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burden of glasses for no other reason than

Improvements are constantly made in
lighting systems of all sorts; and since good
lights properly placed are essentials to the
well-being of any home, it is most desirable
that lighting fixtures of any sort remain

“honee—Branch Exchange Connectiug All Departments.
Call 34 or 25. Boclety Editor 1260,

Progress and Sanity. |

VERY setting of progressive eggs|
may hatch a few freaks. ‘

Idaho has started on a program of un-|
precedented development. In this onward|
march Boise is endeavoring to keep up with |
the procession. Most everybody is for it;|
and when that condition obtains it becomes |
very attractive to the visionary, to the dmn-‘
agogue, to the fakir.

Those who have never before taken an|
active interest in building, erect air castles|
and say to the public. ‘‘See what we have|
done.” f

Those who have never aided in the de-|
velopment of payrolls build them out ur"‘
hot air and say to the public: *“Ob-!
serve what wonderful benefactors we aro.”;»

Those who note a publie demand for rea-|
sonable improvements, tear about with
sudden nervousness and energy and out-
Babel Babel in proposing impractical|
things. ’

These are freaks hatched from the cggsi Ot the things I've left behind.

of advancement.

Building to be beneficial must be of a

permanent character. It must be solid and |

This thought should be firmly held in
mind by all classes of our citizens—that it
isn’t the skillful promiser who produces
lasting and beneficial results but the sub-
stantial man who goes about his labors de-
liberately, with a well defined plan, and |
gets results. |

Whenever the public decides to open its
purse strings to improvements the skillful
promiser is on the job painting rainbows
and talking Utopia.

It is to be regretted that in the past some
of them have succeeded in fooling the pub-
lic into giving them authority—but in
every instance they have proven sad dis-
appointments.

Their dreams have been for them the|
nocturnal pleasantries of the pipe and for|
the public—NIGHTMARES.

The experiences of the past with such |
impractical men surely has taught its les-|
son that avoidance is the only safe remedy
—relegating them and clinging steadfast-
ly to real merit and programs of substance,

’

Progress and sanity must go hand in!
hand or we build on shifting sand and place
a false brand of leadership on the medioere
and unsafe.

Fix the Fixtures.
ALLPAPER of the latest edition;
furniture of oak or willow as fash-
ion may decree; woodwork mahog-
anized or some in white enamel; beds of
metal or maple according to the last word
in house furnishing; but for some strange
reason lighting fixtures are often over-
looked in this passionate following of the

mode.

Perhaps their doom was sealed when

they were first called “‘fixtures.”
Much of the harmony of family life de-
pends upon the character of the evening
Jamp. Many a wifely headache ascribed
tonerves is due to eyestrain caused by poor
- light. Many an irritable man grabs his hat
_ and rushes out of the house at night never
dreaming that what is really irritated is the
optic nerve. Many a child is domed to tho

v

in the country,

true to their name only so long as by virtue
of their position and design they give a

maximum of ecomfort.
e ——————

PUTTING IN THE PUNCH.
By PEPS,

“MAN Empties Six-Shooter at Rival But Bullets Go
Wild."—Headline, Missing on all six cylinders, as it were,

MODERN Patrick Henryism:
us league,”

“Glive us liberty or xlve'

MESSRS. Wilson and Taft have found a Lodge in their
vast wilderness.

ENTERPRISING reporter advises that “soldlers are
coming back from France across the Atlantle,” Under-
stand that's the usual route.

DON'T forget:
to church,

Tomorrow is the day you (should) go

MERELY a typographical error, of course, but beastly
embarrassing to a Democratic newspaper to print it “ex-
Speaker Chump Clark,”

“Our roads are to be made better during the next two
vears,” writes a correspondent. The next best thing is
to make them better permanently,

GOOD-BYE, March, You dealt us a lot of misery. We
often wonder why the dickens J. Caesar ever invented you,

NAVY department gives a list of our big fighters but
does not mention Jess Willard.

“A HITOH IN HELL.'

I'm sitting here athinking

I'd hate to put on paper
| Just what runs through my mind,
‘ I've dug a million trenches,
And cleared ten miles of ground,
| And & meaner place this side of hell P
I know it can't be found,
But there is one consolation,
Gather closely while I tell,
For when I die, I'll go to heaven,
For I've done my hitch in hell.

substantial. It eannot be started on suud:
nor finished out of thin air. It should be|
ornate as well as sturdy, but it cannot en-
dure if it be of the tinsel and shell that
please the fancy momentarily only to fade
and collapse—the production of the Fool-
ish Builder. ™

\~

I've built a hundred kitchens,

For the cooks to stew our slum,

| I've stood a hundred guard mounts,
[ And soldiered in the sun,

I've washed a milllon mess kits,
And pecled a million spuds,

And strapped a hundred thousand blanket rolls,
And washed a million duds, ’
The number of parades I've made

Is really hard to tell,

But I won’t parade in heaven,

For I've done my hitch in hell,

When the final taps is sounded,
And T lay aslde my cares;
And I do my very last parade
Right up the golden stalrs,
The angels ‘Il bld me welcoms,
And the harps will begin to play,
And T'll issue a million canteen checks,
And spend them in a day.
And then old St. Peter
Will tell me loudly with a yell,
Take a front seat, soldier,
For you've done your hitch in hell.
BGT, H. J. SCHUETER,
Co. IV, 364th Inf, A, B, ™.

WE HAVE WITH US THIS EVENING.

Shoeless he climbed the stalrs, opened the door of the
room, entered and closed it after him without being de-
tected. Just as he was about to get into bed his wife,
half-aroused from slumber, turned and sleepily said:

“Is that you, Fido?"

The husband telling the rest of the story, said:

“For once in my 1Me I had real presence of mind, 1

licked her hand.” \

Private Eph Johnson had never meen a larger body of
water than the creek at home, The first day on his trip
across was interesting. The next day he was tired; the
third day he was still more tired of the monotony of the
ocean and he refused to look at It after the fourth day.

Suddenly he was called by a friend,

“What do you want?" he answered dully from his berth,

“Dar's a sailin’ ship goin' by, Come an’ 800 a sailin’
ship.”

“Look a here, nigger,” came the sharp retort, “I'm
done sick of yoah sallin' boats and whales. I'll done sall
into you if you don't remember what I told you before,
Call me when you see a tree, and foah nothin' else.”

Tom Johnson olaims that the oldest joke Is the one
about tHe Irish soldler who saw a shell coming and made
a low bow. The shell missed him and took off the head
of the man behind him,

“Sure,” sald Pat. “Ye never knew a man to lose any-
thing by being polite”

REPUBLIOAN OBLIGATIONS IN THE SIXTY-
SIXTH OONGRESS,

(New York Sun)

No congress has ever faced harder tasks than those the
Sixty-sixth must dispose of. If the Republicans do their
duty as it should be done, they will restore the legislative
department of the government to the credit and respect in-
dependence and patriotism can win for it, They will make
it truly coordinate, not subordinate, as it has been. They
wiil inaist on full recognition of their rights and exerclse
these rights without fear or favor, for the benefit of the
whole people and not for the advantage of any certain class

H*%

went abroad with the Y. M, C. A

ed Cross?

home, aren't you, girls?

You can't see how it is that you have to stay at
home mulling along helping little brother with his
lessons and little sister with her arithmetic, and
keeping them both quiet when Mother has a headache, and making the
house cheerful for Father when he's worried about Jim, who hasn't been
heard from for some time over there.

Or perhaps you're working in your own local Red Cross at home and
you're awfully tired of it. You wish you could get up something new,
and you don't tec why somebody else always yets all the good chances
and you never get any at all. And you think yon were born nnder an
unlucky star—what did that fortune teller say the time you went to

the gypsy camp?

OW is Mary Smith doing over tlicre
What s happened to Kate Johrson since she
?

Is Ellen Jones doing hereelf and her town credit

in the Y. W, C. A, work in Belgium?
That is what vou're thinking back there at

BLACK

Copyright, 1319, by

in the

Well, now, just let me tell you something, but first I want to ask

you something.

+

T Nothing Amatingly Romantic |

Was Mary a nvlee girl at home? Did she hlvevlots of friends and
lots of good times? Was she sensible and quick-witted and good-natured

and humorous ?
Did she know how to make
bright fuce on a dull situation?

the best of a bad job and how to put a

Could she make an awkward, self-conscious boy feel at ease and at
home, and forget the size of his feet and the way his collar didn’t fit?

Did she think of other peonle ns well as of herself?

Was she a

WRITES
ABOUT

Newspaper Feat

bright spot in her little worl

they saw her coming ?

way down in Constantinople,
with her,

Our Girls

Service, Inc.

Were people glad to see

Well, now you're answered!

Mary Smith has found in France or in Belgium or in Italy, or even :
, just exactly what she took away from home ,
and not one whit more or less. s

If Kate Johnson was a bright, good-humored, happy girl at home,
she was a success in whatever she did there, and the same
making her a success over here—be sure of that. "

Ellen Jones has brought her town and her town way of looking at
things right along with her in her little American trunk, and everybody
who gets one good look at her knows it, even though it's only the porter
who carries her bag for her down the gangplank of the steamer.

If Ellen was seasick, or if she was a good sailor, she was Ellen Jones

just the same, and—whisper—there isn’t anything very romantic in office
work, no matter where you do it.

d—or a cloudy place?
her, or did they all look the other way when

Was her smile really a smile or just a twist of the lips?

qualities are

I——'h.. Same Old Mary j‘

Mary and Kate and %llen are no doubt meeting a whole lot of husky
young Americans over here, just exactly the same kind of boys that live

right in the next town at home.

Mary told me the other day that she had a perfectly lovely time at

a Y. M. C. A. dance.

But still, sitting in an office all day and making lists of men and
pension when you're off duty isn't exactly what yeu

shivering in a French
might call thrilling, after all.
How is Mary doing over here?

Just exactly as she was doing over there,

same old Mary.

for she’s just exactly the

[ ADVICE TO GIRLS

By Annie Laurie

DBAH ANNIE LAURIE:

I am a newly married girl, 19
years old. My husband Is very good
to me, but very jealous, and If I smile
or laugh and talk with his brother
or other boys he says I pay more
attention to them and care more for
them than I do for him.

Now, I love him very much. Wil
you please advise me how to make
him understand I love him and ne
one else. ANXIOUS,

NXIOUS: You are rather a young
A bride and will bave to be careful
not to give your husband cause to

be jealous for a couple of years. In that
length of time he will gain confidence In

aocept gifts from a young man
unless you are engaged.

If you wish to remember him on a
holiday or his birthday send him a card
with an appropriate verse. This Is al-
waya appreciated and doesn't place him
under obligation.

PERPLEXED: It is very unwise to|

DEAR ANNIE LAURIE:

I am 18 years old, and am madly
fn Jove with a young man of 21. I
made him angry by failing to meet
him one evening because I could not.
1 wrote and explained the reason,

P

him?

EGGY: If the young man refuses
to accept your explanation don't you
think you would be happler without

There might be many times when you

could not do just as he wished, and if he
Is going to be angry each time you will
not be very happy, my dear.

DEAR ANNIE LAURIE:

I am a girl of 15, and I am In
love with a boy about the same age.
I love him very much, and I beleve
he loves me.

There is another girl who lkes this

EAILOUS BLUR EYES: Young men

really don’t like girlsa who are bold—

not in the way you would wish to be
liked.

But don’t be jealous, my dear, for it
only reacts upon yourself and causes
you heartaches. Be cheery and pleasant,
and if the young man continues his at-
tentions to the girl just be too busy o
#see him. Of course, you cannot dictate
what he shall do, but you can decide
what you will do yourself, and you need
not receive him If he doesn't behave ao-
cording to your notion of what is right.

you and will not be so oritioal about
your attention to others. When a girl
him,

but recelved no answer. My parents
sald that I was only foolish about
him and that I would soon forget

boy, and she tries to show her love
for him every way she can. Bhe
says things to him to show her love

But try to be loss eritical of ether
girls, won't you?

she should be willing to give up
fAirting, even of the moest innocent and

DIAR ANNIE LAURIE:

‘Would it be propér to give a pres-
ent to & gentleman fll"infnd it he gave

we one? RPLEXED.

It has been nearly flve months
since I saw him, and T still care for
him, even more than before.

Will you please tell me how to win
him back or if it would be better to
let him go, and If you think my love
for him is only foolishness? PEGGY,

that I would not say.
When I am with him T try to be

natural and to treat him as I do |inquiry on

every boy.

Annie Laurio win ;uloouc ltetters of
b, o,

from young women ru"crl of this np:r:

Now please tell me which one of us | .nd « il rejiy to them in theso columms.

do you think he will like the better?
JEALOUS BLUE EYES.

Letters to Miss Laurie show
drossed to her, care this office.

b od-

Qoday’s Fashion

Faasans By MME. FRANCES wanal

Fiehl
l“\\t{l i

Ovgmndie

Makes This Aftermcom
CREAM charmeuss satin undersity
A gives to (h's afterncen gown of
lavender organdie an unusual

touch, yecause the allp shows several
inches below the tucked overskirt eof
organdle.

This idea of satin undersiips for er
gandle frocks is much In favor at pres-
ent. Giving the opportunity for lovely
color contraasta, it will attain popularity
as summer approaches. The blouse of
this gown _shows a fiat vest of organdie
trom whi® tucks run around the body.

Similar rows of tucks trim the slecves

feature that will be popular on summer
gowns. A girdle of violet velvet ribben
ties the waistiine of the frock.

ODD FACTS

Anne, queen of Great Britain and ire-
land, was the giver of the first bell i
America. This bell was unearthed sev-
eral years ago underneath a stage in
the gulld hall of Trinity Church at New-
port, R. I,

the present of Queen Anne. It
bears the date of 1703, which was the
year Anne succeeded to
throne, following the death of Willlam.
declare that it is undoubtediy
the oldest bell In America, or, at least,
in the northern continent. It is half &
century oldor than Phlladelphia's fa-
mous *‘Liberty bell,” which was cast in
1788. This ia not the only bell given the
Newport church by Queen Anne, but the
other was melted many years ago and,
with other material, was cast into the
large bell now in the church tower.

INFORMATION.

——

Nearly 70,000,000 wild animals are
killed yearly for the sake of their fur.

The Second Presbyterian church of
Philadelphla celebrated its one hundred
and seventy-fifth anniversary recently.

The profession of prompter is more
suited to women than to men, as their
voloes carry better across the stage and
are less audible in the auditorium.

Miss Carrie Stathem of Briageton,
has resigned as Cumberland

MY SOLDIER HUSBAND

ADELE GARRISON’S NEW PHASE OF |

REVELATIONS OF A WIFE

What Dicky Said When He Realized That Madge Really Was Working.

creduloualy. *What do you mean?"”
For a moment I was helpless,
dismayed befors this sudden necessity
of telling Dicky of my teaching in the
Bayview high school, a fact which all
of us had conspired to keep from him.
A covert glance at the faces of my father
and my mother-in-law revealed that they
shared my panic. Then Dicky's brows
contracted into a frown, and I gathered
my scattered faculties together and
made as brave a front as possible.
“Why, you see, dear,” I sald placating-
ly. “‘after you left I had an exceptional
opportunity to teach in the Bayview
Righ school, and I accepted It."
Dicky stared at me a moment blankly
as If trying to take In what I was say-

5 FTER school?” Dicky echoed in-

here has gona on beautifully. Margaret
really has munaged very nicely”—I
squirmed under the patronizing tone,
which, however, I realized she couldn't
help using—'‘and the baby has been per-
fectly mafe with me, if that's what you
aro worrying about."”

She was palpably “fishing’” now. 1
saw an Involuntary grin twitch Dicky's
mouth, though his face was still dark
with displeasure.

““We'll concede that you're the best
baby tender In the world,” he tossed
the words to her carclessly, and turned
back to me, his frown deepening.

“Look here!" he demanded, “Is that
chap who talked to me today, that
Stockbridge—are you working for him?"

“‘He s the principal of the school,” I
replied quletly.

"l'he angry flush in Dicky's cheeks

. Then he spoke, 1 .

“‘Is this a Joke?" he demanded.

I quailed inwardly at his tone, but I
Rept my face and volce calm.

“Indeed, no,” I returned. “It's a stern
reality.”

He turned to his mother with
ure which had the effect of h

Postponing Explanations.

“Here's a devil of a note!" he sald
angrily. “Come all the way back from
the cemetery and have to get permis-
sion from some lantern-jawed, knock-

aside

“May I ask,” he sald Icily, “why you
thought it necessary to keep me In
dgnorance of this—this—performance?”*

My mother-In-law's eyes flashed. I
®aw that she was arming herself for the
fray, felt a sudden rush of confidence in
her powers.

“Don’'t make m fool of yourselft be-
cause you know how, Richard,” she ad-
vised tartly, quite In her old manner,
and I realised, with a feeling that I had
penetrated another hidden cerner of my
mother-in-law’s complex personality,
that not even her intense joy at her
Son's return could make her sacrifice
her senee of justice.

““We didn’t tell you,"” she went on, “be-
cause we did not wish you to have one
thing o worry about. And everything

kneed d le before you can talk to
your own wife. Well, we'll just put an
end to that now. Just telephone him
your resignation after dinner. I mup-
Pose the gink has a telephone” His
manner expressed a lofty doubt of Mr.
Stockbridge's possession of that con-
venience.

“Oh, yes, I can easily reach him this
evening.” I frantically selzed this
chance to turn the conversation, post-
pone the explanation I saw coming. My
mother-in-law had opened her mouth to
remonsirate again with her irate son,
but I flung her an agonized glance of
entreaty, and for a wonder she kept
silence.

Then my father herolcally threw him-
self into the breach with a pertinent
question concerning Dicky's experiences,
and the rest of the dinner, as well as

that part of the evening shared by the
elder people, passed off smoothly with
no other reference to my teaching.

Indecd, when at last we were alone 1
hoped for a short t!me that Dicky had
forgotten his grievance, 1 there was
no hint of anything but passionate gratl-
tude for our reunion in the clasp of his
arms, the kisses he ralned upea my
face, |

“Do You Mean—"

There was all the more dismay for
me, thercfore, when Dicky murmured
softly:

“You didn’t telephone that chap, after
all, but you're not golng back, are you,
sweetheart?'"

I tightened the clasp of my arms
around his neck and answered plead-
ingly:

“Dearest, don't you ses I ecan't do
that? I signed a contract until the
end of the year. I can't break my werd
like that,”

He sprang up, tearing my arms frem
his neck, pushing me away from him.

“Do you mean to tell me,” he dagan
angrily, then stopped short, pressed hias
lips together, and began to pace the
floor, his face dark and frowning. After
an interval that seemed an eternity he
came back and stood in front of me.
The frowning anger had 4
but I would have preferrsd it to the
coolly indifterent expression that had
replaced it.

“It's probably fust as well,” he sald,
“for your declsion leaves me fr‘n 'u take

|| 1

up 1

thought, of courss, my home-gseming
would find things as they were, and
that you would need what I can earn
at my profession. But now that you're
Independent I can accept the commils-
slon which the government wishes me
to have—that of instructor in one of the
aviation schools. My arm will de in
shape In a few weeks so I can fly again.

Diary of

New

Ideas in a Semi-D:

WANT & semi-dressy streot frock

that will look well with a large or

amall hat, and I don't want blue
serge.”

“Neot blue serge! That is lese majeste,
Mrs., Van Rensselaer. You know blue
aerge is 80 smart, and you always want
& blue aserge street dress,” replied
Madame.

‘“That's just it. I always want blue
serge, and my friends have to look twice
to se¢ if I'm wearing & new gown or
one of my b7 old ones. I want some-
thing different thig time, Madame—what
ia it golng to be? What color are you
going to release from Pandora's box for
me?"” Mrs. Van Rensselmer laughingly

inquired.

“Pandora let everything fly out of her
box except hope, didn't she?'s

“‘Yen, but you always have a box full
of Ideas and colors. Which do you sug-
geost for me?"

‘‘Well, now.” sald Mme. Frances, “I
have & new ocolor called walnut, a
charming shade of warm brown, that's
quite and which will look love-
ly with the red-brown tone in your
and eyes."

“Walnut? I like the sound of the
name. me see mwaterial itself,”

Cdanms Moot oat y
me t out a plece of gabar-
dine in the lovely color which will be

r

‘..l‘ b with that shade. With
“I'm tha! wi
will you trim ity

what
“'For you, I'll trim it with black char-
“No, I dan't care for that. It will
look too old." .
Renaselaer, you couldn *

“Oh. Mrs, Van

a Fashion

»==== By GRACE THORNCLIFFE = - =
essy Frock for Street Wear.

look ola! Bealdes, I have a very effec-
tive idea In mind. I shall use the black
charmeuse for a tight undarskirt, and
this walnut gabardine I'll drape over it
in a long, gracetul tunic, which T will hem .
with a border of black Hercules braid.”
“Now you have my weak spot, Mme.
Frances. You're a fox—you know I al-
Wways like brald. I think it's the amart-
est trimming for serge or gabardine.'"
“Of course it is. Now let me sketch
the frock for you. We'll have an under-
bodice und sl of black ch
Over this I will put this high neck
Jumper of walnut gabardine. Then we'll
use u deslgn of embroldery in black and
walnut floss on this jumper, let a
shaped plece fall over Ilke a collar,
See? Mad sald, drawi

to the yoke featurs of the jumper.
“That's perfectly stunning,” said Mrs.
Van Rensselaer, deligh
“‘On the long, plain sleeves of char-
meuse let's put a row of walnut gabar-
dine buttons and deep Ted cufts
of garbardine. How do you like the
line of that cum?™
“It I8 just what I want, and se un-
m.n.ml looking!" sald Mrs. Van Rens-
r.

“Around the walst I will use a belt of
with hea bw:lEmmn-u How do
you lke t?'llou“.hl.l“tlo




