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Clippings From a War-Time Scrap-Book

In No Man's Land,
I'd start the Kaiser a private hell;
I'd jab him, stab him, give him gas

;

In every wound I'd pour ground glass.

* * *

I'd make him sing in a stirring manner
The wonderful words of 'The Star Spangled

Banner.'

"

THE RAVINGS OF THE PRESS
"Those who are urging Canac" to 'keep faith' with

the naturalized enemy alien and n. to disfranchise him
forgot that war cancels all contracts ak^d agreements."

—"Vancouver World," Sept. 12th, 1917.
How about that famous "Scrap of Paper"?

* * *

"The time has comte when no mercy should be accorfled
any of the accursed race that bears the names of German
. . . Chivalry is wasted on a mad dog."—"Vancouver World."

« * •

"Karl Liebknecht"

"The future course of the
world may depend largely
upon what manner of man
Karl Liebknecht is. That
he is a man of rare moral
courage is evident. . . .

Today in his cell he is a
greater political power than
he was yesterday in the
Reichstag. . . A great
democratic movement in

Germany turning instinc-
tively to leaders like Lieb-
knecht, would put a new
face on matters."—^\Vinni-

peg "Free Press, July 8rd,
1916.

"The struggles of years
were behind the final inci-
dent in Karl Liebknecht's
stormy life; they led up in-
evitably, as guided by fate
Itself, to the gunshot that
made him no more than a
name and a revolutionary
symbol. Violence was in
this man's blood. He turn-
ed to it naturally, and long
ago, in 1906, with heat,
with the violence of words
only, he attacked the com-
mon-sense and moderation
of Bebel. He was defeated
then as he has been defeat-
ed low."—Winnipeg "Free
' ^688," Jan. 2l8t, 1919.
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