
A LESSON FROM IRE
NEAR EAST

By G. E. Brandt

The issues now centering
about the Dardenelles and the
Bosporus are intimately woven
into the life of England. The
loss of access to the Black Sea
would stun Great Britian’s ec-
onomic structure. Without
her foreign trade Britain can-
not support her large surplus
population.

The Black Sea furnishes the
only easy outlefTor wheat pro-
duced in the great “Black
Earth” region of southwest
Russia, Roumania and the Don
region. From the Caucausus
come immense supplies of oil
and manganese. In northern
Asia Minor is produced some of
the finest tobacco in the world.
Large deposits of coal, both
bituminous and anthracite are
found in the Don region.

Before the war one third of
the Great Black Sea trade was
carried in British bottoms. The
possibilities for further devel-
opement of British trade are
obvious. To permit the Turk,
while hostile to Britain, to re-
gain control of the Straits,
would invite ruin to British
shipping and industry.

Britain cannot afford to risk
a stoppage of this trade. It is
not enough that merchant
ships are allowed free passage.
Because of the unstable con-
dition of political affairs, trade
cannot continue without the
presence of vessels of war. So
we find British naval vessels
in ever increasing numbers in
this area, guarding their nat-
ional interests and keeping
alive this enormous trade.
Thus, economic consideration
rather than political objects
have determined the course
that Britain follows in the pre-
sent crisis.

The outstanding lesson in
this whole affair is the .success-
ful employment of the navy to
support the British claims.
Through influence without ac-
tual hostilitiesBritain has gain-
ed all her objects up to date
and will continue to do so.
Such a peaceful use of armed
forced is not unusual but is
taking place every day.

Our own navy has a brilliant
record for peace achivements.
Every year the enrichment of
our-commerce through the in-
fluence of the navy is greater
by far than the whole cost of
the Navy. Consider the open-
ing up of Japan, Korea and
China, consider the influence
of the navy in our trade with
a great many other countries,
consider particularly the Car-
ibbean region, because it is
closer to home. In Cuba, Nic-
aragua, Hatti, San Domingo
and other countries our armed
forces have been used to stab-
ilize the governments and to
open up, protect and promote
American trade. At present
our trade with Caribbean coun-
tries amounts to $500,000,000
a year, more than the cost of
the whole navy.

Our foreign trade is the
measure of our prosperity.
The maintainence of a navy is
not extravagence but is abso-
lutely necessary to make se-
cure our property and our in-
dependence.

The indications are that Con-
gress contemplates still furth-
er reductions in our already
crippled navy. This is a mat-
ter which concerns most vital-
ly the citizens of Mississippi.
It is time for us to take a de-
cided stand and to demand an
efficient navy. The personnel
has already been reduced be-
yond the danger mark. Fur-
ther reduction will weaken the
effectiveness of the navy to
such an extent that it can nr
longer fully protect our into*
ests and maintain our proud
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ll—M.AT.—Chiefly because W the ripple
la her placid, colorless existence which
UjS arrival of Nlnlan will bring, Lulu la
Interested and speculative, meanwhile
watching with something like envy the
boy-and-gtrl love-making of Bobby and
Diana. Unexpectedly, Nlnlan arrives. In
the absence of Herbert, at his business,
and of Ina, resting. Thus be becomes
acquainted with Lulu first and In a meas-
ure understands her position In the house.
To Lulu, Nlnlan Is a much-traveled man
of the world and even the slight Interest
which he takes in. her is appreciated, be-
cause It 1s something new in her life.
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position, a condition which
must surely lead to economic
depression.

England knows full well that
her very life depends upon her
navy, which she ever maintains
at highest efficiency. Not for
a moment does she permit bet
present financial difficulties
to blind her to national needs.
If we be not ourselves blind
we should profit by her ex-
ample.
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flushed apd wm nflenced. Bhd wsi
coloring and breathing quickly. This
was the first bit of conversation of
this sort In Lulu’s life.

After supper Ina Inevitably pro-
posed croquet, Dwight pretendedi to
try to escape and. with his irrepressi-
ble mien, talked abont Ina, elaborate
In his insistence on the third person—-
“She loves It. we have to humor her.
you know how It is. Or no! You don’t
know! But you will"—and more of
the same sort, everybody laughing
heartily, save Lulu, who looked un-
comfortable and wished that Dwight
wouldn't, and Mrs. Bett, who paid no
attention to anybody that night, not
lecause she had not been Introduced,
an omission which she had not even
noticed, but merely as another form
of “tantrlm"—a self-indulgence.

They emerged for croquet. And
there on the porch sat Jenny Plow
and Bobby, waiting for Di to keep an
old engagement, which Dl pretended
to have forgotten, and to be fright-
fully annoyed to have to keep. She
met the obje?tlons of her parents with
all the batteries of her coquetry, set
for both Bobby and Cornish and, bold
In the presence of “company," at last
went laughing away. And In the mi-
nute areas of her consciousness she
said to herself that Bobby would be
more In love with her than ever be-
cause she had risked all to go with
hbn; and that Cornish ought to be
distinctly attracted to her because
she had not stayed. She was as primi-
tive as pollen.

Ina was vexed. She said so, pout-
ing In a fashion which she should
have outgrown with white muslin and
blue ribbons, and she had outgrown
none of these things.

“That just spoils croquet,” she said.
"I’m vexed. Now we can’t have a
real game.”

From the side door, where she must
have been lingering among the water-
proofs. Lulu stepped forth.

“I’ll play a game," ahe said.
*••••• e

When Cornish actually proposed to
bring some music to the beacons’, Ina
turned toward Dwight Herbert all the
facets of her responsibility. And Ina’s
sense of responsibility toward EM
was enormous, Oppressive, primitive,
amounting, In fact, toward this daugh-
ter jrf Dwight Herbert’s late wife, to
an ability to compress the offices of
stepmotherhood into the functions of
the lecture platform. Ina was a foun-
tain of admonition. Her Idea of a
daughter, step or not, was that of a
manufactured product, strictly, which
you constantly pinched and molded.
She thought that a moral preceptor
had the right to secrete precepts. Dl
got them all. But of coarse the crest
of Ina’s responsibility was to marry
Dl. This verb should be transitive
only when lovers are speaking of each
other, or the minister or magistrate
Is speaking of lovers. It should never
be transitive when predicated of par-
ents or any other third party. But It
is. Ina was quite agitated by Its
transitiveness as she took to her hus-
band her Incredible responsibility.

“You know, Herbert,” said Ina, “If
this Mr. Oornlsh comes here very
much, what we may expect.”

“What may we expect?” demanded
Dwight Herbert, crisply.

Ina always played his games, an-
swered what he expected her to an-
swer, pretended to be Intuitive when
she was not so, said “I know” when
she didn’t know at all. Dwight Her-
bert, on the other hand, did not even
play her games when he knew per-
fectly what she meant, but pretended
not to understand, made her repeat,
made her explain. It was as if Ina
had to please him for, say, a living;
but as for that dentist, he had to
please nobody. In the conversations
of Dwight and Ina yon saw the his-
torical home forming in clots In the
fluid wash of the community.

"He’ll fall In love with EM,” said
Ina.

“And what of that? Little daughter
will have -many a man fall in love
with her, I should say.”

"Yes, but, Dwight, what do you
think of him?"

“What do I think of him? My
dear Ina, I have other things to think
of."

“Bnt we don’t know anything abont
him, Dwight—a stranger so.”

"On the other hand,” said Dwight
with dignity, “I know a good deal
about him.”

With a great air of having done the
fatherly and found out about this
stranger before bringing him Into the
home, Dwight now related a number
of stray circumstances dropped by
Cornish In their chance talks. v

“He has a little Inheritance coming
to him—shortly," Dwight wound up.

“An Inheritance—really T How much,
Dwlghtr

“Now Isn’t that like a woman. Isn't
itr

“I thought he was from a good
family," said Ina.

“My mercenary little pussy 1"
“Well," she said with a sigh, ‘"I

shouldn’t be surprised If Dl did really
accept him. A young girl Is awfully
flattered when a good-looking older
man pays her attention. Haven’t yon
noticed that?" j

Dwight informed her, with an air
of Immense abstraction, that he left
all such matters to h'er. Being mar-
ried to Dwight was like a perpetual
rehearsal, with Dwight’s self-impor-
tance for audience.

A few evenings later, Cornish
brought up the mmpic. There was
something overpowering In this brown-
haired chap against the background
ef his negligible little shop, his whole
capital in his few pianos. For he
looked hopefully ahead, woke with
plena, regarded the children In the
street as • If, conceivably, children
might come within the confines of his
life as he Imagined It A preposter-
ous little man. And a preposterous

rtore, empty, echoing. brtre of vtbij
ihe threw pianos near the fr6nt. tin
••emalnder of the floor stretching away
like the corridors of the lost* He was
going to get a dark curtain, he ex-
plained, and furnish the back part of
the store as his own room. What
dignity in phrasing, but how mean
that llttla room would look—cot bed,
washbowl and pitcher, and little mir-
ror—almost certainly a mirror with a
wavy surface, almost certainly that.

“And then, you know," he always
added, “I’m reading law.”

The Plows had been asked in that
evening. Bobby was there. They
were, Dwight Herbert said, going to
have a sing.

Dl was to play. Ami D1 was now
embarked on the most difficult feat of
her emotional life, the feat of remain-
ing to Bobby Larkin the lure, the be-
loved lure, the while to Cornish she
Instinctively played the role of wom-
anly little girl.

“Up by the' festive lamp, every-
body !” Dwight Herbert cried.

As they gathered about the upright
piano, that startled, Dwlghtlsh instru-
ment, standing in its attitude of un-
rest, LuJu came in with another lamp.

"Do you need this?" she asked.
They did not need it, there was. In

fact, no place to set It, and this Lulu
must have known. But Dwight found
a place. He swept Nlnlan’s photo-
graph from the marble shelf of the
mirror, and when Lulu had placed the
lamp there, Dwlghf thrust the photo-
graph Into her hands.

"You take care of that,” he said,
with a droop of lid discernible only te
those who—presumably—loved him.
His old attitude toward Lulu bad
shown a terrible sharpening in these
ten days since her return.

She stood uncertainly, in the thin
black and white gown which Nlnlan
had bought for her, and held Nlnian’s
photograph and looked helplessly
about. She was moving toward the
door when Cornish called:

“See here 1 Aren’t you going to
sing?"

“What?” Dwight used the falsetto.
“Lulu sing? Lulu?”

She stood awkwardly. She had a
piteous recrudescence of her old
agony at being spoken to in the pres-
ence of others. But DI had opened
the “Album of Old Favorites,” which
Cornish had elected to bring, and now
she struck the opening chords of
“Bonny Elolse.” Lulu stood still,
looking rather piteously at Cornish.
Dwight offered his arm, absurdly
crooked. The Plows, and Ina and Dl
began to sing. Lulu moved forward,
and stood a little away from them,
and sang, too. She was still holding
Ninian’s picture. Dwight did not sing.
He lifted his shoulders and bis eye-
brows and watched Lulu.

When they had finished, “Lulu the

v..sr^
“Mi Lulu Bett, the Mocking Ba-I*d|”

Dwight insisted.
mocking bird I” Dwight cried. He
said “Im-lrd.”

“Fine Juried Cornish. “Why, Miss
Lulu, you have a good voice!"

“Miss Lulu Bett, the mocking
ba-lrd!" Dwight insisted.

Lulu was excited, and in some ac-
cession of faint power. She turned to
him now, quietly, and with a look of
appraisal.

“Lulu the dove," she then surpris-
ingly said, ‘to put up with you.”

' It was .her first bit of conscious
repartee to her brother-in-law.

Cornish was bending over D1
“What next do you say?" he asked.
She lifted her eyes, met his own,

held them. . “There's such a lovely,
lovely sacred song here," she suggest-
ed, and looked down.

“You like sacred musicf*
She turned to him her pure profile,

her eyelids fluttering up, and said: ‘1
love it"

“That’s It. So do L Nothing like •

nice sacred piece,” Cornish declared.
Bobby Larkin, at the end of tbo

piano, looked directly Into pi’s face.
“Give me ragtime,” he said now,

with the effect of bursting out of
somewhere. "Don’t yon like ragtime T
he put It to her directly.

Dl’s eyes danced into his, they
sparkled for him, her smile was a
smile for him alone, all their store of
common memories was in their look.

“Let’s try ‘My Bock, My Refuge,”* .
Cornish suggested. “That’s got up
real attractive,” |

‘ Dl’s profile again, and her pleased
voice saying that this was the very
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Only 3 days more someone will
have a beautiful stove, Simmon’s
bed or mattress at our store for a
Christmas present.

Come in buy your hardware and
furniture from us and be the lucky
one.

Turner Hdw. Cos.
PHILADELPHIA, MISS.

Keep Warm
•

KEEP WARM AND KEEP
YOUR FEET DRY.

TRY OUR ALL LEATHER
WORK SHOES AND OUR
HEAVY WINTER UNDER-
WEAR.
ALSO WE HAVE HIGH GRADE OVER-
ALLS.

T. M. Fulton & Son

Christmas Greeting
On the occasion of the birth
of our SAVIOR, when glad
tidings, good wishes and
merry hearts reign supreme,
it is our sincere wish and
highest hopes that all trou*
bles, disappointments and
ill-feelings be banished to
their eternal abode and that
the brotherhood of man
shall be established under. ■ V i k r •*

the leadership of HIM.

E. P. Donald & Son


