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Victory Bond Interest
tht; your interest coupons become due,
or when you receive cheques for interest
on registered bonds, deposit them in a Sav-
ings Account in the Bank of Montreal.

The money you receive on your investment
in bonds will then earn interest for you.

BRAMCHES IN KINGSTON _
King and Clarence Streets: P. DU MOULIN, Manager
Brock and Wellington Streets: H. A. TOFIELD, Manager
Ontario Street: R. R. F. HARVEY, Manager

BANK OF MONTREAL

Established over 100 years

We offer a New [ssue of
Dominion of Canada

5% Bonds

maturing 1928, at 99, to yield 5.24%
¢ 1943, at 984, to yield 5.14%

These bonds may be subscribed for now at any
of our branches. They may be paid for in cash on
or before 15 October, or wewill accept in exchange

at par

Victory Loan Bonds

maturing 1st November, 1923.

This conversion privilege, if exercised promptly,
will give the holder a clear profit of about }{ of 1%.

THE CANADIAN BANK
OF COMMERCE

s |

1

We invite subscriptions for

DOMINION OF CANADA

5% REFUNDING LOAN
MATURITIES

15 OCT. 1928 — 99 & Int. yield 5.23%
15 OCT. 1943 — 98Y; & Int. yield 5.14% '

JOHNSTON +»WARD |

‘WITHOUT MEDICAL
| ATION

RATES FOR SELECT MALE RISKS
. AGES 16 to 4D.

POLICY GUARANTEES

(1) ==8$2,000.00 in case of death from

P[] natural causcs,

¥ 8 b BN alllu
40.00

L
i otoo| )

(2) —8§4,000.00 in event of death as
a result of accidemt.

M b
and $2,000 at death—no
jums payable during ity.

Substantial Paid-up, Loan, and Surrender Values:
Writnhnr phone to-day.

H. D. WIGHTMAN
District Agent - Kingston. Ontario.
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Hans Pedersen was in a furious tem-

per. As he fumed, he brandished his
| heechen cane so wildly that his niece,
' Helene Finsen, and her best friend,
Anna Helms, shrank back, almost
fearing that a random blow would {_aH
| on their heads. They were in the liv-
| ing room of the Pedersen home. Hans,
| who was badly cfippled by rheuma-
tism, sat with his right foot in a chair,
But there was nothing the matter with
his tongue,

“What a fool | was to let that num-
skull of a Niels Kerst go out with the
cows today!”” he raged. ‘“‘I've been

him show up any minute, and no signs
of him yet. All the other cowherds
have come in long ago. Just wait till
I get him within reach of this cane!”

Helene tried to pacify her uncle,

“Niels is only fourteen. He's just a
bov vet, if he is almost as big as a man
You've said yourseli that he means all
right.”

But the old Dane refused to be ap-
peased.

“Don’t try to excuse him to me!
Here's a gale brewing on the flood
tide, and the marshes buried in fog. A
six-year-old with the brains of a mouse
coinld tell what's coming. It looks to
me as if we were in for a storm such
25 we haven't seen for years. Betore
| dark the water’ll be over the meadows
and up to the town. Unless he's off the
island before the tide's so deep an the
| har that he can't cross, he'll be drown-
ed and every cow | own with him!”

“He may be nearly home now,” sug-
gested Helene sopthingly.

“Yes, he may,” snorted Hans,
he may not have started at all. Chan-
ces are he's down under the bank on
the island, whittling out whistles in
that clump.of willows. Probably he's
forgotten all about wind and tide and
fog: and he won't come to his senses,
unti] it's too late to get off. 1f he
doesn't appear in tén minutes, I'm go-
ling to start out after him, knee -or no
knee."” =l

Heléne was alarmed. When hér ug-
cle once determined to do a thing, he
generally did 1t

“Remember what
paid, she protested

“1 know. But the last shilling I've
got is in those cows. Perhaps 1've been
a fool to put all my eggs in one bas-
ket: but there they are, and all I can
do now is to hope they won't be bro-
ken.”

“Why can't I go for you, Uncle
Hans?" .asked Helene. “You remgm-
ber | drove the cows ior you all one
season, before I went to Copenhagen
to take lessons on the cornet.”

Pedersen hesitated.

“It's hardly safe for you to go out
on those masshes alone in the fog with
a flood coming.”

“Pooh! T know every foot of them.
I gould find my way over them in the
darkest night with my eyes shut. Be-
sides, Anna'll go with me."

“I"1l be glad to,” said her {riend.

The cattle owner looked relieved.

“You may go, if you think you
won't get lost,”” he consented.

“Where's my cornet?” asked llel-
ene. “You know | used to take that
with me last year. When | struck up
the national hymn, the cows knew it
was time to be moving, and they al-
vays followed me.”

“It's on the wall in the dining
room,” remarked Pedersen. “‘I've ne-
ver tonched it, since you hung i1t there,’

“Come, Anna,”' said Helene.

Ten minutes later they had left the
town behind and were striking west-
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part of the Pacific coast.
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Helene to the Rescue
BY .IF.BEBT W. TOLMAN,

waiting two hours, expecting to sce|

ward - through the fog .over the mar-
shes. Helene had her cornet to her lips
as she walked.

Some people put their money into
the savings banks; others, into real es-
tate; and still others, into stocks and|
bonds, or irfvest 1t in some business.
Hans Pederson's bank was a four-leg-
ged one, for he turned every penny he
could rake and scrape into cows. Right
ly managed, they paid a far higher
interest than any other security he
knew of, His herd of over a dozen was
the finest in the small West Danish
town of Melby. The money that came
from their nrilk, cream, butter and
cheese was put to good use. It kept
Hans' old mother in comfort. It gave
a crippled nephew the best of surgical
treatment. I{ paid for Helene's course
in instrumental music at Copenhagen.
It gave Hans himself an opportunity
to recovér from fhe rheumatism that |
threatened to disable him permanently.
Small wonder that his miind was cen-
tered on the welfare of his herd!

The cows of the town were pastured
on the common meads and wide mar-
shes that stretched westward, fertile
and far-outlying, to the sandy shores
of the North Sea. Herders took them
out to' their feeding-grounds in the |
morming, and brought them back at
night. Ordinarily the pastures were
perfectly safe. But when |

a strong
wind blew from the west, the waters!
of the North Sea were forced up the
little river and into the winding la-
goons ; and the marshes and meadows
themselves were-flooded, sometimes to
a dangerous depth. Then, to avert dis-
aster, it behooved the herders to bring
their charges home in good season, or
take them +to refuges prepared for
times of peril.

[t was on a foggy afternoon in mid-
June that the two girls left Melby and
struck out across the marshes in search |
of Niels and his cows. Helene's music |
course in Copenhaken had closed only |
the week before, and she welcomed the|
opportunity” tor a tramp with her,
friend in the bracing salt air. The|
strong west wind and the dense gray
mist had no terrors for either of them.
They were both sixteen, healthy and|
vigorous; and they knew the meadows |
ltkke a book. They needed no com-,
pass, as they walked briskly seaward
over the damp rich grass.

“We'd better make straight for the
Holme,” said Helene. “Unecle Hans
feels sure that Niels is there.”

The Holme was a marshy island,|
close to the river-mouth, connected
with the main meadows by a bar, or
natural causeway, under water at high
tidee. Here the grass grew unusually|
rich and sweet; and it was the Meccal
of the herders, particularly on pleasant!
days. It had one disagreeable feature:
winding lagoons, narrow but deep, |
anyone familiar with the place, how-
ever, could easily reach any part of it
by making detours * e

Helene and Anna rapidly traversed
the two miles that lay between I.I'm:I
Holme and Melby. 5o thick was the
mist that they could see oanly a short|
distance; but all the way they were|
looking and listening sharply for any|
sign of the Federson herd and its|
guardian, [

“They can't have passed us in the
fog,” said Helene, "“1'm sure we should
have heard their bells, for we're on
the regular track to the island. But
I can't see what Niels means by stop-|
ping so long, He must know that by|
this time everybody else had started’
for home." |

ble is,” observed Anna. The Hﬂlm!]
can’t be far away. Why don’t you try |
your cornet?"”

Helene put the instrument to her lips |
Fingering the stops she played a hir'[
of the Danish national hymn. As the|
last strains died out, a faint shouting
was audible, far ahead in the fog.

“That’s Niels!” exclaimed Helene
emphatically. “I'd know his voice a
mile off. Something's the matter! Let
us hurry!”

The two girls broke into a run. Sud-
denly the grassy sward came to an end,
they had reached the water. Helene put
the cornet to her lips, and the silver|
notes rang out piercingly. They ceased.
Again Niels' shouts were heard, this
time much louder and nearer.

“Help! This way! Help!"

Helene cast a quick glance about

“Come on, Anna!" she cried. “The
bar's to the right!”

They ran in that direction: and pre-
sently the narrow causeway of sand
appeared. The water lapped it on both
sides. Already, though it was not much
more than half-flooded, the tide was
alarmingly high. Only a scanty strip
of road remained uncovered, and this
was but a few inches above water at
its highest point. Helene noted this |
with alarm, as the girls hurried across
to the island.

“We can’t stop long on the Holme!™ |
she cried. “It'll be so deep om this
bar in less than an hour that we'd have |
a hard fight to get back. Just feel that
wind blow!"

Each moment the gale was increas-
ing in fury, hurling the seca upaon the
low.lying land. The causeway was
about a hundred feet long. Spurred on
by fear, they flew over it at a run.

“Niels: "Niels! Where are you?"
shouted Anna, as once more they
stood upon the grass.

A glad cry answered them.

“Here! This way!"”

They darted in the direction of his
voice, Scattered cows, browsing un-
concernedly on the luxuriant herbage, |
loomed up, and yanished again in the |
thick fog. (Guided by the herder's|
shouts, they soon ran abruptly upon
him. He stood on the edge of a lag-!
oon, brimming with water, frnmz
which projected the head and should-
ers of a cow. The wavelets were wash-
ing over her back. Helene at once re-
cognized the animal by the white star
in her forehead.

“It's Maren!” she exclaimed. “What
is thé=ggouble, Niels?"”

“When we were starting for home
before the fog came in, she slipped
into this ditch, and got-her feet caught
in the guicksand, I've tried for hours;
but I couldn’t get her out!”

His face was flushed; his eyes show-
ed that he had been crymng.

“You're true blue, Niels!”
thized Helene comiortingly.
else could have done any better alone,
The three of us’ll have her out in a
jiffy 1"

The problem, however, was not so
easy as she had thought. Maren was
deeply mired; her feet stuck, as if they
were glued. For a half-hour they work-
ed their hardest without making any
apparent gain. The gale was imcreas-
ing, and the water was deepening rap-
idly. It began to look as if, for the
sake of saving the others, Maren
might have to be abandoned to drown
in the rising flood. Anna and Helene
felt almost as bad as Niels,

As a last resort they fastened the
herder's rope around the animal's
horns. All three pulled, puffed and
panted; and the cow worked harder
than any of them. Little by little her
shoulders rose: but it was a long, slow
process, and Niels particularly was al-
most discouraged. But Helene cheered
him on; and blistered hands and strain
ed muscles won. Maren, the cow with
the white star, at last stood safely on

sympa-

“We'll soon {ind out what the trou- the grass.

| the girls were

“Nobody |a] hymn rang out. It was the old call
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Toronto
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The gale was driving the fog over
them in a misty avalanche. Niels and
startled by a sudden
hissing. A low wave came rushing
through the grass; the island was
afloat. Helene woke to their peril.

“Drive the cows together, Nieis!"
she cried. ““We must get off right
away!”

Wave after wave, each higher than
the one b#fore it, followed in the wake
of the first. Meanwhile the three work-|
ed frantically imthe fog to round up)|
the scattered herd. Ul the island was |
becoming submerged, the water must
be still deeper on the causeway!

At last all the cattle were together,
Helene with her cornet placed her-
self in front of them.

“I'll go ahead,” she said. “And\you
and Anna, Niels, keep them {from
straying.”

Helene put her lips to the cornet
and the strains of the Danish nation-

she had used the season before in
bringing the herd home. As the silver
notes floated through the fog. the
cows foltowed her.

She reldhed the clump of willows
that the beginning of tie road
to the mainland, Her heart sank, as
saw that the waves of the channel roll-
ed unbroken: there was no sign of the
bar.

Minutes were precious; they could
not afford to waste any. Anna’s face
whitened, as she stared at the dull
green tide; even Niel's ruddy cheeks
grew pale. The cows halted, shrinking
together in a close huddle.

“Forward!" ordered Helene.

Lifting the cornet again, she stepped
boldly down into the water, fastening
her eyes on another willow clump,
dimly visible through the fog, across a
hundred feet of rippling floed. Urged

by the shouts of Niels and Anna, the
cows plunged splashing after her.

The tide was more than knee deep.|

Fortunately the bar ran straight to-
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dows, before we could get to the town,
We'd lose our way in the fog, and per-
haps go into the river. We'd better
strike for the Hold.”

The Hold was an elevated inclosurs,
intended as a refuge in time of flood;
it had ramparts of earth, crowned by
a living hedge.

“But do you think you can find it
in this fog?" quavered Anna; she was
badly frightened. “We've no marks to
go by."”

“It's not more than a quarter-mile
north of here,” said Helene, “I'm sure
we can find it.”

Nothing was to be gained by delay-
ing; so again the procession gtarted,
Helene in the lead with her cornet. All
depended on her judgment. Neither
Niels nor Anna could render much as-
sistance. Turning so that the gate came
from their left, they went on through
the rising water., But the Hold did
not appear. ;

Helene's cornet shut suddenly off in
the middle of a note. She slipped, and
went down to her knees te the soft
morass. She recovered herself quickly.

They turned back. Helene knew that
the refuge could not be far distant,
But they must find it soon, i at all
Long rollers were rushing across the
marsh, threatening to sweep them
from their feel.

Where was the Hold? Fear that their
plight was hopeless assailed Helene;
but she fought it off stoutly, Niels and
Anna were almost in despair; but they
kept the cows together. Suddenly, right
before them, loomed a low black
hedge. Helene blew a long shrill blast
of triumph on her cornet.

“We've found it!"”

Circling round to the other side, she
led the cattle up the sloping runway to
the solidly built enclosure six
above the surrounding marsh. Soen
all were safe above the tossing waters.
It was now almost dark.

Thete they remained for hours in
pitch blackness. As the tide rose,
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ward the bushes, so Helene had no|sheets of salt spray blew over them;
difficulty in keeping upon its top. On | but their little island stood unmoved
she moved, throwing her spirit intolin the raging flood. Toward midnight
the cornet, followed by the cows. Hlithl‘*-gllt abated, and the sea ran back
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|  Since the Japanese disaster all the world has been asking where else these terrible e
quakes may occur. The map shows the danger spols on the earth’s surface, and it will be
noticed that the only part of Canada believed by scientists to be in darnger is the northern
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the time she reached the wind-bowed |
willows the ground from which they
sprung was submerged, and only the
taller grass tufts were visible.

Struggling wup on the marsh, the
procession halted in the deepening wa-
ter. It was still two miles to Melby. As
far as they could see ahead in the fog,
the meadows were flooded. All traces
of the track were lost. From behind
them, higher and higher waves came
rushing over the Holme, driven by the
briny gale from the North Sea.

Helene took counsel with Niels and |
Anna.

“No use trying for Melby!™ The
water'd be four feet deep on the mea-

from the marshes. Finally toward
morning a rescuing party from Melby
appeared with lanterns.

Home reached, the look on her un-
cle's face, as he gazed from his lighted
window on the cows, trooping past to
their stalls, more than recompensed
Helen for the hardship and peril of
her trip to the Holme.

Defeated By-laws,

Smith's Falls ratepayers deflealed
the three by-laws submitied to them.
The soldiers’ memorial by-law, de-
feated 458 to 24; publie wtilitiss
amalgamation, 402 to §0; repairs (o
stone bridge, 324 to 152,

GAS ALMOST SMOTHERED HER

—_——

|Kingston Lady Relieved of Terrible Suffering by Oorrective

Powers of Dreco, the Famous Herbal Remedy.

T —

“] don’t suppose that anyone has
puffered more with stomach troubile
than 1 have in the past five years,'"
says Mrs. J. Davis, of 330 Union
Street, Kingston, Ont, "There would
be times when I couldn’t even keep &
glass of water om my stomach. Gas
would form after eating,
would press against my heart and
sométimes it would nearly take my

“Two botiles of Dreco have
mé more good than all
medicines 1 ever tried, put

have for many
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