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stands, that is the desire in the vast majority 
of men and women that right and justice and 
decency shall rule them. That kind of a race 
does not sink to the level of the savage. Next 
time a celebrated "gloom" feels inspired to new 
predictions of mankind's downfall, just con­
sider your neighbor. Then you will realize 
that Mr. Gloom is conversing through his head- 
gear.

same fashion. Both were slender and 
graceful: both were alert and watch­
ful; both possessed long-lashed eyes; 
both were wild, free, and beautiful.

The doe stood with her slender 
muzzle lifted, her sensitive lips 
atremble, her humid eyes fastened upon 
the girl of the forest, who, instinctively, 
she felt, would do her no harm.

For a moment the two creatures 
stood gazing at each other. The doe 
reached forward timidly and plucked 
another mouthful of juicy twigs, then 
with a sudden start leaped into the 
thicket on the right.

Gloss turned quickly. A little man 
with a small face fringed wiht whis- 
ers, and light-blue eyes blinking from 
beneath a coon-skin cap, stepped out 
from behind a tree and lowered the 
hammer of his long rifle.

"Jinks and ironwood!" he ejaculated; 
“you stud right in my way. Glossie. 
I'd o’ had that doe sure pop if I hadn’t 
been a trifle timid about hittin’ you."

"Did—did you want to shoot that 
pretty little thing, Ander?" asked Glosa, 
her cheeks aflame.

"Wall. I don’t know,” laughed the 
little man coming forward. "I tell 
you that was as fine a doe as I’ve 
seen this season, girl."

"Poor thing." sighed Gloss; then hot­
ly, "I’m glad she got away; I’m glad 
she got away.”

"Somebody else’ll get her," said the 
man. "She’s pretty tame and she’ll 
get shot sooner or later."

The girl stood looking away through. 
the wood.

"Ander,” she said, “ I know you are 
a pretty good man. I want you to 
promise me that you won't shoot things 
—things like her. It’s terrible. Why, 
they are so young they don’t know any 
danger. You’ll give them a chance, 
won’t you?"

Declute looked puzzled. He scratched 
his head and grinned; then he looked 
down.

(To Be Continued.)

tak me awa back to the time I first 
saw your mither. Gloss. Ye will na 
be gangin’ oot i‘ th’ snaw, pet," noting 
with concern that Gloss had on her ca. 
and coat. "I ne’er lak ta see ye ramb- 
in‘ aboot i’ th’ woods after th’ snaw 
falls on account of the wolves, cheeld."

"And she was beautiful, and 1 am 
like her," said the girl softly. "Oh, 
Granny. I’m beginnin’ to miss my 
mother!"

"Cheeld, cheeld," said the old woman 
drawing the girl over to her bosom 
“It’s ever the way. The mither is 
missed always, but the cheeld canna 
miss her lak the woman. And ye are 
growin’ into a woman. Gloss; ye are 
growin’ into a woman fast, lassie."

She picked up her knitting and rock­
ed to and fro. crooning to herself. The 
girl arose, and, bending, kissed her 
softly on the smooth white hair. Then 
she crossed the kitchen and peeped 
into the larger of the bedrooms.

"She’s sleepin’, lass: best slip awa 
and no disturb her." whispered Granny. 
She’ll no last much langer, dearie; 
she’ll no last much langer, I fear."

A look of sorrow came into the girls 
eyes and her mouth trembled.

"God won’t let her die, Granny, 
she said, chokingly; “He knows we 
need her so much."

"Maybe He needs her th’ mair. las­
sie."

"No, no, He can’t. And Granny, 
she wouldn’t— she wouldn’t be happy 
away from Boy and—and us."

"Ye dinna ken, lassie, ye dinna ken; 
it’s a braw world and your mither has 
been lookin’ for her cornin’ full lang, 
I ha’ noo doot. They were great 
friends. They looed ain anither weel."

"But mother would not mind waitin 
some longer, Granny. I know she 
would rather let auntie live a while 
longer for our sakes. She has got used 
to waitin’.

"Lass, you mus’na cry," said the old 
woman gently. "If she gangs awa’ 
it wull be God’s good pleasure. If 
she bide t’wull be His mercy. We wull 
hope and pray for the best, Glossie.

When Gloss sought the wood a white, 
sweet-scented mist was rising from 
the leafy carpet where a thin veil of 
snow had rested. The low call of the 
feathered denizens of the Wild sound­
ed mellow and indistinct from the soft- 
wood swales, for the sky was changing 
to the slate-blue of even-tide. Down 
in the stumpy potato-patch Boy and 
Big McTavish were busily engaged in 
turning the snowy tubers out of the 
black soil..

Gloss skirted the patch, keeping a 
thicket between her and the workers, 
and passed on southward until she 
reached a wide ridge of giant beech 
trees, whose long outstretched arms 
were fruited with the toothsome nuts 
which the first frost of autumn would 
send in a shower to the earth.

Black and red squirrels were busy 
among the trees, garnering their win­
ter’s food. They worked noisily, chat­
tering and scolding. They were a busy 
little body of workers, and they could 
not afford to pay much attention to the 
wood-nymph whom they had become 
accustomed to see in their kingdom. 
The old-time restfulness and happiness 
had stolen back to the heart of the girl. 
Her great eyes were alive with life and 
joy, and she passed on, humming a 
merry tune to herself, drinking in the 
golden beauty, the songs, and the 
scents of nature.

Beyond a tangled clump of trees Gloss 
came unexpectedly upon another crea­
ture of the wood. A young doe was 
browsing among the tender shoots of 
the brush-pile, and at the girl’s soft 
footsteps it lifted its shapely head and 
stood quivering, its nostrils dilated and 
its sides heaving. And so the two
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Marshal Foch to probably right in his somewhat 
pessimistic remark that to suppose there will be no 
more ware to "merely foolish." There is room for 
doubt as to whether all the nations wil be forever 
content with the boundaries now assigned them. 
Even if they were, there are plenty of other causes 
of conflagration lying around loose. Moreover, the 
League of Nations, which was expected to provide 
machinery for peaceful settlement of future dis­
putes, is having a sickly childhood and does not give 
much promise of reaching vigorous maturity.

But exactly what does the distinguished French­
man mean by saying that it is “obvious" that in 
the next war victory will go to whoever is best 
prepared? If he means purely military preparation, 
the facts are against him, as Germany can testify. 
There is such a thing as spending too much time 
and energy in getting ready.

The democratic nations are not going to spend 
the next generation arming and drilling. The 
alarmists may shout, but the instinct of free peoples 
forbids any such course. The better plan Is to 
strive for moral, physical and financial progress, 
and not to be too solicitous about preparation 
against danger until the need becomes reasonably 
pressing.
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"Little chap,” he murmured, "you’ve 
got a long ways to fly. I guess I know 
you about as well as anybody could 
know you, unless it’s Daft Davie, 
who’s wild like yourself, and I can’t 
understand why you should be glad 
when you’re leavin' all this-----"

A shadow floated across the hazy 
sunlight and a cold wind swept in from 
the bay. With a last sweet note of 
good-by the bird sprang to wing, and 
beating skyward high above the trees, 
faded, a little darting speck in the 
somber clouds rolling up in the south. 
Boy watched it until its tiny grey body 
was lost against the sky's grey fringe, 
then he sighed picked up the squirrels, 
and proceeded to strip them, deftly, 
of their glossy coats. This done, he 
washed them carefully and carried 
them to the house, Gloss was standing 
by the table in the kitchen and spoke 
to him as he entered.

He answered her almost -rudely and 
strode outside. The hazy light of morn­
ing had vanished. The skies had dark­
ened, and a low wind was shaking the 
dead leaves from the trees. Boy 
plunged down the path and into the 
wood. A saggys dog. snoozing beside 
the ash-leach, watched him furtively 
from half-closed eyes. When Boy’s 
figure disappeared behind the slope the 
dog arose, shook himself, and with 
stiffened muscles trailed his master 
stealthily.

Deep into the woods. Boy paused be­
fore a small grove of baby maples. Be­
neath their spreading branches stood 
a playhouse built of rough bark and 
twigs. He and Gloss had built this 
house: she, girl-like, to play at mimic 
life therein; he, boy-like, that she 
might own her little joy. There stood 
the table a basswood block, set for a 
feast, with broken bits of crockery 
and glass for dishes. It seemed but 
yesterday that he and Gloss had sat 
before that table and eaten an imagi­
nary repast of earth's luxuries from 
those broken dishes. It all seemed so 
poor, so lonely, and deserted now.

In the twig high-chair slept Peggy, 
the rag doll, her arms dangling, her 
whole attitude one of peaceful repose.

Boy crept in and shamefacedly swept 
the cobwebs from her poor little face. 
Then he sat down on the stump chair, 
and. laying his arms on the table, 
rested his head upon them.

In the open the clouds scudded low 
above the trees, and it began to snow. 
Boy arose and walked about the little 
house, his eyes searching it for the 
small trinkets the girl had treasured 
there. A bunch of dead flowers 
rustled in the cracked cup on the bark 
shelf. They were tied with a gorgeous 
bit of red flannel, which, he remem­
bered, Gloss had been careful to explain 
was watered silk. Boy smiled and 
pressed the knot between his fingers.

On the floor lay a home-woven straw 
hat. Its decorations, too, were of wood- 
land flowers faded to ashes and scent­
less. Boy caught it up and held it at 
arm’s length; then the threw it from 
him and sprang out into the darkening 
wood again.

He hurried on, passing the tree-swing 
where he and the girl had played so 
many summers. He passed through 
the hickory grove where they had gar­
nered the nuts for the winter’s crack­
ing: through this and into the heavier 
timber and deeper shadow where the 
light was very dim and forest whispers 
stirred and vibrated. A fox glided 
across his path, switching into a clump 
of haze bushes. A cock grouse, drum­
ming upon a decayed log, arose on

thundering wing, to dip into a clump 
Of trees far to the left. Farther into 
the wood the cluck of a wild turkey 
sounded. On and on he strode,—his an 
aimless goal; his one desire, to come 
up with that something urging and 
elusive,—something he feared though 
treasured and could not understand.

Later, he stood in the low-lying wild­
erness of the Elm swamp. And there, 
perhaps, his great Mother pityingly 
solved for him the problem of a new 
unrest. There where day's light wav­
ered faintly like foggy starlight, his 
soul shook off its brooding, and the old 
glad fearless light came back to his 
eyes.

"No, we ain't girl and boy no more." 
he whispered, and lifting his arms high 
he laughed.

What he had received from the forest 
soothed his spirit as the starry snow- 
flakes, falling on his upturned face, 
soothed his burning flesh.

At mid-day the setter crept back to 
his old place by the ash-leach and lay 
down. A little later Boy came up the 
path. He stooped down and patted 
the dog's head, and noting his tangled 
hair, laughed softly.

“Joe. old pup, I thought it was me 
who had to roam among the briers 
and the burrs, but I see you’ve been 
there, too."

And Joe looked up and yawned sleep­
ily, just as if he had been awakened 
from his forenoon’s nap.

Boy ate his dinner in silence. When 
he arose he glanced at Gloss. She was 
standing before the window and Boy 
saw her perfect face, crowned by a 
mass of heavy chestnut hair, clear- 
lined against the light of an outer 
world. Her great eyes were looking 
into space; she was dreaming. The 
young man sought the open with surg­
ing pulse. The whistle of Hallibut’s 
mill sounded its challenge, and. squar­
ing his broad shoulders, he laughed. 
Something new had come to him. Not 
strength; though strength was of it. 
Not defiance; though it had the power 
to defy. Boy did not attempt to de­
fine that new thing: it was enough for 
him to know that he possessed it.

CHAPTER VII.
Through the Deep Wood.

Gloss, standing in the kitchen door­
way, gazed outward across the bronze- 
tipped trees to the drab-colored sky 
resting above Rond Eau.

There was a smile on her lips and her 
eyes were alive with the light of genu­
ine girlish happiness. She did not know 
why she should be so glad; but today 
she felt like singing; like racing out 
into the hardwoods and tramping the 
long leaf-carpeted aisles. She wanted 
to be out in the open. A flock of wild 
geese wedged their way between two 
tiny strips of blue sky and were lost 
in a heavy snow-cloud above the Point. 
The girl clapped her hands joyfully and 
springing backward like a young gaz­
elle, she snatched her cap from a peg 
and tiptoed into the inner room.

Granny McTavish looked up from 
her knitting, a smile on her wrinkled 
face.

"Lass," she said softly, "but ye are 
gettin’ mair like your dear little mither 
every day. And she was bonnie, aye, 
she was bonnie, lassie."

The girl sank on her knees and took 
the old hands in hers.

"Am I like my mother Granny?" she 
asked eagerly. "Very like her?"

THE TREES IN WINTER.
"When I'm a-weary of the babbling world, 
Its books and all save silent woodland things, 
I clamber where the pine its shadow flings 
Over the path that's ’round the boulders curled. 
Breathe in exhilaration, pure and clear, 
And watch the great white clouds drift slowly 

by.
Dipping their points and spires Innumerable 
Into the wilderness of thin blue sky----- "

"Trees are the most civil society,” said Rob­
ert Louis Stevenson—"An old oak that has been 
growing where he stands since before the 
Reformation, taller than many spires, more 
stately than the greater part of mountains, and 
yet a living thing, liable to sicknesses and 
death, like you and me: is not that in itself a 
speaking lesson in history?" And perhaps at 
no time of the year do the trees make deeper 
appeal to our sympathies and understanding 
than during the winter months when in each 
tiny, frail twig there are the marvels of little 
resting buds wrapped in the mystery of sleep 
beside the leaf scars of the season past and 
keeping leaf promises of the awakening time to 
come. Quite secure from the ravages of frost 
and wind and storm, from the mighty tree 
trunks and branches, on out and up to the sky, 
the ambitious little twigs swing in the wind, 
heedless of the drifting flakes of snow, or stiff 
little icicles that perch among them, dreaming 
of dainty oriole nests that will be woven anew 
near the old ones that still cling to their fingers, 
and of leaf whispers In the days of tingling life 
of the springtime.
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“THE CURSE OF BIGNESS."
At a time when most American and other 

universities are boasting of their vast enroll­
ment one college has had the courage to strike 

l out on another tack and place the limit on its 
attendance. This is Oberlin College, an institu­
tion of exceedingly high standards, which an­
nounces that for the coming year its attendance 
will be limited to one thousand students, and 
that only enough first year men and women will 
be admitted to make up the total number. It is 
explained that one thousand students is all that 
the university authorities feel they can do pro­
per justice to if they are to maintain any sort 
of relations between teacher and pupil other 
than that of attendance at classes.

“The Curse of Bigness,” as Louis Brandeis 
: entitles one of the chapters in his book, “Other 
; People’s Money" is ever with us. We do so like 
; big things. We boast of our area, even if most 

of it is uncultivated or merely being scratched; 
:we boast of the size of our cities, though we 

know well enough that where there is vast popu­
lation there comes vast misery; we even boast 
ill numbers of our religion—everywhere the 
spirit is that of the adding machine and the 
mechanical computer. Is biggness the main 
aim of most of our activities? Sometimes it 
looks as if it were.

It is pretty nearly time that in some things 
we were brought back to common sense. It 
is more important that our youth come in con- 

: tact with inspiring teachers than that they be­
long to a university numbering its students 
by the thousands; it is far more important 
that our cities should keep their schools and 
other institutions up to the needs of the day 
than that we should jump London to 100,000 
people and have a quarter of them unprovided 
for. And not less true is it that active spiritual 
effort is not always to be gauged by the num-

THAT’S LUCK.
[Ridgetown Dominion.]

It has been explained that we need to be pre­
pared for bad luck, but that good fortune does not 
require to be guarded against.

All the same, it would certainly add to the cheer­
fulness of life in general if lucky omens were more 
widely known. How much brighter things look to 
us if we have reason to hope that something good 
to coming to us.

Everybody, of course, knows that it is lucky to 
pick up a bit of iron or coal. So it is to pick up 
a pin if its head is toward you; if not, let it be.

It is a sign of good fortune to put on some 
garment Inside out, but only if it is done by acci­
dent, and the garment is allowed to remain reversed 
during the day. William the Conqueror put on 
his mall shirt back to front on the morning of the 
Battle of Hastings, and we all know what luck he 
had on that occasion.

If you find your keys or other steel articles rust­
ing, do not be annoyed about it; it only shows that 
somebody is putting money by for you.

It is lucky to be followed by a stray dog. Still 
better to it if a strange cat comes to stay at the 
house. Speaking of cats, pessimists, of course, 
assert that when they tear the furniture with their 
claws it is a sign of rain; but others hold that she 
is “scratching luck" to her masters.

PT ul RESS TELLS SECRE
Tells How to Darken Grey Hair with 

a Home-Made Mixture. *

Joicey Williams, the well-known 
actress, who was recently play­
ing at the Imperial Theatre in 
St. Louis, Mo., made the following 
statement about grey halt and how 
to darken it:

"Anyone can prepare a simple mix- 
ture at home that will darken grey, 
streaked or faded hair, and make it 
soft and glossy. To a half-pint of 
water, add 1 ounce of bay rum, a small 
box of Orlex Compound, and % ounce 
of glycerine.

These ingredients can be bought at 
any drug store at very little cost. Ap­
ply to the hair twice a week until the 
desired shade Is obtained. This will 
make a grey-haired person look twenty 
years younger. It does not color the 
scalp, is not sticky, or greasy, and does 
not rub off.

“Each softly curled leaf is a dream laid at 
rest,

That was born in the magic of Spring, 
The tenderest dream of a frail little twig

That wanted to let its heart sing-----"
PROHIBITION AND POISON.

Anti-prohibitionists profess to find in the reports 
of deaths caused by the drinking of wood alcohol 
an argument against prohibitory legislation. But 
the bottom is easily knocked out of an argument of 
that sort.

"See what your dry law does!" says the scoffer 
as he points to the headlines recounting a growing 
death list from indulgence in beverages with a 
poisonous kick, says the Chicago Evening Post. But 
the scoffer is wrong. This is not the result of the 
dry law: this to the result of years of licensed liquor 
selling. The saloon created appetites which are'now 
seeking satisfaction in a quicker poison than it 
used to provide. The wood alcohol victim is the 
product of the days when whiskey was plentiful. 
Prohibition must be judged not by what it can do 
for those whose appetites were formed under the 
old regime—although many of these may be helped 
—but by what It will do for the rising generation 
and for generations to come. We cannot eradicate! 
the appetite where it has been acquired, but we 
can prevent its acquirement by millions of young i 
Americans who will grow to manhood and woman­
hood in a saloonless land.

Intricate and lovely the inter-woven designs 
of the leafless trees stand ont against the win­
ter sky with a beauty that is hidden in the 
days of spring and summer. Then do the sil­
very-coated tree trunks proclaim their strength 
and character in their typical branching and 
growth. Sturdiness of oak, frailty of droop­
ing poplar, delicate, towering droop of elm, 
rounded symmetry of maple, shelter-seeking de­
pendence of birch, are all interestingly dis­
played like many personalities against the year- 
round beauty and sombre green of pine, tama­
rack, hemlock, balsam, spruce and cedar, as 
they stand silently in the white snow in quiet 
unpretentious winter loveliness.

et Cuticura Be
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“Aye, dearie, ye have her eyes and : _ . ___
ye have her beautiful hair; ye have with a deep and growing wonder.

animals of the Wild gazed at each other
her face and ye have her smile. Ye Nature had built these two after the

TOPICS OF THE DAY. 18THE FORWARD MOVEMENT.
Monday next will see the opening of a five 

days’ campaign to secure $11,000,000 for the 
home and foreign missions activities of the 
Presbyterian, Anglican, Baptist, Congregational 
and Methodist Churches of Canada. This cam­
paign is known as the Forward Movement, and 
is perhaps the most highly organized and most 
comprehensive evangelical enterprise ever 
launched in this country. It is proposed to 
use the funds gathered for purposes that will 
strengthen the work of the church in every 
activity. It is expected that there will follow 
as a result of the campaign a great increase of 
membership in church, Sunday school and 
kindred associations, and a grand spiritual 
awakening take place throughout the Dominion.

“Just as we get John Barleycorn buried, along comes Sir Oliver Lodge to tell us 
there is life after death.”—P hiladelphia North American.

her of members on a church roll.
It isn’t always easy to stand up for the 

better as compared with the bigger thing. “The 
curse of bigness" gets into our bones. But 
where one benefits ten suffer by it. The only 
kind of growth that is worth while is the 
growth that moves evenly on all sides, that 
is not lob-sided, but four-square and solid. 
Cities, universities, societies and individuals 
all come under the same rule. Unwarranted 
growth has to pay the penalty sooner or later 
and if not in one form then in another.

CLEAN COAL.
We have only to examine the reports of the। 

geological survey to see why coal comes to us with 
varying percentages of ash and other impurities.| 
Says Power Plant Engineering (Chicago):

"Here we will find veins of excellent coal streaked 
with layers, ranging in thickness from the fraction 
of an Inch to several Inches, of bone, slate, shale or 
sulphur compounds. These impurities result in ash 
or clinker in the boiler furnace and when the per­
centage of sulphur is excessive it causes rapid 
corrosion of all metals coming in contact with the 
gases of combustion. While the engineer has always i 
recognized the value of clean coal for his furnaces,‘ 
It was not until the coal shortage of two years ago' 
that he appreciated the condition in which the coal! 
comes to the mouth of the mine. At that time! 
many carloads of coal were rejected because of the 
great percentage of slate and stone which it con­
tained. While the average percentage of unavoid­
able ash in bituminous coal mined throughout the 
county is in the neighborhood of 10, many com-1 
plaints were investigated when the amount of ash 
was above 30 per cent. These conditions brought 
about a more thorough study of coal-washing and 
cleansing processes, and today the largest and best- 
equipped mines are prepared to deliver cleaner and 
better coal than ever before. The concentrating 
table method of purification is among the latest 
developments in the field of coal-mining, although 
it has been used extensively in metal-mining."
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IT’S IN THE AIR.

The feeling that a general election is not 
7 far distant is in the air, particularly that sec­

tion of the political atmosphere that percolates 
and circulates in the vicinity of the Parliament EDITORIAL NOTES.

Regard to the elementary rules of health is 
wise at all times; in the midst of the wide­
spread epidemics today it is vital.

Buildings. Even 
at it. Hon. A. 
intimated that a

a cabinet minister hints 
K. Maclean has openly 

Dominion polling is due Some time ago THE LITERARY DIGEST prepared and forwarded to the justices of the state supreme 
courts, to district, county and circuit judges, and to the heads of the legal departments of American uni­
versities, a brief questionnaire. If William Hohenzollern is found guilty, The Digest asked, both of con­
spicuous responsibility for the war and of authorizin g military violations of international law, what penalty 
should be imposed upon him? Three hundred and twenty-eight replies have been received, covering every 
section of the country and representing a wide diversity of opinion.

In order that the federal political muddle 
be cleared up. Mr. Maclean is right. He 
is one of the Liberal leaders who united 
with the Borden Government three years 
ago with the understanding that the conclusion 
of the struggle would dissolve the partnership. 
With the signing of peace the Union ministry 
was to drop out. That hour is long overdue, 
and that the Union cabinet realizes it is demon­
strated by the shutting of portfolios in order 
to avoid the test of a bye-election. There is a 
clamorous demand for an election from the 
country and the ring at Ottawa knows it. It 
cannot put off going to the country much 
longer. An early general election is in the air.

Socialists in the United States are booming 
Eugene Debs for president. That Debs Is at 
present in prison on a twenty-year sentence is 
perhaps the best recommendation in their eyes 
for choosing him. "PRINCESS PAT'S” BABY.

[London Express.)
Everyone who has seen "Princess Pat’s" baby, 

including his proud father, Capt. the Hon. Alexander 
Ramsay, R.N., says without exception that he is 
the image of his mother.

He Is a splendid example of babyhood, with eyes 
of deepest blue—large eyes, like his mother’s—and 
lots of curly dark hair. He is also described by 
those who have seen him as one of the best-tempered1 
babies imaginable.

Young Master Ramsay—his names are not yet 
settled, but it may be taken for granted that one 
of those finally chosen will be Arthur, after his 
maternal grandparent, the Duke of Connaught—was 
born on the Sunday before Christmas Day. The 
weather has been so unfavorable during the first 
eleven days of his life that he has yet to take his 
first airing abroad. On the next sunny day, how-I 
ever, he will be taken out by his nurse in the 
gardens at Clarence House.

At present the little fellow lies happly gurgling 
and sleeping in his dainty white cot decorated with 
pink ribbon bows. His nursery overlooks the 
garden, and is a large, airy, pleasant room at the 
top of Clarence House.

The Forward Movement is the contribution 
of the churches of Canada towards reconstruc­
tion. At its greatest success it will hardly do 
more than the things that must be done, so 
pressing are our national problems.

One of the most comprehensive and interesting articles in THE LITERARY DIGEST this week, 
February 7, gives a summary of these replies, which, coming as they do from such an admittedly authorita­
tive section of the public, may be justly claimed to re present America’s best judgment.

This exclusive news-feature is illustrated by a full-page cartoon, in colors, by Cesare, representing 
the kaiser at the bar of justice; and other half-tone i llustrations showing him in exile; also humorous car­
toons.The best import from the United States this 

year will be the American tourists. They come 
to Canada and pay for scenery of which we 
have an abundance and which remains with us 
after they have paid for it and gone.

Other striking news-articles in this number of The Digest are: a
CIVILIZATION SAFE.

Every few days somebody announces that the 
world disorder and discontent is about to knock 
the bottom out of civilization, following which, 
the human race will rapidly revert to a state 
of abject savagery. These black prophecies 
would carry little weight were it not that all 
too frequently they come from men whose opin­
ions we are accustomed to accord unusual at­
tention. A noted English labor leader and social­
ist is a consistent offender along this line. He 
has repeatedly declared that civilization is 
slowly but surely sinking into the morass of 
anarchy, and that what is left of mankind will 
be hopelessly bestial. This Jeremiah of today 
probably reaches his gloomy conclusions from a 
consideration of men and events in the mass. As 
he looks over the world, especially the old 
world, he sees millions milling in misery, ripe 
for any outbreak or outlawry that may promise 
relief. But he overlooks the individual. If 
civilization is doomed the individual must first 
let go all those high standards and ideals that 
today keep him humane, decent, happy. The 
mob is composed of units, and if civilization 
breaks down completely it can only be because 
the individual loses faith, hope, courage. Hon­
esty and virtue go by the board, generosity and 
humanness are replaced by meanness, selfishness 
and cruelty. It is difficult to believe that the 
men and women we live with, associate with 
daily, have only a veneer of civilization, that the 
kindly, large-hearted, tolerant fellow you work 
beside, or live beside, or do business with, will 
next month or a year hence be little more than 
a ravaging animal of the Jungle. In fact we 
don’t believe it, if we but stop to reflect. We 
are not headed for any such calamity. Financial 
collapse and industrial chaos may bring on 
world-wide tumult and turmoil, but the race 
will weather these trials because implanted in 
the individual are the incomparable qualities 
of courage, faith, hope and charity. There is 
no social convulsion big enough to wreck the 
base on which civilization in its last analysis

akihe

Molders of Bread and Molders of IdealsCanada is around the nine million mark, ac­
cording to government estimates. Even at that 
we haven't made the best job of assimilating 
the newcomers. If we are to have the immi­
gration that is promised for the coming years 
now is the time to prepare to receive it.

Facts Ascertained from an Intensive Study of Statistics Showing 
Comparative Wages of School Teachers and Various Day Laborers

Alien and Sedition Bills of 1920 
Socialism on Trial at Albany 
Selling the Irish Bonds
The Kansas Strike Cure
Returning Our Soldier Dead 
English Land Going Back to Farmers 
Ex-Preacher Tells of a City Under

"Soviet" Rule
American Brains and Business In­

vade London
France’s New Boulevardier Presi­

dent
Senator Edge, an Apostle of Business 

Sagacity and Common Sense.

Germany’s Mysterious Army 
Turkey to Remain in Europe 
Poland, Shield Against Bolshevism. 
China Speaks Out in Meeting 
Rural Religious Demoralization 
Ships That Won’t Roll 
The Best Artificial Limbs Yet 
A Genuine Native Drama
Helping Disabled Soldiers “Carry 

On’’
Rusinia: Who Are the Uhro-Rusins 

—What These Words Mean—Map 
of Rusinia

OPPORTUNITY.
Opportunity never comes In silks and satins, and 

seldom is It heralded with the blowing of horns, or 
led by a brass band. It usually sneaks up to us 
when we are not expecting it.

Opportunity stands at our side from morning 
until night. Every time there is work to be done 
which no one else wants to do. opportunity beckons 
us to step up and embrace her, because it Is here 
that the first step toward leadership is taken.

The poet who wrote in his verse that opportunity 
knocks but once did the world a tremendous 
damage.:

Every time a person does you an injustice you 
are face to face with opportunity—glorious oppor­
tunity to prove to yourself and to the world how 
big you are by applying the Golden Rule, forgiving' 
and forgetting.

Every time you have a chance to get the better 
of your fellow-men in a business deal you are face 
to face with opportunity—opportunity to increase 
your own self-respect and gain the contience of 
your fellow-men by doing the usual thing by not 
taking advantage of that chance.

It makes no difference what may be your calling 
in life, or how lowly the work you are doing at 
present, you have a glorious opportunity to raise 
yourself into more Important and more profitable 
work by the simple process of performing more 
service and better service than you are actually 
paid to perform.

You know where your neighbor keeps his family 
skeleton. You could drag It out and humiliate him. 
What a wonderful opportunity stands at your side 
every moment and bids you be big and great enough 
to let that skeleton remain undisturbed.

The world says mean things about you. What 
a wonderful opportunity you have to prove the world 
a liar by your good conduct, your kindness toward 
your neighbors, your fair dealings in business, your 
splendid example of forgiving and forgetting.

Opportunity is always and everywhere beckoning 
to you to embrace her. When you are alone she 
stands by your side and bids you impress upon your 
own heart and mind through the principle of auto- 
suggestion, that you are an honorable, sympathetic, 
Just, kind, progressive citizen, and that you are 
enjoying happiness by helping your fellow-men 
find It.

What greater opportunity than this could one 
want? •

One moral of the Austrian who earned more 
than $5,000 last year in a St. Catharines plant 
is that he must have been a pretty useful man 
to his employers. We hardly think that a 
Canadian having as much brains or energy, or 
a combination of both, would have been dis­
criminated against.

A COMMODITY OF DOUBTFUL UTILITY.
[New York Times.]

A diamond field, apparently of unparalleled rich­
ness, has been discovered in a waterless and tree­
less desert in Bechuanaland, and from all over 
South Africa men and women are rushing to stake 
out claims. There is nothing surprising about tills, 
of course; the lure of easy money is here presented 
in one of its oldest and most unfailingly attractive 
forme, and those who join in the rush will never 
stop to think of the fifty who must be disappointed 
for every one who has luck. Yet, when the world 
is In its present state, when it so badly needs com­
modities of real value, and when labor is so hard 
to attract to any useful work which promises only 
moderate returns, this new diversion of energy and 
enterprise must be regretted.

The world cannot be set on going again until 
many men are willing to work at occupations in 
which work must be hard and long and profita 
moderate. In which the hope of gain will depend 
on intensity and continuation of effort. But nobody 
wants hard work or small profits, of course; but 
hard work for small profits has made our civiliza­
tion. such as it is, and, while it lacks perfection, 
we have yet to be convinced of the advisability of 
throwing it away to start again from the Stone 
Age. In ordinary times most people do hard work 
for small profits because they have to, but the 
present compulsion is apparent only the discerning, 
and the hope of large profits, while not much better 
grounded than at other times, seems more alluring.

If this were a new oil field one could be more 
hopeful, for oil to something useful. But the opinion 
may be ventured that the world has a supply of 
diamonds already adequate to its needs; labor spent 
on getting more is labor diverted from some useful 
work, and money spent on gems is money which 
just now could be better spent on things somewhat 
less showy.

Many Interestin g Illustrations.

February 7th Number on Sale Today At All News-dealers.
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