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that Canadian interests could tn no wise suffer 
by a creditable allowing of government stock 
at the greatest stock shows in the world. The 
article referred to is a sort of defence of the 
action taken by the Experimental Farm system 
in making entries at various fairs, local and 
provincial. Exception to this course has been 
advanced on the ground that it is a case of the 
people competing against the people. On the 
other hand, the public generally should know 
what is being done with the money provided 
by them. As Mr. George B. Rothwell, the Do­
minion husbandman, suggests, if the entries 
can top the classes there Is the best kind of 
evidence right in the spotlight of publicity that 
the public are at least being supplied with a 
run for their money. Mr. Rothwell lays down 
certain restrictions under which such exhibits 
should be made. He also details certain suc­
cesses that have already been achieved in the 
show ring by the Experimental Farm system.
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DAD’S OLD FAVORITEd JestFrom Here and There Poetry
"LooK WHAT 1 FOUND WILLIAM READING!WATCHER' ON THE THRESHOLD.

[Our Dumb Animals.)
Collie is never restless any more.

But lies contented in the same old 
place

With wistful eyes upon the gate and 
door.

Waiting to see a face
That made his world a heaven, and to 

hear
The merry whistle and the gay young 

voice
That used to fall like music in his ear. 

And make his heart rejoice!
“Collie is growing old,” the neighbors 
say.1 

Who sec him dreaming in the morning 
sun;

He used to romp and run.”
A grey-haired mother smiles and shakes 

her head, 
(But, oh. the anguish in the smile 

that lies!)
"He’s waiting for the Lad to come.” 

she said.
And lifts her tearless eyes!

The neighbors turn away with pitying 
glance.

Nor dare to voice a grief for one so 
brave

They know that on the blood-soaked 
hills of France

A white cross marks his grave.
The sad-eyed mother knows that 

Heaven’s gates।
Have swung behind the Man whose 

worth was proved
But Collie does not know, and so he 

waits
Upon the threshold for the Lad he 

loved. Our Dumb Animals.

THE BARBER TOLD ME.
[Herbert N. Casson.)

A workman came in to get his hair 
cut. It was in the middle of the after­
noon. When he went back to his job 
the foreman asked: “Where have you 
been?" "Been to have my hair cut,” i 
said the workman. "What right havei 
you to go in the firm’s time?" demanded 
the foreman. "Why not?" replied the I 
workman. "Don’t my hair grow in the 
firm’s time?"

PUNCH.
(Sweets are replacing alcohol.—Vide 

Papers passim.)
As more and more the god of wine 
Grows faint from want of tippling. 
Nor round his path the roses shine, 

Nor purple streams are rippling;
As usquebaugh and malt and hops.

No longer must entice us.
We crown anew with lollipops, 
With peppermints, with acid drops. 

The nobler Dionysus.

Bright colored as his orient car.
Piled high with autumn splendors, 

The pageants of the sweetstuffs are
At all the pastry-vendors;

From earliest flush of dawn till eight
The Maenad nymphs in masses.

With lions’ help upbear the freight- 
Of marzipan and chocolate

And stickjaw and molasses.
I 

The poet from whose lips of flame
Wine drew the songs, the full sighs, 

Performs the business just the aame
When masticating bull’s-eyes;

The knight who bids a fond “Fare- 
well,

Love’s large, but honor’s larger!" 
Shares with the Lady Amabel 
One last delicious caramel

And leaps upon his charger.

The rake Inured to cardroom traps, 
Yet making fearful faces

Because his toes, perfidious chaps. 
Have always all the aces—

"Ruined! the old place mortgaged! 
faught!"

(The guttering candles quiver)— 
Instead of draining brandy raw 
Clenches the jujube in his jaw

And strolls towards the river.
O happier time that soothes the brain 

And rids us of our glum fits •

HAD TO BE CAREFUL.
[Boston Transcript.)\

A fastidious friend of ours, being down on Atlantic 
avenue on business the other day, dropped into a 
hashery for lunch. It was a rough, 111-smelling 
place, but he thought he could manage to get down 
a cup of coffee and a doughnut, so he ordered them. 
The waitress brought his coffee in a thick, heavy 
cup.

"Where’s the saucer?” inquired our fastidious 
friend.

“We don’t give no saucers here," replied the girl, 
turning her wad of gum. "If we did, some lowbrow 
would come blowin’ in and drink out of his saucer, 
an‘ we’d lose a lot of our swell trade." ,
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- AN UNHAPPY ENTRY.
If any man ever made an unhappy entry 

Into the leadership of a political party It is 
Hon. G. Howard Ferguson, just chosen by the 
1Aberal-Conservative party of Ontario In open 
convention at Toronto. There is every indi- 
nation that there was no one in the con- 
ventton quite so anxious to have the ex-min­
ister to the saddle as that gentleman himself, 
and the stalwarts of the party seem to have 
been overcome by his insistence. It remains 
to be seen if the province as a whole will 
appreciate the choice of the politicians who 
gathered in Massey Hall.

A man whose record shows that he was 
quite unable to manage in a businesslike way 
one single department of government is ask­
ing this province to permit him to manage 
all its business. Out of the mismanagement of 

Ibls department there are suits pending in the 
courts involving millions of public moneys 
arising out of the actions of certain lumber 
companies who secured concessions from the 
department. A commission which includes two 
supreme court judges has been investigating 

; this whole miserable business for months past, 
Iand their interim report has revealed a state 
of affairs under the Hearst regime that must 
shock the whole province. This Government, 
that posed as a government of businessmen, 
stands revealed as incompetent to handle the 
trust reposed in it, and the province will be 
well agreed that a good piece of work was

f

THE SURPLUS CROP.
[Hamilton Spectator.) •

Peaches are sent all the way from South Africa 
to the London market. That being the case, it Ie 
surprising greater facilities are not offered locally 
to work off some of the surplus crop in this 
direction.

*DEAD-EYE DICK!
Ole’ DEAD-EYE!

WELL!

WELL
WELL
WELL

I 
CRACK.

WENT HIS 
TRUSTY 
RIFLE 

AND...
ETC.

EDITORIAL NOTES.
Now, if D’Annunzio would only start a self- 

extermination league. A SCHOOL CONTEST.
[Owen Sound Times.]

Elora has a rather unique contest among school 
children, 1. e., the building of bird houses. Such 
a contest would teach love of birds among the 
children, and could be adopted here with excellent 
results.

Every little burg seems to have a burglary 
all its own these days.

The League of Nations is having a lot of 
trouble with Balkan bush leagues.

THE ABOLITION OF TIPS.
[Vancouver Sun.)

The Walters’ Union is said to favor the abolition 
of tips. This, if true, makes it unanimous. But a 
lot of people will feel dubious about the statement 
that "the practice is gradually dying out in the 
East.” Its death pangs are likely to be somewhat 
prolonged.

Orders have been sent to Italian troops sur­
rounding Fiume to avoid all painful incidents. 
At last a bloodless battle.

qTo those ladies who are fasting and drug- 
ging themselves to a "beautiful" thinness we 
point out that Venus herself was a plump god­
dess. UPS AND DOWNS OF MILLIONAIRES.

[Brooklyn Eagle.]
According to the just completed figures of the 

internal revenue department, this country had 20,944 
millionaires in 1918, or 5,246 less than the year 
before. And the number of "twenty-millionaires" 
was reduced from 141 to 67. These terms produce 
confusion. Any man who returned an income of 
between $40,000 and $50,000 for a given year was a 
"millionaire” in official parlance. Any man who 
returned an income of $1,000,000 was a "twenty- 
millionaire." Of course. In most cases he was 
nothing of the sort. His income sprang from stimu­
lated business, not from accumulated capital But 
even with this qualification an essential one, the 
figures for 1918 are interesting, perhaps illuminative. 
In 1914, for us a pre-war year, the men who paid 
taxes on $1,000,000 income were 60 in number. In 
1915 they were 120, just doubled. In 1916 they were 
206. But In 1917 they had fallen to 141, and in 1918 
to 67. The returns for 1919, not yet available, will 
almost certainly show a further drop. In other 
words, the world war, before the United States 
went into it, was remarkably fruitful in big incomes. 
But the years when we were actually in the war 
meant a drop in the top rank of from 206 to 67. 
That is food for reflection.

So
If Constantine returns to his throne there 

will be trouble, and if he is not allowed to re­
turn there will be trouble. What is a poor king 
going to do in that case? -

An American reform association has started 
a campaign to legislate tobacco out of the 
United States. President-Elect Harding, who 
is a smoker, will attend to their case.

9

Wyoming State Government announces 
that “lighthouses” will be placed at dangerous 
points on highways. No doubt for the benefit 
of motorists who get “lit” at roadhouses.

(That Boston youth who refused to accept 
a million-dollar legacy says: "It is the man who 
gives food to the hungry who does good, not 
the dollars given in exchange for the food.” 
But think of the many hungry that million 
would feed, and where will he get food without 
money?

By FONTAINE FOX (Copyright.)

looking straight ahead out of the nar­
row cab window. That it might be 
against the rules of the road for 
strangers to ride on an engine appar­
ently had not occurred to her, for she 
seemed to take it for granted that she 
was entirely welcome as long as she 
did not get in their way.

The fireman stared across at Mac­
donald and surre titiously tapped his 
forehead; the eng neer stared back at 
Evans and winked knowingly. The 
whole thing had taken but a few mo­
ments. A light was swinging out from 
the top of the cars at the rear and Mac­
donald opened the throttle. They were 
moving ahead before either of the two 
men could think of anything but sev­
eral variations of the word "damn.”

In this manner did Miss Cristy Law- 
son come to take her first ride on the 
engine. The night had been crowded

in the bright bath and let go only when 
the beam plunged away at a curve 
and went exploring in the woods or 
rioted across a valley into panorama 
on the other side.

Once a little rabbit sat in the middle 
of the track, staring the great light 
in the eye with a fascination that 
threatened its life. The tiny creature 
seemed to be paralyzed by the glare 
and they almost ran It down before 
it tore away in sudden fright and its 
cotton-white tuft vanished in the long 
grass.

But as the novelty of all this wore 
off, her mind reverted to the thing that 
sho was trying to do. The speeding 
engine, the flying track, became mere­
ly the accessories which were carry­
ing her nearer and nearer her goal—

The fireman’s watch hung on a hook 
alongside and the hands showed 
twenty-five minutes past midnight. 
It was standard time both here and 
in Toronto; so that would be the time 
at the Recorder office also—12:25 a.m. 
They would be well into the rush of 
the night’s work by now. The boys 
would be in from assignments and 
pounding out "copy” in the city room. 
The wires would be warming up and 
the ‘‘flimsy’ arriving at the telegraph 
editor's desk in bunches, and old man 
Jeffreys would be reaching In the left 
bottom drawer of hie scarred old de 
for his little package of bread and 
cheese with apple or banana to top it 
off; he always ate that twenty-five 
minutes after midnight, just before 
the linotype men and the rest of the 
composing-room staff, who ate at the 
all-night restaurant around the corner, 
straggled back to their work.

Cristy began to go over the things 
she must do and to arrange them in 
the order she must do them. The 
very first thing would be the mes­
sages to McAllister and Brennan; there 
must be no delay in getting the police 
into action. If they could surprise 
their quarry over at Waring's house 
on the Island—catch them in the 
middle of it—it would provide a dram­
atic climax to the sensational story. 
She could trust her editor not to over­
look any such opportunity and her 
eyes sparkled as she pictured the up­
roar that would follow those mes- 
sages in the Recorder office. The old 
place would be buzzing and the whole 
staff on the jump like a bunch of 
excited kids!

Every Man 
For Himself 

BY HOPKINS MOORHOUSE.

HIGHLAND MARY.
[Toronto Globe.]

News of the removal of the remains of Highland 
Mary must have interested every lover of poetry 
and have touched especially a tender chord in 
very Scot. A Scottish-Canadian correspondent 
reproves the writer of the dispatch for picturing 
Burns and Mary, when they plighted their troth, 
as standing on either side of the Ayr, described as 
“a little stream." No true Scotsman would have 
so blundered. Even if he had never seen the Ayr

ABBEY FUNERAL BILLS.
[Manchester Guardian.)

An interment in Westminster Abbey was a 
costly business even in the eighteenth century. Two 
interesting original documents were recently offered 
for sale in the catalogue of a well-known firm of 
curio anq autograph dealers. These referred to the 
burial of George (Prince of Denmark), consort of 
Queen Anne and father of her seventeen children. 
One document was the undertaker's account, 
amounting to £329 10e, which included the Item: 
"For 2 stronge Elme Coffins to inclose the body of 
ye late Prince of Denmarke with a strong chest to 
hold ye Bowells and a leaden Coffin and Urn for ye 
same." The other was the account tor church fees, 
being £68 6s 8d., for his interment in King Charles

"Oh, hang the political end of it. 
Milt!" exclaimed Ferguson impatient­
ly. "Between us, J. C. and I will see 
that you are protected legally. And 
anyway, what’s the use of being in 
politics if you don’t get a share of the 
loaves and fishes while you’ve got the 
chance.? All politicians are supposed 
by the public to be feathering their own 
nests, and you might as well feather

done when they were thrown out of office in 
1919.

Apparently the Tories of this province 
think they have disposed of the Riddell-Latch- 
ford commission’s report by electing Mr. Fer 
guson as their leader. If that is their viewpoint, 
they are much mistaken, and insinuations of 
political bias, which the new leader heaped on 
the two judges, does not dispose of their 
findings either. It was a rather pitiable spec­
tacle to see the Hon. G. Howard Ferguson 
standing on a platform in Massey Hall seek­
ing the leadership of his party and having to 
make his speech entirely a defence against 
charges of incompetency. His references to 
the two judges sitting on the commission are 
as uncalled for as they are in extremely bad 
taste.

If the Tory party wants G. Howard Fer­
guson as its leader they are entirely welcome 
to him, but not all of the Tory press has been 
able to accept him without reservations. The 
complete report of the timber limits commis-

he would have known the parting of Burns and with candy and with comfits!
Mary. "Their adieu was performed." says a The oak reflects the fire light’s beam.
biographer, "with all those simple and striking 
ceremonials which rustic sentiment has devised to

In song the moments fly by. 
Till the old squire, his face agleam. 
Sucking the last assorted cream, 

Toddles away to bye-bye.
SAD, BUT TRUE.

Buddie—Have you stopped smoking?
Ferdie—Yep; sworn off.
Buddle—Thy?
Ferdie—It’s getting to be so darned 

effeminate.
SONG AT PARTING.

[Ellerslie Grey, In the Sydney (Aus­
tralia) Triad.]

with nerve-wracking excitement; but 
in the elation which she experienced 
over this unexpected way out of her 
difficulty, she felt renewed strength and 
confidence that surely would see her 

Half an hour ago she had

prolong tender emotions and to impose awe. The 
lovers stood on each side of a small purling brook 
(most probably the Faile); they laved their hands 
In the limpid stream, and, holding a Bible between

yours when you’ve got to come under
the accusation anyway. It’s all in the I through. Half an hour ago _ 
game. If you've got the sponduliks been lost in the welter of despair; but 
you can do anything these days. It’s ; she was all right now. Everything was 
every man for himself and the devil'-" -*-•— -----"^ —---- --------II.’s vault at Westminster Abbey. It is satisfactory I them, pronounced their vows to be faithful to each all right now. The story would get 

through yet; nothing could atop it now. 
And, protected by the roar of the 
wheels, she cried a little in relief.

Just a moment of this, however. 
She was not ordinarily the crying kind. 
The furnace glare presently filled the 
whole cab as the fireman shovelled in 
more coal, and the novelty of her sur­
roundings pressed upon her to tempor­
ary exclusion of everything else.

to note that both accounts are receipted. other." The "small purling brook" ran into the 
Ayr, which is twice mention in “To Mary In 
Heaven":

take the hindmost!"
"There’s a lot of truth in what you 

say, Blatch. Well, let's get down to 
business and get it over with," sighed 
the Honorable Milton Waring.

Abruptly he sat down at his desk 
and reached for the papers.

SUNDAY LABOR.
[Woodstock Sentinel-Review.]

The law of-Canada in regard to Sunday labor "That sacred hour can I forget, 
Can I forget the hallow'd grove.

Where by the winding Ayr we met. 
To live one day of parting love?"

was_ God bless the Prince of Wales!
He knows what he’s about:

He doesn’t lose his level head
However people shout.

He’s clean and keen and straight.
He's modest (this is well). 

He doesn’t magnify his state
However snobs may yell.

We’re not in love with kings
Now na their lustre pales;

Yet shout we. with all loyal things,
God bless the Prince of Wales!

defined recently in connection with a Toronto case. 
A man whose ordinary calling was that of a team­
ster was fined for working on Sunday, repairing the 
roof of his own house. The case was appealed and 
the conviction quashed. Under the law, as defined 
when the conviction was quashed, it is only a labor, 
business or work of one's ordinary calling that is 
prohibited by the Lord’s Day act. The ordinary 
calling of the man in the case was that of teamster. 
The work which he did on Sunday was that of a

CHAPTER XXVI.
NIP AND TUCK.

Engine No. 810 was running free Wasn’t the din something awful? 
She had no idea that a locomotive was 
such a noisy place. She soon found 
herself getting more used to it and 
watched the engineer with the won­
der and interest. Her idea of an en­
gineer, she found, had been formed by 
the illustrations in the magazines; 
she had pictured him In her mind as a 
man who sat with his hand constantly 
on the throttle or the levers or what­
ever it was, bent far forward, peering 
keenly and steadily from beneath the 
visor of his greasy cap with eyes riv­
eted unswervingly on every yard of 
track ahead. She was surprised, there- 

'tore, to find that this engineer seemed 
almost careless of attitude, leaning 
back in his cushioned seat, body jog­
ging loosely to the motions of the great 
machine. It was only occasionally 
that he seemed to arouse enough in­
terest to lean out of the window, and 
scarcely ever did he touch the levers 
in front of him. Once he actually got 
down from his seat and came over 
to the fireman's side to shout some­
thing in that grimy individual’s ear, 
and all the while they were thunder­
ing along without any lessening of 
speed. What if something should ap­
pear suddenly on the track in front 
of them? Her heart leaped at the 
thought. She was sure he could not 
get back in time to stop, and it was 
all very surprising to her.

through the night with a big string of 
box-cars and gondolas tossing along 
behind her, dim shadows in the dark. 
Her powerful electric headlight threw 
a beam, long and bright, that burrow­
ed into the black void far in front. 
But for this and the few red-glowing 
chinks in her firebox and the thunder 
of the wheels, the freight might have 
been some phantom reptile rushing 
through the land with two red eyes in 
its tail.

Evans, the fireman, kicked Impa­
tiently at the slash-bar and hooked 
the fire. The lurid glare from the white 
fires that curled and writhed under 
the crown-sheet flung wide upon flying 
right-of-way and the woods on either 
side, and played with the swirling rib­
bon of steam that was hissing back 
from the dome. Bathed in the blind­
ing light, the fireman stood for a space, 
swinging his scoop with pendulum pre­
cision from firebox to coal-tank and 
back again; then the whole scene went 
out suddenly.%

Engineer MacDonald, leaning out over 
his arm-rest, chafed at the delay as 
he choked lier head for the Spruce Val­
ley grade. The line was clear as far 
as Indian Creek; but up there some­
where they would have to take the sid­
ing for the first section of the Limi­
ted, eastbound.

With a glance at the indicator and

And again in the lovely Unes:

"Ayr, gurgling, kissed his pebbled shore, 
O’erhung with wild woods, thick’ning green;

The fragrant birch and hawthorn hoar. 
Twined amorous ’round the raptured scene."

God bless the Prince of Wales, 
That gracious lad and sweet!

Tho’ pomps and crowns may leave us 
cold. 

Our hearts are at his feet.
He hates the sickening* fuss

Of climbing oafs that crawl.
He’s generally one of us, 

And so, God save us all!
He’ll play the royal game. 

However royalty fails.
Shout, Diggers, shout withouten shame.

carpenter or builder; therefore the convictionsion will be presented soon and the province .,
, .. ... ' _quashed. It appears that under the lawwill look for something other than abuse of 

the judges from Mr. Ferguson before accept­
ing him as a worthy successor to Sir James 
Whitney.

was 
may

The poem which immortalized Mary Campbell 
was written on the third anniversary of her death. 
Jean Armour, then the wife of Burns, related that 
"toward the evening he grew sad about something, 
went into the barnyard, where he strode restlessly 
up and down for some time, although repeatedly 
asked to come in. Immediately on entering the 
house he sat down and wrote ‘To Mary in Heaven.’ " 
Mary is enshrined in the heart of her race, and 
no detail about her, or about Burns, is a trifling 
matter to’ a Scot.

a man
work for hire on Sunday so long as he does not
work at his ordinary calling.

There seems to be need for a more general under­
standing as to what the law requires. In the case 
in question apparently neither person who laid the 
information nor the magistrate who made the con­
viction understood the law.WILSON AND ARMENIA.

It to natural and fitting that President Wil- 
son should agree to arbitrate the Turk-Armenia 
issue. If there is one problem wrought of the 
war that should appeal directly to the American 
executive it to that of saving the remnant of 
the Armenians. For many years Americans 
have been foremost in Armenian missionary en- 
terprises, and millions of American money has 
been sent over to help relieve the distress and 
misery of that unfortunate race. But for the 
treaty-wreckers of the United States Senate the 
American Government would very likely have 
actively intervened to rescue Armenia. Pos­
sibly it would have assumed mandatory powers 
and obligations, and this, we believe, would have 
carried out the desire of the majority of 
American citizens. Mr. Wilson’s mediation will 
mean a great weight thrown Into the balance in 
Armenia's favor, even without the military or 
material support which Congress refuses.

God bless the Prince of Wales!

God bless the Prince of Wales!
He knows well who is who.

When sycophants uncurl their tails 
He does as he should do.

Son of no puling sire.

Impatiently she peered out ahead, 
looked for lights down the track, 
glanced continually at the hands of 
the watch. She ran hastily over the 
strong features of the sensation, mar­
shalling her facts, getting the general 
scheme of the story into her head 
in proper newspaper style and plan­
ning a strong "lead."

Sne became so engrossed in this that 
not until a vibrant shudder passed 
through the engine did she notice. The 
engineer was leaning out the window 
on his side of the cab, one hand on 
a lever. She threw a quick glance 
out the narrow window in front of 
her and saw that they were bowling 
down a straight stretch of track and 
that far ahead in the darkness were 
little specks of light.

A station! It must be the station 
at last! Anxiously she watched the 
far-away dots arrange themselves 
slowly into switch lights beside the 
track. The larger lights on the right 
—those would be station windows. An­
other light, a red one—the order board 
was out against them and the train 
would have to stop!

She cried out in her excitement and 
satisfaction. She felt like opening 
the narrow window, rushing out along 
the running-board to the front of the 
engine and cheering!

They were beginning to slow up 
now. A man came out and stood on 
the platform, some papers in his hand. 
She could see him quite plainly in his 
shirtsleeves in the glare of the power­
ful headlight. That must be the night 
operator—the Mecca of her hopes.

The hands of the fireman s watch 
indicated 12:30.___

They ' rolled In beside the platform 
and the long string of freight cars 
bumped, groaned, squeaked and stop- 
ped. A lantern came bobbing along 
the tops of the cars from the rear. The 

i conductor dropped oft the caboose and 
|togged forward beside his train.1Macdonald drew in his head and 
looked across the cab. But the seat 
was empty. The girl had slipped 
away already and presently he caught 
sight of her, disappearing into the

SO “PRACTICAL."
[Kingston (Jamaica) Gleaner.]

To have an education is good, so long as your 
education has been of the useful variety. But edu­
cation merely for its own sake, for its humanizing 
influence on the mind—well that, I fancy, is what 
few Canadians have much use for. It is significant 
that their universities endeavor to teach technical 
subjects as much as possible, and are for a large

LEARN TO TALK.
[New York Globe.]

When the Literary Digest, with young America 
in mind, sets out to establish a "better English" 
week there can be no possible opposition. It ever a 
nation needed to learn the art of conversation we 
are in that case. For the most part we carry on 
our friendships, our business, our love affairs, even 
our society functions, in a sort of garbled short­
hand of rhetoric which no other civilized country 
would tolerate or countenance.

To Americans the act is always the thing and 
the word unimportant; and while there is some rude 
justice In this attitude it must be confessed that 
we have overdone the rough-and-ready, pioneer, 
hail-fellow-well-met manner. We have gone so far 
along the path of free English—just as some of our

By no dry prude brought forth.
We’ll love him while the South is South, 

And while the North is North!
He comes, well tried by proper 

tests. 
Triumphant from the scales.

Humbly we bow to Thy behests, 
God—Bless the Prince of Wales!

FREIGHT CARS.
[Thelma Stillson in Everybody's.) 

All day long the cars go by 
•Neath the sleepy autumn sky;
Frisco, L. and N., they say, 
B. and O. and Santa Fe.
Rumble, grumble, clash and clank. 
Creeping past the water tank. 
Grim and dusty, car by car. 
What a sorry lot they are!
Yet they carry wondrous things— 
Stoves and bricks and coal and springs; 
Garden bulbs and tires and chains, 
Tractors for the western plains;
Marble for the carver’s tool. 
Books to study in a school. 
Dainty things from Spain and France, 
Little slippers for a dance.
All day long the cars go by
‘Neath the sleepy autumn sky. 
But the open, swinging door 
Seems a gaping mouth no more:
It’s an eye that twinkles—so— 
"How much more than you I know! 
While you stop and work all day.
I'm forever on my way!
"Always onward, leisurely. 
All the world is mine to see: 
Town and mountain, sea and pond.
Earth’s eternal vagabond!"

part (especially the western universities) great the gauges, the fireman jerked a 
blackened thumb over his shoulder to­
wards the coal-tank. MacDonald shook 
his head.’

"We'll fill her at number seven." 
he shouted.

They were bearing down upon the 
switch lights opposite Thorlakson. But 
MacDonald was in a hurry and too 
anxious to take advantage of the grade 
to stop for water there. The few scat­
tered lights flicked by and they were 
off again into the blackness ahead.

On the time-card No. 7 was a "blind"

technical colleges. Curiously her eyes roved over all 
the levers and queer instruments. 
Certainly an engineer must have to 
carry a terrible lot in his head to know 
how to manage them. There was a 
little knob, for Instance; if she were 
to give It a pull, something would hap­
pen somewhere, an explosion perhaps, 
—dear knows what! She watched the 
hand of the Indicator on the boilerhead 
fluttering around the figure 190. She 
studied the liquid in the glass tubes. 
A little apparatus, too, that looked 
like a small whistle. Was it a whistle 
and when did they blow it? Steam 
was bubbling out of a joint in a pipe 
right at her side: the hot water drib­
bled on her dress once when she lean- ed too far over and she caught the 
== 

help marvelling at the unconcern with 
which these men attended to their 
work; they were perfectly at home on 
this rolling engine.

Didn't it rock and jerk about, 
though? It was enough to tear out 
the rails almost, it seemed to her, 
and her pulses quickened at the 
thought that if anwthing should break. 
But it did not seem to, somehow.

The fireman’s gloved hand seized 
chain on the feed-door again and :toning with his scoop, the white glare 
Rids, 

from his overalls and he had substi- 

Rich 

Evans, who never before had seen even show on a single trip!
a girl on the verge of hysteria, swore ton of-coalon & th, engine as they deep and long under his breath, staring. The around a curve drew her at- 

himself , swung track which was sweep-
tentian upon them with dizzy contin- uitv Out there, ahead of the big 
black body of the locomotive, the fun- neled path of the headlight streamed 
away into the unknown. Far up the 
track the white mile-boards on the 
noles caught it, ran toward them, 
flashed at them and skipped out of 
sight behind. Tall weeds nodded in 
it as they swept past. It poured out 
along the wet rails, which glistened

As for the elementary schools.
whose buildings can surely not be surpassed any­
where, the aim of education there is not only purely 
practical (as indeed it has to be), but the teachers 
themselves impress upon their pupils a practical 
view of life. "What is the good of your reading 
poetry?" asked a teacher of one of his pupils in 
Toronto. "What good can poetry do you?" That 
question is illuminating. It demonstrates to some 
extent the purely practical aspect of the average 
Canadian mind.

The result of all this is that the Canadians are 
not a reading people, not a people with any devotion 
to artistic values, not a people with a high apprecia­
tion of literature and art. On the whole, while I 
consider the Canadian journalists as delightful a 
set of men as I ever met with in my life—genial, 
kindly, hospitable—I do not think as much of Cana­
dian journals as I should like to, Canada can surely 
produce able journalists, but the papers print what 
they believe the bulk of their readers demand, and 
that is rather poor stuff. There is only one Cana­
dian monthly magazine which has any literary pre­
tensions, and that has never been a financial success. 
The best known Canadian who has become a cele­
brated author is Sir Gilbert Parker, but he has lived 
the greater part of his life out of Canada, and many 
Canadians do not regard him as one of themselves 
at all. Ralph Connor is the man whom they speak 
most proudly of as an author in the West; he lives 
tn Winnipeg, and when I was there someone asked 
me if I should like to meet him. I politely declined 
to trespass upon his valuable time, but I saw him 
at lunch at the Assiniboine Park, a few miles out­
side of the city. I knew something about his work. 
It was of the strenuous religious order; the God- 
fearing man succeeding in life sort of thing, with no 
real literary merit whatever. Yet I can understand 
his works appealing to a people who are bent upon 
success, and who desire the help of God in its 
achievement. I once, at Port Arthur, asked a 
Canadian for the names of some well-known Cana­
dian authors. He thought a minute of two, then 
said, with a somewhat apologetic air:

“We have been so busy building railways and 
damming rivers and constructing cities that we have 
had no time to give to literature or art. We have 
had to do the material things first.”—H. G. de 
Lesser, C.M.G., Jamaica delegate to Imperial Press 
Conference.

estimable versifiers have gone Into free verse— 
we seldom make complete statements nowadays.

that 
and water tank farther on up the line, the 

loneliest tank on the division. The sur­
rounding country was wild and un­
inhabited save for the isolated groups 
of loyal track-men who stuck to their

seldom ask rounded questions, but content ourselves
with hinting what we mean by the employment of 
a fragment of slang or a solitary key word, uttered 
with a peculiar Intonation or a significant movement 
of the eyebrows. Our attempts to convey abstract 
Ideas orally are usually confined to broken sugges- 
tions, tumbling in painful, monosyllable confusion 
over the thought.

We are an inarticulate race, and, worst of all, we 
don’t know it. We are not worried by the difficul­
ties we have with self-expression. Most of the 
artistic poverty of the United States, and most of 
the poverty of happiness which the majority 
advertise by racing so madly to promised entertain­
ment, is traceable in direct fashion to the barren­
ness of the native speech. Pleasure of any kind is 
tied up with imagination, and the imagination is 
tied up with words, phrases, sentences and their 
arrangement.

To know and speak only the patois of a business 
is to limit your understanding to the same narrow 
interest. A rich mind is a mind rich in associations, 
sometimes associations of sound or sight, touch or 
smell, but more generally verbal. And if the mere 
possession of words is the open sesame to great 
wealth, the ability to use words well to speak one's

lonely but important posts during the 
blizzard months with the same persis­
tence that carried them through the 
fly season. Engine 810 would take 
water there.

Fifteen minutes’ run and Macdonald 
drew in his head, shut off steam, open- 

led the sander, threw the brakeshoes 
!against the drivers and brought every­
thing to a shuddering standstill with the 
pilot slipping just past the tank, while 
his fireman was scrambling back

THE ALLIES AND CONSTANTINE.
The British and French Governments are

not beating about the bush in regard to Con- 
stantine. The people of Greece have been told 
that while Great Britain and France do not 
wish to interfere in the domestic affairs of 
Greece, they wish it known that restoration of 
the exiled monarch can only be considered as 
approval of his acts during the war—acts that 
were hostile to the Allies’ plans and which 
caused them great embarrassment. Just how 
Britain and France will act in the event of 
seece bringing Constantine back is not shown, 
means more peaceful than the use of war- 

and armies will probably be used. The 
condition of Greece is today guaran- by vast credits issued by London and Paris, uld this be withdrawn there would follow 

uisastrous industrial collapse which Greece 
fare not contemplate.

DOVERNMENT STOCK IN THE SHOW RING. 

|Everybody will agree with the Dominion ani- 
mal husbandman, who writes an Interesting 
article to the Agricultural Gazette of Canada 
for November on "Federal Exhibits in the Show 
Ring,” that the exhibition of good stock of any 
breed, whoever the owner may be, to the most 
botent kind of advertising for that breed, and

amongst the coal to haul down thei 
overhanging spout. And all of this was 
quite within the prosaics of the night’s
What immediately followed was not. 
There was nothing in the locality to
prepare them for it, while the hour was 
late and the night damp and disagree- 
able—nothing to account for the flyingTHE ANCHORS.

We have scraped the sullen bottoms of 
all the sullen seas.

The weed has drifted ‘round us and 
gathered on our knees.

The salt has made us rusty, and time 
has turned us grey.

We’re brothers to the offshore wind and 
comrades of the spray.

Our flukes are worn and gutted; our 
steel is flecked with brine;

We weather out the Northers from the 
Plata to the Tyne!

They know us yet in Skagway, they see 
us still in Perth.

We are the oldest mariners, the traveled 
of the earth!

figure of the girl dashing wildly up the 
headlight’s path, straight for the en­
gine. arms waving frantic signls.

The. engineer’s wondering profanity 
scarcely had begun to flow freely be-

station. To Be Continued.
fore she was on top of them. Panting
wild-eyed, hair in riotous disorder, this 
beautiful young woman climbed up Into 
the cab with the agility of an over­
powering excitement, pouring out upon 
the astonished engfnemen a wonderful 
stream of Incoherent "explanations." |

X
mind distinctly, engagingly, and with 
Aladdin’s lamp beyond all price.

ease, is an

XXXThis is, of course, no less true for the civilization 
than for the individual. The artist must make plays 
and poetry out of the people who actually exist about 
him, and if his neighbors haven’t a flicker of fire or 
a half hidden dream among them, his work will be 
wooden as they are. The condition is not one to 
be remedied in a week or fifty-two weeks or fifty- 
two years. One by one individual citizens will learn 
to talk, and will infect their fellows with the art. 
But it is not an easy thing to learn, and not many 
of us ere as yet desirous of learning. 1

X X 
s 
O

as if in a trance. He came to 
only when the water overflowed the 
manhole, and he let go of the spout

OXO Cubes contain the valu­
able protein of beef aswell as 
the stimulating extractives. 
They build up health end 
strength in a remarkable way

Better than Beef-tea

with a carelessness that earned him 
a wetting as It lifted, dripping, back 
into place.

No sooner had the girl set foot on 
the deck than she clambered into the

The ports that do not know us are few 
and far between.

We’ve struggled through the Narrows 
when the freighters shipped It 
green!

We’ve held in gales off Guernsey; we 
know the rocks of Spain. 

-------- sea anchors, the 
guardsmen of the main!

9

0000006662

Or 
Èhead brakeman’s seat, nestling in 

alongside the boiler-head as far for­
ward as she could get, her feet on the 
fireman’s lunch-pail, her knees drawnWe are the deep
up in clasped fingers and her eyes
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