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the influence of the Anglo-
alliance.

fluence Young Men.

* to obtain reliable informa.
site for future actiom, it is
) send over persons acquaint-
ermany and South America
| discover the sources from
tinuous reports could be ob-
d whose object it would be
ly to prepare the ecomomic
ling. For this purpose the
the cinematograph will be
to do good service, and
d art will also be mobilized
use. Germany has always
ppraised the value of foreign
t her universities; it was al-
zed that the foreign student
» home with him & certain en.
for German knowledge and
“As these young men gen-
ong to the upper classes of
ry, their inclination to Ger-
ire is of special worth for
onomic policy”; they become
hannels of German influence.
\tter the attitude of England
e war is umfavorably con-
n England these people were
feel that they were onl;
, the ¥nglish forgetting that
10 foreigners eventually be-
iential in their own country;
also that foreign . study
deep impression on.young
jermany was wiser. - There,
ple, the German-Argentiniam
sociation provided scholar-
Argentine students in Ger-
| a similar scheme is contem
the other countries of South
The suggestive influence of
id art s abundantly recogniz-

sommission to Visit.

nmisston to be sent to Sonth
will get into touch with lead-

efang and also with the Ger-
ents. As a market for Ger .
ufactures and as a source
aterials, South America noy

. importance far above thal

r days.

» purpose of carrying out

me a sum of severa! hum-
sand marks is to be collected

o interested, and it is expeoct-
here will be no difficulty in
the amount required. But,

it
o question whether the Ger-
ve sufficiently made allow-
vertain difficulties.
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3 ceremony is to make a
wsent of a sixdrawer Sewing Ma-
10 his wife, s0 that she may have

to ooccupy her mind and
foot and not want to sit up after nine

the Sewing Machine was in-

women had to do all of their
sewing by hand, and were thus able to
Reep their feet in a plable and good-
aatored condition. Some women be-
came very expert with the needle and
could make a pair of father's diecard-
ed trousers fit a nine-yearold boy
‘whils waiting for a batch of bread

will look at such a picture as this and
etill decry marriage!

The Sewing Machine has been great-
ly improved in recent years by tak-
ing off the foot pedal and attaching an
electric motor. This ushered in the
dawn of freedom for woman and en-
abled her feet to be used for other pur-
poses. The Sewing Machine motor
do  mot consume any more current
th_1 a power saw, and if one were plac-
ed in every home our wives and mo-
thers would have more time to think
up some new kind of dessert.

AND THE WORST

IS YET TO COME.

AAAAAAAPAS

OUR SHORT STORY

ALL THE WAY BUGS.

“Your honor, the defendant is un-
doubtedly insane, and in behalf of the
‘other members of the family, whom I
irepresent, I ask that ne be committed
f!o\gi asylum,” said Causeway Pleed,

for the off “1 ask your
thonor to remember that witnesses have
testified that the defendant, for in-
stance, suddenly conceives the ° idea
that he is a battering ram and that
at such times the family have to take
mefuge behind locked doors, inasmuch
as the defendant believes them to be
castles that it is his duty to storm.”

“Oh, well,” murmured Judge Spin-
sile, “perhaps that’s mere playfulness
+—how is one to know?”

“But your honor,” pursued Pleed,
#it has also been testified that he is
{in the habit of spending an entire meal
jtrying to drink bouillon with a fork.”

“He may be a bit absent minded,”

udge Spindle observed.

‘But your honor—his passion for

tting on the front steps in his under-
‘garments?” persisted the attorney for
the offense.

“A mere physical culture fad, no
foubt,” nodded the judge wisely.

Causeway Pleed ecratched his head.

“Your homor,” he said, “there was
one point that I neglected to bring
out.. The defendant frequently ar-

@s by the hour that Napoleon La-

e {8 a better all around player than

'y Cobb.”

Judge Spindle, who, in baseball sea-
son, never missed a game, flushed
Aan angry violet.

“The man is stark, staring, raving
mad! 1 sentence him to the Loose-
works asylum for life,” he cried.

Vet

A comfortable woman is one who
realizes that the world doesn’t care
fwhat size shoes she wears.

WHY CALLED “HUNS”
Ravages of Today Resemble
the Crimes of Attila.

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 as the great pat-
tern for the emulation of German sol-
diers, was to call them “Humns.” 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 Germany first laid
aside the thin veneer of mominal re-
spect for clvilized 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 etreets;
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.
A ——— e e

Not For Good.

“Have the boys in Crimson Gulch
quit drinking?"

“Yes,” replied Bronco Bob.

“Then where do all these bottles
come from that are smashed in the
road?”

“They're the proof. An empty bottle
i3 a sure sign somebody has quit drink-
ing. Some folks quit over and over
again.”

THE EVENING STORY

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
pazing 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
diftident shuffle than usual. He felt
all their eyes boring into him.

“S-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's been blushin’
ever since ye comed 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.

“Aw, come now, Plug,” drawled Car-
rots, the gardener’s boy, “don’'t go to
wabble roun’ so. It makes folkses’
eyes tired. Jest let your legs have

their own way for oncet, an' see {f
they don’t sidle roun' to wheer Bet's
Then you an’

a-washin’ dishes she

“1 ain't ashamed to say | admire him
fine.”

can 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 eryin’
her eyes out 'cause he won't even look
her way."

LOWEST OF BIG KITCHEN

|Ho, ho! But, say, Bet,” straightening
up suddenly as a new idea seemed to
strike him, “let’s put up a game on
There was a sudden crash at the|the lovesick loony. He never goes
sink, and a girl with round, red face|anywhere, 'cause he's so bashful, an’
and square figure swung toward the that apple parin' frolic comes off to-

morrow night. S'pose we bait Plug up
l;’::n &ghr?lfln:l{ 0355}_“;“ g::e h;‘:‘:t to think you'll go 'long o’ him, an’ then
broken, in the other a dripping dish- ‘wvﬂ?n vh; gi: M.l 1”,5’?"‘“ .ynu, .a“, s
cloth. il walk o! an eave him a’standin

i 3 Z ,|with his mouth open Haw, haw,
If you don’t shet that big mouth o'\hoyw 1 won't he feel cheap an’ shuffle
yourn, Carrots, I'll be crammin’ this|,¢ 5 his roost in the barn! Wish I
dishcloth into it!” she cried, hotly. | sould go an’ stay an’ watch him, too.
“Plug an’ me never spoke one word to Hey, Bet?”’ t
each other, an’ you all know it. But|" .}, "0, hot Haw, haw, haw!” roar-
that ain’t eayin’ a word ag'in PW8,|oq Ben, the stable boy, and the rest

though. He does his work an’ is| “Good ’ Y =
steady an’ respectful, an’' I ain't sham- %eg{.e lan, noughi Hey
ed to say I admire him fine. He's a bet| gyt yotore Bet could answer the

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 patronized and ordered
him about. Why, he had never felt
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 |
bringer and kitchen choreboy. 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 ome whole

door opened and Plug shuffled in with

bombed by British airmen recently.
which enable Capt. Paul Bewsher, R.

of the raid:
glittered overhead in a cloudless sky.

day, for spuds will win the war.

vine. Oh, prunes, are
o metaphor—but I toil on and never tire, for prunes will win
the war. At night I dream of crimson fields where I have strewn my
dead; I dream of steeds and swords and shields till I fall out of bed. At
dawn I chant a martial lay by Julia C. R. Dorr, and thenl hoe my spuds all

London, Sept. 26—Cologne

Details have now reached London

A. F., to give the following description
Night had come clear and the stars

Far away could be seen the black
manes of the forests and a clear cut
line of hills. Unobscured by mist, low
in the east hung a brilliant golden
moon,

up into the machine. Sitting in his
engines which roared with a steady
note.
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 fn-
to the air. Soon the airmen crosseéd
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.

Furnaces as Beacons.

For a time they saw no lights at all.
Metz and Thionville lay in the dark-
ness, 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
They passed over Coblenz, Nanwied
and Andoinach, which glittered like
gems, their streets ablaze with light
The faithful engines on either side
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

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

mean a gal to go with me. An'—an’ to

walk with Bet!” He drew a long ecsta-

BLAZE OF LIGHTS GUIDES
FLYERS IN COLOGNE RAID

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

whose houses and shadowed
churches and great cathedral could be
seen, the giant airplanes glided lower
The thickly clad pilot gave an order |and lower.
to the waiting mechanics and climbed |excitement.

Though it was nearly 1

The pilot throttled his engines and

the observers climbed through the lit-
tle door into the front cockpit.

Flying Over City.
Over the roofs of the moonlit city
streets,
It was a moment of tense

It was no feeling of vindictiveness

leather covered seat he tested the two|that possessed the eager, muffled air
men.
On either side of him sat a|their achievement.

It was a feeling of exultation of
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. Tao great
red flashes suddenly appeared near the
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
ears.
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 troop train ove=-
turned, torn and splintered. The Brit
ish airmen had achieved their object.
— e

Hawk Can Attain Velocity of
200 Miles an Hour.

Birds differ greatly is method ana
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
rise 6,000 feet, says a writer in Our

Dumb Animals. A few other birds,
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
od.

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

tic breath at the thought “If Bet
could feel to—to will ye, Bet?” des-
perately

The dish girl hesitated but an in
stant Then something—perhaps it
was the entreaty in Plug’s eyes; per-

|haps the sneer on Carrot's face; per
haps something else, for Plug's depre-
cating shuffle had always worshipped

month, and it might have continued on
forever but for his recklessness in lift-

whole kitchen was jeering at him.
Well, he didn't care, for had she not

said he was a better man than Car-|at the sink,

rots—Carrots, the bold, the jeering,|only for a moment.

where it softened

face twisted into the most horrible

any man proud and dizzy.
contortion of which it was capable. Al

He had not intended to carry in any
tended to go in after his supper. It |and wondered.
would be easier to go hungry than to
face the kitchen jeering. That had
been his thought as his hand touched
the door latch.
changed. He would take in another|roar of laughter that shook the room
armful and look straight across at the| “Plug made a face at me,” he chok
sink, and, not only that, he would
make a face at Carrots, a deliberate

froze before they issued. He stared

made our Plug a flerce, swaggerin

the best one. Haw, haw, haw! An’ I look at
ain't jealous a bit. It's the doggondest |0’ such a big feller as you.
fool thing I ever did hear. Plug an’'|What don't ye look.”

me rivals an’ ought to fight a doo-el.

circling round to the second dish girl [SHOW g e
But | We act an all, seein’ ye've never cared

Then it came back |0 80
the masterful? It was enough to make|to Carrots, and the peculiar, grotesque
more wood tonight—had not even in-|the Kkitchen saw and drew its breath it

Carrot's mouth had been opened for §00d time.’
another jeering remark, but the words |

Now everything was |gasped, then threw him head back in a

ed. “Haw, haw, haw! Bein’ in love has

her, man, an' walk alongside|
Oh, law! |tling of the dishes

imain oblivious of a thing like that

ye something 'bout doin’s, how

Our dances fs easy, an' ye can

learn the
o1 in’
1 llaughin’ a bit
|at you an' wishin’ he could stand up

shuffle step with one show-
An' don't ye ever mind Carrots’s
It's only 'acuse hes mad

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 1 know of; its nine-foot wing ex-

her, and even a dish girl doesn’t re-ipange gives it great power and epeed

The hawk is a king of flight. With

; i T ' e {made her etep forward quickly andjthe power to fly 200 miles an hour, the

g‘\g glgk“t}z:g a‘:-‘gr:wnl:::-ln":gft lll[‘“:;i Yes, Plug, I'll go. i!\uld oult h(\r‘l'\und “Yes, Plug, l‘Ilvng) sight to spy an object at twenty times
been his firet open glance in that direc- |another armful of wood, and to the| 1"_"8 o' vyou, sho' m:.\\\urvd *U‘_:nhh» the distance possible for the strongest
tion, but the whole kitchen had seen |Rmazement of the kitchen his gaze rose) 11l be glad ‘o, You're a better man|hyman eyes, the muscular power to
it and what it contained and mow the |squarely and swept them with an odd|2ny day than Carrots. An this after-|itt and carry off a large rabbit, and
challenging glance of triumph, finally |0oon. when I have an hour off. I'llithe courage to execute his designs, a

hawk is a formidable yet an admirable
bird

The wind plays such a part in flight
of any kind that speed in the air can-
not be intelligibly discussed without
some consideration of its effect Ex-
periments have shown that a carrier

s big an’ person'ble. We'll have a|pigeon's flight when sailing with a

: moderate wind is 1,540 yards a minute,

It was the biggest speech the second |as compared to 1,200 in calm weather.
dish girl had ever made, but her blood | With a strong wind, its speed is near-

' had grown hot under the Kitchen|{ly doubled orabout 2.000 varde a min-
watchfulness and jeering. and had to|ute. It would be interesting to know
_Iboil over But the outburst made|just how rapidly the fastest hawk,

|Plug’s shoulders straighten till

|ship in his eyes was added a wonder

her sink, her dishcloth again in ener

Plug cast & wavering, longing glance getic motion.

the 'backed by a
. hones almost cracked, and to the wor- [through space

Bet was back at

strong wind, could cut

i i i

face that all of the kitchen shoul see |man. Mebbe he'd even fight now :

“Haw, haw, haw!"” Carrots laughed|Mebbe he'd go to a doin’s with his gal ”"lfr"‘dm"'a"”" b Ml e THE ONLY WAY
as the door sed. “Ain’ Haw, haw! Ho, ho, ho! Say, Plhg | ne sneer on ots o v =5 R 3
funny thoug;l'o";luz ,:in]tov': pl‘;;‘;‘: now's your chancet. They's L, be a|Way to amazed consternation “Why, The editor of a certain rvubh('.anoyv had
thlnk!. Phug, i}m wood boy i.n love! | frolic tomorrer night, an’ Bet's jest ve're goin' with me, Bet, ain't ye?” |an idea He maln_lﬂ up :JI‘;"M 30
' 2 I y o' my " ¥ * 2 ] res. sir. Jest he expostulated. “I s-posed—' men and women distinguished in art,
Xhe, 61 ‘with one o' My oWE gelk, too, Achin for ye (o et aer, Tes, ol ity But his words were lost in the rat {religion, literature, commerce, politics

and other lines, and to each he sent a

letter or a telegram containing this
question: “If you had but 48 ho#rs
more to live, how would you spend
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e K I G L L]
BEACH 7 | CA )
FIND MER NO PLACE ! e

them?” his purpose being to embody
the replies in & symposium in a subse-
quent issue of his periodical.
Among those who received copies of
the inquiry was a New York writer. Ha
thought the propoesition over for a spell
and then back the truthful answer by
wire, collect:

“Omne at a time.”—Pittsburgh Chron-
icle Telegraph.

POINTED PARAGRAPHS.

Theory is a vine from which facts
are sometimes gathered.

pusy luck takes a

When pluck gets
back seat.

The proper material for umbrellas is
watered silk

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

The small boy is always heard when
posing amid the scenery.

The last turn of the worm is apt to
de on the anglers.




