4 ok 30 much hurt, sic, un startled,”
‘was the stranger’s q:%uy spoken

“Aurned out to the left, instead of 1o the right,

a3 his vision must Bave been with road-dust and sudden panic.

il : t.zm Hm' - {?Lu“ﬁ
%:m:%m

_ Then he stared at the

R —

|
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L | a

F
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Nt

ARTHUR

sm/';qem,

i s %
W ould YO Iy ml stopping

wider than
siranger, iIn
tone of voice.

usual? requested
a somewhal

oint,” ventured the slightly perplexed

!H“h-' as the car came to a stop.

"1 wonder if vouw can?"’
| the wistful-eved stranger at his side.

| as® this because vou have spoken

| neerl s o need of vision.
| something more
| rivers. and slatlier plains. | see
ors and countless leagues of wheal-

land threaded wiph steel

ago the wilderness lav.

ways, and La Verendrve and Radisson
and Mackenzie, with wonder in their

| the solitude a mystery

the Roman Empire at its loftiest
| might easily be losl, numbing the mind

| with its magnitude, thrilling the very
soul with its vistas of
isplrndur.

and left nobler by loss, the loss of her
| happy dead whd gave up their lives

| for an Idea, and an Idea which others | paigning s a good deal different
see | to the
a people who have endured the test | itwenly vears ago

must transmule into an Ideal. |

_nf disaster without flinching

shoulder to shoulder before obliga-|
tion, For I see its heroes to be re-
warded, its wounded to besuccoured, |
Ils homes to be builded, its ships to
&0 voyaging forth into hungtier lands
with the bread of life, its valleys of
virgin loam to be opened up lo its
'sons ol adventure. see il striving
to weave ils children up into the
fabric/of nationhood. [ see it begging
| to make them partners in a prosperity |
which s their own if they wile}cﬂniy
accept it. I see it wilh ils great tasks
still uncompleted, asking, as | have|
said, mot for sacrifice but for vision,
‘proclaiming not its poverty but ils
rght to reap the fruits of victory!"
| The eyes of the two men met, and
still again that vague sense of un-
easiness touched with humility took
:Etmrﬂmu of the hard-headed man of
| business aa he stared at the stranger
with the light of exaltalion on ﬁ:
coloriess face. Hardy even sat
speechless for a moment or two, with
his hand on the wheel of his car. * |
“And what's all this Lo me?" he|
| démanded, bul of ihat prolonging

were finding their voice,

‘18 talk, and I'm a man of action.

HERE was a shout of alarm, a scream of brakes hard
down, and a cloud of dust as the heavy motor-car slithered l
to a stop. !
“I hit "em!” gasped John Hardy, with a shake in his knees |
as he sat gripping the wheel and staring back over his shoulder. |
Then, with a sinking of the midriff, he leaned over the car-side
and looked at his running-board. He looked at it as though he
expected to see shreds of flesh hanging from its metalled edges.
But he could see nothing, nothing on the running-board and
nothing on the road itself, Yet something was wrong with his
eyes or with his nerves, that morning, for he had misjudged both
his speed and his distances as that strange looking vehicle had
come with ghost-like quietness about the turn in the road. The
whole thing, indeed, had struck him as a bit fantastic, as a bit
incredible, like a spectacle carpentered together for a motion-
picture camera; the sombre grey team with their sombre trap-
pings, the ancient-looking barouche with the two cockaded
figures on the driving-seat, the solitary passenger in his solemn-
looking miilitary cape and the three-cornered black hat that
shadowed a greyv face with a far-away look in the eyes. It
puzzled John Hardy. His Klaxon-horn had, apparently, been
unheard, just as his shout had been ignored. Andthe fools had
So as he ducked
for his emergency-hrake and stiffened in his seat he knew that
the collision was inevitable. Ie had not actually seen it, misted

But as he ﬂm. mey-jowled and shaken, waiting for the
Unknown to di ﬁ his eye fell on a brown pocketbook
within ten feet of his car.

He clambered dowa from hin‘ml] intimidating before the sustained,
and picked it up. Instead of being a' unruffled dignity of the stranger who
ﬁuhtbmk, however, jt was a much-! had obviously suffered an he

umbed wvolume of calf-skin. | from the encounter. :
But he up the Iaded| ‘I showld be
pages, which he was 1o make out | kindness,” " acknowledged the grey-
as a copy of Grey's . 1o see a| faced man With the mournful eyes,
m'ﬂh th the dust-| And Hardy's sense of uiet per-

oud which sisted, even when they were back
Wmmwthithﬂ_h in the car and once more .
_ the baro only now  IHe even covertly studied the
the grey-faced without assive figure at his side.
t. His en you're not an actor. after
% all?"" he finally ventured, more humble
than he had intended to be.

“An actor?' echoed the other,
djﬁ:.ly exed. “‘No,.I am not an
actor, am an observer now, and
nothing more,"” :

“You're lucky
that, «in d
the man

with gratitude.

man, al any rate,

t have happened to the

ariot and the tombstone-
horses. But he muttered, under
; “Confound those movie

sl :

knew, had no ghoat a
him. - “Huort?” he de-

. delibera
d a little mﬁ:%vumm
the [ar-away in its gyes,

Lhe speed and went career-
i:n.’r a road tha! ribboned eily-
ward beb orchard
and hillside already

teful for that

ky tt{l; have time for|
¢ these ™.
action, net um:.

of the olher's mild bewilderment as|

lﬂtmﬂf:ld-

hem a still wider
,m?mh slong  the | clustered

e sl

as |

o~

actual performance, that I've done

time, when they knew the push would |

be a hard one! And sticking to the :

job until it was finished, and finished | have.” e

right!" ' “Have vou?" inquired the man at
“Then you regard it as finished?” |Mis smde, quietly and quite without
“Well, we're not studying German | Fancour, |

verbs and goose-stepping up to a; Hardy sat for a moment in thought,

Bismarck-herring burgomeisfer with | saiffing a phantasmal rebuff in the

taxes for Clown ince  Willie's | ironie calmness of that inquiry. Then

women and racing-stables. And that's | his [ace lost a little of its color.

finish enough for mel" - "Well, there's one thing 1 want to
“Then everything has been done?” tell you. Fm not in the habit of

[ 2 . "
moment o l'ﬂ,'“_ W }'Il.'f!' W CAn see [-]‘” “_I.th hl"a Rf_‘”;ng1 | |
the | about having given my son for the|own.
abstracted | cause, 1

| Hardy sal eﬁmmg
murmured | valley . plum with

| "'l wonder if you are seeing far enough | Was a_reticent man,

' to see this Canada of vours as | see it [often he was prompted to speak of
now, this land of beauty that was born | these Lthings.

| for glory, if only .flnll-lt and the men of |

| Your ume could [athom its promise? | of honor, to go gloriously, in the

| something more than crowded har- | said, as though afraid of an emotion
' | which he dare not explore too deeply.
. and fat|So he
‘farms and proud and stately cities | coolhea
, where little more than a generation | faint elaim. 1
, , !f see the ! different, if my boyihad given:up his
| lonely figures of Cabot and Carlier | life at white heat, in one of those big
and Lhumlplum threading its waler- |
A

eyes, pushing deeper and deeper into | way he did die seems so meaningless,

, of .its | so acridental, so damnably unneces-
praines. 1 see acountry that stretches | sary, that [ can't help getting

all a world away, linking the Atlantic | now and then, when
| with the Pacific, a country in which | about it.”

matenal | about warfare’
But I see more than this. |

Il see a nation purified by suffering | admitted the other,
| ing to himself, and only to himsell.
"Well,

(o now | you win a battle nowadays vou can't
| lacing the keener test of success, alcall it actually won until the moppers-
nation that stood shoulder to shoulder | “lD

before perl now called on to stand|e

| movement,"”
| too busy to send in a mopping-up

- ﬂmiﬁ;d.
| helping with the wounded, when he |

| ' a second or two he sat inert.
silence, perplexed by, the difficulty | he pulled himsell together, grasped
with which his ghostly resentinents | bis gear-shift, and let in his clutch.
' “It sounds ! Some inner commotion of his mind
like very fine talk. But talk, after all, | seemed to expend itself in the fury
s t ! ! : I with which he raced his car-e
believe in doing things, instead of they got under way
saying them. And I rather imagine | rocking and slew:

when g-'ﬂurfet down to hard-pan and| wide valley before them.

about as much for this country as you | telli

asked the wistful-eyed al.rlnaar,:P““aiﬂl my personal troubles before
“everything that Canada and the!strangers [ .l:.‘“k up on the road. l_ful
Empire needs?" I may ant tuings & Jetie :trns{ht-::. =
“There are the loose ends, of ;. FS 0 O SRPENSIN D VWD, A8

course,”’ conceded the man of business | Eﬁh:ﬁﬂ “"Eﬁ“fci‘nl"“f dmﬁ f“:d'.“
with a shrug. “Somebody's got to |, o = Iglﬂti at 1 losi my boy, over
get after them, But thefire’s out, ang | 5 ° 1 T ARGSTS. _

the Kaiser's playing beaver round the | Hardy could feel the wistiul eyes of
trde-butts over at Huis-Doorn, and | the other man searching his face.
that Armistice-Day hub-bub, natur-' “But you ean at least glory in that
ally, isn't the sort of thing that can |l death?” the stranger finally suggested.

last over-night. “1'm not so sure that I do,” Hardy

“l infer, then, that you served and | {ound himself compelled to admit.
suffered in this war?" queried the “He was very close to me, that boy.

sombie figure at Hardy's side. And he w: ' :

A cloud settled on the rubicund ;ﬂ,l:'m t u;ﬂauﬂ';a: :‘:ﬂ;dn;dﬂn"ﬁg’
face with the grizzly temples.  Works when | was through. But it

“No, I stayed right here and stuck | fired him, that first call from overseas,
to business,” he acknawledged. “But | and he went withoul g thought of
I ruther think I did my share. 1 held | anything else. He weat the way they
obs open for every boy from The | all went, for there was s Deast loose

e e g e g
- ..—— -

i

alIn a way. I had nothing whatever to | calling on you to organize a victory | next year

And when 1 talk

know I'm only trving lo
c¢over up the old wound and salve the

“You can see prelly far, from this | old ache.” 1 had nothing to do wilh

the giving. He gave himsel{!”

down into the
smoke and
crowned with the dust of traflie. He

and 1t was not

“Bul to die, gictonwas, on the
hour
of tnumph,”™ the man beside him was

of the need of sacrifice, when f'"‘"“” ony | saying, in a slightly tremulous voice.
“or | séel -

than a land of stately | the rapt eyes searchi

Hardy, without Jooking up, felt
his [ace.
“Thit’s just the point,” he finally

:ipoh: with an assumption ol
edness 1o which he could lay

“It might .ave been

ushes. It wouldn't have seemed s0
ard, il he'd gone out g.’i!.'ing those
Huns what they deserved. But the

bitter,
fall to thinking

“Then how did he die?™
“Dao vou h:ﬂ?en to know anything

I have known warfare, in my time,"
as though speak-
this modern kind of cam-
brand of ﬁﬂ\_ling ol even

ou see, when

have gone over the ternitory and
eaned it up, rooted out the hidden
snipers and taken care of the mud
crawlers who cut loose and stab in
the dark. It means consolidating
vour position. It's really getting
vour triumph organized so 1t can't
lurn turtle into a defeat. And it's
something that it doesn't pay 1o
overlook.”

“I' think I understand,” acknow- |
ledged his grave-eyed companion.

"1 haven't been able to find out =
aboul that particular
Hardy went on, "bul
they'd carried a salient and had been

greal deal

part They thought the thing was

field |

S

=

or two just as well as I
| so that the [ruits of it may be vour| do; our boys to be taken care of, the
! It is calling on vou lo con-|broken lads to gel their patching-up
| solidate a position which has bLeen| and the sturdy ones to get their land
paid for in blood, and dearly paid for, | selllements. Then we've got, a big
| b thal peril may nolt reappear in|Slce ol Europe lo foed and furnish,
‘5‘nur path and disaster may not s.linh'!ﬂnfl to unioad the stull from your
up on yoo in the dark. Il is ealling | factory here and your farm out voonder
lon yvou, not for a renewal of those|we've got (o give her credit. And
| eariter hot-blooded sacrifices. but for | we've ﬁl’bt to do it beflore the other
| cool-headed pride in this hrotherhood | fellow beats us to 1t and takes that
| of men and races that is known as| trade from under our nose. You
Capada.* IL is the 'time for the last | Know thatl better than I do. Weé've
move, the lime for the mopping-up, i gol to have ships, and we've got to
t a5 you have called it, the Lime toshow | have graincars and houses and
| the world that you have won what yo | hmtur.:al.-a- We've——"
| have won, not by brute passion and| Hardy slopped him with a quick
| blind luck, but by strength of will | gesture which only his smile kept from
and cleanness of mind. And Oh, wr, | being peremplory.
if you can but ses these things as | "You certainly don't need to
see them, who am an older and wiser | that again, Major,” he sai
man than you are, I can devoutly | leaned back in his chair. *'[ under
and gratefully say to you Lhal the |stand Lthose things. And [ also
son you have loved and lost has nol I understand that [ promised to give
died in vain!"’ ! ¥You a decision this morning. Well,
Hardy gurned and regarded the| I'm not going to give it to you right
stranger with the faded air, s0 sug-| now. ‘lve made yoit do a consider-
gesive of old daguérreotypes. The | able amount of wailing, and now I'm
earnesiness of Lhe man, the sheer| going lo make you wait just a hittle
ﬁgms_lr.m:e of the man, as he followed | longer. For [ want you to step
him like a shadow from his car even| oul into what Lhey call our Chin gmd
intlo his private office, Lhoth nettled | and fut what I've got to say about
and amazed the owner of The Works | this Loan business there!™
who remembered that he had a busy | John Hardy watched his visitor
day ahead of him. But he remem-|pass out through the door, smiling
bered other things as well, as he  al the other's slight frown of per-
dropped into his swivel-chair before | plexity. He sat for several millulﬁ
the rosewood desk that stood so|deep in thought. Then he leane
grimly bald and plain, like the deck of | forward and touched a buzzer-button
a battleship cleared for action. It]on the end of his desk.
was & place of encounter, that desk,|  “Wilson,” he said, as his secretary
as definite a point of combat as the| :llrlp:w.d into the room; “l want you to
squared ring of pugilists, And when| lell the department-heads to have
the owner of it looked up at the wist-| the hoys come out into Lhe Chia
ful figure bevond the square of rose-| Quad, the whole bunch of them, |
wood,| it was almost with a challenge | want them there right away.”
in his eyves. He was moved and a| In an incredibly short space of time
little bewildered, stirred by powers|a soft-pedal seemed to fall on that
which he could not quite decipher. | noisy key-board of industry. Ma-
But he was a practical man, and|chinery droned off into silence, pul-
mystery was not admitted into his| 1!;11;5 grew still, carriers came to rest.
schieme of things. | There was a scattering tidal-wave of
“There's Lusl one thing I'd like to| bare-armed workmen out into the
know,” he began with a laboriously | clear Oclober sunlight between the
achieved bruskness of tone, *“and|ivv-draped -walls.
Lhat's why you're coming to me wit | merged in the green-swarded quad-
this love-of-country talk. I thought | rangle with the bhare little wooden
I'd been getting enough of that from | plallorm at one end. About this
the people 1 know around here, this | platform they sat and sguatted on
last few days. But | don't compre- : the grass in semicircular rows, sasily,
hend what brought pou into the | Withoul constraint, nol unlike Tom-
chorus!" mies at a rest-camp n.ing-;i‘?', same
“It was the need, the need that|of them even smoking. It was
could noi be demied, which bl‘ﬂl.lﬂht! lllill'.ll}'. an old story with them. The
me,”” was Lhe deliberate and un-|only novelty lay in the untowardness

over
as ha

hey met and

and that boy of mine was |

ran across a Prussian officer. I'I'hnti
hulc of hate was lving there, like a |

| dog with rabies, with an automatic |

under his belly. When my

h[H‘
' stooped down, to give him first ‘aid,

that overlooked mass of hate turned |
and shot him throudgh the stomach,
shot himm abominably, uselessly!” .

His voice trailed off, and for only |
Then

ine as
in and went
own inlo the

“And all this that you have been
me,” the wistlul-eyed man at his
side finally observed, *'it méans noth-
ing to you, now of all Limes? It
means nothing to vou to-day, when
vou can so confidently tell me that
this Canada of vours i1s a greal
country?” :
Hardv, slowing up at the outskirts
of the auty, frowned a little.

“1 can't say that 1 see any

ruffled reply. | of the hour they were foregathering
“And what.persuaded you of that?" | Lhere, :

demanded the man of business. Bul| There was not even a stir, much

he let his eyes fall before the oddly | less a cheer, as the Chief, bareheaded

luminous stare of the faded figure on | and squinting a little from the s

the far side of the room. | sunlight, mounted the platform. He

I can only remind you that an/stoo looking at them for a moment or

enemy of mine, who is now my com-|two, apparently collecting his

rade, once said; Debout les morts!” |thoughts. And then he began to
“You'll have to pardon me for not speak. =

{Juite understanding."

“Where the need is great.” mur-|

o brant voice that was
mured the other, “even; they come even to h‘im_'.c” ":mﬂe?‘rir? ;tm;:g

back." | .
A gesture ;more of frustration than | of a talker, nnfl- you know it, But
of impatience, came from the man at : ;:.‘:'1!- T:]]ém[!mwsll r:.l;ﬂ tgﬂt. ‘:;nniﬁ:tll: h:

Lthe desk :

Py | and simple. We've had our troubles,
wan Lo Kow i, Juat wisp 3ou art agq | 18 Jast year or two, both inside thess
whore.  yow're from ﬂhulj are and! gates and outside of them. But
s , at’s  vour [||.m.|.r| tmur::le:ham u-i-ur,hi:ml we up%tr-

kT . Gl stand each other a little batler. ut

Ny s 8 Moment's silence, | there’s one thing 1 don’t think I've
the: other, oddly -humbie,  *Jartes| JUite understood, until something
Wolle® ' > = HHDie,  James g:hvr. -nl}:» a jolt this morning. Just

John Hardy Iganed forward. with what that was wouldn't mean much

. - " 1 toyow But we're all d to
his thick elbows an the polished rose- that the war is won, th:ﬁ.hlhul “::;'E

wood desk-top. over, and we're glad to the home

“Well, Mister Wolle, I'm glad- to | - :
beve i, ou© And T aaufl"hat| S Rarsag, A, sed_puct mer

you've slirred me up a bil this morn- :
ing, and: that 1I've talked Lo vou as I E:t“ L‘L":f;“ Al‘:rdn:af:?ﬁnyu:‘:;u;:

icular
connection between saying I'm proud
of my coun and a mopping-up
operation that failed Lo put in an ap-
arance 1wo Years O over 1In
ﬁlﬂdﬂl," _protested the man o
business as he crossed a canal-bridge
and tooled his car in through the trim
gateway of The Works where his
dav's duties awaited him.
“But have we not dreamed,” beg]ln
the man at his side, with a singular
note of earnestness in his guiet-toned
voice, “That our wotk is done, our
work for this wide Dominion, belore
what you have spoken ol as the
mopping-up has taken place? The
enemies of our Empire have gone
down in defeat, and the big fire is out,
us you have said. But how about the
salvage-corps and the cleaning up
after the tumult and the [ever and
the smoke? This country, I am told,
is calling on you. It is calling on you,

‘orks who went over. 1 dug duwﬁi in'the world, and it had to be throttled.
for every drive that came along. And|

not for help, but for sagacity. It is

I took up a good big chunk uc’lnl‘-
our war loans, even when—" ’

“That was a sacrifice,”’” murmured
the man at his side. And Hardy
was quick to deteet and resent a note
of irony in that interruption.

something for this
I dug down uatil it
I was being a hero,

country

L
N
.| hovered |

) rtﬁlﬂ. sir. ‘l_‘lh'l

don't falk to most men.  There's ! oy we :
been. o good deal said about this | T T S i iire ave been
couptry of ours, and about coming 10 | ahout being a success that T almost
.I?l“l. help when she's calling for it. {orgot about bei a Canadian
o fﬁ:l}:gaﬂﬂem! Know & good | When 1 think what the boys from the
abo Ve done and what{ |and of the Maple Leaf did over there
I haven't done, 1'm 4 little curions I get a thrill out of it. When
1o kinow, since you've ventured 10|ismember what. they made the verv
bring the matter up, what you've ever| pome of “Canada’ llﬁun P peoud
done for this Canada of ours?™ that 1 belong to the lamd the

“I died for it on the Plains of : o
Abraham orie hundred and sixty years | e wur patriotiam home frort Fla.
s sorgii g Yo e voice of the stran-| 30" 354 plant it right in our own

ger, out of a stillness that seemed dis- front-vards.  We tall sbhoist the wae

lurl}iﬁljr like the stilness of the hc use being over, It is over. But il your

ol G oF Bh dml?-nr tunl:_:fuurlupjnndit out and
John Hardy started wy with a cry| 300 oF*(ie" ether: Your operstion's
of understanding. Iie Lad heard no over—get off the table t out'
mm;::lmnt 10 sound of a door being you wouldn’t thank him for eithes
e was alone.  And he was oppresned | Yhat he did or what he didn’t do.
Ih Sull foci as oppressed| and that's about what we're up
Yy a dul ing of shame, not unlike | oo here in Canada Lto-d
b | Eﬂn'.'-’lﬂﬂlm_ of tnvially Llnl"l:l-l;t_th hﬁ?ﬁm e oul: the Hﬂiﬂl"lﬂl ™
movements in a place of worship. we've pDaid the pace and saved u;.
He saw it all now, where before it had | o 4 p.ﬁul that'’s mot all. We've
Ha l:f thn&lu:; is. desk, deep in got é:dg:l:k $hat ﬁmmhlmm
thought. He sat there without mov- | POU" - e 'ﬁx‘
the
heard

ing even after a msn in s that means a different kind of

tacles, with & sheaf of papers in his|® h“ﬂu["{,‘i‘“rgf Uriking Jajss the

hand with a secretanal sort | “:ln'lh : :

of soft into the room. {Lm at. h“““.m
“You're a trifle late this morning, | NoUSH oW your coun

Mr, Hardy,” ventured the young man | CMI08 on you, not to come to-her

in tacles, with his quick yet con- PSP Dut to come to your own i

tmlmc smile, For it was something | ™" thrift. She's nai‘m[ n

in the nature of a ulnrlﬁn-n, the Chie

mmg down to The Works behind

“Yﬂl." Ekﬂﬂ‘]ldﬂd }IIIFI: - ‘tulf'_'.r race for
noring the sheal of papers which ﬁ - .hfhh"
hll; Pllﬂdhil:lhndﬂbdnﬂ
es .| ran mthi.nl]‘"
into something, sir?" y
“I ran into the Truth, on my way
down here this mor , and it threw
mlq-tn!'thnrutwLna I'd been

of tempered forbearance
s l:r' a moment aboul :;hu
mouth Young man in clacles.
Then his features hmmu“m' 1
like a e y at atlention,

“M n.chn.‘fintwyLnln
as ‘waiting for some

into

| get ip with
Chninck. the Iad vio

who's ecrowding
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“Men,” he said in a clear snd vie



