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ITHIN driving distance of the eity of
‘;‘/ Toronto are - farms which can be
bought for‘less than it cost to put
up, the buildings, eclear, drain and

fence the land.

In other weords: arable lands not thirty miles
from the niarket of a half million Canadian
people, can be purchased for nothing—pro-
vided the buyer is willing to pay back a part
of the capital invested in the man-made im-
provements. |

Yet, we are wont to say that agriculture is
the backbone of Canada! And so it is. Thus,
the relentlessness of logic brings us to the sad
conclusion that something is seriously wrong
with Canada’s spinal column.

Within the ten years covered by the last
eensus, Ontario’s urban pépulation inereased
by 400 thousand, and Ontario’s rural popula-
tion decreased by 40 thousand. A vast army
of new consumers, vaster than all Canada’s
army owerseas, ‘?nd 40 thousand fewer pro-
ducers to feed it!

And the people are asking why there is not
enough food to go around, at the old time
prices! f

Since the war there has been a further
coursing towards the depletion of the land.
Don’t turn to the enlistment figures of the
rural battalions to find its volume, for they tell
only part of the story. From a farm I know
well, five men have gone overseas; and each
man enlisted in Toronto. From rural Ontario
and even from the far West, men were drawn
to the city of bands, white lights, theatres,
erowded streets, and prodigal entertainments
during the days of active recruiting. The To-
ronto press, ever prone to comparisons,
measured loyalty by the nunibers of enlist-
ments, and boasted of the super-loyalty of the
Queen City. Like the Pharisee of old, Toronto
gloated in her righteousness. ;

And there were men who left the farm for
the city—and did not enlist—men who, un-
skilled in mechanies, found in the munition
factories a pay for an eight-hour day’s work,
greater than a hundred-acre farm with all its
capital investment could produce.

Left to himself, the farmer bent his tired
back still lower and strove to maintain the food
supply. That he has succeeded so well, is a
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HEN James Whitcomb Riley was
praised as the man who had
introduced the real child into Ameri-
can. literature, he remarked, “I have
only been trying to do the little fellow
simiplest, purest justice.” Writing to
an old friend, notes Edmund H, Eitel
in Harper’'s Magazine, Riley once
said; “The letters from delighted fa-
thers amd mothers, and even tl.xe

pencil-printed ones from “the lovely
little chaps themselves, all—all go to

make me one of the happiest, grate-
fulest of men—with never a child of
my own, and yet with a world of them
—thank /the Father of us all.”

On just one occasion he was drawn
into an intimate talk in which he
revealed . from. his vivid' memory of
the boy he used to be thie real secret
of his understanding of children.

“Phere is always beside me the lit-
tle boy I used to.be, and I can think
his thoughts, and live his hopes and
his tragedies now, just as much as I
could when I looked like him.

“We have great times together—
this little boy and T—and we are never
more intimate than -when some other
little child is near us. I have sat here
by the fire, or by somebody else’s fire,
and have seen a little, strange child :
- come into tle room when it seemed .

‘a8 it he must know Aow much alike
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This brave n

old canvas,

As Arras-Lille despatches show,
Marking the trick, with artful grace,
Which cheats the Hun before his face—
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marvel ; that he cannot continue, is a certainty.
For he cannot continue. - During the past three
years, produetion has been forced by means
which cannot be indefinitely extended. In the
West, wheat has been raised on stubble; and
in the East, corn has been grown on unhoed
fields. But the day of reckoning is at hand.
It is a law of nature that food eannot be pro-
duced without a bending of backs. Like Huns,
the weeds are invaders, destroying erops and
spreading destruction far and mea?, and like
Huns, they will yield only at the point of steel.

Yes, it is true: there is no permanent sue-
cess in farming without backaches. That is
the mdin reason for the trek from field to fac-
tory. - Greater comforts, shorter hours, more
remuneration with less manual effort : that tells
the story.

All the short euts to production have been
exhausted. The farmers of Canada have the
last word in mechanical implements, and pro-
duction still means manual labor and drudgery.
The hours have been lengthened their full
course—and then stretched to the breaking
point. And now the eight-hour-a-day con-
sumers are asking the fourteen-hour-a-day food
producers to hurry up and produce more food,
cheap food. The men who left the land, who
refuse to go back to the land, are strafing the
man who stayed on the land; they are de-
nouncing him in the columns of their press as
a profiteer.

Not many weeks agé, I ran into a mob on
the East-side streets of New York. Soap-box
orators were driving it towards- frenzy by
strafing the foodproducers—and they suc-
ceeded. The mob upset hucksters’ carts and
broke plate-glass windows, and the soap-box
orators went home, doubtless satisfied that they
had done a good day’s work.

But these things did not lower the price of
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ew word runs to and fro,

Just camoufiage,
painted with a throw. :

Placards obscure the hustings. Row
On row they flash—each flash a biow
For King—or whom? God, we could
. trace ;
v Thy.gulding hand when passions flow -
- - O'er Canada, should men forego
~Base, camouflage.
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The art of camouflage is
tharoughly understood by
._!-'rénk 'Klpg'_ in (‘;art.ovons‘ Vl‘w‘ac‘:a:zlnfe."

Hear pseudo-statesmen all agiow;
With patriot-phrase their plans o'erflow;
Mere platitudes and common-place:

food. And nothing will lower it, except more
food. A few miles away, over on the Long | =
Island side, was a vast area of untilled land S
that would have produced food if the soap-box I ¢ °
orators and the mob had bent their backs in itsT
cultivation. 3

In Toronto, John R. Robertson, of-the ‘‘ Tele- &
gram,’’ and Joseph E. Atkinson, of the ‘‘Star,”’ (§
are raising a hue and ery against the farmer. &
By combine, they gather their news, by com- &
bine they regulate their advertising rates, an_d !
by combine they raised the sale price of their 3
produet one hundred per cent., and with un- &
blushing inconsisteney demand that the far- %
mers’ product shall be cheapened by govern- &
ment regulation. The farmer’s pay for his &
fourteen hours a day toil diminished.

The soap-box orators of New York, and
Messrs. Robertson and Atkinson, of Toronto, S
are not alone in seeking to turn eity against S8
country. In England there are men avho strafe S§
the food-producers. Of them, Lloyd George ¥
said, the other day:

1 need hardly say, not only have I no sym-

pathy with this abuse which has.been poured E,

upon the farmer, but I deprecate’ it in the

strongest possible manner. It is mischievous =
to the last degree, and it is not true. After ;
all, these people who  have been delivering ¥

these ill-considered and pernicious attacks do F

not realize the precariousness of the farmer’s

business. o

The charges of profiteering levelled against =
the farmers, these wanton attacks upon men
who, with heavy capital investments, are
laboring at remuneration which is less than
the current hourly wages of the city unskilled |
laborer, are, in the opinion of Britain’s Pre-
mier, ‘“mischievous,”’ ‘‘ill-conditioned,”” and
‘‘pernicious.”’ E

More than that, they are futile. ‘‘There 15, =
no arbitrary Law of Supply and Demand!’ §

i

As well might they have said there is no Law &

. of Gravity. Capital and labor are liquid—save

under slavery—and they move to the place of
most remunerative employment. And so long'
as greater profits and higher wages are to bé
made in the city, the price of food will con- £
tinue to advance. Once upon a time old King |

Canpte said the laws of nature should be
broken at his command. From his gilded &
throne chair he strafed the waves and bade ¥
them desist, but—— -8

A
with him. But I never did go to him |
right away, or call him to me. Whyfb
Because the little boy I used to b® &
was at my elbow, and I remembered
very well how he used to like to hav
people treat him. Was it the peopl
who made an affectionate rush av
him and caught him wp and covered
him with kisses who won his heart!
No, it was the people whose hearts B
thought he had won.

“So with this little, strange chil
in the room, I would sit still and pr
tend to be talking with the grown-u
people. But I never ceased to D
conscious of him for a minute—onl
1 wouldn’t have let him know th#

. for the world. I wooed him instea
- ag subtly - as. ever lover 'wooed
~ sweetheart—and, when you conside!
it, a Tover woos as if his sweetheal
were a child, under-valuing what
too easily won, and ‘overestimati
what is hard to possess. e
I would hold out my hand to the chil€
with all the absent-mindedness
could muster, and I would keep ¢
talking. The little, strange chil¢
would watch like a little, shy rabbi
and come a little nearer, and a 1itt!
nearer, and finally he would be stan®
ing with my arin around him, and
~ the ‘while I ‘would ‘be talkingto sl
“one else, and not ‘seeming to pay B

- the slightest attention.”
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