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. farmer was credi

. ‘Wood cross
' thw fence of the Mother House of the |

.. the Grey Nuns” agreed 10 maintain in
-+ perpetidty a cross w0 mark this page

- He used o take me gn his knee
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RED- CROSSE MARKS SCENE OF
: ) CRIME

Visitors in western uptown MOhireal
often ask questions reganrding- a big
palnted red visible over

<Order of the Grey Nuns. Traffikc of-
ficlals of the Canadian National Rail-
ways cartled a query to Dr. W H.
Atherton, authority on Jistoric Mon-
. treal, and he recounted a story in ex-
planation. In the time of the French
regime Mantreal was beginning
to extend beyond the fontifled walls,
“La Chemin du Roi” (The Kings
Road) straggled along the edge of the
‘miidtown terrace about the present
Hne of Dorchester  Street, At the
point where Guy sitreet now inter-
Bects, stood a farm houwse and the
1 with possessing
& store of gold. A bandit

to rob the farmer and when the lat-
ter resisted., killed the farmer, his
wife and a daughter Captured,
French justice decreed that He should
be hanged and quartered, the body

Yo swing on the gibbet erected at the |

.acene of the crime: Afterwards a
5 was placed at the spot. Years
. later when 'the first roads wers
tened, the cross was in th
-Céentre of the thoroughfare, and oﬁ
Tequest of the municipal authorities

L L

* In the

: record of the former French
oolony. -
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A LOST TREASURE

One evening at my leisure
I.chanced to take a stroll

And I came Yy a little treasure
As the village bells did toll,

I watched some little schoolgirls
Shy Uitle girls with pretty curls
I saild to one why are you sad
She sald I've lost my poor dad.

CHORUS
Its ome of those many sad stories
Most-happens to be true
True friends I sald to myself
They are always very few
Now tell me pretty girlie
It mould make me feel so glad
Just answer me this one question
Whsat happened to your dad.

ﬁ;ﬂludfedwhmlwashum

stepma Heks me night and morn
Then dad look sick I hate to say
And the Lord he took him far away
Though I'm only flve I wont forget
Memories bring me regres

For he was the best {riend I ever had
My own loving dear old dad.

Daddy he was so good to me

And when I would fall asheep
Upstairs with me he'd softly creep
But now that he has gone from me
I know with the Angels he will be
But since I lost him I feel sad
Dearest treasure my Dear Dad.

JAMES WILLIAMS
Academy Road, Georgetown.
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OUR LAST
Wednesday Night

DANCE

BRAMPTON
. Odiellows’ Hall,
GIBSON-BOYD OERCHESTEA

Dancing 8 pm. to 1 am. DST.
REGULAR ADMISBSTON

The cheerful chap who is
so anxious fo assist you
y, is your Local Agent—be
sure to ask him to help
you plan your mext trip

GOING BY
MOTOR CQOACH”

HAWK

- In the"\,
"WIND

-- Helen Topping Miller

# D. Appletua-Ceniury Co.
WHMHU Service.
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Virgre went out through the kitch-
»n, collecting a hot kettle on tHe
way. Every year winter came to
‘higg. Mountains “with a.
(: 2ezing storm like this.
« 1 would be hard to start. .

She drove slowly: down the icy

er _litlle

hiting the treacherous going. Her
.1 felt insecure on her head Her
gray hair was thick and strong and
'hese cocky little hats had no crowns
HIYWaY.

As she wen} through the mill gate
her swift eye measured every sign
and sound, every spouting feather
+f stearn, every odor. The mill was
tearing on—roaring on without her.

Tom was anxious. Virgie felt bet-
v r when she saw his gaunt [ace.
4! least Tom had missed her

she spent a half-hour telephoning,
then was properly indignant.

“Thogse governmenl men wenl
1 ung back to Washington., Bridges
~i¥s thev said something about wait-
ing for this young Wills, then they
lucided that probably he'd caught™a
ride down ' the mountain. This 1s
a crazy country! If you catch a six-
mnch fish out of a creek up there in
the forest a ranger will chase you a
mile—but 8 man with brains and
potentialities can go to waste any-
where and nobody bothers about it!"

But Tom was not worrying about
vounpg Alr Wills A government man
more aor less- could be lost in the
‘aurel hells indefinitely without loss
tr the Morgan mill  Tom had other
“hings on his mind.

"Old man Perry Bennett come
in.”” Tom pushed off his wide hat,
-wurried his forelock. "‘He says he
reckons he won't sell you that prece
1} Tuckascepgee. He says he got a
weiter offer on ait™

Virgie's mind stiffened to atten-
o "Who'd buy that culover piece

-and what for?”

"Champion maybe. ™

viid even with the Government tak-
ng themrr best acreage, they wouldn't
vather with a hittle thickely piece
‘ke old Bennett’'s. Tom, [ think 1
»ve a few things you don't know
aboul  You let me handle this.™

“*1 amn’t
Bennett.””

Virgre remembered presently to
pull off her hal and spike 11 on the
hook on the door. The telephone
purred. Marian's voice came, thin,
with an edge of fright on it.

“Mother: 1t 1s pneumonial*’

"Keep your head on."' counseled
ner mother, dryly *“Open the win-
low and keep the fire gowng. I'l]
¢e! Ada Clark out there in a little.”
she hung up “*Where's Lucy?" she
iemanded.

The chair, the little desk, the cov-
vted typewriter on the other side of
the, office were vacant. So was
e prim little wooden costumer in
ti.e corner where every morning Lu-
'y Fields, Virgie's secretary, hung
up her green wool coat, her small
ack hat

FTom pulled out his ponderous
watch It aint but four minutes

itter eight.”

"My lord,” muttered Virgie wea-
t Iy, **1 thought i1 was most noon "

Lucy came in, on tune to the min-

« taking off her « rshoes. set-

g thern neatly ir COTrner

Lucy Fields was .. &r of thuse

0 comforted Virgre Morgan Lu-

s guel hazel eyes. her husky

we and smooth hair, gave an air

calm to the cluttered bedlam of

e oflice Lucy had gone 1w high

hoo! with Martan, but when Mar

n wuas setting out for college with
1+ lrunks ful) of clothes, and a lit.

- roadster of her own, Lucy was

arming Gregg and swift, assured

1v6 of knowing exactly which way
inst car of potash might be routed

Lucy’s mother made watermelon-
cind pickles and tufted counterpanes

r tourisis In good weather the

unterpanes hung on clothes-lines
r» the porch of the Fields® cottage.

cmng the highway

iy mviting her out o supper.

avely overlooking Lucy's made

.el frocks, sher half-soled shoes

1 when there were young men at

e house on the mountain with
lancing and gaiety, Lucy was not
tl'l"lil"‘"'td\:l By 4 °

“She blushes s0. She squirms. ac-
tually!"" Marian justified this omis-
slon. "“For a girl with the poise she
has around the plant, to let the bays
rattle her s0 and make her tongue-
tied, is silly—but that's the way
Lucy iar**

There were things about Lucy that
Virgie was sure she knew Prim
little secrets that Lucy's quiet eves
hid. Still maids who fed on dreams.
with no satin or mooniight or rnse
petals with which to wrap the timid

! hones of dreams, suffered Virg-e

knew She had been a tongue-tied,

| ‘'ormented. girl -in hand-me-downs,

hersell.

.y word will be spelled right if

wretched, .

rend, gripping the steering-wheel, |

‘Champion have got all they want,.

imchin’ to handle Perry

Marian was sorry occasionally for -

1 -* =

Slic sent iLucy out into the mil)
or the chemical repart. :

“She’ll have a good day and ev-

e sees Stanley Daniels first,"" she
d Tom Pruitt. *
There is something sudden, some-
ingudntrepid and challenging about
wntaln town.
A setllement gathered together on
# plair marks the place where
e poused  where they delaved
o rested But a town undetr a
wi p, w.th foothold on the 1ron, hos.
v knees of the ranges, with gquar
I ny streams gashing o roadwav
31 the heart-straming rise of al
dpe for a barbican, has something
vowous about 1t cocky, “self-con
vined, a little deflant
Stanley Damiels. chemist for the
‘organ mill, leah and thirty, our ol
¢ Umversity of Missourj, with
wng intolerance and the unbear-
e sting and surge of young ambi-
" in hjs blood. felt and regented;
is coo¥ remqieness of the moun®
riin town clustered about the mill.
He was in It and of it, he was of
hill stock Irom:the Ozark country,
yvet this little town had never lel
him in. He lived at 8 rambling
green house facing the main high-
way and the railrcad; a house need-
ing paint, with a vast asparagus
fern on the porch and a row of stiff,
indifferent chairs around the wall
of the parlor, with five kinds of meat
set out in the long dining-recom and
the linen not always clean.

“As We See It"

By J. A. Btrang
P ]

One would wonder, after listening to

the’ number of soap progrums, and by
that we mean soap powders, flakes
and Just soap programs, that gre on
the air; that there must be a won-
derful demand for scap I order to
pay for all that radlo time. No doubt
Lthere - s more soap of -various kinds
used than would be the case g fow
Yeurs ago. and yet we wonder why
this should be. Most of us wear fewer
clothes than we used to, so that there
ahouldn't be. as many clothes to wash,
that umless they are wnshed oftener
now-a-days. e don't suppose that
hands and faces get solled any more
than they used to, however, the bath-
tutr has gained considerable ‘populari-
ty within the last 30 or 40 years. An-
other mhodern use for more soap would
be to wash those bare legs that have
become s0 fashionshle. lately. 'They
would either have to be bathed be-+
fore going to bed, either that, or the
brdding would have to be washed of-
tener, and we imagine that the legs
would stand the extra washing better
than would the bedding. Anyway, we
Canadians should be thankful that we
hayve plenty of soap, especially in com-
parlson with " some of those overseas
countries that we read so0 much of
there days.

Thinking about soap reminds us of
the bovs' handicraft school in Hamil-
lon. ‘This school 1s conducted Tor

The landlady, s Mrs. Gill, moth-

- ered him, washed his socks for him, !

her face screwed up at the terrible
chemical odors he brought in with
him. Her other boarders, widowers
torn up by the roms, judges and law-

of detached humanity, were pleas
ant enough to him

He was a young man in the quiet
backwater of old lives drifted to-
gether. He ler the elders admire
his youth and take the winds of life,

in their. faces through him, but he
never felt that he belonped.

“* He wad a bird abght., he was a
hawk in the wind something alive
briefly, caught n the slow motion
.0of a mountain mmill willage: sooner

But while this
lusted he would

a stronger current
hiatus in his life

came to his hand. And the most
gracious of these pifts was Lucy
Fields.

Lucy was tuncd deep.
quiet splendors. She read a great
deal and thought a great deal! and

Stanley Daniels was pleased
by Luey

she was as forelgn o her
leather-skinned little mother, who
wore asafetida around her neck all
winter, as the moon 1w [orcign to
a barnyard lantern

Lucy still ached a lLttle because
she had not been able 1o go to col-
lege She winced when her mother
said: "over yan,” or cleanced her dry
fingernails with the scissors She
worked hard and believed thar Vir-
gwe Morgan was the finest woman
in the world .

Stanley Daniels wuas pleased , by
Lucy, warmed by her admrration,
sensed the fine gold under the guiet
shyness, generously let her go on in-
cubating little dreams about him
while he waited. cannil* commit-
ting himself to nothing. waiting for
whatever more splendid offering lhife
might be saving for him

When the whistle mmoaned at Hve
o'clock he waited for her She was
always conscientiously a little tate
She dabbed about, dusted, lhicked
stamps, hated hurrying out of the of-
fice Usually Virgie or Tom had to
shoo her oul

“Get along home, Lucy—your
peau won'l wait out there all night
i this raw weather.™

The wind dragged at Lucy's skirt

thin,

and made her thin silk hose feel like
coatings of ice on her legs as' she
went down the cinder road to the

“gate. Bu at the sight of Stanley

Daniels, hunihed in a sheltéred spol,
warmih flooded her bndy. sang in
her blood. made her cheeks burn
and her eyves grox - _:hit.

- (Continued next week)

“Did you heap that Jones iz suing
that water diviner chap for alander?”

“No, why? What did he say?™

“Nothing, but it appears that he
carried his divining-rod . past Jones

mﬂkmathaﬂhﬁzdaw.anﬂltbmn

to Jump llke mad.

as they blow for vouth, vicariously,
tages of a E.hmr bath, in fact he is

or later he would be caught up in.

ease it by such gracwus means ag'

under-privileged: boys and  most of
these boys come from homes in which
the/ parents do not speak English, and
a baibh tub In these homes would be a
rarity. ‘The school teaches such sub-

Pjects as Manual Training, Mechantes,
_ 1T‘:I.l]'ﬂr|.n£. Art, even Barbering,
yers in court wecrk, ndds and ends:

In
fact a new student Is Hkely to be sent
to the barber shop on his first morn-
ing nt scHool. ' The barber shop has
seven chalrs and only one masler bar-
ber. The other chairs are manned by
boys learning the trade. Owr new
student gets a real haircut, " perhaps
the first he_has ever had. and durine
the process he ls told of the advan-

advised that taking one of these is
the proper thing to do, and right away
at that. Our new student didn't look
too hopeful as he entered school that
morning but you should see him as
he steps oul of that bathroom. His
hair is actually combed and his head
is throwm back Just a little farther,
and he is whistling “There is a tavern
in the town™ or something. We don't
half appreciate soap and water = -
] [ ] L ]

Thizs wrek we are going to attempt

She had_t:ri:rm?rlttg something about flour. From
' modern bread and the statement may

time we hear comment on
b+ made that the baker uses flour
that is too fine altogether. The baker
merely uses the quality of flour

that the miller supplies, and no doubt

e ——

1 hear the remark that the brpn acts

the miller merely grinds the flour
gccording to puoblic demand., It is
well to keep in mind the! our Cana-
dian flour has no equal in the whole
world. Climaté, moisture, - northern
situatlion and the quality of the soil
has much to do with the gquality of
our wheat and of our flour mades from
1t. These counltries that import our
quuhty wheat and flour use it to mix
with flonf made from thelr own local
wheat to mprove s quality., Back
in 1928 the Dominion Government ask-~ |
ed us U we would consider going to
Singapore for them-to Introduce Can-
dian flour to the bakers there,
would have been an interesting experi-
ence for' us had we beerl dable lo go.
When speaking of four we naturally
think of flour mace from wheat. How-
ever there are many other flours. For
instance’ rye flour, barley flour, oat
flour, potato flour,; rice flour and oth-"
ers. In making flour the germ from
the wheat berry Is removed. The
germ - contains the fat and were it
not removed the flour would very
roon become rancid. Agsin we often
hear that the bran should be left in
the flour. .Of course this is done In
lhe ctase of graham flour? Again we

a5 a laxalive to the human system.
This is really not so, although the in-
clusion of the bran would mean more
roughage, which of coyrse, is neces-
sary. However, ‘the particles aof bmm!
which by fhe way the human dicestive
system has no cflect on,.passing along
the digestive tract brritate the muscles
that surround these organs, and in
that way cause them 1o -become more |
active. In am article some Uime ago
we mentioned Lhe preocessing tax that
the Dominon government had placed
on flour. Tluough an error it was
(aled that the tax was 15 cents per
bag of flour Instend of 15¢c per bushel
of wheat as It should have read.

Recently it was proposed that thils bax
should be increased to 30c per bush-,

el of whead. Should this new tax be-i
come eMective it would mean a sharp

increase in the price of bread.

L ] L]

Mo malter what the outcome of Lhe
sttuation in Greece may be, by the

ali

CANADIAN PATRIOTISM
There has been some irresponaible

talk In Detroit as well as other Amer~,

loan citles (
_trevel

Such criticlsm is 1l considered ahd
thoughtless because In normal tiumes
:su;c toursts and de].tght.m m&ﬁ-
in the States. § e

The fact that now they forego this
pleasure is merely ancther evidence of
their self-dendal for the common good

It | of Ehej,g nation at war.

"Yi was expressed patly ln a recent
editorial in the Montreal Daily Star
wn.i:hmhumt: A '
“Acceptancé by the Canadian people
of the curtailment of pleasure travel
in the United States, which they have

50 widely enjoyed'in peacetime in the_ |

past, and  thelr uncom

ance of the condition of Cash-on-the-

barrel-head when buying goods from
the United States, have arrested the

attention and brought about the wm-‘ -

derstanding of Americans as no print-
ed or apoken words could do.”

This i true. Every Detrolt.
er, every thihking ﬁmem. can have
0 ‘mind nothing but admiration for tha
modest and cheerful conduct of the
Canadians who are great per-
sonal saeriices each day that the war
continues, :

And while it is impossible for Can-
adians to travel extensively here as
they would like to, they remain eager

to extend to American visitors to thelr

country the same warm hospitality
they always have shown. Detroiters
will remember this when the summer
touring season staris.

—Delrolt Times—

Before the war, London's population
was increasing al the rate of 80,000
B YCar.

¥

time these lines appear in print, sup-
pose we withold judgement on the re-

spunsibility of those wko have engin. .

eered the action, until such time as we
have all the particulars It would be
oniy Britisl: fair play.

'ﬁ‘ An International

tsm — Editorials Areé Timely

’I Ftlt‘l:llt:l-,h Together with the Weeklv Magarine
the Moniior am ldeal Newspaps fo- 1he Home.

One. Norway Streer,
Price 312.00 Yearly

|

MNamas. _

Sarurday Issue. including Magazine Section, £2.60 a Year.
Introductory Offer.

The World’s News Seen Through
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sorbers and mew ride

at this price,

- ORIWVEA

¢ Look at the value

that’s packed into

the 1941 Ford! It's the lowest priced
car you can buy in Canada. It's the
longest inside. It has the greatest total
peating width. You get extra knee-room
and front head-room. Wider doors!
Larger windshield. Longer spring-base!
Ford riding comfort this year is a
revelation. On the new “slow-motion
springs,’”’  with improved shock ab-

simply glide over thé bumps. There’s
a softness and amoothness new to cars

L0OK WHAT FORD OFFERS

POWER AND SMOOTHNESS
of a V°-& Engine

stabilizer, you “Big-car’” feel.

Only Ford at its pnice offers you
the power and smoothness of a V-8
enigine. Eight cylinders for smoothness!
Small cylinders for economy! Extremely
low gas and oil consumption as proved
in one official contest after another!
Long life and reliabality.

Ford this year is built with greater
strength than ever. Frame is twice
as rigid. The whole car has a heavier,

See a Ford dealer,

S

mamwmwm

payment buys any Ford V-8
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