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Amusing Accidental Meetings
With the Great and Near Great

Lloyd Ceo}ge Taléen by Sur-
prise—Sir Oliver Lodge’s
Forgotten Cap.
i s

THE KAISER'S SALUTE

Churchill Nearly Knocks Out
an Excilable Friend — A
- Collision With Roberts.

By JOHN MELDRUM.

T has been my lot on various oc-
casions in different parts of tie
world to meet and converse with

a number of great or near-great men.
So far as any of these gentlemen
have published their memoirs, no re-
ference has been inade to these con-
versations. As the others can lLe
relied upon to maintain the same
strange silence, it may not be out of
place to set forth here the epoch-
making pourparlers referred to.

Traveling down from Edinburgh to
Birmingham on the Mld;and ekpress
some years ago 1 was intrigued by a
huge, mud-infested boot that pro-
truded into the corridor of the rail-
way carriage from the door of the
adjacent compartment. Knowing
that the compartment was “first-
class.”” 1 wondered how a navvy had
managed to secure possession of it.
Investigation discovered that the
muddied foot belonged to an enor-
mous individual who was sprawled
at full length en the seat of the car-
riage. He was clad in a rough-spun
knickerbocker suit, and was reading
a copy of the “Occult Review.” On
the opposite seat lay a bag of golf
clubs. When we reached Birming-
ham my traveling companion picked
up his clubs, pocketed his book, and
‘stepped on to the platform. I mo-
ticed that he had left his cloth cap
in the carriage and was sauntering
towards the taxi stand with his mas-
sive, bald, demed cranium towering
far above his fellows. I picked up
the cap, which resembled nothing so
much as a young carpet bag, and
hurried after the owner. Printed with
pen and ink inside the lining of the
cap were the words, “Oliver Lodge

*mxcuse me, Sir Oliver,” I said, “I
think you have forgotten some-
thing.”

He turned and regarded me with
mildly surprised eyes.

sWell,” he exclaimed as his glance
.fell on my limp o.fering, “I am very
much in your debt. ‘Thank you!”

A friend and I having eccasion to
call at a certain house in Edin-
burgh were shown by mistake into
a room where a little man was sit-
ting curled up in a deep, easy chair
in front of the fire. He uncurled at
our entrance and revealed the well-
known tlgure of Lloyl George. He
was. to deliver an important speech
that evening, and was busy planning
some Cambrian fireworks for the oc-
casion. His embarrassment at the
intrusion was as conspicuous by its
absence as ours was not He was
making some pleasant ebservations
when he was again interrupted, this
time by his host, Mr. Thomas Shaw,
afterwards Lord Shaw, of Dunferm-
line, and one of the trustees for the
Carnegie Trust Fund for Scotland.

Meeting Lord Robert Cecil
“M R. LLOYD GEORGE is very
busy,” sald Mr. Shaw, “but
we look forward with pleasure to see-
ing you at the meeting to-night.”
’ Whether they saw our diminished
heads at the extreme rear ef /the
great hall that night .or not, they
never indicated, but probably they
dia, for both Bhaw, as chairman, and
the little Welshmun, as chief speak-
er, certainly rose to the occasion.

When next I met Lloyd George he
was accomnanied by Winston
Churchill. They were strolling across
St. James Park in the direction of
the Heuse of Commons.

“There go Lloyd George and Win-
ston Churchill” 1 remarked to my
rather excitable companion.

“Where? Where?” he cried ex-
citedly. He rushed off, passed the
two statesmen at the double, wheeled,
and gazed closely into their faces as
he retraced his steps. His man-
euver disconcerted Winston, who
promptly raised a heavy blackthorne
stick which he was carrying. In an-
other second my friend weuld have
felt the weight of a good Irish cudgel
had I not interposed with an arm
and a few well-chosen words of ex-
planation. With a muttered im-
promptu, Mr. Churchill grasped his
confrere’s arm and hurried off, leav-
ing us to conduct a more lengthy
and animated conversation with a
ceuple of secret service men who
were acting the part of guardian an-
gels to the two members of his Ma-
desty’s government.

On my first visit to the House of
Commons 1 was looking for the en-
trance to the public gallery. I no-
ticed a tall, stooping figure stalking
across the mosalc pavement of the
hall. His treusers were outrageously
baggy at the knees. His jacket -vas
short in the tail and sleeves, and his
silk hat was tilted back on his head.
1 accosted him.

“Can you tell me where to find the
public gallery?” 1 asked.

He looked down at me frem his
Olympian height.

“Oh—ah~—yes—to be sure—let me
see—ah—perhaps you had better en-
quire at that officer.”

1 took his advice and applied to the
man in blue,

“Do you happen te know who that
was you spoke to just now?” asked
the policeman; “that’s Lord Robert
Cecil.”

“Oh,” 1 answered,
man in England.’”

That was my busy day. On leav-
ing the House of Commons I made
my way te Regent street. Turning a

“‘the cleverest
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Sir Wm. A. M. Goode, K.B.E.

ORMER New York reporter, al-

though practically’ unknown to
the world, is a Briton, whos2 power
over Austria is almost as complete
as that wielded by the Hapsburgs
themselves.

Goode a few months ago was hard-
ly known and to-day he has a great
deal to do with the rehabhilitation ef
middle Europe.

He is chairman of the Austrian
section of the international repara-
tions commission. Among his many
honors are: Commander of the
Order of the Crown K of Reigium,
Commander of the Order of Queen
Isabelle the Catholic, dictator and
legislator with a string of accomp-
lishments that fill more than a half
column in Who's Who.

He holds the Austrian purse
strings. He claims that $250,000
guaranteed by the allied g¢vern-
ments would put Austria on her feet.

&orner on that famous promenade I
cannoned violently into a little man.
He, too, was wearing a silk hat,
which by a miracle of dexterity he
prevented from rolling into the gutter
when we collided. The rest of his at-
tire consisted of, among other things,
light spats, a perfect fitting morning
coat, an unobtrusively embroidered
waistcoat, and a little white goatee
beard.

“I beg your pardon!” I said In
tones of the utmost sincerity.

A Collision With Roberts

BEG yours,” was the reply, and
with another little adjusting pat
top the crown of his headgear, Lord
Roberts went on his way.

Some years previous to the war 1
was in Berlinn. Emerging from a
quiet side street into the Unter den
Linden I found ¢ that famous
thoroughfare strangely deserted at
the busiest hour of the day. The
reason was soon apparent. Ihe all
highest was coming out for an air-
ing and the hoi polloi had been
chased away for the passing of the
Imperial car.

White plumes waving, the party
passed me at an easy pace as I stood
on the curb. Involuntarily ¥ -aised
my hand to remove the plebelan pipe
from my lips. William, under the
impression that I was saluting him,
promptly raised his malled-fist to his
right Imperial eyebrow and tavored
me with one of the finest return
salutes he ever achieved.

CARMAN’S QUIP
EN BLISS CARMAN \visited
Toronto recently, he was intro-
duced at the Hart House to a young
lady with ambition for the stage. She

was delighted to meet the poet.
“l have recited a great deal of

your verse” she ' announced.
“Do they let you?” Carmen re-

sponded.

Toronto Publisher
Has Quick Rise

Mr. Hugh Eayrs, New Presi-
dent of Macmillans, With the ,
Company Only Four Years.

CARCELY a decade ago a young
man from Bristol, England, ar-
rived in Toronto, and decided

to make it his home. His father, the
Rev. Geo. Eayrs, F.RH.8, a well-
known Methodist minister, -h~4 a
wide reputation as a writer, and is
acknowledged to be England’s fore-
most authority on John Wesley.

His son, Hugh, contributed to Eng-
lish journals and periodicals when at
col'~~e, and during the brief period
that he had been articled to a solici-
tor. For some time after his arrival
in Toronto he was engaged in the
publicity office of a rajlway com-
pany. He then spent two years on
the now defunct Canadian Courier.
He then went to the Maclfean Pub-
lishing Company and became asso-
ciate editor. cf MacLean’s Magazine;
Mr. Costain, then editor of Mac-
Lean’s collaborated with Mr Eayrs
in a war-time novel, “The 'Amateur
Diplomat.”

The impulse to get into the pub-
lishing business was strong in Mr.
Eayrs, and four years ago he -con-
nected with the Macmillan Publish-
ing Co., Ltd., of Canada, in the capa~
city of sales manager. With char-
acteristic energy he stimulated sales,
gained a thorough knowledge of the
merchandising of literature, and
interviewed writers known and
unknown. He was always will-
ing to @give advice and en-
couragement to those who sub-
mitted manuscripts. Merit and
industry have been rewarded and
Hugh S. Eayrs has recently been ap-
pointed president of the Macmillan
Publishing Company, Ltd., of Can~
ada. It is a fine achievement for a
young man scarcely in his thirties.

In a recent lecture Mr. Eayrs ad-
vised his audience to read poetry,
and stated the encouraging develop-
ment in this department of Canadian
literature.

He is an excellent platform speak-
er, takes a lively interest in Cana-
dian and empire politics, plays a
sound game of tennis and golf, and,
of course, is an enthusiastic motorist.

JIMMY’S GRIEVANCE
T\IR. JAMES SIMPSON, the Labor
man, is much criticized and car-
fcatured by a certain Toronto news-
paper. Jimmy was expressing him-
self in the matter to a friend.
“It's a shame the way that outfit
treats me.”
“They do give a fellow a kind of
black eye.”
“It isn’t that “so much,” responded
Jimmy. “It's the way they draw my
nose.”

REGARDING OBARITY.
N eleven cases out of a dozen the
charity that begins at home stays
there.

HOME MADB.
average man has a mania for
posing as his own hero.

George Ham, Prince of Story-
Tellers, Sentenced a Man to Hang

"Twas When He Was a Magistrate in Winnipeg in the Mild Old
Days—Put On Black Derby Hat.

EORGE HAM was a magistrate
—yes, think of that!—in ‘the
old days in Winnipeg.
in his ' reminiscences he

tglls this story of western

Justice as meted out by him

one day in the police court there,

owing to the unavoidable absence of

Colonel Peebles, the regular distri-

butor of justice. Let George tell it:
A worthless drunken pirate, who

had the championship for being the
best all-round nuisance in whatever
locality he happered to be in, was
brought up charged with being drunk
and djsorderly. The evidence was
clear, and I felt that full Jjustice
should be sternly administered. So

I put on my black Derby hat, and

ordered the prisoner to stand up.
“George,” 1 said with dignity and

solemnity, “you have been ¢ found
guilty of being a general trouble pro-
vider and a universal nuisance. The
sentence of this court {e that you be
taken from the place whence you
came immediately after breakfast
next Friday morning, amd be hanged
by the neck until you are sure enough
dead, and may the good Lord have
mercy on your alleged Protestant
soul.”

G

and

George stood aghast, but just then
the good old colonel came in, and
intimated to me that | couldn't hang
a man for being drunk, even it he
was a confouuded nuisance.

“l can't, eh? What on earth am |
here for, tell me that, Colonel
Peebles?”

Chief Murray and other court of-
ficials - corroborated the colcnel’s

! statement, and, as 1 am always will-

ing to oblige, I immediately relented
and ordered the prisoner to still «tand
and also to stand still.

. “George, some warm if misguided
friends have intervened {in your
miserable behalf, and have pleaded
with me to be merciful. 1 shall—
instead of sentencing you to- the
gallows, where you should go—} shall
banish you off the face of the earth.
Now get!”

And George did. but before he got
very far he came over to St. Boni-
face. where | had an office, and bor-
rowed $6 from me to take him to
Pembina. which {s fust across the
international boundary and outside
the jurisdiction of the Winnipeg
courts. | warmly congratulated my-
self that that was the only time 1
ever “committed a nuisance.”

CARDINAL LOGUE IS
SON OF A PEASANT
M Archbishop of Armagh and
Roman Catholic Primate of All
Ireland, who speaks to Sinn Feiners
in his Lenten pastoral with the pow-

erful voice of his church, is the son

of a Donegal peasant. For his early
training he had to be content with

the national school near his native
village of Carrygart. But s he
gerved as an altar boy in the village
chapel his quickness of parts and
pious bearing attracted the attention

of the ecclesiastical authorities. The
result was that a free place at May-
nooth, the famous training college ¢
the Irish priesthoodg placed him at the
foot of the ecclesiastical ladder. Be-
fore he was forty years of age he
had almost reached the top, for in
1879, when only 89 years of age, he
was made bishop of his native diocese,
Raphoe. In 1893 he was elevated to
the cardinalate, the first of the 114
primates since the days of St. Patrick
to attain such dignity. The weight
of his eighty years weigh aeavily en
the old man—he has been Zor more
than forty ef them a prince of the
church and they have been turbulent
years for his country politically—but
he'is still as interested in ais people
as in the days when the famine crop
tailed and he worked to save the
bodies as well as the souls ef his
stricken flock.

FORGET NOT THANKS.
is cheap; especially when you
make use of your neighbor's tele-
phone.

ICHAEL LOGUE, Cardinal|

Burnaby’s Friends
Among the Dead

W. E. BURNABY, president
R. of the Ontario U.F.O., had
given a speech at a political meet-
ing and was being congratulated
afterwards by a circle of people,
some of whom were new to him.
One old lady thrust herseit for-
ward and addressed him.

“You should run for parliament
yourself, sir. 1 suppose you will.”

“Oh. probably sometime.” return-
ed Mr, Burnaby.

“An’ you said in your speech you
used to be an msurance agent?”

“Yes, 1 did.”

She shook her head.

“Well, what about lt?" asked Mr.
Burnaby smiling. 4

“I was just thinkin’ i{f the dead
could vote for you how easily you
would be elected.”

Peter Heenan Once
A Marine Diver

Labor Member for Kenora

Worked Under W ater
in Costa Rica.

R. PETER HEENAN, Labor
member for Kenora, who
; gained prominence by the aid
he gave to his constituency in press-
ing the Ontario government to zrant
the English River timber lmits to
the Backus interests, has not always
been a politician. He was a marine
diver for about five years.

Away back in 1897, he left the Old
Country for the troplcsland engaged
with a construction company in
Costa Rica. There he learned the
business of working under water ‘in
the construction of peers. Ilo 1901
he took the yellow fever and after
a long illness, was forced to seek a
healthier climate. He had his choice
between Canada and South Africa
and chose the former. And it was
after &ris arrival in this country that
he began to take an active interest
in Labor’s affairs, which placed him
in his present position as a repre-
sentative in the provincial houese.

Claiming that he tells no fish
story, Mr:. Heenan says that sharks,
which infested the tropical waters in
which he was /working at that time,
were not daangerous to divers. The
waters there were always clear and
the approach of the big fellow could
always be noticed. Care had to be
taken, however, to see that they did
not do harm to the rubber air tub-
ing, the movement of which always
seemed to attract the curiosity of
the shark. :

. Adventures of Joscphus

J OSEPHUS DANIELS was run-

ning two or three small ne ‘s-
papers before he found himself in
charge of Uncle Sam’s navy. ln fact
he bhas been an editor almost from
the tir-~" he was wearing short
pants. He was a mere boy in Ra-
leigh, N.C., when he started an ama-
teur newspaper. A few years later
he bought the Raleigh Chronicle and
ran it so vigorously in opposition to
the News and Observer that in a
short time both were consolidated

GEN. BOOTH’S COFFIN
(3ENERAL BOOTH,

Toronto' some weeks
always been original.
invented coffin preaching.

ago,

ped in a shroud, stood in it,
preached from the text,
meet thy God.”

He held ‘meetings outside

police stopped him; he paraded

ing for the sins of the world.

He is the eldest son of the founder
of the Salvation Army, and was only
twelve when he preached his first
General Booth is sixty-five
years of age, was married when he
was twenty-six, and has two sons

sermon.

and four daughters.

who visited
has
He it was who
He had
a coffin made to fit him, and, wrap-
and
“Prepare to

every
theatrs and music-hall wh n  people
were paying for admission, until the
the
streets in sackcloth, literaliy weep-

under Daniels’ proprietorship. He
had also two weekly papers,  the
Farmer and Mechanic and the
Weekly News and Observer. Once
Josephus was almost put in jail. He
criticized a federal judge, was held
in contempt and fined $20,000. He
declared in open court he wouldn’t
pay a cent. The judge, instead of
having the pluck to throw him into
a dungeon, had him confined in a
hotel room, giving Daniels the
chance of writing editorials from
“Cell No. 365.” Friends were consid-
ering giving him further p“hlicity by
a forcible release when a higher
judge remitted the fine and he was
free,

THAT'S WHY 17’8 GOOD.
OU may have observed that a good
practical joke is on the other
fellow.

Wilson As He is To-day.
HIS photograph taken at the last
meeting of President Wilzen with
his cabinet a few days ago shows
him as a broken down old man. \

EARLY DAYS IN PUBLIC
SCHOOLS OF TORONTO

AMES L. HUGHES, Toronto's
widely-known educationalist,
has just completed his seventy-

titth year. Yet it is only a few years
back siuce he was a real man-in-
the—publicleye all the time. It is al-
most fifty years ago since he became
inspector of Toronto schools. What
changes there have been in that
time! He once recalled to a reporter
the early days.

“The first day J. began my. duties
as- school inspector,” he said, “Mr.
Walter 8. Lee was chairman ot the
board. He took me over to introduce
me to the schools on the west side
of the city. We began at a two-,
room school, where Givens street
school stands now. ,There were 113
children in one room, some on Lhe
floor, some in the gallery. The master
was an old Scotsman. After he had
(inished' reading the Bible he put it
up on the shelf and took down the
companion piece, a rawhide.

*'Now,’ said he in calm broad
Scotch, ‘the boys that were bad yes-
terday will please come forward,

“Eleven boys obeyed.

“‘You will toe the mark,
same even-tone Scot's voice.

“The eleven boys lined up at a
crack in the floor. The master then
began at one end of the line. Raising
his rawhide the boy stooped forward
with trained precision until his fin-
gers almost touched the floor and
the rawhide descended on the apex
of the angle. The master passed
down . e line once, administering one
stroke_per, boy, and returned to the
head of the line, again using the same
method. Then the boys returned to
their seats and the rawhide was
placed on the shelf with the Bible.”

DRURY’S HIRED MAN

N one occasion, Premier Drury
of Ontario was hiring a man for

his, farm. Looking the applicant over
he was rather favorably impressed,
but asked him: “Have you had age
experience.”

“Yes, sir; six months.”

“Where—and with whom?”

“On the Toronto Jail Farm.”

said the

AS OTHERS SEE US.
PU'I‘ yourself in your neighbor’s
place and you would stop abus-
ing him, maybe.

TH E CONFESSI ON AL : Uncensored Talks With Big Men About Themselves

66 HIS ls an outrage on my
T modesty,” the doctor said, as
we settled down in bhis
lodgings at Ottawa. Knowing him
pretty well, one could speak boldly.

“You are not the man, aré you,
who had so much modesty that he
was compelled to brag about 1t?” I
said.

“No,” was the answer. “He isn't in
the house now. But 1 have got some
modesty left, Longue-Beau, though
you'll find fellows in this town who
would disagree with that. It
wouldn’t be modesty in a man to say
he is short of fingers when anybody
can see he has ten. Indeed, it would
be the limit of conceit, for he would
imply that Providence had under-
equipped him. What would be the
use of professing to you that I think
my gift of speech a poor thing merely
because it is mine own?”

«I know I can speak better than
most men. If I didn’t you'd hear pre-
cious little of me in the House of
Commons. If a man has a gift he
should exercise it and not regard
himself as the least common mea-
sure of the law of averages. The
proper study of man is man. ‘Know
thyself’ is good doctrine. If the mir-
ror shows you a pretty fair sample
of God's handiwork, what's the use
of denying God, or blaming the
mirror?”

You perceive an engaging ca.ndor
about the member for Red Deer. But
then, he's engaging.all through. His
defects are negligible to everybody
but himself. As the tallor said about
the ingratiating end of the pin, we
won’t dwell on that point. Dr. Clark
speaks because he has something to
say, and only when he has something
tv say. And he usually says It ex-
ceedingly well in a voice that could
equally well lullaby a grandchild or
wake the dead. Let him continue his
candors. -

“]t you want to know the reasons
for my success here, I think I can
give them to you in three words.
First ancestry, second study, third
adaptability. I'm an Englishman of

the north. I've studied history, and|

economics. I'm a Canadian of the [ (,

future. That’s why I'm member for:
Red Deer, and I expect ‘to be that
as long as my health keeps and my
inclination endures. Would you like
me to expound my reasons & bit?”

*“Very niuch.”

“Well, then, I am a Tyneside Eng-
lishman. My character is English.
Though we are not as perfect as the
Scotch think they are, we have quali-
ties that, after all, ion’t make non-
sense of Milton's phrase, ‘God’s Eng-
lishman’ In Canada some people
suppose the Englishman is a kicker—
a broncho—first, last, and all the
time. Mere kicking is disagreeable.
but the Englishman’s tendency to
discontent has been ingrained with a
pretty strong love .f fair play. That
excellence has been subject to re-
lapse, but it accounts largely for the
everlasting fact that England is the
mother of free mations. She led the
world in the fight for individual
political liberty, in which all na-
tional liberties have been compre-
hended.

“And what has made England
Is what saved the world in the late
war—a combination of Puritanism
and Liberalism. We killed divine
right when Charles the first lost his
head. The worst effects of the Am-
erican war of Independence were
prevented because there was always
a strong sectien—and the brainiest
section—of the British House of
Commons which insisted that taxa-
tien without representation was
tyranny. In England the Tories, who
are next-of-kin to the Bourbons—we
have some here—have always made it
necessary for Liberal minds to fight
and fight hard for the faith that was
in them. I'm a Liberal, thank God,

and 1 owe infinitely to my ancestry.|

My father from early youth to ven-
erable age was ene of the best types
of men |1 have ever known. 1 im-
bibed Liberalism with my mother's
milk; and the vast debt to my an-
cestry will never be paid in my time.”
“Is more of your Liberalism derived
from your ancestry than from your
study of history and ecomomics?”

“Ancestry and history have united.

Dr. MICHAEL CLARK, M.P.

‘ By Emil Longue Beau.

If yeu are ever giving advice to men
about the relation of their politics to
history, tell them first to master tha
Stuart period, and chiefly the duel
between ClLarles and the Parliament,
and then to learn how the inde-
pendence of America was the direct
outcome of George the Third's at-
tempt to restore personal govern-
ment, with a feeble imitation of the
Stuart obstinacy. And there you will
put them on the track of the econo-
mic bulwark of the political strength
of the British Empire, Adam Smith’s
‘Wealth of Nations, which is behind
all my speeches on that colossal ex-
crescence the tariff,

“Smith’s classic was published in
1776, the year of the Declaration of
independence — a significant and
blessed coincidence. Wait a moment,
till 1 find you something—" and the
doctor brought from a small bookcase
Green's “Short History of the Eng-
lish People.”

“This 4s an outrage on my mod-

esty,” the doctor said, as we settied

in hig lodaings at Ottawa.

“Here,” he continued, having found
what he sought, “is a true historian’s
reading of a vital situation, which
can't become too familiar to the
people who fancy that the way to in-
crease trade is to restrict it.

“ I books are to be measured by the

effect which they have produced on
the fortunes of mankind, the “Wealth
of Nations” must rank among the
greatest of books. Its author was
Adam Smith, an Oxford schoiar and
a professor, at Glasgow. l.abor, he
contended, was the one soutce of
wealth, and it was by freedom of
labor, by suffering the worker to
pursue his own interest in his own
way, that the public wealth would
best be promoted. Any attampt to
force labor into artificial channels, to
shape by laws the course ef com-
merce, to promote special branches
of industry in particular ‘countries,
or to fix the character of the inter-
course between one country and an-
other, is not only a wrong tc the
worker or the merchant, but actually
hurtful to the wealth of a state. The
book was published in 1776, at the
opening of the American war, and
studied by Pitt during his career as
an under-graduate at Cambridge.
From that time he owned Adam
Smith for his master. He had hard-
ly become minister before he toek
the principles of the “Wealth of Na-
tions” as the groundwork of his
policy. The ten earlier years of his
rule marked a new point of depar-
ture in English statesmanship. Pitt
was the first English minister who
really grasped the part which in-
dustry was to play in promotiung the
welfare of the world.’

“Perhaps they won’t let you pr nt
that in Toronto, but it's tip top stuff.
and might well be read at every
meeting of the Canadian Manufac-
turers Association, and preached
from at every roll-call of the pro-
tected interests. To believe in free
trade is to believe in common sense
having free ceursp to run and be
glerified. The tariff—"

“Yes, doctor, the tariff is an in-
exhaustible and exhausting subject.
What about your Canadianism for
the future?”

“Ah] that's my adaptability and

faﬂh for to-morrow. It puzzies some
of the men here how a man can be
ay much of an Knglishman and as
much of a' Canadjan as | am. | was
a doctor in Newcastle, with a very
good practice, viewed from koth
standpoints of service te my fellows
and revenue for my househo!d. There
isn’t very much financial clover in
bringing Englishmen and women into
the world at seven and sixpence
apiece, but the birth rate was high
anG the patients appreciative. As
you know, [ was a not inconsiderable
figure in the Liheral party of New-
castle, after Joe Cowen went ever to
the other side.. John Morley was one
of our members, and it is a pleasure
to remember tht.he more than once
expressed a certain indebtedness for
one’s help,

“But the younger country always
had a fascination for me. My splen-
did wite came from Hamilton; and
we decided that Canada was a more
spacious country in which to leave
our family than Newcastle with its
everlasting clarts.” So we went to
Alberta, awag from the dangers of
urbanitis. We have plenty ef land,
plenty of stock, abundance of work
and here I am, giving Canada whole-
hearted allegiance and thinking more
of its future than of the future of any
and all lands under the sun. ‘Not that
we love England less, but that we
love Canada more'—tha‘ is the slogan
for Englishmen who leave their pro-
geny in this incomparavple land.
But life divided between the far west
and Ottawa isn’t all lavender, just
the same.”

, “For example?”

‘' “You may well say ‘for
We had a Liberal party.
that party now? For years I made
the best of it, but it was more party
than Liberal. Why, before the war
Carvell and some others wanted
speaking tours arranged for me in
Ontarie. George Graham and Fred
Pardee put their foot on any such
freedom of speech as that. [ sincerely
admired Sir Wilfrid, who also sin-
cerely admired Cobden and Bright
and Gladstone. But he was a prac-
titioner, of political arts which the
three men 1 have named wouldn't
look at. Poor Ralph Smith, as sin-
cere a Liberal as ever lived, wuas
strung along for years with hopes ef
preferment which. were never in-
tended to materialize, What happened
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about the war put me behind Forden,
though as late as 1916 I was saying
vehemently that I didn’t want my
boys to fight alongside conscripts. I
couldn't hive with natural-born
Tories. The Liberal party as it was
when the war ended could not hold
men like me. I am an Alberta far-
mer, and, though there's alinost as
much room for breadth of vision
among the organized farmers of Can-
ada as there is among the hosts that
think Graham and Pardee are states-
men, there is life and fighting dis-
position and cleanliness among those
whom Crerar leads, and [ expect to
see “the National Progressive Party
take the place that a truly Liberal
party should never cease to fill.”

“Do you see any prospects of 'the
Liberal party being purged er born
again?” !

“Can a man be born when he is
old? Can a purge restore a paraly-
tic? Can the leopard of the old.
vicious partisanship change its
spots? My dear boy, Canadian poli-
tics must be made over again. It
will be a long and grievous job.
Meantime we must do the best we
can in face of a stiff-nccked govern-
ment that doesn’t seem to know the
difference  between office and
honor.”

The reader will not take too
literally the observations of leadiny
men about themselves recorded by
Mr. Longue DBcau, but will under-
stand that they are what the
speakers would be likely to say
confessionally.

Nose Color

A MAN in Chicago is the posses-
sor of a very red nose. Hav-
ing completed his business one day
he was amusing himself by In-
specting the shap. windows.

While admiring some ties a little
girl came out of the establishment,
looked up at him, Lesitated a mo-
ment, and finally caught him by
the sleeve,

“Please will you come into this
shop with me a minute?”’ _she
asked. ps

“Certainly,” answered the man,

Arrived at the counter, the little
one astonished everyone by re-
marking: s

“There, miss; mother wants some
ribbon the same color as this
gentleman’s nose.”




