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A MOST SACRED TRUST
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HE old Riverside Hotel had

. been sold! Willlam Kendall,

the night clerk, handed =

coupke o of letters across the desk to a

guest who had inquired for mail, be-

fore he turned again to his Il'ul'l::rrl'mml‘.Ii
‘Willls M the ml estate mah,

“Yes,” Coady want on,:. “it - was
sold yesterday, T undentand That's
why Dawson went down to New York.
Can't tell you wvery wmuch, though,
_about’ the-new owner except that he's
 sald to be a liye wire! You'll prob-

ably sse him yourseM in = few dayx

» Take my advice and watch your-step

If you value your job!”

“My job—huht"”

The telephone buzzed, and Wllllnm

roached for 1t mechanlcally. He
frowned as he recognized the volee.
That fellow In room 313 agnin. He
had another complaint, the
within the past hour. First a pound-
ing radlatér bothered him, then a rat-
tling window, nnd now no towels webe
In.the bathroom.

“I'm sorry, ulr,” =zald Willilam. *1'
see that you get some at’ once.” He
called to the xleepy-eyed boy sprawl-
ed on the long seat ﬂpp-rmltn the dexk.
“Yoo, take a couple of towels up to
313"

Au the boy made- his way toward
theidim stalrway that opened off the
Jobby, a blg, heavy-zet man in a dark
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--they-—are.”

svercoat—eame—in-with-a —rush of
wind. ¥é& psked for u first-floor
voom with a bath., On the card that
the clerk pushed_ toward him' he
wrote, “W. J. Kramer, New York."
Wililam assipfed him to voom 126,
just down the corrider

The newcomer, who had some-
thing of the look of an alert, middle-
aged traveMng man, glanced down-
whatd at his big asult case. “Have
I got to lug that?" His volce was
gharp, but his blue c:ru were, not. un-
kind.

william- stopped out “from ° behind
the desk, nnd plcking up the suit
case, lod the way along the eorridor.
“Only ‘one boy on duty to-night,” he
explained, “and ho's on an errand. 1
don't want to keep you walting.”

The man nodded and grunted.
¢ Back at the desk, Willam looked
for Willls Coady, intunding io ask
him -sovqral questions about the zale,
but the real! estate man had pone.

vy~ job!* — William-zald-to-himself.

»I don't know that ‘I value It =0
much, even with jobs as scarce ns

The tulnphnnn burzed nagain.: A
guest on the mecond floor nsked to
be called promptly at a quartqr past
geven the next - morning. William
jotted on his memorandum pad “Call
06 at 7:15," bofore he glanced up as
a group of half a dozem men came

. crowding in through -the maln door,

just arrived fram New-York.
Jlam recogmized familiar facoes.

carrying cumberaome bags- and—=ult
casss. They were traveling zalesmen
Wil-

“Grootings, Willlam! How's tricks?”
“Neat vyoom In the house, Wilkdam, my
lad! That's me!” “How you been since

third’

L]
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Who could fix a dripping faucet?
‘It mounded like-& job for a plumber!
Willlam, devertheless, stepped out
from-behind the desk. Number 109
was just'two doors down the corridor;
he would have a look at the faucel
himself.- - .
- Yes, It was n job for a plumber,
Wlllilm roalized. Nothing except a
nhw washer would stop the drip. FHeo
a towel round the faucet.
ﬂm he maid,.“you won't hear the
drip now for a long time.”
Fhe man grinned l.'iupuy.
thought of that.”
'he telephone was buzzing when
Willum reached the desk. A "guest
in one of the comer roboms onm the
tap floor wanted to knpw If he could
not have more heat in the radiator.
The plipes were almost cold.

“1'll zee what I ean do, =ir.”

Another guest, aldo on the top tfloor,
unlwﬂ the same complaint. He =zald

“T never

| he diit not want to frecze.

Willinm sent Joe with a mesange
to the furnace man. A Tot -of pood
that would.do. It wnas Impossible to
heat the top-floor rooms propefly on
n very coll night, especially when the
wind was blowing. The hotel necd-
ed a larger heating apparatus, :
Mr:. Kramer had seated himsel in
one of the shabby armchnairs near by

and was reading his paper. Two or

settee beslde the fireplace.

Willinm looked at his memorandum
pad. Call 305 and 271 at 7:30. DBus
gchedule ts Beckville for Mr. Chal-
mers.  Call 225 at 7.10. ‘Telephone
for taxicab for Mr. Benson at B:35.
Call 296 at 7.15. “A.sort«af glorified
servant, that's all I am,” he sald to
‘himeelf. “Twonty-two dollars n week,
a duM, thankless job In a small town,
no future, no chance to do anything
really worth whlile and—"

“The_ telephone burzed jI‘hi: time
Il waa an outslde call; a man with
a throaty volee, speaking from Jacobs-
town, ncross the river, wanted to talk
o a -Mr. Hegs Willlam exphained
that o one by that name was regis-
tered at the YoMl ‘The man it once
protestod; he insisted in positive and
emphatlc tones - that the clerk was
mistaken,-bocause. o letter had _come
from Mr. Hegs that afternoon, saying
he was stopping at the Riverside. No
doubt about—it——Willlam-told—him
again that no such name was on the
hotel Hst. Thereupon the .man be-

L eame anpry_and _wanted to talk to the

manager, and quite obvlously did not
believe the clerk when he snld the
manager was in New York',

walked over to the desk, hizs eyebrows
quirzieally lifted.

Finally Wlilliam zald to the man
on the wire, “It's pozsible that your

three other Ioungers were 6i° the long |

At that point Mr. Kramer rose and-

| ngreed.

an utlﬂ- siranger whelx@r he -llked it
or nob A

Joe came down thu stairs lt that
moment. He was through for the
night. “En long, William.  Bee you
- tamarrow.””

the desk' and down the narrow stalir-
way that led to the bazement, where
he had left his hat and. overcoat.

“I've had a good chance to obsorve
things.” Mr. Kramer went on easlly,
“and maybe I'm wrong, but I got
the lmpression you're not oxactly
happy. Or am I wrong?"” ’

Willlam suddenly laughed—brlefly,
mirthlessly. Oh, welll Why nol got
the matter off his chestt Perhaps he
would Il'n-ul better. “No, you're right,"
he #ald. - “The fact I, I'd like to be
dolng l-umathln;: worth whlile, h‘l.ll.l-l.l.l!
of just belng nvnrybadyl servant—

" “You mean, the Job s i.u:-nnn'l'h
ur ¥

INo, T don't melth that. But there's
mudh that's petfy mbout. u joh like
this, that's what ¥ mean. A great
Yot of trivial detalls—and who cares?"

296, 1 guexs he'd care all right If you
forgot to call hlm at-seven-tifteen.”
“Yex, that's the polnt,” Wiliam

trouble. But no body gives a thought
to the other side of tha picture. And
then In an old run-down hotel Nkn
this one—well, It's hard sometimes
to make the guesis comfortable.”
“You've done a protty good job of
it tonight,” remarked Mr., Kramer.
Wiliam brightened. It wnas the
first expression of positive approval

"thing for pradnted.

- — —

that he had heard during his, fourteen
months behind the desk! Mr. Daw-
‘gon, the old proprietor, had been ha-
hitually tight-mouthed, taking every-
Woll, slér—" he
began diffidently, then turned his
head suddenly townrd the narrow
stalrway leading to the basement. v |

Some one was ghouting. Some one
was running. Foolsteps pounded on

Tthe stnlre. A moment Iater Joe burst

‘into-tho lobby, hl: lm:c rc-r] hl: cyes

“'Night, Joe.” The boy went round’

— —
over... Still clutching the carpet, he
crept ‘backwards as far-as the' door.
A wave of copl alr came sweeping In
from the passage. He opened his
mouth, gulped, swallowed, gulped
agaln, then rose to his feetl _
Not so many flames now. Some one
had switched on the light.  Through
the swirling smoke " he =aw Mr.
Kramer in hls shirt sleoves, swinging
his codt against the walLk Joe -wasg
beslde him. Willlam ndvanced agaln,
carpel In hand. Once more he was
beating nt the flames. He felt n sud-
den wild senge of trlumph He was

Paper Knives __
From Bltﬂ of Bumbs

Arrivu from [mdnn as Blitz
Souvenirs

Thousands of miles from, the war
zone, people are now alitting thelr let-

ters opon with paper ‘knilves ' made

fropn bits of Bombs ralned by. the
Nazix on London In the Blite

‘The larger pleces are melted down

‘biades, leaving the handle In

the
rough of the original splinter.

The paper knives are fram  alx
inchea to two feet Jong and quantities
of these pouvenirs have already been
shipped to the Dominlons and U. S. A.
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BARS DQWN FOR DOOTORS

LGHDDN. {Cl-'} — A nnw dnmncﬂ ]

rogulation pmvldu that a forelgn
doctor with a forelgn diploma® and
debarred from practising in hils own

cotntry by raclal legislatfion may be |

AT YOUR

“Woell, there's- the fellow In room'

“J¢ things go wrong, there's

—

Wi!ﬂ S ———

*Willinm!" he crled. “F"lrf_-! In
the kitchen! Fire! Grease or some-
thing on the stove — bolled oaver!
Fire!”

William leaped nuL from behind the
desk and caught the boy by ° the
shoulders. “Shut up!"” he ordered.
“Don't shout like that! Do you want
to start a panic?™ He ran to the
stalrway and went down It three
gteps at a time. Now he knew that
odor—burnidl grease!

His first glimpee of tho big square

kitehen seemed to gend his heart up | -

into his throat. Flames all along a
gection of the opposite wall!  Yellow
flames -licked ward! Gray smoke
gtung the eyes!® He took a step or
two forward and stumbled over some-
thing. It was a rumpled lnnpﬂh of
heavy carpet that evidently served
as n'rug. He seized it, and with head
bent and eyes hnlf clozed, erogeed to
the farther walk He swung the
carpet  ngainst  the fTames—agaln,
again, again! Showers of sparks flew
at him. He brushed them from his

becoming  maore
denge, more acrid. He coughed, half
strangled with It. Hils temples throb-
bed. Bang went the carpet against
the burning woodwork! Sparks flew
in all directiors; they stung his hands,
his wrists. Bang, bang, with the old
carpet. He swumg it until his arms

The zmoke wns

Tdend, Mr. Head, /uy ronye—in—oirthe
late train tonight. If he does, is

there any message for him?”
After some further discussion the
man gave a number, which Mr. Hess

ached. His vislon blurred. He stumbl-
od mgalnst a chalr, heard It clatter
upon eomething metallie, tltr: slove

perhape.
Qome one ¢lse was In the kitchen

was to call at once if he should ar-
rive on the Iate train, then_ rang off

—r-thing soft *striking

now. He heard thes thud of zome-
the wmll. He

‘ot o Mrst-rate night elérk! Now, my

cleaner.
coat-gleoves, - - - - — = o I

winning! - Nk

"Willlam and Mr. Kramer st ood
gazing at cach other I the blacken-
ed kltchnn—ulc{nrlum! The flre was

given the rlght to practise tnmp-nrns'-

and used agaln by Industry, but zmall
Ny in Britain.’

t‘rnzmcntu have beer shaped lntu

NEW,

HYURU HOP

out. Joe had opened two of the base-
ment windows, and the room was
rapidly clearing of smoke.

“What shall T do now?"” the boy
nskod.” -

“Go upsto the dexk,' mald Willlam.
“Angwer the telephone If It rings. I'll
be up,. In less than five minutes” He
felt hizx hoad ‘suddenly go light- agaln.
He braced hls lege, then took an
awkward step aldeways. '

Mr. Kramer reached forth and
caught him, then led him to a chalr.
Wiltiam seated himseH heavily In it.
YY1l be all right in 2 minute—"

“Are you burnt?”

William shook hls head. "Just my
hands and wrists a little. I'll be nll
right In o minute. Dlzxy, that's all."

Mr. Kromer eald n surprising g
thing. . “Soon s you're able I want.
you to go home and go to hml You've
enrncd it!”

“Oh, but ¥ r:nn‘l t!n thnt " Willinm
protesied. “I'm on duty tHl elght
o'clock.”

“No, you're not! I'm Ieltlng you
off. I'll inke your _'Inh myzell.”

“You?"

The mnan suddenly nmilml "“Why
not 1 bought this hotel yesterday.”

William stared at-him, dumb-found-
ed,

“Just thought I'd like to =zee how
things worked before I made myself
known,” Mr. Kramer went on. “And
there's one thing I'm sure of: I've

bl

“ Reception nl' Hee Majeury's I}[leth eyl
ment of Foot, on their arivil In Montreal from

the Crimes, on the 28th June, 1836, pesting
under the Tnumplul Arch at the Ph-':l& Armes

and Bank uf Monireal™

§ Rkt fosot @ pateiiuahe Jckedisdad by
Lalaor & Bait, Ma. M H MHMHJ

boy, i you feel better—"

Willlam roso slowly to his feet.

“T think we're golng to get on well
together,” Mr. Kramer was saying.
“We've made a protty good start, eh?”
With a friendly smile he added, "It
jzn't often o night clerk is called upon
to put out a fire and prevent a panle
and anve llves; yet tHere's nlways
that possibllity, you know. Because |
he has a job with n lot of responsibll-
ity—a job that's in every sense worth
while! Don't farget it

- COMPLIMENT
For just one yesr shore nf # rcnturfmd -A-CUHHES

—124 dramatic, dynamic, historic yttn—-th:
Bank of Montresl has lived, wotked and watched
with Canada. 5

— F'I'h#-ﬂ:nk_hu_lﬂn_!’u_l:ﬂmunipﬂc: go, peice,

. come and war depart; shared Canada’s struggle
through every night of economic depression since
1817; rejoiced to sec Canada always triomph over -
all adversity.  /

; Fﬂund:d LWO years :Fut the Baitle of Wl:ﬁluﬂ.

e o mis—

At tho request of her fifteen-yenr-
old"son.a young Toronto matron the
other day ¢alled at the nelghborhood
cleaner's shop to pick up hls hat that
hnd-been left there for reblocking-

Asking for the hnt, she snld: "My
zon brought it in to_you_last week,™

. *Was that your son?’ said the
*“What a fine big boy he 18!
The young matron agreeid.

“You're sure that wnas your son that |
left the hat?" sald the cleaner, show-
ing Incredulity. )

Flattered by the Implied. mmp]l-
ment, the mother smilingly =nid thnat
gshe was sure. :

At the dinner-table that night, she uunﬁm EXPERIENCED BANKING SERVICE ...
told the story, only te have her plea- : ; .

sure spolled when her son piped up: ' : '
SA E* Acton B_ranch:'w‘ H. CLAYTON, Manager

“But, Mother, it was Fagher who took
The Printed Word.
: o -il e
— | fer Vurqu

£hid the Empire in World War I1.

“A BANKE WHERE SMALL ACCOUNTS ARE ‘WILEDHE"'

the, hat In'—

I.wmg Hlsionc '!"lmes \'hth Cnnudu

“the Bank u.runuud the Cnn:ﬂn War, the ladian
Mutiny, and,-with other loyal Canadisns, enlisted
for the duration in the South African War wad
World War I,and now marches with the Dominion

g

.Always, Canada has come’through stronger, better,
' triumphant. May she so come through the peesent
fiery trial. To Yhis end we work and dedicate the
' institution’s service, just as our 6000 loyal em plnym
are wm!ung snd dedicating thur personal services.

i e 1 e . e o e 3 4

BANK OF MONTREAL

the Outcome of 124 Yesrs Su;cm.l'ul Qpention
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last time, my boy? Brr! 'S a lot
colder up this way!" “Look now, wil-
liam, any room at all 0 long a3 it'a
warm. Atta bay!™

" William ald the best' he could -for
them, all the while listening to thelr
line of talk, and now and then re-
sponding to a good-humored jibe. Two
or threc others from the zame train
came In, and by that time it wns
twenty minutes past ten. " He yawn-
ed as he looked at the clock above
the desk: he would bo on duty until
elght o'clock, o long gtretch. . “"MNo”
he thought, “I wouldn’t care ano bit
i I lost this job tomorrow'

The telephone burxzed. One of the
late arrivals had migplaced his gloves.
}ad Willlam seen anything of a pair:

weg. You left them hl‘l‘t on the
deak. I'll' zend them up' Willlam
gmalled_ faintly as he handed the gloves
to Joc and told him to take them to

232. In the safe behind  the
deak, awalting claimants, were artlicles
that earller gucsts had forgotten--a
gold fountain .pen, a walc h, an old
bill fold, one gold cuff link.

The blg, heavy-zet man who had
glgned himsell, Ay, J. Kramer” strol-
led Into the lobby and glanved at the
clock. “One’ more New York train
tonight, lan't there?” he ingquired.

“Yeéa, alr. It giu in at -.-lmen-hn:r,-

wheh It's on time.”

“Cold night. Thll‘ﬂl lce
wind from off the river.” Mr.

. '.lu.rlmtr bought m copy of the " local
navapuper. “You been on the job
bere long?”’ :

“A Hittle over a }*I.‘.l!‘

“Like It*

. Willlam was on the pulnt of say-
“tug he would lke it much better i
things were run monre efticlently.
whan the telephone buzzed. Ons wiore
complaint. A man ln room 109 uald’
' he could not get to sleep on account
of a faucet that dripped, dripped, drige
: He wanted the mnmmlnt to
do something ahout it.

“AL) vight sir,” sakd Willlany. “I'l}
see what can be done hh-nut " -

abruptly, as if he had hn{'n
treated.

_ Mr., Kramer sat down again and S e
once more became interested In his

newgpaper; or at least he nppenmd

to be Interested. e

The eleven-fifty was thirteen min-

For Best Buys-—=-Consu|t the Ads
utes late. Shortly after it had pul- o e o L N _ - B
led out of the station, n taxicab come : -
grinding up the slope and stopped in '~ i 5 K i A
front of the hotel. A puffing, rt-d«-l
faced [nt man lurched Into the lobby,
carrylng tu.n enormaqus black bags. |
“A room.” he said and blinked nbout .
him: -
Willlam puz:]md the usun! slip to-
ward him. and with chubby fingers
he wrote. *"Thomas Hess, Staten I.r.-l
lant.” - Wiliam ‘smiled faintly and,
then told him of the telbphone call
and gave him the message and the ' ) . ) i
number that the.man with the throaty | — = e : Py
volde had left.’
The fat man ;..runt:-ﬂ
George Becker. Know him? I'll cal! !

_ | MAKE OUR OBJECTIVE A nuuw
oY <pnetsePsiiiniing T - : w:m voun DOLLARS!

L ]
Mr. Kromer rose-apd sauntered 46
over ta the desk nuuln'. hs.- was the | y '

o el e e ACTON MUST NOT FAIL

. OUR WAR WEAPONS DRIVE CALLS FOR ALL-OUT PERSOHM. SACRIFICE

sald abruptly:
. We still have :hta}obnlmul of us. Our.
CTON

William rnlmd his eyebrows.
“Hemember? 1 asked you how :.au!

objective is coming to life. But, we must .

speed it up. We must get y WAR SAV[N
COMMITTEE

mls.- outing.

thought he henrd zome one 8
A sudden giddinegs zelred the young
man. He staggered, went to  his|’
knees, pasping and choking. Things
were going round and round-—flames,
smoke, that chalr he had knocked

FOR A MILD, COOL SMOKE

“T'hat wnas

bl-.i_llfi'rl-

Look ot this graph. Timia Is sdippiug.
By wust get busy this coming week 1o
AISLTE SMECHSR,

i-...u

in thAt

sailors, our airinen are counting on us.
pp——

The}'vtnﬁcmdtlwuhm ‘'We must give
- them the weapons. Our community has
pledged us all to take a vital part in Ganida’s
war effort. Can any of us tukn a deafear
lnthcc.tﬂ? ) r *

weoking (o identlly w vague odor that
had just reached him. .| .

“nf{ course,” agreed Mr. Hramer,
“only' that wasn't what 1 asked you,
you know." Héeamiled in a curloualy
friendly manner.

willlam frowned, then wrinkled hia
nose again, stil] trying to ldentify that
odor. It was a little stronger now.

Mr. Kramer leaned’ an elbow dn
‘the desk and walted expectantly, his
clear blue eyes unblinking. Willlum |
felt vaguely mpsentful. e had no
dealre to 1alk about his job, to tLell

liked your job here.”
The young man shrugged his shoul-
dors. “There are worse -johs.. than
mine," he ruplln-d with an lﬁempt at
behind this National War Weapons Drive.
- We must increase our regular mdwuhul
purchsses of War Savings Certificates, to
the Imnt. Remember, our wldmﬂ, our

Indifference. He wrinkled his nose,

" H h
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