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But sometimes it broke out in

; ~ other ways, this danger, these

things, as from an over-
boiler. It will be enough to
how Berger m® his end,

Our trenches have now for some

time been shot to pieces, and we

have an elustic line, so thal thers

- Is practically no longer any proper
- _treach wariare. When attack and

counter-attack have waged back-
wards and forwards there remains

. @& broken I‘ne and a bitter struggle
- from erazter to crater. The front-
' line has been penetrated, and ev-
~erywhere =mall groups have es-
~ tablished themselves, the fight is

ecarried on from clusters to shell-

~ holes,

We are in a crater, the English

' &re coming down ohliquely, they

are turning our flank and work-

- Ing in behind us. We are surround-

ed. It 1s not easy to surrender, fog
and smoke hang over us, no ome
would recoznize that we wanted
to give oursclves up, and perhaps
we don't want to, a man doesn't
even kmow himself at such mo-
ments, We hear the explosions of
the hand-grenades coming toward
us. Our machine guns sweeps over
the semiecircle in front of us. But
behind us the attack crashes ever
nearer.

A few minutes and we are lost.

Then, at closest range, a second
machine-gun burst out. It is set up
in a crater alongside us; Berger
has fetched it, and now the ecoun-
ter attack comes over from be-
hind; we are set free and make

. econtaet with the rear.

Afterwards, as we lle in com-

~ paratively good eover, one of the

foodearriers reports that a eouple
of hundred yards distant there les
& wounded messenger dog.
“Where?"” asked Berger.
- 'The other deseribes the place to
him. Berger goes off either to
fetch the beast in or to shoot it.
Six months ago he would have
been reasonable. We try to pre-
vent him. Then, as he goes off
grimly, all we can say is: “You're
mad,” and let him go. For these
cased @f fromt-line madness be-

come dangerous if one is not able-

to fling the man to the grind and
hold him fast. And Berger is six
feet and the most powerful man
in the company.

He 1s absolutely mad for he has
to pass through the ba but
whsh )

e,
—the: Dne man
8d to dig himself into
e ground with hands, feet and
teeth,

It Is true, such things are of-
ten simulated, but the pretense it-
#elf is & symptom. Berger, who
means to finish off the dog, is
garried off with 2 wound in the
pelvis, and one of the fellows who
.carry him gets a bullet in the

*ogh. while d:ﬂn.g lt..

: is dead. Somecne shot
spointblank with a Veréy light
5 0 stomach. He lived for half

an hour, quite comscious, and in
terrible pafn.

Before he died be handed over
his pocketbook fo me, and be-
queéathed me his boots—the samé
that he once inherited from Kem-
merich, I wear them, for they fit
me quite well. After me Tjaden
will get them, T have promiszed
them to him.

We have been able to bury Mul-
ler, but he is not likely to remain
long undisturbed. Our lines are
falling back. There are too many
fresh English and American reg-
iments over there. o There's to
much corned beef and white whea-
ten bread. Too many new guns.
Too many airplanes.

But we are emaciated and starv-
ed. Our food is s0 bad and mixed
up with so mueh substitute stuff
that it makes us ill. The factory
owners in Germany have grown
-wealthy—dysentery dissolves us.
The people at home ought to be
shown these gray, yellow, miser-
able, wasted faces here, these fig-
ures who with lips trembling and
distorted with painm, still grin at
one another,

Our artillery is fired out, is has
too few shells and the barrels are
80 warn that they shoot ubncer-
tainly, and scatter =0 widely as
even to fall on ourselves., We have
too few horses. Our fresh troops
are anaemic boys in need of rest,
who cannot ecarry a pack, but
merely know how to die. By thou-
sands. They understand nothing
about warfare, they simply go on
and let themselves be shot down.
A single flyer routed two compan-
les of them for a joke, just as they
came fresh from the train—before
they had ever heard of such a
thing as cover.

“Germany ought to be empty
soon,” says Kat,

We have given up hope that
some day an end may come. We
never think so far. A man can
stop a bullet and be killed: he can
Bet wounded and then the hospit-
al is his next stop. There, if they
do not amputate him, he sooner or
later falls imto the hands of one
of those staff surgeons who, with
the war service cross in his but-
tonhole, says to him: ‘“What, one
leg a bit short? If you have any
pluck you dom’t meed to runm at
the front. The man is A-1. Dis-
miss!"”

Kat tells a story that has tray-
eled the whole length of the front
from the Vosges to Flanders—of
the staff surgeon who reads the
names on the list, and when a
man comes before him, without
looking up, says: “A-1. We need
soldlers up there."” A fellow with
& wooden leg comes up before him,
the staff surgeon again says A-1,
—and then,” Kat raises his voiee,
“the fellow says to him: ‘I already
have a wooden leg, but when I
' go .back again and they shoot off
my head, then I will get a wood-
en head made and become a staff
surgeon.” ' This answer tickles vs
all immensely.

There may be good doctors, and
there are, lots of them: all the

same, every soldier some time dur-

YMOUTH BREATHING A

.Dr. Copeland, Explaining How the Nasal Passages

# "Filter” Air Taken Into Lungs, Warns Against

Breathing Through the Mouth.

R By ROYAL S. COPELAND, M. D,
3 United States Senator from New York.
Former Commissioner of Health, New York City.
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more than important—they

or that should stop work,
We cannot get on without
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regularly, quietly,

are essential to life. If this orgar

death would follow speadily.

air and lots of it The breathing
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Q~How can 1 make &
lashes grow longer? .
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G. P. Q—How can 1 reduce?
A.—Eat very sparingly of starches.
sugar and fats. Get regular, syste
matic exercise. - Exercise daily till

you perspire. A
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Wonders in most cases.

with the regular exercise will work |

ing his hundreds of fnspections
falle into the clutches of ome of
these countless hero grabbers who
pride themselves on ehanging as
many C-1's and B-3's as possible
into A-1's,

There are many such storles,
they are mostly far from bitter.
All the same, they have nothing to
do with mutiny or lead-swinging.
They are merely honest and call a
thing by its name; for there is a
very great deal of fraud, injustice
and baseness in the army. It is
nothing that regiment safier regi-
ment returns again and again to
the ever more hopeless struggle,
that attack follows attack along
the weakening, retreating, crum-
bling line?

From a mockery the tanks have
become a terrible weapon. Armor-
ed they eome rolling on in long
lines, and more than anything else
embody for us the horror of war.
We do not see the guns that
bombard us; the attacking lines
of the enemy imfantry are men
like ourselves; but these tanks
are machines, thelr eaterpillars
run on as endless as the war, they
are annihiliation, they roll with-
out feeling inlo the craters, and
climb up again without stopping,
a fleet of roaring, smoke-belching
armour-clads, invulnerable steel
beasts squashing the dead and
wounded—we shrivel up in our
thin skin before them, against
their eolossal weight our arms are
sticks of straw, and our hand-gre-
nades matches, .
Bhells, gas elouds, and flotillas
‘'of tanks—shattering, starvation,
death.
Dysentery, influenza, typhus—
murder, burning, death.
Trenches, hospitals, the common
grave—there are no other possi-
bilities. '

L L ] L ]
In one attack our company com-
mander, Burtinck, falls. He was
one of those superb front-line of-
ficers who are foremost in every
hot place. He was with us for
two years without being wounded,
80 that something had to happen
in the end.
We occupy a crater and get sur-
rounded. The stink of petrolenm

We open fire on them. But they
work nearer and things begin to
look bad. Bertinck is lying in the
hole with us. When he sees that
we cannot escape because under
the sharp fire we must make the
most of this eover, he takes a rifle
erawls out of the hole, and lying
down propped on his elbows, he
takes aim. He firee—the same mo-
ment a bullet smacks into him,
they have got him. Still he lies
and sims again;—once he shifts
and” again takes his aim; at last
the rifle eracks. Bertinek lets the
gun drop and says: ““Good,” and
slips back into the hole. The hin-
dermost of.the two flame-throwers
s hit, he falls, the hose slips away
from the other fellow, the fire
squirts about on all sides and the
man burns.

Bertinck has a chest wound. Af-
ter a while a fragment smashes
away his chin, and the same frag-
ment has sufficient foree to tear
open Leer’s hip., Leer groans as
he supports himself on his arm,
he bleeds guickly, no one ean help
him. Like an emptying-tube, after
a eouple of minutes he collapses.

What use is it to him now that
he was such a good mathematician
at school.

- [ ] L

The months pass by. The sum-
mer of 1918 is the most bloody
and the most terrible. The days
stand like angels in gold and blue,
incomprehensible, above the ring
of annihiliation. Every man here
knows that we are losing the war.
Not much is said about it, we are
falling back, we will not be able
to attack again after this big of-
fensive; we have no more men
and no more ammunition.

Still the eampaign goes on—the
dying goes on—

Summer of 1918—Never has
life in its niggardliness seemed to
us so desirable as now;—the red
poppies in the meadows round our
billets, the smooth beetles on the
blades of grass, the warm evenings
in the eool, dim rooms, the black,
mysterious trees of the twilight,
the stars and the flowing waters,

s { lite, life!

dreams and lomg sleep—O, life,

Summer of 1918—Never was so
much silently suffered as in the
moment when we depart once
again for the front line. Wild, tor-
menting rumors of an armistice
and peace are in the air, they lay
hold on our hearts and make the
return to the front harder than
ever.

life in the line more bitter and
more full of horror tham in the
hours of the bombardment, when
the blanched faces lie in the dirt,
and the hands elutch at the omne
thought: No! No! Not now! Not
now at the last moment!

hope that sweeps over the scorch-
ed fields, raging fever of impa-
tlence, of disappointment, of the
most agonizing terror of death, in-
sensate guestion: Why? Why do
they not make an end? And why
do these rumours of an end fly
about?
(To be concluded.)
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AMITY, Oet. 19—Mr. and Mrs.
A. E. Murphy entertained the
high school faculty with a deli-
cions three-course venison dinner
Tuesday evening at 6 o’clock, Af-
ter dinner Miss Clara Jasper en-
tertained by playing the guitar.
The remainder of the evening was
spent singing, while Miss Zelma
Woods played the piano.

Amity high school has a girls’
glee club this year. Twenty-eight
have enrolled. Most of these be-
ing freshmen girls insure a good
future for glee club .work. Miss
Zelma Wood, head of the English
department, is directing the glee
club while Inis Niekel iz playing
the piano.

The annual teachers' reception
was held in the high school audi-
torinum Wednesday, Oct. 16. The
high school students entertalned
with stunts and musie. Much to
the students’ surprise the faculty
also produced a stunt, At 9:00
o'elock a delicious lunch was serv-
ed. A good time was enjoyed by
all present. P

The Amity high school letter

girle’ association Is very active
this year. A meeting was held

Oct. 15 for the purpose of elect-
ing officers. Those elected were:

Summer of 191§—Never was

Summer of 1918—Breath of-

< | President, Helen Wood; vice-pres-
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dora, at the home of Mrs, Shaf-

the Spring Valley school, was the
dinner guest Friday night of Mr.
and Mrs. Julian Stratton.

was & visitor at the homes of for-
mer mnelghbors and friends in
Spring Valley during the week,

daughter Grace attended the Polk
County fair at Dallas Saturday
afternoon.

Candied Sweets

IKE many other foods, the less'

Mmmﬂ““{b‘

or Plain Baked, _.  The HomeKitchen
An Adjunct to Any Meal 5

.| used, a few tablespoons of hot water

By ALICE LYNN BARRY

¢beaten eggs {reserving a tablespoon
mﬁ‘ﬁtrm of egg to brush over the top). Place
- : 8 ;ﬂ. in a buttered baking dish, spread the

€gg on top and brown in the oven.
The Vvery large sweets can he used

Accompanied by a thick tomato
for this purpose. Boil the whole po- sauce, this makes a substantial part
tatoes until tender. Peel and cut in

of a vegetable dinner.
slices about one inch thick. either Sweet Potato Ple.

lengthwise or crosswise. Place in a 2 cups mashed swect potatoer
buttered dish, put a small 1 cup milk. =
plece of butter on top of each slice 4 eggs.

and sprinkle generously with brown

% cup sugar.
sugar. If the dry sweet potatoes are

% cup butter.

1 teaspoon cinnamon.
34 teaspoon sait
3 teaspoon ginger.

Rub butter and sugar together,
then add potatoes and seasoning.
Separate the yolks from white of
eggs. Beat yolks and add with the
milk to the sweet potato mixture.
Finally fold in rthe stiffly beaten
whites. Line a pie pan with crust
and pour the mizture in Bake in a
hot oven for about 10 minutes and
30 minutes more in & moderate oven.
or until the filling is firm.

Bome prefer the sweet potato pile
baked without the crust—in which

teaspoon salt. cuse it is merely a souffle. This falls
Blend the bot milk with the sweet | quickly after removal from the oven
and s0 must be served immediately.

should be added to the pan. Bake
until the sugar thickens snd browns.

Some prefer sweets with salt and
pepper as well as brown
BUgar.

Large sweet potatoes may be used
for any dish In which the mashed
potato is used. Boll whole in the
skins, and when tender peel and
mash while still hot.

ident, Hazel Versteez; secretary,
Lucille Werner. Five rules per-
taining to behavior, were made

and thus far have been success-
fully enforced. ' B

Spring Valley |
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SPRING VALLEY _Qect, 19—
Eldon Eberly left for Portland
this week, where he will be em-
ployed.

Mrs, Kathryne Shafer who has
been employed in Salem during
the past year, is spending her va-
cation with her daughter Theo-

er's parents, Mr. and Mrs. Philip
Damm,
Miss Clara Siebens, teacher of

Holland Cotton of Lake Labish

Mr. and Mrs,John Childers and

Mrs, Emma Hoeffling is having

reshingled. This is the only log

built by Charles Savage over 30

Years Ago.
structed of hewed logs.

cupied a prominept place in the
play grounds of the Spring Valley
school was moved during the
week-end to & new position where
it will be remodeled into a gar-
age for the teacher’'s car.
new swings were alsp made for
use of the children,

their daughter Grace motored to
Cutler City Sunday, gc
of the Salmon River cutoff. An
unusually large catch of silver-
side salmon was made by the fish-
ermen of that district Sunday. The
weather was somewhat foggy ov-
er the ocean but not enough to
hamper driving along the high-
Ways.
greatly enjoyed their trip over -
the new highway as
made the same trip by wagon
team over 30 years ago with a
party of friends,
three days where now It is made
in less than three hours.

SO S %
i North Santiam
<O

NORTH SANTIAM, Oect, 19—
Mr, and Mrs. C. L. Young asd
famlly motored to Willamina Sat-
urday where they spent the day
with Mrs, Young's mother, Mrs.
0. W. Cobb.

Mr, and Mrs. Glenn E, McCle)-
lan drove to Mill City Sunday,
where they vrisited with Leland
Keithley who is in the hospital
there,

Mrs, Geo. Ashford and Mrs. E.
Jarvis of Lebanon spent Tuesday
with Mrs, Jarvis® sister, Mrs. Lis-
zie Reece.

Willis Keithley Sr. is quite il
at his home here, He iz under
the ecare of Dr. Beauchamp.

Chas, Loose of Stayton called
on old friends here this week.

her house repaired and the roof

bouse in this vicinity and was

The house Iis con-

The wood house which has oc-

Four

Mr, and Mrs. John Childers and
_goln[ by way

Notice to Subscribers:

The Bpecial Bargaln offer to Mail
Subscribers of the Oregon States-
man for $3.00 per vear by mail
is not good within Salem City
limits,

Mr, and Mrs. Childers

they bhad

taking nearly

Forestry courses will be offered
in Florida high schools.

POLLY AND HER PALS

“A Faint Heart”

By CLIFF STERRETT,

IMAGINE ME DIGBIN'
UP THE PUGILISTIC
FIND OF THE

CENTURY AN’ HE

MULE’S &0,

HECK, NO! HE KIN TAKE ANYTHING A
: RIGHT ON THE CHIN,
BUT-WAITLL I TV W

THE PLAGUED PICKANNINY
CANT STAND ¥
GORE! SEE Y
DAEY

WHEN 1 Z

TILLIE; THE TOILER

By RUSS WESTOVER

BY JOVE, WE JUST GOT To TRY |
| AGAIN To GET A HOLD OF SOME |
OF MACS MONEY To START U
{"THIS BUSINESS OF MINE - -

| 'wonNDER &1 couLD GET

TILLIE To

THANKE, TILLIE,
HE'LL LISTEN

MAC, I THIAX IT'S FORGET IT.| (voUNE GOT TO SURE. HES Dme_
- [WOANDERFUL OF MR, || TILLIE, HE | JADMIT HE'S HELD|| -THAT, HE KNEW
(WHIPPLE TO OFFER || COULDA'T ' | |HIS OwWN SIANCE ANOTHIANG WHEN

) HIS FIRM WHENAN
HE| _'§TAD.T5

—~—— N

S| auo a

YOoU A PARTAUERSHIP || @0 A

HE'S BEEN HERE || HE CAME HERE
AND HE wNOWS

NOT H_l_ﬁ\G AloOwW

w‘LL-

WHO READ OF
THE ARREST
WITH MORE
THAM OUSUAL
INTEREST
| WAS A
CERTAIN
MRS.
ME ANV -~

A JA

LAWNER

NAMED
NERO

TWSTER,

ALL THINGS! & |
SADIE SNATCHER

- 1 WOMDER
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WITH HiIM WHILE. MY WIFE 19
T WAS KINDA
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