BY “MERCURIUS."

The events of the week remind one of
Lord Salisbury’s dictum that the Prime
Minister who has a Churchill in his
Cabinet is like a man with a boil on his
neck. 'nllr(!f years ago, when Lord
Randolph Churchill was four years
younger than his son is to-day, he, too,
m-:ﬂmd from the Mimstry, dramatical-
ly stated his case to the House of Com-
mons, and bounced out of the country,
just as Winston has done this week.
“Will he ever re-enter the Cabinet?”
somebody asked Lord Salisbury, His
lordship eyed the :nq]:irrr curiously for
s moment, and then laconically snswer-
ed the question by asking another, “*1i
| & man has had i boil on the back of his
1m-rh. and has at last got rid of 1t,
| does he iry to get it back againf” |
daresay Mr. Asquith fecls in pretty
much the same way. When Lord Ran-
dolph quitted the political arena, Le
'went lion shooting 1n Afrwa ; Winston
'will get all the shootiag he wants nearer
'home. He has already smelt powder
| pretty often. He has dope some cam-
pagning  on  Indian  frontiers; has
marched his men across the Egyptian
(desert; has served with the Malakand
and Tirah expeditions . has partacipated
in the captures both of Umdurman and
Pretoria; and has fought with the
|I5p:1:|1:nts at Cuba. Sipee then, he has
'sat in the House of Commons, first as
n Conservafive and then as a Liberal;

has been Under-secretary for the Colo-
'nies, President of the Board of Trade, |
'Home Secrctary, First Lord of the Ad-
fmiralty, and Chancellor of the Duchy

of Lancaster. And now, a trfle over

forty, he goes to the trenches,  May |
| good luck go with him |
. The cables have this week informed |
us that the Kaiser has ordered Uhrist-
mas dinner for himsell and a hundred |
"thonsand men to be prepared mm Con-
stantimople. About this time last year |
[the Katser was worrying aboutr lis
(Christmas dinner unh-n-tlnit for Paris,
' but found the line blocked, and had to
have dinner at home, As Sir Owen Sca-

man sings: —

A vear ago I had to decide

 Where T would spend my Christmas-
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Wihere 1 would spend my L'iuul'.mun-\
tide

Various pleasant schemes 1 had— }

I"aris—London—Petrograd— .

But I couldn't have paiuted all three

So 1 ﬁn'ullj' staved at home instead,
Now Yule 15 on us again, and I'm |

Time,
Ay heart, like 2 common wan's, is torn
Between the ahbove and the Golden
Horn,
With matins nunder a Moslem dome ;
But, how can I do all four—and Rome

The EKuser's extreme anxiety as to the |
precise whercabouts of s Christmas
dinper almost suggests some concern on
his part as to whether he s likely this
{'Illtm.lmm to get any decent dinner at
a

I lonked in at the rose show on Wed-
nesday  afternoon  princpally to  see
the roses, but partly albo to escape
tor a hittle while from the snffocating |
dust storm raging outsule. Under all|
the conditions, tne show was really |
excellent, and the promotors deserve |
congratulation, Meving about among,
the exhibits, 1 came uprn o promineii
wember of the Roval society, and the |
conversation naturally turned upon the
lecture on Nietzsche, with which Mr. |
Martis Miller favoured that Soctety on |
Monday evening. The subject was not |
altogether forvizn to onr survoundimgs, |
for Nietzsche himsolt has o poem on
“My Roses,’ which, 1 can only sup-
m-.;r. l'lr Moira Mller hias never mot, |
£ le bl come neross i1, e must have
tuken the hint that it coptained. P
Neilzsche asks:-—

“Will vou stop and pluck my roses?

. ; |

Oft mid rocks and thorns youll lin-
ger, [
Hicle mued stoop, suck hlecding finger- |
Will vou =top and pluck my roses? |
For my good luek’s o trifle vicious,
Fond ol teasing, trick=, malicious.
Will you stop and pluck my roses®”

way of suving that he s not to be tuken |

septotsly, and that

if Roval Sovweties, |

university Jecturers, and the ke will |

pursist in meddling with hum, they wiily
have

blecdmg  fingers to suck  atter '

wards.
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wWares,

We must assume, therotore, oithar
that Mr. Morris Miullep and the Ropal
society hod  not notiesd Nwtgsclie's
warning, or else that they defied it oat
their own peril. They stopped s
plicked the roses. Did they have tu
suck a Lleeding fingert As suon as Mr
Morris Miller resumed b seat, My
Dechainens  rather  eruelly ingured
whether the gentleman on whom My
Morris Millor had been lerturing was o
madman® It s a somewhat dhiseoneert-
ing questiop with which to vanteoat
lecturer mmmediately ador his perora-
vion. Mg, Morris Muller seemed a tntle
wensitive on the pomt, and vagne's
admitted that “Nietzsehe was undoubi-
cdly a man who suficred greatiy.” Hut

"*War and

why gnch squeamisliness = Why not say

outright that Nietzsche was as mad ns
the March hare® “He was prononnced
hopelessly insane,” says Dr. F. (. Sentt-
Schiller ;- and Nictssche's most popular
biographer says bluntly that “Nietzsche
went mad. He spoke much and loudly .
he paid gold for trifies; he imagined '
was a famous !nurrJ:'rur.; h_g was the
King of Italy; he was God! I adpmire
Mr. Morris Miller's delicacy; —but 1l
looks a little like sucking a lilroding
finger after plucking the roses that his
hero warned him not to tourh,

It struck me that the lecturer prok-
¢l his own bubble at the outset v
declaring that we are all wrong in sup-
posing that the Nietzsche enlt had
somothing to do with the War. T
Mr. Morris Miller is right. there re-
muimns na fnrther reason for interesting
onrselves in the mad philosopher and
his ravings. But is he right, or haus
he again torn his fingers on the thorns
among the roses? One of the greatest
living interpreters of Nietzsche, in s
work priblished several years ago, points=
out that Nictzsche's craving for war
wie insatinble.  War was to him the
true divinity, the saviour of nations.
He revelled in the hope that an age of
war was fast approaching.  In vindica-
tion of such ideas, this interpreter
points to the then condition of Europe
—every frontier bristling with guns,
every nation armed to the teeth. And,
most striking of all, he points to Bern-
hardi, whose book had then been re-
cently published, and claims him as a
product of the Nietgsche school. He
quotes some of Bernhardi’s flamboyant
sentences in glerification of war, and

e liba mssdh dhal dha dmabamd s la -

sentences in glérification of war, and
points out that the instant pn‘drulnrlty
with which the book was greeted proves
that it appealed to a general sentiment.
And then he mentions, as a singularly
significant circumstance, that Bern-
hardi’s book bore, as a motto on its
title-page, Nietzsche's saying that
courage have done more
reat things than love to the m-iEh-
ur.” Mr. Bpencer Arden describes
Nietzssche as a philosophical tease, a
practical joker, a man who delighted in
contradiction and aggravation, one who
pever ex to taken seriously.
Did Nietzsche not say as much him
self in warning us off his rose-beds?
If Mr. Morris Miller takes my advice
—and Nietssche's—he will suck his
bleeding finger and leave the madman’s
flowers severely alone in future.

The novelty of the ihing having
worn off, the s®ond reeruiting cam-
E:‘[I the snap and vigour of the
. Perhaps men of the right stamp
are harder to eatch. They are
like in & stream that has been too
:tft::.'rilﬁ!d. I attended

some ll.ﬁﬂltj" into our
mﬁm-.aﬂuh Ny, I am
who hope that we shall be

business on a
: but this week's cables make
it look as though the best way of got-
ting volunteers is to fix a date for con-
iption. The men are tumbling over
other in their cagerness to enlist
before the date comes. | Possibly we
could run the thing on the Federal War
Tax principle; fix » date, and then
keep on postponing it, a fortnight at a
time, until the end ot the war! By
the way, 1 caught a good many refer-
ences ut the recrniting meetings to
Tommy Atkins. Has anrbody noticed
that it is just a hundred years this
week sinee that famous nickname came
into existence*  On the Army forms
issued in 1815 there anpea as a
garle to illiterate soldiers, the imagin-
ary signature “Thomas Atkins, Lis
mark.” The men soon got into the
way of referring to each other as
Tommy Atkins, and, here we are, a
century aftermards, staill nsing it as a
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century afterwards, still using it as a
term of honour and admiration,
e



