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The misery Roy Observes is
HE WAS NOT ILL, ONLY

fisher’s ‘song, “Caller Herrin’.”
Commg—“THE JEWS’ CHRISTMAS”

Oliver Stanley a wealthy scientist, wxl]s a forttne to his Son Roy,. 6

’ n econdition
that he travels; and that lookmg down upon human misery he ‘as g himself why?
vidly depicted in this great '3 Reel feature.

1 APPY—A newlywed animated cartoof. o
l U }J‘VYLUSS THE MIGHTY HUNTER—-A most laughable comedy. :
MISS CLARK, Prima Donna, sings'(a) “Lolita,” cohcert waltz song; (b) ‘the Scotch

Prof. Spencer at the piano.
‘The wreatest Jewish plcture ever ﬁlmed
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Safely First!

The. dmiﬂurs and dri-
yers of vehicles of all
ds ¢hould be most.

3 due regard for their
safety, they will not

ake any chances cutting
across the tracks in front
of moving strest cars,
Nor will they continue
10 drive on the tracks in

first warning clang " of

“front of .cars after the »

skid.

larger.

thL & 1 o & 303 D

Master of the Road
The only real anti:

66 Cubic Inches

Never did Rim-Cut.

“Most envied Tlre in
all America.”

“leCry § 1

Is on!

All Bver e co&ntry the béople are of one voice in the

fight for "Safety First."

More than two years ago we were tellmg motorists that Safety

was the First Cérisideration in buying tires.

We knew then, as

we know now, that DanlépTraction Tread is the one tire which ensures

Safety in automobiling.

Dunlop Traction Tread having séttled the point of the motorist’s

Safety, the battle cry is now tending'to the Safety of "the man on the

street.”

But Dunlop Traction Tread while protecting the motorist in

his_car also protects the pedeéstrian, even if he is negligent in hisown |
regard because perfect control of ghe car means perféct ¢ontrol of the. "

Situation. The Master Tire is always master of events.

@

FRED.V. _CHESMAN, St. John’s, Agent.

T.100

What dO you s ot
about this?

Always Fresh,
Smokes Easy,
Never Bites,

- Convenient stze :
Sold at the

Popular price,

10c.a cut.

‘water on his ardor.

n nuns mcmmma
PASSENGE “AND INT

AL ANI) BEB’IHS TO AND FROM MO’\'TREAL
ORTS.

gl munf
AR cﬁ?s; : mmrm.ﬁss.
; Orie Way.‘: » One Way

Montreal to or from St. John’s.
Quebec to or from St. John’s..
Charlottetown to St. John'’s
Charlottetown to ~St. John’
return to Sydney .. .. s
Sydney to St. John's v 3

‘«mnﬁ'elu to ‘or: trom S8t. John’s. .. .$15.00

o oQuebec to or from St. John's......$15.00

Ret’li{n.'
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A Splendld Highl
in o

Sénsai:ioﬁal Cines Drama,

Parts

A-strong

-

A ¢

Influence of the UnknoWn—Power “of thie Sea-—
Biograph melo.drama—A Tale of
the Sea with Rosemary Theby.

Two Ratthng Gooﬂ Cemedy Subjects.
DeWITT C. CAIRNS sings-a Patriotic Ballad—
“We_re Marchmg to the Front.” -

Aw{‘

her “brief dialogue with Cal-
houn, the 1hoody :Atlantan, Marian
prolonged her stroll — for over au
hour, exploring mnooks -and bends ' of
the Tiver bank. She wasg heartily re-
merseful “that ‘she had purposely led
Calhoun on, and allowed him to be-
come 'sentimcntal. She realized now
that she had undoubtedly méade a
great ‘mistake in stirring this impetu-
ous fellow up, and theh throwing cold
He was different
from the types of men she had hai
the most to do with in the past. She
was genuinely sorry - for him, and
thoreuglly sorry that she had per-
mitted the first maniféstation of Ris
sentiments.

“Well,” she concludéd 'philesophi-
cally, “he’ll take a few more drinks
and forget that I ever lived.”
Nevertheless, she~ wag disturbed .by
vague fears, fears which his parting
words had imparted and /impressed

After

An Anxio'us‘Day

slie ! was succceding in concealing the

nérvoushees she could” not help feel-

irg.
“Something

extremely important,

“1uo doubt,” returned the other woman.

“He 'Tookéd "very ‘much “preoccupied,
ard rushed off without making any
farewells; at all. - Intéresting sort of
a chap, wasn’t he? Peculiar though.”

Marian iade her ‘escape ‘to, her
rocm. An envelope had been thrust
uinder her door. . She opened it swift-
1y, and with fingers, she observed, that
were. trembling. There were just o
few hastily penciled lines. They ran:

“] ‘should ‘never have “¢ome to
this.infernal place. I might have
known better., Pm off. You'll be
glad Pm gones So  shall L 1
don’t suppose you will, but should
you feel any curiosity about me,
you might watch the néwspapers.
Goed-bye.

“The Foolish Boy.”

upon her. Returning to the Inn after

“aer rambles, she beheld at a distance

tbe Inn's automobile -start for Ats)
morning whirl ,to the railway station.
She caught a fleeting glance of Cal-

{o the tonneau of the touring ‘car, fol-
lcwed by his bags, which one of the
Inn’s attendants swung into the car.
The horn of the motor éar tooted, and
the vehicle sped off in a ¢loud of dus-.
“So he’s left,” murmured Marian
under her breath. y
“Why this sudden departure of you-
ﬁ'iend?"l inquired Mrs. MeCarrens cu-
riously a moment later, when Marian
eprcountered her in the Inn.
“Who's departure?’ asked

innocently.

“Mr. Calhoun’s.

Marian |
He’s just gone.

bye?”’ smiled the other.

by the morning mail, I presume,” re-
tirned Marian, “wondering whether

hcun, the only passenger, clamber in- |

And you not here to bid him good- |

‘Called away on important business |

As the ‘sentences of Calhoun’s brief
note "sifted into Marian's
i ness, her emotions bounded into a tur-
| moil of fears.

She dared not anticipate.

She dropped into her chair with a
| siek- feeling. She upbraided herszif
unmeréifuily for her attempt to play
with the fires of the young Soutfern-
er’s afféctions. Neurotic remorse’ nr
} hey get rdeed and swirled through her
! brain.

i The premonition- which his 1asi
spokén words to her had brought into
'being writhed into a scofe of dark and

{ shocking pictures. She covered her

i face with her hands, but the unwel-

{ come" film ~spun with renewed = ve-

locity . before her mental: eye, - filling

i her with terror, making her wish she

had never been born.

To-morrow—Wonien—The Burden-
Bearers.
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Mean Words.
It’s ill to "®say
unpléasant things
about your noi-
some neighbors:
me:an and
thoughtless flings
are. - edjged = like
swords or sabres.
The 'mén y o u

spoak about will

hear yout wonds,

all fraught with
malice, ‘and on
your dome he’ll put an ear, or, try-
ing, bust his gallus. I wused to roast
my neghbour, Wax, as hard as I was
able; I'said he wasn’t worth the tacks
to nail him to his stable. “Of ‘course
he heard the thmgs I Bﬂld mv obser-

| vations dizzy, and now aid then he
{ punchéd my head, when he was not
too busy. I tired of swellings on my
brow, that old Bill Wax dpatted,
they grieved me sorely, and my frau
was almost broken hearted. 'And ‘So
I changed my method, then, and call-
ed Bill Wax a-dandy; 1%said-he was
the -hest of men, as sweet as sugar
candy. - New, kindly. gentle words
have wmgs, as swn?t or pretty -near

i, ag ugly words possessmg stmgs,

which A and ol the . spit,

bicasant, words reached old Bﬂl Wa\

flew ‘to Him, fairly humming;” 1o’ more
? grabs “his: battle ‘axe > when he :be-
olds’ me eoming.. 1 don’t indulge in
harsh Words now, those words which

tear like teasles; and Bill éomes o'er
and m‘ﬂks My cow,’ when I have: goc
Jthe: meallles: = 3w W ad --;T

are practlcally insépérable:
It’s‘a tea Whoﬁe wierit of

i

Punty mhes 1t permé,hen‘t
' frfehds ‘Whose hst ”g’fo‘Ws
hng'er all the t:me

s

e
—

| What absurd -and incredible thing |7
! was ‘this youth going to perpetrat2? |

because we

and’ service.

Tclephone 726.

COLLARS

W‘E carry this line of collars

know that they

afford the most satisfactory value

There’s a height and a style for
every man and occasion.’

Smyth & Co’s.

“'GEO. F. KEARNEY, Mgr.

P. O. ;BOX.I?”I-

conscious- ’

its glory, and amid -its

War has
many dangers and its awful horrors
the thought of this glory has enthused
This: feel-

the soldiery of both sides.
ing ‘is “natural to all men; and in
such times as these the passion is =t
its highest piteh. Nor could it be
otherwise, for does not the declaration
of war awaken memories long lost?

Of late yedars we have enjoyecd SO
much peace that we were beginning to
168e our interest in the glories of our
nation; and instéadd of reading the
illustrious pages of history for in-
struction we ‘have pored over the
pages of =some trashy novél for en-
tertainment. The age is truly a read-
ing age, but the books to which the
majority of us devote our time ave
superficial -and fictitious. This has
robbed the present generation of much
of its true patriotisni and let it in a
state of lamentable imperial ignor-
ance. Some of s were -uncdnscious
of ‘'how little we knew of our ‘Empire
and its national life until the war

y | breke but, and to properly understand

the nation’s position we have. bean
obliged to overhaul our log book, and
examine our geography. We had lost
the glory of our sires. We have had
so much sunShine and peace, that we
were feeling inclined to “take it
easy.”

Peace is dcsirable, but not laxity:
because in dulgenece in the latter un-
fits ‘us- for the proper protection’ of
the former. But at present we 'are
‘all “on our mettle,” .and the nation’s
biood is up, and the glory of the: pasi
is 'tinkling in our veins. We seem
to hear again the clarion notes of
Waterloo, and to feel . afresh the
dash of “The Light :Brigade”, and
-alreddy we 'have .'gained a better
Enowledge of the Empire. ‘Our entire
vision is widened, and we all see fur-
thier than ever before.

This feature of the war is a desir-
ahle one; and whdtever the loss may
be, sither in finances or. in men, the
nation will emerke from t:he conflict a
| greater power than ever befcre. Much
of ‘the ugeless” appendices that mav

| have grown up around her during her
f | time of ease, will pave been removed,
§ | anid only the useful and n¥eossary will
| Bo recognised. The cobwebs of years

will be swept away, and . a ‘elcaner,

Jii brighter and more unified Bmpire will

;ma forth before :the ' world, and
‘Brftain ‘will be gréater than ever.

#This will. be one of th.e bright gides |:
thism am alsg one of its gmt-

CHAPTER VIL—THE WAR.
© 1. C. MORRIS.

agony and suSpense; but such has
ever been the course of the nations,
and such must it continue to be “until
men shall learn the art of war no
The time of which Ténnyson
writés in his poém “Locksley  Hall,”
where hebforccasts the future, - and
says:— =

mere.”

“For I dipt into the future, far  as
human eyes could see,

Saw ‘the vision of the'world, and all
the wonder that would be;

Saw the heavens fill with commercz,
argosies of magic Sails,

Pilots of the purple Twilight, ‘drop-
ping down with costly bales;
Heard the heavens fill with shouting,

and there rain'd a ghastly dew
From the nations’ airy navies grap-
pling in the central blue;
Far along the world-wide  whisper of
the south-wind rushing warm,
With the standards. of the peoples
plunging thro’ the thunder
storm. .

Till the war-drum throbb’d no longer
and the battle flags were furled

In the parlidment of man, ‘thie federa-
tion ‘of the world,

There the common sense of most

shall hold a fretful realm in awe,
And the kindly earth shall slumber,
v lapt in universal law.”

In quoting- the poets it introduces
tha ‘query as’to who shall- ifmortals
ize the events of -this war in Somg.
Scng has played-a big part in the his-
tory of every mnation, and has en-
riched the- Mterature, of -all: peoples.
Are Tennysons. all of the past? Some
scem to think they: aré;. but they:are
not.  There.is. always the ‘man for the
occasion, ‘and -so it will be ‘found that
this first gquarter of. :the ‘twentieth
céntury, will produce the gemius who
will*‘efishrine in-song immortal the
stirring- degds. of :this great ‘war. It
thay fequire greater geniug.aow ‘o
pass as acwriter. or @a‘scholar; or 3
lauféate than it did .in the-past, be-
cauge- many "are . now ~scholars, and

mAnYy - are now -writers—of scng, and
the poet’s sphere'is not so-isolated as
it' wis, and the age is “more eritical
than ‘before, and we are not quite so
ready -to’ accept things-at first sight
or even at face value.' The poet who
will -paraphase  the story of this ‘war
‘will regtifre to De a greater man than
Tennyson, or if it be a pqe_tess#ghe_;will
need to surpass-a Browning and even
a Hemans, The South “African war
gave Kiplingone of ‘his bést chances,
but he so- interlined his poems with
“slang” - that instead -of ascending on
the ladder of -fame he escenided (0
the curbstone of mediocrity. = But
' Kipling has still mueh to his eredit,
“and if no other compositions of His do
him Justice, his hig “Recessiol al"
“White Man’s Burden” Wi

iz his name.
Soml}one said- “ﬂmt' it ,he wcx‘e'al-




