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- SWITZERLAND. .. CZECHOSLOVAKIA
... BRITAIN . . ~FREE FRANCE ...

and the four corners of the world!

. ®lns of submarines and Nazi
“statistica” —in defiance of bomba
and bombast—you’'ll see eye-open-
ing exhibits from all around the
world! Canada’s atest Exhibi-
tion b B you a tic picture
of life today in a war-torn world,

SEE Canada’s Fighting Mer
» in Action!

Canada’s Navy, Army and Air Force
will give you a “ring-side seat” for
today's war of swift, smashing
movement, Canadian-built fighting
mechines go through gruuﬂ].n%tuata
on a specially constracted “battle-
field”. Guns and shells and other
tools of war will be finished and
shipped to Empire armies. Humbled

sserachmitts from the Battla

of Britain will be on display.

"

Muslc Everywhere ! On ‘the con-
tinent's largest dance floor in the
C.N.E. Dance Pavilion, you'll swing
and sway to the rhythms of Tommy
Dorsey, Guy Lombardp, Tony
Pastor, Vaughan Monroe, Ina Ray
Hutton, and The Modernaires, The
US. Navy Baod and hundredsof
other outstanding musical organi-
zations will fill the Exhibition air
with grand, martial music! Indian
Native Dances and Old-Time
Fiddlers® Contests are part of the
colour and charm of 2-week
Wonderland. n

SEE Agriculture on a war-time
basis; a Woman's World of To-
morrow; sports classics every hour,
every day; the brilliant C.N.E.
Horse Show. See it all and see it
often —the most dramatic, impor-
tant and inspiring Exhibition of
all time,

See tanadbs Hswer”
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GO 50 50 WITH OUR FIGHTING -FORCES
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Give yourself

REMEMBER : a break. Lat

The sldwer you
drive, the more
you save !

and your service station man
him, check up your car and

put it in shape to save gascline. It gives
him needed worlcand helpy you kesp your
50,50 Pledge.
that not o deop is waitelh. our Fighting

Every gallod counts: see

Forces nesd cll the gasoline they con gel.

asnd .5’:5& your
Gasotie ffor VICTORY !
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The

World’s News Seen Through .-

THE CHRISTIAN SCIENCE MONITOR

An International Daily Newspeper

s Truthful —Constructive— Unbiased—Fres from Sensational-
h—Ed:_trm-h Are EE:'TW.;:IIM aod I
Features, Together wi ¥y Magarine Section,
the Momicer-am Ideal Newwpagper }
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WIND
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Helen Topping Miller
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The play was already belng read
when Stanley Daniels walked into
the meeting of the Little Theatre
group. |

Lucy had begun it in her frail,
aweet-volce, but very promptly Mar-
lan Morgan had objected.:

*‘Let Sally read., Lucy. We
hear half that you say.”

Lucy colored and stammered,
smiling her nervous smile, handing
over the book.

“l wouldn't be any good on the
stage, would [7"" She tried to laugh
“l try to make my voice bigger,
but it just won't be. Begin that
scene again, Mrs. Gallup.”

Sally read dramatically, * ‘Murl-
el'—Muriel's the wife, isn't she? No,
she’s the pole player's wife. Where
was 17 Oh, yes—*Muriel: And what
if T told you that T hated you.
Boyd?' ' .

“¥You," Manan interrupted, “‘could
do Muriel, Sally. Your voice suits
that part.”’

“Where was .7 'Boyd lLights a
vigarette’—who’ll be Boyd?' - -

“Mavbe Bill would.""

“He wouldn't. If we talked him
into it, just about the time the show
was ready to go on, a wire would
blow down or a turbine go wrong
ur something. Oh, here's Stanley.
Hello, Stanley—listen to this part
and see if you'd like to do it."

“But — there are several other
iwlays,” Lucy piped feebly. ‘“‘They
sent six on approval. You might
ke some of the others better."

‘Go on, Sally.,"” Marian prodded.
‘We'll never get- through at this
rate,"”

Lucy held her breath while Stan-
ey Daniels took off his coat. . She
“ad maneuvered an empty chair and
<he glowed happily when he crossed
ne room and sat beside her.

"1 don't like this play so much,”
-he whispered. *'I wish they'd read
wome of the others.'

Sally's voice rose and fell dramat-
cally. Lucy sank into a happy
wmbness. She was very tired, and
~-he was unimportant to this group
ind knew jt, and she did not greatly
are so long as Daniels was near.
‘he wondered if he would walk home
vith her, and nursed a jerk of panic
or fear he wouldn't. They had so
much to talk over—so much’ had
uppened at the mill—and here the
-mall cold uncertainty that had tor-
mented Lucy for days intruded
again,

Had Daniels been a little odd =t
he mill—a frifle on the defensive?
-he hated harboring this uneasiness.
sut it would not down.

“T'm an awful fool!l" Lucy scorned

can't

erself.

She made herself stop thinking
ibout it, made herself stop looking
i1 the backs of his hands, lean and
:lender and stained with chemicals.
‘lis cuffs were very clean. He was
tways clean, close-shaven, jaunty.
~he tried to listen to the play, but
't was stupid and too sophisticated
‘or a village audience, she decided.

Sally read gaily on. *'Oh, listen—
| love this! Murie! says, ‘Why do

ve seem always to fall in_love with |

he wrong people? Why does love
‘0 blundering through the world,
reg? Nothing else blunders—not
ceath nor trouble—they go straight
o the mark—but love gets it-2.f lost
—finds itself in strange places where
i1 was never meant to be.” 1 think
that's a gorgeous line. Why don't
we just decide on this play and
send the others back?"

“It's so talky.” ‘'Marian argued.
“Muriel is a good part but that
Pam—she's washy, 1 think. Nobody
could make Pam appealing.”

“You could. Especially in this
scene with Greg."'

“That weepy thing? You know I
can't weep. And Pam is always
syrrendering. Maybe English wom.
en surrender so gracefully—but 1
couldn't. And we haven't anvone
to play Greg."”

“Why not ask that new mﬂr?..HE'ﬂ
grand looking."’ “A

“"He wouldn’t be interested,’ Mar-
tan sald, aloofly

“You mean,” Lucy was thinking,
“"you wouldn't be interested in hav-
mg him."

The meeting ended at nine, after
some squabbling, with no decision
arrived at

“1 must go,” Sally said. “Bill's
playing pool—he aiways loses and
he'll get bored and mad aftbr an
hour of itt And we have such 8
ghastly long way to go.™

Lucy was nervous as she put the
plays back into the envelope. Stan.
ley Daniels heiped her on with her
coat, but he sa'd nothing about walk.
ing home Instead., he crossed the
room and began talking to the oth:
ers. Lucv's heart went down with

a sick thump. though she made—an

effort _a! beng ~ - g5 they all
1 ; ' B ;

| SRve no-sign

went down the at together. At
the boattum she rave a little shiver
and exclaimed J3r-r-r! Cod. I'm
glad | haven'! fnr 10 go."

But Stanley Deniels had already
hurried away, with a 'casual good
night. ' ,

Lucy walked home rapidly along
the dark little ,street. She had
winlked it all her life, she knew ev-
ery bush, every post, every rut In
the cinder path, windows Wwere light-
ed and people up and about, but she
quickened her walk into a run. But
this was not from fear. It was not
fear that made her snatch the front
door , open, throw her hat into a
chalr, and rush to her own room
She had to get there before misery
overwhelmed her -

Her purse tell on the Aoor as she
lung herself on the bed. Tears ran

down and soaked the pillow, and her |-

thin shoulders shook Nothing was
any use! He didn't care—and who
could blame him? This awful house
—her awful clothes—ner coldriess
personality. Ewven her wvoice was
pale and uninteresting He was gick
of her—she had Aung herself at him
—oh, she had! No uge denying it.
A ragged scbh tore past her lips

“What's the matter with you?”
Her mother in her faded outing
nightgown end curlers was at the
door. :

Lucy burrowed deeper into the pil
low.

“Nothing's the matter!” she
wailed. "Evetything's the maltter!
Go away! Oh, for heaven's sake, gc
away!" -

Stanley Daniels walked rapidly
He was definitely worried. He hao
returned. to his room alt Mrs. Gill's,
after the lense. upse' day at the
mill, to fAnd a note uon the hall ta
ble. Mra Gill drew his attentior
1o Il eapgurly

“He left 1t here aBout an hous
a0 He said he'd come back Hi
~-a:d he wanled to see vou abou
seven-thirty "'

Daniels tore
vtlope open.

the cheap gray en
A defensive, appre
rnsive anger made his face bhun
« he read thy few hines

AR anrmaes 1o won™ be here

Tell him I had to go to a meenne
An aimportanl meeting.”

“"Maybe you better write o note,
worried the lafdlady. *“‘Maybe 'L
tel it wrong.'" She did not like of
fending people—not when she ower
maoney on a note

“No, I won't write any note Just
tcH him that 1 had another engage
ment. "’

But as he hurried along the frozen
street he had a feeling that thing:
'mpended It did not surprise hin
when he walked into his own room
to find Wallacg Withers sitting there
in the one comfurtable chair

“"Well, [ waited, young feller,”
Vallace said.  *'l sent you word twao
or three times to come and see me
but you diwdn't take the trouble——sr
| came to see you."

"So 1 see.” Daniels strove for
nonchalance. *“'I've been busy |
ntended coming but—" he hung up
s overcoat carefully. '""Was there
<omething vou wanted to sce me
about?””

Wallace Withers squared himsell
and fixed b “ands in a pontifical
gesture.

“"Things have happened — you
might say all that developmient |
was talking to you about is aboul
o come to a climax. The men whe
are in with me are ready to take-
deflnite steps. We figure we're ready
for a little co-operation now from

“And how am 1 supposed
to co-operate?”

you." It was spoken pompously. Ob-
viously, Daniels decided. the speech
had been rehearsed.

Daniels’ lips drew stroight. His
eyes moved away, grew guarded.

"And how am 1 supposed to co-
operate?"’

Wallace Withers liked an effect
He waited a moment, put on an ex-
pression of suave importance,
spread his fingers on the: backs of
his hands. '

“lI am about ready to start some
—extensive operations. Lumber—
and pulp. From what I've heard
from you | figured you might be
ready to come along in with me. 1
expect to buy the Morgan mill. If
Virgie holds out--and she's a hard
headed woman—we’ll build a mill g
our own, but I've got an idea thai
won't be necessary And I'm count.
ing on you."

Uncertainty, fear even, was cold
in Stanley Daniels' veins, but he

“So—that's ‘what you had in your

| ;und? 1 wasn't ir- rese=d at first .

- talk."”

1 thought it was ml—'ﬁﬁil-. a lot of
windy talk But you had 1t al
planned out,” .-

Withers®
ed like the lips of a turtle,

"l don't waste time on windy
he said *“*Naot on young
squirts like you | talked to you
because | had something for you to
do—and you did it!""

Stanley Danlels aprang up.
nothing! I'om not in this,
intereated.™

“Virgie,” drowled the old man,
“might f(gure different. And you
better be interesied [t means a fu-
ture for you—or no future at all,
you might say ) mean to go a long
ways in this business--1've got mon-
ey in back of me and I'm not going
to do eny two-penny job of it If
you want to come along—all right.
If you don't—"'

"Then what? Daniels' face was
stff and colorlesy

“*1 did
I'm not

Wallace Withers grinned and 1t

was not a pleasant grin. !

“Way 1 look st it—if you don't
come in with me, there wan't be
ony place for you to go.”

“*She won't sell ™

*She’ll sell—ar quit! BEven if she
don't sell—you won't have a job any
moral"’ ’

*So—that's the racket! Either |
gu wn with you—wreck what I'm
doing—or you wreck me? That's a

threat, is it?"

“I don't aim to us€é words like
that. I'm just giving you the best
advice | know. And I'm making you
a pretty good offer

“An offer of what?
that 18n"t
dream.”’

“You might find out it was a pret.
ty strong pipe You fellers,” he
waxed oratorical, "'yYou younhg men
think you know everything That's
vour trouble  You don't give any
ian past torty credit for having an
serse

‘1'l give you credit for plenty of
sense—crouk sense! [ might hawve
known whal you were up to! You
tricked me—got informetion oul of
me and now—"' ]

"And now

A business
established — & pipe.

vow're sort ol sguirm

ing, ain't you, boy? ‘Well, you
needn’t squirm. WNot o you keerp
vour head and look out! for number
sne | don®t figure to talk—not to
anybody. Of course, 1 could go to
Virgie Morgan and tell her a mighty
interestin’ story But that won't be
needful, tf you keep your head—and
anyway, 1 look for Virgie to be ready
te listen to reason by another
week, "™

“"Lock bera, i wou think 'en 2o
!ng t‘n—li

Withers ran his P, sowi-tos.
g fingers through his hair,

“I'm not going to argue with you,”
he said. *'And U you think you can
make me mad, you ain't geiting any.
where with it, It's been tried be-
fore. All you've got to do is quit
your job by roon Saturday  Tell
Virgie you've got & better offer—tell
her anything you please-—~but you're
going to quit."

“And what if | don't?"”
was defiant.

Withers shook down his too-short
sleeves, picked up his hat.

“You will,"" he said dryly.

He tramped down the stairs and
Stanley Daniels heard the door
slam

Daniels stood still for a long min-
ute, Il o cigarette and let it go out,
then snaiched up his hat. The air
of the room was suddenly stifling.
He pounded down the stairs.

In the parlor, with the asparagus
(erns, the everlasting rummy game
went on. Three salesmen were play-
ing, slapping down cards, laughing
loudly. The fourth playver was Bran-
ford Wills.

Daniels stared, swore, went out
quickly. So—he was spylng was he
—the heel, the interloper! A surge
of fury burned through Daniels’
body, then chilled, leaving him with
a weight of cold nausea at the pit
of his stomach. He found himself
thigking of Lucy. Of her gentle eyes
and her mothering ways and her
loyalty. Suddenly he felt young and
lonely and afraid.

(Chapter XVI Next Week)

Daniels

J. COOKE
FLOOR CONTRACTOR

¥LOOR LAYING SANDING
REBURFACING FINISHING

WE BFECIALIZE IN
OLD FLOORS

Good Workmanship

Collections

On August 1st, 1641, an Owen
Sound client wrote: “Aoccept our
sincers thanks o your efforts
and suocess in cleaning up this
account in full”

to-day and be prepared to send
us your thanks a fow weeks Jat-
er. No doubt you would find
some of Yyour money—burisd In’
dormant accounts, usaful to-day.
Let us get it for you.
KELLY & AIKEN
Collection Specialists
ORANGEVILIE -

Ontario

lips folded and unfold-

We may read all aboyt the

ed curtallment of the manuf,
0f molor cara. In another we
the detalls of the inconvenience of
enforced shorter hours in which we
are allowed to purchaze gasoline. In
atlll another column we
the drowning accidents that have oo«
curred over the weekend, If we werg -
to ask you which of these three” col-
umns doesn't belong 1in the BA e

0o~ .-

you v_rnuld say that

it would
one aboutbt the dro DY the

gure_ that reply would be correct. Dura ' )
Ipg the last twenty fye thirty .-
Years we heave aspent all kim of
money on cars, on gas and on-oll and
other accessories for them.
have providéd our milllons for paved
roads for these cars to run on. It was .
all very nice. We've become familiny
with almost*every beauty spot In On~
tarlo and all because of these motor °
ﬁm. IBut while we
ons lor cars and for paved roads
neglected to dig up even g forw t-hug'
ands for decent swimming pools for'
our boys and girls to learn to swim in.
Had we spent a little Jess for cars
and roads and a lttle more lor swim-
ming pools chances are hy of these
drowning accidents wuumever have
occurred. Or again notice how easy
it Is to dig up $1.86 for 5 gatlons of
gas but try to collect a fow dollars
to organize a girls' softball team for
Inslance, and see where ¥ou land. Cars
are alright, gettirig out In the fresh
air is necessary, becoming better ac-
quainted with the beauty spots of the
province is all to the good, but boys
and girls are stlll worth more than
them all put together. Perhaps some
day we mey learn to value them at
thelr true worth.
- vV VvV v
IT WAS EIGHT years ago last week
that we first started writing a .
newspaper column. We had no
license to write at all. We had been .
Interested in the manufacture of bread
ever since we were sixteen years of
age and it might be difficult to think
of another business farther removed
from that of writing for publication.
However, we liked tq, write and 1t
soon became a habit not unlike shav-
ing every morning or’ of winding up
the clock, or putting out the cat. Last
week's Herald contained a word of
fppreciation and along with it the
statement was made that they didn't
Blways agree with ‘our opinlon and
mentioned particularly that we had

stated that we would welcome a retum

to unwrapped bread. We get more
Kick out of anyone disagreeing with us
than we would I they handed us a
»at on the back. That is one reason
that this war is being fought in order
that we may all have an opinion of
our own and that we can state that
opinlon without fear of being shot.
However, w¢ would like to explaln our
stand In regard to the wrapplng of-
bread. Allv flour contains certain
bacteria which withstands baking tem- -
perature, In fact during the time that
the bread is In the oven this particy-
lar bacteria Is merely getting its toes
warmed up as it can withstand double
baking temperature. Bacteria needs
fresh alr just as much as you and I
do, and when bread is enclosed In an
air-tight wrapper conditions are some-
what similar for this bacterla to that
of being confined In an incubator. The
result is of course that the flavor of
the bread is affected, and If left too
long we have what is nown as ropey
bread. The odor of the bread |Is
changed from that of the nutty wheat
llke:flavor to that of an odor similar
to a mousey, peach-fuzz flavor, and is
it ever nauseating. Wrapped hbread
does seem llke a sanitary way of
handling bread, and It does keep moist
longer when wrapped. However, un-
til somebody invents a wrapper that
is more porous and that will allow the
entrance of some fresh alr we will
be sticking up for unwrapped bread
Y ¥V ¥
THERE HAVE been a good many in-
teresting vislts and visliors these
last few weels, TUsuslly these
vislts and visitors are announced in
the personal columns. However, the
visits and visitors that we have In
mind have been kept very quiet, Of
course we have reference to the Wins
ston Churchlll and President Roose=
velt visit, then the Duke of Kent's
visit to Canada and as though that
wasn't enough there was the visit to
the Old Country of Prime Minister
Mackenzie King. Most of these visits
were kept quiet untll- after they had
at least landed in the country visit-
ed- and all oh account of the war.
Now a group of ten Canadian journa-
lists are elther going or have gone to
England and ambng them none other
than our frlend Hugh Templin of e
Fergus News-Record, writer of thoee
interesting artieles that have beén ap-
pearing In the Herald each week about
the Royal Canadlan Alr Force. These
journalists are going at the invitation
of the British Council who ask that
“ten working jJournalists spend thres
weaks in Britain to see the prepar=-
atidns for the defence of the Island™
Their expenses are being paid by the
British governament. ‘We mentioned ln
this column a few weeks ago that
Hugh Tempiin geis around a good bit,
but at that time we didn't have a trip
of this kind In mind. We'll be inter-
ested In Hugh's accounts of what he
sees over there and so will & good

‘many others. BSome fellows have

the luck. Or as somebody has &
“Opportunity comes to those best
pared.” )

read all sbout

Broup us the other two, chances are l

Agnlnwu,'

dug up these mil= : -




