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C HEAD OF CANADIAN PACIFIC 

Edward \y", Beatty, K. C the 
new president of the Canadian Pacific 
Railway company, is a native of Can
ada, and is in his forty-first year. He 
was born at Thorokl, Ont., on Octo
ber 16, 1877, and the W in his name 
stands for Wentworth, the name of 
the county in which he first saw the 
light. 

|^ His parents were Canadian. He 
went to Canadian schools—the Model 
in Toronto, Upper Canada; Harbord 
Collegiate institute, University of 
Toronto and Osgoode hall. His ex
perience was Canadian—reading law 
in Toronto. And his success has been 
entirely Canadlam He was called to 
the bar in 1901, and one month later 
was made an assistant in the law de
partment of the Canadian Pacific rail
way. In four years he was assistant 
solicitor. In nine he was general so
licitor. In twelve he was general 
counsel. In thirteen he was a K. C, 

and in fourteen a director. In 1916 he was made vice president and general 
icounsel. 

"What the 'cleft In his chin' stands for, nobody knows," declared one of his 
Intimates, when he was vice president and general counsel, "but It is a 
(strong chin. If the C. P. B. runs over your cow and you seek redress, don't 
go to Ed Beatty about i t He is liable to prove to you that yon owe the 
JO. P. R. money for stopping the train. This Is not because Beatty wouldn't 
pay what he owes or refuse a man Justice, but because Beatty Is a lawyer 
fcrim full of the queer affection that marks every good C. P. B. man's rela
tions with his company. You might steal the back tires from his automobile 
sand hear him say nothing about i t Touch the remotest interest of the 
<fc P. B. and Ed Beatty will quit the best company the best Montreal dnb 
affords to1 attend to your case.* - « ' * ••/••^w*'<•••• *>- ;w •-• •-•-•- • 

:. On January 18,1889, A. C. tralton, 
.a, youth who had always fancied a 
military life, enlisted as a private la 
the United States army. Recently, in 
an .office at 104 Broad street, New 
3Tprk,j tft^eame/k« Wr ^aUi^—sqim-
jwhat older, of course, but just as'fuil 
lof vigor and patriotism and wijh a 
•tring of varicolored service ribbons' 
Across his broad chest—was hailed by 
a group of military and civil associ
ates as Brigadier General Dalton, U. 
S. A. Hundreds filed past his desk 
to shake his hand. The room was 
filled with flowers. Honors were 
heaped upon him. For. he had. just 
received recognition, in his promotion, 
(of the fact that he had carried through 
euccessfully one of the most impor
tant jobs that has fallen to the lot of 
any American officer since we got Into 
the war, 

R Brigadier General Dalton Is the 
tnan who has been most responsible 
Iter the forwarding of hundreds of thousands—millions, one might say—of 
fcoldlers to France from a certain American port which it Isn't necessary to 
•name because every one in America and Germany knows just what port it is. 

I DEAN eiLDERSLEEVE'S BIG WORK 
mmtm 
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A war service in which Miss Vlr-
• ginla C. Gildersleeve, dean of Bar
nard college, has been a leading figure 
Is the organization of the clearing 
house for wartime training for wom
en, which is a department of the 
Council of Organizations for War 
Service. Miss Gildersleeve Is a mem
ber of the general committee of the 
'council. • !When a large number of 
women came to the conclusion that 
some way must be found to help be
wildered women patriots to the right 
sort of war training Miss Gilder
sleeve was called upon to help solve 
the problem. .Her knowledge of edu
cational systems and her power of 
organization proved Invaluable in es
tablishing the clearing house. 

In connection'with the work of 
the clearing house a pamphlet has 
been published with the hope that It 
will serve as an Intermediary between 
the woman who wants to fit herself 

for a certain type of vocation and doesn't know where to find the best train
ing course and the numerous educational institutions which are offering 
•pecial studies in just these vocations, -

Hsu Shih Chang, former vice 
president of the privy council, has 
t>een elected president of the Chinese 
republic by a large majority, and re
cently was inaugurated. He will not 
role without opposition, for the mili
tary government of southern China 
has declared war on him already. 

Hsu Shih Chang became promi
nent during the latter days of the 
Chinese monarchy. He was one of the 
leading statesmen who conducted the 
negotiations preliminary to the set
tlement of the relations between 
Japan. Russia and China as the re- . 
•nit of the Russo-Japanese war. 

When the constitutional govern
ment was established Hsu became 
Ylce prime minister, and at one time 
was thought to be in line for the post 
Of premier. In June, 1917, he was 
named dictator by a rebel conference 
at Tier-T si a When Hsuann Tung 
relinquished the role of emperor in 
the summer of 1917 Hsc was appointed his guardian. It was later suggested 
that he might replace President Feng,.and last month he was nominated far 
the presidency by the generals of the Northern Chinese army. 

A Quiet Reach of the Thames. 

O 
N A QUB3T reach of the 
Thames my friend's house
boat is tethered to two pcjsts 
—as if it never meant to go 

away, Fullerton J. Waldo writes from 
London to the Philadelphia Ledger. 
Just above the mooring place the old, 
gnarled Charon who for a penny plies 
his trade has dug up ancient British 
poetry and Roman spearheads in the 
eel-nursing mud. But we did not now 
require his professional service, for 
across the river to meet us came like 
a shaft of light his amateur rival. 
("Bival," of course, if you run the 
word back to its origin, means one 
who dwells on the bank of a stream.) 
She was a girl with hair of bur
nished gold bobbed and filleted, who 
bent manwise to the oars, in her yel
low sweater and white skirt, a naiad 
of the rushes who seemed to have ris
en out of the stream* its own authen
tic spirit. 
}' The houseboat itself, white-painted, 
held aloft under its striped canopy and 
ever soft red rugs, a hanging garden 
of geranium baskets, with vines whose 
tendrils delicately wavered on the soft 
whisper of the breeze. A clutter of 
canoes and punts gently fretted the 
floating platform below,- as though 
upon a river of Cathay. In the l'ving 
room, radiant with violas and roses 
end geraniums, the filmy snow of the 
curtains was parted by a fireplace and 
over it a clock restored the sense of 
time that elsewhere was pleasantly 
absent or negligible. 
j Met a Flying Man. 

Two railed gangways led ashore— 
and no sooner had I put my modest 
luggage aboard than to the shore we 
went, to find the golf links close at 
hand, where the fat sheep grazed. A 
young and debonair Englishman met 
us there, and I learned to my surprise 
that he was accidental. He was a 
flying man, and something wrong with 
the engine compelled him to volplane 
down to a paddock next the golf 
course. "Tls an ill wind that has 
blown me good," I thought, as I shook 
hands with this Brushwood boy angel 
unawares. 
I The larks were singing, and I paused 
often with cleek or lofter in midair 
to hear the sound. I think I care more 
for George Meredith's "Lark Ascend
ing" than I do for Shelley's "unpremedi
tated" singer, but if I had to choose 
between them I would take them both. 
Such overflowing blllfuls of ecstasy, 
from such a little bird! And he pres
ently went off (it seemed) In company 
with a disreputable troupe of sparrow-
hawks, singing to them still, as an 
'opera tenor mtght chant for a com
pany of songless tramps. Can It be 
that an English links, with Paul Pot
ter cattle and Daublgny pools and wil
lows round about, ever hears a harsh 
'word over a golf ball sliced or stymied 
or In obstinate hiding? 
j Above, us airplanes purred and were 
vigilant unceasingly. And in my hesrt 
I blessed them, and with my hand 
I waved them greetings that I hope 
they saw. In a single group on the 
way to the links I had beheld seven 
captive "sausage" balloons—as though 
a benevolent constitutional monarchy 
had sent all these things that a plain 
American might l\nve a n afternoon of 
sport. What close neighbors are the 
Implements of war and of peace In 
the old world today! 

We walked back to the boat, through 
a garden plot brimming with blue vi
olas, and there was a tiny cemetery 
v.Ith more violas in a glass on the 
grave of, a cygnet born the day before. 

Mother Bird Had Done Murder. 
Then we met the mother bird, the 

murderess. In stately circles she was 
swimming round the boat, a swan 
more lovely to look upon than any 
that bore Lohengrin and heard his 
tributary song. 

The day before four cygnets were 
batched out* Three of them were with 
ber now—the fourth, she had decided, 
with an unruffled calm I doubt not, 
was one too many. So she had slain 
It Tranquilly enough the bereaved 
family was taking its outing—so soon 
after the funeral! 

Father was the advance guard, like 
a cruiser bringing in a transport 
ship and lesser craft Two gray 
fluff balls were on the mother's back, 
In a warm cradle deep and soft be
tween her wings. They arched and 
stretched their necks as they saw her 
loins, and took in all the view, and 
peered over the side with a remark
able air of detachment at their small 
'•rother paddling desperately to keep up 

with the procession, with his day-old 
wings and feet Zke those of the Platy
pus that you may see in a Strand win
dow devoted to New South Wales. 

Father did more than circle about 
and pride himself. When the young 
and foolish ̂ og attached—if one may 
say so—to the boat started to swim 
the river to look for rats" a-plenty in 
the farther bank, the male swan would 
steer down upon his snuffling head as 
ruthlessly as Horatio Lord Nelson on 
the track of a'French frigate, and if 
a rescue party did not at once pole 
shoutingly to his salvation in a punt 
11 went hard with the furred swimmer 
in battle with the feathered, who from 
his superior height, had something of 
the advantage of mounted policemen 
over a pedestrian, :,..,. 

Antics of Water Babies. 
Suddenly Mother Swan swished her 

head about and said something In a 
hissing undertone to the Indiscernible 
ear of one of the gray fluffs—^for out 
it sprawled from its snug, shelter nnd 
into the darkling Thames it tumbled 
on its back. Quick as a mldffe It right
ed Itself. Here was a fine chance for 
little paddling brother, to get aboard 
—but alas! though he could swim bet
ter than the sturdy British schoolboys 
round the bend, he could not climb* 
and so he cuddled in the lee of his 
mother like a tug that noses a lord
ly ocean liner. 

In the performance of these darling 
little web-footed water babies using 
their mother for an excursion steamer 
as audaciously as a land baby rides 
"pick-a-back" in the nursery, there 
was a ludicrous resemblance to the 
holiday trippers who were overcrowd
ing the small but ambitious river 
steamers from lock to lock. Bat the 
swan's babies, trying to make a neck 
like mother's were undulant as ser
pents and restless as weathercocks, In 
their curiosity, whereas 'Arry and 'Ar-
riet often sat with their backs to the 
river oblivious to everything but love's 
young dreams. 

As the rose flush of the sky paled 
to lime yellow on the way to the few 
short hours of night the family sat 
down to dinner, and there the cook, a 
dignified parishioner, had fixed for 
me—the gentleman from America—a 
great bowl of geranium petals, bins 
flowers and white carnations. 

"Are you sure," she had asked her 
mistress anxiously, "that these are 
jast the colors of his country? I 
would like so much to please him. Yov 
see we owe so much to America!" 

Growth of a Korean Church. 
Sherwood Eddy in the course of his 

various trips to the For East has had 
opportunities of seeing some striking 
changes. The following is his story 
of the development of a Korean 
church: "Twenty years ago when I 
first went to Korea, I stopped in the 
little town of Pyeng Y»ng and visited 
a* church. It had seven members; it 
met in a mud hut about ten feet 
square; it could hardly be called a 
church. The last Sunday I was there 
(1915) I saw 1,500 members filling ev
ery sest on a rainy Sunday. They 
were so busy that they bad no time to 
hear a foreigner speak. Eight hun
dred of them were out to prayer meet
ing every Wednesday night, and all of 
them wished to pray. Already they 
have sent out forty-two branch 
churches. They have the 1,500 mem
bership at the home church, and that 
membership increased from the orig
inal membership of seven until they 
have sent out 30,000." 

Took Him Out of the Mud. 
I t was the first time I ever felt like 

a hero," an Indianapolis man told of
ficials at the Marion eounty war sav
ings organisation offices. 

"My little girl caused me a lot of 
worry one night by crying out a num
ber of times, 'Take him out of the 
mud.' In the morning I made inquiries 
and «then accompanied her to ber 
school. There I found her teacher had 
rigged up a dummy soldier in an imi
tation trench filled with mud As the 
sales of Thrift stamps by the chitaren 
increased the soldier was raised grad
ually out of the mud onto a ladder 
leading 'over the top.' According to 
the plan sales amounting to $175 re
mained to be made before the soldier 
was out of the mud. My little girl 
begged me to take him out, and I yield
ed, buying the required nnraoer of 
stamps. As that roonifrl of yfinns-
stcrs stood nnd cheered i<ie I felt Ufcf-
a real hero."—Indianaix/Ii.* 1'^s:. 
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New York "Bright Lighters" Have Evolved New Fad 
i 

NEW YOBK.—When New York puts the lid on at the curfew hour, the 
latest fad for the all-nighters Is to go to a restaurant in Columbus circle 

for a stack of wheats or ham and eggs at 2 a. in. It is a new haven for the 
lovers of the fox trot and the children 
of the cabaret and others who are 
afraid to go home in the dark. John 
D. Rockefeller, to whom popular super
stition gives ownership of a famous 
string of restaurants, never foresaw 
anything like this when he established 
his Foundation. Saturday night Is the 
big night at this "draw-one" emporium,; 
and after 2 a. in. the S. B. O. sign is 
out. - Women in beautiful gowns and 
furs, escorted by dashing young offi* 
cers wearing the insignia of the army 

and navy, girls with rich-looking opera cloaks covering what seemed at first 
glance to be modish bathing suits, girls in their best Sunday clothes, having 
an outing from the office, shop and factory; chorus girls, cabaret girJs, pretty 
girls, slim girls, slender girls, girls with embonpoint, girls without *ay, girls 
just right, officers of the Canadian army, with here and there a French ojr 
British officer, soldiers and sailors, men of elegant leisure, pluguglies und 
plain men and women make up the wonderful assortment of midnight revelers, 
the merrymakers of the morning. -

All the women smoke cigarettes. Shocking! And the Lulu Llghtfoot, 
the Tottle Coughdrop and Beatrice Twinkletoe of the chorus are alj there. 
They know each othenjand go from table to table Introducing their gem'meh 
friends; just like they used to do at Jacks in the old days. The only diffen-
enceis men In the old days were handed checks for $90 at Jacks; at their 
evening's entertainment it costs them 00 cents. • 

But the wonder of the night is the departure of the guests. No plebeian 
subway or surface cars for them. I should say not. A line of taxis, auto
mobiles, limousines, carriages and barouches driven up und away, for all the 
world like the aftermath of the opera's opening night. The moon, a baby 
moon, is flat on her back when the last taxi rolls away and the big dipper is 
upside down In the sky. 

Remarkably Quick Ending of Love's Young Dream 
. • i 

DETBOIT.—Brown-eyed Anna Mnurer, whose winsome smile wrecked hearts 
along a vaudeville circuit up to last January, declared in Justice-Sellers' 

court that Dick, her husband, had hopped right out of her heart and that-, as 
far as love was concerned, she was 
"cured." 

She explained the "hopping" by 
declaring that Dick was a "bellhop." 
He was before Justice Sellers on two 
counts. One dealing with theft of $25 
from a Hotel Pontchartraln guest's 
pocket, the pocket belonging to an 
overcoat that he was personally con
ducting to a tailor shop, and the other 
being in connection with his alleged 
unkind treatment of the winsome 
Anna. Anna smiled, sighed, smiled i 
again, and lisped that her husbnnd "was just perfectly horrid and she Just 
didn't wish ever to see him again." She was with a vuudcville act when Fate 
stepped In at Bochester. Bichard is dapper and chic and in a bellboy's uni
form he must have been cuddly. Anna thought so, anyway, and when she 
ordered Ice water Bichard took away her heart as a tip. They were married 
a few days later. Anna went on with her show. Dick came to Detroit, where 
his mother conducts a restaurant, and got a job at the Pontchartraln. Anna 
left her show In Dayton and came to .Detroit to join her husband. The 
trouble began, according to Anna, when he suggested that she go to work. 

Justice Sellers remanded Dick to jail to wait for Investigation into Abba's 
charges. 
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And She Can't Remember Anything About Wedding 

LOS ANGELES.—"Bigamist, that's what they call me now, because I con
tracted a marriage of which I knew nothing until It was over," said Laura 

Josephine Beeves, twenty-two years old, after Justice Hanby had continued 
the case, charging her with effecting a 
bigamous marriage with Lyman Alvln 
Barnes. 

The proceedings were given a mil
itary nspect by the appearance of 
Earned at the hearing in the custody 
of a provost guurd. He Is being de
tained by the inilitnry authorities on 
a charge of desertion. 

"I met Mr. Barnes," said the girl, 
"and 24 hours later we took an auto
mobile ride to Ontario, reaching there 
at midnight. We had been drinking— 

I can't si and much liquor—and I can remember nothing until the day follow
ing, when he told me I wns his wife." 

"I have been unfortunate with husbands," Mrs. Beeves added* t mar
ried William H. Blundell when I was only sixteen yenrs old. He was 32 years 
my senior. It was anything but a happy affair. He refused to work, and I 
had to get out and earn the money. I did so by working in a canning, factory 
and as a hotel wnltress. My husband joined the army in order to escape being 
sent to the rock pile for nonsupport. I don't know where he is now. 

"They may send me up for this affair, but I won't care as long as they 
don't take my children away from me. I have two lovely children, Henrietta, 
five years old, and Virginia, aged two. They have been my sole comfort, and 
I don't want them taken from me. 

"When I married Blundell I paid for the ring, the license and the wed
ding ceremony. Even after that he refused to work. Then he disoppoared 
completely. I was awfully lonesome when Mr. Barnes appeared. I am sorry 
I got him Into this mix-up." 

Love's Messages Incorporated on Movie Pictures 

CHICAGO.—In a "movie" theater there Is an operator (the chap that looks 
after the machinery that projects the pictures on the screen) who is deep 

In love with a fair lassie of the neighborhood, and who by reason of his occu
pation is unable to hold hands as oth
er folks do, any night of the week, es
pecially on Sunday nights, when he Is 
caged up in his little room in the gal
lery tighter than ever. 

He has' hit upon a scheme of love-
making, that while not as satisfactory 
as the personal propinquity plan, 
nevertheless keeps the maiden In the 
case fairly contented. She comes to 
the show every evening (professional 
courtesy), takes a seat where she can 
get an occasional peep at her best be
loved and then watches the screen. She Is not interested In the pictures, as 
she is surfeited with them, but she watches eagerly for the various announce
ments about next week's bill and so on. 

The lovers have arranged a code with a great variety of ehdecring terras 
In It, each of which Is expressed by one or two letters. These he scratches 
in the corner of the lantern slide, where If noticed at alLby anybody but the 
girl they would attract no attention whatever. But just imagine the thrill 
she gets" when, after reading that Bobert Leatherlungs will I» seen on Thurs
day in "The Coalheaver's Bevenge," she spots "x. «." way down in the corner 
and gets the message, "Nobody has anything on you, kid." 

It'a a great little game, and when the two meet after the show for the 
Walk heme, life does not seem as dull and gray as It might be, even for a 
"movie" operator and his best girl. 
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