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itie» where the clrtl population la worn 
and weakened with woe and anxiety, 
and where there le, and will continue 
to be, hunger, thirat and nakedneae.

la there any power In medicine or 
eanitatlon which will stay It, Will there 
be doctors and grave diggers enough to 
go around?

The mind reels at the prdapect. The 
men who are being killed and Invalid
ed are the virile, the active, the repro
ducers. .. . -,

But suppose there was a chance lor herself as much as poaatbl 
reproduction; the women are ailed to sake of her child; 
the brim with hZred, bitterness, with that can be Jteadlly digested •» lhat 
suffering of every description—what ie her child will have ita proper 
the chance for their unborn offspring? share; she will try to,get plenty of 

What will be their Inevitable Inbert- sleep; she will try to avoid .worry, and 
tance, physically and mentally? Only exposure to wet and coU; she will not 
recently has the Importance ot Instruct- give way to anger, fear and and hat- 
ing expectant mothers in the hygiene red; and she will often consider that 
of pregnancy been recognised- as part she is the only protector her enfla can 
of the duty of the Health Department- have while she is carrying him with- 

What duty could more positively be In i*er body. ' • •
paramountT No observant farmer needs If women would realise this 
to be told that faia stock will bear bet- sacred trust, how much more they 
ter offspring if they are well cared for would get from this most beautiful of 
when pregnant, than if they are ne- all physiological conditions, aqd they 
gleeted or abused. would bring into the world children

Why should there be a different re- who would not be handicapped by an 
suit when the pregnant female is a wb- inheritance which would cripple them 
man? more or lees for life.

From the moment a woman enters Pitiable, Indeed, is the lot of the 
the pregnant state, she enters a new war baby, with all that Is included to* 
condition of being, physiological, it is the thought; and how thankful. »*W 
true, but as liable to mishaps and de- women, who are pregnant, shblw# 
rangement as the performance of any be that they have been spared many of 
oilier function—digestion or assimila- the ills which their less fortunate ela
tion, for instance. « ters, abroad, have had to bear.
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shock, or strain, of aify kind, Is quick 
ly communicated to her child. uUeo 
w#h a fatal result.

A pregnant woman should realise 
not only tost she la carrying a child 
which Is gotgg to belong to her, but 
also to toe stale and to toe world.

It she baa this feeling, she wlU 
try very hard to take proper care of 
heroelf.

At her dally task she will epsge 
le for the 
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ONE THING MEN HATE. a way with you that would superinduce 
heat in a modern steam-heated flat. As 
a coal conserver you would have been 
Garfield's Joy, because you shovelled 
palaces, and public libraries, and priv
ate dwellings into the furhace, when* 
ever you felt your feet getting cold; 
and if you'd been hanged for just one 
minute for every human being you 
caused to be buried before his time, 
you’d have been hanging yet.”

“Granted,” said Attila. “Granted, 
and proud of it. I went the limit. I 
left scars In my track that appalled the 
Furies themselves. When it came to 
pure pitiless pillage I had Molock, An- 
thropophagus. Blue Beard, Beelzebub 

boy Belial himself lashed to 
the mast. Meesallna was a lady and 
Nero a movie-idol alongside of me. 
I was a glutton for rascality. If ever 
a loose fish swam the sea, or a harny 
flew the air, your old pal Att was It. 
Malevolence was my middle name; 
arson my joy; ferocity my twin; but

"That's what I’ve been waiting for.” 
said Kidd. "Knew there’d be a but 
butting In before long. But what— 
out with it?”

“I never was a hypocrite!" said At
tila. -What I did I did to gratify my 
own lusts and passions. If I skpwbr- 
ed a baby on the end of my pike-etaff 
I did it for the pleasure of hearing him 
squeal, or seeing him squirm. I never 
pretended I was doing it as the in
strument of God, oY for the benefit of 
society. Murder, arson, rape, may
hem? Sure! I reveHed in 'em. They 
were to my Me what hors d'oeuvres are 
to a fifty-cent table d'hote. I was a 
scoundrel, a caitiff, a ruffian, a bully, 
and a brutish beast, but I never stayed 
safely at home in a nice warm steam- 
heated palace ninety-seven miles from 
the front, kidding the world into be
lieving that all my barbaric savagery 
was the work of a Seraph of Light sent 
to lift a fallen world up out of the pit 
of degeneracy to perfection. I may be 

the living Jingo,

only sets me more against it 
And if I'm ever such a fool as to say 

anything decent about another woman. 
Goodnight! She’s everlastingly at me 
about that! queer, I should think her 
so pretty, when 1 always used to prefer 
blondes (his wife is a blonde). 
what was I talking to this other wo
man about, coming up the street when 
I looked so interested? And maybe I 
wouldn’t be so cranky if I was married

“She keeps at me, eof"
Once upon a time I found myself, 

through the fact that I sometimes
employed one of the parties, in the 
unhappy position of board of arbitra
tion for a husband and wife who were 
finding it increasingly harder to be 
happy together, and yet who did not 
really want to separate.

Her chief complaît was that her 
husband had grown •terribly irritable 
and no longer seemed to take pleasure 
in her society, though she tried in 
every way to please him.

i *

And
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ZdSaraeuedAbout Getting Home Early.

Then, if we go anywhere she’s ti
me about getting there early, 

and then she’s at me I about getting 
hopae ejirly on ^count of Sie kids.

“If it isn’t one thing it’s another,— 
that’s all."

Later, I tried to translate thie as 
gently as possible to the wife.

Instead of opening her mind and try
ing to understand, she burst into tears 
of seif pity. “That’s the way he is. all 
the time.” she said, “always* finding 
fault with me!"

The next day she went at him 
about that

AVI yet she says she would do any
thing in the world to bring back the 
old harm/ny.

Anything. I am afraid, but try to 
realize that there is something inher
ent in the masculine nature that re
sents being "cabbined, cribbed, 
fined,’’ even by love and good tnten-

THE BURDEN BEARER.

Oh, my shoulders grow aweary of th» 
burdens I am bearin’,

An’ 1 grumble when I’m footsore at th» 
rough road I am farin’,

But I strap my knapsack tighter till t 
feel the leather bind me.

An’ I’m glad to bear the burdens for 
the ones who come behind me. 

It’s for them that I am ploddin’, for 
the children cornin’ after,

I would strew their path with roses 
and would fill their days with 
laughter.

“She Keeps At Me, So.” and oldATTHE HOUSE BOAT ON THESTYX.The man was less articulate, at first. 
He admitted his irritability and de
plored it. He knew she tried to please 
him, but—and hfi/b he grew red with 
the effort to express himself, and final
ly spluttered out the above:

She keeps at me, so.’’
“Doesn’t seem as if I could stand it, 

sometimes." he went on, “If I’m read
ing. she’ll ask what I’m reading. If I 
sit thinking, she wants to know what 
I’m think!iX about. She’s always aak- 
Ing me what I’ve been doing during the 
day. There’s nothing I’m ashamed of 
i proudly), but I hate this giving an 

of myself til /he time.
“And then, she’s always at me to 

do this or that—things she thinks 1 
ought to do—write my mother, or some
thing like that I suppose she’s right, 
sometimes, but her keeping at me so,

Doing* Reported By Wireless To John Kendrick Bang*.

THE GEHENNA GAZETTE INTERVIEWS THE KA.SERI
sharks used to follow my ship around 
the world just for the pleasure of see
ing me work."

T know,’’ said^Atttla. 
cord is perfectly familiar to me, and it 
was the best of ita kind. 1 
times think that as a cut-throat you 
had me skinned sixty ways for Sunday. 
But to come to the point—suppose that 
old jackass Boswell were to print a 
story on his front page something like 
this, for instance:

“Well, well, well,” roared Captain to state in a single word Just what the
fundamentals t of those fundamental 
principles is?” we asked.

"With pleasure,' replied the Kaiser, 
scratching Ms left ear with the çrong 
of his right moustache. “It is simplic
ity itself. To eradicate weakness from 
the world, strike at its source. Eradi
cate the weakling. In other words 
war upon the helpless. The helpless 
are a burden to every community. 
Every dependent person in the world 
is a hindrance to the growth Of the 
stronger individual upon whom he de
pends, and to that extent retards his 
progress, and thereby diminishes the 
possible sum total of the world's ad
vance toward that perfection of which 
we Hohenzollerns are the supreme ef
florescence. It was upon that basis 
that Attila the Master invariably act
ed, and In this present conflict in the 
destruction of old women, old men, 
and little children, for which the 
squeamish have so severely criticized 
me, I am but carrying out his noble 
policies for the benefit of the whole 
human kind."

Captain Kidd read the above care
fully, and with a beaming smile he 
turned to the angry Hue.

"Why, my dear old boy,” said he, 
“what is there in that for you to be 
angry about? I should say that 
tribute rather than a slam.”

“Tribute nothing,’’ retorted At
tila, with a scowl, “It’s pure, un 
adulterated libel—that’s what tt is, 
and I’m not going to stand for it I 
have retained the firm of Coke, Black- 
stone and Lycurghe, to Institute a suit 
at once for libel against Jim Bbswell 
for printing such disgusting stuff about 

Things are getting so here in 
Hades these degenerate days that no
body’s sate, nobody is allowed any priv
ate life; one may be pure as the un- 
driven soot and not escape calùmny."

“But I don’t see—” began Kidd, 
scratching his head in perplexity.

“Of course you don’t,” returned At
tila. “But you’d see quick enough if 
it was you instead of me he’d written 
about Come now—let’s suppose a 
similar case with you as the hero in
stead of me. You were a pirate, were 
you not?"

"Ubetcha!" cried Kidd, Joyously. "I 
was the dandieet little old buccaneer 
that ever sailed the sea What old 
whiskerando Van Dyke was to portrai
ture that was I in the gentle art of 
sending millionaire sailors back to the 
land to begin all over again. Why, 
Att,” he added, clapping his hand to 
hie dirk handle enthusiastically, "like 
the Kaiser I don’t want to seem boast
ful, but bj* Jingo, old Scout, it’s nothing 
but Neptune’s truth that even the

Kidd, as he entered the Library of the 
House-Boat on /he Styx, and greeted 
Attila, the Hun, who was seated in one 
corner of the room sipping his favorite 
tipple of wood-alcohol and tabasco 
sauce, “If it isn’t Hood old Att! What’s 
the matter, old man, you look like the 
Gloom Trust. When I first caught eight 
of you I thought you were a thunder 
cloud, tyid had visions of a heavy rain, 
you look so black.”

“Well, why shouldn't I?” retorted 
Attila, with a grim scowl.

"Because, old top," grinned the Cap
tain, “your reign is over; your stunt 
is to do the rainbow act.”

“Humph" sniffed the Hun. “Rain
bow act, eh? After that?"

He banged his hand viciously upon 
the first page of the Gehenna Gazette, 
where, capped with headlines of the 
moat approved scarehead pattern. Cap
tain Kidd read the following:

Your re- Oh, there’s selfishness within me, there, 
are times it gets to talkin’.

Times I hear it whisper to me, “I£ji 
a dusty road you’re walkin'. J 

Why not rest your feet a little? * 
Why not pause an’ take your leisure ? 
Don’t you hunger in your strivin’ tor 

the merry whirl of pleasure?”
Then I turn an* see them smilin’ an' I 

grip my burdens tighter, ,
For the joy that I am seekin' is -to see 

their eyes grow brighter.

account

Captain Kidd in Harness Again.

“Recent news from the upperwold in
dicates that Captain Kidd has return
ed to earth again and resumed opera
tions, although this time the buccaneer 
is not flying the black flag upon the 
high seas, but is doing a land-office 
business as a promoter of war chari
ties, from which he is deriving huge 
profits at tlfe expense of the alleged 
beneficiaries thereof. Several individ
uals have just been indicted by the 
grand Jury of New York for pocket
ing the bulk of the proceeds of the re
cent Army and Navy Bazaar, at which 
175,000 was received, and from which 
the beneficiaries got less 'than $75<k 
The parallel between activities of this 
nature and the piratical schemes of 
Captain Kidd is so clear that----- ”

“Stop right there!” roared 'Kidd, 
brandishing a dagger over Attila’s 
head. "You and I have been pals’ for 
many a long year, Att, but I want to 
say before you go a step further that 
I shall consider even the supposition 
of such a case a deadly Insult.”

“Well, therey ou are!” laughed At
tila. “I don’t blame you.

“Ytou’d better not blame me,” said 
Kidd, quivering with wrath, 
very suggestion that bad as I was I 
could ever consent to such petty mean
ness as to rob the poor and afflicted j 
In any such paltry, fashion as that 
makes my blood boil."

“Sure it does.” said Attila. “And now 
you know how I feel when Jim Bos
well likens me to Kaiser William."

"Oh. but it’s different In your case.” 
said Kidd. "You must admit that as 
a pillager you were a pretty slick ar
ticle, Att. There wasn’t much in pure 
thuggery as an art that you weren’t up 
on, and generally over the top with. If 
you didn’t smash a few Rhedms Cathe
drals it wasn’t because you didn’t want 
to but because there weren’t any 
Rheims Cathedrals to smash. When it 
came to making a fire insurance policy 
look like thirty-nine cents in counter
feit money you didn’t have much on 
Bill Hohenzollern, you know. Any
thing that would light you lit. You had

Oh, I’ve sipped the pup of sorrow an* 
I’ve felt the gad of trouble,

An’ I know the hurt of trudgin’ 
through a field o'errun with stub
ble.

But a rougher road to travel had my 
father good before me,

An’ I’m owin’ all my gladness to the 
tasks he shouldered Jor me.

Oh, I didn’t understand it, when-a lad 
I played about .him.

But he labored for my safety In the 
days I’d be without him.

MAKE YOUR PRETTY CLOTHES.
crepe de chine or tub silk—which are 
really inexpensive materials, when you 
consider their long service.

A woman's reputation for looks is 
not built upon her “dreesed-up” ap
pearance. but upon the glimpses of her 
when she is not arrayed for public 
view. Many a woman’s reputation as 
a beauty has been spoiled by some 
small boy's comment on her, spied in 
the back yard with her hair in curl pa-

How do you look around the house? 
Does your brother or your husband 
think you’re pretty, then? I think Mr. 
Hoover has conserve a lot of do 
happiness as well as food, when his 
department adopted the clever pattern 
for the Hoover Houapdrese—the one 
with the double front and slip-through 
belt, and/he perfectly adorable cap.

Housedresses are so easy to make; 
it's lines, color and convenience that 
count; the tailor work can be an ama
teur botch, but the effect will be there. 
Natty little short sleeved ginghams and 
percales for summer, with boyish 
white sailor collars; dark wash silks, 
or colored corduroys for winter 
all made so they can be slipped over 
the head or fastened with a couple of 
snaps. loose waleted so corsets can be 
forgotten ( unless the wearer is too 
etout.) Such frocks can be slipped on 
in an instant, and the hair coiled quick
ly and hidden under an attractive cap— 
something becoming, remember, with a 
little pulled around the ears for looks— 
and the woman is neat and pretty to 
go about her work. I think curt papers 
end sloppy wrappers ought to be 
grounds for divorce; probably they are 
a basic reason for many broken homes.

For wear around your own room, 
pretty little slip-on negligees are very 
easy to make. Straight lines, a little 
inexpensive lace, a bit of quilling, is til 
yon need; the material used could be

Attila, Kidd, but by 
I’m not Pecksniff!"

It was at this point that the con
versation singularly enough was inter
rupted by the offending Editor himself. 
James Boswell, who came rushing ex
citedly into the room.

“Save me! Save me!" he cried, the 
celestial heights of spiritual cowering 
down behlmj Attila.

“Save you from What?" growled the 
Hun. eyeing the trembling Boswell fer
ociously.

But the answer was not needed. Hot 
on Boswell's trail, eqiially excited, and 
his face flaming with wrath, came 
Benedict Arnold.

“Where is the hdtind—where Is he?” 
he crjed. “Is Boswell here?"

“You can search me,” replied Kidd. 
“I’m not Jim’s keeper. ‘What’s' the 
trouble?”

“I’m going to pound him to a pulp, 
I’m going to cut him Into ribbons," said 
Arnold, brandishing a revolutionary 
sword over his head.

“But why?” insisted Attila, drawing 
his robe across the shoulders of |he 
cowering Boswell, to hide him from 
view.

“He likened me to LaFollette!” cried 
the angry interloper.

“Ha!” said the Hun. 
he? Well, that’s too bad. and I’m sorry 
for you—but be Mkened me to the 
Kaiser, and all I have to say to you, 
sir, is that when you get through with 
him I wish you would send what’s left 
of him to me by parcele-post. I have 
a sulphuric geyser in my back-yard 
just waiting to give fellows of his sort 
a pleasant little shower bath, 
came in that doorway over there—but 
I didn’t see him go out."

Whereupon Benedict Arnold started

Worthy, Son of a Famoue Hun 
Latest advices from the upperworld 

are to the effect that Kaiser William 
the Second has taken as his model ix 
the savage forms of warfare he is 
waging on the women and children of 
earth his predecessor in pillage, Peter

Questions and Answers.

Very Anxious—I wonder how many 
letters I have received from trusting 
souls like yourself who have answer- B. Attila, Esq., formerly of Hunville-on-

the-8pree, and now a prominent resi
dent of Hades. Those who have fol
lowed the courses of the two distin
guished potentates find an amazingly 

worth of somebody-or-other’s dope! As complete parallel between the infam
ous conduct of the two men, and a re- 

aood» it took vMr* tn lino th/votx cent interview granted the Potsdam

would seem to Indicate that the simi
larity is not a mere accident, but a 
matter of premeditated choice on the 
part of the reigning sovereign.

“Yob.” said the Kaiser, as he grac
iously received your Correspondent in 
the dark room where he was having his 
daily flash-light taken, “I am perfectly 
willing to admit it. Attila is my great 
exemplar. They say I am conceited, 
and regard myself as the great origin
ator of all the truly progressive move
ments of my time, when as a matter of 
fact there never has been in all re
corded history a more modest man 
than Myself—-print that Myself with a 
capital M, please, like the G in Qott— 
nor a more apt pupil ot an inspiring 
teacher. It was not I who invented 
German Killter—I—er—I mean Kultur 

e,. —but. that rare spirit Attila, my illus
trious predecessor in Teutonic effort 
It was he who first laid down the 
fundamental principles upon which the 
glorious regeneration of a degenerate 
world might be begun.”

“Would your Imperial Majesty deign

Oh, my kindly father never gave him- 
x self a year of lelsure-1- 
Never lived one selfish moment, never 

turned aside for pleasure 
Though he must 'have grown aweary 

of the burdens he was bearin’;
He was tryih’ hard to better every 

road I’d soon be farin’.
Now I turn an’ see them smilin' an’ 

I hear their merry laughter.
An’ I’m glad to bear the burdens for 

the ones that follow after.

ed some printed promises of ‘Instant 
relief" or "magic transformation” -by 
the mere use of twenty-five cents’tic

though ezc\ a promise could be made

anything was ever malle that could 
erase them instantly?

There is one way to smooth out 
wrinkles, and that only does it partial
ly; for the wrinkle Is always oomlng 
back. That Is massage with a nourish
ing cold cream and an ice rub. This 
feeds the skin and stimulates the blood 
and the ice acts as the needed astringt

off In hot pursuit, and Attila, lifting tÆ 
robe from the cowering journalist, eat 
down and roared with laughter.

’.’Jim," he said, shaking his finger 
at the quivering bic\rapher. "Stand 
up, and stop giving up a fool imitation 
of an earthquake. If you weren’t an 
Immortal I’d kill you for what you said 
about me in your libellous old sheet, 
but since that can’t be done I’m going 
to.let^you off altogether, not because I 
forgive you, but for the pleasure it 
gave me to see how perfectly you had 
touched that piker, Benedict, on the 
raw. Murderers, pillagers, râper», 
buns, vandals, thugs, hooligans and 
what not—if we dig deep enough some
times we can find some good In them, 
but in hypocrites and traitors? Never! 
You may go, but I worn you here and 
now that if, you ever mention me In 
the seme breath with any of that Pots
dam ned Outfit again—well, count on 
me for some new and highly Teutonic 
refinement in the line of'reprisal.”

“And before you go,” said Captain 
Kidd, grasping Boswell by the arm and 
whirling him around, “you and I might; 
also understand each other. If you 
want to keep tigit thing you call your, 
face Intact, Jim, just don't mention me 
In connection with this war at all. 
Something tells me that you have a 
paragraph quivering somewhere in yom*V 
old cerebellum tint? connects me up A 
with old Von Tirpitx, and I want te 1 
tell you now that the day that Is pub- jf 
ltebed a well-known spook famous for. 
its observations concerning the ways, 
habits, manners, and lack of manners!

- of a certain Dr. Samuel Johnson will 
be found lying fiat on its nose at the 
bottom of the bottomless pit with % 
fiftéen-ton dumbbell tied in a bom 
knot around ita neck. See?"

And Boswell saw, which 1 
one of the reasons why* that 
paragraph has never yef a]

The
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COULDN’T STAND HIS MUSIC.
At a certain police court a woman of 

somewhat ample proportions presented 
herself before the magistrate and ask
ed for a eepamtion order against her 
husband.

"On what terms do you want the or
der?” queried the magistrate.

“Because my husband snores so loud
ly that I can’t Bleep,” was the 
planatjon.

“But didn’t you take your husband 
for better or for worse?”

Applicant: “Yes, but I didn't take 
him for a brass band!”

“He did, did

He
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