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How the Selective Draft Proved an Impos
sible Task Easily Possible 

By GEN. E. H. CROWDER. Prove* Marthal Ctatul. U. S. A. 

We are now too close to the events of the war to 
assess them accurately. How great a part the Ameri
can selective service played in the drama of the world 
war history alone can tell. 

That, a new and untried scheme of selection could 
succeed at all was to many doubtful; that it should 
attain results beyond the fondest dreams of its most 
ardent supporters was unbelievable. To enroll for serv
ice 24,000,000 men, to mobilize a selected army of more 
than 2,800,000, a million of them in ninety days; to 
have presently available for military duty 2,000,000 

additional men; to classify this vast man power in the order of its mili
tary and industrial importance so as to preserve the domestic and indus
trial life of the nation, to speed up war-time activities, to maintain them 
in a state of maximum efficient production, and to pave the way to a 
speedy return to normal peace-time pursuits while recruiting the full fight
ing strength of the nation—these are results that would be instantly 
rejected as impossible did not the actual facts stand. , ": 

Truly were we the melting pot of the world; and the cosmopolitan 
composition of our population was never more strikingly disclosed than 
by the recent events of the world war. Then the melting pot stood in the 
fierce fires of the national emergency, and .its contents, heated in the 
flames, either fused into the compact mass or floated off as dross. 

The great and inspiring revelation here has been that men of foreign 
and of naiive origin alike responded to the call to arms with a patriotic 
devotion that confounded the cynical. plans of our archenemy and sur
passed our own highest expectations. No man can peruse the muster roll 
of one of our camps, or the casualty list from a battlefield in France, 
without realizing that America has fulfilled one of its highest missions 
in breeding a spirit of common loyalty among all those who have shared 
the blessings of life on its free soil. 

t am certain that no great national undertaking was ever begun 
which depended so utterly upon faith in a people for its execution, and 
undoubtedly no faith has ever been more completely justified and no con* 
fidence more abundantly rewarded. ' 

Remarkable and Legitimate Revival of 
Thoroughbred Racing Due 

By "JACK- JOYpErVVaeru Horn Tna 

The general public is once more keenly interested in racing, and. 
now that the war is over and the people of the country as a whole have 
begun to realize the great value of racing as the testing ground for the 
improvement of our future cavalry and artillery service, I look for a 
remarkable and thoroughly legitimate revival of the sport—provided, 
however, that certain matters of serious importance to its welfare receive 
due consideration, and that the necessary action follows: 

First of all there should be some restrictive regulation of our now 
excessive two-year-old racing. In England, through the fact that purses 
and stakes are restricted in value until July 1, high-class youngsters are 
not started before that date. Moreover, owners and trainers do not, as a 
rule, start their high-class two-year-olds more than three or four times 
during their first year on the turf, reserving them for the three-year-old 
"classics" and later valuable events. In France no two-year-old is allowed 
to start in any event until August 1. As a natural result in these coun
tries a much larger number of speedy, well-proportioned and developed 
two-year-olds, with their vitality unimpaired, are seen at the close of the 
season each year. 

Legislation by the Jockey club or a spirit; of co-operation upon the 
part of the associations is essential. A series of events—stakes as well as 
handicaps—should be inaugurated. The money so largely given to two-
year-old events should be added to these distance events. This would 
make them of sufficient value to make it worth while for owners and 
trainers to point their best horses for these contests. 

In my opinion, contrary to that of several other students of racing, 
the average American thoroughbred of today has deteriorated from hie 
predecessor of ten to thirty years ago. Certainly as a stayer, and I am 
not convinced that even the sprinter of fifteen years ago was not a bettei 
all-round horse, making due allowance, of course, for the faster records 
shown owing to the speedier tracks of today. That there has not been 
the improvement justifiably expected with our recent importations oi 
high-class foreign sires is due to excessive two-year-old racing and th« 
almost total elimination of distance racing. 
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Native Homestead in Isle of Pines. 
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Flanders Fields Poppy and Toich of l i b 

erty for War Service Flags 
Br MBS MOfNA MICHAEL. t U r n s * of 

Take up oar quarrel with the foe; 
To you from falling hands we throw 
The torch; be yours to hold It high; 
If ye break faith with us who die 
Wo shall not sleep through poppies grow 
In Flanders fields. 

—Lieut. Col. John McCrae. 

fot 

And now the torch and poppy red 
We wear in honor of our dead. • 
Fear naught that ye have died 

naught; 
We've learned the lesson that ye taught 

la Flanders fields. 
- Molna Michael. 

Ont of every great event and for every great cause has come some 
fitting memorial. The great American organization of mercy has its red 
cross; the Y. M. C. A. its red triangle. For the boys serving their coun
try on land or sea came the service star flag and pin. 

The service flag met the psychological demand during the war, but 
now a new need has arisen. Something is needed to keep alive that thrill 
which we all feel now for the inspiration and the triumph of the fight 
for democracy. The poppy should be the victory* flower, and the torch of 
liberty the emblem chosen by a grateful world to memorialize the devoted 
sacrifice of men who, like the hero author of "In Flanders Fields,'* gave 
their all to save humanity. Let us keep faith with them. 

The number of men who served could be shown by the service star— 
of blue if they lived and of gold if they have died—in the upper left-hand 
corner; service bars in the lower left-hand corner would tell the length 
of time served with the colors. The insignia of the branch of the eerriet 
in the upper right-hand corner, and wound stripes—if warranted •» tht 

right earner would make the story complete at a 

By EDITH C CAMERON. 

WHEN a doctor pronounced 
the edict, "four months of 
rest and change of climate, 
with plenty of fresh air and 

sunshine," the question arose, where 
to? The time was December, with all 
the cold and dlsogreeableness of a 
northern climate. 

Someone suggested "Why not go to 
the Isle of Pines? There you could 
rest and have all the sunshine and 
fresh air that you need." 

So when I learned that it is one of 
the most beautiful arid interesting 
spot* to be found in the world, and 
situated almost at our very door, less 
than two hundred miles south of Key 
West and not as far distant from New 
York as the Mississippi, I decided to 
visit it. 

I found there were many routes to 
choose from, but I selected the quick
est one, most commonly used, by way 
of Jacksonville, Flo., Miami, and the 
delightful sea-rail route to Key West. 
From there a sea trip of six hours 
brings one to Havana, Cuba, and an
other by rail or auto, 35 miles, to Ba-
tabano, now the most important sea
port on the south side of Cuba. The 
trains run to the dock, where one can 
take a comfortable boat making the 
trip to the Isle of Pines in a few 
hours. 

On reaching Jucaro, a port of entry, 
we have our choice of a number of 
automobiles for a ride over a govern
ment turnpike road, called here a 
calzada, to Santa Fe, a distance of 
five miles. We cannot help being sur
prised at the fine road, almost equal
ing any boulevard found in our north
ern cities. Our obliging chauffeur 
tells us that there are about one hun
dred miles of these calzada roads 
built and maintained by the govern
ment. 

All Comforts in 8anfa Fe. 
In the picturesque little town of 

Santa Fe, about five hundred feet 
above sea level, is a hotel meeting 
every requirement of the most exact
ing traveler. There are other less ex
pensive establishments. Here are 
small American churches of almost 
every denomination, a bank, schools, 
clubs for both men and women, a 
chamber of commerce, a large Ma
sonic temple and other institutions 
found in average American communi
ties. 

After resting and bathing la the 
Santa Rita thermal springs—the privi
lege of guests of our hotel—one feels 
like a new being. All the tiredness 
of the long trip vanishes. 

The wealthy Spanish military and 
government classes came here from 
Havana to spend the summer for gen
erations, as the Isle of Pines Is 
much cooler than Cuba. The baths 
are marvelous for curing rheumatism, 
nervous troubles and obesity. The 
water comes from Iron and magnesia 
springs. 

The history of the Isle Is replete 
with romance. How many of us know, 
I wonder, that Christopher Columbus, 
In his second trip to the new world, 
was lost In the keys, or small Islands, 
surrounding the Isle of Pines for a 
number of days, finally landing on the 
Isle, upon which, after Inspection and 
replenishing his supply of water, he 
bestowed the name of La Evangelista 
(the Evangel), later reaching the har
bor of Batabano, Cuba. 

Pineapples and Pines. 
It is questionable whether the Isle 

of Pines gets its name from the won
derful pineapples, weighing from 
seven to fifteen pounds, growing so 
profusely there, or to the pine trees, 
the odor of which, when the wind is 
blowing in .the right direction, can be 
noticed several miles from shore. 

In early days the Isle of Pines, like 
many other islands of the Caribbean 
was a rendezvous for pirates, and the 
south part of the Island Is often re
garded as the "Treasure Island" of 
Stevenson's tale. 

As recently as some thirty years 
ago a Spaniard who had lived a long 
time on the Isle of Pines, as poor as 
the proverbial church mouse, suddenly 
blossomed out as a gentleman of 
great affluence. He moved with his 
family to Havana, the "Paris of the 
West Indies," and to him was traced, 
as the source of circulation, a large 
amount of old Spanish doubloons, 
"pieces of eight." and other gold coins 
of the pirate days. It was generally 
believed he had discerned the cache 

of the hidden treasures of some pirate 
crew who were unable to return and 
claim their ill-gotten wealth. Even 
now there is more or less desultory 
search made from time to time by 
some of the natives for pirate treas
ures supposed to be burled in the 
cuves and along the shores of the 
island. 

In 1776 the Spanish crown made a 
grant of the entire isle to a retired 
Spanish naval officer, who at his 
death left seven sons, among whom 
the Isle of Pines was divided. From 
the original grant down to the Span
ish-American war the isle was the 
home of Spanish aristocrats who had 
large interests in Cuba.* When Cuba 
and Porto Rico were lost to Spain, the 
leading inhabitants of the Isle of 
Pines, being pure Spanish, regarding 
the Cubans as inferiors, were very de 
sirous, as the lesser of two evils, that 
the sovereignty of the isle pass to the 
United States. There was Inserted In 
the treaty of Paris, negotiated with 
Spain, a clause which President Mc-
Klnley interpreted as ceding the Isle 
of Pines to the United States. 

Sent Many Men to the War. 
The Isle of Pines is extremely pa

triotic, and has done its full share 
toward winning the war. While the 
American population is less than five 
thousand, and the percentage of the 
men who are over the draft age has 
been above normal, owing to the fact 
that many were originally attracted 
by its climatic and health advantages, 
nevertheless It boasts a service flag 
of over two hundred stars. Many 
bright young men have enlisted In va
rious branches of the service. The 
women of the Isle In their Red Cross 
work have raised thousands of dollars. 
In fact, more actual money to date 
has been raised here than has been 
secured and contributed by the Amer
ican women iu all Cuba. 

While all the wealthy Spaniards 
originally inhabiting the isle have 
sold their properties to the Ameri
cans and returned to Spuin or Cuba, 
the working natives, "plneros," as 
they are termed, remain to the num
ber of probably twenty-five hundred or 
three thousand. These plneros are 
pure Spanish. They are industrious, 
working faithfully ten or twelve hours 
a day for the smalt wage of $1 to 
$1.50 per day and boarding them
selves. As workers they are regarded 
as superior to the Mexican peons, 
Cubans or Jamaican negroes. They 
are a quiet, Inoffensive people, fond of 
the Americans, and cases of theft or 
bodily assault are rare. They are of 
a domestic temperament, marrying 
early and rearing large families. 

There are diversified amusements 
for tourists. Automoblllng over good 
roads to all parts of the Isle, deep-
sea fishing, tennis, golf and horseback 
riding are especial favorites, as well 
as sea bathing In the warm salt wa
ters of the Caribbean. As to the cli
mate, I win not attempt a descrip
tion, as I found It perfect. 

Expect Find of Interest 
The Spokane museum lias leased a 

160-acre Coplan ranch, near that city, 
and soon will begin "prospecting" for 
the complete skeleton of one of the 
largest mastodons ever unearthed. 
Parts of the skeleton have been lo
cated. The farm, which is a low, 
boggy place, has been the source of 
several mastodon skeletons unearthed 
In the past years. There are several 
more skeletons bogged in the place, 
it is believed, and the one the Spo
kane museum hopes to recover com 
plete will stand 14 feet high with 
tusks extending about ten feet out 
from the jaws. This will equal In 
size the largest mastodon ever un
earthed, which was found on this 
same farm in 1878, and is now on ex
hibition at the Academy >f Science la 
Chicago. 

Very Platonic 
Peter Prosser didn't believe In mar

riage. He kept on saying so. Platon
ic friendship was good enough for 
him, he affirmed. 

But one day Peter Prosser got mar
ried. His f i e n d s wondered, and one 
of them asked a question. 

"Well," said Peter Indignantly, in 
reply, "I still believe In platonic friend
ship, of course, but I had to do some
thing. Another fellow came aloof 
and get Interested la the girt." 

STORIES 
AMERI 
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Professor Keeps Hens Up Late to Make Them Lay 

I THACA, N. Y.—Pullets dining at nine o'clock every night and outlaying the 
most seasoned hens; electric or other lights in every coop, and better health 

for chickens aire predictions for the immediate future In the poultry world by 
Prof. James E. Rice of the department 
of poultry husbandry, Cornell uni
versity. 

Professor Bice states that to»tr 
carried on at Cornell during 48 weeks m 

of the laying capacity of more than 200 
hens and pullets have proved that 
lights in chicken coops have a direct 
effect on the production of eggs. The 
coops were kept lighted until nine 
o'clock every night, and the egg totals 

<**w showed that 100 hens and pullets in the 
lighted chicken houses produced 

1353-10 dozens more eggs than the chickens that went to bed when the sun 
went down. 

In money, wholesale prices, the increased dozens of eggs in the lighted 
coop amounted to $71.88. In each chicken house the 100 layers were 55 pullets 
and older hens and the pullets beat the seasoned layers in number of eggs 
produced. The light had no other effect on the poultry except that they 
maintained somewhat better health. «•> 

The average Increase in production of eggs for hens in lighted coops is 
placed at "one dozen or more" per year by Professor Rice. The poultryman 
has control over the egg production by turning the light switch. Laying 
pullets quit laying when the lights were turned off for a period and began 
again when the lights went on. 

Rio Grande "Kidnaps" Texas Farmer Into Mexico 

HIDALGO, TEX.—One of the most remarkable cusea of "kidnaping" ever 
known in the lower border region of Texas has come to the attention of 

the United States and Mexican authorities. Jose Cantu, a peuceful land owner 
and valley farmer, who has lived all 
his life in Texas, was bodily trans
ferred to Mexico by a recent rise in 
the Rio Grande. Along with him went 
400 acres of his most productive land 
and many head of live stock. 

Under past decisions of the inter
national boundary commission the cen
ter of the bed of the Rio Grande Is 
the dividing line between the United 
States and Mexico. This shifting of 
the course of the erratic river places 
Mr. Cantu and much of his property 

o e r n a u e i -
IFlfAWTA 

GWHfio--
WHAT NGHT 
vOuGOTlH 
MEXICO 9 

irffn> 

on the Mexico side of the stream and, according to the Mexican authorities, 
he is now amenable to the laws and taxes of that country. 

Upon Mr. Cantu's transplanted farm are a number of homes of employees 
who were also American voters until the river changed its course. 

To further complicate motters, the Mexican customs authorities are in
sisting that Mr. Cantu shall pay duty on his live stock and other property 
that has found Its way to that country by no consent of his. 

-W-o«s 

Oft-Told Tale of the Girl in the Country Town 

DBNVER.-^Her father—mentioning no names—searched for her many 
months. He traced her here and knocked on the door of her room in a 

chenp hotel, calling out, "It's dad, honey, come to take you home." 
He had conic from the little Illi

nois town. One can visualize the town. 
The main street, Its fixed personnel— 
the little group In front of the grocery 
store, Intcrmiunbly whittling, yawning 
—the drug store on the corner where 
pallid soda Is dispensed to the village 
beaux and their belles o' nights after 
the band concert down on the square; 
the post office, rendezvous of Mother 
Grundy and her satellites; the depot, 
where all the town goes for Its dally 
pleasure, seeing the drummer alight 

from the train, or Banker Jones return from a business trip to the city, or 
the cheap burlesque bunch arrive to give a golden Interpretation of Life at 
the op'ry house. *" 

The girl was satisfied there until she went to the big city to visit her 
sister, who married well. Then came discontent. No doubt the dally contrast 
—the monotony of the village routine against memory's background of bright 
lights, surging crowds, shifting scenes—spelled unrest for her. She perhaps 
was braver than thousands of her sisters In like surroundings, In all the 
towns of the kind scattered over the country. She finally bolted. She sought 
Life. She Is dying now, victim of poison, self-ndmlnlstcred. She has drunk 
the cup to Its dregs. 

There may be no moral to this. The death of a few girls more or less 
in the cities, country girls who answered the Lure, probably could never serve 
to stay other girls from following the wlll-o'-the-wlsp that calls cityward. But 
perhaps some doy the church, and the municipal administrations, and the 
women's clubs will take steps—practical steps—to save these girts from them
selves, and the beasts who prey, when they come. Mere preaching and tracts 
won't do It. The prim path never appeals to Youth above the primrose path. 

When Cupid Helped Mirandy to Run the Elevator 

N EW YORK.—Now, there Is Mirandy. Mlrnndy used to be a general house-
worker, and discontented. Now she's one of the elevator girls In a big 

office building and contented, I think. She's a very dressy person. And If 
she were not a strong young animal 
she couldn't run an elevator all day, 
with corset three Inches too tight, and 
a blouse that all the draft of 18 stories 
blows through, and heels so high that 
one can't see how a human being can 
manage them! 

The other day when the elevator 
was full of passengers at the ground 
floor, Mirandy paid no heed to the 
command of the aged male starter to 
get her car under way. She stood 
leaning out her door, one hand on the 
cage and one on the wheel, her right foot out In the rear, like a statue of the 
Flying Mercury. While the passengers fidgeted and the starter glowered 
Mirandy smiled and smiled, her eyes looking through him and out upon the 
sunny street. 

And then everybody saw what detained her. A young colored gentleman 
In a fawn-colored derby and a cane had strolled over from the*oppostte side 
of the street and was coming Into the building. "Waltm'P cried Mirandy, 
coqueting. He entered the car, and the starter was obeyed—at l a s t 

But what a ride It was! Could Mirandy be expected to stop without Jerk-
big, and going by each floor signalled, when she had an ardent admirer bend
ing over her? Sorely not! 

One by one the luckless passengers escaped, and only the writer and the 
admirer were left with Mirandy. The writer wanted to go to the eighteenth 
floor; the admirer got off at the seventeenth story- "Walt for me, honey," he 
said; "111 be gone only a minute." « _ * _ 

The elevator made for the eighteenth floor^-but stopped before it got 
there! Mirandy then, despite the Irate remarks of her aoie passenger, nre» 
duced a rose-colored patent-leather vanity case and proceeded to make njpl 

She balanced the case nicely on the elevator wheel, so that Its mirror wan 
tilted at a convenient angle, and got busy with a lip stick, Tory red range* 
and a remarkable smoky mess used as face powder by colored folks of quality. 
She pulled out her hair and smoothed her collar. 

No. 17 bussed and down she went! Nothing could have detained her. 
The writer rode downward with Mirandy and her lover, while floors 
la Tain and all the world waa wrapped up in love-maklne. 
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