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MARS AND HIS KALEIDOSCOPE

What the Red God of War Sees Day by Day as the Hand of Fate Spins the Globe to His View

————

Foreword

AR is now the universal passion of man-
kind. The nerve system of the world, built
into a shuddering organism in times of

of ey Deace, can mo longer be kept unconscious
Ostents by the hand of the censor. The story of the
e Paralyzing tumult ever known In the affairs of
pres:,%rlq’ the twenty-years’ wars of Napoleon com-
egue into a terrible tabloid of explosives, I.las
e I; to be }’Vritten. The world at large is gettu}g
the i.ory as it never got a war story before. Up in
the Alntgrlands of Ungava, back in the ice-fields of
Greatrcmc and down along the barren lands of the
Still § Bear Lake, Eskimos and Yellow-Knives are
on thgnorant that the world which put the furposts
war esgreat rivers is plunged into a cataclysm of
uro tefansson knows nothing of it. The map of
shot %e may be changed before he knows that a
in the as been fired in the war of 1914. Somewhere
Dativemn?rmOSt wilds of Putumayo, where the naked
0 eivns}trlr.)s the rubber trees for the tires and boots
est lﬁatlon, there may be as yet no news of this
TUbberc apter in the book of destruction. But the
into € negro gathers to-day may yet find its way
Make te tires of an armoured motor-car that will
lawy € knife-bladed chariots of Boadicea resemble
Almo(s)zv eTS by comparison.
of the hour by hour the story shifts and the focus
geddonyar along with it. What is called “Arma-
battleﬁelé) €gan to come to a head not far from the
denly gps of Waterloo. The line of battle was sud-
§til thl ifted southward to Mons and Charleroi; and
UWnkeygyr, "OFld Waited to hear what the legions of
beey kn Warfare, of war that for generations has
€Dt in cold storage in that vast barbarism
e ussia, was yet to do on the eastern side
the tip, ar machine that has its brain 2- Berlin. At
Belgiunf Of writing, while the “anvil” 1n France and
MaY ggyas holding back the horse-shoe of the Ger-
Making ance upon Paris, the “hammer” of Russia is
Thursdaa few preliminary movements. It was on
that th@y\the day of Thor, the god of the hammer—
Tusgig wnews of the Russian impact upon East
The p4 Oke the world from its uneasy slumbers.
by Eng 8hest civilization in the world represented
by the ;l}d and France are now actively in league,
UDcomiy, fath-roll on the borders of Russia, with the
embodieg-of the world’s most colossal barbarism
Of cent In the Slav, to twist the great war machine
To; ral Europe out of gear.

Mmie iy 1.1 The cool-headed
legg Gauln his trench, the rampant Uhlan, the rest-
headed f{iefending his native glebe, the ebony-
erely hncander delirious for death—these are now
H ue human side of the struggle that is being
by the 5 D into vast superhuman moving pictures

ere ‘;anCe of the mysterious Slav. .

b Ategi 0d when it will all end there is mno

iDloma,, O Dhilosopher or diplomat to say.
mains, by 1}as gone out of business. Strategy re-
Momep Ut liable to be shattered out of its boots any
b Gerp, hilosophy, that once had its headquarters
b, evolan.y’ has no theories of human betterment
legt 5 Ution and no analysis of the human mind
hag b oXPlain what it all means. The Devil himself

= leg 0 to sit tight, knowing that for a while
b S0 the v World has no room for him.

ack ¢, VOrld that is not actively at war is thrown
zl‘e o enlightenment upon the newspapers which
ifa ine JoMbletely out of focus; when the death
S by €re or a world statesman somewhere else
Quake, '€ SAueak of a mouse in a volcano of earth-

geﬂeraied toriQ? and poems and novels are being
s ¥ this conflict which, from its most cosmic
d ing OWn to the lock of a maiden’s hair
0 a trooper’s locket, traverses the whole
ingj Uman experience and expression. 1
Vidual wag never so relativelv small in
sqo0ing Ona‘sj now; and never so sensitive to what
B time ¢ In the world. Life never meant at the
te"ible 0 much and so little. Tragedy was never
th lering mand comedyv never so strange. In the
th:t Teads nas-s of details suddenly flung at the world
288l v eWspapers, no mind is capable of tracing
Wh be 0% uence and sum of events. The best that
Iibieh to tne .S to select those features of interest
m:"ty ande World fighting upon the side of human
St ¢ eert against military despotism contain the
ayoy, this Dlllll and enlightening information.
tor. Deen © 'bose the following pages of this paper
the L the da{inkly mapped out; that the reader who
g Ocyg of Iy newspapers has no chance to get
G usinMa Week on world events at a time when
genslt q‘lietkls has been put out of joint may be able
Dagtle angey down and as far as possible get a
®8 folloy Of the situation. The articles in these

N0 particular sequence. They are not

e

intended to furnish opinions. They do not class. as
expert evidence on the war. They are me.rely .slde-
lights that from the wings of the stage illuminate
as far as possible the strange web of events so
swiftly woven in the looms of headlong human

history.

What the Krupp Interests Saw and
Why—In Guileless Albion
\XHLLIAM' WILE, Berlin correspondent of the

Lendon “Daily Mail,” writes a dramatic remin-
iscence of an episode which to his way of think-
ing throws light on the warlike intentions of Ger-
many. It concerns the visit -to England only two

: i interests
months ago of the head of the Krupp iron inter
in Germany, accompanied by his wife, to give it an

THE MAN BEHIND THE ARMY.
Lord Kitchener’s latest picture—taken as he left the

i is fi inet meeting as
ce to attend his first Cabine
it ot Minister for War.

r. Ehrensberger, the Kru%ps’

B o at Essen, and by Herr Von
%}ngwtegﬁgécatlheexlgiagp representative in Lox_ldon.

'I"his, trio of gun and armoul."-plate experts in the
employ of the Kaiser visitefi Birkenhead, Newca;tle-
on-Tyne, Glasgow, BarrOW-ll}-Furness and Sl}efﬁeld.
The visft was said to 'be “private and upofflclal. : i
was made with the intention'of 1nsp'ect1ng establish-
ments in Great Britain making articles of destruc-
tion and defense similar to those made by the Krupps.
Request for this informal privilege was .made, not
to the British Government, but to the individual firms
in the Government’s employ.. _The reque§t§ were
banded on to the naval and military ’authorltles, who
replied that such informal hospitality nged not be
denied to the German experts. The trio made‘ a
shrewd inspection of the various Wgrks, 'and with
their trained habits of observation, in spite of the
most diligent precautions b}f Fhe managers of the
works, they saw—well, a million times more than
such a posse of experts from any country, let alone

informal turn, by D

Germany, ever would be permitted to see in Great
Britain again.

England was kind to the visitors. England is
always hospitable. She is not-deeply versed in the
spy system. That the door was locked after the
horse was stolen is given some air of likelihood by
what happened afterwards. Herr Krupp Von Bohlen
went direct from his tour of inspection to Kiel, where
by accident he met the Kaiser just then extending
one of those glad-hand receptions for which he has
been so famous, to the battleship and light cruiser
squadron of Vice-Admiral Sir George Warrenden,
now second in command of the Home Fleet ambushed
in the North Sea and awaiting to give the ships of
the Kaiser an altogether different reception.

By the same kind of accident the Master of Essen
and of death-dealing machinery met at Kiel that
very day the Grand Admiral Von Tirpitz, who at
present is waiting on his flagship near Wilhelmshaven
to see what the British fleet intends to do. The Ad-
miral listened very intently to what Herr Krupp had
to say to the Kaiser.

The day before Gabriel Princip shot the Archduke
Ferdinand at Saravejo, Mr. Wile, the “Mail” Berlin
correspondent, asked for an interview with Herr
Krupp Von Bohlen at Kiel, concerning the Krupp
visitation to England. At that time the corres-
pondent knew nothing of what was in the air. He
did not see Herr Krupp. Instead, he got a message
from a polite young secretary to say that ‘“the nature
of Herr Krupp Von Bohlen’s visit to England made
it quite inappropriate for him to discuss it in public.”

‘When the war broke out Herr Krupp went hur-
riedly from Essen to Berlin to take part in the grand
conclave of the Kaiser with his military and naval
chieftains. What he had to say at that council has
never been made public. But by that time—well
perhaps he had forgotten England.

A Guest and a Foe

An English Poet’s View of the Kaiser
on His Visits to England

AISER WILHELM has been a frequent visitor to
England. He was present at the Diamond
Jubilee of his grandmother, Queen Victoria, in

1897; again at the Queen’s funeral in 1901; at the
Coronation and funeral of King Edward in 1901 and
1908; and again at the Coronation of King George in
1911. He has always been made as welcome as any
other monarch or prince or potentate at the centre
of the world’s greatest Imperial spectacles. Less
than a year ago King George paid a friendly visit to
Berlin and rode in the same carriage with the Kaiser
at the wedding of the German Crown Princess.

But if the word of a British poet is to be believed,
never again will the Kaiser, no matter what be the
outcome of the present war, be welcomed- as a guest
in England. In a poem published on August 14th,
in the London “Daily Chronicle,” William Watson
says:

“When to yon fabric grey in fame,
That Windsor lifts against the sky,
In martial cloak the Kaiser came,
We did not dream it cloaked a spy;
Yet there be sat, as now we know,
A guest, a kinsman, and a foe.

“France was a gallant foe and fair,
That looked us proudly in the face,

With her frank eyes and freeborn air,
And valour half-concealed in grace.

Noblest of all with whom we strove,
At last she gives us noble love.

“But he that took our proffered hand,
Thinking to take our birthright too,

He, in this hospitable land,
Bore him as only dastards do.

Here, where the Earth still nurtures men,
His hand shall soil not ours again.”

Fear of the Russians

The Slav Machine May be Harder on
Germany than the Allies’ Power

NLY one enemy really strikes fear into the
heart of Germany. France is only a worthy
antagonist on land, but not at sea; Britain
is a dangerous foe on the sea, but not on

land; Servia and Belgium are merely mosquito



