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NOTHING TO DO AT HOME?

e TR

ENATOR GORE'S resolution to the effoct that “the Congress
and the people of the United States would approve and support
all seasonable efforts on the part of the President to encourage

or to facilitate the establishment of & permanent peace among the

warring nations” expresses adequately enough what everybody feels
@5 & matter of course.

Peace resolutions ad lib, are proper enough so long as they do not
try Lo prod the President to hasty action.

But after all, is there nothing else to think about? Is the nation
in a state of such industrial calm and tranquillity, are its borders so
protected and peaceful and its problems so few that it has really noth-
ing to do but sit around and beg for a chance lo straighten out
Farope ?

Surely Congress has business more pressing than the pleasant
pursnit of mediation. Moreover, to most Americans nothing seems
Jess likely than that peace will descend upon the world at some mo-
ment when this country isn’t looking.

&

It appears the New York police bave been expert wire-tap-
pers for golng on twenty-two years,

On with the old debate: Does the end ever justily the
means?

THE TAINT.

VIDENCE brought out at the Casement trial is the very thriil-
ing essence of conspiracy.
The footprints on the sands that startled the Kerry farm-

e1, the emply boat with its tin box and dagger, the pistols picked up'

by ghildren gn the shore, the mysterious tramp vessel stesling in with
its Joad of r2aunitions and scuttled when discovered—R. L. Stevenson
bimself could not have assembled more romantic material. There is
even the humorous touch in the Irish peasant girl whose brogue was
too rich for the court, but who saw the men who landed from the
submarine and pointed out Sir Roger as one of them.

More than ever one cannot but reflect how different it might
scem had England been st peace. What glamour might have gath.
ered, round an attempt that was all pure patriotism—in which only
daring, devoted Irishmen risked everything in a mad, bold stroke
for Ireland.

But this was not pure Irish—and there’s the ugly thing about it.
Behind Casement and the others stalked Germany, urging on Irish
patriots to betray their countrymen, using Irish patriotism to fight
German battles. The guns were German guns—fellows to those
which are killing brave Irishmen in France,

It’s no use. Sir Roger and the Dublin rebels can never fake
their place among history’s heroic elect, The world will never give
its unmixed admiration to Irish patriotism that played a Kaiser's
game,

Now it's Lleut-Gen. Count Helmuth von Moltke, Chiet of
the Supplementary Gemeral Siaff of the German Army, who
saya the allles are beaten and can do nothing. While the vie-
torious Germans are romping to and fro rearranging Europe.

STATE IT PLAINLY.

NGLAND'S high-handed scizures of United States mail are to
become the subject of immediate further protest,

It is apparently necessary to make it still clearer to the

British authorities that mail from the United States to neutral coun-

tries is not to be held up or opencd for no reason whatsoever; nor

can Great Britain continue to detain mail rent from belligerent coun-
tries 1o America without accounting for such nction. *

Why England should persist in annoying this friendly nation by |

practices which are of no profit to her, and which, when adhered tao,
sgmount to dehiberate insult, it is hard to uwnderstand, Tt is to be
hoped the next vote on the rights of the American mails will be
forcible enough to penetrate the British official intellect.

Neutrality has to speak up these cays. =

e
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No More Kisses and Hugs In Boston Offices.—Headline.
Well, well, times ohange. Who'd have thought the “Hub"
would ever need refrigerating?
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Hits From Sharp Wits

After & man has made a fallure of | A
everything elae, he may succesd with
& book on "Ho.w 12 W.ln Success."

three-party

other two pariies—~Philadelphia 1p.
quire:.
Nobody objects 10 4 man having & L AN )
hobby as long as he refraina from | In asking for charity one usually
talking about it,— Albany Joursal geta more advice than contributions,--
LI T Philadelptils Tolegraph
Whether & woman's fat or just L SR
plump depends iipun whether you are

oo PRD0|ON0 TORP civasnnsnnsnnsnnnsning .'-"

wire in usually a|
BOUrCe of CONLINUAL enJOyment for the |

talkipng to ber or about her.--Macon
Nevs,
. e
Bome people seem to  think that
every man who takes sdvantage of an
nrrnunny Is an eppurtunist.—Nash-
yilla Banner.

I's different with men. But w I8N
wlways think a lot more about \;hat‘s
on their hud-.lmu.: what's In them,

L]

The average woman's Idea of reck-
leulhmalnammm' is admitting that
Rnother woman s pretty good-look-
Ing. - Columbla State

The Evening World Daily Magazine, Wednesday. May 17 1916

IThe Grab Bag
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By J. H. Cassel |

The Jarr Family

—— By Roy L. McCardell —

—By Bide

Lucile, the Waitress

Dudley —

Copyright
T was a very busy morning at the
office and Mr. Jarr had not bad a

chance to talk to Jenkina, the
bookkeeper, except on husiness. Aws
the clock struck 12, Mr, Jarr saw

Jenkine seige his hat and coal and
dart hurriedly out of the office.

At the door of the restaurant that
moat of the ofMoe force frequanted,
Mr. Jarr clutched Jenkins by the
coat tail.

“Let's gat & labis together. 1 want
to talk to you,"” he maid.

“Oh, 1 won't have tims to ait down

and eat, let alone talk,” replied Jon-
kios. “1'm just going Into the bar
arl have a glans of beer and a sand-
wich.”
But, standing at the bar, in & plams.
tie, graceful posi'an that showed long
practice, was Mr. Rangle, friend and
nelghbor of Mr, Jarr.

“How about that 1 tle-Pals-CGet-
ting-Together dinner, or rather unch-
eom, you fellowa wers going to have
Saturday afternoon?’ asked Mr
Rangle.

“I'm afrald wne'll have to postpone
i, mumbled Jenkins, "Gosh! I've
got »o much work piled up on me that
1 guess I''l be working till late Bat.
urday afrernoon.'”

“Well, I'm just as well pleased my
palf” paid Mr. Jarr. "My wife finds
it's her mother's birthday, and il we
| don't call on her in RArooklyn there'll
he no lving for me, o | guess you
fellows will have to count me out”

“] was tilking to my wife aboyr
i, remarked Rungle. "I thoaught i
was a good thing, | was teiling her |
wias going to pronosxs such a dianer
o the fellows whera | worked and
that I'd go firet to the dinnes you fel-
lows were giving and get some point.
ers, But my wife has promised to
take the childern to a matinee or the
moving pletures Satunday. It's the
only day that won't interfore with the
schoolwork, Bo 1 was going tuo say

Letters From the People

A Rapld Transit Girlevanece.
To the Mlitor of The brcning Worid |
Can no one do anything to compel
the Interborough Hapid Transit to
run expresa trains on middle track
from HBronx Park to One Hundred
and Forty-ninth Btreet? This line
is all finished and Is used by the
rallroad company for storage pur-
It takes mometimes Lhirty
minutes from Hronx FPark fo One
Hundred and Forty-ninth Street. |
think every resident and tasxpayer in
the Bronx will joln me in a protest
to eompal the raliroad company to
open the middle track. H. O,
Yea, Alae John Adams.
e the Ediser of The Evenlng World:
Is It true that Thomas Jefferson,
who was one of the alguers of the
\

‘u‘m got 917 lnstead of 1.2,

Declaration of Independence, by a re-
| markable colncldence died on its an-
|Biversary, July 4, Just fifly yeavs
| lnter? E T MILWARD,

| Regarding “Eglon's" Problewm,
]1’« the Niditor of Toa Evening World:
| In anawer to “Eglon"
state that there ar;‘n f--u! [:1.1.:: 1::
1. The furmer only pros Idvd for nu'.
disposition  of 1818 Wules  because
1-2% 1.3+ 1.3 only equals 1715 and 17-18
[of 17 only equuls 18 118, 2 The sec.
jond fallary is thet after the mules
jare divided the wons did nut get the
| proper amounts of mules. The tirs
the sucoud
got &17 instead of 1.3 wnd the third
got 2-17 Instead of 1% or the total
amount of mules
BAM

I conldn't come this Baturday after-
noon,"
“Oh, (t wWill be just as well some

otber Baturday.” sald Mr Jarr
After they had caten.their sand-
wiches the trio parted, Mr, Jurr re-
turning to the oMce with Jenkins,
“I'll bet a dollar that Johnson wiil
glve us the laugh,'” suld Jenkins.
| *Oh, what do we care what John
| won waya?" replied Mr, Jarr, It would
do him good If he were married apd
had a wife to look after him. Now.
Mrs, Jarr Is . good fellow, She

couldn't help it that it was her moth- |
et’s birthday and that she had prom- |

wod wo would spend
und svening with her
| she?

"My

the afternoon
saturday, could
nifa's

JUst  the same

WG by Tae I'resm Publishing Co, (The New York Kvening World

She |
VEL SCHWANLTZ. |never iuterleres wild way Uitie sport |

Cugdtah
I wa& 1o have, sald Jenking, *“but
thin Is different. So we've got to tell
Johnson it's all off”

They started to speak on the sub.
Ject 10 Johnson, but that gentleman
turned pale.

“You hava the dinner,
sald, fidgeting as he spoke. “It's all
right for you two. You're married
und your wives don't care. But I'm
enguged and my girl i afraid 1°0
drink and #0 I bad o prowise ber |
woulan't go."

“Ha, ha! The poor engaged slave!"
erled Mr, Jarr.

“Yeos, why not marry and be free?"
sald Jonkina.

And to this da
Johnson is the sc
heart’s eaprices,

6647 WAITED on a plain nut in here
this morning, kid,” sald Lucile,
the wodtress, us the newspaper-

mape tossed the blll of fare aside,

“What was the reason for his nut-
tineas?" he asked.

“Oh; he had the marringe bug,” she
continuned, “Wihen he came in [ no-
ticed he was grinning like a laughing
hiney in the circums, and when | amber
up to him to aequire hix dictation in
re the eats, he Inughs right out.™

“ARunny, in kY 1 ask.

“iNot funny,' he rescinds at me,
‘I'm bappy., Going te be muarried to-
murrow night,’

wol get you,' I says. 'You'rs laugh-
ing wll you can while you can.’

“exot at ally! he reverberates. 'I'm
going to marry the dearest, sweetest
Httle girl in the world,

boys,” he

they pretend
of his sweet-

&

Aftectation is a deformity.—BLAIR.
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Reflections of
A Bachelor Girl}

By Helen Rowland

Coppight. 1918, by The [ress FPubliabing Co, (The New York Evening World),

Dl-mU’l';\NTE'B motto: When Innocence gets the kiss, ‘tis folly to be
wige,

Love is a rope of pearls which falls apart unless it is held together by‘
the atrong cord of mutual respect.

No, Algernon, marriage Is not contagious, merely infectious; but pru-
dence dicwtes e wisdom of Keeplng away [ron weddings at this sus- !
ceptible soason, |

Somehow whep a8 man plays golf he seems to forget all his previous
falth in theology and to put bis trust 'n swear words,

When a woman could have only one good silk dress and one busband
in a liletime she scemed to tuke a lot more pains 1o keep them smooth and
Lright than she does now Lhat she can exchange them every scason or so.

The engagement is the best part of marrmge, because it means having
all the delight of & man's devotion without having to foruge for his meals
and all the charm of a woman's companionship without having (o pay for
her frocks and hats. i

No man will believe that there Is any woman on earth who uouldn'l\
feel at least flattered and pleased If Le sliould make love to her—and‘
probably there isn't

A man is perfectly willing to let his wife amuse hersell with huune-'
Leeping, culture, children, religion, poeiry and nll that <ort of popsense

while he intercsts himself {n golf, bageball, poker and al! the really serious
things of life,
Muny a Olie

bilut friendelip the

| Matrimony has been wrocked by a ctorm of

weght hidve dodc Ked on e port of

eotimuntal tears.

Musbaud's wotto. A good Lie 10 Ue saVes LILEC Poul ghpt Leat worsiag. |

I“kshicg 0o, (The New Yors Evvuing Worly

Crdurel’ 1 twll lim with ao wicle
edge to each word. “They all do.

"Most of ‘e are crazy,’ says he.
“This girl of mine s going 1o vook
for me. What do you think of that?

“Fine!” quoth 1. 'Wae'll see you in
hers often, then,'

"He gets obtrdsive at once, "o you
mean to incinderats,” ne wusks, ‘that
my Anance cun’t cook™

“"Now, you see, kid, | didn't know a
blamed thing about his loving one.
My experience nas been, however,
that we don’t lose many customers
r’hu murey girls woat cook tor them.
Jul
this guy, so 1 just smile, laughingly.

!l wouldn't say that,' | says.

“'Well, 1 should say nut,' he states,
Then he looks proud again, ‘She's

Euing to darn my socks, too.'

*'0h" | suys, ‘so you're going to
welr socks, en?'

“He deserved It, kid. Hers he In
spouting o e about some sweet-
heart, when I'm chafting under the
Noose of restriant a0 ns o get busy
MO REL LN i parvuin duine, Say,
It gut him peevish,

UL have you to know,' he says,
‘that where | come from we all wear
socks angd | got the proof.’

“I'll have to have (he hole-proot,’
I siip him. It was a Joke, kid, but
he ain’t in no minstrel first part
bumor. Before he can bust and run
all over with Indlgnation, 1 get to
him with @& query sbout the fair one,

“*What does your lady do for a
living? 1 aak.

“'She's an actress,' he says, ‘She's

' Just nnlshed o scason with “The Fry-

mg Fan Rancen” company.'
AN now ahe's going to leap out
of the frying pan into the ftire, ch?

leu,s little me, Just as a witty point.

" Boshl'
girl.'

Yes" 1 says. ‘So | mee. | sup-
poss shs was born under a lucky
atar when the sun and moon was in
cinupliance und Mars and Jupcter was
at variance,'

“Ho just looks up and says, ‘Bunk,
kig!
Ishies up by sayiug I'm a nut,
makes me rather mad.
ons look,

“'yes,” 1 says, ‘you and me are
very much alike in that response.

“Just then Lilly, the tow-head, steps
up und msets u beer-bottle on the
counter,

“‘Whaut's that for? asks the bean
devotee,

1 thought,”

suys he. ‘She's & lucky

That
1 give him

replies Lilly, ‘that one

or the other of souse might need o |

nut cracker.! MThen she laughs
couple of "hee-haws' und disjoints for
the kitchen.

“My friend resolves himself Into sl-
lence while the beans and ketchup
race for his Internal innards,”

“So you think one who is about 1o
bhe married Is unlueky, eh?" asked
the newWspapermnmn,

“sure!” replied Lucile. “The single
Ite is the Hife for me"

“How ‘hout that sulitary ‘Rig Jim.'
tha taxi deiver. give yau' asked
Lilly, the tow-head, appearing on the
wetiie al that point,

“Pay no atiention to ber, kid,"
Taacile “As for that dinmond,
It oin two e day and it
w ham omelstte that
for and couldn’t comn,

said
1 bt
tisted likn
hid beep aent
Now, what')l

it be, kid, besisteak or hasiy' They're |

both about the same, oaly wiferent”

I had w be diplomaddox with |

Then he orders beans and fin- |

’.

| The Mongrel's I
! Chance,

d .

Plots of Immortal Fiction Masterpieces
L By Albe y 4

| THE BAR SINISTER: By Richard Harding Davls.

| guseste HE KID was a bull terrier pup. His father was Regent Royal, a

{ champlon. But his mothier was a black-and-tan street dog.

l look: d inherited hls

Kid took after hia bull-terrier sire in looks, an

! street-mother's friendliness. The bar-sinister of mongrel blood

| was stamped upon him, but it did not show outwardly.

i He belonged to a drunkard, who used to win money on him in dog:

| fights, Matched once ngainst a dog twice his size, the Kid could make
headway, His owner, in chagrin, set out to kick the helpless puppy U

' dealh. A groom--Nolan by name—rescued him, nursed him back to health,

| and gave him the first kind treatment the luckless cur had ever known. In
return, thé Kid adored his new master.

Nolan worked for Mr, Wyndbam, at » big country place on Long Isla
where were & kennel of thoroughbred St. Bernards. The Kid lived in the
stable and was very happy. “For once, he had carcases instead of klokn,
and he throve spendidly on the new treatment. Miss Dorothy, too, Mr
Wyndham's little daughter, used to come out to the stables to pet him ani
play with him.

One day Miss Darothy took him to the kennels. One of the 8t Ber-
nards—a champlon—attacked her, The Kid flew to her ald Fixing his
toeth in the giant brute's throat, the bull-terrier hung on till the kennel men
beat him off.

Then came the annual dog snow at Madison Square Garden. And all
the best of the Wyndham St. Bernards were made
ready for it by special courses of diet and by eurry-
ing. Miss Dotrothy, partly in joke, (nsisted that
Nolan enter the Kid in the show. She paid his en-
trance fee. Knowing he wis a halfbreed, in spite of

his thoroughbred appearance, and that some of the greatest bull terriers on
earth would be on exhibition at the Garden, neither Nolan nor anybody else
had the remotest idea that the Kid could win even the most Insignificant
prize, Yet, to humor Dorothy, Mr. Wyndham had him sent to New York
| along with the pedigreed dogs.

Nolan scrubbed and massaged the Kid, and shaved hia ears and sand. ¥
papered his tall and pipe-clayed his white cont until it was like now snow,
Yet he did all this merely in order to make his pet look at his best, know-
ing full well that the bar-sinister Kid was a4 rank outsider among thorough.
| breds. There were thirty bull terriers in the show, and every ons with a
| pedigree as long as Broadway, The Kid himseif Knew he had no place there,

' and he longed 1o be back in the stable where he belanged.

| “Take him away,” the judge ordered Nolan, as the bull terriers of the

| “novice class” were paraded into the ring, “over there and keep him away."”

| Nolan obeyed. Crestfalien, he and the Kid stood in one corner of thq
| ring as the other dogs In the class were inspected

i “He's my dog,” muttered Nolan, patting the poor Kid, “and he suite me, |

|1 don't care what no judges think!"

| One by one, the judge weeded out the remaining novice dogs, until only

| two were left, He gave a “second” and a “third” ribbon to the owners o
these two, then walked abruptly over to Nolan and handed him—the Blue
Ribbon!

The Kid had won firat prize In his clans,

Nolan was dumfounded, The Kid waa velping and wiggling sll over
with delight. The judge had bidden Nolan stand to one side because, at a
| glance, he had recognized that the Kid wans by far the finest of the “novices”

A man strolled up to Nolan, saying:

“I'll give you $100 for him."

“He's not for sale,” snapped Nolan.

“I'll give you $800 for him" sald another—and got the same answer.

Next came the call for the "Winners Class,” and
®  the “Arsts” in the various classes of bull-terriers
1 were once more marched into the ring, the Kid with

A Champion's
| Defeat.

them. Again came the weeding process. At last only
two wore loft, the Kid and a dog_that was known
trom one end of the world to the other as the greatest living bull-terrier,

Long and carefully the judge compared these two. Then he tapped the
Kid on the back,

“The better dog!"™ he declared.

A buzz of applause and amuzgement went up. For the dog the Kid had
Just beaten was the hitherto unconquered champlon, Regent Royal—his own
father.

&

God never made hig work for men to miend —DRYDEY.

Just a Wife==(Her Diary)
Edited by Janet Trevor.

‘ Copsmglt, 1016 by Tie Vres Publisiing Lo
CHAPTER XIV.
LY 26— od, Ned s

Ll". fhsd A ifed u:. |  Hefure she had done speaking 1
asicep and perhaps If [ wWele @ nrossed my purae into her hand, Mur-
il lttle wiule 1 shall grow aleepy. tauring i word of thanks, she left the
| But it has been the strangest Suaday Toom. | remembered the atory she had
| of my life [fold me only two davs before; |

pthought of Dan Kane—well fed, well
Ned andg 1 were going' Into the | dressed, chiecfully expensive—and |

country, He was dressing when the | had a :\"':lf;nt: ot nlluwr huired for the
§ DT man who deliberately reduced his wife

phone rang and I aaswered it Patty 15 tha e !

Kanws voice sald saciedly: “Moiia |1 L S48, o 5 boekar wno coul

is that you? Is your husband there? lcave her with an empty one.

Can he come to my house right away?| ‘“A:i‘th:ru:ung. hl;m! d“iyr we worked
i . A L o Babotte's life, Ned wa

My doctor is out of tn-.'r? and Ba !u'imdc-ﬂnL 1 never saw him on dnl:

bette is so il Dan was cailed out of | porope, \

town last night and I'm all alone with i ting acquainted with

d
Tt New York Lienug Wotlds .-‘

:h»ro and—| have not a penny in the
iolse "™

and jt wis s if | wera [ LA
a new man,

the ¢hild. O, du come!™ nn:1 ir;;pnrmnulir Strong,  tender,
o ¥ N valm. ® Wam constantly n Ay
e we'll come a e, ¥ in the sick-
Of cours In e L onee, ronm, watd hlbg the fAluctuations

“We'll ol tha baby's temperat 5
there as soon as tne var will take us,' I'FI'IKHI’ "l" ::"f“:"‘llfrla ‘?l‘:fl'n‘l;h:lh,
Don't worry.' But | hung up the re- i Most of the time I‘MU; stayed n:,'
ceiver with a pang at my heart, for L him, to do the littla that could :’h
knew liabette had never been stronk done. But once he sent her . "
since her birth and she was leas than | 1o rest for an hour and 150:‘;t.1d.'
a year old, permitied to ba hln'helmr i
1 told Ned. first calling up thel” Ned won, at last. “Your
garage, and ordering them to send|in a pretiy wakkened condit
his little runabout to the house at|will need careful nursin
once, In a few minutes we were on|he told Patty, “but th H
our way to Fatty's apartment, Lwo is gver, T
miles ra{‘therlgvl:wn- q Wi A homa?"
Patty hersel? admitted us, her face| To. "
white and ptrained, and Ned went at "I‘IIIO ‘Im?;:rl:“r II:‘:;;(“I“‘.
once to the room where little Babette ' enough! What shouid | b
luy in her crib. Patty accompanied | without voy!" 98 Gone
him and 1 stayed outside with Tom, | *“Tell My, Kane
the three-year-old. He was erying bables ought to
and 1 'nimk him in my lap and teled to | for & month,”
quiet him. Patty's lips fo
In i few minutes Patty hurrled into tlll,‘lll‘:ri wh‘:u E-!:faddu!t”:;lth"' ane i
the room, “It's cholera infantum,” ahe | her husband alreadsy had th .ﬁ'{—th“
sald, her voice breaking over the | fused wsuol a request Ry e
words, Then she showed me two slips | likaly 1o changs hin mi
of paper, which | knew had been wmI Yot theirs win
fromi Ned's presoription pad. !
“Mollie,” ahe sald tensely, “will you! marriage? Nog
[1end e some money? | must have | talk that syt wi
these filled at once, and the druggist | we must de
with whom Dan has an account Is'and fair
closed on Sunday, | must go else- |

dear,” 1 yvassared her,

baby {s
lon and
for days,"”

A ETent
When does Mr. Kln:‘c%‘u:: '

she asaid.
you and Moliis

that you and the
B0 Intn the
Ned replied, . CooUYd,

and w i
mind, o t“'
& love mateh, Must
Up LY monesy after
#ar. I'll have 19
L You. Bomehow,
Whit Is fine and frank

(To Ba Continued.) |

Facts Not Worth Knowing

By Arthur Baer
w Yurk Ereuing World),

Copyright, 1910, by The Prem Publishing Co, The e
¥ in good health., 4

|Irwn be tangied

A Chincae doctor ix only paid when the pationt |
Chinege doctor would starve to death in New York,

It would make H much pleasanter for steno
| were favored chocolute, vanille and strawberry,

wraphcra if Ppostage flamps

1 Two cents a gallon pasoline will pow

make
cast $10.02

o tendollar fine only

A New Orvicans wun has found a way to stop cigary ¢
coat po lets by bullding coats without ket y ERER ERE

breaking L‘

It the rngrat
ity face v

ng s deipherable on gy ps82 p

CHIY it iy arth at leaat

Lamb woul 18 much wory valuable im cloth than of (s 8 3 ol
.

——e



