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turrets. It was slow work for a long

time. I had to serve as second-class
fireman for four mouths, first-class
for eight months and in the engine
room as water-tender for a year. .

Then, after serving on tha U. S. S.
Des Moines as a gun-loader, I .vas
transferred to the lowa and finally
worked up to a gun-pointer. After a
time 1 got my C. P. O. rating—chief
petty officer, first-class gunner.

The various navies differ in many
ways, but most of the differences
would not be noticed by any one but
a sailor. Every sailor has a great deal
of respect for. the Swedes and Nor-
wegians and Danes; they are born
sailors and are very daring, but, of
course, their navies are small. The
Germans were always known as clean
sailors; that is, as in our navy and
the British, their vessels were ship-
shape all the time, and were run as
sweet as a clock.

There Is no use comparing the vari-
ous navies as to which is best; some
are better at one thing and some at
another. The British navy, of course,
is the largest, and nobody will deny
that at most things they are topnotch
—least of all themselves; they admit
It. But there is one place where the
navy of the United States has It all
over every other navy on the seven
seas, and that Is gunnery. The Amer-
ican navy has the best gunners in
the world. And do not let anybody
tell you different.

S. army and had quit with the rank
of sergeant. Flynn and Mitchell were
both ex-navy men. Mitchell was a
noted boxer. Of the five of us, I am
the only one who went in, got
through and came out. Flynn and
Mitchell did not go In; Murray and
Brown never came back.

The five of us shipped on the steam-
ship Virginian of the Amertcan-Ha-
waiian line, under American flag and
registry, but chartered by the French
government. I signed on as water-
tender—an engine room job—but the
others were on deck—that Is, seamen.

We left Boston for St. Nazaire with
a cargo of ammunition, bully beef,
etc., and made the first trip without
anything of interest happening.

As we were tying to the dock at St.
Nazaire, I saw a German prisoner sit-
ting on a pile of lumber. I thought
probably he w Tould be hungry, so I
went down into the oilers’ mess and
got two slices of bread with a thick
piece of beefsteak between them and
handed it to Fritz. He would not take
it. At first I thought he was afraid
to, but by using several languages and
signs he managed to make me under-
stand that he was not hungry—had
too much to eat, in fact.

I used to think of this fellow occa-
sionally when I was in a German pris-
on camp, and a piece of moldy bread
the size of a safety-match, box was
the generous portion of food they
forced on me, with true German hos-
pitality, once every forty-eight hours.
I would not exactly have refused a
beefsteak sandwich, lam afraid. But
then I was not a heaven-born German.
I was only a common American garby.
He was full of kuna’- and grub; I
was not full of anything.

There was a large prison camp at
St. Nazaire, and at one time or an-
other I saw all-of it. Before the war
it had been used as a barracks by the
French army aad consisted of well-
made, comfortable two-story stone
buildings, floored with concrete, w-itta
auxiliary barracks of logs. The Ger-
man prisoners occupied the stone
buildings, while the French guards
were quartered in the log houses. In-
side, the houses wore divided into long
rooms with whitewashed walls. There
was a gymnasium for the prisoners, a
canteen where they might buy most
of the things you could buy anywhere
else in the country, and a studio for
the painters among the prisoners. Of-
ficers were separated from privates—-
which was a good thing for the pri-
vates—and were kept in houses sur-
rounded by stockades. Officers and
privates received the same treatment,
however, and all were given exactly
the same rations and equipment as the
regular French army before it went to
the front. Their food consisted of
bread, soup, and vino, as wine is called
almost everywhere in the world. In
the morning they received half a loaf
of Vienna bread and coffee. At noon

. they each had a large dixie of thick
soup, and at three in the afternoon
more bread and a bottle of vino. The
soup was more like a stew—very
thick with meat and vegetables. At
one of the officers’ barracks there was
a cook who had been chef in the larg-
est hotel in Paris before the war.

CHAPTER 11.

The War Breaks.
After serving four years and three

months in the U. S. navy, I received
an honoruble discharge on April 14,
1914. I held the rank of chief petty
officer, first-class gunner. It is not
uncommon for garbles to lie around a
while between enlistments—they like
a vacation as much as anyone—and It
was my intention to loaf for a few
months before joining the navy again.

After the war started, of course, I
had heard more or less about the tier-
man atrocities in Belgium, and wnile
I was greatly interested, I was doubt-
ful at first as to the truth of the re-
ports, for I knew how new3 gets
changed in passing from mouth to
mouth, and I never was much of a
hand to believe things until I saw
them, anyway. Another thing that
caused me to be Interested in the war
was the fact that my mother was born
in Alsace. Her maiden name, Dier-
vieux, is well known in Alsace. I had
often visited my grandmother In St.
Nazaire, France, and knew the coun-
try. So with France at war, it was
not strange that I should be even
more interested than many other
garbles.

As I have said, I did not take much
stock in the first reports of the Hun’s
exhibition of kultur, because Fritz is
known as a clean sailor, and I figured
that no real sailor would ever get
mixed up in such dirty work as they
said there was In Belgium. I figured
the soldiers were like the sailors. But
I found out I was wrong about both.

One thing that opened my eyes a
bit was the trouble my mother had in
getting out of Hanover, where she
was when the war started, and back
to France. She always wore a little
American flag and this both saved and
endangered her. Without it, the Ger-
mans would have Interned her as a
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Gunner Depew.

All the prisoners were well clothed.
Once a week, socks, underwear, soap,
towels and blankets were issued to
them, and every week the barracks
and equipment were fumigated. They
were given the best of medical atten-
tion.

Besides all this, they were allowed
to work at their trades, if they had
any. All the carpenters, cobblers,
tailors and painters were kept busy,
and some of them picked up more
change there than they ever did in
Germany, they told me. The musi-
cians formed bands and played almost
every night at restaurants and thea-
ters in the town. Those who had no
trade were allowed to work on the

Frenchwoman, and with it, she was
sneered at and insulted time and
again before she finally managed to
get over the border. She died about
two months after she reached St. Na-
zaire.

Moreover, I heard the fate of my
older brother, who had made his home
in France with ray grandmother. He
had gone to the front at the outbreak
of the war with the infantry from St.
Nazaire and had been killed two or
three weeks afterwards. This made
it a sort of personal matter.

But what put the finishing touches
to me were the stories a wounded
Canadian lieutenant told me some
months later in New York. He had
been there and he knew. You could
not help believing him; you can al-
ways tell it when a man has been
there and knows.

There was not much racket around
New York, so I made up my mind al’
of a sudden to go over and get some
for myself. Believe me, I got enough
racket before I was through. Most
of the really important things I have
done have happened like that: I did
them on the Jump, you might say.
Many other Americans wanted a look,
too; there were five thousand Amer-
icans In the Canadian army at one
time they say.

I would not claim that I went over
there to save democracy, or anything
like that. I never did like Germans,
and I never met a Frenchman who was
not kind to nt, and what I heard
about the way the Huns treated the
Belgians made me sick. I used to get
out o? bed to go to an all-night picture
show, I thought about it so much.
But there was not much excitement
about New York, and I figured the
U. S. would not get Into it for a while,
anyway, so I just wanted to go over
and see what it was like. That is
why lots of us went, I think.

There were five of us who went to
Boston to ship for the other side:
Sam Murray, Ed Brown, Tim Flynn,
Mitchell and myself. Murray was an ex-
garby—two hitches (enlistments), gun-
pointer rating, and about thirty-five
years old. Brown was a Pennsylvania
man about twenty-six years old, who
bad served two enlistments in the C.

roads, parks, docks and at residences
about the town.

Talk about dear old jaii! Yon could
not have driven the average prlsone
away from there with a 14-inch gun.
I used to think about them in Bran-
denburg, when our boys were rushing
the sentries in the hope of being bay-
onetted out of their misery.

While our cargo was being unloaded
I spent most of my time with my
grandmother. I had heard still more
about the cruelty of the Huns, and
made up my mind to get into the ser-
vice. Murray and Brow-n had already
enlisted in the Foreign Legion, Brown
being assigned to the infantry and
.Murray to the French man-of-war Cas-
sard. But when I spoke of my inten-
tion, my grandmother cried so much
that I promised her I would not enlist
—that time, anyway—and made the
return voyage in the Virginian. We
were no sooner loaded in Boston than
back to St. Nazaire we went.

FOREWORD.
“Gunner Depew” is not a

work of fiction, but it is
more thrilling than any fic-
tion you ever read. It is the
true story of the experi-
ences of an American boy
who had a fighting career
that is unique in the annais
of tiie great war. It is a
story crowded with fighting
and adventure big with
human courage and endur-
ance. It is the first war nar-
rative that tells the true
story of conditions in the
German prison camps. It
is a story that every Ameri-
can should and will read to
the end.

CHAPTER I.

In the American Navy.
My father was a seaman, so, nat-

urally, all my life I heard a great deal
about ships and the sea. Even when
I was a little boy, in Walston, Pa., I
thought about them a whole lot and
wanted to be a sailor—especially a
sailor in the U. S. navy.

You might say I was brought up on
the water.

When I was twelve years old I went
to sea as cabin boy on the whaler
Therifus, out of Boston. She was an
old square-rigged sailing ship, built
more for work than for speed. We
were out /.our months on my first
cruise, and got knocked around a lot,
especially in a storm on the Newfound-
land Banks, where we lost our instru-
ments, and had a hard time navigat-
ing the ship. Whaling crews work on
shares and during the two years I was
on the Therifus my shares amounted
to fourteen hundred dollars.

Then I shipped as first-class helms-
man on the British tramp Southern-
down, a twin-screw steamer out of
Liverpool. Many people are surprised
that a fourteen-year-old boy should be
helmsman on an ocean-going craft,
but ail over the world you will see
young lads doing their trick at the
wheel. I was on the Southenudown
two years and in that time visited
most of the important ports of Eu-
rope. There Is nothing like a tramp
steamer if you want to see the world.
The Southerndown is the vessel that.
In the fall of 1917, sighted a German
U-boat rigged up like a sailing ship.

Although I liked visiting the foreign
ports, I got tired of the Southerndown
after a while and at the end of a voy-
age which landed me in New York I
decided to get into the United States
navy. After laying around for a week
or two I enlisted and was assigned to
duty as a second-class fireman.

People have said they thought I was
pretty small to be a fireman; they
have the idea that firemen must be big
men. Well, I am 5 feet 7% inches in
height, and when I was sixteen I was
just as tall as I am now and weighed
168 pounds. I was a whole lot husk-
ier then, too, for that was before my
introduction to kultur in German pris-
on camps, and life there is not exactly
fattening—not exactly. Ido not know
why it is, but if you will notice the
navy firemen—the lads with the red
stripes around their left shoulders—-
you will find that almost all of them
are small men. But they are a husky
lot.

Now, in the navy, they always haze
a newcomer until he shows that he
can take care of himself, and I got
mine very soon after I went into Un-
cle Sam’s service. I was washing ray
clothes in a bucket on the forecastle
deck, and every garby (sailor) who
came along would give me or the
bucket a kick, and spill one or the
both of us. Each time I would move
to some other place, but I always
seemed to be In somebody’s way. Fi-
nally I saw a marine coming. I was
nowhere near him, but he hauled out
of his course to come up to me and
gave the bucket a boot that sent it
twenty feet away, at the same time
handing me a clout on the ear that
just about knocked me down. Now,
I did not exactly know what a marine
was, and this fellow had so many
stripes on his sleeves that I thought
he must be some sort of officer, so I
just stood by. There was a gold stripe
(commissioned officer) on the bridge
and I knew that if anything was
wrong he would cut in. so I kept look-
ing up at him, but he stayed where he
was, looking on, ahd never saying a
word. And all the time the marine
kept slamming me about and telling
me to get the hell out of there.

Finally I said to myself, “I’ll get
this guy if it’s the brig for a month.”
So I planted him one in the kidneys
and another in the mouth, and he went

■ clean up against the rail. But he
came back at me strong, and we were
at it for some time.

But when it was over the gold stripe
came down from the bridge and shook
hands with me!

After this they did not haze me
much. This was the beginning of a
certain reputation that I had in the
navy for flst-work. Later on I had a
reputation for swimming, too. That
first day they began calling me
“Chink.” though I don’t know why,
and it has been my nickname in the
navy ever since.

It is a curious thing, and I never
could understand it, but garbies and
marines never mix. The marines are
good men and great fighters, aboard
and ashore, but we garbles never have
a word for them, nor they for us. On
shore leave abroad we pai up with
foreign garbies, even, but hardly ever
with a marine. Of course they are
with us strong in case we have a scrap
with a liberty party off some foreign
ship—they cannot keep out of a fight
any more than we can—but after it
is over they are on their way at once
and we on ours.

There are lots of things like that
in the navy that you cannot figure out
the reason for, and I think it is be-
cause sailors change their ways so
little. They do a great many things
in the navy because the navy always
has done their..

I kept strictly on the job as a fire-
man, but I wanted to get into the gun

CARED LITTLE FOR POLITICS
President Cleveland, However, Had

Real Liking for the Law, and
Loved to Fish.

“President Cleveland loved the law
better than he did politics,” remarked
R. O. Brown, a former resident of Buf-
falo, to a reporter of the Washington

Post. “Had he considered his own de-
sires he would never have left his prac-
tice for political office. I doubt if even
the prospect of becoming president
would have induced him to enter poli-

tics.
“It was my privilege to know Mr.

Cleveland when he was practicing his
profession before he entered politics.
He was not what might be termed a
glittering success, as ala 'yer. He had
no business instinct so far as the law
was concerned, but he delighted in
intricate legal problems, and much pre-
ferred to take a case that involved ap-
parently hopeless questions. It could
not be said he was a good pleader, and
while the average person was not at-
tracted by his addresses in court.
Judges on the bench had the greatest
respect for them, because they were
profound and logical.

“When he was not engnged in law,
Cleveland delighted in utter abandon-
ment of all things that required
thought; above everything else he
loved to fish. I recall that when some
of his Democratic friends wanted him
to become a candidate for mayor he

iaid: ‘I don’t want any more of poli-
tics. I want to stay right here in Erie
county, where I can go fishing occa-
sionally. I do not care If I never get

outside the borders Oi. Erie.’ ”

Slightly Nervous.
Flanigan, a brand new soldier, was

placed on guard one dark nig. 1. Fail-
ing to see another soldier approaching
until he was almost beside him, Flan-
igan nearly jumped out of his skin
but manageo to quaver: “W-who g-
goes there?” On being told the fel-
low’s name, and finding out for sure
that he wasn’t going to be killed right
away, says Flanigan, regaining his
courage: “Advance then and give the
discount."

Intended No Harm.
Lucy was playing up on the lawn

with her little puppy when the dog
next door came up wagging his tall in
a most friendly way. The little pup
stuck his tail between his legs and
started for the house. Lucy caught
him, saying: “Don’t be afraid, pup;
he won’t hurt you: he just come over
to introduce hisself.”

Gunner Depew, on board the
French dreadnaught Cassard,
gives the Poilus a sample of the
marksmanship for which the
American gunners are famous.
Then he leaves his slip and goes
into the trenches. Don’t miss
the next installment.

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

TAUGHT INSECTS TO THINK
Remarkable Act of Scientist That

Hardly Seems Worth the Time
It Must Have Taken.

John W. Coghlin has demonstrated
what patience and perseverance will
accomplish, and has also exploded the
old-time theory that it was Impossible
to teach insects to understand the hu-
man voice and action. Some time since
he had the good fortune to discover a
hill of Madagascar neuroptera, or
marching ants, says the Pittsburgh
Press. They were about the size of
the common June bug and of a dirty
brown color, and he says that they
are numerous in India and South Af-
rica—that he can account for finding
a hill of them in Maine by being
brought there on some vessel. Mr.
Coghlin Invited some of his friends to
his camp at Patten’s Pond, where he
amused them by putting the neurop-
tereans (as he called them) through a
course of sprouts. The way he caused
the little army to go through their
evolutions was a marvel to all pres-
ent. Marching by twos and by fours,
over inclines and bridges made of
toothpicks, with the regularity of
trained troops, he finally caused them
to break ranks by lighting a match
before the leaders. He says that arti-
ficial light will confuse them; there-
fore they can be made to perform only
In daylight.

National Prayer Days.
The first time the people of the Unit-

ed States were called upon to observe
a day of national prayer was May 9,
1798, by proclamation of President
John Adams. A controversy had aris-
en between this country and France
and all Americans were called upon
to pray for a continuation of peace.
In 1815, when the United States was
about to make war on Algiers, Pres-
ident Madison proclaimed a day of
prayer. During the Civil war three
presidential proclamations were issued
appointing days of prayer for peace.
In 1865 the authorities called upon the
people to pray for Lincoln, and in 1881
President Arthur proclaimed a day of
prayer to mark the burial of President
Garfield. In the autumn of 1914 Pres-
ident Wilson issued his proclamation
for prayers on “Peace Sundays.”

Something to “Greet” About.
Persons casting about for something

to worry about may take pleasure In
recalling from “The Little Minister”
the manner in which self-styled simple
folk In Scotland regard the northern
lights—“the devil’s rainbow,” Waster
Lunny called It. “I saw it sax times
in July month,” he said, “and It made
me shut my een. You was out admir-
ing It, dominie, but I can never forget
that It was seen In the year ’l2 just
afore the great storm. I was only a
laddie then, but I mind how that awful
wind stripped a’ the standing corn in
the glen in less time than we’ve been
here at the water’s edge. It was called
the dell’s bosom. My favher’s hinmost
words to me was, ‘lt’s time eneuch to
greet, laddie, when you see the au-
rora borealis.’" Waster Lunny was
“greeting” o’er the drought then, but
twelve hours later the Quharity was
out of its banks, washing out the corn
and with a year’s store of wool on Its
crest was dashing out to sea.

Not to Be Taken In.
“Germany will sing small, very

small, In the end, but we’ll answer her
like the judge.”

The speaker was Provost Marshal
General Crowder.

“Yes,” he went on; “we’ll no more
be softened by Germany’s penitence
than the judge was by the kidnaper
who wiped his eyes on his cuff and
blubbered:

“ ‘Jedge, I’m down and out.’
“ ‘No, no, my man,’ said the Judge.

•You’re down, but you’re not out yet
You won’t be out for seven years.’ ”

“Gun Without a Peer.”
What the Scientific American calls

“a gun without a peer” is the new
520 millimeter mobile howitzer built
by the Creusot works for the French
army. It :s mounted on a railroad
carriage and fires a shell 20.47 inches
in diameter, (t is a fort wrecker, and
one shell from it is said to haw s'rf*
ficed to reduce Fort Maimaison, on
which the Germans had spent so much
time and labor, to a pile of dust and
debris.

Moon by “Earthlight”
When the crescent of the new moon

appears in the west the phenomenon
called “the old moon If! the young
one’s arms” is often observed. Part-
ly embraced by the horns of the cres-
cent is seen the whole round orb of
the moon. The cause of this appear-
ance is that the “earthlight” upon that
part of the moon not reached by the
sunshine is sofflci ? ?y brilliant to r
der It faintly vinlKa to oar eyes.

AMERICAN PEOPLE
GREAT SPENCERS

Millicr,: of Dollars Thrown Away
for Trifles That Ought to

Set Nation Thinking.

SOME WAYS MONEY GOES
Postcard and Cheap Souvenirs Take

Big Sum Every Year—Billions
Spent for Needless Telephone

Calls and Telegrams.

By EDWARD MOTT WOOLLEY.
It seems incongruous that in this

rich and wonderful land of ours it
should be necessary to conduct mighty
selling and advertising campaigns in
order to raise money to crush our ene-
mies—cruel and dangerous enemies
who are bent on throttling the very lib-
erty on which our country has been
built. If we really felt the impulse,
we could raise six or eight billion dol-
lars spontaneously and without the
blare of salesmanship and publicity;
and we would do it so easily that Ger-
many and her allies would stand
aghast at our overwhelming resources
and purpose.

The trouble is that even yet we do
not realize the tragedy that is over
us. The war has not sunk into the
American consciousness. With a mil-
lion or more of our boys in France, and
the- casualty lists coming home every
day, we still lack the pulsating fervor
of intrepid courage—the courage that
wells within one and stirs the soul.

Fighting Impulse Needed.
The one unquestionable evidence of

courage is the willingness to sacrifice.
A man who sees his child in deadly
peril is instantly ready to sacrifice
everything, even his life. It takes no
argument to “sell” to him the need of
courage. He gets it from within. The
fighting impulse dominates his
instinct. What we most need in
America today is fighting Impulse.
C-uce we get it the doom of Germany,
as a menace to ourselves and to the
world, will be sealed. If we had this
valorous, undaunted determination we
could raise, this coming year, not mere-
ly six or eight billion, but as many bil-
lion as our country might need. Let
us search our hearts, therefore, and
discover why it is that brass-band
methods are needed to sell us Liberty
bonds. It seems all the more incredi-
ble that such should be the case when
the money we are asked to contribute
is merely money saved for ourselves.

Indeed, we could put through this
fourth Liberty loan without even feel-
ing it directly. lam not talking here
about great sacrifices. With merely triv-
ial and passing inhibition we can make
this fourth loan a glorious manifesta-
tion of Americanism.

Never was there such a nation of
spenders—we literally throw' money to
the winds. Cash runs out of our pock-
ets Into a hundred channels of extrav-
agance. Tempted ftt every turn by
something that appeals to our pleasure-
saturated instincts, we hand out the
dimes, quarters and dollars. Wework
hard, most of us, and we play hard.
Many of us play with an nmazing
abandon that scarcely reckons thecost.
And we gratify ourselves not only at
plays, but we satisfy our luxury-loving
tendencies and our vanity In many of
the things that enter Into our daily
lives.

Let us consider here merely the mil-
lions that go for trivial things that do
not count as permanent investments
either for utility or luxury.

Millions Spent for Cards.
For instance, take our post card

mania. This habit, which perhaps we
would not criticize In times of peace,
is almost universal. A dealer esti-
mates that 50,000,000 people spend an
average of a dollar a year on the
cheaper kinds of cards, and an addi-
tional sum of a hundred million dol-
lars on postage. But on the fancy cards
and more expensive sets, sold largely
to tourists, the estimate is $200,000,000,
in addition to the postage. Including the
cards that are kept by the purchasers,
it is probable thnt the total is half a
billion dollars. Many men have made
fortunes in this business.. I know of
one former valentine manufacturer
who retired with n lot of money.

It is certainly inconsistent that this
great sum should go for such a
trivial purpose when the nation is In-
volved in this mighty war that calls
for cash everlastingly. Here is one
expenditure that eould be eliminated
almost wholly unlil tne war is over.
Besides this amount put into Liberty
bonds might mean something worth
while to the people themselves.

Then there is another class of sou-
venirs that masquerade ns merchan-
dise and absorb an astonishing amount
of money. Travelers and tourists es-
pecially waste their cash upon these
things, and immense quantities are
sold to the people everywhere. The
bulk of this stuff is useless junk—at
least in war time, when conservation
is the high need. Why spend our money
these days for fancy baskets, card
trays, wooden claptrap articles, knick-
knacks, trinkets, popguns, stuff and
whim whams? The souvenir stores In
Atlantic City, Asbury Pnrk, Coney Is-
land, Revere Beach near Boston, Ven-
ice near Los Angeles, and. similar es-
tablishments take more than a hundred
million dollars out of our pockets
every summer. One small town con-
cern in Atlantic City sells a hundred
thousand dollars worth, on which the
net profit is over fifty thousand. There
are factories that turn out this sort
of product in vast quantities, and much

SAYS SNAKES ARE PATRIOTIC
Truthful Fisherman Can Prove His

Assertion by Incident in Which
He Figured.

It seems that a prominent nimrod of
Pittsfield was fishing the famous Kon-
kaper pool in Mill river, ano the fish
were not biting good. He threw his
bait into the water, rested his pole on
the ground and sat down to rest. While
so doing he took an ocarina from his
pocket and began playing. Presently

No Better Securk'v on Earth.
The credit of the United States was

so high and unquestionable that In
1900, two years after the Spanish war,
2 per cent bonds were offered at par
and oversubscribed. This is a finan-
cial performance no other nation has
ever equaled. United States 4 per
cent bonds in 18S8 sold as high as 130,
and in 1901 brought 139% on the stock
market. The United States has nev-
er defaulted on any of its bonds. Not
one of its bondholders has ever lost n
cent of principal or interest, except

of It is fraud stuff. Wooden articles
are reputed to be made from trees that
grow on historic spots, but are really
bogus. Strings of beads are manufac-
tured by the mile and sold to the pub-
lic as the work of Indians. The same
is true of moccasins, toy canoes an*
the like.

At best the bulk of these goods Is
rubbish, and our outgo for this pur-
pose might well be cut off entirely dur-
ing the war. To do this requires ab-
solutely no sacrifice. The people en-
gaged in this business will simply have
to do what so many of us have already
done, adjust themselves to war.

Aside from souvenirs, we are wan-
ton spenders for actual merchandise
that is inferior or worthless. There Is
a great class of people to whom cheap-
ness or flashiness appeals, rather than
utility and economy. A dealer in cheap
goods told me that he netted $25,000 a
year from merchandise that was prac-
tically worthless. He found it easy to
appeal to the spending Instincts of his
customers.

Unnecessary Phone Calls.
Not many of \ - ever stop to think

of the immense amount of money that
is spent for unnecessary telephone
calls. Wherever you go the telephone
booths a*e occupied, and when you
catch fragments of the conversations
you usually find them unimportant.
Reginald calls up his best girl to tell
her he still loves her, Maude calls Al-
gernon to thank him for the chocolates.
No matter how trivial the occasion,
our first impulse Is to step into a tele-
phone booth.

If five million people would save one
five-cent call a day It would mean a
total of over ninety million dollars a
venr. Doubtless several times this sum
could be saved very easily by the gen
eral public on local and long-distance
calls. We are lavishly extravagant in
the use of the telephone. I know of
business houses that talk several times
a day between New York and Chicago,
incurring tolls on each occasion that
run from five to forty dollars or more.
Tf there Is one thing that the Ameri-
cans haven’t learned it is economy of
talk—which in these days of war need
might well mean millions of dollars in
Liberty Bonds. The telephone wires
are heavily overtaxed, anyhow.

Then there is the telegraph. We
have this habit, too. With a little
planning we could commonly use a
three-cent stamp instead of a ten-word
message. One large wholesale house
requires all Its traveling men to re-
port dally by telegram, an expendi-
ture that might be eliminated. The
telegraph tolls of some of the large in-
dustrial and commercial establish-
ments are so big that they seem In-
credible.

The night letter is, in a measure, a
luxury, at least we could do away
with the social phase of it and
much of the domestic. I hap-
pen to know one business man. who
on his frequent and long absences
from home, gets a night letter from his
wife every morning and sends one each
night. Nor are these messages con-
fined to fifty words, hut often run sev-
eral times that length. Baby had the
colic; Freddy fell downstairs and
skinned his knee, Jeannette had her
hair washed.

I happen to be acquainted also with
with a young man who revels in night
letters to his fiancee. They are real let-
ters, too, beginning like this; “Darl-
ing Sue—l love you more than ever.
I couldn’t sleep last night thinking of
you. Do you love me still? . .

A certain business man, the head of
a large concern, goes away at Intervals
to rest for a week or two, but insists
on having a night letter every morn-
ing, narrating the substance of the
previous day’s business. These mes-
sages run into hundreds of words every-
day.

I would not belittle the night letter;
but In the present stress we need to
curtail whatever part of this expense
may De unnecessary, and loan the
money to the government.

The Taxicab Mania.
We Americans also have the taxi-

cab mania. There is a very large class
of men and women who ride in cabs
habitually, and let go immense sums in
the aggregate. They take taxicabs to
go a few blocks. In a group of twenty-
leading cities there are about four hun-
dred thousand of these vehicles, and if
each of them absorbed ten dollars ev-
ery day in unnecessary fares the ag-
gregate would tfe over fourteen million
dollars a year. What would' he the
total for the whole United States? It
is a luxury to jump into a cat) when-
ever ones wants to move about, but
these are stern times and we need to
he more iron-minded. The hoys in
France do not ride in cabs, and the
moneywe waste on this form of luxury
might better go into gas masks for
them.

We American men saturate ourselves
with many kinds of soft indulgences—-
ns in the barber shops. These places
in the high class hotels, as well as the
better shops outside, take from us Im-
mense sums—for what? Here is a
typical list: Shave. 25c; haircut. 50c;
shampoo, 35c; bay rum. 15c; face mas-
sage, 35c; manicure, 50c; shine, 10c;
tips, 20c; total $2.40. It is not un-
common for men to go through the
whole list, and to pay additional money
for hair tonics and other fancy frills.

When we analyze this list we find
that the only item really necessary Is
the haircut —and perhaps the shine.
Men can shave themselves at a cost of
two or three cents, and save perhaps
half an hour in time. Our soldier boys
cannot indulge in these effeminacies.
Many of them, in those good old days
of peace, were in the class that patron-
ized these shops, but today they are
made of more Draconian stuff. Why
should we ourselves indulge in these
costly habits when the nation calls for
cannon to back our troeps abroad?

If a million men spend an average of

he played the national anthem and,
much to his surprise, noticed a water
snake come from under the bank and
swim across the water and into a po-
sition facing him, the snake’s head
erect. The reptile was followed by
others until there were half a dozen
facing him, each at attention and head
erect. The ulmrod was mystified and
stopped playing. The snakes went
back to their boles. “Can it be that
these snakes are patriotic?” he won-
dered and, to test the notion, started
the national air again. Out came the

those who voluntarily have taken
losses by selling their bond3 In a pe-
riod of temporary price depression.—
International Confectioner.

This Girl is a "Lineman.”
W; 'n the automatic telephone

switchboard in Santa Monica, Cal.,
gets out of order it is a young woman,
clad In overalls and jumper, that
“shoots the trouble.”

Before this high-school graduate of
unusual accomplishments obta'ned her
present position of Indoor mechanic,

50 cents a day unnecessarily in barber
shops we have a total of $182,500,000.
under the actual figures, taking into
consideration all classes of people. In
the less exclusive barber shops one
finds a continual stream of men, of the
moderate salary class, who Indulge in
the items I have enumerated. We
might guess the total ought to be at
least half a billion dollars.

To have our shoes shined we spend
at least $100,000,000 a year and a mil-
lion more than the market price for
shoe laces because we wish to avotd
the trouble of putting them in our-
selves. Some of this expense undoubt-
edly is necessary, but while the war
lasts we need not be ashamed of any
form of Spartan economy. We can be
tight handed and rigorous with our
nickels and dimes without being open
to the charge of stinginess—provided
we use the money for government
needs. We can shine our own shoes
for a tenth of this hundred million dol-
lars. There are in New York a number
of men who have grown very wealthy
from the shoe-shining business. Among
them are some large tenement owners
—one reputed to be worth r. illions.
There are more than fl'ty fLcusand
bootblack places in the United States,
some of them employing a dozen or
more men. The majority of these
bootblacks are within the fighting age,
at least they ought to be doing some
sort of war service, instead of shining
shoes—while American blood runs so
freely on the other side.

Women Big Wasters.
But when it comes to this kind of

self-pampering women spend far more
money than men. Figures secured from
one large department store give some
interesting sidelights on possible eco-
nomies. Its sales of toilet goods la*ic
year ran about 1.3 per cent of Us total
sales. Thus for every million dollars
in sales its customers buy $13,000
worth of toilet articles. Apply this
rate to all the stores in the United
States and you have a total of unnum-
bered millions. The term toilet goods
is very elastic, Including both neces-
sary and unnecessary articles, but the
conscientious war saver no doubt
would class one-third of these Items as
partly dispensable, such as perfumery,
certain soaps, powders, rouge, toilet
waters, so-called beauty compounds,
and the like.

America’s women are highly scent-
ed. We live in an atmosphere redol-
ent with ambrosia. From almost every
woman one passes on the “parade”
streets of the cities there comes an
aura of roses, or perhaps violets. Our
girls demand scents. In infinite variety,
not only in perfumery itself, but in
hundreds of products. Merely to grati-
fy our sense of olfactory luxury we
spend tens of millions of dollars an-
nually. Yet in France the husbands,
brothers and sweethearts of our wom-
en and girls are sweating and fighting
in noisome places amid the stench of
disease and death. The odors they get
are of gunpowder and blood. Surely
we can spare some of our perfumery
money in the cause for which wc sent
them abroad.

If it were possible to estimate the
money spent by women in New York
alone for hairdressing and beauty cul-
ture it would undoubtedly run into the
tens of millions. One hairdresser in
the metropolitan district states that
within eighteen months, or since Amer-
ica entered the war, he has built up a
business that nets h'rn seven hundred
dollars a month.

A woman proprietor of a so-called
beauty establishment says that fifty
customers bring her a revenue of $30,-
000 a year, that she realized a clear
profit of $20,000 on powders, creams
and perfumes, that she sold sets of
cosmetics at seven hundred dollars
each. Thousands of women pay fancy
fees for hair waving, tinting and
bleaching. One concern announces
twelve colors, ranging from black to
golden blonde. Much money also goes
for removal of freckles, wrinkles treat-
ment, face bleaching an! so on. The
manicure bill in New York is enor-
mous, and the chiropody outgo large.
These places are furnished In the ut-
most luxury. If only we could im-
press on women of this class the dread-
ful hardships our American youths are
undergoing in the great cause!

The lesson ought to sink Jiome to all
women In America, who In greater or
lesser degree, 'et their good money go
for such futile vanities.

It is estimated that a million men
and women throughout the country are
giving to the Turkish baths an aver-
age of a dollar a day. Thus we have
a total of $365,000,000 a year. To this
we can add perhaps half as much for
massage, attendant fees, special treat-
ment and incidentals.

Bathing is commended, but most of
us, at least those who have the Turk-
ish batli habit, can take our ablutions
at home. The soldiers in Europe don’t
have Turkish baths. We imagine we
need them here. We eat big dinners
and fill ourselves with rheumatic de-
posits, poison ourselves by gormandiz-
ing. We contract colds because our
systems are too badly clogged to throw
off the germs. It is when we are stuf-
fed with rich viands and all sorts of
luxuries that we turn to the Turkish
bath for relief. Why not discipline
ourselves during the war and transfer
all these millions of dollars Into the
fund that Is going to beat autocracy
and the German peril?

I have touched on merely a few of
the items of unnecessary outgo. The
list might be extended indefinitely. But
there ought to be enough here to set us
thinking, and we can make the ex-
tensions ourselves. There is no use
denying the fact that the people have
not yet pnt themselveSVm a war basis
financially. We are still wasting mil-
lions on trifles. The war would be
over now If we had taken ourselves In
hand at the beginning.

snakr and took up their previous at-
titudes. He tried the Idea several
times and became convinced and is
now telling the story to his friends.
He says he has known bullheads to
bite in numbers In the middle of a hot
day when he started playing this in-
strument, but never before has he seen
lower creatures recognize a patriotic
air.—Exchange.

It Can’t Bear to Look.
When the hour Is being struck the

clock keeps Its hands before its race

she proved herself as efficient as the
men in doing line work, climbing poles
and replacing wires as readily as any
of them, says Popular Mechanics, in
describing her attainments.

But for the war and the shortage of
men having mechanical experience, she
probably would not be filling a man’s
place.

,

However, being fond of mechanics
and having a knowledge of electricity,
she Intends to remain at her post until
peace cornea, and then get a college
education.

A NERVOUS
BREAKDOWN

Miss Kelly Tells How Lydia
E. Pinkham’s Vegetable

Compound Restored
Her Health.

Newark, N. J.—“For about three
years I suffered from nervous break*

Sdown
and pot so

weak I could hardly
stand, and had head-
aches every day. I
tried everything I
could think of and
was under a phy-
sician’s care for two
years. A girlfriend
had used Lydia E.
Pinkham’s Vege-
table Compoundand
she told me about
it Prom the first
day I took it Ibegan
to feel better and
now I am well and
able to do most any
kind of work. I
have been recom-
mending the Com-

pound eversince and give you my per-
mission to publish this letter.”—MissFlo Kelly, 476 So. 14th St, Newark,
N. J.

The reason this famous root and herb
remedy, Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable
Compound, was so successful in MissKelly’s case was because it went tc the
root of her trouble, restored her to a
normal healthy condition and as a result
hernervousness disappeared. A

WANTTH MEN and women to
Vi All 1tU Learn the Barber Trade

Why wait to be told agatnT It pays. It’- easy;
no experience necessary; tools free. Tks Wi-
ss Barber CsUtfs. 3*7 Oetfmst St. Ulwasks*. Wa.

LetCuticuraße
YourBeautyDoctor
All druggists; Soap 25, Ointment26 A 50, Talcum 25.
Sample each free of “Outtcura, J>*pt E, Bsstsa ”

KIDNEY
TROUBLE Xyou can make no mistake by uslru? Dr.Kilmer’s Swamp-Root, the great lodney
medicine. At druggists in large and me-dium size bottles. Sample size by ParcelPost, also pamphlet telling you about It.Address Dr. Kilmer & Cos., Binghamton,N. Y., and enclose ten cents, also men-
tion this paper.

NOW STAYS HOME EVENINGS

Wife’s Clever Little Ruse Caused Hub-
by to Forego the Companionship

of "the Boys.”

He had been married about a year
and had taken to spending his evenings
downtown with the boys. One night
his conscience worried him and he
thought he would phone his wife and
get her to come down and meet him
and have dinner with him. So he
called her up.

“Hello, kid,” he began. “Say, slip
on some old clothes and run down and
meet me on the quiet. We’ll hove a
good dinner and then we’ll get a ma-
chine and go out and smear a little
red paint around. How about it?”

“I’ll be delighted to Join you. Jack,”
was the reply. “But why not come up
to the house and get me? There’s no-
body home.”

As the young husband’s name is Torn,
he spends his evenings at home now.

And his wife wears a queer smile
when he isn’t looking at her.—Cincin-
nati Enquirer.

CALL WAS FOR “OPERATORS”
And Sapper Black Felt Justified it Be-

lieving He Came Within That
Classification.

The new-formed signal company had
just assembled on parade, and the O.
C. was classifying his men for their
various duties. “Fall out any opera-
tors,” he shouted. A number of teleg-
raphists promptly stepped to the rear,
but the O. C. was surprised to notice
Sapper Black among the party.

“Are you a competent operator?” In-
quired the O. C.

“Yes, sir,” was the Immediate re-
sponse.

“And your speed of working?”
“Five thousand feet per hour.”
“Five thousand what?” roared the

O. C. “Telegraph operators don’t send
messages by the yard!”

“Perhaps not, sir,” replied Black;
"but, you see, I’m not a telegraph op-
erator ; I’m a clneinutograph operator.”
—London Answers.

Easily Arranged.
One beautiful summer night, when

the crickets were chirping in the grass
and the caterpillars were dropping
from the trees, John Henry turned to
the charming girl who was sitting on
the veranda at his side.

“Edith,” said he, a trifle timorously,
“there comes to me a thought, I might
say a fear.”

“Well, what is It?” queried the fair
girl, as the other hesitated.

“I suppose,” responded John Henry,
suggestively, hopefully, “that were I
to steal a kiss you would have me ar-
rested ?”

“Perhaps,” was the ready rejoinder
of the girl, “but you could find some-
body to pay your fine, couldn’t you?”
—Philadelphia Telegraph.

They say that coeducation trans-
forms colleges Into match factories.
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