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' INDUSTRIAL INSANITY.

dered famposible. and Fngland is

t industrial insanity comes on top of the Yive years’ load of war
which csu only be lifted and cleared by the utmost exertion of

IER BLOYD GEOROE has plainly pointed out to the
P English public that orgenised industry in that country is
surely strangling the nation. ' Tta greatest factor in trade is

the uiling and eyporting of coal. Yet with 20,000 more mon en-
gaged in the mines the cutput has dropped 87,000,000 tons—due Lo
reduced hours and deliberately curtailed production on the part of the
warkers. That men in other lines are following this suicidal course
Mr. Liayd George also mukes clear.
It has long been the policy of the British workmen to limit
outpul, but on the basis of the low wages paid and long hours worked
it was possible for the nation to oawmph ils international rivals
and bold the balance of the world's trade. This is now being ren-

headed for ruin. This outhreak

ﬁ. people for the next half century,

Here in America we are facing, practically, the sume sitnstion.
Labor is insistently loss productive; hours are enormously cut. The
eight-hour ideal, so long sought, must now’ give way to the five-day
week. To protect themselves against the unorganized, who might

 work longer, a practice that amounts to a partnership and price-fixing
"with employer follows. 1t has already boen put into effect by the

photo-engravers and the success of

the plan as a method of extortion

_and monopoly has found smuch favor in the eyes of other trades.

l Happily, most of this country

in still free and independent, and

there is hope that national spirit will assert itself in time to spare us
the calamity which this madnesa portends,

What will become of the bandit business |f ransoms Are
not pald sccording to agreement?! This adds an extra to an

already hasardous business—that may resct
Query: If a bandit keeps his word, sh

tive.
m with & bandit?

the next cap- .
lﬂlnmh

THE THEATRICAL DEADLOCK.

LIC SYMPATHY continues to be very generally with the
B“an who have withdrewn their services from the theatres
5 (pending the improvement of conditions relating to their em-
.‘m This is partly because strikes are fashionable, and partly
( because the unorganized professional part of the community see in
it u barrier beigg set up aguinst class and privilege growing out of

* the combinations of workingmen.
¥

Behind it all lies a fundamental factor.

The amusement busi-

hl is no longer a matier of chance or an inspirstion of genius. It
_i8 capitalized and operated on @ business basis—in everything except
0 far ax the setor is concePhidd! ' Mis position alone retains its pre-
carlonsness. This is what is now sought to be remedied. The effort

: ghould succeed.

Profiteers have been osught hiding eggs In Portand, Me.
Lucky if the shells are not empty!

A GENUINE CALAMITY.

HE destruction of Daylight Saving by the passing of the act

abolishing this
part of both Houses

over President Wilson's veto on the
4 gyuuine calamity.

The closest inguiry on the part of the Daylight Saving Com-
mittes failed to find any real public protest sgainst the measure.

1

excuse of the farmer was vague and unsubstantiated, Yet, in
of this, in spite of colemns of commendation and reams of

letters and telegrams, Daylight Saving is killed.
President Wilson's wise and odrrect reasons for the velo are
s brushed aside by a body of legislators. that has failed in every

respect to meet either the

wishes of the people or the needs of the

&
v

Let's hope District Attorney Swann will bs able to Iouu

and isolate the wirike microbe,

Letters From the People

Our Dead in France.
To e Editor of Ths Evesing Worid |
The gquestion which s of great im-

portance to all mothera and relatives
of sbna who have given thelr lives |
doving the past war s "“Will our |
dead remain In France or will they |
be sent to the United StatesT™ The
Fronch and many of our own people
mu thal our dead should remain in
CFrunce. Bul thesé people ure only
: Mpeaking for themaolves, They |hnul:.l.
. remewiber that thore are many math-
#pn who think differently. Although

ihe l‘rmh & say they will take

-g.l: that is no proot that
r mu Then all the elatives and

llt will nevar be over for others,

Worde, they don't want the horrors
of war to be brought bask to thelr
minds again. In anewer, I think that
:rr the

& few minutes the ould agree
with me that It our ‘h‘y‘! ‘l:lm ‘no!
mu over the war would not have

N over flo-day and probably the
Germans would be in Paris by now.
To show thelr appreoiation of the
Wrvioes by our beys they
should be more than glad Lo go into

o few momihs of mourning for our

l hercie dead.

Lanstly, | hope that some newspaper
will be kind enough to ald the moth-
vra who waunt thelr sons back home
i the wood U. & A, again. Although
the wir is over for some poople, &r\l

Ehets of pons who died in the ser-! you gome mothers will be salisfied if
m of their country will not be able | they are uble Lo visil the gmves of

. iy visit France mnd ses their gons’

.!vn.
wanting Lo have our dead re-
&m I"‘rumr bmuuu If the bodion
would mnlll four more yeara |
nr murlllu' o Frunve. In other

thelr sons If thelr bodies are shipped
tu this country. But as | sald befors,
W they are left in France some moth-
ers wilk never see Lhe graves of thelir
ne. Bo let us all got together and
sore whnt we can do for thtll mothers.
H K COXK
No. 152 W, 11th Street.
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News Notes of Science

L‘dﬂ-mh man hes invented =
whlnh i operated hy
-Mdg. AL sel timas,

A grain tu fall

e alsd hus been lalk about thae
o the l..fmt-l

=

Cmeet a ml shortage

o e 0 % ol i | od
i and pine tmrri pod mixing |

" nlanlna with toal gas and |
-

mutal drum and smoke pipe, boated
and rotu.rnod o & room

L] - .
A plan for dralnipg the Zuyder Lee

in Holland contemplates the bullding

of an smbankment 182 miles In length,

work that wili requlre thirty-
lhn- Yulirs to complete
. L] L]

Four small eleotric fana that sue.

round & Muul, any of which

n L, ..!d

4|

aoh would stop and think | 5@
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By Albert. P

fite with & high

Miun and bitter grief and disappol
one kind of work for which he was

As the young viotim waa not yet
own fortune he might perhaps bhave
a living.

peem to have roalised that his true
be continued to write off and on, he

e
-

Gambled Away

fallure.
Fortune.

fnns |

-

the writing of a long novel.
entering on early middle age.

for the next two yoars. Thackeray
the general public.
whole rending public, He had made
liternture,

terplecen of English flotion,

Al l.or “Vanity

Novel Made

Him P covered avenue
m Famous.

Oce novel

qp-w-o

Already, Thackeray had shown vivid skill as a writer.

Made Good

ayson lerhune

Oopwrighl, 1018, by The Press Publishing 0o (The New Tork Dwning Wirid), .
No. 76—Thackeray, Who Made Good Along
One Inspired Line.
B was & genlus, alopg one llne; and hopelessly imoofn
petent along a goxen other lines.
amcovered the “one line " that he bégan (o make -ﬂ.
And ihen he won deathless fame,
He was Wilitam Makeposce Thackeray.

It was only whes ‘he

Hno b‘l
eduoation mnd s fortune of about

$100,000.° In his times, $100,000 was as much aa u-u.
that sum would be to-day.

Edueation, wealth, sovial posltion—all wers hin “
in spite of this, he could not make good umtil repested

ntment had driven hlu at hst to the
fit.

Before he eame of age he look (o gambling. And Be lost the bulk of
hia fortume 1o a professionsl card sharp—a man whom Thackeray Inter
lampooned In several of his storles, under the name of “Mr. Deucesca™

twenty-one and not yel master otpil
dodged paying thess debis of hosge.

But on bl.l twently-first birthday he turned over Lhe larger, pnrs of his
proparty to “Deucence,” and then looked about him for some way of carming

Put he doss Do
creer Iny In that direction, Though
sought other means for making good.

He became an artist. And his pletures weore atroclously bad. He sought
to Mustrate some of his own stories, The Hlustip«
tions alons wers enough to account for the stories®

Also, he tried his luck as a lawyer. If possible,
his law work was even worse than his art. Ons carese
after another he took up. And because he was fit 1o make good at nothing
but literature he seored no succesa at any of them,

Finally, rebuffed In every &reotion but one, he turned his attention teo
This was in 1646, and Thackerny was already,

Ho managed to sell this novel to & magazine, which published {L serially

drow the lilustrations for it himeslf,

But even this handcap conld not spoll the story’'s success,
When the serial publication began the suthor was almost unknown to
When It was fnplshed his oame was on the lps of the

good. The world was scclaiming him

as one of the foremont satirists and word-painters in all ihe annals of
The novel, by the way, was “Vanity Fair," one of the e\rorluuu s

Thackerny had the genius to realizge that no man can make good by
accomplishing one greal plece of work and then resting on his laursls

Fulr" had brought him wealth atd

& fame, be worked all thes harder wlong his uu-dl-

to immortality. .

after another from his tireloss .-I

[ | ihriiled the world, and added to the repute which
“Vanity Falr” had begun. There were aluo essays and poems and shord
storles—miracles of wit and satire-—internpersing the lomr tales,
He wrote with & keon sense of ridicule, holdiag up to human natore a
merciless picture of its own faults and failings, yot always with an under-
lying aweetness that robbed the jost of ita sting und which showed the gedp
heart and sentiment of the man benesth his thin cloak of cynicism.

He had made good, and he lupl on muaking goud to the day of his death
Adying ut the acme of hia rencwn and popularity.

NOE upon a Ume there was o
man who frowned on every-
thing that denotsd progress.

He pooh-poohed every ldea that was
advenced In the
interest ‘of hu-
manity.

He hated auto-
moblles and atuck
to his hoose and
bugsy. He wan
the kind of man
who forever
\ Saunted “thome
e good old days”
when everyihlng waa done right, ac-
cunlln‘ to his |deas
One of thé items which fhis m
particulafly sbhorred waa the per-
alstent talk of germa. He just wouldn't
bear about them. It was all “tom-
foolery,” he said.

He told about how his mother never
had to run for the peroxide bottls for
every little cut and that fine old clear
waler waa good enourh.

Many a time he gave:little preach-
menis Lo his friends about people who
pampered themaselves oo much and
who were constantly looking for little

s,

Now, this man was & man of means
and be hivd & pumber of people work-
ing for him. He was not an unkind
individual, but was & sort of a stand.
still persen. Things were “good
enough." Modern Iinventlona he
called “new fangled poilonn'

But be had one excellént quality lo
that he loved cleaniiness and de-
manded it from lls workers

Now jt camo L0 pass \bal this man
and his good wife went to Jive on
their farm, an he wanted o cultivate
n little more and wise to ald some
more bulldings.

There wuie several cows on this
farm and the caretukera had sold the
mik, which wias ane of the sources
of income of Lhis ealale.

In lhe course nf mn ]umt ovetr the

THE FHINTINQ TELEGRAPH.
URING the fve-year period
1012107, the printing telegraph
came lnto extended use by tele-

graph companies. pross wesoclations

und ratircads,  The printing tele-
graph conslels casentinlly of a send-
ing lnstrument, eguipped with o key-
buard similar to that of a Yypawriter,
elvetrionlly connected with a recelv.
ing Instrument in such & manner that
the latter automatically reproduces
vwhat s 1ypewritien en the sending
instrument. Without

tha printing '

be teiograph it would Iun beon dimi-

wld tlm ent .f“dl of n
“

Fables df Every Day Folks

Coprright, 1919, b The Pres Putltibteg Os (The MNew Yirk Bvpuing Waeld),

The Man Who Did Not Believe in Germs

work, he disovered that the milk was
manit to a pasteurizsing plant in order
to kill any germs that might ocause
harm.: Belog an unbelleven of gorms,
and crying aloud about his grand-
father not having to pasteurize milk,
he changed the whole prucedure.

He found that e could not sell his
milk as formerly, except In his vicin-
ity, as most people had become edu-
cated to the Importance of germs. A»
he was woht to have his way, be just
confined the selling of hia milk fresh
from the cows to the people of the
immediate distriat,

Now, |t happened that soma children
in the family to whom he sold milk
were taken lil, and the dootor diag-
nosed the cause as comiog direct
from the milk. And the man was
warned abour It
He loughed at the idea, but con-
tinued to mell his milk. Bome of hia
workers were taken (il, which cost
him & suin of money in the way of
compensation. Hut he went right on

One of the children died, however,
and then things ook a turn.

The public authorities traced the
death of the ¢hild stralght to the
gorma of the diseased cow owned by
this man who @ld not believe in germs.

He l:ll stopped from selling milk
and the particular cow wus disposed
of by the Government.

Now one morning, the man bhimaclf
awoke feeling badly., He used ail
grandmother's oiedicines that he
knew about, but he grew steadily|.
worse, and as a last expediont he had
to ¢all in & doctor. ‘The doctor shook
hisg bhead and told him he hed some
germs (n hin system that were dim.
vult to combat, He discharged the
doctor but continued (0 grow worse.

Hoe wig afrald he wan going to die,
as he seemed tolfall to respond o
the ‘'good old"" remedies. 8o he callid
in another phymiclan who told hum
the same thing, and said If he wanled
his life suved, he would have to send
for another dogtor who WRs'a germ
specialist.

This cortminly went “against the
griln,” but when he grow very waak
he tiad Lo sabmit,

To make o long fable short, thore
was great diiculjy in saving th'a
man's Hte, and he was only saved by
the skin of hia testh, It was only
afier the mont improved method of
nolentific treatment in  combating
germa that he found himeeif out of

gult or imposaible handle the in-

Da- |greased tolegrapn auring the
grons war - & AT
'-'\f W n Bl b e el R G
i L ‘{-L.-. ALy

§ il .

aanger,
He was satounded when he was
. "." 1 :-' Py .Q—"_‘J ----I

By Sophie Irene Loeb

shown through ‘the microscopa the
real live though deadly germs that
had beom in his aystem.

He became the greatest advooate
In the extermination of germs and
expounded this moml:

NEW (ERMS, LAKE OLD TIME
AND TIDE, WAIT FOR NO MAN,

LL the world knows the story of
Major 'Whittifaey and the fa-
mous ‘‘Lost Battallon” of the

Argonne, but very few persons know

.By Roy L.

OU'D never guess who I met
to-day!"” remarked Mrs, Jarr,
and without waiting for an
answer continued, ‘“I'ne J. Will Bick.
erstaffs, They are back from the
seaxhore and they'reo going to Lie
mountains! Now, what do you think
of that?™

Mr. Jarr d4d not appear to think
anything at all about it. He didn't
even pause in reading the racing re.
sulta and basaball final scorea tn the
strike and other outdoor sports Dews
extira he had in hand,

“l think you might anawer & per-
son when one speaks 'to you!" sald
Mra, Jarr, with a shade of irascl-
bility {n her voice. I told you I met
thae J. Will Bickerstafrs!"

“Whaut should 1 bhave said?’ re-
plied Mr. Jarr. "1 don't know the
Biggeratifia!”

"Bickerstuffs! Bickerstaffa! You
know lhem well enough, If you'd ad.
mlt. i, replied Mra Jarr. “Don‘t
you remember when they lived In the
next fat o un and ware much quiet
©eople? His mother lived with them
then.”

“1f his mother or her mother lived

i

nicely togother, no matler how quict
they were,” sald Mr, Jarr,

"I gon't llke to hionr you speak that
way,” sald Mra, Jurr, “You can‘t
suy that my mother ever made any
tfoulle between us, When she was
wid we worn enguged she criod bit.
Lerly.
didn't think It for the best, espocially
as Mr. Polineky, who sonle pevplo
wald was o real FPolish Prince, and

us d builder In our meighborhood at

attention!"

B0, thou couldst have been
Folisk Princess and the
fride then, but Wdward Jarr,

young Iife?’ usked Mr, Jarr. distrust than love
o8, and you asedn’t sneer at Mr. wum‘uﬂ&.h’.
P adag. Ve T e N el S el e U LK :
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The Jarr Family

COuwprright, 1915, by The Fress Publisking Co. (The New York Breniuy World).

Only the Wealthy Can Afford to Be Wicked.

with them they 4ild pot get along

And she afterward sald ahe

a young man who was doing eo woll
the time, was paying me such marked

a
bullder's
the
blighter, came aAnd bllighted thy fair

McCardell

Folinsky, either,” sald Mrs. Jarr
"Mamma always said be would mike
A very good husband, he was always
80 qulet. But I wouldn't listen.”

“Listen to wooer or mother?' in-
quired Mr. Jarr,

‘“I'c neither of them,” she replied.
“However,” this with a ltte sigh,
“it's too Iate now, and Coynt Po-
linaky, as everybody called  him,
tnhod during the war and was sent
to jall for defrauding people—ihough
mamme always insists jt was a brok-
on heart that made him commit the
forgery—and, as 1 was saying, abput
the Bickerstaffs, don't you remember
the night we bheard a amack AOrons
the air shaft and beard Mr, Bleker-
staff crylag and then Mra, Bicker-
siafl'n voleco saying: ‘I couldn't help
it, mother, when ha so rudely called
you & falsifler." y

“What sort of a amack was I, a
kimsing smack, a fighting smack or a
fishing amack wa heard?' aasked, Mr.
Jarr,

"You needn’t be sarcastic,” sald
Mra. Jarr. "And, anyway, I notice
you do not take me everywhere with
You as Mr, Bickerstaf® does his wife,
Bhe even goea to business with him."

“You can come along to business
with me, too, old girl If you want
Plo, but it'a dull st the ofMue thehe
days” sald Mr. Jare, “besides it's a
long, long walk wheo the transpor-
tation systems are tied up.”

“Oh, well,” sald Mra. Jare. “There's
always something suspicious about &
couple who are always together like
those' Blckerstaffs are. Everybody
knows that he used to drink terribly
every chunce he got, and still does,
somehow, and shes firls outrageoualy,
and he knows IL"”

“#6 ho watohoa hor and ahe
watches him7 asked My, Jarr,

“Of course,” replied Mra Jarr,
“Everybody knows that Neolthar
trusis the other; you'l generally find
that those peoples who are always to-
gother thut way m bound mores by

the story of the "Lost Battalion of
Faradise.”

After the young men of the village
had gone to war the duty ol defend-
ing Paradise against the Central
Fowers deveolved upon the SherI's
Mieserve, whose members were beyond
the age limit or had other disabiiities.
True, there was a Home Guard of

| volunteer militia, but It had no armas,

and as the aged colored man sald of
pear beer, it had "no authority.”

The old boys, thres companies of
four squads each, which together
formed what they called a “battalion,”
made a brave show In their bluswuni-
forms and Ctaps, armed with night
sticks and revolvers, belng careful in
rospoct to the latter to obey the in-
Junction of thelr leader, Chief Bnow
of Fire Department fame, to "“always
Lesp the nozsie toward the ground.™

There were envious persons who
suggested a crutch drill and a wheel
chair hike, but the home warriors
treated such suggestions with de-
served socorn.

“Captain,” sald the Chisf to Capt
Diek of No. § Company one regular
drill pight, “you take charge of the
battalion to-night and go easy--it's
awful hot and dusty, and ! you see
the enemy don't attuck him, but oul-
manosuyre him.*™

Capt. Dick gawa the battalion
“squads right,” and astarted on a
roundabout hike for the shore road,
eventually describing an oval and
starting back to G. H. Q—itha Fire
House,

With the battalion swinging along
in "company fronl,' the commuander
thought ha bed arrived at the cor-
per of a broad, paved, lighted street,
where hp intended to turn toward Lhe
Fire House.

Al the command “squads right" the
battalion turned in squad formation
t¢ the right, but had not gone far
until it d!-courM that the street wia

“and as [ don't need any wntcbtng,
bolng u nteady skate, you won't miod
then if | go down to business un-
chapsroned as usual Lo-morrow
morning, 1 promise to be good, be-
wldes 've only got lunch moncy and
it's hard o be wicked unleas one has
4 wad"

“I hope you are good boomuse you
haven't the Igelination to be wicked
and not b«.x.n you haven't (he
wherewlthal, You khow the old say-
Ing, "To the re All Things Are
Pure,' " replied Mra. Jarr,

“But the high cost of wickedness
thens days changss It to read: ‘To

the Poor All Thingd Are Pure,’ " Mr,
Jarr inalsted,

- - B L

The Gdji Life of a Commuter By Rube Towne

Or Trailing the Bunch From Paradise

mﬁtl’ll.hmh‘m& (The New Tork Eviaing World),

The Original “Lost Battalion.”

not broad or paved or lighted—in fach
it was Bot o strect in one sense, but
A stesp hill, dark as pitch and the
dust a bhalf foot thick in the rondway.
Almo it was a part of the village with
which the Captaln was enlirely une-
fumuliar, L]

Clyobing the bill in the dust and
dark the old boys began to wheete
and scraps the streams of perapirss
tion from their faces. |

“Whew! what the what, BilIt*

“No talking in the ranks!™ ordersd
the commander. “Battalign halt! As
easo!”  Sardonle laughbter greeted
this last command.

“Cap, haven't you made & Tis-
take?* asked the Chief stepping up.

“No, sln" replied Capt. Dick cons
fidently.

“Do you know what stree@his lat

“Sure, Plke's Pesk Avenus, or ought
e be

resumed the Captain poticed that the
battalion was marking time and not
advancing.

“What's the matter there? Why
don't you go aheid; forward march!”

"Fence!™ called out the Sergeant of
No. 1 Company.

“Battallon balt!*
loughter,

The Captain back-stepped them
until he thought he hiad room to turs
and then gave It "column right!*

Id another moment It was marking
time and the Hergeant called out
aguin, ‘jlv‘encu!"

“Back«step, march!" cried the Caps
tain,

"Wang!"” The rear rank of the rear
squad had backed inlo another fence.

The/ Puradise battalion wus ia & vul
de s, pocketed

More sardonie

Dick wan not willlng o make any ad-
misslons, It was s desperate situn-
Mon and it called [or desperale kcs

HNLI
"Hideslep (o the right, margh!*
he called. “Company hult! Are yoy
cloar now ™™ he asked
“Al right!" replied the Sergeunt
“Column right!" and with the com-
mand the batlalion startpd W retrace
i line of mareh,
"Now you've gul

‘om, Cuap™ shid

the Chiefl; “mow bactk w the Fire
House,
Hut Capt. Dick made w desperate

effort lo recover his goat Ho saw
n glowm of lght toward the bay and
At the command “column left® the
battallon turned down i dark narpow
strect, torn up for sewor conneation,
but which finally led bim buck Lo the
shore road.

At the Fire Mouso when the bat.
talion was diumissed, the Chisf ssid;

“What was the big ide Cap?
You'll admit now that you Jfro IOI.
w?u you

‘Lost pothing,"” replisd the Ca
“fust u naw idea n'? mine, hut,pgu.'gq'g
tell tha boys: they might ¥ol sosey

an cadurance

that was an '

Five minutes after the march was r

The chlef wus chuckling, but Capey T

¥

.
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