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A Threatened Deluge.

The Grse s of War Literateae=Shall He Haee to Store Our
Librwries in Grain Elevators s Sinbad Discusses Soue
Startling Possibilities,

l'l’ is xomewhat painfu) in these days of civilization and

enlightenmient, when we have sovicties covenmyg eveary tield
of philenthropy from the conversion  of Tannmany o the
narsing of destitute oysters, to have to confess that we have
unconsciousdy, bhut none the less dehberately, added a new
horior to wartine by our encouragement of what is playfully
called *wan literatare.” And yet we dare not deay it With
every succceding war of modern days has come a correspond-
ing inerense in the volume ol the literstture mising from it,
until the time is not fardistant when every sohthier in the vanks,
and every mule in the transport traan, will publish a volume of
reminiscences, and we shall have to store our libvaries in grain
clevatars or stack them up in vacant Jots, if we wish to keep
abreast of the times.

[t was not thus o the old days. When the costume of our
ancestors in Britain’ consisted of a coat of blue paing, with
acollar and culls of real dirt, andd the warriors carried a
cub with mare knobs on ot than their enemies considered
strictly necessary, the magazines of the period were full of
something else hesides war stories and corset advertisements.
What hterature they had was limited to engraving on the
rocks short sentences sccompinied by ilustrations which look
somcthing like the things a man ¢ just betore the doctor
puts ice upon his head.  Bven when Helen of Troy discovered
that Menelaus was not the onty pebble oa the beach, and thes
2ot the Trojang into trouble with all her hushand's relations,
the ;umount of wan Hiterntme put on the Gredan market con-
sisted of one solitary poem. And fortunate, indeed, was it for
the youth o Canada that 1t was so. Forat there had been
more than one Hiad to wrestle with, even the comtorting fact
that it only wentions a bath once—~and then i the light of a
calamity—could hardlv have reconciled them to the task of
worrying thiongh morve than one istory of the destruction of
Trov.  Jubus Ciesar, 100, was commendably  brief in his
remarks upor the policy of extermination he found <o success.
fulin extending the avilizaton of Rome. .\ few casual para-
wraphs as to whether lis opponents were clothed in sheep
skans, like o bathanie version of Mary's little lamb, or whether
they attned themselves only i chastenad smile and i coat of
machimery oil, were abl he troubled his readers with heforve he
amnounced the glad tdings that he had run a0 mowing
machine over so many of them that a census was entirely
unnecessary.  Nor have we had much inconvenence from the
historians of the wars of the Middle Ages. Warrtors encased
in hoiler-pliate overcoats had very few chanees of jotting down
# few notes on the backs of their sheetanetal cufts. Apparently,
when they were not engazed in bhattering their opponents, they
were being blasted out of their own matl clathes with
dynamite—a process thi t must have been attended with
inconveniences in the days when a1 gentleman’s dress-suit ¢
wetghed nearly aton and his laundry caume in carlots at pig-
ironaates. No one conld write despatehies when o comedl of
war made as much noise as a boiler factory. And, conse
quently. what secords we have of their prowess were cither
compiled hy monks or minstrels—two dasses of historians who
redied on heir imagination for their facts and on their
memories for their jokes. Thus the wars of the Middle Ages
merdy amnoyed the participants. The general public bothered
thenselves very little except over the results, so that * bulletin
neek ™ was unknown.

Jut, with the invention of printing, the vecame n change
over the spirit of our dreams. The war historian, like the

citeus, was in our midst. But at fist he was a snully cld

gentlenia,  who wrote comfortably in o coflee-honse, ahout
half a century after the trouble was over.  Hence, the public
were hardly more troubled with war literature then than they
were in the days when the generals wore dressceonts of block
tin and the privates were blackleaded like nonew stove. ftwas
not until the Crimean War that we were first bothered with
any literature from men who were actually at the seat of war,
And then it was only from newspaper correspondents, whom
nobody believes.  As yet, the soldier-seribe had not put in an
appenance. The solder of our daddies was buckled into o
wiform that was too tight to permit him to display any
emotion. It was all he eonld do to breathe, without endeavor.
ing to think  And thus, although a httle coud, about the saze
of awinr hulletin, had appeared on the public horizon, no one
dreamt of the deluge that was to come

The wir of 1870 fivst opened the eyes of the civilized com-
munity to the calamity that overbung them, When the German
stafl put on the market a mibtary history of the war in 200
voluwes, without a single word in them under 14 syllables,
people began to feel as wneasy as a small boy who has
swallowed a thermometer for the sake of the warmth, But
fortunately, it was in German,  And the only man who ever
tried to translate it ot chilblains on ns intellectual faculties,
and spent the balamee of bis life trying to set it to rag-time
music and play it on a bassoon. So the public breathed casily
again, and congratulated themselves that the worst was over.
Alas!t They little kuew what was before them! They had not.
yet realized the extent of American enterprise!

\With the funny little tin-pot war in Cuba the clond burst.
There was not enongh:fighting to go aroond among the 200,.
000 heraes, who needed some glory to carey their clections
with when they got home. So they had to manufacture it
And they did. Eaclusive of magazine articles, and the miles of
correspondence in the newspapers, theoflicialeount shows thay
G670 buoks have been written on the Spanish-Ametican War to
date, and they are stll pouring out of the press hke matinee
girls from a0 Paderewski coneert.

Now, if this be the result of a wiar m which the casualties
were fewer than those of an intermedime hackey matcel, what
shall we have to face when the South-African War draws to a
close? What shall we do when that procession of a quarter
of a million heroes returns to its uative land, and cach
individual starts to publish Ins parucular reminiscences,
unpressions, ar history *  What shall we do when Qom Paal
writes hig views on *War and Whiskers " when Cronje pens a
little volume on *How it Feels to Retieat,” and when Buller
prints his impressions of the gentleman with the fuce ke
Casey's goat who kept him dodging to and fio across the
Tugela like the “mowler™ at a Grifthatown social » What
shall we do when every retuning soldier resembles a png-dog
in the fact that he can a tale unfold 7 We cannot all enmngrate
to the North Pole. 1t would not be fuir ta the landlords - The
capacity of Verdun is hampered by limits Who, thea, will
step mto the breach and head off the approaching deluge of
war stories ? - Hereds a grand chance tor the Society for the
Prevention of Cruelty to Animals. It they seize it, their nimes
will beengravenonour hearts inletterslarger than are allotted
to Buller on the bulletin boards, 11 they fail. let them hide
their dimmished heads. A suffering public will he too much
oceupicd with wading through pages of gory literature to
bothier its head ahout their existence. SiNnan,

*An Hounest Politician’ was theheading ina contemporary,
to an obituary notice of the Lite Mr. Schaadhorst. The infer-
ence is not very ereditible to those M. PUs who have the mis.
fortune to he alive,

The mania for naming children after celebrities appears to
be spreading.  The latest official information regarding this
form of disease comes from Devonshire, where a farmer’s wife
has recently christened her baby * L.ong Tom."



