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.. You see them best

perhaps, as you do so many things, in comic literature. Believe me,
ladies and gentlemen, if I were allowed to talk upon humor as a serious
matter I would try to show you that perhaps sometimes we can get a

. clearer view of the world by reading what is called its humor, looking
at its comic characters rather than by looking at its serious phasés. ;
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7 ? is kept up that the world is divided into ,}atl(-)ns‘ a forbidden role—

s . eaﬁng ?0 you this morning as a political Smentl.s t—;he past the mnation

S

Ipwoul d be willing to say that, yes of course 1 was s one

jon & ion in history
was a wonderful thing; the nation 7 conception 11

i
i

time the salvation of Europe. At the time th7/ all Europe was
strewn with the wreckage of the Roman Empires at the time when
the peace and civilization of the Antonine Emperors had been scat-
tered into fragments, the upbuilding of the European nations, around |
a castle here or a cliff there or a harbor somewhere else, the upbuild-

| ing of the European nations is a wonderful story. “Nationalism” and
/ | “Progress” were one and the same thing. And with that story still i
7 | goes the marvelous allegiance, the pride of race, which has been so
}\,Q wonderful for all of us,—the tattered flags, the long history of vic-
TL/\ tories and struggles.g All of that we must never forget, never throw

// aside.
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_sewternal war since the League began to function than we eyer dreamed

For, the trouble with the new cosmopolitanism is that it tries in vain
to turn its back on history. You can’t do that. There is no need to. M
But when the world gets a little wiser all our history will become a W
common product in which each and all of us can take prlde in the
achievements of the other people. e s e
Look at our North American history and'/,:\now the fires of anger
have died out, there is no sorrow in the record, there is only the twin
glory of an equal contf.:vst, a Wolfe and a Montcalm pitted against one X % L‘ (/( b //
another, and an American Revolution in which, as usual, both sides 5 G
are right. They always are. In any epic contest, likeW &7 gﬂ h«; sz l ﬂvJ(

both sides are right, or the war would never go on. We must never

think that internationalism which I am preaching indirectly bhés=maesn- (A TR | W A s il
dng.ust force us to turn our backs on the splendid national history.

That has been the inspiration of every great people. '[ WL'““M e

j But the world has got to realize that time moves on, that th'e salva- [WL 3
tion of one era is the ruin of another, and that the thing carried over »)

from one generation to another, once noble, can lose its meaning, and
perhaps spell disaster. The world must unify or die. And it cannot
be done with books or pen and ink or with corridors or enclaves. The
Quai D’Orsay can’t do it; 10 Downing Street or the Ball Platz can’t
do it. Nothing can do it except a new spirit in the human heart.

Let us ge-em—and measure then some of the forces working in each
direction, for nationalism and against it. And first we have that power-
ful instrument, the League of Nations. Those are the boys who make
trouble! he League of Nations, without whose kind offices we would
never know half the quarrels that are going on in the world. But
they keep us well informed. We have had more accurate history of




ends

I have been privileged to see a little of their correspondence for next
year. They hope next year to be able to do something as between
Wales and Scotland. And I have here an advance copy of a letter
from the Secretary of the League of Nations to the business manager
of the Presbyterian Church of Scotland.

“Reverend Sir:

I write on behalf of the League to inquire whether you
would feel interested in getting up a war this season between
the Scotch and the Welsh. As you are doubtless aware the
Welsh have been saying a lot of dirty things about Scotland.
There was one here in our office yesterday said he could lick
any three of you north of the Tweed. And 'we think we ought
to bring it to your notice and ask if you are prepared to stand
for it. If mot, the League offers its publicity at any rate
that you think suitable. We will also supply propaganda.
We have a good deal of dirty stuff against them ready to give
to you and we will help you to float an international loan in
the United States,—and sink it there.”

Ah, but observe the answer, and in this answer which the Scotch are ‘

to send you see the first slight warning note that perhaps there may
be difficulties in getting up a war. This is from the business man-
ager of the Presbyterian Church:

“Cable
Secretary, League of Nations Collect

Regret to say that war with the Welsh practically out of
question. Great interest international bagpipe competition
Inverness keeps our people breathless stop Apprehend war
financially injurious to the interest Scotch International Aber-
deen Terrier Show.”

Aha! Notice that the dogs, wiser than men, know nothing of our little
quarrels. The Aberdeen terrier, an international character, wagging
his tail in every quarter of the globe and holding his international

show. We have to deal with him. So you see the Scotch, much though -

they would like to get into this business, are held back. Their cable
says: “Suggest you apply instead Japanese Bureau of Oriental Love
stop. But send us that Loan Anyway.”

Again I would not wish to be disparaging of the League of Nations.
Everybody says it is a good thing, and it must be. Some day, if we
live long enough, we shall see it in real operation. And it is not the
fault of the League; it is the fault of us, its “unseen assassins”, as
Norman Angell calls us. There can never be a League of Nations,
there can never be any institution, until there is a spirit outside which

()
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sanctions and maintains it, a spirit which corresponds to it. And the
world is not yet ready for that.

But even then it is well too keep the form, perhaps, while still the
substance is lacking. Let us be like Pygmalion and have the statue
first and put the spirit into our Galatea afterwards, and let the League
at any rate stand for an aspiration of the future.

Of course, mind you, when I say that we, each and all of us, are
working against the common welfare, perhaps you do not realize how
much there is, how many small, minor annoyances in which all Ameri-
cans sneer at all Englishmen or all Englishmen sneer at all Americans.

You remember that famous character of Alphonse Daudet’s, Tartarin
of Tarascon, that mock-hero of southern France filled with the
meridional spirit, you recall how it was rumored that he was, after
all not going to Africa to hunt the lions and there was a mob collected
around his house to mock at him and Tartarin, facing the crowd,
threw himself up into one of his noble postures and said,—“Des coups
d’épie, messieurs, mais pas des coups d’épingles!” (“Strike me with a
sword, if you like, but not with pin-pricks.”) It is the pin-pricks
very often that are the major offense.

I have gathered here (i Exhibit No. 4) some little extracts that were
actually taken from the press, just colored a little, not much, and they
—well, sometimes truth is not good enough, and half the truth is bet-
ter, just as a half a brick carries further in an argument than a whole
one. I have gathered together specimens of those pleasing little com-
ments that pass back and forth across the Atlantic in which some Eng-
lish traveller comes out here, takes a look for a week, let us say, at
our education and then denounces it. You see if he approved it that
wouldn’t be news. News has to be dirty and disagreeable. Happiness
is never news, only misfortune.

Well, you get this kind of thing: Extract from the New York Press:

“New York, such and such a date.”
“Denounces American Education.”

Mr. Farquhar McSquirt, who holds a high position in the
kindergarten department of the Scotish Orphan Asylum at
Dumn Foolish landed yesterday from the “Moratorium” on a
tour of American and Canadian schools and at once uttered a
scathing denunciation of education on this continent. He con-
siders that the whole system of education is America is punk.
He admits the pupils attend school, but denies that they learn
anything. Considers that the average boy of 12 in the Ork-
ney Islands knows more than a graduate of Harvard.”



“The American student he says, has never learned to think,
whereas the Scotch boy begins to think soon after he learns to
talk.”

Well, he goes on with half a column of that kind of thing. And then of

course when he has said all that, half a dozen college presidents have 1 ‘

to be called up to know whether that is so. And then they say,<ough g 7 '? o
)

450 he may, perhaps. o gt A ) .

they “have not the honor of knowing Mr. McSquirt personally, etc.”A

—that is the dirtiest thing you can say about any man. If you want to i
get after a person good and hard just say you don’t know him, person-
ally, never heard of him.

However, before they have time to wipe it all up, the account is
balanced from the other side, from London. Thus:—

“Denounces Oxzford e L < M’a -\\
TQ ?6 Mr. Phincas O. Cactus, FRPF, president and principal of 2 :
2 the Texas Agricultural Institute for Feeble-Minded Navajo g
Indians, uttered a scathing denunciation of the University of
Ozford. He says that after a man leaves Oxford he is fit for
nothing except the House of Lords, or the church, or the bar.
He claims that the average Ozford professor would make only
a poor showing as a cowboy in Texas.”
But of course the most cruel denunciation is when they start at
our women. Now, there you touch us where we live! When any out-
sider dares for a moment to criticize our English women, or our Ameri-

can women, then we rise, the whole nation solid in a lump. Listen ﬁ'

to this: i / g /
caps
pni

(“Denounces American Girls(

in the male line, landed yesterday from the “Rule Britannia”
and at once gave an interview to the press which has practi-
cally jarred society off its hinges. Lady Violet who repre-
sents the haut ton of the oldest noblesse and is absolutely
carte blanche, gave expression to a scathing denunciation of
the American Girl. She declares that the American girl has
no manners, doesn’t know how to enter a room, still less how
to get out again when she is in, and doesn’t even know how
to use her feet.”

Well, that is awful! So, naturally, of course, the press send out warm
tokens of assurance to the effect that the American girl will use her

feet if Lady Violet doesn’t get a move on back to England. /WZ‘
Then back comes a similar denunciation from the other side: ‘f g
“Denounces English Girls (/"//8/ :

Mryrs. Potter Pancake, Cedar R‘apima, President of
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the American Womens’ International Friendship League, has
just jarred English society off its base by a denunciation
handed out from the window of her hotel against English 1)/)7
girls. Mrs. Pancake says the English girl is without grace
and her movements inferior suMdly to those of a horse. She
attributes this to the fact that the English girl drinks gin in
inordinate quantities.”
Well, of course, when you get to that, that might lead to a serious
situation, but in England they have one or two old fashioned remedies
that can always be brought on to put vil on the troubled waters. For
instance, somebody can ask a question in the House of Commons. Just
why they do it, or what the questions mean, I don’t know, but in this
connection, of course, somebody would probably have risen up and asked
whether “ministers”—they never use the definite article there— (Stu-

: dents of language please take notice of this queer old-fashioned habit)
—whether ministers are aware that English girls are less graceful e
than a horse ﬂi,nf‘%nswer to this question, it seem@i& are
not aware, but will bring a horse and a girl, and se'ej.

But better still, in any dilemma, of course, we can appeal to the
Primate of the Church, the Archbishop of Canterbury, and it is a part
of his function, carried down since Edward the Confessor, to say some-
thing soothing, something that, whileswithout giving offense, leaves the
whole thing,—well, this is what he said in this case, that he “had yet
to know of any English girl drinking gin in what he considered in-
ordinate quantities.”

So there you have the press. One wonders how can the world stand
up against this tidal wave of minor annoyances. How can the barriers

as between the nations, the
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dcj’%f&fl// N 5 is confident that in the next, war (which may beg}n in

the spring) the most probable alignment is Great Britain, France and

the United States against Germany and Russia, but he thinks it might

be Great Britain, Russia and Germany against France, the United

\\ States and Portugal. On the other hand, the Colonel admits that if
/ the Chinese wish to come in it would be scarcely possible to keep them
i out. The Chinese, he says, have practically reached the level of a
Christian nation. Their knowledge of poison gas is as yet a little in-

ferior, but they will rapidly be able to take their place on an honor-
able footing in the coming contest.
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“General le Marquis de Rochambeau LaFayette, director
in chief of the French Aerial Forces, was interviewed yester-
day as to the prospects of world peace. The General, whose
real name is Charles Marie Feliz Rochambeau LaFayette de
Liancourt belongs to the old noblesse of France and is a cul-
tivated French gentleman of the old school, a wveteran of
seven wars, decorated with the croiz_de guerre, the croiz de
feu, the nom de plume and the cri_de Paris. He thinks the

‘meat war will begin or perhaps be preceded by blowing up

New York from the air.”
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#eo-bod. The old, old wars were so safe, so far away, so romantic.
A hundred years ago an expedition sailed away to God-knows-where.
The band played and they went away, and then presently they came
back from God-knows-where, looking a little bewhiskered and brown,
but they had licked somebody somewhere, and everything was grand!
And then war began to get a little nearer and a little nearer and to
take a heavier and heavier toll, and now they actually propose to drop
the bombs on us. That makes me think it is time to quit the war
business.

But that isn’t the whole of it.

We have got a new and first class implement of war all forged in
the new mechanism of publicity. If there is a war we are going to
have the hideous, gloating satisfaction of following, as we can now in
unhappy Spain, following every stage of slaughter and holocaust, gloat-
ing, exulting, with all the worst that is in us, reading with that kind of
half-hidden delight of the horrors and misfortunes that go with war.
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In the old times some kind of shield and shelter, some kind of darkness,
hung over those black spots. When Saragossa was torn as Madrid is
now, the world knew nothing of it at the moment. When N apoleon’s
army froze and suffered in the snow the world did not see it with tele-
vision as it will when the next great army goes under. For now we
have got already, or will have for the next war, a hideous commercial
instrument of money-making that will sell us the sight of the war, day
by day, and agony by agony. :

It is not the fault of anyone. What I am trying to say is that hu-
manity has now been caught up by forces for which no single person
is to blame,—not the capitalist, not the Socialist, not even all together.
What the Greeks called Anprgke, the fate of man. But whereas the
Greek submitted to Anargke and let himself be borne along like Oedi-
pus, by fate, we have learned a different attitude and I think we won’t
suffer it for ever, but we shall manage, somehow, to bend ourselves into
a different direction and alter our fate.

But I am not saying the fault is that of any one person or country
or any particular creed. It is a huge collective fault, and with it goes
that strange thing “publicity” by which war will be turned into money.

i suppose they had had publicity in the wars of
the past, that everything came over the radio as it happened. Let us
imagine that when Duke William of Normandy went across the Chan-
nel to invade England, the radio followed. him and could send back
the news to a Norman castle and they could tune in and hear what
was happening at Stamford Bridge and Senlac Hill and how the battle
was going. :

Carry yourselves with me to a Norman castle. It is the castle, let
us say, of a Norman knight who has gone with William of Normandy.
We are in the castle of Count Guesshard de Discard, one of the com-
panions of William. Count Guesshard has gone, but his wife Lady
Margaret of the RubberNeck and her beautiful "daughter, Lady
Angela of the Angle Eye are there. They are supposed to—hwe—bh%

anachronism-of a radio there and they are tuning in to try and get

some word of what is happening over at the Battle of Hastings.

It is difficult at first. When they try totune in they strike a Welsh
bard,—as you would now. The bards are not like the good ; they
don’t die young. But after having tried in vain Lady Margaret and
Lady Angela twistgl the dials on this mediaeval instrument in their

_ bower (that means something like a stone cow stable, what the his-

torians call a “tapestried bower.” It is, as I say, like a stone cow

2



stable with old cloth hung up; no glass windows, and rushes and dirt
on the floor.) But by anachronism there is a beautiful radio at the
side, to skip ten centuries for them, and thus they tune in and then 2 3
the voice of the announcer sounding just the same a thousand years 2

ago as it does now:

“Now, folks, this is Senlac Hill, and we’re going to put a
real battle on the air for you, and it’s going to be some battle.
T'he principals are Harold, King of England—Iift your hel-
met, Harold—and William, the Dook, or as some call him, the
Duck, of Normandy. Both the boys are much of a size, both
trained down to weight, and each has got with him as nice a
bunch of knights and archers as yow'd see east of Pittsburgh.
Umpires are: for Harold, the Reverend Allbald of the Soft
Head, Archbishop of Canterbury; for William, Odo the Ten-
Spot, Bishop of Bayeux. Side lines, Shorty Sigismund and
-Count Feliz Marie du Paté de Foie Gras. Referee, King
Swatitoff of Sweden, ex-Champion of the Scandinavian
League. Battle called at exactly ten a.m. They’re off. The
Norman boys make a rush for the hill. Harold’s center for-
wards shoot arrows at them. William leads a rush at the right
center. . Attaboy, William! That’s the stuff! Harold’s boys
block the rush. Two Norman knights ruled off for inter-
ference. William hurls his mace. Forward Pass. Ten-year
penalty. Quarter time.”

-The radio stops and Lady Margaret says: :

“Lady Mar:garet: How terrifically exciting! Do you think we are /1 i %L 4
winning ? '

Lady Angela: It is very hard to tell. I've often heard fasher say

that in the first quarter of a battle they don’t really get warmed up.
(The radio starts.) ' ;

Aﬁouncer) Battle of Senlac. Second Quarter. Change
of Ground. Duke William has won the west end. The Nor-

5

mans make a rush against the left center. ;| Hand-to-hand
scrimmage with Harold’s front line. Many knights unhorsed
and out of the game. Several men hurt on both sides. Count
Guesshard de Discard receives a crack on the bean with a
mace.

Lady Angela: Oh, Mamma, papa got one on the bean.

Lady Margaret (laughing): He certainly did. I can just see your
papa’s face when some one landed him one!

Lady Angela: What happens to you, Mamma, if papa gets knocked
out? ‘




Lady Margaret: (Looking at her little steel mirror ) I don’t know,
but I think Cousin William is to give me to one of his knights.” 2 17?
(And if you think that exaggerated, oh no, that isn’t it. Not at all!
Not at alll) =
e “’éhnou@ Second half of the game. ™ —

o And just then the radio, even in 1066, suddenly ge't/full of j/eg
static, and only static, and when they get it going again,

/ the battle is all over and the announcer is saying :
(5’“"’6( Mﬁ 7 “The foul Saxon, Harold, lies dead across the fifty-yard

line with his whole center scrimmage dead round him. Spec-
tators leaving in all directions in great haste.' The noble Wil-
liam is everywhere wvictorious. Norman crowd invading the
club house. Number of injured and dead knights being piled
up at the side of the field. Among the dead are Count Roger
the Sardine, Count Feliz Marie De Paté de Foie Gras, the
Seneschal Pilaffe de Volaille and Count Guesshard de Dis-

card.

Lady Angela:- Ah, do you hear that, Mamma? Odd’s life, papa’s
killed. That must have been that smack on the bean. I had a notion
that papa would get it, hadn’t you? :

Lady Margaret (. picking up the little steel mirror again and adjust-
ing her cap): Oh, I was sure of it. A juggler phophesied it to me
last Whitsuntide. I wonder which of the knights Cousin William will
give me to. Isn’t war exciting, darling?”

Oh, yes, and still is—still is. But in those days on such a different
footing—on such a very different footing—from what it is now.

So here you have, as far as I can give it in that kind of picture, some
notion of the two forces between which humanity is torn. F ortunately
there are, though less spectacular, enormous forces moving the other
way,—economic forces, forces which are beginning to insist that the
world economically and physically is all one, that the old days when
a valley made a nation and a river separated two peoples and the world
was broken by its own geography, that that is finished, and that mod-
ern power and modern flight and the whispering currents that pass
everywhere—those uniting forces and the forces of disunion are locked
in a deadly struggle.

There is, I believe, one school of theologians which has pictured
human fate from its earliest times as being the prey,sought for by two
spirits, the one-of light, the other of darkness, fighting over humanity

as the Greeks and Trojans fought over the body of the dead Patroclus.

“And if that is true in one form or another, there was never a better
illustration of it than in these anxious and criticél times in which we
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are living, in which the bygone forces that made the nations may still
drag us into war, in spite of the fact that a Frenchman is not a
Frenchman, that he is a man, and an Englishman is a man, and an
Irishman a man and a half. ;

The unity of mankind has powerful allies. Science calls for it.

Men of science must move together. Invention cannot be separated.
And behind those forces there goes, in the good sense, athletics, such
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of that defies national boundaries and tries to build up for us a differ-
ent kind of “world.

Which is going to succeed T do not know, but I do know the duty
that is laid upon every one of us to do what best he can to mould opin-
ion, to shape destiny, to be within our little sphere blameless for these
awful things which still might happen. It almost looks as if we
could see over in Europe the handwriting on the wall that means com-
ing disaster. Please God, not. But every step that is taken by the
major governments shows how close they know the crisis may perhaps
be.

There are no people more sane and steady than those who govern
England. With them government is not and never has been a matter
of the collective votes of the majority of the people. That sounds a
strange statement. That sounds contrary to the plain fact of parlia-
mentary elections. But I repeat it. In England government has never
merely represented the majority vote of the people. It has repre-
sented something hard to define without being lost in the mazes of
philosophy,—but a kind of collective wisdom, collective loyalty of a
governing class. Those are brutal words, easy to misuse, hard to under-
stand properly. Not a tyrant class, but a class of people like Stanley
Baldwin, with an infinite sense of responsibility, people to whom office
and opposition are all one, and both mean service. It has been my
privilege to know some of those men who in the last thirty years have
governed England, and I am convinced that there is not in the heart
of any one of them any other motive than that of the welfare of all
mankind, of Europe and of England. When you see the steps that
are being taken even by such a government ag that, the fortification
of what was once a self-protected island, the air that hums with danger,
the sleep that may be broken at any moment, then such a situation
calls aloud for sympathy. :

Do not think that we can escape it here. Do not think that we can

. shelter ourselves behind the ocean and look upon this wreckage as
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destined only to blot the continent of Europe and nevelrgmatter to
America. If it comes it will spread like a plague driving' across the
continents with all the evil winds of disaster behind it. We are as much
interested as they. “Hodie 4ibi, cras mihi”, so wrote the mediaeval
monks on the stone coffins of their dead. “Yours today, mine tomor-
row.” “Your fate will be mine and your salvation shall be mine.”

So we must plead unceasingly for an earnest sympathy with Europe,
wiping out all the angers of the past, wiping out all the questions of
whose are the honor and whose the guilt of the late war, remembering
not the brutality, but only the bright pages of the heroism, the golden
pages that open in either direction, pages that open as well for our
so-called enemies as for ourselves.

We must remember that there are no people better situated than you
in the United States and we in Canada. We can show an example of
what is to be done for salvation. We do not need for our friendship a
pen and ink, a contract, a document, a scrap of paper. We do not
need that. We are bounded by our hearts. We have long since de-
cided that politically our ways lie separate, but the very fixity of that
resolve makes it easier and better and finer for us to let our ways
mingle as closely as ever they possibly can. At times the English get
worried about the so-called “Americanization” of Canada. They don’t
realize that that is the best thing that ever hapnened for Canada, for
the States, for the Empire, for the world at large. The aspect of one
single peaceful continent, from the frozen sea to the Rio Grande, bound
together as we are by friendship only, mutual agreement and codpera-
tion and relying only upon the path of peace.

T tell vou this: If the world is to be saved, that is the path of sal-
vation in Europe. They may take it; they mav not. The sky is heavy
with a lurid light threatening to break from the clouds. There is the
cool. fresh air blowing above. Which can conquer? We don’t know.
You and T and all of us who live a few vears will know of wonderful
happenings in the world, for the path that has oot to be made straight
or the path will lead over the abyss. The problem cannot wait. It
has grown too acute. The world has no time for bungling, or mud-
dling through. That was good enough for the older civilization, but
not for us now.

What T have been trying to say is that there is a responsibility, not
only on them, but on us, on you in the States and on us in Canada.
All the nobler assets of youth and courage and optimism are needed

in the struggle. There is room for every one of us to take our part in

this coming settlement of the fate of mankind.
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