_A journalist friend of ours from wet, care-free San Francisco happened to spend New Year’s eve
Seattle. He made it a point to see as much of what went on in the downtown district as possible, He
ed to see a wild orgy during the final hours of the saloon regime. In fact, he anticipated: -the
* woald outdo even some of the most abandoned occasions he had witnessed in ‘‘the Paris of

On Saturday this ,journalist wrote his impressions of what he saw for The Seattle Star, and for
papers the country over. He describes what happened so apty and it tallies so exactly with what

oma experienced that we cannot resist reproducing his article. Here it is:

~ ““The saloon will never come back in Seattle. Even the wettest of the wet admit that today. Last
igh dex:onstrated that prohibition was no fluke in Washington. It represents the preponderence of

lentimen ’ : 1'

““Real drunks were exceedingly few on the sireets. Old Bacchus couldn’t stage a real jamboree,

ich as was expected, even as a curtain-closer. Seattle wrung him out as they rang in the new. FAKE
JUNKS TH&RE WERE, HOWEVER, BY THE HUNDREDS. That was one of the curious bits of
yehology of the night. Youngsters just beginning to shave did their best to simulate a jag and got

Away with it in poor shape, mostly. Of course, they had to demonstrate what hardened reprobates and
drinkers they were, And they had their last audience.

“It was like keeping up appearances of illness a reasonable time after a fellow gets his mother to

ow to Keep One New Year Resolution

There’s one new leaf which everybody turns over every New Year day. Tt reads, “‘T WILL SAVLE
0 much of my salary every week.’”” Thousands figure—but few ever get that bank account started.

There are the young men and women earning their first money—wives who by economy can shave
down their household expenses—housemaids—middle aged women, old men on small but regular salaries
~many whom experience has warned to be thrifty—who would like to keep this good New Year resolu-
tion—if they could JUST MANAGE TO GET THAT SAVINGS ACCOUNT OPENED. [
But the marble and bronze elegance of a bank cppalls them. Or they shy at offering only $1 to a

who is accustomed, they think, to handle piles of gold pieces. Or they blunder into a national bank
and are distressed and confused because their account is refused. The interior of a bank is a fearful
mystery to many persons. . :
It is to help just such folk that Uncle Sam established his POSTAL SAVINGS.SYSTEM a few
ago. His bank is in the post office building—which belongs to everybody and where everybody is
at home. His depositors are of all ages over ten years. He wiﬁ sell ten-cent postal savings cards, and
ten-cent postal savings stamps, and when nine stamps are affixed to the card, he will open an account

8

@8t on accounts left with him for one year. p '
~_ Prosperity is about to be with us. As long as Furope holds millions of men in the trenches and out
of the industries, there will be as much work for most of us as we can do. While this work lasts, there
. is a chance to save for a future time when work will be harder to get. Those who find it difficult to ae-
- quire the banking habit will find it easy to learn the postal savings system of UNCLE SAM, BANKER.

U. S. Healthiest Place On Earth

The latest returns of the census bureau, just"published, show the United States to be the healthiest
’f.; for 1914 the death rate in this country is nowplace on the face of the earth. According to the figu
13.6 per 1000 of estimated population—THE LOWEST DEATH RATE ON RECORD.

i 0 make it even clearer, the report shows that there were only 10 deaths in 1914 where there were 11
a decade ago. This result is gathered only from statistics from registration distriets. U nfortunately all
communities do not register accurately the vital statistics, but 25 states and the District of Columbia do.
From these sources and from 32 cities in states that do not keep complete statistics the census bureau’s
‘death rate returns were athered.

~ Incomplete as the returns'are it drives home two points: First, the all important need of nation-
Wwide registration of health and birth and death statistics. - Second, the need, now greater than ever of
the fight to prevent disease. Already it is showing results in the saving of lives—AND NOW THAT IT
I8 PROVED GOOD, KEEP UP THE FIGHT! '

Not One For T. R,?

As to candidales, it is interesting to notice that of 751 opinions obtained by the Literary Di-
t from republican editors, senators and representatives, 249 favor the nomination of Elihu Root,
2 Justice Hughes, 108 Senator Borah, 77 Senator Cummins, 16 Gov. Hiram Johnson.— Exchange,
i And there you are! A lot of republican pencil pushers and so-called leaders misrepresenting the
- rank and file of republicans to whom they sell papers and whom they are supposed to serve. According
to them you’d think the rank and file are for Root and Hughes and Borah and Cummins and no others
and NOT ONE FOR THEODORE ROOSEVELT! Put it to a vote, fellers, put it to a vote!

QUESTIONS THEY WRITE TO | sesunce soommne
CYNTHIA GREY--HER ANSWERS v tore puen

Happiness, Tragedy and- Tears.

Dear Miss Grey: I am a young man still in my 20's. My
parents were strong Lutherans and brought me up as such. It
Was necessary for me to leave school and home to go to work
. before completing a high school course, and my work being
continuous (seven days per week) kept me from attending
. church for a number of years, yet I did not forget the thoughts
and ideas impressed upon my mind.

Since I went to work I have been thrown into personal
contact with men and women of every class, race, creed and
eolor. From the fanataically religious to the athetist, from -the

capitalist to the dollar-a-day miner, from the minister of the

; to the denizens of the underworld. All these I have

: wn personally; have learned their joys, their sorrows,

and the circumstances around them.

In short, I have probably seen a little more of life than
most men of my years, and now, Miss Grey, after having become
~ Mcquainted with life and conditions as they are today I find I
; bumping into a solid stone wall.

Of late, I have had the opportunity to attend church and
have taken advantage of the same; but somehow, for some rea-
or another, everything seems to have changed entirely since

was a boy. Possibly it is my point of view or probably I did
interpret the Bible the same at that time.

I see and hear things expounded by ministers of the gospel,

accepted by apparently intelligent and well educated people
stand in bold contradiction to natural laws and scientific

They seem to bhe dealing in beliefs and supersitions that

yere exploded by cold, calculating science years ago. Students
schools and colleges are taught the natural laws that govern

i and all life in it, which may be proved step by step
probiem in mathematics, yet even a prominent
city stated that these facts must be ignored
with the Holy Bible.
conditions around us that make it physically impossi-

the dments and live while the pulpit
and women for being in certain conditions

: absolutely no control.

Now, N is something fascinating and inspir-
put going to ch and singing those grand old hymns.
is something compelling about them that makes one al-

] the abandon all scientific progress

Hon wgy, or should one forget the

childhood on, and regard

S
1‘

Shnen

.4

A.—Religious arguments or discusisons are like political dis-
cussions: they never get a person anywhere. We have had several
such arguments, and my conclusion is that it is a waste of time and
8| v
While your technical education has been neglected, you have
learned many valuable lessons in the school of Life—the only school
that counts. That is the explanation of your change of views., Cer-
tainly you can obtain no satisfaction from a mminister of the gospel.
He is bound by a creed, and all creeds are narrow. Every Ohristian
¢hurch has a creed, each a little different, yet all of them claim to be
right.

Like you, I arrived at the parting of the ways, My conscience
whispered to me that the church as it is conducted no ys is more
social than spiritual: that it is based upon mammon, dependent upon
money, and that true religion must have no fetters, So I decided
that I would take what good I found in all creeds and bellefs, as in
he other things of Life. I can take nothing for granted, can accept

that cannot be proved; therefore the calculations and self-
evident truths of cold, computating science have a peculiar fascina-
tion for me,

Dear Miss Grey: I trust this subject has not as yet been
exhausted. I have just one word to say.

I wonder why all this hue and cry over the sterilization of
a few insane and degenerate men! Who makes all this outery?
Not the body of American women, I'll venture to say, becausé- if
they were voice their sentiments a cry that would rend the
heavens would be heard. . '

Perhaps in passing down Broadway during a lifetime, one
would never pass a sterilized man, What about women? [ be-
Ifeve I am telling the truth when I say that in ten minutes of
any busy day one would pass many sterilized women, Not de-
generates, not yet insane women, but the very flower of our
American womanhood. You dpn’t hear much outery from the
men about this state of affairs, do you? Why? Because they
know too well that in nearly all the cases tht‘ht.luunlvn
responsible. Woman has never known this. Just
thought she was delicate or had “female weakness,” that
name that certainly covered a multitude of sins, but it wod't

little

hold water any longer.

If about three months after marriage or maybe a
longer, a man had to go to the hospital and be sterilized
he developed “male weakness’” just because he

ow the Passing of John Barleycorn Impressed a San Franciscan

send a compulsory absence notice to the school teac her—as we did when we were kids, ‘
“If there’s anything more tragic than a grown-up boy trying to act drunk, it is the girl who simu-
lates intoxication. I saw one standing, at the corner of Second and Marion.. Every one near her, ex-
cept the distracted boyshe was with, knew she was faking. She was trying to hurt him by acting in
a way she considered ‘tough.” He pleaded with her and tried to get-her away from the crowd. She
was flirting outrageously with other lads roving through the jam. Occasionally she staggered and gig-

with the holder and exchange it for a $1 savings certificate. And he will pay depositors 2 per cent inter- 4
[

gled. Minally she broke away from the horrified youth, joining a party of friends who had hailed her.
AND INSTANTLY SHE WAS SOBER. Today her distracted admirer’s telephone will ring,
there’ll be a date for a ‘making up’ scene. As likely as not, she’ll explain that ghe wasn’t tipsy at all

And she’ll be telling the truth.

““The boys and girls who felt called upon to demonstrate what ‘good sports’ they are, and )vh? might
never get another chance if they didn’t grab this one, made up the bulk of the mild ‘disorderlies.

““As a ‘wild climax’ to the passing of the old order, New Year’s eve was a frost. Every one seemed
to be waiting for every one else to start’something devilish. And the starters were very few. I?erhaps
the snow had something to do with it. You can’t show much speed when you have cold feet, literally.

and

On the 2 o’clock ‘all-night’ Ballard car, which last year was wrecked by belated roysterers going home

to roost, there were just three ‘drunks’ last night, according to the astonished conductor,

and Washington are DRY FOR GOOD.”’

Yep, Seattle

“AND GOD
BLESS THE
MASTER OF
THIS HOUSE,
LIKEWISE THE
MISTRESS TOO,
AND ALL
THE LITTLE
CHILDREN
THAT ROUND
THE TABLE GO!”

“Sun-
shine Cake' oughta be served up

wuls Ul cake kunown as

cloudy, what?
. L
YOUNG PARENTS, ATTENTION
MEXICO, Mo., Jan. 3. — A
prominent family here many
vears ago adopted this method of
naming its numerous offsprings:
The first child, a boy, was born
in 1881, He was named ‘‘Eighty-
One.” The second, they hopad
would be a girl. It was. They
named it, “It 1s.”” A boy follow-
ed and it was named “It.” An-
other boy came and was called
‘“Nothing.” P RB. B.

Bir: 1 see by the papers that
a New York professor calls whis-
ky both food and drink. Several
times lately it has also begn
“lodgings’” for our furnace man
—when he's got a fighting jag
on. B. B.
L] " L]
WE WISH WE COULD
Sir: I read 1in your paper
“Dodge Brothers Motor Car.”
Can't we dodge sisters, too?
She’'s a blame sight worse driver
than brother. Bill.
£

on days that are
*

A Brooklyn burglar has de-
clared that his accuser kept hais
‘head under the bad clothes dur-
ing the robbery - and therefore
couldn’t possibly identify him.

4 * *

Mulcahy was safe in jail and
his wife, Nora, was telling her
neighbor about it.

“And pwhat be the charge agin

»hlm. mum?’’ asks Mrs. Flynn.

‘““Hivins, woman!” replied Mrs.
Mulcahy, ‘“‘there be no charge—
they keep him there free.”

L * L ]

8ir: It is the general belief
that Justice Hughes will say
“no” when the Reps ask him to
accept the mpmination next year,
He has said “no’ before. I sug-
gest he get a safety razor and
shave off his beard. Then the

COMES TO U. 8. TO
PLAY STAGE ROLE

|ters of Veterans, will install

politicians can better see his
“noes.” M. B.
L] L ] *
(From the Lane, W. Va., Re-
corder.)
People in this vicinity are

warned against giving money to
a stranger disguised as the Sal-
vation Army,

- L] .

GOOD ADVICE FOLLOWED

Della—Father fussed yesterday
because I was going shopping in
these light clothes.

Stella—What did you do?

Della—Oh, rather than argue I
obeyed him—I put on heavier 2ar
rings.

HENPECKED

/"'/\—

“John, I bought you a bottle of
that new hair restorer.”

“Thanks. It’s very thoughtful
of you to try to put back some
of the hair you have robbed me
of, Jane,” :

TURN TO THE OLASSIFIEr
\WANT ADS ON PAGE 6 Fon
RESUITA. SEE PAGP RIX.

Personal J
and

Social ]

Mount Tacoma camp No. 798,
W. 0. W., will instal] the follow-
ing officers at a meeting Monday,
Jan, 10: A. D, Lacy, C. C. Page,
W. L. Carns, A. L. Anderson, W,
E. Mills, Albert Anderson, Joseph
Kistie. A soclal will be held after
the installation, :

Tacoma chapter No. 126, O, E.
8., will meet Friday evening in
the Blue room of the Masonic
temple. '

Mrs. H. E. York will entertain
members of the Query club this
afternoon at her home on North
Puget Sound av,

The Women's Missionary soci-
ety of the United Presbyterian
church will meet Wednesday aft-
ernoon, 2:15 o’clock, at the resi-
dence of Mrs. John Stewart, 4009
So. 7th st.

Mrs. Moore, No. 7th and L sts,,
will entertain chapter C, P, E. O.,
Saturday afternoon,

Mrs, A. F. Hammond, 623 So,
Sheridan, will entertain ‘members
of the Edelweiss club Jan. 7.

Liberty Bell Altrulastic club
will meet at the home of Mrs.
Martha Hughes, 3840 So. D sts.,
Thursday afternoon,

Mrs. James A, Hays will en-
tertain members of the 7Tahoma

ciuh ._tthQtternoon.
Julia Dent Dllﬁl-
offi-
n at 2

w'clock 1. the Armory,
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ONFESSIONS
OF A WIFE

(Copyright, 1918, by Newspaper
RKuterprise Association.)

“I am the happiest girl in the
world, Margie,”” whispered Mollie
as I went upstairs to help her
change from her wedding to her

J | traveling dress.

Nothing she could have said
could have affected me as those
words, for immediately that never
to be forgotten night before my
marriage unrolled itself before
me—that night when Dick came
at my call and we went motoring
through the deserted streets un-
der the dripping tree branches
and darkness.—Isn’t it queer, lit-
tle book, that everything joyous
has always come to me in the
rain—he smothered me in his
arms and told me again and again
that he loved me. I, too, at that
time, was the happiest girl in the
world.

I looked at Mollie in commiser-
ation, How much she had to
learn; how her heart would ache
and her soul woutd grieve before
he would come to understand
that happiness was not of this
earth, We poor mortals are so
constituted that while we can
have moments of ecstacy and
bliss, hours of joy, days of pleas-
ure, and perhaps months, when
we relax into a kind of stupor we
may call content, we can never be
perfectly happy.— Why, little
book, that means something that
we can only imdgine, and the
awful part of it is that we wear
our very souls out’in longing for
it. '

I knew that when Mollie said
she was the happiest girl in the
world, that by that same teken I
was most miserable. We were as
far apart as the poles, and yet we
were separated only by a few
years of wedded life, '

“And you, dear Margie, have
helped me to attain this happi-
ness,” she whispered. ‘“You have

Yeomen No. 223, will meet Fri-
day night in Eagle's hall,

No. 8, Pyth-

Washington temple
_|ian Sisters, will give a card party
| Thursday

a ’“.u“"‘.‘

shown me that marriage isa royal
progress in the garden of love and
faith.”

“My God!" I thought, “Is that '
how my lot has looked to the out- .
side world? If that be true, then
it is also probably true that mil-
liong of other women are walking
through their Gethsemanies; and
by their smiles are making those
gbouit them think theat they are '

ancing across the flow
of Eden’s Garden.” WY

Mollie seemed determined to
be confidential, ‘“Margie,” _she
said, “I want to tell you that
when you were first married to
Dick I determined not to love
you. You know I was very fond -
in a childish fashion of Eleanor
Fairlow. I felt that you had
come between her and Dick. You
see, Margie, I blamed it all to you.
It never entered my mind that
Dick had the cleverness to see im-
mediately how much you were
Eleanor’s superior. That, having
seen you, he must have won you
if possible.

“‘Margie, I am what I am to-
night because you showed me '

what I might become, broad-
:rlxlm;led, unselfish and sympa-
hetic,

I ean love with greater
capacity because I have seen
it is possible for you to love.”
I simply broke down and cried.
Mollie, dear girl, thought I was
overcome by her compliments,
protestations of love and the
thought of her leaving me. But, '
little book, strange as it may HoL
Beem, I was not crying over the
tragedy that I had yet to face,
when I allowed myself to think
of that letter, but of all the little
hurts and the big griefs that
would come to that happy - girl
whose arms were about me, be=
fore she would reach the place.
where I was standing, o
Perhaps, little book, she ]
never come there, God grant she
will never know that desert of lost
illusions,. Anyway, if one has de-
lirlous joy for even a short time,
It may make life worth living even
if one has paid_for ever :

(Con n&m

w




