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dispense toe-ting- '

ling tunes ey h:?tﬂmuun and even-

ing asthe crowds gather on Canada’s
‘ Iargest dapce floor at the C.N.E.

- Dance Pavilion.

£ When the Army “fight” the

Navy or the Air Force on the Grand-

stand track and the CN.E. playin

fields, you'll want to be on bhan

to sea the "fur fly” in these Cham-
__ pPionship events.,

-y

Canada’s "Gay White Way” will posi-
. tively sparkle with new attractions

from theends of the earth. Brand new

airplane rides will add an extra zip

to ﬂﬂj’hﬂdi’_ﬂ visit to

the 1841

L A Tutlur and his Hell Drivers
airily eastruction every after-
n#:hn. ff?s ma:ur muﬂnaau! And

@8 o amazing spectacle

- "Britannia” gs an Empire to life

. for grandstand crowds.
: * * & *x
Come along and be aure to bring the
. family, Bpend days at tpb most
: inspiring, dramatie,
' informative Exhibition
% in a colourful history. .
Advanos
. L dnd all Exhibition'af
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HAWK
;in tlze "

WIND
| Htle; To:;il:g' Miller .

8 D. Appleten-Centisry Cs.,
WHNU Ssrvioe.

CHAPTER X1

There was ap instant’s silence.
© Virgie sat without thoving. Marian
gave a little startled gasp and Lucy
said vaguely, "“Why—""

Then Virgie snorted. *“1 reckon
[*1) just have 'to go on standing In
the way of progress, Wallace. Be-
cause you won't get my mill "

Withers hitched forward, his eyes
showing points of anger.

"I recken you didn’t understand
me, Virgie. 1 want your mill—and
['m going to get it. I've got money
senind me—hie money. I can get
ihe timber I can get the mar-
kets.” T fiy .. on getting into the
pulp business.' )

“"And just how," Virgie asked de-
hberately, *‘do you plan to get pos-
session of my mill?"* '

“*1 Agure to buy it—at a fair price,
taking account of the depreciation
in the value of _the stock and the
depreciation of the property. 1 got
a right td do it.”” Slow red crept up
into his face. 1 figure to buy that
property- and improve it."

*It needs improvement, does it?""

““You know the shape that mill's
in! Look here, what's that Fields
1] writing down everything 1 say
lor?™

**This is a busmmess conference.
You said so yourself [ may not
know enough 1o run a pulp mill
but I do know enough to run a busi-
ness conference. Lucy's taking notes

“hecause ] told her to do it

“You'd better take a néte of this,
Virgie—=I'm offering an opportunity
to sell. If you won't sell—then 1 fig-
ure to put you out of business!"

“You- did some fancy figuring,
didn’t you, Wallace? You must have
strained your mind, getting all those
cph aims and ambitions into lan-
suage. Too bad it's all going to
waste—all that brain power. You
could run for something and maybe
pet elected if you pint all your elo
juence on the job As it is, yvou're
just wasting your breath. My mill
~on't be for sale—tomorrow nor any
other day. Not so long as I can find
4 green stick in this country to
arind into pulp So—this business
~onference seems fo me to be prac-
ucally overt”

He stood up and Lucy, watching
'n a sort of fascinated awe over her
aote-book, saw that his hands trem-
noled. His lips drew back a Tittle
-howing his yellow teeth
. "“Your mill will be for sale, Vir-
g1c Morgan! If it ain't for sale to-
day—it will be. It will be! 1 don't
qgure to be balked in what I set
sut to do Not by anybody. You
bhetter do a little thinking, Virgie.
You'll sell to me—reasonable—or I'll
:et capital and put you out of busi-
ness. Now I'U thank you for my
e
5;\1& had not, Virgie thought thank-
tully, afterward, put him out of the
house. She had kept her temper
wnd she had kept her head. But
when he had.gone rattling away in
his old car, she strode the length of
the room and punched the fire sav-
apely. '

““The old pea-hen! The old ant-
eater! Put me out of business, will
he? My mill's faliing in, is it?"

-From a commer came Marian's
worried wvoice. “"He might do |t
Mother.""

“"He might do it?"" Virgie was
grateful for an outlet for her sizzling
wrath. ""He might run for Congress
—he might try to blow up Whiteside
Mountain, too.+ But where would he
get? Nowhere! He's trying to bluff
me out — the penny-pinching .old
hound dog! He's sore because he
couldn't marry my "mill and get it
without putting out a cent. I know
Wallace Withers. ['ve known him
most of his life—as well as though |
had stirred up the mud to make
him!""

“*But the mill 1s shabby, Mother.
All the metal roofing is rusty and
the mortar falling out of the bricks
—and Tom has propped up the fence
in 8 dozen places.”

fted burmed in Virgie's cheeks.
Her eyves shot blue sparks.

**1 should spend money to fancy
up the mill on the outside whan the
men aren't back on full pay yet!
When [ can't even discount my bills!
Your father never asked for more
than thirty days in his life—~and I'm
thankful if T can get anything paid
off in ninety.”

“We only topk sixty for the new
parts for the Joerdan machine, Mrs.
Morgan.™
= **Much obliged, Lucy Suck with
me. will yvou? | seem to need =
couple of Triends ™’

“Father.,”” Marian persisted, ““*had
id-fashioned ideas—vyou know that,
dother He was too conservative

or these times ™
- B

“re—ap the straight, strong. judi-
' hne of his lips, at his thoughtful,

cauliopus €¥€8. The look heartened

,
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her, stopped the odd quivering In
her knees, the shaken cold anger
that tore at her. David was with
her. He had died but he had not
taken his spirit away from the mill
It walked thege, stood over the blow
pits and the great digesiers and
deckers, where the raw pulp was
steamed and thinned and ground
and dried—fine filber that would one
day be milled into missals for nuns
or paper on which letters would be
written to old mothers.

She .gave David a ook that
reached a hand to him through this

strange gloom, this shadow which
was as fearsome and intangible as
the swoop of a bawk through the

- *“Your father’'s way was' an old-
fashioned way,”” she said, *“‘but so
are a lot of things old-fashioned.
Things . like good credit and a good
name, like fairness and hon-
or and decent dealing. They've in-
vented some smart methdds but
they've névér Invented anything that
takes the place of” those old-fash-
ioned things!™

“We could paint the roller mill,”
suggested Lucy faintly. “We could
let the boys work on it slack days.””
* *And have Wallace Withers walk
by and see that he's got us scared?
Let himn build his pulp mill. I'm
not going to be stampeded into
changing my ways WMorgan pulp is
known wherever men make paper
Nobody gives a darn If it's milled in
a pole shack with a brush roof
It'’s good pulp. Lucy. you put all
this in the form of a report. 1
might want to prove some time that
old Withers threatened me. I'm
going to call that lawyer tonight and
go over to see Tom the first thing
in the morning and enjoin those
crooks from cutting that timber "

Marian stood up, slim and grave
and gallant "All night, Mother—f
you're going to fight, we'll fight with
you."'

Virgie's grimness melted and her
eyes misted briefly

“I was just standing here wishing
to the Lord that [ had a son Life
gets pretty thick for & wouman, some-
times. But—if we hang lugether we
can beat 'em: Youu go now, Marian,
and take Lucy home Make Los
sle go with yvou-—l don™t want you
coming back on that rond alone ™

“Mother, I've driven it alone a
hundred times!"’

“T know that And I've been mak-
mg pulp for years, but now all of a
sudden somebody takes a notion 1o
hurn down the mill."

Though she rose at intervals to
take bromides, WVirgie could not
sleep. Her battling spirnt was
roused, she found herself elenching
her fists in the dark, making up
savage and telling speeches and
muttering fragments of them aloud.

‘The thin, blue winter dawn came
late. She had already given up hope
of rest when the east began to be
pearl and aquamarine She got ap
and dressed, putting on her good
blue suit, her best silk blouse. She
would have preferred going into ac-

tion In her old corduroys and boots,

but this fight todayv was to be one
of wits, of law and shrewdness—nol
to be conducted in a disreputable
old hat jerked belligerently over one
eye.

At least, thank goodness, her ene-
my was now standing forth in the
open. The secret hawk that beat
dark wings between her and the sky
was a thing of form and definition.

And she felt sure that if she could
keep Payne and Hooper and Wal-
lace Withers from getting possession
of the timber area on Hazel Fork,
she could defeat their schemes. She
knew every inch of land, every
standing tree, every foot of availa-
ble pulp wood for a hundred miles
around. What little Wallace With-
ers owned, even counting the acre-
age he had bought from Perry Ben-
nett, would not go far. No man in
his right mind would put money into
a mill, with so scant a supply as that
in prospect. And the rest, except
for Tom's rich heritage, was tied up
by leases by power concerns or lum-
ber people—or by the great Cham-
pion mill, except what she herself
controlled.

She knew that Wallace Withers
would extend. himself to destroy her.
No pestilence ever set loose in any
clime could work the havec wrought
by an ignorant, bigoted man, work-
ing ruthlessly for his own ends.
especially when under this flerce.
cold passion for eminence there
burned the moving fury of.a person-
al spite. Wallace was a vain and
unscrupulgus man, disdained. Ne
éthics would deter him, no reasoning
ouch him. He would break her if
he could, because only by reduting
her to suppliant meekness could he
rebuild the brittle tower of his own
prime conceit.

She made a8 cup of coffee, 1n the
kitchen, and drank it black and, hot.
Lossie came scuffing in in bedroom
shppers, her hair plastered stiffly in
a net

"My goodness,”” she exclaimed,
‘you going to the mill this early?
Whyn't you call me to get you some
breakfast?™ .

“I'll eat later. ['ve gol a lot to
do | don't know when 1’1l be back.”

Her old car roared down the hill.
The early morning fog was lying in
great whife scarves of feathers down
the slopes of the mountains. The
steam of the mill drifted like wings
1pamst a dawn-quickened sky, as
<he approached the gate

Suddenly she found herself deeply
muoved, lovirtg that shambling build-
ng. the windows burning in the wan,
~intry sun, the ranked piles of
wood, even the choking. sulphide
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A MESSAGE FOR ALL CANADIANS

New ground is broken Iin the CBC
production, "Canada Speaks,” to be
heard over the natlonal network on
Monday, August 18, at 9.30 p.m. EDST
In this music-drama In verse John
Kannawln, Pralrie Reglonal Represen-
tative of the CBC, and veteran net
work prodducer tabove, top), accepls tue
challenge to Canadian radio, that ir
shall see the spiriteal lssues of to-

day’'s world-wide struggle and glve
them adequale expression on the net-
works, Lyrical passages In this new
pitece, now given its world premlere,
have been sel to music by Hugh Ban-
croft, Winnipeg organist and composer
(lower left). Albert Pratz, Toronto
violinist and conductor, now stationed
in Winnipeg, Uower right) Is arrang-

Ing and conducting the musical score.

which will be presented by a large
orchesira and chorus, wth Stanley Ho~
ban, and Victor Klassen, tenor, as so-
loists. Principal roles in the spokem
dialogue will be taken by Beth Locker-
bie and Helen Nicol. The work will oe
produced by Charles P. Wright, Benlor
Prairie Region producer (centre).
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REMEMBER: The slower
you drive, the moie you
save |

Guas bumed up while standing stll totals a
staggering gallonage. So never leave your cax

running, s just as

—even for a few minutes— with the motor

easy fo switch it off omd

save gascline. Hemember your 50/50 Pledge:

don"t let your motoer idle.

Ontario cheese fa

two bushels of Oats

HON. F. M. DEWAN, Minicter

cheese production by 2,574,772
Britain must have 112,000,000

ONTARIO

AN URGENT APPEAL TO ONTARIO FARMERS |-

Keep your cows milking!

job in M-ny and June.
Don't let the drought be a tool for Hider.
pounds of cheese this year. This requires effort on
your pact. Drought conditions call for heavier grain fezding immediacely.
(1) Feed any available grain or sila
(2) Buy Bran and Shorts at the pe o

Feed Store at a saving of $3.00 per con. Prices are now at
May levels.

(3) Feed new grain at once.
(4) Don't stint, Milk flow must be maintained.

YOU WILL NEED GREEN FEED THIS FALL

Work up a stubble field. After the first rain, sow one bushel Rye or Fall Wheat and
acre. This mixture will also provide early Spring pasture.
You will be surprised and pleased at the quick and steady growth.

ONTARIO IS BRITAIN’S “FRONT LINE” FOR DAIRY
PRODUCTS, SO KEEP YOUR COWS MILKING!

patrons did a

Feed the cows to feed Britain
ONTARIO DEPARTMENT OF AGRICULTURE

W. R. REEX, Depety Minister

increased

prices from your nearest
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n='stently The mill was her life—
i the rest of her life It was Da-
- r.-what wasg left to her of tHe madn
she had loved

L 3

iy z
She mu%l'l fight for it. StiMy she

set hér chin ‘on that thought
The nlght

g |

men, not yet gone off{
sift, stared at her as she walked, :

—

across the frosen yard.

{Chapter XTIV Next Week)

numml

I can hear mother
dad ‘dear’'"”

eyes ahead, face grim and r&nlutu.\ Child (at kayhols): “There




