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President Beatty at the flat-topped desk until
we had been travelling for at least twenty-four
hours. If we got through the rocky district
and reached old Ontario, I could walk the rest
of the way home.

Because of such experiences I am not un-
duly surprised at the kind of talk I hear among
the advanced and kindly thinkers of labor
circles. I hope to pick up a few more phrases
as delightful as ““ joyous bands” and * get back
to the primitive.”

Surely, oh, surely it is high time that some
one turned light and laughter on this muddle.
Canada and the United States are alike in
their need of a solution for this problem.
They have more important matters pressing
for attention than the question of who won
the Great War. And, in concluding this chap-
ter, let me record the astounding fact that as
yet no one has assured me that the United
States won the war.




