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He turned at that and the cloud on
Bis face cleared and brightened into &
smile that seemed to enfold her in his
glance of tenderness, yet he lifted not
a fimger to touch her.

“f Iove you! How I love you!" he
said, in a low, lingering tone, as if the
spea¥ing of the words were exquisite
joy that he knew was fleeting and
must be treasured.

“f mever knew there was a girl like
yow. 1 loved you at omce as soon as I
saw you in the train—but I knew, of
eourse, you were not for me.

‘ fit for you—I'm not in your class at all
—and I wouldn’t have dreamed of any-
thing Lut worshipping you, even after
these devs together—only you care!
Yen trust me! That broke me all up!
Td give anything in this world if I
could kicep that and take it to the end

dit with it—to remember that look in

your eyes when you said you trusted
me—and thought I was good—and all.
Bf you weren't going right where they
Enow 1l nbout me and will tell you, I'd
mever have opened my lips. I'd have
stolem this one little bit of trust and
kept &t for my own; for down in my
heart 1 know it isn't wrong, I know
yom may trust me. I'd give my life to
keep that trost——"

He was looking straight into her
clear eyes as he talked and his own
eyes were clear and good, showing his
strong, true spirit at its best. The
appeal in his voice suddenly went to
the girl's heart. With a growing un-
easiness she had listened to his words,
and she felt that she could bear no
more. The tears rushed to her eyes
and she put up ker hands to cover her
face.

“Please. Tell me quick!”
breathsd softly.

Puzzied, thrilled with the wonder of
her tears, and longing inexperssibly to
comfort her, he put out his hand awk-
wardly and laid it on her bowed head
bending over her as he might have
done to a child in trouble.

““There’s nothing for you to feel bad
about,” he said in a voice of wonderful
tenderness. “I'm bearing this circum-
stanes. (' just wanted to be the one
to tell you myself that I'm not what
you think me. [I'm not bad, really,
the way I might be, but I've not been
good, and I'm not a gentleman, not the
kind you're used to. Nobody thinks
I'm worth anything at all. Your people
hate me, and would think it a good
thing i1 somebody would kill me, I
Enow. You see how it is that I can't
Be like other men who love you. 1
eannot ask you to marry me; for after
yow've heard what your family will
say avout me you wont' look at me
youwself—and T don't blame you. It's
all my ovwn fault, I suppose. I can see
it meer, though I never thought so till
¥ Jookedl in your eyes on the train. If
¥ had known a girl like you was com-
Ing mxy way I'd have made things dif-
ferent—1'd have been ready—but I
didn't know. Nobody ever told me!
And now it's too late. I'n not worthy
of you"

#te took his hand from her head and
dropped back against the tree again,

& bitter expression on his face.

=0, don't,” she pleaded softly, quick
to sce his changing mood. ‘“Please
don't look like that. Won't you tell me
what you have done taht makes them
all fael so about you?”

- FThere was silence for 4 moment be-
tween them while the twilight grew
laminons with the coming of a pale,
yoeus, moon battling with the dying
ruby of the sun. So, in the holy of the
. evening he came to his confession,
faco to face with his sins before the
e eves of the girl he loved,

she

"% CHAPTER VI

Ths drars were large and vivid
abave them, like tapers of tall angels
ber® Lo light a soul's confesslon up to
God.
‘Lt beautiful silence that brooded
ove: the plain was broken now and
again by distant calls of somé&® wild
ereature, but that only emphasized the
stillnass and the privacy of the night.

The two whose souls were thus come
so strangelv and unexpectedly into a
eorwesan crisis of their lives sat awed
and stricken before the appalling irre-

c== cof deeds that are past.

Jasper Hoit orok ethe silence at
last: +

“I was never as bad as they thought
B was” the said in a broken voice,
thougl fhere was no hint in it of at-
temjting to discount his blame. “They

I'm not |

———

o ; .
1lms been to do as I pleased so lomg
as I lived up to my creed. For I had
,a creed, a kind of religion, if you want
to call it that. Put into a single word,
Iperhnpa nine-tenths of my creed is In-
(dependence. What people thought of
me dido't come into my scheme of life.
I thought it a slavery to bow to public
opinion, and gloried In my freedom. It
seemed a false prineciple without cause
,or reason. You see I never reckoned
loa your coming. I thought I was liv-
|ing my lifc just for myself. I can
gee now that underneath all the false-
!ness of the world's conventionalitips
| there runs some good reason, and
there may be circumstances where
gsome of the things they insist upon are
right-——even necessary. This is one.
I never considered anything like this.
I couldn’t gee any reason why I should
ever need to care what people thought
of me, or to go out of my way to make
them think well of me. I always re-
lied on something else to get me what
I wanted, and so far it has not failed.
They will tell you that. They will let
| you know that [ have not been power-
| less because some men hated me—for
| though they have hated me they havg
also feared me——" . rcomapi”

The girl turned her eyes, tear-filled,
and full of amazement, to look at him,
studying the fine outline of features
against the starlit background of the
18ky. She could sce the power in ‘his
face; power with gentleness was what
she had sken when she first looked at
him; but Hate! Fear! How could
men so misjudge him? What was
there about him to fear?

He read her thought. e
“You don't see how tnat could be,”
he sald sadly. “I don't look that way
to you now. But wait till you hear
them talk. You'll get another view:
point. You won't see me this way at
all any more. You'll see me with their
eyes——"

“Don't!” she said with a sob in her
voice, putting up her hands as if to
defend herself from his words.

“l shall not blame you,” he said
bending tenderly, eagerly, toward her.
“It will not be your fault. It will be’l
almost inevitable. You belong with
them and not with me, and you can-
not help seeing me that way when you
get with them. It is a part of my
miserable folly. It i8 my punishment,
1 have no right to make you think I
am better than they believe. It will be
easier for you to forget me if you be-
lieve what they do——"

“I will never believe what they do!"”
said the girl vehemently, “I will never
listen to their opinion! You may have
sinned; you may have done a lot of
things that you ought not to have
done—I am not wise to judge those
things—but you are not bad! I know
you are not! And I know I can trust
you! 1 shall always trust you, no
matter what anybody says, no matter
how things look! 1 know you are
good and true! I know you!”

She.put out her hands piteously to-
ward him and her delicate face was
lifted with determination and inten-
sity. There was something glorious in
the sparkle of her eyes. He took her
hands reverently.

“You dear!” he breathed tenderly.
“You wonderful woman!"

She caught her breath and her
hands trembled in hig, but she sat up
proudly ag il she were defying the
world in his defense.

“Now, tell me the rest,” she said.
“Tell it all! And then I ghall believe
just what you tell me, nothing more!
If they tell me other things, I shall
know they are false. I shall not be
afraid when you tell me what you have
done because you are here and I can
look into your eyes and know you are
sorry; so tell me the worst. But you
needn't ever think I shall listen to
them." —~

8o, with her soft small hands in his,
and her eyes bright as the stars above
them, looking straight into his, he
locked back as straightlorwardly and
told her. All the foolishness, the stub-
bornness, and independence., All the
fight against convention and law. His
gambling and wild, rough living. Hisd
companioning with men who were out-
laws and sinners, His revolutionary
methods of dealing with those who did
not do as he thought they ought, or

who tried to interfere with him. His
summary punishment of those who
stirred his soul to wrath. He told jt

faid 2 lot of things at my door that 1
mnever thought of doing—some things 1

wa® haughty now with pride. “I sup-

. each confession of his heart as though'

woald hiave scorned to do.” His voice i he would make a clean sweep of it, and
g |lltting his eyes bravely each time te

in low tones and grave, searching out

{your friends will believe that, for I'm
often in the saloons, and with men
who drink. 1 haven't noised it abread
that 1 don't drink, and only those who
have beeh with me a good deal and
know my ways, understand it. I slm-
ply don't drink because I don’t want
to. I saw what it did to men when 1

imy brains for what I wanted to do,
and I didn't like the idea of surren-
dering them for a few hours’' ecarouse
and putting myself even temporarily
out of my own control, so I just deter-
mined I wouldn't drink and I didn't.
But your brother and sister-won't=be-
lieve that.
stood to be of the“worst, and drinking
is a matter of course when one is hard
wild as they think I am. There's
anotheg thing, too.
from women. Some-of them hurt me

too much when I was a kid, and when
I grew a little older, and so 1 decided
against them eall. That's kept .me
clean. I can look you in the eyes and
not be ashamed. [ didn't do it because
I had any idea there would ever be one
like you in the world. I did it just be-
cause the kind of thing that some men
liked, turned mesick to think of. This
is probably another thing your people
wouldn’'t believe. They've heard oth-
erwise of me. They've shouldered
every crime on the calendar on me.
And perhaps they've had some reason
from their standpoint. I haven't al-
ways tried to make things look right.
I didn’t care. It wasn't their business.
There was a girl came to the Valley
once with a traveling show who was
all in. She was down on her luck and
just about ready to give up and take
her own life. 1 helped her out a bif,
paid for her at the hotel a few days till
she got rested, and sent her on her
way to her father in Missouri; but you
cught to have heard the rumpus the
town raised! That added to my sa-
vory reputation, you see. Well, I'm no
saint, but I've kept clean! So—there

you have the worst of me—and the
best—but it's bad enough. Your

father wouldn’t stand for me a minute,
and I guess he's right. I don't blame
nim. I blame myself. As for your
sister! Why, if Harrington knew I
was out here alone with you he'd bring
a posse of men and shoot me on the
spot for daring to bring you home. He
would. He feels just that way about
me.!?

“I shall change all that,” sald Jear
with a thrill in her voice, “I shall tell
them how mistaken they have been in
you. I shall tell them that was only
a kind of rough outside that you wore
—a mask that hid your inner feelings.
I shall make them understand that
they have not known the real man you
are at all.”

“You cannot do that, little girl,” said
the man, gently leaning toward her.
“It would be best for you not to try.
[ tell you you do not know in the least
what the feeling is against me——"

“But you will help to show them,
too,” said Jean, wide eyed with sor-
row. “You will not go*on doing those
things—those—well—the things that
made them feel you were not right—"
She paused in a confusion of words,
not liking to voice a thought against
him. *“You will not do so any more?"
She pleaded wistfully like a child.
“You will make them see—for my
sake if not for your own you will let
them see how wonderful you are! How
fine you have been to me! You will
not let them go on thinking. You will
change it all?”

Her voice choked off in a sob ana
for a moment she dropped her tear-
wet face down upon his hands that
held hers. The strong san thrilled
and trembled with her touch and it
was then he felt the most crucial mo-
ment of his punishment.

He sat white and silent for a mo-
ment, longing to gather her into hig
arms and comfort her, to crush her to
him; but he would not. The nobleness
in him held her sacrde because he
knew he was unworthy. Then he spoke
in a low, grave tone, and his voice had
a hollow, hopeless sound.

“I'll change, of course,” he said. “I
couldn’t do otherwise. Did you think
I could go on that way artef having
known you? I never couid do any of
the things again that I know you|
wouldn't like. I couldn’t, now thats
yvou've trusted me. I wouldn't want|
to. You have made everything seem
different. If it'll please you I'l prom-
ise anything you like. DBut ¢i coursa 1
know that doesn't matter so far as our
cver having each other i3 concerned.
Nothing I can do can make people for-
get what they think I am. They would

|

never feel differently. hey would
feel it a Eiagrgce for you lo spek to|

me. They'd always think you'd gone |
to perdition if you had anything to do
with me. I'm not fit for you. I know

firat came out here. I knew I needed‘

My repotation is under-!

I've kept away | ;we at her words.

“No,” she said firmly, taking his
|hands again and laying aer own with
in them as before. ,(Then he accepted
them as if they were a sacred trust,
| folding his reverently about them.
| “I am not talking of graitude,” she
said, and her voice was tense with
feeling. “You raved my life and 1
know what you are, and what you have
|done for me. Nothing can ever change
| that, not even what you have done in
|the past ;and nobdy can ever make
| me feel differently about you. I
| know you.,l trust you—I—love—you!"
| Her voice was low and gweetf =3 sha
taaid this and she did not lift her eyes.
The young man felt her fingers trem-
ble within his own strong grasp, and
he looked down wonderingly at the
| slender wrists and thrilled with holy
It humbled him,
shamed him, with a pain that was a
golemn joy, to hear her. And he had
nothing to say. What gracious influ-
ence had been at work ia his behalf
that miracle so great should have been
wrought in a pure girl’s heart for him;
an outlaw—a careless, gelfish, wild
man who had hitherto lived as he
pleased, for himself, caring for no-
body, nobody caring for him. He had
held his head high and gone his inde-
pendent way. He hal held the creed
that the whole world was against him,
and his chief aim in life should be to
circumvent and annoy that world.
Nothing good and holy had ever come
into his life before. Knowledge he
had, and a certain amount of worldly
wisdom learned in a hard school, and
well learned; but love, care, tender-
ness, ‘trust, had never been given to
him even in his babyhood. No won-
der he was confounded at the sudden
treasure thrust upon him.

“l am only a very young giirl,”
Jean’s voice went on. “I know you
are right that I must not do anything
to distress my father and mother.
They love me very much and I love
them. You and I can go our separate
ways if we must, but nobody can hin:
der me from trusting you. It 1s
right T should. I owe it to you for
what you have done for me—and my
love__l__qu.ld not help £ you, ﬂ
know you are going {c be right an
true forever; I kaow you will not do
those things any more that have made
people think you were not good—I
know you will always be just what I
thin kyou are now, won't you?"

His voice was low and solemn, and
his eyes held depths of sincerity as he
lifted them to her pleading ones and
answered:

“] promise you.”

“And I promise you that I will trust
you always,” she said, and thus their
covenant was made.

For a long moment they sat with
clasping hands, unaware of the beauty
of the evening, aware only of their own
two strtled, suffering spirits, that had
found and lost each other and learned
the consequences of sin. They did not
seem to need words, for each knew
what was in the other's heart. '

He raised her at last to his feet and,
bending low, whispered:

“I thank you.”

He stood a moment hesitating, then
gave her hands one quick pressure
again and turned away.

“] was going to ask something,” he
said, “but I guess that isn’t square.”

And she stood pondering what f{t
might have been. ~

Silently he helped her on the pony
and without words they rode away into
the moonlight.

There were tears in the girl's eyes
when she lifted them at last and
asked:

“And won't I see you at all?
you ever come to the house?”

There was a sound almost of tears
in the man's voice as he answered:

“I am afraid not.”

After that they talked softly in tones
that people use when they are about
to go apart on a long journey and may
not ever meet again. Monosyllables,
half finished sentences, of which each
knew the beginning or ending without
the words. Large understanding,
quick pain, wistfulness,
question new and then—this was their
conversation. —

They came at last to the brow of a
hill where below them at a gentle
slope Hawk Valley lay, its lights
twinkling among the velvety shadows
of the night. In the clear moonlight it
seemed s0 mnear, so sudden, as it lay
just below them that Jean caught her
breath in a ery that was almost a sob.
She knew without being told that the
parting of the ways had come. By
common consent they checked their
horses and made them stand side by

-

Won't

side. Hoit put out his hand and laid
it on hers.

“Don’t!” he said huskily. “I won't
disappoint you. No matter what any-

it and there's an end of it, but I'll
spend the rest of my life trying to!l
make myself what- I ought to have!
been, if that will cemfort you any.” i

The girl's hands clung now with al-|
most a painful clasp, nd tears were
dropping down her face.

“Don't! Don’t!" he pleded earnest
ly. “Don't take it so. Fm not worth
it, relly I'm not. You'll find it out|
when you get to your sister’s and heat |
her talk, and—forget—-—about this"—]
his voice broke and he lifted his face,
white with sudden realiztion of what
that would mean to him. “Oh, God! |

What a fool I have been!” The words |

posz it was my fault they thought ||ﬂ~"eel the pain he could not help seeings were wrung from the depths of his

@id 4hem. 1 let them think so—I grew

i ~ to gRmy indireir thinking so, and some-
et ‘Ln H l‘

just for the pleasure

;‘.&E Tesling ithut they, through their in-

Juxties werermore in the wrong than L.
B suppese I hatl no right to do that.
At least I see now ithat for—your sake
—J shemld have kept my record clear.”

He 1ifted his gray eyes in the sstar-

Mght 1o her face for one swift look and
“It was rome-df thelr business what

' Qid "-.‘ i2h, -anil i fbeory alﬁﬂﬂ-.i drinking man! 1 doubt if many ol“huskﬂr. ]

"in hers.
first sense of shame and sorrow and
repentance.

And then when it was told he
bowed his head in silence for a mo-
ment, still holding her hands, as
though there'yet remained something
more to say. At last he spoke.

It was his real judgment, hisag soul,

Then the girl spoke, her voice calm
with a suddenly acquired strength,

“Listen!" she said, and he wondered
at her quietness. ‘I shall never for-
get, Never! Nothing that anybody
can say will ever make me think as
they do of you. I know you—and you

“There's one thing,” he said, and he
1ifted his head with a sigh. “Yes—two
things, I might say—that I suppose
yeu'll be glad to hear. T haven't been

have saved my life.”
He stirred impatiently, and almost
roughly tried to.draw his hands away.
“Don’t talk of gratitude,” 'he said

body tells you, always remember that.
I won't disappoint you! You needn’t
think I've forgotten or changed. L
don’t forget the only good thing that
ever came into my life. You can trust
me!”

“I know," she replied softly. “I know
I can trust you. And I've been think-
ing. There’s no reason why you
couldn't come to see me. I don't care
what anybody thinks. You saved my
life! I'm not ashamed of you. I have
the right to ask you to call and to re-
ceive you. My father would approve
of that, I am gure.”

tContinued Naxt Week.)

The National Institute of Social Sclencea,
through a committee headed by Oscar
Straus and George Gordon Battle, has
presented to Mrs. Thetta Q. Franks, of
Pittsburgh and New York, a medal, as
“the best housekeeper In America.” It In
said to be the first time domestic achieve~
ments have beea honored. 1

I. W. W. Against Labor Unions.

In the United States the preachers of discontent say, “All shall share
squally.” In Russia, it was found that this could not be. Lenine in his speech
in April, 1918, published by the seditious Seattle Union Record, said: “At
present, when the epoch of the necessity of ‘Red Guard' atlacks (which mear=
organized assassination) is in the main completed and completed victoriocusly, .
is becoming urgent-for the proletarian state
of bourgeois specialists,

“The specialists are inevitably bourgeoise, ; .

“We-have not yvet created a’n’envj,gg_gmgm which would put at our disposal

O
e mer e

>

the specialists,

“We were forced now:fo make use of the old bourgeois method and agreed
Lp a very high remuneration for the services of bourgeois specialists,

“This is a defection of the Paris Commune and of any proletarian rule
which desmgand the reduction of salaries to the standard of remuneration of the
average workers. ;

“Attractingsbourgeois apecialists by extremely high salaries is a defect.

“Let us assume that these Freat star specialists must be paid 25,000 rublea
each, or perhaps 50,000 rubles, or even made four times as large. -

We must have a thousand first class scientists and specialists to direct
the work of the people.”

This is from Lenine’'s own speech.

He admits that uniformity of pay is impossible, aio W soddd .
He admits that he wiil not-allow free press. 'E.ﬂ;,m v
He admits that he has murdered to terrify. =gl
He admits that he does not allow free speech.

He admits that the equality of pay cannot be put into effect.

He recommends hiring at enormous salaries the old managers of busineas.

He admits the failure of his government.

In other parts of his work he admits that the system of accounting and
production- is a joke and convicted out of his own mouth on every page, points
cut unconsciously a warning to the real liberty loving people of the world.

He admits that he is an autocrat; that his government cannot live if the
wishes of the whole people are consulted. He admits starvation and suffering
and want, and goes on to say:

“No transition without compulsion and dictatorship.”

Speaking of the instability of his government he says, “It takes time and
an iron hand to get rid of this.”

Despite his admission of thousands of murders, he says, “And our rule is
too mild, quite frequently resembling jam rather than iron.

“People who believe differently must be combatted by compulsion.”

In other words, Russia has no government, but the government of an auto-
cratic murderer. Some of this same crowd of aliens have come to our shores
and actually have a dream that the workmen of the United States will join In
any such hair brained undertaking.

Of course, a number will, but just as sure as there is a God in heaven, they
will be deported; just as sure as this is a real “he man's¢"” country, those who
try force and violence, will be incarcerated and punished.

Labor will form the malin guard against the red menace in this country, it
laber is true to its traditions. Some bolshevist leaders such as a number in
Seattle and Tacoma, Washington, have proven traitors to the A, F, of L., but
over this whole land, of course, these Judases are very few.

The I. W. W.'s are not a labor union. The I. W. W.'s are opposed to all
tabor unlons. Their policy is the destruction of all industries and the over-
throw of @il government. They do not strike and quit the job; they strike on
the job, ngainst the job, and agaipst the omplover. If cenditions do not suit the
'ﬁ?b?fil?ﬁr'mm:gow on sir;!ce, iea.\rmg mmtry idle until someone takes
his place or until he returns to work. The I. W. W. does not strike for better
wages or better conditions. The I. W, W. strikes on the job, doing what injury
[ié 7an, E0ch as putlting emery dust in machinery, spikes in logs, ete, in order
that industry may be made unprofitable.

The first doctrine a new member is taught, is the doctrine of cowardice. He
is taught to destroy what he can; to burn all he can, but to protect himself in
all emergencies, and thus it is that this organization has in its membership,
sowardly assassins and destroyers of life and property.

The I. W. W. decided long ago, after consultation and under the direction
of bolshevists from foreign Iands,htha:tbthe best wayt io o\;l.-.rthrowtour 'govar:;

was to gain possession of the labor msvement in this country. mig
:;;Mi:n ;asssing thar | am not particularly popular with the |. W. W., but the
head of the American Federation of Labor, Samuel @Qompers, is very much
more hated.

Canada Beeks New Emblem.
¥rom the Christian Science Monitor.
Probably feellng that now Is a good

time to bring a natlonal symbol up to

date, the Canadian governmant is con-
sidering the adoption of a mew coat of
arms. A committee has been appointed
to pass judgment on the des{ins that may
. e submitted, and & good deal of study
Finally, as all history shows, there ¢an js goubtiess going forward ip create one
be no lasting or fruitful peace if it in- “;mfp? wgl:ll ?ivgntgaﬂy meet ;}w a:d)pro\rné
Z clem and im- O e Englis ollege of Heralds an
wtlved. the permanent OSty « of the the final authorization of a royal war-
poverishment of any of the naticns o °lrant declaring it the officlal arms of
“world. Every belligerent on both sides,' canada  The present coat of arms was
i svery belligerent has undergone gigantic agopted in 1858, and includes the four
| suffering and sustained almost immeas- nrovinces of Ontario Quebec, Nova Sco-
! urable waste. It is in the interests of tia and New Brunswick. To these prov-
all that at the earliest opportunity each jnces the new coat of arms must add
»f us, under the appropriate safeguards| prince Edward Island, British Columbia,
' which the new peace will provide, should , Manitoba, Saskatchewan, and Alberta; so
pe able to restart our industries, ﬂe}’ﬁ‘z‘;’aﬂ | the forthcoming design will provide some-
(i oot i, Chramms Wkt 18| aotition ‘of R et he paenne” ot
the condition? What is the conclusion | earl marshal, three kin?;?spr::earmg. ;I:
! ;0 which these considerations lead? 5ure!y, heralds, and three pursuivantd who
it is to set on foot, without a moment's make up the College of Heralds.
avoldable delay, and as a living end ally
working machine, the League of Natlons.
[ do not hesitate to say that, in my opin-
ilon, by far the greatest achlevement of | From the Chicagn Tribuge.

'the Paris conference is the. elaboration; A dispatch from Fort Leavenworth de-
| m aﬂprafucal Sh?ipe o(f hth!: )gr:.afh a;‘:i | zc;;%l:;gnahgtzgihim% GEW William D, ﬁla:‘;
eneficent conception (cheers), an it . W.s now confin
ﬂm add, by way of parenthesis, that, tnithere SaYS “the average criminal hates
that matter, we of the British emrire i an I. W. W. and a consclentious objector.”
swe an enormous debt of gratitude te the  We think there could hardly be a more

L)
Britons’ Liberal Leader.

H. H. Asquith, in his recert great
gpeech announcing that the war Is
over and there Is no longer reason for
the party truce in Engiand, epoke of
the League of Nations in this lan-
glage:

The Lowest Depth.

agthority (Lenine) to make Uxi.

longing, a |

mvaluable labors of my noble friemd and
ldte colleague, Lord TRobert Cecil
[Cheers.)

There {8 not one of the problems which
{ enumerated a few moments ago the

imiution of which does not depend upon |

i the effective authority of the league. The

reduction of armamentsg-not only In one
j 2uarter, but everywhere—it is no good
reducing it in one place if you dov net
| reduce it all around—to a scale whiah
will put an end to the gamble in com-
setitive force will be one of the first and
nost urgent of Its dutles. Hardly leass
important is the setting up without de-
lay of workable machinery for the antiai-
pation, as well as for the settlement, of
nternal disputes, The eommon and ¢»l-
leetive will must have for its sanction
& common and collective force. The dyor
thould be open always to any state that
s ready In good faith to enter in. There
nust be that sense of equality of right
tnd of privilege between great and small
states which alone can insure confideiice
ind give to a league the breadth, not of
1 machine, but of a living organizatisn.
If that is accomplished, well and goad.
[n my opinion it ls the lyneh pin of the
whole thing. The peace WHl not become
t lasting peace, its provicions will be-
some dead letters, tranquility will, in the
‘uture as in the past, be at the mercy of
i chapter of accidents, unless as its fihrst
ind most effective result you see the
.reation as the living and working and
{ lominating force of this free organizatien
« partnership of all the nationd of the
world.

The New Spring in Flanders.

The spring that comes to Flanders
Goes by en silent feet,

Lest they should wake, remembering
How once the spring was sweet.

And streams that flow In Flanders
Past poppy field and hill

Are silver streams and shining,
But thoughtful streams and still.

The wind that blows in Flanders
Across the listening alr,
Is gentle with the grasses
That bend abave them there—
And rain that falls in Flanders
Is tender as a prayer.
—David Morton.

Burgoyne's Drums.
From the Indiapapolis News.
1f any one has the drums of the Royal
I icots Fusililers, thought to have been
ost In this country in 1776, when thgt
wnelent regiment came over on  the

-land other grains.

striklng commentary on the repugnance
with whigh the “C. 0.” and the I. W. W.
are regarded in America. When even our
criminals look upon them as traitops there
Is not much more to be sald. After all
the average criminal! is less subversive
iof civilizatlon, and he has a right to
' think there are depths fo which he has
not fallen. ]

The Natlonal Outlook,

From Forbes Magazine.

A trip to middle western points and
talks with alfl sorts and conditions of
people wyields the following impressions
and conclusions:

First—In most districts, ineluding even
the larger ecitles, work Is available for
eversy man who wants a job. Indeed, the
almost universal complaint i{s thgt capa-
ble, steady workers cannot be had.

Second—There is a veritable housing
famlae In nearly every ecity, including
such diverse centers as Chicago and In-
dianapolis, a famine as acute as in New
York city.

Third—Active preparations are under
way to launch what promises to prove an
unpiecedented building boom, the rconclu-
slon havirig been reached by architects,
buliders and others that the cost of ma-
terfiuls is not likely to drop drastically
in the near future.

Fuurth—Retail business Ia reported as
quite active, although most manufactur-
(ers find that buyers are holding off wher-
ever possible.

F!fth—The country’'s supply of food ani-
mals Is the largest in {ts history, and
farners are waxing rich from the unpar-
alliled prices they are receiving fuor hogs
and cattle, as well as for their wheat
Everywhere the agri-
cuifural communities are evideneing siyna,
of their great prosperity.

An Armenian official begs Americs to
“continue your splendid shipménts of
fool through the American Army #od
migsion and the American Red T¥odis,
and send us propaganda written hy Amer-
icins to be dropped by airplanes in the
bolzshevist ranks. We must fight ideas
with ideas. Ouyr railroad and teansport
gyatem Is a wreck, Send us sormge of the
American rallroad men who did such
wonderful work In France.”

Bvidence that International marriagea
do not all go one way is the fact that
Mrs, Clinton Bidwell, of Buffalo, N. Y.,
wasy born Countess Marie Louise DuPles-
gis, of France, daughter of the archduka
of Vienna; niece of ex-Emperor Franz Jo-
ser, of Vienna, and cousin of ex-FEmperor
Charles, of Austria. At present Mrs. Bid-

ausiness of the king, the regiment will, well is in charge of an institution in Buf-

The steamship Mount Vernon which ar-
rived last week brought a mystery ‘“'sals
dier'* found wandering In streets of Parta
and suffering from a loss of memory.
His only knowledge of his ldentity was
that his name was “Raland Philllps.” He
lm been found to beysRoland Phillps, ?5
Evaosville, Indiana, .

rery much appreciate news concerning faly for the prevention of tuberculosis
! heir whereabouts. Officers of the regi- ameng children. " She ls a graduate nurse,
nent have sought through official chay-'and during the war she put on overalls
sels to learn from the war department the commission of revenue. Jewish fami-
o the fate of the drums. Tradition says
Nat the drums were lost when the regl-
pent, then known as the North Drithh
[mamlara. fell & vietim to the supe;‘torl
jghtirg ability of an Ameriean colott
‘orce in the revolutionary wan

Crarmans in the American cceypled zone
hava learned that the Yanks are keen
about having their shoes shingd, and
, many Henles are now raking in the ooin

pelishing the boots of the doughboys.
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