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"TWAS THE NIGHT
BEFORE CHRISTMAS

40060000000 0000 00000000

To-morrow-—Christmas!

. On the streets and in the shéps a
u}e}, Turrying, laughing, jostling
Christmas crowd, bundle-laden. Old
darkies selling bolly wreaths apd mis-
tleto¢ disputed the curb with ferret-
{faced, raucous-voiced young men, who
jingled the small silver in their pock-
ets and loucly pesought passers-by to
stop and watch the antics cf Jack in
the Box and the 1 umblipg Bear. Alley
children ‘with pinched, dirty little
hopeful faces, scurrying through the
crowd hand in hand, taking a \'t('a‘rl-
ﬁ“us'%ﬁris'tmus joy in the store win-
dows. ' All the world roundabout seil-
ing, buying, planning, ceizing the plea-
sures of the moment, enjoying in pros-
pect those of the morrow. liigh car-
nival in honor of Father Cuiistmas,
with peiting snowflakes for confetti.

Chrisimas—yct not Christmas. For
the cpirit of the feast is peace, and
never since the angels sang their in-
spired message 1o the shepherds at
Jethishom bhad war S0 racked the
“World,

“Nen of gcod will” who this day &
year ago had come home gift-laden to
cheerful firesides and happy children
lJay to-day huddled under a frozen
blanket of ecarth, with the winter's
snows for coverlet. Over half the fieids
of FEurope their homes stood like
snagged teeth, a bit of broken wall
and g gqld chimuey. Wives and child-
“ten y:bra departed. No geod St Noel
would %11 the littlg shoed this year |
with tovs and sweetmeats. War hag
frightened the jolly old saint away,
and the little shoes were in tatters
from endle:s miles of wayfaring.

In the big, hurrying city of the new
world where Jasen Blake had made
his fartune the war, thank .God, \\‘asL
little nisre than a pgiy-reeled, melo-
dramatic moticn picture, showing
morning and night on the printed pag-
es of the newspapers. 1t thrilled and
interested its huge audience twice a
day. Sometimes it drew tears from the
oyes of thé many, and money from the
peckets of the few. Moneyed men, like
Jason Blake, had damned the war
whole-heartedly at first, but had tak-
en to smiling contentedly instead as
_forelgn exchange got back to a work-
¢ ing basis and foreign orders for shoes
and blankets and automobiles, for
grain and beef and army mules began
to sfag & goldén song over the Atlan-
tle cables. v
Jason Biake was secretly proud of
his reputation as “a hard man.” A
newspaper paragrapher had lately de-
scribed him as a “commercial dread-
naught.” Blake had shown the clip-
ping to some of his cronies at the
clubh  “The dreadnaught, however,”
he had observed with a pleased pom-
pousnesg, “is sometimes vulnerable.
The best of uvs have our weak side.
Now, I think miune must be my fond-
ness for children. 1 could never be
harsh to my child.”

irable weakness,”
friends told him—which; of
was what he wanted to hear.
lake was the more complacent over
this “admirable weokness” because his
10-year-old daughter, Derothy, was
the image of her mother, who had
used the banker very badly, indeeu.
He would not have minded being eith-
er a widower or a divorcee. But he
hated being a man whose wife had
run off—not to be with another, but
to be away from himself. However,
he was indulgent to little Dorothy. |
with her spun-gold hair with its trick l
of curling in little tendrils about her |
temples, just as her mother’s had
done, and her mether's imperious, ro-
mantie, knight-errant temperan
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jzed woman's heart should rave
jewels without stint, dresses heyond
telling ~Frenchi maids and Frerich
motors, a cottage at a modish water-
ing place, a town house that was the
envy of thelr fashionable neighbors.
And yet she had gone. The fact that
he had given her so little of hig so-
@loty and less of his love wag, he
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felt, only incidental. He had married
late in life and money, though per-
haps it will not cover a multitude of
sins, like charity, should at least
cloak a few peccadilos,

Their second baby had been born
a month after she had left his house.
It was characteristic of the man
that he had never seen its face. He
had not even inquired whether it was
a boy or a girl. And perhaps it was
characteristic of his wife's steadfast
pride that she had sent him no mes-
sage. He had heard of the event quite
casually, and had commissioned his
lawyers to interview her for him. She
sent back word that she could take
cara of herself and the baby very
well. That closed the incident. Jason
Blake sometimes wondered how she
managed, as she had no money of her
own. She had put on her oldest
clothes when she left, and had left
the jewels he had given her. Well, he
had "been willing -ensugh to support
her. He would never run after her
with money, It was a sop to his vanity
to reflect that women who are about
to become mothers sometimes ylo
strange thkingz.

It was growing dark in his private
office. Time for the club, a cocktail
and dinner. A golitary clerk was hov-
ering about the outer office, anxious
to get home to the real work of the
day, triming“the Christmas tree, Blake
never liked employees who watched
the clock. “You geem very anxicus
to be gone, sir,” Le said coldly to the
clerk. §

“I% 2 got a little Christmas trce to
frim at home, sir,” explained the
clerk., “You Know it's Christmas eve,
sir,” The clerk wasn't very sure
whether big men like Jason Blake
ever gave Qa thought to very small
events like Chrisiiics,

Stran_ to say, Blake smiied. “Goced
night to you, Waters, and a merry
Christmas.” The clerk stared. Jafon
Blake had regained his good humor.
He was mentally comparing the poor
devil's lopsided dollar tree with the
magnificent affair that half a dczen
carpenterg. and decorators and elec-
triciang were at that moment instai-
ling in the drawing room of the Blake
maneicn,

Dofothy Blake sfiil believed in
Santa Claus. She loved him as she
would a doting, but somewhat stern.
old grandfather, He was alternately
a threat and a promise. She couldu’t
understand, though, why Santa Claus,
who was a saint, and therefore had
all Heaven to draw upon for beauti-
ful playthings, so often overlooked
poor girls and boys. Maybe the an-
gels had little children of their owa
who wanted toys for Christmas, and
Santa had only left-overs for the resi
of the world, Then, of course,
rich children woula
first. .

Dorothy was sitting alone, curled up
in a big leather chair in front of the
ti_re in her father’s library, at the pre
cise moment Jason Blake handed bis
beautiful seal-lined overcoat to .the
hat boy at the Cosmos Clud. Old Mrs,
Kennard, her nurse, had se>x no harm
in sl:pping out for a cup of tea with
her widowed cousin—espe_i2liy
knew frcm long experien-e that
master never came home before mid
might Christinas eve.

porothy had been “‘dra
tures” in the smeculdering lo
had summoned out of ner
fancy and heart's desire a
mother face in the glowing heart ot
(ne embers, and the image of a play-
mate, a little brother she thought it
must be. A brother would ve de-
lightful. even better than Brownie.
she had Brownie bes her now,
tucked warmly under her arm. He
a soilled and ragged' old Teddy
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ed. “It's the evening papers.
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poor Belgium little boys and girls —
let's read it.” Dorothy and Brownle
were old acquaintances of & place call-
ed “Trenches,”” where all the fighting
seem to occur day after day, and of
that strange piece of field equipment
known as “Heavy Casualties.” She
wondered why it always was so heavy,
and if the pcor soldiers grew very
tired of carrying it with them, like the
sack of wicked deeds in Pilgrim’s Pro-

gress.

She read Brownie the story of the
“Little Belgium boys and girls..” It
seemed that the American children
had sent them a shipload of toys for
Christmas. “You see, Brownie,” she
explained. “Santa was atraid he
might get shot if he went to Belgium,
and then he could never come back to
the other little boys and girls. So
he told the American children to send
all their old toys on a ship, and he
would bring them new ones.”

She wished she had sent something
on the ship. She was very sorry for
the little children whose fathers had
gone to war. “l1 know what we’ll do,”
she whispered, excitedly, in the Teddy
Bear’s ear, “you and I'll send our
presents right now. We won't bother
about any old ship. We'll just go out
ourselves and keep right on walking
til] we meet some little Belgium child-
reny’ Her geography was & little
vague.

She had made up her mind what her
gift would be. For a brief unhappy
moment she feared that she ought to
sacrifice Brownie because he was her
favorite, and a gift ought to be the
best one can afford. But he was too
worn and tattered to be held desirable
by anyone but herself. So she chose
her new bisque dcll, It came next to
Erownle in Yer love.

It took but a moment to get the toy
from the nursery, dressed in its win-
ter finery. She sHpped on her own
little fur ccat and hat to match, and
tugged at her rubber overshoes.
Brownie she tucked under her coat to
keep him warm. With the doll in
her arm she tip-toed down the polished
hardwood staircase. The hall was
empty. One moment her small-hand
was on the knob of the front door;
the next, she was out in the storm,

Dorothy had as littlo knowledge as
Brownie of the intricacies of the city’s
streets. SHe only knew that she
must walk straight ahead. She would
be bound to find the “Belgium child-
ren.” The city was so big that they
must be gomewhere.

The snow was blown by a blustery
wind. The streets were crowded, and
n little girl like Dorothy would he
simply swailowed up in the vortex of
hurrying clerks and shoppers. She
walked ahead boldly, turning corners
wlen it scemed good to do so, getting
more hopelesgly lost every minute. She
never thought of that. She saw only
onc issue at a time. At vresent it
wag her task to find the “little Bel-
givm children.”

Onea ghe tiought it might be well to
ask the traffic policeman at a street
corner, “Have you seen any little Bel-
gium children?” ~she demanded.  “A
Merry Christmas to you, little miss,”
caid he, “but don’t be vlaguin’ a Lody
with simple questions like that. Yo'd
better run home before You cateh your
degth of oold.”

Not ver, satisfactory, that.
kept straight ahead. Not a square far-
ther her persistence had its reward.
sl was off the business streets and in
a reighborhood somewhat down at the
heel. She saw a little lad in a worn
reefer and old woollen cap industri-
ougly trying to brush the snow off the
broken steps of one of the houses.
The door stood half open behind bim.
A gas jot without a globe disclosed
broken plaster and ragged wall pajer,
and a long, bare flight of steps back
in the shadow. It was so different
from anything Dorothy had ever scen
{nat she judged she had reached the
i;_:;)al of her auest. Also she was get-
i ting a bit tired. .50 she went vodly up
E to him.

! “Little boy,”

y

she inquired, “are you
The little boy stopped

a Belgium?”

g

sweeping.

“Is it something nice®" he asked.

I‘ “It's nice to get Christmas pres-
ents,” she replied, “and the little
l}’.clgium boys are all going to get
them. But their fathers have to be
dead.”

| “My faiher is' dead,” said the boy.
“znd 1 want a Christmas present. So 1
| guess 1 must be a Belgium.”

i “All right,” agread Dorothy.
I'lt give you-this lovely doll.”

“Then
She

¢ lshiowed it proudly. The boy's face fell.

wer

i ain't a little glirl
with a doll?”

“Well,” said Dorothy, “I guess T'll
i have to go look for a little Belgium
| girl—I never thought of that.”

“lcld on,” said the boy. I've got
a mamma, and maybe she'd like to
lhave a doil. She told me Santa Clans
wouldn't bring her any present to-
morrow. She said he only brougzht
them to little girls—and she wished
she was still a little girl. So maybe
che'd like a doil. Come on in and we'll
see.”

lic led the way up to the
storey.
steps.
gurage in the back yard of orothy's
home. She asked the boy if anyhbody
clsc lived there. *“We
some boarders,” he answered, “but wa
Laven't any morc. Most of them lost
tieir jobs and couldn’t ramma
arviling. So we live 2l b
1O Mamma says the landlord
246 r to put us cut because we cun’t
pay the rent.”

}ic opened the door of the front
roont. A pretty women—she lo
ko my dolly grown up,” Doro

what do I want
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little oil stove turned very
1 vadk o shawi  thrown around h
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of tne room. One of the window pancs | =
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balied paper.
“Swept alread Brother?”’ she ask-
ed, withiout look ing up from her work.
“No, mother,” he answered, “but
Lere's a pretty little girl I brought
up to see you. She has a doli for the
little Belgium children. I guess I'm
because father's dead, and she
wanted to give it to me. But I'm a
Loy, 1 told her, and mavbe you'd ke
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The woman looked up ani smiled. It

So she

Stiff, Enlarged Joints Limber Up! '
Every Trace of Rheumatism Goes!

Even Chronic Bedridden Cases
Are Quickly Cured.

Rub On Magic “Nerviline”

“Nothing on earth can ‘beat good
old “Nerviline” when it comes to cur-
ing rheumatism. :

The blessed relief you get from Ner-
viline comes mighty quick and you
don’t have to wait a month for some
sign of improvement.

You see Nerviline is a direct appli-
cation; it s rubbed right into the sore
joint, thoroughly rubbed over the
twitching muscle that perhaps for
years has kept you on the jump. In
this way you get to the real source
of the trouble. After you have used
Nerviline just once you'll say it's
amazing, & marvel, a perfect wonder
of efficacy.

Just think of it, five times stronger
and more penetrating than any qther
known liniment. Soothing, healing,
full of pain-destroying power, and yet
it will never burn, blister or destroy
the tender skin of even a child.

You've never yet tried anything half
80 good as Nerviline for any sort of
pain. It does cure rheumatism, but
that’s not all. Just fest it out for
jame back or lumbago. Gee, what a
right fire cure it is for a bad cold, for
chest tightness even for mneuralgia
headache it is eimply the finest ever.

For the home, for the hundred and
one little ailments that constantly ar-
ise, whether earache, toothache, stiff
neck, or some other muscular pain —
Nerviline will always make you glad
vou've used it, and because it will cure
you, keep handy on the shelf a 50c
family size bottle; it keeps the doc-
tor's bill small; trial size, 26c; all
dealers, or the Catarrhozone Co.,
Kingston, Canada.
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2 bit drawn and tired. ‘The kind of
face, Dorothy thought, that she had
seen in the heart of the embers.

“That'e kind,” said the woman, in
a voice as sweet as her face. “But,
Brother, you know, I have always told
you that we could not take gifts from
anyone, And you're not a little Bel-
gian, you know. They're even poorer
than we are.”

She looked again at Dorothy. “You
sweet little darling,” she said softly.
“Sp you wanted to glve your best dol-
lie to the Belgians? It was a pretty
thought, but the Belgians are far
away, over across the broad ocean,
and they would never get your gift in
time for Christmas. Better keep it
dear, And how did you get into this
neighborhood all by yvourself?”

Dorothy felt like crying. She had
never been so dreadfully disappointed.
She rubbed her eyes with her chubby
fist, “Brownie and I just walked,”
she explained, “Here's Brownie—my
Teddy Bear. He's the dearest littleé
fellow in the world. You know, I'm
never afraid with Brownie.”

“Do you know_ where Yyou
asked the mother.

Dorothy looked blank. It hadn't oc-
curred to her before. She had heard
of lost children, and the thought that
she was logt herself seemed as strange
as it was terrifying. But she did not
cry. “I live in a great, big house with
marble doorsteps and a  silver door
knob. and a butler and a governess,
and Nogi, the cook and - Pat, the
chauffeur, and Mrs. Kennerd, my
nurse—and, and, I don’t know what
street it's on, but it's a beautiful big
street, with lots of houses and auto-
mobiles.”

o

live?

askedy/the mother.

“Yés,” sald \ Dorothy,
sob, “and I just know poor Mrs. Ken-
nerd will catch it for letting me g0
out. I'm a bad, miserable girl, and I
guess Santa won't bring me any-
thing.”
ihe woman. “Come right here and sit
on my knee'

She took the little girl in her arms
and hugged her close. Dorothy nes-
tled under the shawl. The woman
with the sweet face was kissing her
and crying a little. It was more com-
fortable than the big, eas ychair at
home by the fire, and Dorothy didn’t
fee] a bit afraid. So she fell asleep
in the ewift way children have. The
woman disengaged one hand and,
leaning, raised the wick of the cofl
stove, though kerosene had gone up a
cent a quart agaln, and the can out
on the window sill was almost empty.

Jason Blake was sipping\his high-
ball and smoking an exceedingly good
cigar when the page called him to the
telephone. He listened a moment,
hung up the receiver with a bang, and
bolted out the door without a word
to the circle at the wide fireplace.
They stared in amazement. He had
never left the club so early Chrietmas
eve for yvears to their certain know-
ledge.

He called a taxicab at the stand
down the street, dashed home for 2
moment, threw the servants into
consternation by a rapid tirade of
abuse that left him-choking and them
ashamed, and bolted off again; this
time in his own automobile, for the
police station.

The police can set the wheels in
motion quickly when the lever is
thrown over by a man of wealth and
influence. Blake went straight to
headquarters and sought out the cap-
tain of detectives. He described Dor-
| othy minutely. Word for word, the
description was dictated over the open
wires of every police station in town.
\More tersely it was spoken by every
holee sergeant to the men on the
beats when they ‘“‘pulled the box" on
the hour. By 10 o'clock Christmas eve
the town was being combed for the
lost child.
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Blake smoked cigar after cigar in
head-

the captain’'s room at detective
auarters. Then came the first flash.
Loliceman Mulvihill, of the Twelfth
ldix—:trict. remembered eceing the child.
it was a clew, anyhow. Blake took
four.of the best headguarters men in
his machine and cashed to the
Twelfth. He staved there to wait
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Mulvihill’s crossing as a base
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“And is your name Dorothy Blake?”
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“You poor little darling,” murmiured 1
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! angered the policeman 1o be told. ip

the woman's sweet, but very pos ]
voice,. that the child belorged to hLer
and shouldn’t stir out of the house.

“I'm sorry, ma'm.,” said he, “but you
will have tp tel! that to tkd lieuten-
ant "
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They went to the station house in a
taxtcab to save time.

“I'll take the child, ma'am,” he sug-
gested, “so’s not to wake her.” She
had fallen asleep again. Brownie
clutched tight under her arm.

“You'll not,” said the woman. “A
mother’'s always strong enough to
carry her own baby.”

Jason Blake confronted her at the
lieutenant’s desk. Her head was bent
close to the little rose face under its
fur-trimmed bonnet. He put his hand
on her arm roughly.

“Give me my child,” he commanded.
The woman looked up. “Hush,” she
said simply, “you’ll wake her. You
know she’s my child, too, Jason.”

“Dorothy!” he exclaimed. He whip-
ped off his seal-lined overcoat and
flung it around the woman's thin
shoulders. “You should have better
sense than to come out like this—
you'l] ‘catch your -death of cold.”

The woman smiled. ‘“‘Here is the
boy, Jason, He has your eyes. I
named him after you.”

“Good night, gentlemen,” said
Jason Blake, “and a Merry Christmas
to you.” He handed the lieutenant a
tizht little package that showed vel-
low under the electric lights.

“This is Mrs. Blake,” he continued,
“and we're going home to help trim
the Christmas tree.”

Ag the limousine sprang forward he
leaned over and whispered “and I've
got the handsomest pregent in town
for yvou, Dorothy my dear. It's been
waiting for you all these cight long
years.”

Moral Crisis

of the War

It would be a singularly unfortun-
ate thing if any Kuropean public
should niistake the present outbreak
for peace agitation in the United
States for the real opinion of this
country. Three separate  and utterly
dissimilar elements are represented in
this present agitation. First, the sin-
cere pacifists, who belong to precisely
the same group which in France and
Great Britain proved more useful to
German plans than Prussian army
corps; second, those who, seeking
personal or commercial advertisement,
have seized upon peace talk and ac-
tivity as the cheapest and most ad-
vantageous method of advertising per-
sonalitieg otherwise obscure or wares
on sale in every market place; thir®
the German propagandists, who are
eager to use every tool and every ag-
ency to assist their fellow countrymen
in harvesting the fruits of their great
labors and sacrifices. This is the cen=
sug of the contemporary peace move-
ment in the United States, and it is
in no true sense representative of Am-
erican opinion.

As contrasted with these groups
there is a considerable well-defined
group of Americans Wwho recognize
that the moral crisis in—the great
world war has now arrived, and the
next few months will decide wheth-
er the-war is to prove one of the
greatesy landmarks in humdn history,
one of the most beneficial and splen-
did struggles for liberty and right-
eousness that has ever taken place, or
whether a premature and illusory
peace is to perpetuate the evil that the
war has disclosed, and leave the new
generations to wrestle with the same
perils and the same dangers which
have for nearly 50 years turned back
the wheels of progress and subtract-
ed so much from the development of
the world.

The military crisis of the great war
ceme in August and September, 1914;
it was met by France almost single
handed, and it was met and mastered.
On the field of the Marne it was de-
cided that the f
world supremacy, attained by ore gl-
gantic, terrible, merciless sweep, by
a defiance of all the laws of men and
of God, was not to be realized. Infer-
ior in rumbers, sources, prepara-
tion. the French, by devction, genius,
sacrifice, rolled back a third barbar-
ian inroad upon the ¢! ilized world,
and threw back the Ilun and the Arab.
So much France did, with bhut a
andful of British and Belgian troons
rendering valiant but slight aid. This
vag the Freaeh contribution to the
Sum total of hur 1 happiness and
¥ >m, a contribution no wlit in-

ior of which are

understood by E
ationz. This done, there remained to
1"rance the strength and the courage
to hold the barrier erected againet the
flood, to man the walls wiich, like
those the Romans built in their time
{ inst the outer darkness of barbar-
ism, were the sole protection »f onr
civilization against a destruction as
terrible as that which laid Rom< in
ing and carried fire and slaugiater
r the face of the worid that had

n civilized. 5
ueh was and remains the French
contribution, This Americans day b
duy are learning to anpreciate
fully and admire more generally.
What Marathon and Valmv were to
the human race, what Poitiers and
Chalons were to mankind, Ameéricans

mnora

—*

are slowly beginning to understand
the battle of the Marne was to an-
other world, threatened by a storm.
which burst upon earlier generations
of men, But there remains another
taek. It is still for the organized forc-
es of civilization te restore to the’
world that was so shaken and injured
by the barbarian outbreak of 1914,
and to wring from the savage invad-
ers themselves the last semblance of:
a reward which they have gathered
solely by their vioiation of all the
rules and laws that represent the
sum total of civilization and human
PTogress. .

Pedte now would not mean immedi-
ate . Prussian supremacy. The worst
of the dangers that threatened us all
a year ago is banished. But peace now
would mean that Germany, the Ger-
many that is expressed by those who
now dominate and direct Teutonic
fortunes, would take home from this
struggle rewards which would be but
the incentive to new inroads and fresh
efforts to complete the conquest off
Europe and the utter destruction &
the liberties and happiness of the
small peoples and the numerically
weaker races. It would mean that
Prussian rulers would still have some-
thing to show their. people as the
fruits of their leadership and the
justification of their command.

A premature peace would be but an
interruption to the progress of a cam-
paign and a crusade of Germany
against all civilization. It would
mean that those who conceived, plan-
ned, directed the present onslaught
would have a new opportunity to gath-
er up their strength, profit by their
errors, extend their preparation. It
would mean that the next generation
of men would have to go back to the
trenches in which the present have
lived and died for so many bitter
months. It would postpone, but it
would not abolish the peril.

For what the French and British are
now fighting is not a nation, it is not
a people, it is an idea. It is the idea
which carried Napoleon from Madrid
to Moscow and led French armies
from the Channel to the Holy Land.
1t is the idea of world domination, of
the superior race, of the right of one
nation and one race to enslave, sub-
due, crush other races, merely because
it possesses greater numbers and a
larger genius for adapting to the work
of destruction the lessons and discov-
eries of the modern age.

There is no question of dividing Ger-
many, there is no question of parti-
tioning the provinces whose people are
by choice and loyalty Teutonic. No
such. ambition to-day stands in the
way of world peace. Peace is impos-
sible because the Germans, having in-
vaded Belgium, France, Poland, Ser-
bia, claim as the reward of their ef-
forts the right to rule over Frenci,
Belgian, Serbian and Polish people,
claim the right to transform the vio-
lence and might people who would be
what ancestry and tradition make
them into unwilling Germans, that the
grandeur and power of the German
people may be expanded, and the em-
pire of the Hohenzollerns and the vas-
sal Hapsburgs may be the mightiest
on the face of the earth.

So long as this German idea remains
peace would be an empty sham. Until
that day when the German people are
willing to renounce the dream of dom-
ination over alien people and unwill-
ing races, there can be no peace and
every temporary truce is a danger, not
a respite. The time when the German
people wlll renounce this dream has
not yvet come. So far as it is pessible
to-judge, the rulers of Germany- re-
main now as faithful to the doctrine
of world power as sixteen months ago, -
when they launched their thunderpolt.
As for the people, not yet is it possible
to believe that they are. willing to
make sacrifices which are essential to
an enduring peace.

This, then, is the moral crisis in
this tremendous conflict, and in this
crisis the gravest responsibility must
rest with the British people. The
French have done their part, and'what
they have done will remain forever
prized by those who love liberty. Much
the British have done, but their sac-
rifice as compared with the French,
is still slight. The great work which
is to be done must be done by:the na-
tion whose resources are still undim-
inished, whose numbers have known
no such losses as France has suffered
in her magnificent campaigns.

¥or many Americans the chief inter-
est, the real concern, now must be as
to what part the British people will
choose to play. Peace on terms which
will mean little or no immediate sac-
rifice for the British can be had at any
time. DBut such peace as is now pos-
sible will leave France and Belgium,
if temporarily evacuated by the Ger-
mans, exposed to a new storm a few
vears hence, It will leave the Serbs
still at the mercy of the Austrians and
the Poles under the domination of tha
Prussians, whose rule jn Posen. has
been one of the most brutal examples
of race slavery in world history.—
New York Tribure.

- >ro———
THE GERRYMANDEE.

{3ilbert Stuart’s Cartoon Made the

Political Trick Notorious.
Gilbert Stuart, w
bered for his portr
was also a cartoonist, ¢
according to Jam
toons. Magazine
mous Gerrymander cartoon
In 1811, writes Mr. Lee
between the Democrats
; for the control of
remely hitter
cted 1
and had ¢ fed both
legislature. To retaix
they remapped the sen
and divided the power of th
aying no
ty boundaries. In I
the relation of the district to the
was most absurd, and a map ¢
county thus laid out hung in the office
of the Massachuset sentinel.
One day as Stuart gazed at
he remarked that the towns
had been assembled looked
monstrous animal. A few tot 3 of
his pencil addec the wings and claws,
and he christened the creature a sala-

The

cle yridge Geory

mandcer. At the suggesticn of Editor
i Russell, the name was changed to
| Gerrymander. The cartoon thereafter
frequently appeared in a “hroadside,”
while the term became one of reproach.




