AMILIARITY, ‘'tis said, breeds
contempt; but I have an extreme
respect for a 12-inch gun on a
battle-ship. The very last thing
I care for in that connection is
either familiarity or contempt.
The men who work it, who some
day will fight with it—let those
men explain how innoeent such
a gun is, how facile its manage-
ment, how bland its temper, how
exquisite its adjustment. Not L
Listen to those men a while and
you will believe that it is less dangerous to be locked
Ingide the turret while a big gun iz being fired than it
ks to cross Broadway at Twenty-third street. Perhaps
Bt is, but [ prefer Broadway.

And yet, the fascination! A great gun has for the
Imagination the potency of evil itsclf. Emblem of force,
symbol of destruction, it stands sercme, majestic, while
round ite muzzle gather all the forces of the race’s
struggles, and through its breech march hate, pain, grief,
mmbition, power and death.

*The torpedo,” said the captaln of a battle-ship to
me one night at a dinner, “is more or less of an experi-
ment, a toy. It would be practically impossible for one
B0 eink a big ship. The only thing [ am really afraid
of is a 12-inch gun.”

The next day I went into the after-turret when the
ehip was on the range and in full and sympathetic ac-
eord with the captain stood beside the breech of one
»f those guns while it dropped four shots Into a target
& mile awny; stood there with my cap in my
Bhand, ready to clap it over my face in case of
accident, cursing the curiosity that led me to
that lethal chamber. Then the wonder of it
camé over me—the silence of the gun-crew; the
mtealthy leap of the rifle barrel, like the spring
ol a gragshopper; the quiet, dull report which
scarcely trembled that stately moving fortress;
the sour-egg smell of the nitrocellulose stimulat-
ing the nerves; the sweet, sick subtlety of ether
Tulfing the overwrought brain.

When they shut the steel door that caged us
im 1 slipped into a2 funk and until the first shot
was fired my nerve was gone. The eides of my
eourage account footed up:

Debit: (1} Imprisonment in an oval case the
shape of a collin, the sides formed of solid steel
Alpe inches thick and the top of steel just as
solid and five inches thick; (2) filling a quarter
of that case the back third of a 12-inch rifle bar-
rel, ready for actlon; (1) below, an open chute,
with a steel car bringing the shells and powder
from the magazines still farther below; (4) the

atern, silent faces of the gun-crew, which exactly FTARGE
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segemble those faces seen at places of execu-
tiom; (3 to 100) memory—the knowledge which
yon cannot fight away that in just such a situ-
ation as this the turret-crew of the Georgia went to
death, and that no one has ever found out how it
bappened; that In precisely the same way the Mis-
sourl burned to death 29 men, and that not one in that
steel cage escaped. ;

Credit: (1) The face of the umpire, Stop-watch in
hand, he stands behind the breech, looking down inte
the powder-magazines. You know he is there to pre-
yent recklessness. Though these men are firing
against time he will let them do nothing foolhardy;
if he errs 'twill be on the side of caution. (2) The
kmowledge that thousands of times guns like this have
been fired from turrets llke this—and all came out
alive. You do not enter railway trainsg timidiy be-
cauge a dozen people were killed on one a year before
five thousand miles away. Yei, when you enter the
turret of a 12-inch gun—

They lock you up. There Is no escape. You stand
there nervously by the trunnion and somehow it is not
like a factory or & railway coach or a street car or any
other modernly approved limb-mangling device. These
things were buflt to kill and presently these fellows
are going to touch am eleetric spark which will loose
enough anxious and determined gas to drive an B850-
~pound shell 10 miles and put it completely through a
steel plate as thick as the one that is supposed to

protect you.

Yet, there you are, the Thing before you, and you
ean reach out and pat it on the shiny, cold bhaunch.
¥ it wobhles or a spring breaks or a trunnion has mis-
gakenly got itself rusted or the rifie barrel refuses to
accommodate the shell, you will be fit brother for a
detected cockroach, If there is a flare-back you have
#he slightest possible chance of escape: hold your cap
@ver your face, don't breathe, hurl yourself under the
parrel and fall into the handling-room. You may break
a few bones, but if the burning gas gets to no more
fkan 30 per cent. of your skin you will live; that is
Bow the single midshipman who escaped from the
Georgia saved himself. Yet no one can tell how that
gas gets in its work. Sometimes it burhs away the
flesh and never touches the clothing; again, it singes
off all the hair and never touches the flesh; again, it
Barns the clothing off clean and leaves you naked, but
mafe.

So! They have locked you up in this steel cage.
The others have some reason here. With them it is
work, duty, contest. If killed they die nobly, get brass
aablets in the wall with thelr names Inscribed, pen-
sions go to their familles, the newspapers call them
derces. If you die they will cut on your obscure tomb:

“The Fool
Who Looked
on Forbid-
den Things."”
We are on the range. Some ome
calls, “Starting-buoy,” and you know
that in another minute this double-
twisted, original imitation of "billy-
plue hell will commence. You reflect
that a blast pressure of 12 pounds to
the square inch will kill a man. You
know that the pressure on the air
near the mugzzie of this gun whose
breech you are beside, when it i=
fired, is several tons to the square
inch. You remember that only a few
vears ago a green sailorman stood off-
wide 16 feet, that some one called to
him to lie down just as the gun was
fired, that he was in the act of lying
down when it was fired, but t_hat the
suction of the air going with the
chell drew his head from his body
and broke his neck. This does _nnt
add to the pleasure of your situation,
for you can easily reach out there—
if you dare!—and pat that cold haunch, )

You look about and observe your companions in the
lethal chamber, They are eleven: two trainers, two

polnters, one

year-old boy, and the powder-bags look very much the
same a8 a hundred-pound sack of flour, cylindrical in
shape and studded with lumps where the sticks of nitro
protrude.) The tripper pulls the lower lever from his
car, the first powder-bag falls; another lever, and the
second is in. The brass rammer forces them behind the
ghell. The plugman gives a huge wrench to the breech,
and its mushroom head slides up on the powder-bags.
The loader slips a primer in the touch-hole, then folds
down a tloy piece of steel that forms the electrical con-
nectlon.

All is ready. These are the hard moments. You clasp
your cap tightly in your hand. Y become rattled.
Though you are locked in the ecoffin there might be a
heavy breeze blowing, the way your trousers flap against
your legs. The car has ground its way back; the shut-
ters have elosed; the crew it at attention. The place is
as clean and neat and silent as at an inspection.

it is now up to the pointer. He grasps his unwieldy
mechanism; he closes and wrestles with the vast and
complicated stegl. The ship moves on her stately and
predetermined way, while the seconds fly, and every sec-
ond ecounts against the prize-money this pointer may
earn, against the trophy this ship may win. The barn-
big bull's-eye dances, fantastic, across his magnifled fleld
of vision. He twists the wheel a bair and the muzzle
of the gun responds by an lnch; he reverses, and up, up
she surges slowly, imperceptibly. The ship is waiting

holstman, one tripper,
the eleventh, the unne
umpire;
officer, and he isgustba g

aight, to omit flare-backs,
:;rd lgnssu over-speed. You pin your falth there;
the sky-pilot of the turret!

The tripper is a slight
has he ever seen a big gun

two loaders, a rammer apd a plugman. And
cessary one, the other outsider—he is the
ingle stripe of the ensign, a commissi@ed
bout as keen as you are to keep things
gide-step the bursting of powder-bags
jet this umpire be

he wears the &

t

lad, a boy of perhaps 18 years. Neither
fired and yet he is to stand there and
shell and its following powder-bags

pull tke lever that thrusts the
into the carrying-case before the breech. In an
of trousers and a thin smile he waits the word.
pnly a year ago ol
fresh from the farm.

Far up on the left of E
ig the turrettrainer, his rig
jects from the hood above h'im‘
curious jumble of intricate wires and
ing aft.
and moves easi
pbetween his legs, hi
riding pickaback, these two, up ihere
steel haunch.

On the other side the
pointer, with his assistant,
also rides pickaback. Here
js the eye for which this
whole ship was built: here
the nerve and quickness for
which the 16,000 tons, the
seven milllons of dollars,
the five years of making,
have spread their aungust be-
ing. His accuracy may sink
a warship; his weakness
ruin#a nation. To find him
and his like rImli a milllon

ly on its barbette the 130-ton turret.
o assistant sets his sights.

EXPLOSION

single month.

year.

of his gum.

The whistle! Time begins.

—a haven of refuge,
“Silence!”
What a word it is—"'silence!”

action in the navy.

hand; the recruit carried the welt for a week; by no cne
was a word said.

Now, until you hear again that command “Silence!™
¥ou will hear only two words:

“Commence firing!"

Rumbling from. below, With a grating crash the au-
tomatic shutter drops in the ammunition-heist and the
shell-car climbs its grinding, steady way to the top. Bud-
denly you realize that the machine is working of jts
own accord. You saw no movement on the part of any-
one to set it going. Except for that umpire, who, iike
the man that the foolkiller will doubtless some time
get, has really no business there, the turret contains but
one officer, a midshipman, and he is with the other gun;
all here are enlisted men. The officers are aloft spot-
ting the shells as they strike, or below seiting the
ranges, with intricate instruments and delicate adjust-
ments. About the gun itself the men and the machinery
move automatically, drilled to a precision, Their last
instructions were “to take it easy;" consequently they
work like buttons im a shirt.

The plugmen pulls open the breech; the holstman
locks the car; the lcader completes the passage from car
to open breech with a ring of pounded brass; the boy
tripper jerks down his lever, and tha bhuge shell, nearly
bhali a ton in welght, drops to its all but final resting-
place. The rammer holds down on his long release, as
a cable gripman throws back his lever, and the smooth
brass head forces the shell up till its soft copper rim
“takes” on the rifling of the gun, (When a shell is not
properly “placed,” in this way—if its collar does not
“tnke"—it will surely be a miss. And if the powder-bags
are placed wrong end to there is grave danger of a
hang-fire, and a hangfire is worse than a miss-fire—
almost as bad as a flareback—and a fHareback, as avery-
one knows, is what, probably did up the Georgia’s tur-
ret. One of these ghells is about the size of a three-

indershirt, a palr
He was caught
the streets of Minneapolis, whither he had come

the" barrel, encased in a leather head-dress,
ht eye locked to the telescope that pro-
He might be a diver, with that
the green speaking-tube trail-
¥e grasps a big wheel, as a chauffeur his steerlng-ge‘ar,

Below him,
They might be
along the slope of that sleek

OF 8 TWELVEZINCH SHELL

dollars has been spent
In three minutes
now he can qualify and have 310
a month added to his pay for a
For we have penetrated
to the very viscera of war's na-
déure. Here ig the man behind the
gun. He does the trick. His eye
searches the telescopic sight, his
left hand turns the wheel
raises and depresses the muzzle

The umpire svaps hls stop-watch
and grasps firmly in his hand the little red book which defines to
the farthest nicety the rules that govern this expensive foolery.
In the following three minutes this crew will try to put five shota
throngh that flimsy canvas target a mile across the quiet water.
And the mill-pond is worthy of its name—the bay of the Magdalene
The ship glides along like steel through flesh.
The gun-captain, one of the loaders, speaks!

It precedes and closes every vital
In it lles such potency of command, such sug-
gestions of obedience, as is needed in the anteroom of death. Once
a recruit saw fit to chaff his mate after that command “Silence!”
had been given. The gun-captain stepped to him, without anger,
and struck him a heavy blow across the face, with a gnarled, wet

of the ammunition helst
directly above the maga-
zines the navy has fought
one of its sternest inter-
nal wars and the war is
still far from finished;
nor will it be over until a sealed tube has been substl
tuted,

The umpire is only too well aware of this danger as
he critically watches every move of the crew, The utter
silence still prevaila. The gun has been once fired and
is being loaded for the second time; the first minute
has not paseed, and still not a word.

The second shot is fired. Again the easy, unbeliev-
able recoil. Less than anywhere in the ship do you feel
it here at the trunnion of the gun, °Tis always so. In
storm-centers is the calm; in the core of the acorn
dwells the germ. Aas Digraell said, the only joy in being
prime minister lies in the certainty of your knowledge
that nothing is happening on the inside. Here, in the
lethal chamber, al the nerve center of destruction, pre-
vail only silence and guiet.

A third and fourth time the smooth recoil. The crew
works with the serene delight of a Geneva clock, vastly
complicated, but of a single purpose and a single
thought. Yeu are locksd up with a single gun. BSepsa-
rated by a ekin of steel is its mate., When that speaks
the turret is jerked con the barbette and the unfired gun

i pulled

from fits
e q uilibri-
um. Thia
is the back-
lagh, After
every shot
the trainer,
with a
quick twist
of his
wheel,
subtly ab-
sorhs the
backlash.

- For the
fifth time
the shutter
openg, the
grind as-
cends, the
tripper
pauses (o
flip his le-
ver, when

Silence!”

The tone is
raised. It

on the voice of
his index finger,
and he grows
anxious; his
"whole being
pours itself
along the wheel
‘to a resclution
of that terrible
problem, An
hour, a minute,
five seconds, a
week—how much

in a

that

EFFECT OF A TWELVE-/CH
SHELL UPON THE ARMOR-PLATE
OF A RUSSIAN CRUISER

time he knows not—has passed, and

still that fiimsy canvas throws forth its

ginister ehallenge to be hit. But the
crossing black lines .of hig telescope must place
bull's-eve before he presses the trigger. They must!
THEY MUST!

He pulls—as easily as a child cracks s toy revolv—

Look! the gun Is discharged. Yes: it went off Just
now, I swear it did. Sure enough! The great breech
ginke through the floor, the sleek, shiny haunch slips be-
neath vour grasp, welches away there in the glazed light
of the lethal chamber, drops till its crest is as low &s
its beily lay, then recovers, polsed, slips to its first po-
gition, lies patiently, modestly, for the next charge, as
graceful n spring as a tigress ever made on moonlit
road, feline with stealthy swiftness, decisive as ciled
piston strokes!

And your hand has been 12 inches from the launch-
ing of that thunderbolt! Oh, well, this Is easy. Who
need be afraid here? This is a place for a grand stand;
here may gather all lovers of royal sport. Great sport
indeed it is, for now we can watch the precigion and
swiftnesg of that silent crew working against time.

The plugman unlocks the breech and pulls it open.
The loader leaps across the chasm, flips up the tiny
guard that breaks the electric connection, and so ex-
tracts the used primer. Automatically Lhe air-blast
works, and you hear the swift escape, as of steam, as
it cleans out the rifle, blowing away gas and stray pow-
der grains. The egg smell of the nitro comes, and the
sweetness of the ether.

Then the grind from the hoist, the shutter apens, and
up springs again the car. Looking down, you see there
the menace that lies in all our ships—the direct location
of the gun-breech over the powder magazines. A burnt
grain falling down there, with an inefficient shutter the
only protection, is a conztant danger, Over the building

THERE 18 SOMETHING UNSPEAKABLY SUBLIME. IN THE
FULL-GROWN CRY OF A GREAT GUN

has anger,
¢ o ncealed
but glow-
ing, like the quick flush of a nervous woman's face. The
snap of the “Sllence!” cuts lke @ whip.

As though paralyzed, the actlon of the turret dies.
The loader pauses in the act of inserting the brass con-
necting-tray, the hand of the tripper falls from its lever,
the sight-zetter slips from his head-dress, the hoistman
crowds up in front of the umpire; the open breech of
the gun exudes the thiunest cirrus froth, like the first
wreath of smoke from a choice Pinar del Rio.

The umpire points sternly below. It is he who has
called. The hoistman and the loaders climb down the
hoise and pick up some lightbrown chunks that look
like broken sticks of horehound candy, plerced with
air - holes
the long
‘WAY.

“Cease
firing!”
¢ 0 mmands

the umpire. “You've broken a powder-bag.”

Indignant, protesting, the three men quickly pick up
the scaftered grains, each as big ag a man's middle
finger., They look carefully all sbout, then rush back
quickly to their stations, eager to continue. They look
to the umpire with the expectancy of dogs asking for
crumbg, Every second is eating into their record. This
rotten powder-bag will cost them a penalty, They may
not. qualify; they may fall below the second rate. Hor-
rors! The ship may even descend from trophy class.

The umpire is inexorable. “No!” says he. “That's
all this run. Climb down there and go into the corners
of that shutter; brush out every crack. 1 take no
chance.”

Grumbling, the men go about the prevention that the
umpire thinks {s worthy any ton of post-mortems and
boards of inquiry. But the men, with the Anglo-Saxon
light of contest in thelr eyes, remember only the ord-
nance officer’s dictum—better 40 men killed than to lose
the trophy.

“He wants to keep our score down,” they mutter.
“He's from the , And we're their only rivals.” The
gun captain goes out to protest to the turret officer.
The welltrained crew resolves itself, with expert sud-
denness, into a mob of balked Americans clamoring for
fair play. An umpire’s job iz no more popular cn a
battleship than it is on a baseball diamond.

At last they count the powder-grains—37. “That bag
was half in,” grow!s the loader. “I could have rammed
'er home an’' no one'd ever known if that —— hadn't
been here. Now we get 1.46 per minute, an® we might
'a’ had 2.10, Rats!™

of Bwift after his victory over Wood
and Walpole. He loved his country-

gotten that when Swift spoke of the
Irish nation and Irish rights what he

scent and Protestant religion.
thought the abolition of the Irish lan-

mond, Va, for transferring frelght
Irom the vessels to the warehouses

He

Kidney trouble makes ‘-'ﬁk. W =X
worn women, - Backache, hip peaﬁ: \
dizziness, headaches, NeIVOlmmegs oy, \
guor, urinary troubles make women
suiffer untold misery. Alling kidneyg
are the cause. (Cuypg
them. Mrs. 8 D, g
liscn, N. Broadway, La.
mar, Mo., Bays: “Kid-
ney trouble wore
down till T had to take
to bed. I had terrible.
pains in my body ang
{imbs and the urine wag
/L annoying and full of sed.
e iment. I got worse ang
doctors failed to help. I was discour. /
aged. Doan’s Kidney Pills brought i
quick relief and a final cure and now i !
am in the best of health.”
Remember, the name—Doan's. Sold
by all dealers. 50 cents a box. Fog _
ter-Milburn Co., Buffalo, N_: ‘F. ; ]
The Exempts. : |
“Why are all women ro anxious to
get rid of freckles?”
“Some of them aren’t;
don't have freckles.”

but these

For Colds and Gripp—Capudine,

The best remedy for Gripp and Colds is
Hicks® Capudine. Relleves the aching ang
feverishness, Cures the cold—Headaches
also. It's Liguid—Effects immediately—1(,
25 and Gl¢ at Drug Stores.

o
g

Fitted for the Job. !
The general consulted the topo-
graphical chart. “You understaed,
colonel,” he said, “that this charge on ;
the enemy’s fortification necessitaties %
the most reckless disregard for hus
man life?” *I understand, general,”
the colonel replied. “The forlorn hops
that leads the movement will be com-
posed exclusively of amateur chauf-
feurs.”

il -

Your Salary. -

The universe pays every man in his
own coin; if you smile, it smiles upon
you ip return; if you frown, you will
be frowned mt; if you sing, you will
be invited into gay company; If you
think, you will be entertained by
thinkers; and if you love the world
and earnestly seek for the good that s
fa therein, you will be surronnded by 5
loving friends, and nature will pour 4,
into your lap the treasures of the .
earth. Censure, critise and hats, and
you will be censured, criticised and !
hated by your fellow men—~N. W =
Zimmerman. ;

A Realist. e i

“l am a great believer in realism,”
remarked the poet.

“Yes? we queried with a rising in-
flection, thereby giving him the desired
opening,

“] sometimes carry my ideas of
realism to a ridiculous extreme,” con-
tinned the poet.

“Indeed!” we exclaimed inanaly,
eomewhat impatient to reach the point
of his witticism.

“¥es,” continued the poet, “the other
day I wrote a sonnet to the gas com-
pany and purposely made the meter
defective.”

At this point we fainted.

The Artless Boy.

The boy bowed politely to the gro
cer. ;

“I understand,” he gaid, “that you
want & boy, sir. Will you kindly look
me over.”

“I only pay $3,” sald the grocer, ab-
ruptly.

“I understood,” said the boy, “ths
you paid four.” 3

The grocer nodded.

“I did pay four,” he said, “untii I
eaw in the paper the other day that
Millionaire Rogers began his business : §
career on $3 a week.” f [

The boy smiled: j

“But I don't expect to be a miliion
aire,” he said, “I dom't care to be -
rich—I'd much rather be good.” ' i

The grocer was so much pleased
with this artless reply that he com-
promised with the boy for three am
a haif, :

GOT HIM!

o e

Gertrude—The man I marry must
be a genius,
Bertie—Thank heaven we have met!

BAD DREAMS
Caused by Ceffee.

“I have been a coffee drinker, more !
of less, ever since I can remember, un- '
til & few months ago I became more
u_nd more nervous and irritzble, and
finally I could not sleep at night for
i{ \::;.la !:atrribly disturbed by dreams

sorts and & species
inng:Ightmare. : e

"Finally, after hearing the ex -
ence of numbers of friends whop!:::l
quit coffee and were drinking Postum
and learning of the great benefits thej:
had derived, I concluded coffes must
be the cause of my trouble, so I got
Some Postum and had it made strictly
ncflording to directions,

Was astonished at the flav

taste. It entirely took the plm:: :l)i mﬂ
fee, and to my very great satisfaction,
I began to slsep peacefully and sweet-
Iy. My nerves improved, and I wish |
ih:?dulfd wan: ovVery man, woman and |

rom the unwholesom {
din?rr toffes, M-

“People really do not appreciat
realize what a powerful drug it laaa:;. i
what terrible effect it haa on the hy- i
man system., If they did, hardly a
pound af it woyld be sold. I would
hover think of going back to coffee

OF WIDELY DIFFERING TYPES

guage would be a “noble work,” and fgain,

$wift and Berkeley Two Great Irish-
men Directly Opposite in
Character,

Not often do we see two muster
minds at work in the same country
and at the same time, so completely
gilustrative of two opposing 'type-s as
were Swift and Berkelay, T. W. _Rolles-
gon says in the Fortnightly.. " Oppos-
ing, but not necessarily hostile, Each

L3

of them had exactly what the other
lacked. Swift's nature was the more
intense and passionate; he was a
master of satire and invective, a migh-
ty political leader, capable of rous-
ing a nation to the highest pitch of
patriotic fervor. Berkeley's character
was larger, sweeter, more humane,
but he never touched the chords of

passion, no cheering crowds ever fol-
lowed his footsteps as they did those

men more than he hated her oppres-
sors, Swiflt called up the Irish people
to resist foreign tyranny. Berkeley
pointed out all that it was within their
power to achieve at home, and bade
Ireland turn her gaze inward. Ire-
land represented for Swift a political
cause, for Berkeley a problem of hu-
man character. Yet Swift, for all his
fame and popularity, had a mare lim-
ited conception of Irish patriotism
than Berkeley. It should not be for-

meant was something very different
from what we speak of under those
terms to-day. The Irish mnation for
him was the English Pale —hpe was
the champion of the colonist. Catho-
lic and Celtic Ireland hardly exlsted
for him. He complained bitterly of
the importation of Englishmen to fill
lnerative places in Ireland, but he was
a stanch upholder of the test.acts,
and would have those places strictly
conflned to Irishmen of English de-

prepared a scheme for that end—he
would not even have the gentry ac-
quire it in order to converse with
their temantry lest the savor of it
should cling to the tongnes in speak-
ing English,

Telpherage System a Success,
A telpherage system capable of
handling three-ton leads is in use on
the wharf of a steamship line at Rich-

and cars, and it I8 said to opoerate
much more economically and with
greater facility than the hand-propelleqd
trucks formerly used for the purpose,
It consists of a pair of trolleys on an
elevated runway, carrying a frame
with hoists for ralsing and lowering
the merchandlse trucks. The aystem
is electrically operated, and the com
trol is centered in a cab attached tg
the device, in which the operator (s
located.

I would almost as scon
Of putthng my band in a fire ant:i-m:
had once been burned,

A young lady friend of
:turil:;mh trouble for
ould not got well as long ns gh
coffee,  Bhe finally quit coffes a:du?:
Ban the use of Portum und is now
feetly woll.  Yours for health.'

Read "The Road to Wellville,” in
PhEd. “Thore's & Roason™ :

Kyee soad the above fette
one appenes from (ime o “rli“-u --u::

ours had
A long time, and

Bew o
ok ::zhlm, trus, and full of Buman




