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house Napoleon lied hie headquarters prior to the Battis of Waterloo, on June lSth, 1815. Arma-

geddon of 1914 has !ts centre very close to the battlefield 0f Wellington and Napoceon.

MEPHISTOPHELES ABROAD
By AUGUSTUS BRIDLE

]ý]1 ISTO the Great ln the third week of
.&ugust, year of our -Lord 1914, wbeii
grapes were red and hurvesta golden,
Where as yet the binders made Iu Canada

reaped---ume personaliy upon the eart'h bY
EOUrope. It was a route ho knew webl. From
.to Marseilles and from the Bosphorus to

'Qh Sou was one of ls old stampiiig-grounds.-
le by c1glit. Hia flrst balting4pIace was Ber-
'd bY to Potsdamn, wbere ho found that bis
I bikp Wilhelm the Gravemaker had suddenly
trainS to other parts.. ,

Il was disappointiug aud presumptuous.
"naustus!" ho muttered. "You have stolen a
DI' me.",
Sahadow o! a great chureli tower ho paused a

t egaze on the dark aud troubled city, hc
edwas the moderi for ail civie managements

el, or eartb. Ho knew thut guttural bunguago
3se falr-haired. German fraubeins, those Mar-
' anld those erudite Dr. Fausts from'the uni-
s5, the Pilosophers o! 1914, God heip thein,
71th sucli poets as tbey bad left!
Old Goethe was dead and the devil bad neyer
r1i 8ince; the poet that flrst sent hlm strutting
e stages of the civlhized world, begInning ln
Li-vebous Gerrnany. Where coubd Goethe be?
!' hiO iaugbed. *Goethe died too soon. Ho
11dnI't know me. That was ouly rny druwIng-
OUsIn. Ho! The world bas been corning

~hcNover again would Germuny bo con-
th O Dleasant a devIl."

~' lie let is giaut but wings ding' to the
t'nes ()f the tower ho guawed out a gnashIng,
>fthling- sPume cof baugliter that made the keys

,etorgan squeak ln their sockets.
'we8 DO place to be. Not bore was the great
rOPean exposition o! civiliration. But it was
g to linger a moment watcbiug the soidiers
mhecditating that here lu the heurt o!f Germany
[SIC and the philosophy and the art and the
O! the 'worbd had been gatbered by that diii-

"P Wllhelm the cosniic dilettante. In this
'y and clown yonder on the Danube In Vienua
thered the Bachs sud Handels and Haydus

glory to God; Beethoven nterpretiug the
f <God to, man; Wagner making the demlgods
0 great Music; Strauss In that very Berlin
,fluinlg it necessury to exploit the under-

,a few. Here bad bived the poets, Goethe
biler, that gave the' devll a harder struggle
Olt O! the preachers. Hers had been Kant and
Ilhauer aud Hegel, the true philosopherai
ýv Place to Nordau and Nlotscbe w1tb their
ýs1n-reaIsrn of the abdominal regions. H-ere
ed the Phillogical crew delviug into the roots
Mag to find that ail mon are brothers--tili
Il the Dilettante told them to shut Up or flnd
7 rade. And bore, llkowýise, in the good old

t bigotry sud xuedlaevalsm bad corne forth
ril1e Luther, that would go to the Dlet o!
ln 8pite o! devils on the roofs.

so It was delightful to take a hou! out o!
11nfernb and have ail these "geists" corne
r'gup there before hlmn under the shadow o!

the oid churcli tower. These were the souls that
had yearned over the eternal job o! evobving clvili-
zation. Biessed be their bones. 'Soma of thon' had
known Napoleon, the greatest grave-dIgger the worl- d
ever knew. AUi had knowfl France and bated lier.
-They knew England.

Bismarck and Von Moltke-ub, tbere had been a
pair of great builders, too! Blood aud iron and
consoldations; ai-mies aud urmaments and labour
unions of -hell; iyddite, guupowder, fulminates aud

Lord Kitchenler, the brains behind the British force
in Belgil, and Lord Haldafle, former Mirlister

of War.

explosives, acids and anlarchies and ail the sweet
englnery o! diabolisIfl upon eartb cuirninating iu
1914 Anno Domini under a moat plous emporor sIug-
ing Te Deuins ou Sunday.

Rememberiflg those, MephlstomfagIie stretched hta
cartilaginou oorporoulism tubl it enveloped the old
church tower like au ivy. And the laugb ho gave out
sent a mlst over the shudderlug harvest mnoon.

plenty or Urne yet before lurch'lng forth Ini bis
niglit àirship to see w'hat Armageddou miglit be
coing with Wilhehxi ut the bead-where Armmgeddon
a hundred years ugo left sixty thousand froin hal!
o! Europe in a single day o! Juno to sioken the
vultures.

And the devil compressed hlrnsebf to a comfort-
abl'e hunan size for a swift tour of inspection over
that marvelous civilizatibfl machine o! Germauy

built upon explosives. He feit like a boy seeing a
circus go to camp et sunrise. l3usy as lie had been
these years back trying to bolster up the, good old
doctrine of a literai hell, ho had flot kept strict ta>
on how the monarchies of Europe had been maklng

This Germany, with the great model city north-
east of the centre, and right at the heart of the ýhuge
spider-web of national railways-well, surely she hud
been busier than the devil these forty years or so,
since the other great carnage, when she Mlngled
the blood of French and Gerinans to make green
meadows over there on the border. And this blInking
Berlin that at niglit from the cloud-drornes iooked
like a duil Jewel gllsýtening on the hand of Europe
with Paris anotlier-ah! heaven itself knew how
much of the diabolus-machIne of humanity destruc-
tion was focused and nerve-centred right within
gunshot of the plous palace at Potsdam.

First of ail these railways that grew out of the
great streets where the trolleys ran; the devil heard
thern coughing and cianging and shunting as neyer
they had doue since stea~m began to get lungs and
legs of Iron. He perched hirnself like a giant owi
on top of a steeple and looked thein over; following
the strings of red and green lights with thelr quad-
ruplex ribbons of steel out towards Hanover. Magde-
burg and Nordhausen, to Kassel and Frankfort-on-
the-Main, to Strassburg and Cologne; from. the edge
o! Russia to the borders of France they ran, and the
coaches of the Kaiser roaring over these wobs
of traffie to the borderiands of the Slav and the
Latin, strung end upon end would reach across
Germany.

"Good!" clucked the Owl of Sin. "Very good for
trade. ]3ut-trade isn't everytbing. No, no. There
was a time ln the world when they cruciflod Christ,
another when they burned the martyrs ln Europe".
aud now cornes the tIne when Europe, wltb Its trade
fed rallways, says-'jBusiness be damned! Let's have
a war. That's what railways are fer. Empty the
barracks and cram the troop-tralns. Change the
timetables. Set soidiers In charge of trains. Back
up the flatcars and heave up the bowitzers that maire
cari-ion of humanity ln the naine of God.' That's
good. But"l-afld tbe Sin-Owl preened his bat-Ilke
pinlons--"these lmps proniised me they could get a
million riflernen to the borders o! France Iu two,
sunsets and another million lu two more. I don't
believe they're dolug IL. Something's wrong, Wil-
helm. Somethlng's wroug."

K NOWING as a doctor a pulse that the death-
machine was not running too smoothiy, the dovil
betook bimself to the bruins of the railway

systein, wliere lu a single room spy-eyed wur-lordlets
see on paper the movements o! ail the trains ln the
fatherland, knowing whereabouts any regiment may
be ou Its 'way to Armageddon.

"Young man," le smoothy sad to one o!f thse
toy-shifters, "w'here ls the regiment of widow-makers,
and why is It not elsewhere?"

The officiai fell Upon his knees.
"MaJestat!" he gasped.
"Bah!" suiggered Mephi»tornagne. 111m. not the

Emporor. I used to have horns on my Ihp. But
time has worn thein off. Ha! ha!"

Off lie went, knowing weli that for the space o!
au hour that staff of experts would be crosseyed,
aud paralytic frorn fear, thinking the Ernperor had
corne ln dlsgulse.

From there the dovil scudded acrosa the city to
the headquarters of the Generai Stabs. Gebaude,
where one of the great murdering I-ams la the Field-
Marshal Von Heeringen the "Goist of Metz." Thc'
room was mainiy empty. The officors were gone to
the front. Von Heeringen, who trembles to one man
oniy Der Kaiser-had le!t bis "ýgeist"' behind; and
the geist was playing chockers with 30,000 iead
soldiers on'a board. The lean, imrpIng spectre of
war looked Up ut the visltor and crumpied Into a
gasping lieap on the floor.

"Meln Kaiser!" Ilie rnoaned. "Oh, inein Kaiser-!"
The War Over-Lord laughed down his nose lke,

an aperatic Frenchsnan.
'*Bah!" said lie. "You have hlm. on the brain. Bit

up, my -boy, and show me what the soldiers are doing
at the front!"

The geist shook his head, aud pulied himseif to-
gether wlth the creak of a skeleton.

'II do not kno>w," he said. "These are only My
littie lead men. But Mynheer ýMephlsto-we have
five millions under the Goneral Stab, and they are
to mlx their sous of biood with the Frenchi aud the
Slav on both aides of the Fatherland."

I'Good, my son! Europe lias been dry too mucli.
That Balkan thing stopped too soon."1

"Ah, but the Ernperor was not ready, Mynheer.
You mnust not be Impatient. Genmany was te bide
lier time. Her day biad not yet struck. Napoleon
couid not dle tllb ufter Waterloo. Wllhebrn der
Grosse-ah, ho is not to dle until-"l

The gelst o! the F'leld-Marsbal gugged as he saw
a gioarn of Infernal ecstasy contort the -face of Myn-
heer Mephisto. Ho trembled; recognIzing-the mas-
ter of 'bis Wur Lord, who for soro whIe now had
been lonesome to heur down beiow the rumble or
gun-carriages und thunder of hoofs and the impact
of terrific ai-mies on the rafters 0f his dwelling-place.

(Coutinued on page 16.)


