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A Thought for the Times
a

ARTICLE IV.—THE WAR. 
L C. MORRIS.

Let us be loyal to out King,
And to his royal sons,
Hurrah for England’s guns!

And let the people shout and sing.

It should be a cause of gratitude 
that just at this present juncture in 
our nation’s history we have upon the 
throne a king who has gone through 
his degrees and who knows his Em
pire. His training and experience 
have qualified him for the duties of 
his office; and his manner of speech 
is sufficient guarantee that he knows 
whereof he speaks, and that he really 
means; what he says. We think that 
all great men should mean what they, 
sr,y, but it appears they do not. Cer
tainly the Emperor of Germany did not 
mean peace when he spoke of it. By 
his action the dove of peace has been 
banished from Europe and the war- 
dogs have been let loose upon the 
world. What of the Peace Confer
ence? Is it of no use at this critical 
time? This time of all times. We no
ticed that the President of the United 
States exercised his right in this re
st ect, and offered to mediate, but his 
offer was not accepted. Was his posi
tion then a false one, and is the 
world only being blind-folded by the 
creation of a Peace Conference? Is 
it possible that one man, or one class 
of men, can embroil the whole world 
in the horrors of war, and that our 
Twentieth Century advancement is to 
be defaced by rivers of blood? Is this 
all that the world lias so far accom
plished? Surely -there ought to be 
power enough somewhere, or author
ity enough in the councils of men to 
cry, halt.

Already a half century of harm 
has been inflicted, and a million 
hearts broken, and this sorrow fs 
daily increasing. Markham in his 
poem: “The man with the hoe” which 
deals with the oppression of labour 
says: —

“O masters, lords, and rulers in all 
lands,

Is this the handiwork you give to 
God?

This monstrous thing, distorted and 
soul-quenched, *

How will the future reckon with this 
man?”

But what answer can flic promoters 
of this war give to an outraged 
world, and in what light will poster
ity look upon thorn? What say they of
this breach of the world's peace? 
How answer they to the wail of Eu
rope’s children? How reconcile their 
impious deeds with the slaughtered 
hosts of this conflict? 1 When the 
slaughter Is over, who will look the 
world in the face and say: “X did it?” 
What indemnity will offset the loss of 
life, or heal the myriad broken hearts 
of those that mourn. It can never be 
done, and those who are responsible 
will never wash their hands clean of 
this crime.

The more we look at it the more 
v/e see it a crime—a crime as black as 
any by which the annals of historv 
have been dyed. It is a crime against 
trade and commerce, against religion 
and education, against home and

country, or against childhood and in
nocence, It is a crime against all 
that the age stands for, and all that 
wo have been taught to hope. It is a 
crime against the love of womanhoçd. 
It is a crime against man, and there
fore against God—for man is God’s 
creature; the noblest of our lower 
creation, and made by Him for His 
own great glory. When shall we 
learn this lesson. Perhaps this war- 
may teach it to us.

Longfellow in his poem : “Hiawa
tha,” embodies this same principle 
where he refers to the Great Spirit 
whom he calls “Gitohe Mornito, the 
Mighty." The quotation runs as fol
lows:—
“Mitche Mornito, the mighty,
The creator of the nations,
Looked upon them with compassion, 
With paternal love and pity;
Looked upon their wrath and wrang

ling”, saying :—

“O my children, my poor children! 
Listen to the words of Wisdom,
Listen to the words of warning.
From the lips of the great spirit, 
From the Master of life who made 

you.”

“1 have given you lands to hunt in,
I have given you streams to fish rn, 
I have- given you bear and bison,
I have given you roe and reindeer,
I have given you brant and beaver.”

“Filled the marshes full of wild fowl, 
Filled the rivers full of fishes;
Why then are ye not contented? 
Why then will ye hunt each other?”

This is the question which we ask: 
Why hunt, why kill each other? The 
people don’t want it—not even the 
German people. Why then this war? 
Simply because somebody, some
where has said so; andi because some
body says so, the whole world suf
fers.

An esteemed friend came Into my 
office a day or two ago, and read for 
me a poem which he had cut out of 
ft Halfax paper, and I cannot do bet
ter than close this chapter with it. 

WAR.
“Twelve million men to be marshaled 

And murdered, and mangled, and 
maimed :

Twelve million men, by the stroke of 
the pen.

To be slaughtered—and ho one is 
shamed.

Mountains of wealth to be wasted, 
Oceans of tears to be shed;

Valleys of light to be turned Into
night, f

- Rivers of blood to run red.
Thousands of wives to be widowed, 

Millions of mothers to mourn, 
Thousands in sorow to wail the to

morrow,
Millions of hearts to be torn.

Thousands of fathers to perish, 
Millions of children to moan,

Ages of time to prepare for a crime 
That sons can never atone.

Thousands of homes to be shattered, 
Millions of prayers to be vain, 

Thousands of ways to the glory that 
prays

In poverty, panic and pain.

Twelve million men in God’s image, 
Sentenced to shoot and be shot,

Kill and be killed, as a ruler has 
willed,

For what—for what—for what?” - 
(Continued.)
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THE NICKEL-Another Big Week-Opening Bill.
MONDAY AND TUESDAY, featuring
“UFE’S PATHWAY

A two-part production, presenting the clever Thanheuser actress, Flo Labodie, in a dual role. This photo-play indicates the epi
sodes in the lives of two sisters—who take divergent paths, which lead them into different points, letting fate shape their destinies

and fickle fortune their futures. A pretty story—excellently handled.
THE FLIRT—A la Dion Boucicault’s Comedy-drama, “The Jilt.” A PATHE WEEKLY—With some late events interestingly de-

One of those admirable blendings of humour and pathos. picted.
A KEYSTONE COMEDY—With a riot of fun and then some!

P. J. McCARTHY, Pianist. JOSEPH ROSS, Realistic Interpretation. DeWITT C. CAIRNS sings the Baritone Solo, entitled
“A Son of the Desert am I.”

x A PROGRAMME IN WHICH THE SPIRIT OF VARIETY PREDOMINATES.

The Crescent Picture Palace.
Presents an All-Feature Programme To-Day.

“ For Better or Worse.” Feature in 2 Reels.
Mr. Elmer Randolph, a popular author, being advised by a friend to try opium with the hope of 
getting ideas for a story he is writing, becomes addicted to the opium habit. How he loses his rea
son and is subsequently cured is told by the famous Eclair Co. in one of their best presentations. 
THE FORGOTTEN LETTER is a very charming romance of old Virginia.
Pearl White, the popular Crystal star, excels herself in the sprightly comedy, SOME DOINGS. 
HAROLD’S BURGLAR is another lively comedy in which Baldy Belmont figures.
MISS ALICE CLARK, Prima Donna, sings (a) “My Hero” from the Opera Chocolate Soldier; (b) 

“Within a Mile of Edinboro Town. Prof Spencer at the piano.
On Wednesday Miss Clark sings “A HEART CRT FROM THE WEST,” a Newfoundland ballad. 

Words by Dan. Carroll; Music by Rev. P. Sbeehaii.

BLACK DIAMOND LINE!
PASSENGER RATES INCLUDING MEALS AND BERTHS

AND INTERMEDLATE PORTS.
, , „ —-, . , FIRST GLASS.

One Way.
Montreal to or from St. John’s....$30 to $35
Quebec to or from St. John’s.......... $30 to $35
Charlottetown to St. John’s.......... $15.00
Charlottetown to St. John's and

return to Sydney..........................................
Sydney to St. Jdhn’s.......................... $12.00
Children under two years of age,

between Montreal & St. John’s $5.00

TO AND FROM MONTREAL

Return. 
$50 to $55 
$50 to $55

$25.00

THIRD CLASS.
One Way Return 

Montreal to or from St. John’s... ,$15.00 $25.00
Quebec to or from St. John's.......... $15.00 $25.00
Charlottetown to St. John’s..............$8.00 ....
Charlottetown to St. John’s and

return to Sydney................................... $12.00
Sydney to St. John’s..........................$6.00 $10100
Children under two years of age,

between Montreal and St. John’s $2.00

HARVEY & CO,, LTD., Agents Black Diamond Une.
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Taking the Love Cure
Marian admitted to herself frank

ly that she understood this man Cal
houn less than any man she had ever 
met. He was an enigma, a crypto 
gram. The hard sullenness of his 
countenance, melting now and then 
into an abrupt and gleaming smile, 
made her wonder from what curious 
background of circumstance he had 
developed. His gray eyes, now in
scrutable, ’ now beaming and dancing 
with their sudden eye-laughter, puz
zled her strangely. Now man, now 
boy, he differed intangibly, indefin
ably from other men who had mani
fested an interest in her. Wonder 
wove through her mind as to wheth
er he was going to make love to her. 
She had almost hated herself for the 
thought; yet what else is a woman to 
expect In a world, man-made in Its 
civilization from the bottom up, with 
women constitutng its prey, its game, 
its playing?

When they had boarded toe canoe, 
he paddled moodily for several min
utest Marian made no effort to stl-1 
up conversation. Thé silent river- 
banks, the serene -water, the rhyth
mical paddling of her companion, 
were pleasantly restful. She was con
tent to dream.

“You say you don't like the Inn’’’ 
she asked at length remembering an 
earlier remark of his.

“Hideously dull.” he answered.
“What made you come?” she asked.
“An absurd whim. ,v piece of 

crowning folly brought me here,” bo 
replied rnodily.

“How romantic!” exclamed Marian. 
“It isn’t often that a man will con
fess to anything as interesting as 
that. The very confession le îomancs 
in itself."

“Romance," he snarled. “That’s 
the trouble with the world—romance

DISCOURAGING 
°f^■gMgPpft

and the absurdities it brings to pass.
“You’re bitter,” murmured Marian,

prodding for information.
“I’m getting sense,” he corrected. 

“Hence I’m better instead of bpter,” 
he added with one of his sudden 
smiles. His face sobered as ab
ruptly. “I see I’ve aroused your 
curiosity,” he continued. “Better 
satisfy it and make you feel com
fortable. Well, why not?”

Marian was swift to disclaim any 
curiosity, but he plunged headlong 
into a swift, highly condensed narra
tion. “Met a girl here three years 
ago, just after I finished' college. Fell 
in love—crazily in love. Love’s al
ways^ crazy, for that matter. We 
were engaged for two years. Were 
to have been married this summer. A 
year ago she threw me over. Mar
ried a fellow with a pile of money. 
I’ve been trying to forget Hard 
work, along With periodic dallying 
with drink, didn’t mak» me forget. 
As a last resort, £ decided to run up 
here, where it all stacteSfand sdak up 

tu atmosphere of the place ad libi
tum, and if possible, ad nauseum. Sort 
of an heroic love-eure I had 1ft mind,” 
he finished.

I hope it's working," answered 
Marian, as the other jabbed the water 
savagely with his paddle, sending the 
canoe forward.

Oh, It’s working all right,” he said 
grimly. “I'm going to recommend it 
hereafter for all- siroilay afflictions I 
observe among mr friends. Being In 
love is a point of view. Get suffi
ciently saturated with it, and the cure 
is effected. No jjoubt, I’d have got 
over the disease quickly enough if sh? 
had married me. It’s the infernal 
hang-over, .following a throw-down, 
that it's hardest to get rid of.” 

To-morrow—The Super-Man.
.... ..........

Wedding Bells.

Bcone, of this city, to Miss 
Power, of Dunville, Placentia,

to match.

bridesmaid. The wedding s 
was held at the residence of

small hours of the morning. Mr.

of many costly presents.

SPORTING GOODS! 
Ross Rifles !

Breech Loading Guns-single 
and double barrels. 

Muzzle Loading Guns. 
Kynoch Cartridges. 

Eley’s Cartridges.
Game Bags. 

Cartridge Belts.
Gun Caps, etc.

BOWRING BROS, Lid.
Hardware Dept.

j

Salvia Hair Tonic 
Makes Hair Grow

Ladies should have radiant hair. 
There are thousands of women with 
harsh, faded, characterless hair, who 
do not try to improve it.

In England and Paris women take 
pride in having beautiful hair. Every 
Canadian woman can nave lustrous 
and luxuriant hair by using SALVIA, 
the Great American Sage Hair Tonic.

SALVIA is a( beautiful, pleasant, 
non-stlcky Hair Tonic. 60c. a bottle.

Firemen’s Meeting.
A meeting of the Firemen’s Union 

was held last night to deal with some 
members who signed on the Sagona, 
under wages. It was decided that 
these men will not be permitted to 
sign on any other steamer on which 
JCnkra men are employed, unless they 
pay tho fine imposed for their breach 
of the rules, of the Union.
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More Fires.
Fires provoke Immediate sympathy 

for the sufferer and also thankfulness 
for personal escape. Another thought 
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rsey Suits.
A SPLENDID VARIETY OF NEW GOODS 

Colours:- Navy, Brown, Sax, While 
and Cardinal. Size: To III from 2 
years to 6 years. The correct thing 
lor present wear.

Robert Templeton.
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Just arrived a Shipment of

Victor and Verbena
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