
there, and then with all my
strength I hurled him crashing
down the stairs. The man's
yell of terror split the air. There
was a muffled sort of crash as
his body struck the stones, and
after that a sort of moaning
silence.

That was one of them—^which
one, I did not know.

I turned away from the stair-

head, and none too soon. A
man's figure stood in the lighted
door\vay—a man in the \er\' act
of striking a blow at my head
with a hea\y bludgeon.

I tlirew up myarm and stepped
a little to one side. The stick

fell on my foreama and broke it.

But before the man in the door-
way could strike again, with a
dry sob of rage I closed with
him. The man was Duggleby !

My rush bore him baclavard
into the room, where we toppled
over on the floor together. I

was on top of him, and I had
his neck in the crook of my
right elbow. Had he not held

me so close, I think I could have
broken it.

The next instant, however, he
shifted his grip a little, and his

right hand got hold of my help-

less arm. Then I suppose I must
have fainted with the pain.

The next thing I knew I was
sitting in a chair, my wrists,

knees and ankles bound to it,

while a stout strap around my
chest held me so tight to the

back of the chair that I could



CANADA MONTHLY
scarcely breathe. My head was the

only part of my body that I could
move at all.

The sharp, shooting pain in my left

arm may have helped to restore me to

full consciousness, but a moment later

I forgot all about it, in my interest in

the scene before my eyes.

Morton, his clothing black with soot,

his eyes shining with the excitement of

succes.sful achievement, came out of the

inner room, the room which correspond-

ed to Mr. Heatherfield's on the floor

above.
"I stuck in that chimney on the

way down," he said, "and thought I

should never get out. But here's what
I went for."

Then for the first time his eyes fell

upon me. His look expressed nothing
at first but the most complete astonish-

ment.
"How in the world

—
" he began.

Then he laughed. He had not look-

ed at Duggleby after handing him the

paper. Presently he spoke to me in

French

:

"Well," he said, "thanks to you, we
have made a pretty complete job of

it."

My own eyes were on Duggleby.
At the sound of the words he did not
understand, he looked up from the
envelope whose contents he was just

about to examine, and shot a look of

undisguised anger and suspicion at his

confederate.

"Shut up," he said, "if you can't
talk p:nglish."

Then his eyes returned to the sheet
if paper he held in his hand.
For a moment he gazed at it with a

jiuzzled look, which deepened as he
went on toward the end. Then, in two
strides, he crossed the room to a little

side-table. Witli an impatient jerk he
opened the drawer, drew out some
lilank paper, and seemed to be compar-
ing it with the sheets he held in his

liand. Then he whirled around, .his

face black with rage. Seizing the un-
suspecting Morton by the throat, he
shook him as a dog shakes a rat.

"You cowardly fcxjl," he said in a
\ oice of such concentrated passion as I

lavc seldom heard, "haven't you even
I lie honor of a thief ?"

No man could speak with the pres-

sure of those hands at his throat ; and
seeming to realize this, even in his

rage, Duggleby released the man with a
contemptuous thrust which sent him
sprawling in a heap on the floor.

"You thought to trick me, did you ?"

said he.

Morton was still on the floor, fumb-
iiig at his throat.

"Are you out of your mind ?" he
isked. "Why are you trying to mur-
kr me ? I did what you asked me
').

He started to rise, but Duggleby

Virginia had lighted a candle and followed him half way down,
still suspecting him-

made another threatening gesture and
he sank back on the floor.

"For Heaven's sake," he said, with
an effort, "don't kill me ! I swear I

don't know what you mean."
"Well, ril tell you what I nicin,"

said Duggleby.
His voice was clearer now ; he seenK( 1

to be conquering the overmastering
impulse of rage which had first swept
over him.

"Get up ! Don't lie sprawling there!

I sha'n't hurt you until you give me
cause. Now, then," he went on as the
man scrambled to his feet, "you have
played a clever trick, or it would have
been clever if you had known enough
to carry' it out. You didn't see any
reason why you couldn't keep the
formulae you stole from Hcatherfield

and palm off on me something you
made up out of your own head.
"Hand me the papers you stole from

Heatherfield."

"Hut I haven't got them," said Mor-
ton in a tone of undisguised terror.

"Search my clothes if you don't be-
lieve me."

"That's what I am going to do," re-
turned Duggleby grimly.

Hut I could see that he was some-
what taki-n aback by the man's per-
sistence. Morton's words had so un-
mistakable a ring of truth that I think
neither of us was greatly surprised
when the search proved fruitless. There
was a moment of silence when it was
conclude<l before Morion six)ko.

"Will you let me see those papers a
moment ?" he asked.
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Rather grudgingly, Uuggleby handed
them to him.

"They are written on the same kind

of paper as that in the drawer, all

right," he said, "but I suppose that

there is more paper of the same kind in

other table-drawers in this hotel. I

didn't write it. I don't know anything

about chemistry. I don't say. that if

I had, and if I had thought of the trick,

I shouldn't have tried to play it."

Duggleby sat down astride a

chair, his elbows resting on the back
of it, and turned an abstracted gaze

upon me. It was rather uncanny to

reflect what thoughts were passing

through his head. Unless I had alto-

gether mistaken his character, he was
probably deciding whether or not to

murder me in cold blootl as I sat there,

helpless, before him.

The considerations which would
govern his action were precisely the

same sort that might lead him to

sacrifice a bishop in a game of chess.

Oddly enough, when he spoke, he
adopted precisely the figure of speech
I had iri mind.

"Well," said he, "I think I will try

an exchange of pieces."

Then his whole manner changed as

he turned to Morton. It became
rough, insulting, contemptuous.
"Now you," he said, "listen to me,

and listen well. All that you may get

on this job and all that you may lose,

which includes that good-for-nothing
life of yours, will depend on how suc-

cessfully you carry out my instructions."

It occurred to me here that he was
not playing his game well. The man
he addressed was certainly a contempt-
ible creature; he had sold himself, body
and soul, to his present employer. At
the same time he probably had human
feelings left in him. He had been
savagely assaulted and insulted within
the last half hour, and entirely without
cause. I began to wonder and to hope
a little when I saw the smoldering re-

sentment in his face.

CHAPTER XXVI.

I SEE MY SHADOW.

T—TE got to his feet submissively
enough, however, when Duggleby

addressed him, and stood waiting for

his instructions.

"You are going on an embassy,"
said Duggleby. "Make yourself look
as respectable as possible. You are to
go up-stairs and knock at the door and
say that you have a message from me
to Miss Heatherfield. Miss Heather-
field, I may say, attaches an immense
and wholly fictitious importance to the
continued existence of this gentleman."
He nodded at me and grinned sar-

donically.

"Mr. Andrew Meiklejohn, I believe
his name is ; at least, that is one of his
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names, though not his present alias."

He paused there, just a second,

merely in the hope, I think, of drawing
me into a reply. I said nothing, how-
ever, and he went on.

"In the language of romance. Miss
Heatherfield is in love with him. I

think she will listen to the message I am
sending her. You will describe to her
this young man's present condition,

his evident helplessness in our hands.

You will offer her a chance to buy his
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release. We will sell him to her at a
bargain—for so modest a price as her
father's formulae.

"But they must be the real ones this

time. No more of that French doctor's

flights of fancy. WTien I get them in

my hand, I personally will set this

young man free. Now go."

The smile with which he accom-
panied the last words was absolutely

hideous. I knew in what sinister sense

he was planning to carry out his

promise.

"Yes," he said, "you are right about
it. You know I am going to kill you,

but you're thinking that, after all, you
would rather be in your shoes than in

mine. As I say, you are right."

Sitting there, bound hand and foot,

waiting only for the moment that suited

his pleasure, to be brained with the

bludgeon which lay on the floor at his

feet, I felt the chill and the nausea of

crude terror assail me. I felt the sweat
gather on my forehead and run down
into my eyes. All the while my inner

self was saying: "If he will only wait !

That will give me another minute of

life. The doctor must come soon."

He whirled around upon me as the
voice finished its question with a
puzzled lo<jk in his haunted eyes. He
flung out his hands with a vehement,
impulsive gesture:

"But, great Heavens, Morton !" he.
cried. "What else is there left to me ?

What can I do but play it out ?"

A nd then I knew !

"Creat Heavens, Morton !" Those
words and the impulsive, i)rotesting

gesture that went with them wrought
my miracle, the miracle I despaired of.

I had found myself ! The thing hap-
pened absolutely instantaneously. One
moment it was not; the next it was
complete. It was too quick for memo-
ries, though I knew the memories were
there. Somehow, in that extreme in-

stant, the long-interrupted current
flashed round its circuit again.
The thing that makes a man him-

self; the knowledge that I was I; the
vivid electric spark of identity shot
across the poles of my consciousness.

I was Christopher Morton! I possess-

ed him—posses.sed the total sum of

him !

I did not try to remember. Nay,
in the illumination of that moment I

e^'en forgot the fear of death. I was a
man now and not a ghost.

I hope ne\"er again to see a face so

utterly convulsed with horror as Dug-
gleby's was as he strode toward me
with the weapon in his hand. But
there was determination in it, too. I

knew- he would not fail. I shut my
eyes.

Then at the beginning of that second
of time which I believed to be my last

this side of eternity, I heard my friend's

voice—the voice of the French doctor

—

ring like a trumpet from the doorway.
"Stand where you are !" he cried.

I opened my eyes and could scarcely

believe the sight they reported to me.
They were still fixed on Duggleby's
face and he in turn was looking toward
the doorway. As I watched, I saw the
horrible convulsion of passion disap-

pear. In its place came a look of in-

describable relief.

"Thank God !" I heard him gasp.

"It's over."
Then, to make my amazement com-

plete, he seemed to be rallying himself

for a final effort, drawing himself erect

with a smile on his lips. So he stood
while one might count, perhaps a score.

Then silently, and with the unexpected-
ness of a panther's spring, he swung his

bludgeon in the air and rushed upon
the doctor.

He was rushing to certain death.

The doctor had him covered with a
revolver, and the hand that held it

never faltered. He fired in time, but
only barely in time, to check the man's
rush.

True to his strange purpose, what-
ever it was, Duggleby played the game
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out quite to the end. After the impact

of the bullet had staggered him, he put

what was left of his strength into a

blind, ill-directed blow with his cudgel

at the doctor's head. The cudgel

clattered harmlessly on the floor, the

man reeled a moment, and then he too

fell.

It all happened so quickly that the

roar of the report was still echoing in

the low, thick-walled room. That
roaring echo, with the acrid smell of

smoke which stung my nostrils, was
the last thing I remember. For the

second time that night I fainted.

CHAPTER XXVII.

WHAT HAPPENED UP-STAIRS.

TTHE next thing I was conscious of

was the feathery touch, first on
one eyelid and then on the other, of a

pair of warm lips. How they brought
the past back to me ! I lay quite still

and made no sign of consciousness, half

hoping the caress might be repeated.

I could hear the doctor, seated at the

piano in the next room, playing a soft

melody.
There was a curious lassitude upon

me, a sort of warm, placid contentment.
I wanted time and the world to move
slowly for a while. I was lying on a

couch, and I was aw'are that my arm
was tightly bandaged in splints, and
that I was scarcely aware of the pain.

The soft touch of those lips that I

was waiting for was not repeated and
I wanted to see Virginia ; so I opened
my eyes.

There was much to say, much to ex-

plain between us, but for the moment
I was content td" let all explanations
wait. Even my great discover^', my
miracle, faded to unimportance as I

gazed at her. I smiled at her faintly,

almost lazily, and at that thf color be-

came vivid in her cheeks.
"Oh," she said, "then—then you do

forgive me, after all ?"

"I was about to ask if you did," said

I, "had I not seen the answer in your
face. But have 1 something to forgive

you for .'"

"It was my fault," she said, "that
you were left to go down there alone

—

my fault that you so nearly lost your
life. That's a good deal to forgive,

isn't it ? Did you think we had desert-

ed you utterly ?"

"To tell the truth," said I, i hadn't
time to think much altout it. If there
was any fault, it was all my own. But
I am curious to know what happened
up here while Duggleby and 1 were
having our little scene down-stairs."

Virginia, it seemed, had joined the
doctor and me in the doorway in time
to see the man disappear down the
trap with the enveloiH.- which sh esup-
\><)--(<\ ( ontaintxl the precious secret.

Seeing us standing there, making no
move to prevent his escape, for one
wild instant she had believed both of

us to be parties to the conspiracy by
which her father had been betrayed. •

Her single glance at my face cleared
me instantly, and her suspicion con-
centrated itself on the doctor. She
was, of course, as madly excited as I

was.
When I rushed from the room she

felt no more fear for my safety than I

felt myself. I was going to recover her
father's secret and punish the thieves

who had stolen it. .

The doctor crept softly down stairs

after a few minutes, stole a glimpse
through the open door, saw me strap-

ped in my chair, and heard the con-
versation between Duggleby and Mor-
ton. Viginia had lighted a candle and
followed him half way down, still sus-

pecting him and anxious to learn the
reason for his following me.

It was the doctor's footfall returning
upstairs that I had heard just before
Morton started on his mission. The
doctor was satisfied that for the next
few minutes, at least, I was safe from
violence. Duggleby, . he calculated,
would make no further move until

Morton returned.
The insolence with which Duggleby

had treated his emissary had given rise

in the doctor's mind to the same
thought which had occurred to me;
namely, that it might be possible to
induce the man to turn against his

employer.
Wnien Morton reached the head of

the stairs, the door to our sitting-room
swung open, l)cforc he jiad time to

knock; and the doctor, with that
ironical courtesy of which he was mas-
ter, invited him to sit down.
"Now, monsieur," he .said, "don't

you think that you have done as much
as an agent, however conscientious,

could be expected to do for his prin-

cipal ? He is an absolutely desperate
man. He is fighting like a rat in a
corner, simply because he has nothing
left to do. You have already risked

much for him.
"That affair in the railway station at

Tours alone would mean a long sen-

tence at hard labor. Another step

—

another single step, such as he will re-

quire of yoji when you report to him
that your mission has failed—will put
you in danger of the guillotine. And
>ou are not in his situation, movsicur.
You^ave an alternative."

The fellow's face was purple, and his

lips were trembling so that he could
hardly speak.

"VVhat do you mean ?" he asked
harshly.

"I mean," said the doctor, "if I may
make the suggestion without offense,

that the time has come for you to

change sides—to make terms with us."

"And let you turn me over to the

police at your leuisre ?" said the man,
trying to summon a sneer. "I can
imagine what your terms would be."

"Indeed," said the doctor, "you will

have to trust to our bare word, mine
and that of this young lady. But
don't you think that is as safe a thing

to trust to as the good faith of your
present employer ?" And he added,
more vehemently

:

"VVliy, man, he would sacrifice you
as he would sacrifice a stick that was
broken in his hand. He has planned
to sacrifice you already. It offers him
his one hope of escape."

At that the fellow collapsed utterly,

dropped into a chair, and buried his

face in his hands. He was of no mettle

for such work as this. Suddenly he
looked up at the doctor.

"You will have to be quick," he said

thickly. "He meant to kill him, any-

way. He may have done it already."

He pulled the revolver from his

pocket and thrust it into the doctor's

hands..

"Quick, quick !" he urged.

As we have seen, his warning was
given none too soon.

He sank back limply in his chair and
remained huddled there until he and
Virginia were startled by the report of

the pistol in the room below.

"And then," said Virginia, conclud-

ing her narrative, "he sprang to his

feet and went clattering down the

stairs. I almost hope that he may
succeed in getting away. I never saw
such terror in a man's face."

"Poor Morton !" I commented, "he

didn't belong in this sort of affair."

"Don't call him that," she said

quickly. "That's your own name, you
know."

"Yes," said I, "'but it happens to be

his, too. He's my cousin; so far as I

know, the only living relative that I

possess."

I was not looking at her as I spoke.

My Ryes, in dreamy retrospect, were
gazing out of the window, and I con-

tinued talking in that mo(xl for a little

while, unconscious of the effect iny

words must be having upon her.

"He has the misfortune to be the

black sheep of the family," I was say-

ing.' "My father tried again and again

to make something of him, but always

failed. Possibly he didn't understand

him very well. Finally he orderwl an
allowance paid him by his Lontlon

solicitors and washed his hands of him.

He used to appeal to my mother and
me everj' little while to be helped out of

scrapes, financial and otherwise. There
was no serious harm in him until he fell

into the hands of that young devil of a

Duggleby."
While I talked on, unconscious, Vir-

ginia had been gazing at me in growing
Continued on page 155.



Conscription in the U. S. A
What the Press Has to Say of Uncle Sam's Call

to Ten Million Men

*''T'HEY will never be able to put over

the conscription idea in the United

States," and "The Yankees will revolt

against the government before they will

submit to having an army raised by con-

scription," were among the declarations

heard on many sides when President Wilson

first announced that the United S'ates

would abandon the voluntary system and

raise its quota of men for overseas through

selective conscription. It is interesting to

note therefore what the press of the States

has to say of registration and the results

obtained. The Chicago Herald deals with

the new situation as follows :

"The nation has stirred; the nation has taken this

step. They say that we have not heard the thunder
of the guns; that we shall realize we are in war only
when the black list of casualties fill our newspapers.
They are wrong. We know now that we are at
war, and why we are at war. Our eyes are open;
we have seen a vision. Not otherwise, God knows,
could we have acted.

"Our young men have done what had to be done.
A few, perhaps, believed it evil in itself; many, it

may t>e, regretted that the responsibility fell on
them. But .everywhere, over millions of square
miles of territory, they came forward as they were
commanded, each answering his 'Here!' to the in-

comparable roll-call.

"Other nations have submitted to the draft?
Yes, where their men were bred to it from infancy.
The United States has used the draft before? Yes,
after years of hesitation. But this draft nothing
before has ever paralleled
"But if this was the act of the nation, what was

the reason of the nation?
"We had to go to war. There was no way out,

unless we accepted brutality for reason, horror as a
bedfellow, the black flag at the masthead, emperors
as anarchs, humanity as a fable, and our own final

shame. The spirit of good faith to civilization,

and that only, could move our mass; and when we
accepted the draft we accepted it in that spirit.

"If this has been our action and our motive, what
is our responsibility? To see that this great thing
shall not result in failure. We—the nation—do not
follow the flag. The flag follows us. Where shall
we lead it? How shall we serve those men called
to serve us? As they have registered, so we must
register ourselves, each in his measure. Who was
drafted yesterday? Ten million? A hundred mil-
lion! We drafted ourselves; and in our service
there are no exemptions."

The New York Sun points out that the

politician who, three years ago, prophesied

that the United States would adopt the

selective draft measure as a method of

raising an army, would have been declaretl

a mad man. The Yankees, the 5mm says,

were afraid of the

Sykes in Philadelphia Evfning Ledger

It Can't Be Done

"aristocracy of the army of the immeasurable gulf

between officers and men, and of the arrogance of

the shoulder-strapped snob toward the civilian

cla$s. Only now are they beginning to understand
that where every one is liable to service there can
be no special aristocracy in that service; that where
the rich man's son and the poor man's son are side

by side in the ranks, the more influential father will

see to it that official arrogance shall be curbed.
"Conscription has been resorted to as a war-

measure, but out of it will inevitably develop a
system of universal military' service that will prove

the most nationalizing and democratizing force ever

operative in the United States."

The Philadelphia Norlh American points

out that the registration of ten million

young men for service in the army marked

the real entrance of the nation into the

war :

"This registration of all citizens designated as

eligible for military service, as preliminary to a

selective draft, is more than remarkable; it is, we
believe, unique, because no other nation ever put

into effect compulsory service under these cricum-

stances. Conscription has been in force in several

countries for many years; others have adopted it in

the midst of war, as was done by the Confederacy
and the Federal Government half a century ago and
by Great Britain in this conflict; but this is the

first time that a people has made it an original part

of a war-program."

The Brooklyn Eagle p9ints out that this

will be the first army ever selected by a

real draft method

:

"No man can buy immunity from our modern
draft as men bought immunity from the draft of

1863. It affects all alike, the rich as well as the

poor, the educated as well as the ignorant. The
^ application of it will do more than anything else to

build up and. strengthen the truly national spirit

Suiiafield in Cla'eland Press without which the successful prosecution of the
Bryan's Springers ^var to which we have committed ourselves would

"When the country calls a million young men will
|jg impracticable."

spring to arms."—Bryan.

It is likewise interesting to note a state-

ment issued by the Federal Government's

Committee on Public Information, dealing

with the facts as presented in the early

returns from the registration.

"Two facts appear from the early registration

figures, although complete returns have been re-

ceived from but few States. These are that thus

far the total registration is running below the

Census Bureau's estimates of the number of males

within the registration ages; the other is that over

50 per cent, of the registered men come under the

classifications "indicating" exemptions.
"This does not mean that this proportion will be

exempt. It is only a convenient tabulation of

information which is desired. WTio will be exempt
and who will not be can not be known until the

Ireland in the Columbus Dispatch President has promulgated the regulations covering

Fine Chance He Has of Stopping the Draft ! exemptions."
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"Poor Bert," he mused, "if he had only staid a little longer, he would have shared the find"

BERT MOHN threw his pick to the
ground in disgust. "Hang this

country and everything in it !"

he growled, slapping his ear in an effort

to annihilate a flea which hummed in-

sistently around that member.
"What's th' matter with you now ?"

questioned Thorne, brushing his hat
on his sleeve.

"Nothin' ain't the matter," growled
Bert; "nothin' at all, 'ceptin' that
we've been a picking and scratching at

th' earth's countenance for five weeks
without seein' so much as color."

"All that is part of th' game," re-

plied Thorne philosophically. We're
l)ound to strike gold afore long. All

we got to do is to go careful like,

and
—

"

"Yes," broke in Bert. "You're alius

so damn careful. As careful as a Piute
stalking a bottle of firewater."

"Why," he continued, "ef you was
to start for Montana to-morrow, you'd
be so long a gettin' there that when
you arrived you wouldn't have time
to dig for gold, you'd have to hustle
around prospectin' for a suitable grave
stone."
"Mebbe so; but a.s I ain't cal'lating

on goin' to Montany anyways soon,

there ain't no— Say ! what the h— !"

he broke off, a.s Bert's hand fell to his

gun.

"Buzz your tail, will you, you dirty
varment !" Bert's gun flashe<l from
its holster and roared, in the twinkling
of a second.

The rattler, coiled on the sand a few
feet away, still buzzed assiduously.

"Now," said Thorne, drawing his

Colts, "you might have hit that snake,
ef you'd been careful." Slowly sight-

ing, he fired. The rattler's head,
severed, flew several feet along the
ground before it fell, the eyes glaring

at its body, writhing in the sand.
Bert jammed his gun back in its

holster and walked over to the burro
which stood regarding the proceeding
with ears cocked forward. Taking a
small piece of canvas from the pack,
Bert spread it on the ground, then laid

a couple of cans of beans and a piece of

bread in the center, rolled it up and
tied the bundle with a piece of thong
leather.

Thorne had watched him in silence.

"What th' devil you goin' to do now ?"

he questioned.
"I'm goin' to hot-foot it for Mon-

tana," replied Bert. "You can stay
in this hellish country, if you want to;

but I can't get out of it too soon. I've

got enough grub in this bundle to take
me to Neil's ranch, where I can get a
horse. You can pay me for my share
in the outfit when you make that find,"

he addeti sarcastically. "So long."

Thorne sat down weakly on a stone.

"Say, Bert, you ain't realfy goin", are
you .'" But Bert did not hear. He
had already vanished around a turn
in the creek bed.

"Well, ef that wouldn't make a

mustang blink," said Thorne, address-

ing the burro. "Here he makes up
his mind that he's a goin'—and what's
more, he goes all aifore I knowed he
was thinking of so much as moving his

boots. Well," he added, picking up
the pick which Bert had dropped, "he
was allers kind o' queer. But he was
a good pardner."

Bert's impromptu departure was
characteristic of the man. His enter-

ing into partnership with Thorne had
been just as impulsive. And the man
with whom at that time he had made
arrangements to go to Texas has been
just as surprised at his change of plans

as Thorne now was.
In the days when the gold fever was

at its height, it was considered a virtue

for a man to think quickly and act

quickly. If he was otherwise than
quick, he lived but a short while. Of
course, there were exceptions, but these

men lived because of the fact that they
shied at all trouble, and were careful

to keep out of the (luick man's way.
The men with slow guns were in a
lowered class l)y themselves.

Thorne was one of the "exceptional"
men, and was one of the slowest gun
jugglers.

Bert was one of the quickest;
he has nothing more to do with
tale.

Thorne went back to his work
soon was industriously hacking at

nx'ks. He had the burro's lead rope
tied to his wrist, pulling him along in a
manner which the burro resented. He
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"Him fin' gold in hills. You keep him here to-night, an' morrer me
fin' it—jump um claim"

would have preferred to lie down; but
Thorne wandered from one pile of

rock to another, sometimes leading,

sometimes dragging the balky animal.

In many places it was plain at a

glance that the quartz was worthless

but he examined it all with minute care.

At noon he stopped at a grassy spot.

After letting the burro loose to graze,

he ate a snack of lunch and drank from
his canteen. The length of time he
devoted to this was too short for the

burro's liking.

It was in the middle of the afternoon,

when Thorne was working around a

ledge of rock near the creek, that he
found a piece of quartz which showed
color.

He had often found as good pros-

pects before, but instinctively he felt

that this was going to be different.

He worked feverishly, and found that

the color rock led along the ledge for a

considerable distance. In fact, as he
proceeded further the color became
deeper.
Once he stopped. The burro had

grown determined to stay where he
was, and it took all of Thome's strength

to convince him that he could not.

Shortly after, he drove his pick into a
crevice and worked loose a small chunk
of quartz.
When he had picked it up his eyes

bulged. In the quartz were two tiny
nuggets of gold, which blazel against
the darker color of the rock like bits of
fire. The hole from which the chunk
had been dislodged was siK-cked with
little flakes of the yellow metal.
"Lord !" gasped Thorne. He turned

and looked behind him, fearful lest

some one had seen, then dropjxKi the
piece of quartz into his pocket. After
fitting another piece of stone into the
hole ver\' carefully, he sat down and
started to fill his pipe.

"The devil !" he exclaimed springing
up again. So engrossed had he been
in his work that he had not noticed the
flight of time. The sun had now dis-

appeared and tw ilight was settling over
the land.

He led the burro to a spring which
trickled down the slope for a short dis-

tance, only to be swallowed up by the
sand. After the animal had drunk its

fill he tethered it to a large rock.

Gathering a few dry sticks he built a
small fire, then relieving the burro of

the pack he took a pail and a tin dipper.

After digging to the depths of the
duffle for his provision bag, he prepared
to cook his supper.

The lightness of the provision bag
surprised and annoyed him. However,
he made the best of it philosophically.

He sat down by the fire and lighted

his pipe with a coal. He never could
think unless he was smoking, and he
could never smoke without feeling

thoughtful.

"Poor Bert," he mused. Less than
ten hours ago his partner had left for

countries and fortunes unknown, and
here Thorne was a rich man. "If he
had only staid a little longer, he would
have shared the find," said Thorne to

himself. "And the troubles too," he
added.
Suddenly he straightened in sur-

prise. "Wh)-, I'll be durned if—No;
it can't be. Yes; by the devil it's the
Twin hills !" Outlined against the sky
he could dimly see the two tall hills

from which the region derived its name.
The hills were famous because of the

number of mines that had been dis-

covered in the vicinity. The mines
had almost invariably been exhausted
quickly, but not before they had en-

riched their owners. The hills had been
prospected over by droves of miners.

All left with the knowledge that there

was a great lode hidden somewhere,
but without the pleasure of having
found it.

Thome's careful methods had proved
successful. By his minute following

of the ledge, he had found what scores

had searched for vainly.

These hills also had the reputation
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of being the bloodiest mining region in

the <:ountr>'. Many a man had died

there in the rushes and the fights which

had always followed the finding of a

"strike."

"Old Mur" Raton had been the last

to work a claim here. But not before

he had killed a few querulous persons

who had engaged in a lively dispute as

to the dividing of the claim, which a

wandering Indian had found, only to

"drown" a few days later. Old Mur
had come along as the dispute waxed
hot and obligingly settled the matter

by shooting such of the claimants as

he could find and taking charge of the

claim himself.

The wealth he accumulated proved

fatal, however, for it permitted him to

drink all the whiskey he wanted—which
wasmore than was goood for him. And
the result was that he was buried in his

mine, after both it and himself had
"run out."

It was also Old Mur who had once
said: "For every strike made in the

hills, Nature demands a price of three

human lives," which saying so far had
proved only too true.

Thome had heard Mur utter the

words, and he now recalled them. "I

hope to th' Lord they don't have to be
I killin' time over my claim," he mut-
le cd.

He took his Colt and looked it over

carefully. To jump Thome's claim

would mean first to contend with one
of the most accurate, if not the quick-

«st, guns in the country. Thorne had
never shot at a man, and he did not

want to; but despite his retiring nature

he never backed out of a deal. And
lie knew that it was a somewhat danger-
ous thing for a man to own a mine in

I he hills.

" 'Sposc I orter stake my claim to-

morrer," he mused. "No, I won't
neither. I've got to go to Golder's for

gmb, and I want to go about this stak-

ing business careful like. Reckon most
people 'd call me a fool for not doin' it

right off. But I guess it can wait.

Nobody knows—

"

He started and drew his gun nervous-

ly. After listening intently, he again
iieard the sound which had disturbed
him. Quickly he drew back from the

firelight. Just then the moon came
Mut from behind the clouds, showing
liim the burro walking on a patch of

gravel which rattled against his hoofs.

Reassured, Thorne went back to the
tire. A little while later he put out
the fire and rolled up in his blanket for

a night's rest.

"Feathers" lay concealed on the top
'>f a ridge, closely watching the man
i>n the level below. What he was up
to was beyond Feathers's knowledge.
He walketl over a small area of ground
several times, looking carefully at the

'Killed Seven did you?" he roared. "Seven was my pal, an' it's up to me to kill you"

rock. Finally he squatted on the
ground and seemed to be sighting over
a small stick. "Umph !" grunted
F"eathers. He had seen men do that
before, when they were choosing one of

the lines for a claim.

The man arose and looked around.
He put his hand in his pocket and
brought forth a grayish looking lump.
As he turned it in his hand the sun
glittered and Hashed from it. Feathers's
eyes bulged. He drew back behind
the stone from which he had been
watching. "Gold!" hegruntwl. "Umph.
White man find vein." Hungrily he
eyetl the blazing pifcc of quartz.

The sun was climbing in the sky.

The prospector dropped the rock into

his pocket and, taking the burro's lead

rope, walked away down the gulch.

After he had disappearetl, Feathers
left his place of concealment on the

ridge and ihspccted the spot from which
the sighting had been done: "Umph,"
he grunted. "May be um vein, but it

take long while to find um."
Giving up the search, he turned and

followed the man and the burh).

Feathers was a wandering Piute who
spent |)art of his time at Golder's and
empl(jyed the rest in sti'aylng artnind'

the surrounding rounlry. !l there was
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trouble in the air, he was sure to follow

the scent, looking for a chance to gather

any salvage that might result. Like

the usual "bad Indian," he was in the

habit of appearing unexpectedly whcre-

ever he was least wanted. When he
returned from his trips, he usually had
enough guns, boots, cooking utensils,

and other miscellaneous articles to

raise the money to keep himself sup-

plied with whiskey for several days.

How he obtained them, nobody ques-

tioned. But everybody knew that it

was not by honest means. Honesty
was not a habit of the Piutes around
that locality. One Golder's citizen re-

marked that "Th' blamed Injuns 'ud

leave a chanct to earn an honest dollar,

ef they seen the slightest poss'bility of

grabbin' a crooked un—even ef they
had to do twicet as much work to get

th' crooked un."
Many an unw-ary prospector struck

Golder's with woeful stories of looted

packs, and a few had seen an Indian
hovering about whom they strongly

suspected ; some vowed to kill the next
one they came across, for revenge.

But such a chance as now presented
itself to Feathers he rarely found. As
he trudged along, his mind was working
to find some not too dangerous way of

"jumping" the claim.

At noon the man stopped to eat some
lunch: Feathers had no lunch to eat,

but he lay behind a boulder and patient-

ly watched.
Again the man resumed his journey,

and Feathers followed _ All afternoon
they pushed steadily on. It was with
thankful eyes that the prospector saw
the lights of Golder's, and it was with
an evil smile that Feathers likewise be-

held them. To the former they meant
rest and then business. To the latter

the hatchiYig of evil plots.

Curry's was crowded. It was always
crowded, for that matter; but this

night it was more crowded than usual.

Play at the roulette wheel ran high;

many tables held their stacks of chips
and gold pieces, and, not infrequently,

tiny bags of gold dust; three bar-

keepers were pouring drinks W'ith a
speed which they probably did not
entirely enjoy, but which made the
owner's smile one of satisfaction.

Curry's was so named after the
notorious Jim Curry. He had casually
dropped in once during the earlier days
of the establishment and in the course
of his visit had given an exhibition of
fancy shooting which the owner did
not appreciate. This, at least, was
what the old inhabitants said. Whether
Curry ever had, in reality, wandered
so far from his usual haunts, the new
generation did not know or care. They
had enough trouble with live bad men,
without concerning themselves about
dead ones. Curry's was the only
saloon in Golder's. Two others had
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attempted to start at different times;

but both times, cnthufiastic patrons of

Curry's had strolled>in, and, upon
finding that the barkeeper could not
mix certain drinks of which they pro-

fessed to be fond, did things with their

six-guns in such a reckless and unfeel-
ing manner that the discouraged owner
grabbed his extra shirt, (if he had one,)
and wearily made for the horizon.

While the revelry was at its height,

the door opened, and Thorne came in.

Shortly after, Feathers entered. He
glanced over the crowd hastily, then
seeing the person he sought, he glided

over to him and led him to an adjoining
room.
The man Feathers accosted was

"Seven" Conners, one of the toughest
men in the camp, who felt slighted if

not a participant in any trouble that
might happen along.

"Where from. Feathers ?" he asked,

as the Indian closed the door.

"Me come from hills," shortly answer-
ed Feathers. "You see him Thorne in

there ?"

"What about him ?"

The Indian lowered his voice, al-

though there was little danger of being
overheard.
"Him fin' gold in hills. You keep

him here to-night, an' 'morrer me fin'

it—jump um claim."
"By God, Feathers, you're a reg'lar

tooter ! I'll keep him. Where—

"

But the Indian had already vanished.
Seven turned and walked back to the
main room and approached Thorne.

Meanwhile Thorne had edged his

way to the bar, w-here he ordered a
drink and swallowed it. Producing
the piece of quartz from his pocket, he
tossed it on the bar. "What's the
worth of it, Sam ?"

The barkeeper picked it up, then al-

most let it fall again, in surprise.

"Great guns, Thorne, where'd you get

that ! Why, this bit is worth an easy
fifty." The glitter of the gold had
caught many eyes, and a gaping group
was quickly formed around Thorne.
At this moment, Seven came up.

"Greetun's, Thorne," he said. He
suddenly stopped as he saw the gold.

"By Jupiter, you've struck it rich !"

"Ya—as," drawled Thorne; "I

reckon it's about as fine a lode as is

usu'Uy discovered. Give us the drinks
on it, Sam," he ordered. "Everybody,
name yore choice."

Most of the group took their glass

of whiskey at a gulp. Thorne drank
his slowly and carefully. It was his

fourth glassfull since coming in—as

much as he usually drank in two hours.
Seven had probably absorbed ten

drinks within the last half hour; he
was acquiring his usual drunken de-

meanor.
"Foun' it in th' hills, eh ? Now, jes'

what part was it ?"

At any other time, Thorne would
have been polite and humble; but the
unusual amount of whiskey he had
imbibed to-night made him reckless.

"See here. Seven, I ain't runnin' no
tippin' scheme on this deal."
"Oh ! Ain't you !" sneered Seven.

"But jes' th' same, I'm int'rested an'
'ud like to know. And don't ferget

it's me you're talkin' to. I'm^ awful
sens'tive about th' way a man talks
to me."

"Seven, fr'm my way o' sightin' this

sit'wation, I cal'late that you'll hev
plenty of work, ef you run your own
claim. An' as fer talkin', I'll talk to
you jes' like I'd talk to any man."
Seven leered angrily. "Why, you

common sheep herder; you bald faced
short horn; d' you think you c'n con-
verse in that man'r to me, an' get
across with it ! You measly—

"

"Here," broke in Thorne. "Don't
fatigue your tongue with any more
names. They ain't exact'ly music to
my ears."

For answer, Seven's left hand drop-
ped to his gun. Whipping it from its

holster, he "fanned" it; that is, he held
the trigger back and rapidly fanned the
hammer with the edge of his right hand.
This is the quickest way of firing a six-

shooter, and also the most inaccurate.
Thorne was only a few feet away,

but the fact that Seven's hand was
shaky, together with the inaccurate
method of shooting, caused all five

shots to go wild. Thorne had drawn
his gun in his usual slow and methodi-
cal way, and stood coolly while Seven's
gun was roaring. He w'aited an in-

stant until the smoke cleared a little,

then took careful aim at Seven's shirt,

and fired.

Seven's arms fell to his side and his
gun clattered on the floor. His jaw
dropped and he slowly sank forward;
then, suddenly going limp, he sprawled
on the floor. Nobody had been hurt
by Seven's wild bullets; they had seen
to that. Before Seven's gun had been
drawn, the bystanders had %acated
the "bullet line" with the usual alacrity

they displayed in such situations.

Several men rushed to Seven's prone
body. "Deader 'n a hunk o' lead,"

said one, dropping one of the limp
hands. "Yep," assented another.
"Gosh fine work." "Couldn't have
done better myself," added a third.

Lifting him in their arms they carried

him outside. One of the bartenders
bustled around with a rag and wiped
up the pool of blood from the floor.

After Seven fell, Thorne had stood
for a moment staring in a dazed man-
ner, then turned and started across the
room, looking neither to the right nor
the left. He brought up against a
table, with a start. His eyes fell upon
the smoking gun in his hand. He-

Continued on page 152.
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Three Lives
Continued from page 150.

jammed it into its holster and sat down
in a chair

Lnconscious of his surroundings, he
stared vacantly ahead.

Killings were common at Curry's.
Three minutes after one, it was usually
forgotten. -This time it was five

minutes, for the contrast between
Thome's act to-night and his usual
manner furnished an extra topic for
discussion. However, everybody had
soon returned to their interrupted
occupations and ceased to talk about
the incident, except a card player who
swore softly; one of Seven's bullets
had played havoc with his pile of chips.

Presently the door opened and
several men entered, one of whom had
fire in his eye. He listened to the story
of the killing and ripping out an oath,
he started toward the table where
Thorne was sitting.

The man was "Trays" Morrison, the
whilom coherent of Seven, and of

equally unsavory reputation.
"You crow-faced insect, you !" roar-

ed Trays. "Killed Seven, did you ?

Somebody held his han's, eh ? That's
the only way a pigeon like you could
kill a real man. Seven was my pal, he
was; helped me out o' lots o' trouble;

an' its up to me to kill you."
"God, man !" broke in Thorne.

"Don't ! I—I—"
"Don't 1" cried Trays. "Don't kill

you, eh ?" He sat down in a chair and
glared at Thorne.

"I hate awful to kill a chicken hearted
pigeon like you. It's a plumb nuis-

ance to waste good powder an' lead on
such an insignificant insect. An'
again," he added, pulling his gun from
its holster and holding it by the barrel,

"d'ye see that gun ?" The handle was
notched till it resembled a saw's edge.

"They's jest room f'r two more notches
on thet handle. I was reserving them
places fer real men; I hates to use one
of 'em fer a li'l rabbit like you. He-
ell !" He had looked up, to see Thorne
taking aim at him with his revolver.

Before he could whirl his own gun,

Thome's gun cracked.

Trays settled back' in his chair with
a stifled cry. Instantly the e was
more excitement in the room than there

had been for some time. As before

said, killings were common at Curry's;

but this was the first time that one
man had killed two persons within

fifteen minutes—especially a man who
had never been in trouble before—and
the crowd did not know how to take it.

Something must be wrong with
Thorne; perhaps he had gone "loco"

and might want to kill somebody else.

No one in the room had a desire to be
that somebody. A few of the more
timid promptly bolted out of the door.
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and gradually others bethought them-

selves that they had important business

elsewhere. One man yawned and re-

marked that it was bed time; he guess-

ed he would be going. It was sur-

prising, the number who grew sleepy

U at once.

Thorne had taken out his knife and
proceeded to cut two notches in t.he

handle of his gun. As the crowd thin-

ned, he put the knife back in its scab-

bard and rose dizzily to his feet. He
felt sick; he wanted to cry out, to run.

He staggered to the door and opened
it. Outside, he stared at the sky.

The stars did not look right. Gun
flashes and disconcerted faces danced
before his eyes; in his ears sounded the

roar of guns. "Somethin's amiss," he
mumbled; "somethin'—" the words
trailed off into a sob. It wasn't he,

Thorne, who had killed two men. Of
course not. Thorne had never killed

anybody.
He stumbled away into the dark.

His footsteps led to the stable where
his burro was quartered; the door
opened at his push and he went in.

In the corner he found a pile of straw
and lay down on it; he was soon snor-

ing.

When he awoke in the morning the
sun was just rising. He sat up and
stared around vacantly. Familiar ob-
jects looked strange. His hand fell to
the butt of his gun; he felt the two
notches and jerked his hand away as if

the touch had burnt him.
He threw the pack on the burro and

led the animal out. As he started up
the street toward the general store,

the burro tried to stop at a watering
trough; but, vaguely sensing the re-

sistance on the lead rope, the man
pulled it on.

It was late in the afternoon, and
Feathers sat down wearily. He had
worked hard and had driven the last
stake of the claim. "Thorne, him be
s'prised when come back," he grinned.
He had had little trouble in following

the trace of Thome's pick along the
ledge, until he came upon the vein.
Suddenly he looked up with a start,

then reached behind him for the old
Colts he carried in a piece of canvas
tied \o his belt.

(Jn top of the hill stood Thorne, with
the burro by his side. He regarded
Feathers in perplexity. Then a pic-
ture of the crowded bar-room came be-
fore his eyes, and it .suddenly dawned
on him that—that— Everything went
blank and meaningless; then again his
mind cleared. Why that must be—

•

yes, he had seen that Indian before,

1 back there in

—

He saw a little cloud drift before the
Indian's face, and in his ears rang a
crashing report; something hot and
stinging struck him in the side. "God !"
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he muml)led weakly, then lay out-
stretched upon the ground, his face
illumined weirdly by the last rays of
the disappearing sun.
Down where the vein of rich gold

I)oked its outcropping through the sur-
face, Feathers poked an empty cart-
ridge from the cylinder of his gun and
grinned.

f Two men leaned against the bar at
Curry's. Between drinks one was talk-

ing, the other listened.

"Ya-as," drawled the first; "Thorne
is dead. Tried to shoot Feathers, the
Injun. Feathers was quickest, though,
an' plugged him first. Brought him
in on th' burro. We buried 'em all to-

day—Seven, Trays, an' Thorne. Well,
now, I don't know's anybody's got any
regrets, 'specially 'liout Thorne. We

wa.sn't greatly afeared of him, but still,

seeing as how he'd formed sich object-
'n'ble habits, a feller does feel some-
what more comfort'ble knowin' that
Thome's safely tethered. Funny the
way he went on a stampede so sudden

;

but he'd found gold an' gold '11 play
cjueer tricks on a man.".
The moonlight fell across the ceme-

tery at Golder's, casting long, slender
shadows over the ground. It shone
most brightly on three graves, side by
side—^new graves, with a single board
at the head of each.

An owl flitted from one of the nearby
trees and alighted on the middle board,
screeching mournfully.

Old Mur Raton had spoken truly.

Gold had been found in the hills, and
Nature had taken her price, the price

she always demanded: three human
lives.

Her Masterpiece
Continued from page 135.

jected figure, dull eyes, and expression-

less face—was fast fading.

Then she roused herself and answered
clearly: "I have been eager to traverse

the trail. F"or days I have carried in

mind a vision of just such a trail lead-

ing through those deep, inspiring for-

ests; just such a clearing and a log

cabin and—and—the woman living

there. But I wanted to see it in reality

so I might put my vision in a picture
for the world to see."

The other woman's eyes sparkled.
A look, half tenderness, half remini-
scent, crossed her face.

"You are an artist ?" she questioned
eagerly.

Helena nodded her head, a flush on
her cheeks.

"And your pictures have brought
you fame ?" a curious catch sounded
in the other woman's \oice, as Helena
smiled her acknowledgment.

"I too possess the passion for art and
I do not wonder that the glorj- of our
forest and trails have called to you.
But what about the woman ? I've

never yet seen one who could fit into

all the grandeur of this wilderness,"

the other woman waited breathlessly.

Helena's cheeks flushed a deeper
scarlet, as she answered spiritedly:

"The woman of my picture is one to

arouse the pity of the worldly-wise wo-
men. She is imprisoned by the forest,

denied interest and opportunity. The
narrowness of her environment has so

fettered her that her spirit has bent to

listlessness and enthusiasm is gone.
Her appearance suggests dejection.

Her eyes must ho dull and her face

emotionless."

"Surely an object of pity !" there
was a tinge of sarcasm in the voice of

the other woman.
Then in a gentler tone, she con-

tinued: "You see that is not the type
of woman you must truly put into your
picture. Do you not suppose the
grandeur of pioneer life must make its

impression on the souls of our women ?

Can't you strain your vision and see

how toil in the open and the exercise

of courage and endurance must develop
us ? Do you suppose I had the vision

of your spiritless woman when I for-

sook ease and study, gaiety and the
comforts of a modern home to come
to the wilderness with my husband ?

"An artist's career was the passion

of my girlhood. Critics gave me hope
that I should achieve fame. My people
would have spared no expense in edu-
cating me to best de\elop the talent.

But I loved a man whose soul was not
wrapped in art. His great manly heart
yearned over the unbroken forests.

He wanted to open up country and
make it habitable for the Dominion of

the future. I could not let him sacri-

fice this ambition. I married him and
we forged a trail together. That was
the trail you tra^•ersed to-day.

"At first we tented, then built a tiny

cabin. W^hen we had forged deeper
into the bush, we built this cabin. We
have neNer needed a spacious dwelling

for we have lived much in the open.

"I settled down in the cabin home
and reared my babies, while my hus-

band blazed more trails and opened up
more country. His work has made him
more famous and done more for the

Empire than any paintings of mine



ould have done. Perhaps you have
heard the name of Edmund Keith ?"

The woman lingered over her husband's
name with just pride.

Helena started. Edmund Keith

—

where had she heard the name of Ed-
mund Keith ? Ah, now she remem-
bered. "Edmund Keith—a Blazer of

Trails," was the article that Robetr
had been reading the afternoon that

the vision of her masterpiece had come
to her.

Steps sounded outside and the wo-
man of the log cabin went to tlie door-

way to meet her husband and the

stranger widi him.
"Wife, I've found a kindred spirit.

Here I've been working along at trail

breaking all these years and this chap—
Clifford—has been studying it out in
theory. Blest, if it isn't good to have
you drop in," the man's eager boyish-
ness matched the freshness of his niddy
face. His brawny, muscular frame
denoted power as in a big hearted way,
he drew chairs toward the table.

The woman of the log cabin greeted
Robert warmly, her manner one of
ease and gentleness.

"And now you will be able to put
some of those theories into work while
your wife nurses her injured hand.
She must not attempt to cross the
trail again until it is quite strong and
she has sketchetl a little of the forest."
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"Why you—you are very kind. It

seems like encroaching on hospitality.

Helena, would you be contented ?"

Robert questioned.

A soft light glowed in Helena's eyes
as she responded eagerly. "Oh yes, it is

all so new and strange and thrilling.

There seems to be so much to learn and
understand. I'd like to stay until my
fingers can grasp the brush again."

Robert Clifford cleared his throat,

a far ofT expression in his eyes. "We
shall be glad to stay," he answered un-
steadily.

"Then come and eat with us," urged
Edmund Keith, "there are trails I want
you to look up along with me. Where
is Andy ?" a note of tenderness under-
lying his query.
"He has taken Justin along with him

to one of his old trail haunts," the wife

responded quickly.

Helena, accepting the cup of tea from
the trembling hand, exclaimed wonder-
ingly, "How can you bear to have him
leave your sight this—his first day at

home."
A smile shone through the woman's

misty eyes, "It is so good to know that

he is just beyond the clearing on the

trail that is within call. 1. who have
taught him fearlessness and independ-
ence could not be selfish enough to keep
him close to my side all of the first day
even."
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strangely fluont fingers,

like heart-rending work but I could see
she had high skill in it. These nets are
for fishing next winter in the Lake at Wa-
bamun where there are more fish than
<an be counted. Great C.randmothcr
is a kindly seeming (jid woman but
more thin, shrivelled ami "wept-out"
than you could believe. Once, long
ago. a sled dog attacked her on the
trail and tore her breasts so that they
hung in strings, and until the snow was
freckled with blo<xl. In heaven, Threat
C.randniother is going to have tobacco
and tea and plenty of fat meat, while

(To be concluded)

Lord o" Land
Continued from page 121.

It looked the greedy traders will be forever

hungry. The priest says the big people

that are up are sure to be pulled down.
.... I would like to sta\' here and

live by this ri\er, for it is \ery lovely.

And yet, some way, it isn't lovely like

other places in the South or overseas.

Maybe, what one likes is the simple

talk of the i^eople and their quaint
ways, or perhajjs it is the fine, keen air

that is a wonderful cup for your drink-

ing. I, tell you there is magic in this

land, too, and you can hear unsung
things. My heart is on tiptoe for the

reach of them.

(To be continued)

The Gregory Morton Mystery
Continued from page It.').

.imazement. Now a sudden exclama-
tion from her brought my eyes quickly
to her face. She was lo<jking at me in

utter bewildcnnent.
"Ah, my dear," «aid I, "I had for-

gotten. You did tK^t know about my
miracle. 1 am no longer a tdio I, V'ir-

mvginia. In the shadow of death,
own shadow came hack to me." •»

"Ha.s it all come back ?" she whisp-
ered. "All your past ? You remem-
ber — remember everything ?^ You
know all by yourself that vou are—are—Christop'v'-- >?'.•'- ''"

. ^ I
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Why Don't You Go Back

to the Farm?
VyHY don't you answer the call that the Emqire sends to the cities

for more farmers ? Why don't you go back to the farm when
the way has been made so easy for you by the Canadian Pacific Railway?
Think of it—less money than is paid

in one year's rent for the modern house
in town, will pay your first installment
on a good farm in the country. With
health, ambition and a small capital you
can become your own employer for the rest of

your life with greater prospects of final independ-

ence than are open to you in any other industry.

The end of the war may unsettle many
industries— must unsettle some, but
agriculture will go on as before. The
world must be fed and Western Canada
is the country which logically will develop most
rapidly when peace returns. Now is the time to
prepare for tliose new conditions. Grasp the oppor-
tunity that the Canadian Pacific offers you in its

farm homes.

Heed the Call Now!
Own a Farm in Western Canada!
An immense area of the most fertile land in Western Canada for

sale at low prices and on easy terms, ranging from Sll to S30 an acre
for farm lands with ample rainfall—irrigated lands up to S50, and the government
guarantees your land and water titles. During the second and third years no pay-
ment on principal required; regular principal payments begin in the fourth year
and continue until the twentieth year. Interest at 6%. Privilege of paying in full at any time. To
those complying with certain settlement conditions a substantial reduction of interest is made for the
second and third years.

$2,000 Loan m Improvements
We will lend you up to S2,000 in improvements

in certain districts with no security other than
the land itself. Particulirs on request. Twenty
years for repayment of loan, with interest at 6%.

Many Farmers in 1916
sold their crops for more than the total cost of
their land. You missed the opportunity then—

•

will you miss it again? Find out how easy you
may start on your own farm through the assist-
ance of the Canadian Pacific Railway. Free
literature and information on request.

$1,000 Loan for Live Stock
To approved purchasers of land, in defined

districts, after one year's occupation under cer-
tain conditions we advance cattle, sheep and
hogs to farmers up to the value of $1,000, on a
cash payment of 20%.

Ready-Made Farms for Sale

Farms which we have developed by providing
house, barn, well and fencing and in some cases
cultivation, for sale special easy terms.

Free Booklets—VA/rite
See for yourself the opportunities for independence and happiness that are yours in the great

Canadian West. See for yourself how easy the Canadian Pacific Railway makes it for you to take
advantage of these opportunities. Get all the particulars Mail a post card for free liter-
ature. Don't delay. Act to-day. You have nothing to lose and everything to gain.

ALLAN CAMERON, General Sup't of Lands
Departnnent of Na-tural Resources

922 First Street East, Calgary, Alberta CANADIAN PACIFIC RAILWAY
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SIu- stumbled a little over the name,
and I did not wonder, for that was the
name of a man she had always l)elieved

a stranger.

"Christopher Morton and Morton
Smith," said I ; "and if I could n »l be
i)oth men, Virginia, you know—ab, hi w
w ell you know- which of the : . i I

would be."

The vivid color had sprung into her
cheeks again, but the look of doubt still

clouded her eyes. I stretched out my
arm toward her.

"Ah, my dear, my dear," said I. "I
told you you had something to for-

give." .^^j

Her answer to that w^s to slip to her
knees beside my couch. With my one
good arm I drew her close, and then I

kissed her. All she said w-as just the
old name she had known me by—my
own name, yet not my own, "Morton."

"I3oes it sound very ridiculous for
me to call you that ?" she asked. "The
other sounds so strange to me."
There was a note of sadness in her

voice as she said that, and her tears

were falling on my upturned face.

"It would ha\e saved so much," she
said in explanation; ".so much misery
and agony and doubt for both of us, if

in those old days, when we shared so

much, you could have trusted me with
the secret of who you really were.'

"It was not that," said I quickly.

"It was no idle masquerade that took
me to Cleveport. My father and
mother had been separated for years,

he living in America, and I over here

with her. She was French by birth,

you know. We li\ed in that chateau
where you went only the day before

yesterday to find me—^^to find Chris-

topher Morton."
I paused there, interrupting myself:

"I wonder, by the way, if I killed

that lodge-keeper—the man I threw
down-stairs last night."

"No," she assured me. "The doctor

says he will get well."

I was a good deal relieved. The
whole thing was grisly enough without

any extraneous horrors.

"Well," I went on, "when my mother
died I got to thinking pretty seriously

about what I was going to do. I want-

ed to come home to m.\ father. I

wanted to prepare myself for the re-

sponsibility I saw would one day be
left upon my shoulders. But I didn't

want to come like a returning prodigal

and be put into an office, 'to be taught

the business' by young ."Mexander

Duggleby.
"Judging from what I had heard of

him, my notion of learning the business,

my notion of success, my notion of the

privileges and burdens of the position

I should one day assume, were likely to

be radically different from his; so I

decided to do the thing in my own way.
You know how I did it.
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i didn't have to go to Cleveport to

learn that there was misery and sorrow

and injustice in the world. But if I

had come into my own, and assumed the

1 >ower which my unmerited wealth gives

me, without that experience, I should

have been too ignorant to have made
good use of it.

"If a man had called me a half-baked

altruist, and said that my ideas were
absurd, I would have had no answer
for him. But I have it now. I know
what I am talking about. /And, please

'iod, I shall be able to make thousands
if people happier as a result of my
knowledge.
"And, Virginia, dear, you can hardly

imagine what it meant to me in my
shabby little corner down there at

Cleveport to find that I— I myself

—

was able to command your interest and
your liking, and then your love.

"It was not a test of you, dear; it was
a test of myself. You didn't patronize

me; you didn't pity me. I meant to

tell you, you and your father that night,

the night you promised to marry me,
the night he came home and said his

laboratory had been looted. I didn't

want to tell you before I told him;
lidn't want to ask you to keep any
-c'cret from him.
"He had told me notliing of his

secret, you remember, not even what it

was that he was doing. I knew he was
a great man, and a successful man. I

knew that he had a close connection,

though I didn't know exactly what,
with the Morton-Duggleby Company.
"When I heard that night, for the

first time, of the vile wrong they were
trying to do him, my first thought was
I liat I must set that right before I did
iiy thing else. I left you very soon

after he came in, you remember. I

went straight back to New York, and
i»ok on again the person of Christopher
Morton.
"Then I went up to Duggleby's

house. I found the father and son
there together. They knew me, of

course, amt my coming,' and my an-
nouncement that I meant to take up the

authority which was mine under my
father's will, was a great blow to them.

"It was a heavier blow when I told

them where I had been spending the

last two years. How I knew the mills,

the furnaces, the hovels, the gaunt
f)overty, the sacrifice of life, the maim-
ing of souls tliat I held them responsible

for.

"And in the end I accused them flatly

of the crime they were contemplating
I gainst your father—the crime they
had already attempted.

"I remember young Duggleby making
a savage spring at my throat, and that

is the last thing I do remember until I

came to myself sitting on a bench in

the sun at Ur. Berry's asylum."
There came a discreet tap at the door.
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"Trust the doctor for tact," said I.

"Any other man would have walked
right in."

Virginia laughed, laid a caressing

finger on my lips, and called to him
to come in.

CHAPTER XXVIII.

THP LAST CARD.

T^HE doctor's face was very pale, and
his eyes were grave. I knew the

reason well enough. They had been
peering, those thoughtful eyes of his,

down into the shadows of the valley of

death.
He looked earnestly into Virginia's

face, and then into mine ; and presently
he smiled. Evidently our faces told

our story plainly enough.
"My dear," said he, holding out his

hand to Virginia, "I think you are going
to be very happy."

It was evident that there was some-
thing he hesitated to speak of in Vir-

ginia's presence, and a sound from the

next room, where her father lay, afford-

ed her a pretext for leaving us.

"How are your nerves ?" he asked.

"Are you equal to a rather trying inter-

view ?"

"I am equal to anything but a wrest-

ling match," said I, with a nod toward
my bandaged arm. "What is the

interview ?"

"It is our friend Duggleby," he said

gravely.

"Duggleby !" I exclaimd. "I

thought he was dead."
"It comes to that," said the doctor.

"I shot him through the body. He will

live, perhaps, three or four hours. He's
a very wonderful young man. He has
already written a letter to his father.

He has dictated to the police a com-
plete statement of his connection with
the robbery at the Tours station, and
another concerning last night's affair,

whose sole object seems to be to justify

me in the course I took. He is per-

fectly conscious now, and he desires to

see you."
It was hard to believe that the young

man I saw lying on the couch in the

room below, still fully dressed, was
within a few hours, at the most, of

death. There was no trace of pain in

his face, nor in his easy and, I almost
said, lounging attitude. To make the

illusion complete he was smoking a

cigarette.

He smiled at me when he saw me
come in with the doctor. He smiled

again with a whimsical, almost impish,

humor as he motioned me to a chair.

It was the very chair where I had sat,

bound, waiting for death myself a few
hours ago.

"Turn about's fair play, isn't it ?"

he said.

In contrast with his coolness I was so

moved that I found it difficult to com-
mand my voice.

"I am sorry," I said at la.st.

Then, noting the politely skeptical

lift to his eyebrows with which he
answered me, I gathered myself to-

gether.

"Oh. not that the wheel turned
about," said I. "I don't pretend to
that ; but I am sorry that 'up' with me
had to mean 'down' for you. I believe

that with a little better luck we might
have been friends instead of enemies."

"Yes," he said; "I am inclined to
think we might. I am sorry for that
too.

"But pleasedon't think," he went on,
and I saw the same mocking lift to his

brows that I had remarked before;

"please don't think that I have brought
you here to harry you with a death-bed
repentance. I merely felt like telling

you a few things.

"To begin at the beginning, I had
always hated the thought of you. I

imagined you to be a vacuous little

French expatriate, half prig, half idler,

with a sort of altruistic rose-water,

a la Rousseau, in your veins instead of

real blood.

The night you came to our house and
made your speech about conditions as
you found them at our plant—I had to

regard it as ours, not yours; you will

understand that, I think—I was angry. ,

I felt that Fate had played us a scurvy
trick in giving you the power to assume
authority over our heads, mine and
father's.

"But the thing you had done, the
way you got your knowledge, com-
pelled a genuine admiration. I give
you my word that up to the moment
when you accused us of attempting a
crime against old Mr. Heatherfield, I

had no thought but of accepting the
situation with the best grace possible.

"When you made that accusation I

believed it utterly untrue, and in that
belief one of my sudden fits of rage
swept over rqe. I sprang upon you,
not knowing what I was doing. You
were totally unprepared, and under
my rush you toppled over backward,
striking your head against the corner
of a table.

"When I saw you lying, there ap-
parently dead, I came to myself. I

straightened up and turned to my
father, expecting his reproaches, ready
to take the consequences for the violent

thing I had done. But the look I saw
in his face—and that, if it does not
sound theatrical to say it, was the
tragic moment in my life—the look I

saw there was frightened, and yet it was
furtive.

"I will spare myself, if you don't
mind, the details of the conversation

that passed between us. The upshot
of it was that my father confessed that

your accusation was true; that he had



instigated the robbery of Mr. Heather-

field's laboratory; that he had got the

old man's preliminary processes, and
had meant to get his immensely valu-

able discovery^ for nothing. For noth-

ing dearer than the knowledge that

he himself was a thief !

"And all the while \ou lay there on
the floor, apparently dead. In that

moment I took my decision. It may
not have been the one you would have
taken in similar circumstances, but at

least yoti will understand how I came
to it. I said to my father:

" 'Here we stand, a pair of criminals.

You're a thief, and I'm a murderer;
Imt at least wc can act like men, and
not like a pair of whipped curs. We
are criminals. Well, let's play it out.

Let's take our medicine. Let's give

them a run for their money.'
"And that is what we have tried to do.

"We found you were not dead, and we
resolved that for all practical purposes
Nou should be. I happened to know
Dr. Berry—as arrant a knave as ever

lived in the world-—and we packed you
off to him, with infinite precaution and
infinite secrecy. He thought it prob-

able that you never would recover

your wits, but he understood our wishes
thoroughly.
"And then that scapegrace cousin of

ours turned up, very seedy indeed,

-ince his allowance had stopped with
vour father's death. He looked enough
like you to pass with a casual stranger.

He knew enough about you to answer
questions. So, to fill up a vacuum,
which your disappearance would have
otherwise caused, we sent him abroad
to impersonate you."
He tossed away his cigarette.

"The rest of it," he said, "you know
irf well as I do, except just this much
more: You may not find it easy to

believe, but the first happy moment I

had after that night in the library was
when I got word you had escaped. The
thing was too easy. Our success was

(The
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too complete. I wanted to fight, not
to sit around and grow rich and re-

spectable.

"When I heard you had got away
from Dr. Berry I was within a day or

two of shooting myself. That news
changed the whole face of things for me.
I had something to do !

"I enjoyed it until last night—^until

I had you trapped in that chair and
sent your cousin away so that I could
kill you. And at that—well, I saw by
your face you understood !

"I would have told you this storv

then, if I had had time, but that would
not have been playing the game, and I

meant to play that game out to the last

card. Thank God, Morton, it's played.
It's over."
He drew a long breath and lighted

another cigarette.

"Thank you for coming down to

listen," he said quietly. "I won't de-

tain you any longer. I can't detain
myself much longer, I fancy. Good-
by."

I could not speak, but I went over to

him and held out my hand. The same
cynical flash that I had seen there be-
fore came into his face.

"Well," he said, "that's rather an odd
thing to do, but by George, man, I

think you mean it I"

With those words, his hand met
mine.
The end of his story marks the end of

mine. I think that as long as I live the
story of his tragedy will haunt me. It

is a curious paradox, that this man, who
would have murdered me in cold blood,

whose sole, deliberate purpose to the
end of his life was to crush mc, thwart
me, deprive me not only of my inherit-

ance, but of that dearest thing of all,

myself, the figure of this man who took
up the cards Fate dealt him to play,

and played them out to the last with
so grim a courage—that figure remains
in my memory- as a friend and not an
enemy.

End.)
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Frivolous Fripley
Continued from page 131.

' ontaining a box of cigarettes and
ihe bill.

The bill amounted to $4.10, a sum
rather larger than he was accustomed
to allow him.self for lunches during an
entire week.

Fripley, with the assistance of Vic-
tor, lit his first cigarette.

Then he extracted one of the four

five dollar bills from his pay envelope
and laid it on the plate. This covered
the amount and left a nice tip for Vic-
tor, who bowed his gratitude.

Ten minutes later Fripley stopped
suddenly, in the street, and turned to

Miss Bruce with blank amazement in

his wide grey eyes.

"By George, it's queer," he blurted,
"but do you know I feel as if I'd known
you a long time. It generally takes
me about a year to get acquainted with
a—with anybody."

Miss Bruce laughed. She had dis-
covered, it may be incidentally re-

marked, that he had "nice eyes."
"Now, I never spoke three words to

you," he said, "before to-day. And yet
I wouldn't have the slightest hesitation
about asking you to step into the next
haberdashery and choose a shirt for me."

V^Sometlm^ yquAfeed

for Summer Days on the

Verandah. The afternoon

tea cup will be so much more
delightful if served out of

doors. The

FOLDING TABLE

is just' what you have been
looking for. Bring it out
from just inside the door.

Set it up in no time, any-
where, j^ Absolutely firm and
steady.

Your furniture dealer has it,

or will get it for you. Askhim.

MADE IN CANADA.
Write for FREE Booklet "F"
describing our "Peerless" and

"Elite" Tabless.

HOURB & CO., LIMITED
Sole Licensees

and Manufacturers,

London, - Ontario.
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Fresh Havanas.

Factory to you
on Approval

The cigar shown here is Rosin's Cuban.
It is made by hand by expert cigar-

makers, in our own sanitary factory,

of the choicest, clean, long Havana
leaves grown in the famous Vuclta
Abajo district in Cuba. We sell them
direct to private smokers by the box
for JS.OO la hundred. $2.50 for fifty,

carriage charges prepaid. A cigar of

similar quality and workmanship can
positively not be procured over the

retail counter [or less than ten cents.

When you DEAL WITH HEAD-
QUARTERS you save the difference.

Besides, you get our cigars fresh from
the cigar maker's table instead of the
dried-out article^you get handed over
the counter.

Here i* Our Offer.

Write us on your business stationery
or inclose your card stating position
you hold, and we will, upon request,
forward you 6fty Rosin s Cubans on
approval. You may smoke half a
dozen cigars and return the baiance
at our exiiense if you are not pleased
with them, no charge being made
for those smoked. If you are pleased
and retain them, you agree to remit
the price, $2.50, within ten days.

Wri(« f«r ymr box tO'day*

ROSIN BROS.
35 Sandwich St., Windsor, Oat

Whm aiiirint ttrase 'ilalt

wktlhir >m with UthI, dark
or mtdium cigari.
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TAKE YOUR HOLIDAY
THIS WAY

A PLEASANT way—a healthful way to

spend a week or two, or more. A water
trip that takes you through a land of

charm and interest—a trip that winds in

and out among the Thousand Islands.

That glorious river—broad as a lake in

places, elsewhere narrowing down to a
mere channel between islands—provides

one of the most satisfying fresh-water

trips in the whole wide world.

But do not stop with the St. Lawrence.

Travel its broad expanse as far as Quebec
—quaint old Quebec, with its towering

"This is the Year for

cliffs, and i^ its world-famous hotel. Let
our boats take you from there on to

Tadousac, past the picturesque little

French hamlets of Lower Canada; then on
up the Saguenay River with its awe-
inspiring Cape Eternity and Cape Trinity.

These and a hundred other features compel
your interest in the trip called "NIAGARA
TO THE SEA." Up-to-date "Canada
Steamship" hotels at Murray Bay and
Tadousac. ' Magnificent i accommodation
all the way'^on the boats of the Canada
Steamship Lines, Limited.

an Inland^Water Trip."

W.

POINTS OF INTEREST IN THIS 1,000 MILE TRIP
g

Niagara Falls

Toronto

1000 Islands

Lachine Rapids

Montreal

Shrine of St. Anne

"NIAGARA TO THE SEA"
is a thousand mile fresh-water route, covered
by our magnificent steamers. Send 2 cents post-
age for illustrated Booklet, Map and Guide.

Address: JOHN F. PIERCE. Assistant
Traffic Mgr., Canada Steamship Lines. Limited.
54 R. & O, Buildin?, Montreal, Canada.

ebec

Murray Bay
Tadousac

Saguenay River

Capes Trinity

and Eternity

CANADA STEAMSHIP LINES, LIMITED
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MODERN. FIREPROOF.

HOTEL LENOX
North Street at Delaware'Ave.

BUFFALO, N. Y.
A unique Hotel of 250 rooms with a most desirable
location insuring quiet, convenience and cleanliness.

Cuisine'and^service unexcelled by the leading hotels

of the larger cities.

European Plan—S'-SO per Day and Up
Special >Vaekly Ra-tesl

Take Elmwood Avenue car to North Street, or write for
Special Tazicab Arrangement. May we send with our cot»-
pUments a "Guide of Buffalo and Niagara Falls," also on
complete rates?

C A. MINER, Managing Director.

"Why, Mr. Fripley !" she blushed.
"I'm sure I have done nothing to en-
tourage such famiharity. I never
heard of such a thing. Besides, you
need a hat a good deal worse."
He removed the emerald hued derby

and inspected it.

"A Ijit green," he conceded.
"You ought to have a nice straw,"

Miss Bruce commented, helpfully.

"I shall," asserted Fripley.

He had never, for reasons of economy
been in the habit of buying many
clothes. The suit he wore happened
to be new; but he had figured on
squeezing through the summer without
a new hat, or at least until August,
when straws may be bought at greatly
reduced prices.

No advantage can come from dwell-
ing upon the painful details of Fripley's

defection from the accustomed paths
of strict sobriety ; nor from a criticism

of the thoughtless frivolity which is

characteristic of la jeune femme, in this

age. It is enough to state the simple
fact that the immediate sequel to the
above conversation found Fiipley try-

ng on an endless array of summer head-
\ car.

Let no man lightly enlist the assist-

iiice of a lady in the delicate business

I selecting a garment. To do so is to

ixchange a vexatious detail for a weighty
and arduous enterprise.

It should be said for Fripley that,

ha^ing put his hand to the pernicious

ijlough, he never wa^"ered nor looked
i lack. With mien of settled melan-
( holy and yet of firm resolve, he posed
Iiefore a long mirror on the one hand
ind Miss Evelyn Bruce on the other,

nd tried on between three and four

lundred straw hats. Two perturbed
clerks hustled from the shelves to the

counter, balancing high aijd precari-

ously tottering piles of cylindrical

lioxes. Miss Bruce had been some-
Ahat hesitant about undertaking the

matter; but, having given her con-
sent, she entered upon the task with
spirit. Fripley's head seemed to be
of a shape unknown to hatters. This
was not so vital, however, as the

ilifficulty which Miss Bruce encounter-
(1 in finding exactly the right breadth

of brim, height of crown and color of

ribbon, in combination.
The thing was at length accomplish-

ed, nevertheless, and by the insertion

of two wads of cotton in the band just

over his ears, it was made a fair fit.

Miss Bruce thought it a dream.
Fripley bestowed the derby jointly

upon the two clerks, in recognition of

their efficient and unflagging efforts.

It was not so much the shape of the
hat, for that was really conserv-ative

;

Miss Bruce did not consider the extreme
of the mode harmonious with Fripley's

toui ensemble. Neither was it the price

;

three dollars is not actually an immoral
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figure for a good hat, although Sam
had never before paid more than half

as much. But ah, the ribbon ! There
was nothing chaste about that ribbon.

It had the primary hues of original sin,

with all the superadded subdivisions of

tint characteristic of actual transgres-

sion.

"You are really quite presentable,"

said Evelyn, surv-eying him with a

critical and proprietary eye.

Fripley gulped and turned red.

"There is nobody on earth I'd rather

please than you, Miss Bruce," he re-

plied earnestly.

"Don't try to string me so, Mr.
Fripley."

Samuel labored earnestly for five

minutes to convince the girl of the truth

of something that she had been dead

^ sure of for the past hour.

Certainly no good end would be
served by giving a circumstantial

. account of the events of that afternoon.
It is enough to state simply that Frip-
ley, who had ever eschewed such folly,

suggested that they go to the base-ball
game—it followed quite naturally upon
the hat—and Miss Bruce, who was be-
ginning to find much joy in his uncon-
scious drollery and frank admiration,
consented. It is not necessary to linger
upon his winning a dollar from the
enthusiastic spectator on his right, on a
bet that the home team would score
three runs in the second inning. It
ought perhaps to be noted, as throwing
light upon the progress of his dementia,
that he stood on his chair during the
greater part of the ninth inning, waving
the ornate head gear in lurid circles,
deaf alike to the entreaties of Miss
Bruce and the spectators behind him,
while the home team garnered the very
few tallies needful for victory.

In the soft twilight of that June even-
mg they turned their steps wearily
liomeward. Fripley had ceased to
exercise the faculty of reason. He
knew perfectly well that he was driving
liard upon the rocks; but it seemed a
matter of ver>' little moment. It was
enough that her soft, caressing tones
mounded in his ears. It was enough
that, wherever he turned, her tenderiy
1 learning eyes shone into his soul. It
was incomprehensible—he did not
-trive to comprehend—that she shoukl
take his arm and snuggle up beside
lu'm in the crowds and seem happy in
liis company.

All Ux) soon they reached F^vebn's
liorne and came to the moment of part-
ing in the Bruces' dim little parior. She
thanked him warmly for the luncheon
anfl the afternoon. She invited him
vaguely to Call some evening the next
week. And then she made a blushing
confession.

"Uo you know, Mr. Fripley," she
stammered, "I used to think you were— that is, I always understofxl, from

"Seal Brand" means a certain,

definite blend of high-grade
coffee—uniform in quality and
always delicious.

Don't take any chances

—

always insist on having

"SEAL BRAND'' COFFEE
In 3^, 1 and 2 pound tins. Whole—ground—pulverised—also fine

ground for Percolators. Never sold in bulk.

CHASE & SANBORN, MONTREAL.

" ' H " " —TT- " " " " " " '1

Does The White Rub Off The Bab/s Shoes ?

THIS WILL NOT HAPPEN IF YOU USE

WhiteCleaner
It is a li(iuid cleaner, tiiat is why it is s<,i s;itisfai:tory. Dries a

j)ure white, and will not rub off.

BUY A BOTTLE TO-DAY, 16c. ALL DEALERS.

«« n n u " " " -rr- ^



162 CANADA MONTHLY

Let Us Hope This Baby
Won't Reach The Poison
lOS children were reported poi-

soned ia the last three years by
arsenical fly destroyers. And this
is but a fraction o£ the actual num-
ber. Arsenical fly poisoning and
cholera infantum symptoms are al-

most exactly the same. Diagnosis
is difficult. And first aid in arsenic
poisoning must be quicli.

Don't subjectyoK>-children to this
danger. Use the non-poisonous fly

catcher

T
ANGLEFOO

T

safe, sure and efficient, which catches
the fly and embalms its body and
the deadly germs it carries in a coat
of disinfecting varnish.

Government Issues

Warning
Earnest A. Sweet, Passed Assistant

Surgeon in the United States Public
Health Service, makes the following
statement in Supplement No, 29 to
the Public Health Report: "Of other
fly poisons mentioned, mention
should be made, merely for a pur-
pose of condemnation, of those com-
posed of arsenic. Fatal cases of
poisoning of children through the
use of such compounds are far too
frequent, and owing to the resem-
blance of arsenical poisoning to sum.
mer diarrhea and cholera infantum,
it is believed that the cases reported
do not, by. any means, comprise the
total. Arsenical fly-destroying de-
vices must be rated as extremely
dangerous and should never be used,
even if other measures are not at
hand."

Made in Canada by
THE O. & W. THUM COMPANY

Walkerrille, Ont.
American
Addreaa

= Grand Rapids*
= Michigan

Another Form of Arsenic

Do YOU Need Money?

To educate your children, support a
family, pay off a mortgage, buy a
home, or live better. Then do as

thousands of others are doing. We
ntaira IntelUgcct local reprCKnUtivea—not " can-
Tanen." We need men and women o( reliablUtr
and sood address to look after our new subacrlp-
llont and renewals, no previous experience Is

—Misary. no money needed. You can work dur-
lat ipan time when you choose, and as much ormk as yon choose. Write to-day for full paitic-
Ian. Address Afencx Dspt.

Canada Monthly, Toronto, Ont.

the others—that you were—well, sort

of stiff and disagreeable. But now I

don't think so, at all!"

He laid the effulgent head-piece on
the little stand which occupied the
centre of the room.

"Miss Bruce," he responded, "I have
long suspected, in my dull, obtuse way,
that you were the prettiest, kindest,

sweetest little girl in seven states. But
now, by George, I'm dead sure of it!"

Then Fripley, having been provided
by Fate with a rope of adequate length,

took a double hitch around his neck and
calmly jumped into the abyss.

It is of no consc(|ucnce to allege, in

extenuation, the accidental circum-
stance that the passage-way between
the stand and the piano was very
narrow, that it was obstructed by
Fripley and that Miss Evelyn had to

pass practically luuler his chin to reach
and open the door. What happened
would have hapi:)ened in the Hippo-
drome.
The moment he had kissed her he

came .suddenly to his senses.

He fled.

Fripley tossed that night upon an
utieasy couch ; and he spent the peace-
ful Sabbath Day in vain remorse. He
would willingly have believed it all a
wild, disordered dream; but there was
the new straw hat, on his dresser, and
there was his pay envelope, with $10
missing.

Most of the day he sat with his head
on his hands and groaned.
He found the remains of the box of

cigarettes in his pocket, and threw
them angrily out the window.
He remembered some of the things

he had said to Miss Bruce and turned
red to his collar. Words, phrases,

whole paragraphs of the drivel he had
uttered rang in his repentant and crim-
soned ears.

Detached scenes from the sequence
of that mad afternoon rose up and froze

his soul with horror. He saw himself
altering Montgomery's sketch with a
circle, which, from a diameter of three-

sixteenths of an inch, had grown to the
appalling proportions of a volcanic
crater. He heard himself telling Has-
kins, the omnipotent, to do as he
"damn-pleased" about taking the mat-
ter to Montgomery. He beheld himself
stalking into the Mazarin to play the
fool and pay five dollars for the privi-

lege. Then, that awful hat! And the
game! Chump! Idiot! Mutt!
He had certainly been mad. A

touch of sun, possibly; it had been
rather warm lately. He W'ondered if

he were quite well even yet, and felt

his pulse. He also looked at his tongue
in his shaving mirror. There was no
evidence of abnormality.
On Monday morning a dejected and

chastened Fripley, entered the office of

Montgomery.

"It seems, Fripley," ^aid ihc great
one, laying the stem of his pipe on the
drawing before him, "that you have
been taking liberties with the depart-
ment of design. Now this is your first

offense and it" comes as a sort of a sur-
prise, particularly so to our excellent
Mr. Ha.skins, who says you were un-
necessarily profane in telling him to
u.se his judgment about referring the
matter to me. Am I correct ?"

"Yes, sir," murmured a sadder and
meeker Fripley.

"Well, if you can't keep your intel-

lect under control, Fripley, you are no
use in Department D. Do you under-
stand that ?"

"Yes, sir," responded Fripley.

"You would only be a demoralizing
influence, in the 'boneyard.' But I

think we can use you in Department A
and keep your active ingenuity suffici-

ently employed into the bargain. You
get more money, but you will have
every inducement for earning it. Re-
port at once to Mr. Brown, please."

"Yes, sir. Thank you, sir," said

Fripley, without emotion. He smiled
sadly, as he left Montgomery's office.

What a paltry thing was mere worldy
advancement.
At noon he lingered over his board,

making a pretense of working, for

twenty minutes after the others had
gone. He intended that this should
insure against an accidental meeting
with Miss Bruce in the lobby.

But when he finally emerged from
Department A, he found her there, in

the almost deserted corridor. She
came toward him.

"I've waited an age," she sighed,

"and I'm as hungry' as a bear."

This was a poser for Fripley. She
did not act at all like a person boiling

with rage. He stole a glance at her.

She wore a new dresss, one that he had
never seen before; it was a light blue

thing, clean, cool and jaunty.

"You don't mean that you're will-

ing—to
"

"^\^ly not ?" inquired Miss Bruce,

sweetly, knowing perfectly well why
not, and enjoying his boyish embarrass-
ment immensely.

"Well, if you don't know I'm sure I

don't," said Fripley, recovering him-
self somewhat.

In the street she came close to him
and took his arm. \\'hat a kindly, for-

giving little person she was !

"The Mazarin ?" inquired Fripley.

"Not for ours, Sam," she said shyly.

"I think we had—I mean, you had
better save your money."
And he, such is the blindness of the

transgressor to the just destiny which
will speedily involve his froward way,
did not perceive that within a month
she would be regularly depositing one
half his weekly salar\- in a savings bank,
in her own name.
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Mrs. Treadwell's pearls simply vanish-

ed, I've been nervous."
"It was ocid," Mrs. Gaynor agreed.

"I'd been spending the week end there,

just before it happened. Their butler

was drunk half of the time, and there

isn't the slightest doubt in my mind
tliat he failed to lock up securely. The
only reason nothing else was taken was
that the thieves were frightened."

"That's what everyone said," agreed

Mrs. Lawdon. "Why, there were a
dozen robberies right in that section of

Long Island^people in motor cars and
yachts—and the night of the Vander-
bilt cup race, someone got away with

the Dressars' whole jewel case."

A tap on the door announced Alice

Rawlins.
"Hello, Kate, Howdy. Mrs. Gay-

nor. Going to show us the Kohinoor ?

Dear me, don't look peevish. Trot out
the show case," she ordered gleefully.

Mrs. Lawdon smiled with superior-

ity. "You'll be surprised—and, it's

all my own invention. I've made a
jewel casket that no burglar would ever
think of." Taking a key from a trousse

hanging in plain sight by the dressing

table, she approached a small square
hat trunk of solid make and unlocked
it, revealing six hats of intoxicating de-
signs.

"Gee !" said Alice, rising to her feet

as Mrs. Lawdon lifted out a delicious

toque and, taking it by the crown, gave
what might have been the lining a pull,

revealing a velvet tray set within.

"Well, that is clever, Kate," Alice
exclaimed. "Are they all like that,

whited sepulchers, ribbon and feathers
without, and within filled with jewels
and pearls of great price ?"

Mrs. Gaynor applauded. "Certainly
that is the best idea I ever heard of.

But you oughtn't to let anyone into the
secret—why—one of the servants com-
ing by—your maid—I do hope you are
careful." As she spoke she took the
box extended toward her and gazed en-
raptured upon its glistening contents.
"What a peach !" Miss Rawlins ex-

claimed. "Now, doesn't that clasp
look like a pair of dollar marks ! My !

what a pearl rope ! That ruby has
the Queen of Sheba beaten a mile."
She dangled the jewel from its slender

platinum chain, where it turned slowly,
flashing in the afternoon sunlight that
poured in at the window'.
"Hold on; you give me acute ap-

pendicitis of the eyeball," said Miss
Rawlins, shading her eyes with one
hand as she pressed an electric button
with the other. "That reminds me,
I'm dying for a real drink. Have one
with me, Kate ? How about you Mrs.
Gaynor ?"

"Dear me !" exclaimed Mrs. Lawdon,
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pushing the irrepressible Alice toward
the door. "Give your orders through
the crack—you heard what Mrs. Gay-
nor said, and she's right; the servants
shouldn't see these things." She
hastily crammed a jewel box into the
crown of a two foot Gainsborough as a
knock sounded loud upon the door.

Miss Rawlins giggled. "Do you
suppose Mrs. E\elyn employs Sher-
locks on her house force ? Why,
they're a lot of lately landed." She
opened the dobr the mere width of a
thread. "What, ho, without ! A
flagon of Scotch and soda, prithee.

Say, how about you, Kate ?"

"No," said Mrs. Lawdon emphatic-
ally, casting a troubled glance at her
guest.

Alice banged the door. "You make
me tired, Kate. Don't you recall that

rhyme of Tennyson's or somebody's

—

"Between the dark and the daylight

—

When the night is beginning to lower,

Comes a pause in the day's occupation
That is known as the cocktail hour."

Mrs. Gaynor laughed as she rose.

"What a child !" she said. "What a
naughty child ! Well, I must be gong.
It's late and I want to rest a while
before dinner. Thank you so much,
Mrs. Lawdon, I did enjoy seeing your
pretty things—and—your jewel case is

a dream."
She waved a light farewell as she de-

parted in the direction of her own suite

in the main building. At the end of the
hall a servants' staircase gave unobtru-
sive entrance to the "Annex." As she
passed it the door swung open, admit-
ting her maid. Mrs. Gaynor started.

"Adele ! I was just going to ring for

you."
"I told the second maid I'd help her

with these rooms," she replied.

"Of course you did," approved Mrs.
Gaynor. "That's quite right, always
make yourself useful in the houses
where we visit—but you look tired."

"Yes, Madame," the girl answered,
and followed her mistress meekly.
Once within the room Mrs. Gaynor

took the young woman by the shoulders

with gentle firmness and turned her to-

ward the light. "Look at me. Your
eyes arc blood-shot

;
your head is pain-

ing you again."

She was answ'ered by a look of dumb
agony.
"Never mind, you are to do just as I

say," she added in a sharper tone, as

the girl made a feeble gesture of protest.

"Come, I can help your head, you
know-—there, now." She forced the

girl quietly into an easy chair, with a

gentle laugh at her resistance. "There,
now, rest, rest—poor little thing," she

said softly as she bent over the relaxed

form. She made a gentle movement as

if to brush back the girl's heavy hair.

There was one observer of this odd
little scene. Alice Rawlins, on her
way down the corridor had paused at
Mrs. Gaynor's door, which had sprung
from its catch. She had seen the
kindly movement and heard the gentle
orders dictated by a rarely sympathetic
spirit.

"Gee !" thought Alice, as she moved
on toward her room, "she's a brick,
that woman ! It isn't one in a million
that would be that considerate. I'd
ju.st like to do her a good turn for that."
With which deeply philosophic com-
ment she dismissed the subject.
As the dinner hour approached, Mrs.

Gaynor was the first to reach the draw-
ing-room, her pallor and weariness
accentuated by the languid line and
dark hue of her Aelvet gown. Present-
ly her hostess appeared, followed by
Miss Rawlins. Mrs. Gaynor bowed over
Alice's head to Wendham, who stood
in the doorway.

His eyes sought hers with admira-
tion. "Did you take my prescription
and a good rest, this afternoon ?" he
inquired.

"Yes," she nodded briefly.

"You worldly dervishes are always
compelling me to send you to sanitar-

iums."
"Yes," interrupted Mrs. Evelyn, "I

do think this racing fever of hers
"

"Oh, nonsense !" Mrs. Gaynor spoke
with some irritation. "I have to help
make my living, and as long as I'm
successful

"

"But you needn't be so exfava-
gant," objected the hostess.

Mrs. Gaynor shrugged. "Needn't
be ! I can't help myself. And after

all, I don't play bridge."

"Because the stakes are too blamed
low," said Alice. "As for me, give me
penny ante."

The doctor's face was serious. "My
dear Alice, you will never lose your
nerv-e. But Mrs. Gaynor is made of

different stuff, and I'm trying to con-

vince her that she must ease the strain.

She knows best where the tension lies."

"What is the amount of your fee ?"

inquired Mrs. Gaynor coldly.

Wendham blushed scarlet. "Forgive
me for forcing my professional opinion
upon you-—it was only my real interest.

I have seen so many lovely women
transformed into nervous wrecks."
Wendham spoke warmly, ignoring

the delicate position in which all the

speakers were placed by this intrusion

into the personal realm of one of the

circle. The mad extravagance and
love of excitement which characterized

Nellie Gaynor concerned him deeply.

They stood like unseen but insurmount-
able barriers between her magnetic
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personality and his growing love for her.

"Indeed," said Mrs. Gaynor, "I

knew broken legs could be re-set, but I

didn't know that you posed as a men-
der of character. Is the operation
painful ?" Her light tone treated his

offer as a joke, but this time he was
not to be put off.

"Not at all painful," he answered,
"for the most wonderful anaesthetic in

the world is the first thing nccessar\-

—

hypnotism."
'Rot !" exclaimed Alice.

•Really ?" said Mrs. Evelyn.
Nellie Gaynor fixed upon Wendham

a sudden glance of terror. She half

raised her hand as if to push back a
crowding presence. She was white to
the lips. "Never, oh never, never !"

she gasped. "WTiat do you mean ?"

she added. Her hand dropped to her
side.

With infinite pity at his heart the
physician watched the slim fingers

twitch and tremble. "You wouldn't
be frightened if yOu understood it," he
said quietly. "You see that's the
specialty I took up abroad."
"Why," said Mrs. Evelyn, with a

face as blank as her pearls, "I thought
it was some sort of a vaudeville thing,

didn't you, Alice ? \\^lere was it we
saw the 'Mysterious Marions,' who
read your watch numbers and things ?"

The conversation ceased abruptly as

Mrs. Lawdon entered the room.
Wendham had not left Mrs. Gaynor's

side, and his calm, affectionate gaze
rested searchingly upon her face. "I'm
not joking," he continued in an under-
tone. "Think it over."
Her momentary fright had passed.

She had regained her old composure.
"You're very good," she said, "to take
so much interest—and—I know you
ire right. Very soon, perhaps next
week, I'll take your advice—-some of

it," she added. "I'll go away and
rest—take a cruise somewhere."

"Please," he pleaded.
"Dinner is served," announced the

butler.

Wendham extended his arm. Nellie
i<Kjk it, conscious of the grateful sensa-
tion of its implied protection and
strength.

"Yes," she admitted wearily, "I am
very, very, tired." She turned to him
(|uarely as she reached her seat and
|K)ke quickly, almost in a whisper.
Sometimes ! feel as if I weren't quite
sane—do you understand that ? I

can't realize that I allow myself my
life—my way of living— I don't know
why I tell you," she added with vexa-
tion. She waved her hand lightlv as
if to dismiss lx)th his attention and' the
disagreeable truths he had brought be-
fore her, turning courteously to the
partner on her right.

Dinner over, bridge tables were set
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iniX, Mrs. Gaynor did not join in the

game, but seated at the piano, let her

fancy wander into soft improvisations.

And VVenciham, watching and listening

with all his science and all his heart,

detected ever the jarring note, as a
trained engineer knows by the in-

finitesimal change of sound or vibra-

tion that his engine is not running
smooth and true. His reverie was
broken by Mrs. Lawdon's vibrant voice.

"Oh, yes, I will pay you now—I'd

rather."

"Don't bother—send a check," said

the hostess in her faint, vague voice.

"No, indeed; I'll ily to my room and
fetch my purse. I hid it before I came
down." She rose with switch and
glitter and parted the heavy curtains.

The light tapping of her high heels

echoed on the polished floor of the hall.

There was a general rising and buzz
of talk, adjustment of accounts, and
reminiscent chat of honors, points and
leads. Mrs. Gaynor left the piano and
joined the others. Wcndham ap-

proached her, determination written

large upon his face. "Will you do me a
favor, Nellie ?" he asked.

"Of course, delighted. What can I

do ?" she inquired cordially.

"Go to bed," he commanded.
She laughed nervously. "Dear me,

do you want to be rid of me so soon ?

I couldn't sleep."

"You can rest."

"Rest," she repeated, "rest— 1 don't
know the word."
"You must learn it, then."
"You are kind to bother so much

about me—and—^as soon as I can—

I

am going to try."

In her weariness she had turned to
him with the sweet, relying gratitude
of expression that raises womanly
charm to its highest power. He longed
to take her in his arms, to comfort and
care for her, to bring his knowledge
and his love to her instant need. "Go
rest—doctor's orders—Nellie" ; his lips

had framed the endearing name, when
an excited clatter and a choking hysteri-

cal cry brought the party to their feet

with a common movement of anxiety.

Mrs. Lawdon appeared at the d<x)r.

The well groomed beautiful woman of

a few moments before was almost be-

yond recognition. Her face had aged
ten years.

"She's gone mad !" gasped Mrs.
Evelyn, catching at her husband's arm.

Mrs. Lawdon found her voice. "I've

been robbed—robbed—robbed !" Her
voice rose in thin soprano gradations.

"My diamonds—my emeralds—ray

ruby ! They're gone. I tell you !

Gone ! gone 1 gone !" She collapsed

upon a chair, flinging her body half

across the center table, where she beat
the polished wood with her clenched
hands.

(To be continued.)

Sir John A, Macdonald
Continued from page 122.

Legislative Union lay in the fact

that the two provinces were differ-

ently constituted. By the Consti-

tutional Act of 1791 Quebec's laws,

were Roman in their character and
maintained according to a fixed code,

whereas the English system, that of

cases, was the basis of legal procedure
in the courts of Upper Canada. In

addition, religious and educational

ideals in the two provinces were quite

distinct. It was therefore necessary

to have two premiers and in many
cases dual cabinet ministers. No real

unity existed. It took twenty-six

years, however, for public men to

learn the lesson that Federal union was
indispensable.

In the days when Macdonald
entered parliament the High Toryism
of the "Family Compact" had roused

in the hearts of radicals the thought of

cessation from the mother country.

It was in 1844. The critical situation

gave him his opening for the Imperial

propaganda, which he maintained in

the forefront of his policies until his

death. From 1844 until his death in

1891 Macdonald's political career was
unbroken, a record seldom paralled in

parliamentary annals. In his first

year in the Legislative Assembly he
proclaimed his "credo" by saying: "I
believe that the prosperity of Canada
depends on its permanent connection
with the mother country'." How well

the truth of that statement has been
proven is familiarly known to every
Canadian schoolbov% In 1847, at the
age of thirty-two, Macdonald fulfilled

the prophecy of Draper by entering a
Conservative cabinet, and seven years
after that further fulfilled Draper's
words by becoming Attorney-General
under the ministry of Sir Allan Mac-
Nab. From that time forward Mac-
donald became the virtual head of the
Conserv'ative party, and for twenty-
seven years the whole party, and many
Liberals as well, looked to him for in-

spiration in the building of our nation.

In 1857 he became premier of Upper
Canada and the very next year he be-
gan the movement towards Confedera-
tion. It was not until 1864, however,
when such leading Liberals as George
Brown, founder of the Globe, joined
forces with him, that the cherished
hopes of the best elements in the po-
pulation became practicable. Even
then opposition was powerful, but with
inflexible determination and rare pati-



ence Macdonald eventually surmounted
all difficulties and on July 1st, 1867

witnessed the birth of the new Domin-

Although Macdonald was out of

office for short periods, he remained in

harness until his death. During the

period from 1887 to 1891 his political

opponents had developed a policy of

unrestricted reciprocity with the United

States. Sir John fought them with

this as the issue in his last great elec-

tion campaign. He feared, as Goldwin
Smith thought and hoped, that re-
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ciprocity would result eventually in

political affiliation. It was on this

occasion that Macdonald issued his

famous manifesto to the Canadian
people containing the well-known

phrase: "A British subject I was
born, a British subject I will die."

Macdonald won the election, but

it was his last triumph. The old war-

horse, as strong in spirit as in the days
of his youth, weakened physically, and
passed away on the sLxth of June, 1891,

amidst the sorrowing of the Dominion,
which he had been chiefly instrumental

in bringing into being.
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Hon. George Brown
Continued from page 123.

of winning over enemies to his own
purposes, but he made enemies among
his own followers and this continu-

ally impaired the fighting powers of

his party, and ga\e Macdonald some
of his best opporunities to win polit-

ical victories. Some Liberals have
named Macdonald an opportunist.

It appears altogether a misnomer.

Macdonald possessed the statesman-

ship not to allow secondary policies to

defeat greater i)rojects he had in view.

Brown's strange disaffection with

regard to the building of the Canadian
Pacific I^ailway appears inexplicable,

unless partisan prejudice got the better

of him. It must have been apparent

to him. that the construction of the line

was essential to the effective union of

all the provinces.

r^i:ORGr-: brown was a Scotsman,
born in Alloa, on the Forth, in

1818. He was educated in the High
School and Southern Academy in Edin-

burgh. In 1838 the Brown family

emigrated to America, settling in New
York, where in 1842 they established

"The British Chronicle". This paper

was designed for Scottish and Presby-

terian readers of the United States and
Canada, and an effort to increase the

circulation in Canada brought George
Brown to this country'. As a result of

his survey, the Browns moved to To-
ronto and established "The Banner," a

weekly political and religious pajx-r, in

which they championed government by
the people in both cases. Gradually
politics occupied more and more space

in its columns, until in 1844 "The
Globe" was established. From that

time forward the paper was his darling.

Brown was elected to Parliament for

the first time in 1851. He rapidly rose

to a commanding position in the Assem-
bly, entirely tlirough his own energy
and force of conviction. By 1857 he
was the acknowledged leader of the
Reform party in Upper Canada. As
early as 1859 he strongly advocated the
confederation of what he termed "all

the nations of British North America."
In 1864 he was appointed chairman of

a commission to discuss ways and
means to that end. In the same year
lie went to England to place the scheme
of Confederation l)efore the authorities

of the Home Government and was able
to report, on his return, that the plan
had given prodigious satisfaction. These
facts go to indicate the important share
he had in realizing the greatest event in

the history of Canada since the Con-
c|uest.

His character as revealed by the
"Cobourg Star," an opposition journal,

is as follows: "In George Brown we sec

no agitator or demagogue, but the
strivings of common sense, a sober will

to attain the useful, the practical and
needful. He has patient courage, stub-
born endurance, and obstinate resist-

and des()erate fighting daring in attack-

ing what he believes to be wrong and
defending what he believes to be right.

There is no cant, or parade, or tinsel or

clap-trap about him. He takes his

stand against open, paljiable wrongs,
against the tyranny which violates

men's roofs and the intolerance which
ve.xes their consciences. His leading

principle is to reconcile progress with
preservation, change with stability, the

alteration of incidents with the main-
tenance of csstiitials."

Synopsis of ^er jY^asferpiece

Helena riifTnrd ii a itucc<«)iful artiiit, though she has
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(Ml/-- ,1 ii.iii .in -1 iriiiiieer in the great North-
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lena falls from her horse and breaks her right wrist,
which in Mt by a pioneer doctor. As they are sitting
before the fire in a settler's cabin where they are spend-
ing the night, suddenly a call from the trail startled
them. A musical, girlish voice was crying, "Hello— ye
good people, awake t"
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Save the Food and
Serve the Empire !

The Average Canadian Family Wastes
Enough to Feed a Soldier

**The Kitchen must help as well as

the Workshop and the Trenches"

Lloyd George.

I
NTELLIGENT economy in

the kitchen can do much
to prevent the threatened

world famine—can counteradl the effedl of high prices—

and can replace growing debt with systematic saving.

Careful investigations show that before the war the average

British family wasted 25^ of their food—and we Canadians were even

more extravagant.

This waste is not in a few big things, but in many little ones, each,

we used to think, too small to bother about—such as careless peeling

of vegetables and fruit—failure to make good use of dripping and "left-

overs"—and such others as will occur to every thrifty housekeeper.

For the Empire's sake as well as your own, hunt up and cut out

these leaks ! You'll be helping to relieve the food shortage—saving

your own money—and putting* yourself in a position to buy Canadian

War Savings Certificates and help win the war.

War Savings Certificates are issued in denominations of $25,
$50 and $100, to be repaid in three years at full face value. They
cost $21.50, $43 and $86 respectively, at all Money Order Post-

Offices and Banks, thus yielding over 5% Interest. Should you need
it, you can get your money back at any time. 19

1 The National Service Board of Canada,

OTTAWA.



Janey Canuck Scores Again.

Many of our readers have vvelcomed our an-
nouncement of a new series of sketches by Janey
Canuck, the first of which appeared in the July issue.

On page 199 will be found the second article of the

series, which bears the sub-title, "Tne Plough-Master."
It is the story of an Albertan farmer who wants to

fight for his country but feels he should stay with
his plough.

"The Bookman," (London, Eng.) in a recent issue had this

to say regarding Janey Canuck :
—"Her work has the optimism

of the true lyric ; the song of the open road. The refrain of the
windswept spaces was never set to a better tune. * * • * It is

not style that matters in the work of 'Janey Canuck' any more
than it matters in the work of Walt Whitman—a kindred phil-

osopher. She comes scattering seeds of gladness in our mist, and
lo ! our gloom is gone like a black cloud that breaks before the

April sun. She is the philosopher of gladness and content and
common sense, a philosophy as durable as I^ergonism. The
whole thing is a garland of gladness sparkling with the dews of

a clea>i, fresh philosophy—a crown of rest for the tired brows.

—

What patron saint, yve wonder, bends over 'Janey Canuck' when
she is weaving her bright fancies."

.\ critic in The Free I'ress (Milwaukee) in a recent review
of one of her books wrote as follows :

—"She could write a good
book of travel if her circuit extended only from the town pump
to the barn door, for the root of the matter is in her. • • • • *

She has an eye for the picturesque, a feeling for the humorous,
a taste for the difficult and recondite. She is drawn to the si-

lences and remote places. Above all, she is full of human kin-

ship, .^nd she has the gifts without which no one can know
the worth of romance and imagination. So it happens that
one follows gladly where she leads, and that her book has at-

mosphere, for it has borrowed scent ^nd savor from the long

trails, ozone from the mountains, bravery and tenderness from
the hearts of men."

A Canadian reviewer in "The Saturday Sunset," (Van-
couver) says :

—"The striking quality of her writing consists in

the wonderful personality which radiates from her written pages
and communicates itself to the reader. •••»•• it is a per-

sonality so magnetic and so full of living fire, as to give immor-
tal value to her works. And that is why 'Janey Canuck' means
so much to us loyal Canadians for we know that if our country
is ever to be great, its literature mu.st be great, and that every

writer who possesses the 'spark of that immortal fire' should be
cherished in our inmost heart."

If you did not read the opening instalment of "Lord 'o

Land" in the July issue, turn to page 199 and begin the series

now. Another instalment will be printed in the September issue.
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ou Could Set l/our

Skin^ Others See Ot
Too often we stand back from our mirrors, give our complexions a touch or two of the

mysterious art that lies in our powder boxes and then think our skins are passing fair

If you could only see your skin as others see it, you

would not feel so contented. You would realize just

how much lovelier it could be.

Go to your mirror now and examine your skin closely.

Are there little rough places in it that make it look

scaly when you powder ? Is it sallow, colorless, coarse-

textured or oily.' Is it marred by dis-

figuring blackheads 't

Whatever the trouble is, it can be

changed. Your skin, like the rest of your

body, is continually and rapidly changing.

As o/rf skin dies, new forms. This is your

opportunity. You can make this new skin

just what you would love to have it.

To correct an oily skin and shiny nose

First, cleanse your face thoroughly by wash-
ing it in the usual way with Woodbury's
Facial Soap and warm water. Wipe off the
surplus moisture but leave the skin slightly

Ifyou are bothered with
an oily skin and shiny
nose, make this lather

treatment a daily habit.

damp. Now work up a heavy warm water lather of Wood-
bury's in your hands.

Apply it to your face and rub it into your pores thoroughly
—always with an upward and outward motion of the finger

tips. Rinse with warm water, then with cold— the colder
the better. If possible, rub your face for a few minutes
with a piece of ice.

Make this treatment a nightly habit and before long j'ou

will gain complete relief from the embarrass-
ment of an oily, shiny skin.

A 25c cake of Woodbury's Facial Soap is

sufficient for a month or six weeks of either

of these treatments. Get a cake today and
begin tonight to get its benefits for your skin.

Write today for treatment booklet

Send 4-c and we will send you a miniature
edition of the large Woodbury Book, "A Skin
Vou Ijove to Touch," giving all of the famous
Woodbury skin treatments together with a
sample cake of Woodbury's Facial Soap large

enough for a week's use. Write today. .\d-

dress The Andrew Jergens Co.,

Ltd., 2308 Sherbrooke Street,

Perth, Ontario.
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The Breakdown of Democracy
and the Come-back that is Already on its Way

By Britton B. Cooke

I

SH ! Did you see that shadow ? Or was it a man

—

slinking down a side street, his head bent and his coat
collar turned up ?. . . . Look ! There he goes. He

has turned his /ace so that you can't see it. His cap is

pulled down over his eyes. He is trying to hide. Running
from place to place seeking cover. But he can't find any.
He's too fat, and big and ungainly. Everybody knows
him. Everyone is sneering at his silly, fatuous amiable
figure. Everybody is pointing and saying: "There goes
Democracy ! The Behemothian Boob ! The Gargantuan
Simp !"

Let him go.

You will remember tha*t the trial was only yesterday.
The charge against Democracy in Canada was that it could
not be trusted to give a wise answer on the question of Con-
scription. The Canadian government swore out the in-

formation, to wit, that the said person. Democracy, was
incompetent and untrustworthy, not to be relied upon in

any emergency, and liable therefor to be deprived of his
rights and privileges. The Canadian Parliament was to
have been the judge but as a matter of fact there was no
judging done. Democracy did not even have a chance to
plead. He was condemned as guilty before he was charged.
F"red Pardee, Chief Liberal Whip, who should have been
one of the chief lawyers for the defense—openly threw up
his brief. Democracy- wasn't even asked if he had any-
thing to say why sentence should not be passed upon h'm.
In fact, nobody passed sentence. It was taken for granted.
Democracy walked out of the Royal Victoria Museum in

Ottawa a condemned man. Does anybody wonder that he
skulks ?

And have I any new evidence on his behalf ? Not a
tittle. Am I asking for a new trial ? No. Do I condone
his recent conduct ? No. Am I a friend of his ? Y-yes
and n-no ! Is Democracy going to redeem himself ?

Swear off and take the Keeley Cure ? I don't know. But
do I think so ? I DO !

Whenever I think of this fellow Democracy I am remind-
etl of a foundling that was born in the hinterland of York
County. A hard-working old couple found him on their
door-step one morning—a beautiful fat baby full of smiles,

dimples and the promise of beauty. They tfK)k him in and
loved him and, although he gave them a fair amount of
trouble, had a pretty happy time with him for a few years.
Then he disappeared and the old couple dic<l. Next he
turned up on a farm and was welcomed anrl given a glass
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of milk and a slice of bread by the farmer's wife. She
too, liked his chubby countenance and persuaded her hus-

band to keep him and educate him. But just when they

thought he was going to amount to something he moved
on again and was taken in (or took in) another family, and
later another—and so on until half the township knew
Fatty and loved Fatty for all his foibles, and had faith

that he would one day turn out to be a good citizen. At
last a gang of ruffians from Toronto invaded the township
and took up their abode in a deserted farm-house from
which they issued on all sorts of villainous raids. When
the local constables had failed to arrest these men the

community appointed Fatty to do it—and Fatty funked.

From that day forward he was condemned. No one would
turn a hand to help him. He was an outcast, and yet in

twenty years he became the richest man in the township
and mayor of its largest town.
So with Democracy. Greece picked up the plump

foundling. Rome suckled it. England schooled it.

France gave it philosophy and America endowed it with

wealth. Russia opened her arms to him— . We in Can-
ada relied upon his sanity and courage. And he failed all

of us. He betrayed Greece—unwittingly perhaps, but no
less really—to the invader. He disappointed Rome. Eng-
land had to tie him up with a dictatorship and France had
to sober him with blows. America has had to muzzle him.

Russia was saved from his stupidity only by Kerensky,
and we Canadians have apparently abandoned hini.

Voila Democracy !

Yet he will some day be the greatest man in the township

and mayor, not of one town but of all the towns of civiliza-

tion. I think the parallel is clear.

You and I are atonts in the body of Democracy. You
may be a part of his brain and I may be part of his hands

—

that is neither here nor there. But it is a blow to you and
me to find out what we have found out about him. Demo-
cracy is your hope and my hope. The democratic instinct

probably brought you to Canada from the Old Country,
or if you were born on this side of the water. Democratic
ideas were fed to you with your first arrow-root biscuit.

It is all very well for detached persons in lofty places to

lament the failure of Democracy. It's failure may not

touch them at all. It is like the rich man lamenting the

fire which devastates the poorer sections of a city. It is a

deplorable affair to him. To us—it is tragedy. For this

is an age in which efficiency wins all races, and if Democrn^^
COMPANY. LIMITED. AU riiUs rutnti. 17.
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is to continue as inefficient as it has
shown itself to be in the fight against

autocracy, Heaven help it. It was not
until democratic institutions were abat-

ed or suspended in the democratic
countries, that we began to make head-
way against kaiserism. We have been
slow to admit it in Canada, but

even here we have at last seen

Democracy condemned. The
fact that Democracy cannot be

trusted to decide on Conscrip-

tion mean? that YOU and 1 can-

not be trusted. We are no
longer politically responsible.

Politically we are still under
twenty-one.
And are we justly accused ?

Absolutely.

Let's just think back a little

way and examine your conduct,

and Jones' and mine in the last

few elections in this country

—

in all elections. How did we
behave ? Like freemen proud
of their right to govern them-
selves, eager to exercise the

privilege with care and sin-

cerity ? Like citizens who ap-

preciated the long centuries of

toil and sufTering which preceded
our right to vote ? I know how
/ voted and I have a pretty fair

notion of how you voted—and
Fred Pardee at Ottawa has a

still better notion because he
and the rest of Parliament have
long made a habit of studying
our precious habits at election

time, and profiting by their

knowledge of our weakness. For
year in and year out we common
folks have been flub-dubbed and
flim-flammed by Tories and
Grits alike, stamped with
catch-phrases, or incensed with
half-statements of truth and
flumixed into electing this party
or that party by much the same
method that the old-time fur-

traders cheated the Indians with
gew-gaws and beads. Ottawa
had the first sincere moment it

has known for many a decade
when this Conscription issue

rose and the Master Flim-flam-
mers, knowing how THEY had
won elections before, dreaded to

see a serious issue entrusted to

us !

Take Jones's case. He never
cared much about party affilia-

tions but liked to sit at home
with his boots off and his feet

on the rungs of another chair,

grouching to his wife about the
way the country was run. He claimed
to be an independent. He hadn't any
use for Laurier or for Borden. He
thought they were all "a gang of

shisters," and that some of them ought
to be "doing time" at Stoney Mountain,
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or Westminster or Kingston. . . . And
when election time came did Jones
judge the government, or the policy of

the government, or the Opposition or

^ITS policy—on merit ? Not a bit of

it. Just when he had almost decided
to toss a coin to see how he'd vote—he

The Coast and Conscription
By Harry C. Douglas

Out on the Pacific Coast there is a feature

of the conscription issue peculiar to British

Columbia. Even if it be a merely local in-

cidental, though , it is fraught with the most far
reaching potentialities. And because of it

many persons, many earnest, patriotic persons

who elsewhere would heartily support compul-
sion, are opposed to it as applied west of the

Great Divide. Their case, in effect, is put
thus. "There are probably 50,000 Asiatics—
Chinese, Japanese and East Indians—between

the Coast and the Divide. In addition to these

aliens there are thousands of others—Swedes,
Galicians and Slavs of various sub nationalities—working in the mines and camps of British

Columbia not all of whom are loyal to Canada
in particular or the Empire in general. Our
best men have left us of their own accord; if you
forcibly take most of the rest of our able bodied

males of British stock you will hand over this

province to aliens—and aliens with Asiatics

in the ascendancy at that. Our women are

getting uneasy about this possibility. Our men
are wondering what is to be the future fate of

white and highly paid labor if you permit
Asiatic and cheaper European labor to get more
of a grip here than it has already got. . . . and
we feel none too comfortable about it as it is.

We hope that in striking at Quebec the measure
does not hit us worse." There is no attempt

to secure a local exemption in this attitude of

mind. It has arisen out of a vital local fact;

that is all. The plain fact stands that aliens

have been left in a none too comforting position

of power by the volunatry system as far as

British Columbia is concerned. It would not

be so bad if the foreigners for the most part were

loyal—or even sympathetic ; but they are not.

It will be difficult to reach many of these men
by conscription—impossible in many cases;

and even under the most favorable conditions

of enlisting them the concomitant draining aivay

of more men of British stock would leave mat-

ters much as they are—or worse. It is one

more instance of how the American Congress

has been able to profit by our mistakes. By
insisting on compulsion from the outset,

President Wilson has put it into the potver of

his people to see to it that the burden falls on all,

and that the stranger within the national gate

be not left in a position of almost commanding
importance.

met a cross-eyed cattle-dealer with a

wart on his ear and a diamond ring.

The cattle dealer started to talk in

favor of the Government. Jones, who
was at first inclined to agree, suddenly
concluded that the cattle dealer was

too darn cock-sure. The more he
listened to the cattle-dealer the better

the government's case seemetl—and
the less Jone's like<i it. He wound up
by hating the cattle-dealer and voting
against the Government, is that much
of an exaggeration ?

Of course YOUR case is differ-

ent from Jones. It would be un-
fair to assume that YOU would
be swayed by any such trifling

considerations as a cattle dealer

with a wart on his ear. You,
good reader, are (let us assume)
one of two things: a F'armer-

Free-Tradcr or a Manufacturer-
High-P'-otectionist. Don't fo-

one moment suppose that the two
terms are really opposed. On
the contrary they are both as

near alike as the proverbial two
peas. As items in a Democratic
community you are identical

because you can always be re-

lied upon to judge anv and every
issue from your own standpoint.

You are a High Protectionist

because your farther left you a

woolen mill and you had to close

it up because the government
refused to give the woolen in-

dustry protection against Old
Country woolen manufacturers.
I don't say you aren't right

about the woolen manufacturers
needing protection in the days
before the war, but I do say you
are wrong for interpreting the

needs of the whole country- by
your own needs. OR if you
are a Free-Trader-Farmer—the

same thing applies. You can
see no future for Canada but
farming because farming is

YOUR future. You would
mould the destiny of all the un-

born children in this countr\- to

suit your own particular calling.

BUT observe how you work
as an integral part of the ma-
chinen.' of Democracy. Lo, a
gentle election coming down the

road ! Lo two parties courting

her, the Government party and
the Opposition. They would
have you speak a good word on
their behalf, and they therefore

size you up as they approach
and determine the proper way
to make a fool of you. It doesn't

take the average politician two
seconds to learn your prejudices,

or more than three seconds to

learn to play upon them. He
damns the people you damn,
and with a catch in his throat

speaks of the names you revere. He
makes phrases that will stick in your
ear, and of the real merits of men or

policies he savs nothing worth hearing.

AND REMEMBER THIS: in the

eyes of the politician you are not cap-



CANADA MONTHLY 175

able of grasping tla- hner shades of

meaning in the discussion of a public
question. You are not ghen credit for

ha-ving anything but the qualities you
usually show— I shan't name 'em.
Does the politician analyze public issues

as carelessly before his intimate friends

as he does for you ? Never ! But a
snappy phrase or two is supposed to be
about all you can grasp. Subtleties
are o\er your head. The young and
erstwhile sincere politician is soon told
to cut out the earnest analysis of a
topic. He must "make it easy" . . .

"Give "em ABC's." Reciprocity was
defeated (rightly I think)

but not on its merits.

Flag waving did what
more sincere argument
failed to do. The
Libe/als were defeated
on the navy issue in

Quebec—how ? By dis-

torted representations of

the Trutn.
You and Jones and I

have made Democracy
a failure by our failure

to live up to its obliga-

tions. \Ve have taught
the politician to fool

us and taught him so

well that on an issue

where his own sincerity

is at last aroused, he re-

calls how easily he fooled

YOU, and Jones and I

in the past—and deter-

mines to trust nothing
to us.

It is pleasant for a
moment to contemplate
how Aristotle's lip would
curl, how he would nod ^^
grimly at Fred Pardee
and how he would say: *^

"1 to. Id you so !" if he
were here to observe
modern Democracy. He
always did believe the
worst of democracy
we're told. It would
warm the cockles of his

heart to see after all

these centuries how "ochlocracy
failed. Fven Pericles would be
pressed to save his face. He would
>ee how badly DenKKracy had drifted,

lacking a steady hand at the tiller—an
autocratic hand. He woul 1 point not
only to the indifference of Jones and
you and me, but he would denounce
our debased citizen.ship. Pericles was
called a reactionary- for making Athen-
ian ()arentage on both sides an e.vpress

condition foi retaining the franchi.se in

Athens, and with the franchise the
right to sit on paid juries. Here he
would see an almost unconditional
citizen.ship held in low esteem because
it cost the holder nothing. He would
claim that all our troubles came f^om

our too liberal vie\v of citizenship.

Make it hard, he might say, or at least

exclusive; then men will value it and
treat it with respect and affection.

And that, I venture to believe, with
others, is precisely what is going to

happen. Therein lies I think the hope
of our Democracy. Men who have
fought and suffered at tne behest of

their country are going to take a new
interest in the control of the go\ern-
ment which led them into war. Wo-
men who have sacrificed their men will

teach the boys growing up in their

care to cherish the thing for which so

"I remember those boys when they both had good jobs'

had
hard

mucii li<i> lueii paid in coin of sorrow.

And for what did they pay it ? For
Democracy. Then if Democracy does
not now seem to be worth such a price

—it must be made worth it. The farm
that has cost a man nothing may seem
to him a ]K)or and valueless thing. He
may or he may not take an interest in

making it yield. Hut when he has
invested somewhat of himself in it he
detennines sooner or later to win back
his ecjuity. So with Diinocracy. We
have an e{|uity in it. We nuist take
care of it. Ami although it has not
been the voice of Canadian Democracy
that ordained Conscription, Conscrip-
tion will hasten the greater develop-
ment of that Democracy. The persons

of low spirit, the indifferent and sel-

fish people who have always regarded

the State as something from which to

demand rights and if possible obtain

privileges, will be forced to "invest"

themselves or their sons in an enter-

prise of the State. Hereafter they will

take more interest in the selection of

persons to diiect the affairs of the

nation. Knowing the ultimate
authority of the State they will realize

at last that they are a real part of the

State, and that for every right there

is a duty that demands our services.

Conscription^—ofmen and wealth and
natural resources—marks
thebeginningof the third

phrase of the develop-

ment of Democracy'.
I.ooking back over the

histor\' of democracy one
is impressed with the

Tightness and the ap-

propriateness of its

growths. There could

have been no demo-
cracy in the first place.

Abysmal ignorance pre-

vailed and those who
were not so ignorant be-

came leaders and wield-

ed their authority by
reason of strength—the

only argument our ignor-

ant forefathers could re-

cognize. Democracy
could not be born until

the mass of population

in the state was ca))able

of thinking. The "dir-

ect" Democracies of

Greece attained to great

heights of political in-

telligence and were in

many ways superior to

our modern democracies.

But even they failed

through the over-em-

phasis of Individualism.

They had learned the

art of working together

only tO;a limited extent.

They parted understress.
Fat Democracy is taking exercise and

going to .school. Heretofore the sacri-

fices on behalf of the common folk

against the aristocrat and the monarch
have been carried on by idealists,

dreamers and martyrs. Democracy
has been the spoiled child slaved for

by heroes. It has been, as Price Col-
lier once observed with lofty contempt,
an aggregation of persons "who don't
know what they want and won't be
happy until they get it." To-morrow
will sec a new spirit in the spoiled child.

Democracy is learning in a decade
more than he learned in the preceding
centun*'. In Canada, Conscription is

helping with the lesson. We .shall soon
know what we want and how to>get it.



The Case At
Evelyn Grange

IN THIS SECOND INSTALMENT OF A NOVEL BASED ON THE MYSTERIOUS ROBBERY OF THE
LAWDON JEWELS, DR. WENDHAM GIVES THANKS FOR HIS OLD THEORY THAT CRIME

IS DISEASE AND THAT SOMEWHERE IN SCIENCE LIES THE REMEDY

By E. W. Grant

Illustrated by Marcel Olis

III.

ALICE R.\WLINS was the first to

grasp the situation. "The hat
box !" she gasped, her eyes upon

the damaged millinery in Mrs. Law-
don's grasp. "It's been opened !"

The victim raised her head with a
jerk. "You, you, Alice Rawlins ! You
know where they were—you !" She
sprang erect. "You and Mrs. Gaynor
—you were the only people who did
know !'/

Alice's astonished face flamed scar-

let. "Do you dare !"

Mrs. Gaynor turned white to the
lips, her great eyes blazed more brilli-

ant than the lost jewels. "Mrs. Law-
don is not quite herself." Her voice,

full of fine, high breeding, fell like ice

upon Mrs. Lawdon's fevered utter-

ance.

Realizing that she had lost self-

control, Mrs. Lawdon struggled for

composure, but the magnitude of her
loss again overwhelmed her. "You
must search—at-—once—at once. I

want the police—send for the police !"

Mr. Evelyn rang the electric bell.

"I will give orders that all the servants
be brought to the dining room. We
will examine them there. Vreeman,"
he continued, addressing the butler,

"I want everyone of my employees
from the garden, house and stables

—

also the servants of my guests—to
assemble at once in the dining room.
Permit no one to leave the house or
grounds on any pretext !"

The butler bowed, casting a glance
of awed inquiry at the excited group
before him. As he paused outside .the
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SYNOPSIS OF PREVIOUS INSTALLMENT.—Boyd Wendham, a physician, just returned from
several years' study in Vienna, joins" a house
party at Evelyn Grange. Among the guests is

his old sweetheart, Nellie Gaynor, a widow of six

months, and a vulgar little parvenu who has re-
cently become one of the set by marrying Charles
Lawdon. Mrs. Gaynor tells Wendham that she
exists chiefly on her earnings as part owner of a
racing stable left her by her husband. Wendham
is deeply concerned at her state of health, and
more concerned when he learns she is massaging
her neuralgic little maid. Mrs. Lawdon shows
Alice Rawlins and Nellie Gaynor her jewels—in a
novel jewel case made like a hat trunk, with the
jewel trays cunningly set in the crowns of Paris
hats. That night while all the guest** are at bridge
downstairs Mrs. Lawdon's jewels are stolen.

door his trained ear plainly caught Mrs.
Lawdon's protests.

"I won't have it, I won't ! I want
the police. I want detectives ! Charlie!"
she screamed, "where's Charlie ? He'll

make you send for the police !"

The slamming of a distant door and
the approach of hurried feet announced
the men from the billiard room. Charlie
Lawdon rushed to his wife's side.

"What's the matter—what's the
meaning of this ?" he exclaimed.

"Oh, Charlie !" she wailed, "they're
gone—all gone !"

"What's gone ? he asked, bewild-
ered. Then his eye fell upon the
remnants of the picture hat. "Rob-
bed !" he said shortly. "Well, I told

you to have paste copies made, didn't

I ?"

Mrs. Lawdon opened her mouth to

answer, but her husband placed a
restraining hand upon her shoulder.

"There, little woman, buck up

—

you're a bit off, of course. Tell us
what you know—quiet, now."

Mrs. Lawdon brushed the tears from

her eyes. "I owed Mrs. Evelyn eighty
at bridge, you know. I—I went to

find my purse—-I'd hid it—it was my
gold mesh one, with the diamond
monogram. I'd put it in the same
box with the ruby pendant. The key
was all right but when I opened the

trunk I found my purse lying on the

bottom. At first I thought I didn't

remember rightly. Then I thought
I'd look—and every hat was empty

—

everyone !"

"Ever>' hat !" exclaimed Mr. Evelyn
in mystification.

"My wife had a strong box made
like a hat trunk," Mr. Lawdon ex-

plained. "Cases, you know, set inside

crowns; thought nobody 'd ever think

of looking there——

"

"I know," Mrs. Gaynor interrupted.

"Mrs. Lawdon showed them to Alice

and me this afternoon. Some one may
have watched us."

"One thing is certain," Wendham in-

sisted; "this must have happened be-

tween the time Mrs. Lawdon came
down before dinner and when she went
for her purse. Now, as Mrs. Lawdon
came in last, and these ladies and
gentlemen have been in her presence

ever since, with the exception of those

who accompanied Mr. Lawdon to the

billiard room, it is safe to say that all

these are beyond suspicion."

"Naturally," Mr. Lawdon agreed.

"I suppose so," gasped his wife;

"but Charlie, I want the police, too."

"We will question the serA'ants first

ourselves." Mr. Evelyn rose with

decision.

The whole party adjourned to the



dining room. Frightened faces greeted
them with timorous humility. A
dozen quickly authenticated alibis re-

duced the number of suspects. Cooks,
butlers, and stablemen were dismissed.
The housemaids and personal attend-
ants of the guests remained. Of these
three were eliminated, their duties hav-
ing kept them in other parts of the
house or in communication with other
servants. A frightened gardener's boy
who could give no satisfactory- account
of himself, the incorruptible Ellen,

Mrs. Gaynor's maid Adele, and the
second housemaid in charge of the
guests' annex remained for more search-
ing examination. The housemaid had
been upon that floor, even in and out of

all the rooms, as was her duty. She
had seen no one, heard no one, and
protested her innocence with tears.

The gardener's boy at last owned that
he had been making
love to the cook's

assistant through the

kitchen window, the
damsel reluctantly

corroborating his

statement. Mrs.
Lawdon's maid had
left the room the mo-
ment her mistress had
gone to dinner—the

door was unlocked
and the window open
—for which she bit-

terly denounced her-

self. Fallen, nervous
and incoherent, con-

fused her statements,
which consisted of the

simi:)le facts of having
]iut her mistress'room
in order and gone be-

low stairs, with wails

of contrition at hav-
ing left the apartment
even for a moment.
.Adele answered with-
out hesitation. She
liad felt ill. Mrs.
(iaynor, who was the
soul of kindness, had
excused her from her
duties, and even in-

sisted on her lying
down on the divan,
where her neuralgia
being relieved, she
had fallen asleep, and
only awakened when
the housemaid had
entered. She had
then put the room in

order and joined the
other servants. The
housemaid told of find-

ing her asleep on the
divan, and Mrs. Gay-
iior corroborated her
first statement, add-
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was riot strong, she often allowed her
privileges of the sort.

"The fact remains, however," Mrs.
Gaynor added, "that Adelc is the only
person we find who was in that part of

the house for any length of time."
She turned to the maid gently, whose
honest eyes followed her mistress with
adoration. "Were you at all disturbed
—did you wake at any tirre, as if some
noise had roused you ?'

"No, ma'am.. I slept sound."
"What time was it," she questioned

the housemaid, "when you finished

your rounds and you and Adele went
downstairs ?"

"About ten," said the housemaid
warily.

"Then from ten till a quarter of

twelve, when Mrs. Lawdon went to her
room, there was no one on that floor ?"

There was silence.

ing, tbii c: the girl

"I saw you my girl, when you went info that room,

peached, and you divide with me"
I haven't
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"Adele," continued Mrs. Gaynor,
"you are on no excuse to leave this
house until Mrs. Evelyn gives you per-
mission, and you are to do whatever
she wishes. I know you are innocent,"
she added kindly, "it is only that the
right thing must be done."
"Very well, ma'am," said Adele

simply.

"They must be searched," said Mrs.
Lawdon. "Close the doors, please,
and let the men go into the drawing-
room."
The women were searched amid tears

and wails, Mrs. Evelyn presiding as if

such occurrences were an everyday
feature of her life, Mrs. Lawdon with
frank brutality, and Mrs. Gaynor with
pitying anxiety to spare the women's
feelings.

Nothing was found. As the last

garment was adjusted, Mrs. Lawdon
burst into tears of
vexation.

"This is all non-
sense, all ridiculous,"

she wailed. . "I don't
care what you think,
I want detectives,and
I am going to have
them."

Mrs. Evelyn realiz-

ed the uselessness of
protest. "You'll be
sorry, but, of course,
if you insist, we can-
not do otherwise than
allow you to take
whatever measures
you may desire."

"I should think
not," sneered Mrs.
Lawdon. "It's all

very well for the
Treadwells and the
others to keep close

about it, but I notice
they don't get their

things back, and I

mean to have mine

—

I don't care who gets
punished."
"May these women

retire now ?" asked
the hostess coldly.

"Are you satisfiedthat
none of your property
is upon their persons?"

"I want them kept
together and watched
—all the time !" de-
hianded Mrs. Lawdon
aggressively. "And
I want every room in

the house scarclied

—

now—this minute."
"That is being

done," said Mrs. Gay-
nor. "Mr. Evelyn is at-

tending to that. The
search will be thor-

ough, you may be sure.
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Mrs. Evelyn rang. "These maids
are to be questioned further. You will

keep Uicm in the servants' hall until I

Rive further orders. And Vreeman,"
she continued, "when the detectives

come, you are to offer no opposi tion to

whatever they may desire to investi-

gate. You, we, are all imder suspicion

until the affair can be cleared up."

Under escort of the butler the

hysterical suspects were remoNcd, and
the ladies returned to the drawing-

room. Alice stood before the open
fire.

"Well," she said drjdy, "when do you
wish to go through me, Mrs. Lawdon ?

And Mrs. Gaynor, have you had the

X-rays turned on her ? We m.ay have
swallowed your jewels, you know."

Miss Rawlins's angr>' sarcasm fell

upon unresponsive ears.

"'Where's my husband ?" Mrs. Law-
don demanded sharply. "I'm not

going to waste another minute-—not

one—^I want the proper authorities,

that's what I'm after." A curious ser-

vant passed the door. "You, John, go
and find Mr. Lawdon. Tell him I want
him here at once." The servant dis-

appeared, and Mrs. Lawdon turned

with evil triumph upon Mrs. Evelyn.

"Now, I'm going to take things in

hand, and something's going to hap-
pen."

"Rather more than you imagine,"

said Mrs. Evelyn resignedly. "How-
ever, I have nothing more to say. The
loss has been, yours, it occurred in my
house. You may act exactly as you
see fit."

"I hope you happen to have a photo-

graph of yourself wearing regalia,"

observed Alice. ''It will be a great

comfort to the reporters. By the way,
Patty ? Who do you wish to take

charge of the interviews ? We will be
in a state of siege by to-morrow, and
some one must pay exclusive atten-

tion to the telephone."

Mr. Lawdon entered hurriedly. "I'm
sorry, my dear, but all the, rooms have
been seaiched, and "

His wife cut him short. "Please

notify the police at once, and have the

best detectives sent down. I don't

want a minute lest."

He shot a deprecatory glance at his

hostess. That lady was as indifferent

as ever. "You may do as you please.

We can only assure you of our co-

operation. You will have to notify

Mineola, I suppose, and get your own
people from New York. Not having
ever found it necessary to do such a
thing before, I can give but little ad-
vice."

"Save your breath for interviews,"

said Alice. "I'm glad I usually look
well in a snapshot."

Mrs. Gaynor rose from the deep chair

where she had dropped on entering the
drawing-room.
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"If Mrs. Lawdon will permit, I would

like to retire. These scenes have been
too much for my strength, I am afraid.

But, of course, if you oljject
"

"You treat me as if it were I who
had committed a crime," flamed Mrs.
Lawdon. "I'd like to know if you'd
lost a fortune like that, if you wouldn't
insist on .something being done ? You
haven't the right to—to sneer at me.
Of course, you're not interested. You
didn't lose anything. Don't let me
keep you up, please."

Alice turned affectionately to Mrs.
''

Gaynor. "Do go to bed—you're done.
If you could see how terribly you look.

It's a shame this thing should have
come up now."
"Do go," added Mrs. Evelyn. "I'll

stay here. With m.e and Alice as
hostages of good faith, Mrs. Lawdon
should be satisfied."

Mr. Lawdon presented his arm, his

kindly face working with concern and
mortification. "Let me help you,
Nellie," he said softly. "I'm that
sorry—dear m.e, I'd buy the little girl

her kit twice over if she'd only come
to her senses. But she's too upset.

You'll forgive her, won't you ?" he
whispered as they reached the door.
"She doesn't mean any harm, but she's

all upset, and she's a perfect kid,

Nellie, a perfect kid."

"Oh, that's all right," she smiled
brightly. "We'll all be adjusted in the
morning. Good night."

"Good night," he murmured, "good
night. Hope they didn't disturb your
finery too much in their search. We
fine-tooth-combed the whole place with-

out respect to age, sex, or previous con-

dition of servitude. Good night again."

He withdrew, and Nellie slowly moved
toward the stairs.

Her hand shook as if palsied as she

reached for the carved newel post, her
knees weakened and she sank upon the

lower step, burning her face in her

hands, too weak to rise and proceed

in the search for her sorely needed rest.

After a moment of complete relaxation,

she pulled herself together, conscious

that the dizziness that numbed her

throbbing brain might at any moment
gain control. She stood for a moment
leaning her whole weight on the balus-

trade, when a sudden commotion roused
all her dormant energies.

Adele's voice rose in hysterical pro-

test. "Madame ! Madame ! Oh, Ma-
dame !" The maid came down the

corridor, spied her mistress, and rushed
to her as to refuge. Behind her came
Wendham. "Oh, Madame !" the giri

gasped, "what do you think John—
John, the second man, said to me ?

Oh, ma'am, he nudged up to me and
said: 'I saw you, my girl, when you
went into that room. Now, I haven't
peached, and you divide with me.'

That's what he said, ma'am. He

accused me, he did, and as God sees
me, Mrs. Gaynor, it isn't true. I was
asleep there all the time. I was, I was.
Oh, you don't believe him, ma'am, you
don't—oh, say you don't 1"

Mrs. Gaynor swayed, clutching at
the banisters. "John says he saw you
go in ?" Her voice was sharp with
something more than surprise.

Wendham caught her by the arm
and leaning over, gently pushed back
the woman's arms that sought to catch
and cling to her mistress' knees.

"Don't, my girl—quiet, quiet—calm
down now. Don't be frightened." His
voice soothed the terrified creature like

magic. She raised her head, fixing

her tearful eyes upon his. Her tension
relaxed suddenly. "John probably
thought you did rob Mrs. Lawdon and
just took a flyer to see if you'd weaker^
and divide with him if you had. You
must control yourself. Mrs. Gaynor
believes in you, I know she does. Be
calm now." His eyes held hers as if

fascinated. Slowly she drooped for-

ward.
"Come, come," Mrs. Gaynor's voice

broke in. "Adele, what nonsense.
You mustn't allow people to frighten

you like that. It's just as the doctor
says. Of course, we know you're' inno-
cent. Go back and stay with the
others, since Mrs. Lawdon wishes it."

The girl rubbed her hand across her
eyes and rose unsteadily. "Yes'm,"
she said. "Please excuse me, I was all

took D3.clc

•'It's all right, Adele." Mrs. Gay-
nor's voice had regained its former
gentleness. "Go back, and don't run
away like that again. If anything:

more is said, insist on seeing me. Good
night."

The servant turned and went slowly
away.

"Nellie," said Wendham slowly, "for
Heaven's sake go to your room before
anything more happens ! I cannot
bear to see you in this condition. It
breaks my heart." He raised her un-
resisting hand to his lips. "Come,
dear, come."
With his help she mounted the easy

stairs and crossed the hallway to her
room. At the door she paused and
turned to him.

"I'm not worth your kindness, reallj%

I'm not. Oh !" she cried passionately,

"I wish I were dead, I wish I were
dead !—but I haven't the courage.

Good night, and thank you."

IV.

The troubled household was at last

at rest, but Wendham found sleep im-

possible. He descended to the library

where Evelyn, clad in bath robe and
pyjamas joined him a few minutes,

later. "It's no use Wendham, I can't

get to sleep," said Evelyn as he sank,

into a chair.
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WASN'T it "Peg-for-Short" who
replied to her adorer's remark,
"You are a woman, therefore

unique," with the delicious Irishism,

"But you must admit, darlint, I'm
uniquer than the others ?"

A distinctly Canadian book stnkes
us, as a rule, as being unique. When
we think of American writers and their

wild West stories, all m.ore-oi -less alike;

dozens of tales of New York—all with
a striking family resemblance; when
we think of the sameness of

the innumerable chronicles of

the South and Southerners;

a Canadian story is strikingly

individual; but "Kleath," by
Madge Macbeth, (Small, May-
nard and Company, Boston),
seems even "uniquer than the

others."

"Kleath" is an absorbing,
and withal a convincing story,

laid in the frozen North that

Robert W. Service has made
live for all Canadians. The
plot of Mrs. Macbeth's book
is a dramatic intermixture of

comedy and tragedy; it is

full of surprises. But it is in

the drawing of living char-

acters that she excels.

Occasionally the author
sacrifices the sincerity of a
s'tuat'on to the product'on of

Bayard Veiller drama. For
example I quote the follow-

ing paragraph:
"Go home to your virtuous

loneliness, to your gloomy
morality, but remember,
Christophei Kleath, what I

say-—some day you w'll k'ss me of

your own free w'll, and my I'ps under
yours will be as cold and unresponsive
as yours are now. Some day you w'll

be obl'ged to hold your love 'n leash

as you ask me to hold m'ne, and God
o'ty you

—
'f you really are a man.

Now, go, you—you—Pur'tan'cal jelly-

fish !"

It is true that the "puritanical jelly-

fish" kisses her when she lies dead,
"cold and unresponsive"; but it is

with disgust that he kisses her and at

the request of her sorrowing husband

—

not "of his own free will," but only,

in his pity, to give conviction to Friend-
Husband's loving idea that his "vam-
piric" wife was re\erenced and loved
of all men !

On the other hand, Madge Mac-
beth's characters are wonderfully
human: f»ail "Tiny Tess," who "sacri-

ficed her life to her idea of repentance";
"Goldie," wise little woman with the

The Pedlar's Message

I, the Pedlar, tramp the brown road that leads to

To-morrow

—

I tramp cheerily in the sunshine:

I approach your flower garden:
My heart leaps with the beauty of your blossoms!
The breeze carries their fragrance to me as I greet

you, and ofTer my wares:

Not because they are worthy of your acceptance,

do I offer them;—

•

But because they are the best thing I have to offer.

I, the Pedlar, offer you the small wisdom that is

conceived of sad days and glad, on the brown
road;

Fantastic memories of Pan's piping in green woods;
Dreams of sunsets-to-be over yonder green hills.

Of dark storms, and of the glad rainbow at whose
foot love hid a pot of gold.

'Tis the humble pack of a humble Pedlar.

Will you open the gate of vour flower garden to the
Pedlar? — •RAGGS."

"Barney McCool" Irishman, who has
been painted by Madge Macbeth,
aitist, with the most tender touch, in

the most beautiful colors of all. If I

had the space, I would like to quote a
few of his thrilling, .side-splitting, and
without-the-bounds-of belief tales of

adventures in the four quarters of the
globe. His one lapse from fiction, in

which he tells "Goldie" of bis little

Irish Mother, of blessed memory, is

written so sincerely, with so tender and
delicate a touch, that it

will bring tears to the eyes
of the most unemotional
reader.

"Barney's" passionate
loyalty to those he loves, is,

perhaps the biggest thing in

the book.
"Kleath" was first pub-

lished, in Canada Month-
ly; and, while it is a story of

that faraway Yukon, the

universality of Mrs. Mac-
beth's types, make the char-

acters live; and the artistry of

her descriptions makes the
great North a very real

country inhabited by very
real Canadians.
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heart of a child: "Tim Meadows," her
adoring Dad—"a clean-shaven man

—

once a week"; "Diamond Tooth Lizzie,"

whose lover's betrothal gift was her
weight in gold dust—weighed on the
bank scales with great ceremony, while

all Dawson stood by and cheered;

"Kleath" himself, loyal, honorable, a
prince among men, who yet drew from
"Lizzie" the exclamation, "Gee ! I bet
that boy's mother just adored him !"

But to my way of thinking, it is

er

HEY do say—the New
York papers do say—that

Emma Goldman, ANAR-
CHIST, is "subdued!" I

don't believe it. I think the
lady is biding her time, and
planning fresh di\ilment ! I

think it suits her plans to

appear "subdued !" I saw
her once— "could 'a' touched

and she struck me as being unusu-
ally unsubduable,even for an anarchist!

I remember two things only about
that meeting, where she held forth:

I
—"The world owes you a living

—

COLLECT IT !" II—The smell !

The first interested me strangely. I

had earned a living quite cheerfully for

several years; but there was something
in that "collect it," that bespoke a more
adventurous existence than mine. I

promptly had visions of using my type-



writer to stun a millionaire strolling

doNvn to the bank to make a hefty
deposit; instead of prosaically tick-

ticking out daily bread and boots and
opera tickets on its friendly keys.

Mi ss Marien Long
A Canadian Artist whose work is attracting

much attention

The second—the "smell", you remem-
ber—overwhelmed me. A reporter-

pal remarked, "It does no good to hold
your nose: it gets in your eyes and
blinds you !"

I have never perused the '-'Anar-

chists' Text Book and F^tique'ttarian;"

but I am sure that James Stephens had
been poring over its pages when he
wrote the words of the philosopher in

his "Crock of Gold:" "The first per-
son who washed was possibly a person
seeking a cheap notoriety. Any fool

can wash himself, but ever>' wise man
knows that it is an unnecessary labor,

for Nature will ciuickly reduce him to a
natural and healthy dirtiness again.
We should .seek, therefore, not how to
make ourselves clean, but how to

attain a more uni(|ue and splendid
dirtiness, and perhaps the accumulated
layers of matter might, by ordinary
geologic compulsion, become incor-

l)orated with the human cuticle and
so render clothing unnecessar\'."
There was an outdoor meeting of

anarchists that I would have liked

niuch to have participated in, recently.
It was in Madison Sc|uare, New York.
Miss Goldman was to have been the
principal speaker, but she didn't ap-
pear—was being bailed out, or bailing
someone out, or something of the sort,

the papers .said. The S(|uare became
a sort of Midway. Kverybotly made
speeches, I'm sure that I would have
felt it a Heaven-sent opportunity, had
I I>een there—a "madding throng" out
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for "ignoble strife" and the chief

strife-maker conferring afar with the
police ! So an atheist blasphemed
enthusiastically to one group; a patent
medicine man drove a thriving trade
farther along; an anti-conscriptionist

"spressified" himself with such abandon
that he was gathered in bj' the police;

and a woman pacifist treated herself

and another group to such a wild orgy
of emotion that she ended in violent

hysterics and was carried ofT to a
hospital !

The richest joke, though, was the
speech of an unknown girl who was
surrounded by the largest group of all,

as she pitched into the anarchists,

hammer-and-tongs, for a full half-hour,

telling them, in good plain English,

just how useless they were to them-
selves and the world. Can't you see

it ? Three thousand followers of the
red flag, in the open square, fenced in

by sky scrapers—all of the creatures
looking for trouble, and a girl that they
had neve seen before—and probably-

hoped they'd never see again—-bally-

ragging them at their own meetmg ?"

I received a New York Times from
a jocular friend, with a report of the
meeting; and opposite the paragraph
dealing with the speech of this particular

girl, there were pencilled the words,
"Didn't know yoa'd been in*town I"

'THF.ODORE ROBERTS, movie star

%ijth the Lasky Company of Holly-
wood, California, and erstwhile leading

character actor with the New Theatre,
New York, has tramped many a sun-
shiny mile on the brown road with
vour Pedlar friend. Sometimes the
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road led through the greenness of

Central Park in Springtime; some-
times up Broadway in a blizzard; but
always, where the Big Man was, there

also was Sunshine.

The Gold Fish Bowl

Frcm the painting by Marion Long to be

exhibited at the Toronto Exhibition

this year

Theodore Roberts

One of many movie stars who are learning

a soldier's duties

"The Big Man," his familiars call

him—if you knew him, instead of just

seeing him once a week or so in the

movies, you wouldn't askwhy ? Every-
thing about Theodore Roberts is big

—

his si.x feet of healthy manhood, his

vigorous, inspiring personality, his Art
—with a capital A ! It is characteristic

of the man that his work in the movies
is as artistic as his "Portugais," when
he starred in New York in "The Right
of Way."
Theodore Roberts has passed the

age for military service, but—as he
writes from California—he drills two
evenings a week with the National
Guard. With a whimsical ajiprecia-

tion of the humor of the thing, he tells

of movie stars and numberless lesser

constellations at the Lasky Studios
)rniing a Red Cross Society in whicli

!hey are so keenly interested that their

work seems of small moment. He
describes madly-knitting heroine-girls,

grand dames, vilhiinesscs, and stage

mothers, who seem to resent, ;is un-
forgivable interrujitions in the serious

business of life, the summons of heart-

less stage directors !

"Of course the boys have all register-

ed," he says; "and as most of them are

young and unniarricd, they'll go through
with the first draft." O Movie Fans !—(\in you exist without your Francis
X. Bushmans ? Are your beautiful

movie heroes of the future to be, per-

ha|:s. a little bald on the top ? As for

me, it will be Charlie Chaplin whose
going will break my spirit—if nal ni>-

heart ! Prince of Clowns ' M.iy

Continued on page 22'.).
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*HE afternoon
sun, shining

behind a
clump of maples,
laid a shifting gold-

en arabesque upon
the schoolroom
floor. The open
windows admitted
a breath of warm
September, and
from the de-
serted playground
came the noisy

chirping of a robins' quarrel. Forty
children, beguiled by the pleasant out-
of-doors, squirmed in their seats as they
watched the old clock on the wall before
them. Its hands seemed to move with
increasing languor as they crept along
toward half-past three, dawdling at the
minute marks, oblivious of the fact that
there was still half an hour of school.

Miss Meaney stood at the rear of the
class, erect and observant. She held
her ruler poised at a level with her
shoulder, and there was stern disap-
proval in her eye. The hum of disorder
was rising to a roar.

Whack!
The ruler came down resoundingly

upon the window sill. The children
started, and hastily bowed their heads
ovc- the open geographies on the desks.
A chorused "ssp-ss-pss-ss-ss-ssp" arose
in evidence that the class had returned
to the pursuit of knowledge. The
teacher permitted herself a grim smile,

but did not unknit her brows.
Halfway up the room a small boy was

sitting, his chin resting in his hand and
^,

his gaze evidently directed to a spot
above and beyond the book that lay at
his elbow.

"Philip!" said Miss Meaney sharply.
The boy slowly disentangled his legs

from the supports of the desk and arose
to his feet.

"Philip'," accused the teacher, "you
are loafing! You know you are!"
The boy nodded vacant assent, and

waited a moment for further comment.
There was none, and he resumed his

seat to an accompaniment of titters

from his classmates. A picture of a
182

jungle, labeled "Africa," was on the
page before him, flanked by a column of

questions. He fixed his eyes with an
effort upon the first interrogation in the
hst.

"To what two races do the inhabit-

ants of Africa belong?" it said.

He stared at the words blankly.

They suggested nothing to his mind.
"To what two—what two

—
" he

murmured mechanically, "what two

His attention wandered from the
book to the idling clock upon the wall.

A music chart rustled in the breeze near
a window, and the sound attracted his

gaze in that direction momentarily.
At last hp turned to look agam at the
girl who sat up the aisle three seats

before him and whom he had watched
all the afternoon.

Her brown hair was done up in two
long braids that ended in rebellious

curls. There were ringlets, too, above
her ears, and a strand of hair hung
across her cheek. She was wearing a
plaid dress, her third in three brief days
of school, he noted. Other girls in

Crayville were content to come in ser-

v'ceable frocks of dark blue and brown,
but among them a change of garments
was a bit of an event. This new girl

had worn white the first day and pink
on Tuesday.
Her appearance in the room had

marked an epoch in his life. He had
come into the sixth grade the leader of

his class, and in the three days that had
elapsed he had glided, resistless, to the

foot. He took a sort of pride in his

record as he reviewed it, for he felt that

it was a tribute to her. The only
reason for the utter failure that had
marked all his lessons was that his whole
being was absorbed in adoration of the
new divinity ; he had no time for books.
The girl lifted her hand to b ush back

the lock of hair that fell upon her cheek.

She lightly touched the bow of ribbon
at the back of her head, and redisposed

her skirts with a little shake. Philip

watched intently.'

He was unconscious of the presence
of Miss Meaney at his side. She had
come from the rear of the room, and

even as he breathed a sentimental sigh

the teacher extended her hand and
closed the geography with a bang.
"You may go into the hall, young

man!" said she.

Her tone was at the chill level of abso-
lute finality.

"Remain there until I send for you,
sir," she concluded.
The boy silently gathered his geo-

graphy under his aim and shuffled

toward the door. As he passed into the

gloom of the hallway he shot a furtive

glance at the little girl in the plaid dress.

She alone of all the class was not gig-

gling, and her blue eyes met his in a look

of immeasurable sympathy.
His face glowed as he thrust the book

under a steam radiator ir a dark corner

of the hall. He hastily retrieved his

cap from the floor of the cloakroom, and
t'ptoed down the hall to the big outer

door. The trip through the school

yard was made at top speed, and he was
panting when he halted in the shelter of

a near-by alley.

He leaned against a tree to recover

his breath.

"Miss Meaney can't lick me, any-

how," he reflected. "Teachers ain't

allowed to lick this year."

Three blocks up the street was the

village post office. The boys of Philip's

clan would gather there as soon as

school was out to review the events of

the day, and to watch the progress of

trade in the business centre of Cray-
ville. It was far too early to go home,
and he felt the need of juvenile society.

He slowly put himself under way to-

ward the gathering place, to be earliest

on the scene.

The post office was an old brick build-

ing which at some pe-iod in the distant

past had been painted gray. An
imaginative decorator had drawn black

streaks upon the surface in a rectangular

pattern to create an illusion of stone-

work. A rickety flight of steps ascend-

ed the side wall to the rooms where the

postmaster dwelt, and a row of packing

boxes was ranged on the sidewalk be-

neath to make room in front of the

neighboring dr\'-goods store.

Philip climbed on the top of the
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largest box and settled himself for a

period of leisure.

Farmers were untying their teams
from the hitching posts, preparatory to

taking their homeward way. One of

them, in the muddy street, was tugging
at the head of an aged horse, endeavor-
ing to stir it from an overwhelming
lassitude. Another, who stood on the
curbstone, was jeering at the effort.

This man had just come from Cray-
ville's lone saloon across the way, and
Philip regarded him with deep interest.

Rather to the boy's disappointment, he
failed to lurch into the gutter in the

manner so vividly described by temper-
ance lecturers who came to the village.

Instead, he sauntered into the street

and set the horse in motion by the
simple process of twisting its tail.

The county judge was sitting on the
courthouse steps, diagonally across the
street.

"Good boy, Bill," he yelled to the
successful horse starter.

Philip was amazed tiiat a judge would
address in public a man who had been
in a saloon. No minister in town
would do so, he was convinced.

Further reflection was stopped by the
appearance of a surging mob of children

down the street, gi\ing witness that
school was dismissed. He identified

Petey Martin and Louie Born and
Scrubby W'illifer in the vanguard, and
little Peggy Toover behind them,
vainly trying to catch up.

"^You'll catch it!" cried Petey, com-
ing within hailing distance.

"Teacher had a fit when she found
out you had gone," supplemented
Louie Born.
The boys found seats upon the boxes

and proceeded to dilate at length upon
the amazement and wrath of Miss
Mcaney when she found the culprit had
departed.

" I expect she'll send >ou to the
sup'intendent to be licked," conjec-
tured Peg^y Toover, his freckled face
alight with the thought.
"Wasn't you afraid?" asked Louie

Born with respect.

"Naw," said Philip. "That wasn't
anything. There's lots worse things
I'd do than that."
He was pleased to find himself the

object of general esteem. He had
introduced a new and startling varia-
tion in the art of playing truant, and the
lustre of his achievement lost nothing
from the description that he gave, with
many additions to the facts.

"Uld Meaney's been laying for mc
ever since I come into her room," he
added mysteriously. "I guess prob-
ably she's got reasons."
He declined to go further into the

matter of this plot against his welfare.
"Old Meaney can't boss me around,"

I e stated. "That's all I l'oI lo s.-iv."

His mother undressed him and tenderly tucked him in bed

I;Ie descended from his box and
marched up and down before the other
boys. His thumbs were hooked in the

places where the armholes of his vest

would ha^'e been had he worn a vest,

and his chin was carried high.

"Oh, Louie!" he said, stopping sud-
denly.

"Huh?" said Louie Born.
"Come here a minute."
Philip mcned a few paces down the

street, Louie obediently following

after.

The Born boy was thin and sallow
and he wore his black hair pasted
sleekly against his head. His hands
yielded lo the prevailing prejudice
against soap and water, but his face and
raiment were cleanly beyond the coin-

prehension of other Clayvillc youth.
He was the Beau Bruinmel of his set.

He was believed to be high in the graces

of the girls and wise in the best methods
of dealing with them. He was often

seen speaking with them, even in

pnblir pl;)<<"i :i!iil it wa*; s.iid tli.ii

he had been to call on Milly James.
"Say, Louie," said Philip, "if a fellow

now, wants to go and call on a girl, does
he ask her first?"

Louie contemplated for a time.

"Do you know iier?" he inquired at

length.

"Oh, it ain't me," I'hilip hastened to

explain. "It's—why, it's a fellow I

know."
"Oh," said the student of social form.

"Well, if he knows the girl, he asks her
first before he goes to sec her. But if he
don't know her, of course he goes
around to her house and gets acciuaint-

ed that way. Who is the fellow?"
" He? Why. he's—he's a fellow I

write to sometimes," lied Philip. "In
("incinftati he lives now. He wanted to

know."
"That's where the new girl in our

room comes from," commentcHi Louie.

Philiji responded with a vivid blush

and, nuunbling an excuse, hastened

away.
Tic (lit ]\''< ^lliniiT '-liiiil lll;lt lliill!
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and retired to his room to spend an hour
in adjusting his hair and applying a coat

of I^lacking to the toes of his shoes. It

occurred to him to ask for the use of his

Sunday suit, init the tliought that this

would lead to embarrassing Cjuestions

caused the abandonment of the 'dea.

He d'd put on his Sunday hat and ap-

propriated as an adornment the heavy
gold watch chain that his father always
left in a bureau drawer.

Slipping out the back door, he sped
around the corner to Washington
Street, a square away. All was well

until he reached the brick house where
the new girl lived. There, as he essay-

ed to mount the steps, he felt him-
self caught by an in-

visible anchor thai r

held him helpless,
'

unable to proceed.

Four times he must-
ered up his courage,

and tried to go in. His feet declined to

carry him forward. His heart, in sym-
pathetic rebellion, throbbed heavily,

and he leaned against a sapling on the

lawn to recovei his suddenly shortened
breath.

Somebody in the house was playing
upon a piano and instinct told him that

it was she. He saw himself in imagina-
tion standing beside that piano, grace-

fully turning the sheets of music and
engaged in sprightly conversation. He
remembered her earnest attention when
he read aloud in school the day before,

and he reflected that if once he could

get inside she might invite him to read
to her. This done, they would prob-
ably look at pictures—his heart thump-
ed again when he thought of the curls

about her ear and the possibility that

they might by accident brush his cheek.

He pondered irresolutely for a time,

and then attempted again to scale the

porch. This time he almost succeeded.
His foot was on the topmost step when
it flashed upon him that she doubtless
would open the door for him in person.

He turned and fled, not stopping until

he had attained the street. Perspira-

tion stood beaded on his brow, and he
mopped it ofT with a corner of his coat.

At this moment a bustle and clatter

arose across the way. Philip looked
and beheld the form of Louie Born,
illumined by the light from an open
door. It was the home of Milly James
and Louie was entering with an elabor-

ate bow. The light vanished. Louie
W'as inside.

Philip groaned aloud as he started

slowly homeward. Not for him was
the debonair assurance of Louie. Born.
The glad greetings that were showered
upon Louie everywhere were denied
him, and the social graces that he felt

were concealed in his bosom must for-

ever stay there, imprisoned. He crept
into the house by the back way and
retired at once to unhappy dreams.
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The following day Philip was sus-

pended from school. t^
"You may tell >(nir father," Miss

Meaney said impressively, "that
you may not return until Monday."
The culprit stood before his class, his

head hanging,while
this public sen-
tence was imposed.
The room was very
still when he gath-
ered up his books,
his ruler, his pencil

The girl with the brown braids was
already at her desk

and his sling shot, and cleared his

desk of its store of waste paper
under the personal supervision of v»5
Miss Meaney. The boys watched
him to note any symptoms
collapse and tears. Two or three

of the girls cried, but this afforded

him little satisfaction. These same
girls always cried when anything unto-
ward happened. When he had done,

he strode, very erect, into the hall, and
as a parting defiance slammed the

door.

A few^ minutes later he stalked into

his home, and gloomily laid his outfit

upon a chair. His mother looked up
from the low stool where she sat darn-

ing.

"Why, Philip, dear!" she said, a
worried line appearing in her brow.
"Are you ill?"

"I've been suspended," said Philip

abruptly.
The mother hurriedly arose, dropping

her lapful of stockings on the floor, and
stood before him, her hand upon his coat

sleeve.

"Was there—did anybody—just tell

me about it, if you can," she said, her

lips trembling at the corners.

Her face cleared, though, as the boy
stumbled through his tale. He related

the episode in full, except for that por-

tion having to do with the little girl in

plaid.

"Well!" said his mother at the end.

"Philip, I always feared that teacher

would cause you trouble! I thought
when I first saw her that she had a very
unpleasant face."

She bustled about the kitchen for a

brief time, and produced a dish of pre-

serves, a loaf of bread with raisins im-
bedded in it and a glass of lemonade.
"Now, you eat this, and I'm sure

you'll feel better, dear," she said.
"When your father comes home I'll tell

him all about it, and very likely he will
take steps to havp the teacher discip-
lined."

The boy was busily stowing away the
bread and preserves, and answered only
with muffled grunts.
"You have been working very hard

and need a rest, I'm sure," added his

mother.
He finished the

last of his luncheon
and wiped his

mouth on the back
of his hand.

"Say, ma," he
said, "next Tues-

day's going to be my birthday,
ain't it?"

"Yes, child. You know that,
certainly. We've talked about it

enough."
"Well, ma, does anybody that

has a birthday—do they ever give
presents away themselves instead
of getting them?"
"What a question! I suppose

they can if they care to. Whv?"
"Well—" Philip hesitated', and

reddened. "What I was wondering
v^as, if I got a job and made some
money while I'm out of school, could I

buy a present with it?"

The mother ran her fingers through
his tousled hair.

"Certainly, dear," she said affection-

ately. "If you want to give a little

remembrance to your papa or me, or to
any of your little schoolmates, you may
do it."

He wasted no time in further parley
but went away at once.

On the main street of the \'illage,

directly across from the post office, the
Gem Candy Kitchen exhibited delicacies

for sale. Each grocery store in Cray-
ville possessed a small glass showcase in

which peppermints, "sour drops" and
dubious chocolates were displayed, but
only the Gem Candy Kitchen offered

sweets in boxes tied with gold cord for

the fastidious. Children coming from
school were accustomed to compress
their noses against the window glass to

inspect the treasures on view within,

and for this reason the windows owned
a semi-opaque streak running clear

across the two big panes and illustrating

the various heights to which the noses
of school children may rise.

Philip halted before this treasure

house and entered upon a study of its

contents. As he stood in contempla-
tion, the fat proprietor set a new entice-

ment in his window. It was an
ornate box with . beautiful flowers

on it and more than the usual quan-
tity of gold cord. A slip of paper was
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attached, with the following legend:

"These Elegant Paris Bon Bons, 7oc."
The boy gazed long and wistfully.

\o lx)y in Crayville ever had possessed
uch a marvel, to his knowledge.
Neither had any of the girls, he con-
luded. It was the custom at Christ-
nas time for parents to bestow copious
^upplies of candy of the jaw-breaker
\ arictv' upon their offspring, and most

t the children had pennies, or even a
iiickel now and then, to expend for
licorice and peppermints. These Paris
Ron Bons, however, were something be-
ond childhood's wildest dreams.
There was the light of a great resolve

in his eye when he turned away. A
furniture and undertaking establish-
ment was immediateK- next door, and
with determined step he marched in-
side. During his interview with th;
proprietor he kept his head averted
from that portion of the stock in trade
that stood on trestles in the rear, and
had shiny sihcr handles. He was even
a little glad when he was informed that
no boy was needed there. Those
'offins had a grisly look.
He fared no better at the dry-goods

lore, nor in the Crayville Shoe Em-
porium. The demand for small boys
was practically non-existent, he was
told. As a last resort, he headed for
Wamley's grocery store. Wamley sold
flour and vegetables and other supplies
to Philip's mother, and he m-'ght be
influenced by a threatened withdrawal
of trade to offer employment to the son.

1 he menace, however,' was not need-
ed. Wamley bade him welcome with
unfeigned delight. He explained that
though Philip was clearly not good for
much he would do to fill the place of the
boy who had deserted that \erv morn-
ing, and that he might work until abler
help could be secured. He immedi-
ately loaded a basket of potatoes into
Philip's arms, and ordered him to
begin assorting them.
A tired, di.sheveled and very dirty

small boy returned home that night,

,

and sank limply into a chair. A streak
of flour adorned his coat, and a crushed
tomato lent gay color to his streaked
shirt front. His trousers were torn,
i'\ a lonfe scratch crossed his cheek.
His mother uplifted her hands in

horror.
" Philip!" she exclaimed. "Whatever

I he ma I tcr ? Where have you I )ecn ?"

I got a job," s£iid Philip. " I got a
ill!) at Wamley's."

"\yhat do you mean, young man, by
iiiaining away from your lunch?" de-

ni.inded his father sternly.
The mother rushed at once to licr

boy's defen.sc.

"Do let the [X)or child l>e," she s.iid.

lie is utterly exhausteti. He needs
dinner, as soon as I can wa.sh bim

At the table, somewhat restoretJ,'
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He gasped and gulped at the sweet-faced little girl who appeared before him

Philip recounted his adventures. He
was relieved to find that his father had
no comment to make on his suspension
from school and in recognition of this
tacit forgiveness he opened the recital
with his engagement by Wamley, omit-
ting mention of his earlier trials and
disappointments.
The philanthropic grocer had em-

ployed him as assistant at the rate of
twent>-five cents a day, he explained.
The jol) consisted in cleansing the floor
and show cases as often as recjuired,

moving lighter articles about the store,
picking out decayed vegetables and
throwing them away, p<jlishing apples
on his coat sleeve and piling them
neatly an<l rendering himself u.seful in
divers other ways.
"And Saturday night, when I get

through," heconcludetl, '
I get seventy-

five cents, right down in hard cash. He
said so."

"Looks like pretty slim pay for all

that work," observed his father' "That
shirt you've spoiled is worth more than
that, let alone your suit."

" I can wear it to do chores in around
the house," defended Philip.

"I guess," .said the father, "that it

Won't suffer much furtlier by the chores
you do. r%-e carried in the coal m\self
all week."

Philip avoided reply by filling his
mouth with pudding. His eyes were
alreach' blinking drowsily, and before
the meal was over he had fallen fast
asleep in his chair. His fathei carried
him to bed, where the mother undressed
him and tenderly tucked him in.

Friday aiul Saturday were exceeding
long. With aching back and trembling
limbs I'hilip tumblwl boxes of oranges
and lemons in and out of the store, pried
wiih Iiatiliet and chisel at crat'- '!' u

Continued on page 220.



WHAT •'IMMORTAL" MEANS.
TT is a lamentable fact that to many
^ readers, especially the young, the

knowledge that a certain book is im-

mortal is no recommendation of it.

They feel that they will be bored if

they read it, and so arises the cynical

description of a number of great books
—those that every one has heard about
and nobody reads. The reason, prob-

ably, is to be found in the meaning we
attach to the word "immortal." We
are told that Shakespeare is immortal,

for instance, and we interpret this to

mean that Shakespeare will always
live. But the fact that a poem or a

story or a play wiitten a couple of

hundred years ago is likely to go on
living for another couple of hundred
years is unimportant beside the fact

that it is living now. Thus Shake-
speare is as fresh today as when the

m.atchless plays were written. Let any-

one pick up "Henry VIII.," for in-

stance, and read the conversation of

the London citizens who are watching
the wedding procession of Anne Boleyn.

Then let him stand on a street corner

and watch a 20th Centur>' procession,

and listen to the chat that goes on
around him. He may be astonished

to find that men talked and thought in

the days of Henry pretty much as men
talk and think to-day. Afterwards he

is likely to give a broader interpreta-

tion to the word "immortal."

CANADIAN HABITS.
A FTER a sojourn in polished Eng-

land, the Canadian returning to

Canada is sometimes shocked by the

vulgarity of his native country. What
is done smoothly and easily in the Old
World is done boisterously and roughly

here. W^hat is graceful and quiet man-
nered in England is as likely as not to be
self-conscious and noisy here. It is no
sign of efifeminacy or weakness to pre-

fer Old World ways to New World
ways; but neither is this vulgarity in

our country anything to be ashamed of.

Ir *'^" first place it is a sign that we are
1S6

developing our own kind of life. In the
second place it is a mark of the inher-
ent vigor and virility of .our western
world. We may be materialists but
we are not as sensual as old world folk.

We may seem .self-conscious but we are
really not half as egotistical as Euro-
peans. We may not produce that rare
and admirable specimen of the human
kind—the public spirited aristocrat.

Yet we may safely boast a higher
general average of intelligence and well-

being. If it were not for people of our
sort the world would sufifer from in-

grown energy. The intricate urbani-
ties of Old World learning, the squand-
ering of energy on inefifable differences

in scholarly points of view—these are
rendered less harmful by the existence

of our crude but energetic banalities.

Let no one under-estimate the value of

what Europe has given us. But let us
not forget that our Canadian habits are

wholesome and tend to keep the world
sincere and practical.

AN INDIAN'S APPEAL.

A T a patriotic meeting in New York
recently, the words of Red Fox

Jam.es, a Blackfoot Indian, aroused the

audience to enthu.siastic cheers. The
passionate fervor of his poetic utter-

ances give proof of a loyalty that is no
meaningless, flag-waving thing, but the

deep love of a country that was the

land of the Indian before the white
man brought ci\iIization, with its at-

tendant humiliation to the redskin.

"From all over the West," he said, "we
stand ready to spring to the saddle.

We stand ready to protect the 1400

miles of border between the United
States "and Mexico—fifty thousand men
who know a horse as no white man ever

knew it; fifty thousand men who can

live where no white man has ever •

lived; fifty thousand Indians who,
when their hearts are in a cause, as our

hearts are in this cause, will die for it !

Call us to arms ! Let us guard and
fight for our country !" It speaks well

for American justice to the Indian,

that she has set the music of the Indian
battle songs to such words as, "This is

my own, my native land !"

MR. BEER AND FISH
PVERYOXE should try to help G.

Frank Beer in his new work. He
is the public-spirited citizen who has
undertaken a branch of the work of
the Food Controller, Mr. Hanna. On
Hanna's behalf Beer is to attempt to
make us eat fish. He is assailing our
long-established prejudice against this

article of diet. He proposes to make
us yearn for salmon steaks instead of
beef, and grilled trout in place of mut-
ton. Of course the people on our two
coasts have not far to go in this matter.
The maritime province Canadian who
tra\cls into central Canada, or across
the plains, is continually bemoaning
the absence of good fish from, among
the items on the menu. But the
central Canadian pays no attention.
Fish is a food that requires not only
skill but fortitude on the part of the
kitchen stafT. It does not always
reach our side-doors in the best of con-
dition and on top of that there is always
the risk of untutored cooking. Mr.
Beer must do som.ething to improve
the shipping facilities for sea and lake
fish to our inland towns. He must
break down our lurking suspicion that
these fish are "old" simply because
they have come a long way. Then, we
suggest, he should take steps to have
our kitchen assistants educated in the
art of preparing the little swimmers.
No one is going to eat fish out of a
mere sense of duty to the Empire.
The palate knows no patriotism.

SHOCKING SAINT PAUL.
"ITHE Anglican synod of the Diocese

of Huron has decided to admit
women to its vestries, thus ending, by
an almost unanimous vote, an agita-

tion of years. And in Winnipeg, re-

cently, a certain Mrs. Hamilton, public-

spirited student of social and political

reform, spoke, on "the intelligent use



wf the vote" from a "Church-of-Eng-
land-Church" pulpit. St. Paul, poor
bachelor, must truly turn in his grave
pany a starr>' night, in these days of
^omen's emancipation. Women have
kowed such a wonderful capacity for
tiurch work, such a genius for organiza-

[[on, not only in their activities in aid
f missions, but in keeping animatedly
live, various sfx:ieties connected with
|e church, and consequently the
Burch itself; that theV having no
oice in church policy has always
-lemed to the most conservative woman

i gra\e injustice. Hrwe\er, we judge
hat many male Anglicans will be
iiocked to the deepest depths of their

conservative souls at the Ijare idea of a
woman in the pulpit; and, speaking on
.1 secular subject at that. They will
(|Uote vaguely, and more-or-less cor-
rectly, various St. Paulisms; and ex-
pect people, especially the women of
I heir own immediate families, to be
convinced. But after all, a member of
the sex doomed to wear skirts, may
ha\e as great and Christian a message
to deliver, as one of the sex glorified by
trousers; and the church will, perhaps,
( ome into closer touch with the home,
il laws for the home's protection be
conceived within her doors.

KEEP OFF THE GRASS.
\ "THE London Times, in recent "Fin-

ance After the War" articles, has
been writing of schemes that, in the

^
light of colonial history', do not look
altogethei good to democratic colonials!
It is altogether too reminiscent of the
Khodesian conception of colonization.
Indeed the Xew Empire Resourses
I )e\eloi)ment Company came into be-
ing in the offices of the Rhrxles Trust,
Mu\ its chainnan is Sir Starr Jam.ieson,
rresident of the Rhfxlesian Chartered
mpany. The idea is to promote the
->t undertaking of developing colonial
'iperty under the .shelter of a state
unopoly. The E\«ening Post of New

Nork comments on the situation in these

I

words: "This plan destroys the prin-
I ciple that British relationship to the

I

dependencies should be based ujjon
' ser\ice to, not exploitation of, the

nntries; that the empire is not an
Mte to be worked for the eniichment
commercial interests in England

il a trust to be administered for the
\Mlfare of its inhaliitants. The new

licy is not a new one, after all. It is
I vival of the old policy which Ijrought

!u h disaster and shame lo Spain and
' > the Congo State." This develop-

iit (ompany speaks of develoi)ing
it,0<M).000 acres of Canadian land.

'

rhaps it would bo best for the British
\ernment to try the ex[x-riment at
lie, expropriating the private estates

.111(1 mineral deposits ownwl at present
by some of the members of that ve-y
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New Empire Resources nevelopm.eni
Company !

ELECTION SHADOWS
PLECTIONS sometimes clear the

air, but clearing the air is useless
unless it serves to reveal the real will
of the people. There is not a little
danger that the will of the Canadian
people may be thoroughly ol)scured in
this next contest between the parties.
It is up to the honest citizen to guard
against this probability. I'nless the
politicians show an unexpectejd clean-
ness of heart this is about what will
happen: English-speaking Canada
will be asked to vote against this man
or that man because he is somehow-
related to French-speaking Canada

—

and therefor to be condemned out of
hand ! French Canada will be similar-
ly incited against the rest of Canada.
Then too, the Borden Government'
will be blamed for the alleged sins of
Sir Sam Hughes, and the Liberals for
the alleged sins of Sir Wilfrid Laurier
and the Grand Trunk Pacific. All
these things are beside the point-
have little or nothing to do with the
main issue. That main issue is,

competent government ! Never mind
the past of either of the parties.
Neither has anything to boast about.
Both should be ashamed of some of
their acts. Don't vote for the baby-
kissers and the men who tn,' to move
you by an appeal to your religious or
racial feeling. Don't vote as an Eng-
lishman or an Irishman or a Scotchman
or a French Canadian, but as a Cana-
dian who is thoughtful of the interests
of his own country. Don't accept a
candidate chosen by your party organi-
zation for party services rendered in
the past, unless he is a good staunch
citizen as well. We people of Canada
have sent too many men to Parliament
whose onh' <iualification was paw-
wagging and easy-speech . Rerr.ember

:

some of the best men are poor speech-
makers.

TOM THOMPSON
P"EW Canadians knew Tom Thomp-

son. Ver>' few had seen his pic-
tures even though one of them hangs
in the National Gallery at Ottawa.
His death by drowning in .-\lgoM(|uin
Park—his favorite sketching haunt

—

gave greater iniblicity to his name than
it hitherto had had. Yet Tom Thomp-
son was one of our great men and future
generations will look into his pictures,
wherever they may hang, with some-
thing more than mere artistic interest.
He was one who fulfilled the first

functif)n of art by Seeing, and the
second by Feeling, and the third by
clear and beautiful presentm<nt. There
will be a great mam- Tum 'I"I...riiiw,.„V

187

belorc .Art comes into its own in this
new country of ours. There are in
fact a great many of them already-
quiet, thoughtful modest men who
live—let us admit it at oiice—precar-
iously, but enjoy beauties which, but
for them we might never see. We are
often tempted to be impatient with
art in the midst of our struggling
practicalities, but it is a motxl we must
overcome. For art, as we know but
often forget, ministers to the spirit and
the spirit is, after all, what keeps us
going against odds. Tom. Thonyison
built no railways and founded no
banks, inspired no universitv convoca-
tion and swaj-ed no electorate. But on
bits of board or can\ass measurable
in inches, he reproduced the glorv of
our Canadian wilderness, the sunshine
of Heaven, the Majesty of nature.

PRA CTICA L PA TR 10TISM
(2]ANADA still contributes a good

many men to picture shows, \aude-
ville and base ball games. We don't
say they ought not to be there, for we
take the stand that no one knows just
what reasons a man may have for not
being Oveiseas—reason which are not
as apparent as his nose. We do take
the stand, however, that when he is
given an opportunity for expressing his
patriotism -n a practical way, he ought
to "show UP." He ought to show ns
as convincingly as when he goes to the
LeagMc games, the vaudeville and the
movies. Otherwise, some of us are apt
to doubt.
The Government Departments at

Ottawa are giving an extra week's
vacation to the Ci\'il Serv^ants who will
take their holidays now and spend
them on farms. This is the Go^ern-
ment's gentlemanly way of urging our
men to relie\e the labor situation and
to assist in keeping food prices at some-
thing approaching nonnal next winter.
Did we-live in Gennany—which heaven
forbitl !—we would not be invited
(courteously) to cooperate with the
Government in a matter of this kind,
we would be ordered to do so. It will
be a i)ity if the ai)peal is not met by a
hearty and conscientious response. For
if it is not, we will be but pro\ ing our-
selves unworthy of courteous treat
ment and putting ourselves in the
class of those people who have to be
driven. We have always resented in-
terference with our personal liberties,
and we probably would dislike intense-
ly to l)e com()elled to carry a pitch fork
each morning of our vacation.
We, \yho puriiose taking advantage

of the Government suggestion, merely
suggest that it is much pleasanter to
carry one over our shoulders by the
voluntary methcxl, than to walk in
fr,.,<. ..t ,,..,. K,. the involuntary- method.



Save

For

Export
AN INTERVIEW WITH>^OOD

CONTROLLER HON.
W. J. HANNA

By R. Goldwin Smith

Illustrated from Photographs

THE imperative duty before the

people of Canada is to feed

Great Britain and our European

Allies. It cannot be done unless every

man, woman and child in the Domin-

ion joins with this office in service to

the Canadian Division at the front and

the armies and the peoples of the

Entente. Without such service the

food position will be desperate. Are

the people of Canada to fail where suc-

cess may mean victory or defeat ?

"The food shortage of Britain and

the European Allies, and the food to

supply the armies of Canada and the

United States must be wholly provided

on this side of the Atlantic. Russia,

itself on rations, cannnot come to the

assistance of Britain, France, Italy or

Belgium. War has closed the Dar-

danelles and the Baltic, and blocked

the supply routes of this greatest wheat
producing country in the world. There

is a big drop in the exports of wheat in

the Argentine, total exports in one

week of June amounting to only 19

per cent, of the amount exported the

same week a year ago. Shortage of

ocean tonnage has largely closed the

distant markets and the AUies look to

Canada and the United States for the

wheat of the Argentine, of Australia,

New Zealand, India, Egypt and South
Africa. On the basis of normal con-

sumption, it is estimated, that Canada
and the United States will only have
300,000,000 bushels of wheat for ex-

port this year. Great Britain and the

Allies require 460,000,000 bushels. Our
home consumption must be reduced

by a third. As it is with wheat, so

with beef and bacon. Tremendous
quantities of fish, cheese, beans, canned
and evaporated foods and other com-
modities are also required from the

Dominion.
"To feed the Allied armies and na-

tions, the men and women of Canada
must pledge themselves to maximum
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Mr. Hanna XHE HON. W. J. HANNA,
was but a FOOD CONTROLLER OF
week in his

CANADA,
new office be-

fore he had developed well-organizsd plans

by which the people of the Dominion should

save food for export. The new Food Con-

troller is a man of wide experience, as a law-

yer, politician and practical business man.

production, the elimination of waste
and the largest possible consumption
of perishable foodstuffs. The shortage
in ocean tonnage makes it essential

that easily storeable foods should be
released for export. To release such
food supplies Canada must live more
on its perishable products. Fruits and
vegetables, in their season, must be
the country's foods to the greatest

possible extent.

"The children of Belgium are cry-

ing for food. Serbia has been over-

run by the enemy. Much of France
has been laid waste. Ten nations of

the world are on rations. Sixty mil-

lion workers have been withdrawn from
productive pursuits for war activities.

The food situation is threatening. It

may be disastrous. The men, women
and children at home must make

sacrifices for the soldiers who are daily

sacrificing themselves for them. Can-
ada cannot desert her Divisions or the
armies and peoples of her Allies. Every
individual is under a direct war obliga-

tion of food service, and such service

is essential to victory."

So many offices have been created in

Canada as a result of a state of war, so

many committees have been organized
and so many campaigns launched, that

the wayfaring man would be confused,

if it were not for the fact that he is

vitally concerned. What then is this

latest creation, namely the office of

Food Controller? What is the function

of such an official, that it has been
deemed expedient to appoint so able

and experienced a counsellor as the

Hon. W. J. Hanna, lawyer, politician

and practical business man to fill the



post? Mr. Hanna's chief function in

the capacity of Food Controller is to

find ways and means of making up for

an impending shortage of wheat, beef
and bacon, of which our European
Allies will be in absolute need before the
North American crops of 1918 are har-
\ested.

Mr. Hanna put one of the objectives

of his campaign in a sentence when he
said that the total need of wheat for

ihe Allies and neutrals in Europe during
the coming twelve months will be
1,105,000,000 bushels. The estimated
production of wheat in these European
countries this year will be 645,000,000
bushels. For the residue, that is 460,-

000,000 bushels, Europe must depend
1 ntirely on Canada and the United
States, as the surplus wheat of other
•utside countries is not available. Now
the estimated exportable suiplus in

Canada and the United -States above
normal domestic requirements during
the coming year will be 300,000,000
bushels. There will be a shortage of
wheat necessary for export, therefore
of 160,000,000 bushels which must be
made up.

"But why," some will ask, "has it

l)een necessary to appoint food con-
trollers in the United States and Can-
ida to solve such a problem? Why
-hould the recently appointed grain
commissions not perform that func-
lion?" The answer is that no grain
ommission can supply 160,000,000
bushels (or one bushel) of wheat that do
not exist. Then how can any official

-upply this wheat? By finding ways and
means by which the people of Canada
a»d the United States will consume
160,000,000 bushels less wheat than is

absorbed under normal conditions.
It wilj be seen, therefore, that the

office is one of the most vital created in

connection with the war. It is import-
ant, because the allied soldiers in the
trenches will certainly go hungrv, if

that 160,000.000 bushels is not forth-
oming. It is fortunate that so effici-

•nt a man as Mr. Hanna was available
tor the post, because he has one of the
most difficult and delicate tasks that
ever faced a government official. It is

difficult, because the success of the
enterprise depends largely on the
voluntary support of every family in
I lie Dominion. Almost absolute powers
liave been vested in Mr. Hanna, in the
way of food control. He can regulate
as he sees fit the distribution, price and
consumption of all foods. If every
family in every community strictly
follows his advice, however, in the
matter of regulating the consumption
of ffXKl. Mr. Hanna's problem will be
readily solvetl. Doubtless it will not
be left altogether in the hands of
individual families, but their whole-
hearted co-operation is urgently needed.
Canada is not alone in this "Food
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is well under way in the United States.

In Mr. H. C. Hoo\er the United States

government has chosen as Food Con-
troller one of the brainest men and best

organizers in that countn,-. Mr. Hoover
and Mr. Hanna are co-ordinating their

forces and are working for exactly the

same ends.
To the people of the United States

Imd Canada it may appear rather a

hard fortune that they are asked to

retrench in respect to their bill-of-fare.

Our Allies in Europe are doing it and
ha\'e done so for a year or more. For-

tunately it will not be necessary for the

people on this side of the Atlantic to

eat less. All we are urged to do is to a
small extent use substitutes for wheat-

foods, beef and bacon. That should

not prove a hardship, in view of the fact

that we have an abundance of other

foods at our disposal. Why should

Europe not take these substitutes? one

may ask. The answer is that many of

our substitutes are perishable, while

others are too cumbersome to export

under prevailing, tight ocean shipping

conditions. For export purposes,

wheat, bacon and beef, especially the

two first named, are the most useful.

Theoretically the solution of the

Food Controller's problems is simple.

There are 110,000,000 inhabitants in

the United States and Canada. If

each person ate four ounces less of

wheat-foods each day, in twelve months
time the 160,000,000 bushels of wheat
would be made up. In order to contri-

bute our share of this, the people of the

Dominion must save at least 12,000,000

bushels of wheat. Canadians consume
on the average about six bushels of

wheat each per annum. That is a high

average compared with other nations.

We could make up the shortage of

160,000,000 bushels if each one of us

used 1^ bushels less per annum. That
is, we would have to be content to use

one-third less wheat-foods each day,

throughout the year. Surely that is an
easy task when we Canadians have as

substitutes at hand cornmeal, oatmeal,

rye and barley bread and non-wheat
breakfast foods. That ,at any rate, is

our task. There are various ways of

accomplishing it.

In regulating the family diet several

important factors must be kept in view.

There are certain things that children

must have. These include milk and
fats of various kinds. Most so-called

luxuries are usually withheld from
children, for the sake of their health.

If instead of denying the children

staples, therefore, we adopted more
closely their bill-of-farc, and ate one-
third wheat-foods and the "proscribed"
meats each day, not only would the
impending needs of our European
Allies be provided for, but the cost of

living would \yc less. .\ny one, for in-
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stance, who has not tasted Canadian
Pacific Coast halibut is advised to try

the experiment. This salt water fish is

delicious, firm as steak and is nourishing

and reaches Toronto in excellent con-

dition. Probably in connection with
the fish industry, compulsion might
prove advisable, in order that fish in

large quantities may reach the con-

sumer in first-class condition, at reason-

able prices.

Another field covered by the Food
Controller where compulsion might
have a remedial effect would be in

regard to the menus of hotels, railways
and steamships. It is considered that

bills-of-fare are needlessly elaborate

and, according to Mr. Hanna's views,

the waste is enormous. A regulation

providing for simple, wholesome meals
could readily be made effective.

With regard to the fixing of prices of

commodities, Mr. Hanna stated in

Montreal recently that he would not

hesitate to do this, if he found it advis-

able. He made the qualification, how-
ever, to the effect that the trade need
not be alarmed, as no losses would be
sustained by this means.
Mr. Hanna reports that he has

received communications to the effect

that bakings from darker grades of

flour were dearer than the white-flour

foods. This, he intimated, was a clear

case against some of those who handled
the commodity. It stands to reason

that whole wheat flour should be
cheaper than flour that is manufactured
from only part of the wheat grain, be-

cause a much greater proportion of the

wheat is used. Moreover, the milling

process is less elaborate when handling

the darker wheat flours. Mr. Hanna
thinks that with regard to some com-
modities (he probably includes wheat
and flour), it might be expedient to

establish maximum and minimum
prices.

Mr. Hanna plans to operate through

a wide range of existing organizations

and other organizations to be created

for the purpose of directly serving his

ends. Acting under the auspices and
by the authority of the Federal go\cm-
ment, he will cooperate with the Pro-

vincial gt)vcrnments, farmers' clubs,

women's institutes, schools. Red Cross
Societies, National and Local Councils,

the Young Men's Christian Association,

the Young Women's Christian Associa-

tion, church societies, municipal Iwdies

and publications. The ultimate object-

ive is the family. Local units will be
organized in every community and
these will demonstrate methods of

domestic economy, home canning and
evaporating of perishable products in

order that the exportable products may
be released.

The canning of perish.ible products
will be a special item in Mr. Hanna's
campaign. It is important that every
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The women of Canada can assist the food campaign in no more effective way than by canning perishable foods

available pound of perishable foods self as favorably impressed with results,
should be preserved. The propagation In a recent speech before the Cana-
of this campaign will be carried to the dian Club of Montreal, Mr. Hanna
cannmg companies. Arrangements
will likely be made by which canned
goods will get to the consumer from
factories at reasonable prices.

Perhaps it is not generally known
that carloads of ripe fruits have been
destroyed on the Toronto wholesale
fruit market for lack of buyers. Such
an event will not recur with Mr. Hanna
at the helm. Fruits have rotted on the
trees in enormous quantities for lack of
a market. This will be prevented as-
far as possible. Vegetables that will
keep should be properly stored in
the family cellar.

Less than a month has passed since
Mr. Hanna assumed the office of Food
Controller. Very little time elapsed
before he had set the problems and in
some measure methods for solving them
before the people of the country. In
succinct form the leading methods are
as follows:

(1) Maximum production.

(2) The largest possible consumption
of perishable feedstuffs in order to
liberate the storable foods for trans-
portation across the ocean.

(3) The adoption of war menus.

(4) The prevention of waste.

(5) The utilization and creation of
organized volunteer bodies to assist the
Food Controller in increasing and con-
serving the food supply.
With regard to production a move-

ment was set on foot in the spring to
assure the maximum food supply this
season. Mr. Hanna has expressed him-

hinted that some form of com-
pulsion may be resorted to, in suf-

ficient degree to insure the requi-
site amount of the foods required for

export.

If the people would consider the
matter on a scientific basis, Mr. Hanna
points out, they would see that by a
careful selection of foods they could,
without noticeable sacrifice, save one-
third of the normal consumption. One
means he suggests is to use vegetables
and fish freely. Vegetables are avail-
able to all people in this country, and
they would prove a healthy diet if used
in greater abundance. As to fish,

Canadian inland and coast waters
abound in the choicest varieties in the
world.

The Food Controller will see to it that
there is no undue hoarding of commodi-
ties by the wholesale trade merely for

higher prices. Every effort will be
made to secure transportation facilities

so that the producer and consumer will

not hereafter exist far apart, as has been
the case to too great an extent hereto-
fore.

The availability- of fish as an excellent
substitute for beef and bacon has so
strongly impressed the Food Controller
that a special committee, national in

scope, has been appointed to deal with
the problem. Its first business will be
to report on the feasibility' of providing
an ample supply of fresh water fish at
reasonable prices to the consumers of
central Canada, while at the same time
granting legitimate returns to fisher-

men. The committee at [)resent in-

cludes the following: Mr. G. Frank
Beer and Mr. R. Y. Eaton, of Toronto,
and Mr. F. S. Wiley, of Port Arthur.
Each man is possessed of special quali-
fications for the work, the latter named
being a practical fisherman.

Mr. Hanna says he wi'l look first

to individual committees to take up
the work re-organizing our mode of
living. It will require almost military
law to enforce the p-oper regulations,

unless our people see their patriotic

duty and promptly go about it to in-

augurate the changes. And it must
be said that our people are taking up
this great work in real earnest. For
example, one of the larger women's
clubs in Toronto has obtained pledges
from its membership to institute meat-
less days and reduce the quantity of

wheat foods served at their home
tables. Cornmeal has already become
the fashionable substitute for wheat
flour. Lamb aYid veal have not been
served in many of the leading clubs for

weeks. If this sentiment continues to

grow the "waster" will soon be as
much of a social outcast as the food
"profiteer."

Save for export! Mr. Hanna wants
the word passed along. Explain that

the boys in the trenches are involved in

the situation. Mr. Hanna, himself, has
not hesitated to describe the need as

desperate. This question of food con-

trol is not merely an effort to take pre-

cautions in case of contingencies.

An adequate amount of export-

able food must be conser\-ed, or our
Allies, and through them ourselves,

will suffei.
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Politics and Politicians
SOME OF THE HAPPENINGS OF THE MONTH

ON PARLIAMENT HILL

By Tom King
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THROUGH the fog and vapour of

political uncertainty, and above
the edd'es and cross currents of

pol-'t'cal manoeuvres, one coming event
stands clearh- outlined, and that is, that

we are to have a general election in

Canada. Up to the last moment many
believed that the lifetime of Pailiament
would be again extended. They aigucd
that when it came to the test Sir

Wilfrid Laurier and the members
of the Opposition would consent to

another extension, or that the

(lovernment, with the assistance of

the con.scription Liberals, would
pass the address pra>ing for an
amendment of the Bn'tisji North
America Act by a major it}' vote.

They were confident ,at any rate,

that the extension resolution would
I arry by sixty majoiity—in place of

a bare margin of twenty votes^
and they took it for granted that

S'r Robert Borden had some under-
standing w'th the British Govern-
ment which would ensure the

necessary legislation by the Im-
perial Parliament.
On June 17th the Prime Minister

moved the resolution providing Uir

in extension of the Parliamentary
;orm in a speech remarkable for its

fairness, 'ts tone of conciliation, and
its earnest appeal. He pleaded
with the members of the House to

unite in preventing the discord and
disunion almost cc'tain to attend
uf)on a general election. He again
offered to form a National or
' nion Government, and to with-
hold the enforcement of the coming
onscript'on law until there had
iicen another earnest and imiled
effort to raise one hundred thoirsand
volunteers. He warned the House,
however, that the Government was
not in the position of a suppliant,
and that if there was to be any
serious opix)sition to the proposed
exterrsion, they would confidently face

an appeal to the jieople.

Election by December?

'T'HAT many of the argunrents which
induced Parliament to extend its

"wn life by unanimous vote a year ago
re not to-day efTecti\e, Sir Rol)ei t was

I dmit. Tile con.scription bill

has undoubtcdh' di\ided the House and
the countrv'. jiluch rancour and bit-

terness is evident which no coalition

can cure, and many believe that more
good than harnj will result from a
general election.

The date of the election has not, of

course, been determined. It can scarce-

K- be annor.nrcd until the dissolution

Premier Martin, of Saskatchewan

of Parliament. Parliament is by no
means through its labours, for the
conscri|)iion bill has yet to be passed,
as well as an income tax, some railway
legislation, and perhaps a federal fran-

chise act. With the members anxious
to get home and look after their fences,

business ma\' be greatU exi)edited, but
unless there is a sudden dissolution few

can figure out how the present session is

to end before the first of September.
Dissolution on September 1st would
mean an election some time in Decem-
ber, because a great deal of time will be
required to poll the votes of the soldiers

and ha^•e them in the hands of the vari-

ous returning officers from Cape Breton
to the Yukon by election day. Hence

it looks like a long-drawn out cam-
paign, which may be said to hav'e

already commenced, and a cam-
paign that promises to be unique in

Canadian history.

Old Lines Broken

TN THE first place, we will

scarcely have the old-time elec-

tion between the two old patties iri

which every Province was a battle-

field. In Quebec it is 'doubtful

wliethcr the Government will place

any candidates in the field. The
contest there will be between the

followers of Sit Wilfrid Laurier and
the followers of Henri Bourassa,

much as it was in 1911, but the

attacks upon Sir Wilfrid personally

will be less virulent. Indeed, if he

leads the party he will probably

carry nearly all the seats in his

native Pro\incc, although a few

Nationalists will undoubtedly be

returned, including Mr. Bourassa

himself.

^In Ontario, on the other hand,

tfie Liberal party will be largely

eliminated. The Liberals in that

Province will be as strongly com-
mitted to conscription as the Con- ,

servatives, and in many ridings

there may be arranged acdanra-

tions. The dozen Ontario Liberal

members who voted with the Gov-
ernment on conscription may well

exjiect to be returned without oppo-

sition. Indeed there may be a

coalition government, w^hich will

see that while conscription candi-

dates are returned from Ontario, a

certain proportion of thenr will belong,

or at least until lately ha\e be-

longed, to the Lilieral i)arty.

So far, so gcK)d. In the M.uiliuu

Provinces, where the old party lines are

more tightly drawn, we ma\- cxepct to

see the old-time party fight, with Tories

Mil one side and Grits on the other \
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Union Government will find little-favor

among the people down by the sea who
take their politics very seriously, and
carry political differences to a length
which, to people in other parts of the
country, seem incredible.

Grain Growers Dominate West
IN THE West, both the old parties

will find themselves shoved to one
side by the grain growers, who are with
the Borden government on conscription

and against it on nearly every other
subject. The West, indeed, will have
the key to the situation, and will prob-
ably make and unmake governments
hereafter, with startling rapidity. In

the next Parliament we will have the

group system, rather than the two party
system, and governments may change
as frequently as they do in France,
unless in some way there is formed a
broad, able, national government that

can fairly well command universal

respect. But such a government will

have to largely forget the old party
divisions in Canada, and, to be truly

"national" should have some following

and support in the Province of Quebec.
Since our last review the provincial

elections in Saskatchewan have come
and gone with the triumphal return of

the Martin government to power.
Hon. Mr. Mart'n is a young man who
went from the Dominion Parliament to

the Premiership of Saskatchewan with-
out any previous training or expeiience
in provincial politics. He seems to

have restored
,
public confidence to an

administration wh'ch, a year ago, was
badly shaken. Indeed, his majority
was so phenomenal that the politicians

are,at a loss to explain it. It is said

that the foreign born voters without
exception voted Liberal as a protest
against conscription. Yet Premier
Martin personally advocated consciip-
tipn during the campaign, and all the
Liberal members of the House from
Saskatchewan ,voted for the conscrip-
tion bill. The true explanation of the
landslide is probably to be found in the
fact,that it is a victory for the grain
growers rather than a victory for the
Liberal party. Three ot Mr. Martin's
Cabinet Ministers are prominent in the
farmers' organizations.

Debate Usual Stagey Affair

YX/'HETHER or no conscription was
the issue,in Saskatchewan, it has

certainly been the one issue before
Parliament during the past six weeks.
The debate upon the second reading of
the bill may have seemed interminable
to the country, and yet only about one-
half of the members exercised their un-
doubted ,right to speak. The debate
dragged at times, and now and then
rambled, as all debates are bound to do,
but on the whole it was of a high char-
acter. The arguments against con-
scription were mainly presented by the
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members from Quebec, and many of
them necessarily addressed the House
in French. Thus it may be that the
reports of the debate in the English-
speaking papers were, to some extent,
of a one-sided character. On the clos-

ing night of the debate, for example,
Mr. Cardin, of Richelieu, del'vered a
speech which greatly enthused all who
were able to follow him, and even those
who could not understand a word of it

knew they were hearing a great oration

;

yet the Ontario papers probably con-
tented themselves with saying that
"Mr. Cardin and others followed in
French," and let it go at that.
On the other hand, a number of the

French-speaking members from Quebec
were able admirably to express them-
selves in English. Sir Wilfrid Laurier,
Hon. Charles Marcil, Mr. Lapointe of
Kamouraska, and Mr. Pacaud, voiced
the views of their province in classical

English, and may be said to have fully

presented the case against the con-
scription bill.

Upon the merits of the question we
need express no opinion. No debate, in

my recollection, ever changed a vote in

the House of Commons, and probably,
therefore, never changed a vote in the
country.

Referendum Brought Slump

DROBABLY every member who
voted on the second reading of the

bill knew just how he was going to vote
before the debate began. The slump in

sent-ment or change in opinion that
undoubtedly took place among a certain
number of members occurred in refer-

ence to the proposal to submit the bill

to a plebiscite or referendum. This
suggestion of a referendum did not
come, in the first instance, from Sir

Wilfrid Laurier. On the contrary, it

was urged upon him as a good way out
of a difficult situation by some of his

English-speaking supporters from On-
tario. It was at first specially pleasing
to the Liberal members from the West,
where the principle of initiative and
referendum has been endorsed by both
political parties at every provincial

election for some time past. Manitoba
has a statute providing for "direct
legislation," which was, however, de-
clared uUra vires by the Court of

Appeals, and is now under scrutiny by
the Imperial Privy Council. Saskat-
chewan passed a similar law some years
ago, as also, I think, did the Province of

Alberta. The grain growers at any
rate, who are many of them American
settlers from the Western States, make
the referendum a cardinal plank of their

political platform. The Laurier amend-
ment itself was drawn by a sub-com-
mittee of thirteen Liberal members, of

whom only five came from the Province
of Quebec. It therefore seemed that
although the Liberals would split badly

on the conscription bill itself they
might unite to support the referendum.

But when the vote came to be taken
half the Ontario Liberals, and practi-

cally all of the Western Liberals lined

up with the government. I do not
think it was any speeches made in the
debate which changed their views.
They may have thought the thing over
carefully, or they may have heard from
their constituents. The fact remains,
however, that a number of the members
who recommend the Laurier amend-
ment felt constrained in the end to vote
against it.

Ontario and the West in Accord

T^HIS, then, was where the break
came in the Liberal parliamentary

party rather than upon the conscription
bill itself. Pel haps so far as the West
is concerned the break was, in any
event, inevitable. The fact is that the
Western people are growing less and
less interested in the issues that divide
our great political parties in Eastern
Canada. Quite apart from the war and
conscription the \Vestern Piovinces are
ripe for a Western party, and a
parliamentary gioup of their own, the
members of which will attend the
caucus of neither political party.

Criticism of Conscription Bill.

Xl/'HILE the politicians here take it

for granted that the sentiment of

the country is favorable to the principle

of conscription they by no means agree
in thinking that every candidate will be
returned at the next election who runs
as a conscription candidate outside of

Quebec. The bill itself will be attacked
from different angles m different locali-

ties. Hon. Fiank Oliver has already
declared that it falls too lightly on the
Province of Quebec. He thinks that
instead of causing Quebec to make up
her delinquency in the past the measure
will enable that Province to furnish

even less than her propoi donate quota
in the future. Already there has been
criticism as to the order in which the

men are to be called out. As time goes
on some unexpected defects will appear
in the law, because no law has ever been
drafted which does not disclose some
absurdities or injustice in the course of

administration. And theie is also to be
taken into account the people who talk

conscription but vote the other way,
and the people who are not talking at
all but have some strong convictions on
the subject. It is altogether likely,

however, that a coalition government
going to the country on the conscription
issue would be returned by a good
majority. How long such a govern-
ment could hold together or how long it

would receive the support of the House
after the present emergency passes is

another question.

Continued on page 216.



The Owner of 28 Above

IT
had "gone six" on the creeks, and

the many whistles of the hoisting

plants shrilly announced the fact.

In all directions men could be seen

coming up from the shafts, weary after

their ten hour shift under-ground. Al-

most every nationality was represented

in the motley crew—every profession,

from faro dealer to Sky Pilot, their

previous varied interests now merged in

a common one—a search for the allur-

ing gold.

Gradually separating himself from
the crowd, Jack Denton walked slowly

up the hill to his pretentious cabin.

He was a veritable sour-dough having
crossed the summit in '95 and having
been in on every stampede from Forty-

mile to the Koyakuk. Just following

the great Klondike discovery, he had
staked on "28 above"—on Bonanza
Creek—but he had been too restless to

stay there and work his claim. Rather,

he preferred to let it out on lays, while

he roamed the country, unfettered.

Then, one night, he met the Sunshine
Kid, a music hall singer who was known
and admiretl in every mining camp from
Juneau to Nome. He fell desperately

in love with her, courted and won her;

and at last, having some real interest

'I life, Denton settled on "28 above" to

<jrk it. His labors were not unre-
arded, for he took out rich pay dirt

ith almost every rise of the bucket.
When the Dentons' boy was born,

they l(X)ked at one another and asked
whether anything could ever mar their

fierfect happiness. But in the gold

(ountry. Life played strange tricks,

offering as much or as little as she
(hose; and perfect happiness, la.sting

happiness, was as rare there as any-

By Madge Macbeth

Illustrated by W. B. Timlin

where else abroad in the world. A
good deal of misery was to creep into

the cabin of Jack Denton, as he realized

one morning upon receiving a dirty,

grease-stained note, written in an al-

most illegible female hand. It read

—

Dere Jack,
I aint ashamed to say I miss you some-

thing fearce. I aint never got ust to doin
without you. If I thought you wuz happy,
I wouldent care so bad, but wen I see you
brakin your heart becose of what's goin on
under your nose, and wen I see you that
wuz so quick to hit the feller that needed
hittin, lyin down now as meek as a door-
mat, I tell you Jack I cant bare it. Wont
voir come back ? Chuck the rest fer good.
Beleve me, dere, its the onliest thing to do.

The note was unsigned but he knew
its author. The reference to "What
was going on under his nose' was also

plain to him, and the knowledge was
bitter. Some six months before, Den-
ton had taken on as miner, a young
Englishman, an Oxford graduate and a
soldier of fortune who had tried his

band at everj'thing from faro dealing

to playing the piano in a music hall.

The man was jiatently a gentleman and
soon made himself popular both in the

camp and in the best society of' Daw-
son. His admiration for his employer's
wife was immediate and ()[)en, and he
set himself the task of persuading man)'
of the Dawson elite to call upon Kate
Denton who up to that time had been
outside the pale of their \isiting lists,

by reason of her former iirofcssion.

Conventional restrictions invade even
mining country when the wives and
daughters begin to come in from "the
Outside." But Kate Dinton soon
proved her fitness to adorn the highest

circles in a more convincing manner
than might have been expected, con-

sidering her from the standard of the
ordinary music hall artist, and Jack
Denton was unspeakably grateful to
the man who had made an opportunity
for her to take what he considered to be
her proper place in the community.
Denton, himself, upheld a fanatical

freemasonry amongst all classes; but
for his wife, his views differed.

He had been neither happy nor at
ease on the occasions when he accom-
panied her to social functions in the
town, and so he drifted into the haliit of

asking Burnside to take her, while he
gave or attended a stag party out on
the Creeks. Kate and Burnside had
so many things in common; tJiey had
their music; they had read the same
books, had seen the same pictures, had
enjoyed the same plays. Denton could
not help admitting as he watched the
two together, that there was an inde-
scribable Something about them which
made them seem far rcmo\ed from the
roughness-—the ruggedness, perhaps—
of a man like him, a man whose only
claim to culture was a love of the
beautiful and good, and a desire to "be
square."
Fond of one another ? Of course

they were. They made no secret of it

to him or to any one else. Burnside
seized openly, every' possible excuse for

spending his leisure with Kate Denton.
And Jack felt that he could have throt-

tled (he demon of jealousy which whis-
pered so insistently in his ear, had his

wife's name not become tlic topic for

common music hall gossip. As the
Sunshine Kid, the breath of scandal
had never touched Kate A.shton, and it

frenzied her husband to realize thai

now, wearing the protection of his
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I jrlame, its foul breath should smirch

>'**v/ /her.

^'i.ir;^/ Yet, was there any foundation for

Mamie's ugly insinuation ? >le vehe-

mently shouted a denial even while

torturing pictures presented tliemselves

before his mind. . . . pictures of the

two at the piano, in the garden almost

lost amongst the magnificent sweet

peas which grew as high as Kate's gold-

en head, . . had he been living in a

fool's paradise, after all ? What did

they know—those other people—that

he did not ? He cursed himself for

harboring such thoughts and told him-

self he did not believe them. Yet,

knowing Kate, and how lovable she

was and how beautiful, how could he

help belic\ing them ? What was more
natural than that Burnside should grow

too fond of her . . . besides, they had

so much in common, and they had

—

youth !

He did not blame them. It was no

one's fault. He did not see red and

want to kill anybody, save those who
talked against Kate. But he wanted

to ease the pain which was gnawing at

his heart, with such intensity as to

make him almost oblivious to his sur-

roundings.

He stumbled against his own thresh-

old without realizing how he got there,

pushed open the door and entered the

cabin. Kate stood with her back

to him, playing with young Jack,

but at the sound of his step, she

rushed to meet him. Denton kissed

her gently, looking for a fleeting

instant hungrily into her lovely up-

turned face.

"The model was bust, after she

was made," he thought to himself.

"How's things ?" he asked aloud.

"Fine," she answered gaily. "I've

cooked the fattest, biggest, dan-

diest wild duck that ever flew up
the creeks, and Togo never helped

me a bit !"

The Jap cook smiled a confirma-

tion of her words and proceeded to

exhibit, the delicacy for the boss'

approval.
"And beside that I've worked

like fury on my new dress," Kate
went on, excitedly. "Togo had to

unpin meat least a dozen times."

She laughed as she thought of

her struggles with Togo whose
- taste did not run in the line of dress-

making, and Jack's abstracted smile

passed unnoticed by her.

The following night — Valen-

tine's Night — would mark an
epoch in Kate's social progress. She
had been invited, through Burnside's

instrumentality, to the Arctic Brother-

hood Ball, in Dawson; Burnshide,

as usual, was going to take her, and
the new gown was a matter of no
small importance. Jack was not go-

ing; like many a real miner, he had a
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sneaking contempt for the fuss and
flurry of polite functions—for himself.

For his wife, the> were the thing.

After dinner, from behind his book
he watched her surreptitiously as she
worked at her gown, marvelling that
she could appear so natural with a
shadow between her and the man she
ought to love. It could n't be true;

he began the senseless argument all

over again, only to loosen the flood-

gates of i^oison and misery which were
already drenching his soul.

Presently Kate looked up.
"I am going to turn in," she said.

"To-morrow will be another busy day,
and I don't want to be a wreck before
I start. Are you coming, dear ?"

"In a minute," he answered without
looking at her.

She kissed him lightly and left the
room. For a while he could hear her
move about, and then all was still.

An uncontrollable restlessness took
possession of him; he tried walking up
and down the small room, but his very
efforts to be noiseless irritated him
further. He could not sit still, he
could not read. Gradually, he edged,
nearer to his well filled sideboard
impelled thither by a demon he could
not control. Before his marriage Den-
ton had been more or less of a drinker,

and was considered a bad man when in

He met the Sunshine Kid, a music hall singer,

who was known in every mining camp
from Juneau to Nome

liquor on account of his prodigious

strength. But he had been a tee-

totaller for almost three years, hardly
conscious of a suspicion of thirst.

"I have held it down for all this

time," he said falteringly, "I reckon I

can do it, now."

He poured himself a full glass of
whiskey and drained it. It seemed to
quiet him for the moment, although the
idea of sitting alone with his thoughts,
or even trying to sleep frenzied him.
So he put on his coat and cap, let him-
self out noiselessly, and descended the
steep incline to his claim. Arrivetl
there, he found the night crew busily
hoisting dirt out of the shaft.

"How's she going, Antoine ?" he
asked his night foreman.,

"Purty good. Jack, purty good,"
replied the other with the easy famili-
arity of master and man in the camp.
"I panned joost now and get five cent."
Denton nodded and turned toward

the building he called his oflftce.

"Good God," he breathed, "if this
keeps up, there'll be a million in the
dump by the time the water runs ! A
million for

—
" he stopped abruptly,

and a dull flush mounted to his face.

What use would he have for a million
without Kate ? By spring she might
have gone to the "Outside" forever.

With an oath which was more of a
groan than a curse, he unhooked the
receiver of his telephone.

"Give me the Forks," he said—

a

busy little town at the junction of the
Eldorado and the Bonanza creeks,

about two miles distant.

"That you Dennis ? Is this the
night of your grand opening ?"

"Why, hello. Jack !" came a
surprised voice over the wire. "No,
that's on for to-morrow. Hope you'll

turn loose and join us.'
"

"Maybe !"

"Well, I say. Jack, what's the
matter with comin' over for a little

toot right now ? We've got a nice

little game goin' in No. 7, and
you're not too rusty, I take it, ta
sit in."

"I'll come over for a couple
of rounds," Denton heard himself

say, and hung up the receiver.

A half hour's brisk walk brought
him to the Gold Hill road house, a
pretentious wooden structure pre-

sided over by the most popular
boniface in the Country—Dennis
Sugrue, who had ridden to hounds
in the Emerald Isle.

"Ach," said the latter, "tis a
sight for me old age, to see you,
me bye ! .When I told them up
stairs you were coomin' they all

but dhropped dead ! 'Tis like one
of the ghosts walkin' in on us,' they
said."

Jack laughed.

"I'm a fairly healthy spirit," he said.

"And speaking of spirits, shoot me a
drink, Denny, and make it good and
strong."

"Not off the wagon, Jack ?" asked
Dehnis with no effort at concealing his

surprise. His thoughts, at once re-

verted to "Sunshine" whose sincere
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Dropping his weapon he struck fiercely .. j i.;.^

unconscious to the floor

admirer he was and always had been.
"Oh, there's no danger ! Come on,

old nurse, I'm cold !"

He tossed off the drink in a gulp,

laughed again and made his way up-
stairs. Sugrue looked after him, with
a frown. He heartily regretted asking
him over to the hotel.

As Denton opened the door of No. 7,

a roar of welcome greeted him.
"Why, Jack, I thought you'd taken

to knittin' in the evenin's," said the
Skipper. "Give us your flipper, mate!"

"It's a long time we don't see you.
Jack," volunteered little Joe narettc.

"Comme ca ca ?"

Squid Kent, rather an outsider in

"the gang" was playing, and his greet-

ing amounted to nothing more than a
grunt. It was so noticeable that Joe
in an access of joviality rose and with a
flourish of his graceful h:ind^, intro-

duced the two men.
"Mcester Denton, j.. >ai(l, Ano

you mek de acquaintance of Meestcr
Kent ?"

At another time this would have been

funny, but Jack was not in a mood for

jokes. He answered Squid's nod with
another quite as surly and gave his

attention to the game. At fr'equent

intervals he drank with the rest of the
party, but nothing seemed to touch
the sore spot he was trying to ease.
By midnight he had about a thousand
dollars on the table, in velvet.

"At half-past, I quit, boys," he said.

"Take all you can away from me be-
fore then."

Each of the players had, by giKxl

luck, followed his suggestion except
Scjuid Kent, when the half hour struck,
and as Denton rose, he pushed him
back in his chair.

'You don't go, >et ricd.

"You've got too mudi of my monej'
to walk off at this stage of the game !

Why. my luck's just beginning to
turn."

"Take your hand ofT me !" Denton's
voice was almost gentle, but the others
IfKjked at him with sudden apprehen-
sion.

"Take your hand off me, and if you

the latter sank

can't lose like a >nan, why you had
better play old maid with the kids. I

said I was going at half-past and going,
I am."

"J^ure, Jack," agreed the Skipper,
finding his wits among the fumes of
tobacco and whiskey. "Run right
along and we'll . give Squid another
chanct, if he dont act up, none."

"Is it all right with the rest of you ?"

Denton ask('d, rising slowly and look-
ing round the table.

An affirmative chorus, uttered with
so evident a tone of sincerity that it

could not be doubted, answered him.
Without a glance at Kent, he left the
room. He stopped at the bar on his

way out, and hurritxi home through
the cold, still night.

Regularity was one of IXiilon's
strong (loints and seven o'clock found
him at the claim. When he went home
to breakfast, Kate was waiting for

him, fresh and sweet as always. If

she noticed anything unusual in his

looks or manner, .she said nothing.
The day pa.ssc-d uneventfully, Kate



196

working at her costume, Jack at the

mine. Toward evening, however, his

telephone rang and a woman's voice

came over the wire.

"That you, Jack ?..... My, but

it's good to hear your voice, again."

"Oh, it's you, Mamie !"

"Say, I heard you cut loose and was
over at Denny's last night. Are you
comin' to-night, Jack ?"

" 'Fraid not, Mamie."
"Why ain't you ? Please ! It's his

opening, and won't happen again.

VVon't you come for old times sake ?"

"Can't do it, Mamie, old girl. You
know that's all done with now."

"Jack," she begged, "if I promise

ne\er to ask you again, will you see me
this once ?"

" 'Fraid not," he repeated doggedly.

"Take some other fellow."

She laughed harshly and rang off.

Denton stared unseeingly at the mouth-
piece .and frowned. In his bachelor

days he had been one of the most con-

firmed habitues of the dance halls, but
since his marriage he had not been in-

side one. He had been dissipated and
riotous, as is the case w^ith nearly all

strong characters, in pioneer life; he
had had his friends amongst the "soiled

doves," but they had not left their mark
upon him, and he had appreciated all

the more, the sweetness which Kate
Ashton, the Sunshine Kid, had brought
into his home. What would there be
left for him, he wondered dully, after

Kate and Burnside went away—for

go some day they would he knew.
What would there be left ? Nothing
but drink and Mamie ? He rose

heavily and went to the door, just as

little Joe Barette passed.

"Hello," called the Frenchman. "Get
home all right ?"

"Sure! Did Squid come out even ?"

asked Denton, with an ugly look.

"I should say not. But don't you
get a mad on him. Jack, he is no
good !"

"He didn't bother me, Joe. But I

don't like seeing him around."
"Look at my horse," said the other,

dodging away from an unpleasant sub-

ject. "I bring her from the 'Outside,',

and fast—you give her some hay and
some oats, and if she don't run to de
Forks by two hour I give you to her !"

"Some horse," called Jack, as the

other drove on.

Joe was going to the Forks; all the

world was going to the Forks except

that part of it which was going to Daw-
son. Denton turned back to the ofifice

long enough to take a deep pull at his

flask—something he had been doing
with regularity all day—then climbed
the hill to his cabin. Kate was gather-

ing up a litter of lace arid silks as he
entered, and she came to him with her

arms full, to be kissed.

He evaded the caress upon a flimsy
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pretext and disappeared into his room;
when he emerged a few minutes later,

he had himself under good control
and talked c|uite easily and naturally
to his wife.

Some of the bo>'s say that Kate

A New Pedlar

For many years one of the

most popular features of Can-
ada Monthly was the depart-

ment, The Pedlar's Pack, di-

rected by "Kit", who, under

this familiar pen name, en-

deared herself to readers,

especially to women, through-

out the Dominion.

In this issue the department

is resumed under the direction

of "Raggs", another Canadian

woman journalist, whose writ-

ings are attracting increasing

interest.

should have noticed his condition, but
those who knew the circumstances best
argue that Jack Denton was no weak-
ling whose half a dozen drinks turned
his eyes to bleary pools, his speech to
tangled words and his step to a dodder-
ing totter. Any way, having never
given her cause for suspicion, he was
not the object of Kate's constant and
keen observation, in the way that a
hard drinker would have been—^and

then, she was all excitement and flurry

about the night's fun. So she noticed
nothing, except that it was time for

her to dress, and jumping from the
table she got into her holiday costume.
"How do I look, Mr. Denton ?" she

asked, as she stood before him and
swept him a courtesy.

Jack gasped. Wearing a gown of

some shimmering stufT, the like of

which he had never seen, low cut and
showing her beautiful figure to per-

fection, with her rich brown hair coiled

high and fastened with a sparkling
ornament—one of his own gifts to her—
her face glowing with healthy happi-
ness and a bit highly colored with the
excitement of the anticipated Ball,

Denton realized that his wife was a
sight to make men catch their breath !

"You'll do, by G— !" he muttered
hoarsely. And precisely at that mo-
ment Burnside stamped into the room.

"It's no mild night !" he said after

going into flattering raptures in his

own inimitable fashion over his com-
panion. "I almost hate to take such a

precious charge out on such a night !

It must be fifty below."
Kate laughed.
"One would think I had never been

out in fifty weather before ! Why, I

drove to Gold Bottom from Dawson
one night when it was sixty below and
didn't mind it at all."

"That was the night old Jim Turner
was dying and wanted to hear you sing
once again, wasn't it ?" asked the
Englishman softly. "I heard the men
telling about it."

Kate flushcfi. "I didn't know you
knew anything about it," she sa-d.

"It was nothing. Togo, bring the hot
bottles for our feet !" Then to her
husband who came outside to tuck her
into the seligh. "You poor, dear boy,
at home, here, all by your self ! I feel

like a perfect pig to leave you ! Will
you be lonely Jack, ?"

"By no means," he answered with
bravado. "I'll manage first rate. Stay
to the finish, is my motto; be syre to
see the whole affair !"

Burnside and his companion had
driven but a short distance when it

became apparent that the temperature
was steadily dropping. In spite of furs
and bottles the icy wind sought out
the most unprotected spots and made
them ache. Suddenly Burnside said,

"I. say, Kate, I am afraid we will

have to run in to '60' for a few minutes.
One of my hands is freezing."

"Oh, Frank ! Give me the reins !

Yes, I can," she argued. "I can drive
very well that far. It is cold !"

They drove up to the road house—

a

place where Kate had never been, and
which did not bear the reputation of

the Gold Hill,—and were soon stand-
ing in front of the large air-tight stove
with which those places were always
equipped.
"A couple of hot drinks, quick !"

called Burnside as the proprietor
hurried forward. His hand was only
just touched, though quite painful.

Kate held it in both her own and was
rubbing it gently when the door of a
side room opened and a handsome,
dissipated blonde came forward.
"Good Lord, Frank, you here ! I

didn't know you !" she said. "Will
you folks join me an' my friend in a
little drink ? We're just havin' one."
"No thanks, Mamie," said Frank

shortly stepping between the woman
and Kate.
The action was so obvious that

Mamie's face flamed in sudden anger.
"All right, then, don't !" she called,

and slammed the door.
Inside the room, she turned to her

companion. "Strike me dead, for a
liar. Squid, if that wasn't Jack's wo-
man with Burnside—in this here place !

An' to think that doll took him away
from me ! Damn her !" "Didn't you

Continued on page 218.



The First Icelander

I

IT
was just before the news of Ypres

and the pitilessly lengthening casu-

alty lists, that Mickey with a blur

before his humorous Celtic eyes handed
in at my door a clipping, "Halli Mar-
teinsson dangerously ill at Le Touquet
with a gun-shot wound in his head."
The paper had him aged forty-nine,

and Mickey said with a ragged little

laugh that you never could tell about
these blond people. Then he went away
precipitately, Halli was only nineteen.

To-day there is a two-column head-
line display

—
"First Icelander to give

his life for the country of his adoption"
—a meagre detail o^ two,

and a picture of a fair,

young soldier rounder-fac-

ed than we had known
him, shy-eyed, with heavy
brows and a sweet young
mouth.
They are talking of him

through the offices, a quiet

sentence or two, a pitiful

exclamation and silences.

It is the wordless pause one
hears loudest.

For the first time since

\\ ar broke out . I am sitting

here seeing red. A goofl

kid, Halli, who worked
away pleasantly out there

in the office and never hurt
anybody in his life—all

gone out. And why ? It

is cold and rainy here, the
leaves just racing out. Next
week there will be blos-

soms on the wild plum.
Lilacs are hinting. A n fl

little Halli, funny and
devil-may-care, his letters

of a drollery unsuspected
while he was here, buried
hurriedly away from the

By Nan Moulton

Decorations by Frederic M. Grant

Spring, a hideous gun-shot wound
across his blond young head.

My little office is in the centre of the

other offices, with windows between
opened high up for legendary \'entila-

tion, and my outlook on life is diversi-

fied and my gaiety often added to by
the drifts of conversation that blow in

unintentionally with the ventilation of

sorts. But to-day I can't bear it

—

they are grouped in there now around
the casher's desk, five of them, talking

in the brusque, accepting way of men
with the death of men— I find it hard
to forgive them. Casual, nonchalant

He was bearing his life carelessly among
the shot and shells, as became a man

talk of Halli and of ways they would
prefer not to die, ^•ivid, gruesome ex-

amples, the shattering of soft flesh,

until my raw nerves jump into the tip

of my tongue and I call stranglingly,

"For God's sake, STOP !" They laugh
a bit, but they stop. Underneath it

all, I dare say they are feeling just the

way I am. Theadding-machine thresh-

es through the quiet and I think of

Mickey's answer to one of the steno-

grapher girls. "What did Halli say in

his letter ?" she asked Mickey one over-

seas mail-day. "He asked," affirmed

Mickey unblushingly, "for an adding-
machine to help total the
Germans his rifie had ac-

counted for." "Halli was
a gcod-living boy," said

Mickey to me to-day sob-

erly from what, I fancy,

was a more debonair ex-

perience. But Mickey
paid his sobered tril)ute to

a clean life
—

"Halli was a
good -living boy."
Somehow we hadn't

known much of Halli dur-

ing the few months he had
dwelt in the outer office.

( )ne morning there was a
new boy at the desk of the

printing department. But
there wa. always a new
loy some place. When
there grew to be a definite

iinf)ress of him, it was of a
xoungster who did not
-jH'ak oxermuch, who
llushed easily, whose eyes
were lowly, but who was
ready of ser\ice, and who
was there, quietly, when
you had need of him there.

Fiutween times, sometimes
you found him .smoking a

1B7
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diffident pipe in the halls. He wasn't

very big and he wasn't over-emphatic,

but to-day, thinking of him, I hear

him again, in that revealing noon-hour,

talking over the phone with his soft,

slow, reluctant voice and his sudden,

sympathetic laugh that stopped with a

shy catch, and then broke out again

helplessly, dropping to one lower bari-

tone note after another in little soft

pats of sound. He had a quaint but
eminently respectful way of referring

to girls as "Janes." Often in his noon-
hour telephone conversations he seemed
to be diplomatically eluding some more
or less persistent Jane. There were
atmospheres of social occasions some-
times, and there was one man friend

over and over, which times one gathered
unconsciously some C|uality of splendid

friendship, diffident but tender, in the

quiet boy who was evidently forgetting

the inner office, though the inner ofhce

clacked her type-writer and heard al-

ways only what she couldn't help hear-

ing.

Halli and Nat enlisted the first day
of the rolling up to the colors. We
sent them wrist-watches the day they
went away in their crescent years, a
beat in their temples and their hearts
lifting out of their bodies. They drilled

at Valcartier until they were dizzy,

then went in grey ships to that awful
winter at Salisbury Plains.

It was from there we began to know
Halli a little better. It was to Mickey
he wrote, but Mickey used to stop at

my door and share the parts he liked

and sometimes I might even read the
letters. He wrote in a diffident sort

of hieroglyph that was like the lowli-

ness of his eyes. Just once in about
four pages he might take breath for a
new paragraph. Mostly the sheets
were solid ink or pencil, little punctua-
tion, few capitals, commas all the same
as periods. There was a boy's frolick-

ing over his work—"Say, I got a nice
little job this week working on a trans-
port in place of a man who is gone on
a week's leave, I understand horses
pretty well and therefore don't mind
it, but I do hate getting up so early in
the morning to feed the horses, that's
the worst about horses, you got to
practically nurse them day and night,
and if you don't treat them just as
they 'think' they should be treated
they wait until you get them hitched
up and then try to run away from you,
one of them tried to kick me this morn-
ing while I was giving another one
some oats, and I got real mad, I first

stuck my tongue out at him, and then
I called him a boob, and I told him the
next time he got funny I would push
hijm in the face. I guess these horses
got an idea because I. am a small guy,
they can do what they like while their
master is away, but I'll fix 'em, boy.
Well, old pal, I guess your getting
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pretty tired of this rot. Excuse punk
writing my knee is shaky."
Then \at was in hospital eight weeks

with typhoid pneumonia and Halli rtxJe

over the four muddy miles on a bicycle

whenever he could, his (juality of

friendship luminous through all the
"holy terror of wet." Nat came back*
to his lines thus: "To-day Nat was
brought liack to the camp, he is very
weak though and the worst of it all is

that he has really ntjthing but the floor

to sleep on. I was over in his hut to

see him and he looked a bit troubled
about the state of affairs, poor kid, so
says I to myself, 'Halli to the Rescue'
and I went back to my hut and got
my 'tic' and give it to him, (that is a
sort of a sleeping bag filled with straw)
he didn't like to take it, but was finally

glad to accept it. I guess I'll find the
boards pretty hard, but I can stand it

better than Nat can, and if there is

anything I can do for him. By God I'll

do it, and this certainly was the best I

could do for him, Mickey. Well as
soon as I seen he was pretty comfort-
able, I started back for my hut. Say,
bo, this is an awful night, snowing a
regular blizzard, and cold ! Oh,
bluey ! Well let her blow we should
bibble."

There was a bit of solid satisfaction

out of Christmas: "We had a rather
enjoyable time on Xmas night, we had
a big dinner, no everlasting 'mulligan,'

but real 'Turkey,' boy, after which we
held a sort of an entertainment, a neat
little programme, and then dancing;
dancing, however, was rather slow, no
Janes you know. Of course I don't
dance so I formed part of the orchestra,
which consisted of one flute and two
mouth organs, some orchestra."

But the letter I received acknowledg-
ing a little Christmas remembrance was
a model of decorum and restraint, the
"dear friend" style prevailing in ancient
books on etiquette. The Camp was
near Stonehenge, "a queer lot of stones"
.... "During the few months train-

ing of the Canadian troops here on the
Plains, the continued heavy rainfall

has caused an unusual amount of mud
to settle in this vicinity, so I will write
you a bit of poetry, not made up by me,
which will give you an idea of condi-
tions here, written in a cheerful man-
ner, entitled*'The Mud Lark's Song'."
On review I now find that a joyful sen-

tence. I had overlooked the gaiety of

"caused an unusual amount of mud to

settle in this vicinity" and "which will

give you an idea of conditions here,

written in a cheerful manner."
There were a few days' leave in Lon-

don and the first thing the brave Halli

and the recovered Nat did was to dis-

port themselves on roller-skates in a
nosiy rink ! And all of London waiting
for them there behind the fog ! The
male young is a class apart.
The Thursday they were interviewed

by "H. M. King George," it was the
inarticulate Nat who was moved to

expression. "It was a great day for

us. We lined the track after we had
'marched past' and cheered him all the
wa\' from Camp to A\eljury. I was
quite close to him and was No. 2 in the
front rank. He is a rather small man
and is now looking rather worried.
His face is all wrinkles and he looks
like a man of 75 years. But we hope
soon that we will give him cause to

worry no more, when we get a crack at

those Germans." Halli's account of

the review never came to hand.
Next they were in France , in billets

(barns and towns), in trenches, scorn-

ing the shells of the Huns, "half of

them don't explode." Nat having
machine-gun instruction, and Halli

with the bomb-throwers, "both feeling

well, perhaps a trifle dusty." Active
ser\ice letters, we found, were \er%-

occasional and very brief.

Finally Halli found a space for an
old-time communication to Mickey
headed, "Leiand Hotel Winnipeg, (I,

don't think)." He was bearing his

life carelessly among the shot and
shells, as becomes a man, pulling a droll

face at The Enemy but there was a
growing undertone of seriousness.

They had "rigged up" signs for me-
mories all along the trenches "Portage
Ave.", "Queen's Hotel," "Venice cafe,"

and even,'thing going fine until some
of the boys came up for a dinner only
to be told the chefs had all been Ger-
mans and were over in the other

trenches. In this wise the letter went:

"Yes, Mickey, we have had a go at the

Germans but we're not through with

the beggars yet. Their rifle fire don't

worry us a bit, but oh those 'big

pistols' that throw the 'Jack Johnsons,'

they are hard to get used to. You can
hear them screaming through the air,

but there is no way of getting shelter

from them — // they're going to get

you they'll get you, that's all there

is to it." (The italics are mine.) "The
most exciting day I have experienced

was on the 10th inst. Mickey, it was
sure some day ! Just after daybreak
about 7 a. m., we started rapid fire into

the beggars. We were supported from
behind by our artillen,- and it wasn't
long until the enemy replied and for the

Continued on page 217.
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The Plough-master

IX
this French Hotel where we stop,

tlicre is much wall-space but few
windows. The floors, which are

scrupulously clean, are of spruce boards,

painted a vivid yellow ochre. There
is a medallioned carpet in the parlor,

which is an overtinted, hectic room.
The walls are hung with pictures of

Sir Wilfrid Laurier, one of Le bon Dieu,
and several of the calendar saints.

These are the same in all the French
hotels. Thf member of parliament for

the constituency has sent his photo-
graph to the proprietor with friendly

words written th(r«'""'^r T'^''^ also

hangs on the wall

At supper, we ha\i' a ( raii\ ,111(1 sur-

prisingly palatable dish which the cook
calls cnisiniere des legumes. With
many gesticulations and signs, she ex-

plains that it is comprised of fat bacon
cut into dice and fried. Into this fat,

onions are thinly sliced and shaken
until well broVned. At the very mo-
ment of serving, a tin of little pease
from France is drained into the whole.
Hut, Ma foi ! Madame must remem-
ber to pour ofT the liquid before adding
the little i)ease, for oil and water

—

I'ouf ! that would be a sorry dish and
fit only for the Turks and for the

<xlious Prussians.

A .\V (J.\l'^ can see that tiiis woman is

a gastronomist, and cooks con
amnre. If I stay for dinner to-morrow,
siic will prej^are a fish for me with
Tart are sauce—that is to say with a
mayonnaise dressing to which has lieen

added onion juice and chopped olives.

While we "do" the dishes, she tells me
about other festal fc^xls she makes,
till my teeth are on edge to eat them.

In the morning, our way lies through
a pleasant country of rfew-sown fiehls

and of fat fallows but, in one ()lace, a
man with a heavy {)Ioughsliare is

breaking new sod into long rigid lines.

'imeonc has said that "to plough i.s to

"/ ploughed my land with horses,

But- my heart was ill at ease."—Longfellow

" Tivo children did we stray and talk

Wise, idle childish things."—Francis Thompson

pray". This is true, but in a more
literal sense than the poet meant.
The ploughman prays tiiat his heavy
blade will not strike a buried stone or
a hidden stump but, that if it does,
some of his ribs may escape fracture.

At least, this is how the Padre inter-

prets the dictum and he has ploughed
many a furrow, he says.

The slither of the share on the un-
turned sod leases a radiant run of fire

all the length of (he furrow. We won-
der if the ploughman sees this, and
what are his opinions of the joyous
brotherhood of blackbirds that flutter

in his wake. Robert Louis Stevenson
wrote of "the unthinking ploughman"
but he must have forgotten Bobl)ie
Burns. It has always lieen.my opin-
ion that we ha\'e not a proper defer-
ence for the plough. The mace, the
baton, the measuring rod. and other
implements of less use and no beauty
are given an unwarranted precedence
in our system of things. In Burma
and China it is difl'crent. Once a year,
in spring time, two snow-white oxen
are hitched to a plough, when the chief
ruler of the land turns a furrow in order
that a good crop may be insured to his

j)eople. For this occasion, gorgeous
robes and the paraphernalia of state
are donned bv the Lords of the Council
and all the Nobility who travel from
afar to be ()rescnt.

It was tf) settle what he was thinking
about that we drew up till the nlough-
master came back again to the trail

which fagged his field. It turned out
that he thought only of the war, ahd
of how he might get away to enlist.

By
Janey Canuck

Decorations by

Frederic M. Grant

A NEW SERIES OF SKETCHES ON
WESTERN LIFE AND TYPES

If he goes, there is no one to reap his

bally fields. Besides, it isn't cricket

to leave his wife when she is so unwill-

ing. His people at home said he would

find this country a change and. By
Jove, he does. He wishes we would

come up to his "digs" for dinner and

talk it over. His wife would be glad

of \isitors, and maybe we could per-

suade her. Not wishing to interfere

in so personal a matter, we decided to

push on to our destination.

POR my di\ersion, he shows me a
^ shake which he carries in his pix--

ket. Her name is Hetty and he says

she has been dehorned. There are

"wallows" on the back of his farm and

the mosquitoes rise off these in mil-

lions, but ha\ing become inoculated

with the virus of their sting, he is wholly

immune. I can sec tha^ this cultured

Fnglishman out here on the edge of

the world has poise, persistence, and a

sense of humor, and is accordingly

hound to make good. This was why I

fall ii> loN-e with him on the spot, and

not because of his handsome face and

sunny courtesv as the Padre intimates.

Later, when I asked this man's name
at one of the homesteaders', the wo-

men-folk were loud in his praise, but

the men showed the same critical and

jealous spirit as the Padre.

"He's a slap-up dude, that's what he

is," said the eldest son, "And I've

heard how as he sowed oat-mcal on his

field the first year he came." This

sally, although repeated at the expense

of nearly every Englishman in the

West, was received with hearty ap-

proval. Thus encouraged, he pro-

ceded to tell us liow this Wheatley,

usually called "Yellowlegs" because of

his leather leggings, is "a fancy kind

of fellow and rides lik(> he was rowing

a boat." In a word, he rides with the

bits, whereas men to the ri.iiiitr\ bdin

ride with the saddle.
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YT:LL(A\1,K(.S has been heard to

describe his horse as "a fine bit o'

blood" which is a foolish way of talk-

ing; also he wears a nightie-gown like

a woman. As a further enormity, he
gets money once a month from home
which he spends on extravagances like

books, cameras and gramaphones.
The farm-master, who has no wife

to admire Yellowlcgs (being a widower
this year past) excuses the Englishman
for the reason that it is the life of these

Britishers to be always drifting around
the map when not having a bath or

drinking tea. One desired to ask
whether he drifted in the tea and the

bath, but one did not dare ofTend these

positive and uncompromising persons.

And now we travel along
a tortuous wooded trail but.

here and there, we come to

a dancing-place between the
trees. Of course, these are

not charted as dancing-
places on the municipal map,
but if you belong to the

initiated few, you can al-

most hear the whisperings
of the nymphs and of the
other sweet societies of elfin

folk. Since wine has been
prohibited in this Province
by a legal statute, enjoining

a fine and even imprison-
ment, Pan and Bacchus are

perforce well-behaved and
sober gentlemen, so that our
native naiades need no long-

er flee for shelter to river

and reeds. Yes ! Pan must
be hard pressed in these

puritanical days although
he may be making julep

from wild mint, and frappe
from the flowers, for all we
starched and churchly people
know.

PRESENTLY, w;e are halt-

ed by a wire fence
across our way which was a

pity for we never cut a fence,

the Padre and I, being mor-
tally afraid to test out Solo-
mon's assertion that "Whoso
breaketh a fence a serpent
shall Lite him." And so we
tra%el along the fence till we
come to a large mud hole
where a man is trying to

mend a broken wheel with
a sapling and a leather hal-

ter. From his gasping ejacu-
lations we learn that he
broke the springs of his

buggy in this hole the year
before last; his horse's leg

last year; and his wheel
this year. Incidentally, he
is now breaking the third

commandn cnt with an ele-

mental directness that earns

for him instant apprehension Ijv

the police. If all the evils happen
the road-makers of this district

that this man wishes foi them, they
will be sadly larking in vital parts to

'say nothing of their everlasting tor-

ments.

l-JE is large and slatternly, this man,
with small stubby feet. I never

saw such peculiar feet and strongly

suspect them to be hoofs. It is a re-

lief when he says he does not need any
help for I am almost afraid of nis

black hatreds and bold, out-door words.
The Padre finds excuse for him on the

ground that m all life's experiences a

man's opinions—and in consequence his

Anyone can see that this woman is a gastronomist

cooks con amore

cvpressions—depend almost entirely

upon his position and prosjiects.

At the end of the fence we find a
lonely looking farm house. Peo()Ie

speak of the loneliness of the prairie,

the sea or the hills, and writers in the
old world speak of "a lonesome wtjld"

but, after all, nothing is so pathetic as

a lonely house. You can tell when
houses are happy the same as you can
tell it about people. It would be
pleasing to stay awhile and investigate

the matter concerning which I am
burningly inquisitive, but having no
desire to walk on from this point, I

decide to remain in the carriage. The
trouble w;ith us women is that
we are timid and invertebrate and

have only to be -threatened

in order to do what we are

told. Some time, when I

can screw my courage to the
sticking point, I intend to

make a stand merely to see

what happens.

T T is my opinion this house
is lonely for some«ne who

has gone to the war. In

many of these steadings no
man is left and the women
are bravely tilling the soil

and managing affairs though
all the while, filled with a
withering fearfulness. WTio
can tell the fiercer pain, that

of the trenches, or the re-

trenches ? Seme have it

that the retrenches hurt
more, for these have the

suffering of tragedy without
its dignity. But, as yet, no
w 'fe has declared concerning
this thing. How could she

when it seems as though her

brain were torn in two ?

It is to be hoped that

when w'e are ready to build

a monument in Canada to

the soldier-sons who have
been "touched to glory by
God's own red," it will be
such a one as was erected

in honor of the Polish pat-

riot. This consistes of a high

mound of earth on the top.

of which is placed a grey

unhewn stone bearing the

word "Kosciuszko." In-

stead of subscribing a sum
of money, the people of

ever>' district, village and
city carried a basket or load

of soil and piled it up into

this mound. You see in

Poland, the soil is their sym-
bol of life, as it should be in

Canada, and this mound of

soil means that the spirit of

their hero-patriot will ever

and live in the land. And what
monument could be more



fitting to our lads than one built of the
soil from which they drew their sus-
tenance and upon which they daily
trod ? This might be from the city
square, the city lot, or from the home-
stead but forever it would remain
sacred to our strong heroes and most
beloved dead.

TT was a long while before we got to
Ben Thacker's having lost our-

selves because of misunderstanding the
directions given us. "You go by the
muskeg to the left" our mentor had
said, "till you come to a ridge on the
right. You take the ridge for a mile,
or maybe it is two, till you come to a
bunch of poplars that are thinner than
the other bunches; there you will find
a trail—a winter trail that is over-
grown now—and you follow this till

it forks in three directions. Take the
fork to the left and follow it for a mile
till you see a ploughed field. Cross
this field at right angle when you will
see some spruce trees. The house is

behind these." There were some other
directions which I have forgotten but
our real trouble lies in deciding what
constitutes "a bunch of poplars" and
which bunch is the thinnest one. The
trouble becomes more acute as the
dinner hour passes and it is nigh three
o'clock. The honses drag themselves
wearily back over the ground we took
hopefully three hours ago. The air
seems heavy and fagged, and the
flowers are distinctly tired. In one
tree, a light-minded bird is weaving
her wedding song but. Pah ! this time
next year she will be only a clod of
clay. The joke on all flesh is that it

is forever seeking what is undiscover-
able and maybe, after all, we shall
miss even the ultimate land of heaven.
Indeed, this has already been whispered
with shrugs and nods.

DUT cMii ,1^ I am thinking these
things we come to Ben Thacker's

and are assured of it on the authority
of Ben himself. He is shearing sheep
behind .a very closely meshed wire
fence. This is called a coyote-proof
fence, being constructed after such a
manner that no coyote can get through
or over it. Ben. Thackcr says they do
get under them though, and his story
is a rehearsal of the okl one we have in

town about safe-makers and safe-
breakers. The best way to protect
sheei) from coyotes is to fuit bells on
the flock. This makes the wild
animals think the sheep is a church, a
pascal lamb, or something like that.
And when you come to think of it,

"the firstlings of the flock" are the
earliest animals to l)e mentioned in

Holy Writ and, as such, would seem
worthy s<mie special inviolability.

Thacker sends his son to the house

The slither of the share on the upturned sod leaves a radiant run of fire

all the length of the furrow

with us in order that he may take our
horses and introduce us to the family.

When I awake three hours
later, supper is over and the men are

smoking with their chairs tilted com-
fortably back against the wall. It had
been decided I needed sleep more than
food and this must have been a correct

diagnosis in that I feel an immense
fatigue and have no desire to move,
talk, or eat.

A MACHINE agent who is also a

guest ib- indulging in a cigar, the

smoke of which is mushroomed widely
about his head. He is telling concern-
ing a scandal in one of the Albertan
Battalions and of how well-known per-

sons of hitlu-rto irrejjroachable char-

acter secured unholy commissions from
the pur%eyors, and of how the money
was spent by certain Mesdames on
dress and diamonds. 1 have heard this

scandal too, in the city where sfjoken

words always reach an o|)en ear but,

nevertheless, it is only dictum de dulo—
a report on hearsay which, flexibly

translated, means a lie.

The story is being received with
amazeii'ent by his hearers. In giving
emphasis to his words, this man's cigar

is of no small value. He has a way of

smoking, and then of not smoking,
which impresses his hearers with a
sense of reservations. There are things

he con'd tell if he onl\- woukl, but he
won't. Nothing could persuade liim

to. In a word, he is using his cigar as

a cover for his vacuity and mental
dullness.

D EX THACKER is a different sort—
what we call in the North "good

leather." He pulls hard on his pipe

and talks straight to the point. He
has had a good year, he says, and has
paid all arrears of taxes, the balance on
his mortgage, and his note at the bank.
The clearing up of his mortgage affords

him special satisfaction in that the

Trust Company which was mortagee,
charged so many extras he had always
in mind the incident of the greedy but
unlettered coachman back home in

Dorset who put down in his Ictlger,

"pcnnorth of whipcord, 6 d." Thackcr
hears that the system of rural credits

about to be inaugurated by the pro-

vincial legislature is likely to be a
great success, and it is rumored that

the directors of the loan companies are

holding solemn days of fasting and
supplication that the Premier and all

his Cabinet Ministers may die.

off

for

""PHIS sheep-master must be well-

to have gone so much in debt, I

debt hereabout naturally presupposes
wealth. One cannot borrow without
it. Indeed, this must Ikj so, for

Thacker is rotund and comfortable
looking, and it was noticeable this

afterno(m that everything in the yard
looked fat, and that the scjuat house
was fat. A poor man's kettle never
croons like this man's kettle, and if

you look closely you will sec that even
on the insurance calendars which line

the walls, the females are of a dis-

tinctly materialistic type.

Thaacker and his son talk tnuch

Continued on page 22T>.
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The Country's Greatest Asset
CHILDREN ARE WORTH MORE TO THE COUNTRY IN DOLLARS AND CENTS THAN IT COSTS

TO RAISE THEM PROPERLY. MANITOBA, THE FIRST PROVINCE TO RECOGNIZE
THIS FACT, HAS SET AN EXAMPLE TO THE REST OF THE DOMINION

BY PROVIDING PENSIONS FOR WIDOWS

By Lillian Beynon Thomas
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IT
IS tough, mighty tough! She (iid

not say it but she looked it, every
word of it. The lines in her face

said it; the stoop in her figure, the ex-

pression in her eyes, her clothes, the
atmosphere she created, spoke more
insistently than words. Yet she was
the mother of four of the country's

greatest asset. Four healthy, hungry,
growing children. Children if healthy
have great appetites and burst through
their clothes, and it costs a lot to keep
them, and one little woman had to do it

all.

Fight! She certainly did. She took
the first trench under heavy fire. That
was when she consented to leave a com-
fortable home in the east, and go west
and be a pioneer. That trench she
took and kept. The next trench was
harder still. She took it alone in a
shack on the prairie, far from doctors
and nurses, when she realized that a
force greater than herself had marked
her to carry on the banner of life. She
was to be a mother.
"You must go home to your mother,"

her husband said. "This is no place
for a woman in your condition." But
she saw the trouble in his face and his
not too strong body, bent with the toil

of a new settler, and she took her next
trench. She would stay with him, be it

for better or worse. She stayed and as
the years came and went she bore three
more children, always staying at her
post. Finally, the way ahead appeared
to become clearer. Success seemed
much nearer.

"T^HAT was the forward march. Then
came the first reverse and it was not

a trifling blow that fate struck at that
little wife and mother. "It is tough!
Mighty tough!" It was .the husband
who said it. He had just heard the
doctor's verdict. Very little chance of
recovery, but a change might help.

"I cannot afford to go away." It

was the man who spoke. The doctor
shook his head.
"You can go and you will!" It was

the little woman who spoke, and there

She rented two rooms and sent the children

to school, while she went out washing

was determination in her eye, and the
strength of a love that had grqwn
through years of work together for a
common interest, in her voice.

The husband and father went south
and the farm was mortgaged. He died

and the farm was sold and the woman
and her four children moved to Winni-
peg. She rented two rooms and sent

the children to school, while she went
out washing. But washing is hea\y
work even once a week, and when six

days out of the seven become wash
days, it bends the back and wrinkles the

face and turns the hair white. Finally

it became too much, and rather than
see her children starve the mothei asked
for charity.

QUCH 's the history of man> cases,

and in her defeat the mother gi\es

up a "something" for which she has

been working all the years. The
country's greatest asset is raised under
an obligation to someone, sometimes
more and sometimes less. Sometimes
more than well fed and sometimes under
fed. Sometimes too well dressed and
sometimes under dressed, tossed about
subject to the whim of the voluntary
giver.

Manitoba was the first Province in

the Dominion of Canada to see the

illogical nature of such treatment of the

children of the Pro\'ince. It recognized

the fact that children are worth more to

the country in dollars and cents than it

costs to raise them propeily. It also

recognized the fact that a neglected

child very frequently becomes a delin-

quent child and a delinquent child adds
a heavy financial burden to the countr>'.

"PHE Mother's Pension Act was spon-

sored by all the women's organiza-

tions of the Pro\ince, led by the

Mothers' Association of Winnipeg.

Mrs. John Dick deserves great credit

for untiring work in educating the

public to see the need of this legislation.

It is but fair to say that when the

matter was put before the men of the

Province, and the legislature, the need

was quickly recognized, and no strong

opposition was offered.

There are between fifty and a hun-

dred widows in the Province of Mani-

toba recei\ing pensions at the present

time. These widows have between

two and three hundred children, so that

there are between three and four hun-

dred women and children already being

supported by mothers' pensions, or

partly supported by these pensions.

"THIS is not a very large proportion of

the population of the Province,

but it is too large a percentage of the

children to allow to start life with a

handicap. Not that all the children of

widows show any handicap in life but it

has been found by actual counting, that

a ver\' large percentage of the children

of mothers who go out to work and
Continued on page 215.



Her Masterpiece
By Blanche Gertrude Robbins

Illustrated by C. W. Jefferys

PAR.! III.—Concluded.
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For Synopsis of Parts I. and II. see page 215.

AT Dl'SK, Andrew returned and with
him came Justin—the boy of the

log cabin home. He was tall and
matured for his years and in the scrut-

iny of her face, as he greeted her,

Helena felt that he had analysed her soul.

"Mother, t+>ere's a bone of conten-
tion on between Burke and Hardy, be-

<ause Burke has broken a cross trail

through Hardy's bush. Heargues he's

in the right because he's saved a mile in

connecting with the settlement. I told

them to come down to-night and we'd
settle it for them. Got time before

supper to help me look up the matter?"
The mother glanced into the oven

and washed her hands, calling out,

"Get down the books and I will be
there in a moment."

Justin took from the shelf a series of

books on law and deposited them on the
table. The mother and son bent over
them studiously, reading aloud para-
graphs relating to the subject, discuss-

ing in low agitated tones.

Satisfied with the information they
had gleaned, Justin restored the books
to their shelves. The mother turned
with a word of explanation to the
guests:

"There are many disputes and con-
tentions among the homesteaders. We
have no courts of justice ff)r them to

appeal to here on ihe trail. Justin and
ha\e been reading law together since

was a little fellow. \Vc are often
jle to reason with the disputers. Some
iy, vshen Justin has mastered the law
the university, he will come back to

Be trail, fortified to argue and judge."
Justin, running his eyes over the
3tes in his hand, smiled wisely: "

1 am
>king ahead even further to the time
len the trail is all settled with pro-

ssive towns and I'm governor-elect,

will be up to the ni'iilw I-' v,,ii'^ ti,

i'Ut mc in."

"The city of the fuiiin uiin .m m
corruptible government!" res|X)nded

the woman of the log cabin.

During the e\cning came the neigh-

bors of the trail with their problems and
their good fortune. Fdmund Keith
and his wife gave freely of their sym-
pathy, wisdom and help.

In silence Helena and Robert sat,

listening, wondering how far reaching
was the' influence of the cabin home.
Helena's thoughts went back to her
drawing room circle of entertainment.

She had been deliciously content with
its luxurious pleasure. But here, she
was partaking of something more than
mere contentment—life on the tra-l,

mysterious and thrilling, was full of

throbbing incident.

Karly in the morning Dr. Aleck
arrived. He had idden all night, but
he lingered in the home only long
enough to examine Helena's injured
hand and eat a hasty breakfast.

"I'm wanted at the Dwarf Pine
Branch. Mother, pray for mc, that I

save Pheobe Craig's child. You know
she has never borne a living child, for no
medical science reached her with the
other three. We pioneers cannot afford

to lose the future generation. I wish
there was a cross-trail leading to Dwarf
Fine Branch. I shall. often be called up
there and I lose precious time riding the
long trail."

Robert Clifford sprang to his feet,

eagerness in his snapping eyes. "Let
me forge that cross trail. My soul is

aching to break the way. I've never
done anything worth while in all my
life. Would you intrust it to me, sir?"

Pxlmund Keith noddi-d his head em-
phatically: "Go ahead; you can do it.

You have brains and muscle and
energy. It shall be known as the
Clifford trail. But, man, why didn't

you come long <'igo? Didn't you sense

the wilderness calling to you? You
wire born to the trail breaking."

'I heard the call. Yes, I heard the
> .ill, but -" suddenly Robert's voice

broke and a dull red suffused his cheek.
A stern line crossed hi.s face: but he

added less passionately his simple

declaration. " It is enough that I have
come in time to break the trail to the

Dwarf Pine Branch. Shall we l)egin

now?"
As the men went out of the cabin,

Helena stood by the window watching,
her pulses throbbing with the intensity

that had stirred her soul.

And that man, so magnificently

powerful, was Robert Clifford, (.one

was the drawing room dandy and the

inertia that had irritated her.

Always he had come to her with his

words of appreciation when she had
made som? conquest in the world of art.

But this morning, when she should ha\e
gone to him with the pride burning in

her eyes, a sense of awe in the presence

of this man,' all fire and enthusiasm,
held her back.

Gradually, assured of their welcome
and lured irresistibly by the interest of

the trail, Helena and Robert Clifford

settled into the pioneer life of the log

cabin home. Robert, energetically

bent upon the cross trail he was break-
ing, toiled early and late in the bush.

Helena wandereti about the clearing

and along the trails, her eye studying
every detail of color and formation.

The weeks sli(>ped by, but the trail was
pregnant with interest and incident.

GradualK' Helena's wrist strength-

ened and the broken bones of the fingers

knitted. As they lost their stiffness,

the master touch returned. Restlessly

Helena sketched bits of the bush and
the trail. But the dream i^icture had
been shattered. These weeks in the

log cabin had taught her wisdom. The
vision of the dejected, sjiiritless, dull-

eyed woman ha(I faded. The majestic

pioneer woman as she had come to

know the wife of lulmimd Keith -chal-

lenged her to portrav mx cuivas the

dominating spirit.

Self-confident that lier >k\H should

arouse the emotional pity of the

worldly-wise woman, she had come to
203
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the trail U> paint ihc woman of her

vision.

But her genius slirank from attempt-
the portrayal that should arouse the

enthusiasm, the reverence ( f the

w< rldly-wise woman for the pioneer-

woman.
Early in the autumn, Christopher

came back to the log cabin heme, pre-

paratory to returning to the college of

the East.

"It's a crying shame to leave the

settlement just at the point when the

people are picking up English so

readily," he mused, his eyes black with
their depths of sympathy.
There was silence in the family circle.

The mother's hand stretched out and
laid on the teacher's knee.

"Christopher, son, you must not be
impatient. The trail was not forged in

a day; we just pushed on a little at a
time. At times your father would be
forced to lay aside his blazing axe.

Then he would pick up the thread and
now you see the main trail finished. It

was a long trail; but it had its ending.
In time, you will see your ^'ision in

work."
Christcpher pressed his mother's

hand understandingly.
"But that will be but the beginning,

Mother," he laughed.

Robert moved his chair back and
sprang to his feet, his quizzical, eager
glance penetrating Christopher's face.

"What's the matter with my going
down to the Scandinavian settlement
one night a week? I could teach them
simple English. I should glory in

helping the immigrant to Canadian
citizenship." The deep voice vibrated
with sincerity.

"But, man, it's four hours' ride

—

hardest speed, known to the trail, to the
settlement," protested Edmund Keith.

"I'll take an afternoon from the trail

breaking and when the night classes are
over, I'll ride back in the night," he ex-

plained earnestly.

A startled cry broke from Helena.
Robert turned questioningly to her.

"But they are not your kind—they
are of the common—the foreigners!"

she protested hotly.

A dull flush spread ovfer Robert's
cheek. A sharp line set above his lips

as with his eyes turned from her, he
commented steelily: "I have had my
vision. I must obey its call."

He followed Christopher out of doors
and even, when he returned, no allusion

was made to the subject. The next day
Christopher rode down the trail and
Robert rode with him.
Helena watched them from the cabin

door, a sense of hatred in her breast.
Never in all their married life—in the
days of popularity in the studio—had
he left her like this. She was
jealous of this vision to teach the new-

Canadians. She could not understand
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the impulse that had driven Robert to

this strange task.

At sunrise he came riding back, glory

radiating his brown eyes, his tanned
cheek wet with the sweat from hard
riding.

"You will sleej) now, for a little," sug-
gested the woman of the log cabin.

"Sleep!" laughed the man, "sleep,

when there are such short hours in the
day. Why, woman, bless you—this

wonderful, great country is so invigorat-

ing, that sleep seems a waste of time.

Helena, did you ever know of so many
tasks to do—so much to accomplish in

so little time?"
He did not wait for an answer but

hurried out to his trail breaking, that
had become a passion with him.

Listlessly Helena gathered her pen-
cils and papers and went along the old

trail for a bit of the prospectus that had
first interested her.

What was this thing that was work-
ing the miracle, endowing Robert with
such magnetic personality? She could
"not meet the flash of his eye, nor feel

the brush of his toil-stained hand
against her own, that she did not sense

the throbbing of her pulses. It was not
enthusiasm alone. No, there was a
depth to his spirit, that puzzled and
awed her.

He had found so much in which to

expend his energy, while she had
accomplished nothing.

Early in the afternoon she came back
to the log cabin. The pioneer woman
sat under the pines, her fingers busied
with mending. She moved aside to

make room for Helena on the bench and
held aloft the working blouse, sadly

torn. With a little laugh she laid the

darning material underneath the tear,

her nimble fingers basting.

"Oh, how can you with all your
intelligence and wisdom spend time
darning a working blouse? And such
dreadful tears too. Doesn't it anger
you, when your men folk corne home
from the bush with such holes and
tears?" questioned Helena impatiently.

The other woman smiled wisely and
drew her needle through the darn in

neat stitches. "I have learned to

thank God, when the men folk come
from the bush with a tear like this in the

sleeve, that it is not some horrible,

sickening laceration of the arm; that a

woman's fingers can mend the hole and
no surgeon's knowledge is needed to

unite broken bones or muscles. Per-

haps it is a foolish expenditure of time,

mending these old work-a-day blouses,

but I love to do it. I feel so near to

Edmund, working on this sort of thing.

My heart is singing all the time that I

am doing little services like this for

Edmund or the boys."
Helena watched in puzzled silence the

joyous service, then suddenly turning,

she questioned: "Tell me, do you not

sometimes feel that you have done the
world an injustice, smothering the

genius God gave you? Burying your-
self in these forest depths, where your
talent had no opportunity to develop?
Does not your con.science sometimes
reproach you for denying to the world
the pleasure and thrill your pictures
might have brought——

"

"Stop!" cried the woman of the log

cabin, "let me ask you a question.
W'here are your pictures hung?"
A rose spot burned on either cheek as

Helena answered readily, "My pictures
hang in art galleries and in the select

drawing rooms of cultured people.
They are recognized by higher critics.

I have obeyed the visign that led me to

idealize the commonplace things of

life."

"You are to be congratulated,"
replied the other woman slowly. " But
I am thinking that your pictures will

hang in the limelight for only a day.
To-morrow a new artist with newer
ideals will assume your popularity.
But the pictures I have created will live

on, perhaps for several generations, and
I believe they will ha\re an effect for

national good."
"Y'our pictures?" questioned Helena

with a start.

"Yes, my pictures," the woman of

the log cabin answered, a curious smile

of reminiscence playing in her eyes.

"I was only twenty when I came
with Edmund to the wilderness," she
continued, her voice vibrating like the
strings of a violin playing sweet, old-

time melody. "When we had forged

our first bit of trail, I was conscious of

another heart beating under my own.
We built the first little cabin and I

nestled in its retreat, shrinking in fear

for the little one coming to our rude
home. I could provide so few comforts
for him that I fretted, fearing the

dangers we were subjected to would
leave their fearsome impressions on my
baby.
"Then one day there came to me the

vision—the vision of motherhood. God
had endowed me with creative genius.

Was not this my opportunity to work
out my talent? I determined to so

fashion my baby, with the help of the

great Creator, that he should imperson-
ate courage; that he should possess a
passion for breaking new country.

"When he was born, he was a perfect

child. We named him Andrew, which
means courageous. I reared him with
fearlessness uppermost in training and
his father guided his boyish feet along

the trails. You, who met him first on
the trail, understand his fearlessness

and the task he has set himself to

accomplish."
Helena dropped her pencils on the

ground and clasped her hands in tense

pressure over her knee.
" Other men followed our trail. Set-
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tiers found their way into the bush.
We forged further ahead. Then a
ourge of illness broke out among the
ttlers. I was oppressed by the great
ted of a physician in this wilderness
ciuntry. I went among the sick and

<lying, giving help. AH the while I was
thinking of the babe that was coming.
Again I saw the vision of Motherhood.
My baby should become a physician,
his heart and soul in the pioneer work.
We named him Alexander—a helper of

men. You see that he has followed
faithfully, wholeheartedly, the mission
for which he was created."
The glow of tenderness in the other

woman's eye, awed Helena. Breath-
less, she waited for the thread of the
story to be caught up again by the
silver-tongued voice.

"Two sons had I borne for my
country and faithful was I in rearing
the lives entrusted to my care. Then
ne day a deep religious experience
me to me. I could never explain it.

It out in the cathedral woods, with all

lure pulsing and worshipping God

—

ic Creator—in a burst of praise, a
lice whispered to me, 'All for self and

, country and none for Christ '. Then in

the sweet .solemnity of the cathedral
)ods, I pledged myself to bear a son

lur Christ. He should be of all men
* most manly for I studied deeply the life

of Christ. Ah, you too, have felt the
influencing spVit of my Christopher

—

liearing Christ."

A far-away expression dawned in the
face of the log cabin woman. With an
unmistakable sob in her voice, which
cited into the clear ringing tone, she
titinued:

'Settlers flocked along the trail even
I (fore we had forged to the end. Home-
steaders eagerly took up land all along
and broke cross trails. Women came
with the men and bore the brunt and
burden of homesteading. There were
no more zealous toilers, making new
country, than the women. But they
were granted no privileges. No, they
were never trampled down in the

ruggle. They were splendid and
ave and courageous. But their influ-

i<e and their power was thrust back.
(• needed a leader—a woman with
irit and brain and the understanding
art to plead with the law-makers of
ir country; to fight our woman's
use.

'Then I asked of God—a daughter
II at I might train her to these icleals.

I wanted a daughter to keep by my side

a home maker and companion. But
.\ as willing to sacrifice her to this great
rk of leading our pioneer women to
iiquest.

'I realized that she must be noble
'II bearing, good to look UfKjn, possessed

magnetic fxjwcr and understanding
at her ways must be womanly and her
ice be rich and penetrating. No

They came to the spot where

tree from the

artist ever studied the prospectus for

the picture his soul created than I

studied for the building of the temple
for my child's soul.

" I lived much of the time in the
forest, watching the deer in its graceful

movements, studying the singular state-

liness of the birch, listening to the birds'

warbling, the waterfalls and the my-
steriously sweet calls of the winds. I

watched the sunrise, fashioning her
smile. I caught the spirit of laughter
and I thought uixjn our woman's bur-
den—with ever a vision of victory.

"We named the daughter—born of
all this creative bliss—Carolyn—noble-

spirited. And I reared her, ever know-
ing that some day she would hear the
call. You met her on the trail. She
had but responded to the call, her
enthusiasm burning like some un-
quenchable flame of passion.

"I thought my woman's heart would
break, the morning she went out from
the log cabin home. But as O^atched
her riding gloriously down the^ail, my
weeping was turned to laughter and I

sang of victory."

Again the momentary silence fraught
with the sacredness of memory. Helena,

<-v(5.V>'

the men were lifting the great

crushed body

fearing to break the magnetic spell of
the other woman's reminiscences, whis-
pered softly, "And Justin?"
A light broke over face.

"Justin, you know Justin's destiny,
for you have listened to his wise coun-
seling in the wranglings of the settlers.

In the birth of Justin, I saw the vision of

the future Canada, when the wilderness
is no more, but cities governed by an
incorruptible government. I saw my
boy -a leader with strong, pure and
unselfish ideals. I saw my l)oy toiling

among parliamentary leaders, for the
promotion of Canada's gm>d, lifting

men and women to the highest ideals of

citizenship."

She paused, for her voice broke in

its tremulousness. Then she question-
ed sharply, her eyes searching the very
soul of the woman who listenc<l. "What
think you of my pictures —are they
not impressionable and prophetic of

national good?"
But Helena did not answer. Like a

powerful searchlight the other woman's
story of creative genius had flung its

scathing rays across her soul. Yes, she
with her genius had created pictures
that had arf)Use<J emotion and brought
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'My masterpiece shall be wrought in our wilderness home"

tears to the eye; she had charmed and
amused audiences of the art galleries.

But never once had she created a pic-

ture that had aroused men and women
to action.

Always had her soul created with the
vision of fame, the star, guiding her on
to attain. Never once had she created,

that her country might be served. All

for self, with never a stroke of the brush
to serve another. With a smothered
cry, she stumbled to her feet, wandering
restlessly into the trail, leading to the

cathedral woods, her lacerated soul

reasoning, pondering.
Go serve! Go serve! So that was

the great passion that dominated the

spirit of this marvelous woman of the
log cabin; that ever kept the flame of

enthusiasm burning in those that toiled

along the trail. That was the secret of

the passion that was mastering Robert
in this new life, into which he had been
reborn.

And she, with her own self-centered

interests was shrivelling and warping
her own soul. She, who had never
served must find service or she would
die unless her creative genius expended
itself in some great masterpiece that
raised the fallen to conquest, her torch
of enthusiasm must burn out.

Sounds of steps running along the
trail caught her ear. She parted the
foliage and her eyes, blinded though
they were with tears, caught a glimpse
of Justin, running white-faced toward
the clearing.

"Mother, Mother, come quick with
bandages," he called out. "CliflFord's

met with a bad accident. I'm going
down trail on horseback for Aleck. The
tree sort of crumpled up on him. He
was so enthusiastic he didn't sense he
wasn't equal to the biggest jobs. You'll

find him a half mile up the new trail."

With a spring like the terrified animal
of the wild, Helena broke through the
bush to the clearing. "No, no, not
that. Tell me it is not true. Tell me
he is not hurt so—so terribly," she
sobbed hysterically.

The other woman rested her firm,

cool hand on Helena's wrist, her voice
calm, convincing and reassuring. "We
will hope it is not serious. We will run
to the new trail. Hurry, Justin, and
bring Aleck. Remember he will need
vour courage, your hopefulness."

Even as she quieted Helena's fears,

the woman of the log cabin led the way
to the emergency closet of the kitchen,

selected her first aid kit and hurried on
across the clearing, in the lead.

Panting, their bodies tremulous with
their haste, the women ran along the
new trail. Then they came to the
spot where the men were lifting the

great tree from the crushed body.
Helena's tense white face questioned

the stern faces of the men, then with a
dry sob, she sank on her knees by the

side of the unconscious form.

No, she could not spare her husband
out of hear ife. Swiftly before her came
the hour in her studio when she had
wondered if she could not spare her

husband out of her existence more
readily than she could blot out her art.

That night on the trail, when she had

feared for the skill of her fingers, she
had suffered no anguish like unto this.

She was dimly conscious of Edmund
Keith's wife binding up the torn flesh,

then Andrew's voice roused her.

"Don't worry, dearest lady, he'll

come to alright. Dr. Aleck is sure to

bring him around in quick time. Now
that we've got the wounds bound up,

we're going to make a stretcher and
carry him up to the cabin. Perhaps
you'll run along with the mother and
get hot things ready."
He gave her a helping hand as she

drew herself to a standing posture.

The other woman put her arm protect-
ingly around Helena and together they
stumbled back across the trail.

Swiftly, energetically, they worked
preparing the bed, replenishing the fires

and warming the blankets. Then as
Edmund Keith and Andrew bore the
injured man into the cabin, Justin came
riding along the trail with Dr. Aleck in

his wake.
Dreary, agonizing hours of suspense

followed. Helena paced the living

room floor, her body tense, her being
acutely sensitive to every sound in the
room where Robert lay.

Dr. Aleck's brisk, energetic, hopeful
figure emerging occasionally from that
room gave her confidence. Her dry
lips over and over repeated the phrase,
"Thank God for the young Trail Doc-
tor," but no sound came from those lips.

Late in the afternoon. Dr. Aleck,
with the glory of the conqueror in his

smile, came to her.

Continued on page 2 .4.
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His Great Discovery
By Edna Aiken

Illustrated by Robert Edwards

irg i .

THERE was no answer. Again
Mrs. Wilder spoke. "What time

is it ?" The drowsiness was
slipping from her voice. Shi raised

her head from her pillow, and looked

in amazement at the unhollowed smooth-

ness of the other cushion. Her hus-

band was not there. He had not been

there at all. Su'-ely she remem-
bered waking to murmur a sleepy

go<xl-night to him ? No, that

was the evening before. She
was now thoroughly roused.

She was sending surprised

glances by the light of dawn
around her simply furnished

'oom, when her husband walked
in. Her first breath of relief

ended abruptly when she saw
his face.

"Why, Roger !" she cried.

"What in the world is the mat-
ter ?"

He came up to the bed and
sat on the edge of it, taking

both her work-toughened little

hands in his. and pressing them
fervently. The unused caress

tinged her cheeks with girlish

color.

."Can you be brave, dear

he asked her.

She was now thoroughly
frightened.

"Roger," she cried sharply,

"what has happened ? Where
have you been ?"

He did not answer her first

question.

"In the observatory," he re-

plied.

Mrs. Wilder pulled her hands
away. He had probably broken
another of the observatory- in-

struments, and would insist on
replacing it at his own expense,

their expense. It was too pro-

voking. And Alma had been
promised a store-made jacket.

She lofjked ruefully at her fingers, once
so trim and shapely. If Roger would
only be a little more careful ! But he
was speaking, and a word suddenly
recalled her. "A comet ?"

The Professor nodde<l, repressed

excitement burning in his eyes.

"It's a great discovery. Alma, the

greatest astronomJcai discovery of the

century. I was seaiching for another
of Jupiter's moons when I discovered

it—the comet, I mean. I thought it

was Zcndt's when I saw it first over a

week ago. You rsmembcr Zendt';;,

surely, in my book on comets and their

I

"Have I ever lived, really lived ? I've simply

postponed living"

habits ? Last night 1 saw that it was
apparently 'way out of its course; I've

been' all night figuring— it's a stray
comet." His voice was shaking with
excitement.

Mrs. Wilder sal up. "I am sure
it's going to run into us !" she cried.

"Oh, I can see it in your face !"

"The layman would speak of it that
way," answered her husband, as though
speaking to a small child. "An astro-
nomer's wife should be a little more
technical; but that's immaterial now."

His wife gave him his head, as it

were. Long years of companionship
had taught her that conversa-
tional prodding was worse than
useless.

"The comet," explained the
Professor, "is moving in this
direction." His finger described
a parabolic curve on her pillow.
"On December first, at three
a.m., it will be at this point in
space." He marked a cross with
his pencil. "We are moving
apparently away from it, but we
will be on our return trip by
then, and on Decembti the first,

at three a. m., we will be "

"W'hcre will we be ?" cried
Mrs. Wilder, with rising excite-
ment.
The Professor pointed gravely

to the cross. They stared at
each other. Mrs. Wilder fell

back. "The world is coming to
an end !" she exclaimed.

"If you will persist in em-
ploying those childish phrases,

_
Alma," began her husband when
the reality of their doom return-
ed to him. But his wife had
not heard him. She was trying
to grasp the diflficult thought of
anninilation. Death—she could
comprehend that, the thought of
her end, with the world swing-
ing on in space as though she
had never been, or never had
ended. But to have the earth
swept out as a sum ofT the
children's slate—she could not
picture it. She rousi-d herself
to see how her husband was
meeting it. His expression was

an fxld mixture of pride and consterna-
tion.

"How is it going to affect you V she
asked. And then, when he did not
seem to understand her: "How arc
you going to live ?"

"Why, I'll wind up my affairs so that
207
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^^*^'fh/ children"—he broke off abiuptly.

t*^ff*^' "Thai's just what I mean. There"
won't be any children. There won't

be anything. It will be different from

all we've ever thought of. We have

no plan for it, and there will be- eight

months and eighteen, no nineteen days

of waiting. How are you going to

•spend them ? What will you do with

your life ?"

The Professor had no answer

ready for this emergency. He sat

staring into space. What could

he do with his life ? Go on star-

ga7ing, for what ? Keep on com-

puting and calculating, for what ?

But he had done nothing else for

so long: he could do nothing else.

She did not wait for an answer.

"Sit down and wait for destruc-

tion'to overtake us ? I'd be stark

crazy in a month." She turned

sharply to him. "What are you

going to do about your discovery,

Roger ?"

He was shaken back into his old

habit of mind. "Announce it, of

course. It's the greatest discovery

of the age, Alma. You wouldn't

have me announce it ? Why not ?

Why, it will make me famous !"

His wife's response was so swift

as to seem pert. "When? After

everybody is dead ? Famous !"

He stared at her, the pride mak-
ing way for a complete consterna-

tion.

"For there's no proof until we
are all wiped out," she continued

calmly, now that she was sure of

the effect of her words. "Do you
suppose other astronomers have
already discovered it ?" she asked.

"Not quite so soon," he answer-

ed slowly, a wisp of pride return-

ing. "Everything is in my favor:

the clearness of our atmosphere,

the strength of our wonderful lens

;

and I've specialized, you know,
Alma, for years

"

"I know all about that," she inter-

rupted. "But can't you announce
your discovery to any of the men likely

to follow you, and agree to keep it

quiet ?"

"I don't understand," he said.

"Can't you see now terrible it would
be to launch such an announcement on

the world ? It would cause a panic.

It would usher in a period of crime and
lawlessness. Oh, Roger," she urged,

"don't think of doing that terrible

thing."

"Crime and lawlessness," he echoed.

"No one would think of consequences

because there'd be no consequences,"

she added, pushing two long braids

of soft brown hair away from her

brilliant eyes. "Look at me, for in-

stance. What was my first thought ?

And I'm no worse than the rest." She
paused. "Is there no chance of some
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greedy planet gobbling this comet be-
fore it gets to us ?"

Her huslmnd smiled for the first time
that morning. For a profes.sor's wife,

Alma certainly was a wonder. But she
understood, though her expressions
were—well, colloquial.

"I've covered all those chances," he
answered patiently. "We are the only
body of any con.scquence which ap-

^lOiBsmmssssme^sm'^ttr,

rs

to refuse it ? But there was the baby.
You said you would take it for a year,
the .salary seemed so safe—and we are
still living on it, trying to live on it,

postponing to live on it, on account of
it, getting^dry as dust with it. choking
over it"—a sob caught in Tier throat.
"Oh, Roge-i"
He drooped limply into a chair and

sat stanng at her.

She went on quickly, her blue
eyes burning dark as from inward
smoky fires:

'

' I 've never spoken before. I 've
tried to help, not to discourage
you. But now ! We've beei^
married fifteen years, Roger.
Have we ever been anywhere ?

Where are all our dreams ?" She
held out two empty hands. "The
first yeai I could not work be-
cause of my ill health; just a few
poor indoor sketches. The next
year there was the boy, and no
servant. Don't misunderstand
me, Roger; it was the happiest
time of my life, but how I worked
and I had no (ime to paint. Next
year, another baby, and more
work, doing without a servant so
that we might save something to
keep up your courage, wearing
unbecoming gowns. Then I stop-
ped painting. After the twins
came, I even gave up dreaming,
and buried my brushes and my
colors under the walnut tree. You
never seemed to remember; I

The Professor waited for his wife with the curiosity

he would have entertained for a stranger

proaches this comet before December
- first. I hope you follow me. Alma.

WTiat are you going to do ?" For she

was rising fiom the bed, a thin line of

determination dragging down the cor-

ners of her mouth.
"I'm going to live, now, this minute."
She was out of bed by this time and

had slipped on a kimono, her slender

figure looking strangely girlish, with

the long Gretchen braids framing her

face.

"Roger Wilder, have I ever lived,

really lived ? I've simply postponed
living. I've never complained; you
know I haven't, but think of the dreams
we had before we were married. You
were to go on writing, I painting; you
were to visit the galleries abroad with
me; I was to go to all the large obser-

vatories with you. The very first year,

you were offered this professorship.

Do you remember how we tried to dare

never saw any pictures
'

Wilder looked like a man who
had suddenly been waked from
sleep-walking.

"And now!" She stretched out her
arms to the world. "What have
I been sa\ing for, working for, re-

nouncing for, postponing life for ?

To be swept out on the first of

December by the whisk of a
comet's tail ! Please let me have

my room to dress in, Roger. I can't
begin to live soon enough. Hurry."
The Professor waited for his wife at

the breakfast table that morning mth
the curiosity he would have entertained
for a stranger. W'hen she came in, he
noted a change he could not have
described. But there was an imperious
lift of the head, a more determined ex-

pression than had been hers before.

"Why, you've got on your best
dress, mamma," cried Miriam. "Are
3'ou going out ?"

"I don't like it, dea-," was the calm
answer. "It's too plain. It will do
nicely for a breakfast gown, though."
The two older children stared at her.

No one noticed the Professor, who had
been shocked into sudden recognition
of the life of the woman he had married.
He could not take his eyes from her.

"We are going to be a little gayer
Continued on page 230.
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Scotland Yet
By A. Stodart Walker

A CHNACARRY, Cameron's pride,^ Whose faith is Scotland's weal,

Sends ringing down Lochaber side

The war cry of Lochiel

;

"Leave gowks to stalk and coofs to dance,

The Camerons are furth to France."

"Dunkeld and Menzies, Blair and Scone,

Hae gane the ways o' men."
On Rannoch side the harvest moon

Lights up the harried glen;

From croft and castle, glebe and manse
The "Forty-twa" are furth to France.

From Inverary north to Ross,

The flow has run to spate;

From fen and moorland, peat and moss,

Two lads have gone in eight;

With ache of heart but pride of glance,

"Argylls and Seaforths furth to France."

By Lochnager—by Dee and Don,
See Huntly, Farquhar tread,

From lodge and shielding they are gone.

The hungry ranks are fed

;

The girls seem walking in a trance.

The Gordons gay are furth to France.

From Dunnet Head to Sands o' Dee,
From loan and mountain pass;

The Isles are swept from sea to sea,

F"rom Lewis round to Bass;

The pipes are filled, the horses prance,

The Guards and Greys are furth to France.

The Borderers from Berwick town,
The Scots from deep Glencorse;

The Fusiliers from Banks o' Doon,
Light Infantry in force;

The Scottish Rifles look askance
At men who go not furth to France.

For Scotland's king and Scotland's law,
• They " Dree'd their weird" in turn;

On Flodden Field and Philiphaugh,

These sons of Bannockburn

;

And now their glory to enhance,
They fight with England furth in France.

The aged chieftain takes his way
Slow down the stricken glen.

And speaks of fame and things agley, .

"A few may come again,

But God was good to grant this chance
To fight for freedom furth in France."
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Current Events in Review
Comments by the Leading Periodicals Upon Affairs of Interest in

the Dominion and Empire
1
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HTHE fear that politics might play too

important a part in the applica-

tion of our conscription measure, has
keen expressed by our press on several

occasions. The following from the

Literary Digest, shows plainly that the

Yankees have the same sort of a fear-

some feeling.

Political influence, or "Pull," in the

working of the draft-exemption boards
is a peril various journals foresee with
alarm, and in their support they have
no less an authority than the President
himself, who sounded a note of caution
on this very point in his proclamation
announcing the rules and regulations
governing the selection of men for

service in the national war-army. In
Illinois the Chicago Tribune remaks
that the presence of a number of

politicians on the exemption boards
named by Governor Lowden "suggests
that there is a real danger that some of

these boards may allow political con-
siderations to control their decisions,"

and it hopes that the danger is only
aj^parent and not actual. The Chicago
Herald says the average of the appoint-
ments on the exemption boards for

that city appears good, but while there
are names on the list that commend
themselves instantly for fitness and
high character, others cause an im-
pression due to "a certain extent from
the fact of political affiliation." The
appointees are a part of the most im-
portant machinery yet devised since

the beginning of the war. The Herald
proceeds, and it will be for them to see

that the Draft Law shall not "by the
tolerance of evasion be converted into

such an instrument of discredit as will

bring the law itself into disrepute."
In a Washingrton disjiatch to the

Socialist New York Call, the charge
is made that both Republicans and
Democrats were wrangling for places
on the exemption boards "in order that
one party or the other may have an
opportunity to punish their political

foes by sending the sons to the trenches.'

We read further that A. Mitchell Pal-
mer, former Congressman from Penn-
sylvania, charged Governor Brum-
baugh with appointing only Republi-
cans on exemption boards, which means
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according to Palmer, that sons of De-
mocrats who voted for Wilson will be
sent to the front. Boise Penrose, re-

marks The Call, says there is nothing
in Palmer's charge, but the Philadelphia
Public Ledger thinks that although it

may or may not ha\e been [jrompted
by partizanship, Representative Pal-

mer none the less has raised a question
which will be profoundly disturbing

to the nation.

'Vl/'HAT purports to be a diary of a
corporal with the Princess Pats

published in a recent issue of the

Saturday Evening Post, gives a vivid

description of what the Canadians had
to go through during those first months
of the war when the Germans were
shoving though their first big ofTence.

For example this description of storm-
ing a trench by the Germ.ans:

Following the beating off of their

infantry attack the Germans gave us

a short breathing spell until their

machine guns were trained on our
parapet and a school of light field guns
dragged up into place. The aeroplanes

came out again, dropping to within

three hundred feet of our trench, and
with tiny jets of varicolored smoke
bombs directed the terribly accurate

fire of their guns, already so close to us

but so well insured against any harm
from us that they attempted no con-

cealment. And the big guns on the

right completed the devastation.

This continued for another half

hour, at the end of which time there

Sapper Norman S. Rankin, who gave

up bis captain's commission to go over-

seas as an enlisted man with the engineers,

after waiting two years for the call to his

regiment, writes from camp in England,

where he is now stationed, in sound of

the big guns across the channel:

"You will be pleased to know that out

of thousands of magazines, provided by

friends at Halifax for the overseas troops'

entertainment on the voyage over, the

very first one put into my hands was a

copy of Canada Monthly, and you may be

sure I greeted it like an old friend."

remained intact only one small traverse

in the trench, which owed its existence

to the fragment of chicken wire that'

held its sides up. The remainder was
absolutely wiped out. This time there

was no rapid fire, nor even any look-

ing over the top to see if the enemy
were coming on. Instead, the Ger-
mans fairly combed the parapet with
their machine guns. Each indication

of curiosity from us drew forth from
them such a stream of fire that the top
of the parapet spat forth a steady

shower of fl>'ing mud, which made it

impossible for us to defend ourselves

properly, even had there been enough
of us to do so.

The rest was chaos, a bit of pure hell.

Men struggling, buried alive and look-

ing at us for the aid they would not

ask for. Soldiers all. And the Ger-
mans now pouring in in waves from all

sides, and especially from our unpro-

tected flanks and rear, hindered only by
the desultn,- rifle fire of our two weak-
ened companies in the support trenches.

We were receiving rifle fire from four

directions and t»ayonet thrusts from
the Germans on the parapet. Mowed
down like sjieep. And as they came
on they trampled our dead and bayonet-

ed our wounded.
The machine-gun crew had gone

under to a man, doing their best to the

last. I think Sergeant Whitehead went
with them, too; at least he was near

there a shoit time before, and I never

saw him or any of the gun crew again.

The only living soul near that spot was
Royston, dragging himself out from
under a pile of debris and covered with

mud and blood, his face swollen to

twice its normal s'ze, blinded for the

moment.
George Easton was firing with me at

the gray mass of the oncoming horde

"My rifle's jammed !" he cried.

"Take mine." And I stooped to

get one from a casualty unde'foot.

But a moment later my bayonet was
broken off by a shot as I fired from the

parapet. I shouted wildly to Cosh to

toss me one from near by.

Just then the main body of the Ger-

mans swamied into the end of the

trench. Bugler Lee shouted to me:
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'i'm shot through the leg." A couple

of us seized him, phuining to go down
to where the communication trench

had once been. But he stopped us,

saying: "It's no good, boys. It's a

dead end ! They're killing us."

Cosh swore. "Don't give up, kid !"

A German standing a few yards awa>-

raised his rifle and blew his head oflf.

Young Brown broke down at this

—

they had just done in his wounded
pal: "Oh, look ! Look what they've

done to Davie," and fell to weeping.

And with that another put the muzzle

of his rifle against the boy's head and
pulled the trigger.

The Cost of Alcohol
TX these days of war stress we hear
^ much talk of elimmating waste.

The Prohibitionists tell us that we arc

wasting enough in alcoholic beverages

every day to feed the nation. Accord-

ing to figures presented by a writer in

World's Work the "Prohibs" seem to

have quite a case. The following arc

a few of the more startling facts pre-

sented :

—

4,{)0(),()00 people could live for 100 days
on the rve now usetl for drinkables.

50,000,000 'people could live for 100

da\s on the corn meal so used.

16,000,000 people could live for 100

days on the rice so used.

76.000,000 jieople could thus be kept
from starvation for 100 days on these

three cereals alone.

That is, the population of England
could subsist on these food supplies

for nearly six months.
The population of France could sub-

sist ior nearly seven months.
In other words, the saving from these

three cereals alone could conceivably
win the war for the Allies.

Fifty-two million bushels of barley,

42 million bushels of corn, and 12 mil-

lion bushels of rice arc yearly used in

the manufacture of alcoholic liquors

in the United States. At the average
yield per acre, the land required to

yield these wasted cereals is about 3
million acres.

Broadway, New York, fourteen miles
long, and Fifth Avenue, seven miles

long, have together about 8,000 street

entrances of houses that are numbered.
As there are 200,000 salcKjns in America,
if every doorway on Fifth Avenue and
Broadway were the entrance to a bar,

and all the bars were on these streets,

these thoroughfares would have to be
respectively 350 miles long and 175
miles long.

Not all lif|uor is carried by the rail-

roads, but a large part of the total is.

If one year's supply were all carrie<l in

one train by rail, in cars of the high
average capjicity of 10(),0(K) pounds,
166,6t)0 cars would be refjuircd and
the train woukl be 126 miles long.

Coi)yri«htfd liy JohnT. McCutcheon —McCutcheon in the Chicago Tribune,

How to Make the Draft a Success.

German Divisions Depleted
T TNDER the above heading a corres-

pondcnt from headquarters, in the
Weekly Times of London, gives some
interesting facts regarding the German
army in France:
The wastage of German effectives in

the first weeks of the combined Anglo-
F"rench offensive is best shown by the
melting of the enemy's strategic re-

ser\e on this front.

When the offensive opened the Ger-
mans had in France 147 divisions, of

which 42 were in rcser\e. This mass
of 42 di\isions consisted entirely of

fresh troops. By the end of April it

had dwindled to 12 divisions. Since
then the enemy has built up his reserve
anew. It now totals 40 di\isions,

—

ecjually di\ided between the German
Crown Prince and Crown Prince Rup-
precht, i)ul of these 28 are divisions

that ha\e been engaged either on the
British or French battle front, have
suffered heavy loss, and have been re-

formed.
It is characteristic of the enemy's

new method of economizing his best

troops at the expense of the others that
he refuses to allow his few remaining
fresh divisions to be reduced. Ex-

hausted divisions which can no longer

be kept in the battle line change places

vvitli divisions which have been holding

some quiet sector of the front, but the

resene of fresh troops is ffever meddled
with, and seemingly still remains at the

total of 12 divisions, eight being be-

hind the front of the German Crown
Prince and four behind that of Crown
Prince Rui^precht.
Of the whole 155 German divisions

now in France, 112 have been engaged
either on the British or French front

of attack, and 23 of them have re-

appeared after having been once with-

drawn on account of their los.ses. Of
the 43 divisions which have not yet

taken part in the battles, cither of

Artoisor Chanpagen, 18 are Landwehr,
antl considered \)y the Germnas them-
selves as unfit for heavy fighting. The
remaining 25 consist of the 12 fresh

di\isions in reserve and 13 fresh divi-

sions holding (luiet sectors of the front.

It is known that between iK) and KM)

enemy divisions have been withdrawn
from the battle fronts since the begin-

ning of the offensive. The rate of

wastage of enemy divisions under the

pressure of the great .Anglo-l'^rench at-

tacks is shown by the following figures:

—The divisions opjxised to the Briti-sh
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at the opening of the offensive in April
were reheved after six days' fighting;

those opposed to the French on the
heights of the Aisne were withdrawn
after the four days' hard fighting end-
ing April 20. The Germans engaged in

the battle of Messines were withdrawn
after two days'. The a^erage stay of a
German division on the active fronts
is about 15 days.

Canada's Crop Possibilites

'T'HE next thirty days will see a
mighty big problem solved for

Canada—a problem upon which our
circumstances for the next year will

largely depend. This is the matter of

our wheat crop. The Empire is looking
to Canada more than ever as a bread
basket. It is interesting to note what
chance we have of fulfilling the Em-
pire's expectations. In the report of

grain acreage recently posted in the
Winnipeg Exchange, there is an increase

of 151,488 acres of grain seeded in

Manitoba over the acreage of 1916.

The figures for the various cereals were

:

1917 1916

Wheat 2,853,362 2,994,529

Oats 2,230,005 2,062,411

Barley 1,270,724 1,153,660

Flax 63,605 55,608

6,417,696 6,266,208

The report for Alberta also shows
quite a large increase, as follows:

1917 1916

Spring Wheat 1 ,420,000 1 ,550,075

Winter Wheat 10,000 18,763

Oats 1,500,000 1,394,927

Barley 250,000 297,967

Flax 50,000 43,364

Rye 12,000 12,934

Speltz 3,000 2,342

Green Feed 1,000,000 505,044

Total 4,245,000 3,825,416

The Northwest Grain Growers' Asso-
ciation at a little earlier date summar-
ized the acreage in the three Provinces,

as follows:

Per Ct.

1916 1917 Dec.

Wheat 13,800,000 12,750,000 7 6

Inc.

Oats 6,976,000 7,470,000 7.1

Barley 1,335,000 1,400,000 4 6

Flax 637,000 690,000 8..3

Grain Situation June 7, 1917:

Wheat inspected to date 165,000,000

In transit, not inspected 3,350,000

In store at country points 10,675,000

Used for seed, feed and country

mills 35,000,000

In farmers' hands to market 11,500,000

Total 225,725,000

Less dualinspection (est.) 3,000,000

Oats in transit not inspected 1,150,000

Oats in store at country points, .. 4,120,000

Oats in farmers' hands to market 9,.5(X),000

Barley inspected to date 8,500,000

Barley in transit, not inspected. .. 120,000

Barley in store at country points.. 600,000

Barley in farmers' hands to mar-

ket 1,000,000

Flax inspected to date 5,540,000

Flax in transit, not inspected 1.50,000

Flax in store at country points. 300,000

Flax in farmer's hands to market 500,000

"^mi^m*

r\m^'^'^^
McConnell in the Toronto Nrws.

Hon. W.J. Hanna is Canada's Food Controller.

The Saskatchewan Department of

Agriculture covers the grain siuation in

that Province as follows:

All grain crops in Saskatchewan are

making rapid progress and prospects

are very encouraging, is the sum and
substance of reports received by the
Department of Agriculture. Wheat is

now in the shot blade in a great many
places, although the frosts have re-

tarded the growth in some parts, but
the majority of the grain is from eight

to ten inches high. Sufficient rain has
now fallen to insure good growth and
warm weather is needed generallj'. The
wet weather has caused a quick growth
of weeds, especially in summer fallow

lands, however, little or no damage is

noticed from any other cause. Fifty

per cent, of the summer fallowing is now
done and indications point to a slight

increase in the area to be fallowed.

Total wheat crop 222,725,000

Oats inspected to date 82,082 ,000

—Evening News (London.)

A Present From William.
Fritt.—"Now, Comrade, that you have got rid of

Czarism, Burely you can find room in your home for this

poor little dove ?"

Ivan—"And what about the elephant ?"

Fritz—-"Oh, that is thrown in with the dove i"

The hay crop will be slightly below
the average owing to the want of

moisture earlier in the season. Pas-

tures are, however, improving since the
rain came. Swine appear to be slightly

on the decrease owing no doubt to the
high cost of feed, but good success is

noted in the raising of hogs this season,

the litters being well up to the average.

J. M. McGreevy, financial editor of

the Calgary "News Telegram," points

out that labour will be one of the big

problems the Western farmers will have
to face:

"One problem confronts the whole
south Alberta country, however; it is

the labor aspect. Hardly are there

enough men in the country now to take
care of the work to be done at the

present itme, and there is every reason

to believe that there will not be one-

third enough men to take care of the

work of the farms during the coming
harvest season.

"The farmers all realize the danger
and are appealing to the United Far-

mers' Association and other agricultural

representatives to rouse both Provincial

and Dominion Governments to the seri-

ousness of the situation. It is probably
not an over-estimate to say that

Southern Alberta alone will require

5,000 additional men to harvest this

year's crop, and so far as is evident to

date there is little prospect of securing

the number required.

"Inspection and investigation at the

boundary is stricter than ever and this

being generally known on the American
side has prevented much farm labor

coming in from the United States. It

is improbable that there will be any
great number come in from the Re-
public, unless a special propaganda is

carried on by the government with a

view to bringing immigration of farm
help about.
The Government should go into the

grain business in 1918, according to an
interview credited to Hon. Duncan
Marshall, Provincial Minister of Agri-

culture in the Calgar>' "Albertan," as

follows

:

That the Dominion Government
would do well to set about breaking and
preparing 500,000 acres of land in

Western Canada for a crop next year

to help offset the world's food shortage

that is surely pending, is the opinion of

the Hon. Duncan Marshall, Minister of

Agriculture, who is now attending the

Fair. With pioduction in Europe
largely stopped, the possibility of a

grave world shoitage in foodstuffs is

regarded by Mr. Marshall as a ver>^ real

one, and he believes that Canada's vast

idle territories should be brought into

use to help meet the emeigency. There

would be no trouble in securing that

amount of land, he asserts. Govern-
ment tracts, railway lands and other

idle sections could be readily secured."
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The Studebaker
—a Comfortable Car

/^^*OMFORT in the motor car the necessity of continually seat next to driver's is reversible

—

^ has been a thing of slow shifting gears. another Studebaker comfort feature.

^™"'-.
,

The Studebaker i, noted (or L™rhTHV;ea?sc«''a"''"^^- au^,":
Motoring comfort means more the ease with which it steers. A iary arm chairs which pull out easily

than mere depth of upholstery, gentle influence on the steering and quickly when required.

Power is the most important wheel is sufficient to guide it, Studebaker cars arc upholstered fn

of all motor car comforts. There and, because of perfected balance, semi-glazed genuine leather, built over

isno reason whythedrivershould it keeps the road, driving straight J«ng
soiled spnngs and genuine curled

not ride with as much ease as the as an arrow without sidesway. p^^^^^ ^^^ mechanical trouble,
others in the car, and with as Clutch and brake levers are the silence of all mo^-ing parts, even
little strain as possible. Stude- easily operated, making the beauty of lines and finish, are all con-

baker gives the driver a motor studebaker an 'ideal car for
duc^^e to maximum comfort-because

that is respc^nsive on the instant ^-omen to drive. A gentle pres- '''^ T^"
"''"'P'"*'^ satisfaction,

toconditionsof traffic and road, s^re of the foot is all that is ,^?^ . T." ''"^fl?'
''^''

^^i" ""^T 'r
A high type of motor car also required.

"

Sc^po^L^^^ ^tSsTn^^t^e pLI
requires that other features of Studebaker cars arc roomy, with where comfort is needed and apiire-
its operation be elevated to the wide doors. .And plenty of leg room is ciated, it is in a motor car. E.xamine

same plane of responsiveness. another mighty important feature of the Studebaker—ride in it—you will

Ttio «=;f..,l-.l,nbr.- rv.r.fr^,•
' thc coiiifortablc Car. Tiic front scats arc find that to equal Studebaker cars vouinc DiucKOaKcr motor is individual and form-fitting. Both seats must pay from S2()0 to $400 more

powerful and flexible, reducing are adjustable, forward and back. The than Studebaker prices.

FOUR-CYLINDER MODELS SIX-CYLINDER MODELS

FOUR Roadster $1375 OTl lOF'RAK'F'R Hx SgV.r "-
'- "- "- ^Im

FOUR Touring Car - - - - 1376 <^^ ^^ "^ "" •^^* ^ ^^ "^ SIX Landau Roadster - - - 1900
,.^„,. , . „ SIX Everv-Weather Car - - 1996FOUR Landau Roadster - - 1635 TALKERVI LLE , - ONTARIO SIX Touring Sedan 2246
FOUR Every-Weather Car - 1676 SIX Coupe 2310

SIX Limousine ..... 3430
All Prices F. O. B. WalkerviUf. All Price F. O. B. Walkerpille.

iiiiiiiiiniiMiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiMiii iiiiMiiiiiiiiiMiiiiiiiiniiriiiiiiiiriiiMiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiii
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Come out of the Kitchen!
Cook in Comfort this Summer

with the help of

^^Canadian ,^C^ Electric

Beaut/' Helps

L

An Electric Iron that

Makes a Stove as Well

This shows our Model A Electric

Iron. It has a separate Back Stand

which adjusts to the handle, mak-

ing a stove or a stand for the iron.

Beautifully finished. We guarantee

the heating element for ever.

When you cook the "Canadian Beauty"

way, 3'ou stay out of the kitchen altogether.

Put the "Toaster-Stove-Grill" on the dining-

room tables-turn on the electricity—and cook

the entire meal while you sit at the table.

Instead of the kitchen stove blazing all day
on ironing-day, use a "Canadian Beauty" Electric

Iron and keep yourself and the house cool.

THERE IS A DEALER nearby who will

show you the complete line of these Electric

Comforts—if not, write for catalogue.

RENFREW ELECTRIC MFG. CO., LIMITED

RENFREW. ONT.

Toaster-Stove-Grill

This goes on the dining table or in

a bedroom for light housekeeping.

Broils, boils, fries, toasts, makes tea

or coffee.

Toasts 2 slices at each side. Keeps
tea and toast hot on the top shelf.

Her Masterpiece
• Continued from page 206.

"He's coming around fine, Mrs.
Clifford, though he's a bit delirious yet

from the blow he got on the head. But
the heart's working like an eight-horse-

power motor again and the wounds will

heal in no time. Run along in and
cheer him up."

Strangling the sob that rose convul-

sively in her' throat, she moved swiftly

into the room. The man's restless-

ness was apparent and his wanderings
startled her. Dropping by the bedside,

she rested her cheek against his black

head.
" Oh, God, the glory of the wilderness

—the trail—the trail—just as I dream-
ed it long ago. Boys—another blow of

the old axe—the clearing—ah, this is

life for the man—a blazer of trails—the
city will smother—but—but I can't

forget Helena's genius
—

" The voice

trailed away into unintelligible mutter-
ings. Helena's hot tears fell on the
pillow.

"Oh, God, spare him—spare him to

me," she breathed, entreatingly.

The man opened his eyes, the light of

recognition in them. "You—here,

Helena—but I thought I was on the

trail—the—the tree—"
"Yes, yes, the tree fell and crushed

you. But, oh Robert, God spared you.

Dr. Aleck says you'll be back blazing
your trail in a day or two," she gasped,
her fingers caressing his hot temples.
With a tired smile, he closed his eyes

and as Helena watched, he fell into a
quiet sleep.

At eventide he roused and lay for a
little watching Helena, an expression of

wonderment in his eyes. For her
fingers were busied with the needle,

that she drew through the sleeve of the
working blouse that had been so cruelly

torn by the crushing blow of the tree.

As she sat mending, working the ex-

pression of her over-burdened heart, in-

to this, first service rendered to the man
she loved, her brain cleared and her
taut nerves relaxed. A mist gathered
in her eyes as she met the man's search-

ing look and she turned her head away.
"What troubles you, little woman?"

he questioned anxiously. " I will soon
be up out of this and we will go back to

your studio and all that is so dear to

you
"

"Stop, listen," she interrupted

tremulously, passionately, "Robert,
dearest, can you ever forgive me?
You, with your great generous heart
have been so blind—sacrificing all those
years for my selfish ambitions.

"While I have been painting pictures
that will fade on drawing room walls,

the woman of this log cabin home has
been creating living pictures—helpers

of men and women. And I have ever
held you back from the accomplish-
ment of great things.

"Listen! we will stop here in this
wilderness, by the side of the trail.

You will make a cleaning and build a log
cabin home. You will go on breaking
trails. We shall begin life anew. Some-
times I will ride down the main trail

with you to the Settlement of the
Strangers. Maybe I can teach the
women folk out of my world-wise
lore

""

"But—little wife—your art—your
masterpiece?" questioned the man with
incredulity, the lustre of enthusiasm
suddenly glowing in the dull, expres-
sionless eyes.

The glory of a new vision radiated
Helena Clifford's face. "My master-
piece shall be wrought in our wilderness
home—not by my genius alone, but
with the help of the Creator. His name
shall be called Victor—Conqueror," she
answered softly.

The End.

An Impossible Stride.

"Young man," said an inquisitive
old lady to a tram-conductor, "if I put
my foot on that rail sh*all I receive an
electric shock ?"

"No mum," he replied, "unless you
place your other foot on the overhead
wire."
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The Country's Greatest

Asset
Continued from page 202.

leave the children without care, become

a liability and not an asset to the

country. The children spend their

time on the street, and in that Univer-

sity get a course that too often leads to

trouble. Many a widow has had to

applv tVr relief, because of ill-health,

and that ill-health has been caused as

much by worn,- as work. It is a heart-

breaking thing for a mother to see her

children drifting into wrong ideas of life

and be unable because of lack of time,

to lead them into the right path.

A widow's pension is not charity. It

is payment for work done for the state.

Such' mothers might be called civil ser-

vants. The state undertakes to pay

the mothers who are capable and will-

ing, a salary for keeping a home pro-

perly for their children. Because the

pension is a salary', the mother as an

emplovee of the body paying the salary,

must be willing to accept instruction

and advice as any other employee has

to do. It is a recognition by the state

of the fact that the business of being a

mother is not learned by instinct, but

is a profession, and those who draw a

salary for that profession must know
their business.

The matter of supervision is one on

which there has been some difference of

opinion. The old school still maintains

that the fact of bearing a child brings

with it instinctive knowledge of how to

care for the child. The new school

insists that while- mother love and

tenderness are valuable, still the women
who receive a salary from the state for

being mothers should learn all that it is

possible to know about the business.

The pensions are given freely and
iiir)Ugh to each mother to enable her to

stay in her home and care for her chil-

dren. The estimated cost of living for

a widow with four children, the children

ranging in age from four years to four-

teen years, is fifty-five dollars and ten

cents a month. The smallest pension

being paid is fi\e dollars a month, and
the highest is sixty-four dollars a month.

Those who receive very small pensions

have other sources of income. Some
own their own homes, others have some
leans but not enough to support the

^^llole family. The great majority

receiving pensions receive between
thirty and forty dollars a month. It is

interesting to note that only very few

children of fourteen or over are receiv-

ing any benefit from these pensions.

It must be remembered that this scale

of living was worked out for the I'ro-

\ ince of Manitoba in the year 1916, and
while there may still be places where
fifty-five dollars and ten cents a month
will keep a mother and four children in

comfort, there are very few. It is cer-

The Real Food for Humans
Eat whole wheat— the real food for humans—you
don't have to live on corn in order that the Allies

may have wheat.

There is plenty of wheat for Americans and Allies

—

but you must demand the whole wheat in all bread-

stuffs. Eat whole wheat for breakfast—eat it for every

meal—but be sure it is prepared in a digestible fcfrm.

Shredded Wheat Biscuit

is 100 per cent, whole wheat prepared in a digestible

form—something that cannot be said of ordinary whole
wheat flour bread.

Shredded Wheat is whole wheat thoroughly steam-

cooked, then drawn into fine, filmy shreds, then twice

baked in coal ovens. Nothing is thrown away—every

particle is retained, including the outer bran coat which
is so useful in keeping the bowels healthy and active.

Two or three of these crisp,

brown loaves of baked whole
wheat with milk and sliced

bananas, or other fruits, make
a nourishing, strengthening,

satisfying meal at a cost of a

few cents.
Made in Caoada by

The Canadian Shredded Wheat Company, Limited
Niagara Falla, Ontario Taronio Office: 49 Wellioglon Street, Eaai

MODERN. FTOKPROOF.

HOTEL LENOX
North Street at Delaware Ave.

BUFFALO, N. Y.
A unique Hotel of 250 rooms with a most desirable
location insuring quiet, convenience and cleanliness.
Cuisine and.sen ice unexcelled by the leading hotels

of the larger cities.

europevn Plan—s).SO por Day and UpSpecial ^/aakly Rates]
Ttka Elmwood Arenua car to North Straal, or writa (or
SpacUl Taxicab Arrancamant. Ma/ wa aaad with oar eom-
pUmanta a "Ouida o< Biitlalo and Riacara FalU," alae ear
compiata rataa 7

C A. MINER, Mana^in^ Director.
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'AEGER
Known
Everywhere
for Quality
Quality is one of the

chief essentials in every
Jaegar Garment and it is

on quality that the repu-
tation of Jaeger Pure
Wool has been built

throughout the British

Empire. Oneof the lead-

ing scientific authorities
on textiles in England de-

votes his entire time and
attention to keeping up
the Jaeger standard of

^Quality.
} or sale at J eger Stores and Agencies

throughout the Dominion.
A fully illustrated catalogue free on

application.

DR. JAEGER S"iurT w„u..(,Q umum
Toronto Montreal Winnipeg

British "founded 1883".

wm

NO MORE
GRAT HAIR!
The free trial bottle of MARY
T. GOLDMAN'S HAIR COLOR
RESTORER proves bow quickly
gray hair disappears when this
scientific restorer is used. Simply ap-
plied witli special comb; leaves hair
clean, fluffy and natural; does not In-

terfere with washing. Make this test

on a lock of hair and you will never
accept a cheap imitation. Then buy
a full sized bottle from your druggist
or direct from me. But be
sure that the bottle yei. buy i<

the realMary T. Goldman'*.
Send for trial bottle

today and say whether
your hair is naturally
black, dark brown,
medium brown or
light brown. If pos-
sible, send a lock in
your letter.

Mary T, Goldman
p !,2 Temperance St.,

Toronto. Can.
71* Goldman Bldg,,

St. Panl. Minn.
l!lt<AUilitd SO Ytart

Free
Trial

Bottle

Adief atams
vanish quickly after applying this

powerfully efficient liniment.

Absorb] ne.jn
IME ANTISEPTIC •t.lNIMENT J

Does everything usuaPy expected

of a high-grade liniment, and in ad-

dition is a positive antiseptic and

germicide. |^

Acts promptly in allaying^ pain,
reducing sprains and wrenches,

ii.ooa bottle. Druggists or postpaid.

W. F.YOUNG. P.D.F.
5l2Lyman's.BI(Jg., Montreal, Can.
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tainly the minimum cost of living in

Manitoba at the present time.

The women who are elegiljle for pen-

sions are Canadian women, fxirn or

naturalized, who have been living two
years in the Pro\ince, continuously

before their husbanti's death, and whose
husband died in the Province. They
must be able to care for their children

and keep a home for them. The Act has
also been stretched lo include women
whose husbands are in jail or in an
asylum or other institution, where he is

receiving care, and cannot care for his

family.

As the local municipalities duplicate

the government grant, each municipal-

ity handles its own cases and sends

recommendations to the Provincial

Commission. The local committees
are voluntary committees, and com-
posed of from three to six people. Any
widow in the municipality wishing a
grant must apply to this committee.
This committee discusses the case and if

it thinks advisable sends a recom-
mendation to the Provincial Commis-
sion, which meets in Winnipeg and is

the final board, beyond which there is

no appeal.

The Provincial Commission, which
was appointed by the Government, does
not receive pay, but as stated, in its

hands is the final interpretation of the

Act. The Act has not yet been in force

a year, but all who have had anything
to do with administering it are most
enthusiastic in their praise of the good
accomplished. Like everything else,

the road the Commission must travel is

not always smooth. There are applica-

tions based on real need that must be
thrown out beacuse of some technical-

ity. Other applicants are in need be-

cause of laziness or inefficiency, the

mothers being people not fit to be em-
ployees of the state. Such cases of

course are most difficult to handle.

Careful statistics are being kept and
no doubt many important facts will be
deduced from them. At present it is

much too soon to come to any conclu-

sions, but one terrible thing has been
noted, and that is that fully one-fifth of

the husbands of the women who applied

for pensions died from tuberculosis.

This is doubth-ss a greater percentage
than an average statistical return would
show. Tuberculosis is so slow and
deliberate in its attack, and the patient

is always so hopeful, that there is

usually a long and expensive fight. In

that fight the savings of years often go
very quickly, and it is the widows of the

men who die of this disease who will be

more likely to need assistance than the

widows of men whose illness is not a long

one. But it is an important fact that

the percentage is so high.

The full \alue of widows' pensions
will not be realized until every Province
has a widows' pension act. At the

present time in Manitoba there are
lirnitalions to the power of the Com-
mission that there would not be if ever>-
Province in the Dominion of Canada
had a similar act. For instance, a
widow who lived all her life in Manitoba
until six months beftjre her husband!s
death, cannot get a pension because he
did not die in the Province. They had
moved west for his health and so were
not residents. This restriction is neces-
sary to keep the widoas from all o\er the
Dominion from hastening to Manitoba.
But when the women in all the Pro-
vinces realize the importance of such
legislation, Widows' Pensions will be a
Dominion-wide Act, and such small
restrictions will not be necessary. T n a
man's country 'tis property they legis-

late for, in a woman's country it would
doubtless be for life ; in a countrj- where
both men and women legislate, there
should be a due regard for both.

Politics and Politicians
Continued from page 192.

The conscription Liberals now con-
stitute a separate party or distinct

group in the house, but the speeches of
Mr. Graham and Mr. Pardee in the
extension debate disclosed how hard it

is for old party war horses to maintain
an even keel in troubled political

waters. They may ha\e to form an
alliance, or even a coalition, with the
Boiden government, but they find it

hard to break altogether w'th their old

party associates and their old time
Chief. Curious changes may come
about during the course of a long drawn
out campaign, and while, after the next
election, there is bound to be something
in the nature of a coalition government,
one cannot be altogether certain but
that Sir Wilfrid Laurier may rise again
from the sepulchre into which he was
lately lowered down by twenty-six of

his former parliamentary supporters.

The main issue between the English
provinces and Quebec seems to be so

vital and simple as to make the lesult of

the election absolutely certain, but as

the late Sir John Macdonald once
shrewdly observed:

"There is nothing more uncer-

tain than a horserace except an
election."

A good story is told of the practical

resourcefulness of the late Bishop
Wordsworth, of Salisbury'.

An unexpected large party came to

an "At Home" at the palace, and a
crush was feared round the tea tables.

His lordship grasped the situation,

and prevented one hundred squeezing,

into a room suitable for thirty by say-

ing during a pause in the conversation:
"Will all ladies over forty kindly go

down to the tea-room ?"

A very limited number responded.
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The First Icelander
Continued from page 198.

rest of the day there was a rain of fire

from both sides. You may not be-
lieve it, Mick, but I am telling you the
gospel truth when I tell you my finger
was actually sore from pulling the
trigger, and I didn't fire at the air,

every bullet I fired was 'out for busi-
ness.' Finally night came on and the
firing eased up a bit much to' my relief,

because that morning I would have bet
anybody two bits that I'd never see
sundown, but, you know, Mickey, I

always was a lucky devil. The follow-
ing day was not quite so bad, not such
a terrible shower as the day before.
That night about sundown the enemy
ceased firing. We also ceased firing.

Everything seemed to be quiet. For
a few minutes it was hard to realize
that we were on a field of death and
destruction, because it was quiet enough
to be Assiniboine Park. Then the
Germans started calling to us and we
replied. I asked one guy if he had
had his rum yet, and he said No, so I

told him he didn't deserve any. Then
followed a bang, but not yet, mister
German, for little Halli was down in
the bottom of the trench lighting his
pipe of navy cut. You see, Mickey,
they are very rude, just because I told
him he didn't deserve any rum, he
took a pop at me. They are very care-
less with their firearms, they keep fir-

ing at us just as if there was a war on,
one of these days they'll be hitting some
of our chaps, but they don't seem to
care. If they hit our chaps they're not
a bit sorr>-. I tell you what it is, Mick,
they got no dam manners, but, believe
me, we're going to teach the beggars
.some manners."

His hands, as he wrote, were "so
bally cold

'

' he could hardly hold the pen

.

There was a waggishly prophetic
touch towards the last

—
"Just got a

letter from my brother saying he had
joined the Strathcona's. Well, good
luck to him, but I just ben a-thinkin'
if the war ain't over before he gets
here, there ain't gona be much left o'
this here child. So I am just a-hopin'
this here firework game will be over
before he gets here."
The last line was an urgent request

to know if the "Monarchs got the
silverware."

On the heels of the letter the ruthless
lists began to come in, and little Halli
with his philosophy, "if they're going
to get you, they'll get you and that's
all there is to it," with his sunniness,
"You know, Mickey, I always was a
lucky (levil," with his drollery, "Not
yet, mister German they got
no (lam manners," with his prophetic
"There ain't gf)na be much left o' this
here child," little Halli, after a fevered

Why I LunchonPuffed Wheat
A man on a train, a few weeks ago, told a friend why he lunched on

Puffed Wheat. And we think that thousands of men will endorse his view.
He said, " It saves me a dull hour or two. The brain doesn't work well when the

stomach is taxed.
" Here is a whole-grain food, steam exploded. Every food cell is blasted. I know

Prof. Anderson, the man who invented it. .\nd he tells me that no other process makes
whole-grain so easy to digest.

" Then it makes a great dish Note these bubble-like grains, thin and toasted. They
taste like puffed nuts. .\nd a dish makes a meal, because they are clear nutrition."

For the same reason—though he did not say it—they make an ideal night dish for

a child.

Puffed Puffed
Wheat Rice

Both 15c Except in Far West

With Cream and SiiQar or
in Bowls of Milk.

These are the premier breakfast de-
lights—puffed to eight times normal size.

Serve with cream and sugar or mixed with
fruit.

For breakfast or supper, float like bub-
bles in a bowl of milk. Salt or douse with
melted butter for between meal confections.

Use like nut meals in candy or on ice cream.

Keep plenty on hand, and Imth kinds,

for there are no other foods like these.

flavorii Titbits to Mix
with Ant; Fruit.

Let Hunqru Children Eat
like Peanuts.

week at 1 i- Ti.mi forever

The Quaker Q^ts G)inpany
SOLE MAKERS Saskatoon, Canada

(101)2)

SlWiHIWiilllJttll^^K

Peterborough, Canada

...J
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Next To
Nature Heart

Your Vacation

will be a source of wonderful

and lasting remembrance if

you spend it in the vast virgin

forests, on the crystal clear

lakes and streams which

abound in beautiful

Algonqum Park
in the Highlands of Ontario,

Canada. If you want rest

and recreation; if you enjoy

boating, fishing, swimming,

camping, you will find them
all unexcelled in this glorious

spot. Here are 1,750,000

acres of virgin forests; pure,

life-giving, tissue-building air

breathed at an altitude of

2,000 feet. The myriad
lakes and streams abound
with the finny beauties that

fight. It is the

Perfect Vacation Spot

Reached only via the Grand
Trunk System.

Write or see

C. E. HORNING,
Union Station,

TORONTO,
OR

J. QUmLAN,
Bonaventure Station,

MONTREAL

from tlie shining comradeship of danger.

Outside there, Mickey is staring

somlirely and unsceingly through the

mist of rain at the bulletin-hoards

where the I.usitania lists grow blacker
and longer. In the office behind, the
men have started their talk again
across the cluttering of the adding-
machine.

"Is there anything we can do—in his

memory, I mean ?" asked the account-
ant.

"I don't know—there's the girl,"

hesitated the ledger-keeper.

"Was he engaged, then ?
" the ac-

countant's accent was of surprise.

"Oh, not just engaged, I guess,"

admitted the ledger-keeper. "There's

a girl at the factory—they went to-

gether. But they were both just

kids."

"Just Kids"—the little girl left be-

hind at the factory, Nat in a prison-

camp in Germany, and Halli in his new
grave in a growing little plot full of

small wooden crosses, and no more
running of >oung warm blood in his

wrists.

The Owner of 28 Above
Continued from page 196.

ever pipe her before, Mamie ?" asked
Squid, his eyes narrowing.
"Naw ! We aint in the same lodge,

as you might say."
"Do you think that if she was out of

the way, you would have a chanct with

Jack ?" he asked with brvital frankness.

"I know I'd die sooner than quit

tryin' ", answered the woman.
"Well, I'll put a flea in his ear, fer

you, to-night, if you'll leave him alone

long enough fer me to win some of my
dough back," suggested Squid Kent.

"To-night ?" echoed Mamie. "Is

Jack goin' to Denny's, after all ?"

"WHiy, ain't he ? I never thought
nothing else, but that he was ! You
don't reckon he's goin' to bed, like a
nice little boy, with his woman caperin'

away in Dawson with her

—

"

"Com.e on, quick ! Let's get ready!"

the other cried, getting into her furs

with feverish haste. "I'll turn him
over to you. Squid, if you'll mention
what we seen jest now. An' Squid,

don't pile it on too thick, you know;
he mightn't believe too much all at

onct. But look !" she stooped before

the stove where Kate had stood, "if

here ain't one of her fake roses.

He'll know that you wasn't stringin'

him, by that !"

Burnside and Kate reached the Arc-

tic Brotherhood Hall without further

mishap. The building was gorgeously

decorated, as befitted the occasion, the

orchestra was one which can only be
gathered together in the hey-dey of a
great mining camp, so the boys will

tell you, an orchestra in which every
man (drawn from the musical centres

of the Old World, by the tales 'of the

new El Dorando) was a soloist of his

own instrument. Judges, lawyers, "big"
miners and Mounted Police ofificers were
there; proud daughters of the east, and
women, who for love of adventure and
men had trailed into the Northland. It

was an occasion to be remembered.
All this time a very different cele-

bration of St. Valentine's Night was

going on at the Forks, at Dennis' Grand
Opening. What this fete lacked in re-

finement it made up in enthusiasm.

Everything was wide open; in one
corner of the large room a faro game
was going on, in another, the roulette

wheel was clicking the 'dollars away
while poker, stud and black jack lured

men to other sections. The bar, itself,

which was in the same room, was lined

with customers, each person—men and
women-—seeming to fight to get their

money into the cash register. Times
were good, wages were high and
Dennis' popularity undisputed. Here
and there the yellow stripes of a Mount-
ed Policeman might be seen, although

law and order prevailed on all sides.

There were no gim plays. Slorah, a

remnant of the Soapy Smith gang, of

Skagvvay, had made his spectacular

stand at tlie Dominion Saloon and had
been hunted down; there was no fear

of a repetition, so the lid was up, and

everyone might peer in !

Jack Denton was there; a half hour's

wrestling with the fiends of jealousy

and thirst had driven him from his

home, ripe for almost anything. He
pushed into the thick of the revelry

looking for some means by which he

might deaden his torture. The caller

was perspiring in his efforts to crowd

more couples on the already thronged

floor.

"What is your pleasure, ladies and

gents ?" he bellowed between hollowed

hands. Then without waiting for an

answer, "Let's have a soft, juicy waltz,"

and a waltz they had, not especially

soft, but certainly on the juicy side.

Denton watched the reeling couples

for a moment then turned back to the

bar, where a miner was in the act of

throwing his poke of dust on the

counter.

"Drink on me, boys," he called, and

in a few moments forty ounces of gold

had disappeared into the melting pot.

"Mv turn !" cried Jack. "Every-

bodv-^ance hall and all." And it
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took six men a half an hour to serve the
crowd which surged to respond to the
invitation.

Mamie soon discovered that Denton
was there. But before approaching
him, she sHpped into Dennis' private
office and called up the town. "Say,
Dick," she said as soon as she had got
'>ne of the attendants at the Arctic

• lotherhood Ball, "will you do a favor
iiT me ?"

"You bet, Mamie," answered the
rook. "What's de game ?"

"Can you find Frank Burnside's hoss
and dope him ?"

"Why, what d' hel—?" began the
man.
"Never mind askin' no questions,

now, Dick; jest get busy, if you can,
and don't bungle yer job ! Leave him
finger enough to get a little piece oh
tJie road."
The man laughed appreciatively.
"You're the limit, Mamie ! The

idee of that there English dood spendin'
de night in de open tickles me clean
silly."

Mamie echoed his laugh faintly and
rang off . Dick was right; she was the
limit. The idea of preventing Burn-
side and Kate Denton from getting
home that night—providing possibly
that they might reach '60', stay there
and thus furnish food for the scandal
she would spread, tickled her clean
'-illy. Then she went to find Jack.

"Will you dance with me, Jack ?"

r^iie asked.

He looked at her half in repulsion, a
fleeting picture of Kate crossing his
mind. Then with a reckless laugh, he
swung her to him and away across the
floor. She held up her head proudly
as she passed her women friends and
pretended not to see them.

"She's got him back," said Sweet
Marie, "but she can't 'roll him' for
inything, I'll bet."
"She never did," said Dutchy. "He's

the only man she ever cared a damn
ibout, and we dont 'roll' the men we
luvc."

As the dance ended Mamie led Den-
ton into one of the boxes which lined
one side of the hall. There they had
too much champagne for her discretion.

"I seen her, to-night," she told him,
' klessly.

•Who ?"

"Why, Sunshine—your wife. She
was in at '60' with the English bloke.
^They had drinks," .she hurried on, "an'
Bhe jost one of her flowers. I give it to
luid to keep till I seen you."
'•God !"

"Oh, Jack," babbled Mamie, crying
* champagne tears, "it's kiilin' me

'see you take it so hard ! She aint
' "rth il "

Matnic !

' He unwound the arms
which had crept aljout his neck and
niisli. ,! tin- "oni.Tn frf>m him. "Don't

dare to mention my wife's name in this

place again, to-night ! Do you hear
me ?" he demanded roughly. "Don't
dare to mention it to me or to any one
else ! Promise me on your oath, or I

will go home, now !"

She promised, realizing in a vague
way that Squid had still his turn with
Jack. In a few minutes he found
them, Mamie still tearful. Jack sit-

ting silent and ghastly white.
"Hello, Jack," he greeted. "Will

you come in on a game ? I'll prove
how cunnin' a little boy I can be when
I aint hittin' the bottle to speak of."

Glad to rid himself of Mamie, and
feeling it necessary to accept what he
thought was an apology from the fel-

low, Jack rose and led the way up-
stairs. His luck of the previous night
continued; no matter what Kent held,

Denton went one better. Squid be-

gan to lose his temper as well as his

money. Finally, the bomb exploded.
He bet heavily; Jack stayed with him,
the others dropping out after three or
four rounds. There was upwards of

five hundred dollars on the table when
he called. Kent held a King Full;

Denton four sevens.

"You know the old sayin', Jack,"
said the former, forcing a laugh.
'Tucky at cards, unlucky at love.

Dat's you, aint it ? I seen your wo-
man down at '60', to-night, drinkin'
an' spreein'. Here's what she lost in

the scuffle," and he flung Kate's rose
in Jack's face.

Within the second, Denton's power-
ful fist had swung under Squid's chin a
little to the left, and in what looked
like gallons of his own blood, the
gambler lay on the floor, inert. The
table was upset; czuxls, chips, gold,
glasses and liquor mingled together in
a sickening mess; and in the midst of
it Jack Denton tried to tlirow off the
imprisoning hands which held him and
leap on the limp figure at his feet.

Suddenly, he found himself confronted
by a Mounted Policeman—a mere
stripling—whom he could have crushed
to death, with ease. But in an in-

stant, his face changed, the white rage
died away leaving the dull rcxl of shame,

"I came near making a fool of my-
self," he muttered. "He'll be all right,

in a minute, Hilly."

"Sure !" answered the Policeman
cheerfully. "I dont know 'ow it start-
ed, but I'll wager you were in the right,

Jack. Better go 'ome," further counsel-
led the guardian of the law," and take
a nap. This is no place for you."
When the first news of the fight

reachcfJ Dennis Sugrue, he dashed into
his office and succeedrd after some
difficulty in getting Kaic on the wire.

"The noight is youni,', me gur-r-1,"

he began, with his cliarming brogue
more evident than ever in his gentle-
ness," and oi hate to spoil your foon

How To Select a
Vacuum Sweeper

In the List ten years many makers of vacuum
sweepers have clamored for the recojjnition of
the discriminating public, but to-day only a
handful are in the field. Among these are

BISSELUS
already occupying a leading position after
being on the market less than three years-
introduced t^at the insistence of dealers and
users alike who wanted a BisscWs Vacuum
Su'eep,.r. They knew that an^y vacuum sweeper
tl at Bissell's would mark with their name
would be good—would contain their forty-one
years' experience in making noth.ng but sweep-
ing devices, and would be made up to the
standrad of their celebrated carpet sweeper.
Powerful suction, easy running, easy empty-
ing, sturdy construction and excellent finish

characterize the Bissell. Therefore BisseU'a

is the safe answer.

Priced at S6.00 to $12.50; Cyco Bali-Bear-

ing Carpet Sweepers $3.25 to $6-25. depending
on style and locality , at dealers ever>-where.

Bookie} On Request

BISSELL CARPET
SWEEPER CO.

OF CANADA, LTD.
Niagara Falls, Ont.

Dept. 408,

GRAND RAPIDS.MICH.
Oldest and Ljirgest
Swt-eper Makers.

^^
t»^

Remembered"
"J"HE LAST thinfr that can be done for

brave fellows wno have paiil for their

devotion to duty with their lives, is to keep
alive the memory of their nobleness.

Families, churches, lotJgcs, societies and
others wishing to erect appropriate bronze
or brass memorial tablets will fintl every
assistance here. I'Ica.se addrcs-^ M Mill

Heiwrtment.

The Dennis Wire and Iron
Works Co. Limited

London
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Why Don't You Go Back

to the Farm?
VWHY don't you answer the call that the Empire sends to the cities

for more farmers? Why don't you go back to the farm when
the way has been made so easy for you by the Canadian Pacific Railway?

Think of it—less money than is paid
in one year's rent for the modern house
in town, will pay your first installment

on a good farm in the country. With
health, ambition and a small capital you
can become your own employer for the rest of

your life with greater prospects of final independ-

ence than are open to you in any other industry.

The end of the war may unsettle many
industries— must unsettle some, but
agriculture will go on as before. The
world must be fed and Western Canada
is the country which losically will develop most
rapidly when peace returns. New is the time to
prepare for those new conditions. Grasp the oppor-
tunity that the Canadian Pacific offers you in its

farm homes.

Heed the Call Now!

Own a Farm in Western Canada!
An immense area of the most fertile land in Western Canada for

sale at low prices and on easy terms, ranging from $11 to §30 an acre
for farm lands with ample rainfall-—irrigated lands up to $50, and the government
guarantees your land and water titles. During the second and third years no pay-
ment on principal required; regular principal payments beg:in in the fourth year
and continue until the twentieth year. Interest at 6%. Privilege of paying in full at any time. To
those complying with certain settlement conditions a substantial reduction of interest is made for the
second and third years.

$2,000 Loan m Improvements
We will lend you up to $2,000 in improvements

in certain districts with no security other than
the land itself. Particulars on request. Twenty
years for repayment of loan, with interest at 6%.

Many Farmers in 1916
sold their crops for more than the total cost of
their land. You missed the opportunity then

—

will you miss it again? Find out how easy you
may start on your own farm through the assist-

ance of the Canadian Pacific Railway. Free
literature and information on request.

$1,000 Loan for Live Stock

To approved purchasers of land, in defined
districts, after one year's occupation under cer-
tain conditions we advance cattle, sheep and
hogs to farmers up to the value of jl.OOO, on a
cash payment of 20%.

Ready-Made Farms for Sale

Farms which we have developed by providing
house, barn, well and fencing and in some cases
cultivation, for sale on special easy terms.

Free Booklets—Write
See for yourself the opportunities for independence and happiness that are yours in the great

Canadian West. See for yourself how easy the Canadian Pacific Railway makes it for you to take
advantage of these opportunities. Get all the particulars Mail a post card for free liter-

ature. Don't delay. Act to-day. You have nothing to lose and everything to gain.

ALLAN CAMERON, General Sup't of Lancia
Departnnen^ of Natural Resources

922 First Street East. Calgary, Alberta CANADIAN PACIFIC RAILWAY
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DOMINION EXPRESS
TRAVELLERS' CHEQUES
Every traveller should carry them.
They identify you and protect you

ag^ainst loss. Ask our agents
about them.
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but Jack isdhrinkin'; hehas just had a
scrap with Squid Kent, and unless you
take him away, I am fearin' throuble."

"Oh, Dennis !" she moaned. "It
will take me hours to reach him !"

"Well, my dearie, roon quick, and
make the start. I'll keep an oye on
him in the m'anetoime."

Half an hour later Kate and Burn-
side were racing along the frozen road
toward the Forks. The Arctic Broth-
erhood Ball was in full swing and
hardly any one knew that two of its

participants had forsaken the hall

—

least of all Mamie's obliging friend,

Dick, who had not been near the
stables.

What Burnside said on that long
drive has never been revealed, but he
is a better friend of the Denton's to-

day than ever, and that says a great
deal.

By the time they arrived at the
Forks, however, another incident had
occurred which threw a cloud over
Dennis' Grand Opening. Squid gradu-
ally came to; he could see nothing but
the lust for blood, could feel nothing
but the overpowering desire to kill

someone. Even his hurt, which was
considerable was forgotten in this

desire.

"I'll fix him yet," he cursed. "No
one can do me like that and get away
with it !"

After a little, he crept down stairs

where pandemonium reigned. Denton
was everywhere, singing, dancing,

drinking and playing the wheel. After
each haul, for his luck was still with
him, he would turn the money into the
coffers of the house and the wine into

the open mouths of the bystanders.

There came a moment when he leaned

well over the bar, trying to attract the

attendant's notice the moment for

which Kent had been waiting. He
edged stealthily closer—and closer

—

and closer, until he stood almost be-

side his man. Seizing a long heavy
bottle he brought it down with crush-

ing force on Denton's head, and
then, dropping his weapon, he struck

fiercely at Jack's face as the latter

sank unconscious to the floor. A
Mounted Policeman caught Squid from
behind, and dragged him cursing from
the room; all was confusion, men
shouted and women screamed.

"He's a goner !" said some.

"My Gawd ! Look at the blood !"

cried a woman and added to the horror

by capping a shrill scream with a fit.

Jack was carried away and laid on
Dennis' own bed. The doctor was sum-
moned.
"What a sight for poor little Sun-

shine when she sees him," said Sugrue
to himself, looking at the bandaged
head of his friend. "Squid Kent will

swing for this !"

When Kate arrived, a hush fell over
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the crowd. A more incongruous sight

can hardly be imagined than this

beautiful woman, with her pure, undc-
filed face amongst the nondescript

iggregation of miners, and gamblers,

and the painted denizens of the dance
halls. Mamie saw her and stared.

"It's Gawd's mercy the dope didn't

work," she said superstitiously, "she

had oughter be here, I reckon."
Behind closed doors, Kate approach-

ed the bed-side, slowly.

"What has happened ?" she asked
hoarsely of the doctor who was still

present. "Will he die ?'j

"His great strength ought to pull

him through, my dear." answered the

other, "although he got a blow which
would have killed most men outright.

Look, he added, "he is opening his

eyes !"

Softly, he went from the room.
"Kate !" whispered her husband.

"Oh Kate !"

"Here I am, dearest—Oh, Jack," she

sobbed, "are you very much hurt ?"

The vacant stare took on intelligence.

"Why little woman, how did you get

liere—in this place ? They should not

have let you come. I guess I'm all in;

don't cry—it's better so. You love him,
and he will be good to you." The voice

trailed off feebly.

"Jack, Jack !" cried the girl. "What
are you saying ? Who is there but
you ?"

"I thought you—and Burnside

—

they told me—" the story of his hun-
ger, his jealousy, his suspicion came in

halting words.
"My beloved," said the girl, "there

Is no one, never has been any one but
ou ! You must know it ! Why, Jack

>ou are my king—^my god !" She
( ould say no more; but her head drop-
!icd until it lay upon his breast. His
-;reat hand stole out feebly and caught
her little ti enabling fingers.

"It's more than I have any right to

ask," he whispered.
And with the rays of the big silver

\'ukon moon, a heavenly peace entered
into that little room and into the hearts

f the two who rested there.

The Case At Evelyn Grange
Continued from page 179.

"Up in the air like a colt, sir.

Wouldn't have none of it. I'd insulted
her, and she'd go to her mistress—an'
she did," he added ruefully. "Then I

came straight tp you, sir."

"Wendham, do you hear that ?"

Evelyn exclaimed.
"I was there when it happened—or

rather, when she ran to Mrs. (iaynor
with the story. She was, as John says,
up in the air."

' "What did Nellie say ?" inquired
Evelyn.

fP= :xc II ri zxc HE zaz

NO MORE WAITING IN STUFFY SHOE SHINE PARLORS
I SHINE MY SHOES WITH A

TWQQBT
Outfit

Handy cardboard boxes 40c, neat metal boxes 50c, Black and Tan.

SAVES TIME, SAVES TROUBLE, SAVES LEATHER.
No muss or dirt, and in three minutes your shoes have a shine that will last all day.

If your dealer cannot supply you, send us his name and cost of outfit, and we.will
mall same post free.

THE NUGGET POLISH CO., LIMITED, 9, 11, 13 Dave port Road, TORONTO.
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THE CANADIAN BANK
OF COMMERCE

SIR EDMUND WALKER,
C.V.O.. LLD., D.C.L, PrejidemC

H V. F. JONES, Ass't Genl. Manager ^

Capital Paid Up, $15,000,000

SIR JOHN AIRD. General Manager

I V. C. BROWN.
Sup'l of Central Western Branches

Reserve Fund, . $13,500,000

THE MAN OR WOMAN WHO SAVES
and buys a War Security, or helps a bank

21W
to do so, is giving most vital help

to the Empire in its crisis.

Open a Savings account at any branch of this Bank.
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Nature Has Provided the Greatest Movirg Picture in the World

"Niagara To The Sea''
From the deck of a fine steamship,

view the ever-changing panorama of

a trip unrivalled in beauty and full of

scenic interest. Board one of our

boats at Niagara or at Toronto. Let

us take you to Montreal and on to

quaint old Quebec. Let the brooding beauty
of the Saguenay—a river cut by glacial action

through the heart of a mountain chain—come
as a fitting climax to a 1200 mile trip that

has not a dull moment from beginning to end.

Something of its varied charm is indicated

Address JOHN F. PIERCE,

CANADA STEAMSH

by the views above,''showing'^(l)IThe ^Str.

"Cayuga," in Toronto Bay, (2) A Deck
scene, (3) A narrow channel among the 1000
Islands, (4) Passengers viewing the "Rapids"
scenery, (5) Boat "Shooting"J'the fLachine
Rapids, (6) Citadel view of Quebec, (7) View
from DuflFerin Terrace, Quebec, (8) Hotel at

Tadousac, (9) On the Saguenay Canyon,'(10)
The wonderful Cape Trinity.

Full details of this" most satisfying of Va-
cation Trips will be 'found in our beautiful
book, "Niagara To The Sea"—sent anywhere
on receipt of 2c to cover cost of mailing.

Assistant Traffic Managex.

IP lines"limited
92 R. & O. Building, Montreal.

This is the Year for an Inland Water Trip.

$100.00 IN GOLD FOR YOUR CHURCH
IF YOUR CHURCH HAS DEBTS—NEEDS AN ORGAN
OR WISHES TO DECORATE AND MAKE REPAIRS
Here

fuss and bother
is an opportunity to get money needed easily and quickly without any of the usual

)other of the old-fashioned, unprofitable ice cream festival, chicken fry, etc.

Write us at once for particulars of our $100 Cash Offer to Churches, or bring this ad. to

the attention of an officer of your Ladies' Aid Society or Sunday School. Act quickly.

Address, CHURCH AID DEPT.

CANADA MONTHLY .'. TORONTO, ONT.

Wendham's face clouded. "Mrs.
Gaynoi isn't strong, as I've told you.
This evening has been terribly hard on
her. I was afraid that this final com-
plication would prove the last straw,

but she pulled herself up like a thorough-
bred, told Adele that she had absolute

confidence in her and then ordered her
back to remain under Mrs. Lawdon's
supervision."

"What do you make of it ?" asked
Evelyn. Wcndham hesitated, and his

host read his wishes.

"You may leave us, John. Thank
you. Good night."

The servant bowed and retired.

"I don't know what to think," said

Wendham, re\erting to the last ques-

tion; "but this I do belie\e, that girl

is as innocent as you are. She was
beside herself with shame and indigna-

tion, and it was genuine. I'm far more
inclined to suspect—John."

It was Evelyn's turn to fall into a
brown study, from which he emerged
with his friend's words upon his lips.

"I wonder— I wonder. That would be
a foxy game, wouldn't it ? But has he
the sense ? Supposing this man did

see some one, and that one wasn't

Adele ? Who could it be ? If a man,
then small and slender enough to dress

and pass for a girl; if a woman, one
who was either in our employ or who
dressed as a maid. It's beyond me.
Suppose the things were stolen by some
one in the house—Adele, let us say, or

John—what would they do with them ?

No one has left the place, the robbery
was discovered so soon."

"Of course," said Wendham, "they're

hidden, and, of course, in a place that

would not be likely to be thought of,

at least in any superficial search, such

as we made to-night. This has been
planned, Heaven knows how long

ahead, and the receptacle chosen.- If

John ip the guilty one, I would incline

to the garden—an old well, the cellar.

I once heard of a butler who put stolen

diamonds into a bottle of port, corked,

and resealed it, marked it, and put it

with the other bottles. Unfortunately

the ^ ery ne.xt day the master happened
to take out that bottle from tlie back
row—and—there you are . 1 1 was mere
luck. We may be as fortunate. If,

on the contrary, it's Adele, there's no
telling. If that girl is clever enough to

lie with such absolute appearance of

truth, she's clever enough to outwit us
all, and our only hope is that she'll be
too clever and meet us half-way round,

the circle again."

"Oh, well, what's the use ? Let's go
to bed, old man. I'm down and out."

Evelyn rose, stretched himself and sup-

pressed a yawn. "Look, here comes
the dawn. Was ever anything better

than that ? Corot is a back number,
as Alice would say."

The great plain far below the hill was
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wrapped in blue night, grading to

purple. A thread of scarlet touched
its uttermost rim, while above the

clouds melted to tones of opal. Higher
yet, the almost white sky was limpid
as a moonstone. The two men stood

by the window a moment, then simul-

taneously turned away. "Good night

—excuse me, good day, old man.
Thanks for your help and your pleasant

company." ,

"Don't mention it," said Wendham.
"There's something stewing at the back
of my brain. I think I'll have an idea

soon. If I do, I'll let you know.
They've not been of much use so far.

Good day."
They sought their rooms. Wend-

ham's brain was too active for sleep.

Instead, after a cold plunge, he seated

himself, wrapped in a heavy bathrobe,

by the window and watched the miracle

of m.orning.

Suddenly the inward self, as if after

huge and hidden labor, supplied a re-

collection. Apparently it was not con-

nected with the case in mind. It seem-
ed rather, in the effort to reach the

thing desired, the dislodgment of

another m,em.ory from its cell.

"Why, of course, Mrs. Wimbleton
was the worria/i whom the famous
French specialist had once named as the

most gifted hypnotist of his acquaint-
ance." Yes, that was the name. He
had not been able to place it—no won-
der. Who would have connected Mrs.
Gaynor with a science so remote from
her interests, or with anyone so devoted
to its pursuits ? Wimbleton—the

name on the envelope entrusted to his

care, had uselessly haunted him ! The
strange, insistent, relentless personality

that dwells in us all, pushed aside his

conventional wonderings and thoughts.
He found himself suddenly confronted
by the vision of the maid as she clung
to Mrs. Gaynor's knees—-of the strange
relaxation of her body, when with
gentle, forceful firmness he had ordered
her to be quiet. He recalled the
anxiety of her gaze. He had no
thought of compelling her will, other
than his wish to spare the woman he
loved a painful scene which might
break down the slender barrier of self-

control that still protected her throb-
bing ner\'es—no thought but this great

desire. With astonishing readiness the

girl had bent to his suggestion. He
recalled the sharp, almost frightenetl

tone in which Mrs Gaynor had mentally
seized and shaken the prostrate ser-

vant, breaking the spell his voice and
presence were closing about her pre-

disposed personality. She knew then
—she realized what was happening—

•

what might happen ! "Am I insane !"

he said aloud. He thnist back the
tumultuous thoughts that lashed and
seared in brain and heart.

.Again he was forced to see and to fit

SEE THE CANADIAN NORTHERN
ROCKIES

EN ROUTE TO THE PACIFIC COAST
By the Natural Wonders of Jasper Park and Mount Robson,

Monarch of the Range.

You will be Amply Repaid

Convenient Train Service. Summer Tourist Fares

For tliiniii;!! licki's, information'' and our liaml.some Mountain Booklet, apply to
nean Agent, or General Pasnengcr Department, Montreal, Que.,

Toronto,"(3nt..an(l Winnipeg, Slan.

CANADIAN NQPTHEPN PAILWAV
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Expense Money for College Students
We have openings for several young college men and women in \arious sec-

tions of the Dominion in connection with our Circulation Promotion work.

Our work is of such a nature that young men and women find they can
attend to it very nicely during "after lecture" hours, Saturdays and vacation
periods. Some of our people have earned all of the money required for their
college expenses in this "part-time" work.

If you are interested in a proposition that would increase your income during
your course in college, write us at once and we will send you full particulars
by first mail.

CANADA MONTHLY
Mail Buildine, Toronto, Ontario. Circulation Promotion Department.

another piece into the puzzle. Mrs.
Gaynor had spent nearly a year abroad—in Paris, three years ago, while he
was following his medico-psychical re-
search in Vienna. So much Calvin
Mortimer had told him. That was the
time when Mrs. Wimbleton had studied
with Bcrillian. They must have known
each other there. It was fair to sup-
pose then that Mrs. Gaynor was fami-
liar with a suljject so successfully, if

erratically, followed by her friend.
This girl, this Adele, had accepted her
mistress' fallen fortunes and accom-
panied her.

"This is sheer nonsense," he ex-
claimed, "sheer nonsense ! There
wasn't evidence enough to cast even a
suspicion. The whole thing was
natural. It was the peculiar manifesta-
tion of extraordinary conditions

—

nothing more. It is my own state of
mind that is disordered. For God's
sake, man, be sane ! Walk off this

madness !"

Dressing himself hastily in his tramp-
ing tweeds, he traversed the silent

house, and selected a heavy black thorn
stick from the hall rack.

At the door a pallid, red-eyed ser-

vant barred his way.
"Pardon," he murmured respect-

fully. "Mr. Evelyn requests no one
to leave the house."
Wendham sighed. "Right, Alfred;

I hadn't thought of that."

"Besides
—

" the man of)ened the
door slightly, giving a glimpse of lawn,
drive, and distant spangled hills; in

the foreground a young man, in puttees
and hcsL\y traveling homespuns, was
busily taking photographs. "That's
the first of 'em, sir," said the servant
grimly, "and I know what it is sir. I

was with Mr. Elwell-Kanes when Mas-
ter Robert was shot."

Wendham reddened angily. "Have
him sent off at once, the beggar !"

"WTiat's the use ?" said the servant,

wisely resigned.

In his own room once more Wendham
returned to the open casement. Al-
ready the miracle of dawn had become
the miracle of day. The distant reach-

es of the plains no longer unfolded roll

upon roll of gossamer-—blue, opal, and
rose. Over the newly illuminated earth

a cloud of tinsel seemed to float, brilli-

antly outlining each fall and rise of the
rolling plain with an edge of keenest
crystal . The ai r seemed suddenly puri-

fied, sterilized of the dreams of night,

ne\V-breathed from the realms of the
upper ether. Wendham drew long
breaths of the elixir, refreshing body
and mind for the day's struggle. For
the present he felt things must take

their course. The terrible suspicion

that beset his heart must be verified,

but sanely, calmly, for the best result,

above all for the safety of the one wo-
man. What to him was Mrs. Lawdon



clamoring for the insignia of her vanity?

eep within himself he gave thanks
or his old conviction

—
"crime is disease

land somewhere in the realm of science

lies the cure." But had the enemy-
made inroads so far that conscience was
dead ? Would one woman sacrifice

the other ? Suppose the net of evi-

dence drew too close about her ?

He shuddered, but his loyal spirit

rose to the hazard. Some operations

offend ever\' aesthetic sense. Must
the physician fail in his sympathy and
attention ? He was startled to dis-

cover how he had accepted the sug-

i;estion of his thought. That was be-

\ond reason. He would consider how
slight was the foundation upon which
his imagination had reared his convic-

tion—it was a deduction that he must
verify before he might consider it any-
thing but the shadow of conjecture.

He scored himself roundly for his readi-

ness to accept such a damnable solution

of the problem. He must be wise,

quick of thought, slow of action, and
his time, his strength, the knowledge
that had borne him to such strange
deductions, all things must become
subservient to her necessities—but—he
must know.

To be continued

Lord o' Land
Continued from page 201.

concerning their cattle and sheep
which they praise like shepherds in an
ecologue. Their new thoroughbred
ram has well-sprung ribs, and deep
ones at that, thus giving plenty of
room for food. It has a capacious
chest chamber, and there was never a
backbone better fleshed. Its heavy
scrag or neck is an indication of its

pronounced strength. .All the sheep
on this range are medium-wooled,
these being hardier and more prolific.

Open fleeced sheep stand little chance
of surviving in Alberta, for the snow
particles beat directly against their

bodies chilling and killing them after

the manner of the beautiful Annabel
Lee. Wool is not so fine here because
the land is flat. Where the country is

hilly, and the .sheep feed on a slope
facing south, their wool is finer in
texture.

Thacker has a ewe which jumps the
hurdles in a most unsheep like mannei

,

l)nt he has punched a hole in her oar
and tied it back to the wool on her
neck so that her gadding days are over.
The string prevents her jumping for a
cv/e, oh, ignorant reader ! cannot jump
without putting her ears forward.

Every year he culls out the old ewes
which are "broken-mouthed" but those
which raise twins are given the pre-
ference over those which have singles.
A ewe with twins sometimes neglects
the second lamb, in which event the
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BRASSIERES
Wear a D & A Good Shape Brassiere and see what a
'liffereiice it makes iu your appearance, your comfort
and health. It is al)solutely necessary for the present
modes and it gives more symmetrical lines to figure.

Aik to see D& A Good Shape Urassieres

Illuitrated catalogue and cornet atyle book
icnl (ree on requeat—addreaa our neareil office.

DOMINION CORSET COMPANY
Monlreal QUEBEC Toronto
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You will say with a feel-
ing of solid satisfaction

—

all is now complete.

Peerless
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Genuine Diamonds
$1, $, $3. Weekly

Save money on your
Diamonds by buying
from us. We are Dia-
mond Importers.

Terms—$ 1, $2 or
$3 Weekly-
We guarantee you

every advantage in
Price and Quality.

Write to-day for Cata-
logue. It is free.

Wt tend DlamondB to any rart of Canada for
Inapection at our expenaa. Payment! may be made
WaeUj or Monthly.

JACOBS BROS., Diamond Importera,

IS TORONTO ARCADE. TORONTO. CANADA.

The old reliable remedy for rheu-
matism, neuralgia, sore throat and
sprains.

Best Liniment Made
Mr. A. K.IvAUNDRY^Edmonton,writes;

—

"I fell froma building and received what
the doctor called a very
bad sprained ankle, and
told me I must ^ot walk
on it for three weeks. I
got MINARD'S I,INI-
MENT and in six days I
was out to work aghin.
I think it the best lyiui-
ment made."

Minard's Liniment
always gives satis-

faction. For any
ache or pain. It

gives instant relief,

Minard's Liniment
Co., Limited

Yarmouth, - - N.S

I Want
50 School Boys
On My Pay iRoU

If you want to put
your name on my list,

write me at once, be-
fore some other boy
beats you to this
chance. Just a little

work after school hours
will bring you money to
spend for a lot of nice
things most boys enjoy.
Send the letter to-day
before you forget it!

R. G. TOBIN. Manager
467 Mail Building, TORONTO.
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neglected one is sprinkled with salt,

thus encouraging the mother to lick,

and incidentally, to nurse it.

Sheep do not require the outlay of
as much capital as other animals; they
increase rapidly, and furnish returns
twice a year. They eat the tailings of

feed otherwise of no value, besides
keeping the farm clear of weeds.

This sheep-farmer is getting an
Angora male goat as he has heard on
good authority that coyotes will not
injure a flock where one is kept. He
has a brother who raises sheep in South
Africa, and in that country the sheep
are led into the enclosures at shearing
time by castrated goats called "kapa-
ters." Maybe, after all, it was not a
chance happening that the horn of

plenty which Jupiter gave to the
nymphs was a goat's horn; be that as
it may, a goat is surely needed on this

steading for, in spite of their unin-
flectional and agglutinative barking,
there is a dubiety about the steadiness

of the sheep-dogs while under stress of
temptation. As I lay awake in the
night, I heard for myself how the
coyotes—the slaughterous, wanton she-
coyotes came up close to coax and woo
them to the wfxxis.

"Don't go !" I kept saying to my-
self. "Don't go, you shag-haired
idiots ! The hungry slit-throat males
wait close by to ravin your mas-
ter's flock, and you are the man on
guard."
The lean wailing of these thieves is

the cry' of a hope that still hopes; an
esoteric sorrow, or ailing ego that re-

fuses to [)e comforted. The only vir-

tue of the coyotes may be summed up
in the fact that they make a piece of
scenery on the praiiie. They are
"sitters up a-nights," evil-doers, and
super-villains who in spite of the re-
fining influences that have come to all

flesh through evolution, selection, or
struggle for life, are still sunk in a
state of original and hopeless sin.

A Box of Candy
Continued from page 185.

resisted his efTorts, loaded baskets with
provisions, and swept up scraps of food
and paper that miraculously renewed
themselves upon the floor. He was not
used to physical toil, and more than
once he felt that nature could bear no
more—he must give up the job and lie

down and rest for hours and hours.
The vision of the little girl with the

long brown braids came to him at these
despairing moments, however, and
saved him from surrender. He could
not maintain the reckless pace which he
had set himself on the first day, but he
kept on with dogged determination.
He felt that he would be repaid.

By the time that Saturday afternoon
arrived, his feet seemed burdened with
lead weights. Elvery fibre of his body
was quivering with weariness, and his

muscles felt as if they had been
pounded.

"You're gettin' lazy like the rest of

'em," commented Wamley, as Philip

slowh' moved a cracker box into posi-

tion.

The boy turned his head away to hide
the quick tears that filled his eyes. He
was near the end of his strength, but he
was doing the best he could.

"You get and hustle that premium
china up out of the cellar," continued
Wamley, "and don't take all day
about it."

Philip descended the steps and sur-

veyed the heavy box that he must
move. He gave it a tentative shove.

It did not budge. He braced his

shoulder against it, and tried again. It

yielded, very slowly, and in response to

Philip's frantic efforts, deliberately

turned over on its side. Another
struggle, and it stood at the foot of the
stairs.

Philip sat down upon it, and looked at
the steps that led up into the store. They
appeared to him like the side of the
pyramid of Cheops, and as hard to scale.

He groaned as he arose, and toppled the
box on to the lowest step. Securing a
fresh grip, he heaved until he could get
his shoulder under the burden, and
carefully straightened up. The pack-
ing case bumped heavily on to a higher
elevation and remained there, refu.sing

to go farther. The weight bore crush-
ingly upon the boy, who stood shak'ly
braced below. He pushed with his

hands, but found that his arms had lost

all their force.

He stretched out one foot, to seek a
lower step. The distance was greater
than he' had calculated, and he cauti-

ously bent the other knee. His error

was instantly apparent. The box be-
gan to sink, and his leg slowly doubled
under him. He shut his eyes and
lurched forward with a cry.

When he recovered consciousness,

Wamley was shaking him roughly by
the shoulder. He was lying on the
floor beside the case of premium china,

and the man was bending over him, red
and angn,'.

"You get up and get out of here!"
roared the grocer, shaking him again.

"I oughter knock yer head off! Get
up!"
He yanked the boj" to his feet b\- the

coat collar.

"Them wages of yourn won't half

pay the damage," pursued Wamley,
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pushing his late assistant up the stairs.

"You get out, and stay out!"
Philip's head was ver>^ h'ght and

swayed upon his shoulders as he stag-
gered to the door. His feet carried
him automatically down the street,

across the vacant lot at the second
corner, and up the steps to his home
without any conscious volition of his

own . He was unconscious of the length of

time it took him, and of the few passers-

by who turned to stare at the pallid

little boy wavering along on unsteady
legs, clutching at the fences now and
again to straighten him on his course.
He dropped into his mother's open
arms, once inside the house, and lay
there quietly for a long while.

Neidier his father's stormy wrath at
the grocer, when he heard the ston,% nor
the loving sympathy of his mother
could soothe the ache in Philip's soul
and body. He was shamed, humiliated
and defeated. Temporary comfort
came with the di.scovery of an immense
bump upon his head, larger than any he
had c\cr seen upon the persons of his

friends, but this balm to his pride was
not lasting. The bump, indeed, re-

mained to hurt him, but his satisfaction
at its size vanished beneath the flood of
his woes.

Sunday found him plunged in gloom.
He climbed wearily into the barn loft at
the hour when other children were in

Sunday School, and occupied some time
in a review of the evidence that Fate
was against him. Life had brought
him only suffering, he concluded, and he
w^as destined to be the helpless sport of
circumstance.
The thought that he might retrieve

his financial los.ses was dismissed. His
private fortune at no time had exceeded
a nickel, and now he had no nickel. He
descended from his retreat at length,
unrefreshed in spirit, and sought refuge
from his sorrows in a book.
He returned to school the next morn-

ing, attired in his best suit. The outfit
that he had worn in his service under
Wamley was a ruin, past repair. The
iKjys in the school yard displayed a
lively interest in his improved attire,

and he consented to display the knob on
his head to a select few whom he count-
ed his friends. He did not linger long
outd<x)rs, however, and amazed Miss
Meaney by occupying his seat a full ten
minutes before schfx)l convened.
The girl with the brown braids was

already at her desk, idly turning the
pages of her geography. She ()a.ssed

his desk many times, on ostentatious
errands, but he refused to lo»)k up.
Once she hesitated beside him, and
seemed about to speak. He hastily
st<xi|)ed to adjust his shoe string, and
after a m'>ment she passed on.
He kept his eyes averted from her

throughout the session. A stubborn
resolve to break the lx>nd that held him
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to her had taken possession of his mind.

Once, when he stood up to recite, his

eyes met hers. She was turned half

around in her seat, looking at him with
deep and friendly interest. He flushed

,

stuttered, and lost track of his remarks,
finalh- dropping to his seat in confession

of failure. He did not look up again
until school was dismissed.

He saw her up the street before him,
after school and he made a detour
through an alley to avoid her.

"Positively," said his mother, that

night, " the child has not smiled since he
broke \^'amley's china."

"Wamley," commented his father,

"ought to l)e horsewhipped."
Phijip stared listlessly out of the

window.
"Been having a pretty rough time,

haven't you, son?" said the man.
" l"h, huh," agreed Philip listlessly.

"\\'cll, I guess that's so," said the

father. "To-morrow's your birthday,
and I guess >ou'd better cheer up."
He dehed in his trousers pocket.

"Here, this'll help, maybe."
Philip stared. His father's hand was

outstretched,- and in it was money—

a

quarter and a half dollar!

He sat transfixed for a moment, and
then, suddenly, his pall of care dropped
from him.
"Oh, [la!" he cried.

He threw himself upon his father and
flung his arms about his neck. In an-
other instant he was speeding out the
door, the money in his hand. The
father wiped the moist remainder of a
kiss from his cheek.

" I think that's the first time the boy
ever did that in his life," said the man
in some embarrassment.

Early on his b'Vthday morning Philip

was astir. He sat up in bed and care-

fully lifted his pillow. Beneath it was
an oblong package which he viewed
with unspeakable satisfaction. It had
beautiful flowers on it and was tied with
gold cord. He picked it up and exam-
inde it for the twentieth time, turning it

o\er and o\er, and stopping to read the
boldly penciled inscrijuion on the
bottom:

"75c."
Finally, putting down the box of

candy, he collected his clothing from
the floor and dressed himself with care.

When his toilet wascompletwl he issued
forth into the street, concealing the
package under his coat. He whistled
gayly, though much out of tune, as he
trod the route to Washington Street
and the brick house where the new girl

lived. His heart was uplifted with the
conviction that no boy in Crayville, and
very likely none even in great cities, had
ever bestowed so impressive a gift upon
a girl.

Thus cheerfully occupied, he descrie<l

Louie Born in the distance. Louis was
bearing a pitcher which hestiiick from

time to time against the stone sidewalk v, ,

producing a pleasant ringing sound, ^-'rifc'
As they approached Philip tucked his '" '

parcel farther up inside his coat. Louie
noted it immediately.
"What >'ou got?" he demanded.
"Oh, something," said Philip. "I

got to take something to a house up
here. Where are you going?"

"After some milk."
Their ways lay together and Louie

fell alongside, eying the lump under the
other's coat. Philip was at first in-

clined to be annoyed. Then he reflect- •

ed that Louie might prove to be a valu-

able supporting force or rearguard, and
he was beginning to feel conscious of the
need of some such aid. He was already
hoping that her father or mother would
answer his ring.

"Is it here?" .said Louie, as they
stopped before the brick house. " Here's
where the new girl lives. Do vou know
her?"
"No—this is just for her father. I

got to take this bundle to him."
He blocked Louie's move to accom^

pany him to the door.

"You just wait there a second," he
said. "I'll be out in a minute."

His feet made an unconscionable,
racket a? he crossed the porch. A wild
hope that she had not yet awakened
surged through him as he turned the
handle of the old-fashioned door bell.

He knew he would make a mess of his

errand should she answer his ring.

The door knob rattled and turned.

It seemed an age before thedoor swung
ojjcn, but his paralyzed legs refused to

obey the impulse to turn and flee.

He gasped and gulped at the sweet-
faced little girl who appeared before

'

him. She was wearing a silk%- white
jacket of a type that he had never .seen

before, and her hair was loosely coiled

upon her head after a grown-up fashion.

She smiled at him, pleasantly.

"Ciood morning, Philip," she said.

The discovery that she knew his name
completely de-moralized him. He had
never thought about that.

"I—uh," he lu'gan, "I -uli

His throat was str.ingely constricted

and he turned away for relief. Louie
Born was standing at the curb, deeply
absorbed in the scene on the porch. He
had dejjositcd his pitcher in the grass

and sto(xl with his hands thrust deep in

his pockets, his face very serious and
intent.

"I-uh," said Philip again, turning

his eyes helplessly to the rcMif.

He was holding the Paris Bon Bons
stiffly out before him. He remembered
as* he stniggled for further utterance

that he had forgotten to pl.ice his name
upon the box.

"Was this for me?" inquired the girl,

glancing at the elalwrately decorated

package.

He l(K)ketl at her apix>alingl\ Ii
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"WTiat'd you say in there?" repeated

Philip, beginning to prance in a manner
suggestive of Indian warfare.

It was no time to temporize.

"I—why," said Louie, backing

rapidly, "I just went in and she gave
me some of that candy and

"

The sentence was never finished.

Philip centered all his power behind one
round, hard fist, and smote Louie on
the nose.

"Ate my candy!" he howled. "I'll

learn you!"
He leaped upon his Aoctim, and seized

him by the hair. Rules for personal

combat as laid down by the late Mar-
quis of Queensbury were unknown to

Philip, but his methods were effective.

Louie sank limply to the ground, and
iiis enemy fell upon him. The iron-

stone china pitcher lay beside them,

shattered into bits.

The conflict was brief and one-sided.

Thirty seconds after the beginning of

hostilities Louie emerged from beneath
his assailant and proceeded up the

street, roaring loudly. His face was
streaked with dust and tears, and his

nose bleeding freely. His short trousers

were torn up the leg, and one stocking

hung down over his shoe. He was a

ruin of a boy.
Philip, panting from his exertions,

raised his voice.

"And you'll get it when you get

home," he shouted, "for bustin' your
mother's pitcher and- not gettin' the

milk."

Louie turned his battered face, awry
with weeping, and shook his fist. Philip

made a threatening movement, and the

vanquished foe dodged into an alley.

"I learned him," muttered Philip.

Then he set out for home. He re-

fused to l(X)k as he pasesd the new girl's

house, but kept his eyes fixed straight

before him. He, too, had learned his

lesson. He was through with girls

—

forever.

The Pedlar's Pack
Continued from page 181.

Heaven keep him safe, this latterday

Yorick, to once more "set the table

on a roar !"

HTHE executive secretary of a group
*• of men and women in the \J. S. A.,

who are agitating for peace, is L. P.

Lo<-hner, the man who is credited with
[X'rsuading Henry Ford to embark on
the Peace Ship venture. He and his

co-workers are receiving flattering at-

tention from the government. Let us

hope Lochner will be becalmed this

trip, too ! I wonder if ynu will a|)preci-

ate, as I did, this inside story of the

Peace Ship told me by a newspaper
woman who was on board—this delic-

ous incident of that laughable cruise !
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Henry Ford, as you know, was seriously

ill—pneumonia, if I remember rightly
-—when the ship reached Noru'ay.
Peace delegates from all over Norway
and Sweden, and a few from Holland
boarded the ship for Peace Conference
number one. But the doctor said that

Mr. Ford could see them for only twenty
minutes. They argued that twenty
minutes was better than nothing and
that they had come a long way, and
Henry had come a long way, so they
hied them in a stately party to the

luxurious apartment where the Mil-
lionaire Pacifist lay in bed. The first

to be introduced was the Minister of

Agriculture—or whatever they call

'em over there—and when Ford met
him, his lack-lustre eye suddenly gleam-

ed. He sat up in bed. And for those

precious twenty minutes he eagerly

expounded to that minister of agri-

culture the amazing qualities of his

latest agricultural implement—a trac-

tion plough, I think. The doctor

turned them all out, before he had half-

finished, and before a second pacifist

had been introduced !

So much for Peace Conference num-
ber one !

If Henry Ford had tried to run his

factory in the half-hearted way that

he engineered that jitney service to

Europe, the Ford car would never

have been heard of outside of Detroit !

It seems to me that the man is, at the

same time, a child and a genius. The
Peace Ship was a beautiful and ex-

pensive fairy story to him. He cer-

tainly left his heart at home in the

Ford Factory when he set sail in that

ship of which he was master, and he
soon grew tired of playing at being a
Pacifist.

Gerald Stanley Lee. in commenting
on Ford and the Peai c Shi|) said:

"Everv now and then when I am
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listening to the Boston Symphony
Orchestra from my seat down in the

audience, I fall to watching the trom-

bone player. Sometimes I get so

interested and sympathetic I forget.

That wonderful, long-drawn-out sweet-

ness; that long-and-short of sweetness

—

it makes me almost move my hands

back and forth to listen to it. I feel

like stepping right up to the platform

and taking hold myself. I dream of

standing up there before everybody and

pushing the music thoughtfully, softly,

back and forth

"But something in me restrains me.

"My feeling about Mr. Ford is that

he would step right up.

"Of course he has his ow n instrument

—a colossal pipe organ he daily plays on
out in Detroit, which he has played on

as no man has ever played before. But
he sees President Wilson with his

trombone, and in a minute more he is

up there on the platform sawing the

sweetness back and forth."

However, Ford is playing his own
instrument in beautiful harmony in

the National Symphony, now; and
Woodrow Wilson is conducting the

orchestra!

T ASKED Marion Long, "Is I't the'
* fault of the art'sts, or of an in-

artistic and careless public, that Cana-
dians as a whole do not take Canadian
art very seriously ?"

Miss Long replied with another
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question—a trick I despise

—"Do yau
ever read Shopenhaur ?"

"In my younger and more enthusias-

ic days"— I murmured vaguely.
"Do you remember this ?" she went

on: " 'Just as the sun cannot shed its

light but to the eye that sees it, nor
music sound but to the hearing ear,

so the value of ;ill masterly work in

art and science is conditioned by the
kinship and capacity of the mind to

which it speaks.'
"

Have you ever looked through a re-

ducing glass ? It is the opposite of a
magnifying glass. The effect is rhagi-

cal ! In the faraway picture one seems
to see new depth of color-—even new-

colors. Perhaps one even sees for the

first time, the shadow of a cloud on a
green slope. In short, when the per-

spective is changed, the eyes become
keener.

Perhaps we need a new perspective
on the idea of Canadian art. Perhaps
our kinship with Canadian artists has
worn a little thin. Perhaps in these

days of war we fail to appreciate
beauty that is, in the eyes of its creator,

its own justification. Our emotions
are untouched b\- mere beauty—they
must be appealed tq by an art that
expresses those human things that are
vital- to us nowadays.

Perhaps that is why Marion Long's
pictuies

,

in black-and-white, "Killed
in Action," and "Missing," always had
a little group of silent people before

them at the Canadian Academy, and

the Ontario Society of Artists' Exhibi-
tions in Montreal and Toionto; and
that in reviewing the exhibition in

Montreal the critic of La Presse, said,

apropos of these two pictures: "Mar-
ion Lf)ng is a great artist." He was a
worthy critic, for he did not give a
personal opinion of the merits of the
pictures. He told of their value to the
public. He saw that they expressed
something that stirred the hearts of the
people—that taught them human sym-
pathy—so, knowing that such is the
ultimate test, he said that they were
great art.

It is strange that this Canadian
artist should speak her most humanly
satisfying message in a black-and-
white medium; for she has a genius for

color. In "The Gold Fish Bowl"
which she has been invited to show at

the Toronto Exhibition this year

—

look out for it—the colors are so rich

as to give one a thrill of pleasure. But
it is art for life's sake—not art for

beauty's sake—that stirs Canadians
to appreciation to-day.

So it seems that, if Canadians are to

take Canadian art more seriously,

time—and perhaps peace—will ha\'e to

give the public a different perspective

—

a perspective that opens the'r eyes to a
beauty that is its own justification,

beauty of color and form—or the artists

must express human things that will

make stronger the kinship between
artist and public.

"RAGGS"

after this. Junior," his wife announced
to her first-born, over her coffee and
rolls. "We've been prudent and self-

denying a long while. Let's all take a

vacation. Suppose we each say what
we would like to do and to have best,

£nd we'll try to get it. What do you
think of the idea, Roger ?"

He looked bewildered. "Whatever
you think is best, is, dear," he answered.
He did not realize what an era of

extravagance and self-indulgence his

acquiescence would usher in. After a

few feeble protests, he began to enjoy
it as much as the rest did. Even if

they were spending much more than
he earned, was not Alma's point well

taken ? They were not defrauding any
one, for debts would hurt no one on the
second of December. If her creditors

were perfectly satisfied with a system
of "paid on account", instead of "paid
in full," why should he be the only one
to object ?

His wife developed amazingly those

first few weeks. The home began to move
with well-oiled wheels—the table was
attractive, and guests were numerous.

His Great Discovery
Continued from page 208.

Alma looked as young and pretty as in

those far-off days when he had courted
her. An inner excitement kept her
cheeks flushed and her eyes bright.

Her gayety and courage were infectious,

and his hours at home grew* longer.

They began to Hac over their honey-
moon days.

Something that the years had buried
began to stir again, a sympathy for the

hopes of the woman he had married.
She did not try to paint, he guessed she
could not, but he did not dream of re-

proaching her when a few good pictures

found their way to the walls, though he
knew that she must be draw'ing on their

small savings account. It was as well

spent that way, now, as any.
The month of November fairly gal-

loped toward its close. As the days
passed the husband and wife began to

avoid each other's eyes, like fellow-

conspirators. Alma's tenderness and
indulgence surrounded her children.

She could not leave them a minute.
"What a bully dinner !" exclaimed

Roger, junior. It was the evening of

the thirtieth. "We have everything

we like best." Mrs. Wilder's eyes were
on her plate. "Crab bisque soup, that's

father's; turkey for me; oyster patties

for Miriam, and ice-cream for the twins!

Oh, why, what's wrong with mother ?"

For Mrs. Wilder had fled from the
room.
A few minutes later the Professor

found her in her own room. She was
looking out of the window, over beyond
the hills. Her hands were dr>' and hot.

He took her gently in his arms. "The
strain has been too hard on you, dear."

When she raised her eyes from his

coat sleeve, they were brave again, and
bright.

"It's been a good time, though,

hasn't it, Roger ? It's really been the
year of my life. I've lived every
minute, and I've done so many things

I've dreamed of. And we'll all go to-

gether."

"What do you plan to do, dear

heart ?" he asked, his tenderness stifl-

ing him, foi he must not undermine that

bright courage. "Would you rather

stay up ?"

She shook her head with decision.
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"\o, indeetl. We must all go to bed
as if nothing were going to happen.
And I had dinner late purposely. Will

\ ou tell the children to go now, Roger ?

I'll go in later and hear their prayer;^."

"But you won't be able to sleep,

\lma,""her husband objected.

Her fingers closed tight over her
sleeping-powders. "Yes, I will," she

responded. "Tell the children there's

lemonade for them to-night, if they

get tf) bed f|uick."

And the Professor wonderefl why he

could not stay awake. He had gone to

lied to oblige Alma, but he had expected
lo pretend sleeping only. He craved
to be on his feet when the end came;
he wanted to feel the crack of worlds,
I) see the glare—but this queer feeling

strange a man could sleep as he was
i ashing on eternity !

A few hours later Mrs. Wilder awoke,
and in a rush the realization of their

dof)m came to her. She was awake,
and all alone. The powders had failed

to work, and there were none left.

Mr. Wilder was sleeping deeply. She
began to tremble. She would feel the

teriible shock—a slight tremor shook
the hf)use. Then everything was still.

It had soimded like the sunrise signal

the forts give. Could it be possit)le ?

She turned cin the shrouried night lamp.
It was seven o'cIckU. What had hap-
pened to the comet ?

In an instant she was on her feet, anrl

the next minute the window shades

were letting in a reluctant, foggy day.
The street below was full of casual,

unsuspecting people.

"Roger, wake up !" she cried. She
shook him in her excitement. "It's

to-morrcw; it's the first of December,
and nothing has happened. The comet
must have been detained somewhere,
or gobbled up. Oh, do wake up !"

The Professor sat up, tlic effect of

the drug slowly leaving him. Then his

mind grasped the significance of the
gray sky through which a torpid sun
was trying to shine. Instantly he was
out of bed, struggling into his clothes.

"Roger, where arc you going ? Oh,
don't leave me !"

"I'll be. back immediately," shouted
her husband from the lower hall.

"Something has happened to that
comet."
To keep their excitement away from

the children Mrs. Wilder had breakfast
at the usual hour, and she was still at

the table when her husband leturned.
She sent the children away hurriedly.

The Professor sank into his chair.

"Tell me, immediately, Roger. It's

coming ?"

Canada Monthly may now
be had at every news stand.

Place your order early to avoid

being disappointed.

His eyes were dazed. "You were
right to advise my not announcing it,"

he said. "It's the queerest fluke. We
missed it by a hair. Why are your
teeth chattering so ? Where's all your
courage gone ?"

For Mrs. Wilder was trembling
violently.

"I don't like comets to be so

—

familiar," she sobbed. "What do you
mean by a hair, Roger ? How- ncai is

it to us this minute ? Is there any
danger of its coming back ? A million

miles away—million—mi "

Presently she dried her eyes. "Well,
let's enjoy to-day," she said, "before
the servants go."

"Before the servants.go," he echoed.
"Where are (hey going ?"

"Anywhere in space—like the comet,"
she gasped. Then she rang the bell,

her eyes taking a sensuous pleasure in

the picture the maid gave in her black
gown and white apron, the coffee

steaming from the silver urn she carried.

There was a loud peal at the door-
bell, and a look of sudden fear leapcil

to Mrs. Wildei's eyes.

"What is it, dea- ?" asked the Pro-
fessor. "You're all unstrung !"

The maid returned, leaving a pile of

letters on the tray. "All for you, Mrs.
Wilder."
Alma glanced over the envelopes,

and shuddered. She exchanged one
long lcx)k with the Professor. For the
bills hail come !
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Where You Cannot Prophesy —
PREPARE !

NOT even the best-informed man in government or

business circles dares to attempt a prophecy of

conditions after the war. We hope for the best-
meantime wise men are preparing now for anything.

How?
By regulating their expenditures according to their

actual needs rather than by their prosperity—by husbanding
the surplus—and by investing to the limit in Canadian War
Loans that help so much to maintain present prosperity.

Money saved and loaned to Canada by Canadians is a two-

fold safeguard for the future. The lenders will benefit directly

from the excellent interest return and absolute security—and
indirectly because the interest thus kept in Ceuiada will help to

keep business good after the war.

Canadian War Savings Certificates are issued in denomina-
tions of $25, $50 and $100, repayable in three years. At the

purchase prices of $21.50, $43 and $86 respectively, they yield

over 5fo interest Buy them at any Bank or Money Order

Po^ Office.

The National Service Board of Canada.
OTTAWA. 18
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Magazines—The National Medium
A Talk to Advertisers from "Economic Advertising.'

Magazines and similar periodicals of general circulation,

edited to appeal alike to people in all or large sections of the
country, may be said to be the only truly national medium.
Newspapers, posters, street cars, etc., are essentially local in

their appeal and influence, and are generally regarded as intensive

mediums—as compared with nationally circulated periodicals

which are recognized and used as extensive in their appeal and
influence.

National adverting and national advertisers are unquestionably the out-
Srowth of the magazines. The biggest advertisers on the continent made their

small beginnings as national advertisers in the magazines. Many of the firms

which are the biggest advertisers to-day. whose goods are the best established
in every community in the United States and Canada, were magazine adver-
tisers years ago when the volume of maga2ine circulation in the United States,

in proportion to the population, was smaller than what exists in Canada to-

day. Many of these advertisers originally confined their advertising to the
magazines. Some of them have been exclusive magazine advertisers during
all the years since they began.

It would be interesting to take the list of 10,000 or 12,000 firms who are
listed as national advertisers in the United States and check off those which
became national advertisers by running "a little advertising in a few maga-
zines." many of them began in a small way in a few magazines. Later, they
took on a few more magazines, and in many cases increased their space. Then
as the national influence of this advertising was felt in different sections of the
country their magazine advertising was supplemented with posters or a little

newspaper advertising or dealer helps and window displays.

Magazine circulation in Canada has been growing in volume and power
during recent years to an extent which may not be fully appreciated.

A year before the war there was available to the advertiser in Canada a
total of approximately 150,000 magazine circulation—not including the cir-

culation of illustrated weeklies such as i'o/urday Night, the Montreal Standard,
etc.. nor the few religious and other periodicals which are sometimes included
among mediums of general circulation. To-day there is available to the na-
tional advertiser a total of approximately 400,000 magazine circulation. Un-
til the fullest advantage is taken of this volume of circulation in the develop-
ment of new national advertisers who would naturally, under any circum-
stances, begin with "a little advertising in a few magazines." and until it is

utilized to give backbone and a real national influence to the campaigns of

many of the larger advertiser", there can be no complaint about appropriations
not being large enough or the volume of circulation not being large enough.

• «****•*
Just a5t the magazine as a medium and the national advertiser as a nation-

wide distributor of his product have grown up together in the United States,

so it will be true in Canada. Magazines are logically the national medium,
they are the readiest, most economical and most effective channel through
which to begin a campaign seeking national distribution and national adver-
tising influence. And just as many national advertisers in the Uniteti States
back up their "local" advertising in newspapers, posters, etc., with a certain
amount of magazine advertising, so it would be well if in Canada more con-
sideration were given to the utilization of the volume of magazine circulation
which is now available in backing up the intensive advertising for which the
newspapers are, by their local character and the limited zone of their influence,

peculiarly adapted.
Why are so many national advertisers only partially satisfied with the

effect of their newspaper campaigns in accomplishing their desired purpose?
Why do we so often hear advertisers in Canada express the wish that we had
more magazines—or that we could use the Canadian circulation of the Ladies'
Home Jimrnal. Saturday Evening Kost, etc.? Why is it that so much of
the advertising appearing in Canadian magazines is of American origin—used
to give the rrfjuired inthn-nce in Canada to the overflow circulation of the
American publications which they use? Why ia it so difficult to develop new
national advertisors in Canada? Is it not l)ecau8e the service which the nia«a-
zines in Canarla can alone most successfully and economically iwrform is loo
often overlooked or under-estimated?
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ourshin reaay brealke alnight
Powder by day as often as you like, but ifyou really want the charm
of "a skin you love to touch, "do, do_ let your skin breathe at night.

If you care for the looks of your ?kin, if you really

want a clear, fresh complexion, don't go to bed a single

night with powder Hakes and the dust and grime of the

day still lodged in the delicate pores.

Use this special Woodbury treatment regularly each

night, and see what a wonderful difference it will make
in your skin.

Dip a cloth in warm water and
hold it to tne face until the skin

is damp. Now take a cake of

Woodbury's Facial Soap and go
over your face with the cake itself.

Then dip your hands in warm
water and with the tips of your
fingers work up a lather from the

For tale by

Canadian
druggists
from coast

to coast.

soap left on your face. Rub this cleansing, antiseptic

lather thoroughly into the pores of your skin, always
with an upward and outward motion. Rinse thoroughly
with warm water, then with cold. If possible rub your
face for a few minutes with a piece of ice.

Get a cake of Woodbury's Facial Soap today and
htiJ^iii tonight this famous skin treatment. A 25c cake

is sufficient for a month or six

weeks of this treatment.

Send for a week's-size cake
If you would like a sample of

Woodbury's Facial Soap, send 4c

and we will send you a cake large

enough for a week's use. Write to-

day ! Address The Andrew Jergens

Co., Ltd., 2309 Sherbrooke

St. Perthj Ontario.
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The World's Record Patrol

EARLY in the year 1915 there set

out from Regina, the head-

quarters of the Royal North West
Mounted Police, a young Irishman
named C. D. La Nauze who was destin-

ed to make the longest patrol ever made
in the Dominion and probably in the

world. When he returns to his base,

he will have travelled nearly six thou-

sand miles without once having left

Canadian territory. The time occupi-

ed will be over two years. It has also

fallen to his lot to hold and have juris-

diction in the farthest north Court of

Justice on the Continent of America.

Uluksak—"Copper'' Eskimo. ArrcbtcU on an

Island in Coronation Gulf, May 22, 1916, by

Great Bear Lake Patrol, and charged wi h the

murder of Rev. Fathers Le Rouz and Rouvier

The quest of this man was to find out
and report what had befallen two mis-
sionary priests to the l-'-skimos, who harl

been missing since 1913, the Fathers
Le Roux and RfiuviiT. Leaving Re-

Copyritht, 1917, by

By Janey Canuck

Illustrated from Photographs

gina, Inspector La Nauze travelled

north to Peace River Crossing where
he was joined by Coristables Weight and
Withers. From thence the party pro-

ceeded down the Peace Ri\cr; down
the Sla^e River; across the Great Slave
Lake and down the Mackenzie River

to Fort Norman where they were joined

by Special Constable D'Arcy Arden
and Special Constable P^skimo Ilavinik.

As a general thing the Eskimos, or

as they call themselves, the Innuits

are a hannlcss and peaceful people, a

fact which once caused an old Police

Inspector to say, "After all my long

experiences in the world, I could al-

most wish I had been born an Eskimo."
It was not strange, therefore, that the

police were misuspicious of foul play
when the two priests were reported to he

missing. They naturally deduced that

somewhere in the illimitable wastes and
solitudes of the north, these men had
perished from cold and Inmger or, may-
hap, had been drowned amid the loose

and floating ice of some channel of

open water.
But when the party arrived at Fort

Norman and met some of the bands of

Ind'ans who had travelled southward
from the lancf of little sticks where IIm'

the caribou and nuisk-ox, and these

Indians reported tlint the Eskimos a(

the mouth of the Coppermine RImt
were wearing "church shirts" and were
refusing to say where they had acquired
them, the quest suddenly took on a

more sinister aspect.

These Indians feared that Messieurs,

the Sacraficiers, had been killed by the

"eaters of raw meat," a fear which
pro\ed to be well-grounded for, in the

end, the police found this thing to be
grimly true, and that a tragedy had
happened in the bitter and ultimate
VANDERHOOF. SCOTT Cl COMPANY. LIMITED.

north lands "where God has few for

Hi^ fellows"—a tragedy that was en-

the. hopeless, brutal and beyond ap-

peal. In this country, be it known to

all readers, the devil does not wear
scarlet coat with hose to match and
eyebrows that are strangely aslant.

Contrariwise, he is a loutish, burly

fellow, with small brain-pan, loose-

lipped mouth, and with ice pendant
from his straight black hair. Lord,

what a fearful looking man he is !

On July 23rd, the party left Fort

Norman and travelled up the Swift

Bear Rixcr to Bear Lake, crossing

Sinnisiak "Coppei" Eskimo. Arrested on

south coast ot Victoria Land, May 16, 1916, by

Great Bear Lake Patrol, and charged with the

murder of Rev. Fathers Le Roux and Rouvier

which tlu\- came to Dease Ba\ kh ii--

fai| north-eastern extremity. I'rom
this point, on September the 10th, they
set out for Lake Rouvier, so named by
C. M. Dduel-i'- (hi' .iiiiliot- .,f "I ;uul

AU rifkl
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The Eskimo prisoners in charge of Constable Lamont. From left to right : Ilavinik
mterpreter

;
Patsy, half Dane and half Eskimo, witness ; Sinnisiak

and Uluksak, alleged murderers
Forlorn," in honour of one of the Mis
sionary priests who had estabHshed
the mission in 1911 for the Coppermine
Eskimos. After nine days' travel
through the Barren Grounds, the pohce
reached Rouvier on Deptember 28th
and, winter having set in, remained
until March 29th, 1916, when they
again took up the patrol, their objec-
tive point being the Coppermine River
where it debouches into Coronation
Gulf. ,

TheEskimos they met on the journey
were frankly curious as to the inten-
tions of the white men and enquired if
they had come thither to trade. In-
spector La Nauze, through Special
Constable Ilavinik, explained that he
had been sent to visit them by "the
Big White Chief" and to tell them
what was right and wrong. But how-
ever his tongue may have itched, In-
spector La Nauze asked no questions
nor once mentioned the names of the
missing priests.

A month later, at Bernard Harbour,
La Nauze came upon the camp of the
Canadian Arctic Expedition which was
in charge of Mr. K. G. Chipman, who
was engaged in mapping out the East
Coast of Coronation Gulf. In this
camp, he also met with Corporal Bruce,
of the Herschel Island Detachment of
Mounted Police. Bruce had with him
a number of articles he had quietly
purchased from the Eskimos on his
journey across country, or had taken
from their caches. Among these were
a priest's cassock marked "R.Pere
Rouvier"; a blanket capote with two

rosettes at the back; a brass commun-
ion plaque; a crucifix and rosary; a
book entitled "La Religion en Tab-
leaux," and a Latin Breviary on the
fly page of which was the inscription,
"G.Le Roux,
Oblat de Marie Immaculee".

On May, the fourth, La Nauze and
his party left Chipman's camp and
pushed westward till, two days later
they came to the village of Innuaire-
neruit, where they were heartily wel-
comed, and where the people said

a visit to the snow hut of Nachin and
Ekkeshuina who were friends of Na-
tusiak, who was Stefans.son's man and,
incidentally, a friend of Ilavinik. It is

thus, through the friends of friends,
that Fate most often winds her ball,
but Fate, you must know, is a woman
and ever has an eye for a da.shing
cavalier. This was how she came to
put the ball, that night, into the hands
<jf La Nauze instead of sending him
past this hut for yet hundreds of lea-
gues across the ice and snow.
And when the little company had

gossiped about Natkusiak, their mutual
friend, and how, on the Dismal Lakes,
his face had been badly burned with
powder, and how Nachin's wife had
nursed him, Ilavinik, with soft and
slippery words as though he supped on
blubber, asked if either of them had
before seen anything so strange as these
Indians called white men.

"Oh, yes, my brother ! replied Nac-
hin and Ekkeshuina, "We have seen
them. We have seen them often."

In speaking of this event La Nauze
says, "I sat back and let Ilavinik do
the talking. I heard him question
them closely and I could see him
trembling. I asw that something was
happening, but I never moved and in
about five minutes he turned to me and
said 'I got him. The priests were
killed by Husky, alright; these men
very, very sorry' and, indeed, they
appeared to be for they both covered
their faces with their hands and there
was dead silence in the igloo."
At this time a number of men crowd-

ed into the hut and a man named
Koeha, who was true-tongued and no
liar, and who with three others, had
visited the scene of the murder, gave a
succinct account of the whole affair.

Cabin of Reverend Fathers Le Roux and Rouvier, as found by Mounted
Police, September, 1915

Stefansson was the first white man
they had ever seen. In all other mat-
ters the Eskimos were noticeably retic-
ent. The following day, the partj-
camped at a village in the Union Straits
where La Nauze and Ilavinik went on

His telling of it and the interpretation
thereof occupied six hours. Stated
briefly, the priests, in 1913, left the
Coppermine River to travel to their
base on the Dease Bay. Forty-eight
hours later, two Eskimos took up the
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Route of the Great Bear Lake Patrol

priest's trail and returned a few days
later carrying the priest's rifles. These
men were Sinnisiak and Uluksak. They
said they had killed the priests and had
eaten*pai

t
'of their li\er. Uluksak re-

lated how Sinnisiak had stabbed Father
Le Roux in the back and that he had
corroborated this side of the argument
with an axe. Th^n Sinnisiak shot
Father Rouvier who had made a dash
for his sled to get a rifle.

The spot where the murder took
place was at Bloody Falls, so c^led by
Hearne, the first white man to cross

overland to the Arctic for it was here
his party of one hundred and fifty

Indians fell upon, and treacherously
murdered a camp of sleeping Eskimos,
s|)aring neither man, woman, nor
child.

There is a Finnish legend which
says, "Listen to the moaning of the
pines, at whose root th\' hu( is fasten-

ed." This aflvice is meant for hearth-
keeping folk and its exercise may prove
both pleasant and profitable, but in our
primordial north with its fero<-ious-

hearted passions, the Eskimo, priest,

or other traveller whose sleeping ear
becomes dulled to the moan of waters
is apt to sleep eternally.

That night in the hut of Nachin and
Fkkeshuina, the skin-clad natives said

their hearts were filled with a sorrow-
ful feeling for the priests were good
men who had helped them often, giving
them powder, and lead, and teaching
them tn catrh fish with nets. .Nnd

Hupo's wife, Ohoviloh, who was a

shrewd sewer and made clothes for the

missionaries said, "These two men were
telling us about the land above the

skies. They showed us colored pic-

tures of Heaven, and said that after

we died we would go there. They used

Inspector La Nauze and prisoners Sinnisiak and

Uluksak at Bernard Harbor, Dolphin and

Union Straits, June, 1916

to sing just like the Eskomos when
they make medicine. They held our
hands and taught us to make the sign

of the cross, and they put a little bread
sometimes in my mouth. These men
could talk our language well."

And so it would seem that Mes-
sieurs, the Sacraficiers, had stalwart

endowments of mind and character,

and that these were princely in courtesy

as in kindness. Let us, therefore,
" Salute the sacred dead

Who went and who return not.

We rather seem the dead who stayed

bphind."
On May 11th, Corporal Bruce laid

complaint before Inspector La Nauze
charging Sinnisiak and LHuksak on two
counts of murder each. The following

day, the party started for Victoria Land
to effect the arrest of Sinnisiak, which
arrest they accomplished two days
later. The accused was shaping him-
self a bow when the man-hunters came
u'pon him and, at first, was speechless

with fear expecting to be killed on the

spot. At length he asked the inter-

preter, "What do these men want ?"

and was told the white men wanted him
to go with them. "If white men kill

me" threatened Sinnisiak, "I will make
medicine and the ship will go down in

the ice and all will be drowned."
At first, he resisted arrest and sat

still trembling with terror but the other

Eskimo, although hitherto ungoverned
and untutored, quickly grasped the

situation and urged him to go with his
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captors. In order that the people or

the prisoner might not l)c iniduly cx-

rited, La Nauzc told him he might
bring his wife and effects, after which
there was no trouble, although he was
fearful of the ]iolice and tried to keep

awake lest he should be stabbed.

On May 17th, La Nauze held the

preliminary trial of Sinnisiak who, up
to this time, had been carefully warned
not to make a statement. Evidtmce

for the prosecution was given by Cor-

poral Bruce and Special Constable

Ihivinik. The following are the min-

. utes of this farthest north court:

—

"Court opened 4.15 p. m., May 17th,

1916.

Special Constable Ilavinik sworn in

as court interpreter, between Eskimo
and English, and English and Eskimo.

Court adjourned for two hours from

7.30 to 9.30 p.m.

9.30 p.m. accused committed for

trial on two charges of murder, i.e.,

the murder of Rev. Father Roux and
Rev. Father Rouvier.

9.35 p.m.. Court closed.

C. D. La Nauze J. P."

After the evidence had been fully

explained and the usual warning given,

the accused said "I want to speak,"

whereupon he made a full confession.

He claimed that Le Roux and Rouvier

had beaten him and Uluksak and had
threatened them with rifles and that,

accordingly, they killed the priests in

self-defence.

With orders to hold him fast in the

name of His Sovereign Lord, King
George, and the next Court of com-
petent jurisdiction, Sinnisiak was left

in the charge of Corporal Bruce while

La Nauze and Constable Wight started

eastward to locate and apprehend his

accomplice, IHuksak. They were ac-

companied by Eskimo "Patsy," a hand-
some young whelp, who was taken to

identify the wanted man. Four days
later, they found him on an island in

the Gulf, ten miles from the mouth of

the Coppermine. While yet a long
way off, the Eskimos saw them coming
and ran to meet them, holding up their

hands for a peace token. That is to

say, all of them came but Uluksak whom
Patsy pointed out. As the police went
forward to arrest him, Uluksak also

held up his hands and said Goana,
goana, meaning "Thank you. I am
glad."

When asked if he knew why they
had come, he replied, "Oh yes ! You
have come to kill me. The other two
white men hit me over the head, will

you do this ?"

While offering to go quietly, he
asked to remain at home until his

wife had finished his water boots. Now,
while this request would seem strange
to the police in lovelier latitudes it

would not seem so to our Riders of the

Plains, who, on isolated and snow-
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bound steadings have frequently to

haul water for the rattle; cut wood for

the fires; and lay in sui)plies for the
family before finally taking the head of

the household into custody. Tom Mc-
Innes was only half right when he said

^i«^^<

Hupo's wife, Ohoviloh, who made clothes for

the murdered missionaries

"It's every man and dog for himself

on the endless Arctic waste."
In this case, the prisoner's wife, al-

though much perturbed, caused little

trouble, for La Nauze gave her a box of

matches, a cup, and a little tent of silk.

He also told the people—for he is a'

rarely fine gentleman, this young
Justice of the Peace—that if they would
care for and help this woman with her

unborn babe, it was quite certain that

some da\' they would be all rewarded.
The preliminary trial of Uluksak took

place on the twenty-ninth of the same
month when he also, with fearful eyes
and trembling lips, confessed his share

in the killing, and was committed for

trial.

The wife of Sinnisiak having been
bribed with a few presents to return to

her home in Victoria Land, La Nauze
decided to accept the offer of the

Canadian Arctic Expedition and take

his prisoners out by the Herschel Island

route rather than take the risk of their

escaping on the long trip across country.

And so it came about that on August
the 28th, 1916, the Great Bear Patrol,

then reduced to two men, brought their

prisoners safely to Herschel Island in

the Yukon Territory, the last and
least inviting post of the Royal North-
West Mounted Police. It may be said
both to the credit of the police and the
pri.soners, that not once was a handcuff
or leg-iron called into use.

La Nauze is unable to say whether
the priests were the victims of their

own untactfulness, or whether they
were deliberate.y murdered for their

rifles, there being no statement but
that of the P-skimos.

It was at the Chutes of the
Peace River above Fort Vermillion that
I, Jancy Canuck, having come down
north from Edmonton, met with the

Great Bear Lake Patiolr

The men composing this patrol hav-
ing wintered on Herschell Islands, had
left it on May 9th reaching the Chutes
or Rapids on August 3rd.

What the lives of these policemen
has been for the winter can best be
described in the words of the late Agnes
Deans Cameron; "Against the sense of

responsibility and the consciousness

that he has been chosen to play the

man here on the rim of the world, he
has to place all that makes life worth
the candle elsewhere—art, music, the

amenities of life, wife, children, home.
Here in the little windswept Island

of Whales, the furthest north industrial

centre of America, our policeman (no
longer mounte<l) takes his bearings.

He is in latitude 69^^ deg. N and just

about 139 deg. W of Greenwich
Lifting itself one thousand feet above
sea-level, this shelter for ships where our
office.- is to build his driftwood barracks,

and where the sea-birds whirl at his

approach, is an island twenty-three

miles in circumference, with neither

water nor fuel. For six months every

year comparitive darkness wraps it

round. Snow and ice hold it fast till

mid-July, its people the most incon-

gruous that Fate ever jostled together

in one corner."

After the long dreary months at

Herschel Island, the flowers and fruit;

the blessed amity of the sky and ri\'er,

and the greencss of the trees must have
been balm to their souls. All life in

the north seeks rest in the south, and
e^'ery dog that deserts his post runs in

this direction.

The party had travelled south in the

steamer. River McMurray and, at the

Chutes, had crossed the portage to the

steamer D. A. Thomas in order that

they might continue their journey to

Peace River Crossing, and from thence

to train by Edmonton. The party was
composed of Inspector La Nauze, Cor-

poral Bruce, Constables Wight and
Lamong, Special Constable Ilavinik.

and Eskimos "Patsy," Kehoa, and the

prisoners. Accompanying them was a

splendid young fellow, a graduate of

Continued on page 294.
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The Big Interests as the Public^s Footb
By Richard Flintoff

Illustrated from Cartcons

>• >• T V'E lived in Toronto all my life

I
but it was only the other day
that I really noticed how closely

the poverty of the Ward nestled around
the habitations of the rich. Sir Joseph
Fla\'elle's mansion never seemed to me
so imposing nor the wretchedness of

the Ward so apparent."
This was not the impression of an

ordinary man—but a lawyer. I do not
mean to say that lawyers are all ex-

traordinar\' men. As a rule they are

more discerning, and understand the

causes which on the one hand lead to

mansions in Queen's Park, Toronto,
and on the other

to quarters in the

Ward. This law-

yer understood
them, as I soon
foimd.
The average man

of the Ward is not

by any means a
poor man. He has
means of trade in

his own way; to

work at such work
and in his own
way, which he does
and makes money.
Dejiosits in Ward
banks, if examined,
would disclose the

fact that the avei-

age citizen of that

district has as
much ready cash
at his disposal as

in any other dis-

trict in Toronto,
l)ut the folk there

]ia\c their own way
of living. An oc-

casional home will

be found without
stairway or basement, ui with them
in a very mfKJest way, but .scrupulously

tidy and wholesome. The immediate
neighbors luay be just as hai)py in what
to the superficially observing arc
wretched surroundings. The latter

tyiw may be the wealthier of the two,
and part of the wealth accumulated
may be the result of charity bestowed
upon them by the well-to-do who seek
solace of conscience in what they re-

GOD«

gard as philanthropy; also by the enter-

prise of newspapers which does not

scruple to boost circulation and re-

putation by doing for others what they

are well able to do for themselves, under
the guise of charity.

Problems of the "Idle Rich".

My lawyer friend admitted these

conditions. WTien his interest was
stimulated by a few questions, he ven-
tured tlie t;emark that "the idle rich

who take the 'charity' course towards
becoming 'soinebody' would be badly
off 'without the Ward' ". Not only the

From the Grain Growers' Guide

This Cartoon which bore the caption "The Pork Route to The Peerage," is a fair sample

of the recent campaign of the press against the big interests

"Idle rich" but many estimable, well-

intentioned citizens, have been led to

spend and grieve needlessly by the

voluminous "pathos" anent the so-

called pof)r of that district. Its ap-

pearance, let it be admitted, does not

indicate the extent of its wealth ; it does
indicate that the people living in it

have not yet learned to appreciate

fully the common and desirable stan-

<lard of living in Canada.

Just as carelessly have impressions
Ijeen formed regarding "Big interests."

The term ought to be spelled with
capitals because for some m.onths,

especially until the general election,

now talked of, has l>ccome a matter of

history it is likely to be the backbone
of the shibboleths of all parties con-

tending for power. My lawyer friend's

mind, as that of thousands of other ex-

cellent citizens, had become hypnotized
by the constant iteration and reitera-

tion by the press generally, during the

first half of what proinises to be the

most eventful year of the Dominion,
of (h'ppant charges
against "Big Inter-

ests". What is

meant by the term
is not very clear in

anybody's mind.
For the moment
they are t>'pified

in the person of Sir

Joseph F"lavelle.

By inadvertence
it may have been,

or by zeal of a jour-

nalist not trained

to read .'eports or

weigh the pros and
cons back of their

conclusions, or by
malicious in tent,
tlie statement
gained currency
that Sir Joseph
cleaned up $5,000,-

000 in a year out
of bacon. That
figure represents
"margin" or the

difference between
the cost of the pork
in the first instance

—or the price paid
-plus the manufacturing
amount received from
manufactured |)rocfuct.

s giA'en \}y Investiga-

conclusion

the total

Canada
by one
was so

practical

to the farmer-
cost, and the

sales of the

This explanation

tor O'Connor. A further

drawn also was that of

(|uantity of bacon sold in

the proportion handled
Company, Sir Joseph's,

large as to constitute a

monopoly.
211
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From the Grain Growers' Guide
Nothing but his life

Sir loseph as a Target.

If it was the intention to defend Sir

Joseph in particular it would be neces-

sary to give more specifically the

charges made against him, but the

merchant Knight is well able to take

care of himself. Let it be said, how-
ever, that in the opinion of the writer

history will account him as one of the

great citizens of Canada. The deluge

of vituperation now being heaped upon
his head will recoil upon his traducers.

By virtue of Sir Joseph's position as

head of The Imperial Munitions Board,

and of his public utterances to the

effect that considerations of profit on
munitions of war should be secondary

to the urgency of their requirement,

the charges laid at his door by an in-

vestigator constitute in the mind of the

public the type of "Big Interests" rep-

resentatives which is commonly alleg-

ed to control governments, the ma-
chinery that makes them, as well as

the cost of food and other common
necessities of life. This position of

eminence has been bestowed upon
him by newspapers from one end of the

Dominion to the other. No space
other than that paid for by Sir Joseph's

'

firm is apparently used in his defence.

Newspapers generally assume the invest-

igator's statement to be correct and pro-

ceed forthwith to pass judgment with-

out awaiting either the investigator's

final word on the matter, or the find-

ings of another commission appointed
to elucidate the investigator's figures.

Sir Joseph has been long known as a

keen business man, of good judgment
and irreproachable rectitude. In

some ventures he has failed but in

others he has succeeded. It took him

many years to reach what might be
called success, in his course to which
his reputation as being reliable and
trustworthy steadily enhanced. Under
the circumstances, at a time when he is

faced with a serious charge, he is en-

titled to a fair trial. Hear him speak.

Until he has done so reserve judgment.
It is a breach of a good Anglo-Saxon
custom to condemn a man without
trial, to set down Sir Joseph as an un-
worthy citizen as has been so generally

done.

How the Press Paints Him.
The Regina Leader underlines a car-

toon in which Sir Joseph is depicted as

getting away with S5,000,000 while
waving the Union Jack, by some verses

headed "Traitors of Trade" of which
this is a sample:—
"For the breed we fight on the other side

Is part of your own black brood

—

While they drop shells on a sick man's bed,
You're boosting the price of food.

But you who stand in the market place,

Oh, watch ye the turning tide,

For scullion, cook and carpenter
Are nursing a hate inside."

Another Western newspaper. The
Edmonion Bulletin, is more cautious.

"Assuming," it says, "that Sir Joseph
Flavelle plundered the public last year
—it is not at all probable that Sir

Joseph did last' year anything different

than he was doing the year before.

Profiteering in Canada did not begin
in 1916. Is Sir Joseph being pilloried

now for doing last year what he likely

did the previous year—without inter-

ference, or is it because someone wants
to 'get back' at him, for his 'to-hell-

with-your-profits' attitude toward the
munition makers who wanted to go on

robbing the British Taxpayer in the
way the Shell Committee used to
allow ?"

Two quotations given illustrate the
quality of the daily output—that term
does not overstate the fact—of com-
ment and condemnation which aims
to lay at the door of "Big Interests"
the dual motive of robbing the British
taxpayer and Canadian consumers.
The O'Connor report, judging by the
morsels of it gi^•en by the press, lent
itself to misc(jnstruction. Only an
inclinatit>n to do so however could have
resulted in its being construeri as
e\idence of a general conspiracy to hold
up prices and gouge the public purse.
The Toronto Globe, under a char-
actertistic head—"Here stands the
Globe" quite recently said "all selfish

and Ambitious [)rofiteers, high and low,
should be treated as traitors or, better
still, should be remade, they and tlieir

profit making power with them, into
loyal citizens to whom power and
opportunity mean service."

For some months this journal has
been banging away at "profiteers" and
"high cost of living." Its attitude, in

line with that of the daily press
generally, has been reflected at non-
party and party meetings; also at
meetings of ladies who have not as yet
learned to make fuses or make the
daily repairs needed by the overalls of
munition workers—but ne\-ertheless

they are "splendid" at meetings.

The FutiUty Of It.

All the fuss, the charges, the in-

vestigations and the rantings against
"Big Interests," "Profiteering," and the
like have accomplished is the creation
of a huge bill of expense. The barking
has either been up the wrong tree, or
there is no coon in the tree. The latter

is correct. Canadians, as a whole, in

their individual capacity have been
doing what they deemed best in the
circumstances. Whate\"er their pro-

fits may have been, or may be no-

hesitation is found in handing them
over to the GoA'ernment on demand.
If there is any question at all it is as.

to the equitableness of the demand.
Here arises a partisan question for

which I have not the appetite to dis-

cuss. Much knocking has taken place

—persistent hammering it seems to me
against "Big Interests" and "Profit-

eers" who really do not exist. The
terms imply taking traitorous steps to

sap national strength for personal ad-

vantage. Nationally speaking this is

slanderous, and must be so regarded

until facts are adduced to establish,

outside the satellites feeding on graft

which falls from the tables of traitorous

politicians, that traitorous profiteering

exists. I am not speaking of partisan

politicians but have reference only to

the average Canadian business man at
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whose door the daily newspapers have
laid a charge, which if half true should

be punished by death.

Persistence in imputing traitorous

intent to business enterprise has led a

ver>- large number of well meaning
citizens to come to the conclusion

—

without satisfactory' specific reasons

for so doing—that Canada, nationally

speaking, is being strangled by com-
bines and her war efforts rendered less

effective through the drain of "pro-

fiteers." The bent of the public mind
to that view is due to the (jualitA- of

the "dope" which has been handed out
so generously by the newspapers and
which has resulted in .sowing grave dis-

trust among the people. The average
earner regards his earnings as being
below what he should have, the wife
believes e\'er>' tradesman is dishonest,

and every political party believes the
other party to be getting its graft from
"Bit Interests."

"Down With Wealth."

The distrust is general and the
panacea of the newspapers, and those
whose minds are slaves to them, is in

war times, conscription of wealth, and
in peace times, public ownership and
operation. The average Toronto citi-

zen fully expects a full seat in street

cars when they are operated by the
city and also fully e.xpects that its

ventilation will be such as to give entire
satisfaction to ever>'one. By wealth
conscription to-day many people arc
prone to believe that prices would
come down, taxes would be lighter and
holidays would be longer and more
frequent. Of such stuff dreams are
made.

Canada's Part In The War.

What business has done for Canada
—for her part in the war, and for the
Empire is not generally known or under-

From the Grain Growers' Guidt

A great game for the profiteers but hard on the consumer

stood. WJien some of the facts are
gi\en they are usually to show what
the "profiteers" are "making" for them-
selves, not what is being done for the
country. It may be as well to present
a few figures that will indicate what
the Canadian business man has done.
The first need of the Allies was of

course food. Take one item, that of

bacon. Before the war the value of

that exported in a vear was aboi:t

810,000,000—to-day it is about S50,-
000,000. Cartridges sent abroad in the
fiscal year ending March, 1915, were
valued at 8221,137 and for the cor-

responding period ending March last

the value was $240,302,444. No gaso-
line launches were exported in 1915

Toronto')

"I the Retina Aiorning Lratler

Will he be pinched for hogging the bacon?

but two years later, the value was
815,149,000. Explosives in 1915 to
the value of 8265,578 were sent abroad
and last year Canada supplied
840,917,856. Why so wonderful a
change—so astonishing a development 1

W'as the co-operation of the manu-
facturing and business skill of Cana-
dians inspired by traitorous motives ?

To follow Canadian effort through the
eyes of the daily editorials and the
caricatures they inspire these achieve-
ments have been inspired by "traitor-
ous" motives. To the imperative needs
of the Allies—food, cartridges, explo-
sives are among them—Canadian skill

and resource has contributed in a
larger measure than would have l)een,

in pre-war da\-s, con.sidcred possible.
I'rtder the running fire of criticism

—

fair and foul—the wheels of Canadian
mills have unceasingly attended to their
duty. The power that drove them

—

and is driving them, is not profit, but
the satisfaction of perfonning a na-
tional duty. What profits arc made
stand subject to the call of the state
but the state is at present being held
secure against its foes by shot and shell

to so great an exlent providc<l by the
organizing power and resource of
( "anadian l)u.^iness men. Set against
what is being done by them" the mis-
takes that have been made and the
latter proportionately will he found to
lie in.significant.

The Real Handicaps

It would be a national boon if the
daily press could be induced to turn
its artillcr>- upon the real handicaps to

Continued on page 290.
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The Electric Light Bill

By Walter Hackett

Illustrated by Percy Edward Anderson

liiiiiiiiifiQiiinnnnnnnininimniiiiniiiiiiiiniiiimirnimnimnnnnnnninniimmiiiiiiniiiiiliiiniuilim^^^^

AS Carter made his way down the

dark hallway of the fourth floor

of the Ten Brouck Hotel he

heard a slight warning cough behind.

Turning, he saw Miss Nellie Mitchell

beckoning him mysteriously to come to

her. He rapidly retraced his steps and
stood beside her.

"Father has sent for you?" she whis-

pered eagerly.

"Yes," he responded.

"I thought— I was sure he would, so

I waited to see you."
His answer to this was a quick, eager

step forward, which advance she halted

with an abrupt gesture.

"No—no," she said quickly. "Not
here, vou silly boy! Think where vou
are!""

"But, " he began to protest. She did

not heed him.

"Listen," she went on with an eager

voice. "He needs your help. In fact,

he must have it—I do not quite under-

stand why or wherefore, but I suppose
you do—so you can drive your own bar-

gain with him. What will vour price

be?"
"You," he answered with great

promptness and, apparently, was for

taking it forthwith, for he reached out
to take her in his arms. He grasped
only vacant space, however, and from
the shadows farther down the hall there

came a faint laugh, which, though ten-

der enough, had in it also a trace of

mockery.
"Nellie," he called softly, but the

only answer was the sound of a door
softly closing. He stood for a moment
gently smiling, but presently his lips

grew grim and set, and he turned once
more to resume his way. As he reached
the door numbered 491, he paused for

a moment before knocking upon it.

He knew that John Mitchell was a hard
man to drive a bargain with, and he felt

that he must be possessed of all his re-

source.

So he paused for a brief space outside
the door. Then shaking his head,
much as a man does who has risen to

the surface of the water after a deep
dive, he knocked.
"Come in," was the brief response.
Carter pushed open the door and

enterfed. Mitchell was the only person
244 .

in the room. He was sitting facing the

entrance, before him a table liberally

covered with papers, over which his

harsh, stern, aggressive face was bent.

"Well?" he said in a hard voice, and
then, raising his eyes, he saw Carter.

At once his manner changed. "Oh,"
he said, rising, "it is you, Carter, eh?"

"Yes," responded Carter briefly.

It s me.
"I am obliged to you for responding

so quickly," replied Mitchell, gazing at

the young man with his grave, measur-

ing eyes. "Sit down, won't you?"
"Thanks," said Carter as he seated

himself in a chair. For a moment there

was a silence. Then Mitchell spoke
again

:

"Smoke?" he queried briefly.

"Thanks," returned Carter, selecting

a cigar from the profi'ered box and care-

fully lighting it. He made no attempt
to begin the conversation. The other

noticed this and, oddly enough, ap-

proved of it, though it did not quite

please him.
"I suppose," he said at length, watch-

ing the young man keenly, "that you
know why I have sent for you?"

"No," answered Carter, "I don't."

The older man looked* at him for a

moment -in incredulity.

"It's about the Electric Light Bill,"

He said, finally, with just a touch of

annoyance in his voice.

"Ah," said Carter, and no more.

"Yes," went on Mitchell, satisfied,

apparently, that he must force the con-

versation. "Its passage is severely

threatened."

He paused again, but this time he did

not look at Carter. Instead he gazed

thoughtfully upon the cigar that he was
holding carefully between his thumb
and forefinger.

"It is all right in the senate," he con-

tinued, still inspecting his cigar, "and
the Governor will sign it. He has

—

that is, I feel sure of that. What
bothers us is the lower house."

He stopped abruptly and raised his

eyes quickly to Carter's. Thp latter

met the gaze fairly, but did not offer to

speak.

"If one man there will change his at-

titude," Mitchell went on presently,

still staring at Carter, "we can win.

You know what that means to me?"
Carter bowed his head. He did

know; everyone in the state did. It

meant millions to Mitchell.

"Despite this," said Mitchell, "we
have been unable to secure a man who
would leave the opposition and join us.

We have," he went on, "tried every
means in our command, but all"—he
hesitated for a moment after the word
"all"

—"have failed us, while a canvass

shows us that the only man whom we
can hope to persuade to join is one
named Donovan—Michael Donovan,
I believe," he added, glancing at one of

the papers on the table before him, "and
that the only way to persuade him is

through you."
Carter smiled at him but did not

speak. The slight emphasis with which
Mitchell had, consciously or uncon-

sciously, dwelt upon the word "per-

suade" appealed to his sense of humor.
Mitchell noted the smile and drew from
it the promise of success.

"Have we been right." he said, lean-

ing across the table and, in the excite-

ment of the moment, betraying an
eagerness he had not hitherto shown,

"in assuming that this Donovan will

vote as you w as you advise him?"
"Yes," replied Carter, after a mo-

ment's hesitation, "I think I may say

that you are right in assuming that."

"Then," pursued Mitchell, leaning

forward still further, "may we hope
that you will"—he strongly emphasized

"will"
—

"so advise him?"
"That depends," answered Carter

quietly.

Mitchell leaned back with a sigh.

The victory was won then. All that

remained was a question of bargain

—

and he knew h6w to drive bargains.

"Upon what?" he asked, the eager-

ness which had departed from his voice

lea\ing it cold and hard.

"The price," responded Carter with

a frank cynicism that startled his

listener.

"I cannot think that you will quarrel

over that," returned Mitchell. "I am
willing to be fair—even generous, but,"

he continued, a dull light showing be-

hind his wise old eyes, "I do not pro-

pose to be robbed. How much do vou
want?"



"I do not want money at all," he,

^clid, nodding at the other with a cheer-

ful smile. "No," he went on, "I want
something more than that."

Mitchell looked at him in silent

astonishment.
"Well, what is more than money?"
"Position," returned the other," both

social and financial. I am in love with

a woman. Mr. Mitchell, as you know,"
he went on, "who is far above me in

such things. Her father has refused

his consent to our engage-
ment because I lack those ad-

vantages. I wish to be placed

where I can ask her to marry
me without shame—to be my
wife whether her father still

withholds his consent or not.

^'ou have influence and can
place me in such a position.

I have ability and can retain

it. That," he exclaimed,

with an air of finality, "is my
price."

Mitchell's face had assumed
an angry red as he spoke.

The \-eins stood out on his

neck dangerously. F"or an
instant after the other spoke
he gulped with rage.

"In other words," he ex-

claimed finally, in a voice

fairly strangled with passion,

"you have the nerve to come
here and ask me to give you
the oppfjrtunity of eloping

with my daughter?"
"Well," agreed farter

cheerfully, "that is about the

size of it."

"It's not nerve, at all,"

bellowed Mitchell, gazing at

the ceiling apprehensively, as
though he feaied that it might
fall in at such a spectacle.

"No, sir, it is just gall—pure
gall—sul)lime gall!"

He paused and eyed the
young man severely. Then
suddenly came one of the
strange transitions that had
made him a mystery to men.
The dull fire behind his eyes
died away, and in its place came a sud-
den ray of humor.

"Yes, sir," he said, and his voice was
much milder, "it is gall; but so great
that it is Injund to command admira-
tion. I'm much to blame. Carter, for
not appreciating you sooner. With
such a .son-in-law as you there is no tell-

ing where I can go."
Carter Ifxikcd at him in amazement.

I Ic had not h()[)ed for so easy a victory.
"Then you consent?" he asked, lean-

ing forv\ard tremulously. He was
frightened for the first time during the
interview.

"Yes," answered Mitchell shortly,
"if Nellie i]>ir-s rmrl \'r)ti land Dono-
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"I'll land him, all right," replied

Carter, and without another word he

rose and left the room.
In the hall he met Nellie.

"Well?" she askad eagerly.

"I am to have you, if I do what he

wishes," he answered happily.

"And you will do it?" she asked.

"Yes," he replied.

"Dear," she whispered, leaning to-

ward him, "I am glad," and then she

kissed him lightly on the forehead

I wish to be placed where I can ask her to marry i

without shame—that is my price"'

and with a whirl of skirts was gone.

He turned and took the elevator.

The boy told him that Michael Dono-
van's room was numl)or ,562, and put
him off on the ()roper floor for it. He
found the room with little difficulty and
knocked on the door.
"Come in," said a voice, which, while

lacking the rich drawl of the Irish, still

suggested it in every note.

He pushed open the df)or and entered.

It was a small room, a painfully small

one. There was only space in it for a

betl, a chair and a wash-basin. Seated
on the bed was an old white-haired man.
His long boots had been pulled off and
his woolen socks rested upon the one
chair. »<)n his lap was a newspaper
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which he was reading beneath the
flickering gas jet. It was evidently a
laborious task as he pointed to each
word with a gnarled, stumpy finger and
carefully spelled it out, his mouth and
eyebrows all the while performing the

most alarming acrobatic feats.

"Well," he exclaimed, uncoiling him-
self and carefully looking over the top
of his spectacles, "it's Jawn."

"Yes, Mike," said Carter, sitting be-

side him on the bed and laying his hand
afTectionately on his arm, "it's

me right enough."
" t's me that's glad to see

you, Jawn," chuckled Dono-
van.

"Andme that's glad to see

you," replied Carter easily.

They were more than friends,

as friends go nowadays.
Their manner toward each
other showed that plainly

enough. Their silence show-
ed it, too, for after this greet-

ing neither spoke. Carter
handed Donovan a cigar

which he gravely accepted
and lighted from the light

on Carter's own. Then they
sat side by side on the bed,

quiet save for the noise which
Donovan made with his lips

as he pufTed the cigar—a habit

left from his days with the

clay pipe. At last Donovan
spoke.

"You got my letter, I sup-

pose, Jawn?" he said.

Carter turned and looked

at him quietlv.

"No," he said, "I have had
no letter from you. What
did you write me about?"
Donovan coughed rather

ostentatiously.

"A bit of trouble I'm in,"

he said rather humbly.
"Trouble?" Carter return-

ed, looking at him with real

concern in his face. "Why,
Mike, what is the matter?"
Donovan averted his eyes

from the other's questioning

gaze and with infinite care rubbed a

speck of cigar-ash from his trousers.

"The Electric Light Bill," he said.

Carter's fcice went white at the

an.swer. It was a moment before he

could steady his voice to speak. Then
he asked:
"What about that, Mike?"
'It's a steal," answered Donovan

c|uietly, "and they want me to vote for

it."

He paused, apparently in the hojie

that Carter would speak, but in this he
was disai)pointed. Carter mereh'
stared steadily at tlie wall in front of

him. Donovan felt this, although he
still kept his eyes carefully averted.

Presently he spoke again.
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"At Hrst," hv said, "tliey ofk-rwl mv

money—a lot of money. Jawn," he con-

tinued thoughtfully, stooping and pick-

ing u]) his l)o<it, which he swung listless-

ly to and fro as he spoke; "more money
than I ever expect to have. 'Twas a
temptation, but I thought of Eileen at

home and what she'd think of me anfl

— I refused."

He ceased speaking for a
moment and ran his un-
occupied hand tlirough his

hair. He had told the in-

cident simply enough, hut
the man who sat beside him
on the bed knew wliat great

heroism his refusal had de-

manded.
"After that," began

Donovan again, "a man
came to me and said tliat

as they couldn't buy me,
they were going to ask you
to get me to vote for them
—knowing that if you ask-
ed, I'd do it. So I sat

down and I wrote you a
letter askin' you to come
here so as I could ask you
not to do that. Not but
what I'd do it for you,
Jawn," he added, with a
quick eagerness that was
filled with pathos, "but I

can't say I'd do it willin'

like. So you see," he went
on with a native cunning
which seemed singularly

childlike, "I wrote to you,
thinkin' that you might get
my letter before they come
to you and knowin' from
that how the land laid."

He, stopped breathless.

A man of few words, he had
begun to feel himself hope-
lessly involved. The
silence renewed his courage,
however.

"But even if you did not
get my letter, we've beat
them anyhow, Jawn," he
said with a chuckle, "for
you've come to me first,

haven't you?"
Despite his air of supreme confidence

there was a vague note of apprehension,
a pathetic appeal that touched Carter.
He turned and put his arm on Dono-
van's shoulder.

"Yes, Mike," he said gently, "I've
come to you first."

"Good, Jawn, good!" said Donovan,
chuckling; "it is glad I am that you
did." He turned suddenly and held
his fine, full blue eyes upon the other.
"Not that I mean by that it would be
sorry I'd be to do you a favor; no, but
I'm glad that you are not thinkin' that
this would be one.

"You see," he continued confidently,
"it's because of Eileen and the lad that

I hated to vote for the steal. It's be-

cau.se of what it would mean to them.
When I married Eileen back in the old

country all her folks were dead against

it. They told her that she was marr>'in'

beneath her; marryin' a man that

would never get on in the world. She
didn't pay any attention to them, Jawn,

"Did you ask him to vote for it ?" asked

Mitchell, incredulous

but married me, anyway. 'I believe

you'll do your best,' she told me, 'an'

no woman can ask more.'

"But for all that, 1 knew she wanted
me to make my way in the world. But
I never did, havin' no education like

an' being only fit for a laborer. But
she never complained. Not even when
she had to work herself—and her not

brought up to it. She was always
cheerful and brave.

"And when the lad came—ah! then

she was happy. 'Michael,' says she,

'we'll make a great, fine man of him.
We'll bring him up to fight for the poor
people,' she says, 'like his father and his

mother was before him.'

"Well, we had a little moms saM-<l

up them days and we'd always be

spendin' the cvenin' figgerin' how we
could save a little more to help to send
him to college an' make a fine man of

the boy. Then—^then came the ac-

cident." He turned and laid his rough
hand on the other's smooth one. "But

you know all about that,

Jawn, You loaned me the

money to pay the dfKtors

and to buy fo<xl. You
saved my life t)y doing it,

and you saved Eileen's, too

—she'd never liave got on
alone. But you don't

know what she did. I was
on my back for a year and
all that we had saved was
taken away. Well, she

took in washin', and work-
ed twenty hours out of the

twenty-four and got along

with only one meal while

she was doing it. She used

to take the price of the

others and buy the lad

books to study out of.

Many's the time I've laid

in my bed sick and heard

them readin' together

—

spellin' out the long words
and tryin' to figure out

what they meant.
"After I was well and

workin' again she kept on
washin' just the same and
saved every cent to send

the lad to college.

"When I was hurted she

was young and beautiful,

Jawn, but the work took

both from her. She's an

old woman, worn and
wrinkled now, and still

workin'. But she's happy.

She told me so herself when
I came away.

" 'I hoped great things

for you, Michael, in your
young days,' says she, 'but

you never fulfilled them.

Ah, 'twas not your fault,'

says she, 'but we are both
goin' to have them, after

all,' says she, 'in our boy. An' we'll

both be the happier for havin' it come
so.'

"

Carter rose suddenly and went to the

window. Out in the darkness the lights

were twinkling but he did not see them.
He was thinking of the ambitions of his

boyhood, of his mother's ambitions for

him. And they had ended, how? Here
he was in the capital of a great State to

help in the passage of a bill that would
rob the people of millions. Donovan's
voice drawled on, but he scarcely heard
him.

"If I voted for the bill, Jawn," he was
saying, "—and I'd do it if you asked

Continued on page 289.



After the indoor work is completed Emmeline takes me to her mother's grave in the field across the trail
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III.—HOOK AND CROOK

By my Christendom,

So I were out of prison and kept sheep

I would be merry as the day is long.—Shakespeare

I

AFTER the cries of the wolves, the

wholesome voices of the farm are

sane and restful. On a morning
such as this, with the sun rising up the

high ceiled world, even the crows might
sing. One seems made over here, even
I, Janey Canuck, who was born in that

blustery period known as the Ides of

March. Maybe it is true after all,

that there are l)odies terrestrial as well

as Ixxlics celestial.

Emmeline takes me to gather what
she calls "a clutch of eggs," in the

gathering of which I make some ac-

((uaintances, explore several lurking

I)laces, and learn again that skirts are

irksome things which limit the possi-

bilities of life. We are accompanied
by Sum Dog, a collie puppy, the clown
of the barnyard, who perleys and
pranks about the ring in the po()ularly

approved style. Now, he is flushing a
gang of little chickens, a fur\' of scjuawk-

ing hens, a stra<ldling calf, or again, he
chases the big grey gander whom any-
one can see has an overweening opinion

of himself. WTien Emmeline is not
looking, with malice aforethought, I

set Sum Dog on a rooster who is mak-
ing audacious, "cocksure" assertions

from the top of the dung pile. Like as

not, he is telling tales to his fellow

ganders concerning his harem. For
my part, I liclieve the rooster is a

hearty liar, a "nothing set a-strut,"

and I shall never speak well of him. I

know too much to his discredit.

Some few of the married birds are

nesting in cabinets parlicitHers, but
most of them have hatched out their

broods which seem to ha\'e no ideas ex-

cept to scratch. As F^nmieline casts

them a handful of frozen wheat, the

mother-bird prepares it for her brood-
lings by biting each grain in two, as

though she were a patent food-chopper.
All the while, she is talking to them
with a suixlued but, nevertheless, im-
mense volubility.

The ermines, whose normal state

seems to be one of criminal trespass,

and who possess an undoying appetite
for chicken, have killed many of

Emmeline's chickens and some of her
young turkeys. The remaining tur-

key-chicks are growing big though, and
better able to jjrotecl themselves. You
can see this for yourself as >'ou observe
them stej) around the yard like dainty
young demoi.sclles who have pretty

business at an afternoon tea. Emme-
line does not kill the hens, or the hen
turkeys, but only tlic C(xks and gob-
Ijlers. This poultry yard would, there-

fore, seem to be one of the few places

where the female of tlte species is being

accurately and properly appraised.

This farmer-girl tells me that orown
eggs taste better than white ones, al-

though she owns it would be hard to

tell the difference if her eyes were shut.

She packs the eggs away in water-glass

and sells them in tiie city at Christmas
time when the prices are highest. There
is no doubt that presently Emmeline
will be living in the city in a large stone

house with tw'o lots and a garage at the

rear, and will be paying seventy-five

cents a dozen for eggs herself.

The two young sons of the house-

hold are milking cows which answer to

the well-selected names of Crumple,
Spotty, VVhitefoot, and Brindle. These
animals are not at all concerned with

the doings of the other denizens of the

yard, but then there has always been
something extremely incurious about a

cow. Whitef<x)t's calf will not feed

for me. I put my lingers into her

mouth and, with the other hand, gently

drip the milk, but she only splutters it

out as a child does castor oil. Al-

though he has a thick palm, very dirty

fingers, and a less polite method, this

most excellent idiot take- a tolerable

meal from Fredd>'.
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The philosophy ot the facetious shepherd is worthy the man-around-town, and I am wondering if he
is not a mute, inglorious Chesterfield



After the indoor work is completed,

Emmeline takes me to see her mother's

gra\e \>hich is in the field across the

trail. This is the new cemetery', and

the only grave. I wonder if she hears

the sheep cropping in the dew. They
say dead shepherds do.

Emmeline's mother died of "stone,"

but she went mad first. It is no won-

der she went mad. She had a right to.

Old Humphrey Prideaux used his drop

of ink to advantage when he described

this especial illness as "the calamitous

distemper of the stone."

And Emmeline tells me things about

her mother which show her to have
been wise and high-hearted and, without

doubt, a woman of imagination. It is

a pity the earth is so indifferent to the

flesh it holds.

It was this mother's habit of even-

ings to sing songs to the children about

the things on the farm, but Emmeline
cannot remember all the words. These
were about a little lamb that got a

thorn in his foot and went this way—
and this way—a sadly crippled lamb,
indeed;, and of baby-buntings in the

woods that scurry so-and-so.

There was a lullaby, too, that Emme-
line sings to me as though she rocked

in a chair: "Tam-a-rack ! Tam-a-
rack ! to keep the baby warm. Here
it crackle. See it fly. Sparks are

golden. Sparks are fairy. Bring them
all to baby.

"Mother will find a little bird, and
bring it home to baby. A little bird

has lost its nest, a little bird that can-

not fly. Oh ! bring it home to baby."
And there were words in this song

about yellow flowers strung a-row, of a

colt with a dappled skin, and of a pil-

low made of breast feathers.

The story about the Sandman who
puts dust in children's eyes is wholly
wrong. Dust is bad for children's eyes
and makes them cry. The Sandman is

a woman. (It is high time the Iruth

should be known) and her home is in

the hills. She has hands soft like the

down on the cottonwoods and with
these she takes the hurt out of a boy's
feet, and loosens the strings in his legs,

and makes his eyes heavy.
Emmeline is afraid her father in-

tends to get married again. She and
the boys have cried about it. Tiie

l)rospective step-mother is a widow and
has two girls, also she has the farm
which "marches" theirs. Her father
g(H'S to see this woman nearly every
Sunday and does not come home until

late. I would not have thought it of

Thacker, for he is getting on in years,

but maybe it is quite true what the
Italians say that there is kissing yet in

a kissed mouth.
Before we left the mother's grave we

wrote some lines on ()aper and pinned
them to the wooden "headstone."'
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These were the epitaph of Ximinsez on
the tomb of Inez.—

"Warm Southern sun,

Shine kindly here;

\\'arm Southern wind
Blow gently here.

Green sod above
Lie light, lie light,

Good-night, dear heart,

Good-night, good-night."

The boys are planting onions in

Emmeline's garden-ground and we stay

to help them. Next to the potatoes

this is the largest crop in the garden.
And why not ? (Anions are of more
value than apples, indeed, in this

province, the only apples. They are

the farmer's sole narcotic, as well as

the savor for his soup, stuffed meat, and
salad. In spite of the fact that most
folk .say the onion is a \ailgar vegetable,

I will contend till my tongue wears out
that it is the very aristocrat of its king-

dom. Its derivation,

—

nnio, a pearl—
proves this without a doubt.
The loosened loam of the garden is

furry soft and pleasantly yielding to the
hands. As Emmeline moulds it over
the onion "sets," one is struck with the
nervous strength of her hands. Even
as brilliants flash livelier from crape,

so white fingers are whiter in ebon soil.

Darwin, the idol -smasher, says the
human hand is only the fin of a fish

which has developtni, but nevertheless,

I like to believe what John said in Pat-
mos that if any man worship the beast
and his image, he shall receive a mark
in his hand. E\cnso, the adoration
of the Spirit and the Bride must leave

its sigh on the palni of the worshipper,
a lo\-cly lineation or kind of sacred
stigmata.

After dinner, Ben Thacker takes me
to see his sheep. We are accomjjanied
by Nimble, and Wattie, two collies.

Wattie is a "holding" dog, whereas
Nimble is a "driver." Both are "look-
ers"—that is to say they lend the sheep.
Thacker says shee]) must not be hmried
and that the best attendants they can
have are a lame shepherd and a lazy
dog.

His dogs are never coaxed to tlie

willow bluffs by the wolves as I had
feared. At anyrate, the sheep are
•folded early to keep them safe from all

sharp-l<KJthecl, night-roving maurau-
ders. Sum-Dog. Wattie and Nimble
only answer the wolves of nights in a
sort of antiphonal psalm, and to show
that they don't howl.
Thacker was born in the Sussex

Down-Country where his father was a
tlock-master. Indeed, he comes from
a long line of shepherds and helfx-d in

the lamb-yartl from seven years of age.
He still carries with hiiTi many of the
sayings and hal)its of the Knglish craft,

so that even those stupid i>copIc who
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find life dull would be interested to walk
and talk with him across his wide-
stretched meadows. "The homely
slighted shepherd's trade" would seem
to be more slighted than most of us
have thought, while worthy of our best
attention.

The ewe flock, with their lambs have
the fields to themsehes, a siyall area
being hurdled off for the rams. Ben
has a jargon for counting his sheep
which he counts two at a time. As
nearly as a townswoman can set them
down, the numerals read like this:

—

"Onetherum, twotherum, cockcrum,
qutherum, setherum, shatherum, wine-
berry, wigtail, tarrydiddle, den."
Thacker "rigwelted" a sheep, that

is to say he cast it on its back, that I

might see it had to lie there till he
turned it over.

Lambing season is about the middle
of April. This is the busy time on the
farm for the lambs are up and about
in less than an hour, and looking for
food. Often they have to be assisted
to nurse for the first time. At wean-
ing time, when taken from the dams,
they are placed in a fresh pasture and
fed a small quantity of barley and oats
that have been crushed and mixc^.
Thacker says the smaller the sheep the
sweeter the mutton, and also that tJicre

is no difference between the mutton of
a white-fleeced sheep and a black one.
The philosophy of the facetious shepherd
is worthy the man-around-town, and I

am wondering if he is not a mute, in-

glorious Chesterfield, some Goethe
guiltless of a hundred loves.

The newly-erected sheep fold is a
long half-open .shed with a drop siding
at the front and a ventilating shaft at
the back. Here the huddling flock

come home of nights, and of wintry-
weather, for the sheep is one of those
irremedially weak animals who forever
turns tail to the storm. Speaking of

storms, Thacker says there is going to
• be one to-night because there is a come-
and-go (xlor in the fields; the spiders

are strengthening their webs, and the
weathercock on the sheep-fold swings
from west to south. There are other
signs in the sky, and in the slantwise
slip of the .shadows, which he reads like

a book, indeed, far better than a book.
It would seem though that all shep-
herds are expert in weatherlore, else

why do we speak of "a lamb's-wool
sky," meaning one that presages rain ?

It is from their cunning wisdom, too,

that we get tlie following lines in tlioir

own vernacxilar:

—

"The raitihow in (he marnin
Gives the shepherd warnin
To car er's gurt cwoat on er's back

;

The rainbow at night
Is the shejiherd's <lelight

I'or thae then iii> vtn-\ i-wn.ii \i!l cr

lack."



Soloist of

Centre Pond
By Irving Bacheller

Illustrated by Horace Taylor

HIS name was Star—Pelopides

Star—and he was overloaded

with memories and had a list to

starboard, as one might say. We called

him Uncle Peel. You could always

hear him coming. Chunks of con-

versation began to fall around you, and
when he had arrived he took possession

of a square mile of silence and spread his

voice all over it. He was a perpetual

talker. Often in the lonely trails he

was both orator and audience, and
judged by its effect, his talk was then

most convincing.

His voice flowed like a spring brook
down a mountain side, laughing over

pebbles, roaring over falls, turning this

way and that. It had been dammed
variously but never adequately—never

so as to produce more than a moment's
pause in the genial flood of his conversa-

tion.

That voice had certain notes of the

wild wood in it, notably those of the

crow, the owl and the bittern. It had,

too, a penetration and impartiality

which reminded one of an old time
musket.

Edison once told me that while ex-

perimenting with the phonograph he
discovered that the same phrases of

music, repeated day after day, seemed
to weary certain bars in his ear and
produce nausea. That helps one to

understand the singular effect of the

unending solo of Pelopides.
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We had gone over to his camp for a

few days of shooting. His talk wearied
us and wearied him, but he didn't mind.
Everything about him had a worn and
weary aspect. His dog had run away,
his wife was half gone, his clothes were
trying to desert their post, his potatoes

were hiding in the weeds, his cabin wore
a God - have - mercy
look, and conversa-

tion had done it all

and done it thorough-
ly. Yet he never said

anything —-this
kindly old woodsman
—never had time—

•

because he had so

much to say.

His walk was like

his conversation. He
flowed along swiftly,

reeling from one foot

to the other—all loose

from head to heel

—

and wearied any who
tried to follow him.
His dialect was uni-

que, unclassified, in-

human I had almost
said. It had come of

much aimless com-
munion with his own
singular, simple self

in lonely situations

—

a rough corduroy run-
ning into swamps of

"He spraint his Beck tryin' to make
that man hear him"

/•ecollection and curiously bound to-

gether with whiches and side remarks.
When we arrived he was smoking a

potato which he had hollowed out with
his knife, having punched the "peth"
from a piece of witch hopple for a stem.
He began his long solo at once:

"O, I tell ye, they's some ways where
the ol' man beats the world ! One day
I started to go to my traps with ol'

Su.sy which, ye know, I had two houn's
Susy an' Tige. Susy, ye know, why
she'd lock jaws with a lion, if I give her
the word—ay uh ! I see they was a
bear in the trap an' I says to Susy' sick

im,' says I, an' Susy—say she was a
dandy which they ain't no mistake J

Got her from Ad'rondack Murray

—

why—ay uh ! didn't you know 'at I

knew him ? Why, one day me an' him
was a-fishin' on Surnac which was a
Friday—no 'twant

—
' twasa Thursday—^ay uh ! 'twas a Thursday—when

'long come Bill Dobson an' his wife in a
canoe—kind o' foolin' with one 'nother,

an' all 't once they upsot an' in they
went. I see she was goin' t' drownd
so in I jumped. I'd knowed her ever
since she was that high—ay uh ! Why,
one day I carried her on my back
more'n twenty mile with a pack
heavier'n she was, ay uh ! We was a
stout fam'ly. Why, my mother'd
think nahthin o' doin' her mornin's
work, which she'd ten cows to' milk, an'

hippin' a baby off five mile for a visit

an' be back in time t' git supper ready.

She was married when she was fifteen

—

my mother was—an' had fourteen
children, an' my wife had 'leven an'

when Susy, the second child was born,

ye know—named her after my houn'

—

i was over to Surnac, which the child

was born, Tuesday night—the same as
Monday—an' I got t'

worryin' an' put her
through the woods
forty-five mile an' say
comin' up the Mud
River that night I

hearn a panther kind
o' purrin' in the brush
—ay uh they will

—

an' say, did you know
a panther can't run
more'n half a dozen
jumps ? WTiy, their

lungs— ye k n o w

—

they ain't bigger'n yer
two fists, their lungs
ain't. They got no
pump fer wind but
say, can't they grab a
deer ? Why, one
night I was a-floatin'

an' I knocked a hole

in a deer an' when I

was a-draggin' of him
out I hearn a noise

kind o' like that (here

he imitated the pur-

ring of a panther).
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ToWr I wan't scairt—not reely. I slit

the deer open an' was a-dressin' of him
off an' say—did you know a deer ain't

got no gall on their" livers ? Why,
that's the reason they can eat pizen.

Once when Senator Brown was over to

my camp—say, did I ever tell you 'bout

the time I went down to see. the Senator?

Ay uh ! I did. Got up at daylight,

went out t' Short Hill fer a load o' pro-

visions an' fetched up at Beaver Crick

in time fer the noon train. An' say !—
they was a man lay drunk on the 'rail-

road, kind o' quotterin' right by the

switch, ye know, an' the train a-comin'

like a buck deer when ye've ripped his

pants a leetle, an' I got onto the track

ahead o' that 'ere train 'an worked my
j'ints supple, I can tell ye' an' ketched

holt o' the man right by the switch, an'

say—did I ever tell you that I'd invent-

ed a switch fer the railroad an' they

say it'll beat the world ? Why, ye see

it works this way—same as this is the

track
"

This wild stampede of old memories

continued until my friend got a case of

the hiccoughs and I felt as if I had been

shot in the abdomen. The monoton-

ous, penetrating voice, the kaleido-

scopic shifts and suspenses had begun

to wear upon me. We picked up our

rifles and retreated.

Next morning we were awakened

before daylight by the beginning of the

day's solo. Soon he blew a tin horn.

"He wants to get at us," said my
friend. "It's conversation time. The
sun isn't up but Star's voice has risen."

We dozed a few minutes, and again

the horn sounded. Star

was saying, soon, that if

"thtTTi dod dinged sports

didn't git up they wouldn't

git no breakfast."

We got up and faced the

music and "the jerk" and

"tlie griddlers" and the

deadly coffee. The food

had an effect like that of a

sinker on a line. It pro-

duced inertia and reflec-

tion. We were as helpless

as live bait. The hurri-

cane of conversation fell

upon us. We were dragged

from one climax to
another and each story ran

into the next with a loud

bang, and Ijoth were shat-

tered. His way was strewn

with wrecks, and we broke

away as soon as possible

and went off in the wofxls

and lay down to rest.

"Let's send for (Jrim-

shaw," my friend proposc<l.

"He'll break the old man
down."
Now Grimshaw was al-

most as deaf as a rock and
fond of "social converse,"

star began with the loud pedal open, but had to

raise his voice another notch

"He awful deef," uncle

Peel whispered

to ciuote his own phrase. As an absorb-
er and receiver of conversation he was
unrivaled—absolutely unrivaled. His
curiosity was greater even than the
difficulty he found in satisfying it. He
wished to hear everything that was
said and took offense if he didn't. He
was a vacuum cleaner, a mammoth
cave, an extinct crater. He was often
saying: 'Would you mind speaking a
little louder please—a little bit louder?"
Everyone down at the hotel had strain-
ed his throat shouting at Grimshaw.

We sent our guide for

Grimshaw with a note of

invitation which promised
a rare treat. He came and
saw and conquered. With
great joy we led them face

to face. As we expected,
each embraced the other
as a golden opportunity—

•

a long-felt need. Star got
his voice in action. Grim-
shaw halted him at once.

"Would you mind speak-
ing a little louder ?" he
asked.

Star began again with
the loud pedal open, but
had to raise his voice
another notch and Grim-
shaw held him there. Star
had started the tale of

Susy and the bear. His
voice rang through the val-

ley and we could hear its

echo in the distant hills.

At his first turn GrinvShaw
halted him—politely but
firmly. He wanted to

know what hapi)ened to

the liear.

Star went on louder than

"There—that's good !" said Grim-
shaw. "Keep yer voice right there—

r

if you don't mind."
Uncle Peel didn't mind. He opened

his throttle and let her go with joyful
recklessness. We picked up our rifles

and set out for the hunting grounds.
That strident voice pursued us for a
mile or more.
When we returned at sundown a

deep silence brooded over tlie camp of
Star. W^e could hear pleasant sounds
that were new to us in that vicinity

—

the low songs of the tea kettle and of

poor Mrs. Star as she moved about
getting supper ready.

"Where is Uncle Peel ? I "asked.
"Got a sore tliroat an' gone to bed,"

saidshe. "Can't speak above awhisper."
"And where is Mr. Grimshaw ?"

"Gone to bed, too. Said he was
sick to his stummick."
We went into the dining tent, full

of' suppressed emotion.
"They've floored each other," said

my friend as we sat down at the table.

"Peel nigh killed himself talkin',"

said the old lady as she poured tlie tea.

"Says he spraint his neck tryin' to

make that man hear him."
Uncle Peel came in presently and sat

down near us with a whispered greet-

ing. He wore a bandage on his throat.

He lo()ke<l wistfully into our faces and
shook Iiis head.

"He's awful deef," ITncle Peel whis-

pered. "I don't want to talk no niore

to him—no more. Once I stood on one
side o' Long Lake an' tried to talk witli

a man on t' other side an' spraint my
neck doin' it, but he's farther ,i\\,!\ 'n

that—a good deal."

His eyes grew moist. He shook his

head mournfully.

Continued on page 280.



FUTILE SPECULATIONS.

nrOO much stress is la-'d upon divisions among the leaders

of German opinion as to peace terms. There is a wing
which demands that the war shall end without annexa-
tions, and without indemnities; there is the more powerful
party, as regards position and influence, if it is small in num-
bers, which insists that Germany shall make some profit

out of the war. This party is nominally led by Beth-
mann-HoUweg, the Imperial Chancellor. The two fac-

tions are quarreling between themselves. But suppose
the "no annexations, no indemnities" element should
triumph ? Would peace be any nearer? The Allies are

committed to a policy of annexations and indemnities,

and until there rises in Germany an irresistible demand for

peace at any price, peace at the price of evacuating

and indemnifying Belgium and Serbia and France and
Roumania, restoring Alsace Lorraine, and otherwise assum-
ing sackcloth and ashes, the war must go on. Till that

time differences in the German camp are of little signifi-

cance.

MUNITIONS VS. FOREIGN TRADE.
/^NE of the lesser evils of the war is the unfortunate
^-^ fact that our Canadian manufacturers sceni unable
to hold both the munition trade and the noimal foreign

trade which should fall to their lot. The United States,

for example, is building up a thriving trade with Ja-
pan. We, on the other hand, are losing even that which
we had with that country. It is just as well for our
future as exporters that the United States factories are

now being called on to devote more attention to the
manufacture of munitions. Otherwise they would be able

to place themselves in such a strong position in the

markets of Japan, China, Australia and New Zealand, as

would not only place us under handicap in those markets,
but would increase also the facility with which American
manufacturers could compete with Canadian manufactuiers
in the Canadian home market. It is the presence of this

great commercial competitor side by side with us, that
makes the problem of Canadian industrial development
so difficult. People who glibly compare Canada's tariff

with England's Free Trade, and who argue that what
is good for England is good also for Canada, should bear
this fact in mind.

WHA T TRO UBLES THE H UNS ?

TTHE channels of trade have been seriously disturbed by
the state of war. Previous to the outbreak of hostili-

ties there were three trading powers of the first rank, the
United Kingdom, the United States and Germany, with
Great Britain easily in the lead. Since war began, because
of the presence of the British fleet in the North Sea, the
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Hun's foreign trade has been practically wiped out, while
Britain's trade, in spite of the organization of her industries

for war, has been maintained, and that of the United States

has been almost doubled. As an indication of what the
loss of Germany's trade means to her, it suffices to point
out that in the year 1913 her exports were £301,000.000
sterling and her imports £400,000,000. During the same
year exports from the United States were £497,003,000
and imports £358,520,000, and exports from the United
Kingdom were £(334,820,000 and imports £768,734,700.

GROWTH OF OUR BANKS
C^ANADIAN chartered banks have been rapidly extend-

ing their lines over Canada and beyond its borders.

Each month of the current year has shown a large number
of new branch banks established, whereas comparatively
few have been closed. During July, for instance, eighteen

branches were opened and only two closed. The total num-
ber of Canadian chartered bank branches now operating is

3,423, of which 3,307 are in Canada, 28 in Newfoundland
and 88 elsewhe.-e. The locations, included under the head-
ing, "elsewhere" demonstrates the growing sphere of in-

fluence of some of the larger Canadian institutions. Nearly
all of the 88 mentioned above are located in the West Indies

and on the northern portions of the South American conti-

nent. The commercial relations between Canada and the

West Indies are having the effect of welding into closer

union the political sentiments of Canada and the British

West Indies as well.

WAR DEBT NINETY BILLIONS

A REAL political force opposing the Militaristic party in

Germany would have been unheard of before the war.

Yet this summer has witnessed a ver\' substantial resistance

to the Kaiser from the radical wing of the Reichstag. Re-
sistance came to a head when the Imperial Chancellor re-

cently asked the Reichstag for a war vote of 20,000,000.000

marks. Exclusive of this requisition, the war party has
secured from the people 79,000,000,000 marks, equal to

$20,000,000,000. The German people are becoming appall-

ed at the rapidl}' growir>g national debt, in ^iew of the hope-
lessness of the struggle. Moreover, Germany has com-
paratively little gold backing for this debt, without which
paper money is worth little. Germany's position might
not be so bad, were her trade not paralyzed. The war debt
of the United Kingdom is greater than that of Germany, the
total being 826,705,000,000. But neither her gold reserve

nor her trade have diminished. Moreover ultim.ate victory

appears a mathematical certainty. The net war debt of

the Allies stands at $59,421,000,000, whereas that of the

Teutonic Powers amounts to vS30,300,000,000. The Allies,

however, have behind them the resources of the United
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Kingdom, France. Russia, Italy, the United States and
other smaller states, while the financial state of Austria-

Hungary, Bulgaria and Turkey is worse than that of Ger-

many. The grand total war debt of all belligerents stands

at 890,000,000,000.

AMUSEMENTS AND WAR
r^lRlNG the past three years the newspapers have de'

_ voted most of their columns to the -ntcrests of war-

This is as it should be, because the press embodies chiefly

the serious currents of our life. In the realm of books, also,

the atmosphere is permeated with the war. In the realm

of drama, however, the war is actually ha^ing little place.

Last season witnessed comparatively few theatrical pro-

ductions of a war nature. This year's bookings of the

leading New York producers include only two or three war
dramas. War dramas do not hold audiences. This is for

two reasons chiefly. We are in the midst of the real thing

and it is as dramatic as it is tragic. The public are not in-

different to the war. It fills their anxious consciousness

the live-long day. They want an evening's respite; they
wish to forget once a week that relatives are facing death.

The writer commented on the preponderance of plays of a

light and cheerful character on the calendar for the coming
season in the presence of one who has a brother at the front,

"Thank heaven for that"! was the response. Probably this

is as it should be. When the Great War is a thing of history

plays based on its philosophy, its dramatic splendor and its

heroics will be more acceptable. They arc too depressing

in these days, when depression is the normal state of mind.
There are plenty of people who consider that theatres should

be closed, and that baseball leagues should he disorganized,

but if ever diversion was needed, it- fills an indispensable

place to-(lav.

TIIRirr PLEDGES
^ARDS, i)ledging the signers to thrift, now given such

wide publicity in war articles in American magazines,
arc not a brilliant Yankee idea, as Americans seem to think.

They were originally distributed in England, and their use

is to be adopted in Canada. In the United States the
cards aro taken from door to door by armies of boy scouts.

When the mistress of the household has signed the thrift

pledge, she is given a card to place in her window. A card-

less "front-room" window will mean another boy scout "on
the job"—and another—rand another—until the housekeeper
signs in self-defence ! No doubt, .some women will take
the pledge with as little intent to keep it, as men have taken
a pledge of difTerent .sort. Hut there is no doul)t that most
Wf)men will take their promise seriously, and these cards
will I)f ;in important factor in the thrift campaign.

REMOULDING DEMOCRACY
DRKSl DKNT WILSON has made a fam.ous statement, to

the ctTect that America is entering the war that the
world may be made safe for democracy. Samuel W. Mc-
Call, Governor of Massachusetts has revised the President's

dictum in the wortis: "We must make demcxracy safe for

the world !" Governor McGall is a wise man. He says:
"Democracy is not a shy flower to be sheltered from the
winds and storms, but n^ust be conceived of as a strongman
making his way in the world in the face of tempests, having
in him all the strength of the lace, and there is no higher
power that can patronize him and make the world safe for

him to live in. It is more true to say that Democracy will

come into its own not when the world is n'ade safe for it,

but when it has made itself safe for the world. This safet\-

can l,c attained by providing democracy with the necessary
organs, by giving it eyes to see and sure irethods of ex-

pression, and by giving it a backbone, enabling it to stand
erect and capable at all times and under all emergencies.
In the past democracy has been reganled as a mere ideal to

be (Icclaiirc' '!•• md not ;i^ ^onirfliiiii,' to be molded into
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a responsive and effective instrument of practic^J gojvern-

ment." Democracy, as America has known it, is full of glar-

ing faults. It remains to be seen if democracy will be safe

for the woild, when the world is made safe for democracy.

MINISTERS AND MODESTY
COME day, the Canadian entering an Ottawa cabinet will

do so modestly. Someday he will pause to be impressed
with the magnitude of even one department of the ad-

ministration instead of thinking so much of his own pro-

found ability in getting himself the job. This is what
he does now. He pats himself on the shoulder. He re-

minds himself that, after all, he IS some punkins. He takes
over the ofiice of minister of Public Works, or Railways
and Canals, or labor, or Finance with the manner
of a receiver-in-bankruptcy taking charge of a run-

down grocery business. And if it. stopped with his man-
nerisms he might be forgiven but the new Minister pro-

ceeds now to administer. He takes active charge. He
intends to show the nation that a live man is at the helm
of this particular department at least.

This, more perhaps than anything else, is the cause
of Ottawa inefficiency. The able deputy ministers and
their chief assistants, jn whom is vested the continuity of

construction and administration, are interrupted, inter-

fered with and irritated. Plans are changed and de-

partment machinery misused or misplaced. A good per-

manent ofiicial soon loses his keen personal interest

in his work and, being conscientious, resigns, or—having a

wife and several sister-in-laws to support—hangs on, but
with no heart for work. In England a new minister

approaches his department as a rule modestly, is con-

tent to study it for si.x months and then to direct it

in little except matters of policy. There is some chance
there for the permanent official to work constructi\ely and
with a conscience. The morale of his staft' is not im-

dermined by incompetence higher up. Occasionally the

Canadian cabinet minister displays this desirable modesty.
In a few instances he has a rare deputy who somehow
survives trouble. But the onus should not be on thedeputy.
It is for the average minister to change his methods.

CAPE BRETON'S TEN TALENTS
pAPE BRETON SOUTH makes more wealth out

of less raw material than any other section of Canada.
You may not believe this but if you have the patience

and industry to look through volume 4 of the last census

report you will see proof of this miracle. In this forbid-

ding book is a column showing the value of the manu-
factured products of each district. In another column
is shown the value of the raw material which made
those products possible. Compare these two columns
and you will find that the raw material constitutes about
half the value of the product in almost ever>' census district.

For instance Sherbrooke, (Juebec, uses §2,;?0(),3r)4 of raw
material to turn out .¥4,02(5,275 of finished ()rodiict in a vear.

Calgary uses .'!i4,8.'"i3,.S82 to make .liiS,- .^)0,()()S. Vanniuver
uses .?;8,7!»!),084 to make .?1 7,284,422. Toronto and Mont-
real run a shade higher, it is true, but on the whole the

average Canadian conmiunit\re(|ii ires a dollar's worth of raw
material to make $2 worth of finished g(K)ds. But Cape
Breton, South, makes over $.t for every $1 worth of raw
material. It produces $«,r)22,.'>45 out of $1,820,494 raw
materials. Why? That is a question readers should work
out ff)r themselves. It may not be so greatly to the crwlit

of the little community as, on the surface it appears but it

deser\-es l(K)king into. It contains 62 manufacturing estab-

lishments including of course iron and steel. And yet

Algoma and Hamilton, which include the .same kind of in-

dustry show no such high rate of productivity. Here is room
for economic demonstration. W'hy is South Cape Breton
n);tkitiir m'lrc (lilt of l(-<s than \-oiir cfiiiinniiiit v .•'
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Politics and Politicians
SOME OF THE HAPPENINGS OF THE MONTH ON PARLIAMENT HILL AND

SOME COMMENTS ON THE WINNIPEG CONVENTION

By Tom King

tfxtaXBB yMii»aiiWfi«j-iKW-',.;.:mi.w,M^jtr»aiCTiiT ZSSBVSf^

BY the time this is printed Parlia-

ment may be prorogued, with
dissolution soon to follow. Parlia-

ment expires by the efiflux of time on
the 7th of October. The Government,
howe\er, will continue in office until a
new Parliament can be chosen and there

is little reason to believe that we tan
have an election before Christmas;
some people say it m.ay be even longer
deferred. The printing of the voters'

lists is in itself no small undertaking
and a great deal of time will be required
to poll the soldier vote.

The Soldier Vote

T JNLESS the Military Voters' bill
^^ now before the House is changed
in the Senate, we will not only have
our soldiers voted but their votes count-
ed overseas. This is a radical depar-
ture from the principle of the Soldiers'

Voting Act of 1915 and may open the
door to endless disputes and insinua-

tions. The vote will be polled at every
"camp," which is interpreted to mean
every place at which a group of soldiers

can be found, but the ballots will have
to be allocated to the various parlia-

mentary ridings and electoral districts

to which the voters belong. For ex-

ample, in a certain hospital in Scotland,
France or the Isle of Wight, 391 Cana-
dian soldiers and nurses m.ight vote.
These soldiers and nurses might come
from every province in the Dominion
and represent among them a great
many electoral districts.

A Decisive Factor

TN a general election, how a man votes
is important but where he votes is

even more important. Fifty votes in

Carleton, N.B., in 1911 would have cut
a big figure; in West Toronto they
would have been of no importance. In
a certain number of constituencies one
party or the other will have a large

enough majority of the home vote to
make the soldier vote unimportant.
On the other hand , in closely contested
districts the soldier vote will be abso-
lutely decisive. Hence there will be a
natural desire on tlie part of the voter
to have his ballot counted in that dis-

trict where it will ha^ e the most efJect.
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The New Bill

'X'HIS natural desire will be heljied

out by the bill now before Parlia-

ment unless the same is radically amend-
ed. Section three, after providing that

any voter who previously resided in

Canada .shall vote in the district where
he so resided, goes on to say "if he can-

not, because of non-residence so state

or specify, he shall be deemed an elector

of, and his vote shall be applied to, such
electoral district as he may indicate."

But even were this wide open door to

selective voting tightly closed, many
honest mistakes might easily occur in

the practical administration of the act.

In the case of a married man there

would be no question as to his place of

residence. In the case of a young man
or woman, not living at home when the

war began, however, a doubt might
arise as to his or her domicile. In some
cases the soldier or nurse may be honest-

ly in error as to the particular riding in

which he or she is entitled to vote.

Take a so'dier or nurse coming from
the city of Ottawa. Where would he
or she vote ? Naturally, you would
say, for the city of Ottawa. But while

a considerable portion of the city of

Ottawa is in the electoral district of

Ottawa a large section is in the parlia-

mentary riding of Carleton, and another
large section in the parliamentary' rid-

ing of Russell. Now, Carleton being
overwhelmingly Tor>', and Russell be-

ing as overwhelmingly Grit, it would
probably be of no consequence, so far

as the result of the election went, what
the soldiers' vote was for either district.

But the riding of Ottawa with two mem-
bers will be closely contested, and the

soldiers' vote will be decisive.

A Long Campaign

AS the bill now stands, and as it is

likely to pass, nomination day will

precede polling day by at least four

weeks. This would seem to indicate a
long campaign, as a great deal of pre-

liminary work has to be done before

official nominations. If Parliament
prorogued in September and dissolu-

tion followed almost immediately we
could scarcely expect an election before

December. And there is also the factor

of Cabinet reorganization; concerning
which an announcement is expected al-

most daily.

Every government reorganizes its

Cabinet more or less before going to the
countr>% but it is anticipated that
Premier Borden's reorganization will be
unique from the fact that the new
Cabinet will include a number of

Liberals and several prominent men not
heretofore associated with politics. No
doubt he will strengthen his Cabinet,
and, to some extent, meet the great

demand in the country for more united
action and less partisanship. I doubt,
however, if anything can prevent an
old-time party contest. There will be
appeals to passion and prejudice, ,ljut,

as Sir Wilfrid Laurier obser\-ed, that is

nothing new in Canadian politics. The
1891 election, for example,was not a pink
tea or a game of ping pong. No missiles

were thrown in that campaign that
were any softer than brickbats. In

1896 there were brickbats thrown, but
the favorite missile was a pole cat !

A Captain's Battle

\ /[Y own impression is that the cdm-
ing campaign will be less bitter

than many anticipate. The country is

growing bigger, and it is sobered by the

shadow of the Great War. There will

be sporadic outbursts of violence and
hate in this or that district, but in many
parts of the country the people are apt
to vote for the m.an rather than for the
party, and perhaps select a man of their

own regardless of party nominations.
It is going to be a captain's battle, and,

as some member said the other day,
"every man will have to run his .own
election in his own May."

The Winnipeg Convention

'T'HE outstanding political event of

the past month has been the Wes-
tern Liberal Convention at Winnipeg.
It was certainly the largest gathering of

the kind since the Ottawa Convention
of 1893. fo>- we have not run to conven-
tions in Canada. A national conven-
tion charged with the duty of selecting

a party leader and adopting a party

platform is practically unknown. Now
and then we have a party convention



to nominate a candidate for parlia-

ment, but in the majority of cases the

candidate is selected by the executive or

almost by common consent. The big

state and national conventions which
are such a spectacular feature in Ameri-
can politics are to us almost unknown.
Therefore, a party convention of nearly

a thousand delegates representing all

the provinces west of Lake Superior was
bound to be a big affair, especially in

view of the circumstances under which
that convention assembled.

In the East it has been taken for

granted that the con%ention was called

by the four pro\incial premiers for the

purpose of forming an independent
political party in the West. All the
premiers had been down to Ottawa,
and gossip coupled their names with the
formation of a union government.
They were all supposed to be in accord
with the pro|)osition that the Western
Liberals would have to have their own
organization, and would no longer follow

the leadership of Sir Wilfrid Laurier.

If the convention was not called for

the purpose of repudiating the Laurier
leadership and sanctioning a coalition

government at Ottawa it is hard to

understand why it was called at all.

That the convention did just the
opposite of what the East expected it

would do is a fact, I think, beyond dis-

pute. Whether the convention did
wisely or unwisely; whether it did what
the premiers wanted or the reverse,

for the purpose of this review neetl not
~be decided; I am only interested in

recording what I personally observed.

The Delegates

TT was, in the first place, a fairly rep-
resentative assemblage. No doubt

a great many politicians 'were to be
found among the delegates, but politi-

cians have a habit of turning up at

political con\entions. The story, how -

ever, that none of the delegates could
speak English; that they were all

garbed in sheep-skin clothing; that
there was only a hanrlful of them and
that they were deluded into i)a.ssing

resolutions whose import they did not
understand,—all these claims so vigor-

ously made in many tiuarters entirely

lack foundation. Machine meth(Kls
may have been employed; the steam-
roller may have pas.sed over the dele-

gates, but so far as I could observe the
convention greatly resembled the
annual convention of grain growers
held every winter, in the West. A
large number of the delegates were sub-
stantial fanners, and there were actually
present HH4 peo])le, including some .">()

women. They discus.se<I and adopted
a great number of resolutions, and it is

idle to sa> that the resolution coinn'end-
ing Sir Wilfrid Laurier did not meet
with the approval of m Inr^e tTiniorily

of the convention.
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Premier Norris's Position

PREMIER NORRIS, of Manitoba,
'• was in a difficult position. Mani-
toba delegates were in the main anti-

Laurier, and Premier Norris himself has
for two years been urging the forma-
tion of a national government. Upon
him especially rested the responsibility

of preventing an o]3en break or split in

the convention. A great majority- of

the delegates came from Saskatchewan

Premier Norris, of Manitoba

and Alberta, and they were strong

enough, numerically, to pass almost
any resolution. British Columi)ia sent

only about fift>- delegates and they
sided with Alberta rather than with
Manitoba. Premier Norris, however,
succeeded in keeping his own delegates

together and he was always on haiul as

a sunshine influence in the councils of

the convention. lie is not an orator,

but he gets on with the crowd. His
\-oice carries well, and he ne\er wearies
his audience. He may not have been
filcasetl with the result of the conven-
tion,—probably few Liberals in Mani-
toba were,—l)ut he took his nie<licine

without gagging. Since then, however,

IH)])ular pressure has compelled him
practically to repudi.Ue the main planks
of the Winnipeg platform.

The Conscription Issue

'T'HE most important plank adopted
by the Winnipeg Convention care-
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fully avoided the word "conscription,''

and I think a majority of the conven-
tion were opposed to conscription, or at

least to the immediate enforcement of

the Military Service Act of 1917. Many
of the delegates said that the foreign-

born voters in their districts were al-

most unanimously against conscription,

and that the English speaking vote was
divided. I'pon this statement I make
no comment, but I am inclined to agree
with Mr. George E. McCraney, M.P.
for Saskatoon, a conscription Liberal,

who said that while conscription as an
issue had not strengthened the govern-
ment in the \\'est he did not think it

was at all the dominant isfeue in the
Winnipeg convention.

In Manitoba the pro-conscription

feeling is strong, and many anti-Laurier
Liberals may contest constituencies.

It is quite likely that the Western
Liberal members in the next house will

not agree among themselves as to the
leadership. In passing, however, it

must be remembered that the Western
Liberals of all shades of opinion on other
subjects seem to be united on the tariff

question. The tariff issue is still a live

issue in that part of the country, and
will continue to be so even after the war
is over. On this issue the Conserva-
tives are divided, and it would be ditifi-

cult for them to hold a Western Conven-
tion on that accoimt.

Conscription Bill Passed

HTHE Conscription bill passed its final

stage, so far as the two Houses of

Parliament are concerned, with little

discussion and no dissent. The amend-
ments made by the Senate were not
thought to be important and the House
concurred in them as a matter of course.

The formal motion for concurrence was
uncxix'ctedly made in the Commons by
Sir Robert Borden on a Saturday after-

noon.
Interest now centers in the enforce-

ment of the law. That it is to be
vigorously enforced we ha\-e been re-

peatedly told by tlie Government,
difficult as its enforcement may prove in

the midst of an electoral campaign.
From a merely party standpoint, by
the way, this course will ha\e its ad-

vantages because firmness and decision

are qualities the people like their nilers

to possess. It should be possii)le to

have all the conscripts in uniform l)e-

fore the cIcH-tion. VVhelher there is to

be any further conscription will then be
squarely uj) to the next parliament.

The Railway Situation

T^HE goM-rnment .seems to have
scored in Ontario anil probably in the

West by its boldness in dealing with
the railway situation. It might have
gone further but after all has gone a
long way in acquiring lO.tXKJ miles of

railway with its subsidiary telegraph
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and ex()rcss services. Moreover it ac- assistance be extended the company by the vote on division followed party
(juircs some land holdings which may way of annual grants until it is able to lines. A more vigorous fight is being
be of value in dealing with the returned go ahead under its own steam. He has waged on the proposition that the

.

soldie'r, and his settlement on the land, presented his views with characteristic House should have more information
Up to date the Opposition has not force and vigor, but those views have as to the liabilities to be assumed by

been able to enunciate a counter policy, not been adopted by his party associ- the country and as to the identity of

The government's bill is criticised but ates. those persons likely to benefit from the
the criticisms are mainly of details. The Graham amendment, to con- deal by their holdings of Canadian
Hon. Frank Oliver has been almost alone fiscate the common stock of the com- Northern securities not guaranteed by
in advocating that further financial pany, met with little favor although the Government.

The Wind and The Days
By W. D. Nesbit

'

I
"HE south wind blew my calendar

Until the leaves turned fast and far,

And when it had gone on its way
It left a mid-September day.

And left me thoughts of stubble fields,

Of corn that rustled spears on shields,

Of orchards where long shadows dreamed

And red and golden apples gleamed,

Of swaying heavy clover blooms

That scattered largess of perfumes.

Of grapes that purpled in the sun.

Of cool dusk when the day was done,

Of mullein torches on the hill,

Of woodbine reddening by the rill,

Of the deep hush that comes at night

When all things glow with silver light,

Of forests drowsing in the haze

That comes in late autumnal days,

Of nodding flag and calamus

And thistledown that, tremulous,

Fled at a breath as though afraid

Of every breeze that dwilly played

—

The south wind blew my calendar

And down the days I journeyed far.

Would it might blow the other way
And turn the leaves, till day by day

I found the paths that used to be,

The days that hold the heart of me!

Would that it might toss back the leaves

That bind my years in ripened sheaves

Until I found the blossomed ways

Where memory forever strays.

Until I was a boy again

And owned the joys I squandered then.

The south wind blew my calendar
' So that the leaves turned fast and far.
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Teaing It Out of Dingley
By Madge Macbeth

Illustrated by Marion Long

PVKEVILLE -was the slowest Fair

Town they had ever struck, and

most of the Show people were

glad to get out with their skins on.

They drove to Dingley, fat of expletive

and lean of purse, with that mixture

of sanguinity and soreness which is the

characteristic of a Carnival crowd, the

world over.

Dingley was the county town and

the centre of a successful cattle-raising

and agricultural district. Topographic-

ally, it offered great advantages to the

Fair aggregation. There's a difTerence

in towns, no matter whethei you look

at 'em from a commercial a theatrical

or a Carnival viewpoint. . . It is only

twenty miles from Pykeville, which

accounted for the crowd driving o\cr

instead of adding to the earnings of the

local railway. They arrived simultan-

eously with the first consignment of

hogs and cattle, and each disposed of

himself according to his custom.

Rill Forrest jerked his thumb over his

shoulder toward Pykeville. "If the

suckers here ain't bitin' any better

than them back yonder," he remarked,

"we might jes' z well take to work

—

real work. Never did I see sech a

bunch of tight-wads."

His partner sullenly agreed.

"How much yuh got, Dick ?"

Dick named a niggardly sum.
"Humph ! Less'n a V between us.

Aint that grand business ?"

Again Dick agreed and settled him-
self in an atmosphere of hea\'>' gloom.

It was characteristic of him to sit idle

.hile Bill unpacked their personal

,jfTects and st<x-k in trade. It was also

characteristic of him to place his

stockinged feet on the window sill of

the beanery which harboured them and
confide his unflattering opinion of man
to the air while Bill made a pros|X'ctive

tour through the town and gathered
up any information which was afloat.

Bill was sanguine and enterprising;

when one adventurous scheme was,

for various reasons, summarily checked,

his fertile brain conceived another.

Adversity stimulated him; reverses

did but test his Int'inuitx-. T?ill w.is .1

Progressive, if ever there was one, and
he was a man who would never say die.

Dick was the diametric opposite and
then some—was Dick.

DURST!XG into their room after

about an hour's absence. Bill an-

nounced briskly,

"It's razors fer Dingley, Dick.

There's been one of them 'high-pitch'

fellers through here, last week, givin'

fountain pens away with bottles of fake

hair tonic. Gee ! Far 's I can learn,

he spilled 'em round here, same as they

spills the ink. They're jes' nachelly

tricklin' all over the burg."
"Razors ?" protested Dick. "WTiy,

Bill you said we was to work with
fountain pens, an' I got my spiel all

doped out." •

Mr. Forrest expressed his sympathy
in more or less embroidered terms at

the same time denouncing, the travel-

ling quacks who are able to cover

territory' much faster than Show people

and anticipate them in the distribu-

tion of small wares.

"Them crooks," he cried, "riding

round in their dinky little carts an'

gettin' off a spiel in front of the Court
House, puts the everlastin' juke on
our business. By the time we strikes

a burg, the folks is plum set agin our
stuff—jes' like they is right here. I

tell you, Dick, Dingley is sore in all

its j'ints agin fountain pens. We gotta
work with razors."

" 'Taint so bad fer you," Mr. Brennan
remarked sourly, "but I ain't got yer

graceful gift of leppin' frona crag to

crag an' precipice to precijiice. When
I gits ni\- mind on a good spiel, I ain't

dead .set on gi\in' it up. like a wad o'

chewed tobacrer, an' huntin' up another
one. Why, I been cookin' up some
dope
—

'bout fountain pens, mind ye

—

that'll keep me so busy takin' down sub-

scriptif>ns. I'll have m> arm in a sling

'fore the I'air's half over. It's worse
'n a sin to change it."

TT miglit be explained for the benefit
* of those whf) do not frequent county
f.iirs tli.it Mr I'mrcvt .iiul hi-, n.irltirT

were "paper" men, or, in the parlance

of the Grounds, "sheet workers." In

a word, they were the convivial, breezy
misrepresentatives of a wholly fictitious

paper, to which they obtained sub-

scriptions by the simple, if generous
expedient of presenting the unsuspi-

cious public with fountain pens, razors,

penknives or like impedimenta. They
had got their necessary permit from
Jim Logan, the Secretary of the Ding-

Icy County Fair while he visited Pyke-
ville, and therefore after a slight adjust-

ment of goods and language, they

started out on Monday afternoon at

opposite ends of the Grounds to dis-

tribute razors. Very good razors, too,

purchased by the enterprising Bill for

something like S12.50 per gross. They
were safety razors as long as you did

not try to cut anything with them. In

the case of shaving—the hapless vic-

tim after tearing his hirsute growth out

by the roots, usually handed the wea-
pon over to his wife, and it was hinted

that several of these thrifty ladies used

them for pulling tacks. But that is by
way of digression.

Clothes neatly brushed, hair neatly

parted, a v-shaped suggestion of laven-

der dribbling from his upper pocket.

Bill, di.sguised as a gentleman, accosted

a scared young farmer.

"Have you had one of our razors ?"

he asked producing the glittering

blade.

"No," said the young man, "no, I

haven't."
"Well, I never ! Here, take this one

—it's my last, but you're welcome to

it. We're givin' 'em away, to-day,

absolutely free. . Costs you nothin', an'

it's good fer a hundred close shaves.

Sure, take it. . . You're welcome, en-

tirely welcome. Glad I seen you."
And Bill turned away only to wheel

immediately back upon his victim.

"But say," he added, "I'd like to put
your name down on mv list of sub-

.scribers toTI I F FARM'E'R'S MONTH -

I.V HFI.PFR. I'm interested in that

little paper an' I'd like to interest you.

It's one of the handiest books you
ciinld Ii.ixi' .itxiiit till' hoiisi", gives you

287
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fortunes, an' tells yer dreams an'

how to write letters, beside all the

information anybody could ask

about a farm. What ? You never

heard of it ? All the more reason

for me to send it to you. What's

yer name, stranger ? I'll jes' put

it on my list."

"How much does it cost ?" asked

the timid young man.
"Well, the subscription is sup-

posed to be a dollar," said Bill,

confidentially, "but I'll let you in

on it fer ninety cents. On'y, as a

favor to me," he lowered his voice

mysteriously, "dont let on as how I

done this, if any of the other agents

talks to yuh. I'll write a dollar on

the blank, an' give you a receipt

fer a dollar, but you slip me ninety

cents—that's all."

There was a certain firmness in

Bill's way of demanding the money
which rendered the young man
putty in his hands. He allowed

himself to be filched of a year's

subscription to THE FARMER'S
MONTHLY HELPER because he
vaguely realized that unless he put

his name down, he would be de-

prived of the glittering blade so

recently presented, and not having

attained one at home, he recogniz-

ed this as a chance in a thousand.

Then, with a feeble but polite hope
that he meet Mr. Forrest again, he
moved off with the crowds.

DILL watched him finger the
^-^ blade with a stubby thumb and
smiled. He was fond of the coun-

try's unsophisticated youth was
Bill. And in making for success he
possessed a quality which is also

the portion of well-built bridges—he
had an almost faultless approach.
There were men he would mistake for

some devoted friend of his childhood,

and finding out his mistake, he would
present them with razors from sheer

gratitude for the resemblance they bore
his one-time pal; he would approach
others condescendingly, dangling his

proposition before them until from
curiosity alone they would have sub-
scribed to a set of Huxley on the instal-

ment plan, if he so willed; again he
would simulate timidity, gaining the
farmer's confidence— and dollar—
through that laudable virtue.

But occasionally. Bill met with a
determined rebuff and some old fellow

turned down the entire proposition,

cold. There was one in particular he
always remembered when thinking of

Dinglev.

"Have you had one of our razors?"
asked the paper man in his most
cordial manner.
"Naw," said the farmer, whose

hatchet face was covered with a sparse
growth of >ellow-gray whiskers.
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He usually emerged from the clump of bushes,
red of face

"Now how did that man happen to

overlook you, I wonder ?" Bill was
most apologetic. "Here, Mister, take
mine, it's the last I've got, but you're
welcome to it. We're givin' 'em away,
to-day, absolutely free. . . don't cost

you a cent, an' they're good fer a
hundred close shaves."

But the latter warded off the gift

with upraised hands.
"Razors aint no use to me," he said.

"Air ye blind that ye can't see that fer

yerself ?"

"Your son, mebbe," suggested Bill,

"er your nephew, er your daughter's
beau. Lord, Mister, there's lots of

people around who'd be glad to have a

fine razor like this here one. An' it's

a sin to miss the chanct to git one fer

nothin'. I tell yuh these is absolutely

free."

"Say, stranger, what's yer game ?"

Dingley's respected citizens had evi-

dently been to Fairs before now, and
although at Meetin' he agreed to live a
life of brotherly love, charity to his

neighbor and to perform all acts in

accordance with the Golden Rule, it

seemed possible that Bill's creed might
differ from this. "What's yer game ?"

he repeated. "I dont want no razor,
ner no spavin cures, ner lightin'

rods, ner hair tonic, ner fountain
pens. Got anything new?"

DILL laughed gtxKi naturedly;
it was not wholly a professional

laugh either, for the old gink was
funny.

"You're all right," he said, ad-
miringly. "You'e the smartest
man round this joint, an' I oughta
know ! You see. Mister, we gits

so uster workin with a lot of bone-
heads, it's a real treat to meet a
man with common sense in his nut.

An' that's no joke."
He made a grab at the farmer's

hand, and wrung it fraternally. It

fell from his clasp limp and un-
responsive.

"I'll tell you what my game is,"

he continued, producing his blanks.

"I want to git subscriptions to this

here paper
—

" he signified the title

on the blank with his pencil, and
subconsciously begrudged the job
printer his money for the work

—

—"an' there's so many crooks
about workin' a con game, that

people dont pay no attention to an
honest man unless he's got sumpin
to attract their notice. Honest,

it's the limit ! That's the reason
I we're givin' away razors. People's

' got sense enough to know that

they've got their money's worth
out o' them alone, even if they

never was to see the magazine

—

which they sure will, believe me !

An' it's a fine an' dandy little paper,

full of them columns where a feller

writes to a girl in another town, an'

sech." He eyed his victim narrowly,

and paused for that lure to sink in.

"Now under these circumstances. Mis-

ter, cant I put your name down fer a

years subscription at—say ninety

cents ?"

But it seemed that under no circum-

stances could Bill put Mister's name
down for ninety, eight or even seventy

cents. The strain of prolonged jocu-

larity began to tell and the paper man
dropped something of his persuasive-

ness, adopting a firmly parental tone.

"Because you take a few other

papers aint no reason, friend, why you
don't need this here one. I'll guaran-

tee you won't find it a bit like any of

them others, an' it's sumpin, my dear

sir, you simply can't afford to do with

out."
The farmer grinned.

"Stranger," he drawled, "I'm goin'

to tell ye somethin'—somethin' that'll

be a leetle secret betwixt us. I wouldn't

have my ole woman know it fer worlds

—I come to this here Fair plum craz>'

to be extravagant ! To do somethin'

I couldn't afford. Yessir ! All my
life, 1 been holdin' back, scrimpin' an'



Savin' an' doin' without somethin' I

wanted real bad bcca'se I couldn't

afford it. Now along comes you an'

says here is somethin' I can't afford to

miss,—well, goldarn me, if I ain't

goin' to be real brash an' MISS IT.

Good day !"

pTARLY in the evening Bill fixed his
^-^ keen blue eye on a pompous indivi-

dual; clean-shaven and unctuous, he

compressed all the physical attributes

of an alderman in his pearl gray clothes.

The very sort of a man to be smeared
with flatter^'; under its influence there

was no telling to what lengths he might

go. He was liable to subscribe for his

son-in-law, his brother in Montana,
his aged father and himself. Bill

settled his collar, parted his lips in a

smile and braced right up.

"The Mayor, I believe," he said in

greeting. "I bet I've seen youi pic-

ture in fifty-five noospapers. Not that

it does yuh jcstice, of course, but. . . .

An' say, have you had one of our
razors ? They're absolutely

—

"

The gentleman gimletted him with
an unfriendly glance, taking in every
detail from the lavendar silk handker-
chief to the blanks which protruded
from his pficket on the other side. He
labored for breath the while his guaran-
teed - twenty - year - gold - filled watcti

chain heaved tumultuously across his

middle.
"No," he cried angrily,"! don't want

one of your absolutely free razors !

You're the second sheet worker I've

found on the Grounds to-day, and I

tell >ou as I did him, that now is a
good time for you to quit! Don't let

me find you here to-morrow ! Under-
stand ?"

The choleric gentleman flung back
one side of his coat and displayed the
President's badge.

Bill made no retort. There was
none to make. If Hiram J. Morton,
President of the Dingley Fair Associa-
tion, said that no sheet workers were
allowed, that was all there was to it.

F)arly the following morning, a very
moist and apologetic secretary waited
upon Bill and his disgruntled partner.

"Say, you fellers, I gotta cancel your
permit," he announced. "The boss
has just been down to the office gi\in'

me particular hell for allowing pajjcr

men on the Grounds. How'd I know-
he was bug-house ? You know it aint
my fault, boys; I ain't got nothing
against you working, and I ain't re-

s|)onsible for tl.e crazy notions H. J.
has got. You see," he lowered his

voice, confidentially, "you see, he's sf)

blamed scarwl of the Directors that if

they were to put the kibosh on pcaniils
and the merry-go-round—off they'd
go ! For all I'd care, you b'oys could
run a faro joint, honest ! A man's
Kotta live, says I, anri the race is to the
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smartest. So I don't want you to lay

this up against me, for I'd te glad to

let you work, if I had the say-so."
Bill watched the disappearance of the

nervous yoimg secretary' and muttered
from the depths of his being,

"Good night, nurse !"

Dick expressed the same sentiments
in terms which the ordinary reader,

unfamiliar with the true inwardness of

County Fairs, is not supposed to under-
stand. Hence, they are omitted.

"What's the next burg ?" asked Bill.

Dick spat tne name at him.
"Gosh ! That'll eat up our roll at a

nip, payin' fer a ticket, alone. Aint
it the limit the way railroads make
money outen us pore fools ?"

"An' we gotta eat till we gits there,"

reminded Mr. Brennan.
It was a fact which brooked no

denial.

"I gotta hump myself an' gitta

job," said Bill rising. <

"It's always the same," com-
plained Dick. "You said we was ^

goin' to work the sheet, an' that's

enough job fer me. I done switched
from fountain pens to razors to

please you, and I gotta good spiel

all doped—

"

"Well, damn it, is it my fault if

they wanta run a Sunday School
picnic, 'stead of a reel, live Fair ?"

his partner demanded. "Hustle
round some, same's I'm goin' to do
an' dig up simipin that'll hoi' us

over till we strikes the next

metrolops. That's all we can do,

Dick."
Bill sought out the Minute

Picture Man, offered himself as

"spieler" and was accepted after
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some inevitable haggling, on a 20 per
cent, basis. He ate a hearty dinner at

the Grease Joint and cleared his throat
for work.
"Come on," he urged, "see to-mor-

rer how you look, to-da>'. A bee-auti-
ful picture fer ten cents. . Have yer
picture taken, Mister ? You an' ver
wife r'

The old farmer » ho had elbowed his

way into the crowd asked the price of

this frivolity. Mr. Forrest mentioned
the words "fifteen cents" with such
contempt for their littleness that even
Lew was impressed. He wa\'ed the
bystanders back with much gallantry
and created a dusty path for the
farmer and his wife, while the Picture
Man ducked under his black cloth.

"Hoi' on," cried the farmer. "Can't
ye take two on a card jes' 's easv as
one ?"

(^ u r MKv j»Nc1^

Midnight found the partners with about a hundred empty flasks, and these they
washed and polished
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Mr. Forrest signified the lack of

difficulty with a snapping of his fingers.

"Wal," replied the old man," then

I ain't goin' to pay fifteen cents fer

'em. Yiih kin do it fer ten." His

determination was superb.

A look passed

between the spieler

and the photo-

grapher, in answer
to which Bill also

stood firm. In the

end, the old man
struck an attitude

as he stepped in

front of his wife.

"All right," he
grumbled. "That
bein' the case, you
Stan' back, Sally, I

reckon I'll jes have
myself took to-

day !" ,

The summit of

Mr. Forrest's en-

durance and pati-

ence was reached.

He turned to his

friend,

"Gimme my
money, Lew," he
said. "I'm goin'

to quit you. There's

no fortune in this

business, fer me !

An' if I had to stan'

around an' gas with

people like that all

day, I'd go clean

off my nut. I'm
goin' to beat it

while the goin's

good. But if you
git in a hole an'

needs me, you
know where to find

me. S'long."

He "shiUed" in-

to a couple of

Shows, in the same
manner by which
a dead head finds

entrance to the

theatre, and killed

time until the ap-

petizing odors from
the Grease Joint

tempted him to

spend twenty cents

for sausage and
coiTee. In as far

as it was his nature

to be despondent
Bill had the blues;

never had he seen

a better crowd,
never had he
watched freer
spending.

was the only exception. Holiday spirit

was in the air, and banners waved,
flags stood proudly out in the evening

breeze, and the glare of torches cast

an alluring light over the multi-colored

Midway.
He worked his way along with the

noisy, gaping throngs until he stood

beside Pete, the High-striker. Loud

V\c\ n i> N lo N ti

Bill laughed good naturedly for the old gink was funny

His afternoon's experience above the din of drums, discordant animal life

bands, squealing whistles and gut-

tural blow pipes, Pete's voice rang out

among the crowd as he urged the rus-

tics to step up and tr>' their strength.
"Have yuh seen Uick, lately?" bel-

lowed Bill in his ear.

Pete did not pause in making change
for a stcx:ky farmer who had unsuccess-
fully wielded the mallet. He hardly in-

terrupted his spiel,

as he answered,
"Take a crack

—

e\erybody. . . .

(Seen him maktn').
. . Wow ! That
was a good swat,
mister. . Yuh
nearly rang the
gong. . . try agin,
on'y fi' cents. . .

(Makin' fer the
cattle buildin's a
minit ago). . . .

try yer muscle,
gents. . . how high
kin yuh striker ?. .

(Yuh 'II likely find

him down there
with the rest of the
hawgs) Aw, that's

no good, boy.
Griper tight. . .

Now. . three wol-
lops fer fi' cents. . .

(S'long, Bill). . . .

Come one, come
all, try. . ."

Dick had not re-

linquished his in-

tention to present
the immediate
neighborhood o f

Dingley with razors

without a struggle.

His spiel was near-

ly as good as the

fountain pen dof)e,

and he had not
done too badly
considering that
Monday is usually
an ofT day. But
to see the gala
crowds swarming in

on a bright Tues-
day morning, to re-

alize that he could
work the sheet with
neither pens nor
razors as a lure

toward a year's
subscription to The
FARMER'S
M O N T H L Y
HELPER, made
DickBrennan place

the ancestry of

President Hiram J.
Morton in company
w i t h unpleasant
forms of the lower
slouched along the

Midway Grounds muttering to himself

and shedding a forbidding scowl.

He

Continued on page 281.



PERHAPS the same privilege to

do and dare is not accorded all

Canadian women in these days;

but the indiviilual who looks hard
enough, enthusiastically enough for the

opportunity to do her bit—and then

creates the opportunity while she is

seeking—expresses the greatness of

Canadian grit and womanly initiative

to her sister-Canadians; and makes us

ill realize the living truth that the only

impossible tiling under the sun, is the

thing that can't be
imagined !

It was not an
L-asy thing to pene-

trate the miles of

var office red tape

ntanglements that

put into the al-

most-unattainable
class the idea of a
Red Cross home in

Irance, maintain-
ed and managed by
private persons.
Rut as someone has
^aid, "Impossibili-

ties are merely the

half-hearted efforts

if quitters"— and
ilie Toronto wo-
men who conceived
uf a real home,
hack of the firiiis

line, (for men wlin

were so far frfim

their families that

they had no
chance of convalescing
were no "quitters !"

So, after many and vaiious assaults

on the red tape entanglements, this

group of Canadian women "l)roke

through;" and forced from the British

War Office the privilege of donating
their personal services; and raising the
necessary' funds, to open a Canadian
Convalescent Home for Officers, at the

. front.

When a man. gaunt, pale, wear>'

with mental and physical suffering

—

yet pronounced "convalescent"—leaves

the hospital to make room for the next

fellow, and arrives at the Home in

Dieppe, his surprised eyes first light

on a sunny little garden, a contented-

looking chap lazing deliciously in a

swing hammock under the trees; and
others sitting about in comfortable

chairs, chatting with all the ease of

men who are very much at home, in an
atmosphere where rules and regula-

tions are conspicuous by their absence.

He is taken into the large central

Some of the Staff and Patients at the Canadian Convalescent Home at Dieppe

in comfort), hall; catches glimpses, to right and
left, of a sunny dining-room and a

drawing-room that looks to the man
from muddy trenches and bare hospital,

like a little Heaven of lounges, arm-
chairs, and crackling wocxl fire!

Upstairs are bedrooms and two

—

TWO—bathrooms ! To quote Miss
Chadwick, one of the staff who is now
in Toronto, and has told me all about
it: "The bathrtwrns arc a source of

unending joy to .the patients, the ac-

commoflation in this way, in the
trenches, not being of the best 1"

The second floor also has a sitting-

room, wheie those who prefer to be far

from the music and talk of the draw-
ing-room, bask in books and write

home letters.

The sunshiny bed-rooms sound
mightily attractive—pretty paper on
the walls, and chintz curtains and bed-

covers in keeping with the general

color-schem.e.

The Canadian girls who comprise the

statf do practically all the work of the

large household;
with the exception

of the cooking and
the roughest work,
which is in the

hands of French
servants who live

in their own homes
and come every clay

to the hospital.

The convalescents

have orderlies —
one for each five

patients— soldier-

m'en who have
"done their bit"

and are no longer

strong enough for

the trenches.

Every afternoon,

the members of the

staff join the pati-

ents for tea in the

drawing-room; and
in the e\ening they

all play cards, or

talk together, or

ha\'e a little "music fest"—and "may-
be" it's homelike to the poor chaps!

Miss Chadwick says: "It is strange

to see these men, ranging in age from
eighteen to fifty, who ha^e come down
from the terrible fighting at the front,

crowtling round the piano, singing at

the tops of their voices, usually out of

tunc, and thop
selves !"

Think of tlic

planting their

flower gardens,

wick again

„i,i il,

Mill l<ii tiiiM- iiicn, 1 pi

own vegetable and
I quote Miss Chad-

"A great source of t)lea-
201
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sure this Spring has hoen the vcgetaMe
garden. This is a \ery pretty plot of

ground which has been lent to us. It

is on the slofK- of a hill, and surrounded
by trees and hedges. The upper half

is in grass, with one good-sized bed for

flowers, and a shed which we ha\'e

Margaret Wycher'.y, whose performance in

"The Thirteenth Chair," has earned the

highest praise from critics

turned into a Sumrrer house, with the
assistance of some of the patients, who
were inspired to paint it a vivid green.

The lower half of the ground is ploughed
up, and planted in vegetables of all

sorts. The hprne ought to be well-

supplied next winter ! The planting
and work there were nearly all done
by the patients, who would organize
work parties among the more fit ones,

and go up there with any kind of im-
plement that would dig, and plant seeds

in the most reckless manner in any spot
they took a fancy to. However, \<'e

prevented them from putting beans
and cress in the same spot as cabbages.
They seemed to turn from depressed,

nerve-racked, home-sick men, into men
who are cheerful, physically fit, and
full of courage, ready to go back again
to the front. And when the time
comes for them to leave, and the matron
and stafT go to the door to wish them,
"God speed," it is the most pathetic
thing to see the brave attempts they
make to keep up, and to witness their

efforts to thank us for the little bit of

comfort and home life we have been
able to give them. They know so well

the horrors they are going back to,

perhaps never to return."
It may be of interest to \ou to know

how "the wheels go round ?" The
work is carried on by a stafT of eight

women—Matron, Secretary, four girls

on the house stafT, trained nurse, and

masseuse. Except in the case of the
two latter, who receive small salaries,

the service is voluntary.

Mrs. Christojjher Robinson is Ma-
tron; Miss Tata is the Secretary; the

Nurse, Miss Murphy; Miss Gait,

Ma.sscuse; Miss Rurnham has charge
of household supplies, linen, and
laundry, and the orderlies are respon-
sible to her for their work; Miss Chad-
wick, whose place has been filled by
Miss Agatha Castles, of Toronto, had
charge of the ground floor; Miss
Caviller is ofificial Housekeej)er—and
when we think of all that it must mean
to "house-keep" for such a large family,

we must feel like taking off our hats
to this splendid young girl w^ho has the
grit and energy to tackle such a pro-

position !

It is a very real disappointment to

Miss Chadwick that, for personal rea-

sons, she has had to return to Toronto
—but, with unal)ated enthusiasm, she

is "keeping up the good work," in a
munitions factory in Toronto.

It seems to me that these Canadan
women are the crucible which has
transmuted the dross of impossibility

into golden achievernent !

One of the beauties of living Up
North and Beyond is that one can
come into such close touch with poet

friends. "In town" there is little time
to read—and one reads "with a differ-

ence." In fact there's as much differ-

ence between reading poetry "in town"
and "Up North," as there is f:)etween

bolting a plate of strawberries and
cream in a restaurant on the way to a
matinee—and going out into the berry

patch, as I did this morning; and, with
pleasurable deliberation, picking large,

rosy-red berries, and slowly crushing
the luscious things between tongue and
palate !

Friend Artist cuddled down in the

hammock on the verandah to-day; and

Rabindranath Tagore, the Indian poet who
won the Nobel prize

Margaret Wycherly as Rosalie La Grange, the

amusing old Irish woman in "The

Thirteenth Chair"

I sat by in a green wicker chair; and I

read aloud, Rabindranath Tagore's

poem_s. Strangely enough, the title of

the volume is "Fruit Gathering." which
I didn't realize when I wrote the para-

graph aboN'e.

The musical words, expressing radi-

ant thoughts, seemed to us, like the

notes of a great silver bell, calling all

the world to a contemplation of the

beautiful things of life. The poems
told us that, through all his days,

Tagore has kept the heart of a child.

He has a child's sensiti^'cness, a child's

personal quality. He has all a child's

capacity for suffering, for he has not

hardened his heart to suffering. He
is a great human, looking forw-ard and
always forward to expressing the world

of his day m.ore and more beautifully,

until Sunset is followed by dusk—and
night. He m.akes us believe that for

him—and for us—there must be a

glorious Dawn, somewhere in God's
To-morrow.
Winner of the Nobel prize, his poems

beloved of his own people and other

peoples, he yet writes:

"The pain was great when the strings

were being tuned, my Master !

"Begin your music, and let me forget

the pain; let me feel in beauty what
you had in your mind through those

pitiless days.

Continued on page 283.
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V.

IX
the gun room Mrs. Lawdon, her

husband, and their host were
gatliered in close formation about

Collins, the local police potentate. By
the fireplace two detectives from the

city lounged, oxerobviously at ease.

"Do you wish to swear out a war-
rant against this girl ?" inquired Col-

hns as Mrs. Lawdon savagely announc-
ed her suspicions.

"f)f course not," interposed her

Iiusl and. "We have no evidence ex-

cept what your man John reported to

you, Mr. Evelvn. It is not suffici-

ent ."

"Beg your pardon, "interrupted the

sheriff: "it is good and plenty. It

allows you to hold her for further in-

vestigation."

Mr. E\eKn interposed mildly. "I

am responsible that no one lea^es."

"Excuse mc," the thin, soft voice of

I.eavison, the younger detective, as.sert-

ed itself. "But don't you think it

might be well to face your man with
the young woman ?"

"Of course !" cried Mrs. I.awdon ex-

citedly. "Why didn't we think of it

beffrre ? Send for them at once."
FCvelyn pressed the electric button.

"Alfred, have Mrs. Gaynor's maid
brought here. Ask Dr. Wendham to

attend her. I fear hysterics and faint-

ing tits," he added, as Mrs. l.awdon's
face expressed unf]ualifiefl disapproval.

"And. Alfred, I want John at once.

Now," he turned to Collins, whf)

vacantly shiftetl official blanks from
one hand to the other, "have you any
theory ?"

SYNOPSIS OF PREVIOUS INSTALLMENTS.
—Boyd Wendham. a physician, just returned from
several years' study in Vienna, joins a house
party at Evelyn Grange. Among the guests is

his old sweetheart. Nellie Gaynor, a widow of six

months, and a vulgar little parvenu who has re-

cently become one of the set by marrying Charles
Lawdon. Mrs. Gaynor tells Wendham that she
exists chiefly on her earnings as part owner of a
racing stable left her by her husband. Wendham
is deeply concerned at her state of health, and
more concerned when he learns she is massaging
her neuralRic little maid. Mrs. Lawdon shows
Alice Rawlins and Nellie Gaynor her jewels—in a
novel jewel case made like a hat trunk, with the
jewel trays cunningly set in the crowns of Paris

hats. That night while all the guest« are at bridge
downstairs Mrs. Lawdon's jewels are stolen. A
search of the establishment reveals nothing and
makes Mrs. Lawdon noisily and vulgarly suspicious
of her fellow guests, who are forbidden to leave the
house till the arrival of detectives from town. John,
tile second man, accuses Adele, Mrs. Gaynor's maid
of stealing the jewels and offers to hold his tongue
if she divides with him. The girl repeats this,

asserts that she was asleep at the time of the theft,

and denies her guilt so convincingly that she throws
suspicion on John. Mrs. Lawdon insists on a
police investigation despite its inevitable notoriety.

Collins h-m-md hea\ily. "Well, sir,

I couldn't say. With such a houseful

there's always a dozen chances. You
know 'tain't always what seems the

most likely one that pulls off (he melon
—the ones that look likely, like as not

are innocent as ncw'-laid eggs."

Mr. Evelyn smiled, and Mrs. I.aw-

don turned with open scorn to the two
plain-clothes men. "Haven't you any
opinion ?" she demanded belligerently.

"Not yet, ma'am," said Leavison

slowly, his cjuick, sneaking eyes taking

in every detail of the lady's person.

Mrs. I.awdon shrugged her shoulders

and greeted Dr. Weiulham's entrance
frigidly'.

Mr. I'.velyn rose to meet his guest.

"Dr. Wendham, this is Mr. Collins,

our ]<« i\ ^Ui'rifT \Tr I ••nvi'^dti ^ind

Mr. Grayson are detectives sent up
from the city. They have decided it

W'ould be wise to confront the girl with
my servant."

"Yes, I see," acquiesced Wendham.
"And in case of physical distress you
wish me to be present."

A tap at the door, and Mrs. Gaynor,
wl ite and haggard, appeared, followed

1 y .Adele. Wendham rose.

"Mrs. Gaynor, I beg of you return

to your room. You are in no condi-

tion to endure this. I protest, as a
physician"—he had turned to the

others with barely repressed vehe-

mence.
E;\ elyn crossed to Mrs. Gaynor's side.

"Now, Nellie, go back. I promise you
the girl will be dealt with as gently as

jiossible. Mr. (^ollins, this is Mrs.
Gaynor, this young woman's employer.

She has not reco\ered from (he sh<xrk

of last evening. Can wc not spare her

these interviews, and take her testi-

mony later ?"

"Why, certainly, Mrs. Gaynor, of

course"—-overcome by the strange pal-

lid beauty of the woman before him,

the sheriff lost himself amid compli-

ments and excuses.

Mrs. Gaynor bowed. "You will

take care of her, doctor ?" she asked

anxiously. "If she should faint—bring

her to me. I will rest—in the drawing,
room, to be at hand if you call. Don't

be frightened, Adele," she added; "we
must help all we can to clear matters

up." Again with a distant bow tiiat

comnrehended the group she turned

and left the r(X>m.

Mill' iiiiiM I ;iln\ now ;ni<l rmii u'Cdiw
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faced her iiK|uisitors. Wcndham oh-

Bervcd her with strained attention.

"The imaginative, concentrated type
in its purest form," he commented in-

wardly. "L!nusual resource and vitality

comijined with great devotion. If—if

it is true, no better tool could have
been chosen. With her conscious self

in abeyance, one might allow her sub-
conscious mind to deal with a situation

by its own judgment. With the sug-

gestion, 'this and that are your dangers,

be prepared to meet them,'—^one might
rely 'on that mind as a stanch and
gifted ally—but, no, it's ridiculous !"

He shook himself free from his thoughts
and fixed attention upon the girl's

story. It was the same; no contra-
dictions, no wavering. She carried

conviction even to the unwilling ears of

Mrs. Lawdon.
Collins sniffed and glanced a question

to the detectives.

"Nothin' doin' there," said Leavison
under his breath.

"You have all been over the ground,
gentlemen," said Mr. Evelyn, "you
have this girl's story. It remains for

you to hear my servant, John Dawson's,
statement. Then it's up to you !"

Again he pressed the electric bell,

but before his finger left the button a
knock announced the butler.

"If you please, Mr. Evelyn, John has
gone. We can't find him."
"Gone !" screamed Mrs. Lawdon.
"Gone !" gasped Mr. Evelyn.
"Gone !" groaned Charlie Lawdon.
"Gone ! The devil !" excfaimed the

sheriff.

The two detectives
glanced at each other.

A light of comprehen-
sion and relief broke

face of the

"Oh, gone!"
was one of

"Then—then

it,"

first

you
he

over the
accused.
Her cry
gladness.

he-— !"

"It looks like

nodded Wendham.
Evelyn was the

to act. "Tell all

know, Vreeman,"
ordered sharply.

"Well, sir, according
to orders, the girl here
was notified, and word
sent to Dr. Wendham.
Then Alfred went to

John's room in the ser-

vants' wing. John
wasn't there, so Alfred goes below, and—^we've searched the place, sir, and he
can't be found."
"How could he have left the house

without being seen ?" questioned Gray-
son, becoming energetic now that the
chase was fairly open.
"A dozen ways, sir. But how he'd

get by the crowd of reporters out there

is more'n I know."

Wendham observed her with
strained attention

"How was he dressed ?" asked Leavi-

son.

"In his store clothes, sir. His livery

we found chucked in the closet, sir."

"Leavison," said his associate, "you
take the inside— I'll beat it out—I'm a
reporter myself now—see ?" He rose,

nodded to the butler to follow, and left

the room.
Leavison took out a notebook and

turned to Evelyn. "From whom or

what agency did you engage this man ?

—Savell's ? Good. What were his

references ? Oh, the housekeeper's
business ! Will you describe the man ?

Short, stocky, round head, blue eyes;

clean shaven, of course. Any scars

that you recall ? No ? Too bad—""

useful things, scars. Now, if I may
have a talk with your butler when Gray-
son gets through with him, and see

your housekeeper, I'll do a little tele-

phoning into town and trace this chap.
My side partner ought to get a line on
him inside of an hour or two. He
can't have gone far, and the great

American press has this house rounded
up for fair—if you'll excuse me." He
shut his notebook and slipped on noise-

less feet to the door. There he turned.

"Won't do," he admonished, "to relax

discipline. You can't tell, you know."
"May I go ?" asked Adele faintly.

"Yes, my girl," Collins answered
with a show of importance ; "but you're
not to leave the house. And Mr.
Evelyn, before these flatties have the
wire stuffed, I'd like to 'phone a bit;

the railroad station and such needs
watching."

Wendham nodded to

Adele. "If you will come
with me," he said court-

eously, "we will find

Mrs. Gaynor, and I

will give you some in-

structions. She will
need your assistance."

The wom.an's face

brightened. "You can
rely on me, doctor

—

and, thank you."
Mrs. Lawdon did not

raise her head, but
Charlie advanced, his

honest face aglow with
kindliness. "I'm aw-
fully sorry if you've felt

badly," he stammered,
"but I hope you under-
stand—it—couldn't be
helped, you know."

Tears stood in the girl's eyes. "No,
sir—but I truly didn't sir

—
" Her words

were checked as the doctor's strong
arm led her gently away.

"Listen." He spoke imperatively
when they had entered the empty
passage. "Mrs. Gaynor must rest

—

rest, do you understand ? Give
her plenty of fresh air, and keep
her well covered. But it's sleep and

rest, rest and sleep." He spoke in

a low, steady voice, never raised above
its first quiet pitch. "Sleep and rest,

she would say that to you—she is say-
ing that—she wants me to tell you to

sleep and rest—*leep !" he insisted.

Her whole weight fell upon his arm.
In the white light of the corridor he
turned and sought her eyes. They
clung to his as to a magnet. "Are you
sleepy ? Ans-wer me."

Yes.

"Would you like to sleep ?"

"Yes."
"But you must not." He spoke

sharply, shaking her slightly and pass-

ing a soothing hand o\er her face.

"You can't sleep now. You must take
care of your mistress."

"Yes, sir," she answered, all trace of

drowsiness gone from face and manner.
"What is the meaning of this ?"

Wendham puzzled. "She's not the

culprit evidently, but she has lieen a
hynoptic subject a thousand times.

I'm a Drute !" he exclaimed to himself.

"Anyone might have seen me—Nellie

might have surprised us. Whatever
lies at the bottom of this, she must
have no more emotions now. I'm a
fool to take such chances. Wait here,"

he ordered. Rapidly traversing the

intervening rooms, he reached the

small reception den where Mrs. Gaynor
waited.

She opened her tired eyes. "How
did she stand it ?" she asked anxiously.

"Her accuser wouldn't face her."

"What !" A look of incredulity

crossed her face and it was followed by
an am.azed expression of relief.

"Yes," he continued, "John has

decamped."
"Oh !" she exclaimed. "But what

—

what do they think ?"

"There seems only one thing to think,

for the present, anyway. But, come,
I have given your maid instructions.

She's to see you safe in bed, and if you
fa'l to rest, she is to send for me."

"Oh," she assured him brightly, the

color rising to her waxen cheeks, "I

shall sleep—^to-night at least. Where
is Adele ?"

Struggling with a dozen conjectures,

but with his love fixed beyond the

power of any hostile conviction, he
followed her to the foot of the stairs,

and smiled a farewell as mistress and
maid mounted together. Then he
turned and paced the wide hall like a

caged animal. That the woman was,

and had been for jears, under recurrent

hypnotic control there was no doubt,

but in the face of the manservant's dis-

appearance, why connect that WTth

the robber\' ? A scientific interest and
continual experiment were certainly

permissible. Perhaps it w'as a kindly

effort to ease the pain from which the

woman suffered. Yes, that must be
the reason. But had the operator
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The maid, calm now and courageous, faced her inquisitors

sufficient medical knowledge and ex-

perience to make research safe for the

subject ? The subject should be a

willing, intelligent assistant. This girl

was oln'iously innocent of all com-
plicity in the experiment. In whatever
way the control had been gained, it was
through some natural excuse, leaving

the girl absolutely unsuspicious of her

own condition. Her life had been
di^idcd into complete and unrealized

duality—an end that could have been
obtained only by the suggestion of

forgetfulness prior to each awakening.
Should he go to Nellie Gaynor when
her strength should have returned, and
ask her the answer, to the riddle that

confronted him ? Perhaps. But for

the present silence was preemptory.

VI.

Look .11 iliat 1" exclaimed Alice,

as she held a newspaper at arm's length

and indicated its flaring headline with

a tragic-comic finger. "What did I

tell you ? There you are, my dear

hostess, in a costume of the vintage of

1840, at least. I hadn't an idea you
were alive when they wore those tall

hats and bustles. Dear me ! Never
saw one out of the family album. Tell

me, were you a dab at archery ?"

The whole forty-eight hours of excite-

ment and anxiety that had elapsed

since the robbery had failed to ruffle

Mrs. Kvclyn's equanimity, but now
she was roused to anger.

"It's perfectly disgraceful !" she

gas(x-d. "It ought not to Ije allowed !"

"Oh, look at the bangs !" jeered

Alice. "Dr. Wendham, do you sup-
pose she took ether when she had them
removed ? And I(x)k at me ! It's the

snap that Barney tfjok at Hempstead.
But wait ! Stop ! Lo<jk ! Listen !

Unfold the page and gaze ! We fade

into significance before tlie blaze of the

Lawdon as she appeared when rivaling

the Opera House chandelier.

"LIST OF STOLEN ARTICLES.

"Now, we'll really know, of course.

"Diamond tiara, valued at S 2.5,000

Sapphire set, valued at 20,000
Rul>y and diamond pendant, valued at 30,000
Pearl and diamond collar, valued at. . . 18,000
Diamond and pearl ring, valued at. . . . 3,000
Emerald necklace, valued at 60,000

"She's going strong

!

"Brown and yellow diamond ring ,5,000

Brown, pear-shaped pearl earrings. . . . .5,(X)0

Emerald and diamond dinner ring. . . . 2,000
Diamond t>ow knot 5,000

"Now, if that doesn't incite the
star\'ing East Side to riot it won't be
the fault of the editorial writer and the
police misinformation bureau. When
the Lawdon reads that she'll forgive

John for lifting her twinkles. She
couldn't have had it better done if

she'd been a prima donna with an
expensive press agent."
Wendham turned from the window,

his hands deep in his pockets. "Ever
run down ?" he inquired.

Alice laughed. "Are you asking as

clock maker, a physician, or a fox-

hound ?" She sobered suddenly, threw
the paper upon the center table, and
leaned bark with her feet crossed and
her hands in her pcM-kets. "But I'll

tell you who is run down for sure—it's

poor Nellie. I stepped into her room
before I came down. She's done.
Lfx)ks to me as if she w.is in for a good,

big attack of something. Adele was
putting compresses on her head."
Wendham crossed the room (luickly,

intercepting a [)assing .servant. "Ask

if I may see Mrs. Gaynor." He turned,

addressing himself to Mrs. Evelyn.
"Who is Mrs. Gaynor's physician ?" he
asked. "I consider her case critical.

If you would ask her, we might send
for him—physicians' etiquette, you
know."

Mrs. Evelyn opened wide blue eyes.

"Dear me ! don't you know that Nellie

thinks she is all sorts of a dtxitor her-

self ? She never calls anyone in. No,
indeed 1 She prescribes a little strych-

nine if she doesn't eat, and a little

chloral if she doesn't sleep—and there

you are."

"And there you're likely to be not !"

exclaimed Alice. "You don't mean to

say—•!" Dr. Wendham was gone. "I

don't wonder he was upset," continued
Alice. "I'm glad you tipped him off."

Mrs. Evelyn took up the paper. "I

suppose you heard, Alice, what they

found out about John ? She had re-

co^ered her tone of aloofness.

"No," said Alice, "I didn't."

"It's too bad," the hostess remarked.
"I do hate to lose a housekceiJcr."

Alice rose with a bound. "What,
has John stolen Mrs. Creeks ? John's

a hero !"

"No," an.swcred Mrs. Evelyn with

com])lete litcralness; "no, he didn't do
that. But .she didn't investigate his

references properly. It seems that tlie

man has been in jail and had forged

letters; recommendations front i)eoi)le

tra\eling on tlie Trans-Siberian roads

or something, and somebody who has

been Consul somewhere. Creeks liked

the tone and the stationery, and took a

chance. I wish Mrs. Lawdon would
go away," she continued. "It annoys
me to sec her arouiul. She examines
me as if she expected me to appear in

her lost diamonds—little yellow cat !"
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A nervous step drew their attention.

Evelyn entered.

"Where's Wendham ?" he inquired

abruptly.

Alice nodded toward the stairs.

"Gone to prescribe for Mrs. Gaynor, I

fancy."
"Um !" he growled impatiently. "I

want to sec him. Confoimd this busi-

ness !" he broke out; "it's got more
turns to it than a—the Briarcliff

course !"

"Yes," said his wife, going to him
paper in hand. "Have you seen

this ?"

"That and a dozen more," he snap-

ped. "I'm sick of the sight of the

whole outfit. And as for the Lawdons
—that woman's a skirling harpy !"

Alice jumped. "Skirling harpy!
Thanks, dear old m.an, one thousand
times ! Banzai ! I couldn't think

what I wanted to say; but you have
it
—

'skirling harpy !' Far be it from
me to engage in a tilt of words with one
so gifted—oh ! 'skirling harpy'!"

"If you're through with that," ex-

claimed Evelyn with unwonted harsh-

ness, "run up to Nellie'§ room and ask
Wendham to join me as soon as he
can."

"No sooner said than done," called

Alice as she disappeared. A moment
later she returned, followed by the
physician.

"Cass," he said quickly be-

fore that gentleman could

open his mouth, "send some
one out for this—and this,

immediately." He signed the

slips with his fountain pen.

"I find her condition most
unsatisfactory," he added;
"there is every symptom of

brain fever. Now, Mrs.
Evelyn, with your permis-

sion, I will telephone for a

nurse."

"Is Nellie so very ill
?"

asked Evelyn, startled from
his own concerns.

"Very, I'm afraid."

A very silent and troubled
group watched him hurrying
down the corridor. Mrs.
Evelyn was the first to break
their tangled thoughts.

"There, now. 1 hat Law-
don woman has made Nellie

ill. My dear, I'll never ask
anyone to oblige anyone in

order to be considerate of any-
one again. It's perfectly

ridiculous! Alice, let's go up
stairs and see if Adele needs
help, or if we can arrange
matters more com.fortably."

The two ladies withdrew,
leaving Evelj n alone in the
cheerful morning room. He
paced the floor nervously. j^y
His brow was knitted, his
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hands clenched. Life had become far

too strenuous to suit his placid nature.

A moment later Wendham entered.

"She's coming-—the nurse, I mean.
Old man, it's serious, and I want your
permission to take charge."
"You have it," said Evelyn promptly.

"What you say goes."

"Mrs. Gaynor must not see anyone
except the nurse, her maid and myself
under any circumstances."

"Oh," said Evelyn, "and Polly and
Alice have just gone to her."

Wendham made a gesture of im-
patience. "She's sleeping—they'll

have sense enough not to wake her.

Now, you wanted me. Is there any
further trouble ?"

Evelyn's face was puzzled. "I don't
know what you'd call it. I've just

had an interview with Dawson."
"They've caught him ?"

"No," said Evelyn; "he came back
and gave himself up to m.e. No one
else knows he's here, except the gar-

dener's wife, who's a sort of cousin of

his. She came this m.orning and told

me that some one wished to speak with
me privately at the cottage. Of course.

I thought of the detectives, and went.
He was there. You could have floored

me with a straw. The upshot of the
whole matter is this. The fellow says
he funked and ran awav because he

lady told me to find those things that were hers-
sure that no one saw me

was sure his past would find him out
and he'd be taken on circumstantial

evidence. Swears he had nothing what
ever to do with the robbery, and sticks

to it that he did see Adele near the
Lawdon 's door. He says he was tempt-
ed to hold her up and make her divide

the spoils, but when he saw her stand
it down he got frightened and ran for it.

He owns he's been a .scamp, but swears
he forged those recommendations only
in order to get a new start, and with
evcrv' intention of keeping straight

once he was estal)lishQd in the way of

making his living—and, Wendham. I

believe him. I can't help it. Now, I

don't know where we are. The man
has thrown himself on my mercy.
There's the circumstantial evidence,

and that Lawdon woman hot for blood;

but on the other hand, there's Nellie

ill, and she's taken the accusation

against Adele to heart—sc—well—I'll

be hanged, Boyd, if I know what move
I ought to make."
Wendham thought quickly. With

the clew of the valet's disappearance
removed, the trail led back again to

Adele—and then—he shuddered. At
any rate he must have full knowledge
in order to protect the woman he loved

from danger direct or indirect. "See
here," he spoke sharply, "I've an idea

I can get the truth out of Adele if any-
one can. As a doctor I've

had a varied experience.

Now, before you tell anybody
about Dawson, before \-ou

make any move at all, let me
have an interview with her

alone, there in your private

office. I'll do it now, and you
keep watch for me, for I

positively must not be inter-

rupted. Is it a go ?"

Evelyn almost smiled, so

relieved was he that anyone
would assume the respon-

sibility of action.

"Go on, Boyd—you're a

brick. I'm.—I'm everlastingly

obliged to you !"

"I'll bring her here," said

\\'endham. : "and if you'll have
the kindness to stay in the

drawing-room., v'ou can see

that no one comes in. I'll go
for her."

Evelyn settled himself in

an easy chair in the drawing-
room, whence he could see

the entrance to the gun room,
the main staircase and hall,

and the farther entrance to

the breakfast rooin. The
house was as quiet as if

deserted.

Wendham went directly to

Mrs. Gaynor's suite and
knocked gently. He found
his patient resting with fever-

ish heaviness. By her side
-to be
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sat Adele, her faithful eyes fixed with

solicitous adoration upon the sleeper's

•
. face.

"Adele," said Wendham softly, "I

have some instructions to give you. I

must explain the use of some apparatus.

Come downstairs."

Mrs. Gaynor stirred

at the sound of his

voice, seemed on the

point of waking but
settled once more among
the pillows. The phy-
sician signed to the

servant.

"Tell the maid, which-
ever one cares for this

floor, to be on hand in

case Mrs. Gaynor needs

her." Adele rang the

corridor bell, and a mo-
ment later the maid
approached. "Wait here,

near the door," Wend-
ham oidered. "Mrs.
Gaynor is resting now,
but .she might wake and
need attention. I must
gi\e this girl some
special instructions."

He conducted his
charge rapidly across the

gun room to the quiet of Evelyn's
private office. In spite of his will his

heart beat heavily and his throat con-
tracted in fear of what revelations

might come.
\\'ith an effort he calmed himself.

"Sit here," he said, indicating the end of

the divan. The light poured through
the u ncurtained window. The woman's
face was calm and attentive. "You
realize, I suppose," he began gently,

"that your mistress is very ill ?"

"I was afraid so," she answered.
"I wish to be certain," he continued,

drawing his chair close to the girl, "that
>'ou are strong enough to take charge
of the ca.se, until we bring in a trained

nurse. You suffer from neuralgia, do
you not ?" He passed his hands gently
over her forehead and face. "Let n'.e

see your eyes." She turned to him.
His fine hands wove a slow pattern of

gestures before her. "You are in pain
now ?"

"Yes," she nodded, a wrinkle form-
ing between her level lirows.

"In great pain. If >ou sleep now,
you will be rested and able to take care
of your mistress. Will you sleep now—

•

slee()—sleep." His voice became in-

sistent and soothing.

She nodded , sighed heavily, and suc-
cumbffl slowly.

He rose, caught her relaxed Inxly and
straightened it upon the fiivan. For a
montent he held her pulse, then lifted

the white ej'elid and looked at the

I)upil beneath.
"You are asleep—sound asleep ?"

III'., trini- wri^ n;ilf r illfut lop
,

L
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"Yes," came her voice, strangely

dulled, as if far away.
"I want you to remember some things

for me. Mrs. Gaynor wants me to

know—she wants you to tell me be-

cause I can help her. Wliere did you
hide the diamonds you took from Mrs.

Lawdon's room ?"

Without hesitation,

and in the same placid,

remote voice, she an-

swered. In spite of the

suspicion that had be-

come conviction, this

direct acknowledgment
stunned him. In the in-

tensity of his emotion
his attention strayed

from the details of the

woman's confession.

"Tell me that again,"

he ordered. "Repeat it

slowly."

Obediently, with

measured utterance, she

began again. "The iv'y

grows under the window.
There is a nail in the

brickwork ; a wire is tied

was first upon to it. I reached it from
scene the window. The bag

is red leather, like the

bricks; it's on the end of the wire.

You can't see it from outside, and the

nail and wire are like those set for the

vines." Her voice trailed off in a mur-
mur of deep sleep.

"Tell me, remember well—where did

you get that bag ?"

"My lady gave it to me."
"Wlien did you take those jewels

from the hat box ?"

"When everv'one was at dinner."

"Who told you to ?"

"My lady told me to find these things

that were hers—to be sure that no one
saw me. A key hangs with many others

on a ring beside the mirror; it is flat

and has two grooves and a round hole

at the top."

During the latter part of the sentence
the girl's voice
changed. It was as

;!;

if a phonographic I)

record had been H'

turned on, so perfect

was the reprfKluction

of Nellie Gaynor's
voice. The effect was
almost terrifying, yet
a strange tenderness
toward the erring
woman filled hisheart.

Even in her crime
she had spared her
tool the consciousness of wrong doing.

She had directed her to take her
mistress's proper belongings from a

placi' indicated. Then knowledge
mtK'ked him. An honest will cannot be
blindly driven to crime, even when
ti|I,^f.r\icnt. ^'<t !'< <liifur tn t)w

gentler interpretation, striving*to %^
some comfort where palliafipn antl

excuse were denied. •'

t-,./,
"Did anyone see you whenVoV T^*i

the room ?" he asked. ^^S-T-ii^''^
"Yes. I was far down the corridorT

He spoke and passed me. I did not

answer."
Wendham bent over her. His jaw

was set with determination, his brows
drawn with pain.

"Tell me, and remember carefully,

have you ever taken your mistress's

jewels before from other places ? Think
well."

"Yes," she said slowly.

"When you were stopping in Doug-
laston, what was it that time ?"

"My lady's long string of pearls. I

went back for them; my lady had for-

gotten them, and told me where."
"How did you get into the house ?"

"I came in in veils and a long coat,

like
"

A cry and report—^so close and loud

that the air seemed rent by the ex-

plosion.

W^endham leaped to his feet.

The doorway framed a group in

tragic violence. Nellie Gaynor, gray
as death, a silken garment flung over

her nightdress, where quickly spread a

crimson stain, was clinging gasping to

the shaking arm of Evelyn, while on
the floor at her feet lay a heavy 44.

"Good God !" he cried.

"Look, look !" stammered Evelyn.

"Is she dying ?"

A flash of intelligence came to

Nellie's eyes. She ojiened her set

teeth to speak, but her utterance was
choked in blood.

Suddenly Wendham straightened,

the habit of the physician mastering

him.
"The wound is in the neck—there's

a chance." He spoke quickly and his

eyes commanded Evelyn's explicit

obedience.

Ali'eady cries and the rush of hurry-

ing feet announced the arrival of the
' frightened household.

"It was an accident.

She has brain fever,

Evelyn. She is en-

tirely out of her head.

I will bring Adele."

He laid Nellie in

Evelyn's arms, and
sprang within the den.

The unmoved sleep

of the woman con-

trasted like the awful
incongruity of a night-

mare, with the srrnc

enacted so close beside her.

"Wake up ! Wake up ! Adele.

Wake quickly—forget our talk. Your
mistress needs you. She is hurt

—

come !" His swift hands flew alxjve

the girl's still features. She sat up as if

Continued on page 2S.S.
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The Light in Her Eyes
By Marguerita Spalding Gerry

Illustrated by Walter Tittle
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AT three every afternoon, Smith
made his way to his Lieutenant's
steamer chair, in a sheltered nook

under the pilot house on the starboard
side, carrying rugs and cushions. In

perhaps ten minutes he appeared again
almost carrying the Lieutenant himself.

The Lieutenant was very tall where
Smith was short, so the arm that Smith
had passed around his own neck re-

mained there without much difficulty;

and, thus supported, the empty sleeve

secured by being thrust into a pocket,
and with the sergeant's own arm
around the drooping body, the journey
from stateroom to deck could be per-

formed without much difficulty. Smith
had seen to it that the most desirable

spot on the forward deck was reserved
for his charge; it was pleasantly in the
sun, and yet shielded from the north-
west wind that was beginning to have
a bite in it. In fact, it was a spot that
the deck steward reserved usually only
where the tip was of princely magni-
tude. Yet Smith, who had been put
in charge of Harthen's slender resources,

had no argument but a hastily uttered
story poured into a usually' impassi\'e
ear.

Those passengers of the Yokohama
who happened to be in the vicinity

were apt to turn their heads away when
the pair appeared. Harthen was too
uncomfortably like a corpse to have
the spectacle one upon which their

eyes cared to rest. And when the
fUssy, anxious little attendant had
cautiously lowered his charge into the
depths of the chair, swathed him with
so many rugs that it was only by infer-

ence that one could imagine a man was
at the center of them, and sat down on
the camp stool at his side, the emaciat-
ed face, with the thick skin lying in

loose, yellowed folds over the large
features, was still without expression.
One could only conjecture whether the
listlessness of the hollow eyes was due
to weakness or despair.

Curious passengers paused to ask
the attendant about his story, sym-
pathetic souls sought for news of his
condition. The questions were answer-
ed or evaded, according to Smith's
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intuition as to the motive of the en-
quirer.

On the fourth morning out, Miss
Halstead, with a motion of her definite

little right hand which signihed that

the companions of her promenade
should go on without her—there was
one new one that afternoon—stopped
before the pair.

"Why do you always hold his hand
in yoyrs ?" she inc|uired, without pre-

lude. Directness was characteristic of

her. Underneath the tender appeal of

the glance of eye and quality of voice,

was the quiet assurance that people
would do as she suggested.

Smith struggled to his feet, still hold-

ing the limp hand in his.

"WTiy, it's this way, ma'am," he
answered with the deference that he
rarely accorded to unmilitary inter-

locutors. "The Lootenant's been all

shot up. And his nerves is all to the

bad—it's a nervous breakdown, the

doctor says," with a sudden assump-
tion of medical phraseology. "Though
it's insultin', it seems to me, to talk

about his havin' nerves !"

"Tell me all about it. No, no,

please sit. I understand, you can't

move. I would rather stand." She
was facing them as she leaned against

the railing. "Doesn't he hear ?" This
query was made with her eyes, but was
so definite that Smith answered it

aloud.

"No, indeed, ma'am." It was queer
that the man instinctively called her

"ma'am" when he was convinced that

she was not only unmarried, but very
young. "He's been that way for

weeks. He either doesn't hear at all,

or he's so numblike that he doesn't

care. It would be good for him, I

figure it out, if something he heard
would start him up a bit. It ain't

natural to he like he is."

The wind had loosened a corner of

the big-plaided rug whose reds and
greens made more ghastly the ghastly

face. A shudder passed over the girl

as the long lankness of the sleeve was
laid bare, empty from the shoulder;

and then tears made her eyes more
tender. But the sergeant leaned for-

ward to tuck in, with his disengaged
right hand, the rug around the bony
shoulders. His touch was as tender

and fussy as that of an inexperienced

little mother with a month-old baby.
But a glance from Miss Halstead's

eyes brought him back to the Lieuten-

ant's bony fingers, clasped tight in his

own hard hand.
"Would you mind—if it isn't too

much trouble—?" Smith straightened

his -shoulders and was twice the man
he was before he heard the gentle

courtesy of her voice. "I would so love

to hear the whole stor>', from the %'ery

beginning, you know—every word !"

"Indeed, I'd be proud to tell you,

ma'am." Miss Halstead could not

know that half the passenger-list of the

Yokohama had made the request she

had voiced, to be refused in grufT dis-

courtesy.

"We was part of the Allies about
Tien-Tsin, and things was goin' bad.

There was the old city, and the walls

went around it in a sort of a square.

And the Chinamen was pouring shot

and shell down into us from the walls

as hard as they could drive. Outside

the walls was a rotten moat, full of

Chinamen, some of 'em dead for a week.

Outside that was a swamp and next to

that a field. The field was where the

General-in-chief, an Englishman, was
directing things and where the reser\'es

was.
"I wasn't in the Lootenant's com-

pany at first—he was actin' Captain
only he hadn't been made that yet

official. Mine was the Fourth. He
had just reported from taking a wound-
ed chap to the rear under hea\'y fire,

and volunteered for service and got it.

"Then he came out where I was—

I

hadn't been in action—there ain't no
reason for to tell you why." His face

was darkly red and he turned his eyes

away from her. "I was feelin' sore.

And the Lootenant knew it by lookin'

at me, so he said: 'You don't give a
damn, do you ?' And I said I didn't.

Then he laughed, a bi^, happy sort of a
laugh. He was about the huskiest

off'cer I ever see, ma'am; not much of

a man to make a show aound where



ladies was, but a jim-dandy to make
men follow after him. 'Then you come
along with me; we don't want any
chaps that have got wives and babies

to go home to,' he went on. 'For it's a
stiff job we're going in for. But if

-ome fools like us don't get up near
enough to shoot the grin out of their

\ellow faces—well, there are women
and children within the walls ! And
^there's a line in the des-

patches for every one of us
that falls !'

"It was a tough enough
proposition to get the men
across the field. For, you
know, that sort of thing
ain't got the hurrah and
trumpeting and dash of a
general charge. It's just

pushing your men on bit

ijy bit where it's mighty
bad walkin', and seein',

on an average of once a
minute, some man crumple
up and slip down. But
when we got into the
marsh it got harder still.

The Lootenant did his best,

but we was only a hundred
and sixty to start with, and
then we was, only about
ighty. So pretty soon the
men stopped altogether,

• ind he couldn't get 'em on.
( le had his left arm brand-
ishin' around in the air the
way you can't help doin'
when you're cursin' 'em
i)y turns, and kickin', too,

ind threatenin' to shoot,
when a lump of shrapnel
come along and glanced off

from a tree and tore his

arm all to pieces. And he
crumpled up, too, and slid

to the ground.
"When I got to him he

was dyin' peaceful enough, because an
artery had been cut that had made a
gwxl-size puddle of blood on the ground,
liut when he came to a little he knew,
' if course, that we wouldn't get up under
the walls unless he made us, so he gave
up feelin' comfy on the ground and
got me to help him to screw the thing
up somehow and plug the hole with
first-aid bandages. He got to his feet,

with the hanging hand stuck into a
ptxkct because it got in the way. And,
well, he'Jgot us up there somehow. I

don't know whether the Lord or the
devil helixxi him to do it. But sixty
()f us—with him at the head looking
like nothin' human that I ever see and
yelling like a crazy man—got through
the stinkin* water of that there moat
and hung on somehf)w and held the
(ire so the other chaps could get their
breath and forget how bad they wanted
to run. It seemed to nie that it was
the next minute that the Japs piled
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into it and there was a big hurrah, with
some more scrappin' of course, but it's

different when it's on your side. And
then it was over and we got in.

"And now it's a gamble whether he
quits or not. The doctors say he's

cured, but I think something's broken
inside of his head or nerves or some-
thing and he don't partciular want to

live. And I can't make him, nohow.

"You come along with me," he said, "we don't want
chaps that have wives and babies"

He don't give a d-dime even when I

read him the despatches and he sees

that he's been posted by the English
general for conspicuous gallantry and
recommended for the V. C—which of

course he can't get, not being an English-
man, but is the nearest they could come
to giving it to him—and decorated by
the Japanese. His captain's commis-
sion is waiting for him. He's got the
whole Service in his pocket ! And he
won't even take an egg-and-sherry un-
less I choke him so he has to swallow
it! And then he'd fight me if he
wasn't so weak !"

The little man's voice had grown
husky and he bent his head as he tucked
the rug over the feet of the inert figure

to hide the blurring of his eyesight.

When his hand was loosened and the

invalid missed the finn, wann, human
cUisi), his bo<ly began to shake with
pitiful tremors, and dismn- in<I terror

came into the pale eye
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Miss Halstead had been following
the sergeant's story with a face that
alternately paled and flushed and with
lips that often trembled. With her
eyes hidden she said to Smith

:

"You have to hold his hand like
that—all the time ? Or he shakes and
trembles so ? But that keeps you by
him ! That is hard on vou—confin-
ing."

The sergeant cleared his
throat, and spoke with em-
barrassed gruffness:

"That ain't notliin',ma-
a'm, to what I'd like to do.
The more you git a chance
to do the more dog-goned
proud you are when it's a
man—like—him."
"Do you suppose

—

"

The girl turned on him
with the impersonal direct-

ness that gave such a cur-
ious accession of dignity to
her slight and charming
presence. "Would it make
any difference to him if it

was the hand of anyone
else—my hand ?"

Sara had ne\'er recei\-ed

a greater tribute than the
fact that the battered per-
sonality that confronted
her saw nothing either be-

littling or humorous in her
suggestion

:

"We might trj' it, ma'-
am, and see."

("autiously a hand, soft

yet \igorous, slid its smooth
l)eauty into the long bony
fingers as the sergeant drew
his hand away. The ser-

geant straightened himself
and stretched his cramped
amis luxuriously. Miss
Halstead nodded to him
with authority:

"(Id and get some rest," she said,

under her breath, but with the finality

that marked her. "I'll stay here for

two hours."

It is doubtful if the Yokohama in the

length of her sea-going career had ever

had the sensation that was furnished

it that day. When the tidings reached
the aunt, the fiction of whose authority

was one of Miss Halstead's most valued
po.ssessions since it ena!)led her to have
her own way very nearh' to the top of

her bent, that lady swaljowtnl hard in

anticipation of her certain defeat ancl

bore down upon the spot on the for-

ward deck, under the pilot-house, on
the starboard side.

Miss Halstead, who understood per-

fectly that none of the excellent rea-

.sons she might bring forward to ex-

plain her action would be comprehend-
ed by her relative, confined herself in

the short conversation, where ncitlur

voice rose above a beautifully enunci-

any
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ated murmur, to a gentle statement of

her intentions in the matter. Gradu-
ally the wave of amusement, the xmder-

current of ridicule, subsided around

the invulneral)le young figure, and she

was tacitly allowed to fill her place at

the side of the piteous wreck with no

comment.
For days Harthen was apparently

oblivious. At first he was actually so,

too near to the death he had evaded

and too indifferent to the life he might
have to take up again, to be conscious

that it was not Smith's hand that closed

around his own. But there came a

day when something that was not an

idea and not altogether a sensation

penetrated to the sullen recesses where
the bewildered soul of him had taken

refuge, and he turned his eyes and
looked. Out of a vaguely inimical

space, peopled hitherto with discord-

ant sounds and distasteful images, two
eyes, made tender by thick lashes of

velvet blackness, regarded him. From
that day, although motion was to him
a thing to l:e dreaded and speech a

phenomenon almost impossible to com-
pass, although he might lie for hours

in an apathy that was apparently never

to be lifted, yet in some vague, thrilling

way he felt.

They had been at sea two weeks be-

fore there was any evidence in the

invalid's manner that her presence

meant anything to him. It was when
she was ten minutes late one afternoon.

Smith had observed it, for he had made
a mental note that the beer would be
going stale, when his attention was
drawn to his patient's unusual restless-

ness. From one side to the other

Harthen turned his heavy head, his

eyes brightened by unmistakable irrit-

able inquiry, and the rugs displaced by
his peevish motions.
At that moment Miss Halstead came

into sight. And into the Lieutenant's

hollow eyes there came unmistakable
satisfaction. Smith saw it, and from
that day dated the military salute with
which he invariably greeted the lady.

It was the one mark of deference he
knew concerning whose good form he
could have no doubt. Miss Halstead
realized her promotion and marked it

with a quiet little side smile, full of

indulgent humor.
But the stirring of the lapsed per-

sonality of the man brought to the sur-

face a sediment of sullen despair. He
had lifted his whole body eagerly.

But the motion hurt the still sore

wound. And that brought back, what
he had for the thousandth time for-

gotten, that inconceivable outrage, the
loss of his arm. The blood for an in-

stant rushed to his anguished, humili-

ated face and then ebbed away. His
eyes turned to the side of the ship,

sought the water. There was sinister

calculation in their hopeless depths.
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Being a woman who was all a-tingle

with delicate perceptions of the very
thoughts of others, Miss Halstead
understo<xl.

"He is thinking he might as well drop
overboard," she said to herself, in pain-

ful symi)atiiy, as the poor eyes sought
hers in hunted uncertainty as to how-

much .she had divined. "What can I

do that will make him want to live ?"

She would not act hastily. She knew
that the man's tragedy was a desperate

one.

"And I'm sure he's so worth-while !"

she sighed to herself.

But through the two hours' quietude
she sat with her mand at work. "If he
were once convinced that he could

make up for it somehow—," she mused.
WTien Smith came back she sat with

her eyes still on the endless procession

of the waves, and on her face the deep,

in-drawn look.

From that time Sara went about with

a purpose.
She began by appearing at Harthen's

side with a bundle of letters, steamer
letters she remarked to the departing

Smith, which she had not yet had time

to read, and which she would look over

as she sat there. WTien Harthen and
she were alone together she glanced

through one or two and began making a

comment or so aloud. Talking had
never been a part of the programme;
but now, in spite of persistent silence,

she chose to consider that the invalid

could listen.

ChcT one of the letters she deliber-

ately halted.

"Plucky fellow !" she exclaimed em-
phatically. "Well, that is just about
the bravest man I know ! Any other

man would have thought his life was
over." She almost laughed out with

satisfaction, for the fingers that she

held contracted. So she went on:

"It's one of my friends who has had a

knock-down blow. Tuberculosis, you
know. He couldn't live East. And
he had just worked up a splendid law

practice. He had to lose all his equip-

ment—half his life thrown away—

"

She paused a moment, artistically, and
then fluttered leaves and spoke with an

absent voice: "Any one might be ex-

cused for being bitter. But he tells

me he is getting interested in the con-

ditions on the Indian reservations —
there in dry countries where he can
live, you know. Here—yes, this is

what he says: 'a practically unlimited

field^—it's the type of character. They
are such splendid men.' Good gracious,

he got a bear ! But there, I mustn't

tire you." She lapsed into silence,

noting, from the corner of her eye, that

there was an unmistakable flicker of

interest in the dull eyes.

The next day it was the career of

Nelson that she had been reading about,

and the keenness of his observ-ation in

spite of his one eye; on another day
she was glowing over the intrepid old
English admiral with his wofxlen leg.

Pnxlding, suggesting, inspiring, ne\er
exjHcting any response, but keeping
up her comment as though monologue
were her accustomed field, wanting no
sign but the in\oluntary motions that
she was keen enough to interpret, bring-
ing the whole genius of her subtle and
tender personality to bear upon her
self-imposed task of saving from wreck
the life that chance had thrown in her
way, as absorbed in the m.omentary
interest as if she had elected it to be her
life pursuit, quite as enthusiastically

as though her way had not been illumin-

ated with like fervors and as though
many more did not await her in the
environment to which she was rfeturn-

ing—thus did Miss Halstead work for the
remaining week of their passage.
From Harthen, though from day to

day even the most indifferent could see

impro\ement-—Smith recorded with
something \ery like tears of joy in his

little reddened blue eyes that the
Lieutenant was so much better that
he swore when the sergeant was clumsy
in getting him on deck—there was never
a word. Whether he was conscious of
her effort, whether he was bored by it

or simply enduring, often whether he
was awake even, there was nothing to
tell her. L'ntil it came to the last day.
They were all out on deck, watching

the indistinct line of California coast
form itself into the beautiful crescent

harbor. Miss Halstead, in the midst
of the general confusion and excitement,
chose to stand near Harthen, not speak-
ing but conveying to him in this mo-
ment that must be fraught for him
with almost unbearable feeling—she
had disco\ered from Smith that a
mother was awaiting him—the assur-

ance of her own understanding thought.
As she turned away to answer some
query of her aunt, she thought that
her skirt caught, and bent over to de-
tach it. But it was Harthen's hand.
He was looking strongly up at her, and
his gray eyes were keen and bright.

"I am going to live," he said. "I
want you to know it."

Miss Halstead came into her draw-
ing-room with the slightest frown of

impatience upon her face. Kerby had
forgotten the sponge cakes and the
lemon for tea again, and Captain Har-
then had written that he would be
there at five. Sara was impatient of

forms in most things. But it was a
tiuism that certain things had to be,

and she had very little patience with
people that d'd not do their work.
Now she rang for Kerby, brought him
to a sense of his short-corrings in a \c''y

few words, and sent him' away with the-

distinct impression that, if it happened
again, he would lose a very good situa-
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tion. Then she dismissed the tiresome

<letail from her consciousness and won-
dered how Captain Harthen would look

after the intervening months.
She had supposed that the landing at

San F"rancisco meant the ending of the

incident that had formed the central

point of the voyage. With the im-

personality- that was so curious a con-

trast to the impassioned interest with

which she threw herself into the pur-

suit of her ideas, she had not the

slightest emotion over the fact that,

ha\ing drawn the man back into a

wholesome altitude toward his life, she

would probably
ncxcT see him
again. While
Harthen as an
invalid might
make over-
whelming ap-

peal to the exqui-

site tenderness

that awoke in

her at the sight

of suffering, she

realized perfect-

ly that Harthen,
a nonnal human
being, would
probably prove
rather tiresome

than otherwise.

Even if he did
not develop the

sentimental pro-

clivities that one
or two of the musicians or painters

around whose neglected merit she had
rallied friends and relatives in times
past had done, it was a stupid situation,

and she had never understood why he
had thought it necessary to send her,

from time to time, fonnal and per-

functory reports concerning his condi-

tion and plans. Worse than anything
else, he might consider himself under
oljligation to her, which was a situation

that efTectually prevented any intelli-

gent sensible interchange of ideas. That
ifternoon Sara did not look altogether

'he person with whom any nonually
constituted male being could placidly

interchange impersonal theories.

A hca^icr dash of rain against the
.t;lass sent her to the window with a mis-
Kiving concerning the effect upon an
invalid of the driving rain. Then she
caught herself. Of course Captain
Harthen was probably perfectly well
It this time—in fact, his letter had said
lie was. She was turning from the
-pectade of tlie moving stream of

obi ing, glistening umbrellas when a
i.ill figure came into sight; it was swing-
ing along at a great pace, with an easy,
igorous stride that filled her with

' Hiick approval of the power it revealed.

The man carried no umbrella. His
;ray felt anny hat .shed the rain in

(reams, and the rubber cape that he

wore was sleek with wet. And, as he
drew nearer, Miss Halstead saw that

his strong, high military boots looked
imjjersious to all but the Deluge. As
the man climbed her own steps she

turned from the window with a sudden
realization that it was Harthen him-
self.

She was still conscious of a most un-
usual sense of embarrassment when
Kerby announced him. It was not
within her reckoning that the man
should carry with him quite the sense

of dominance that that splendidly

picturesque figure had revealed. The

"Shoot the grin out of their yellow faces"

.soft chimes of a clock in the next
room sounded five times as Harthen,
having wriggled his glove off against

his thigh after an expert fashion,

handed it to the waiting servant, ad-
vanced into the center of die room,
and stood gravely in the frivolous

candle-light awaiting her greeting.

He had chosen to wear the khaki
which she had been used to think
made more death-like the face of the
invalid the summer before. But now
it covered the deep chest, the magnifi-

cently straight and broad shoulders,

the slender waist and powerful limbs
of a man who stood facing her in the

full, almost insolent spleiulor of man-
hood. Although she woukl not let her
eyes actually seek it, she felt that
even the emjity sleeve was worn like

a badge of honor, flaunttxl with almost
defiant bravery-, a pennant to ward off

pity. So splendidly set up he was, so
hard of muscle, without an ounce of

flesh that he could do without, so evi-

dently was the will the master, that
she caught her breath almost with
terror as if before an uncannily effec-

tive, soulless, ruthless machine of steel

and electricity.

She raised her eyes to his face. Ii

was all brown and gray; his skin was
dark almost .is the khaki against it, his

hair was a lighter brown, and his gray

eyes direct and steady, looked into hers

widi cool power. She had not guessed,

in all the days that she had sat beside

him on the Yokohama, how fine were
the lines of his features, how much
capacity for thought lay in the broad
forehead, how firmly the lips were set,

and how grim was the prominence of

the chin. His eyes held her, and she

felt flutteringly dominated, anxious to

conciliate. She was at once ir.-itated

with herself and on the defensive; the

sensation was a new one. So, after

the first greeting, she spoke with the

delicate, incisive coolness of which she
was capable, in-

stead of the
warmth of wel-

come that the

circumstances
would have nat-

urally demand-
ed.

"You are on
your way to
Washington,
you said ?"

"To take in-

structions from
the State De-
par tme n t—
they're giving
me a special de-
tail to make
some observa-
tiort*" He
spoke with
crisp, imperson-

"But before I sail—

I

Russia— I had to see

al decisiveness,

go by way of

you "

"What was the obligation ?" Some-
thing within her was pitting against
hiin, even while she was inwardly scold-

ing herself for rudeness to the guest
who certainly demanded considera-
tion at her hands.
But lie accepted her challenge witli

seriousyiess

:

"I considered it an obligation. I

told you I was going to live. I had
made up my mind to drop off the side
before we landed. I was just waiting
until I could walk the distance from
the chair. You were the first person
tliat made me think living was wortJi
tlie effort—Good Lord, it wasn't that
there weren't enough people after one
in Naga.saki, what witJi volunteer
nurses smoothing your forehead when
all you wante<l was to be alloweti to go
to slecf), and girls laying flowers on
your pillow and all that rot. But not
a soul of them all had the sense to know
that what a fellow wants in a ca.se like

that isn't sympathy, bift assurance that
there is a way to live—that he can still

be on his job. Wliy, even General
Hamlin went out of the room with the
tears streaming down his face, and a
dandy okl scrapper like him ought to

have known better tlian that. But you
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knew, and you told me just what I

wanted to know. So, of course, I had

to come here, as soon as I had had a

chance to get myself into condition, so

you could see whether you thought I

had made good so far. I owed that

to you
"

The impression that his man-
ner conveyed was that this was

a piece of almost professional

duty, that he was reporting to a

superior officer. Sara fell into

the mood; she regarded him

with a face as serious as his own

:

"How did you do it ?" she

said. "It's like a miracle."

Then she made an effort to bring

the situation into the nonnal.

She seated herself and lighted

the lamp under the kettle. "But
I'm sure you must want some
tea."

He disregarded the interrup-

tion although he took the easy-

chair opposite to her. But he
answered the question she had
asjced.

"I went into training as soon

as I was strong enough to walk."

It was odd how the detached
definiteness of his toUe had the

force to Sara of the most im-

passioned utterance she had ever

heard. Perhaps it was that her

quick imagination constructed

for her the determination not to

be conquered that lay behind it.

"There was an ex-bruiser athome
that had some good ideas," he
went on, "and we worked out

some exercises that served. The
worst of it was the /a<." There
was the nearest to a show of

emotion that the interview had
brought forth — the emphasis
on the word "fat" was indes-

cribable in its abhorrence. "As soon

as I began to gain, everything went
to flesh—all the food they give to in-

valids do that. So I had to work and
diet, too, to get that ofif and get muscle
up again."

He paused a moment, and the muscles
of his face tighteened:

"The doctors had told me that the

shoulder where they had taken ofif the

arm would certainly be higher than
the other, and that the lung would be
partially atrophied—always was in

such cases. I told them—^with elabora-

tions—that they didn't know what
they were talking about, that I didn't

propose to carry around anything like

that." Here he stood, his lean figure

very tense and straight. "Would you
mind coming here a minute, Miss Hal-
stead ?" he asked. "And put your
hand here ?"

She obeyed his gesture and spread
her fingers over his chest, while he in-

flated the lungs underneath. "And
here," he commanded, "on rr)y back !"
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Again she obeyed, and felt the great
bands knot and unknot under her hand,
as he flexed the muscles as seriously as

though promotion in his profession

depended on his establishing his fit-,

ness before this judge. "Do you see

any signs of atro|)hy there ?" he chal-

lenged her. "And is there any differ-

ence in the line of this shoulder ?"

She shook her liead in evidence of

the verdict, and sank into her chair

again, oddly disconcerted.

"I strike you as being a whole man,
not a makeshift ?" he asked, his search-

ing eyes on hers. "Ready to do a
man's work ?"

She nodded again, afraid to trust her
voice.

"Then that's done." He heaved a

big sigh, and sat looking into the fire-

light with a certain restfulness in his

face. He turned suddenly on her
again. "And, of course you did it, you
know that ?"

She began to disclaim, but he cut
her protestations short. "Oh, yes, you
did it," he ended the matter.

She found it comfortable to create a

diversion and made a cup of tea, which
he accepted perfunctorily. She couldn't

help seeing how cleverly he managed,
using the wide ann of his chair as a

table, and adjusting his plate and cake

and cup and saucer so well that no one
would have realized that he was mak-
ing one hand do the work of two. She
thought how much perseverance, how
much effort that skill in itself betrayed,
and her throat contracted, but more
in admiration than in pity.

"Yes, it took a good long
time to learn," he said prosily,

answering the thought behind
her eyes. "But it is cutting
up meat and putting on gloves
that is really hard."
"And what is it to be now?"

she asked.

"I think my work is going to

be in China," he said. "I doubt
if I come back here, for more
than a visit. The Chinese fight-

ing man is a pretty fine being;

he doesn't care what happens to

him. You get to respect men
that even with your superior

training you have had to put up
a good hard fight to beat. Things
are going to be happening. And
I'd like to have a hand in

making an army. I tell you,
there's great stuff there

!"

The firelight caught his eyes,

and for the first time, she saw
the gleam in them of exalta-

tion; he was on fire with en-

thusiasm. It made her feel a
sudden chill of loneliness, this

purpose in which neither she

nor any woman could have a
part.

"Tell me," she said, leaning

forward. "Is this the only thing

you have brought out of all that

horror—the desire to go back ?

What has it meant to you,

after all, all that experience ?"

He studied her before he d.^"

cided to answer.

"I can't go into all the psychological

part of it. For one thing, I never was
much for going down inside myself to

drag up motives and all that. And for

another thing, there isn't any reason

at all for all the fuss people make about

fighting. There is nothing in it but

going crazy mad, determined to get

your men where you're told to go

—

and then, if you're hit, a long big grind

afterAvard when the only thing you

feel like doing is to swear at the whole

thing. And there's no use going into

the being sick part of it, for a field

hospital is no place to take a woman,
even in thought. But when you had
been detailed to bury the dead in

trenches before you were hit, and then

when your cot is right where you can

look, in the intervals when the surgeons

are not torturing you, into the room
where they are cutting other men up
and every other minute you see a leg

or an arm come shooting through the

air to add to the pile in the corner, you
Continued on page 285.



The Pope's Peace Terms
THE press throughout the Allied

countries has been practically

unanimous in its opinion that

the peace terms suggested by Pope
Benedict cannot be seriously considered

by the Allied Powers. Many of them
TT' ':€• the charge that the proposal was

ired by Germany and that the
osals are timed to answer the

c movement in that country-, to

licuiralize the pressure on Austria and
to take advantage of the Socialist

ttiovement in France and England for

fc peace on a "no annexation" basis.

Jrhe New York World says, com-
nenting on the Pope's proposals

—

'There can be no peace imtil Prussian-
ism is destroyed. Whether it is

iestroyed from without or from widiin
rests mainly with the German people
themselves, but destroyed it must be
if tliere is to be peace in the world.

That is now the beginning and the end
)f the war-aims of the Allies, and
unless achieved, autocracy has
triumphed and German militarism is

master of ci\'ilization."

The Boston Herald believes that
in\ thing like a general acceptance of

:he Pope's terms woukl set all the

rarious nations of the Allied group at

jne another's throats, and says:

"Suppose Great Britain, for example,
R'cre to say in some official way tliat

ihc likefl the Pope's program. What
!d Italy think of such an "abandon-
! of her aims in the Trentino?
Peninsula would cry 'Perfidious

'»n!' at tlie suggestion that after all

taiy's sacrifices of men and treasure

>hc would get nothing out of it Ijeyond

.vh.it is implied in the Pope's proposal.

rii? same would Le true of die British

olonies which ha\e con(|uere<l German
c.ssionswith great valor and detenni-

1
II 'H. .'\nd so >()U can go on down

:lii()Ugh the list. Meanwhile, see what
A' Mild hajjpen tcr Germany: She has
*(i(lcd together in a mid-European
illiance an cxtiaordinaniy powerful

J roup of nations, and she would
imcrge from the war to-day with a
»iitr<>l ()\er the heteiogenous [Kjpula-

ion-grou|)s of the Dual Monarchy, and
flirough Bulgaria a hoUl on the Balkans,
iinl with Turkey a route to the Bos-
>horous which would make her great
jrar of 1!)14-I»17 well worth fighting,
r'lTH the [K)int of view of her own
1 iismen, providc<l she suffered no
I IS elsewhere."
The London (England) Times calls

t an anti-Ally prf posal and says :

—

'Tlio papal ))eacc note propounds a
)laii of settlement for the world war
vl)i( h the Allies are bound to reject,

t is more anti-Ally even than was the

summary first sent out. A comparison
of the main proposals of this note with
those put forward in the Reichstag reso-

lution, in German schemes for the

.

Stockholm conference and in Gennan
articles and speeches, demonstrates the

peace the Pope proposes would, in fact,

be a German fieace. This strongly

confirms the suspicion that this docu-
ment is the outcome of German inspira-

tion. What are the nations to think

of a proposal which puts the innocent

assailed and the guilty aggressor upon
the same footing and intimates that in

place of reparation for wrong done

—

which they demand—^they ought to ac-

cept 'entire and reciprocal condona-
tion ?'

"

The Montreal Herald sa\s that ac-

ceptance of the proposed terms would
be an admission of German military

superiority. "Since the Pope's peace

offer was made public the Allies have
achieved some notable victories over

the Central Powers. The victories of

the Italians, in the face of most for-

midable natural obstacles, indicates the

waning power of the Austrians and the

imperative necessity of peace to save

"the ramshackle Empira" from disin-

tegration. Before Verdun and in

Flanders the British and French have
again demonstratetl the absolute
master>- of the Allied armies. On the

Eastern front, despite the disorganiza-

tion of the Rus.-;i:in army, die (iermans
have been unable to pursue die open-

ings afforded them, because of die

enormous strain and drain on die

Western front. Ever>thing indicates

that the Allien now have the upper
hand, (xcnuany is trying to create the

impression that if she cannot make any
further advances she can at any rate

retain her ga'n-;. Nobody outside Ger-
many believes that, however. To
negotiate with Germany for the return

of the territory she is now so precari-

ously holding would be to admit
German military superiority, and to

give Germany an o|)portunity of re-

couping herself to sf)me extent. But
todriv(! what remains of the Cicrman
armies back to their own land at the

|K)int of the bayonet would be a crush-

ing defeat of militarism, even if German
soil were never invaded."

In an editorial under the heading
"Dooming the Hohenzollern," The
Tnronio Mail endorses President Wil-
son's emphatic reply to the Pope's
proposals, saying:

"President Wilson's notice to Ger-
m;in>' that there can be no peace with
the Hohenzollern autocracy is thor-

oughly in line with Mr. Balfour's re-

cent declaration that permanent peace

can be secured only by making Ger-
many free or powerless. Premier Lloyd
George has frequently enunciated the

same principle—that there can be no
assurance of peace until the German
people have won control over their

affairs. Unquestionably Mr. Wilson's
brief, direct reply to the Pope's pro-

posals will cause foamings and ravings
in Berlin, and renewed howls about
Germans standing together against
foreign dictators, but the reaction will

not be against the Entente so much as
against the autocracy at horn?. . . .

Psychology and morale are half the

battle in long wars. Since the United
States came into the war, and neutral

after neutral has followed, moral in-

fluences have steadily worked against

the Central Empires. President Wil-

son's ringing definitions, of the issue,

put on the highest possible basis by a

natien seeking nothing for itself, have
been mighty strokes at the under-
pinning of Hohenzollernism. Auto-
cracy may force the German people to

further terrible privations and sacri-

fices, but by so doing, it is inevitably

digging its own grave."

Restitution, reparation and guaran-

tees in the opinion of The Toronto
Globe, must remain as the guiding prin-

ciples of fut^ire negotiations at the

peace conference that must one day
assemble to re-fashion the world. It

continues: Germany will have a place

at that Conference when she pays the

price of admission. Prcsiden; Wilson

makes it clear that there is no place at

that Conference for the emissaries of

military despotism. M •.
. Lloyd George

has told the people of Germany that

when they choose to seek i)cace as a

free peo|)Ie the Allies will meet them in

a very different attitude from that in

which they will meet theic present

rulers. President Wilson, \oicing the

Allies, comes back to the one condition

precedent to the discussion of measures
for the establishment of international

right and justice. The first and para-

mount ahn of the Allies is the complete
destruction of the military power of

Kaiserism. That is an essential pre-

liminary to peace negotiations. Peace
on any other terms, as the British

Premier insists, would be an inter-

national disastc.-. Were this essential

condition acJiieveti by the Ckjrman peo-

pk' theniselv'cs they would fiiul thai the

Allies would meet them in no imgener-

ous spirit. If the (jcnuan people light

this war to a finish beliind the Junkers
they will have to face a future in which
the world will hold them in distrust,

and in which their development m.iv

be hamix'icd by actual hostility.
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Doings In Dingbat Land
Verses by Ida Spragge Costain Drawings by Dudley Ward

In a faraway land live the Dingbat band
Their hom.e is the beautfiul moon.

Getting there is no trouble, you ride on a bubble,
For that is the Dingbat's balloon.

There are quaint little fays with peaceable ways,
Who love a good laugh and a joke.

They are proud of their eyes of saucerlike size;

And think they are quite handsome folk.

But now I must tell what trouble befell

To some of the Dingbat clan.

'Twas Gay-dog the King who started the thing

—

And this is just how it began.

Now the King as kings go wasn't half bad, you know
He was really quite human in taste.

But for reasons of state he had wed (cruel fate)
A queen with a forty-inch waist.

Her nam.e was Boo-hoo, and all she could,do
Was to cry seven days out of eight.

"I'm. so fat," she would wail, "not a thing will avail,

O what will reduce me in weight ?"

Though 'twas a great shame, Gay-dog you can't blame
When he finally sued for divorce.

"Her tears fall like rain, it's too wet to remain
Tied for life to a live water course."

Then at his command 'twas proclaimed thro' the land
That the king would another wife choose.

"But this time," said he,. "Venus-like she must be.

Short of that I shall surely refuse."

With trappings quite gay, in gorgeous array.

He rode on his elephant's back.

While his heralds cried, "Lo! The King cometh, now go
Bring your beauties. There must be no lack."



CANADA MONTHLY 275

But each Dingbat maid that joined the parade
Old Gay-dog turned quickly away.

They displeased with their eyes, complexion, or s'zc.

"Have you no other maids to display ?"

The King was quite peeved : "Who would have believed

That in all of my wondrous domain
I can't find a queen who is fit to be seen.

They all are quite hopelessly plain."

Then to his delight, the old rascal caught sight

Of a sweet little maid slipping by.

Face and figure were fine down to ankle divine.

"Quick, catch her ! She'll do !" was his cry.

But this Dingbat sly exclaimed: "Highness, I

Am engaged with another to wed."
Thus Columbine spoke, "Sire, surely you joke;

Won't you please choose another instead ?"

Then the King in his wrath cried: "A fig for vour
troth !

'Tis broken by royal decree.
Bring her father to me !" To his herakls said he;

"Bring Crusty, her father, to me !"

So to the old man, Gay-dog thus began:
"Sweet Columbine must be my wife."

Old Crusty was pleased, "Thank'e, thank'e,"
wheezed.

"A King for a son—that's the life !"

lie

Then while the two planned a wedding quite grand,
To Strongheart poor Columbine Hew.

"O, lover !" she cried, "I'm to be the King's bride.
Now what in the world can we do ?"

In deepest distress she sobbed: "You can guess.
What Father and Mother will .say."

Said her love with a smile, gently soothing the while;
"Don't fret, we'll elope, dear, to-day.

"For 1 \(>\v sun, my own, though not a king's throne
Can I offer you—only my heart. '

15iit I'll guard with my life, my mate, my sweet wife,
Till the gods will that death us do part."

Tlicn Columbine .sighed: "To be, dear, your bride
.\o hap])iness greater I'd find,

lor I love you, dear one, as a flower the .sun.

Let's Icnc kini"- :in<I <f.iir|s f;it- bcliiiid."

So they hurried away to the elephant "Bey."
In their loyal old friend to confide.

Now quiet your fears," rumbled he, "you two dears,
I ar away on my back both shall ride."

'So up with you, climb ! We haven't much time,
Tliey'U be seeking you now without fail."

Then off on old Bey rode the lovers away
With a shoe tied for luck to his tail.

When the king and old Crusty o'er mugs of good musty
Had settled affairs to their taste,

To a herald outside they called : "Bring the bride !"

And the fellow departed in haste.

Then rage rent the air when they found thai ilie p.

Of true lovers had vanished from siglit.

And a great search began, wliile l)ingl)ats to a man.
All prepared then to follow the flight.

And so on for days thro' devious ways.
O'er mountains, thro' valley and glen;

At a furious pace led Crusty the chase.

"Just wait till I get her again !"

But bravely old Bey kept phxlding away
Tho' foot sore and weary, until

With a threatening note from many a throat
Their pursuers swept o'er the last hill.

(To be continued)
,
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Current Events in Review
Comments by the Leading Periodicals Upon Affairs of Interest in

the Dominion and Empire

i:iiiiinniiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiniiiiiiiiiiniiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiii!iii»iiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiii!i!iii!iiiiii^

Lest We Forget
(^NE of the English illustrated peri-

odicals recently issued a "Lest We
Forget" number devoted to photographs
and word pictures of the devastating
work of the Hun. The object of the
issue was to keep fresh in the minds of

readers the terrible indictment against
the German military authorities and
soldiers.

The Manchester Guardian prints an
almost incredible dispatch from its

correspondent at the front, in which
he says:

"I should like to put on record in

more deliberate detail than was possible

in hurried telegrams written at the end
of long and laborious journeys the
naked facts of the German evacuation
of French towns and villages. I have
traversed many blasted villages, and
have spent almost leisurely hours in

Peronne. With such opportunities it

is not difficult to tell how much of the
ruin has been wrought by shell, mine,
or fire, or by army house-breakers.
Calculated brutality, scientific evis-

ceration, cannot cloak themselves under
the guise of acts of war. The facts

are these:

"As soon as the inhabitants were
driven off and sent behind the great

fortified line of which the German
papers boast, all that was worth having
was carted off and all the rest destroyed.
The manner of destructien varied with
the thing to be destroyed. In Peronne
are many fine trees planted for orna-
ment. The German military authori-

ties, probably from lack of labor, could
not cart them away, could not even
spend time in felling them. So in-

structions were given to hack every
tree as a hedge-layer cuts hedge-stakes
—just deep enough to insure the death
of the tree. So the German left 'his

mark'—a V-shaped convict's mark cut
half-way through each trunk of the
avenue. Fruit-trees are more care-
fully severed than ornamental trees,

and especial care has been taken to

destroy competely the espaliers and
prettily trained fruit-trees in which
French gardeners take special and
peculiar delight. I do not know why
but the sight of these little fruit-trees

with their throats cut filled me with
more trenchant rage against the Ger-
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man mind than all the rest of the
havoc."

"Here was a long mirror hung against

the wall. It was shivered by means of

a hammer, still lying on the floor.

Here was a cabinet with shallow shelves,

each of which had been hacked by some
blunt instrument. Here again was a
Renaissance mantelpiece, finely cut
and designed in marble. It had been
battered out of shape and pattern by
the blunt side of an ax. A certain num-
ber of books had been left in a fine

library, but the greater number were
thrown about the floor and wantonly
torn and fouled. No pictures were left

intact, no single table or chair or piece

of crockery."

What Moving a Million Soldiers Means

r^OMING directly after the strain of

the abnormal traffic of Labor Day,
the American railroads will be called

upon to transport a million soldiers

from 3,800 cities and towns to the
sixteen mobilization camps in diff^erent

sections of the country. The elaborate
plans to successfully carry out this

movement of troops, as told bj' Tru-
man Cross in lite Boston Transcript,

reveal a new feat in army organization.

Ordinarily, he says, the school child is

the main annual transportation pro-

blem of steam railroads throughout the
country—he must get back home with
his family around Labor Day. The
next chief tax on railway managers and
train despatchcrs is the day before the
Fourth. . Now, by grace of the far-

flung fighting front for liberty and
democracy, the railroads, some la,tely

financially handicapped, some lately in

bankruptcy, some lately run in obscura-
tion of their character as public service

institutions—now, under centralized

control, with practical operators in

patriotic direction, they are all to show
what they can do when it comes to the

high pass of w^ar for the safety of the

things modern peoples treasure. Labor
Day this year falls on Sept. 3—so the

school child who has to be returned to

his school opening must be accom-
modated in the midst of his imperative
rival, the soldier, who, bound for "over
there"—must be started toward can-

tonments Sept. 5.

It will be the greatest task American

railroads have had to meet. The
have got to transport in short time a
million soldiers from 3,800 places to 16
distant cantonments. They are, by
rea.son of embargoes on certain freights,

dropping of tourist and fancy passenger
trains, cooperation for the purpose of

interchanging and so reducing th

wasteful number of idle cars, prepared
and able. Just for the movement of

food products alone the President's
railway war board contrived the saving
of 21,000 extra freight cars (in the last

two months 100,000 cars) that would
in usual competitive times have been
recorded as "idle" because they belong-
ed to various owners and often had to
be returned o\'er far distances empty—
a spendthrift waste of pow'er, coal,

labor. It is reasonable to assume that
what railway operators are experienc-
ing in the way of economies must some
day later display itself in peaceful
dividends to the people in the cost of
food, shelter and travel, and returns
upon railroad investment. The lessons

regarding what can be done with a
plant if it is run strictly as a plant to

perform what it was publicly chartered
to perform will surely last long among
the practical operators who are train-

ing .railroads for national defence. No
less than in the individual the training

will stick and make different the general

civic future and bear on the fact that

democracies are not dubs in capabilit>-.

Half a hundred traffic experts,

tw"enty-eight railway executi\es of the
railway board of the Council of Na-
tional Defence, the War Department
and General Crowder have been w^ork-

ing since April on the plan for making
railway facilities serve national purpose,

and yet continue ordinary traffic and
serve private purpose. Moving the

first third of the National Army w'ill

require 18,687 cars and 1098 locomo-
tives. There will be 1098 trains of

approximately 16 cars mo^•ing with

troops over 176 different railroads.

This will require 2.1 per cent, of loco-

motives in the country and 12.6 per

cent, of passenger cars. Day coaches

will be used for the soldiers, with pos-

sibly a few Pullmans for officers and
members of local boards. There will

be no haul longer than twelve hours.

A railway expert will be assigned to
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vvery local board, with whom the

boards will devise the scheme of mo-
bilization. Most direct routes must be
used and no discrimination between
roads made. Traffic shall be divided
equally between parallel systems. In

some cases it will be necessary to ration

troops en route. Large supplies of

food will be prepared at points where
troop trains may stop.

Fares charged the Government will
' e standarized and based on cost plus

asonable profit—rates to be approved
by the Commerce Commission. Most
of the traffic will fall on Sept. 3 and 4.

On Sept. 1 local boards will call for the

"Sammies" to mobilize. In some dis-

tricts men will have to travel several

miles to board headquarters. It is ex-

pected it will take two days for the
f|uotas to be made ready. Baggage
cars and trains will be provided. Routes
and time of departure will be kept
secret—except that it is allowed to be
known that the mobilization will not
be ended before Sept. 18. Meanwhile
the railways have arranged for the
"back home" movement and Labor
Day and the uninterrupted movement
of shipment of materials bearing the
following inscriptions: United States
Government, IJnited States Army
Supplies, I'nited States Navy, Ignited

States Shipping Board.
There are sixteen army cantonments

and sixteen guard camps. All the
material for the cantonments will take
about 64,000 freight cars. The camps
will require about 40,000 carloads, all

of which must be moved promptly and
without delaying in any way the usual
traffic. As a safeguard against delay
in deliveries of cars, an experienced
railroad man has been assigned as a
general agent at each cantonment to

work in c(X)peration with the con-
struction quartermaster there. These
agents will make daily reports on the
number of carloads of material received,

the number of cars unloaded and the
number left on hand for unloading.
Within thirty days from the date

that the Government placed its first

orders for cantonment materials, the
railroads had delivered more than
12,(K)0 carloads of lumber and other
building supplies to the sixteen Na-
tional Army cantonments that are to

house the first division of men called to

the colors by the draft. Additional
I rains, loaded to capacity with lumber,
I Ticks, i)iping, wires, poles, water mains
and all other materials needed to con-
struct cities capable of accommodating
40,000 inhabitants, are arriving daily.

The Railway War Board announces:
"An indication of the speed with

which materials are being moved is

< ontaincd in a report from the canton-
ment at Louisville, Kentucky. .'Xfl-

ministration buildings there were built

from lumber cut in a Mississippi pine

forest the week before. The trees were
felled on Saturday, kiln dried on Sun-
day, loaded on freight cars Monday
and delivered at the Louis\ille site on
Wednesday morning. An army of

energetic carpenters completed the
transformation from forest to Govern-
ment building just one week from the
day the trees had been felled.

"Four of the biggest cantonments
report that up to Aug. 1 the following

quantities of material were deli\ered:
"Ayer, Mass.—Lumber, 807 car-

loads; other materials, 532; total,

1339.

"Louisville, Ky.—Lumber, 1083 car-

loads; other materials, 149; total, 1232.

"Petersburg, Va.—-Lumber, 965 car-

loads; other materials, 431 ; total, 1396.

"Fort Sam Houston, Texas—Lumber
934 carloads; other materials, 612;
total, 1546.

"To connect the cantonments with
the nearest railroad line, and to supply
facilities for the local movement of

materials during the construction work,
many miles of extra trackage have been
laid at each site at the expense of the
railroads.

"The chief desire of both the Govern-
ment and the War Board is to expedite
the movement of all the Government
supplies that are needed so vitally for

the proper conduct of the war. If any
shippers are unpatriotic enough to at-

tempt to make improper use of the cars
delivered to them for Government busi-

ness, investigation will follow promptly.

America's Response.

'X'HAT Americans have responded in

large numbers to the call for volun-
teers is pro\en by a recent official Bul-
letin showing that the I'nited States
had on August 18, 943,141 men in its

armed forces -all volunteers. 710,024
are in the Army and National Guard
and the Naval strength is 233,117.
The Bulletin continues: "Since the
declaration of war, ai)proximately
1,300,0(X) men have offered themselves
for service in the fighting forces of the
country. During the time this country
has been a belligerent 121,514 men
have volunteered for service in the
Navy and Marine Corps and been ac-
cepted. In the Regular .'\rmy the in-

crease since April 1 by \-olunteer en-
listment has been 190,347, and in the
National fniard 1.36,998, a total of
327,345 enlistments in the.Army branch-
es, and a grand total of 4 18,8.59 in both
Army and Navy. Even this figure
docs not include all who have been
accepted for service since the United
States entered the war, for there have
liccn additions to the v.irious reserve
corps, but these figures are not all

available. The largest single item is

that of the 27,341 men recently com-
missioned from (he (jlTiriM-s' training

camps.

"These figures were gathered from
the most recent official returns of the
Army and Navy which are available

but, especially in the case of the Army
figures, accuracy down to the last unit

is not possible.

"The land forces are as follows:

Enlisted
Officers. men.

Regular .\rni}- tiJOO 298,990
National Guard 1I,(KJ0 300,000
Reserve Corps 1(),.500 55,487
Reserve Corps (from training
camps) 27,341

Totals 55,541 654,483
55,541

Total land forces 710,024

The sea forces are as follows:
Regular Navy, enlisted men 138,560
Naval Reserves, enlisted men 35,000
Naval Militia in Federal Service, en-

listed men 11,000
Hospital Corps, Regular Navy, enlisted

men 6,000
Hospital Corps, Naval Reserves, en-

listed men 400
Marine Corps, officers and enlisted

men .33,117

224,077
Approximate number of naval officers. . 9,040

233,117
The total forces arc:

Land forces 710,024
Sea forces 233,117

Total forces 943,141

The enlistments since the declara-
tion of war (in the case of the Army
since Apr. 1) are as follows:
Regular Navy 73,880
Naval Reserve forces 2o,(KX)
Hospital Corps 4,4tX)

National Naval Volunteers l.i^OO

Marine Corps 1(),734

Total Naval forces

Regular Army
National Guard. . .

100,;}47

136,998

121,514

Total land forces :{27,31.")

Grand total
, 44S,S59

"The total of those who ha\e offered

themselv^es for service is obtained by
adding to the total enlistment the num-
ber who offered but were rejected and
the number of those who applied for

admission to the first and second
officers' training cainps."

The Work of the Airmen.

|\J() branch of the military .service has
^ undergone such remarkable de-

veloiMiient and expansion as the Royal
Flying Corps. Authorities agree that
if the advance in the year to come i s

anything like the rate of growth during
the past two years, by the end of 1918
planes by the fens of thousands, with
extraorrliiian,- capacities for .speed to

climb and attack will harass troops.

destro\- factories atnl strongholds, and
bring consternation to civilian poiJula-

tions. No small share of the' contribu-
tion of the United States to the work
of the Allies will be the manufacture of
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aeroplanes in great quantities and the

training of men to operate them. The
activities of the airman are increasing

daily, and whereas in 1914 his work was
rudim(,'ntary and limited, it now in-

cludes a wide range of duties. In the

August Blackwood's Magazine, a pilot

of the R. F. C. gives a vivid picture of

the vastness of the aerial effort on the

British Front in France by describing

the work performed on a typical "big

push" day. He says:

—

"Throughout the night preceding an
advance, several parties, laden with
heavy bombs, steer by compass to

Hun headquarters or other objectives,

and return no longer laden with bombs.
The first streak of daylight is the

herald of an exodus from west to east

of many score fighting craft. These
cross the lines, hover among the Archie
bursts, and drive back or down all

black-crossed strangers within sight.

Some of them go farther afield and
attack the Boche above his own aero-

dromes. Such enemy craft as manage
to take the air without meeting trouble

from the advanced offensive patrols are

tackled by the scouts near the lines.

The few that travel still farther east-

ward with the intention of swooping on
our observation machines, or of them-
selves gathering information, receive a
hearty welcome from our defensive
patrols. The British two-seaters are

thus free to direct the artillery, link

the attacking infantry with head-quar-
ters, and spy out the land. As soon as

the early morning light allows, a host of

planes will be darting backward and
forward over the trench-line as they
guide the terrific bombardment pre-

liminary to an attack. Other machines
are searching for new emplacements
and signs of preparation behind the
enemy trenches. Several formations
carry out tactical reconnaissances
around an area stretching from the
lines to a radius twenty miles east of

them, and further parties perform
strategic reconnaissance by covering
the railways, roads, and canals that
link the actual front with bases thirty

to ninety miles behind it. When, at a
scheduled time, the infantry emerge
over the top behind a curtain of shells,

the contact patrol buses follow their

doings, inform the gunners of . any
necessary modifications in the barrage,
or of some troublesome nest of ma-
chine-guns, note the positions held by
the attackers, collect signals from the
battalion headquarters, and by means
of message bags dropped over brigade
headquarters report progress to the
staff". If, later, a further advance be
made the low-flying contact machines
again play their part of mothering the
infantry. Machines fitted with camer-
as photograph every inch of the de-
lenses improvised by the enemy, and,
s insurance against being caught un-
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prepared by a counter-attack, an im-
mediate warning of whatever move-
ment is in evidence on the lines of com-
munication will be supplied by the
reconnaissance observers. Under the
direction of artillery squadrons the
guns pound the new Boche front line

and range on troublesome batteries.

The bombing craft are respon.sible for

onslaughts on railways, supply depots,
garrison towns, headquarters, aero-
dromes, and chance targets. Other
guerilla work is done by craft that,

from a height of anything under a
thousand feet, machine-gun whatever
worth-while objects they spot. A
column of troops on the march, trans-
port, ammunition wagons, a train, a
stray motor-car—all these are greeted
joyfully by the pilots who specialise in

ground stunts. And at every hour of
daylight the scouts and fighting two-
seaters protect the remainder of the
R. F. C. by engaging all Huns who take
to the air. Doubtless, when sunset
has brought the roving birds back to
their nests, there will be a few "miss-
ing"; but this is part of the day's
work, and is a small enough sacrifice for
the general achievement—the staff

supplied with quick and accurate in-

formation, a hundred or two Boche
batteries silenced, important works
destroyed, enemy communications im-
peded, a dozen or so black-crossed aero-
planes brought down, valuable photo-
graphs and reports obtained, and the
ground-Hun of every species harried.
"The German Flying Coprs cannot
claim to perform anything like the
same amount of aerial observation as
its British counterpart. It is mainly
occupied in fighting air battles and
hampering the foreign machines that
spy on their army. To saj^ that the
German machines are barred alto-

gether from reconnaissance and artil-

lery direction would be exaggeration,
but not wild exggeration. Seldom can
an enemy plane call and correct artil-

lery fire for longer than half an hour.
From time to time a fast machine
makes a reconnaissance tour at a great
height, and from time to time others
dart across the lines for photography,
or to search for gun positions. An ap-
preciable proportion of these do not
return. Four-fifths of the Hun bomb-
raids behind our front take place at

night-time, when comparative freedom
from attack is balanced by the im-
possibility of accurate aim. Apart
from these spasmodic activities, the
German pilots concern themselves en-
tirely with attempts to prevent allied

observation. They have never \'et

succeeded, even during the periods of

their nearest approach to the so-called

"mastery of the air," and probably
they never will succeed. The advant-
ages attendant upon a maintenance of

thorough observation, while whittling

down the enemy's to a minimum, can-
not be over-estimated."

America's Position

TAN HAY writing in the London
Weekly Times under the general

title The New American gives a most
interesting discussion of the question
so often asked by the Britisher

—

"Why did America stay out of the war
so long," Mr. Hay says:
Twelve months ago the average

American could see no particular rea-
son for joining in the war. To-day he
is in it. Why ?

Roughly speaking, countries (and
individuals) fight for one of four rea-

sons. They may fight from sheer lust

of conquest, or because their liberties

are actually in danger,, or because the
provocation received is so severe that
self-respect renders a further passive
attitude impossible, or—and this is

what can raise war from the level of

the abattoir to the level of the crusade
—because a great principle is at stake.

Until recently none of these four pro-
positions made any gjeat appeal to

America as a whole. In the first place,

to a peace-loving people, inhabiting

"God's own country" already, a war
of aggression was superfluous and un-
thinkable. Nor was it apparent to

America as a whole that American
liberties were in danger. To the Mis-
sourian farmer there appeared to be
not the remotest relation between his

own tranquil and prosperous existence

and the fact that the British Naxy was
abroad on the high seas. Again, the

issue for which the Allies were fighting

—the great principle at stake—the

principle upon which the American
Constitution itself is founded—had
been so clouded and distorted by the

arts of Bernstorflf and his press-gang,

that America in general inclined to the

view that there was a good deal to be
said on both sides, and that John Bull

in particular was not in tlie habit of

indulging in war simply for exercise.

Lastly, although national pride had
been stung to the quick by the Lusi-

tania outrage, the German propagand-
ists were able to point out with perfect

truth that those who perished in the

Lusitania had been officially "warned"
before going on board. This astonish-

ing piece of impudence impressed quite

a number of stay-at-home Americans
into a hazy belief that if neutrals are

foolish enough to travel on belligerent

ships they render themselves justly

liable to instant assassination. Ger-

man propaganda also insisted on the

fact that the British blockade was
interfering with neutral rights, and
actually succeeded in many cases in

creating an impression that there is no
moral difTerence between taking life

and taking property.
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TUDEBAKHR cars are built in Studebaker factories at Walkerville, Ontario. They are
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COMF"ORT—Studebaker cars are unusually comfort- make Studebaker cars unusually economical in tire

able. The scientific cushion work, combined with ^^^xpense. They are economical to operate because
• i. ^ • _.,! „ c*..,i 1 .,!,„_ • • I- their splendid quality reduces maintenance costs to a
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, , ,,

"^""i, minimum. In ratio to power they arc probably the
comfort and ease on long tours as well as on short niost economical cars on the Canadian market in

trips. their consumption of gasoline.
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FOUR Touring Car - - - - 1375 ^^ ^^ "^ ^~ "^*» ^ *"• ^ SIX Landau Roadster - - - 1900
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Expense Money for College Students

We have openings for several young college men and women in various
sections of the Dominion in connection with our Circulation Promotion work.

Our work is of such a nature that young men and women find they can
attend to it very nicely during "after lecture" hours, Saturdays and vacation
periods. Some of our people have earned all of the money required for their

college expenses in this "part-time" work.

If you are interested in a proposition that would increase your income
during your course in College, write us at once and we will send you full par-
ticulars by first mail.
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Toronto,

Ontario.
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That, a year ago, wa.s the gener
attitude of the American proletariat t

warcLs the four fundamental caus
which may bring a nation into wa
To the British people, face to face wii
the grim realities of the struggle, th
at^titude was absolutely unintelligihl
With little opportunity, and less leisur
to study or consider the variegatt
local conditions in America's 48 State
all that the average Englishman sa
across the sea was a people whi(
"came not forward in the day
battle"—^a people which, not being f<

us, was against us—led by a Prcsidei
who demanded satisfaction for Germj
in-sults .solely through the medium •

futile correspondence. Perhaps th;

was a severe attitude, but the averaj
Englishman may be forgiven for adop
ing it, because it was the attitude of
\'ery large and very important sectic

of the American people as well. Hai
things may have been said abo(
America in France, and Great Britai
and Canada during the first two yea
of the war, but they are benedictioi

Continued on page 291.

The Soloist of Centre Pon
Continued from page 251.

"I had suthin't' tell ye but I can'
I'm all dammed up, here. I've got i

lay down." •

In a minute Grimshaw appeared, ar
seeing Uncle Peel, backed out and r
tired, hastily, as if he had forgotte

something.
"I've had enough of him," he said i

me in confidence after supper. "P
kept dodging around. I couldn't unde
stand him. By and by I couldn't mal
him speak loud enough. "Then he g(

mad and shook his fist in my face."

They say that Uncle Peel always ha

a weak \oice after that, which w;
good for his wife and garden I doul
not. When I saw him again he w;
different. There was a new note in h
voice—a note of tenderness—and l

hadn't so much to say. Slowly 1:

came out of the potato patch and s£

down beside me and told of tlie loi

of his wife.

"Never ketched her breath, m
guggled, ner nahtliin," he explaine(

"It was jes like goin' t' sleep—ay uh
I says, 'Why, ma, don' ye know me?'
says, but she only shet her eyes ai

went t' sleep."

I tried to think of some word of con
fort, but he got up and went into th

kitchen.

By and by I tried to rally him.

"Uncle Peel, you don't have muc
to say these days," I remarked.

"I'm so busy thinkin' seems so

don't have no time t' talk these days,

he said as' he returned to his task.
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Teaing It Out of Dingley
Continued from page 260.

"Hello !" Called Bert Lear>' from
his African Do<:lger booth "what's all

the grouch about ?"

"E\er\'thing," growled Dick.
He noticed that Leary had no stock

of baseballs spread on the board upon
which he sat, that he looked more as

though he was packed for moving than
prepared for a rushing business, and
he knew before asking what calamity
had befallen the proprietor of the
.'Xfrican Dodger.

Bert was only too ready to pour his

troubles into a listening ear.

"Look at me," he invited with arms
outspread, "all fixed an' waitin' fer

the rubes, when that nigger goes to

sleep behind the curtain. . . kerwoUop
comes a ball, and soaks him on the
coco. An' whatd'ye think ? he blames
me

—

me !"

He beat himself tragically on the
chest.

Dick looked from the yawning hole
to the crowds which were swarming
into the Grounds, and his hand stole

surreptitiously to his pocket. He
sighed.

"What'U ye gimme to stop them
balls, Bert ?" he asked.

Mr. Leary quibbled slightly when he
asserted that he gave the damaged Sam
but thirty per cent, of the earnings.

"Taint good enough," said Dick,
who was astute in his own little way.

There was a moment's deadkxrk
while they took one another's measure,
then Bert offered half.

"It's a rotten hold-up, Dick an' yoh
know it, but I shore needs the money.
An' fer Gawd's sake, hustle !"

Dick found a cork without any
trouble. He next repaired to the tent
of Madame Zuelle, the World's Great-
est Palmist, and borrowing her mirror,
he transformed himself into quite a
< red i table coon.

"Min' yer pore ol' coco," cautioned
the "mit reader," who in private life

was known as Maggie O'Flynn. "I'd
hate to see yer brains oozin' outen them
< iirly Ux:ks. Here's hopin'."

She waved him a coy adieu and fol-

lowed two blushing maidens into her
tent.

Dick, in passing, made a raid upon
the stables of the Wild West Show.
He stole an ear of corn from a patient,
sad-eyed old horse, and shelled it as
he ran back to the Dodger's booth.
The grains he put into his righl hand
coat pfx-ket, and the cob he threw
away.

"I gotta keep tab on the ol' skate,
'

he muttered.
Bert had already commenced his

spiel and had attracted quite a crowd
by the time his new drxlger arrived.

"All ready, Sam ?" he called.

For your protection—see the name "Yale"
on the product

You don't need any other proof that it is a genuine "Yale" product.

If the night latch, or padlock, or door closer, or builders' hardware you buy
has the name "Yale" on it—

-

it is a Yale prod uct.

We make Yale products in Canada—and v,e put the name "Yale" on
them— lor you r protection and as a visible guarantee of (piality and service.

Canadian Yale & Towne Limited, St. Catharines, Ont.
For Sale by Hardware Dealers

THE CANADIAN BANK
OF COMMERCE

SIR EDMUND WALKER.
C.VO. LLD, D.C.L. Presidemli

H. V F JONES. AsstGen'l. Manager^

Capital Paid Up. $15,000,000

(A SIR JOHN AIRD. General Manager

IIJ V. C. BROWN
Sup't of Central Western Branchet

Reserve Fund, $13,500,000

SAVE YOUR MONEY
and thus help Canada to do her share in

the Great War.
INTEREST ALLOWED AT 3% PER ANNUM ON

SAVINGS DEPOSITS OF $1 AND UPWARDS AT ANY
BRANCH OF THE BANK *^



282

Next To
Nature^s Heart

Your Vacation

will be a source of wonderful

and lasting remembrance if

you spend it in the vast virgin

forests, on the crystal clear

lakes and streams which
abound in beautiful

Algonquin Park
in the Highlands of Ontario,

Canada. If you want rest

and recreation; if you enjoy

boating, fishing, swimming,
camping, you will find them
all unexcelled in this glorious

spot. Here are 1,750,000

acres of virgin forests; pure,

life-giving, tissue-building air

breathed at an altitude of

2,000 feet. The myriad
lakes and streams abound
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Perfect Vacation Spot
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Trunk System.
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"Yas sir," answered Dick, ducking

1 chind the curtain.

In another moment, girded in the

shield, or head piece, which still bore
(\idences of the real Sam's contus-

ions, he thrust his head through the
opening, whooped loud and long, and
wagged a red tongue at the crowd.

This piece of witty impertinence
aroused in the rustics a fever of blood-
thirsty desire.

"Leave me at 'im," cried one.

"No, me first," urged another.

Wap. . . Wap. . . the Imlls flew

wide of the mark and made flat noises

against the canvas.

"Yuh nearly nailed him that time,"

Bert spoke with encouragement if un-
truthfulness. "Aw, don't be a cjuitter. .

Show 'em how it can be done. Steady,

now. . That's the way. . Closer than
ever. Here, try agin. . . on'y three

balls fer a nickle. .
."

For every three balls sold, Dick
transferred a grain of corn from his

right hand pocket, to his left; even an
experienced Dodger would have thought
him a marvel had he accomplished his

double duties successfully. But Dick
was not a good Dodger, and his fiasco

came sooner than Bert expected. A
moment of abstraction caught him
just as Abe Collins, the Pride of the
Diamond, tried his hand at the game.
Abe lifted a ball and moistened the

palms of his hands ; then he strained
backward, raised his foot from the
ground with a fascinating contortion
of his body, and let it fly with all the
venom he would have shown toward
Pyk(^ville's crack batter.

Dick's attention, as has been hinted
was centred upon his grains of corn.
He was counting those in his left pocket
at the moment. Suddenly, a thunder-
bolt descended upon his head, there
was a loud report and the heavens
opened to shower him with a million

variegated sparks.

"Well, if that don't beat hell !"

observed the unsympathetic proprietor
of the joint, poking his head through the
opening and gazing at Dick's prostrate
form. "Why in blazes can't they mind
their business ?"

And Abe Collins' fame spread another
twenty miles. He was pointed out as
the pitcher who had laid out ten niggers
at the Dingle\- Fair, with as inany base-
balls. Hand running, too !

Naturally, Dick was not attuned to
the mood of his partner when Bill tried

to get the story of the tight-wad farmer
out of his system. He slouched on a
box outside of the cattle building and
held his splitting head in his hands,
confessed himself beaten and hinted at
suicide. But defeat was a word un-
known to William Forrest; he struck
his fist upon his knee.

"Say, Dick," he cried, "this here's a
dry town, aint it ? Dont say a word.

Bo. . . I gotta idee. . . dry town. .
."

It was. Through the assiduous
efiforls of the W. C. T. U., Dingley had
gone dr>- at the spring election, and the
barmen had been given six months to

close their green baize doors. It was
hard on them that the six months
should ha\e expired just a week before
Fair time, but it was a corking piece of
luck for the fellow who had "juice

privileges" on the Grounds. He sold

soft drinks at such a rate, that his pile,

at the end of the week, would have
eclipsed Nelson's Monument leaning

up against it.

"A—dry—town," Bill whispered to

himself. "Take it from me, Dick, our
fortune's 's good as made."
"Yuh said we was goin' to make it

at the 'sheet'," began the partner, "an'
I had a fine spiel

—

"

But Bill cut in,

"Never mind that, now. You hustle

round an' gather up every las' whiskey
bottle yuh can find. If yuh can't find

many, go an' buy some. But there's

plenty layin' round loose if yuh keep
them black eyes peeled! Don't over-

look none, Dick, and hustle !"

Grumbling, Dick obeyed. Midnight
found the partners with about a hun-
dred empty flasks, and these they wash-
ed and polished and fitted with some
brand new corks Bill had bought.
The reader will be pained to learn that
on the following morning they polluted

the morals of a very youthful gentle-

man of African ancestry, and bribed
him to steal a bundle of labels from the
poor but honest chemist for whom he
worked. They promised him innumer-
able rides on the Merry-go-round and
entrance into an even dozen side shows.
He was to mention the mystic word,
"Gumslogger," and immediately, he
would be recognized as belonging to

the inner circle.

This decadent youth presented him-
self at the Grounds early in the after-

noon, only to discover that he had for-

gotten his password, and he was treated
with such cavalier in hospitality that. .

.

But then G'oge belongs to another
stor^'.

Bottles and labels prepared. Bill

sallied forth on a shopping expedition,

returning to Maggie O'Flynn's tent

with a package of black tea. Brewing
tea was one of the best things Bill did

;

its flavor was excellent* for any one
who liked it, and its color beyond
criticism. Brewed then to perfection,

Dick filled the empty flasks, stuck on
the labels and passed them over to his

partner who inscribed upon them in

neat black characters, the words

COLD TEA.

From Maggie the two men borrowed
a pinch of rouge and applied it artistic-

ally to their noses, after which they
sought out Hank Barlow, the Wild West



Showman. Hank was always sure to

have a black Ixittle somewhere about
his person, and for a consideration both
Bill and Dick took a long pull there-

from. Satisfied at last that no stone
in the road of their success had been
left unturned, Mr. Forrest and his pal,

once more set forth at opposite ends of

the Grounds.
Their method was childishly simple;

no spiel was required. It was merely
necessary to stand quite close to a
likely-looking farmer, cough slightly
in his face, and having attracted his

attention, to ask with a drooping eye-
lid, whether or not he was prepared to

buy a bottle of Cold Tea. He was
exceptionally well prepared. He was
shown the label, lie was winked at and
prodded in the ribs. Then he was
allowed to retire with his bottle, (for

which he exchanged seventy fi\e cents),

to a clump of bushes and satisfy his

cra\ing for that mild but cooling
be\erage. He usually emerged from
the clump of bu.shes, red of face and
wild of eye. He usually looked vainly
for the man who had sold him a bottle
of excellent Cold Tea, but failing to
find him, he would slyly disclose his
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purchase to a friend, refusing to share

the contents of it but ready to furnish

a description of the ^•endor.

"Watch for the feller with the red

nose," he would darkly whisper.

Thus, with half the community tr\--

ing to put one o\cr on the other half,

if did not take long for the partners to

dispose of their supply. Never did

they see the close of a day with greater

satisfaction; there was something
strangely righteous in the peaceful

slumbering of their consciences. They
had not bled tlie town for subscriptions

for a paper which, as far as they knew,

did not even exist; they had not scat-

tered an epidemic of bleeding chins and
cheeks throughout Dingley. They had
mereh' sold what they claimed to sell

—

Cold Tea.
And that night they took a limited

freight for the South arguing like the

old Scotchman, that "a good run is

better than a bad battle." r''<ig[|

Should, however, you go to Dingley,

and should you feel disposed to take

the advice of one who has blundered

—

and suffered. . . . you will refrain

from opening the subject of Cold
Tea!
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The Pedlar's Pack
Continued from page 262.

"The waning night lingers at my
doors, let her take her leave in songs.

"Pour your heart into my life strings,

my Master, in tunes that descend from
your stars."

Had he not learned love and courage;
through suffering, would he have writ-

ten, "Let me not beg for the stilling of

mv pain, but for the heart to conquer
it'?"

Some people—a very few chosen
spirits—seem to have been born with a
miraculous sympathy; but most of us,

it seems, cannot sympathize with sor-

row, the like of which we have not
exr)erienced. It makes Tagorc .more
one with us who love him, that he is of

the man>—and so, that he may sing
songs of comfort, he does not pray
that the cup of sorrow be with-held.
Rather, he glories that God left him,
"empty handed in the dust, to create
Heaven !" Then he writes, joyfully
with the exaltation of the pcxt whose
dreams have brought tangible comfort
and joy to a world crying out for
beruity, "The harvest of my life ri|)ens

in the sun an<l shower, till I rea|) more
than you sowed, gladdening \'our
heart, O Master of the golden granary."

I would like to go on for hours, shar-
ing with you, aa I did with Friend
.Artist to-day, the precious dreams of
my Indian Poet Friend, Tagore; but
it can't be done ! So Iwfore I pass on,
I will leave with you a Ijeautiful ver.sc

that is universal because it expresses
what life has taught us—^what death
has confirmed for those dear to us.

"If the Deathless dwell not in the heart of
death,

"If glad wisdom bloom not bursting the sheath
of sorrow,

"If sin do not die of its own revealment,
"If pride break not under its load of decora-

tions,

"Then whence comes the hope that drives these
men from their homes, like stars rushing
to their death in the morning light ?

"Shall the value of the martyrs' blood and
mothers' tears be utterly lost in the dust of

the earth, not buying Heaven with their
price ? • > ' 1 •

"And when Man bursts his mortal bounds, is

not the Boundless revealed that moment ?"

When we consider the large number
of clever "character actresses" in

America, we are wary of saying that
any individual actress is the greatest
of them all; but when a young and
beautiful leading-woman "stars" in the
part of an old Irish jisychic person,
nins the whole gamut of human emo-
tions in an evening's performance, with
so convincing an art that audiences of
"old men and maidens, young men and
children"—to say nothing of old ladies
and middle-aged persons of both sexes—are carried away, ;ind off their feet,
by the genius of her acting ; we may
perhaps be forgiven for giving expres-
sion to the opinion that the actress is

almost in a cla.ss by herself !

Last \()v<-ml)ir. Margaret Wvcher-
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ley opened in "The Thirteenth Chair,"

at the Forty-Eighth Street Theatre, New
York. After ten months she is still

playing to S. R. O. houses, and it looks

vcr>' much as if the "New York: In-

definite" sign will "stay put" on the

call board for sometime to come !

The problem of playing such a part

would be bewildering to most actresses

—and particularly we might think, to

one whose greatest successes have been

in such parts as "Light" in "The Blue
Bird" ; Init Miss Wycherly is an actress

who "knows her business"—to use stage

slang—and a true lover of art looks

upon her performance with the same
appreciation that is inspired by a

beautiful musical composition, or a

perfect picture—perhaps with even
greater satisfaction, for acting is the

most human of all the arts, and has

not only an intellectual and artistic

appeal, but stirs the most unemotional
person to a deeper human sympathy.
"A perfect picture"—perhaps the

termdescribes best MargaretWycherly 's

characterization of Rosalie La Grange.

In the accompanying picture one sees

the humor of Irish eyes, dominated by
the fear that is ever-present in the

heart of the poor old psychic who
cheats, and is terribly afraid of being

found out. Through all the comedy
there is a pathos that wrings one's

heart, a something in the eyes, dim old

eyes, that pleads childishly: "Please

laugh: I am tr\dng so hard to amuse
you."

Rosalie La Grange lost her psychic

power, because when she wanted to

be "took with a trarrce" she couldn't

sometimes do it—so she just naturally

gave the best imitation she- knew how.

After a time, she couldn't "see visions

and dream dreams" any more; and

because she had to live, and bring up
her little daughter, she kept on cheat-

ing. But she was not naturally a

cheat, and the knowledge that she had
made something untrue of her life

plunged her soul into outer darkness.

Back of her laughter, and her heroism,

there is always a suggestion of unshed,

frightened tears. She is a sinful old

woman, with the heart of a grieving

child—and children cry in the dark.

Margaret Wycherly sings the song

of Rosalie La Grange in a minor key

—

it touches the heart like an old Irish

Lament ! She paints her picture in

shadow. She makes dramatists of us

all. Each individual plots anxiously

to solve her problem, forgetful of the

fact that Bayard Veiller has done so

already. The most blase art-for-

technique's-sake critic forgets the per-

fection of the acting in a passionate

sympathy for the living, breathing,

suffering old Irish w6man before his

eyes.

"Art that conceals art !" It is the

truest ait : Margaret Wycherly is a

great artist !

Our allies across the border seem to

be learning by experiment the un-
gentle art of making things happen.
Perhaps they are only artisans yet,

but they will be artists when they have
learned to do, by doing !

Wilson started the ball rolling; and
it is rolling in the right direction, and
gaining impetus as it rushes on. Here's

hoping that it will crush many enemies

of democracy, on its headlong career.

Representative Americans no longer

preach that mutual candor and under-

standing between nations can be the

greatest .self-defence of nations. They
know that friendship l.etween coun-

tries, as between men, must be based

upon mutual respect. The most paci-

fic citizen of the U. S. A. cannot, in his

heart, honor the Kaiser and his mob
of butchers.

The power and efficiency of Ger-

many's Hymn of Hate has made their

"all-men-are-brothers" song sound
weak, and out of tune in the chorus of

nations.

However, we must admit that there

was always something negative in

American neutrality, and their mili-

tancy is a ver>' positive thing. The
former was comparable, perhaps, to a
mother's fear that her son would en-

list; the latter, to her unbounded pride

when she looked upon his Khaki-clad

boyish figure.

Just a word to the women who are

tired of knitting: I had a letter

t'other day from a laddie in the trenches.

It said: "Are Canadian women for-

getting us ? We used to have enough
socks. Now we wear the same socks

until there are no feet left in them.

No-one who has not experienced it can

begin to realize what long marches

mean, in holey socks, with nar\' a

change, even when our feet are soaking

wet. Was gray knitting a fad that

has passed? Isn't it enough that

we must suffer the miseries of war,

without such smaller hardships? And
with it all, the feeling that Cana-

dian women don't Care—have forgot-

ten us—have grown used to the war ?

I can tell you that we don't get used

to it. It goes on and on, in a never-

ending fight, not only with the Ger-

mans, but with our own weariness and
homesickness. I guess I'm blue, to-

night—so forgive the unmanly wail;

but you see,—the thoughts of Can-
ada's women—expressed in their un-

ceasing work for us—used to be such

an inspiration. It's just about heart-

breaking to us fellows to have the

realization forced on us that they have
forgotten we're fighting for them."
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The Light in Her Eyes
Continued from page 272.

lose something in you that has made

you regard individual human suffe.mg

or death as of great importance in com-

parison with great projects. And m
place of that tenderness you are made,

if there's any stutT in you to make it

out of. a man. Beyond that "_

"Beyond that ?" she asked, a little

breathlessly.

"Well," he said, with perfectly sin-

cere grimness, "a brute of an anny

nurse pounded me a little and fiung me
down on mv unhealed wound because I

bothered him. I have learned that it

does not pay ever to be the under

dog !"

He rose, and she knew that the queer

inter\-iew which had carried her through

more untried emotions than any other

talk of her life, was almost at an end.

.\ craving for something to make him

stay, disappointment that they should

end with such a brutal touch, a clutch-

ing after further revelation, possessed

her. The talk—like the man himself—

seemed so incomplete, so garbled.

"But Smitli," she said desperately.

"Smith's devotion was, at least, as real

as the brutalitv of the army nurse that

struck you. Why don't you put the

emphasis tJicre ? What have you done

with him ?"

"Smith died last month," he said

casually. "The L). T.'s got him. I

tried to hold him out of the gutter—it

was a great thing for him to have me
to putter over. But as soon as I got

well, he had lost his cx:cupation, and

there was no holding him in—

—

"

The girl felt indignation at the in-

difference of his tone.

"H<nv can you speak so?" she said.

"The man loved you !" '

Marthen dismissed the matter.

"I staid by him and tried to help.

I owed him that. But when the

whiskey has them, nothing will do them
any gfxxl but a fight. Wrecks like that

are ordained fighting men. But there

isn't any war now, so Smith went down
before his appetites instead of before

the guns, wfiere he might have done
more good. I tell you, Mi.ss Halstead,

there isn't any other thing in the world

that brings out all the big hardy vir-

tues but war !"

He turned to go. With her hand on
the Iwll, she knew that she must keep
him. A tumult of something had
arisen that told her—chokingly—that

there was .something more that must
come. It was only an instant, but it

seemed to her an eternity, tliat Harthen
regarded her, with his exasperating air

of duly done, his coo! impersonal gray
eyes on hers.

"He shall not go," she thought
desperately. And before she could

have time for another thought, or knew

what she was doing, she had raised her
eyes and given him—what she had
never done deliberately to any man
before—a long, deep, challenging
glance out of the depths of her woman's
being.

Harthen stood still. It seemed to

her that he had given a start. Her
hand fell away from the bell, leaving a
half-choked tinkle. He narrowed his

eyes, a sudden mood had shot into

them that made them almost black.

Then he opened them—wide, and they
blazed on her. -^fH

"Good Lord !" he said in a voice of

hushed, significant wonder. "W^iat a
beautiful woman you are !" '

She had not time to realize the utter

brutal honesty of his surprise. She
had clutched at her heart for awe. It

was coming—-the something wonder-
ful', terrifying, before wjiich she shook
with longing, and shuddered with fear.

Kerby apfieared. W'ith all her train-

ing she couldn't say a word. It was
Harthen who took command of her

house and her, with a direct and com-
plete sense of possession that left her
no recourse but to defend herself with
silence that should hide the trembling.

He came toward her.

"Send your man away," he com-
manded her in a low voice. She nod-
ded to Kerby, who slipped out noise-

lessly, wondering, for all his stiflf im-

passive face. Harthen went on: "I

have more to say to you." And again

she nodded, unable to speak.

"I think you knqw there was nothing

of—this

—

" He spoke with entire re-

liance that she understocxl— "—when
I came to find you. I felt merely that

I had to let you see whether I was worth
.saving. I owed you that. I've never

thought much about women, just the

puppy idiocies, and—the usual sort of

thing. Rum or women, one or both,

have done for most of the men I know
who have gone under. And I 've usually

cut them both out. I liadn't a thought
of you that way—until a minute ago,

and then I knew. I'm going out to an
uncertain sort of life. The woman I

take out with me may find herself a

widow. I'm being sent in all sorts of

outlying provinces where they hate
anything foreign—don't know there's

a government at Pekiii and never heard
of the United States, anfl a man has to

rely on his wits. Your life may de-

[K-nd on a phrase, and my Chinese isn't

much yet. And at the best, it's a
rough life, I suppose, after this

—

"

He gave a careless gesture that includ-

(fl all the beautiful firelit room, candle-

luminous and filled with spoils from
Sara's whole art-filled life.

For Sara, orphaned at sixteen and
mistress of her fortune at twenty, had
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don't care for me after all. If it's so,

just say it

—

—"
She raised her eyes and looked at

him again. His tone was a challenge.
And again the wave of utter love and
longing swept over her as she saw tlie

power of the whole man as he stood
«rect. She had met him, the man who
had called to her out of a wilderness of

nothing, the one being who could
liberate the pent-up capacity for loving
within her, who could gratify the crav-
ing to abase herself, who would be
worth losing the world for. She had
found him. And she must give him
up. What was the matter, she won-
dered. Why couldn't she accept it ?

She would never meet it again. \\'hy
must she give him up ? Involuntarily
her arms went out to him.

Instantly the puzzled anger went out
of his face, and exultation filled it. He
came to her.

"It isn't so ? You do care. I know
you do. You couldn't have pretended— Come to me—^Sara

"

Oh, the magic of her name on his
lips! It gripped her, shook her with
feeling, which, ebbing, left her weak
and sore. But she rose and faced him,
one hand grasping the table, feeling at
bay.

"Yes 1 Yes, I do love you. I want
you to know that. But I will not give
myself to you. You can't make me.
I won't."

He stared at her in silence, while the
anger that had possessed him vanished
before the sense of something unyield-
ing. His face paled, stiffened again
into cool control.

"You say you love me ?" he repeated.
She nodded. "But you won't marry
me ? Then you must tell me why—
Perhaps you're not free !" he blazed
out.

Her tender pity welled up to meet
the jealous rage in his face.

"No, no, it's not that. I'm free. I

love you. It's not—-easy to give you
up

—

" Her face quivered as she realiz-

ed what his going away meant to her.

"It's killinii." She said it under her
breath. "But I can't marry you. It's

that you don't feel—Oh, I can't tell

you. You wouldn't understand if I

did tell you. But it is hopeless. I

can't."

Again he faced her in silence, scan-
ning her face, the agony of privation in

her eyes. There was no doubt of her
suffering. Some band around his heart
was breaking at the sight of it.

"You love me ?" he repeated, won-
deringly. "And you are free. Yet
you won't marry me ? Because, for
.sfjme reason, you think it would not be
right ?"

"Yes," she said, and waited.
He turned away from her and stood,

thinking. At last he turned on her a
face that was fervid with admiration.

lOElraXv.
Rosedot?
TOROntC

A Residential and Day School for Girls-

Hon. Principal, - Miss M. T. Scott
Principal, Miss Edith M. Read, M. A.

New French House, Opening September 13th.

Special Course in Dietetics. Pass and Honor
Matriculation, Art, Music, Domestic Science.

Large Play-grounds. Outdoor (james.

Autumn term will begin Sept 13th.

For Prospectus apply to the Principal.

ST. MARGARET'S COLLEGE
TORONTO CANADAA RESIDE.NTIAL AND DAY SCHOOL FOR GIRLS

FULL ACADEMIC COITRSE, from preparatory to
HOMOUR MATRICULATION. MUSIC — ART — HOUSEHOLD
SCIENCE — PHYSICAL EDUCATION — GAMES— SWIMMING

Mrs. George Dickson. President. Miss J. E. Macdonald. Principal.

SCHOOL REOPENS SEPT. ISth Calendar stnt on appiualion

"You are plucky," he said. "I tell

you, I couldn't do that !"

His recognition gave life to her.

She roused iierself and stood to face

him. The gleaming folds of her gown
clung to her and gave the effect of

shining armor around her erect figure.

She was very tall, and her eyes with
their I^iana-glow of spiritual aloofness,

could look into his almost from a level.

For a moment their looks met, like

the silence of two armed forces before

the charge has been sounded. Then
they clashed and the struggle between
the two was on.

Neither wavered. Harthen put all

the force of him into the determination
to conquer, and Sara answered with a
quiet that forbade .

And then, in the silence, a miracle

happened. For the flash faded out of

the red-brown eyes with the shadows
around them of black velvet, and Sara's

soul looked forth.

A proud and shy and tender thing it

was, that had hidden it.self timidly

while the gallant 'woman of her went
forth to conquest. Proud as it was, it

had lived humbly, companioned by
sweet and kning thoughts, and knovsn
only by its messengers of gentle deetls.

Hidden as it was, it had longed pas-

sionately to be known. But no wo-
man, save the mother who had so won-
derfully equipped her, gues.scd it; and
to no man had she shown it, until she
revealed it to this one. And as he
stood, in abeyance before her eyes

—

who.sc \ery light was but as the shadow
of it—his blintlnes>, made in truth by
the very downright honesty of hhn, was
cured. At last he knew her. He
lookefl into her soul and loved.

He bent his head, and witJi a gentle-

ness that was like the kneeling of a
lesser man, his hand groped for hers,

and t<K)k it into his. \\c looked at it

wondcringly, adoringly, its white sweet-

DEPARTMENT OF THE NAVAly
SERVICE.

ROYAL NAVAL COJLLEGE OP CANADA.
A NNtJAL examinations for entry of Naval
/T. Cadets Into this College are held at theexamination centres of the Civil ServiceConimisslon in May each year, successful
candidates Joinlngr the College on or aboutthe 1st August following the examination.
.,-^^,1"''*''°"* '"I" entry are received up to
the 15th April by the Secretary. Civil Ser-
vice Commission, Ottawa, from whom blankentry forms can be obtained.
Candidates for examination must have

passed their fourteeth birthday, and notreached their sixteenth birthday, on the 1stJuly following the examination.
Further details can be obtained on aPDlI-

catlpti to G. J. Desbarats. C.M.G., DeputyMln ster of the Naval Service. Department
of the Naval Service, Ottawa.

G. J. DESBARATS,
Deputy Minister of the Naval Service.

Department of the Naval Service,

Ottawa, March 12, 1917.

Unauthorized publication of this adver-
tisement will not be paid for.

S250 MOTORCYCLE
TO BE

GIVEN AWAY
For a little pleasant easy work for us in

your neighborhood looking after our renewal.'^

and new subscriptions. No experience needed,

anyone can do the work during spare time and
easily win this fine machine. With a motor-
cycle you can ride miles and miles over-

country, up and down the hills at almost
any speed.

Write to-day for full particulars. Address
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DON'T PAINT

YOUR SHOES

FEED THEM

WITH

TiQQGET
ShoePolish

'Nugget" does not put on a surface shine that disappears in an hour.
'Nugget" feeds the leather, keeps yoiir shoes soft, makes them waterproof and gives

a brilliant shine that will last all day. Ask for "Nugget" at your dealer's.

Black, Tan, Toney Red and Dark Brown. ICc per tin.

TAKE CARE OF YOUR SHOES."
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SEE THE CANADIAN NORTHERN
ROCKIES

EN ROUTE TO THE PACIFIC COAST
By the Natural Wonders of Jasper Park and Mount Robson,

Monarch of the Range.

You will be Amply Repaid

Convenient Train Service. Summer Tourist Fares

ForJ through tickets, information and our handsome Mountain Booklet, apply to
nearest C. N. R. Agent, or General Passenger Department, Montreal, Que.,

Toronto, Ont. and Winnipeg, Man.
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ness secined so strange there in the

grim brown hand whose whole life had
been to tear down, where hers had been
to cherish. The lover carried it to his

lil)s with a halting, awkward move-
ment, and kissed it—his lips had barely
touched it before they let it go.

"I am more than sorry that I have

—

troubled you," he said, and stopped.
"I am so sorr^' that— I suppose—it

keeps me from being sorry for myself.

But I'll go away now—since you can't
—go with me."
He turned, had walked half the length

of the room Ijefore she called him.
Her words were ahnost uninteilijjible,

between laughing and cr>'ing. But he
heard—

—

"Come back— I never could explain

—you couldn't understand— But—oh
come back— I will go with you—

I

will !"

She tried to make it clear, although
she only half understood, herself. But
he wouldn't let her; for he didn't care.

What difference did it make what had
held them apart, and what now united

them ? They were too wise to spoil

their perfect moment, and it would
have taken time.

So they clung together, splendid man
and splendid woman, enlocked, his one
arm as strong as two. They only knew
that, as their lips met, they reached the

joy they had been hungry for. How
could they know that, as love wove the

spell of trembling lips on trembling
lips, their souls had slid together ?

The Case at Eveiyn Grange
Continued from page 276.

dazed. "Your mistress needs you-

—

she is hurt. Go to her, then run for a

bowl of water. Get me absorbent

cotton."

Her mind, still receptive, seized upon
his orders. Rising, she ran from the

room in swift obedience.

Alice Rawlins was first upon the

scene. Wendham raised to her a face

of marble.
"Mrs. Gaynor has hurt herself in her

delirium. Go to my room and bring

me down both my emergency cases.

They are on the closet shelf—quick !"

As each member of the startled house-

hold arrived, they were as instantly dis-

patched, upon a necessary errand, while

he busied himself in deft relief for the

sufferer.

"What did you see ?" he dem.anded
under his breath of Evelyn—"quick !

speak low."

"I heard a swish. She was running

from the hall to the gun room like a

wild thing. She hesitated as if not

knowing where to turn. I jumped up.

She ran from me^—into the gun room.

I was after her, about to call, when she

stopped short, looked in at your door

there, threw up her hands, and then
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snatched at that—pulled it from the

rack toward her. Of course it went
off. That set is always kept loaded.

"You looked up and saw her playing

childishly with a re\'oh'ef and called to

her; she turned and it went off in her

hand. Do you understand ?"

"Yes," nodded Evelyn, "I under-
stand."

"She has been out of her head for

twenty-four hours—you all know."
"Yes," said Evelyn.
"Now go, explain to the confounded

-police and the rest. She'll live if no
vital arteries are cut."
Evelyn rose as his wife and Adele

came up.

Mrs. Lawdon, who was running
across the polished floor, paused, and
turned white.

"How dreadful !" she exclaimed.

"Can I do anything ?" Already she
was backing away. "Anyhow, it's Mr.
Evelyn's fault. I think it's criminal to

keep a stock of loaded firearms about."
She clapped her handkerchief to her
mouth. "Oh, how sickening ! It

makes me ill !" She turned and fled.

Limp and white, but more than half

conscious, Nellie lay ujxin the divan
where she had been carried. For a
moment they were alone, and as Boyd
f)ent above her, her eyes, full of agony
and despair, met his. Her pale lips

moved.
"You know," she whispered with

painful effort. "You know— I don't
want to live !"

He smoothed hack the hair from her
forehead with a touch infinitely pro-
tective and tender.

"I'm taking care of you—in every
way—Trust me !"

To he continued

The Electric Light Bill

Continued from page 210.

me, for you saved Eileen's life and mine—^the lad would never have a chance to

do the things his mother and hhnself
have planned. Nobody would trust

him. They'd .say that his father was a
thief, and the chances are that he would
be one, too. It wf)iild break her heart
and his."

He ceased and stared at ( arter. The
latter felt the gaze and turned and faced
him.

"Michiiel," he said, "if I ever do ask
you to vote forsuch a bill you refuse
me."
He went directly back to Mitchell's

room. He found him there with .Nellie.

.^9 he enteretl Mitchell looked up
quicklv.

"Well?" hea.sked.
"He is going to vote against the

Electric Eight Bill, " answered Carter
bluntly.

CANADA MONTHLY

Blame
Only

Yourself
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"gLUE-JAY may be bought at
''^ any drug store. This means relief

is near, if you want it. Painful corns succumb
to these inexpensive, wonderful little plasters.

Millions of people have mastered corns this way.
The treatment is quick and gentle. The first

application ends most corns after 48 hours. The
stubborn few vanish with the second or third treatment.

Pared corns keep coming back. Harsh liquids are

dangsrous. Blue-jay treatment alone is permanent.

Prove tonight that every corn is needless. Get Blue-jay
at your drug store. Relief is instant. In 48 hours your corn
is gone forever. Try this certain way once—tonight!

CAUERiBLACK
t.iTnited

Turontp, Canada
MaUers of Sancical

Dreuiavs. etc.

Blue=jay
Stops Pain—Ends Corns

IniitRntly Quickly

36c Packages
at Druggists

A;»o Blnr-Jar BunioD
Platters

BUTTER
cost cut in Half

by using more

CROWN BRAND
CORNiiSYRDP

At present prices it pays to eat
less butter and more Crown Syrup.

In 2, S, 10 end 20 pound tins,

also "Perfect Seal" Quart Jars.

Write (or free Cook Book.

THE CANADA STARCH CO. LIMITED.
MONTREAL. 18
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Why Don't You Go Back

to the Farm?
VW'HY don't you answer the call that the Empire sends to the cities

for more farmers ? Why don't yow go back to the farm when
the way has been made so easy for you by the Canadian Pacific Railway?

Think of it—less money than is paid
in one year's rent for the modern house
in town, will pay your first installment
on a good farm in the country. With
health, ambition and a small capital you
can become your own employer for the rest of

your life with greater prospects of final independ-

ence than are open to you in any other industry.

The end of the war may unsettle many
industries— tnusl unsettle some, but
agriculture will go on as before. The
world must be fed and Western Canada
is the country which logically will develop most
rapidly when peace returns. New is the time to
prepare for those new conditions. Grasp the oppor-
tunity that the Canadian Pacific oflfers you in its

farm homes.

i

'<•

f'

•

Heed the Call Now!

Own a Farm in Western Canada!
An immense area of the most fertile land in Western Canada for

sale at low prices and on easy terms, ranging from $11 to $30 an acre
for farm lands with ample rainfall—irrigated lands up to $50, and the government
guarantees your land and water titles. During the second and third years no pay-
ment on principal required; regular principal payments be^in in the fourth year
and continue until the twentieth year. Interest at 6%. Privilege of paying in full at any time. To
those complying with certain settlement conditions a substantial reduction of interest is made for the
second and third years.

$2,000 Loan m Improvements
We will lend you up to $2,000 in improvements

in certain districts with no security other than
the land itself. Particulars on request. Twenty
years for repayment of loan, with interest at 6%.

Many Farmers in 1916
sold their crops for more than the total cost of
their land. You missed the opportunity then

—

will you miss it again? Find out how easy you
may start on your own farm through the assist-

ance of the Canadian Pacific Railway. Free
literature and information on request.

$1,000 Loan for Live Stock

To approved purchasers of land, in defined
districts, after one year's occupation under cer-
tain conditions we advance cattle, sheep and
hogs to farmers up to the value of tl,0OO, on a
cash payment of 20%.

Ready-Made Farms for Sale

Farms which we have developed by providing
Iwuse, barn, well and fencing and in some cases
cultivation, for sale on special easy terms.

Free Booklets—Write
See_ for yourself the opportunities for independence and happiness that are yours in the great

Canadian West. See for yourself how easy the Canadian Pacific Railway makes it for you to take
advantage of these opportunities. Get all the particulars Mail a post card for free liter-

ature. Don't delay. Act to-day. You have nothing to lose and everything to gain.

ALLAN CAMERON, General Sup't of Lands
Departnnen't of Na-tural Resources

922 First Street East. Calgary, Alberta CANADIAN PACIFIC RAILWAY
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DOMINION EXPRESS
TRAVELLERS' CHEQUES
Every traveller should carry them.
They identify you and protect you

against loss. Ask our asfents
about them.

"Did you ask him to vote for it!-'"

asked Mitchell, incredulous.

Carter hesitated for a moment.
Then he told the truth.

"\o," he said, "I did not."

Carter never remembered how he left

the hotel and Albany behind him on his

way to New York. He vaguely re-

membered Mitchell's denunciation and
his daughter's curt good-by. It pained
him that he could not remember what
she had said because he consklered that

those words would be the last she would
ever speak to him.

In this, however, he was wrong. For
the story drifted about until, at last, it

reached the ears of a humble old Irish-

man. With supreme courage he went
to Nellie and told her all. And so it

was that on one sunny day in spring,

while Carter was walking in Central

Park, a carriage stopped beside him,

and Nellie emerged from it and walked
towards him with outstretched hands.

"You did just right," she said, "and
if you want me—you can have me. As
for papa—well, your friend Mr. Dono-
van told me enough of his methods to

put it in my power to expose him—if

he does not consent."

The Big Interests

Continued from page 243.

Canada's efforts in the war. What are

they ? High prices and personal ex-

travagance. Hartley Withers, the

financial adviser to the British Govern-
ment has given some advice to the

British people in the I'nitcd Kingdom
that is just as applicable to British

people in Canada. The cost of the

war, he says, can only be met out of

what people sa^•e and what the various

Allied countries can borrow. Canada
will from now on find it difficult to

borrow mone%' an'V'where. To main-
tain her part in the struggle for demo-
cracy she will have to learn to save.

If the aggregate wealth of all the mil-

lionaires and semi-millionaires in Can-
ada were conscripted it would be a mere
bagatelle as compared with the savings

of the people of moderate incomes. It

would be as a mere drop in the bucket
as compared with what could be saved
by the wage-earners and salaried classes

if they were subjected to a much modi-
fied system of economy on the lines

enforced in Germany.

Where The Burden Lies.

If, as Hartley Withers says, the people

paid more in taxes and saved more,
less paper money would be needed and
in consequence prices would come down
proportionately. But to date Cana-
dians have not economized. More
showy and expensive garments, high

boots and fancy foods are being pur-
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chased than ever. Money was never
so easily obtained and as usual under
such conditions, never so freely wasted.
If tlie "dope" of the newspapers touch-

ed individually the conscience of the
citizens on these national failings, as

effectively as it has built up illusions

with regard to mythical "big interests"

and "profiteering" a healthier state of

public sentiment would be created. To
do so might involve sacrifice of revenue
but not of dignity and ultimate in-

fluence.

What is most needed in Canada now
is to restore industrial and financial

confidence, which seems only possible

by economy and still greater producing
efficiency. It w;ould only turn the
development in that direction back-
ward to displace the remarkable in-

dividual initiative shown by "govern-
ment operation" and any .substantial

progress in that direction will pre-

cipitate further business distrust.

k

Current Events
Continued from page 280.

(ompared with some of the things
which Americans have said about them-
selves. All over the country, in New-
York, and New England, and Virginia,

and Kentucky, and California, and
Oregon (and very particularly at
0>'ster Bay), I have heard the most un-
sparing criticisms uttered by thinking,
travelled Americans against their own
apathetic countrymen. Such men were
bitterly ashamed of the figure which
their beloved America had cut in the
eyes of the world, and they were l)urn-

ing to see her step forward ancj ])lay

her part in the war, not merely because
of the principle at stake, but in order
that .she might "make go(xl" in certain
matters of national honour.
With this earnest and powerful in-

fluence at work, why did America hold
aloof so long ? That is the f|uestion
which has been debated in Allied circles

for many a day. It has lieen debated,
as already noted, with even greater
vehemence in certain American circles.

And the explanation—the explanation
which the stay-at-home Knglishman
and the stay-at-home American have
both failed equally to grasp—can I >

foiNid by looking at the map and com-
paring the size of the United States
with the size of the other countries of
the world. We who live in an island
which it is po.ssible to traverse in a day;
where everybody is acquainted with
everybixly else's point of view; where
the population contains practically no
foreign element; where it is possib'e to
read the London papers in practically
anypart of the country on the morning
of publication, can have but little con-
ception of the different angles of vision.
the conflicting interests, and the abys-
mal ignorance of one another which MODERN. FIREPROOK.

HOTEL LENOX
North Street at Delaware Ave.

BUFFALO, N. Y.
A unique Hotel of 250 rooms with a most desirable
location insuring quiet, convenience and cleanlinpss.
Cuisine and.service unexcelled bv tlie leading hotels

of the larger cities.

European Plan—SI-SO per Day and Up
Special Weekly Rates)

Taktt Elmwood Avenue car to North Street, or write far
Spedal Tftzioib Arrangement. May we tend with our con-
plimenti a "Guide of Buffalo and Niatara Falls," also ovu
complete rates?

C A. MINER, Managing Director.
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Where You Cannot Prophesy —
PREPARE !

NOT even the best-informed man in government or

business circles dares to attempt a prophecy of

conditions after the war. We hope for the best

—

meantime wise men are preparing now for anything.

How?
By regulating their expenditures according to their

actual needs rather than by their prosperity—by husbanding
the surplus—and by investing to the limit in Canadian War
Loans that help so much to maintain present prosperity.

Money saved and loaned to Canada by Canadians is a two-

fold safeguard for the future. The lenders will benefit directly

from the excellent interest return and absolute security—and
indirectly because the interest thus kept in Canada will help to

keep business good after the war.

Canadian War Savings Certificates are issued in denomina-
tions of $25, $50 and $100, repayable in three years. At the

purchase prices of $21.50, $43 and $86 respectively, they yield

over 5% interest Buy them at any Bank or Money Order
Po^ Office.

The National Service Board of Canada.
OTTAWA. 18
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characterize the heterogeneous ele-

ments of the great nation across the

sea.

A Study of the Map.

What does the map show us ? A
country—or rather continent—stretcli-

ing from the Atlantic to the Pacific,

and from the Tropics to Canada. New
York State alone is not much smaller

than Kngland; California is larger.

Within the boundaries of this huge
federation you will find every type of

humanity, several distinct languages,

every degree of education, every .shade

of public opinion. Most countries are

dominated by their capital. In

.America there are a vast number of

populous cities, each a little centre in

itself, with its own newspapers and its

own opinion of things in general and
the rest of America in particular.

Again, the sturdy American democrat
is apt to smile upon our social water-

tight compartments, and tells us that

"in the I'nited Slates we are one class

only." But in truth America is, above
all other countries, the home of intel-

lectual and social extremes. Let us

take a few examples. In the universi-

ties f)f Harvard, Yale, and Princeton,

to mention only a few—for this great

land is literally sown with seminaries,

nobly endowed—you will find scholars

of world-wide reputatif)n. In New
York, Boston, Philadelphia, and the

great cities of the South you will find

families of wealth and refinement
whose ancestry can be traced back three

or four hundred years. There is no
prouder aristocracy in the world. In

public life you will find bankers, finan-

ciers, and heads of great commercial
enterprises who have achieved the last

word in business organization. Some
one once said that there were only three
invincible organizations in the world

—

the Roman Catholic Church, the Ger-
man Army (before the war, presum-
ably), and the Standard Oil Company
of America. Again in the laboratories

and W(jrk-shops of the Northern States
you will find mechanical and inventive
genius at its highest point. The names
of Thomas Edi.son and Orville Wright
are the first which suggest themselves
as illustrations.

Now for a- slightly different angle.
Living under the same fldg with these

—

less cons|)icuous, ma\hap, but return-
ing two Seiuitors to Congress per State
notwithstanding—you will find men of

the "Solid South," who still remember
the "carpet-bagger" of the North and
the dreadful days of the Reconstruc-
tion perifxl—-men to whom the word
"Yankee," instead of meaning, as to

us, an American citizen, is still almost
a tenn of opprobrium. In the Middle
West you will find f.inners of Kansas
and Illinois who regard New York Cily
as an annex to hell, and who care

nothing for world poHtics so long as

their pigs get safe to Chicago and their

wheat to Minneapolis. Further west
again, cut off from their fellow-country-

men by trackless deserts and impassable
moimtains, you will find isolatcnl com-
munities like Denver and Salt Lake
City, each witli its own activities, tradi-

tions, and public opinion. Fuxther
west still, in country that grows more
beautiful and wonderful as you proceed,

you will come to the Pacific Slope,

where oranges and peaches grow in the

open air, and flowers bloom all the year
round, but whiere life is beginning to be
complicated by Asiatic problems of

whicJi the East knows nothing. In

the North-West, again, you will find

certain thriving seaport towns, not al-

together insensible f)f the proximity of

Canatla. (Seattle, for instance, has a
great deal more in common with Van-
couver than with San Franci.sco.) Last-

ly, in South-Western States like Arizona

and New Mexico you will encounter cer-

tain interesting and primitive com-
munities (each, remember, returning

its ([uota to Congress), who invent

their own customs and practise the

Same without as.sislance. The other
,

day, for instance, in one of these States

a crowd of about a thousand white

persons, men and women, decided that

a certain negro criminal ought to die

forthwith. So they put him in a cage,

poured paraffin oil over him, and roast-
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The old reliable remedy for rbeu-
jiiatism, neuralgia, sore throat and
sprains.

Best Liniment Made
Mr. A. K.LAUxnRY, Edmonton,writes:—
"I fell from a building and received what

the (loctor called a very
bad sprained ankle, and
told me I must not walk
on it for three weeks, I
got MINARD'S LINI-
MKNT and in six days I
was out to work again.
I think it the best I^iui-

tnent made."

Minard's Liniment
al\vays gives satis-

faction. For any
ache or pain. It

gives instant relief.

Minard's Liniment
Co., Limited

Yarmouth, - - N.S,

PAST^^o PRESENT̂ ^
To-day there is no question of |W
choice between the goose quill and the
Fountain Pen, but there is a choice of
Fountain Pens. The

A." Self-filling Fountain Pen
was the first successful self-
filling fountain pen and is stil

without a peer. It writes
smoothly and easily—can a -

ways be depended upon and is

Filled by a simple twist of the
button.

It's as easy as winding your watch.
Every pen is fully guaranteed.
Step in at the nearest 'dealers and

took over the "A. A." line,

MODERN PEN COMPANY
SUCCESSOR TO

Arthur A. Waterman & Co.
Established 1895

170 Broadway, New York City

Not connected with

The L. E. Waterman Co.

$250 MOTORCYCLE
TO BE GIVEN AWAY

For a little pleasant easy work for us In your
neighborhood looking after our renewals and new
subscriptions. No experience needed, anyone
can do the work during spare time and easily win
this fine machine. With a motorcycle you can
ride miles and miles over country* up and down
the hills at almost any speed.

Write to-day for full particulars. Address,
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ed him alive. No one seems to object

to these eriKaging tribal customs. At
least, Washington took no steps in the

matter, and apparently never does.

But the incident affords us a useful

.siddight upon the difficulty of stan-

tiardizing American thought.

Nationalities And Languages.

Take nationality and language again.

First of all, let us get over the delusion

that America is entirely inhabited by
our "cousins"—people of pure British

descent. Before the war nearly two
million immigrants entered the United
States every year. Very few of these

could speak English. To-day, it is

said, only one-half of the inhabitants of

Manhattan Island (the main part of

New York City) are American born.

If you take a walk down the lower end
of Fifth Avenue during the dinner-

hour, when the mighty skj'scraping

office buildings of perhaps forty storeys

have temporarily decanted their human
contents on to the pavement below,
you will find yourself elbowing your
way through a crowd which is more
fitted to serve as an ethnological mus-
eum than as a representative body of

capital citizens. Within the compa.ss
of a mile you will probably hear seven
or eight languages spoken—^French,

German, Italian, Russian, Polish,Lithu-
anian, Yiddish, and Czech. Possibly
you will not hear English spoken once.
You will see men standing at street

corners reading newspapers printed in

German, or Hebrew, or Modern Greek
—papers printed and published daily
in New York. New York alone con-
tains more Germans than many large

German cities. The same may be said

of Chicago. Indeed, the Mayor of

that city recently excu.sed himself from
issuing an official invitation to Marshal
Joffre and the French Mission on the
ground that "Chicago is the third Ger-
man city of the world." But the rest

of Chicago declined to stomach this

dreadful insinuation; the Mayor was
overruled, and Joffre paid a triumphant
visit. In other great cities, such as St.

Louis, Milwaukee, and Cincinnati,

the German population, though actually

smaller, is relatively still greater.

And the German is not the only
foreign element. In South-Western
States like Texas and New Mexico, and
even in Southern California, there is a
strong Mexican strain, and the Spanish
tongue is constantly heard. In San-
Francisco, again, you will find a con-
siderable Chinese and Japanese ele-

ment, who, although they take no part

in politics, add to the variegated nature
of the American population. Down in

Louisiana, New Orleans still retains

something of its ancient Gallic atmo-
sphere. In numerous reser\-ations

throughout the country you will find

the remnants of the moribund Indian
tribes; and finally on every hand you
will encounter a vast, vigorous, and
increasing negro population, all nomin-
ally in possession, of the franchise.

Throw in a few oddments from Cuba,
the Philippines, and Honolulu, and
you have the tale complete.

And this is the country- which we, in

our tight little parochial island, expect

to speak and act upon questions of

interqational importance with a single

voice!

The World's Record Patrol
Continued from page 240.

McGill University, Dr. Phillip Doyle,
who for the past two years has been
practising his profession in the Arctic
Circle, having been appointed to that

post by the Dominion Government.
As Corporal Bruce and his strongly-

stepping men emerged out of the woods
with their party and came aboard the
steamer, they reminded one of nothing
so much as well-regulated guns. They
were "so spruce, so wholly neat and
feat."

"Ah !" said my friend in a whisper
that was not meant to go around the
world, "If I were a rich widow I'd be
after treating myself to one of them."

It was an hour or two later when
Inspector La Nauze came aboard, he
being accompanied by Mike, his dog.

Mike, w-ho is nine years old, is only a
"yellah" dog, being a pure-bred mon-
grel but, contrariwise, he has the dis-

tinction of having for seven years ac-

companied his master on all his patrols

so that he may be properly classed with
Lelaps, the Grecian dog, who never
failed to take and conquer whatever
animal he was ordered to pursue.
As one looked at the Eskimos with

their straight black hair, small black
eyes, their complexion like a bronzed
tree-trunk, it was to recall a lesson long
since learned from a geography long
since obsolete, that "North of 49, hardy
men pursue the fur trade." '

True, oh Geographer ! but it has
come to pass in these later days that
latitude 49 is not nearly so far north
as it used to be. Indeed, there are
some of us who have even come to
think that the Eskimo in his slight

canoe riding the waves, and the Indian
horseman of the plains in his bucking
broncho, are one and the same man. It

is also true that the hunters from the
sub-arctics are better fed than instruct-

ed, and from long riding in their kay-
acks, slower and heavier of movement



but, God of them all, when these men
'have killed as many missionaries as the

plainsmen, and have been educated in

as many law-courts and penitentiaries

they, too, will be smartened up to some-
thing approaching our near-civilization

standard.
Ilavinik, the interpreter, speaks

English with fair fluency but cannot be

described as "talkative", but fur that

matter, the same applies to all the

members of the police party whose
duty it is to be discreet as well as

valorous. The oil-eater is clean shaven,

wears his hair closely cropped, and

with some clothes tied in a sheet and
slung across his back, would easily pass

for a Chinese laundryman. As for

"Patsy" with his smart peaked cap

and blue serge suit which he wears as

"Special," one would undoubtedly class

him as a Cree lad of the better order,

recently graduated from college.

Keoha, who has come as witness, is a

large man whose physique suggests

enormous strength, but a strength that

is untrained, untrimmed, and un.so-

phisticated. His palms are almost white

from continuous paddling and he has

a nose that is much awry. When first

he saw the electric light Hash into the

undcr-deck of the D. A. Thomas,

nothing could express his amazement
for while Keoha had nightly looked

u[)on the love-mad moon as she chased

hard after the sun—a kind of Eskimo
J(}seph—and while he had seen her

catch up with the fugitive upon those

rare and blessed occasions known as an
eclipse, this was the very first time he
had observed her ladyship to come in-

doors. Yes ! it is a far step from the

stone lamp of the primitive .nan to the

white, high-volted lam|>of the twentieth

century. It was on the steamer River

McMurray that Keoha and his coiqitry-

men first saw a cow which they descril)-

ed to the white folk as "a big dog with

horns." They asked if the smaller

engine which pumped the water for the

service of the vessel was the pup of the

large engine.

Sinnisiak and I 'luksak, the prisoners

belong to the same tribe as the other

l-.skimos, that is to say, the Kogmoliks,
or "farther east people". They are

suffering very considerably from the

heat and flies but if they suffer from
the curious looks of the travellers, they
hide it well. Although they do not
care for our fcxxl, they are pleascnl to be
gi\'en tobacco which they smoke with
evident satisfaction. An old trader
who has lived in the north for nearly
sixty years, and who knows much about
the ICskimos, says that they are not
weaned until they are four or five years
old, by which time they have also

learned to smoke. It is not, he says,

an infre(|uent sight tf) .sec a baby-boy
draw uj)on his father's pi[)e and then
upon his mother's bseast. Ah well !
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who shall fix the line in a land where
each man is a law unto himself ?

The prisoners wear overalls, little

peaked caps, shirts and muckaluck or

messinke boots which are contrived out

of raw sealskin. The\- smile a good
deal and seem attached to the police,

whom they trust implicitly. At Fort

Vermillion there is a half-wild cat named
Lisette whose habit it is to come
aboard on each trip of the vessel, and
as one watches these men fondling this

animal, one can hardly credit the story

about the eating of the priest's liver.

But those who know say this is a re-

quisite procedure when you kill a man
in the north, to allay the "tornarssuit,"

or evil spirit, who would otherwise

avenge itself.

The Eskimos have little or no idea

of what is before them. They have
been told that "the Big White Chief
must decide what he shall do with

them but in their country there is no
chief. Their system is a pure demo-
cracy and the word Ishumalak for

"chief", literally translated means "the

thinker," or one who decides for the

party. When Knud Rasmussen, the

Danish explorer, once asked Panigpak
who went with Peary on his 1898 ex-

pedition, "Wliat do you suppose was
theobject of all your exertions ? What
did you think when you saw the land

disappear behind you, and found >'Our-

self out on drifting ice-tloes ?"

"Think ?" replied Panigpak with
astonishment, "I did not need to think;

Peary did that."

It is difficult to predicate to what
extent the judge and jury before whom
these Eskimos are to be arraigned will

consider their ignorance of law and
their dark and strange [Jsychology, but
that some degree of consideration will

be given to these vital matters, there

can be little doubt. Among their tribes

there is no equivalent to the word
"punishment." Their nearest ap-
proach to this is "revenge." If, there-

fore, the police had killed their quarry
on sight, the propriety of the proceed-
ing would, in all probai)ility, have been
recognized by the Eskimos, but the
Eskimos would be wholly unable to

comprehend any course of action where-
by Sinnisiak and Uluksak were taken
away, treated humanely, and then
after two years deliberately put to

death by a process described to them
as "capital punishment"—^that is to

say by strangulation, or by the break-
ing of the spinal cord through jerk-

ing.

The effect of fheir failure to return
would have on the Kogmoliks will

doubtless \k considered for, upon this

effect, must largely depend the
secutity of all other men who travel

for any purpose whatsoever in those
great |M)lar desolations known as the
Arctic regions.
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THE NOVEMBER ISbUE
You are asked to subscribe your share of the fourth

war loan amounting to probably $150,000,000. What
security has the Dominion to ofifer you? In an article

in next month's issue R. Goldwin Smith will describe

"The Resisting Power of Canadian Finances." He will

show the relation between Canada's war debt and
current liabilities and the public revenues, bank
deposits, foreign trade and industrial and agricultural

earning power.
"Fault has been found with the Government for

allowing foreign families coming to Canada to settle

together, instead of making them units in English-

speaking districts. It has been claimed that these

foreigners would refuse to blend, and would set up
little Rolands, Galicias and Russias. I have said

something like this myself, but have lived to see the

error of my ways." Thus Janey Canuck begins the

fifth of her "Lord O' Land " sketches in the November
issue, under the title, "Coming Canadians". She
gives the reasons for her change in view point, and in,

her own interesting way gives some side lights on the

lives of the Ruthenians.
"The Ashes of Susan," by Catharine Beverley

Robertson, is the first short story by this author Ui

appear in this magazine, although thousands of

Canadians have read her work under a well-known

non-de-plume. The "Ashes of Susan" will keep

you interested to the end of the story, for these ashes

caused considerable disturbance to a number of lives

before they were safely disposed of. The story is

illustrated by the well-known artist, Marion Long.

Other short stories in next month's issue are

What Happened in Harrison's Office," by George

Hyde Preston, and "The Search for the Spring," by
Eleanor Gates, the author of "The Plough-Woman,"
"The Biography of a Prairie Girl," etc.

Tom King will diagnose the latest p<^)litical devel-

opments in the Dominion, and "Raggs" will bring

her Pedlar's Pack jammed full of interesting wares.

Mrs. Costain and Dudley Ward will provide a

further instalment of "Doings in Dingbat Land."
We believe that you will agree that the November

issue is the best one we have published.
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Keeping the Trenches Filled
THE WORK OF THE BRITISH RECRUITING MISSION IN THE UNITED STATES

THE British marched south out of

Canada, over the grass-grown

boundary line, flung out the

Cnion Jack beside the Stars and Stripes

and a new page of international history

was written.

For the first time in more than a cen-

tury armed British soldiers walked the

streets of American cities. For the

first time in history the I'nited States

by a special act of Congress extended

to another nation the courtesy of going

into its territory and recruiting men for

war service.

The British Mission

headcjuarters under Bri-

gadier General W. A
White of the British arm\ .

had been opened several

weeks when Colonel John
S. Dennis was appointed
commanding officer of the

western division with
head(|uartcrs in Chicago,

and the recruiting meth
fxls which hail made it

IK)ssible for Canada to

silence the slogan, "Do
your bit" by doing so

much more, were taken
across the border to call

tt) the colors the half mil-

lion Britons and Cana-
dians of military age and
()hysical fitness resident

in the Cnitcxi States. Be-
fore the end of August
more than six thou.sand

men had enlisted and been
(lit tcf the front.

The <iay the Chicago
depot, in charge of I.ieut

Janiieson, was o()ened in the Mar(|uetic
Building in Chicago, the staff was m>

deluged with applications that it was
impossible to do more than distribute

the pafjers to be filled out and returned
later. Three contingents a week aver-

CotyritU, 1917,

By Estelline Bennett

aging from twenty-fi\e to fifty men,
have been sent continuously ever since.

But the real enthusiasm was taken over
with the kilties. The 48th Highlanders
marched through Boston, New York,
and Chicago, their bagpipes wailing out
patriotic and old Scotch airs, and con-

(|uered the country. Their plaids and
the pipes, their brawn\- go(xl looks,

their wonderful record at V'imy Ridge,

and even the sobric|uet given them by
the Boches—"ladies from hell"—fired

the imagination of the whole country,

and Britishers of military- age, within

Signing-on. Men crowded the recruiting offices and fought to reach the

recruiting sergeants

Col. F. ( sight ,ind sound of kills and pipes, went
forthwith and enlisted. It e\eii had
its effect u|)on American recruiting.

The week of the big allied recruiting

ralh- in Chicago, when the Highlanders
were the star attraction, the roll call of

recruits jimiiK-d into the clouds and
bj VANDERHOOF, SCOTT <f COMPANY, LIMITED.

Stayed. The number was so great that
officers at headquarters were com-
pelled to put signs on their doors: "One
man at a time, please."

A grand parade marched down the
boulevards and around the loop, past
the reviewing stand on the terrace of
the Art Institute—the Highlanders and
their pipe band, the jackies from the
Naval Training Station and their band
under the direction of John Philip
Sousa, miles of men in khaki. Red Cross
nurses in their white garb, floats and
patriotic societies—all saluting the re-

viewing officers on the
terrace, while Ruth Law,
circling overhead in her
airplane, dipped low and
gave a salute to the High-
landers as they i)assed.

Officers in the reviewing
stand were General W. A.
White, Lieut. Col. John
S. Dennis, Lieut. Col. F.

C. Jamieson, Captain W.
A. MofTett, commander of

the (ireat Lakes Na^•al

Training Station; Major
F. R. Kenney, General
Thos. H. Barry; and
Major Ward Wright, Ma-
jor H. E. Kecnvn, Captain
I). S. Thompson, and
Captain Charles Dolphin
of the British Recruiting
.Mission.

Every day during the
week the kilties marchi-d
.iround the loop and went
some where with their

b.iiid. The pi-culiar,

pleased whine of the bagpipes became
as familiar as the noon whistles. But
it never failed in its inspiration. Men

. of Great Britain, especially perhaps
men of Scotland, heard the music and
straightway went and set their Ameri-
can houses in order. Time enough,
All ritkl! riterrtd. Ml
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the bagpipes scemccl to call, for civic

and peaceful pursuits when the war
is won.
The big rally at the Coliseum that

week vied with the parade in the in-

spiration and enthusiasm with which

it filled the whole city. And that

night the Highlanders shared the

glory with the men in kJiaki, the sailors

and marines, and the vested choir of two

hundred men and boys who opened the

meeting marching in solemn pro-

cessional the length of the huge build-

ing, up one side and then

down the broad center

aisle behind the crucifer

with his great gilt cross

singing, "Onw.ard, Chris-

tian Soldiers."

The Church Federa-

tion of Chicago held a big

meeting in the city's old-

est church ,'» the First
Methodist.^The pipers'

band gave a concert in

Garfield Park and the

crowd was so great that

it spilled out into the

tributary boulevards and
kept the entire force of

park policemen busy un-

tangling automobiles and
people on foot.

The Highlanders were
welcomed to the city on
Monday, July 23rd, and
escorted through the loop

by a detail of four com-
panies of sailors from the

Great Lakes station, and
their band. By noon, the

British Recruiting Mis-
sioh headquarters in the

Marquette Building, and
the three substations
scattered through the

loop, were crowded to the

doors. Men fought for a
chance to reach the re-

cruiting sergeant; they
rushed through the streets

ahead of the crowd of

spectators to reach the
offices, a hundred of them
fell in line behind the

escort and began the first

lap of their march to Ber-

lin. One hundred men
were received in that one
day, and 81 marched out of the Mis-
sion that evening to entrain for To-
ronto.

These recruits were from various
walks of life and countries, coming
from many of the allied nationalities

as well as the British and Canadian.
That they were mostly men employ-
ed rather than from the vagrant popula-
tion of the idle, was shown in tfie fact

that the largest crowds of applicants
came at the noon hour and on Satur-
day afternoon. The greater number
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were working men. Some came from
considerable distances. Among these

was the tall raw-boned Scotch bridge-

builder who came in from Wyoming
and attracted attention, as he sat in

th(5 long line of waiting men, by his

white Stetson hat and the little tune
he whistled softly to himself, "The
Little Grey Home in the West.''
"Homesick ?" someone asked him.
"No."
"From the West ?"

"No. From Glasgow."

Brig. Gen. W. A. White of the British Recruiting Mission with Brig. Gen.

Thomas A. Barry, Central Division, U.S.A., on the reviewing stand

during the great military parade in Chicago, July 26th

"I thought from your hat and your
music you were western."

"I've been out west for ten or twelve
years."

And then little by little as the line

moved toward the ofificer's door the
Sctochman's heart warnaed toward the
western Irishman ne.xt him, and he told

him.
"Fll tell you," he said a little shortly,

"There was a girl—a Scotch girl, a
singer, and she was visiting out in

Wyoming where I was, and she sang

that 'Little Grey Home in the West,'
and -she went down on the Luisitania.
Fve sort of taken that song for my own
since then. I couldn't enlist before
because I couldn't get to Canada. I'm
going over now and build bridges so
you fellows can march into Berlin."
Thomas Callahan, an Irishman of

Belfast, veteran of the Indian wars in

the Royal Irish Fusilliers, looked at his
three motherless little girls, shook his
head and went away to the Mission.
When he came back, he told them he

had enlisted and was go-
ing away to France but
they would be taken care
of. Pansy aged fourteen,
cried a little—this moth-
ering business was very
hard, she thought— but
Margaret's eyes shone.
She was glad father was
going, he was a brave man,
and nothing would happen
to them. Apd nothing
has, for a woman who had
given her son to the army,
gathered them into her
big W^isconsin home to

care for them until Father
comes back from the war.

t Many applicants had
slight physical defects

which barred them and
most of these came back
a little later after visits

to the dentist or the oc-

culist, and were accepted.

i A large percentage
wanted to go into the

Royal Flying Corps, only
to find that the require-

ments for that service

were the most exacting

of any.
"What have been your

tastes ?" Captain Dolphin
asked of the applicants.

"Have j'ou been fond of

motor racing, of ski-jump-

ing, all the daredevil

sports ? Because if you
haven't, you never would
qualify for the Royal
P'lying Corps."

Of all enlistments
eighty-five per cent., ex-

clusive of those for the

Royal Flying Corps, are

for the Canadian Army, which is

better paid than any other except that

of the United Stated.

A large share of the success of the

work, particularly in the western divi-

sion, has been the highly organized

civilian committees cooperating with

tfie Mission in every city where British

officers have gone to recruit. Colonel

Dennis' penchant for efficient organiza-

tion was demonstrated immediately

upon his taking command. Simultan-

eously with the opening of the British
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Mission doors, he set

about the organization of

the Chicago British Com-
mittee on Allied Recruit-

ing, composed of repre-

sentative Canadians and
Britons of Chicago. "It

is only with the co<:)pera-

tion of every Briton and
Canadian through an ef-

ficient civilian committee,
that we can accomplish

all we wish," he said, and
sent out a summons to

fifty men of affairs, in-

cluding such men as Stam-
ford A. Wliite, who was
made president of the

committee; Martin J. In-

sull, president of the Mid-
west Public Utilities Com-
pany, who was made
executive chairman:
Thomas E. vVilson, pre-

sident . of the Wilson
Packing Co.; John Clay
of the finn of Clay Rob-
inson and Co., Live Stock
Commission ; and Archi-

bald E. Freer, who has
contributed generously to

the Western Relief Fimd
ever since its organization

two years ago.

After the Kilties were
gone and the pipes were
still and the cheering was
done, and the grind of

organized effort must be-

gin without the inspira-

tion of the soldiers, the

Chicago British Commit- Lieut. Col.

tec took council with Recruiting

Colonel Dennis. While
the new depots in Min-
neapolis, St. Paul, Duluth, Kansas City,

and the west were getting under way,
there must be no falling off in the

John S. D^nis, commanding the western division, British

Mission, who in civil life is Chief Commissioner of the Canadian

Pacific Railway

effort of Chicago. The committee

was reorganized, D. H. Grant, chief

of the Scottish Clans was made ex-

ecutive secretary and the
real business of recruiting
was begim.
A comprehensive pub-

licit}- campaign among
the British societies was
begun. Meetings in all

parts of the city—as many
as seven and eight a day
—were scheduled. Four
minute men were put on
in the principal theatres,

noon meetings in big in-

dustrial plants were ar-

ranged. Everywhere a
piper is the signal for

British Recruiting.

Under the direction of

Lieutenant-Colonel F. C.
Jamieson, in charge of the
Chicago depot of the Mis-
sion, recruiting teams
were put into the field

to cover the country with-
in a hundred mile radius

of Chicago. The first

team under Ex-Chief Gun-
ner K. R. White went
into Wisconsin—even to

Milwaukee, the first Ger-
man city in the country.
They met with big success

in the few days they were
there. The route of this

team covered much of

Wisconsin, Illinois and
Iowa. A couple of weeks
later, a second team was
sent on an automobile
tour to Joliet, La Salle,

Peoria. The result of this

work is at once notice-

able, as scores of workmen
including many miners,

come in from these dis-

tricts. Since the order by tlie Unittxl

States war department forbidding

the acceptance of friendly aliens,

Soldiers and sailors of the United States walking shoulder to shoulder with the Kilties stirred American hearts as nothing else in many a day
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o„.-„.^^,,..„.„^^^^^^^^^

many Poles, Bohemians and Russians
unable to join their own armies, have
come to the British Recruiting Mission.
The Poles were among the most eager
volunteers for the United States army
before the order from the war depart-
ment, and since then, have been com-
ing to the British headquarters in num-
bers.

In Chicago, as in other cities of the
western division. Colonel Dennis' plan
for a systematic personal appeal to
every Briton and Canadian of military
age and physical fitness, is being carried
out by the citizen's committees. In
Spokane, Minneapolis and St. Paul and
Chicago, as well as in New York, lists

of Canadians are being compiled from
the national registration lists furnished
by the government. This method of
combing out every available man and
concentrating upon the personal in-

. dividual appeal has produced astound-
ing results.

Not the least important asset in the
work of the Mission is the Western
Relief Fund organized on lines similar
to the Canadian Patriotic Fund to assist
soldiers' families in Wi-sconsin, Illinois,

Indiana and Iowa. Another fund called
the Northwestern Rejief Fund has
headquarters in Minneapolis, where it

has been one of the great factors in the
good success of the recruiting there.

Enlisted men making applications are
referred directly to the offices of the
Fund and arrangements iire completed
before the men leave for Canada. There
is no red tape and little delay. And in
spite of the new call upon its resources
as British recruiting figures in this dis-
trict jump up, its funds have so far been
adequate to the needs.
Another factor that has played a

part in winning recruits is the knowledge
that they will be o\erseas before the
end of the year. The fact of active
service not months but merely weeks
away, is a call to arms that cannot be
denied. Eighty-five per cent, of
the enlistments have been for the Cana-
dian army because of the better pay,
although the Royal Flying Corps has
been a great attraction and has drawn
many volunteers.

Since the conscription act in Canada,
making Canadians as well as Britons
subject to draft in the United States,
by agreement with the United States
government, the work of the mission
which depended for its record upon the
voluntary enlistment of the thousands
of Loyal British subjects who could not
afTord tlie expense of a trip to Canada
where they might be rejected for physi-
cal reasons, will be ended. But it may
be that the work of recruiting the Brit-
ish subjects in the United States Mill

prove to be after all when this year's
history is written not the greatest part
of the work of the mission.
"The most vidid picture I saw in the

United States," said a Toronto man
who had followed the call of the piper
from Toronto through Boston, IS'ew
York, Chicago, and home again, "is one
I saw one day in Chicago. A larger
number of recruits than usual was leav-
ing the headquarters in the Marquette
Building for the railroad station on
their way to Canada and the front.
They had marched out on to Adams
Street, most of them with women pro-
longing their farewells. They were in
mufti and might have been American
citizens. In the background was Chi-
cago's big domed Federal building. The

'

crowd around was so great that a few
policemen were urging onlookers gently
out of the way. All that was very-
American. But in front of the recruits
was the Kiltie's band. And directly in
front of the insistent crowd, a private
soldier in kilts—the very British uni-
form—drew himself up with his bayon-
etted gun at correct position and held
the crowd away. Nothing could have
been more typically British if it had
been in Trafalgar Square instead of on
Adams Street in front of the Federal
building. Great Britain has stepped
into her place in the United States."
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dida,'

' UGENE," thepoet-boy in "Caii-

said: "Poet's talk to

themselves out loud; and the
world overhears them."

If we all "talked to ourselves out
loud," how wonderfully real we would
be to our familiars ! Have you noticed
how rarely it is that we humans talk

as sincerely and unreservedly to others,

as we do to ourseKes ? It's cowardice
that docs it : we're afraid that the other
fellow may laugh at our stri\ings after

bij; things, at our love for the precious
little things. So we give of our thoughts
with a niggardly hand. We don't love
our fellowman enough fo give ourselves,

no matter how much he may need our
understanding and sympathy.

H;milet's famous soliUxjuy is the

most convincing thing in the whole
drama. He is not talking with the idea
of conveying more-or-less subtle ideas
to misunderstanding or imsympathetic
>i)uls; he is communing with his own
soul. The modern dramatist scorns
.solil(x|uy on the stage, much as we
scorn it in "real life." Shakesjjeare
knew that no expression is so positi\e,

so convincing, as when the character
"thinks aloud."
Have you ever nbticed in reading a

poem—or perhaps an essay or pla\' —
that the writer expresses something
that you have thought for a long time,
but have never put into words ? \ot
that you hadn't the words to say it;

but that you ha^e, since losing the
liles.stHl naturalness of childhcxxi, ac-

(|uired the wretched habit of "small
talk." Has it ever occurred to you that if

instead of chatting among your friends
about matters which will be of no mo-
ment to-morrow—in wftrds that con-
ceal instead of revealing your real

thoughts—you might express ideas
that woukl be as helpful, perhaps even
.IS inspiring as the thoughts of these
writers are to the world ? Your sin-

( erity and lack of reserve might even
cause them to be as unreservecl, to un-
burden their hearts of sorrow; for there

ire many, many of us who m w. ,ir\

with dragging the crosses too heav>- for

mortals to bear."

"Language is the flower of thought."

Why should we cultivate the ".small

talk" weeds for the world's garden ?

WTiy should we refuse to permit the

flower to blossom ? If we do refuse,

the flower will be choked by the weeds:
the perfume that might bring sweetness
to the garden will lie missing.

W'e need the filowcr.s—all of us—very
sorely, in these sad days. Let us pull

out the weeds and burn them before

the altar of Human Sympathy !

Let us all be poets. Let us "talk to

Miss Isabel Ecclestone Mackay. The author

of "Up The Hill and Over." Many of her

stories have appeared in Canada Monthly

ourselves out loud." Christ did it, f<jr

He was unafraid ! And He loved

enough to give Himself.

Someone sent me a book the other

day. She wrote: "Dear I'edlar-

Raggs—here is a tale after your -own
heart." On the title page I read:

"The road runs Irack, ami the road runs on,

Hut the air has a s«"ent of rloviT,

And another day brings another dawn,
When we're up thejiill and over"

—

When we're up the hill and over."

—

And I knew that she was right ! So
I left the cottage far behind; tramped
to a shady wood, sat down under a
clump of birches; and abandoned my-
self to the joy of strolling away in my
dreams, to meet the dreams of a writer

who had found a little world of her own.
The strange thing about the book

was this: although I felt—-like the

splendid hero—that I had "stumbled
into a dream town, and must walk care-

fully lest I stumble out," it was a town
that I liad dreamed before—a lovable

little Canadian town, full of real people

who assuredly lived before the book be-

gan, and seemed to go on living when
the last page was done. I, the Pedlar,

felt that some day, soon, I would walk
down the sunny street of the town of

Coombe, and perhaps meet dear little

"mad Aunt Amy" who always talked

of the loved dead "as if they were in the

next room." We would exchange sym-
pathetic confidences, I know; for 1 am
prone, to tltat "madness," too. And I

would see in the flesh, those h pi)\-

lovers whom I first met, when they

were in "the going-to-be-in-love-pres-

ently state—which is Heavenly."
Read "Ip the Hill and Over" by

Isabel Ecclestone Mackay. It is ]nib-

lished by McClelland, C.oodchild and
Stewart. I onh- hope that you will

lo\e it as much as I do !

The snajj-shot on the next page ol

Miss Percv' Haswell
—

"the sweetest

actress in Ainerica"—shows that dainty
lady in pursuit of the destructive 'taler

bug ! Like many of her profession.

Miss Haswell is "cultivating the land"

this Summer. She writes scarce-be-

lie\able tales of labors among corn,

beans, peas, turnips and potatoes. Did
I say "|Kitatocs"? She writes me, "I

have a whole acre in 'tatcrs ! I woukl
have you know that I am a Potatriot !"

My memory of Mis^s Haswell's beauti-

ful home at Siascon.set, M.i-- .
i- .1
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dream of shady verandahs, thrilling

sails, country' tramps, and swims in the

breakers. But that was before the

war, before Potatriots were in demand.
This beloved actress has an ocean—the

Atlantic—at her front door; and the

Rupert Brooke, whose poems are as beauti-

ful as his life, as inspiring as his death

sun rises out of the sea for her, every
fine morning !

Miss Haswell is one of the most
popular women on the American stage
—and has been, since she made her
debut as a sweet golden-haired girl cf

sixteen, with the famous Daly Stock
Company in New York; following Ada
Rehan as leading-woman shortly after-

wards. Audiences love her. Fellow-
actors adore her. She was born in the
Sunny South, of English parentage.
Her mother was a Percy—which ac-

counts for the boyish Christan name
that puzzles so many people. She has
the fascination of the typical Southern
girl, and all the "fineness" of the Eng-
lish gentlewoman.

My acquaintance with Brenda'Mac-
rae began most auspiciously. You see,

I began bj' telling her this story:

—

There was once a very little girl who
liked to go to church. Of course she
realized that there were reasons both
for and against this religious exercise.

For instance, she disapproved strongly
of white starched dresses and pink
sashes; (she was that kind of little

girl); but she liked to sit in the high
family pew, with her little legs sticking
out before her, and imagine things !

The most fascinating imagining cf all

had to do with the big stained-glass
window, on which were thousands of
stylish angels—she knew there were
thousands, for they reached right out
of sight—and they all had musical in-

struments in their hands. The harps
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didn't interest her very much—she's
heard a harp—but there were many
lady-angels, with golden hair, who were
all just on the point of blowing on
tnimpels of puri)le and blueand crimson
glass; and, when the sun shone through
the great window, the little girl could
almost hear the wonderful purple and
blue and crimson crystal notes of their
Heavenly symphony. Almost— but
not quite—^and, even when she grew
up, she never quite "gave over" her
wonder of these many-colored trum-
pets, what they would really sound like
if the angels got down to business !

One day, after many years, she found
out. The little girl had grown up into
a musical critic; and her New York
paper had sent her to hear the Russian
Symphony Orchestra. After a little

time of beautiful music from the
orchestra, a tall, lovely girl came for-
ward to sing a solo.

Then suddenly, the musical critic be-
came a little girl again, a little girl in a
stifi' white dress, and a wide pink sash;
the sun was streaming through a great
stained-glass window; and the angels
with the trumpets were there, too—but
with a difference—they were trumpet-
ing in all the glory of purple and blue
and crimson crystal notes, just as the
little girl had always known they would—^and, somehow, there were words, too :

"The year's at the Spring:
The day's at the morn:
Morning's at seven:
The hillside's dew-pearled:
The lark's on the wing:
The snail's on the thorn:
God's in His Heaven:
All's right with the world !"

"Why, of course," gasped the re-

juvenated musical critic ; "I might have
had the sense to know, all along, that it

would be exactly like that—purple and
blue and crimson crystal notes, and
"God's in His Heaven: all's right with
the world !"

Miss Percy Haswell working in her war garden

at Siasconset, Mass.

When the concert was over, she inter-

viewed the soloist: and the interview

—

the first part of it—consisted in telling

her this tale of the little girl and the
angels. Then she—who was Brenda
Macrae—told the musical critic—who
was your pedlar-friend the story of her
work and ambition; and as she is a

Canadian girl who has done big things
musically, is doing bigger things every
day, and will yet do the biggest of all,

Canadians will perhaps be interested
in hearing something of her, and her
work.

Brenda Macrae. A Canadian girl who has

made a name for herself in the musical world

Perhaps we had better, "right here at
the start, and before we begin," as Mrs.
Jarley said: blot out with a tear, the
one disgraceful fact of Brenda Macrae's
career :—she studied in Germany ! How
ever, she was a mere child at the time,

and loathed the Germans; so let us for-

get it, and begin again. Six years ago,

Miss Macrae came back from—that

place, and went to New York, to study
with the famous Hattie Clapper Morris.

First of all, she went, with a horde of

others, to try for a position as soloist

at a big New York church. She was
chosen, and her salan.- covered her liv-

ing expenses in a dear little apartment
with another Toronto girl-student.

One Sunday, at this church, the pre-

sident of the Professional Women's
League heard her sing, introduced her-

self after the service, and arranged a

recital under the league's patronage.

Then the famous Gamut Club, asked
her to sing for them—a great honor, as

those who know this club of great

artists will realize—and they made her

a member of the club. Then concert

engagements came, tliick and fast.

Another singer said to Miss Macrae:
"They're handing you fame on a gold

platter ! Did you Ijring your luck from
Canada ?" (Perhaps the .American girl

was not far wrong, for Brenda Macrae
was full of that Canadian phtck that

spells "luck" so often, to those who
don't understand it !)

Three years ago, Brenda Macrae
|_Continued on page 345.



On the Trip Across

H(
)\\'i I came to be sailing for

Europe with the parson ain't got

anything to do with the story.

Perhaps you wouldn't have picked me
out first guess as the running mate for

a D.D. There I was, just the same,
and, as we always had before, we got
along bully. Not like twins; but twins,

I judge, would be poor traAcling com-
panions on a long trip. I'd just settled

down after shaking day-day to the last

of the friends that seen us off, and had
located myself on the tip of my spine

and the top of my shoulders, which is

the most comfortable position to read
in. I was just going to begin an article

on "The Ciraft Among Janitors" when
I seen she had sat down close by.

I ain't led up very graceful to the

lady, but I'll try to put you next to

who she was, so far as I knew at the

time. She had the kind of face you'd
pick out in a crowd and study. She
wasn't what you'd call an out-and-out
beauty, but she had black hair, and a

big lot of it, and black eyes that looked,

because of the black eyebrows sort of

sliding up, or down, as if she was frown-

ing. But her mouth and the eyes them-
selves showed she wasn't. They was
big eyes and all sorts of things was
going on in back of them; you could
see that.

I don't think the

parson had noticed

her at all, he was
so busy saying
gooclby to tJi e

ladies who had
come to see him
off. She had her
gocxlbyers, too,and
one of 'cm give her

a bunch of big red

roses tied with a

whop|)ing big rib-

bon. She had the

roses on her arm
as she sat there in

the steamer chair
lrK)king back at

little(j|fl New York.
She was looking
hard, and blinking
her pretty eyes, as "The
if she could see

her crowd back on the pier, which she
couldn't.

riun she sort of startetl, as if she-

was thinking there wasn't any game
in looking backward all the voyage,
and the start jerkt-d the roses out of

her arm on to the deck. She tried to

pick 'em up and the parson done the

By Sherman F. Johnson

same, and there was almost a head-on
collision, and he smiled his regulation

parson smile.

"Allow me," says he.

"Oh, thank you," she says, shooting

a smile in his direction. If she had
aimed at me, she'd have scored, her
eyes being that kind.

"They are very beautiful," says the

parson

.

I thought at first he meant her eyes.

"Aren't they ?" says she.

Then I knew it was the roses.

"I hope they won't wither till we get

across," she says, "they smell so lovely.

Somehow, they remind me of the sub-

way, they're so cool and damp, and,

though the subway's liorrid, it's land."

"You're not a sailor, then," says he.

"I'm not afraid, or anything like

that, only the ocean makes me feel

lost," she says, and then she gazes back
toward New York, and neither said

any more.
A trip across the ocean is long or

short, according to what's doing. For
my part I missed the telegraph poles,

which on a train you can count when
nothing else is left to do. The parson

didn't seem to feel that way; no more
did the young lady. I don't know
what move number two was, not hav-

young lady came and stood by the rail, gazing out

ing been there when it happenetl, but
the next morning when I came out on

deck, there was the parson and her

walking up and down real sociable,

with plenty to say on both sides.

An elderly party, who appeared to

be a sort of umpire to .see the young
lady got fair play, wasn't in the way at

all. She seemed to have a partiality

for a chair and a no\-el, which she read

careful, as if she was learning it by
heart. The young lady done some
reading, too, but not like the elderly

party, who dived in early in the morn-
ing and only come up to feed. I smoked
a good deal and when the parson

and her was together I generally was
sort of in the suburbs. And I liked to

hear 'em talk. Not that I was on to

all the curves, but I ain.'t one of them
who thinks because you don't under-

stand everything that's said it ain't

worth hearing. 'The night aboard ship

had made her feel better about being

away from land. She looked out at

the water without seeming to feel so

lost.

"It's good to get away from people

and from one's work, after all," she

says. "I'm beginning to wish the

voyage would be longer. It's so free,"

she says.

"James," says the parson to me,
later, "what do you suppose her work
is ? Is she a settlement worker ?"

says he.

"Why don't you ask her ?" says I.

"Well, she ain't asked me who I am
or what I am. When I got into this

business suit before coming aboard this

steamer," he says,

'I done it to for-

get myself, who I

am, what I am;
and let the cob-

webs get blown out

of a tired ecclesias-

tical brain," he
says, as near as I

can remember the

words he used.
"When my name
went <lo\\n on the

passenger list as

'J. A. Gray' I felt

that I had shed

my clerical per-

sonality, and that

for the next six

days I was just J.

A. Gray, and not

the Rev. Josejih

Ames Gray. I

di<ln't care to be

identified with the Rev. Joseph Ames.
Perhaps she feels the same way about

herself," he says, "and I certainly

.shall respect her desire."

Not being particularly prying into

other people's affairs—at least not

.since the time when my curiosity into

the affairs of the parson's house brought
307

to sea"
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liini and nie logetluT that night a year
ago- I was willing to let things go as

the parson wished. But, for all that,

I fount! out who the young lady was,
not meaning to, either.

I was sitting on deck that evening
and the parson was in his stateroom.

The young lady come and stood by the

rail gazing out to sea, the elderh- party
who I mentioned already joined her.

"Suzanne," says the elderly party,

"I don't wish to criticise, and I know
you are an awful cpiick reader," she

says, "but there's only three more days
of tlie trip. I know you wasn't up in

your part before we sailed. Do you
know it much better now ?"

"Oh, I'm tired of parts," says the

young lady, pouting. (I could hear her
pout if I couldn't see her). "I wish I

never had to go into a theater again."

I could tell by the rustle that that

speech made the elderly party sit up.
"Why, Suzanne," she says, quite

scared, "what has that man been say-
ing ?"

^"He hasn't been saying anything.
That is," she says, because anyone,
elderly party included, had seen him
say a number of things, "nothing about
my work. Why, he doesn't even know
who I am. I only mean it's so delight-

ful just sailing and sailing"—by which
she meant steaming and steaming

—

"that I'd just like to keep on doing it

and never see the inside of a theater
again," she says.

"You ain't," says the elderly party,

"going to fall in love with that man,
are you ? My dear, how many times
have I warned you against marrying
outside the profession, if you have to

marry at all, which hurts your art aw-
ful," she says.

"Love ! good gracious ! I'm not go-
ing to fall in love with anybody," says
Suzanne, andW the way she laughed I

believed her, and I guess the elderly

party did, too, 'cause she settled back
in her chair with a satisfied kind of

grunt. Then they talked lower, and I

didn't hear anything but a word here
and there.

But that name "Suzanne" set me
thinking. I knew I'd seen it before.

Then all of a sudden I remembered
and I went below and hunted up th

magtizine I'd been reading when we
began the trip.

I found it all right. It told about
her successful season in New York, and
how she was going to London to give a
new .show.

So she was here ! I was going to tell

the parson right off, and then I thought
it over a bit and decided I wouldn't.

"I guess I'll lay low and let him get
wise himself," I thought.

But the parson stuck to his notion
about not nosing into other people's
afTairs. For all that, I didn't have to
look hard to see that thoughts of the

young lady occupied a good many oi

the minutes he was awake.
"\\'hen I get back home," says the

young lady, leaning l)ack in her chair

and laughing soft and lazy-like, "I'm
going to let my eight-djiy clock run

clown."

"What for ?" says the parson.

"I never realized before," she an-

swers, "what a delightful feeling an
eight-d&y clock must ha\ c on the ninth

day, when you ha\ e forgotten to wind
it. Don't you feel that way ?"

The parson laughed a little.

"Of course," she goes on, "you
wouldn't want to stay run down and be

just old junk. There wouldn't be any
fun if you didn't know you'd have to

be wound up again."

"Just as," says the parson, "you en-

joy the five minutes after you know
you ought to get up in the morning. I

remember when I was a boy I used to

plan to take an e.xtra nap Saturday
morning "

"And always woke up an hour
earlier," the young lady finishes for

him. "And don't you have the same
experience Sundays now?" she goes on,

eagerly.

"Well," says the parson, sort of slow,

"I don't think I do have that experience

on Sunday."
"No ?" she says. "Then you should

cultivate the feeling, just to keep in

touch with your boyhood, you know.
You don't grow old so fast and it helps

in—in various ways."
"When I was a boy at school I used

to flunk my algebra pretty regularly,"

says the parson, "and every once and
so often now, I dream that I have
neglected it all the year and wake up
in a cold perspiration for fear I shall not

pass my examination. Won't that do
for often keeping me in pretty close

touch ?"

"You have that dream when you
realize that you've been neglecting some
unpleasant details of your present job,"

she laughs.

"Doubtless you're right," he says,

soljering down some. "There are many-
unpleasant details, and it is easy to de-

vote one's time to the congenial duties

to the exclusion of those that are dis-

tasteful."

Them was his words, and they sound-
ed as if he was saying them from the

pulpit.

"You mustn't think I'm trying to

lecture you," she comes back at him.

"At least your duties are on the shelf

for the next few days and you can let

your business go to smash with the

comfortable feeling that you can't do
anything to prevent it. With me it's

clifTerent. I ought to be working hard
at the present moment," and she glances

over in the direction of the elderly

party, who was reading as steady as a

cj'clometer.

The parFon Itokcd at the young lady
thoughtful like and I could see he'd

taken oflf the "Settlement Worker" tag

he'd put on her and hadn't found
anf)ther tag handy.

"Yes," he says at last, "I'm taking

the voyage just for a rest and in order
that distance may lend enchantment
to a number of people to whom it is

sometimes difficult to be as cordial as

they expect—as they ha\e a right to

expect!"

"It's hard to make a hit with a crowd
like that," she says. "You feel they're

disagreeable and cold and that shrivels

you up and then you might as well

quit."

"But," says the parson, "althougli,

when human beings are the raw ma-
terial of one's trade, the worker must
have a degree of tact and patience not
required by the man who adds a column
of figures—the pleasure of the work
makes up for the grated ner\'es."

"Oh, yes," she says, "and mosi ot

them are nice. The trouble is, one
glum face stands out so prominent, and
if you set out to change that one face—

-

as I usually do—and it gets glummer
and glummer, somehow you feel that

every one else thinks he isn't getting a

square deal," she said, and of? she went.
It was on the fourth night of the trip

that we had the shipwreck. We'd got

through doing the usual stunt of walk
the deck and some of us had been abed
an hour or so. I'd dropped dead asleep

as soon as I'd crawled in. The last I

remembered was getting in and the

next I knew I was out again, and feel-

ing for the doorknob.
I didn't go through any preliminary-

wondering what was the matter. I

knew that it was some sort of a ship-

wreck. I didn't even wonder if 'twas

a collision or a fire or a boiler let go.

I knew 'twas a wreck—any old kind of

a wreck would do. I didn't feel curious

as to the exact kind. I didn't even try^

to guess what time it was or how long

I'd been asleep.

I got the doorknob pretty quick,

having been accustomed to get my
bearings in the dark, specially as to the

location of doors that might be needed
in a hurry. When I got out on deck
there was a good many there ahead of

me and other counties was being heard
from all the time, and most of them,
too, had been asleep, it taking no Sher-

lock Holmes to deduce that fact. I

never did understand the good of fix-

ing yourself up fancy when there wasn't
anybody- else to see. But tastes ain't

all the same. They was rushing this

way and that in the most useless and
foolish sort of way, some of the ladies

letting out a screech whenever they

thought of it.

One of the men passengers, a fellow

in blue silk pyjamas, located a boat

and made a dive for it, almost knock-
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ing over a woman in his hurry. That
particular boat didn't have anybody
guarding it, and the guy would actually
have climbed in and done, I don't know
what, if I hadn't uppercut him—gentle,

of course, but sufficient for the purpose.
Then I seen the parson. Scared ?

Scared stiff, you bet ! I never got such
a jolt in my life as when I seen his star-

ing eyes. Part, and a mighty big part,

of my liking for the parson was because
he had grit, real nervy grit, the kind
that would make a slender young feller

stand up to a big, husky cuss who de-
pended on his muscle and a quick eye
to make a li% ing, and take that feller

by the back of the neck—even if he was
leaning over at the time and not wise
to the parson being there—and stretch

him flat on his back. But, as I say,

when I seen them eyes, it made me
feel all sort of gone in my stomach.

All of a sudden his eyes changed and
his mouth sort of laughed or said
"1 hank God" or did something that a

mouth will all by itself when you're
thinking hard and quick about some-
thing el.se, and he made a jump. Then
I seen, and I laughed a little, too, all to

myself, because I understood.
The parson was standing by her. He

wasn't scared any more. He hadn't
been .'cared about himself at all, and
he wasn't scared about her now that

he was where he could take care of er.

And she ? She was looking as com-
fortable as could be expected, as the
doctors say, which, after all, isn't A'ery

definite and it's not always wise to ask
what ought to be expected. Well, she
was looking that way, anyhow, and
'twas a good sight comfortabler than
most of the other women, barring the
eldeily party, who didn't look as if

she'd turned in before the fire broke
out (which is figuratively speaking,
there fieing no fire) and was still hold-

her play-book. I thought, and I still

think, though I wouldn't swear to it,

that she opened it once as if to make
sure of a line.

For a wreck there was about as little

doing as there could be. Not that the

screeching and the chicken-with-her-

head-ofl chasing around of the [)asseii

gers didn't make enough excitement, but
the boat itself wasn't doing anything
except lay still. The night was calm
enf)Ugh, and there wasn't, as I .sai<l be-

fore, any fire, although half the women
smelled smoke. A real, genuine Wf)-

man can always srnell smoke or hear
burglars. Finally things valmed down
enough for the officers to tell us there

wasn't any danger, that something had
busted in the machinery and had
brouglit us up short. Imi w .

' ' '

ill

right in a few hours.

Fm sorr>' I can't make tliat .-^liij)-

wreck more exciting. For itself it

wasn't worth telling alK)ut, and we all

seen ih.if -iiid a t'o<K! iiianv was son-v

—

"The next day, with the sun shining bright and the boat skipping along,

them two was on deck"

M) llu-V h.iid jiaviii.t; alwav.-^ w.inted

to be in a real one. But, althougli as a
wreck it was all to the bad, as part of

the li\es of the parson and the actress

it had considerable importance.
Tlie next day, with the sun shining

bright and the lioal ski|)ping alf)ng,

them two was on deck, her leaning back
in her chair and hiiTi standing there

looking at her. The elderly party was
reading her book and I was walking up
and down, smoking.

"I think," says slic a-^ I \m rii

"thai I iHii^hl (o Icll -ini

thinK-"

I sup{)ose he told her to go aheatl,

l)\it I'd got by an<4 didn't li^ar him.

On the return trip p.i^t em luiliiei was
saying anything, but the parson was
looking surprised and kind of hurt, I

thought, and she was gazing hanler
than ever off over the ocean.
On the trip back I got in hearing

distance after the parson had begim
talking and all I heard was, "I am not
bound by custom or convention." I

had a good mind to stop and back liim

up in that, but I went on.

Coming hack, I heard the (i.irson sa>-,

-irprisi-<l like, "But how did you know
ulio 1 am ?" That flabbergasted me,
loo. I didn't suppose she knew who
he was an>' more than the pars(;n had
known it. Wiilidut lliinkiiu' wli.ii I
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done, I cut my up trip right off where
I was and started bacl<, real slow.

She laughed a little. "When you
wrajiped that coat about me the other

night"—the "other night" and this the

next morning !

—
"I forgot to give it

back and wore it when I returned to

my stateroom."
I had to walk on a Httle if I wasn't

going to butt in, but I tacked again as

soon as safe and come jjack.

"The card," she went right on from
what I hadn't heard, "was that of Dr.

Joseph Ames dray, and of course there

is but one Dr. Joseph Ames Gray. So
I thought," she says sort of slow, and
not glib-like.

Just what she thought I -didn't hear,

though I was walking awful slow no\\\

Before I'd made the turn the elderly

party had butted in and the game was
called. But I knew that rain checks

had Ijeen distributed. That conversa-

tion hadn't got to the stopping-

place.

For the last day of the voyage she

and him didn't seem to meet except

when the elderly party was in their
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midst. The little groove between the

parson's eyes that was there the night

I first met him and that I'd seen on
other occasions since, was there all the

time and the looks he give the elderly

party wasn't pastoral. It wasn't a
nice ending of what had been a mighty
pleasant voyage. I watched her as

well as him, and though she didn't have
any groove between her bright eyes,

and though to any one not noticing

particular she might have seemed as

chipper as ever, I didn't think she was
real happy either.

I tried to reason it out with myself.

"Course it's best it should end tliis

way," I says to myself. "She's a nice

little girl, but ain't she ah actress ?" I

says. "A parson and an actress ain't

cut out to get married. It's like the

old lady says," I says, "it don't pay to

marry out of the profession. She'd
want to be getting back to the foot-

lights," I says, "even if she thought a
heap of him. And does she think so

much of him ?" I goes on to myself,

"ain't she an actress, always playing a

part ? How will he know when she's

acting and when she ain't ? How does
he know, and how do I know, that .she

ain't been amusing herself acting all

along ?"

Then I got mad at myself. I ain't

one of them fellers that reads bumjjs
on your head or looks at you and tells

you what you're thinking about, but
I'd have staked my bottom dollar on
the fact that she wasn't doing any play-
acting with the parson.

But she steered clear of him right up
smack to getting off time. I was pretty
busy towards the close, seeing to my
things and the parson's, and so 1 wasn't
in for all the preliminary sparring.

But I was there for the finish. That
was after we'd landed.
He come u]i as solemn as if he was the

officiating clergy^man at a funeral. She
held out her hand and looked up in his

face with a smile so sort of bright and
ordinary that it made me mad and
made me lx;gin to think about acting
again. Then her cheeks got sort of

red—no acting about that—and her
eyes dropped, and he bent over and
put his arm about her and kissed her.

Bucolic Preferences

By W. D. Nesbit

1L0VE to see the farmer standing sturdy in the wheat,

To see his brawny tawniness as with his straining arms
He tosses out the bulky sheaves that He about his feet,

I muse upon the labor that is done upon the farms,

How splendidly the rugged men perform their lotted toil

Beneath the burning splendor of the blazing summer sun

—

Please understand that though inspired while looking at him moil

I do not care to do it; I just like to see it done.

I love to see them plowing in the gleaming fields of corn,

To think about the meaning of the tasseled row on row.

To see them going joyous to their task at early morn
And marching through the army of the corn till sunset's glow

How helpful to observe their strength, to see them bend and strive

Until they count the battle of their tillage fairly won.
Ah, such a sight uplifts the soul and makes it feel alive

—

I do not care to plow there, but I like to see it done.

Tis fine to watch the threshers as they toss the golden grain,

To see them leap with vigor at the high and heaping stack.

One realizes fully that the future is not vain
When all our hopes are borne upon the farmer's honest back.

One thrills with inspiration till he almost joins the crew,

Byt watching from the shade, perhaps, is rather more of fun.

These rugged tasks are efforts such as mighty men may do

—

I do not care to do them; I just like to see them done.
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Fish-and The Facts
THE PROBLEMS WHICH FOOD CONTROLLER HANNA'S COMMITTEE HAD TO SOLVE, AND

THE EFFICIENT WORK WHICH WILL RESULT IN A REORGANIZATION OF THE
BUSINESS AND THE PROTECTION OF THE CANADIAN CONSUMER

By Britton B. Cooke
Illustrated from Photographs

QLEER how
men will
stop towatch

a i)iano being haul-

ed on ropes to the

third story win-
dow of an apart-

ment block. You
will strain your
neck and s(]uint

your eyes and hold
\our breath as the

piano swings up
from the ground
toward its destina-

ti(}n. You will

nuitter your critic-

isms and call out
\'our ad^ ice. You
may even lend a
hand on one of the

ropes if the burden
seems in danger of

slipping ! Yet it

isn't your piano.

It's not your apart-

ment house. There
are many other

things you might
better be doing. Yet there you stand,

absorbed in a simple engineering prob-

lem and with only a remote and entire-

ly subconscious hope that the piano

may fall and nearly kill someone—^to

buoy up your interest.

But let that piano Ix a national piece

of machinery -such as some depart-

ment of Canadian trade—let there be

three or four of your fellow citizens

lugging, hauling and sweating to get

that problem, so to speak, up and in the

window—let it be a matter of vital

interest to you, as much to you as to

them—and how much notice will you
uive it ? Will you strain anything over

.1 mere piece of national economic eh-

j^incering .' Or even s<|uint one eye to

l)e sure you are looking at it in the right

light ? Or lend a hand on one of the
rii\:f^ ' .And if the trade in question

liappciis to be fish. . . !

When yotir wife tells you, witJi tears

in her voice, that she had to pay twelve

cents a jjound for cod you agree

From our sea coasts cod and hake, haddock and cusk, pollock and herring-

salted, dried and canned have been shipped abroad by thousands

of tons to people who appreciate fiish

with her that it is robbery'. You both
exclaim against the liigh cost of living

and wonder how you can afford to keep
your little Henry F. in gasoline during
the winter. You don't look at the fisli

problem of the Dominion as a whole.
You don't think of the great machinery
which is necessary to bring you that
piece of fi.sh. You merely growl against
the incidentals ol i great i)iece of

-split,

The whole fishing indus-

try of Canada, from the

line trawlers to the house-

wife, is being studied and

skillfully reconstructed

economic engineer-
ing without ever
looking up to see

what yoii are really

growling at. You
remember , t hat
Canada is the
"greatest fish-pro-

ducing country in

the world." , You
hear that the
.Americans are get-

ling nearly sixty

percent, of "your"
fish. You read
that the Canadian
Food Controller, in-

stead of making
fish cheaper, actu-

ally made 'em dear-

er the first week
his special fish

trains were rim-

ning (though tlie

real reason w a s

that inexiieriencwl

small dealers had
started out on too

narrow a margin of

profit for safety). You frown and fold

your napkin, and depart in dignity for

the office, shaking your head in solemn
certainly that something is wrong with
the country—Ah, how you and your
lodge cronie sigh over it at lunch! Ah,
for a national saviour ! Ah !

—-and

yet, if you'd look up ytni might see

three men—not sa^iours exactly but
three goo<l men nevertheless—sweat-
ing over one of the many absorbingly

tlilficult feats in economic engineering
which go on unseen, above your \'ery

head in this country,—Fish! Never
mind whether you eat fish or don't eat

it. Ne\er mind whether you are or

are not one of that fat kind that wears
diamonds and jx-arls at breakfa.^t and
conspires with the Kaiser every morn-
ing as shown in a certain poster. Watch
ihis piece of piano nioving. In a sense,

it's your piano. You .should !

Imagine now, tJiat there was a high

range of hills covered with excellent

sf)il and spotted every here and there
311
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willi lakes, some of them very large

lakes, which would have watered the

crops on these hills if only the water
could have been properly distributed

over the country. Suppose it wasn't

properly distributed because, to do this

an irrigation system was necessary and
the i^laces where the water was most
needed on these hills were so scattered

and isolated, one from another, that a

great deal of- digging was necessary to

lead a little bit of the water from the

larger lakes to a few people here and a

few there.

Sui)pose also, that on the plains be-

low the hills—this is still a parable—
there was a dense population, and a

great need for water. Moreover, the

plains [leoijle were so closely packed
together, that one main ditch could

reach thousands upon thousands of

customers for c^ery mile it travelled

through the plains.

Suppose the people of the plains dug
main-line ditches from the big hill lakes

to their chief centres and .

there divided and sub-divided

it, leading if off in ever de-

creasing streams to the roots

of their crops and the drink-

ing troughs of their animals.

So that the plains drew al-

most all die water yielded by
the big lakes in the hills, and
the people who lived in the

hills got comparatively little

or none at all.

That would be a fair pic-

ture of the fish problem of

Canada: the water—fish, the

hillsi—Canada, the plains

—

the United States. The
thing to be done is so to

arrange the affairs of the na-

tion that plenty of water will

remain, as it were, on the hills, yet with-

out disturbing the present supplies of

our allies the Americans. To sell our

cake—and have it ! In Canada we eat

less than half the fish we catch. Winni-

peg scarcely knows the taste of Lake
Winnipeg whitefish. Toronto is al-

most a stranger to Lake Ontario trout.

The average consumption of fish in

Canada is only a few ounces per week
per capita—^Now what were they to do?

IL

The fishing industry in Canada, let

it be understood quite clearly, has no
special Ioac for the Canadian consumer.
Let Canadians protest as they may
against our colossal exports to foreign

countries, or against the alleged profits

of the middlemen—they have no sup-

port from tlie men who catch the fish.

Fishing is perhaps the oldest industrj-

in Canada. Our fishing fleets have
been the training schools of great men
in Empire and Dominion. Soine of the

best blood and the best brains in Canada
is drawn from fisherfolk in tlie far east.
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But as between fisherfolk as business-

men and other Canadians as consumers
of food, thore is no great bond. Fish,

after all, is chiefly a plain, honest man's
diet. In other ages and other countries

the people have been glad to get it and
housewives have been diligent and in-

genious in finding new ways to make it

appetizing. The Americans and Kng-
lish, the Spaniards and the Cubans, have
eaten fish while Canadians have, as it

were, lived luxuriously on their capital,

i. e., on their beef herds and flocks of

sheep that might have bred sons and
daughters. The Canadian fisherman
found a market for his fish when it was
most appreciated. He built for him-
self a large export trade. He studied
his foreign markets and made up his

goods to suit those foreign tastes.

From our sea coasts cod and hake,
haddock and cusk, pollock and herring

—split, salted, dried and even canned—
have been shipped abroad by thou-
sands of tons to peoi^le who appreciated

The fresh wa er resources of Canada

must be so developed and so distributed

as to give a generous supply of fish to

each Province within a comparatively

short railway or steamship run from

the main centres of consumption. This

is the foundation of the Food Con-

troller's new fisheries policy for Canada

fish. The Boston market pays well

for British Columbia halibut, though
it takes three weeks from fisherman ^to

frying pan, and of our fresh water fish

the same has been true. Chicago and
Buffalo take hundreds of cars, while
Winnipeg and Toronto take tens, and
even less.

The fishennen, knowing the indiffer-

ence of their home market, show no
sympathy. The middlemen—-whole-

sale and retail—have found so little

demand as to inake it scarcely worth
their while to nurse the trade. The
railways, knowing that special cars

were necessary to carry the fish o%'cr

long hauls, have had no great interest

in experimenting with a trade that

might otherwise have had dieir support.

The first thing the Food Controlkv
did was to appoint a Fish Committee.
The first thing the Fish Committee did

was to request the public to eat more
fish. The first thing the public did was
to point to the fish. They claimed it

was dear, that it was not always fresh

and that tliere wasn't enough of it.

Roused a little, they pointc<l out, too,

that Boston saw more of the B. C. hali-

but than did Vancouver or Victoria.

Facts concerning the fish trade I)egan

to be dug up by a public on the de-
fensive. Tliere was plenty of fish

—

over 33 billion pounds a year caught in

Canada

—

yet not enough for Canadians !

There was waste in the fishing methods.
Waste in distributing methods. Dan-
ger that a number of the fresh water
fisheries mighty under certain conditions,

be fished out. Fishennen complained
that they were victims of a purchasing

and packing trust. Packing companies
alleged business exigencies. WTiolc-

salers exclaimed against the shipment
of the best fish to Americans. And
the American Food Controller, H<x>ver,

loomed darkly in the offing, watch-

ing for any sign of the cutting down of

the American supply from our fish-

eries.

To begin with, however, there were
practical matters needing immediate

attention. It was obvious
that something could be
achieved at once by improv-
ing the railway service from
Atlantic ports to the interior.

The officials of the Canadian
Government railways and the
Grank Trunk and C. P. R.
were called together in con-
ference and asked to devise

means of shipping fish more
speedily to Montreal and Tor-
onto. Arrangements for
speeding-up the transfer of

fish cars from one road to the
other at Montreal were com-
pleted and before the Fish
Committee was many weeks
old an excellent semi-weekly
serv'ice between the .sea-coast

and Toronto was in operation.
Here again difficulties were met and

had to be overcome. There was a
shortage of ice at certain icing stations
where no provision had been made for
the increased traffic. This was reme-
died after one failure. The first

shipments to arri\'e in Toronto were so
well advertised that an extraordinary
demand sprang up and could not in

every case be satisfied.

These troubles were almost at an
end when a gasoline shortage was dis-

covered among the fishing towns in the
Maritime provinces. One village try-

ing to borrow from its neighbors brought
to light the fact that nobody had more
than two or three days' supply, and
that at least a thousand motor boats
used in fistiing would be tied up. Un-
less this situation could be avoided the
nicely-timed train service just com-
pleted would be interrupted for lack
of fisli ! However, appeal through the
Fishermen's Association to the Fish
Committee resulted in some strenuous
work on the part of that committee's
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transportation expert, Mr. W. E. Ire-

land, and a solid train of seventeen
tank cars of gasoline was despatched
in time to sa-\-e the day. Meantime a
similar shortage of gasoline at Prince
Rupert has been dealt with by the

I'ood Controtle.'s men.
Shortage of another commodity

—

salt for the fish-packers—was also

brought to the attention of the Food
Controller and, but for the unexpected
but timely arrival of salt-ships from
Cadiz, Spain, would have put some
strain on the remedial faculties of that

important office. Owing to the tor-

pedoing of vessels and the failure of

many schooners to make their usual
trips with fish to Spain and Sicily, the
stock of coarse salt, which is usually

replenished by the return cargoes
carried by these ships as ballast, had
practically disappeared. Newfound-
land, in desperation, had been forced

to pay the British Admiralty 45 shil-

lings a ton freight for salt cargoes
brought by returning transports, and
No^•a Scotia and New Brunswick were
between that necessity and the hope of

help from the Fish Committee when
the \'essels they had long hoped for and
given up, hove into_sight.

III.

And now for the general policy, ttie

real engineering.

Assuming that Canadians are by
this time in the humor to eat more fish,

first to the amateur might occur the
idea of an embargo. "I'd make a law,"
said an indignant commercial traveller

who never ate fish, "that not one pound
of Cana<lian fish should be alloweti to

leave the country* till the Canadian
market was supplied." His hearers

applauded. But had he really been in

a position to make such a law he would
have recognized \'ery quickly its un-
l^racticability. Although ' our fishing

licenses specify that Canadians have
the first call on the catch, the fact re-

mains that an embargo cannot be
placed uixin gcxxls necessary to the

United States so long as that country
is in a position to retaliate by cutting
off supplies which Canadians can ob-
tain from no other sou.-ce. The spi It

governing all negotiations between tlie

two Ciovernments, Ottawa and Wash-
ington, is more than ever a spirit of

ainit> and mutual assistance one to the
other. Fmbarg<x's on such exports a.s

(."anadian fi.sh are out of the fjuestion.

The second remedy to be suggested
for the problem would probably be

—

l>etter transpfjrtation. Although the
f iovcrnmcnt now pays«ne-third of the
i\()ress charges on fish coming west
from tlie Atlantic ,as far as the east

boundary of Manitoba, and on fish

east-bound' from the Pacific to the
same point, tliere .ire still obstacles
to the easy distcibution of the sea

fish. In tlie first place there are not"

enough refrigerator cars for fish. Cars
once used for this purpose cannot
very well be used for other perishable

goods. In the second place the distances
are so great that, with even the best
of train service and a maximum of this

class of traffic, the cost of hauling,
icing, shrinkage and general deterio-

ration would always be a serious factor
in price making.
Thus discarding

all the obvious
methods of reform
the .Food Control-
ler's men came to

the heart of their

problem : Canadi-
ans, in order that
they may econo-
mize beefand bacon

by eating more fish, must produce more
fish, and must produce it near where it is

needed. In other words, the fresh
water resources of Canada must be so
developed and so distributcfl as to give
a generous su[)ply of fish to each prov-
ince within a comparatively short
railway or steamship run from the
main centres of consumption. And
this is the foundation of the F"ootl Con-
troller's new fisheries policy for Canada.
That is why, at the instigation of the
F"ish Committee, the Government of
Ontario took over the famous Lakes
Nipigon and Nipissing which ha\e
hitherto been closed against com-
mercial ifi-shermen and arc said to be
teemirtg with excellcnl whitefish. That
is why the three western jinninces lia\e

been offercfl licensing control of cer-

tain of their northern waters and are
expected to collal)()rate in a system of

catching and distributing the fish.

Some of these western lakes, such as

the Athabiusca, are so far from railway
connection that th(\- will be available

only for winter fishing. The catch will

be hauled long distances by horse and
sleigh and distributed among tlie cities.

Other lakes, on the other hand, will be
reserved for summer fishing on accoimt
of the ease with which the fish can be
placwl f)n tlie market.
Such plans are not as easily brought

into operation as they are decidwl ui>on.

The Dominion's consent to give tlie

control of tliese lakes to the provinces

had first to be obtained. The pr<>

There are fewer fisher-

men now, and crews

are therefore scarce

and pay necessarily

higher. Menwho would
once have manned a

dory are now fighting

side by side in France

or standing their watch

in the North Sea

vinces had then to be Tconsulted as to

the methods of exploiting these lakes.

Problems of labor, fishing-gear and

transportation were raised and are

being dealt with.

The question of selling fish below

market rates was one of the most

difficult to settle, because the public

insisted on cheaper fish, whereas the

Fofxi Controller and his Connnittee

knew that fish would soon be dearer,

if, by selling go^ crnmcnt caught fish

at cost, or below a fair price, the pro-

ducers, necessary under existing eco-

nomic conditions, were discouraged.

All that the Food Controller can do
is to ensure that no undue profits are

made by the middlemen. To this end
there has been adopted a licensing

s\stem for wholesalers whereby month-

ly returns are to be made showing the

prices chargetl the retailers. The check-

ing up of the latter is to be undertaken
by the municipalities in close co-opera-

tion with the Fof)d Controller. So far,

according to the committee, the dealers

have shown a (luick willingness to co-

operate with the C.o\ernment in every-

way. Some of those with wliom fish

is a mere side-line lun'e foimd through

analyzing their books on the request of

the Fish Committee that they have
actually been handling fish at no pro-

fit at all, due to the losses in trimming
and through deterioration. In order

to be able to deal intelligently with tlie

dealers the I-ish Committee has itself

inAestigate<l the cost of handling fish,

and it has taken practical steps to re-

duce the retailer's losses and increase

his sales by paying part of tin- cost ni a

special fish disjilay case.

IV.

If all U»e factors in the situation were
within the four walls of Canada, mider
Canadian juriscliction, the work of the
("iiininiftce would not be so dilTicnli.

Continued^on page 336.



INSPIRATION AND NATION BUILDING
AS yet, in Canada, the day of the practical man is far

from done. It is true that in the last 20 years we have
made the perhaps inevitably mistake of over-emphasizing
the importance of constructive executives. ' The philo-

sophic, the idealistic, the visionary and the spiritually-

minded folk have found it hard sledding, and have been
neglected, until now, at Ottawa. Everyone sees the need for

the inspirational qualities of such people. Travellers re-

turning from the capital liken Ottawa's futile state of mind
to that of a bridge-builder called upon to mend porcelain.
His fingers are thick and clumsy for the task. He is equip-
ped with the wrong kind of mental machinery— gigantic
rivetters and colossal derricks, where fine instruments and
delicate touch are required. We turn therefore and lament
the neglect of our recent days. Seeing how the practical

politician fails, whom once we admired, we seek the men
whom once we called Utopians and visionaries, men with
the courage to dream dreams and work with ideals instead
of party funds. This, however, is only a temporary reaction.

We shall emerge from this state of mind much richer than
when we entered it. We shall still have need for our bridge-

builders but we shall value alongside him the workers in

abstract things. Out of all our present mess of political in-

competence we shall yet evolve inspired leadership and
genuine public spirit.

NEVER MIND RUSSIA

IirOR the heartening of those who are depressed over the
unfortunate situation in Russia, let it be known that a

reputable journal in Amsterdam claims to know that Ger-
many is contemplating more peace proposals. The com-
forting fact does not lie just there, for even the most opti-

mistic of us hardly expect the proper sort of advances from
the Teuton nation yet. But enquiry reveals the fact that in-

dustrial conditions in Genuany probably gave rise to the ru-
mor. E^'en prior to the acquisition of Rumanian territory
and that further east, there was no danger of starving Ger-
many into defeat. Not only is every inch of ground under
the most efficient cultivation feven the strip of land which
runs beside the railroad tracks) but the whole mass of the
people are living under drastic food control. Added to
this, Germany has produced a bumper crop during the past
summer. There will be no revolution, either, Ex-Ambas-
sador Gerrard tells us. There may be scattered riots, but
the German people are not the type who rise in revolt.
Years of military discipline have taught them the futility

of such a step. What the country- is facing, however, is

Industrial Death—a death without resurrection unless the
war can be stopped; and soon ! Granting that by able
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artificial means, she can wear a look of financial prosperity
with which to encourage the masses, she cannot simulate
industrial solidity. The declaration of war by each country
is a declaration of swifter industrial death by starvation.

Was not the strength of Germany built largely upon her
enormous foreign trade ? What has become of the hundreds
who suffer by reason of this lost foreign trade ? It is said

that an American operating a large number of 5 and 10 cent
stores practically owned several German \-iIlages whose
output (to feed his chain of stores) amounted to amazing
figures. What has*become of trade in those villages ? It

is reasonable to believe that many of these and other workers
have found employment in munition plants, factories pro-

ducing commodities resultant upon war, and in farming
communities. Many of them, too, have gone on military
pay rolls. But even the most prosperous of them are pros-

f)erous by artificial means, and these are not lasting. No
country can be self-contained even in peace, and Germany's
present self-containedness is nearing an end. The longer
she perseveres at it, the less chance she will have in the
fierce post-bellum competition for foreign trade; not only
because sentiment will stand in the way of many nations
dealing with her, but because her normal industries will

have been killed. She will have to rebuild from the ground
up. Whether the insensate pride of militarists will humble
itself before defeat has merged into disaster, is a question
none can answer. But whether Germany acquires more
territory or not, she cannot resuscitate her industrial life

so long as the trade of the nations turns against her.

BILL'S AND DAN'S EMPIRE
T^WO men will be out of work when the Government takes

o\'er the Canadian Northern Railway. Even although
Sir William MacKenzie and Sir Donald Mann may remain
consultants to the Government—even if they continue in

the active management of the C. N. R., they must still

present the rather pathetic picture of two great construc-

tion bosses oiit of their element, deprived of their hobby,
railway building, and their toys, railways. It will be diffi-

cult for these men to find new outlets for their activities.

They may engage in other great industries such as smelt-

ing, steel-making, mining, or what you like, but none of

these is like the creating and the mastery of a railroad.

In the C. N. R. they were the twin emperors of a gigantic,

"far-flung" domain. They might touch a finger to the

steel in one of their rails in the remotest part of their line

—

and feel the pulse of a nation beating in it. However high

the iron master may rear the stacks of his blast furnaces,

or however deep the shaft of a mine may be sunk—there

is no thrill in any game like the thrill of easing civiliza-

tion on rails, into the wilderness.
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RURAL PROSPERITY

/""lET in here !" An expected visitor from Eastern Can-
^^ ada—a resident of that city of beautiful homes^—was
thus instructed as, at a Western flag station, he looked with
disma\' upon a gasoline dri\en \eliicle whicJi had absorbed
its environment even to the extent of color. Baked prairie

loam and shreds of torn tires covered the wheel-spokes and
rims. "In that? will it work ?" "Certainly" was the

response. It ."worked" admirably under the directorship

of a .swarthy, hatless daughter of the prairie whose confi-

dence and daring might well upset the ner\es of one whose
garage is equipped with all the essentials to keep a limousine

factory appearance up to a point of perfection. The auto
on the farm ranks among other implements, somewhere
Iietween the Sunday buggy and the Waggon. It is more
generally useful than the buggy, and its appearance less

work-a-day than the waggon. If the horses are on the

land it can be used to round up the cows, haul binder twine,

bring the stores from the village and in a hundred ways add
to the efficiency of the headquarters staff, where the men
and beasts come for meals, rest and shelter. This utilit>',

saving so much wear and tear of horse flesh, is only now-

finding its proper place on the prairies, and the rapidity

with which it is doing so is facilitated by existing rural,

prosperity. Sir John Aird, quite recently said, and he
knows the West thoroughly, that at no time were the people
of the West in a stronger position, economically speaking.

In 1906 Alberta licensed 41 cars and to-day a few less than
20,000 claim owners in that pro^ince. Saskatchewan and
Alberta each boasted of 55 cars, just ten years ago, to-day
the former province has 30,000. In this great increase

there has been a strata of extravagance, but in the main
the motor-car may be ranked as a prwhicing factor. It

will also, like the rural telephone, facilitate social inter-

course. An essential in the building up of rural communi-
ties out of people from so many lands and races.

CANADA'S WHEAT CROP

^/.^RIOUS estimates of the wheat crop in Canada have
been made during the past few weeks by accepted

authorities. Nevertheless, they vary as much as 36,000,000
bushels, and this disparity in estimates has been char-

acteristic for a number of years back, thus indicating the
im(x>ssibility of securing, with the present available ma-
chinery', an accurate calculation of the yield over so ex-

tensive a country', until the wheat is threshed. The estimate
of the Dominion authorities, the last issued, places the

yield for all Canada at 249,000,000 bushels. Other authori-

ties dealt only with the three prairie provinces, the North-
west Grain Dealers' Assf>ciation estimating it at 217,377,000,

bushels, the Free Press, Winnii)eg, at 214,2.50,000 Inishcls,

Norman P. Lambert at 217,0(K),(X)0 bushels, The North-
west Grain (jrowers' Asscx-iation at 224,.307,000 bushels and
Ihe Hank of (\>nmierce at 225,0(K),(K)0 bushels. Allowing
2rj,000,(KM) bushels for Eastern Canada, all these estimates
are within a few million bushels of the (io\ernment fore-

cast. Two other authorities place the yield in Western
Can.ida at 2.">0,0(X),0(X) bushels. These are the Canadian
Northern Railway and the Royal Bank of Canada. Add-
ing the estimate*! yield of H!astern Canada to this total, the

grand total yield woukl conrie to 275,(K)0,000 bu.shels. Tak-
ing the average of these seven estimates as correct, the yield

for all Canada would be 2.>3.(K)0.(M)0 bushels, which con-

stitutes a high recorrl second only to that of 1915, when
the grand total was 426.00().()()() bushels. I..n.sl year the

yield was only 224,000,000 bushels. Mr)reover, the quality
of this year's crop is sutK-rior to any previous year. The bulk
of it will rank No. 1 and 2 Northern. The |)rice for No. 1

N<»rthern wheat on the basis of Ft. William has been fixed

by the Government at $2.21 per bushel. This compares
with 96 cents in September 1913, when the yield of wheat
was only 231,000,000 bushels, an increase in price of 166

per cent. On this basis, it is estimated that Canada's wheat
crop alone will be wortJi 8575,000,000, or equal to one half

of Canada's total national debt.

SWEDEN ON THE FENCE.

CWEDEN, regarded in the past by the Allies as danger-

ously pro-German, seems to have come to the conclusion

that she has been "backing the wrong horse." She is

rapidly becoming, if,not, strictly speaking "pro-Ally," at

least anti-German. The German spell, cast by the German
Queen of Sweden, and her court, has been effectually

broken. Not more than a year ago, the Swedes were un-
deniably on the German side of the fence. At this present

date, they are "on the fence." As the need for food in

Sweden grows greater, there is no possible doubt that, with
the abandon of hunger, they will descend to that side of the

fence where food is ! Swedish pro-Germanism was partly

the result of the German court influence, and a press which
published German war news to the exclusion of all other.

But popular opinion was mainly moulded by fear of Russia.

Sweden looked upon Germany as her only protection from
trouble in that quarter. However, Sweden knows that she

has nothing to fear from a democratic Russia. So Germany
has lost that particular hold on her erstwhile friend. Ger-

many made a grave mistake in giving to Sweden the same
erroneous war reports that she offered her own people.

Sweden thought Germany invincible until she discovered

the fallacy of these reports. WHien she discovered that her

intelligence had been insulted with lies and evasions, her

conclusions were obvious. The British Government invit-

ed certain Stockholm editors to visit Liverpool; which city-

had been, according to German official reports, practically

destroyed in a Zeppelin raid, along with its bridges, docks,

and shipping—all described by name ! The editors made
the pilgrimage, gave the truth to their readers, and a change
in public opinion instantly became noticeable. The demo-
cratic parties are now frankly anti-German, as are the

working-classes. It will be dangerous for the court to per-

sist in its strong pro-Germanism.

THE FOURTH WAR LOAN

""PHE Finance Department at Ottawa in making prepara-

tions for floating the fourth domestic war loan is launch-

ing a campaign that will probably influence every citizen

in the Dominion. The amount of the loan will probably
be §150,000,000, and the terms such as to make the loan

\ield close to 5.40 per cent, to the investor. Only a small

proportion of those who were in a financial position to do
so have participated in previous loans, about 30,000 invest-

ors. Had Canadians done proportionally <is well as the

people of the liiited States did in respon.se to the First

Liberty Loan, the number of sul)s<ribers would have l)cen

more like 200.000. This time, liowever, the authorities,

with the assistance of financial organizations already in

existence and by comprehensive acU'ertising, propose to

reach everybody who has money available for investnient.

To this end a committee has been formed constituted of

bankers, bond dealers and st<x-k brokers. This body, re-

presentative of the financial interests of the country, met
recently and plans were brought to an advance<l stage.

Their work will l)e supplemented by the publicity

campaign which will be directed by a committee of re-

pre.s<'ntati\e men in the field of a(Kertising. It is antici-

l)ate<l that the agricultural community will .share largely

in the next loan in view of the fact that they have greatly

pros|X.'r<'il '-iiu" tln' \v ir oiutvd in.l ..wi,..,| .IK <1iir>Tii' ttn>

past ye. I
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Politics and Politicians
SOME OF THE HAPPENINGS OF THE MONTH ON PARLIAMENT HILL AND

SOME SIDE LIGHTS ON THE COMING ELECTION

By Tom King
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SIR GEORGE FOSTER'S speech to

his constituents in Toronto on
September 24th may portend a

great deal or it may portend nothing at

all. It was, at any rate, a most re-

markable deliverance for a cabinet
minister to make on the eve of a general
election. If Sir George be returned to

Parliament it will be rather upon the

strength of his party than upon his own
personal popularity. Yet in his speech
he said in effect to Liberals and Con-
servatives alike, "a plague on both
your houses." He more than intimated,

that the near future might bring

forth a coalition of the two parties,

and a union government in Canada.
If that end could be accomplished by
his retirement then Sir George would
gladly retire from public life !

This was neither meat nor drink for

a Conservative meeting assembled to

open an election campaign. The crowd
was respectful but not impressed. They
would have liked Sir George to go after

Sir Wilfrid Laurier in a more vigorous
manner, and they may have felt that
he was too much on the defensive, not
to say too apologetic for the Borden
government.

An Old Time Election ?

nPHIS by the way. The campaign
will open soon enough, and trucu-

lent speaking will be the order of the
day. We may yet look back with re-

gret upon the Minister of Trade and
Commerce and his counsels of modera-
tion. So far as Ontario is concerned I

do not think the contest will be any
less bitter wh^her the candidates of the
Borden government be called "Con-
servatives" or "Unionists." Neither
do I think that Sir Robert will be any
stron er as the head of a coalition

government than he would be as leader
of the Conservative party. It may be
different in the West, and probably is,

but in Ontario, so far as I can see, the
people at large are ready for an old-

time party election.

No "Solid Ontario"

KJEARLY everyone will tell you that
•' ^ the West liolds the balance of

power. Thev arrive at this conclusion
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by saying that the Conservatives will

sweep Ontario and the Liberals carrj'

a solid Quebec. The Maritime Pro-
vinces, they say, will break even, and
thus the sceptre of decision will pass
to the people west of Lake Superior.

The conclusion may be correct, but
I do not altogether agree with the
premises. Ontario is neither as unani-
mous for conscription nor Quebec
as unanimous against it as many are
led to believe. Sir Robert Borden will

carry a large majority of the Ontario
seats, and Sir Wilfried Laurier a large

majority of the Quebec seats, but there

will be no solid Ontario or Quebec.
In Ontario the government may lose

a number of ridings to Opposition candi-
dates, whether they be called "Liberal,

"Labor" or "Independent." The cities,

usually overwhelmingly Conservative,
are this year permeated with unrest.

On the other hand a number of ridings

in the Province of Quebec may be
carried by the goA'ernment. Jean
Baptiste by nature and tradition is a
Conservative, and is law-abiding no
matter what may be said or done by a
few people in Montreal. He must re-

cognise now that conscription is an
accomplished fact, and he has, after

all, a certain hankering for the loaves
and fishes of government patronage.

The Question of the West

DUT if the government loses eighteen

or twenty seats in Ontario and
carries, say,eight or ten seats in Quebec,
the net result would be the same so far

as it being possible for the Western
people, by uniting for a common pur-

pose, to dominate the situation. How
far it will be possible for them to act

as a unit remains to be seen. Probably
there is little community of interest

between British Columbia and Alberta,

and it is quite likely that on federal

affairs Manitoba thinks differently

from Saskatchewan and Alberta. Yet
it must be admitted that in the West
the old party cries have little signifi-

cance. There is not the same cleavage

of race, creed and language; indeed,

economic questions are in the West par-

amount, though subordinated for the

moment~by the war. But, however

eager the Western people are to win the
war, can it be seriously asserted that
they are devoted to the Borden go\ern-
ment ? But possibly a union govern-
ment, if formed in the next week or
two, might clarify the situation.

Conscription The Issue

I
T is said that the go\ernment did not
give all the women the vote at this

election because they fearc-d prohibi-

tion might be pushed into the arena as

the supreme issue. They were, and
are, anxious to have conscription the
one thing to be voted upon and decided
at the coming election. This is a bold
course and probably the most politic.

The people, after all, decide one ques-
tion at a time. The bulk of the Con-
servatives will no doul:)t vote party, as

will the bulk of the Liberals, but the

voters who break over the traces and
do their own thinking will \ote yes or

no on the subject of conscription. In
some ridings this may be difficult be-

cause both the Conservative and Lib-

eral candidates will be conscriptionists.

The conscription Liberal candidate,

howcNer, may receive the anti-con-

scription ^'ote because, no matter what
the local candidate may say, the voter
will feel that he is deciding between
Borden and Laurier.

Those who claimed a few months ago
that conscription would be overwhelm-
ingly defeated if left to a referendum
by no means acknowledge that the Con-
servatives cannot carr>' the coming
election. Few Conservatives they say
are apt to leave tlieir party on the con-

scription issue no matter how they
might have voted on a referendum.

On the other hand many Liberals will

vote the Conservative ticket simply

and solely because they believe in con-

scription.

The Close of Parliament

/'^REAT bitterness marked the clos-
^-^ ing days of parliament. The
Government brought down some dras-

tic measures and forced them through
both houfees with an iron hand. The
Federal Franchise Bill was an exceed-

ihgly bitter dose for the Opposition,

and they had it administered to them
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much like a strong-minded stcp-motl.er

pours a dose of castor oil down the

throat of a struggling child. There
was no fooling around with capsules, or

trying to disguise the taste by mixing
it up in molasses.
The closure was applied in what the

Liberals considered to be a ruthless

manner. It was clamped on after

about ninety minutes debate, and was
never released for a moment until the

bill had gone through all its stages and
been sent to the Senate. Had the Con-
scription Bill been passed with the

same expedition it would have become
law four months ago and the con-
scripts by this time would be well over-

sea. Perhaps too much time was wast-
ed on the conscription debate and not
enough time accorded for discussion of

the Franchise Bill !

Once the government
got a taste of auto-

cratic p6wer it began
to use the closure

club with unfeigned
delight. After all it

is ratJier a nice thing

to pass a bill in five

days which under
ordinary c i r c u m -

stances would reciuire

three or four months.

Speaker Rhodes

T^HK government
was greatly help-

ed in its work this

session by Hon. Ed-
ward N'. Rhodes, the

recently elected
Speaker of the House
of ("ommbns. Mr.
Rhodes is courteous

and fair, but when he
majvcs a ruling he
sticks to it, and that

ruling everyone must
obey. He is not in-

clined to be harsh with

the members who
rambled' out of order,

or to check unduly a

(lel)ate which springs up without pre-

meditation and may not be entitled

under strict interpretation of the rules

lo impede the orders of the day. On
the other hand he will not tolerate any-

thing like organized obstruction. He
orders members to their seats in the

most perCTiiptor>' manner, and will lis-

ten to no back talk. K\(n Hon. Wil-

liam Pugsley, the moat elusive and
successful obstructionist of mo<lern

days, more than met his match in the

new Speaker !

Mr. Rho<Ies is a young man, having

only entered p.irliament in 1908. He
is popular with the members on Injth

sides of the House, and always i)ays to

Sir W ilfriti Laurier the deference due
') his long service and his place as

leader of a great party. Sir Wilfrid,

the Chesterfield of Parliament, and al-

ways a stickler for the dignity of the

House, gets on famously with the new
Speaker. It would not therefore be
surprising, no matter how the election

results, to find theispeakership of the

Commons made a permanent office,

with Mr. Rhodes as the first incum-
l)enr.

The Women's Voice

'PHE Liberals complain that the

Federal Franchise Bill is deliber-

ately framed to juggle them out of the

next election. The naturalized aliens

of enemy origin* disfranchised in the

West, they say were disfranchised not

because they were Germans or Aus-
trians.but because they supported the

ij+Yt^i*;

McConnetl in the Toronto Daily News

The Clown Prince : 'But can't our friends defeat it, papa"

Sifton government in Alberta and the

Martin g(nernment in Saskatchewan
at the recent provincial elections. The
enfranchising of the women they dared
not oppose in parliament beyond ob-
jecting that it did not go far enough.
The election must largely hinge upon

how the women vote. If they are all

for<:on.scription the gxnernment will be
returned by an eiionnous majority.

"They are for conscript ion, "the govern-

ment argues, "because they are the kin

of the soldiers at tin- front."

This sounds all right and may work
out all right, but we must remember
that the voters, not the politicians,

select the issue on wJiich they render

judgment. For exam])lc, if the female
kin of the soldiers became di.ssatisfied

with pay, pensions and separation al-

lowances they may voice that dissatis-

faction by opposing tlie go\ernment.

Then again, the Liberals hope at least

to reap advantage from the general

complaints about the high cost of liv-

ing. But that is a subject the women
know all about. There may be no
particular logic in voting against Sir

Robert Borden because, Sir Joseph
Flavelle has a money making business,

but then people do not always vote

logically, nor do the politicians en-

courage them to master the art of clear

thinking. Many a man in 1911 voted
against reciprocity as a protest against

the tie temere decree, and more than
one voter in 1917 may vote against

conscription as a protest against the

price of bacon !

The Military Voters
Act.

YHE Military-Voters
Act contains pro-

vision which could be
used by an inscrupu-
lous government to

practically foreclose

the result of the elec-

tion. Several thou-
sand members of the
Canadian Expedi-
tionary Force are
given the ballot, al-

though non-residents
of Canada. Most of

these live in the Unit-
cd States, but a few
are residents of the
United Kingdom and
the British West In-

dies. There will tliere-

fore be electors at the
coming election who
never saw Canada
and never expect to

see it, and these vot-
ers may vote in any
riding they select.

Never having heard
of any riding they
must necessarily be

influenced in their .selection, aiid it

might be possible to so distribute this
non-resident vote as to make it the
deciding factor in the coming election.

This appears e\ident from the fact
that in, say, fifty ridings, the majority
either way .seldom exceeds one hundre<l.
This mol)ile \()te, it is argm-d, could be
so distributed as to turn a number of
doubtful ridings into sure seats for the
government. On tlie other hand the
Liberals do not seem to believe that the
Borden go\ernment will stoop to any
such manouvre, and the Military Voters
.\ct has many safeguards for tJie Op-
(losition.

Continued on page 336.



The Case At
Evelyn Grange

By E. W. Grant

VII.

BUT it was Mrs. Evelyn's bell,"

wailed the maid. "I had to

answer it. I thought Mrs. Gay-
nor was asleep; she hadn't moved that

long while. I wa.= coming right back."
Her master's frown relaxed some-

what. After all was the servant so

greatly to blame ? No one could have
foreseen the catastrophe.

"In the future, when you receive

orders, obey them literally; don't use

your own judgment. You're not here

for that."

"No, sir—yes, sir," cried the woman,
delighted that the result of her ill-con-

sidered obedience had not cost her her
place. "The poor lady was out of her
head, like. The doctor didn't say that
to me, sir; as true as I'm alive, he
didn't."

Evelyn turned on his heel and walked
down the corridor, his mind filled with
contending emotions. That poor Nel-
lie Gaynor's brain was now affected was
evident. She talked incoherently,

sometimes a mere maze of words. But
what he had seen at the moment of her
attempted self-destruction bore the
stamp of sanity. There was complete
understanding in her determined grasp
of the deadly weapon; and it was the
result of what she had seen in the little

room. Wendham too, realized, that
her effort had been to commit suicide.

His imperative demand that the story
be so told that her actions would appear
irrational—her escape and wound, the
result of delirium—revealed his thought.
Instinctively Evelyn's protective in-

stinct had joined forces with Wendham.
Not a questioning glance had met his

story, even from the ferret-faced Levi-
son. How should he guess ? The clew
lay in that interview in the den.
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Illustrated by Marcel Oils

SYNOPSIS OF PREVIOUS INSTALLMENTS.
Boyd Wyndham, a physician, joins a house party

at Evelyn Grange. Among the guests is his old
sweetheart. Nellie Gaynor, recently widowed, and
Mrs. Charles Lawdon. a vulgar little parvenu.
Mrs. Lawdon shows Nellie and Alice Rawlins her
ewels in a novel case made like a hat trunk. That
night while all the guests are at bridge downstairs
the jewels are stolen. A search of the establish-
ment reveals nothing and makes Mrs. Lawdon
noisily suspicious of her fellow-guests, who are for-
bidden to leave the house till detectives arrive from
town. John, the second man, accuses Adele. Mrs.
Gaynor's maid, and offers to hold his tongue if she
divides the spoils with him. The girl repeats this,
asserts that she was asleep at the time of the theft,
and denies her guilt so convincingly that she throws
suspicion on John. Questioning Adele establishes
her innocence, but Mrs. Gaynor falls ill. John
escapes, but returns secretly and throws himself on
Evelyn's mercy, acknowledging a criminal record,
but denying the theft of the jewels. To verify a
suspicion which, in spite of his love for Mrs. Gaynor,
he has begun to feel, Wyndham puts Adele into a
hypnotic sleep in which she confesses that, under
Mrs. Gaynor's hypnotic suggestion, she has com-
mitted this theft and previous thefts. Mrs.Gaynor,
overhearing the confession, tries to kill herself, and
is prevented by Wyndham.

Luncheon would be a dreary meal,

yet he looked forward to it eagerly.

Then perhaps he might arrange for a
sane talk with Wendham.
The arrival of the trained nurse

brought another moment of excitement,
and then relief.

At last, haggard and stern, the
physician left the sick room, to find

Evelyn waiting for him. t ^
"Boyd," he exclaimed in a half whis-

per, "I can't stand being in the dark.

You know—tell me. What was it you
found out ?"

Wendham looked his host directly in

the eyes. Both look and voice raised

an impenetrable barrier to further in-

quiry.

"I learned what I believed to be true

before. The girl is absolutely innocent
of even the slightest desire of WTong-
doing. I do not believe she ever covet-

ed anything in her life."

Evelyn sighed and slipped his hands
into his pockets in bewilderment. This

was not the answer he had exix-cied.

"What in the world shall I say to
my gardener's wife to-night ? Sounds
like Ollendorff, doesn 't it ?" He laugh-
ed ruefully. "But, Wendham !" he ex-
claimed, "here it's days since that con-
founded mysterious disappearance, and
we're getting nowhere."

"We're doing the best we can," said
Wendham absently. "Mrs. Gaynor's
condition is, I'm afraid

—
" Wendham

broke off. "There's Mrs. Evelyn. I

want to see her particularly."

"Do come to luncheon," said that
lady wearily. "It seems impossible to
get this household together, and the
chef is so indignant at having been
examined that he threatens to leave
anyway. That would be the worsC of

all, you know."
Wendham smiled, but his eyes grew

serious. "I want to ask you kindly to

inform everyone, servants and guests
alike, that no one is to go near Mrs.
Gaynor except the nurse, her maid, or
myself. It is imperative. I must in-

sist again, and I must ask that that part

of the house be visited as little as pos-

sible."

"Certainly. You can tell them at

luncheon, and I'll see that the butler

warns them all in the servant's hall.

There's Alice. Where in the world
have you been ? Your boots are a
sight. I hope j'ou wiped them when
you came in ! Think of my rugs !"

"Too good for the floor, anyway,"
said Alice. "Hang them on the wall.

And if you want to know what I 've been
doing—the under gardener and I have
been catching oneof your loud-mouthed,
loud-dressed macaws that got loose

from his gilt gymnasium. That's work.
How's Nellie ?"

Wendham shook his head. "\\Tiy,
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She turned to him with a movement that suggested mneasurable relief and confidence

you're shaky, Alice. Have we all gone
crazy ? Who ever heard of you with a
quiver ?"

"That horny-nosed bird bit me,"
she retorted ruefully, while over her

clean-cut, high-bred face came the look

that always shone there when she braced
herself for a bad jump. She stretched

forth two hands steady as steel.

"Any twiggles there ? Come on; it's

late. The alarm in my gastronomic
clock went off long ago. Bother Fatty's

Jew ducks, anyway !"

During the meal the talk was labor-

ed, the ga>ety a forlorn hofx-. Mrs.
J.jiwdon had begged to be excuse<l, in-

dulging in lingerie matinees and trays

in her r(K>m, while he" cestfa'len hus-

band moped beside the hostess. Alice

was absent-minded, her eyes troubled
and filled with anxiety. Wcndham
was plungcxl in thought, and Evelyn
busy framing what should be said to the

ganiencr's wife, and the white elephant
in the cottage—Dawson. Only fatty
chatted vaguely in fiisint crested tones

of incipient troubles in the domestic

force, till her husband, awaking from
his trance, gave her comfort l)y the

assurance that since the entire house-
hold force was under surveillance, any
attempt to resign would be regarded as

a clew. Everyone was glad when the
moment of disper.sal arrived.

"I've some letters to write," said

Alice. "When do they take the bag to

town ?"

"Three," said Evelyn.
Alice hesitated. "Say," siie said,

drawing close. "May I telephone
Stacy to come over to dinner ? Con-
venient ? I saw Tiddledywinks to-

day in his stall, and he's acting ((uecrly

—favoring his ofT shoulder. I want
Stacy's advice, and I want to know
what Alvord is doing. Joe's working
him with the Leland string."

"Of course, yes; nice fellow, Stacy.
Too bad he isn't a bit Iwtter fixed—
hey, Alice ? Have him over by all

means."
"Right," she smilerl gayly, and

scampered uj) the stairs.

W'endham retired to the gtm room.

lit his pipe, and was plunged in thought.
For the present, he ruminated, no safer

hiding place for Mrs. Lawdon's jewels
could be found than the leafy screen.

Let them stay there until he could de-
vise some manner by which they might
be returned to their owner, leaving their

past wUcreabouts a mystery. If he
could accomplish that, his other plans,

complicated and difficult as they were,
could be followed, at least with freedom.
He laughetl to himself grimly. If he
could manage to have the gems dis-

covered in Mrs. Lawdon's own apart-

ment—in sonte corner overlooked in the

search—the suspicion that the little

])arvenu so glibly laid upon everyone
would fall upon herself. The fortunate

losses of more than one woman gambler,
which had eventually enaljled her to

enter the lists again with ready money,
were too well known. Enough of the

iMircasoning old .Adam was left in Wend-
ham to make him enjoy the prosju'Ct.

But how ? He viviilly realized that

if the return of the jewels were traced

to him, he would be placed in no envi-
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able light. In ftiiioy ho saw himself

accused. Then he concluded, let the

loss remain a mystery-. A hundred
ways by which the ivy might reveal its

secret disclosed themselves in his im-

agination. The plant might die, or

lose its leaves. The bag might fall in

some high wind, or the nail work loose.

What then ? They hung beneath Mrs.
Gaynor's window. If she were saved,

an innocent woman must bear the bur-

den. Even in his devotion to the cul-

prit, his sense of justice balked at that.

He would rather liimself be caught red-

handed, the spoils in his own possession.

Slowly a plan unfolded for him. On
the plea of getting some article needed
by the invalid, lie would find access to

her rooms at night. His movements in

the darkened room could not be ob-

served, he could then secure the jewels,

take them to his room and watch his

chance to drop them from the upper
corridor window to Mrs. Lawdon's win-
dow box directly below. The jewels

once in their rightful owner's possession,

there would be a general dispersal of

the enforced house party. If the jewels

were discovered on her own premises,

so to speak, Mrs. Lawdon would not be
desirous of calling any further attention

to the "late unpleasantness."

A sudden slapping of shutters, the

iron jerk and clang of awnings roused
him. A servant hurried into the room
and rapidly adjusted windows and fas-

tenings. Wendham rose and looked
out. A rain of leaves and branches
drove by and swept in a brown cloud
down the garden paths. Low clouds
scudded across the sky, and the whole
mass of the near-by woods rocked in

the gale. Fierce gusts shrieked in the
chimneys and wailed away toward the
plains below.

Would the storm
disturb his patient ?

The room she now
occupied was a small

suite built for Evelyn's
special use, when, as

sometimes happened,
he came out late from
the city, or was detain-

ed by yachting or hunt-
ing. He could then
enter directly by a
private door, and seek
his rest or have a late

supper without dis-

turbing any of the
household, save his

personal man servast.

Nellie's surroundings
consequently were very
different from her for-

mer environment. The
mahogany and leather,

the strong touch of

color in sporting picture^ and the deep-
toned wainscoting made a franie that
accentuated her pallor and fragility.
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The nurse rose as Wendham

entered the room, and raised

the window shade. The light

illumined the face on the pil-

low. She looked like a tor-

tured child, infifiitely pathetic
and innocent.
"Has she been restless ?"

he asked, as he bent over her.

The nurse nodded. "Yes,
somewhat. She has persist-

ent delusions. The trouble

seems to have taken deep root

in her mind. But the wound
is in good condition."

, Nellie Gaynor stirred un-
easily. There was a painful

attempt to turn the wounded
neck. At the sound of Wend-
ham's voice she half opened
her eyes. She spoke thickly

and with effort, trying to raise

her hand to the bandages
about her throat.

"Oh, my dear, my dear !

you have found it out. I'd

rather have died."

In spite of his self-control

the doctor flushed crimson,
hardl}^ daring to raise his eyes to the

calm face of the nurse.

"She has been repeating something
of that sort at inters'als." the woman
said, as she smoothed the pillow. "Here's

the chart." The matter-of-fact tone

and the systematic and familiar paper
helped him to regain his mental
poise.

"H'm! Bad temperature. We have
our work laid out for us. Get a drop
or two of this down her throat, if you
can. The swelling will soon prevent
her swallowing or speaking, poor wo-
man. Now go lie down for a vv^hile,

Miss Tredlay. You'll

have to be up all

night."

"Thank you, doc-

tor," she said, and left
'

the rocm.
:, As the door closed

Wendham took hold of

Nellie's slender fingers,

gently caressing them.
She turned toward him
with a movement so

slight that it hardly
disturbed the folds of

her pillow, yet it sug-

gested immeasurable
relief and confidence.

His soothing touch
sought her heated brow
while he repeated over
and over such assur-

ances as a mother gi\'es

her child frightened by
the imaginary terrors,

of the night. Some-
thing of the peace and reliance that the
comforted child knows in that crooning
protection descended not only upon her.

Did he bite you ?' the gardner

asked me"

"He flopped up against the house and hung to the

ivy right under Nellie Gaynor's

window"

but upon his own troubled soul.

The hours wore on. Outside the
storm raged, venting its fury upon
wooded hills and open plain with a pas-
sion of destruction. Darkness, wind-
swept and sound-tortured, came early.

By four o'clock tlie room was dark.

Wendham lighted the green-shaded
lamp, and drew the curtains at the
window.

Nellie was sleeping gently, apparent-
ly without pain; her pulse beating
regularly. Only the swollen lips and
fluttering eyelids gave sign that fever

still held sway. A gentle knock an-

nounced Adele. She entered, her eyes

fixed upon his face with agonized ques-
tioning.

"She is doing very well indeed," he
said. "We have every hope, we
must—" He broke off abruptly. They
stood, facing each other. It came
again a knock, light, but insistent,

at the window. What could it mean ?

There ! this time rapid, yet discreetly

softened as by one soliciting attention

and secrec}-.

A thrill of superstitious fear smote at

his heart. But the ne.xt instant he had
drawn back the curtains, raised the

shade, and was looking out into the

night.

"What is it ?" gasped Adele's voice

close beside him.
All was still for a moment. He strain-

ed his sight, shading his face with his

hands the better to penetrate the sha-

dows without. For a moment the wind
lulled to a sigh, but the next a sharp

squall tore screaming by. A line like a

whiplash snapped against the window
pane—a streamer of ivy torn from its

hold, beating with subdued insistence.
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"
1 he Aincs," he said in quiet ex-

planation to tJie girl beside him. His
own words aroused him. "The vines !"

And what of—might not this tempest
relentlessly reveal everything ? There
was no time to be lost.. "Stay here,

Adele," he ordered. "Miss Tredlay
will be back pres-

ently. I sent her
to rest. Mrs. Gay-
nor has been asking
about her little pil-

low-—no— I 'm go-

ing up. I'll get it

and send it down
by one of the
maids."

Adele settled her-

self near the bed,
and Wendliam hur-
ried from the room.
He paused before
Mrs.Gaynor's door
in the guest wing.
The corridor was
empty. Not a
s o u n d s a ^• e the
howling of the wind
and the thrash of

rain. Quickly open-
ing the door, he
found himself in

the deserted room.
The window show-
ed opposite as a
pale square. He
crossed hastily and
raised the sash. In-
stantly the warring
elements entered,
the curtains belliccl

inward. The flut-

ter of flying papers
and the click and
rustic of striking

objects sounded
loud in his ears. He must be quick.
He leaned far out, feeling along the

face of the wall. Far down as his hand
woulfl reach his fingers found a nail

beneath the whispering leaves. A wire
hung from it, but no weight held it taut.
He raised it. It was loose for about
four feet, and its end was doubled and
curled as if untied. The bag was not
there. A gasj) escai)ed him. Fever-
ishly he felt among the vines for another
nail and wire. His hand grasped two,
but they were too far away from the
window to have been reached by Adele,
and they were so firmly fastened below
that they were eviflent ly the "trainers"
that the gardeners had laid for the grow-
ing tendrils.

A sound reached his ears, like the

regular thump and spla.sh ftf a canter-

ing horse ujion the drive. He maile
out an approaching bulk. A moment
latcT the lights by the entrance shone
U(x>n two figures, streaming and steam-
ing Ix'fore the porch—-a horse, thorough-
bred ami spalttTed saddle-high with

mud. and his rider, a stalwart man, a

soaked hunting cap drawn over his

eyes, and a slicker co\ering him to the

tops of his shoes. Wendliam drew
back.

"I'll ride over and leave the nag with
Billings," he heard Stacy's voice tell

They opened the newpaper and scanned the head lines for words

to form their mysterious message

the butler. "I'm all right. Ill walk
over. Ask Mr. Evelyn if he'll be so

g(X)d as to lend me some old shoes—the

rest of me's dry."
Man and horse disappeared from the

misty circle of light before the door and
were lost in the darkness.
Wendham closed the window. His

mind was in a whirl of sjieculation. One
thing was certain, he must make in-

stant search at the fool of the ^•ines.

Perha|)s the bag had not been securely
tied. It might have dropped below.
He scratched a match, snatched up
that which was the excuse of his ^•isit,

and hastening down once more, de-

liAered it into Adele's hands. In the

hanging closet beneath the stairs he
foun<l a mackintosh. He threw it over
his shoulders, and, unobserved, made
his way into the tempestuous night,

under the windows of Mrs. Gaynor's
former room, and with eager haste felt

the rain-soaked earth. The bag was
not there. For ten feet to left and
right he explored the ground. He ran

his arms and hands into the dripping

foliage, in hope that the object of ihis

search had caught upon some projec-

tion in its fall. His efforts were fruit-

less.

In despair he reentered the house,

cast aside his sodden outer garment,
and threw himself

down upon the sit-

ting-rooin loimge
to fathom this new
and menacing mys-
tery.

VIII.

Alice bounded
down the stairs two
steps at a time.

"Joe Stacy," she
exclaimed, "you're
a brick; butjl had
no idea I was let-

ting you in for a
Walpurgis 'night
when I called you
up. You must be
cold as Greenlands'
icy mountain's.
Come, have a ball."

"Thank you,
Alice; you're a
good guesser." The
young man smiled

delightedly atlhis

companion. H e

was small and trim,

as a"^jockcy, but
broad of shoidder

and iron in muscle.

His countenance
was dark with tan,

in which blue-gray

eyes shone in pale

contrast. Every-
one swore by Joe
Stacy if he did ha\e

to earn his living by his very capable
management of the Laughton estates.

But no one did this as frequently and
fervently as the tomboy beside him.

"There you are, old man " she .said
.

as. standing liefore the laden sideboard,

she ministered to his wants. "Here,
take one of Charlie's private-stock

cigarettes." She olTered him the sfpiare

silver box, and presented the matches.
"Now, come, 1 want to talk to you.
^'ou don't suppose I dragged you out
like this just for greens, when I know
you <-lre as bu.sy as a terrier in a rat

hole ?"

"No, I didn't think you did, and I've

had .softening of the brain trying to

guess why. You've all become so

sfK'ctacular over here that anything is

ix>ssible. Has that blond Easter Chick-
en accusetl you of her troubles ?"

"No; and Ix'sidep," Alice laughed,

"Charlie has found out her real name

—

it's 'Skirling Harpie.' He got that off

all by himself. You can imagine what
Continued on p.i){c 'Md.
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IV.—WOODLAND FELLOWS

"/ am a woodland fellow. Sir, that always loved a great fire."

OUR horses being tired, we decide
to leave them and make the next
part of our journey by stage-

coach, returning this way the day after

to-morrow. The other passengers

aboard are two Cree Indians, Gregoire
and Marcel; a trader's wife named
Massey, and a homesteader with his

daughter. This homesteader intro-

duces himself as Haydon. His daugh-
ter is newly-arrived from London,where
she has been attending school. She is

a surprisingly tall girl with an imperial

type of beauty, and answers to the un-
usual name of Nydia.
A singularly dirty person is Darius,

the stage driver, genial in manners,
leather-brown in complexion, with a
long venous neck and bleached-out eyes
that remind you of nothing so much as
moonstones. His voice has a thin

treble like that of a enuch and it re-

quires no leading questions to make
him loquacious. For the last five

minutes, Nydia, who sits between
Darius and me, has been looking in-

tently at the Adam's apple in his throat
as it moves up and down like the piston
of a suction pump. I can see she is

wondering if it is attached to the end of

his tongue and if he was just born that
way.
He is enlightening the passengers as

to how, in Edmonton, a cock-a-doodle
fellow with eastern egg-shells still

hanging from his tail-feathers had tried

to persuade the gentlemen that he,

Darius William Hanks, had played the
ace twice in one deal. Darius hadn't
his iron- mongery handy, having
tempted Providence by leaving it under
the seat of the stage but, nevertheless,
he managed to make it interesting for
this persb'h with his fists.

"Believe pie," continued Darius,
"when I got through, he looked as if he
had been horned by an engine on the
C.P.R. 'You're wanted back home,'
that's what I said to him when lys

wearied head was all dollied up in a
table-cloth. 'You've been living too
long in the city. Son. It's put a kink in

your understanding. Take a hint from
D'rius William Hanks, and hold on to
your manners next time you plan to
come round this way."

"Tut! Man," ejaculated the Eng-
lishman with some heat, " I have heard
you tell that fool story every time I've

been on this stage and you know it is all
322

made up. Besides, anyone of those
fellows from the East could kill you in

thirteen places with nothing but his

hands."
At so rough-shod an insult one might

have expected Darius to resurrect his

irons from under the stage seat, or to at
least have engaged in a wordy tussel,

but Darius, good soul, only winked at
the passengers in a manner that was
positively Machiavellian as much as to

say, "This fellow is highly jealous of

me but I can afford to treat him with
generous consideration."

After inviting a little girl with a
heavily laden basket to "get up on the
plush," Darius touched up the horses,

put the whip back in the stock and
remarked to his hearers with a guileless

air, "Queer guys, these English chaps!
Always asking each other puzzles and
cross-ticks. One of them says to me a
couple of years ago, says he, ' Darius,
there were twenty frogs what would a-

wooin' go." If I mind right they wuz at
Canterbury. All these puzzles happen
at Canterbury. ' Now thirteen of these

frogs jumped at once and at the same
time,' says he
"Aw! Chappie there in the back

seat, say it over again. I just disre-

member therestof it."

Nydia expresses her surprise when
the driver speaks of "the going" as

good. The grey-clodded road seems
rough to her, and she wonders if it will

be like this all the way. Still, the trail

is bristling with novel sights as\d I can
see her every moment is filled with
delight. As she watches the plough-
men break long furrows in the tough
hide of the soil, and how these turned-
over sods are oil-bright in the sunlight,

she confides to me that there is abso-

lutely nothing to see in London. Never
has she breathed so entrancing an odor
as this which comes up from the newly-
opened soil. On last Thanksgiving
Day at the Abbey, the choir sang about
"this land that was desolate, "and how
it had become "as a garden of the

Lord." It was strange no one had told

her this land was Canada. Surely

some of the people knew.
With the see-all, learn-all proclivities

of the newly-arrived traveller, Nydia
wants to know what a "wheat train" is,

and why people speak of a railway as

"two streaks of rust and a right-of-

way". Is it true that nearly all the

men are Ijald from scraping oflf their

.scalps against the upper berth, and do
all the accidents happen because rail-

ways grease their grades in order to

make up lost time? Will I tell her
which is "the jumping-off place" she
has read so much about, and why they
call this God's Country?
The Padre, being tightly engaged in

an argument, I am able to safely tell her
that the god referred to is really Pan,
and not the Christ-God as people have
usually thought. Some to whom the
wish is mother to the thought, keep
saying "Great Pan is dead, "when, as a
matter of fact, he has simply immi-
grated to Canada, having become in-

conveniently crowded in Greece, to say
nothing of his suffering from the

asphyxia of classicality.

"^But Pan was only a goat who chased

a girl till she turned into a reed for

fright," argues Nydia. "This must be
why we say a drunken man is ' full as a
goat'."

"There are merits in your argu-

ment," I reply, "but the phrase 'full as

a goat' is really a medical expression

which has fallen into disuse from being

mispronounced. Originally, it was
'full as a goitre'. It is true Pan had
the legs of a goat but, contrariwise, he

had the head and body of a man. His
name means all or everywhere and
this is one reason the North is Pan's

Country'. He is in e\ery part of it.

It is he who makes our sentiment so

that we care not a finger's fillip for ' the

club opinion'. It is true some clever

writers in Israel used the goat as a

symbol of evil, and turned him loose in

the wilderness bearing an imaginary

load of sins on his shoulders, but it

wouldn't be so strange, after all, if the

scape-goat, in spite of the sinfe he car-

ried, found plenty of food and water in

the desert."

"What makes you think so," asks

Nydia as she hands me her chocolate

box for the second time, "much people

believe otherwise."

"Oh, well! it's a way goats have," I

answered lamely, not knowing what
else to say.' "You may have noticed,

too. the horn of plenty has always been

pictured as a goat's horn. Besides, no

place is entirely a wilderness. There is

always some kind of compensation."
"0-o-oh! then your country is

Pan's Countrv' because it has a horn of
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"His name means all or everywhere and this is one reason the north is Pan's country. He is in every part of it"

l)lenty and isn't all a wilderness. What
clever pcr)ple you are to take him for

your god."
"Yes, we think we are clever," I

reply, "although we are not unmindful
that all the gods came originally frf)m

the country districts and had to do with
the fields and the working of them.
Pan is, therefore, particularly fitted to

reign over our northern provinces."
" I'lea.sc go on. I'm listening, and it

seems like a fairy tale," urges N'ydia.

but finding it hard to further improvise,
even for her evident pleasure, I reply

there isn't any more to the stor>',

ex(ei)t that Pan is the god of fecundity
and has a flute made of seven reeds.

"And the reeds?" persists this ter-

ribly inquisitc immigrant, "tell mc
about them. How do you know them
from other sounds?"
"Oh! these are the winds," I declare

boldly, as if 1 knew everything, "and
each one of them has its own sound.

To hear them properly, you must listen

in the dark. One has a voice hoarser

than seven old crows; one sounds like

the hi.ssing of a whisjwr, and another
wind with the tones of an organ sings

strange songs in slow syllables. There
is a wind that wails and wrings its

hands, an<l one that keeps iiigh like a

lonely horn or like the laugh of a goiilin.

>'ou'!l hear them all on the prairies and
in the wtKxls, and then you'll know that

Pan is out with his tlute of seven reeds.
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You'll get to like his pipes and to

answer back to him although you say
nothing aloud."

"W'liich one do jou like best," asks

the girl. "Tell me that, will you."
"Pouf! that is easy. All of us like

the Chinook. What it says is 'some-

where,' which it drags out in long sigh-

ing sibilants. This is the warm dry
wind that melts the snow and licks it

up. It comes when we are wearied
almost to death of the snow and cold.

That is why the Indians say this pipe is

a great spirit and must be conciliated

with dances and incantations to retain

his favor."

All the day long, the stage pas-

sengers exchange words with the tra-

vellers on the rOad, and once an Indian
says to us: "What cheer? What
cheer .•'" after the manner of his tribes-

men, meaning thereby "Good-day!
How do you do?" Sometimes, we pass
a team of shambling, yoke-weary oxen
freighting goods for the homesteaders
and outfits for the prospectors and sur-

veyors. Again, it is a pack-train of

skittish, blaze-faced bronchos that
travel with burdens pliable to their gait;

or a mounted policeman with jangling
spurs, sitting on his horse like a heroic
figure in bronze.

"You'd think these Right-about
Johnnies had some money in their

pockets, considering their appearance,"
cackles Darius. "Pshaw! They're
just kind of trappers same as the rest of

the fellows in the north, only they trap
men. It's the government, I hear,

that buys their clothes, and fine feathers
make fine birds, even they are hawks
and jays."

"U-hunh! some time, bimeby, this

country will go back to the Indians,"
predicts Gregoire, the half-blood, who
had been silent until now, "and then
the poleece will see. Killers, that's

what the poleece are. Long h'ago my
brother Pierre has gone to the place of

shutting-up each other, and there he
became deceased. He fight Etienne
Picard on de trap-line and Etienne he
walk lame since ever, and he ees like one
ol' man with space between his teeth.

"Bah! these poleece are evil dogs
and after-comers, and I am quivering
with rage because of them. Monsieur
Pries', the sacreeficer, he ees unplease
with me and say, 'Gregoire, you ver'

wicked Indian to say hard talk 'bout
poleece like that.' Huh! that pries' he
not know things. All the time he read
in talking-leaves. Ma foi ! his head like

the white dish of Babette, ma femme".
"What did you say to the priest,

Gregoire, when he called you a wicked
Indian?" asks the trader's wife.

"Listen! I say not'ing. I hold
myself proud. It ees like this way.
All people are wicked even when they
go to mass on praying day. It was like

this from always h'ago."
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"This Monsieur Pries", he say the

Above Medicine Person ees dead in the
skies. But I think that one lecg lie.

It ees foolish-like for Indians to ha\e
white god; that sure. He no under-
stand Redman. Whitie god likfe white
man bes'. Listen! in the interior of

my soul I am full of heav-y thoughts
'bout white man's god and catch myse'f
in a trap."

Nydia desires greatly to hear more of

Gregoire's heresy ,but the first stopping-
place has been reached and all are
descending. "Don't think that Gre-
goire is really a bad Indian," explains

the trader's wife to the girl; "religion

here consists largely in airing your
heterodoxy. To be orthodox, is to be
suspected of unheard-of things. And
as for hating the police, Gregoire prob-

ably does, but only last winter when
one of them w-as taken with pneumonia
on the patrol and lay at Gregoire's

cabin, he and Babette nursed him
through the fever many days with the
greatest devotion."
The stopping place to which the

stage has come is kept by a home-
steader and his wife, who supply food

and shelter to wayfarers. The house is

built of logs, but the clean white floor,

whitewashed walls and severely-shining

pans that hang in rows back of the

stove, make the place cheerful and
homelike. A halo of steam rises from
the dish of meat just out of the oven,
and the open door further discloses a
generous pie browning to a turn.

Halloo ! what a dinner it is in spite of

the fact that Darius uses his fork to jab

the potatoes out of the dish, his knife

serving all other purposes. The Eng-
lish homesteader declares he likes hav-
ing his meals at the stopping places

better than at hotels for, in hotels, the

haughty-nosed waitresses do nothing

but hang over the chairs of the young
men. Any proprietor who would have
the courage to put liells on his tables,

instead of leaving his guests to catch

the eye of a feather-headed waitress as

she trips down the room, would be sure

to make a fortune. In this highly

radical opinion the homesteader has the

hearty support of all the travellers

except that of a young sir who might
most easily and most properly be
described in the language of Montaigne
as "an airie body and w^ithout hold-

fast." Everyone knows his viewpoint
in that he primps himself like a prairie

cock on a sheaf of wheat, twirls his little

moustachbs, smiles and says nothing.

Oh ! yes, all the girls are ' balmy ' about
him ; anyone can see that, but then
hearts are made to be broken, so where
is the use of his being concerned.

Everyone is amused because the

English girl speaks of the pie as a pie-

pudding, and for declining the sweet
corn because it looks like teeth. But
if Nydia refuses the corn she makes

amtile amends on the salted wild goose
wl ich Mrs Maclean, the hostess, has
baled in a stone dish with gra\y,
onions, and some little red peppers—

a

relish not uncommon in the north, but
which, to make aright, you must throw
\our whole soul into the pot.

In a private parlance after dinner

—

that is to say one in which no men are
present—Mrs. Maclean tells us that she
and Jim, her husband, are doing well,

but that often she is tired to the
marrow-bones. Sometimes, in the folly

of her heart, she wishes to be a Gibson
lady in an American serial with a far-

away pensiv'e look in her eyes and a
broad - shouldered man in creased
clothes by her side. They both looked
so rested. Of course, the man would
have to be Jim. She told him this once,

and he said the advantage a woman had
in getting married was that she lost all

chance of being a romantic heroine

except through the Senate where the
Divorce Court sits.

"Hoots!" ejaculated the trader's

wife, "you can say anything about
marriage and be quite correct, marriage
being a state in which two absolutely

opposite opinions may be wholly true,"

—a definition offensive to our romantic
sensibilities but wholly agreeable with
our reasoning faculties.

The horses being again inspanned,

Darius yodells the passengers to resume
their seats in a manner that is amiable
to the point of ofTence. Darius is one
of those people who believe they

receive what they give out, and so he
permits no flaws to exist in his spirit of

good fellowship. He has no crow to

pluck with "the nobs" who travel this

way,but gives the gold of his heart alike

lavishly to cook's son, duke's son, and
son of a hundred earls. In the opinion

of the passengers, however, the govern-

ment should legislate against any stage-

driver being so offensively amiable.

Our afternoon's journey is without
event, save when Night Hawk, a
wickedly- shaped broncho, kicks the

dashboard and cuts his foot so that he

goes dead-lame and is unable to go
faster than a walk, a pace admirably

adapted to that of his mate, Bonnibel,

a ring-boned, spavined makeshift. Her
name, the driver explains, is short for

bonne-el-belle, 'good and true'—this

being the name given her by a young
female person from Paris who married

up here, but nearly went home again

because when her sweetheart came to

meet her he wore his blue derry

clothes and his whiskers.

Bonnibel is one of those mares who
always take a gloomy view of life, and
liesides this, she has 'a cricket' in her

bit which she mouths continuously.

There is no doubt in the world it was
sheer irritation with Bonnibel that

caused Night Hawk to lash out behind.

Anyone who has gone much in double
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" Moose, he say to Cree, ' Sit on my horns and I will take you to the spirit trail.'

"

harness can tell about irresistible spells

like these.

While \vc women arc talking on these

things, thunder breeding clouds are

rolling up the sky and putting an edge
to the air which, all day, has been hot
like red flannel. The land keenly fore-

feeling the storm, has darkened with
fear. Darius tries to make for cover
Init his lame horses are incapable of

anything more than a walk, so that

we arc glad to seek shelter with some
surveyors who have already hoisted

their tent against the rain. The horses

are shelteretl within a spruce thicket,

while all of us huddle close under the

canvas.
Surely this is an awesome storm with

its quivering lances of lightning against

a sky of inky blackness! And how the

rain his.ses in the winrl and grapples

with the trees like they were li\ing

creatures! The men remark it will be
a brute of a night, but the men arc

wrong for, after its debauch, it rolls^

away almost as c|uickly as it has come,
leaving a sky of triple-plated silver and
an air that is triple-distilled.

The sur\eyers having asked us to

stay till morning, and there being slight

likelihood of f)ur reaching a stopping-
place before midnight, we decide to

accept the heartily-proffered invitation.

Soon, all hands are at work getting
WfK)d and making a fire, for men in the
forest without a fire are men undone.

"
I like the looks of these surveyors,"

confides the trader's wife. "They
make me think of a place in the Bible
which says, '.And behold there was a
man whose appearance was like the
appearance of brass, with a line of fla.x

in his hand and a measuring reed."

"That's alright," interrupts the irre-

pressible Darius. "They're not any
goslings, but I'd like them better if they

got occupied with their cooking tools

instead of spieling."

This is primarily meant for the sur-

veyor who is showing the English girl

the delicate art of lighting a fire with
wet wood, and who has stopped in the

lesson to explain how it is not a big

blaze that counts in camp fires, but
rather a blaze that is kept steady and is

not blown about by the wind. "Green
wood snivels and gives out much
smoke," he continues, as a thin acrid

tang rises on the air, "and so is good for

summer when the fhes are bad, but dry
wood is for the winter. There is

nothing like birch-bark, and tamarack
logs, to make a healthy fire. I tell you
'the crackling of thorns under a pot'

soimds mighty pleasant to a hu'gry
fellow in the woods. Did you ever
hear the purr of the fire and the soft

words in which it talks to itself? No?
Well, you listen to-night when the logs

arc half-burned and \""''I 1"' sure to

catch it."

After a jilentiful sii|iii<r nl bacon,
bannocks and coffee, we watch the men
preparing for the night. As the axe-

men come in with log after log for the

cami)-fire, one perforce recalls how
Ferdinand was compelled to carry logs

for Prospero and that he said, "I must
remove some thousands of these logs^

and pile them upon a sore injimction."

When the inen ha\e fini.shed their

task, they stretch themselves upon the

I)ine-cushioned ground where they en-

joy the warmth of the fire and watch it

in the luxury of semi-wakefulness. No
one tells what he sees, l>ut in my vision

there are <lragons, gape-mouthed gar-

goyles, and wide shapes that are anti-

himian. V\'aggish pixie people caper
in the embers and little red shadow men
appearand melt away like the chorus of

a chorus opera.

There is a balm and spell in the air as

though the land were under a soft

sway. No sound disturbs the Cjuiet-

ness save the crackling of tamarack
logs and the whispering volubility of

the birches and cottonwoods. Indeed,

so quiet is the camp that life itself seems
merged into the trees, the sky and the
fire. Then one of the men, as he taps
his pipe on a log to clear it of ashes,

remarks he is always surprised at the

bigness of the world when he lies on the
ground antl looks up at the sky, where-
upon someone rci)lies,from farther back
in the shadows, that the sky is not a
part of the world at all, but infinity

itself.

"Then where do these northern lights

belong?" asks one, " they .seem to be all

the dreamstufT of the world suddenly
turned into cx)lor, and used as a drop-
curtain for the sky."

"It is my opinion," answers the first

speaker, with a hush in his voice, " that
these are the flaming tresses of that
woman who was the first great mother
of men. Than the splendour of dod
there is nothing more beautiful."

"So ho! but you are wrong, sir,"

bursts out the city youth who is chair-

man. " 'Tis not the hair of the great

mother at all, but her skirt, and see! it

is frayed at the edges."
.Antl so all of us tell our fancies and

no one so much as hints at refraction,

l)olarization, or the corpuscular theory.

()ne says these lithe swift lights arc
the tail of heasen's peacock; or that

they form a great weaver's loom where
angels make silken skins for little

babies, while another thinks them the

shadr)W of hell.

"Painting the town up in heaven,

that's what they are doing," blurts out

Darius, or maybe > es,

Continued on page '•i^iis.
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Lieutenant Trask's Stage Fright
By Homer Saint-Gaudens

Illustrated by John Edwin Jackson
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THAT evening no smiling mess
attendant brought Trask the

burned matches that signified a

desire for his presence at the drinking of

cocktails. Therefore he set gloomily

before the white mess table with only

the impatient executive, who might not

join in the libation because of his

exalted position, and Trask's sole friend,

the antiquated paymaster, who could

not join because of his liver.

"Keep your kick, Fred," said the

paymaster, appreciating the snub.
" 'Culpable inefficiency in the per-

formance of duty!' Every man in the

outfit knows it's a long word for

cowardice," Trask muttered.
The paymaster laid his hand gently

on the lieutenant's knee. "Wait," he
urged. "That was just a court of

inquiry."

"Did you ever hear of their findings

being reversed by the court martial?"
"Yes—for men. Keep a man's

punch."
Then, as the twelve members of the

mess filed in "refreshed," Trask set up
through the meal his shield of sullen

reserve. At its end he rose quickly.

"Stop and rattle the box for the
cigars," volunteered the paymaster.

Trask hesitated in the vain dull hope
that some one might second the sugges-
tion. None did.

"I guess not," he said.

"Hold on!" persisted his friend in a
low tone. "We'll go right up for our
seats at the minstrel show on the fore-

castle."

Trask shook his head as he disap-
peared through the green curtain at his
room door and threw himself upon his

high bunk. He knew that at the
"show" he would find the girl to whom
he had been engaged, on the ship for

the evening, sitting among the officers

who were disowning him. So he lay on
his back, staring upward with flushed
face and glazed eyes as he rehearsed
once more each detail of his tragedy.

His hour of suffering had begun three
weeks past, upon what he thought was
to be his day of days, when Ruth, his

betrothed, daughter of the fleet ad-
miral, had come to visit the wife of an
officer at the Guantanamo Naval
Station through her eagerness to see her
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"dear papa," since, unfortunately.
women might not live aboard a man-of-
war. Naturally ' 'dear papa" had been
busy. So, after dinner on the flagship,

Trask had explained to her that, before
time to go ashore, they could best
watch the moon rise from behind the
tumbled Cuban mountains if they hid
in a corner of the superstructure reach-
ed only by a ladder that rattled at the
approach of any stranger. There they
had gone. There they had enjoyed an
all too short space of love prattle.

Then some officers had drawn their

chairs into a circle on the quarter deck
directly below them to discuss the
gossip of the hour.
Trask could recall virtually every

word he had heard from their top-sides
nook under the six-pounder rifle. The
deadly level of those accusing voices
had been a lash that burned his soul.

The first had said: "When the old
man leaves the outfit to be president of
that armor plant, he's taking Fred
Trask with him."

"Lord! What a cinch!" had pro-
tested another whom Trask recognized
as the ordance officer, a lieutenant com-
mander twenty years his senior, and
naturally jealous of Trask's command,
the fleet tender and admiral's yacht.
"That's what comes of warping up to

the chief owner's daughter. I hear
Trask got the "Claremont" within a
week after she accepted him. Now it's

'voluntary retirement' for an easy
berth on shore!"

A pause had followed before Lieu-
tenant Casse, for the first time in charge
of the forward turret, spoke with a
vehemence that made Trask, impris-

oned, an unwilling eavesdropper, burn
with a vital heat.

"I'm right glad flat he's going to

crawfish. He's a coward!"
"What?" the others had exclaimed.

Casse never dealt in promiscuous
gossip.

"It's all right to resign. Then you
get no favors," Casse had continued.
" But the man who goes into voluntary
retirement and accepts money when he
is not working is just one of two breeds
of yellow dog. Either he's so weak he
can't keep up, the kind that is late on
watch and leaves his job to his petty

officers, or he's a coward. Trask is a
coward!"

Below, there had come no response.

It is not customary to question an
officer's courage. Above, Trask had
felt Ruth clutch his hand as her breath
caught, while his own nerves, taut as

hawsers , had waited for the account of

his actions on a day he remembered
only too well.

Casse's voice had risen level in its

veraciousness. "I first got on to it

when I was under him the time his

landing force was most bottled up by
the Filipinos in Palaman.
"That was a peach of a place to reach

from a ship—two miles inland across

baked clay flats. We couldn't see any-

thing 'cept pink kerlews. But some
one was playing monkey on a crazy-

looking hill that set up above five hun-
dred feet in the centre of a delta near a

mile from the town for they ' sniped ' at

us all the way over. As tiiere wasn't

any cov^er bigger than an ant lion crater

it didn't exactly calm our nerves. They
needed calming, too. Because, after

we'd made about three hundred yards

into that town, with only five million

lizards for inhabitants, 'crack' and one
of our men went down like a small boy
who's tripped over a croquet wicket,

while our pet manikin guide came run-

ning in to tell us we'd been caught.

"He hadn't more than said it when
Fred jumped at me. ' Here, Casse. find

some cover!' he cried, ' I've got an idea.'

And grabbing the dead man's Lee and
ammunition he started on a run for a

bamboo church tower that stuck up
from among the banana plants.

"We pumped it into them till your
gun would hiss if you spit on its breech.

But when they set fire to the nipa huts

we had backed up against, I concluded

it was time to write home. That
moment, though, darned if they didn't

get into a fight among themselv'es—

I

could hear shots over by the church— .

so, of course, we cleaned 'em out. j

"Then, if you please, as soon as it
-

was quiet as Sunday in Philadelphia,

Fred came in sight eating a pawpaw
and trying to look as though he wasn't

so scared he had icicles on him.
" '

I thought I'd give you some absent

treatment,' he said with a sickly smile.
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"Of course I couldn't ask him where
he'd been. But I thought some when
he didn't voUinteer any further infor-

mation.
"The next morning I got it for cer-

tain after we decided we'd go for that
hill as the point in the whole landscape
to hold. I learned a bit later that at

that ver>' day and hour
the native army decided
it wanted that natural

pyramid, too, but were
afraid we'd catch 'em on
the way over the flats,

when the\'d be as easy to

see as one of their green
humming birds. So they
played it on us instead.

They waited till we were
good and clear from the

last bunch of bamboo.
Then they threw it into

us. One of us dropped
with a guggle like a suck-

ing bilge pump. The rest

of us—well, as it wasn't
any San Juan with a press

agent for every man and
five for future presidents,

we lay down quick in a
lucky paddy dyke while

we blew the dust out of

our sights and the young
doc slapped on a few
'first aids'.

"As it seemed lx)th

tactics and strateg>- to

make that hill by rushes
firing back at 'em on the
way, we watched Fred
hard, waiting for the

word. First, I thought
he had sand in his belly.

For while the rest of us
liuggi-d mother earth he
stood up as fine a target

as you please and waved
his arm toward the hill.

Then he glanced down at

our foity otld pair;, of

eyes watching him and
then, by the Lord, he
flunked it!

"I know that just that
instant he did spring a
leak in his shoulder. But
that wasn't a man's reason, when he
caught us looking at him, for his face
changcxi till it reseml)led a wet news-
paper. Kven Jay and VVestgate, so
sick with dysentery their mates had to
lug their riHes, would have gone
through with it after any kind of a
leader. But when they saw hinrstand-
ing there is such a funk that he never
knew he'd l)cen hit till the surgeon did
him up, why, some of 'em started to

crawl back, and the next minute they
were all headed for home too fast to b.-

stopped.

"Now, though Fm not gi%cn to

yelling (ner the honor of this white

mess jacket of Uncle Sam's, you can
take it from me Fred isn't a man to

stand aft starboard and salute the

colors on any ship."

Casse's words had cut into Trask's
memor>'. But what ensued Trask
never recollected. All he knew was
that when his reason did return to

Trask felt Ruth clutch his hand as her breath caught.

"Is it true?" she whispered

wrestle with his misery, the group below
had dispersed and Ruth sat as far from
him as the uppcr-di-ck gallery per-

mitted.
" Is it true?" she had whispered.
With searing vividiii-ss he picturefl

again his collapse before Ruth's (|ues-

tion. He hafl stared at the deck,
("as.se's first charge he had known to be
groundless. Instead of playing the
coward that day, iti the face of an
imagined certainty that he would be
found in the belfry and killed, he h.id

timed a few skillful shots to ntake the
Filipino's believe they wen- fighting

amoni.; liieniseKcs. But llie second

count had seared his brain with the

clearness «of its incomprehensible accur-

acy. As that expedition had furnished

him with his initial venture on his own
responsibility, he had continually re-

hearsed what his actions would be in all

possible situations. Yet, when there

had come one of these very moment
and he had seen those in

his charge waiting upon
him, he had failed. There-
fore he had stood l^efore

Ruth remembering only

too distinctly that inability

to resist a sudilen bewilder-

ing cowardice he could not

understand. He had an-

swered: "Yes, God knows
why!"
Then Ruth had slipped

from her finger her engage-

ment ring. Trask's elabor-

ate "class" ring. She did

not give it to him, but,

holding it in her hand,

spoke gently as if realizing

that it lay with her to crush

her lover or to redeem him.

"I shall keep your ring

—

and wait,"

At that the color had
deepened once more in

Trask's eyes while he rose

to his feet.

"It won't be long," he

remembered replying. " I

shan't leave the outfit with

everybody expecting me to

sound the whistle and hoist

the breakdown flag as I

drop out of line."

P\)r a time directly fol-

lowing that evening when
he and Ruth had overheard

Casse's story the fleet had
leisurely prepared for tar-

get practice. Then, one

morning, it had waked to

learn of another gigantic

earthquake in one of the

fickle Leeward Islands.

The prompt departure of

the first squadron and the

"Claremont," on which

Ruth was ]K>rmitted to

\ogaye since she had volun-

teered as a nurse, the bitter details of

work that followed, remained confusetl

to him, as did the almost international

quarrel that had delayetl his return to

Guantanamo with the admiral and his

daughter on the Claremont, until tliree

days after the fleet had sailtxl. But
the ensuing storm, so intimately con-

nected with his disgrace, he recalled in

its every detail from the moment his

cxecuti\'c officer had come to him on
the bridge, where he had been watching

the flying fish leap in the blue (".ulf

waters, ami had explained f]iiierly,

"The mercury's falling prett\

sir."
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Trask had gone below, lo reiiini

with a serious face. Before him he

knew lay not only his first' real test

with his first ship, hut his coveted op-

portunity of showing Knth and his

fellow officers that he was a man. He
could permit nfi sli]i or error at that

moment.
"Make all as secure as you can." he

had said. "With her high engines and

flattish liottom she's not the ship to

meet a manhandling."
By noon the sky had turned a dirty

yellow, and a dusky olive swell had

risen greasily w hile the wind had fresh-

ened with a' long, hooting cry from out

of the northeast. Then a great blot of

ink had loomed above the horizon.

The wind had grown and grown until

it pitched the sea to leeward in heaps

and ripped strips of canvas from the

bridge rails. Rain had come in steel-

like lines that blurred the blue-green

brows of the rollers. Sleet had follow-

ed, and, as dusk fell, white swirls of

snow had driven out of the gray ahead.

With barely enough speed in the

"Claremont's" engines to give her

steerage way Trask had thrust her into

the tumult. Vividly he recalled hcjw

•from then on, at his post between wheel

and engine-room indicator, he had
watched the breach of the

crests over her bows through

a period that sent three quar-

termasters below, weak from
their tricks at the w-heel.

Hour by hour the giddy sheer

of herdecks had grown steeper.

Hour by hour, as her nose

sank into each weltering hol-

low, the maddened race of her

engines had increased. Yet
soaked, incrusted gray with
salt, the nervous intensity of

his vision had never relaxed

until a gulp of coffee had been
forced on him by Ruth w ho,

unheeded, had joined the

little party on the bridge.

Then the play of the planks
had become more and more
wild until once, for full thirty

seconds, the engines had ceas-

ed their throb. At that, with
but scant confidence in the

ability of his chief engineer,

he had left his second in com-
mand in charge of the bridge
while he staggered below.
Down he had slipped at the

dip of a sickening plunge to

the engine room where an en-

sign met him with a gesture
toward her frothing bilge.

"Wish we had a double bot-
tom," the youngster had bawled.

Trask had mentally agreed. But
a steaming

j torrent fell upon her
cyli nders ;' so, steadying himself
to the wild lurch, he had looked
quickly upward. "How long has
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tile hatch been o\erboar<l .'"

"Twenty minutes, sir. And e\ery
dead-light in the deck's workefl loose."

Here the ensign, motioning to the clack-

ing, overtasked pumps, had put his lips

close to Trash's ear. "1 hey can jiist

keep the water from the fpreplates as
it is, sir. The main feed's started a
noise like Ringling's ciicus. Also next
to nothing is holding the water from,

'lifting' from her boilers into her cylin-

ders. If they ever 'prime,' it's mud or

moon !"

Trash had nodded soberly. "The
speaking tube's carried away. Crawl
up and warn me when it gets too bad,"
he had yelled.

Then he had clawed his passage on
deck again to reach the bridge ladder

just as the "Claremont" dug fairly

under a sea that came aboard smooth
and sprayless. It tore up the forward

port bulwarks. It wrapped them
around a three-inch rifle. It swept the

gun away as if a cold chisel had cut the

bolts. Catching the bridge like the lid

of a sardine box, it bent the paltform

up against the searchlight braces. Then
running aft it wiped the deck flat.

"Spud-lockers," ice box, boats, all went
overboard. Trask had felt himself an
age under water, drawn horizontal by

"A coward, Hey ! " he

murmur e das he
smothered the burn-

ing powder

the roaring current, hi.s arms numb
with straining. .When at last he fell

upon the steps, dumb with fatigue and
malignant forebodings, an unheeded
cut had gaped red on his chin.

Intent only upon his task he had

si niggled ui)war(i to his battered plat-

form. 'Ihai Ruth was safe in her
father's arms meant nothing. The
little party aix)ut him had possessed
scarcely more signifi<;ance tlian so many-
iron stanchions on this ship he was
fighting to save. Even the form of a

mes.senger doubled around the indicator

pillar like a lump of putty-stuffed oil-

skins had arou.sed no emotion as he
sent for men to take the boy Inflow.

The assistance had come, together
with his chief engineer, just in time to

meet another dizzy crash. When it

had passed, all save the quartermaster,
lashed to his wheel, found themselves
tumbled into one soggy heap Ujxjn the
the boy's dead body in the starlxjard

corner of that scrap-heap called the
bridge. Then as Trask staggered to
his feet, dazed from a bknv on his head,
his nerves torn by the strain of the
night, the engineer had reached him
and called in his ear.

"For God's sake, sir, keep her to it I

I can't see w hy she hasn't blow n up by
now. If she yaws in one of those seas

her cylinders will sure go !"

Whereupon, with the words not all

out of his mouth, dead ahead from that
race of snow, had lurched the' bows of a
Jamaica liner, running before the im-

minent black slopes.

Trask had been allowed but
the barest instant to choose.
If he held his course it ap-
peared that he would strike

the liner and sink both ships.

Obviously he must "fall otT"

to one side or the other. That
act was most perilous. For
should his ship yaw wildly in

the heave of the sea an explo-
sion would inevitably send
her to the bottom. The call

was imperative for strong
nerves to make fine distinc-
tions and give quick com-
mands. Yet even while his
directions to his quarter-

<^ master rose to Trask's lips,
->^ * his eyes had caught the fea-

tures of Ruth, his men, his
passenger. There they clung,
staring at him accepting the
decision of his strength. At
that instant sight of the girl's

forgi\ing face, of the admiral's
set mouth, of the expression-
less seamen by the dead body,
the mettle of Trask's heart
had weakened. And as the
"Claremont" heaved up
under the bows of the liner he
had stood, feeble, motionless,
dumb in idiotic terror, when a

keen-eycd courage shcvild ha\e prompt-
ed his instant action.

For a second the merchant ship had
hung above them as if to fall upon the

bridge when she roared downward.
Then, by the luck that protects sailors.

^Xn



she thundered past, flooding the "Clare-
mont's" decks with the wave from her
bows.
"You couldn't have slipped a copy

of the Lord's Prayer between us," ho
had heard his executive officer mutter.
"Take the bridge, sir," Trask had

whispered, weak as dishwater, and had
stuml)led below.
Once in his cabin he

had torn his nails in the
gloomy fury of his nerves,

while his befogged
thought returned to tell

him how he had failed in

his crucial test. He had
understo<xl the fear that
had stabbed him no bet-
ter than he had explained
the terror that had mas-
tered him that day in the
Philippines. He had made
no effort to acquit or to

condemn himself. He had
sat and suffered, hiscourse
in doubt, until the raw
edge of dawn blinking
through his pt)rt had sent
him back to his bridge and
the infuriated admiral.

"Sir!" the old man had
'ried, "I've heard stories
>f you I could not believe.
Hut I've seen. You're a
coward! Damne<l if I

lon't prefer charges!"
Such were the incidents

that had led to Trask's
total loss of Ruth, to his
relief from his command,
lo his present po.sition on
the flag.ship, a pariah,
waiting the "one gun"
that should announce the
(oming of his punish-
ment. Such were the in-
( idents among which,
'low for the thousandth
me, he sought the
wherefore" of his cow-

II (lice. But even in the
K-e of the fact that on
I her occaisions he had

unflinchingly staked his
life without even a coni-

niion to give him
'rength. no "why" was vouchsafed.
-he shivered on his bunk as a cur lo be

iirkefl.

Slowly his emotion .spent itself, imtil
' last he sat up with his half-frantic
' r\<s umler some control. He felt

l.unl. nauseated. His breath (|uivered
HI his dr>- nostrils. His swollen tongue

IS .-.s cotton in his mouth. He looked
nnly at the ship's side. His room,
thin the armor belt, had no jxjrthole

. '.rgelful of the "canned air" tube that
lie might open, he stumbled up on to

ic <|uarter deck, deserted .save for the
..isperated midshipman on duty,from the forecastle came the brazen
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clamor of the marine band ; whereupon
Trask remembered the minstrel show in
progress. If he went there the music
and the songs might draw his thoughts
from tho.se bitter memories. If he
went there he must needs meet Ruth,
who had come aboard from the naval
station to see the entertainment. At

Hour by hour, .soaked, incrusted gray with salt, the nervous intensity of his
vision had never relaxed until Ruth forced a cup of coffee on him

the thought of her, of the saint's whis-
per of her voice, his jjulse halted as if

waiting his permission to begin again.
Then came to him thi- memory of a
s<ilitary corner of the flagship's bridge
where, unnotici-d, he might look down
upon the audience of wliite-(api)ed
.siiilors. Two minutes later he was
peering over the bridge-rail can\as.
gazing empty-eyed at the stage.

Obviously the act in progress was
|)ifi1e. Trask craved the api)earance of
one Tenney that he knew could not be
long clelayed. Through manv dreary-
Sundays at sea Tenne\- had held the
rcDufation of riilimr the .-liw.f i„.i.,.

329
officers' quarters with a chosen few of
his friends, and of singing to them
inimitably, accompanied bv his dilapi-
dated banjo. Now that tenne\- was
about to make his first public appear-
ance great store was set bv what he
would do when nerved to' meet the
demand. Trask's officer's heart ached

for the popularity of the
man, a popularity founded
on more than a winning
voice. For Tenney also
held title to what Trask
would give his soul to
possess, an acknowledged
bra\er>- among brave men,
gained when, to save his
companions'jives at deadly
I)eril to his own, he had
stood in .scalding steam by
a blown-out |)oiIer tube and
liad clo.sed the necessarv
valves. Just such a chance
had been given Trask —and
lie had failed. Wave after
wa\'e of memor\- tolled
through his brain."

Then at last Tenney
stepped upon the fore-
castle stage, Tenney the
bra\e, Tenney the charmer.
He swung out into the
glare of the ship-made cal-
cium lights. He stood be-
fore the blur of intent, alien
laces and he sang:

"Here lies the body of an ord-
nance officer

His days on earth are o'er.
He's sleeping in the s.inie calm

way
He-—

-

Tenney 's voice failed.
Uncertainly the music
wabble(i and died away,
lenney's face was white.
His lower lip drooped
where his words had dicHl.

With a rush Tenney Ih^d

into the wings.
"Stage fright," lliought

Trask, full of pity. He,
too, knew the- gap that
separates the jovial infor-
inalitN- of raising a cheerful
voice among friends, from

the straified horror of a " pul)lic appear-
ance." In his school da\s he had
e.xertcd the strongest of influences in
his cla,ss, though always care free,

always without responsibilities, until

the hour of his graduation when, before
countless pap.is and mamm.is, he had
been presente<l to speak as a recognized
head. Even now he remembered
keenly how at the shoik of meeting an
audience, a public, official audience
that for the first time demandctl the
exhibition of his talents, his lips had
refused tx) obey hin> until, after a
minute of untokj effort, he had brought
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Current Events in Review
Comments by the Leading Periodicals Upon Affairs of Interest in

the Dominion and Empire

"Herr" William Randolph Hearst

Samuel Hopkins Adams in the New York
Tribune shows how he covertly criticises the

allies, hurls anathema at England and imputes
enmity to Japan. His Teutonic polices are

expressed in editorial sentiments which the

German press in Ameriqa and Mexico admir-
ingly adopts

TN a former article in the Tribune
•' William Randolph Hearst was pre-

sented, through the medium of his own
editorial utterances, as a fervid apostle

of peace. His brand of peace bore the

unmistakable hallmark "Made in Ger-

many." The voice was the voice of

the dove, but the talons were the talons

of the two-headed eagle. Every argu-

ment and plea, actually made for the

Kaiser's best advantage, was ostensibly

put forth on behalf of America, for

whose fortunes Hearst feared, for the

lives of whose sons Hearst trembled,

should we continue at war with the

formidable and admired German
nation.

Now we shall see "America's ablest

and most powerful editor" in another

and truer role. When he thinks it safe

to show himself in his real colors he
appears as the friend and admirer

—

almost the adorer-—of Germany. He
exhibits in a marked degree that quality

of fetich worship which the Germans
themselves call "schwarmerei," an
epithet of silliness which may appro-

priately be rendered into English by
saying that he has a "crush" on all

things German. Both directly and
indirectly this finds frequent expression

in the Hearst publications: directly in

his professed pro-Germanism; indir-

ectly in his abuse and misrepresenta-

tion of whatever nation threatens or

opposes German supremacy. Though
for long these nations have been moral
and prospective allies of the United
States, and are now in stern fact our
allies-, Hearst spews his Teutonic venom
upon them at every opportunity. Mr.
William R. Hearst is transformed into

Herr Wilhelm R. Hearst.
His alien-tongued newspaper, "The

Deutschcs Journal," carries the head-
line "America's Greatest German
Newspaper." The same boast might
as truthfully be made for every other
exponent of daily journalism under the

Hearst brand. No other American

editor has been so widely and so approv-
ingly quoted by the German-language
press, both in this country and in

Mexico, as Herr Hearst. Often he
gives the avowed Germans their key-
note, particularly when he is denounc-
ing the supposed selfishness, bad faith,

or the subtle schemes of those nations

which are now allied with us against

Germany. England and Japan are his

special betes noires; but he is not above
taking a fling at Belgium, France or

Russia. Any ally of the United States

is fair game for the Kaiser-inspired

sneers.

Open praise of Germany he does not
indulge in so often now as formerly;

but there is plenty of direct evidence
bearing upon his loyal admiration of

"Deutschtum" and all that it implies

in ruthless imperialism. Take, for ex-

ample, this passage from his "Deut-
sches Journal," published early in 1917,

when war between this country and
Germany was imminent

:

"Never before has a war been so

clearly and exclusively waged for the

sake of culture, and of culture alone,

as this immense and atrocious struggle,

in which all moral, intellectual and
material forces are collectively em-
ployed. Millions of hearts, millions of

human 'deas, materialized air and fire,

gold and earth, iron and light, and all

that for no other purpose but to find

out whether the luminous German
thought shall be victorious or not in

Europe. . . . Nobody knows bet-

ter than the leading statesmen of Eng-
land that Prussian militarism is abso-

lutely identical with what one means
by modern culture. German thought
would perish if England were victori-

ous."

This is the same voice, though with a
slightly broader accent, which -signal-

ized the recall of Ambassador Gerard
by wailing editorially that the success

of the Allies would mean the destruc-

tion of "the most progressive nation in

Europe."
"Sensible Americans," thinks Mr.

"Hearst, "have no antipathy to the Ger-
man government" (which at the time
of this writing had been sending scores

of them to the bottom of the sea, and
had established its diplomatic corps in

this country as the central organization

of a campaign of wholesale destruction
and murder), . . . "and we should
never go to war at the command of a
single individual."

Certainly Hearst himself feels no
antipathy to the most brutish of Ger-
man war methods, the drowning of
helpless non-combatants by U-boats,
for he thus admonishes the American
people:

"Particularly do we deplore the
sentiment which has been fostered
against the submarine. . . . We
are makng a terrible mistake in this

sentimental objection to submarine
warfare."

As between the national ideals and
character of the Allies and of Ger-
many, Herr Hearst's Teutonized mind
can perceive no distinction in favor of
the former. -

"To speak of this war as a war be-

tween an alliance of democracies and
an alliance of autocracies, between a
league of free peoples and a league of

despots, is to speak foolishly. . . .

What well-informed person believes

that either Rumania, or Serbia, or Bel-

gium, or Italy is, or ever has been, a
democracy; or that either the German
Empire or- the Empire of Austria-Hun-
gary is an autocracy?"

Little confidence has Herr Hearst irt

the honor or purposes of the Allied

nations.

"No sensible man" ( 'sensible man
of course means a disciple of Hearstism)
"will believe the assurance of the Allies

that they fight for humanity and the

rights of small nations. As far as the

European nations are concerned, this

war is nothing but a business proppsi-

tion."

Histon,' is summoned up to put the

Allies in the worst possible light toward
the United States, and it is recalled

(from the Hearst yellow book of Ger-
man propaganda) that France and
England once made war upon Mexico
"with the object of disrupting the

American Union."
Our own claims of disinterestedness

in the war Herr Hearst stigmatizes as

"the butt of European diplomatic ridi-

cule," adding, for good measure, that

no European government can be relied

upon to keep its word of honor. WTiich

perhaps explains why Herr Hearst is-



quite willing to see the Allies beaten.

He proclaims:

"We are fighting for American de-

fence; not to save the Allies from
defeat."

At the thought of possible German
defeat, however, he bristles forth into

veiled threats:
" If either alliance should

emerge the victor from this

war, another war would
arise at the very moment in

the future when the van-

quished felt strong enough
to renew the contest."

Naturally he is hailed by
the disloyal German-Amer-
ican forces as a guiding

light. Hark to the "New
Jersey Freie-Zcitung" of

August IG last, one of the

most virulently German
publications in the coun-

try:

"On the editorial side

pleasing clearness of v-ision

often reigns and the en-

dea\or to let right and
understanding rule and
likewise an outspoken dis-

trust of anglomania." How-
ever, the Newark organ of

the Kaiser fails to recognize

and appreciate its fellow*

propagandist's shrewd ca-

mouflage, and takes lively

exception to the Raemae-
kers cartoons. Because of

these (and perhaps of the

flag display) the " Freie-

Zeitung" finds the Hearst
front page regrettably dif-

ferent, and observes that
"this paper tries to ride

two horses running in op-
posite directions."

One Hearst horse, at
least, tilts consistently in

one direction so far as
' >reat Britain is concerned.
ICngland is eternal anathe-
ma to Hearst. He echoes
the "Hymn of Hate"
wherever opportunity of-

fers. His voice speaks for

the Kaiser-worshipping hyphenates in
this country. Barely a fortnight before
our declaration of war a Hearst paper
editorialized to this effect:

" The German-Americans sympathize
with Germany because they regard an
i;nglish victory as an evil to the whole
world."

While Hearst did not openly lend
countenance to the hyphenate rejoic-

ings over Ijie fate of the " Lusitania," he
played his characteristically British-
baiting role in the crisis which followed.
In his view the British, not the Ger-
mans, were resjjonsible for that tragedy.
He piously upbraids the British Ad-
miralty for not having more elTectivcly
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protected the liner. To Herr Hearst

the unfortunate Americans slaughtered

by the Kaiser's U-boat are simply
" foolhardy persons who voyage in bel-

ligerent ships through sea war-zones,"

and who therefore, presumably, de-

served their fate. As for the real cause

of the dreadful death list, Herr Hearst

DING in th* Nttt York Tribune

The Star-Spangled Shammer

promulgated a theory worthy of the
subtlest Teutonic intellect. It was
not really the ll-lroat that killed all

those "foolhardy" Americans. On the
contrary: "Incompeteiuy of the Lusi-
tania Crew Responsible for the Circat

Loss of Human Lives," according to the
Hearst headline.

Anyway, Herr Hearst, thinking along
right Teutonic lines, cannot quite see
why the excitable Americans should be
so stirred up about it.

"It is to be hoped that this indigna-
tion will s(K)n be replaced by a cooler
conception of the situation," . . .

philosophizes Hearst's "Dcutsches
Journal". "It is of no purjxjse to
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appeal to international law and to prove

that the British first violated interna-

tional treaties designed to make war
more humane."
Again we find the implication of un-

comprehending surprise over American
resentment in this comment upon a
report that the Allies' airmen had

bombed an unfortified

town

:

"This report is very
seasonable, because the
Americans are especially

indignant that women and
children who happened to

be aboard the Lusitania

were killed."

Apropos of the diplo-

matic correspondence with
Great Britain over Ameri-
can rights on the high seas,

Herr Hearst vents both his

anglophobia and his spite

against President Wilson
for the latter's stand
against the U-boat warfare

:

"The English Govern-
ment's answer to the Amer-
ican note has finally arrived

after four months. Every
American protest has been
repudiated as unjust in this

answer, with an unheard-
of-impertinence. Mr. Pro-

fessor in the White House
has now a chance to show
what he meant when he
wrote to Berlin: 'The
American Government will

continue to strive for the

freedom of the seas without
compromise and by all

means'."
The " Deutsches Jour-

n a 1 " contributed this.
Later it demanded an
American embargo against

England on the charge that

England was interfering

with our commerce.
The Sussex sinking was

made the occasion of a

truly Hearstliche outburst.

But not against the Gej--

man depredators. Far
from it! Against the British, as usual,

with an inferential justification of the

U-boat policy:

"We must maintain our rights, the

safety of our shijis and the freedom of

the seas with the same Injldness, the

same i)eremptoriness and the same

determination .igainst any aggressor.

against German submarine

warfare and against British cruis r war-

fare. This is the only course open to a

self-respecting people."

Which is all very straight, sound

American doctrine so far. But now
Mr. Hearst changes abruptly to Herr

Hearst

:

.

"And, so far as we can see, that w
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the only request which (Jermnny cou-

ples with her frank compliance with our

demands."
, . r a

Further, the Kaiser s chief American

propagandist twists the Sussex majter

to the uses of his own policy and of

prospective Hearst profits by making it

a peg upon which to hang another of

his blood-curdling yawps for war with

A^CXICO.

On the verge of war Herr Hearst

could see nothing in this nation's par-

ticipation in the struggle other than a

cat's paw-move for the benefit of the

hated English.

"The pro-British newspapers of New-

York are mistaken in assuming that

they could make the public dissipate

the money of this country in the in-

terest of the Allies and send the youth

of this country to the European slaugh-

ter house to do a favor to a foreign

government. The representative of

the people who first would make such

a motion in Congress would be censored

in an unmistakable manner by the

people." ... J

War itself, when (despite this assured

prophecy) it was declared by the

United States, inspired Herr Hearst to

spasms of vari-colored mock-patriotism

on his front page, but otherwise served

only to render him a little less out-

spoken in his anglophobia. In a style

of bombasticism suggesting some of his

patron's imperialistic manifestos he

proclaims, on April 24:

"We openly state to Washington

that the whole nation ... is will-

ing to make an American war for

America's rights and interests, but that

the majority, and the great majority at

that, is not willing at all—to state it

mildly—to fight for England."

Four months later he is still harping

upon this same string of England's ad-

vantage.
"The President's reply to the Pope's

peace message MAY be the reply of all

the Allies. But unless we have for-

gotten the ways of the English, studied

at close range for several years, there

is just something of a 'sour note' in

their joyous appreciation of Mr. Wil.-

so^n's answer. Possibly he emphasized
a little too strongly for English taste

the fact that America really wants
NOTHING but peace. Some others

abroad would like just a leetle some-
thing more substantial than peace,

when settlement comes. It has not
been England's custom to go to a peace
conference after victory and return
with an emptj- satchel."

Of late; however, Herr Hearst's bit-
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tcrness of spirit has been alloyed with
some cold drops of caution, fjerman
though he remains in his soul, he pre-

serves enough of his American shrewd-
ness, perhaps, to realize that there is a

point beyond which it is not safe to

reckon upon the forbearance of the

Yankee temper. Hence one is less

likely to now discover open editorial

pro-Germanism than the slyer inuendo
of hint and suggestion, or the subtle but

powerful influence of picture or cartoon.

With what shameless perversion the

Kaiserling of the press uses the camera
for his purposcsjs well illustrated by a
photograph upon which a typical

editorial is based. The picture shows
two Canadian officers bending over a

riddled helmet which one of them
holds. Their attitude and expression

would suggest (to a noimal mind) that

they were medical men studying .the

effects of high-power missiles on modern
armor. There are gravity and atten-

tiveness in their faces. But Hearst
doesn't read it that way. He inter-

prets the picture as that of two Allied

brutes gloating over the fate of a
slaughtered foe, and headlines it: "His
Skull Was Shattered. Ha! Ha!"

"There was once the head of a Ger-

man soldier inside this steel helmet.

. The Canadian officer is telling

what a good joke it was. ... If

this'were a picture of a German officer

laughing as he described the splinter-

ing of a Frenchman's or an P2nglish-

man's head, we should all say, 'What
Hun brutality!'

"

Next to England Herr Hearst hates

(or pretends for Germany's sake to

hate) Japan. From the early days of

his newspaper career he has been an
occasional Jap-baiter. But this was
merely an incident of his general edi-

torial policy until the world war was
begun and Japan cast her lot in with thp

Allies. From that time Hearst became,

editorially, a violent agitator against

Japan and all things Japanese. The
most far-reaching instrument of his

propaganda has been the moving pic-

ture "Patria," which centres upon a

Japanese plot to conquer the United

States through Mexico. Detailed de-

scription of the picture, with its subtle

appeals to race and national prejudice

and its ob\ious incitements to hatred

of the Oriental Empire, is not necessary

here. Sufficient 1 ght upon its general

purport is thrown by the synopsis given

in the Hearst papers themselves:

"Baron Huroki of Aokio (presumably

a misprint for ,
Tokio) conspiring to

embroil the United States and Mexico

in order to pave the way for the Japan-
ese invasion of the Pacific Coast, i*

hunted from the country," etc., etc.

It is true that, in consequence of a
threatened movement to suppress the
film in the Far West, the prtKlucers
"censored" it to the extent of altering
the Japanese namc>s and gi\ ing them a
Mexican tinge. But they did not alter
the faces or the uniforms; these remain
unmistakably Japanese. Thus we
have in the motion picture theatres all

over the country a play presenting an
ally nation in the act of plotting and
warring against this countr\'. Imagine
what would happen to a pnxlucer in

England who pictured France as prov-
ing traitor to her British ally! Or a
film in Italy the implied purpose of
which was to arouse hatred against
Russia ! Our European allies, awake as
they are to the deadly seriousness of

this war, do not "sufTer Hearsts
gladly."

In his editorial columns and car-

toons Hearst ably backs his hatred-
inciting "movie." He has long preach-
ed that "Japan hopes and confidently

expects to dominate the Pacific Ocean."
This is the sort of thing that Hearst, in

his eagerness to serve the German
cause, was perpetrating in 1916:

" Day by day we play Japan's game.
We work ourselves into a furious rage
of partisanship over the war in Europe,
which is not aimed at us at all. . . .

Japan steadily pursues her preparation

for war ujwn us."

This is followed up by a typical

Hearst cartoon, representing Japan as

a crafty and prowling cat; also by
threatening letters purporting to eman-
ate from Japanese subjects. Again,

the Hearst papers proclaim, addressing

the government of the United States:

"If you should decide upon a course

that inevitably means war with Ger-

many, that moment Japan would pre-

pare to strike her blow at us. . . .

and Japan would most certainly for-

sake the Allies and join the Teutonic

powers in order to be free to strike her

blow at us."

As the entry of this country- into the

war grew nearer and nearer Hearst

continued beating furiously the anti-

Jap tom-tom. As a specimen of his

genius for prophecy, take this, which

was published early last March

:

"The plain probabilities in the event

of unlikely but still possible disaster

are that Mexico would take our South-

west and restore it to barbarism, that

Japan would take the Pacific Coast,"

etc., etc.
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Doings in Dingbat Land
Verses by Ida Spragge Costain Drawings by Dudley Ward

III last iiionth's issue was <lcs<ril)i;(l llic l)ini(l)at l)aiul who live in the land of the moon. Their king, tiroing of his stoul,

homely <|uecn, soni;ht a new wife anions; tlie heaiiteous maids of his own domain. His choice fell on Coluinl)ine, the daughter of

Crusty the shoe-mender. She, however, refused hi* suit .ind

The king and her father set out in pursuit.

Tliou^;h frantic with fear, of their foes now so near,

Old Hey and the lovers sped on.

Not heedinjf the cries nor dcigninK replies,

Till. 11. .1. Iw.iw of i--r;vpe now seemed gone.

'I " ith her !n\iT, '!""!, on their friend the elenl-

' i.nn- II. UK, iunx, i ~.i\!" l^o.irod the Kin^-
you'll pay.

With a punishiiient words cannot tell !"

When heels over head went his DinKritch, and
As a door-nail, it lay where it fell.

"Or

dead

(iay-DoR and the rest, it must he confessed.

Swore roundly in utter dismay.
With loud mwking cheers, Strongheart th< King'jeers

"You can catch us— , well, some othe • day !"

Hill on their own feet the Dingbats were Heel.

On the fugitives' heels they soon came.
Old Hey gave a wail as the Kinj^^grahlied his tail;

Rut he licid to lli'- <ni'i'<l iiwl I'tr ^amr.

Aiiiiinti blows with his ^tick Old t'iu>ty cried: "Quick !

Nliss ("oltnnliine, come when I say.

l)i) you think now," raged he, "that I'll cheatwl be,

<¥ iii\' place ill flic palace so t;av ?"

"With y(ni the King's wife, I'd li\e such a life !

(iay-Dog would no favor refuse,

fiall gauies by the .score I'd attend, and no more
Would I spend my time sewing old shoes."
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But with blows left and right bold Strongheart did

As he plied his long whip with a will.

"Old Crusty," said he, "your daughter weds me !"

Then off galloped Bey down the hill.

Now the fairies had heard from a little love bird,

How the lovers were chased thro' the land.

And quickly the call went around to them all

—

"Surround King Gay-Dog and his band."

So the Dingbats were caught though they promised
a pot

Full of wonderful jewels and gold.

If they could go free. But by fairy decree:

"You as captives for ten years we'll hold !"

"For know ye, O King, that it's not quite the thing
To be casting sheep's eyes at a maid,

For the sake of her face or her fonn—a disgrace

To the Dingbats you are—Fm afraid."

Thus the Fairy Queen spoke. But the King's heart
it broke.

To think of his lioine far away.
And he longed for his queen, though stout she had

been.

"For my folly I dearly must pay."

Then the fairies set sail on a fleecy cloud's tail,

And carried the Dingbats away.
To live in their land as the Queen did command-

For ten dreary years and a day.

Now the sad Dingbats knew they couldn't hope to

Escape since their Dingritch was dead.
And though they did try like the fairies to fly.

They just skinned their noses instead.

But Crusty one day whispered: "Listen, O day,
I really have hit on a plan !"

Broad grew the King's smile when he'd listened awhile:

"Your reward shall be great. Crusty Man."

"A boon do we crave, Fairy Queen 1" Very grave

And respectful begged Gay-Dog the King.

"To wile 'way this day, permit us to play

A new game with you all in a ring."

"With pipes and a pail of soap suds we'll not fail

To please you and truly amuse."
Then graciously: "Yes, there'll be no harm, I guess,"

Said the fairy Queen: "Fll not refuse."

Then Crusty he blew big bubbles that flew

Hither, thither, and danced 'fore their eyes.

While the fays in delight clapped their hands at the

sight.

"'Tis truly a lovely surprise !"

But at dead of night, when in slumber bound tight,

The fairies had folded their wings.

The Dingbats began to perfect their plan

;

With hearts beating wildly, poor things.

Then taking great trouble each blew him a bubble.

So big he could ride it with ease.

Then a puff and a blow and straight up they go,

Sailing off o'er the tops of the_trees.

"The fairies can't fly, not nearly so high.

E'en tho' they discover our flight.

We'll be far, far away at the break of the day,"
Said the King. "We have no cause for fright."

"But never again—I make it quite plain

—

If my palace I safely regain.

Will I follow a maid. I'd be too much afraid.

Contented I now must remain."

So onward they flew and, as daylight grew,

The>' could see their land looming afar.

And with laughter and cheers and some happy tears,

All ecloed the King's: "Here we are."
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EVERY Studebakcr automobile sold in Canada is built in the Studebaker Canadian
factory at Walkerville, Ontario.

It is the product of a business built up from a roadside blacksmith shop,
back in 1852, to the largest industry of its kind in the world.

The quality and dependability of Studebaker vehicles has not only been maintained
throughout all these years—but Studebaker, leading the way in the vehicle industry,
has steadily improved its products.

The Scries 18 Studebaker car is the best
work of this great institution—-it bears the
same name and carries the same splendid
reputation.

It is the result of over 65 years' ex-

perience in solving the world's transporta-
tion problems. It is, in fact, an evolution
based on the concentrated study of over
300,000 Studebaker cars in the hands of
owners.

It embodies all the improvements and
refinements suggested by this close study
of so many thousands of cars in actual
service, on the roads of nearly every
civilized country.

The production of the Canadian
factory is confined to Studebaker cars

sold in Canada and overseas countries.

In this factory every detail of manu-
facture, inspection and routine of produc-
tion are given the exhaustive attention
characteristic of Canadian manufacturers.

Back of this Studebaker Canadian fac-

tory, one of the Dominion's largest indus-

trial plants, is the vast Studebaker organi-

zation with combined assets of over
$60,000,000, and great factories in Detroit,

Mich., and South Bend, Ind.

When you see the Serses'18 Studebaker
car—after you ride in it and know what it

can do on the road—you'll appreciate what
an organization so great and extensive as

Studcbaker's, with such a wealth of experi-

ence, means in building a quality motor car.

Built in Studebaker Factories, Walkerville, Ont.

WALKERVILLE,
South Bend, Indiana.

ONTARIO
Detroit, Michigan.
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Genuine Diamonds
$1, $2, $3, Weekly

Save money on your
Diamonds by buying
from us. We are Dia-
mond Importers.

Terms—$1, $2 or

$3 Weekly
We guarantee you

every advantage in

Price and Quality.

Write to-day for Cata-
logue. It is free.

W« lend Dlimondi to «nj pirt of Canad> for

iBjpectlon at our expense. Parnients mar be made
Wieklj or Monthly.

JACOBS BROS., DUmond Impertert,

IS TORONTO ARCADE. TORONTO. CANADA.

AEGER
Is the Best for

Children

Because it is healthy,

soft, comfortable,dur-

able, a^bsorbs moisture

and perspiration
quickly, thus prevent-

ing colds. It is the

only natural covering

for the 1 it tie one's

body. For the chil-

dren there is underwear,

'

stockings, caps, coats,
sweaters, night dresses,

night shirts, pyjamas, sHp-

pers, dressing gowns, etc.

For sale at Jaeger Stores and
Agencies throughout the

Dominion.

A fully ilhistrated catalogue free on application.

DR.JAEGER ''°l7..™°"'°co. limited

Toronto Montreal Winnipeg

British "founded 1883".

Less Waste with

nEMNISTEE|_^ Shelving and Bins m^
IN a Dennis equipped stockroom, each

section, shelf, bin or compartment is

arranged to ensure efficient handling. No valu-
able time is wasted searching for lost or misplaced
stock. Moreover, proper care is taken of the stock,

preventing breakages, deterioration and loss. Let
us send facts and figures full of interest for you.

TkE Dennis Wire and Iron
Works Co. Limited

London

Politics and Politicians
Continued from page 317.

A Good Race Coming
TT would be folly this far ahead to

forecast the result of the election.
The Conservatives have undoul)tedly
helped themselves by their franchise
legislation, and the Liberals enter the
race <| heavily handicapped. When
parliament prorogued at Ottawa there

was a general feeling that the result was
a foregone conclusion. Away from
Ottawa, however, I find the Liberal
party neither dead nor buried.

In short the Conservative horse got
away to a good start but it may be neck
and neck when they come down the
quarter stretch !

One of the most acute situations to be
dealt with was the extraordinary price
of salmon on the Pacific coast. The
price offered for common fish was being
driven up in some cases as high as five

times the normal price through the un-
restricted^ competition of American
buyers. The American interests had
come into the Canadian market deter-
mined to find enough fish to keep their

Chinese packers—who were under con-
tract and would have to be paid for a
certain number of cases whether packed
or not—supplied. This problem has
been handed over to a special committee
which is negotiating with Hoover's
American fish experts to try to over-
come the difficulties and bring prices

down once more. Two of Hoover's
men made a special visit to Ottawa
recently to discuss this question and
the question of saving the red cod and
other fish which are now being tlirown
away by the fishermen. Negotiations
are still under way.

Just to show the intricacy of the
problems which the Fish Committee
(like the other Hanna committees)
handles, take the question of producer's
cost in a salmon cannery. All sorts of

charges have been made against the
packing concerns and all sorts of re-

plies have been made on behalf of those
concerns. One company, for example,
brought out two modern steam trawlers
from England worth many thousands of

dollars each. Both were lost in the
one gale before they had finished a
season.

"Now how," demands the fishery-

manager, "Are you going to reckon
that into our costs ?"

Such are the complexities of this

branch of business. WTiether they
can be readily solved or not remains to

be seen. A chartered accountant has
been sent to the Pacific coast by the
Fish Committee to examine tlie books
of the big companies. Upon his re-

port much will depend as to whether
prices in this case can be fixed or not.

If conditions in the fishing trade it-

self would remain as they have been
in the past, the Fish Committee might
at least be saved the trouble of finding

Fish—and The Facts
Continued from page 313.

new data on the situation. It would
be much simpler, for example, to judge
the price of fish if fishing conditions
were the same. But to begin with,

there are fewer fishermen, and crews
are therefore scarce and pay necessarily

higher. Men who would once have
manned a dory are now fighting side

by side in France, or standing their

watch in the North sea. Thus the

labor market is affected. In addition

the cost of gear has risen almost 100
per cent. Some supplies, such as linea

line, are almost unobtainable. And the

supply of fish in the American market,
which to a large extent determines the

amount left in Canada for Canadians,
is lower on account of the reduction in

the numbers of men available for the

trade. Out of sixteen steam trawlers

on the American Atlantic Coast ten

have been taken for war service !

V.

Now to return to you and your wife

and that 12 cent cod. It seems a great

deal, especially when you consider that

the fisherman gets only, say, 4Hc. a

pound (with the head removed from
the cod.) But trace his fish "inland"

and you will find two cents a pound
added forhandling, icing, boxing and the

buyer's profit on the dock ; 1-lOth of

a cent icing charge en route ; and Ij^

cents express charge to Toronto. The
Toronto wholesaler's cost, including J^
cent per pound "shrinkage," was there-

fore 8 7-2Gth cents. He sells for, say,

10 cents, a "spread" of 1 13-20th cents

to cover his other expenses and profit.

The retailer selling at 12 cents has a

margin of two cents to cover loss by
trimming, ice, delivery expenses and
profit.

You murmur: "I told you so ! Look
at all those middlemen : Profit ! Pro-

fit ! Profit !"

That is what the Fish Committee
thought and yet when they came to

investigate they found not one of these

middlemen's/MMC/i'oK5 in this particular

line of trade could be dispensed with

and that not one of them seemed to be
making anything like an undue profit.

There may have been—there are

—
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too many middlemen in each depart-
ment of distribution, but someone had,
for example, to receive and handle the

fish on the dock, and someone had to

undertake the financing and distribut-

ing of the catch to the small dealer.

These functions were and are essential.

Although the main programuie of tlie

Fish Committee is to dc^'clop fish pro-

duction at strategic points all across

Canada, tlie work is not to stop there.

An attempt is being made to procure
' lieap l)ut wholesome grades of fish for

hose who caimot afford the popular
\ arieties. On die Pacific, for example,

the fishermen are in tlie habit of throw-
ing away the Red Cod fiiat come
aboard in their nets. This is an ex-

t'llent foo<l fish but not so well known
ir so popular as the other varieties.

I he Fish Committee proposes to work
out some sort of a scheme to market
tliese fish and thus induce the fisher-

men to land the entire catch. Then,
on, the reverse side of the question is the

matter of re-stocking the fresh-water

lakes and protecting die fish in the

breeding season.' A still more interest-

ing suggestion that the Government
operate or supply steam trawlers on
the Atlantic is also under consideration.

.•Ml of these problems, like the pro-

blems of an engineer, have to be con-

sidered together. The course of a river

cannot be changed without due con-

sirleration to th<; rights of the people

ilong its banks. There are the ques-

tions of bridging and shoring, darning

.md fieepcning. So with this one of

Mr. Hanna's pieces of economic en-

gineering. The whole fishing industry

of Canada, from the line trawlers to the

house-wife, must i)e and is being studied

md skillfully reconstructed.

You will wake one morning to find

the whole thing accomplished. Pos-

sibly then you will wonder why you
had not watched the process as it pro-

gresse<l. It is just ]iossible that some
little thing may happen—a rope might
lip or something—and that if you were
ready to help—?

But, as I admitted before, pianos are

more interesting. There is always

that breathless chance of it falling,

Concluded on page 351.

Lord o' Land
Continual from page 325.

maybe these fluttering fires are what the

newspa|)er fellows call 'writers of note'

and bee-lieve me they are some note."
" It is in the wind we hear the things

we want to say," mused the Boss of the

-ur\eyors, "and iil the .Aurora, tin-

things we want to seem."
"VV'liat do you rail them in Cree,

( iregoire?" f|ueries a woman who wishes

to get the view of the Indian on the

-subject.
" \frtiirhiinn':rnh ' 'llicv rl.uuc (ti-

Make It Your "War Bread"
You may not go to the trenches, but

you will want to do your bit in preventing

waste of the great food staples. You can
do this by demanding a larger per cent, of

whole wheat grain in bread and breakfast

foods. The real "war bread" must contain

the entire wheat grain— every particle of

gluten and mineral salts that are so neces-

sary to the well-balanced ration; also the

outer bran coat that is so useful in keeping
the bowels healthy and active.

Shredded Wheat Biscuit
is 100 per cent, whole wheat. It is there-

fore the real "war bread." The whole
wheat grain is the most perfect food given

to man. It contains every element the

human body needs to build healthy tissue

and furnish energy for the day's work.

Two or three of these

crisp, brown loaves of Shred-
ded Wheat with milk and
'sliced bananas, peaches, or
other fruits, make a nourish-

ing, strenji;thenins, satisfying

meal at a cost of a few cents.

MADE IN CANADA BY
THE CANADIAN SHREDDED WHEAT COMPANY, LIMITED

Nia^arii Falli. Ontari.. Toronto Office : 49 Wrllinilon St.EnsI

MODERW FIRKPROOP.

HOTEL LENOX
North Street at Delaware Ave.

BUFFALO, N. Y.
A unique Hotel of 250 rooms with a most desiraMe
location insui ini^ quiet, convenience and cleanliness.

Cuisine and.!«r\ ice unexcelled liy the leading hotels

of the larger cities.

European Plan—$l.so per Day and Up
Special Weekly Rates

Take Etmwood ATenue car to North Street, or write tor

Special Taxicab Arrangement. May we tend with oar com-
plimentf a "Guide of Buffalo and Nlatara Falli," alao oof
complete ralea?

C A. MINER, Manaiiinii Director.
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Padlocks
'Door

Closers

M'^htLatches

Builders'
Hardware

<9P
lUiMoiiliNi Made

Yes, it is important
\ n ^^ ^

to see the trade-mark "Yale" \fanaaaj
on the product

Seeing is believing. And you can only be sure that you are buying

a genuine Yale product if you see that trade-mark "Yale" on it.

Look for that trade-mark "Yale" on night latches, padlocks, door

closers and builders' hardware.

Yale products are made in Canada—and all genuine Yale products

have the trade-mark "Yale" on them.

CANADIAN YALE & TOWNE LIMITED
ST. CATHARINES, ONTARIO

j

Earn Your Way Through College

Everybody Will Help You
Friends, relatives and acquaintances will all help you win through our

FREE VOTING PLAN, but the biggest help of all you get from US.—
A Great Magazine Club offer on easy payments—enough to say that prob-

ably never before has a publisher made it easier to secure the necessary

funds for a college education by a plan that works out so surely and
so AGREEABLY for YOU as this one does.

A college education for any young man or young woman is now recognized as a

tremendous help to success in life.

If you really want to secure an education that will be of value to you all your life,

tell us what College, Conser\atory or Technical School in any Province of Canada you
wish to attend and we will tell you how you can realize your ambition without cost

to yourself.

You can't loose—you can't help winning. Let us tell you about it anyway.

Canada Monthly Agency - Toronto, Ont.
»»••>>>»— ••»»»•>»»»— *•%•••* »»»^»m»*»*^^* 9 ••*

gether'—that is what we say. Ahi!
Ahi! but the Crees are the exact
people."

"Babette, ma femme, she .say it is

the breath of Manitou on the looking-

glass of the sky, but Babette, she mak
wan fool of me."

"I am very laughing at Babette,"
says Marcel. "You tell me she say
that, ehe? I am head-giddy 'bout all

• this talk. This is all big mistake.

These are the fins of Utikoomak, the

great white fish that lives in the sky.

Sure!
"Once, White Blanket, who comes

from the stone house at Churchill, he
say these are the strings to keep the

world from falling down. By dogs!

his head is dried up inside, that White
Blanket, and he is one raw fool."

"White fins in the sky, the)' mean
cold weather; yellow fins, bad! bad!

. . . . then do hoary heads
know love though they live more moons
than three willow trees, then is he bad
spoke of

—

wapistikwan, the white head
—and he goes into the wrong tent.

Heh! he is one devil like Mitchie
Manitou, the evil-maker."

"Where do the Crees come from,

Marcel," asks one of the men. "Who
made them first?"

"Heh! no man made Cree. He un-

buried himself. Cree, he is the first

man in all the world. Moonias, the

white man, he is an after-comer.

"This was long, long ago when Cree
first came, and he was a bigly-looking

man and straight like a measuring
stick. And Cree, the father of them all,

was proud in his heart before the

favoring spirits.

"This was long, long ago, and Cree,

he know the talk of all the birds and
animals' so that his pot was never

empty of meat. Old Man Screech

Owl show him where there were three

big springs up-welling of, honey, and
milk and water.

"Then Cree, who is the father of

them all, was yet more proud in his

heart before the favoring spirits, and
even before the great Manitou who
lives in the sky tepee. Cree, he say,

'I,—I,—am the great chief of these all.

I am the big Okimo'iV.'
" This was

long, long ago and Manitou, he grew
angry and say, 'What is the behaviour

of my son? He is unsteady in conduct
so that grief possesses my heart.

'

"Then Manitou came down from the

sky at where the earth eats the sun, and
walked along the ground this way, and
this way, lak an old dog till he come to

the great Cree
"

"'How do? '.said Manitou, lak he was
a brother; 'How do. It blow ex-

actly."
" Ha!

Manitou he was wise lak wildcats and
never let on who he is. He threads
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Light Four
Five Passenger

Touring Sedan

The Full Round of Seasons in Luxurious Comfort
'OR tlio v.\«i, \ , to..-.l rar^bv all

For the summer .' An ojr-ii car—most
assuredly.

The Overland Light Four Touring Sedan
is both an open and closed car.

.And it is a smart appearing car either
closed or open— in no sense a makeshift,
either way.

The side windows can easily be lowered.

They drop into concealed slots in the
liody and doors.

And it's so little trouble that you'll shut
the car up tight for even a light shower
and have it all ojx?ii again in a jiffy ns

soon as it's over.

Then there's the solid comfort all winter
long of a pcrfectiv oik loscd car with all

the protection of a limousine and the
richness of closed car upholstery and
interior-finish.

.Mounted on the economical Overland
Light Four chassis, this is an ideal

every-purposc car.

! ;iijoy the full round of the seasons in lux-

urious comfort.

See the Willys-Overland dealer about this

car today.

Willyh-(>v(.-iiainl, l.iiuiU'tl

Willys-Knight and Overland Motor Cars and Light Commercial Wagons

Head Office and Works, West Toronto, Ont.
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School and College

Directory

iBranknotttf l^all
10 ELM AVENUE, ROSEDALE. TOROMTO

A ItesideBtial aod Day School tor Girls
Hon. PrinclpaJ

—

Principal-
Ill ISS M. T. SCOTT. MISS EDITH M. READ. M.A.
Preparation for the University and for Examination*
tn Music. Art and Domestic Science Department*.
Thoroughly ethcient •tail. I.arf{e plavRroiind*. Outdoor
tame*—Tenni*. Basltetbali. Rink. Healthful locality.

PRIMARY SCHOOL FOR DAY PUPILS.
For Prospectu* apply to THE PRINCIPAL.

SPADINA AVB.
TORONTO.GLEN MAWR

A BOAKDING AND DAT SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
Principal - . MISS J. J. STUART

(Successor to Miss Veals)

Classical Tripos, Cambridge University. England
Larga wetl-Tentilated hooitt. HlghlT qualified staff of

Canadian and European Teachers. Preparation, if desired,
(or Matriculation Examinations. Outdoor caznes.

ITew prospectus from Miss Stuart

ONTARIO LADIES' COLLEGE
Academic courses from Preparatory Work to Junior

Matriculation. Teachers' Certificates and First Year
University; Music. Art, Oratory; Domestic Science;
Social Economics end Civics: Commercial Work; Physi-
cal Training—gymnasium, swimming pool, systematized
play.

Write for illustrated catalogue to

Rev. F. L. Farewell, B.A., Principal, Whitby.

DEPARTMENT OF THE NAVAL
SERVICE.

ROYAL NAVAL COLLEGE OF CANADA.
ANNUAL examinations for entry of Naval

Cadets into this College are iield at the
examination centres of the Civil Service
Commission in May each year, successful
candidates joining the College on or about
the 1st August following the examination.
Applications for entry are received up to

the 15th April by the Secretary, Civil Ser-
vice Commission, Ottawa, from whom blank
entry forms can be obtained.

Candidates for examination must have
passed their fourteeth birthday, and not
reached their sixteenth birthday, on the 1st
July following the examination.

Further details can be obtained on appli-
cation to G. J. Desbarats, C.M.G., Deputy
Minister of the Naval Service, Department
of the Naval Service. Ottawa.

G. J. DESBARATS,
Deputy Minister of the Naval Service.

Department of the Naval Service,

Ottawa, March 12, 1917.

Unauthorized publication of this adver-
tisement will not be paid for.

STAMMERING
or sturtering overcoirie posinveiy. our
natural methods permanently restore
natural speech. (Graduate pupils every-
where. Free advice and literature.

THE ARNOTT INSTITUTE
KITCHENER, - CANADA

A RESIDENTUL AND DAY SCHOOL FOR GIRLS
Situated opposite Queen's Park. Bloor Street. W.

ETery Educational facility provided. Pupils prepared for
Honour Matriculation. Music, Art and Physical Education.
The School, by an unfailing emphasis upon the moral as

well as the intellectual, aims at the development of a
true womanhood.

JOHN A. PATERSON. K.C.. President.
For Calendar apply MRS. A. R. GREGORY. Principal.

ST. MARGARET'S COLLEGE
TORONTO

A Residential and Day School for Girls
(Founded by the late Georje Dickon. M.A.. former
Principal of Upper Canada College, and Mr». Dick.on

Academic Course from Preparatory to University Matricu-
lation and First Year Wort. Music. Art. Domestic Science.
Physical Education. Cricket, Tennis, Basketball Hockey

Swimming Bath. WRITE FOR PRO'SPECTI'S.
BITS. George Dickson, Miss J. E. MacDooald, B.A.

President. Principal.

havergal ladies' college,
Main School: 354 Jarvis Street.
Coverley House: 372 Jarvis Street.
The Hill School: 81 St. Clair Avenue, West.
Junior School (late Westbourne), 278 Bloor

Street, West.

MISS KNOX, Principal, TORONTO.

I Want
50 School Boys

on

My Pay Roll

If you want to put your
name on my list, write
me at once, before some
other boy beats you to
this chance. Just a little

work after school hours
will bring you money to
spend for a lot of nice
things most boys enjoy.
Send the letter to-day
before you forget it

!

R. G. TOBIN, Manager,
467 Mail Building,

TORONTO.

g ELL H'"'<l''«ls of newspapers and magazines
want news, articles and stories. Be an

YOUR author. Write for free copyrigiit book
bv Editor and learn how.

WRITING PRESS REPORTING SYNDICATE.(initlllVJ 513 St. Louis Times Bldg., St. I.ouis. Mo

Cree on a string, so that Cree laughs
lak the loon, and mocks in his throat^'

And Cree say 'Ol' dog, Ol' dog, quit

your barking. It is \er' cold and the
wind he blow like se\'en e\il .spirits'.

" '1 hen Manitou had wrathful
thoughts and pressed upon the back of

Cree, and pressed upon it, till almost it

go crack in two.

"This was long, long ago, and forever

men have a hollow in their back. This
hollow is the knee of Manitou.

" And so this story

which began well has ended evilly. If

anyone belie\cs this unlikely story is

not true? I do not agree with him."
"Your logic is wonderful. Marcel,

also your imagination," said the Boss
surveyor, "I hope you know you are a
great story-teller."

"Ahi! Ahi! I know if well but I am
not proud in my heart, and since I have
told >ou these things alxjut Cree I

would not leave untold how, in this

land, there is a hiding girl who answered
to the voice of Cree. When he say,

'Oh, you! she make r'ply and say
' O-o-h-y-o-u ' lak that. Cree he say,

'Come here,' and girl she say lak some
words. It was my father's father told

it to me.
"Then Cree he spoke to Wolf, and

say 'My heart is unbowell'd for this

tempter girl. Show me how to take

her to my tepee. Because of my desire

to her, my throat is lak the slough at

the time of harvest-moon'.

"And Wolf, he say the girls li\e on
the trail to No Land, and that she is a

spirit, white lak the wind.
" 'Ho liar! may flies eat out thy

starving heart,' said Cree, 'a trail is

made by moccasins and cannot go to

No Land'. Cree, he not know this

road was made by feet that go down
into the ground and up into the sky,

and by the feet of life to come. This is

the pathway of spirits and has no
moccasin marks, and the grass grows

not there, but Wolf he know.
"Now there was a great jumping

moose in this country and he could

jump a river without swimmfng so that

no arrow could touch him. Moose, he

say to Cree, 'Sit on my horns and I will

take you to the spirit trail. Cree, he go

with Moose for now the tempter

maiden, she call first and not wait to

make r'ply, so that Cree's Io\e was held

to her lak with iron nails.

" You may not

believe this, but if ever you meet this

spirit-woman she will tell you what I

say is right and no lie."

"God's love! go ahead and finish the

story, Marcel," commands one of his

hearers.

"Listen, Honorable men! There is

no more to this stor>-. That night

Cree was never seen again, except that

he was found with his head torn off, but

the head was not there."
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Lieutenant Trask's Stage

Fright

himself

waiting
With

Trask.
"Stage

Continued from page 329.

to face the miserv' of those

eves.

that, a great light flashed on

"Stage fright!" he cried aloud,

fright!" he repeated. The
sound of the words grew big within

him. Not the nip of the bullet on his

shoulder, not the dread of an exploding

cyhnder, not the lack of dogged courage

in the face of danger, that primal need

in a fighting man, had turned him sick

with fear. He recalled again the times

he had faced death bravely down to

that unpublished feat in the belfr\-. He
realized that he had faced it alone. The
two occasions when he had weakened
were upon the approach of an adversary'

he could not see. Now that he recog-

nized his enemy, his trust in his man-
hood returned. He had no dread that

he would fail in the future. He pos-

sessed a just offence for the past, let

Ruth and the others believe him or not.

Almost he started down among them,

before his better judgment checked

him. He would not intrude when he

wiis not asked, but he would fight for

his rights when his time came.

The next morning, with his old

dominant sclf-contidence replacing his

hangdog look, Trask drew range dia-

grams on the tablecloth and insisted on
discussing them with the man beside

him. The mess was blankly amazed.

Trask, grinning as he saw it, appeared
for the first t,ime at tea. There he

damned the stale butter in its red tin

and calmly lecturetl the ordnance
officer on shell weights. Whereu(X)n

the ice broke slightly, so that before the

week was out he had won back a half-

acknowledged acceptance.

Meantime the flagship had taken its

preliminary "standardization" trip

down the target range off ("ape Cruz.

The six pounders, nasty, useless jiieces,

had been "run-off" by the "blue
bottle" marines, and the three-inch

battery had concluded with an incident

that brought Trask joy by showing
him how an act of courage is valued
above all else in the service.

Passing along the |M)rt side of the

main deck just as gun number four

finished its "string" of shots, he had
found a group clustered about an un-

conscious man at its breech.

"What is it?" he had ask<'d the gun
ca()tain at his elbow.

" Holt was handling the empty cases,

sir," said the latter. "His gaimtlets

had worn thin in practice, so the hot

metal burned through them a!id ran the

melted resin into his hands. He stuck

to his job till the last shot, though, sir."

Here the division officer, who had
been walchinv '•"• -•''••••i ' M- M..rL-.

looked up.

Until a little while ago she thought them
unavoidable. If you have corns don't blame yovir-

self too much. Many an old person has had them fifty years.

YET they have done what you
do—pared them and used old-

time, useless treatments.

But what folly it is when nowa-
days about half the world keeps
free.

The chemist who invented Blue-
jay made corns forever needless.

Last year some 17 million corns
were ended in this simple, easy
way.

Just try one com.

Apply a Blue-jay plaster in a

jifly. Then forget it. It will never
pain again.

In two days take the plaster off.

The com will disappear. Only one
corn in ten needs another appli-

cation.

You will laugh at the old ways
when you try Blue-jay. You will

wonder why people ever let corns

hurt. Please start tonight. You
have suffered long enough.

Blue=jayn
2Sc Packages
at Druggists

Also filue-jay

Bunion Plasters

Stop* Pcun — End* Corns

THE CANADIAN BANK
OF COMMERCE

SIR EDMUND WALKER.
C.V O., LLC, D.C.L. Pr«ideni(i

H. V. F. JONES, Assi Gen'l. Manager^

Capital Paid Up, $15,000,000"

SIR JOHN AIRD. General Manager

V. C. BROWN,
Sup't of Central Western Branches

Reserve Fund, . $13,500,000

BANKING SERVICE

This Bank provides every facility for the

prompt and efficient transaction of

all kinds of banking business. 97
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Big Game

Hunting

Moose—Deer
The silent spots in The

Highlands of Ontario are

the haunts of Moose,
Deer, Bear and other big

game.

'^m¥i^f

Hunt While You May
OPEN SEASONS:

Deer—Nov. Ist to Nov. 15fh.

Moose—Nov. 1st to Nov. 15th.

In some of the Northern districts

of Ontario, including Timagami,
the open season has been extended
and is from Nov. 1st to Nov. 30th.

In that part of the Province of

Ontario lying north of the Canadian
Government Railway from the
Quebec to the Manitoba boundary
the open season for moose is from
Oct. 10th to Nov. 30th.

Write to any agent of the Grand Trunk
for illustrated literature, full particulars
of game laws, etc., or to J. Quinlan,
Bonaventure Station Station, Montreal,
or C. E. Horning, Union Station, Toronto,

G. T. BELL.
Passentter Traffic Manaiier,

Montreal.

W. S. COOKSON,
General Passenger A^ent,

Montreal-
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"I don't give a damn if Holt is a

'boozer' or 'special fourth class.' He
did a man's job and I'm going to make
it right for him."

Tliough Trask caught the veiled slur,

yet he nearly strangled with happiness.

"Give me a chance like that," he
thought. "Now I Jcnow. Now I can
face anything. Now I can make 'em
come down. "

That night the wardroom sat in un-
usually sober thought. Trask noticed

the fact.

"To-morrow our forward turret has
to go through with it, Pasy," he said.

The paymaster pointed to the chro-

nometer and the pictures that had been
removed from the wall and laid on the

sofa.

"The 'Massachusetts,' the 'Iowa,'

the 'Kearsarge,' the 'Missouri,' the

'South Dakota'; to-morrow's the thir-

teenth of April, the day it hit the

'Kearsarge' and the 'Missouri'."

Trask nodded silently as he went to

his room. During the three previous
years he had commanded the forward
twelve-inch guns, and knew only too

well how nearly a flareback from one of

them had brought death to the ship.

Therefore more than to any of the

others did the gloomy forecast of those

past tragedies fall heavy upon him.
In consequence, early the following

morning, Trask entered the turret pre-

cincts, damp with the smell of ether

that rises from the smokeless powder in

the magazine. There, as he expected,

he found Casse, clad in dungarees,
squirming under the gun trunnions, a
hammer in one hand, a wrench in the
other, busy with his final test of the
bolts and the ring of the steel.

" I had these rifles last year. I want
to put you wise to a dodge or two,"
Trask volunteered.

"We're getting on nicely as we are,"

Ca.sse returned without looking up.

Trask felt the rebuff, but continued.
"Half the 'gadgets' in this system
aren't up to date. The Navy Yard
people took them from the old 'Utah'."

"I know it."

"Well, now I'm going to tell you
what I'll bet you don't know, 'cause we
kept mum about it. After the next to

the last shot the compressed-air valve
failed to function. The breach plug

opened all right and we could have
sworn it tripped the valve latch. But
it didn't. Of course that meant that

the unburned gas wasn't blown out of

the muzzle while the plug crawled out
of the breech. So when the plug did

swing clear, the gas caught fire and
swept back on us and this turret gave a
good imitation of a place maybe we'll

all vi,sit. If my hoist-man hadn't been
so damn slow that those nick naked
powder bags were still only half-way up
the elevator shaft you wouldn't find nic

here trying to save your life."

" Wore gtjiiig on the range and wi'n-

pretty busy." Casse had a cold gleam
in his eye.

"Knock me if you've a mind to,"

concluded Trask. "But when she

starts shooting, open your ear for the

roar of the air. .And take it as from
one who's been there to one who hasn't

that what with the explosions, and your
rifles slamming in and out of battery

like dumj) carts on a dock, and the

elevator and automatic rammer screech-

ing like all possessed, and the training

machinery giving an imitation of a

sawmill, your job won't be any sine-

cure."

With that he ducked from sight. He
had done his best. Yet the dread of

M'hat might come grew upon him from
the moment the file of umpires swarmed
up the sea-laddei till the primers

whistled their tests, and the "powder
pressure " shot wrenched the ship, filling

the air with clouds of loosentxl soot and
dried paint from the stacks.

Then the ordnance officer climbed

the basketlike mast to his "fire-con-

trol" platform. The admiral and cap-

tain met upon the navigating bridge.

Below on the signal bridge clustered the

officers, cotton in their ears, binoculars

in their hands. There Trask joined

them, though he knew he was not

wanted. And, in the silence which
endured as the ship slipped toward the

flag-topped buoys, he stationed himself

where fie could stare down at the breech

of the guns through the hatch in the

turret roof. His right hand, he noticed,

clutched a piece of cotton waste. Where
he had found it he could not remember.
But the knowledge of why he had
picked it up brought the sweat to his

brow.
At last the red powder-flag broke at

the foretop. The roar of the ship's

whistle sounded "Commence firing."

Then, after a moment of pallid silence,

the starboard gun belowed its liquid

wave of flame over the hissing water.

Up into the blue the shell sailed as a

baseball rises from the bat. Fairly it

fell into the centre of the target as a

ball falls into the centre fielder's fingers.

And, while a geyser of water rose fort>-

feet in the air, the shell, chugging on-

ward toward the horizon as a train

chugs from a station, ricochetted sky-

ward.
Trask peered into the turret. He

could see the heads of the men who bent

forward to insert loading trays and
primers. He could hear the rumble of

the ammunition elevators as they rose

to each gun breech from the handling

room, that low trap into which the

shells and powder are passed from

the actual magazines. But in the

whistle of the wind around him he

lost the familiar roar of the gas-expel-

ling air.

The port gun bobbed its muzzle up



CANADA MONTHLY 343

ind clown. Then another hit was
-cored by the starboard rifle.

Before the officers a yellow, stifling

llame column belched upward from the

turret. F"or a moment each man stood

like a stopped clock while two sailors,

with their clothing abalze, burst from
the \omiting scuttle and leaped into

the sea. At that Trask's thoughts

returned with a jolt. The worst had
happened, do what he could. The gas

was known to be deadly to many who
breathed it. Now was his time. With
the half-choked screams of those below
in his ears, he dropped from the bridge

onto the turret. But he could not pass

that shriveling gale. Eve^i the top

blistered his feet.

"The hose! The fire hose!" he
yelled.

The heavy nozzle hit him in the face.

He turned the stream into the hell-pit.

Two men rose before him, blind with

burned eyes, waving fingers scorched

to the bone. Crying aloud in their

agony they fell from the turret edge

onto the deck. Trask cast down the

hose, stuffed the cotton waste in his

nostrils and mouth, and plunged

thrf)Ugh the scuttle.

The maddening heat of that crucible

puckered his flesh. The gas and smoke
from the burning paint seared his eyes

like acid. Yet swiftly he grasped a

man-by the belt of primers around his

waist and raised him toward the hatch,

the burnefl lips murmuring "O God!
() f'.od!" Calmly, with bare hands, he

reached to pat out the fire smoldering

on the clothes of the motionless C'asse.

Then, as the wreaths of sizzling vajwr
numbed his consciousness, his task be-

<ame a bewildered rush with those who
hafl followed, to empty the turret of the

baking, dying men; while a foot

lengthened to an endless space, a

iniiuife to an eternity; while hot iron

-eared the flesh and curling gases rent

the lungs.

As coughing, blundering, swearing,

liie others lifted the last Ixxly through
the hatch and blindly scrambled after

it, Trask slii)ped backward against the

gun trunnions and wondered at his

labor, for he felt light as dust. True,
the hatch apjieared miles away. But
he believwl that he could easily float up
to it. Instead, howe\er, he fell on his

face, his head hanging over the brink of

the elevator shaft. Blood roared in his

<ars. Strange flashes ijiercwl his

-wollen eyeballs. Ui> chest panted
(onvulsivcly.

Then as his lungs l)cgan to fill with
<om|)arativeIy ix)isf)n-frec air, his

thoughts and his strength returned in

-omc measure. By his forehead still

-nioldered the amnnmition car from
which the iH)wder had blaze<i. Below,
the safety shutters, halfway down the
li.ift, as usual stiMHl open when they

slmiilil li.i\f Ih'imi I 1(1-1(1 Still f.irili<r

down shone the lights of the handling
room.
A scrap of rag, burning on the plat-

form edge opposite him, dropped into

the pit.

Trask's only apparent chance for his

life before an explosion should rend the
bows of the ship was to rush for the

hatch and flee toward the stern. In a

flash, however, he slid down the shaft to

the handling room.
The rules have it that no more than

one extra charge for each gun shall be
passed at a time from the magazine.
But, as Trask expected, fully thirty

bags lay exjwsed upon the deck while

others had broken until the powder
sprinkleti the floor like thousands of

yellow macaroni sticks.

Then one stick caught fire from the

moldering cloth and hissed a hideous

blue-green glare.

"To blazes with me if that's the an-

swer," he thought as he kicked it aside.

Another grain blazed. He threw his

body ujwn it. Despite the fire in his

clothes he gurgled satisfaction.
'

'A coward , hey ?"

Again a powder stick flared out near

him. He grasped it in his hand. He
felt no pain. The lust of war had
clutched him.
Once more, and now beyond his

reach, fire bubbled upward. It flick-

ered toward the heap of powder bags so

close to the heavy steel door which the

fleeing crew had left open into the

magazine. As Trask scrambled to his

feet his eye caught sight of the wheel to

the giant \alve placed on the wall to

flrxxi the magazine ar^d handling room
in just such a crisis. He wrenched at

it. Yet, while the torrent roared ujxjn

him, he noticed a dark patch smoldering
upon the cheesecloth of the nearest bag.

The water might not be quick

enough. If the bags in the handling
room should blaze it would not matter
except to him. But if the powder
within the magazine was fired it meant
the death warrant of all his shipmates
fitruard.

He hurled himself at the door. It

stixxi opening inward. His exhausted
strength could not drag it shut.

He (lodged into the magazine behind

it. He heaved with his siioulder. The
steel pani'l swung into |ilace.

^'el even as it nio\ed. he felt he had
si-aled his own d(K)m. He would ha\e
taken the chance, if it had been f)nly for

himself, that the water would choke the

fire. For he knew that once inside the

magazini; he could not open the dfxir

nor contrf)! the water; it would rise

.s(X)n enough now.
"They won't think to start the

pumps in time," he gasped to him-
self.

I'or a moment there was a choking
silence. He placed his hand against
)Iii-(l(.(ir Iliv !-(((. 1 The !'">'''''• 'i "I
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151 Blue Pencil

outsells all othcT bliu' pencils combined.
Smooth - writini^, long - wearing, gritless;

quickly sharpened without wastingor break-
ing the lead. Popular everywhere because
of its recognized quality. Also made in
thirteen other colors

—

x^^fX, violet, light green, green,
light blue, nieciiian hluc. Mack, yellow, brown, wMte,
orange, pink, purple. Each is guaranteed lo give
complefre satisfaction.

Some Users and Uses

, of BlaUdcH Colored Peocila

Architect*—Colorlnji sJcetches. ' rho<'ki!i(t spefiftcatjons, etc.

Artists—SkoU'hine, r^uigtiinii In prcllmlniiry druwliiK», matdng
diiiuiiik-a uf hioklelit, eio.

Auctioneers—Chiv-IdiKt snU-s, marking prtces. elo.

Bookkeepers—I'lu-ckintr tntHilnUonn. writing menmranda. etn.

Builders and Contractor*—I'liiH-klnic blue prlnis and spcoUtcailoua.
murkini: on nirhil. Iirli-k. Iiiniln>r, *Jp.

Clieokers—Unplil clHikliiK. ;ipin'nini[ onliTH. iiolInK toUl*. etc
Clergymen—(nrrct-iinti ni.iniisalpi, inurkiDi: ompiiaAls, t>tc.

Copywriter* (advertising)—Making layouts. sntiKt'StlnK color
solu-riH'H. ;illt'rl)iu niiiiHiM-rlpt. npprovinu pnHtfM.

DecoratoA— ski'i.-iiiiiu' iU>iirmlve pliuiM. IntllcHtlnii odIof Koheruea, eta
Editors and Writers— Ktlldiia uiiuiiiHiTtpt. i>. k.-lnir prcofs, etc.
Farmers

—

Kiti>I!i« >.tork rtH'«>ril)». nuirklm: viva. etc.
Insurance Cicrks

—

ilickinu pollfle.s ami preniiuni payment*, not-
li)k' t.'ihiiliir ('^niH. i<rr.

Iron and Steel Workers—Laying out work un nieial, marMng
tr>ri|s. cliwklng niiitoiljilt, olr.

Lawyers—(orrvfilnB hiirfs, tindrrfk^rlng manuscrtpt. marking

Merchants— l.t'ticrliV tnitl colorlnir ^ignit imuI slum rjinln. oliecklng
InM'lccs. markliiL' piitTH im tnrljil, wood, t-Iilnii. «!««((. etc.

once Manager*— tti.ii, I.' «<irk througli 'iilli-e, I'lm^klnfi. ettf, For
AVfttriniillc

f'til'T niiiy '

Railr«Bd Cierk^
Real Estate K1

Sales Manag' I

Salesmei—(li

Shipping ni'i

Sign W:

14 color* Iu'lp fllnilnalo errorn—eadi
iitt ull Its own.
^.i\ MH*. iiinrklnn Tor Ullng, oic.

i Dale tinltcihiH. chfs'king tlala, etc.
;, i-liivklng rf|K>rte. etc.

« uK. k- I UtH'klng orders and l>llls, mark-

iig and coloring algiia, laylfu out work on
. I.'

l^'uUng work. wrlUnn

. khiR nrd<T« and Wue-

;) In-Tel«irA|ilt Utjri

dH|l.l,< [HI.

Window D.e«f

Free Sampi'
tw w\\\ l<>

I^mk f. r t(
i (

prulti-tl'iti 4|[.ilns! lnft'il.>r itnli.itl'xi'

Order to-day from your dealer or write ii«

and wf will mc that vou are suppllpd.

il, (ui luaikluii uiet^i. will

iiural.
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Why Don't You Go Back

to the Farm?
YVAHY don't you answer the call that the Empire sends to the cities

for more farmers ? Why don't yoii go hack to the farm when
the way has been made so easy for you by the Canadian Pacific Railway?

Think of it—less money than is paid
in one year's rent for the modern house
in town, will pay your first installment
on a good farm in the country. With
health, ambition and a small capital you
can become your own employer for the rest of

your life with greater prospects of final independ-

ence than are open to you in any other- industry.

The end of the war may unsettle many
industries— must unsettle some, but
agriculture will go on as before. The
world must be fed and Western Canada
is the country which logically will develop most
rapidly when ])eace returns. iVcw is the time to
prepare for those new conditions. Grasp the oppor-
tunity that the Canadian Pacific offers you in its

farm homes.

Heed the Call Now!

Own a Farm in Western Canada!
An immense area of the most fertile land in Western Canada for

sale at low prices and on easy terms, ranging from $11 to $30 an acre
for farm lands with ample rainfall—irrigated lands up to $50, and the government
guarantees your land and water titles. During the second and third years no pay-
ment on principal required; regular principal payments begin in the fourth year
and continue until the twentieth year. Interest at 6%. Privilege of paying in full at any time. To
those complying with certain settlement conditions a substantial reduction of interest is made for the
second and third years.

$2,000 Loan m Improvements
We will lend you up to S2.000 in improvements

in certain districts with no security other than
the land itself. Particulars on request. Twenty
years for repayment of loan, with interest at 6%.

Many Farmers in 1916
sold their crops for more than the total cost of
their land. You missed the opportunity then

—

will you miss it again? Find out how easy you
may start on your own farm through the assist-

ance of the Canadian Pacific Railway. Free
literature and information on request.

$1,000 Loan for Live Stock
To approved purchasers of land, in defined

districts, after one year's occupation under cer-
tain conditions we advance cattle, sheep and
hogs to farmers up to the value of $1,000, on a
cash payment of 20%.

Ready-Made Farms for Sale

Farms which we have developed by providing
house, barn, well and fencing and in some cases
cultivation, for sale on special easy terms.

Free Booklets—NA/rite
See for yourself the opportunities for independence and happiness that are yours in the great

Canadian West. See for yourself how easy the Qanadian Pacific Railway makes it for you to take
advantage of these opportunities. Get all the particulars Mail a post card for free liter-
ature. Don't delay. Act to-day. You have nothing to lose and everything to gain.

ALLAN CAMERON, General Sup't of Lands
Oepartnnent of Natural Resources

022 First Street East. Calgary. Alberta CANADIAN PACIFIC RAILWAY

DOMINION EXPRESS
TRAVELLERS' CHEQUES
Every traveller should carry them.
They identify you and protect you

against loss. Ask our agents
about them.

not blazed. His sacrifice had been
iis«'less.

Water trickled around his feet. 1

1

was grateful until it touched his buni.s.

It was salt. He squirmed at the smart.
In the darkness he climbed U|:(^n a
copper powder can, his head against
the ceiling. The tepid air nauseated
him. He started to slip back. But
already the water t<>uched his raw
ankles. He drew up his knees. Min-
utes passed. As if fingers were creep-
ing upward tearing his flesh, the water
rose about him. Inch by inch, bum
after burn cried to his agony. Minute
by minute the ether smell seemed to
twist a cord tighter aroUhd his forehead
till he felt his skull must crack. The
water reached his neck. He noticed
his head in the T made by the lower
edge of the ceiling beam. The atmos-
phere became more dense, more deadly
to breathe.

The water stopped. Trask's heart

bounded. It could rise no farther

against the air pressure. He gave the
\ery core of his strength to hold his

scattering thoughts. But his tor-

tured flesh could no longer bear the

touch of the salt, his racked lungs no
longer fill. He fainted.

He caught the sound of the magazine
door swinging on its hinges and of

splashing water.
He heard some one say, " I told you

he came down."
And some one else: " But who'd have

thought
"

Trask felt cool bandages upon his

limbs. A revolving fan blew air across

his face. He saw familiar colored pipes

on the ceiling. He turned uneasily.

Across the sick bay he noticed swathed
forms lying in tiers of cots. A white-

clad pharmacist, attracted by his move-
ment, signaled the door.

A small hand passed over Trask's

forehead. There was Ruth, He
thought she smiled, or w^as she cr^Mng.

The beat of his heart surged stronger.

"The ship is in C.uantanamo and
they will let me stay with you until you
can be taken ashore," she said softly.

"The powder didn't fire, dear?"

Trask asked in a bare whisper.
" Xo, boy, and daddy told me that in

the next blue book you'll find your
name in italics."

'

' I never was a coward . 1 1 was stage

fright—like Tenney's at the minstrel

show. I won't have it any more.

Ruth."
Her tiny hand lay very soft on hi~

bandaged fingers.

Never attempt to judge of a per-

son's greatness by a single great action

of merit—it would be just as wise to

judge of his inability to succeed by a

single failure.



CANADA MONTHLY 345

The Pedlar's Pack
Continued from page 'MH>.

< ame to Canada to sing by Royal Com-
mand for the Connaughts. The royal

inthusiasm resulted in letters of in-

tHKluction from their Royal Highnesses

to many New York friends, and de-

lightful and lucrative engagements to

-ing at the musical affairs for which the

\ew York "Four Hundred" are famous.

Then came 'her accidental meeting
with Modest Altschuler, who, on hear-

ing her sing at a private musicale, ex-

claimed: "I do not know your charm-
ing name—but will you come on tour

.IS soloist with the Russian Symphon\-
Orchestra ?" Luck ?—Golden luck ?

-Perhaps ! But if this young girl had
not had the pluck to study all the con-

iralto roles in a dozen oratorios, never
knowing when, if ever, she would have
the opix)rtunity to sing them, this

opportunity might just as well not have
presented itself ! (Think it over, am-
I)itious singer-girls !) So the Canadian
:<irl toured the country- with the famous
l^ussian Symphony Orchestra; and her
-ilorious voice became so popular with
the public, that she was re-engaged for

I lie next season's tour.

Last summer— 1916—Mrs. Morris
was approached by the principals of a

ureat women's college in the South, the

.Mary Baldwin Seminary of Staunton,
Virginia. They wanted an exponent
of Mrs. Morris' method, who would
prepare students for their musical de-
i^rees. So she sent Miss Macrae a long
wire—and the burden of it was, "A
\ ear or so of teaching will make you .

more .sure of your art—you must stoop
to con(|uer !"

Brenda Macrae has gone back for

her second year at the college. Stu-
dents are travelling from all over the
tate of Virginia to study with her.

^hc has forty-seven |)upils—all .she can
manage—and a choral society of fifty

\oices, already famous throughout Vir-
ginia. She has not given up her con-
cert work altogether. She gave vari-

ous recitals in Richmond, (Virginia's
capital), where she was entertained by
the governor and his lady. During last

Kaster vacation, .she sang with great
success in Washington. This year she
lias great i)Ians for her pupils—for it is

lo be her last year of teaching - then
>he will go back to concert and oratorio.

Here's wishing you luck—and fame

—

Mrctid.i Macr.ic '

I o-(l,i\ . .ir. 1 n.iii .tiiii ic-ir.iil (lie

Collec ted P(K>ms of Rupert Brooke. I

thought of Keat's words:
"Hciiity tliat must die,

.'VnrI Joy whose hand is ever at bU Iip«,

Bidding .idicu."

As the old lady .said in the story:
'This rcminrls me of ili.ii I.ii-.im>->' !• '-

o diflFerent."

(P= :2z: izx: izc: ~rr- rrc Tir: i^r: 3r:

DON'T PAINT

YOUR SHOES

FEED THEM

WITH

7WQQET
ShoePolish

'Nugget" does not piit on a surface shine that disappears in an hour.

'NuSJget" feeds the leather, keeps your shoes soft, makes them waterproof and gives

a l)rilliant shine that will last all day. .^sk for "Nugget" at your dealer's.

Black, Tan, Toney Red and Dark Brown. 10c per tin.

•TAKE CARE OF YOUR SHOES."

I LhlilllMllMSIilBJMIf

CROWN BRAND
CORNS snajp

will do more than satisfy

children's craving for "some-
thing sweet" — it will -f^

supply them with a
wholesome food

Dealers every-

where have
"Crown Syrup" In 2, 5, 10 and 20 pound
tins and "Perfect Seal" Quart Jars.

Write for free Cook Book.

THE CANADA STARCH CO. LIMITED,
MONTREAL. .^

(IJ]iEII3iiI[CHI2ILii:iiiii«u-ilJM
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Knox Grape Juice Sponge
Soak I envelopeof KnoxSparltlinsGelatine

in one pint of grape juice 1 minutes, then heat
in douole boiler until gelatine has dissolved,
add % cup granulated sugar and juice of one
lemon (if you use the Knox Acidulated Pack-
age takeK envelope of Lemon flavoring found
therein instead of usingjuiceofalemon.) Strain
into a bowl, allov^ to cool, stirring occasionally.
When mixture begins (o thicken beat with a
wire spoon until frothy, add whites of 2 eggs
that have been beaten to a very stiff froth.
Turn into a mold first dipped in cold water
and chill. Remove from mold and serve plain
or with a custard sauce made from the yolks
of the 2 eggs, or serve with whipped cream.

TO better appreciate the tang of
luscious grapes combine their juice

with

SPARKLING

GELATINE
into a Crape Juice Sponge—fhen you
will have created a dessert that looka
and tastes so good that the most
weary appetite will be satisfied.

This IS one of our exquisite Des-
serts that even the after-thought of
which "makes your mouth water."

WvKK . ^ojvW JO J Wax..
PreBtdentt

FREE Recipe Book
containing recipes for Desserts,
Salads, Puddings, Ices and Candies
sent free for your grocer's name. If

you have never used Knox Gelatine,
enclose 4c in stamps for enough to
make a Dessert or Salad,

CHAS. B.KNOXGELATINECO. Inc.
Dept. E, 180 St. Paul St., W., Montreal, Can.

^ KR6X ll

,-<s

f^^ ^fi^ I
makes

-S^ / ;• i 4 pin/s
llElATlNt of Jalty

KNOX

GELATINE

Thousands have used this efficient
liniment with remarkably
good results.

*BSORBIin^

Absorb! ne.J^
TME ANTISEPTIC LIN I MENT

is healing, cooling, sooth-
ing and invigorating.
When rubbed into the skin, it u
quickly taken up by the pores, the
circulation in surrounding parts is

stimulated and healing helped.

$1 .oo a bottle. Druggists or postpaid.

W. F^ YOUNG, P. D.F.
612 Lvmans Bldg., Montreal, Can.

It must indeed be"a great adventure"
to pass through God's Gate to Life,

where all things are understood, to the
knowledge that in this Httle hit of life

on earth, one has created beauty that
cannot die, joy that is never done—that
will be the same inspiration to humans,
to-day, and a hundred-hundred to-

morrows !

English literature is richer in f)ossess-

ing the books of Rupert Brooke, the
English soldier whose poems are as
beautiful as his life, as inspiring as his

death.
His familiars all write of the poet as

a "beautiful boy." He was a boy in

years, and adventurous spirit—physic-

ally beautiful as only a lithe, vital young
Adonis can be. There was something
graceful and glowing—beautiful indeed
—in his expression in verse; were his

mood whimsical, passionate, tdndcr, or
heroic Spiritually. When your Ped-
lar opened the pack to-day, and took
out the precious book, the sky grew
bluer, the leaves a more tender green,

the song of the birds seemed suddenly
sweeter, and the white, pink-tipped
clouds, floating high above, seemed no
longer out of reach. They were a part
of God's Creation: so was I: so was
Rupert Brooke, his spirit brooding over
the little wood, just like the pink-tipped
clouds, in tliat Heaven of Blue.

You remember, in "The Blue Bird,"

the woman who had died, said some-
thing like this to the children: "So
long as you think of us, we are not dead—we live in your thoughts." Riif)ert
Brooke will live in the thoughts—and
in the hearts—flf F^nglishmen and wo-
men; but I like to think of his Ijeing

immortal in another sense, too—living
beautifully, adventurously, in that land
where he has gone with all the other
brave men who dared the unknown
thing called "death" for partiotism's
sake ; who
"Proud, clear-eyed, and laughing, go to greet
Death as a friend."

But, knowing that he must die, he
expressed no desire for the immortality
that we believe is his. His passionate
love for England was upix;rmost in his
poem, "The Soldier:"

"If I should die, think only this of me:
That there's some corner of a foreign field

That is forever England. There shall be
In that rich earth a richer dust concealed;
A dust whom England bore, shaped, made

aware,
Gave, once, her flowers to love, her ways to

roam,
A body of England's, breathing English air,

Washed by the rivers, Blest by»suns of home.

And think, this heart, all evil shed away,
A pulse in the eternal mind, no less

Gives somewhere back, the thoughts by Eng-
land given;

And laughter, learnt of friends; and gentleness.
In hearts at peace, under an English heaven."

—RAGGS.

The Case at Evelyn Grange
Continued from page 321.

pressure he was under. Let's go to the

gun room; the fire is lit there, and no-

body will be down for an hour. By
the way, I told Charlie I wanted your
advice about Tiddeldywinks' shoulder,

and the news from the stable; so give

me a line of pony flip at table. Now,
listen. Take that chair; it's comfort-

able. First of all, I don't need to say

that you're the only person in the world
I'd trust with this. I didn't call you
in because you happened to be the near-

est doctor."

"Good giil," said Stacy. "I'm your
man Friday. Out with it."

Alice suddenly fell silent, leaning for-

ward, elbow on knee, and chin in hand.

"And ?" he suggested.

"One of Patty's macaws, that rain-

bow live theater hat, by the door yon-

der, got away this morning. I'd been

watching them doing turns on their

rings. They really are most pictur-

esque gymnasts. Then Mr. Joseph's

Coat breaks the chain on his foot, and,

whoop la! out of the door, which had

been standing open to let the smoke out

of the hall. Of course, I flevy out, and

a great chase we made of it. Snap-

shotted by the reporters in full cry.

One of the gardeners saw us, dropped

his rake, and joined the hunt. That

"wretched bird set us some stiff .country,

too. I don't care for hurdling on my
own legs, and as for brush work—the
gardener and I burrowed into hedges
and rose bushes, and every time we
thought we had the beast, off he'd ga
again. At last he flopped up against
the house and hung for dear life to the
ivy, right under Nellie Gaynor's win-
dow—the end window in the guest
wing. I coaxed and threw pebbles at
it, but there it hung. Its feet had be-
come entangled, and we couldn't reach
it nor dislodge it. So the gardener
went for a ladder. We put it up and I

offered to go up, because the silly cuss
bird is used to me, though you wouldn't
have noticed it to see it give me the
chase. The gardener wasn't keen to get
his fingers nipped. So 'ladies first' and
up I go. - The feather duster squawked
and struggled, but couldn't get
loose. I got hold of it with one hand
and started to dislodge his claws with
the other, when I nearly lost my bal-

ance and fell off. There, right under
my hand, tied to a wire, hung a flat red
leather bag. My pet had given it a
first-cla.ss clawing. I saw just on;
thing—Mrs. Lawdon's ruby pendant.
I gave a yowl in spite of myself.

" 'Did he bite you ?' the gardener
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There is a distinctive tone about

Marquess Papeteries

which appeals to the woman of refinement.

The paper is of the finest quality and the envelopes have

an exclusive appearance which conveys a pleasing impression.

Supplied in white only.

Ask your stationer /or a box.

Brant Ford.
Winnipeg-.

Calgary,

Tororrto

.
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asked me. Lucky he did, for it saved

me from making a prize blunder.
" 'Yes,' I .said. 'Go to Lizzie, or

somebfxly, and bring me a couple of

pieces of sugar and a towel to co\'er his

head. He can't get loose; his foot is

caught.'

"Gardener went off on a run, and in

a jiffy I had that l)ag stuffed inside my
shirtwaist. I tugged the wire and
found it was fastened to a nail within

reaching distance of the window. The
man came back and I caught my bird

in the towel, and handed it down to

him. I knew that would kee[) him
busy. He'd never notice even though
I bulged like a pouter pigeon if he had
the macaw. He was as afraid of it as

of dynamite. I kept behind him, and
rang for the butler when we reached
the hall. I started for the stairs and
called over to anchor the theatre hat to

its ring. Jove ! when I reached my
room, I was sick, Joe, like a kiddy at

her first jump. I locked myself in and
l(X)ked at the find. It's all there. I've

got them now, hidden up the chimney,
and I'm so afraid some one will happen
on them that I'm green."

"Why don't you give them to Cass,

or the Lawdon ?" Stacy interrupted.

"Because," said Alice slowly, "there

isn't any doubt in my mind, nor would
there be in his or hers, as fo who tof)k

them. And I want to get that stuff

back so nolKxlv can guess who was re-

sponsible
'

"The maid ?"
Alice gave him a queer look. "Have

you heard what happened this morn-
ing ?" He shook his head. "Mrs.
Gaynor shot herself— by— er— acci-
dent."
"What!"
"Here in the gun room; right there

behind you, in fact, with Cass's revol-
ver from the top of that rack."

Stacy turned with a start as if he ex-
pected to see the tragedy instantly
re-enacted.

"She developed brain fever."
"I'd heard that," he said quickly.
"Yes, but she was sane then. I saw

her. I was 'way down the line there;
Cass was over in the drawing-room. I

saw her run across the room, hesitate,

and turn in here. She looked in there,"
she jerked an indicative thumb over
her shoulder, "threw up her hands, and—ancl then—bingo ! It's a miracle
she didn't succeed."

"But what made her ? WTio was in

the den ?"

"Wcndham and Adele. He'd brought
the girl down to explain the mechanism
of some apparatus he wanted her to use
on Nellie. That's what Lizzie tokl me.
She was left to watch Mrs. Gaynor
when they went; only Patty rang. So
off she goc-s, and Nellie has a flash of

intuition, and gets out "

"Hut what tile deuce are you driving
at ?" Stacy I(K>ked the girl straight in

the eyes. She met his gaze keenly.

"Nellie thought Wendham was get-

ting the truth out of Adele; that's what;
and she thought the game was up."

"Good heavens ! you don't believe

that! Why "

"Yes, I do. It's been one thing and
another thing, and two and two till I

can't help it. It's just up to this.

Nellie, sweet old Nellie—yes, and I love

her better than a sister. But I don't

believe the races is where she's got the

money she's scattered around these last

few years."

"Alice," he said slowly, "you're either

a genius or a
"

"I'm neither, thank you," she inter-

rupted. "But how in the world can I

get it back to the Lawdon and incrimin-

ate no one ? Suppose it's 'mysteriously

returned' in the house. To the day of

our deaths every one of us will be sus-

pected. It's got to com<! from the out-
side, and somebotiv's got to take it

out
"

"And that person's yours truly, I

suppose." Stacy finished her sentence.

"Be a brick," she l>egged. "I'\(>

busted my head to think it out. I'c '-

haps you can plan better."

Stacy was silent. "Do you think

Wendham knows ?" he askal at length.

She shook her hea<l. "No, or else

he's an actor in a million. Besides, he's

in love with her. You couldn't con-

vince him with a meat ax. If she lives

—poor lamb—and she'll ha\e Iiini,

he'll marry her. Wli.it ? Did nui
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SEE THE CANADIAN NORTHERN
ROCKIES

EN ROUTE TO THE PACIFIC COAST
By the Natural Wonders of Jasper Park and Mount Robson,

Monarch of the Range.

You will be Amply Repaid

Convenient Train Service. Summer Tourist Fares

For through tickets, information and our handsome Mountain Booklet, apply to

nearest C. N. R. Agent, or General Passenger Department, Montreal, Que.,
Toronto, Ont. and Winnipeg, Man.

CAMAPIAN NQPTHERN PAILWAV

YOU HAVE A BEAUTIFUL FACE

^ ^ BEFORE
IN THIS DAY AND AGE attention to your appear-
* ance is an absolute necessity if you expect to make
the most out of life. Not only should you wish to
appear as attractive as possible, for your own self-

satisfaction, which is alone well worth your efforts, but
you will find the world in general judging you greatly,

if not wholly, by your "looks," therefore it pays to
•'look your best" at all limes.

Write today /or free booklet, which tells you how to

. M. TRILtTY. Face Specialist

AFTER
Permit no one to see you looking otherwise: it will in-

jure your welfare! Upon the impression you constantly
make rests the failure or success of your life. Which is

to be your ultimate destiny? My new Nose-ShapLr,
"Trados" (Model 22) corrects now ill-shaped noses
without operation, quickly, safely and permanently. Is

pleasant and does not interfere with one's daily
occuiKition. being worn at night.

correct ill-shaped noses without cost if not satisjactory.

576 Ackerman Building, Binghamton, M.Y.

HOTEL RADISSON
MINNEAPOLIS

Offers a cordial welcome and courteous service to all.

RATES
Rooms with Running Water - - $1.50 per daj
Rooms with Toilet and Running Water $2.00 per day
Rooms with Bath and Toilet - . .

$2.50, $3.00, $3.50. $4.00 per day

think I'd vo (o him with m\ find ? Not
much !"

"How ih( (kvil will \oii ^i i ili

things tome ?"

"You'xe got to do tho rest," she haid

seriously. "The burden is on you now,
thank goodness !" She made a gesture

of lavi.sh bestowal.

"You're \-eTy good." He bowed.
"1 wish I could take all of your burdens,

Alice. It's a bore I'm such a non-
eligible, isn't it ?"

"You bet," she agreed cordially,

"l)ut I'm not exactly a pauper, you
know."

^'Wait a bit. • If Alvord
"

"I wouldn't be half bad in the horse

liusiness myself," she ventured.

"That's it— 1 have it !" he ecxlaimed

cheerfully. 'The ponies will save us

all yet, see if they don't. I'm to look

your Gee over. You said that's what
you told Cass, isn't it ? Well, when
you do, it will be just lx.'fore I start

—

see ? Give me the stuff. It will be a

cold day if we can't find a good excuse

to keep the grooms bysy. r\e got my
slicker; you put on a what-you-may-
callum-cape—transfer—-and may God
ha%'e mercy upon mj* soul !"

"There, I knew it'd be all right if I

got you into it." She smiled calmly.

"You're a great comfort, Stacy. I feel

already as if 1 didn't have jewels to

burn in my fireplace."

"Who's to find the—er—swag ?"

asked Stacy dreamily, after a moment's
pause.

"How in the world should I know ?

I'm not the seventh daughter of a
seventh daughter."
Stacy turned clear and laughing eyes

upon her. "My dear, kind, Christian

friend, you don't intend to let Provy
look after the whole matter, do you ?

What's to prevent some vagabond or

other happening upon the spoil, if you
casually drop it; or suppose it falls into

the hands of a detective, and he thinks

no one knows and the thief doesn't

dare make a roar ? What's the few
thousands of reward against the whole
cheese ? Don't you see that some one
vitally interested must know, must be
advised that the 'Skirling Harpie's'

decorations are on the rebound ?"

"That's a fact," exclaimed Alice,

"and we can't write a thing, can we .•*"

"We can cut words from a news-
paper and paste them, and produce a
perfectly non-committal communica-
tion."

The girl was on her feet at once.

Crossing quickly to the den she drew
from a wood box a back-numbered
newspaper and from the desk a long

pair of clipping shears. Returning, she

sat down on the arm of a chair.

"Sit down here, Joe, "she commanded
and they opened the newspaper and
scanned the headlines for words to form
their mysterious message. Now, here
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ruf.trK] Lip nieaiiow nay inuiw i->i(ji,ridKu vdwoy 6tui;K, trinvot. un Lno rii^n yrjbsos in the Nechako Valloy

Farming Opportunities in British Columbia

Come to the Rich, Sunny, Mild

NECHAKO VALLEY
on the Main Line of the Grand Trunk Pacific

Let this Board of Trade, which has nothing to sell

give you reliable, free information

I EARN about the wonderful opportunities for farming
and stock raising in the fertile Nechako Valley, the

largest and richest connected area of agricultural land in

British Columbia. Fertile soil. Mild, bracing climate.
The best mixed farming country in Western Canada. On
the main line of a transcontinental railroad. Near good,
growing towns. Near schools and churches.

Government Department of Lands says: "The Valley
of the Nechako comprises one of the finest areas of land
in British Columbia." Dr. Dawson, the well-known Gov-
ernment expert and investigator, says, "The Nechako
Valley Is the largest connected area of lands su.seoi)tible

to cultivation In the whole Province of British Columbia."

Here is Independence and health calling to you! The
.Nechako Valley needs settlers. In our own immediate
neighborhood are many thousands of acres of good, fertile,

well located land which you can buy at a very low price.

This Board of Trade does not deal in land nor any-
thing else. It only wants to bring you and the land to-

gether. The land la here, waiting for you. It will bring

you big harvests every year and keep on swelling your
bank balance.

Let this disinterested Beard of Trade advise you about
the farming and stock rai.';ing opportunities in this rich
Valley. Tell us how much land you want, what experience
you have had in farming, approximately what you are pre-
pared to pay for the land and what resources vou have to
put it under crop. YOU DO NOT OBLIGATE YOURSELF
IN ANY WAY AND THE INFORMATION W^ILL BE
KEPT CONFIDENTIAL. We will advise you honestly,
frankly, whether there is an opportunity for you here and
if so, where and why. ,We will bring you and the land
together.

If you have slaved in a more rigorous winter climate,
away from neighbors, away from green trees and clear,
running water, come to the Nechako Valley and enjoy
life and prosperity.

Write to-day. Investigate AT ANY RATE. You owe
that to yourself and your family. There is no obligation
on your part and OUR SERVICE IS FREE.

Fill out, clip and mail thia coupon

BOARD or TRADE OF VANDERHOOF
(INCOHI-OHATKI))

VANDERHOOF, BRITISH COLUMBIA.

I wish to get a fami of

at about S. ]"

'

arc alxjut S

docs not ohIiKate me in any way.

Name .

Addres.s

C. M OcTOBliK

. .acres for

My re.sourocs

'l"Iii« roiipon

Thore are several flood busineas openings for pro-

gressive men and women in thia fast growing town.

If [you are interested write to-day. Remember this

Board of Trade has nothing to sell you.

Board of Trade ofVanderhoof
(Incorix)ratcd)

VANDERHOOF
BRITISH COLUMBIA

"The Dominatinq Centre of the Ncclial<o Valloy."

We have nothing to sell.
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WATERPROOF
all- linen
COLLAR

THE CHOICE OF PARTICULAR MEN
SHMT-STYUSH-ECOMOMKKL
MO UlUHDRY BILLS TO PAY

AT YOim DEALOfS. OH DIRECT. 25 c

TMt ARLMITON Ca^i '-'^•V 5tS6fti»i..yta
OFCANADAimm/' .^"-^^'jf^ TORONTO

BOYS! PLAY BALL!
If yoji want a complete baseball outfit

write me at once.

R. G. TOBIN, Manager, \^^^^\lf^f

CANADA MONTHLY
goes ! Look at this one

—
'Innocent

Man Executed.' Cut out the 'innocent
man'—that's what happens often
enoiifi;h; and here in the text, 'accused.'
Look ! 'Innocent man accused'—that's
a start. Cut out the 'plunder' from
'I'hinderbund'^there under that cari-
cature—we'll want that plunder. Take
the 'return' from Mme. Melba's arrival.
But where will you put the stufT ? You
mustn't stop to bury, or anything like
that; some place where you can sling
it (juick and not be suspected even if

some one saw you—a plain sight sort of
place."

"Suppose I fire it under the culvert
by tlie motor entrance. There's water
enough in the brook to cover the pack-
age, and it's too hea\'y to wa.sh down,
I suppose. Nobody'd look for it there
unless they were told."

. "Right, O !" said Alice, beginning
once more to diligently search the para-
graphs. "Here's 'motor' from the ads.,
and 'Park' from the land boom specu-
lators. We ought to get 'entrance'
from the theatrical column. There
'in,' that's easy, 'water'—that's a poser.
Oh, here's somebody 'who couldn't
brook delays'; that's Providence for

you. Now for 'under.'
"

"Look in the political nqws. There's
always some one 'under suspicion.'

"

"Joe ! you're a jewel yourself. Mind
you don't fall under the bridge." The
scissors snipped vigorously for a mo-
ment. " 'Culvert,' we'll never find

that. 'Bridge'?—the social column;
some one must be giving a blowout."

"Or the dental ads.," suggested
Stacy.

The shears bit sharply into the now
perforated sheet. "No, I'm going to

take that bridge right out of the beauty
doctor's nose notice. Now we have it

—look !" She spread the clipped words
upon her palm. " 'Innocent man ac-

cused, return Plunder, Motor Park en-
trance, in b -ook under bridge.' There,
we have it. Now cut a 'to all whom it

may concern' from the legal stripe, and
a headline about 'Robbery at Evelyn
Grange' from a recent paper—that for

directions—do you see ?—to take the
recipient's eye. Wish I could think of
the best eye."
Stacy picked up the remains of the

papers and flung them upon the blaz-
ing logs, where they blazed for a mo-
ment and, turning to black cinders,
floated upward in the current of the
draught.

Alice leaned forward. "You ought
to know the metal of these local people
pretty well. What sort of a reputation
does our hayseed sheriff wear ?"

"He's a perfectly honest fool."

"There's your man," cried Alice tri-

umphantly, "and it would do my heart
good to see him cull the rewards over
the heads of those spavined, wall-eyed,
ring-boned detectives. I hate the sight

of them, and I wouldn't trust one
around the corner with a plugged nickel.

Can you reach him ?—the sheriff, I

mean."
"Shouldn't wonder," he smiled. "His

beat isn't a very long one. Slap those
words on a piece of paper—a noncom-
mittal piece; tear the margin from
another paper. Where can you get

one ?"

"In there. No, don't come; stay
where you are, to see if anyone comes."
She darted into the den, mutilated
another news sheet, and, turning up
the electric reading lamp, hastily dab-
bed the paste brush into a jar and
anointed the scrap. A moment later

the words were neatly arranged, and
presented a startling appearance

—

everything from scare type to italics.

But the information conveyed was
clear. Blotting and folding the slip,

the somewhat vague and general address
was added, and Alice, extinguishing the

light, returned beaming to the gun-
room fireside. "All's well that ends
well," she exclaimed, "and you shall

have a cocktail right now, and I'll make
it myself."

Joe Stacy's presence saved the dinner
that night from positive gloom. Wend-
ham's face was careworn; Mrs. Law-
don, who appeared in a "creation" be-

fitting an embassy ball, insisted, in

spite of her husband's efforts to switch

the subject, upon discussing the rob-

bery and the latest detective reports

—

they were encouraging. Dawson had
lieen traced to Newark, and an arrest

was expected at any moment. Alice

sparkled. Always handsome in her
keen, slim-limbed, boyish way, she

developed real Ijeauty under the in-

fluence of Stacy's presence and the ex-

citement of their venture. Evelyn
watched them benignly.

"Nice chap, Joe Stacy. Pity—well,

why not after all ? Alice's tastes, ex-

clusive of horses, are inexpensive, and
besides, she has her own little income.

Suppose the boy's too proud; must fix

that somehow." For the first time in

many dieary days a gleam of pleasure

pierced Evelyn's thoughts. "You're
not going to ride home to-night, Stacy,"

he announced cordially. "I won't hear

of it. It's a beast of a storm, and it's

all nonesnse. We'll put you up."
"Thanks, I can't, Mr. Evelyn. I'm

up to the eyes, and I've got to be out

with the dawn to-morrow. Miss Raw-
lins wants me to look at Tiddledy-

winks' shoulder after dinner, and then

I '11 paddle along. The storm's nothing.

It's about blown itself out now."
In vain the host entreated. His guest

would not stay. A few moments after

the company had arisen from the table,

Alice excused herself.

"I'm going up for my boots and a

cape, Joe," she called.

"All right. Good night. I'll see
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you all again soon, Thank you, Mrs.
Evelyn. Oh, my slicker is outside; don't

bother. Good night again." Stacy
bowed himself from the room, donned
his storm raiment, and a moment later

Alice, bundled to the eyes, joined him
in the hall. Together they made their

way across the gardens. "Hand it

over," he said softly.

"Not now. Wait."
The groom on watch turned on the

electric switch, flooding the stables with
a noonday glare. The horses in their

box stalls,, adorned with their names in

gold letters, whinnied and stamped
gently.

Alice led the way down the matted
and specklcss aisle and snifTed happily
the clean odors of spar varnish and hay.
"Here's Tiddledywinks," she announc-
ed, lifting the latch and sliding back the
door. A velvet nose was thrust into
her hand as the hunter snickered his

delight.

"Do you see how he favors that
foot ?" she said.

A few pinches and a knowing rub
appeared to satisfy the connoisseur.
"Little strain, that's all." He rose and
turned to the groom behind him. "Wil-
liams, bring me a bandage. I'll put
him up myself. Be saddling my horse
while I'm doing it, will you ?" The
groom touched his cap and walked
rapidly away. "Now !" he whispered.
Sound limbed, gentle eyed, and dis-

creet, Tiddeld>-Avinks was the only wit-
ness to the transfer.

(To be concluded).

Fish—and The Facts
Continued from page 337.

which of course is not the case with the
Fish Committee and it's piano.

Footnote.

P'or the Fish problem Mr. Hanna
appointed Frank Beer, R. Y. Eaton
and F. S. Wiley, of Port Arthur. Beer
is known as a student of 'public
questions. He was the man who
testctl out the workingman's housing
scheme in Toronto. At another time
he was a member of an Ontario Com-
mission to study labor conditions—and
in that capacity made certain practical
and useful suggestions which have since
been carried into effect. R. Y. Eaton
is not tJie least part of the directing
genuis of one of the greatest retail

organizations in the world—a keen,
practical man with public spirit and a
faculty for grasping large i)roblenis and
stating them simply. F. I). Wiley is a
quiet but shrewd man from Port Arthur,
with many years practical experience
in the steamship trade. Mr. Beer is

chairman and a young Nova Scotian sea
captain and fishennan, Captain F. W.
Wallace, is Secretary.

Q LI A K E R

PUFFED
WHEAT

The One Lone Package
On the Pantry Shelf Shows a
Wrong Idea of Puffed Wheat

Some people treat Puffed Grains as tidbits, to be
served on rare occasions. These bubble grains, flavory
and flaky, seem like food confections. As some folks

say, "They seem too good to eat."

That is a wrong conception. Puffed Wheat and
Rice, above all else, are scientific foods.

They are whole grains, rich in minerals and vita-

mines. They supply what flour foods lack.

And they are fitted, like no other grain foods, for easy, com-
plete digestion. Every food cell is exploded, so digestion can
instantly act. And the whole grain feeds.

Their easy digestion makes them perfect between-mcal foods,

or good-night foods, or luncheon foods. Everybody revels in

them. Keep plenty on hand, and both kinds, so children can
have all they want of them. At odd hours or at mealtime, they
are the best foods one can eat.

Puffed Puffed
Wheat Rice

Both 15c Except in Far West

Serve in the morning with sugar
and cream, or mixwl with any
fruit. For hinchoon or supper,
float in bowls of milk. Vise as
wafers in souf), as nut-like garnish

for ice cream. Douse with melted
liutter, like peanuts or popcorn,
for an after-school delight. They
are as welcome as confections, and
fiir l.iii.T fr.r the child.

M'^

Mix With Fruit Use Like Nut Meals

fhe Quaker0^^^ G>nipany
Peterborough, Canada SOLE MAKERS

(lOUS)
Saskatoon, Canada
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Pay WillBeThe Same
Men selected under the Military Service Act will receive the same

pay as those now on active service receive. Pay will start from the
time a man reports for duty. Money from the Patriotic Fund and
Separation Allowance will also be available for selected men.

Canadian soldiers are well paid.

The fact that wages in Canada are

generally higher than those paid in

Europe is recognized in the system
of remuneration for men on active
service. Clothing and all equipment
in addition to food is also supplied to
the Canadian soldier, leaving him with
no expense except personal incidentals.

The rate of pay for men in the
Canadian Expeditionary Force, other
than commissioned officers, is as
follows:
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