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&r çMairily About 'People

By P. W. LUCE.

HAD he come to this country fifteen or 
twenty years ago. Prince Erik of Denmark 
would most certainly have been mistaken 

for an English remittance man. He is in hie 
early twenties, clean-shaven, decidedly youthful 
in appearance, and bears himself with a certain 
air of hauteur, as befits one born in the purple. 

Because of his exalted lineage, and an aloof
ness which is not so 
pronounced aa it was 
a few months ago, 
Prince Erik is not 
always taken as seri
ously as he would 
like by his neigh
bors in Saskatche
wan, where he is 
studying dairy farm
ing. Ho works hard, 
puts in tong nours, 
and does whatever 
has to be done with 

"'•f good will.
The d< acy of 

a young country, 
... , however, will not

1 dont knowncrythlng." p„rmlt the Dan,Bh
prince to escape the practical jokes played on 
newcomers in prairie districts. To the credit 
of the royal dairyman, be it said, he always takes 
these in good part, and occasionally succeeds in 
turning the tables.

Ills father. Prince Vaidemar, after a voyage 
to the Danish East Indies .in the motor ship 
Peru, came up the Pacific coast for a cruise. 
Ills son crossed the Rockies and met him in 
Seattle, spending some time on the motor ship. 
When asked how he was getting along as a 
dairyman. Prince Erik told his father the story 
of the thirteen eggs.

Wishing to raise some Orpington thickens, 
Prince Erik asked • neighbor to sell him a 
setting from a prize strain. The neighbor agreed, 
but before taking the eggs over decided he would 
“cook up a Job" on the dairy student

When the eggs were delivered the prince in
quired whether they had all been tested for fer- 
tiHty. Assured that this had been attended to. 
he invited the neighbor to coriie with him and 
see them placed under a brooding hen.

In the chicken house Prince Erik placed 
seven eggs under the hen.

“What about the other six?" asked the joker. 
"I've got another place for these,- said the 

prince.
Leading the way to the ice house, he removed 

the straw from a block of ice, and placed the 
lialf-dozen eggs on the cold surface. Then, turn
ing to his companion, he said, gravely:

*T don't know everything yet, of course, but 
I found out long ago that an ice-house is the 
only place where there is the slightest chance of 
hatching .out hard-boiled eggs!”

REWARDING THE CHAMP. COW
gIR HARRY LAUDER has just said that only 

half the people in the world know how to 
enjoy life. Sir Harry himself adds to life's en- 
joymeht by ills ceaseless flow of funny stories.

- A Scottish cowkeeper sent his boy to feed 
the cows with cabbages, and told him to give the 
biggest cabbage to the cow that produced the 
most milk. When the boy returned he asked:

“Did ye do as I told ye? Did ye gie the big
gest cabbage to the one that gics the maist 
milk?"

“Oh, ay, maister!" replied the youth. “I 
hung the biggest on the pump!"

BY THEIR HATS YE SHALL KNOW THEM,” SAYS PREMIER DRURY
Extra Accomplishment For Political Leaders and Ordinary 

People Which Would Add Greatly to 
Their Efficiency.

A Magic Table
"JUST the thing for picnics," said Jones, when 

he saw this advertisement: “A able that 
may be folded into so small a apace as to be 
carried in a man’s pocket, sent, carriage paid, 
for five shillings."

He sent the money, and got by return—a 
copy of a railway time table.—Tit-Bits.

IF Premier Drury, of Ontario, should ever de
cide to give up both farming and politics 
he would still be able to make a name and 

fame for himself in a field which Is as yet un
touched. The premier la a psychologist. But 
he is not a common or garden variety of 
psychologist.

Premier Drury could deliver an extensive and 
Interesting lecture on the subject of "Hats as 
an Index of Character," In spite it all the manu
facturers’ attempts to produce standardized 
headgear.

Hon. Mr. Drury insists that hats remain in
dividualistic, and that they may reveal the 
hidden secrets and characteristics of their 
wearers.

“Take my hat, for, instance,” says the pre
mier. “It always looks like me. Suppose I 
bought six new hats, all of different kinds. 
Within a short time, there rçould be <t certain 
similiarity between ;he whole six."

We can well imagine a gentleman calling at

AVERAGE U. S. CITIZEN 
Knows Nothing 

OF OUR PUBLIC MEN

HON. QBOROE P. GRAHAM, minister of de- 
fènéè, tellâ the following story in connec
tion with his recent trip through New 

York state. Thinking that the average citizen 
of the United States was more or less ignorant of 

Canada, its policy, 
its public men, etc., 
tie questioned- fifteen 
delegates to a poli- 
t i c a 1 convention, 
whom he met on a 
train, and found only 
one who could name 
a Canadian public

At that, the in
terrogated one was 
rather mixed in his 
knowledge, for he 
mentioned 
“Mr. Laurier" who 
had been “governor- 

Hon Geo. P. Graham general" of Canada!

SIR THOS. LIPTON TRIES AGAIN
T. LIPTON has decided to have another try 
at "lifting" the American Cup. Yankees 

are already describing his decision as Idiyachtic. 
•-London Opinion.

the office of Ontario’s chief executive ana pro
pounding a scheme for freeing Ontario a.a the 
universe as a whole from large numbers of 
annoyaacea and evils.

A few glance* and the kind philanthropist 
is hurried along his way. Why? The premier 
has carefully read his hat, and has seen that 
he has served a term for bigamy, been connected 
with six unwholesome financial -once ns and 
has been destroying the children’s faith in 
Santa Claus.

But perhaps that is going a bit too far.
Take real people. Take the gentlemen in 

the picture; all of them Canadians of soi. e im
portance in their various walks ul life, wear
ing the hats they actually do wear.

“Take Sir Henry Thornton, tor example,” 
Mr. Drury might say. He's the first gentleman 
on the lefL “His is a stiff hat. It’s the right 
covering for a head that’s got to tackle stiff 
problems."

There’s E. W. Beatty, the president of the 
C. P. R., next to Sir Henry. It's an amphibian 
hat It's half land and half sea. It is almost 
Admiral Beatty's to a tee. The admiral, of 
course, has told the secret of hip rakish hat. 
He has a bump on his head.

And the Rt. Hon. W. L. Mackenzie King. One 
could hardly blame Mr. Drury for saying. “That 
is the kind of hat I’d like to wear some day. 
It’s the premier hat, federal style, peace and 
harmony.”

Gloomy Knight of the City of Montreal
Loves to Spank the Wicked Dominion

Canada Is Doomed, Says Sir Andrew MacPhail, Because It Loathes Real Work With 
the Hands—Civilization Js Doomed—But, Cheer Up! the Worst Is Yet to Come.

BEHOLD, there arises in the province of 
Quebec, in the city of Montreal, a pro
phet, crying, “Woe unto the wicked do

minion! For it shall be laid waste!"
That is one way of stating the activities of 

Sir Andrew MacPhail, satirist, economist, and 
prof, of medical his
tory at McGill Uni
versity. A less dig- 
n i f i e d statement 
would be that, from 
time to time, he 
takes the body poli
tic by the scruff of 
its neck and admin
isters a sound spank
ing, assuring the 
tingling victim that 
he loves U just the 
same, and is only 
acting for its own

There is this much 
to be said for that 
ancient excuse of all Sir Andrew MacPhail 
the castigators,—Sir Andrew is no foreigner. 
He is the genuine home-grown article.

Consequently, when he assures us that the

IF FACE ALONE MADE AN ABRAHAM LINCOLN, HERE ARE TWO

Remarkable resemblance between a living judge and a famous actor to the great Emancipator of the Slaves.
an the left is Lincoln himself, the one hundred and - leenth anniversary of whose birth was celebrated a few days ago throughout the 

United States. Jndge Charles SL Bull, of the Justice Court of Nevada, In the centre, looks more like Lincoln than any other living per
son. He Is exactly Lincoln's height and weight—Six feet four and 190 pounds—and was also born In a little backwoods cabin. Frank McGIynn*» 
likeness, while remarkable, is net natural like that of Judge Bull. On the left, however. Is shown this famous actor as he plays the part of 
Lincoln in John Drinkwater*s play, now known all over the continent. Little wonder that Frank McGIynn should reverence the name of the great 
president, when the romance of how he came to play the part Is known. For more than 36 years on the stage, hs had never played «be lead
ing part In anything and was "buried In tiibta.” Then came the big chance—McGIynn says. In answer to prayer. "We, in my family, believe in 
aririnj God’s help. Every one of us—my wife, my children, and I myself- h -1 been praying pretty earnestly that I might get the part. I have 
reed countless books about Lincoln and have listened eagerly to everything I could learn of him from men who had seen hlm. I have tried to 
make him human, living, real. Thet se .mby seem to feel that 1 have succeeded Is better compensation than any ether possible achievement"

trouble with Canada Is that Canadians don’t 
like work, we may be quite sure whence he 
gets his information. Likewise, when he adds 
that Canadian universities are a mere excuse 
for avoiding labor, it is evident that, as a col
lege professor, he knows whereof he speaks.

Apparently he hates work very much as 
he loves his country,—he simply can't keep his 
hands off it Besides his teaching, he finds 
time to pour out an almost cont’nuous succes
sion of articles, essays, books, with an occas
ional lecture, covering every conceivable field of 
enquiry, from economics to religion, all deliv
ered in a style that ludes a real profundity be
hind flashing surface of polished satire and 
epigram.

Three generations ago a certain member of 
the ancient family of the MacPhails of Inver
ness was cast away upon the coast of Prince 
Edward Island. From the wreck he saved a 
spinning wheel and a volume of Horace. His
tory deponeth not what Mrs. MacPhail thought 
about the implied division of labor, but, to-day, 
Sir Andrew is urging us to do very much what 
his grandfather lid. . rom the wreck, which 
he is convinced awaits the Dominion, he wishes 
us to save the means of labor with our bauds, 
and after that (a long way after apparently) 
a certain measure of culture.

Ills chief grievance against us is that our 
brows don’t sweat enough. We wish to eat our 
bread without the necessary and biblical condi
ment In all complex civilization of mechanical 
invention tariff-supported industry, educational 
Institutions, In all our encouragement of Immi
gration he sees but one gigantic half-conscious 
attempt to escape work, work with our hands.

We are, he says, like ostriches, with pea
cock's tails. Hiding our heads in the sands, 
and spreading abroad our plumes. Flaunting 
a vain adornment while we refuse to use 
either our heads or our heels to escape disaster. 
We tend more and more to become mere 
"boasters.'’ That Is, while boasting of our chief- 
est asset, our natural resources, we do little to 
develop them. Nay, worse than this, we dis
courage and exploit the very classes who are 
attempting such development, the workers in 
the fields and woods But it is useless appar
ently, for us, mere parasites of the cities, to try 
reform. We cannot, he playfully remarks, trans
plant a worker's sweat-glands to our brows.

Having made the men quite comfortable, he 
next turns to the women. Here the burden of 
his song appears to be "Cheer up! The worst is 
yet to come!" Woman suffers most in the 
downfall of civilization, and civilization will 
tall. Nor will the vote save the ladies. The 
vote means democracy, Democracy is "the raw 
tact and truth of life, and all civilization merely 
an attempt to shield us from It." Beauty, re
ligion, art must flee before it.

Immigration has failed, mechanical Invention 
has tailed, education has failed. Remains the 
essential tacts of national life, the soil and the 
immediate products of the soil, supporting wil
lingly only those who toil with their hands.

This Is what Sir Andrew appears to say. 
How seriously he means it. Sir Andre? alone 
knows. He possesses the suprenu gift of the 
satirist, the art of saying serions things with 
such a biting humor that exaggeration drives 
home the lesson instead of counteracting It. 
His part is perhaps to act as a wholesome, 11 
bitter, tonic to the ocial system.

“No. 4. Is it Sir Adam Beck? That’s the ! 
hat that positively electrifies me. 1 must turn ! 
my eyes to escape its magnetic Influence."

“No. 6. Looks like a trapper’s hunting for 
hides. It's Mr. Howard Ferguson's, all right; 
but one scarcely knows it that way, tilted back. 
It's usually down, and under it are - pair of 
eyes always looking at me like—like a lady 
looking at me over her tea cup.

The last of the fedoras is noticeable for its 
curve. It’s a semi-royal hat. It’s a Byng bang 
up hat."

“But after all, wise men take their aats oft 
Then they can’t talk through them."

At any rate, we will all rise and pass an 
unanimous vote that it would be a very fine 
thing tor all political leaders and for ordinary 
people it they cultivated a few little extra ac
complishments, such as the above, thereby add
ing greatly to their own efficiency and effec
tiveness as heads of t’ e great dominion or one 
or more sections of It

CARTER'S PREMONITION 
LED TO TOMB DISCOVERY

IT was an unexplainable premonition that led 
Mr. Howard Carter to the tomb of Tutankh
amen, according to a prominent Engilsu news

paper correspondent. The superstitious Egyp
tians believe that it was the spirit of the ancient 
king.

Last year Mr. Howard Carter was very un
well, and was unable to continue his work. He 
ret early in the season, and begai in
mid-Oct her. For years he had been searching 
unavailingly for the tomb, but this time he knew 
he was going to find it. After four days he 
discovered the top steps leading to the tomb.

"He told me this,” says the correspondent of 
the Morning Post, "in the hearing of some prom
inent local Egyptians, who gravely assured him 
that the spirit of the king was hovering mar the 
tomb and led him to It.

‘This is worthy of mentioning, because it 
betrays the manner in which Egyptians in oret

Mt. Howard Carter

superstition to suit themselves, and because 
there is a sister story interpreted in piecisely ! 
the opposite way. j

“This year Mr. Howard Carter, being lonely j 
in his house near the entrance to the Valley of j 
the Kings, brought a canary with ira which j 
soon distinguished itself by its singing. The | 
day the tomb we opened the party found a gold I 
royal serpent in the crown worn by the statue | 
In the tomb. In the evening, while the party j 
was dining in Mr. Carter’s house, a commotion j 
in the canary's cage was heard, and the guests, i 
running on to the veranda, found the . aary j 
in the mouth of a similar serpent. The reptile ! 
was killed, but the canary was dead.

“The natives quickly Interpreted the incident | 
as being a sign of the ro> I spirit’s wrath for i 
the desecration of the tomb. It Is now a moot j 
point among the natives whether the spirit led 
Mr. Carter to the tomb or resented the intru- |

How a Man Cau Tell If
A Woman Loves Him

QOMPILED by a Bachelor After a Lifetime of 
Observation.

She loves you
Ii she flirts with you 
If she pursues you.
If she appears indifferent to you.
If she spurns you.
If she says she doesn’t
If she says she does. I,
If she says nothing at alL

—Ufa.

The
World
is
Mine

s
T
O

Every
one has 
read 
the 
book. 
Every
one will 
want to

This 
won
derful 
produc
tion 
at the

C
A
P
I
T
O

L

Mon.,
Tues.,
Wed.
March
5,6,7

Efifis SUPPOSE THESE MEN’S CHARACTERS WERE TOLD BY THEIR HATS
Danish Prince Erik, Now Learning Farm

ing in Canada, Gave Interest Re
turning a Practical Joke,

The Newest Production in Spring Suits for the Particular Boy.
PRINCE CLOTHES FOR BOYS-Made in Golf Models with leather button., Norfolk or plain double breasted

styles; doubly reinforced where the comes. F. B. EDGECOMBE CO., LTD.


