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Shirt=-Sleeve Soldiers

Tt Is an Inspiring Story That Comes Back From the
Front.
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The Ruin of Belgium

It Must Be the First Thing Paid for When Settlement
Comes, and It Must Be Paid for IN FULL.

The utter wantonness of the treatment of Belgium by

' 4he Germans is arounsing a sense of indecency in the sodls

even of those who bear allegiance to the flag under which the
grimmest of revenges is being taken.

Maximilian Harden, discussing the Belgian question in
Die Zukunft, concludes his article by saging: * .

_“‘International law forbids Germany to retain
even one pebble of Belgian streets and commands

Germany to return Belgium to the condition before

invasion. Is Belgium, as a chancellor, a state sec-

retary and an ambassador have confessed, an inno-
cent victim of German self-defense? Then we have

to ask its forgiveness and not force conditions upon

it. This is a question of the decency, morality, and

honor of a nation.”’

The demands which are being made on Belgium by her
military masters now amount in taxes to 60,000,000 francs
per month, or about 750 francs per person. ‘The economic
ruin of the country has been determined upon and is being
forced to the limit.

One thing must stand by itself when the time for settle-
ment is reached, and that is the demands of Belgium. Full
payment for her anguish cannot and must not be made a
matter of n ; it must always be a matter of de-
mand, with the arm of every ally behind it.

Those Who Lath at the
Drunken Man

We Dlustrate the Persisting Brutality in Homan Natare.

How often have you seen a drunken man stagger along
themt?m

His clothes are soiled from falling, his face is bruised,
his eyes are dull. Sometimes he curses the boys that tease

him. Bometimes he tries to smile, in a en effort to
placate pitiless, childish cruelty.

His body, worn out, can stand no more, and he mum-
bles % he is GOING HOME.

children te him, throw at la
at him, running shead of him. Dy A T T
GROWN MEN AND WOMEN, T0O, OFTEN LAUGH

THE CHILDREN, nudge each other, and actually
humeor in the sight of a human being sunk below the

gight of & drunken man going home should make
and woman sad and sympathetic, and, hor-
is, it should be inspiring, in
to avold to help others

ING HOME. -
who are afraid of him, to
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Dear Miss Jordan:

Pleass writs about consclence
What s consclence? And why do
some pecple have more of it than
others? HENRY.

ONSCIENCE, Henry, is
that faculty in us which
enables us to judge the

moral value of our own motives
and actions. and to decide whether
these are good or bad.

It is the “still, small voice” in
us, heard only by our spiritual
ears. It guides our actions if we
ar: willing to be guided by our
moral sense.

You had your first illustration
of this, perhaps, when one day you
ran away from school. You start-
ed off intending to go to school.
You kissed your mother good-by
and trotted awsy with your litile
lunch basket.

It was a beautiful day in June
You had to walk a mile to the
schoolhouse, and everything along
the roadside cslled to you. The
woods that stretched to the right
and left were green and cool. The
brook that ran slong beside yon
for part of your way seemed to
be laughing at you for having to
go to :

Just then met Georgie
Jones. He had = fish line and a
tin can full of worms. He wasn't
going to school, he scornfully told
you. He was going fishing. He
dared to go with him.

You hesitated. Yon wanted to go
more than you had ever wantad to
do anything. But It meant a bad
time at home when you wera found

|| out. The thought of that bad time

st home distarbed you. Perhaps
it would take the form of a whip-
ping

You thought It over. You de-

Conscience Points Our Conduct in Life
By Elizabeth Jordan mm“m”&? .
hot johnny cake and the other

things you especially liked.

When you were in bed that night
she came upstairs, as sho often
did, to see that you were all right.
You were. You told her so. In
your heart you wished she would
go away instead of sitting there
smiling at you with that affection-
ate look in her brewn eyes. You
felt very queer—not exactly sick,
but very uncomfortable.

You did not know it, Henry, but
in that hour a conscience was born
in you. It was there, and it had
come to stay, In later years you
might ignore it at times, but you
could never again wholly forget it
After that, when you did wrong,
you knew that it was wrong. Your
conscience told yon so. And often,
many, many times, it kept you
from doing wrong.

Your mother bent forward to
kiss you good-night.

“Say, ma,” you blurted, “I—J—

cided that & day of fishing would be
worth a whipping.

*Aw right.,” you sald to Georgia

“I'll go!" The two of you started
off with a whoop.

You had a wonderful day, you
and Georgia. At noon thers was
your basket of lunch. It was a fine
lunch; bread and bufter, apple ple,
and doughnuts, packed by Yyour
mother’s careful hands.

You shared it with Georgle, to
the last erumb. And after the
lunch you and Georgia lsy beside
the brook and talked. Yes, it was
& great day. Not once during the
glorious, sun-washed length of 1t
did you feel that you were not do-
ing right.

You saw to it that yon were
home by 4 o'clock. You walked in
as if you had been at school. Your

mother smilingly gave you the
piecs of bread and butter and the
two buge doughnuts you always
demanded after school. At first
you were nervous, but as the even-
iog wore on you felt safe.

Your mother had no suspicion
that you had played hookey. The
teacher had not sent any of the
other pupils to ask about you, on
their way home, as she some-
times did. You were pafe. You
had had your day, and you would
have no whipping.

Your mother ngked you one or
two guestions t school — the.
kind she always azked. To answer
them you had to lie to her. You
did it

But something about the situa-
tion began to geem wrong. Your

We Need a L SUE A W e
Once Overs  uniform Dress. Yeu demr” e schoal

today. I—I—went fishin'!"

She kissed vou sgsin. “T know
dear,” she said “I've bemn hoping
you would tell me.”

She kissed you again, and you
went to sleep. You felt very
happy. You didn't know that the
hour had given you the gift of a
consclence to carry around all the
rest of your lif» and rejoice over
at times and growl over at other
times.

What is it, Henry? Oh, yes,
those others. They are the unfor-
tunates of lifc—the tragic men
and women who have not been
taught 101- :dould x-.u::t1 learn how
gloriously i ispensable a posses-
sion & conscience is.

Cogrright, Isimroations] News Servies, 1ML

Why frot and stew 30 much about your clothea?

As long as you are neatly dressed you have nothing to worry about

Only those short in mental capacity think continually of dress, and
the ones who make remarks about what othar persons wear are in the
same class.

What do you cars for the good opinion of the man and woman who
oatalogue svary one with whom they come In contact by their style of togs?

Soccessful men aim to be attired nestly, but clothes are pot an ob-
peasion.

Dress your part, whether it be the hod carrier or the millionalrs.

Not that dress shonld be the badge of your occupation, but that it
ghould be suitable to the occasion and the occupation.

Clothes should be as much & part of the personality that they will
not be notlceahls—that 18, no one thing should impress the eye.

Flashy clothing bespeaks vanity.

Get right down to s sensible basis: think more of right living and as
complishing something worth whils than you do of clothes,

THERE, YouR
TE 1S CRooKED
AGAIN !

LET—E{EWEDDNG BELLS RING Ol}fm

JULY . 23, 1918 -

Occoguan
There He will Learn What a Clesn Farm fn Five Dollars Fine is s
Punishment for Feeding Typheid to a Baby

A ———

Now that the plea
down and it is clearly
milk, it is the duty of the

Ninety days should be increased to ninety

MURDERER, injecting poison into his vietim’s food, would
_hhtoﬁﬁth.muh _
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OLD DAYS,

*Who recalls the days when BOB
BARR pitched the old Washington
Nationals to victory nt the grounds
at New Jersey avenue,- B to C
streets northwest?

“And if | remember rightly it was
Captain Baker who called the bluff
of the'New York's center flelder and
took the extra ball from him-—when
that bunch rang in a dead ball on us
when we were at bat.™—0ld Boy.

E

. & @
Of course the practical diffienity
lies in the fact that many women
oot care to accept offers to ride
strangers. Many men, (0o, who
offeraed women rides in

L]

DR L. V. DIETER, bactdrio-
logist of the Health Office, has
{nventsd an anti-germ drinking
fountain which bhe has put up to
the Commissioners for approval
You read, perhaps ,that the pres-
ent pretty little bubble fountain
is NOT germ proof and that the
health office believes it is sami-
tary in name only. DR. DIETER
has made tests which show that

stewards or deacons, or whatever, of
the old Fourth Street, East, Mstho-
dist Church, who after passing round
the hat, parted their coat tails in the
middle as they tially sat
down. IMPIOUS THE FIRST.

. = »

SIC 'EM.

Clarence Wilson rounds up sixteen
more profitesring grocers. "Atta Boy!
If the housekeepers will tall Clarence
just where the exorbitant storeksep-
ernmlocnled.udwllimd?:

the sales tick~ts, the
soon be extin. . m

germs of disease can and do stay
on the bubble fountain, as com-
structed in its present form. The
new model he has designed so far
has defled our leading bacteria,
and if the Commissioners approve
it, we will be a safer city than
ever,

Those Who Laugh at the Drunken Man
(Continued fyom First Column.)

the world—to suffer bitter remorse himself after having

inflicted suffering on those whom he should protect.

| AND AS GOES HOME MEN AND WOMEN,

|KNOWING WHAT THE HOME.COMING MEANS,

'LAUGH AT HIM AND ENJOY THE SIGHT.

I In the old days in the arena it
;thntbrothenwm:estoﬁchtaachother. When
l

re-
fused to fight they were forced to it by red-hot irons
to their backs.

We have progressed beyond the moral condition of
‘human beings guilty of such brutality as that. But we can-
'mot call ourselves civilized while our imaginations and sym-
pathies are so dull that the reeling drunkard is thought aa

Iamndngspmh.

1t ol
i o

!

. N -
'_.,._i._m.
g - v

.

-y .
i

Send the Dirty Milk Man to| §
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