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MRS. RALPH SMITH
HAD STAGE FEVER

As a Girl in England She
Wanted to Act Profession-
ally, But Parents Retused.

MARRIED IN OLDLAND
Woman Speaker Came to Van-

couver Because Her Hus-

band’s Health Was Poor.

By E. E. B. REESOR.
RS. MARY ELLEN RALPH

SMITH. who has been ap-

pointed Speaker of the
House of Parliament of British Col-
umbia, Canada, was first elected a
member (Independent) during the
fall of 1917, and took her seat in the
Legislative Chamber in January,
1918. After dissolution of Parlia-
ment in October, 1920, she was re-
elected, senior member for the city of
Vancouver (Liberal) on December
1st, 1920, heading the polls by an
overwhelming majority in _the city of
Vancouver and comman\dlng more
votes than were ever before polled in
her constituency.

And. during less than three “years,
“legislation has been enacted in the
British Columbia Parliament,
through the wisdom, common sense
and fairness of Mrs. Smith’s judg-
ment, that has completely metamor-
phosed the legal standing of women
and minors in British Columbia.

How came Mrs. Smith by such
power?

If you ask her she quic*{ly turns
the conversation from herself to
you, and evinces as great an interest
in your welfare as you do in hers.
She is a splendid listener, never in-
terrupts, never contradicts, never ar-
gues, But nods assent when you
make a point, laughs gleefully at
your jokes and gives you the im-
pression that she is thoroughly en-
joying your chat with her, all of
which is of comfort and inspiration
to/the interviewer. She forgets her-
self when meeting others, and, at
once, they are the people of interest.

Wanted to Go on the Stage
LITTLE here and a little there,
pieced together, have given me
a glimpse of her growing-up. Back in
Old England. in the lovely county of
Devon, the Spear family had lived
for generations. Mary Ellen's par-
ents lived near Exeter and there she
was born. There were only two chil-
dren in the family, herself ana s
younger brother, and what wae tight
for one was right for the othe:
there was never a distinct:on made
because of sex. The Spears were of
Anglican Church memberahip, but
what was good was good, no matter
under what denominational name it
was practised, and no narrowing in-
fluences were about when Mary and
her brother expressed their thougants
in their own ways, and no hard ad
fast rules of “Do’s” and “D. ‘ts”
hag;pered their self expression. Ex-
ample, rather than precept, was the
unconscious rule of the Spear con
uection. Politics were always of in-
terest. and the children might listen
ur not, as they pleased. If they ver.
turned to question, their questions
were answered. Tolerance was the
keynote of discussion, and espect
for opinion was given even to the
li*tle ghildren.

At four years old little Mary Spear
made her first appearance in publie.
She sang from a platform at a con-
cert. After that.she was in every-
thing that happened in her home
countryplace where talent was need-
ed for entertainment and, through
her schooldays—first at one school
and then at - another, wherever!
knowledge was most happily imparte
ed—she sang and acted and took
part with others, loving the public
part of her life o much that she
“wanted to go on the stage.” An op-
portunity came to her, during her
.early 'teens, when a singing and dra-
matic contest was held and she was
allowed to/ take part. Judges came
from London, from all big places—to
listen and to decide, and, after it was
over, Mary Eilen Spear was given
the supreme joy of her life, when the
judges approached and asked:
“Would you like to go on the stage?"

Vwould her parents consent? They
would not. Obedience was a broad
example in the Spear family.

There was the singing. though. All
the old-time carols. the oratorios,
part songs and Jolly glees, and Mary
Spears took part. At the Eastertide,
one year after another, the good
ffather of the Roman Catholic parish
came to her—“And wil! ye sing for
us at Easter? Sure there’s no one
can bring the sobs to the heart with
e'He Was Despised’ like ' you can,
and the priest was never refused.

Grew Up With Vancouver

HEN came a young man into her
life: Ralpbh Smith, a student,
studying for the Mcthodist ministry.
The man who to Mary was the
only man. The: - ministry was all
right, but Mary Ellen Spear as a
Methodist minister’s wife was not to
be thought of. Ralph Smith made
his choice. - They were married, and.
with his business ealling Ralph
Smith became a lay reader His wife
saw to it that he kept up ‘the good
work: she could do it if he couldn't
—fine words from “The Good Old
Book"” had always been a joy to her,
she had been well grounded in the
seriptures she made her own inter-
pretations, and she loved them.

One day there came a great sick-
ness to her husband Physicians
consulted and said he must go away
from Northumberland where he was
at home where his family had tived
for ages. After weeks of preparation
the decision was made known to the
wife so that she might tell her hus-
band. “Either the South of Italy or
the Pacific slope of North America”
—and Mary Ellen decided without
hesitation—"To the Pacific slope-—l
have always dreamed of living out
there.”

The Canadian Pacific Raijlway had
just crossed the continent to the Pa-
eific coast. Vancouver was born and
had heen named—that was all. Ralph
an@ Mary Eillen Smith grew up with
thae city of Vancouver. It was Ralph
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“Father ot the Aeroplane”

ORVILLE WRIGHT. who, with his

brother, Wilbur, inventad the
first heavier-than-the-air flying ma-
chine, photographed in Zincinnati
the other dav It is rumored that he
is now at work on a device bv means
of which a plane will be able to arise
and alight perpendicularly.

Smith ta whom honors came: his wife
rejoiced in him, in them, and what
life was to him it became to her.
Ralph Smith entered politics in
British Columbia. Together he and
his wife studied the political history
of the Province. gained knowledge of
the resources, the geography, the
roads—and, more than all perhaps,
the conditions under which people
lved.

First the British Columbia Parlia-
ment, then a member for Vancouver
in the Dominion House at Ottawa,
defeated upon the tariff question, but
elected once more *o the Provincial
House of British Columbia, and hon-
ored with a portfolio as Minister of
Finance—such was the career ol Mr.
Ralph Smith. He saw his family
grow. Some of them married, and he
played with grandchildren before his
sudden call came. Jie passed on, a
man admired and loved. And his
wife, Mary Ellen, stepped into the
vacancy he had left in the Legisla-
ture of British Columbia and carried
on, ;

LIKE AN OLD MASTER ;
SIR WILLIAM ORPEN told recent-
ly of onc of the early attemp’s
he made to get a commission for a
portrait. This was when he was
struggling for fame In Dublin. and
the price he asked was £100. “Why,"
replied the prospective sitter, “you
expect to be paid as much a= If you
had been dead for a couple of cen-
turies.”
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Lloyd George To Receive Freedom Of
Birmingham, Where He Was Mobbed

During Boer War Present Premier'Disguised Himself as Police-
1 man to Escape Angry Crowd in City W hich
Now Honors Him.

By SYDNEY T. CHECKLAND,
REMIER LLOYD GEORGE is to
P receive the freedom of the ¢ ty
of Birmingham, England. Thus
Birmifgham removes the reproach of
twenty years. :

I was a witness of the attempts at
his destruction made on that tateful
winter night in 1901, at the height
of the Boer War, by a mob r " 50.000
Birmingham people. In the process
they wrecked their beautiful city
hall and were only dispersed by a
baton charge of the police who had
already suffered many casualties
(rom flying missiles. In the melee
that ensued one man was killed and
many were seriously Injured. At the
urgent request of the chief o. police
Mr. Lloyd George was induced t. don
the uniform of a police officer and
march out with a squad through the
crawd.

Fortunately, he was not recognized,
and so escaped.

Mr. Herbert Du Parcq in his four-
volume biography of
has, however, recorded that the latter
was only persuaded to accede to the
request by the strong representations
of the police chief that by cefusing
to adopt such a course Mr [Lloyd
George was seriously Jeopardizing
the safety of his friends and . pro-
tectors. 5

Shortly after the affair the late
W. C. Caine, M.P.,, met Mr. Joseph
Chamberlain in the lobby of the
House of Commons and t ‘tted him
with Birmingham’s failure to accom-
plish its design. “What's the matter
with Birmingham?” he said To
which the famous Colonial Secretary
replied, cryptically: “What is evéry-
body's business is nobody's busi-
ness.” i

The bitterness engendered lasted
many months and' all the civic re-
presentatives connected with the af-
fair lost their seats at the next mun-
icipal contests as a result.

One public man was heard, how-
ever, to remark that the next time
Lloyd George visited Birmingham it
would be as a cabinet minister. It
was a daring forecast in those stren-
uous days, but it was literally ful-

the Premier|

i
filled. After five years Lloyd George
revisited Birmingham as president
of the Board of Trade in the Camp-
beH‘-Bannermnn government.

As chief steward of the meeting I|
had to direct him to the plattorm
owing to the awkward access Con-
sequently I had the thrilling exper-

tence of witnessing the tumultuous| -

1eception then accorded him. Mr
Lloyd George in the opening sentence
that speech exercised sor of the
wizardry which has now become pro-
verbial. “When I took my ticket for
Birmingham,” he said. “the booking
clerk at London asked me if I would
ike to insure.” The laughter that
followed put speaker andl audience at
case and even on friendly terfns.

At the banquet which followed the
meeting Mr. Lloyd George remarked
that for years he had been conscious
of something in the back of his mind
and when he tried to recollect he re-

Counsel Geary
Shows His Irish

T is not for nothing that Irish
I blood flows in the veins of
Reginald Geary. K.C, Toronto's
serporation counsel. It came out
the other day when he was arguing
against an increase in telephone
rates before the railway commis-
sion in Ottawa.

He had just called attention
the fact that. since the Bell Com-
pany's application ‘sas introduced,
orices and wages had taken a tu ¢
downwards; and he was arguing
that the present was no time to
raise rates. and that the company’s
application should be withdrawn

“Then, he said, “'t the appiica
tion had been abandoned—as one
would think on the facts it would
nave been—we would not to-day
ve facing this application at all”

“That is one thing we are al:
sgreed on, remarke. Dr 8 J Me-
Lean, who was presiding. and court
and counsel enjoyed the luxary of
a good laugh that relieved the
tedium of one of the moSt comp'as
cases that has ever come before
@anada's Rallway Board.
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Louis Barthou
I{E(‘,ENTLY appointed minister of
war.of the new Briand cabinet,
in Paris. Minister Barthou is a
Gascon, and is the son of a tinsmith
His political career has been varied
and but a short year ago, while

chairman of the French commdittee
on foreign affairs, he delivered a
bitter speech attacking the British
government and Premier Lloyd
George. The attack was so violent
that the then Millerand cabinet
promptly disavowed the opinions and
statements which it contained.

alized that it was “that Birmingham
meeting.”

The roll of Birmingham’s frcemen
I have seen, and it is not a long one.

The names inscribed thereon are
practically all those of men who have
personally served the city itself Only
in rare instances, as in the case of
the late Earl Roberts, V.C., for his
services in the Boer War, does Birm<
ingham go outside in the conferring
of this honor,

CHURCHILL A PAINTER
N the Arts Club, London, people
are talking of the remarkable
portrait of Sir John Lavery which
Mr, Winston Churchill has painted.
Sir John sat to Winston and Winston
sat to Sir John. The two portraits
are now at the Lavery studio, and
those who . have been privileged to
see them declare that the pawer and
technique in Winston's painting are
wonderful. A famous artist dclar-
ed that if Winston even now deter-
mined to adopt art as a profession

he would die a Royal Academician.

The Co

[MSELF asked not to be hamed

H as the Hon. Robert Rogers.

“Bob’s a good name,” he

said. “Bverybody speaks of me as

Bob Rogers.’ If it's & case of Joe

Chamberlain over again, why should
1 worry?”

*“I1£?” 1 said.

“I'm talking about popularity.,” he
proceeded, “not about merits; though
1 gues there was more of me about
Chamberlain than there is of Cham-
berlain about me Chamberlain won
clections. maybe not in my way but
he won them, and that’'s the main
thing. He could make a turn. So can
[—and everybody knows it.’

“Yo know what John Morley sald
about Chamberlain?”

“No, | gever read- highbrow stuff.
What about it?

“He said Chamberlain had a genius
for friendship.”

“What did I tell you? Me over
again. That's why I'm called Bob. No-
body ever called Borden Bob.”

“] guess that's true,” 1 remarked.
“Perhaps you'd prefer to be called
what Lady Borden calls him—
‘Rob?" "

“A good enough name,” mused Bob,
“though you needn't look at-me like
that. Have you been on the Manitoba
Free Press? That villainous Grit. Da-
foe, was always after me with things
like that. And——"

“Calling you by the
domestic name?” I broke
lifted eyebrows.

“Oh! come off and be friendly.
Just show me a little genius for
friendship and ['ll shew. you some
more. If you can’'t, I'm going to be
very busy with this"—and he pointed
to a sheaf of telegrams on the table
of the sitting room of his suite on
the second floor of the King Edward.

“Didn’'t you ever hear | have a way
with the press?” Bob continued “A
man who ran a newspaper came to
me soon after I became Minister of
the Interior. 1 knew he was coming.
and also that he was quite free with
his criticisms of governments. [
wanted his goodwill for the party.
You know George Buskard, my pri-
vate secretary in Winnipeg and Ot~
tawa. don’t you? Well. when this
editor was in with me George hap-
pened to come in—happened—with
an grticle from a Canadian paper
published in _London George readi
something out loud. that was ’ool
much like candid advice to our g ve!
ernment. When he had finished [{
sald. ‘Write him that we will cut off |
his advertisement.”

“A short way with the candid
¢riend,” 1 said, “an acid genius for
friendship. Was this thing that ‘hap-
pened’ lost on your editor visitor?”

“Yes, sir: it was some time after
that 1 offered—no, I'd better not tell
you his name—but he was a Toronto
man—]1 offered him five hundred
dollars to write an article tearing
this same fellow to pleces, for
use all over ecountry. He

Premier’s
in with

the

nfessional:

No. 20—“BOB” ROGERS

By Emil Longue Beau.
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wouldn’t write the article, but he got
in some pretty barby jabs at him I
should thipk for a couple of years
after that.”

“And you kept your five hundyed?”

“Some of it. In politica the busi-
ness of making enemies is as import-
ant as the job of making friends
I've had my share of enemies, and |
expect to have more before I'm
through. To deal with enemies all
you need i{s more nerve than they've
got. Very few men understand the
political game. You can’'t play it al-
ways with gloves on. Bare knuckles
for your foes and the glad hand fou
your” friends. My favorite adjective
for my foes is ‘vile’ A good phrase
for my friends is ‘You’re a prince.
It works fine.”

“But you don’t tell all your friends
they are princes, do you?”

“Not all the time, Look at Borden.
He never really liked me. He didn’t
want to take me into hls govern-
ment in 1911, and there’s no disguis-
ing the truth to you that he put me
out in 1917,
how 1 got in and how 1 got ot I'd
been advocating free agricultural im-
plement$®in Manitoba along with Ar-
thur Meighen, when in 1910 along
came Laurier on a regular brass
band tour through the four Wsete.n
Provinces. Old Melvin Jones boasted
that he had financed the Laurie:
progress; so when the Grits tried re-
ciprocity in 1911, we made a bold
fight in Manitoba. We had a real
machine In Winnipeg then. Men
who knew used to tell us it was even
better than Cox's machine in Pitts-
burgh, and 1 believe they were
right. Nothing we ever did was
equal to holding our own in Mani-
toba in the Dominion reciprocity
election. I'd done my share raising

“A good phrase for my friends is
‘yow're a prince. It works fine."”

1 may as wel] tell you.

campaign funds. And by the way,
yowll find lots of good, sound men
in the West who'll tell you 'that
whenever they were in trouble to run
8 by-election they always came to
me and | never falled them—never.

“Well, when Laurier was beaten,
Borden sent for me., Somebody had
been at him, for what do you think
he offered me?”

“Through Lord Shaughnessy” I
replied. “1 heard he offerd you Ia-
bor.”

“Yes, and dashed hard Labor. He
didu’t say s8, but 1 happen to know
that the idea back of the offer of
the lowest-ranking office in the Cab-
inet, was that it spent less money
than any other. Even the Secretary
of State had the printing bureau
which was a regular sheepfold for
feeding purpo.ses, The Department
of Labor at that time only spent
about a thousand dollars a week.
Borden tried to put me off with-the
plea that my special gifts for concili-
ation would find ample scope in this
department of growing importance.
Did you hear from Shaughnessy that
he saw me on his car, and put up the
same sort of advice?”

“Yes.”

“And that when Borden still offer-
ed the Department of Labor—good
night! fancy succeeding Mackenzie
King—] went down to the station
with my grips, to take the train r
Winnipeg?”

“Yes.”

“And that Borden sent a mes age
to me there, and next day offered me
the Interior?”

*Yes.”

“You seem to have got the hang
of that situation pretty well. Of
course, I wanted Public Works, but
the Nationalists got that. Poor Monk
had it. but | knew he wouldn’t last
long, He was a good lecturer at
Laval on constitutional law, but a
basket full of letters asking for con-
tracts almost drove him to tears,
and in due course, 1 took his place.
But it wasn’'t easy.”

“Why?”

“Oh, Borden had several impractical
ideas about practical ideas ahout
practical poiitics, Why, he wanted
to stick absolutely to the Civil Ser-
vice Commission rules governing ap- |
poiniments Adam Shortt had him
scased stift about it. And poor old
Nantel couldn’'t get the men he
wanted into the mining branch or
the = gevlogical survey. So 1 had
mines transferred to the Interior
and sent on a list of a dozen nom-
inees that Shortt had refused Nantel
And Shortt turned me down. too.
What do you know about that? You
can bet I didn't keep mines long
after such a rebuff, when Borden
backea Shortt.”

“It wasn’t all Manitoba lavender
then, being at Ottawa?” |

“Not by a jug full. Do you know |
White got the idea during our first

Uncensored Talks With Big
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session that 1 didn’t like Ottawa and

'wouldn’t stay long. There's another |

mighty clever man, but with about
as much head for real politics as
a kitten has for mathematics. Do
you know the best way to manage
Borden?” -

“What is your way?”

“Very simple. When I wanted him
to do something I used to get one or
two men to ask him not to do it. The
last man who sees Borden can al-
ways get his mind—its as easy as
pulling mushrooms.”

“‘The first shall be last and the
last first’?” 1 observed.

“You'e hit it.{ 1 supBuose that's
out of Shakespeare. ut Borden
beat me out when the Union Govern-
ment was forming. Fact is, the war
was too much for both of us. Still, 1
Jockeyved him for position. 1 d‘dn’t
like dying. but T died with my fists
clenched I've never really figured
out -who put the gall into Borden
that time. It was either Clifford
Sifton or the Win-the-war people,
maybe both. Anyway, Borden handed
me a shroud weeks before the others
got theirs. He was very sorry, and
all that. I wrote him a letter criticis-
ing the government because it
wasn‘t vigorous enough in its con-
seription policy and offering my
resignation. 1 made him publish it.
1 had had a good innings, though I
couldn’t make all the scores 1
wanted.” 4

“Which* were?”

“To mention one—1 wanted to be
High Comm.ssioner'‘in London and if
it hadn't have been for the war I
think 1 could have the grade—and
the title.”

“And what's the objective now?”

“You've got me. I put up a bold
front . for the old-fashioned Tory
party, but I'm dead svarq\d of being
like the boy who stood on' the burn-
ing deck ‘whence all but he had fled
To tell you the truth even before I—
—well before I left the govern-
ment—at the time Roblin and the
other fellows I was in the Manitoba
government with. were stampeded by-
Douglas Cameron, the Lieutenant-
Governor. into resigning. even when
they had a majority in the Legislature
—some of the fellows in Winnipeg be-
gan to tell me the machine was stalled
for fair One of them came to see.me
at the beginning of 1917 When I
asked him how things were looking
in Winnipeg he answered: "Well Boh
a good many of your old friends will
vote for you; but they won't play
in the band. ”

Bob pulled out his case to offer me
another perfecto—he always carries
the best He struck a match. and
saw the smoke blowing beforc speak-
ing again Then:

“] didn't intend to say all this but
you've got it now and 1l don't sup-
pose it'll make much difference in
the end. By the look if you, you're not
much Ilike some of the Nationalists
Bourassa sent us. Lamarche was im-
possible. He might have been Bour-
assa himself. for all 1 could do with!
him He had a tongue. too One !
day Jules Latourneuf came to me and
siid: ‘Montreal is laughing at Paul
Lamarche's finger-nail sketch of you.
And Jules gave it me word for word.”

“Your memory is known for a good
one, Bob.” 1 said. and he replied:

“It is—very good indeed. Lamarche
said:

“‘Bob’s the man who put the stinc
into distinction.’"”

The reader will not take too
literally the observations of leading
men about themselves recorded by

Agnes Laut, Canadian Woman Writer,
Tells of Flying Over the Rockies

Urged an Aviator Not

From Her Experience as a Mountain Climber She Had Formerly

to Try the Impossible.

By AGNES” LAUT.
TRST, | wish to disclaim that In
F coming out over the mvuuntains
of one ot our farthest north
rivers | did anything extra~dinary
1 did not come out by airplane be-
cause | wanted to. or had so planped,
but because | had to. l,was pressed
for timre to fultill engagemaats The
motor-canoe which ['had engaged to
come down eight hundred wmiles of
the great sweeping curve in thc river
across the divide had gone wrong
fal1 upstream beyond the teach of
telegram or mail. and the (ur trade
steamboat which was to bring me
out the next one thousand miles
struck a sanuabar tn low w~ater and
sat down for the winter with he:
hull in the mud to await “he heave
of spring floods.

Then the schedule of the
which cuts across the half circl- of
Peace River was changed at th last
moment: and the result was a choice
between the indefinite delay eetting
across to the nortb side of the river
and out. or — a flight over delays
and difficulties. Ordinarily vau may
motor from the south side of Peace
River to the north side of the Great
Bend: but the fall rains had =zet 1in,
rollowed by frosts that cut tae roads
into sticky plow-furrows, and that
way of exit was barred. The air-
plane was there: so I took .t

Yet only four years ago | sat in
my office on Fifth avenue and used
every persuasion in my onower to
prevent a ybung aviator trying to fly
across the Rockies: ¢ was asafe;
the atmospheric conditioas and
winds among the peaks created
pocketg of air, into which *the aire
plane might “lump” or fall; & dead
engine among peaks meant certain
death, for the fogs were thick as
wool at cloud line. Hadn't 1 been

railroad

caught in blizzards on Mount
Stephen? Dide't | know? Didn’t
two of us sit roped to a Swiss ~utde
for three hours in a 3Inow.torm
waiting for the air to clear, so e
could come down? Didn't wve strike
the heavy timber line comiag Adown
after dark and have to do tne rest
of & six-mile bridlepath at & fast dog
trot. stubbing toes and baaziig into
trees where we failed to “the
feel” of open way ahead? 1 ought
to know for we put the old Swisse
guide on the rope aft so he would
brace us if we fell coming down
over the iced rocks. and 1 1ad to set
the pace to the fore throuzbh the
dark. when we hit the timber :ne! -
What if your airplane went le:.d in
that kind of a predicament? 13 you
came down through a blizzard in
that sort of a landing place you
wowd be smashed on the rocks or
anid the big timbers. [ recall - fin-
ished up my advice t¢ the voung
aviator: “Flying wiH never., never
be either possible or safe ip the
Rockies. I have climbed meuntains
all my life. I know.”

That was four years ago: and here
1 was. doing exactly what | h~A eaid
could not be done~—doing ‘t because
I had to. not because [ wunted tof
and when | came down from thirty-
five hundred to twenty-five uundred
feet above the clouds lying ta white
banks between the high shores of
Peace River, with my ears hun ming
from the roar of the propeller mak-
ing fourteen hundred revolu‘*lons a
minute and the throb of a ainety
horse-power engine making a dis-
tance of one hundred and sixty-five
miles in one and a half nours, my
first words were: “Safe as a rock-
ing chair! - Easier than a motor ride!
The only way to do this north ~oun-
try of immense distances and moun-
tain grades!”—Green Book.
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Toronto’s New
Crown Attorney

FranR J. Hughes Not Kind of
Man of Whom Jovial

Stories are Told.

RANK J. H"'"GHES, the new
F Crown Attorney for Toronto. ts

the kind of man aboit Wwhom
jovial stories are not told. W. ‘~h will
be bad news for that type of citizen.
who counts always upon securing fa-
vors by the application of the glad
hand.

Mr. Hughes, who is ;mly 37 years
old. while one of
the most success-
ful lawyers of the
younger genera-
tion, has none of
those . expansive
and cheery man-
ders ‘that are
suppesed to be
| the eguipment of
i ambitious and
Frank J. Hughes. coming ‘men.

He is @& serious and earnest man,
with. little or no ‘time for idle plea-
santries in the law. An.elderly law-
yer who knows him well said:

“Frank Hughes ts one of those men
foredoomed to be chief justices from
the day he was called to the bar.”

Mr. Hughes is a Roman Catholie.
He was born in the township of Peel
in Wellington County, 1883, He was
raised in Guelph, and educated at
the collegiate there, proceeding to
Queen’s -University, in which Presby-
terian atmosphere he may have ac-
quired a certain dourness; then to
Osgoode Hall

He has had his own law firm ever
since being called to the bar. For
6 years, from 1912 to 1917, he served
as Assistant Crown Attorney to
Mr. Corley. So he is well acquaint-
ed with his present duties, having
learned them from a distinguished
master, diie

HARDING’S STORY

N the course of almost his last
speech in  the recent campaign.
Senator Harding, the new President-
elect of America, told an amusing
story of an aged negro on whom the
doctors were about to operate for
appendieitis. Here's the story in
verse:
The darkie lay restless,
The doctor said, “Nig,
There’s nothing to hurt you.”
‘“Y don’t carc a fig!
Said Sambo most rudely,
And shaking his head.
For mercy sake. doctor,
Don’t use the white thread
To sew up my body,
i'd rather be dead!”

JOKE ON NORTHCLIFFE
QUAINT story of Lord Worth-
cliffe in his 30ungér lays was

told to Col. Repington by Mr. “Lulu”
Harcourt. It seems that when just
starting in journalism at the .8 of
eighteen, Alfred Harmsworth—as
Lord Northcliffe then was—had been
commissioned by the cditor of a
weekly paper to write an article on
Eton and sent down to Eton to ask if
he could come.

The boys said yes and prepared a
lot of strange, new and ridiculous
games for which they dressed up. and
these games, under various absurd
names. were performed for
cliffe’s benefit.

He was quite taken in, and wrote
three articles. describing these -ames
and Eton as he had found it. These

Mr. Longue Beaw, but will under-
stund that they ore what the'!
speakers would be likely lo say
confessionully.

articles were bound up and given by
Lulu to the Eton Library ‘vith the
title, “Eton as She 18 Not.”

Nortn- |

This Senator Wants
A Ban on Coffee

As a Mormon He Cannot Drink
It, and Everybody Pesters
Him About It.

ENATOR REED SMOOT, n
consequence of his Mormon
training. uses no stimuiwrts—

no tobacco. alcohol. coffee »r tea. No
one who has ever undertaken te go
through life without the use of coffee
or tea’ has any idea ef the petty an-
noyances that such abstinence ent. ils.
A man can quit drinking malt, vin-
ous or spiritwous liguors, ani his
friend merely remarks:

“On the wagon, eh?" and let it go at
that. They don’t ask him why" he
quit.

But with a man who does not drink
coffee or tea it is different. gvery-
body ‘desires to know why. Whe ever
Smoot goes to dine people ask: “Do
you find that coffee makes vou ner=
vous?” “Don’t you drink it (or breake
fast, even?' “Did you ever try that
Battle Creek substitute for ~offee?"
\“Does it keep you awake?” ‘Ar“ oh,
a great many more. Then 3ome wo-
man is certain to say: “Mercy i've
taken a cup of coffee at every meal
since I can't remember, and 1 don't
think it burts me a bit.”

Of late years, in order to avoid a
scene. Smoot usually takes a cup of
coffee when it is offered to nim. but
does not drink it. But this avails him
little. Sooner or later his lLostess
inquires:

“Do you find@ your coffee too
strong?” or, “Did you get cream and
sugar?” |

Then the truth leaks out and the
questions begin. !

Even in a restaurant the coffece
proposition is one of life s ittle ari=
tations in Smoot’s case. Evor, waiter
assumes that everybody drinks cof-
fee The waiter always ways: Will
you have your coffee now or later?”
even though nothing has been said
about coffee at all Senator moot
sometimes wishes the ‘dry” meove-
ment would include coffee. Pite

UNAPPRECIATED

HIZ new Lord Bessborough is fond

of telling a story against him-

self in connection with his candida-

ture for Marylebone East, the Lon-

don division which he represented

for so many years in Parliament as
Lord Duncannon.,

On one occasion (he says) I was

down to address a meeting to be held
at a big Council school. Unfortun-
ately, I was detained elsewhere until
within a few minutes of the time an-
nounced for the meeting to begin,
and was obliged to push fny way
through the crowded hall in order to
get to the platform.
Just as I started to wade In I felt
detaining hand laid on my arm.
Turning, I beheld a typical Jockneyv
lad of the coster class, accompanicd
by his *“donah.”

“Excuse me, mister,”
“what's on ‘ere to-night?”
“A political meeting,” 1 told him.
“Who's tho speaker?’—this from

the girl.

“Viscount Duncannon,” 1 replied.

*Oh, 'im! °’Fre, 'Arry”—turning to
her companion—*let’'s go to one of
the dark class-rooms and sit it
aht.” :

a

.

he saiqd,

780 OTHER'S EYE.
Y a strenucus use of his fists the
prize fighter inanages to get his
hands in.




