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THE WRIST WATCH SPRAKS

T am the wrist watch,

Before the war I was worn by women,
Bejeweled and fragile, T bung abount
thelr dainty wrlats, locoked at more for
the gems that adorned me than for the
tlme I keph

i was alsp worn by lonnge-Hzards, the
boya who had thely handkerchiofs tucked
up thelr sleaves, who would be soon be
seen without their highiy-polished canes
ag without thelr trousers, the little lads
who tried fo sport monocles apd endeav-
ored in vain to ¢row mustaches and to
cultivate un-American aceents,

I wag the mark of the woman and the
she-man. I was ridicnled by stagoe come-
dians, Ly cartoonists of the press, by
haberdashers and men's outfitters of all
sorfs. To buy me was t0 buy soclal o3
traclsmz at tha hands of one's fellow-
craatures. T wear me in publie, iIn the
allegedly more rugged poriions of the
Middle West, was to invite physieal vlo-
lenca. To flavnt me o the face of the
Arlzong cowboy—my whole works trem-
ble to think of the consequancas!

But now~—behold me, roevivifed, re-
glorified, part and parcal of the pracH-
egl e?ulpment: for the moszt practical of
wars

Tunced to the minnés, I give the time
for the marching millione from the Hase
ports to the fromt.

From tho gonerzl down to the nowly-
arrived buck private, they sll wear me
they all swear oy me instead of at me,

On the wrist of every line officer in
the front lino treoches, T point to the
hour, minuts and zecond at which the
walting moen spring from the trenches to
the attack.

T, the once-despised, am the finel arbi-
fer as to when the barrage shall be laid
down, when 1t shall be advanced, when
it shall ceass, when it shall resume. I
need but point with my tiny hands and
the signal is given that means 1life or
dezth to thounsands vpon thousands,

My rphosphoronz glow soothes and
charms thoe chilled sentry, aa he atands,
waist Jdoop In water amid thoe Impene.
trable blackness, and fells him how long
I&e must watoh there before his rellef is

ae,

I mount guards, ¥ dismizs gaards.
Everything that is done in the army it-
solf, thet i done for the srmy behind
the lines, must be done according to my
dictates, Treue to the Creenwich Obser-
vatory, I work over all men in khakl
rmy rigld rud lmperious sway.

I go where I please without passes.
Porched above the deft and delicate fin-
gers of surgeons, I am present at all
operationz. On the hairy forearms of
the husky mrtillerymen, Y am there with
avery of the lamyard, and can feel
the firm bleepa flghten from below,

Y am in gl gnd of a11, at the heart of

every mave in this man’s war, T em the
witness of every action, the chonlolor of
cyery zecond that the war ticks on its
way. Lifted forever and forever above
the poodle-dog class of useless ornament,
T am the instroctor, the arbiter, tho con-
zoler, the Irlend of every officer &nd
Avery man.

1 am, in this war, the indispensable,
the always-fo-be-reckoned-with.

I am the swrist wateh.
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