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Who for Purposes of this Narrative is the Hon.

OdNréssz(fi{ILOMETRE PERISCOPE had ad-
aftf.'rn()oa meetn.xg' on a scorching Saturday
St n, a political meeting. On Sunday
anothegr’ under the walnut trees, he ad-
S - That WE'LS-—I. Sunday afternoon
g fDlazza of his uncle’s country house
That of gardens he spoke to another meeting.

dresgeq
on

was— ;
in the drawl-we' Sunday night, beginning at 11.15
thirg audi Ing room, he expounded his views to a
lence. That was—myself.

av

PhﬂOm;reex;,eu.ent reasons for remembering Hon
my most exh,er“scf)l)e- Intellectually he is one of
ever meqt I‘J?I'atmg. friends, even though 1 should
Profoung 41 im again. Temperamentally he is a
from my s;i 131' He. has filched away the cobwebs
Yague ang gcht. rrhlngs that formerly seemed to me
I owe With aotic are now as clear as $5.00 which
‘debteq %o I;)n]y $1.25 to pay it. 1 am eternally in-
Chuid T hyy on. Philometre Periscope. How else
0US of my € become so suddenly and vastly consei-
thougp -Wor‘l)wn shortcomings and so informed of a
I met gqp, %t?at once lay beyond me? . Before
re m‘ad ﬂf‘lsmpe I was running on low steam
Necteq bEIt-d? rom soft coal. Now I am direct-con-
iagm‘:ve with a dynamo that gets its power
unit of thoﬂli I a_m no longer a feeble, isolated
0 gallopingy. SCCINE the Test of the thought-world
thinkjn& i Y. I have become myself a dynamo of
aseribe 41 trllld to the Hon. Philometre Periscope I
of three y, e credit, from that one hot July day
Hon, Phﬁ!etmgs amid the gardens and the hills.
dineq v lometre had travelled much. He had
Cabitals of E?rds*wnhout wining. He had seen the
With eyen thurope and never became contaminated
o Or? least of their vices. He had investi-
mnspoﬁ‘t».JaDan, China, India, free govern-
mic ang atan. accredited agent to find out
Ottaw, g0 S0ciological truths much needed at
Worlg and ebha‘d peered into the secrets of the Old
ol nght them back dangling at his belt
Consider o nd he was still a Canadian, willing
and, it e, ections, to be returned to Parliament
l'pomte?issfa'ry' for the good of his country to be

Of ooy [ @ Cabinet.
80 ‘“Vinelyet he is a Grit. No Tory ever could dance
Ing, nce 0 the full orchestra of international think-
Ml i upon a time he had been asked by a
Ment in‘a corporation to take charge of a depart-
the Welfa magnified benevolence having to do with

T of most of mankind.

Ment t
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' eni(esato one plutocrat obsessed with benevo-
u“nks not ;ld very much in need of expert advice,
P ess to the efforts of Hon. Philometre
M‘een {a pentecostal alliance was consummated
apita) ande two forms of industry represented by
B90d raggq labour, and the Hon. Philometre had
"mn&siumn to conclude that his experience in the
Meang S of Canadian politics had not by any
Dligheq oo Wosted. At the age of 40 he had accor-
Anq When ;‘e than most politicians do at any age.
e feyt met him on his uncle’s farm a few days

Let me dalm?st beltigerently happy.

ked: b —cribe how this luminous shadowgraph
Yoy havey means of which you may perhaps think

He hag identified him.,

feneg i, frz crosswise wisp of hair like a low brush
¥a8 roung nt: of the bald part of his head. His face
e cilp'id eardless and boylike. His figure was

5 V shape esque. He habitually crossed his right
¥hile pq o OVeT his left and squinted his right eve

So thatwas talking,
ik iy ﬁon. Philometre Periscope was quite un-
a0 spiriSiona“eS of whom you have read. He
Mbyg tuelle pallor in his face, no aureole or
What 3 ut his head, and no suggestion of any
mOnalit €motional novelists call “aura” about his
Vei ttoy' In fact you could have guessed his
Qarte, 4 pound and a half, his age to a year and
ci“‘l'ette 'oand he never smoked either a cigar or a
thing Stro T a pipe, nor ever took a drink of any-
: wnge" than ginger ale.

Tey nt i:;e great potentialities compressed, eager,

; ’tra esistible, You knew it by his words. He
iy, Versingly, synthetically, encyclopaedic-

. Hig
firsy D;::iion was political economy, which he had
ing 4 ved in a Canadian University, afterwards
Office, late: at Yale, again in a Canadian newspaper
ting in T in Parliament at Ottawa, and since that
ance with the consolidated benevolence

AND WHO IF HE GOES AS FAR IN THE PUBLIC-
PROBLEM BUSINESS OF THIS COUNTRY AS HIS
GREAT ABILITY AND UNWEARYING ENTHUSIASM
ENTITLE HIM TO GO, WILL YET BE ONE OF THE
RISING HOPES OF OUR NEW POLITICAL ECONOMY.

By AUGUSTUS BRIDLE

previously alluded to in this article.

His name? Do not ask it. He is the visionizes.
If you guess his identity there is no harm done. This
description will not vilify him. It is but a record of
hours spent in his company with much stimulating

profit to one of us.

\ T first Hon. Philometre indulged in nothing but
A\ genial platitudes. But he gave even these
wearisome forms of conversation an injection of a
peculiar mixture of sulphite and bromide. It was in
what experts call “glan,” “pep,” “punch,” ‘“drive,”
that he succeeded in making these conventionalities
interesting.

«The world is becoming one country,” said he.
“One great, international complexus of co-ordinated
activities. Yes, indeed.”

He gazed across a fat, aromatic clover-field of
his uncle’s at a drove of lean cattle in a baldheaded
pasture. “I know it by the war. The war has proven
the unity of the world. National boundaries are no
longer the confines of peoples.

One of the lean cattle bawled.

“The great humanizing forces of the world are
all Pan-national and polyglot. They are.”

The cattle gazed hungrily over the fence at the
fat clover.

«Music belongs to the wor—l1d!” (rolling vowel).
“painting is universal. Literature is common prop-
erty of mankind. Capital flows everywhither to find
investment, regardless of flags or tariffs or treaties.
Labour is a world-asset to be lifted by the interplay
of world forces and to g0 like capital into the ends
of the earth, there to fructify and organize and ele-
vate itself.”

All the cattle pawled in hungry unison.

«geience is based upon universal laws. Sociology
is the key study to the welfare of all races. It is.”
The cattle thrust their long weazands over the fence.

«And the greatest problem before the. world to-day
is the co-relation of—not capital and labour. No!
These are falsifying, misrepresentative terms. Capi-
tal and labour are one. They are summed Uup in—
Industry. ‘As the bow unto the cord is, SO is man
unto the woman,’ sang the poet. So with Capital
and Labour. There never could have been capital
without labour, which working upon Traw material
produces wealth of which capital is only the con-
solidated symbol.”

He paused, not for breath, which was universally
copious, coming from a hundred hills
which he sat on a broad piazza, himself feeling akin
to the great god Pan when same was young; nor for
ideas which came in galloping hordes over the hills
as buffaloes used to come; but out of sheer sym-
pathy for the audience, which was Me. He would
give these bombarding ideas time to burst inside my
brain pan, while I smoked, and held myself as steady
as a boat in a gale; and he just gazed out over the
dome of the hills in a vast contemplation of the
marvelous co-unity of the whole blessed world.

“Keep in mind now,” he continued, boldly, “that
capital and labour are one by nature and derivation,
and that their sum total by marriage is—Industry.”

I fell back on the familiar form of the Greek myth
by which demigods are related to common people
by family trees that reach up to Jupiter and Zeus.

“Now then,” he peregrinated, “if these two are
contained in Industry, what is the other side of the
shield? Do you—ifollow me?”’

I could not call him Steve, because the name of
the Hon. Philometre Periscope was not Stephen.

«]—receive you,” said I feebly, but hopefully.

«Then you—get me,” he added indulgently, smil-
ing, as though to say, “Don’t be afraid, little mortal,
of myopia (near-sightedness). I'm not a demigod of
large words.”

«1 want it to be perfectly plain,” he ‘subjoined
amiably. “The corelative to Industry typified by
Capital and Labour is—Humanity.”

This he clinched with a thumping lunge on both
arms of his chair at once. 3

“Now,” he asseverated, “industry exists for the

amid-

Visionizer

Philometre Periscope

sake of humanity. Make that clear.”

“Yea,” 1 murmured to myself. “I will put that in
a wet burdock leaf for the crown of my hat this hot
day. It will be thus only the thickness of my hair
from the skull against which my expansive brain is
now pressing hard from the inception of ideas.”

«go that capital exists for the sake of humanity,
and—"

“go does labour?”’ ventured I schoolboyishly.

«Correct!” exploded he. “To five decimal places.
And the new doctrine of the united, energizing world
is that capital can no more afford to be unkind to
humanity than labour can. Labour has no right to
obstruct capital. Capital has no right to oppress
labour. Humanity demands that each shall be re-
spected by the other. Labour has as much right to
organize as capital. Capital has as much right to
co-ordinate its activities as labour. Eh?’

How could I possibly refute this? Hon. Philo-
metre Periscope had me caught in a web of irre-
gistible deduction. I was completely hypnotized.
From the broad of that piazza I could see the nations
of the world after the war marching into the grand
united army of humanity. I could see the vanishing
of all wars, the union of all peoples in the sublime
task of conquering the earth for the good of mankind,
the great derricks and traveling cranes and steam-
shovels of earth toiling on the foundations of a new
heaven that should not wait for the death of mor-
tals to reveal itself to man. I could see churches
and creeds unite to abolish irreligion, schools to
banish ignorance, universal morals consolidate to put
away booze and gambling and boodlery—

But just at that moment the Hon. Philometre
Periscope bounded from the piazza. He hurled him-
self across the garden and out into the billowing
clover field adjacent. He shouted and waved his
hands and whistled for the dog. He clapped his
hands and shouted, “Sik ’em, boy! Put ’em out!
Hoi, hoi!”

And then he began to throw stones and clods and
all manner of missiles that banged into the fence,
over which leaped all the neighbour’s lean cattle that
had broken into the clover-field. :

“Con—found you!” I heard him say as he tried
to repair the broken fence. “If you don’t keep out
of here I'll have you put in the pound.”

Subsequently I learned that Hon. Philometre had
taken it upon himself to “investigate” the economies
of the farmer who owned the lean cattle. He dis-
covered that the leanness of the cattle was caused
by an hereditary taint of non-thrift in the farmer,
was therefore incurable and a fit subject to be looked
after by that all-wise agency known as the State.

But by that time three of the cattle had died.

OWEVER, I shall never forget that it was the
the Hon. Philometre Periscope who first
propounded to me the doctrine that Labour is not
congenitally in conflict with Capital, and that it is
only the organized cupidity of one and the organiz-
ing un-reason of the other that makes the struggle.
In this doctrine, as he made it pellucidly clear, lies
the hope of humanity which is bigger than either
capital or labour because common to both. If he can
carry this doctrine to a logical eonclusion in his
practise of Canadian politics, he should have no
trouble in establishing himself as one of the bright
particular stars of our new political economy. In
the readjustment of our national affairs we shall
relegate a lot of our present maxims to the junk-
heap of exploded fallacies. To keep them from
being reclaimed and put into commission by the old
fogey element in our politics we shall need the un-
ceasing vigilance of all such men as the visionizer.
With a little more commonplace tact and a degree
less of visionizing quality in his make up the hon.
gentleman should have no dfficulty in getting follow-
ers. He will, however, discover that the average
follower will do his best to bedevil him with party
shibboleths and siogans.

Hon. Philometre—be not discouraged by these
people. Continue to make your economic ideas into
a song; but if now and again a few of us who are
more blase and less well-informed, find that we can’t
always get the swing of the metre, don’t be down-
cast. It will take the best part of your philosophy,
well rid of the most impractical part of it, to keep
the public affairs of this country along the broad
road of a new national life.



