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THE TOMAHAWK. WHITE EARTH. MINN. 

Only One Road to Peace — America 
Must Go on With War Until It Is Won 

By ROBERT LANSING. Secretary of State. 
•«4<nr*'-

Prussianism and the idea of enduring peace among 
nations can never be brought into harmony; compro
mise cannot even be considered. 

I t is a fact not generally known that within six 
weeks after the German government had, in the case 
of the Sussex, given this government its solemn prom
ise that i t would' cease ruthless slaughter upon the 
h i g h seas, Count Bernstorff, appreciating the worthless-
ness of the promise, asked the Berl in foreign office to 
advise him in ample t ime before the campaign of •sub
marine murder was renewed, in order that he might 

notify the German merchant ships in American ports to destroy their 
machinery, because he expected that the renewal of that method of war
fare would, i n all probability, bring the United States into the war. 

' H o w well the ambassador knew the character of his government and 
l iow perfectly frank he was. H e asked for the information without apol
ogy or indirection. The very bluntness of his message shows he was 
;sure his superiors would not take offense at the assumption that thei i 
word was valueless and had only been given to gain t ime and that, when 
an increase of Germany's submarine fleet warranted, the promise would 
be broken without hesitation or compunction. 

I n view o f this spirit of hypocrisy and bad faith, manifesting an 
•entire lack of conscience, we ought not to be astonished that the Berlin 
foreign office never permitted a promise or a treaty agreement to stand 
i n the way of a course of action which the German government deemed 
•expedient. I need not cite as proof of this fact the flagrant violation of 
t h e treaty of Brest-Litovsk. Th i s discreditable characteristic of German 
foreign policy was accepted by German diplomats as ,a matter of course 
and as a natural, if not a praiseworthy method of dealing with other gov
ernments . 

We must go o n with the war. There i s no other way. T h i s task 
must not be left half done. We must not transmit to posterity a legacy 
of blood and misery. We may i n this great conflict g o down into the 
valley of shadows because our foe is powerful and inured to war. W e 
m u s t be prepared to meet disappointment and temporary reverse, but we 
must , wi th American spirit, rise above t h e m ; with courageous hearts 
w e must go forward unt i l this war is won. 

Elating Dessert First Would Be Direct 
Step Towards Malnutrition 

By H. J. PARSONS. Kinm Qy. Mo. 

A scientist has advanced the theory that dessert eaten before instead 
of after the meal will diminish the desire for food. This probably is true, 
but would it ultimately be conservation? Would it not be a direct step 
toward malnutrition? J. 

A person may eat sweets and "spoil his dinner," as it is said, but a 
few hours after dinner he will be haunting a pantry. The sweets pos
sibly will ajlay hunger, but they surely will hot lessen it. 

We do not eat primarily to satisfy hunger. We eat to provide our 
bodies with material to build up the tissues broken down in the course 
of our daily actions. To build up muscles one must have a definite 
amount of protein and he cannot continue without it. It is known sweets 
and sugar, while very necessary along with the other food, contain, prac
tically no protein. 

To follow the plan the scientist proposes would be deceiving ourselves 
into believing we do not need food. The inevitable result would be we 
would awake a few hours later to the fact that "someone had been deceiv
ing us." 

Americans Called Upon to Serve Their 
Country by Saving Pennies 

By G. H. CHAOBOURNE 

A war savings campaign has been organized on a wide scale. The 
attent ion of every American of any age is called to the privilege, the duty, 
•the necessity of serving themselves and the country by saving the pennies 
a s we must save crumbs—enough pennies equal a valuable War Savings 
s tamp or a Liberty bond, as enough crumbs equal i n food value a loaf of 
bread. 

We buy too freely; we eat too m u c h ; we serve too large portions; we 
indulge our appetites and habits beyond good sense and good health ? we 
Sweep the crumbs into the fire; we burn "rubbish" that should be fue l— 
there's no end of our waste, and-few of us wish to or can deny it. 

Let us not only begin the every-day and every-hour practice of saving 
i n food and drink and fuel and clothing and of putt ing the saving in^o 
Liberty bonds and War Savings stamps, but let us take our own personal 
l ives i n hand and be cleaner, wiser, healthier, better citizens for having 
discarded habits of waste and adopted saving all along the l ine. 

Make Sacrifice for Education to Aid in 
Reconstruction After the War 

By a F. COEN. Colorado Afnoftml COD*B, Fort Coffim. Colo. 

- I f thousands of parents must give up sons to make the world safe for 
democracy, shall not other thousands of parents give u p sons and daugh
ters to the high schools and colleges of the country, to prepare to do a 
great service during the remainder of the war and during the reconstruc
t ion period after the war? Sever in the world's history have parents had 
a greater opportunity to aid in the world's betterment. 

Of course with your son or daughter kept from school or college, and 
thereby miss ing the opportunity for greater service, it would not make 
any great difference, but with thousands of parents deciding as you decide, 
w i th the same reasons, we might lose all that we are fighting for; 

Many parents this fall will make unusual sacrifices in order to send 
their sons and daughters to h igh school and college, bat there wil l be greet 
joy in the sacrifices. 

THE KREMLIN 
OF TODAY • 

Throne Room of the Kremlin. 

S
TOP off and have afternoon tea 

with the czarina," said the 
magazine editor, as he bade 
me good-by. 

"Why, yes," I said a little vaguely. 
*Td like to, but isn't Siberia rather 
large?" 

I set forth gayly, Madeline Z. Doty 
writes in New York Tribune. But 
after twelve days on the Pacific ocean 
and twenty days and nights of train 
travel through Japan, Korea, China, 
Siberia and Russia the czarina looked 
like a needle In a haystack. 

Besides, the bolshevik revolution 
had descended upon me. Each moment 
as we journeyed across Siberia we 
feared the train would be attacked. 
It was made up of first-class carriages 
and was therefore capitalistic. The 
one hope was to be as plebeian as pos
sible. 

To associate with the czarina In Rus
sia would be like talking to a member 
of the L W. W. on Rockefeller's front 
lawn. It would have meant off with 
my head. I decided to let the mag
azine editor have tea with the czarina. 
But if I could not hobnob with royalty 
I could at least see their dwelling 
places. The winter palace In Petro-
grad was a disappointment. Outward
ly It was Impressive, but Inside con
stant use had robbed it of its glory. 
There were the marks of muddy feet, 
silk hangings had been torn down to 
wrap about freezing soldiers, royal bed
rooms had been turned Into offices; 
one had the impression that the czar 
was long since dead and burled. 

Travel l e 8low. 

I decided to go to Moscow. The 
Kremlin, It was said, had remained un
touched. It contained perhaps the most 
gorgeous palace in the world. But to 
travel In Russia Is not easy. The trip 
from Petrograd to Moscow took twenty 
hours. On each train is an "interna
tional wagonllt." But berths in these 
cars are sold weeks ahead for a for
tune. At the last moment I secured 
a place for myself and my Interpreter 
In the International car. 

I reached Moscow safely, but the 
trip back was not so easy. It was Im
possible to get accommodation' on the 
International car. We had first-class 
tickets, but that meant nothing. All 
classes are the same these days. 

The Kremlin formerly was as much 
a holy of holies 'as the palace of the 
Chinese emperor In Pekin. It "has 
courtyards and buildings within bulld-
lrgs. The great main gateway was 
shattered to bits by machine gun fire 
during the revolution, and the walls 
ore battered with bullets. But inside 
little damage Is visible. The com
mandant was a scrubby workingman, in 
a dilapidated suit. H e hesitated some 
time before giving me a pass. The 
rooms, he said, had been sealed. But 
finally he scribbled something oh a 
scrap of paper. 

Prince Acts a s Quids. 
The untidy, unshaven little man had 

ordered Prince Odovlesky to show me 
the palace. We made our way to the 
prince's apartments. We found him a 
Courtly gentleman. t 

I started to shake hands, but he 
blushed and Ignored the outstretched 
bond. I don't know whether It was be
cause he was a prince, or because since 
the days of the bolshevik! he has been 
an outcast and no one has condescend
ed to shake hands. I almost think It 
was the latter, for when we left he 
held out bis hand quite cordially. The 
prince instructed one of the old court 
servants to take us through the build
ings. 

First we raw the resplendent little 
chapel w h e e the czarina used to pray. 
Then we w r i t through the gorgeous 
guest room, i used for foreign ambas
sadors. They were a s they had been,' 
marble baths and all. Nothing had 
been changed. Bat now the rooms 
were icy cold *nd empty and there 
was a bullet hole through one of the 
windows. That bullet hole was a mys
tery. The bulM had never been dls-
•overed. 

Next we visited the throne room and 
rtllroom. The splendor was stagger
ing. Unfold wt'lth mast have been 
n u n c fr.'iu the g.-astets to pay Cor i t 

On the wall behind the throne was a 
gigantic gold suu whose golden rays 
extended in every direction. The 
throne seemed to spring from the sun's 
center. It made it fitting background 
for a czar. 

The personal suite of the recent czar 
was not visible. Most of his furniture 
had been sent to him at Tobolsk. But 
we saw the czarevitch's apartments. 
This was a palace in itself. There was 
something uncanny about the place. 

The rooms were still warm. An eider
down puff lay ready on the royal bed 
the clock on the mantel still ticked 
Everything seemed ready for the young 
master's return. One felt each moment 
there would be a blare of trumpets and 
the royal party would enter. We ask
ed the old servant If he liked the royal 
family. "Yes," he said, "they were 
good to me. They were kind employ
ers. I have nothing against them." 

Before we left we passed the main 
entrance to the palace. A great mar
ble staircase led from the front door 
to the main upper hall. 

Directly at the head of the stairs, 
facing all who entered, was a huge oil 
painting of the czar's grandfather, ad
dressing the peasants. In proud and 
arrogant splendor he stood there, while 
before him, bowing low, cringed the 
peasants, hats In hand, and underneath 
the picture were written the words of 
this former czar, "I am glad* to see 
you- I thank you for your courtesy. 
When you return home thank my peo
ple for me, but tell them not to believe 
any stupid rumors about the distribu
tion of land and the giving of It to the 
peasants. These rumors are lies, 
spread by our enemies. Property Is 
sacred." 

What a change had come! By a 
mighty swing of life's pendulum the 
land had been wrested from the nobil
ity. Never again would It be called 
sacred. The poor Nicholas II must 
have had some bitter moments before 
he was led out to execution. Perhaps 
It flashed through his mind, "If only 
father and grandfather had been differ
ent this would never have happened.1 

BIG MEN LONG FAST FRIENDS 
Appreciation of Each Other's Genius 

Drew Henry Watterson and Jamee 
Whitcomb Riley Together. 

Some winters ago It was a common 
sight on a certain hotel veranda in 
Miami, Fla., to see two white-haired 
gentlemen of the old school—-one old 
and bent, the other active despite the 
gray head—conversing In intimacy. 

This corner of the porch was com
monly known to the hotel guests as 
the "Wattcrson-Rlley corner." The 
friendship between Marse Henry Wat
terson and James Whitcomb Riley was 
based upon appreciation of one genius 
for another. 

If one had ventured near enougfc 
to these two he could have heard Mr» 
Riley reciting his poems over manf 
times to Colonel Watterson. Colonel 
Watterson would ask Mr. Riley to re
cite "Granny's Come to Our House to 
Stay," over and over again. They 
were constant companions except 
when Colonel Watterson played golf, 
as he was wont to do, for Mr. Riley 
was an Invalid many years before bis 
death. 

On one of Mr. Riley's birthdays the 
school children celebrated with a pa
rade. Mr. Riley recited many of his 
poems from a platform, while he was 
supported by a nurse. Before he fin
ished he said, "Now I refer you to the 
greatest editor and educator In our 
country," Indicating Colonel Watter-
sen, "for any other information." 

Colonel Watterson rose and simply 
asked that Mr. Riley recite "Granny's 
Come to Our House" again. 

Government Expenses. 
Before the war our government was 

spending about $1,000,000,000 a year. 
When the war is ended. Interest 
charges, less the Interest collected 
from oer loans to our allies, govern
ment insurance expenses, and other 
necessary expenditures growing out of 
the war may conservatively be est* 
mated at something like $1,000,000,000 
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His Classification Pointed Though Not Polite 

NEW YORK.—There is a little cafe down on Houston street that is patronized 
by the canaille, the curious and the small sprinkling of the Broadway 

opulents. The wine is red, yellow, purple and white, and flows from, various 
spigots within the diner's reach. One 

OoHTWViT 
V AE HERE 
AMONG A 
BUNCH of 
HUTS. 

Boy Soldier of Fortune Laughs at War's Mishaps 
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Sailor to Get Wooden Leg That Has Traveled Far 

SAN FRANCISCO.—IIow a wooden leg lost by its owner traveled almost 
around the world and was finally restored was told in the barge office by 

Patrick H. Qulnn, United States shipping commissioner. According to Mr. 
Quinn, Daniel Egnn, an able seaman, 
four years ago while crossing a raft-
road track in Oakland, Cal., had 'hb 
leg cut off. Egan couldn't get work 
as a sailor and for three years he 
scrubbed, washed and cleaned out sa
loons, saving every penny until he had 
accumulated enough money to bny a 
new leg. 

The good ship Westboro was look
ing for men and Dan, with a quick: 
step, walked to the pier, where the 
ship was moored, and straightway 

signed up for s voyage so foreign waters. Things went well with Egan until 
he struck up an acquaintance with A man named Stupy. Stupy singled out 
Egan from among the crew and they were shore companions when the vessel 
reached San Pedro. 

Stupy and Egan imbibed freely there. When Egan got his bearing he dis
covered that his leg was gone and so was Stupy. That was seven months ago. 
The Westboro went to France, England, South America, Panama and othei 
ports without Egan. To each port Egan sent a letter, beseeching the captain or 
the vessel to send back his leg. Egan wrote the commissioner all about his 
escapade with Stupy and Mr. Quinn became interested. He tried in many 
ways to locate the missing leg. 

T. 8. Trice, who is employed In the United States shipping office, also took 
• hand in the game. When he entered the oflice the other day he espied a long 
bundle, directs! to J. H. Stupy, SS. Westboro. , 

The name was familiar to Trice. He looked np his files and found thai 
Stupy "was the man who had been with Egan when the two had sb *cd out ta» 
drink 3an «*edn> dry many months ago. The commissioner se:.t tlie limb ts> 
where Egan ifr waiting paffcs&r. 

may become corned between the soup 
and the entree and the check is the 
same. 

A long-haired Bohemian leads the 
orchestra und is repaid for his plain
tive notes by the showers of small 
change from the diners. At about 
ten in the evening sentiment reaches 
the high tide. It is . the hour of il
lusions. 

Flushed by the wine, the motley 
crowd turns selfishness Into courage 
and the parasite becomes heroic. There are squalls and sunshine, tears and 
ribald laughter. And then at 12 when the lights go out the false Joy Is 
stripped of its mask and crumbles into black despair. 

In the center of the cafe is a small polished spot where dancing is per
mitted. It is always so crowded that all the dancers can do is mill about like 
the crowds at the gallery entrance of the Metropolitan when Caruso sings or 
Chalif dances. 

An electric apparatus throws various colored rays on the dancers. Tho 
other night a spark from the machine fell into folds of chiffon worn by one of 
the dancers. There was a flash of flame and a scream. Pandemonium reigned 
and then on the fringe of the crowd someone clr.rged into the thick of It. H e 
grabbed the frightened girl away from hysterical men and women and skillfully 
extinguished the fire. 

The crowd fell back. The rescuer was a clean-limbed young American 
sailor who had dropped into the place with a group of rubberneck tourists. 
The fiddlers struck up the "Star-Spangled Banner" and the young man, 
abashed, rushed from the place, not even stopping to get his hat. Outside ho 
said to a policeman: "I don't want to be found here among a bunch of nuts.** 

OSTON.—A real soldier of fortune is Fred W. Thomas, a youth not yet in 
his twenties, now in a Red Cross hospital, where he was taken following 

the torpedoing of a ship on which he sailed recently. This adventurous 
youngster has set to work the machin
ery of the state departments of two 
countries by his efforts to fight. Sec
retory Lansing had him released from 
the English army, upon his mother's 
plea of his extreme youth, but Thomas 
ran away as soon as he" reached home. 
He sailed on a munition ship from this 
port to Italy and made his way again 
Into England, where he enlisted In the 
engineers immediately he learned the 
United States had entered the war. 
In 1910 Thomas ran away from 

home and enlisted In the British transport service. But this proved too tame 
for him, so he enlisted In a bombing squad of the Sherwood Foresters, from 
which he was honorably discharged upon Secretary Lansing's plea. He suc
ceeded in enlisting again and was assigned to a British mine sweeper. It was 
blown up, the youngster receiving a skull fracture. He returned to America. 
Incapacitated for further service, but persuaded a Passaic surgeon to operate 
and relieve the injury. 

The operation proved so successful that Thomas almost immediately 
enlisted on the Hattie Gage, a coastwise freighter, which was sunk by a Ger
man Submarine the day after she put to sea. 

Then he returned home, bid his mother good-by and re-enlisted in the Brit* 
lsh army In New York. He was sent to a training school at Quebec. He was 
on his way to Europe wben the ship was torpedoed, again landing him In the 
hospital. 

Careers of Precocious Bandits Nipped in the Bud 

CHICAGO.—Baby banditry in Chicago ain't what It used to be, Watson. Ask 
George Kirkwood and Kaleraan Patakey, two eighteen-year-old highway

men who are held at the Fillmore street police station. George and Kaleman 
told of their exploits and their prelimi
nary conferences. 

"Huh, what's the use of workin* 
for twelve bucks a week when we can 
go out with a couple of gats and make 
a hundred Iron men an hour?" queried 
Patakey of George. George opined 
there was logic in it. They got the 
gats, also masks and flashlights. 

Under the Chicago and Northwest
ern track subway at Klnzle street and 
Kedzie avenue they started their 
career. The first victim reacted prop
erly. He registered fear and gave up his cash, but It was only 23 cents. 

'"Keep your paltry cash," snld Bandit Patakey, majestically. "It Jvftl neyef 
be said of us that we take the money of the poor." 

They decided they were on the wrong stamping ground. They went ovef 
toward Garfield park. It was then two o'clock in the morning. 

"Here you, where you going? Come here," demanded Patrolman Edward. 
Reindeau. Out came one of Pntakey's trusty gats. He now had both of them. 

"Back up, you big 'bull,'" he roared, "or I'll drill you." 
The copper failed to retreat. He knocked the gat out of the bandit's hand 

and knocked the bandit down. George beat It. He was caught by Detective 
Sergeants Curtln and Boche, attracted by the sound of shooting as the police
man fired over George's head. , 

Comedy now came close to tragedy. Bandit Patakey drew his other re
volver, surprising Patrolman Reindeau, and had Jammed it into the patrolman's 
side when the policeman succeeded in turning his hand and wresting it from 
him. 
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