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^JgRIPPLING RHYMESl® 6t»;- ' i ing It Over. By WALT MASON * '
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e ârwt things » ter of misstemry effort end vocal 
d doee after en air enthusiasm. If it were not for the 

sewing circle thousands of benighted
i-m toisin------ heathen In India. China add JapanieL^cüga^. wroM be obliged to 
if f#*p some Sa* tus skirt and trail palm leaf chemise.
AMoastsawe which would be a greater hardship 

than haring to commit to memory the 
wiwifsho*ma fcnrteenth chapter of the Book of

Heeetiah.
One of the noblest tributes to man’s 

generosity is the fact that it was he 
who Invented the Sewing Machine, 
thus enabling one rasoUte woman with 
muscular feet to do more work than six 
by the old method. Tet man seldom 
gets any credit tor this act. which has 
filled our homes with the happy hum 
of Industry and made woman a shar
er In life’s joys and sorrows. What Is 
more interesting than to look Inside 
an American home at 10.80 p. m. and 
observe the husband taking a well- 
earned rest on the sofa, while hie wife 
plays feverishly upon the pedals of a 
Sewing Machine which was bought 
second-hand Just prior to the battle 
of Bull Run? Tet we hare people who 
will look at such a picture as this and 
still decry marriage!

The Sewing Machine has been great
ly improved in recent years by tak
ing off the foot pedal and attaching an 
electric motar^MilflfllEEEflfltoE 
dawn of freedom tor woman and en
abled her feet to be used for other pur- 
poses. The Sewing Machine motor 
do*1 not consume any more current 
tK i a power saw, and If one were plac
ed in every home our wires and mo
thers would have more time to think 
up some new kind of dessert.

They will not let sue Weed and die or shoot up Kaiser Bill, so hero 
at home I stay and ply the spade of Bunker HilL I wield my dull and

es I would wield my flashing 
» —ad my dauntless men, and cry, 
old end here a wen. my waistline is

rosty spade with quite as 
Made, if I were fit to fight. I may 
"Charge, Chester, charge," tori a
too large. Bat I can to* in wtod and heat, and raise my garden 
luscious squash, the juicy beet, the wl
time I reap d bean, accordlhg to the dope, I queer a Prussian as 
and bust a Teuton hope, la times of peace this raising peas is work that 
I abhor; but I
I’d rather mount a pawing steed, asrt charge, with fence at rest, to make 
the frightful foeman bleed, and knock hlm gallcfÿ went; hut since 1 data 
not sit a horse that has no lion spins; I’m busy raising prunes and 
gone, I’m pruning plant and vine. Ota, prunes, are things I don’t admire 
—Which is no metaphor—but I toll on and never tire, for prunes will win 
the war. At night I dream of crimson fields where I hare strewn my 
dead; I dream of steeds and swords and shields tffl I fell out of bed. At 
dawn I chant a martial lay by Julia C. R. Dorr, and thenl hoe my spuds &ti 
day, for spuds will win the war.

-at
k them 1 nua»iiaa. And every

---------- the rate o*c- !7
raising greens like these, for peas will win thehurt " :Ittng a letter in a grei 

r day. My Impatient 
ad of what I was go 

I could feel myself 
next sentence to the 
0 present bne. The auult 
poorly phrased letterf^ 

me you try to crowd feo 
your life either of work or 
rowd peace and poles ont

CIQ1UY i

7v.
.

Pay to Break ths Boxf 
9 there never was » time 
Hon was so (mat to crowd 
ne wants to do so 
tant things and one 
» give up ones pleasures at 
milch is sane and 
ose you wanted to gel e 
nber of Important things 
or basket or suitcase then 

n, which would be better— 
nlse and give up the least 
or to break the container 
would hold nothing et tilt

BLAZE OF LIGHTS GUIDES
many
does FLYERS IN COLOGNE RAIDh

___Id taking a well-earned rest on
Mm sofa while his wife plays 
feverishly on the pedals of 

a sewing machine.

activity.
o’clock in the morning the lampe along 
the station platforms were blazing 
brightly.

The pilot throttled his engines and 
the observers climbed through the lit
tle door into the front cockpit.

Though it was nearly 1London, Sept. 26—Cologne waa 
bombed by British airmen recently.

Details have now reached London 
which enable Capt Paul Bewsher, R. 
A. F„ to give the following description 
of the raid:

Night had come clear and the stars 
glittered overhead in a cloudless sky. 
Far away could be seen the black 
m&nee of the forests and a clear cut 
line of hills. Unobscured by mist, low 
In the east hung a brilliant golden

The thickly clad pilot gave an order 
to the waiting mechanics and climbed 
up into the machine. Sitting in his 
leather covered seat he tested the two 
engines which roared with a steady 
note. On either side of him sat a 
heavily muffled observer, equipped 
with maps, pistols, notebooks and a 
couple of thermos flasks. He settled 
himself for the journey. All was ready. 
The whistle blew.

The engines roared with a splendid 
note of power, the great machine shook 
itself and began to move across the 
grass and thundered triumphantly In
to the air. Soon the airmen crossed 
the shell torn area of lines over which 
star shells were bursting and moving 
steadily forward over the curving riv
er which lay glittering like a silver 
scarf far below them.

tight marriage ceremony le to make a 
present of a six-drawer Sewing Ma
chine to tale wife, so that she may hare 
something to occupy her mind and 
feet and not want to sit up after nine 
ofeck.

Before the Sewing Machine was In
vented women had to do all of their 
«•wing by band, and were thus able to 
keep their feet in a pliable and good-

Flying Over City.
This ushered in thet Over the roofs of the moonlit city 

whose houses and shadowed streets, 
churches and great cathedral could be 
seen, the giant airplanes glided lower 
and lower. It was a moment of tense 
excitement

It was no feeling of vindictiveness 
that possessed the eager, muffled air 
men. It was a feeling of exultation of 
their achievement. Taking a line for 
the railway Junction the observer 
pressed his bomb lever slowly forward 
and then again and again over the pale 
city; for a moment hung the great 
yellow bombs ere they began their 
swift downward rush.

The airmen’s eyes were fixed on the 
city below.

The lights shone in even lines in the 
streets. In the railway station could 
be seen white plumes of smoke rising 
from the railway engines. Two great, 
red flashes suddenly appeared near thé 
station, leaving clouds of smoke. Two 
others appeared nearer still and then 
the six remaining bombs burst on a 
huge railway junction and the thunder 
of explosions came to the airmen's

As they sped back above the silver 
river searchlights moved ceaselessly 
over the town and scattered shells 
slickered in the starlit fields. In the 
wrecked station lay a trooip train ove~- 
turned, torn and splintered. The Brit
ish airmen had achieved their object.

•stored condition. Some women be
came very expert with the needle and 
could make a pair of father's discard
ed trousers fit a nine-year-old boy 
while waiting for a batch of bread

M THE WORST IS YET TO COME.
It.

Ùaer speech,
tells began to ecreecfe, 
gled heap
of Ypres,
of blue and red— 
Pexan did or said.
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C c~ IFlag was there, 
ut to do and dare, 
e at night 
star shells bright, 

er, rail and ship 
l upon his hip.

"l

Furnaces as Beacons.s For a time they saw no lights at all. 
Metz and Thionville lay in the dark- 

though here and there a dull red 
glare revealed the position of the blast 
furnaces of the Briez basin, forty miles 
behind the lines. They began to see 
villages, lamp streets of which radi
ating from the center made them look 
like glowing starfish.

They passed near Treves, which lay 
in the darkness, although some ran 
dom shells burst high above the town. 
A pale searchlight rendered useless by 
the moonlight moved Inquiringly to 
and fro. On and on they flew, steadily 
picking up bend after bend of the riv
er on the map.

:’e heard him swear, 
led Yank was there, 
ck to us, relate 
tar his state.
>r never hid 
' «aid or did.

E |Ho, ho! But, say, Bet,” straightening 
up suddenly as a new idea seemed to 
strike him, "let's put up a game on 

He never goes

LOWEST OF BIG KITCHEN
at'//

There was a sudden crash at the the lovesick loony, 
sink, and a girl with round, red face anywhere, ’cause he’s so bashful, an’

that apple parin' frolic comes off to
morrow night. S'pose we bait Plug up 
to think you'll go ’long o’ him, an’ then 
when he gits all rigged you an’ me 
will walk off an' leave him a'standin’ 
with his mouth open 
haw! Won't he feel cheap an' shuffle 
off to his roost in the barn! Wish I 
could go an' stay an' watch him, too. 
Hey, Bet?”

'Ho, ho, ho! Haw. haw, haw!" roar
ed Ben, the stable boy, and the rest 
of the kitchen. "Good "nough '
Bet?"

Plug—the name unsurped and which 
smothered any other that might have 
been more rightfully his in the for
gotten days—was filling the woodbox, 
slouching over It and dropping down 
the sticks one by one. He was in no 
hurry, for that was not his way; 
and, moreover, he was Just now afraid 
to face the Jeers in the kitchen.

But when the last stick had been 
dropped Into the box and he had stood 
gazing at it for fully three minutes 
there seemed nothing for him but to 
recross the wide kitchen to the asylum 
of the outside door, which now 
seemed a long way off. This he did 
with burning downcast face and a more 
diffident shuffle than usual. He felt 
all their eyes boring into him.

"8-ay, Plug, not that a’way," called 
Ben, the stable boy. “She’s over you 
by the sink. Where’s your eyes, boy? 
Go an’ speak. She’e been blushin* 
ever since ye corned in."

Plug’s head dropped a little lower 
and his shuffle became a little faster. 
Why couldn't they leave the girl's 
name out of the cheap talk, he thought, 
clinching his fists In impotent wrath. 
It was indecent of them to drag her 
name into such foolishness.

1 and square figure swung toward the 
room with flashing eyes. In one hand 
was the remnant of the plate just 
broken, In the other a dripping dish
cloth.

"If you don’t shet that big mouth o’ 
yourn, Carrots, I’ll be crammln' this 
dishcloth into It!” she cried, hotly. 
"Plug an’ me never spoke one word to 
each other, an’ you all know it. But 
that ain’t eayin’ a word ag’in Plug, 
though. He does his work an’ is 
steady an’ respectful, an' I ain't sham
ed to say I admire him fine. He's a bet
ter man that you be, any day. Carrots, 
so there!”

Plug had stopped with one foot 
shuffling the air, his dazed hand on 
the door latch. Now. he set his foot 
down softly and stepped outside, his 
heart beating wildly. He a better 
man that Carrots, who has alternately 
jeered at and 
him about, 
that he was equal to anybody, much 
less better. But the second dish girl. 
Bet, had said It, and what Bet said was 
more to the purpose than the opinion 
of the master himself. What if he nev
er had spoken to her? That made her 
opinion all the more truthful, for she 
wasn’t taking sides. But, though she 
didn't know, he had loved her from 
the very first day. the very first hour, 
of entering upon his duties as wood 
brlnger and kitchen chore boy Had 
she not looked at him and smiled? That 
smile had been titillating his heart and 
keeping his face flushed and his eyes 
dancing ever since. He had been in 
that delightful state for one whole 
month, and it might have continued on 
forever but for his recklessness In lift
ing his gaze and swinging it toward 
the sink this very morning. It had 
been his first open glance In that direc
tion. but the whole kitchen had seen 
it and what it contained and now the 
whole kitchen was jeering at him.

Well, he didn't care, for had she not 
said he was a better man than Car- 
rote—Carrots, the bold, the jeering, 
the masterful? It was enough to make 
any man proud and dizzy.

He had not Intended to carry in any 
more wood tonight—had not even In
tended to go In after his sapper. It 
would be easier to go hungry than to 
face the kitchen jeering. That had 
been hie thought as his hand touched 
the door latch. Now everything was 
changed. He would take in another 
armful and look straight across at the 
sink, and, not only that, he would 
make a face at Carrots, a deliberate 
face that all of the kitchen should see

"Haw, haw, haw!" Carrots laughed 
as the door closed. "Ain’t It plumb 
funny, though! Plug In love. Jest 
think! Plug, the wood boy, in love! 
Y>s, an' with one o' my own gals, too, 
the best one. Haw. haw, haw! An' I 
ain’t Jealous a bit. It's the doggondeet 
fool thing I ever did hear. Plug an' 
me rivaJs an’ ought to fight a doo-el.

SPEED OF BIRDSisands of his kind 
Bft their Joys behind,

•any today,
Germans quit, 
ieir Yjankee grit.

-d SI
Haw, haw, Hawk Can Attain Velocity of 

200 Miles an Hour.
//. i

r\fm o'SOUTH
ILL BE RESUMED

Thev passed over Coblenz, Nanwied 
and Andoinach, which glittered like 
gems, their streets ablaze with light.

either side

Q Birds differ greatly is method an& 
rate of flight. Contrast a bat and an 
eagle; the former cannot rise from a 
perfectly level surface, the latter can 
"push off" from any place, at any 
angle, with astounding celerity, and 

6,000 feet, says a writer in Our 
Dumb Animals, 
notably the lark and the crow, travel 
at an altitude of 5,000 or 6,000 feet, but 
ordinarily birds stay within 1,000 feet 
of earth. It is characteristic of birds 
of prey to soar in wide circles, but 
when aiming at a certain point the 
eagle uses the steady wing beat meth

J Hey, The faithful engines on 
chanted a steady song.

The machine passed over Bonn and 
flew on and then far ahead of them 
the airmen saw a great cluster of 
lights on the river at Cologne.

Soon they could see two bridges 
across the river and the light of the 
huge factories south of the town. Ger
man troops were being transferred to 
the Western Front and the Cologne 
railway station was in a state of great

But before Bet could answer the 
door opened and Plug shuffled in withOpened Again — i 

man Kultur Throui 
ung Men.

A few other birds.1
imp7the Influence of the Anglo-

patronized and ordered 
Why. he had never feltr

fluence Young Men.

1 to obtain reliable Informa- 
site for future action, it to 
> send over persons acquaint- ALL THE WAY BUGS,
ermany and South America "Your honor, the defendant is un-
1 discover the sources from idoubtedly insane, and in behalf of the
tinuous reports could be ob- ; other members of the family, whom I
d whose object It would be Represent, I ask that ne be committed
ly to prepare the economic 'to>an asylum," said Causeway Pleed,
ling- For this purpose the (attorney for the offense. "1 ask your
the cinematograph will be (honor to remember that witnesses have
to do good service, and testified that the defendant, for in-

kI art will also be mobilized stance, suddenly conceives the x idea
iuse. Germany has always that he Is a battering nun and that
ppralsed the value of foreign at snob times the family have to take
t her universities; it was al- trefoge behind locked doors, Inasmuch
Ized that the foreign student ns the defendant believes them to be
» home with him a certain en- r castles that It is bis duty to storm.”
for German knowledge and S "Oh. well," murmured Judge 8pin-
"As these young men gen- d gHe, "perhaps that’s mere playfulness

ong to the upper classes of I >—how is one to know?"
ry, their inclination to Ger- 1 "But your honor," pursued Pleed,
ire is of special worth for 1 fit has also been testified that he is
lonomic policy”; they become ■ ;jn the habit of spending an entire meal
liaimels of German influence. fl jtrytng to drink bouillon with a fork."
itter the attitude of England "He may be a bit absent minded,”
e war is unfavorably con- ■ Judge Spindle observed,
n England these people were-® ^ feavRut your honor—his passion tor
feel that they were only®^”^| fltttng on the front steps In his under-
, the English forgetting that w*' garments?" persisted the attorney for
ie foreigners eventually be- the offense.
lential In their own country; **A mere physical culture fad. no

also that foreign study -doubt,” nodded the judge wisely,
deep Impression oa young Causeway Pleed scratched his head,
lermany was wiser. There, "Your honor," he said, "there was
pie. the German-Argenttoiao ™ polnt that I neglected to bring
isociation provided scholar- W. The defendant frequently ar-
Argentlne students In Ger- ^E «ues by the hour that Napoleon Lar

l a similar scheme is contenu ^E fiole is a better all around player then
the other countries of South ^E' fry Cobb ”
The suggestive influence of ^E judge Spindle, who. in baseball sea-

id art Is abundantly recogntz- ,e0n. never missed a game, flushed
an angry violet

"The man is stark, staring, raving 
<mad! I sentence him to the Loose- 
works asylum for life,’’ he cried.

Oil.

OURSHORTSTORY WHY CALLED “HUNS” j toward the sink. "I—I’d mightily well 
like to go.” he stammered. “I’ve never 
been to a doin', not one time, an'—an’ I 
never counted to go with a— a gal—I 

gal to go with me. An'—an' to 
walk with Bet!" He drew a long ecsta
tic breath at the thought. "If Bet 
could feel to—to will ye, Bet?" des-

For combination of speed and grace, 
swallows are hard to surpass. 1 read 
of one’s flight from Antwerp to Com- 
piegne. The distance of 140 miles was 
accomplished in 68 minutes.

Vultures can fly 150 miles an hour. 
Perhaps nature gave them great power 
of flight as a compensation for two 
great handicaps—weakness of talons 
and a poor sense of smell. They have 
to rely entirely on sight and are un
able to carry off their prey. The con
dor. the South American vulture, is 
kept in the nest longer than any other 
bird I know of ; its nine-foot wing ex
panse gives it great power and speed

The hawk is a king of flight. With 
the power to fly 200 miles an hour, the 
sight to spy an object at twenty time» 
the distance possible for the strongest 
human eyes, the muscular power ti> 
lift and carry off a large rabbit, and 
the courage to execute hie désigné, a 
hawk is a formidable yet an admirable

V?
V

Ravages of Today Resemble 
the Crimes of Attila.

"Aw, come nowr, Plug," drawled Car
rots, the gardener’s boy, "don't go to 
wabble roun’ so. It makes folksea’ 
eyes tired. Jest let your logs have 
their own way for oncet, an' see If 
they don’t sidle roun' to wheer Bet’s 
a-washin' dishes.

mean a

Early in the great war the deadliest 
Insult that could be heaped upon the 
Germans from the standpoint of those 
who did not know that the Kaiser had 
long held up Attila ae the great pat
tern for the emulation of German sol
diers, waa to call them "Huns." The 
world had for more than 20 centuries 
looked upon the Huns as the most sav
age plunderers, the most cruel perse
cutors and the most relentless looters 
in history. When Geimany first laid 
aside the thin veneer of nominal re
spect for civilized law and began to 
Imitate the practices of the Huns of 
old, It was only natural that the world 
should designate them by the epithet 
which embodied all of its abhorrence 
and condemnation of crimes that hark
ed back to the days when war meant 
only pillage and murder, rapine and 
plunder; back to the days when Rome 
was sacked and men, women and chil
dren were butchered in the streets; 
back to the days when Attila was call
ed "the scourge of God" and was beat
en back at the same Marne where the 
Huns of today are being held by the 
hosts of civilization and democracy.

perately.
The dish girl hesitated but an in- 

Then someth in g—perhaps it 
Plug’s eyes ; per

haps the sneer on Carrot's face; per
haps something else, for Plug’s depre
cating shuffle had always worshipped 
her, and even a dish girl doesn’t re
main oblivious of a thing like that- 
made her step forward quickly and 
hold out her hand. "Yes. Plug. I'll go 
Tong o' you,” she answered steadily. 
“Ill be glad to. You’re a better man 

An this after-

ftThen you an' she
was the entreaty in

/?
"Yes, Plug, I'll go."

*,

s
t another armful of wood, and to the 

amazement of the kitchen his gaze rose , _
squarely and swept them with an odd lan-v day than Carrots

EEllipSliS
fL.oTrt.tBd into STi Sh in'. An' don't ye ever mind Carrot.'. I10t be Intelligibly <li.cu9.ed without 
^ntmton ^f which it wa« capable Alll“™sMn' a ble lt'« only 'acuae he. mad some consideration of its effect. Ei- 
the kitchen saw and drew its breath Iat >'ou an wl6hln he tould etan<1 UP penments have shown that a carriers 'as big an' pereon'ble Well have a pigeon's flight when sailing with ,

h „n ,n. good time." moderate wind is 1,540 yards a minute,
another leering remark but the words' 11 was tht' Wssost speeoh the second as compared to 1.200 in calm weather. 
. hefnre thev issued He stared '1ish girl had ever made, but her blood With a strong wind, its speed Is near- LXd ÎZ threw hirhead taok ln a liad *w>wn hot under the kitchen ,y doubled or shout 2.000 ya 

laughter that shoTtt^ rrmm watchfulness and jeering, and had to ute. It would be interest™
1 f! .t m." h. over. But the outburst made just how rapidly the faste,l

rd "llawTaw haw' Relu in hoc ha,'pl,1R a “houlders straighten till the'backed by a strong wind, could cut 
mad",oIr^T».™n ™^n>ones almMt ««W. «««O'the™ |through space
man. Mebbe he'd even light „„w>htp In hi. eyes was added a wonder 
Mebbe he'd go to a doin'» with his gal ' ing admiration 
Haw. haw' Ho. ho, ho! Say. Plug. ! sneer ou Carrots face
now's your chancel. They', to be „ i way to amased constenmtlon
frolic tomorrer night, an' Bel's jest >'» "> Bom with me. Bet aln t >e* 
achin' for ye to aat her. Yea. sir. .lest I expostulated. I s-posed- 
look at her, man. an' walk alongside 
o’ such a big feller am you. Oh. law!
What don't ye look.”

Plug cast a wavering, longing glance

lx
W/ -\i

bird

X«

1
\ rds a min-/; ' • g to know

—"/L-V

"I ain’t ashamed to eey I admire him 
fine."

Not For Good.
"Have the boys in Crimson Gale® 

quit drinking?”
"Yes,” replied Bronco Bob.
"Then where do all these bottles 

oome from that are smashed in the 
road ?”

"They’re the proof. An empty bottle 
i;> a sure sign somebody has quit drink
ing. Some folks quit over and over

THE ONLY WAY.
gave

"Wl The editor of a certain publication had 
He made up a list of 30can sot down on the woodbox an' be 

sociable like the rest of us. Tain't 
Christian for a six-foot man to live 
'tween the door’ an' woodbox like you 
does, 'specially when a girl's a cryln* 
her eyes out 'cause he won’t even look

Dommlaelon to Visit. an idea
men and women distinguished in art, 
religion, literature, commerce, politic» 
and other lines, and to each he eent a 
letter or a telegram containing this 
question: If you had but 48 hodrs

to live, how would you spend 
them?” his purpose being to embody 
the replies in ù symposium in a subse
quent issue of his periodical

Among those who received copies of 
the inquiry was a New York writer. He 
thought the proposition over for a spell 
and then back the truthful answer by

omission to be sent to South 
will get Into touch with lead- 
clans and also with the Ger- 
lente. As a market tor Ger 
iufacturée and as a source 
aterials, South America nov 
i importance far above that 
r days.
> purpose of carrying oat 
me a sum of several hnn- 
sand marks is to be collected 
e interested, and It is expect» 
here will be no difficulty in 
the amount required. But, 
Zurcher Zettung remarks, It 

o question whether the Qer- 
ve sufficiently made allow- 
certain difficulties.

But his words were lost in the rat- 
Bet was back at! tling of the dishes 

.her sink, her dishcloth again in ener 
jgetic motion.

A comfortable woman Is one who 
(realizes that the world doesn’t care 
(what size shoes she wears.

-By LEO.WEDL0CKED. '■mam»** iwnea |i

QANNIE SAID SHE D 
MEET ME ON Tft' 
BEACH BUT I CANT- 
TlNO HER NO "PLACE ! <P Hussyl

VOH O.G wire, collect :
"One at a time.' 

icle Telegraph.
Pittsburgh Chron-

ROYS11n :,o
POINTED PARAGRAPHS.

M~i-'0s\ fjG Theory is a vine from which facts 
are sometimes gathered.\—So your matrimonial life 

What was the 
December wedded to Mayf 
Johnson—Lan' sakea, no, 
t was Labor Day wedded to 
ib Rest.

unhappy.
G3F

When pluck gets busy luck takes a 
back seat.

3m The proper material for umbrellas is 
watered silk.

\ t\The Millennium»
mfljiie—"I’m glad to see yoa 
rhat our country is fighting 
i war will make the world a 
ace to live in." 
are life it will, boss! 
are beginning to do all <fe

Charity with a string to it uncovers 
a multitude of sins.

BB
y. The small boy Is always heard when 

posing amid the scenery.
• V G

•A*"» cans <s> The last turn of the worm is apt to 
be on the anglers.
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