4 g e
y  fondon Advértiser

ADVERTISER COMPANY,
London, Ontario,

HE LONDON LIMITED,

“MORNING. EVENYING.
3670 TELEPHONE NUMBERS 3679
] PRIVATE BRANCH EXCHANGE

. From 9 p.m. to 8:30 am., and holidays, call 76, Business
' Department; 78, Editors and Reporters; 1174, Composing
Koom; 76, Circulation Department.

| ADVERTISING BRANCH OFFICES.

Toronto Office—F. W. Thompson, 100 King street west,
wom 20.

UNITED STATES REPRESENTATIVES.

Charies H. Eddy Company.
New York—Fifth Avenue Building.
Chicago—People’'s Gas Building.
Boston—Old South Building.
SUBSCRIPTION RATES.
City—Delivered.
| 15 cents per week; $2.90 for sixX mont
J mwonth; $7.80 for one year.
1 By Mail, Outside City—$5 per year,
j or 50 cents per month for short-term
i To the United States—$6 per year,
or 65 cents a montk.
Foreign subscriptions, $13.80 per year.
SUBSCRIBERS, PLEASE MNOTE.
All subscriptions are payable in advance an e
' Insure safety l:)( your rerﬁntance by using postal note, mt:’l:;l:
, arder or reglayared Jerter. Subscriptions are started ak}:
| with current issue. Three days notice required mdm w
| change of address. Be sure % give both e nnl 1’:
| addresses. Renew promptly and sign your sale SO le:’;
Subscription remittances are not acknowledged url‘nhel
requested. Receipt of remittance 18 shown by your
being changed inside of six days.

ADVERTISERS, NOTE,

Circulation audited by A- B. C.
Report furnished advertisers on request.

|
|
i
|
#
i
|
}

hs; 65 cents Per
$3.75 for six m#nths,
subscriptions,

$3.50 for six wmonths,

London, Ont., saturday, July 23.

THE SAVING OF CIVILIZATION.

A specles of spiritual unrest is abroad
earth, and Herbert George Wwells is its prophet.
visualizes and expresses, as few have been able to ao
restiveness with the +raditional in political ecox:'«or_ny,
education or religion. It does nat follow that existing
beliefs held in these fields are all astray or'awrv,
but through Mr. Wells' unsatisfied vision finds its ex-
pression. He is an author to be reckoned with. Six'mce,
pay, 1900, he has become probably the most CO})BplCu-
ous star in the present P.Jnglish sky of letters. Whether
n fixed luminary OT of meteoric order, the cycle (?t
time will determine. Meanwhile the outflow of his
genius has kept people athinking, and has n"aversed
into several other languages. He writes his titles
with newspaper skill and marshals
He has alternately provoked alarm
e very audacity of his concept
From purposeful fiction

in the

He

s case as an
and

avalanche.
ions

enthusiasm by th
#nd the sweep of his rhetoric. y
he proceeds to reel off a slashing hisfory of the
then scans the probable future of mankind,

world;

and lays down plans and specifications for conserv-
ing the accummulated advances of humanity and de-
hroning Thor.

In “The Salvaging of Civilization” ~ Mr. Wells
sbviously forecasts a catastrophe more tragic than
The Great War by improvements in the means of
testruction ushering in a decadence that might imperil
the very existence of humanity itself. Only the other

Chemical War Service of the United States
mnounced of “Lewisite,” an aeroplane
igad of which would in one trip destroy all life, human
a territory seven miied leng by
feet wide. Statistics just issued by the
recent Soviet census show that through the last war
nd its accessories of starvation and disease, 12,000,000
Rus The peril is therefore not unreal.
Civilization seems a frail structure. In 1914 Mr. Wells
found St. Petersburg with all the appurtenances and
modern comforts, say, of New York, but 4n 1920 its
population had dwindled from two million to half a
miilion, with indescribable decay and ruin on all sides.
Bolshevism he sees as only a part of the general col-
lapse. The real disease is more deeply seated. How
then, is a more dreadful outbreak to be averted, and
rivilization—or what is worth whila in it—saved, at
this desperate pass? That is the task to which Mr.
Welle addresses himself. In brief, his remedy is
threefcldi—a new world state, a new educstion,
what he calls a «“Bible of Civilization.” By improved
facilities of transport and spread of knowledge he
conslders the project of a W rld state as feasible.
Instead of a rancid, national patriotism, he wou'd
gubstitute the idea of a Wworld State for all mankind.
which is sometking more and bigger than a League
of Netions. From the success attending the spread
of Islam in quarters of the world, and of Christianity,
he deduces that with the more universal means of
propaganda now available peoples’ ideas could be
ghaped into the framework of a world-wide com-
munity, politically undivided, probably without a head
Jike a president or monarch, but, instead, a repre-
'gentatlve assembly or council, with various depart-
ments, such as a Ministry of Peace for the welfare
of everybody. For all this there must be a broader
type of school and schooling to prepare and make
straight the way, and teach an enlarged patriotism.
Concerning the need of something yet more impres-
slve and ipforming, he expands at great length the
tdea of “The Bible of Civilization,” a book of wisdom
and knowledge up-to-date, modeled on the Sacred Scrip-
tures, and compiled by a committee. The existing
Bible is spoken of as “redundant,” Put the proposed
work would run into four or five volumes, the printing
and distribution of which to the world would be
covered by thirty or forty million dollars. Re-casting
the Bible on radical lines is mot a new suggestion.
Among others,the late Mr. Hankey proposed it during
Special mention was made of the Ten
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_correct the judgment and direct the will This is
precisely the proposal of the Christian Gospel, and no
equal way has been discovered. This glorious task
calls for the. consecrated activity of persons trained
in the School of the Redeemer. Every such man and
woman can promotey conditions in the social order
making for peace and restricting the areas of God-
less strife. The leaders of humanity are iooking hope-
fully forward, and have made progress just in pro-
portion as the Christian Gospel has been accepted
end applied by means of the individual renewal of
spirit and an educational growth in grace. This is
the teaching of The Word which, without purporting
to be a technical encyclopedia, has demonstrated its
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Commandments, and the Sermon on the Mount, which ;

seriously inconvenience persons who have designs
~on the lives and property of other people. As in the
textual revisions will come in an orderly way.
heen greatly perturbed over the want of
recognition of the Supernatural on the part of Mr.
Wells, but in his chapter on the enlargement of
patriotism he expressly assumes his commonwealth
_“under the God of all mankind.'f Read between the
{ines, his works are believed to disclose a steady
' mental progress towards the Theistic conception of
it world, and that he may vet come to recognize
in e Christian Gospel and The Redeemer the true
aolvent and deliverer from the woes of humanity. One
great trouble with the race, as he observes it, is that
«we have lost touch with history and ceased to see
haman affairs as one great epic unfolding.” Now, the
late war had its roots in greed, ambition and hate,
and left) them in existence like the trail of some foul
cancer again to sap and destroy life. In the last
pagé but one of his book Mr. Wells arrives closer to a
true dlagnosis and remedy for the ills of the world,
viz., “a better heart.” When Israel was to be purified
and restored the inspired prophet of old indicated the
only eﬂectgal way in which the result was to be
eccomplished: “A new heart will T give you, and a
new spirit will I put within you.” In other words,
the seat of the affections was to be radically changed

past,
Some have

and the spirit and intellect so enlightened as to

2
A - 5

|
%
ll A writér in the New York
|
1
i
|

| death and destruction toasted. .

verity as a umiversal disclosure of the Divine mind
andé purpase concerning man and his redemption.

THE WORKING OF THE O. T. A.
According to the chairman of the Ontario License
Board, the new conditions that exist under the Ontario
Temperance Act are working out entirely satisfac-

torily. Of course, the act, in its amended form, has

not been long enough in force to form a conclusive
verdict as to the success or otherwise of its operation,
but there are already developing some interesting
rhases of the matter. So far the License Department
:r.1 the Attorney-General’s Department have taken mno
steps to prevent the carrying of liquor by indiﬂdu‘s
across the Quebec boundary, and the question of how
far police officers can go in searching the persons of
travelers or in investigating the contents of their
grips and trunks has not yet been clearly defined.
But, on the authority of the head 9( the License
Departmefit in Ontario, it is stated that there is no
law which authorizes a policeman to search the
rockets of a private citizen, whether on a train or
anywhere else, on his way from Quebec into Ontario.

It appears that not even the fact that a suspiclous
bulge on the pocket of the individual might furnish
strong presumptive evidence that it was caused by a
bottle of illicit refreshment is considered an adequate
reason for making a closer investigation. Whether
t+he individual in question can fortity himself with
an occasional pull at his bottle is not quite clear,
but the chances are that if an officer came along and‘
caught him in the act the stuff would be liable to
confiscation.

The circumstances that bulges are permitted to pass
without investigation must be a source of great con-
solation to the average citizen, for it would be mighty
unpleasant, for example, if paterfamilias had to sub-
mit to a rigorous search every time his pockets dis-
played corpulent tendencies, owing to the presence
of packages of candy or toys that he was taking home
to the kiddies.

The prevention of th2 hand-baggage liquor traffic
is another story, and up to the present no organized
measures have been taken for dealing with this. It
can be readily imagined that the investigation of
every club-bag and suitcase carried across the Quebec
border into Ontario would necessitate the employment
of a very large force of men, and the taking up of a
considerable amount of time; but this and other prob-
lems will no doubt be dealt with as soon as possible.
1t is quite evident, however, even at this early stage
of prohibition, that in its just and reasonable enforce-
ment the authorities have their work cut out for them.

WILL THE STRIKE WANE?

Herald estimates that
strikes have caused 2a total loss of about a hundred
billion dollars. This cost, of course, falls ypon the
body of consumers, and is an important element in
the advance of the cost of living. Whether or not
the struke “succeeds,” this cost is increased, still more,
obviously, in the event of success.

The strike is thus a Vvery expensive and doubtful
method of securing better things for the workingman.
He should be more persuaded of the value of political
and constitutional means as against “direct action.”
Fair taxation and state control over distribution should
be objects of Labor effort. .

EDITORIAL NOTES.
The punch of today has not the kick of yesterday.
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W. McIntyre of Strathroy, who has got his entire
harvest in the barm, is also entitled to call himself

MecSiccear.

& —ee——— S

0ld London can buy drinks up to midnight (any
old night) under the Government's new licensing
bill. Ah!

e

One hundred Londoners are eligible for prosecu-
tion, says the inspector of taxation. Some people have
honors thrust upon them! b,

St. Catharines is the place to go, where two fat
steers were roasted. And to that old guy, H. C. L,

- Ao

It is feared that famine may wreck the Soviet
Government in Russia. It may save itself from this
calamity by swallowing its own system.

et

It is not yet certain whether the two U. F. O.
ministers who failed to keep their engagement with
Ailsa Craig will be sued for breach of pr lmise.

The fate of the “Why Worry” lec‘n'er who com-
mitted suicide is on a par with that of the “Simple
Tood” charapion who one night ate lobster salad and
likewise died.

R

Signor Marconi hopes to be able to handle 200 to
200 words a minute by his new system of wireless.
This ought to prove inval_uable to golferss who get
hopelessly bunkered.

Donald B. McMillan and his companions are taking
with them on their exploration trip to the Arctic a
motion picture machine with which to entertain the
Eskimos. It is calculated that the humorous films
will cause the Eskimos to laugh and grow fat, while
the more serious ones will make them blubber.

A gang of young women in Hamilton, who are de-
scribed as “beautiful and expensive to look upon,”

THE WEST. YES. BUT WATER IN A PUDDLE ISNT WATER ON THE LAND

| LETTERS |

To the Editor of The Advertiser:

For the special benefit of those who
may have been in a state of ‘‘suspended
animation,” owing to the recent great
heat, permit me to say that there was
“some’” rain on Sunday morning, with
accompanying celestial fireworks. It is
a good thing to be able to see the humor
of a situation, and to accept untoward
circumstances philosophically. Pat and
Mike were engaged in putting down
cobble stones in the street on a hot,
sultry day. Mike, profusely perspiring,
and constantly wiping his face, re-
marked: “Pat, the hate must be up to
100 in the shade.” ““Thin,” says Pat,
“ye's ought to be thankful that ye are
workin’' in the sun.”

The wet weather, too, has its humors:
An American tourist was traveling in
the Highlands of Scotland in the rainy
season. The coplous downpour of rain
every day, often accompanied with a
driving wind, was depressing. One day,
hailing his guide, a stalwart Gael—high
cheek-bones, solemn countenance,
draggled kilts and glengarry
drooping limp in the rain: “Dear me,
Sandy,” he asked, “does it rain like
this all the time in the Highlands?"
*“Na, it disna,” the Gael replied It
rains whiles from the west.”

But all jokes aside, the recent long
continued heat was becoming a very
serious matter, both to the country and
the individual, Yes, and how the poorer
classes who had to work, rain or shine,
to keep themselves and dependants, and
who perhaps after a hard day's work
had to turn in to small, stuffy rooms,
where the mercury in the thermometer
on the wall was flirting with the 90
mark—envied the opulent and well-to-
do who could speed away to the lake
side and enjoy the cool breezes, or

be-

and where & modern oscillating fan
provided an artificial breeze instead of
the natural one. But the copious rains
have not only insured enough for man
and beast, and let us hope broken the
backbone of the hot spell, but they
have tended to even up social condi-
| tions and convince even the toilers that
ilhey too are worth something.

{ Then, too, while we as a people are
virtuallv shaking hands with ourselves
over the turn in weather conditions let
us not forget that a great famine-
stricken peopie, different in color and
racial characteristics from ourselves,
are also jubilant. A few days ago rep-
resentatives of that great nation in the
making flashed the good news by under-
seas cable and overland relays to every
part of the civilized world that the
long-expected rains had come, and a
bountiful harvest was now assured. We
are to ‘“rejoice with them that do re-
joice, and weep with them that weep,”
and while the apostolic injunction ap-
plies no doubt primarily to individual
cases, yet here it is peculiarly applic-
able in an international sense. The
countless gifts of Christendom, small
and large, often given quietly and un-
ostentatiously, have saved many mil-
lions of that interesting Oriental
people, and now God himself has opened
his own inexhaustible store and made it
possible for the nation to save itself.
So another apt, virile Scripture text
comes to the mind, ‘“What shall he do
who cometh after the King?”’

London, Ont, D. STEWART.

OTHERS' VIEWS

THE ALBERTA PLATFORM.
[Montreal Herald.]

Now that the United Farmers of Al-
berta are about to be called upon to
form a Government, following their vic-
tory at the polls on Monday, it will not
be amiss to glance at their platform. It
was this same United Farmers’ organ-
ization that won the great victory over
the candidate of the Dominion Govern-
ment at Medicine Hat a couple of weeks
ago. Its alllance with Labor, as in the
case of a similar party in Ontario, is in-
dicated by the concession of one Labor
nmember of the two members elected for
Medicine Hat on Monday. If the farm-
ers can work that extraordinary alliance
in the other provinces at the next Do-
rainion election they may go far towards
securing control of the federal authority

The following are some of the planks
in the platform of the United Farmers
of Alberta:

“Believing that individual citizeAship
can only be made efficient and effective
through the vehicle of systematically or-
ganized groups.

have been working “frame-ups” on the young and
innocent businessmen by invading their offices,
screaming, and threatening charges of assault. There
seems to be more black male in this than white female.

7

FAMOUS STICKS. :

Sir Walter Scott's favorite walking-stick, described as
a blackthorn, or, again, somg say hazel, has been presented
by Lord Knutsford for preservation in the Scottish Museum
of Antiquaries, Edinburgh. It is the stick which is depicteu
in many of his portraits, and bears an inserted silver plate
with the inscription, *“Sir Walter Scott, Abbotsford,” in case
it might have been lost. Around it is stil tled a faded
silk cord and tassel. As famous a stick in American eves
is one much venerated in Washington. It is Benjaniin
Franklin's crabtree walking-stick, with a gold head quaintly
wrought in the shape of the cap of liberty. In a codicl! to
his will he bequeathed it to “the friend of mankind, Geo:ge

“We, the United Farmers of Alberta,
base our hope of developing a social
ipfluence ani a progressive force on be-
coming a stabilized and efficient organ-
ization. v

“Our organization s continuously in

uthority and while through it we form-
ulate declarations of principles or a so-
called platform, these are at all times
subject to change by the reorganization.

“We are a group of citizens going into
political action as an organization. Our
elected representatives are at all times
answerable to the organization.

*““Thus organized citizenship becomes
the vehicle not only of intelligent voting
but also of intelligent guiding of elected
representatives.”

These declarations do not indicate
arny desire to promote our system of rep-
resentative government. The elected
members are to be subject to outside
control and dictation—*‘at all times an-

‘Washington,” adding that “if It -were a aceptre, he has
merit it, and would become it.” : 5 e e

e .

[ swerable to the organization.” They.are
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to be subject to the recall and will be
permitted to remain members of Par-
liament only so long as the directors of
the organization choose.

A political party usually exists for the
purpose of advancing certain deflnite
and well understood principles. 1t is
when. party organization-is used for per-
sonal profit or advantage instead of for
the advancement of principles, that a
political party falls into disrepute. The
so-called farmers’ party in Alberta
frankly announces that it is organized
for power, not for principle.

WHO ARE THE HEROES?
[New York Evening Post.}

Chief among the low-down outrages
of these sizzling days is the fact that a
half-dozen explorers seize on them to
announce their departure for the Polar
regions. Donald MacMillan has just
started to go up the Greenland side of
the Arctic. Stefansson, returning from
the Siberian side, announces he will set
out again soon. Amunsden has chosen
the same quarter. Shackleton id to sail

for the Antarctic next month. Thesa
wretches put whole continents of per-
spiring humankind to the tortures of

Tantalus. They remind us that we have
not really felt cool since the Liberian
bishop landed here a few weeks ago and
said thet 90 degrees wasn't a circum-
ance to what he had to endure. There
i« a certain measure of revenge in the
thought that these Polar explorers are

cacrificing their reputations for courage.
The perils of toppling icebergs, of cold

&0 tense that, as Matrk Twain said, it
freezes your shadow to the deck, of
fierce blizzards—who wouldn’t rush into

The real hero is the man who
ps his wilted collar about him, stag-
gers over the treacherous floes of as-
phalt, smiles good-naturedly if wanly
when his jammed train gets stuck in
the subway hummocks, and at 4:30 p.m.
cheerily shouts “Mush on!"” to his faint-

g ing stenographers and office e.
lounge in the shady parks by day and | i R s
sleep on wide, airy verandas by ni;.;ht,i

| POETRY AND JEST |

A TURKISH LEGEND!
[Thomas Bailey Aldrich.]
A certain Pasha, dead five thousand
vears,
Once from
tears.

his harem fled in sudden

And had this sentence oer the city's

gate
Deeply engraven, “Only God is great.”

So these four words above the city's
noise

Hung like the accents of an angel's
voice.

And ever more from the high barbican,
Saluted each returning caravan.

Lost is the city’s glory. Every gust
Lifts, with dead leaves, the unknown
Pasha’s dust.

And all is ruin—save one wrinkled gate
Whereon is written, “Only God is
great.”

ALWAYS CORRECT.
Jack—The college girl 1 am engaged
to picked me up on grammar before a
week had passed over our heads.
Harry—You got off easy. The one 1
knew corrected my English while 1
was proposing to her.

IT'S OVER NOW,

[From ‘‘Love Sonnets of an Office Boy,”
by S. E. Kiser.]

It's over now; the blow has fell at last;

It seems as though the sun can't
shine no more,
And nothing looks the way it did be-
iore;
The glad thoughts that I used to think
are past.
Her desk's shut up today, the lid's

locked fast;
The keys where she typewrote are
still; her chair
Looks sad and
there—
1'd like to let the tears fall if I dast!

lonesome standin’

This morning when the boss come 1,}

he found
A letter that he’d got from her and
so
He read it over twice and turned
around
And said: ‘“The little fool's got mar-
ried!” Oh,
It seems as if 1 sink down through the
ground,
And never peep no more—l didn't
though.

JUST A SUGGESTION.
[Exchange.]
He had not expected much at the
little inn, but even the cold roast beef

and pickles were stodgy and tasteless.
else?”’

And there’s nothing he in-
quired.
“No, sir,”” said the waiter, with tha.ti

grim delight which a certain breed of
his kind always take in disappointing
a hungry customer.

“Dear dear! That's too bad,.
you no cheese?”

“Not a bit left sir.”

“Well, haven't you anything in the
shape of celery?”

The waiter hesitated.

“There’s rhubarb,” he said.

Have

TRAPPED.
[Philadelphia Public Ledger.]

At the intersection of two busy thor-
oughfares a pedestrian hesitated, giving

1 powers.

\every evidence of panic. From one di-
rection a motor car was bearing down
‘upon him; from another an auto truck i
was coming from behind; while a taxi-
cab was speedily rushing toward him. |
The unfortunate man gave one hope- |
less look forward. Directly above - him
a disabled aeroplane was in rapid
descent. |
It appeared, theg, that there was for|
him but one resource. He was stand-
ing upon a manhole cover. Quickly lift-
ing the lid he jumped into the hole and
—was run over by a subway train. I

| W'Lat’s In a Book? l

\
y Wathleen K. Bowker,

1
| “Blinkers” is the title of Horace -

| vachell's new book. (Cassell & Co.,;

London, Engiand.) i

Miranda had been brought up by her |
father to believe in the dignity of |
service, and to cherish the fact (fact, |
mind you not fancy) that the work we |
do well is the work we love; and that|

the work that we love ennobles us. i

Prospero—or, in other words, Adam
Issell, Miranda’'s father—was the living
victim of love and death. His adored
wife had died when Miranda was a
toddler, while they were on a holiday !
at Moscombe, a suburb of «Cronmouth
__where stupid people lived stupid 1ivesi
in stupid houses, and Moscombe, of
course, touched its cap to Cronmouth,
in season and ‘out of season.”

But not far away lay the noble Forest
of Y's. .

It was because Adam could not bear
to leave his beloved alone in the ugly
cemetery by the sea, that Miranda was
brought up in Moscombe. Her father,
a dealer and designer of wall papers,
set up his little shop there; and grew
poorer and poorer. He had the gifts
of God—but no gift for salesmanship.
He was a designer—and a sage. The
combination of these two naturally pre-
cluded the faintest chance of his being
a businessman.

His household was run—though_not
ruled—by the excellent Aunt Barbie.

When Miranda gathered from her
aunt that things were going from had’
to worse with them financially, she
made an immediate calculation that she |
was costing her father agout one hun-
dred pounds a year, and that this must
not be. Not having the qualifications
for a governess, or any other work of a
‘‘gpecialty”’ kind, she decided at once
to apply for a place as a parlormaid,
and secured onhe at the vicarage of
Medbury - Hawtherne, within easy
cycling distance of homefl To please
she does not use her aunt Barbie, she
does not use her own name.

For some weeks before the story
opens Adam Issell has been visited by
a young man whom he believed to be
deeply interested in his ideas Ralph
Somervell's father, the colonel, was|
one of the most oxclusive of the landed
gentry in that district. Though Adam’s
own eyes brightened at the sight of

No. 11—TO

Again, it's a swing back from the
West to the East, from the Rockies to
our federal capital; from a wonder-
world of wild nature to a modern city,
famous as the governmental headquar-
ters of a Dominion.

Ottawa is richly worth a Little Trip !

thereto. Probably few Canadians realize
all the attractions of this Ontario cen-
tre of population, nor how many sights
may there be seen by a Little Tripper.

Much depends upon the first impres-
sion of a place. In the case of Ottawa,
this is more than favorable. Emerging
from the Central Railway Station, with
its facade of Corinthian pillars, the eye
takes in a notable group of buildings.
Across the way is the Chateau Laurier,
built to resemble a French Chateau of
the Middle Ages, and occupying a strat-
egic position in a city park. The post-
office borders the square on the west,
reached by a massive bridge that spa
‘he Rideau Canal, and more distan
glimpses are had of the northern hill
country on the Quebec side of the Ot-
tawa.

The erowning glory of Ottawa—its
pride sand magnet—are the Parliament
Buildings, one of the fifty that have
sprung from the old mother of parlia-
ments, in London. A noble group of
structures these Canadian edifices are,
imposing in their exterior dignity.and
worthy of the Britain of the West. As
they are viewed in their entirety from
any angle, the outline of the towetrs and
spires, the grey walls and wings, and
the octagonal gem of the library sil-
houetted against the sky, makes a
combination of rare effectiveness, espe-
cially when seen from the Quebec side
of the Ottawa River, and the natural
base of Parliament Hill is revealed.

But the interior of the new main
building is yet another revelation of
creative genius and the handicraft of

llhe workers.
1
1

OTTAWA.

The Senate Chamber and
House of Commons are surpassingly rich
in their designs and decorations while

ses

the corridors and ceilings and stairc
are built in Keeping with the general
design.

What further has Ottawa to offer?
Well, she is rich in parks of great
beauty, such as Rackeliffe, bordering the
| historic Ottawa; she is also rich in her

!natur@ setting and in waterways and
|avenues that lend ‘themselves to land-
}scupn gardening and charming drives.
i To the north, the Laurentian Hills for
a background of ve;lwreal blue, while a
rich and varied landscape encircles the
i city on every side.

f‘ Within the city boundaries are many
| additional public bulldings well worth a
vigit: the Dominion Observatory, with
its fine telescope; the Iixperimental
Farm, a garden of delight; the Mint and
| the Archives; the Museum and Art Gal-
lery.
! The lover of the out-of-doors, what-
|e\'er i~ season, will find Ottawa mors
\

than satisfying—the best winter sporta
{in tobogganing. skating, snowshoeing
iand ski-ing; and the best of summer
ipastimes in every out-of-doors game and
| especially in aquatic sports.

Some great industries thrive in Ot-
tawa, as befits a centre of the timber
trade, in which theusands find employ-
ment: the products finding their way
over and around the world. There is,
too, much that is historic in the place
and street, names and the statues of
famous Canadians that adorn Parlia-
ment Hill visualize many a page in our
national history, in pre .and post con-
federation days.

In a word, Ottawa epitomizes the Do-
minion and is, therefore, worthy of a
Little Trip, indeed, of many Littie Trips
(Copyrighted, British and Colonial Press,

Limited.)

(From Scot
K

The Floral Poetry of Burns

ch Exchange.)

Burns appeals most to mind

through his poems which reveal deep
passion for nature-beauty, a love of
nature linked with some vehement
passion, or glowing with sweet affec-
tion.
matchless beauty; traversing his works
is like rambling down some fair valley
radiant with flowers of every hue; the
exactness of his knowledge of the wild-
lings of the field and wood enabled him

my

Ito be exact in his illustrations. How
{happy these are, and how sweet, dis-
tilling to all time the fragrance of

rature to all of 18 who love nature and

Miranda, he did not count on such in-
telligent taste in others. So he, too,
was touched by the
deplored for others—the
the pre-cont eived idea.
Ralph, inflaimed by Mira
charm, and dazzled by
superiority of her brain
thing in a young woman,

infiuence of |
nda's unusual
the sparkling
(a
but less de-

if Miranda ap-
child of an

But Ralph believes that

influence that he |

| nature’'s shrine,

rapturous |

lightsome in 3 wife. as Ralph's wise
mother realized), still keeps his head
enough to remember that his people
will not welcome the daughter of an
obscure tradesman as one of the fa mil,\'.i
They visualize their son married to
Alice Apperton, the Squire's daughter.

find rapture in her jovous revelation.
Burns revels and luxuriates in the
flowers and’ blossoms, and what joy 'tis
to walk with him as a worshiper at
for he sings thus:

“Oh,

To feeling pensive hear

Whither the simmer kindly
Wa'e life and light,

Or winter howls in gusty storms,

Nature, a’ thy shows an’ forms,
s ha’e charms,
warms,

1

I find 'tis the fullness of summer when

peared to them as the only

artist who Wwas on the way to fame and
fortune as a greatl designer, it might
be a different matter. Though not an
artist himself, the young man recog-
nizes something unusual in Adam and |
Adam's work. So he enlists the help |

of his friend, Miles Purdie. \
Mijes is a heaven-born, self-made
journahist, the maker and ruler of other
journalists and of ‘ournals. He knows
how ‘‘sweet are the uses of advertis-
ing’’ to 'nth degree. If Miles will boom
Adam—!

Miles will. -

He decides on this after meeting
Adam. even thouzh he hasn’t met
Miranda. Though Miles is a ‘“‘thruster,”
he has enormous tact, when he cares
to use it. He assimilates the sage's
theory of ‘the preconceived idea,”” and
decides (having met Miranda) to use it
to further the romantic love affair of
his friend. Miranda meantime has ex-
cited much comment by her obvious
“difference’’ from the average parior-

|

i To

the daisy is tipped with crimson. Burns
sings sweetest

“When rosy May comes in with flowers
deck her gay green spreading
bowers.”

His elegy on Matthew Henderson is a

superb nature-poeni, every vevrse calling |

nature to mourn his
verse of inimitable

the wildings of
loss. I cull one
beauty and truth:

“Mourn, little hare-bells, o’er the lea,

Ye stately foxgloves fair to see,

Ye wood'.dnes. hanging bonnily,
scented bowers,

Ye roses on your thorny tree, the first
of flowers.”

in

When spring hangs out her blossoms

mair. Her intelligence is even better
than her looks; her vocabulary distine-
tive. And a series of fortunate circum-
stances (some of them egineered by
Miles, and some of them pure coinci-
dence), assist in giving her a fictitious !
value in the eyes of her employer and
their visitors.

Once started on the tmaginative path
it is easy to believe that “Mary” (all
parlormaids at the vicarage are Mary)
is fathered by a belted earl (rich but
eccentric), who has persuaded his prelty
daughter into masquerading for any one
of twenty reasons. Absurd! But

1t is easy to find “points’” about such
a girl. And seeing his father com-
pletelyv—if innorentl_\'—-"howled over”
by Miranda on this ingenious theory,
Ralph admits his engagement fn hor—
and his knowledge of her before she
“took service.” He knows that it wiil
make a difference to his father, but
believes that that gentleman has com-
mitted himself too deeply about Miran- |
da (insisting that he recognized her|
quality at a glance) to face the perfect
surfeit of conversation that he must
swallow if he once starts to eat his
words.

Ralph, -be it said to
her just as lovely
daughter as though she had sprung
from the royal line. He has a precon-
ceived idea of Adam outside of his
small tradesmanship, and another of
Miranda as ‘‘the sweetest girl in the
world” 'Tis true that there are lovers
who see their “ladye faire’” in an ugly
hat and frock, for them her beauty is
really dimmed, and others who deplore
the costume but admire the lady none
the less. So Ralph towards the pro-
fession of parlor-maiding. But when
Ralph springs his mine, the Colonel
| bases his refusal to consider Miranda
on the mighty words. “The Somervells
out of their class.”
ou read the outcome for

his credit, thinks
as Adam Issell's

never marry
Suppose Y
yvourself.
Mr. Vachell's novels are always well
written, delightful to read, with a ten-
der touch and a good savor of humor;
here and there 2 trenchant bit of in-
sight, as good in the reading as the
ollve'in the potato salad. Such as
apropos of the vicar's wife, when Sh,e
reviewed the situation between Ralph
and Miranda: -
“goaring far above Medbury-Haw-
thorne—auite forgetting that she was
the daughter of 2 respectable solicitor
—=she attempted to see herself a voung
{ and ardent lover. Having accomplished
this feat, she blushed inwardly. Few
men are aware of what middle-aged
| woman can imagine

| This boom has 2

real interest in the

consideration of the theory of this
“preconceived idea.”” Just how far is

Adam Issell's tenet rampant in this
country? ~Are you able to observe the
individual apart from his surroundings
—gegregated from his job? Can you
make a balanced criticism of those
whom you love—or want to love? Of
those whom you hate—or want to hate?
Are you what Miranda’s father aimed
to make her, a person “with powers of
analysis and detachment’?

y €0 you are s hally blest—especially
it/ you are able to live up to your

;}depths.
dressmaker,

there is none fairer than the lilac, and

DAILY SHORT STORY

(Copyrighted by Public Ledger Ser-
vice and The London Advertiser.)

FORBIDDEN FRUIT

She was forty, but she was slim and

dainty. The grey hair was soft and
becoming, and her eyes were unusually
large, with streaks of grey in their
But she was just Miss Allan,
who worked by th: day
and often late into the evening for her
rich customers. Her work, however, 10
her was a beautiful art, and it was

!never long before.her wealthy patrors
irecommended her to their friends.

As she paused at the corner of Win-
ter street her attention was called to
the figure of a man of about 50 vears
who looked, to her sympathizing gaze,
unutterably tired and pale. A wisp of
his 4ron grey hair was pushed care-
lessly from under a cap, and the grey
uncared-for beard tended to prove him
a tramp.

In all her 40 years Miss Allan had
never hesitated to follow the generous
little impulses by a kindly little heart.
So in her positive woman's way she
marched up to the middle-aged wan-
derer and touching his black sleeve
with one slim finger, said:

“You are very hungry, sir. Come
with me and have your lunch.”
The tall man turned abruptly, and

for a moment looked quizzically at the
purposeful, resqlute little face. Then
with a “Thank you, ma'am, 1'd be most
pleased to,’ “he allowed Miss Allan to
lead him to a near-by restaurant.

“Er-what would you like?” she said,
somewhat embarrassed by his un-
tramp-like manner. She handed him
the menu, which he refused on the
ground that he couldn’t read it.

“Can’t read it?" she repeated. Then
with a shrug of her little shoulders she
ordered for him and arose from the
table to go to work.

“If this is not enough, order what
you wish and charge it to Miss Allan.
They know me here. And here is my
telephone number in case I may be of
assistance to you.”

She forgot to ask him his name,
chiefly because in some subtle way he
embarrassed the little ‘lady. His poise:
his self-possession, his gaze, while not
offensive, nettled her and checked her
philanthropic motives.

After that time she saw him ‘many
times. In fact, he seemed to have a
particular fondness for that corner,
and to her smile and bow responded
always by lifting his old, black cap.
Once when she stopped to speak with
him he told her he was looking for
work. Then it was amusing to see her
straight, little form grow business-like
and her face assertive as she advised
him to appear neat and always brush
'his ' clothes before applying for work.

A week later Miss Allan received a

Pak

The floral poetry of Burns is. of !

The long dark night.”

His descriptions are true to mnature.
He sings of the holly with polished
leaves and berries red, Pejoicing as he
does in the unfathomalble canopy of
blue overhead and the green earth be-
reath where he is enrapturned with |
the “wee, modest crimson-tipped
flower.””

“Oh, were my love
purple blossoms to

Robbie sings,
lilac fair, wi’
spring.”

t is beautiful imagery that compares
his love to ‘“a red, red rose, that's
rewly sprung in June.” This is, I think,
his sweetest and most expressive song.
He visited oft the shrine of the prim-

yon

the

rose on sweet Afton’s banks, for he

!sings thus:

|

‘;“How pleasant thy banks and green

H vallevs below,

Where wild in the woodlands the prim-
roses hblow.”

Through his poems are scattered in
jovous abandon beautiful bouquets of
wild flowers, and hawthorn trees blow
in the dews of the morning, and wild,

scattered cowslips bedecked the green
!\'nlo, Like him, we have strolled by the
| banks of the Jed to see the
woodbine twine, and lingered
milk-white thorn that scents
ing gale When the sweet sumi
| bears long the frdagrance of tl
we recall this pi-asing image:

rose and

by the
evens-

er ai

the

rose,

¢‘See yonder rosebud rich in dew,
Among its native briars sae coy,

How soon it its scent and hue
When pu'd and worn a common tey.’'

tines

His song to Mias Cruickshanks reveals

{rare felicity of language:

i

| A rosebud, hy my early walk,
Adown a corn-inclosed bawk
Sae gently bent its thorny stalk,

All on a dewy morning.”

nature and have
message know how

inter-

i

|

| We who love
| preted her

|

““Simmer blinks on flowery braes

tAnd o’er the crystal streamlets plays.”
i I have in this short notice but culled
one flower from a fleld of countles
blooms, but how rich and varied are

out of his matchless works. for wher-
| ever birds sing, and wild flowers blow,
| and the seasons come anl go, prociaim-
ing their ministry of beauty, the name
of Burns will find a 'iome in every heart
of nature’s «hild. 1 am, etc
J. T. AITKEN.

s, Jedburgh,

|

|

| 1

‘r:‘.e nature mosaics that can be wrought

|
|
1
|
|
|

The Boundari

telephone message to come to Travers
avenue, which, as everyone knows, is
where the blue bloods reside. The lady
had never heard of—or rather she
‘v'mxld not think who lived at that par
1ticu]ar house; so gathering up her ma-
{ terial, she smilingly wended her way
to Travers avenue to see the new
| tomer.

cus-

Her grey eyes took in the quiet, sub-
dued beauty of the house. Evidently
this lady, whoever she, was, must be a
musician, since a piano occupied one
\part of the room.

Then as her interested little
wandered about she saw a tall figure
!stan_din;: on the threshold of the door
jAs it came nearer, Miss Allan gasped
Iand grew pink. It was none<
'.than her unknown ‘‘tramp!’”’

There he was
thandsome,
tleman.

} smoothly,
head,
dark

tlady.

\ “I r.eally didn't mean ln deceive vou
he said gently. “I am Robert Bx"mvh

whom you must be familiar with. You

see, I have been going out that way, or

face

other

looking the typical
\\_'ell»bred, middle-aged gen
His hair was combed back
showing a low, broad fore-
under which an amused pair of
eyes gazed at the fluttered little

'rathm* in that disguise, for the 1
year or so. No one recognized me ar
"l was fArno to stand and watch the
Eworld without the world being aware
tof the scrutiny.”

“Then,”” he continued, coming 1
er to the indignant little woman w
'grey eyes were flashing, ‘““you can
.and I kept it up because it‘;:u\-»
iback a new faith when I saw you
dear and helpful in your r-t’fons.h, be-

friend an old tramp.”
{ e = N

i But you said you couldn’t read.”
said, her face not yet resuming its n
imal pink. :

“It didn’t, little woman,” he denied
’]aughin;:l_v. “l said I couldn’'t read
imenu, which was and is true I an
'forbidden to look at fruit for at least

!a month. Won't you forgive what d
{ception there was, dear,
that through that

when
experience

you
i know
|

{learned to love you.”

Miss Allan—or

| more truly DMrs
i Brown (which

really answers tl
‘above question), is unusually fond
iher tall, middle-aged tramp husband
He still has a little trick of bending
!over her chair before Kkissing her, and
i whispering mischievously: “Yes;
'ma'am, I'd be most pleased to.”

_— By

Hay - Fever

SUMMER COLDS, ASTHMA,
spoil many a holiday.

RAZ - MAH

Positively stops these troubles?
3neezing, weezing, coughing,
weeping eyes aren’t necessary—
unless you }ike being that way.
$1.00 at jour druggist’s, or write
Templeto

of

Toronto, for a-freetrialy < |




