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SYNOPSIS,

At thelr home on the frontler between
the Browns and CGrave Morta Calland amil
IIP.r mother, entertaining Colonsl Wester-
INg of the Grays, seo Caplaln Lanstron
of tha Browns Injured by a fall In his
meroplane. Ten yeurs Inter. Wenterling
nomingl vice but renl chief of wtaff, re-on-
orces Bouth La Tir and meditates on wir
Io calla on Martn, who Ix visiting In the
Greay capltnl. She tells Wim of her teach
Ingg ehlldren the follies of war and mar-
Hal putriotism, and begs him to prevent
wir while he I chilef of wiaff, On the
mareh with the 83 of the Hrowns Pri-
vate Btransky, anarchist, Is placed under

‘\ rest,  Colonel Lanstron begs him off,
vnnntron ealle on Moartn ut her home, e
Inlks with Feller, the gardencr, Marta

tolla Lanutron that she bellevin Foller to
be nospy. Lanstron confesses 1t s troe,
Limstron shiows Marta a telephone which
Feller has concenled In n pecret possige
inder the tower for usa (o henefit the
rowns In war emergencles, Lanstron de.
clares hin love for Murtn., Weetertnog nnd
the Gray premisr plan to use a trivial In.
ternational affulr to foment warllke Vl-
trfotinm In army and people and strike be.
fore deciaring war. DPartow, Drown chief
of miaff, and Lanstwn, monde viee, discuss

the troubile, and (he Brown defenses, 'ar-
tow reveals his plane to Lanstron, The
Gray army crosses the horder line and nt
tackn. The Browns check them Artil
lery, Infuniry, acropinnes nnd dirigibles
mngnge.  Birnnaky, rising to moake the
annrihist apeech of his e, draws the

Gray nrtillery fire. Nicked by n glirapne!
mplintor he poes Rerserik and Rehta-tnll
R man® Martn has her fiest glimpes of
war In Ha modern, eold, selentife, mur.
derous brutality, The Hrowns fall hack
o the Galland hotse,  Stransky fornges
fnrtn weem a nlght attack The Grays
Attack In foree,  Feller leaves bis peopst
telephione nnd moes back to Nils  guns
Innd to hnnd Oehting. The Rrowns fall

ek mgnln. Marta nsks Lanstron over
the phone to appeal to Partow to stonp
the fAghting. Vandallsm In the Gallund
house.

CHAPTER Xill—Continued.

Then a staff-ofMcer appeared In the
doorway, When he saw n woman en-
ter the room he frowned. He had rid-
den from the town, which was empty
of women, a fact that he regarded as
a blessing. If she had been a mald
servant he would have kept on his
eap. Seelng that she was not, he re-
moved it and found himself in want of
words as thelr eyes met after she had
mado a gesture to the broken glass
on‘the floor and the lacerated table
top, which sald too plainly:

“Do you admire your work?"

The fact that he was well groomed
and freshly shaven did not In any wise
dieslpate In her feminine mind his
connection with this destruetion, He
bad never seen anything like the smile
which went with the gesture. Her
eyes were two contlauing and chal-
lenging flames. Her chin was held
high and steady, and the pallor of ex-
haustion, with the blackness of her
bair and eyes, made her strangely
commanding. He understood that she
was not walting for him to speak, but
lo go.

“I did not know that there wae a
woman here!™ he said.

"And 1 did not know that officers of
the Gruys were accustomed to enter
private houses without invitations!”
ahe replied.

“This is a little different,” he began.

She interrupted him.

“But the law of the Grays 1s that
homes should be left undisturbed, 1sn't
It? At least, it Is the law of civiliza-
tlon. 1 believe you profess, too, to pro-
tect property, do you not?"

“Why, yes!" he agreed. He wished
that he could get a little respite from
the steady fire of her eyes. It was em-
barraseing and as confusing as the
white light of an Impracticuble logie.

“In that case, please place a guard
around our house lest some more of
vour soldlers get out of control,” she
went on,

“I can do that, yes,” be sald. “Put
we are to make this a staff headquar-
ters and must start at once to put the
house In readiness."

“General Westerling's
tera?" she inquired.

He parried the question with a
{rown. Btaff-officers never glve infor-
mation. They receive information and
transmit orders.

“l know General Westerling. You
will tell him that my mother, Mrs. Gal-
land, and our mald and myself are
very tired from the entertalnment he
bas given us, unasked, and we need
sleep to-night. So you will leave us
antil morning and that door, sir, is the
one out into the grounds.”

The staff-officer bowed and went out
by that door, glad to get away from
Marta's eyes, Hls inspectlon of the
premises with a view to plans for staf
sccommodation could walt, Wester-
ling would not be here for two days
at least.

“Whew! What energy she has'" he
thought. “I never bad anybody make
me feel so contemptibly unlike a gen.
tleman in my life”

Yet Marta, returning to the hall, had
to steady herself in a dizey moment
against the wall. Complete reaction
bad come. She craved sleep as If it
were the ome true, real thing in the
world. 8Bhe craved eleep for the clarity
of mind that comes with the morning
light, In the haziness of fleecy thought,
a8 slumber drew s soft clouds
around her, her last conscious vislons
were the pleasant ones rislug free of
& background of horror; of Feller's
smile when he went back to his auto-

atie for good; of Dellarme's smile as

~was dylug; of Stransky's smile as
Minna gave him hopa; and of Hugo's
face as he uttered his futelike cry of
protest In Ler ears were the haunt

Leadquar-

ing calmnoess and contalned force of
Lanstron's voles over the telephone.
She was pleased to think that she had
not lost her temper In her talk with
the etaff-officer, No, she had not fared
once in Indignation, It was as If she
had absorbed some of Lanny's own
self-control, Lanny would approve of
her in that seene with an officer of the
Grays. And she realized that a change
had come over her—a change inex-
plicable and telling—and she was
tired--oh, so tired! 1t had been ex-
haunsting work, Indecd, for one woman,
though she had been around the world,
making war on two armies,

The general staff-officer of the Grays,
who had tasted Marta’'s temper on his
firat call, when he returned the next
morning did not enter unannounced.
He rang the door-bell.

“I have a messgage for you from Gen-
eral Westerling,” he sald to her. “The
genoral expresses hig deep regret at
the unavoidable damage to your house
and grounds and has directed that
averything possible be done immedi-
ately in the way of repairs”

In proof of this the officer called at-
tention to n group of service-corps
men who were removing the eand-bags
from the first terrace. Others were
at work in the garden setting uprooted
plants back into the earth,

“His Excellency says,” continued
the officer, “that, although the house
is 80 admirably suited for staff pur-
poses, we will find another If you de-
slre.”

He wap too polite and too consid-
erate In his attitude for Marta not to
meet him in the snme epirit,

“That 18 what we should naturally
prefer,"” and Marta bowed her head In
Indecision,

“We ghould have to begin Installing

the telegraph and telephone serviee on
the lower floor at once,” he remarked.
“In fact, all arrangements must be
made before the general's arrival.”
“He has been a guest here before,”
ghe sald reminiscently and detachedly.
Her head dropped lower, in appar-
ent disregard of his presence, us she
took counsel with herself, She was
perfectly still, without even the move-
ment of an eye-lush. Other considera-
tions than any he might suggest, he
subtly understood, held her attention.
They were the criterion by which she
would at length assent or dissent, and
nothing could hurry the Marta of to-
day, who yesterday had been a
creature of feverish Impulse.
It seemed o long time that he wae
watching that wonderful profile under
the very black halr, soft with the soft.
nebs of flesh, yet firmly carved, She
lifted her head gradually, her eves
sweoping past the spot where Del-
larme had lain dying, where Feller
had manned the automatie, where
Stransky bad thrown Pllzer over the
parapet, He saw the glance arrested
und focussed of the flag of the Grays,
which was flonting from a staff on the
outskirts of the town, and slowly,
glowingly, the light rippling on its
folds was reflected in her face,

“She I8 for us! She I8 a Gray!" he
thought triumphantly, The woman
and the flag! The matter-of-fact staff-
officer telt the (hvill of sentiment.

“l think we can arrange it," Marta
announced with a rare smile of asgent.

“Then I'll go back to town and set
the slgnalcorps men to work,” he
saild,

“And when you come you will find
the house at your disposal,” she as-
sured him,

Except that he was ralsing his cap
Instead of saluting, he was consclous
of withdrawing with the deference due
to a superior,

In place of the smile, after he had
&one, came a frown and a look In her
eyes ns If at something revolting;
then the smile returned, to be seuc-
ceeded by the frown, which was fol-
lowed by an indeterminate shaking of
the bead.

CHAPTER X1V,
Tea on the Veranda Agaln,

It was more irritating than ever for
Mrs, Galland to keep pace with her
daughter’s luconsistencies, Here was
Marta saylng coolly:

“*Unto Cuesar the things that are
Caesar's!" We have our property, our
home to protect, Perhaps the Graye
have come to stuy for good, so
graciousness is our only weapon. We
cannot fight a whole army single-
handed.”

“You have found that out, Marta?"
sald Mrs. Galland.

“We have four rooms In the baron’s
tower and a kitchen stove,” Marta pro-
ceeded. "With Minna we can make
ourselves very comfortable and leave
the house to the etafr.”

“The Gallands In thelr gardener's
quarters! The staff of the Crays in
ours! Your father will turn fn his
grave!"™ Mrs, Galland exclalmed,

*But, mother, it Is ot quite agree-
able to think of three women living
in the same house with a score of
strange men!” Marta persisted,

“l had not thought of that, Marta.
Of course, It would be abominable!™
agreed Mrs. Galland, promptly capitu-
lating where a point of propriety was

involved.

When Marta Informed the officer—-
the same one who had rung the door
bell on hia second visit—of thafamily’s
decislon he appeared shocked at the
idea of evietion that was lmplled. But,
soerotly pleased at the turn of events,
lie hugtencd to apologize for war's
brutal necesslities, and Marta's com-
plafsance led him to consider himself
something of a diplomatist, Yes, more
than ever he was convinced of the
wisdom of an Invader ringing door
bells.

Meanwhile, the service-corps men
had continued their work until now
there was no vestige of war in the
grounds that labor could obliterate;
and masons had come to repair the
walls of the house Itself and plasterers
Lo renew the broken cellings,

All this Marta regarded In a kind
of charmed wonder that an invader
could be so considerate, Her manner
with the officers In charge of prepara-
tions had the simplicity and ease
which a woman of twenty-seven, who
ls not old-maldish because she is not
afrald of a single future, may employ
48 a serene hostess, She frequently
asked If there were good news,

“Yes," was the uniform reply. An
unexpected setback here or resistance
there, but progress, nevertheless. But
she learned, too, that the first two
daye' fighting along the frontier had
cost the Grays fifty thousand ecasual
ties,

“In order to make an cmelet you
must break eggs!” she remarked.

“Spoken llke a true soldier—like a
member of the staff!"” was the reply.

In her constraint and detachment
they realized her consclous apprecia
tlon of the fact that in earller times
her people had been for the Browns:
but in ber flashes of Interest in the
progress of tne war, flashes from a
woman's unmilitary mind, they judged
that her heart was with the Grays. And
why not? Was it not natural that a
woman with more than her share of
intellectual perception ehould be on
the right side? From her assoclations
it was not to be expected that she
would make an outright declaration of
apostasy, This would destroy the value
and the attractivenesa of her conver-
slon. Reverence for the past, for a
father who had fought for the Browns,
agalnst her own convictions, made her
attitude appear singularly and dell-
cately correct.

The war was a week old—a week
which had developed other tangents
and traps than La Tir-—-on the morn-
ing that the first installment of junior
officers came to occupy the tables and
desks. Where the family portraits had
hung in the dining-room were now big
maps dotted with brown and gray
flags. Portable fleld cablnets with
sectional maps on u large ecale were
arranged around the walla of the draw-
Ing-room. In what had been the loung-
ing-room of the old days of Galland
prosperity, the refrain of half a dozen
telegraph Instruments made medley
with the clicking of typewriters, Cooks
and helpers were busy In the kitchen:
for the staff were to live like gentle-
men; they were to have their morning
baths, their comfortable beds, and
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“Just Like Old Days, lsn't It?™

regular meals. No twinge of Indiges-
tion or of rheumatism from exposure
was to Interfere with the working of
their preclous Intellectual processes,
No detail of assistance would be lack-
ing to save any bureaucratie head time
and labor. The bedrooms were appor-
tioned according to rank—that of the
master awalted the master; the best
servant’s bedroom awalted Francots,
his valet,

When Bouchard, the chief of intelli-
gence, who fought the battle of wits
and sples aguinst Lanstron, came, two
hours before Westerling was due, the
last of the staff except Westerling and
his personal alde had arrived, Bouch-
ard, with his iron-gray halr, bushy eye-
brows, strong, aquillpe nose, and
hawk-like eyes, hia mouth hidden by
a bristly mustache, was lean and sat-
urnine, and he was loyal. No jealous
thought entered his mind at baving to
serve an man younger than himself
He did wot serve a personality: he
served o chief of staff and a profes-
slon, The score of words which es-
caped him as he looked over the ar-
rapgements ware all of directing eritl-
clem and bitten off sharply, as If he
regretted that he had to waste breath

in communicating even a thought,
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“1 tell nothing, but von tell ma
everything!" wmald Douchard's hawk
eyes, He wae old-fushioned; he looked
lils part, which wag one of the many
points of diference between him and
Lanstron as a ohief of intelligence,

It lacked one minute to four when
Hedworth Westerling, chief of staff in
name as well as power now, alighted
from the gray automobile that turned
In at the Gallund drive. His Excel
leney had not occupled hie new head.
quarters as soon as he expected, but
this could have no influence on results.
If he had lost fifty thousand men on
the first two days and two hundred
thousand since the war had begun,
should he allow this to disturb his
well-being of body or mind? His well-
being of body and mind meant the ultl-
mate saving of lives.

Confidence was reflected in Wester-
ling’s bearing and In his smile of com-
mand as he passed through the staff
rooms, Turcas and Bouchard in his
traln, with tacit approval of the ar-
rangemenits, Finally, Turcas, now vice-
chieft of staff, and the other chiefs
awalted his pleasure in the library,
which was to be his sanctum. On the
massive seventeenth-century desk lay
a number of reports and suggestions.
Westerling ran through them with ae-
customed swiftners of sifting and then
turned to his personal alde,

“Tell Francols that I will have tea
on the verunda.'

From the fact that he took with him
the papers that he had lald aslde, sub-
ordinate generals, with the gift of un-
Epoken directlons which Is a part of
their profession, understood that he
meant to go over the subjecta requir-
Ing apecial attention while he had tea.

“Everything 18 golng well—well!”
he added,

“Well!" ran the unspoken communl-
catlon of confldence through the stafr.
So well that Ilis Excellency was
calmly taking tea on the veranda! For
the iudefatigable Tureas the detail;
for Westerling the front of Jove.

He had told Marta only two weeks
ago that he should see her agaln if
war cnme; and war had come. With
the inviting prospect of a few holiday
moments in which to continue the in-
terview that had been abruptly con-
cluded in a hotel reception-room, he
started down the terrace steps. Above
the second terrace he saw a crown of
woman's hair—halr of jet abundance,
ghading a face thal brought familiar
completeness to the scene. Thelr
glances met where the path ended
at the 'second terrace flight; hers shot
with a beam of restrained and ques-
tioning good humor that spoke at
least a truce to the Invader,

“You called sooner than 1 expected,”
she eald in a note of equivocal pleas-
antry.

“Or 1" he rejoined with a shade of
triumph, the politest of triumph. He
was a gtep above her, her head on a
level with the pocket of his blouse.
His square shoulders, commanding
height, and military erectness were
thus emphasized, as was her own femi-
nine slightness,

“I want to thank you,” she said. “As
becomes a soldier, your forethought
was expressed In action. It was the
promptness of the men you sent to
look after the garden which saved the
uprooted plants before they were past
recovery.”

"I wished It for your sake and eome-
what for my own suke to be the same
that it was in the davs when I used
to call,” he sald graciously. “Tea was
from four to five, do you remember?
Will you join me? I have just ordered
it."”

A generous, pleasant conqueror,
this! No one knew better than Wester-
ling how to be one when he chose, He
wins something of an actor., Leaders
of men of his type usually are.

"Why, ves. Very gladly!" she as-
sented with mno undue cordiality and
no undue constralnt, quite as if there
were no war.

Neutrality could not be better im-
personated, he thought, than in the
even cleaving of her lips over the
words., They scemed to say that a
storm had come and gone and a new
set of masters had taken the place of
the old, As they approached the
veranda Francois was placing the tea
things,

“Just llke the old days, isn’'t it?" he
exclaimed with his first sip, convinced:
that the officers’ commlissary supplled
excellent tea In the fleld.

“Yes, for the moment—Iif we forget
the war!"” she replied, and looked
away, preoccupled, toward the land-
scape,

If we forget the war! She bore on
the words rather grimly. The change
that he had noted between the Marta
of the hotel reception-room and the
Marta of the moment was not alto-
gether the work of ten years. It had
developed since she was In the capl-
tal. In these three weeks war had
been brought to her door. She had
been under heavy fire. Yet this sub-
Ject of the war was the one which he,
as an Invader, consldered himself
bound to avold.

“We do forget It at tea, don't we?"
he asked.

“At least we need not speak of it!"
she replied,

“I am staying tonight. I was going
to ask if you wouldn't remain on the
veranda while I go over these pa-
pers. It—it would be very cozy and
pleasant.”

“Why, yes," she agreed with evident
pleasure,

Turcas came, In answer to Wester-
ling’'s ring. The orders and sugges-
tlons on the table eeoemed to be the
product of this lath of & man, the vice-
chief, but a Iath of steel, not wood,
who appeared a runner trained for a
ruce of Intellects In the scratch class,
One by one, almost perfunctorily,
Westerling gave his assent as he

Turene's ary volees, eoming rrom «an ]

tween a narrow opening of the thin
lpe, gave his reasons with a rapid
firer's precision Im answer to his
chief’'s inquiries,

With each order somewhere along
that frontler some unit of a great or
ganism would respond, The reserves
from this position would be trane
ferred to that; such a position would
be felt out before dark by a reconnols-
sance In force, however costly; the
rapld-firers of the 19th Diviglon would

be transferred to the 20th; despite the ]

37th Brigade’s losses, It would still
form the advance; General Soand-So
would be superseded after hie fallure
of yesterday; Colonsl So-and-So would
tuke hig place as acting major-general;
more eare must be exercised in recom-
mendations for brongze crosses, lest
their value so depreciate that officers
and men would lack Incentive to win
them,

Marta was having a look behind the
scenes at the fountainhead of great
events, Power! power! The abso-
lute power of the soldler in the saddle,
with premier and government and nll_
the institutions of peace only a dim
background for the processes of war!
Opposite her was a man who could
make and unmake not only generala
but even the destinles of peoples. By
every sign he enjoyed his power for
its own sake. There must be a chief
of the five milllons, which were as a
moving forest of destruction, and here
was the chief, his strength reflected
in the strong muscles of his short
neck as he turned his head to listen
to Turcas,
trast between Westerling and Lan-
#tron as they faced each other after
the wreck of the acroplane ten years
ago; the

iron Invinecibility of the

elder's sturdy, mature figure and the ’

alert, high-strung Invincibility of the
slighter figure of the younger man. |

He had taken up a paper thought- |
fully after Turcas withdrew, when he
looked up to Marta in answer to a |
movement in her chair. She had bent |
forward in a pose that freed her figure j
from the chair-back in an outline of
suppleness and firmness; her lips were {
parted, showing a faint line of the |
white of her teeth, and he caught her '
gazing at him in a kind of wondering
admiration. But she dropped her eye-
lids Instantly and eald deliberately,
less to him than to herself:

“You have the gift!"

No tea-table flattery that, he knew;
only the reflection of a fact whore ex.
istence had been borne in on her by
observation.

“The gift? How?" he Inquired,
speaking to the fringe of halr that
half hid her lowered face,

She looked up, smiling brightly.

“You don't know what gift! Not
the pianist's! Not the poet's! Why,
of course, the supreme gift of com-
mand! ‘The thing that made you chief
of staff! And the war goes well for
you, doesn't It?"

Deliclous morsel, thle, to a connols-
seur in compliments! He tasted it
with the same self-satisfled smile that
he had her first prophecy. To her
who had then voiced a secret ha had
shared with no omne, ns his chest
swelled with a full breath, he bared
another In the delight of the Impres-
&lon he had made on her,

“Yes, as you foresaw-—ns I planned!"
he sald. “Yes, I planned all, step by |
step, till T was chiaf of staff and ready.
1 convinced the premler that it was
time to strike and I chose the hour to
strike; for Bodlapoo was only a con-
venient excuse for the last of all the
eteps.”

(TO BE CONTINUED,)

WORLD MISSION OF CHIVALRY _

Of Much Worth If Only to Create the |
Useful Romance of
Action.

Chivalry served to draw out and de- j
velop those free, bold spirits whose
talents could not have been evoked by |
the disputations of the schoolmen nor
the mortifications of the religious zeal-
ots, says the Englneering Magazine, It
created a romance of action to mateh
the saint's moral paradise and evoked
poetry and the arts to celebrate Ite
charms. The love of the beautiful
whirh It begot caused a hospitable re-
ceplion to be given In Europe to the
refilnements brought from the East by
the returning crusaders, which caused
the first slight stirring of international
trade,

The enthusiasm which the many-
sided Ideal of chivalry evoked with
its galaxy of virtues, may be seen, in
literature, in the unfolding of the
themes of the simple Aryan folk tales.
and the prose romances of the twelfth
and thirteenth centuries, into the sen-
suous beauty of Provencal poetry and
the delicacy and pathos of Plutarch
and Dante. Chivalry embellished with
romance the lives of its half-legendary
founders, Charlemagune, Slegfried and
Arthur, It supplied the conception of
virtue sung In Chaucer's Pygrimage,
Malory's “Morte D'Arthur" and Spen-
ser's “Faerle Queene.” In the world
of action chivalry animated the cru-
eades, dispensed justice throughout
Europe for 400 years, purified court
life and made much the warfare of
the middle ages peculiarly humane and
noble, Its enthusiasm burmed into
brilliancy In such characters as Rich-
ard and Blondel, the Black Prince and
his father, Tancred, Godfrey of Boull-
lon, Gaston de Foix, Bayard and War-
wictk, and in a thousand forgotten com-
manders of the Templars, the Knights
of 8t. John and the Teutonle Knlghts.

Speed of Run of Stream.
A etream runs most rapldly one- |
fifth of the depth below the surface |
and its average speed s that of the

ourrent two-fifths of the depth above

passed the papers to Turcas; while | the bottom l

N had ]
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|
|
I
|
Marta recalled the con- ’
[

| ular lmpression.
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GAVADA ONE OF THE, _

WORLD PROVOERS ~

Although Canada's real start in na
tional development us pointed out by
the Buffalo Commgrelal, came slow
Iy and late, ns compared with that ol
the United States, it la now well un
der way, and very soon thera will be
a marvelous expansion in agriculture,
mining and manufncturing.

The paper above mentioned says
that “heretofore the development of
Canada, llke that of the United States,
has been westward, but unlike this
country, the Dominlon has & great
territory to the North, which has been
regarded as all but uninhabitable, but
In which recent research has proven
there are possibilities of develop-
ment almost Inconcelvable.”  After
making complimentary reference to
the resources of the country tributary
to the Hudson Bay, which will be
opened up when the railroad now un-
der construction s completed, the
Commerelal further says “there are
those llving today who will see our
nelghbor on the north a great and
powerful natlon, and a not insignifl-
cant Industrial and commercial rival
of the United States. The war may
retard, but it cannot destroy, Canada's
future. And in this expansion no one
will more heartily rejoice than the
people of the United States, pecause
the prosperity cof the Dominwoo ls
bound to luerease our own."

Hereln is the spirit that dominates
the Dominion Government when it
extends an invitation to Americans to
assist in developing the resources that
Canada possesses, whether they be
mineral, forest, industrial, commercial
or agriculture. Both countries will
benefit and the United States will be
& fainer by having as a neighbor a
country whose resources are as great
and varled as are those of Canada.

In comparing the United States
along with other nations of the world
in producing and importing food-
stuffs, the Agricultural Outlook pub-
lished by the United States depart
ment of agriculture says:

The United States in recent years
has been as large an importer of food
stuffs as exporter; therefore she can-
not be classed as a surplus producer
of foodstuffs, This Is contrary to pop-
It Is true that sha
Is an exporter of certuin articlea, out
she I8 an equally lurge Importer of
other articies, In thls classification
tea and coffee are included with food-
stuffs. In ealble grains the produc
tion s 23 per cent more than the
amount retalned; the production of
meats is elx per cent more—that
is, exports of meat equal six per cent
of that retained in the United States
for consumption; the production of
dalry products {8 20 per cent mors
than consumed; the production of
poultry s just about equal to con:

| sumption; of vegetables, one per cent

less. 4
An Investigation into the produe

| tlon, imports and exporte of food prod

ucts of various countries Indicates

| that England produces about 63 per

cent of her food requirements, and
imports (net) about 47 per cént; Bel-
glum produces 67 per cent, and im-
ports 43 per cent; Germany produces
88 per cent, and Imports 12 per cent;
France produces 92 per cent, and im-
ports elght per cent; Austria-Hungary
produces 98 per cent, and Imports two
per cent; Russia produces 110 per
cent of her requirements, and exporta
an equivalent of about 10 per cent;
Canada produces 23 per cent more
than she consumes; Argentina pro-
duces 48 per cent more than she con-
sumes; the United States produces
practically no more than she con-
sumes (. e, exports and imports of
foodstuffs almost balance).

With this Information before the
reader, it 1s not a difficult matter to
direct attention to the fact that Can-
ada stands In a pre-eminent position
in the matter of grain and cattle pro-
duection, and with a large territory
yet unoccupled she will always maln-
tain it.—Advertisement. '

{
|

Attitude of the Believer.

I feel that goodness, and truth, and
righteousness are realities, etema)
realitles, and that they cannot be ab-
stractions, or vapors floating |. a spin
ftual atmosphere, but that they neces-
sarlly fmply a living, personal will, a
good, loving, righteous God, in whose
hands we are perfectly eafe, and who
is guiding us by unfailing wisdom.—
Thomas Erskine,

SOFT WHITE HANDS

Under Most Conditions If You Use
Cuticura. Trial Free.

The Soap to cleanse and purify, the
Olntment to soothe and heal, Nothing
better or more effective at any price
than these fragrant supercreamy emol-
lients,, A one-night treatment will test
them in the severest forms of red,
rough, chapped and sore hands,

Bample each free by mall with Book.
Address posteard, Cuticura, Dept, XY,
Boston. Bold everywhere.~Ady.

Knew the Ropes,
Bacon—You can depend on him,
Egbert—Are you suret
“Oh, positively, He knows all the
ropes”

“How do you know 1

“Because he worked for a long timg
in one of those factories where they
make cheap clgars.”

A wise woman re'ruaeo to ask her
husband to accompany her to church
it he talks In his sleep,




