h week with a broad-minded

mission to womankind. Be

much in modern 7§

ite
concefning o
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after one ‘tridh; restn

g

ond freshness
wewspaper, you see how &

little' matts has o
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Let us be brave,

Tho' with sad trials we cope.

" Then life will bloom anew -

‘With flowers of Hope.
MARGARET G. HAYS.

her mother to take the small

brother Bddy on & trip through
Yellowstone Park, and she wrote
from there: =+

Darling Mothér: You are & very
nice woman and I ilkeé you. But how
Yyou could ever have asked me to tour
Yellowstone Pank with . my terrible
10-year-gla brofer wilk ever be =
profound mystery with me. And how
I, In my sweetest, most angellc mo-
ments, could have ‘acquiesced to such
an outrageous proposition s a prob-
lem Archimedes himself would have
been unablg to solve.

In the st place, nobody of that
wild, mischievous disposition should
have been christened *“Eddy.” That
wds 4 Iack of judgment on your part.
Of ,course, when he was born you
didn’t know he was golng‘to drive me
to an early grave; but yol might have
guessed. Pardon me, mother mine, If
I seem disrespectfyl,
‘wrought up ever that terrible son of
[yours. . -

! As you know, we letf; Saturday
evening. All Sunday he Wag peaches
'.na creain—8o' ‘gentle’ , quiet I

‘thought he was going to be ill. But

| early Hoﬁd‘yq:.no:!ln‘g /e
While ‘playing with &

which ke had “Bo. rght:

amputited K

smpalfted fho S 5% M

M.\RJGRY had been persuaded by

ing ‘seriois.

A tﬁbn. > "'3:' ning
t & ai
cup of Kot ‘!?6' "lr."-dt:!':

either. It was a swell

y—habit back, a

unning!- o

He manajged to scramble into the

wrong berth Mondey night. Tha
take ‘resultéd in

t min~
i i 4 hand-
and-fist. fight with the occupant,: &n-
other angel child of Eddy's size, 4ge
and temperament, That Loy's mother
has frozen me with an i¢y stare ever
since—and-1 don’t blame her, either,

Tueaday ~evening' we mounted the
stage es for our first view of the
park.> About nodn, in an exuberanee of
8pirits, he off of the coach. Chaos

. n 1° My heart beats

NoWw &t the. recollection. But you

know the story of the cat's nine lives.
he chewed five sticks of
1 s

but I am all’

enormous pleéce of gum. In the even-
ing, either carelessly or with ma-
licious intent, I know not which, the
incorrigible slipped thie gum in Mr.
Vanderhoft's pocket. That gentleman
was forced to cut the pocket of his
coat to divorce the gum from his pos-
A h & dear, did - fellow,
too! He has frogen me with an icy
stare—and, I don't. blame hHim, .elfhar, .
Thursday your §on and jels fell into
8 geyser. This qyleted him gomg Hut
mot enough to prevent him from tum-
bling Into another geyser Friday. 1
" /On Saturday he got lost—-onr coliii

“'party was delayed two hours while a

thorough search was made. He was
found asleep under his bed.
Today s Sunday. . What. the future

"has in store for me 1 dare not' think.

I am longing for homeé and quiét—my

Haven't seen any ‘of the wonders of
Y Park, my eyes
havé been gluéd on my young
every second of the day. 3

I'm looking forwand to the time when
I can hand him over to his doting
parents. Until then, oodles of love from

P, S.~Don't worry about us.
Eddy is sleeping now. He looks so
sweet and good in his little bed!

From Goethe
Wan we are living with peo-
ple who have a delicate sense
£ * of propriety, we are in misery
on their scegunt when anything un-
48 committed.

, and in sogiety no
tages 89 & well-

True individuality can only be prop-
erly.made prominent through good man-
ners, (3!

+ the publlc
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. He says that the modern
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, too, the girl of
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80 is i
she doesn’t know the least thing sbout
The Elusive one always grows véry
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us listen:
lnnm.rih;with her
pudhll{ a gitl in $60
lace collars, etc. *
today has no idea of money.
ine money: for years, and
busy in

cannot
Irish
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plus & maid. Impossible on the man’s

taking any chances these days. They
are not sounding any sill; "
of personality or

maid to discover unplumbed
gracter. They are giving no
say that she might sacrifice a few
They

here, dear friends. Its place in this
BARBARA LEE.

2 answer is
m. depends on whethér you are man or woman.

J my house there

flows & little river,

a perfect child of

& river, that runs

along so clear and

swift and inno-

| cent, till at one

place it tumbles

headlong .over =&

clit and down

thirty feet or so

into & pretty,

green. ravine,

~where the grass is

all young and the

trees saplings and no flowers ‘grow ex-

cept in the springtime, when ‘there are

only violets, This pavine is déar to me,

not only for its eternal youth, which re-

news my owh, but because of that which

1s behind the waterfall. No place, how-

ever beautiful, is either quite perfect or

quite ressonable without a secret mean-
ing. .

The secret of my ravine is & cave be-
nd the waterfall, where a little Nalad
dwells. Sbe is the reason why the ra-
vine has kept young for exactly 5000
years, which is the time since the
Najad first took u; her abode there.
Yesterday I went to the ravine, as I
often do, and standing upon & rock, I
called to the empty, frothing waterfall.
Immediataly a white form was prosgc;ed
into #ts midst. Down it came splashing
on the sharp, cruel rocks, quite as un-
harmed as the river itself, and & minute
later the Nalad drew herself out on
the gress among the long-stemmed vio-
Jets. Her clothes (for clothes she
waears, despite the slanders of mythology)

are white andfilmy as £ Her hair
is neither wet nor straggly, but fine as
gold threads, and she dresses it in differ-
ent ways. Yesterday she had bralded it
with & green and vinelike water plant,
and round her head was & rainbow

The'
‘reader, his pipe, are onouzn,u;nu',&

sccess to all styles and modes, may
assume toward a poor, utitutored water
nymph.

Her face 11t up with pleasure, *Traly ™
she asked. “Do you think if 1’ ‘wore
my hair €0 and held my gown 80, that
I would be thought bedutiful in your
étles—at your—your operas, 4o you call

- them? Or at the wonderful dances?”

R

Here she tripped a step or two amid
the violets.

As I looked upon the delicate wonder-
ohild of fifty centuries youth, I could not
keep from smiling. But where would
my prestige be if ever she guessed the
u-u&h? 8o I answered with sedate su-
perfority: I have seen many debu-
tantes whom you actually surpass in
some ways Of course, most of those
girls have & great many gowns, Where
you have only oné. Then, too, they have
attendants, girls from France,  ‘who
dress their hair in prevalling styles.
They have jewels, pearls and diamonds
and green-blue turquoiees, set in chains
and bands of gold, to enhance thelr
beauty. And they would despise these
water plants and violets of yours. For
them roses and white orchids are grown

acres of p glass. These
things all cost a great deal of money,
88 every one knows.”

The Naiad was crushed, quite property.
“Don’t they ever wear rainbows or fosm
lace?” she asked as one pleading against
hope.

“Never!” I answered truthfully.

“It's & great pity,” sald the Nalad, sit-
ting down and drawing her knees up be-
neath her chin. Her little white .feet
shone bare among the violets. This
gave me another thought.

“Why, you have never even worn
shoes!” 1 in a
tone, “How could you dance without
#hoes?" 5

For answer she sprang up, as I had
hoped she would, and encircled me with
a wild, graceful fury of flylng steps and
‘When she danced it
El as If scudding clouds had takeén
$hythmic motion, so light, so dainty. The
gTéss where she passed was handly
crushed at all. “Very pretty,” I eriti-
clped, as she poised at last on the tips
of her tiny toes; ‘‘but can you walts?"

*“Teach me,” she pleaded.

“Not L' I answered firmly, ., “For
waltaing you must havé a smooth and
polished floor, not this poor, uneven
turf, all bumpy with rocks and
wobka.” :

The Naisd subsided by the river'w
edge. “The squirrels tell me I am
beautiful,” she said after a while. *“Yes-
terday & mesdow lark camé hére and
sang All day, He just sang, ‘How beall~
titul is the Nalad, how beautiful is my

“love!” over and over again.” A

*“That's the trouble. He knows only
one song, you see. Now at the opera
are singers with not one scng, but a
h "

band, from her srfall wi

the sun struck slemtwise through it
mist

“You look very pretty today, Mittie
Naiad.” sald I, in the eomewhat

. “A thousand songs!” sighed the
Naiad. “In five times that many eens
turies I have never heard & thou-
sand songs. The maldens must be in<

deed lovely that so many are made
for them.”

“Yes. And often just one song will
bring as much as $1000!"

“Money is wonderful, isn’t it? You
often speak of it. And I have never
even seen any money! You are very
wise and powerful; could you bring
some of it here some day, that I might
behold how wonderful it 1s8?’

“No, never,” saild 1. *“Money is too
precious to carry about in this wild
country. Even_in our cities it 18
locked up securely in huge, iron
safes, and only taken out upon neces-
Bity.”

“No money,” sald the Naiad sadly,
“no gowns but this poor thing, no
jewels but rainbows, no shoes for
my feet, no French maidens to dress
my miserable halr—-why shculd 1 live

longer in such poverty? I will lie all
day in the sunshine, and let the sun
draw me up in little dropa of mist!”

Then I was frightened, for the
Najad is the most marvelously beauti-
ful creature in all the world, and I
feared that I might lose her, and all
the rest of my life be gray, and ugly,
and ungladdened.

“Little Nalad,” I cried, “remember
the equirrels, and the meadow lark,
and this little ravine, your home! All
these are happy because of you;
would you leave them desolate for
vanity's poor cause?

The . Nalad thought deeply. ‘“Neo,”
phe sald at length. “They have 1 ved
me 1ong, and.will love me always.
Pan made me for thelr sakes, I think;
for whereas your cities .kave many
beautiful folk to rejoice each .other,
they have only me. So I will not dig,
and neither will I give .myself to
grief, lest I become xad and alto-
gether ugly. But it is very ‘good of
you to come. here and jnstruct me of
true beauty!" 3

“We. mortais are a generous folk"

I answered. And so, for the time,
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S & Jack for m&m, & inste for

t
thege 18
/ woman borm. -But who shall
whence he comes, or when? And

whe is there to tel the maiden which
man is her mate?

matdens T
The gir} with p single Jover, who mas-
ries him and lives .a contented, happy
life, may count herself blessed indeed,
for she alh the hes and
uncertaihties her averpopular sister is
bound 10 endure. b = .

How 18 #irl with many levers to
know :&g. one th marry?

She may care more for the one that
seems fmost unsuitable, while her par-
ents may urge her to aécept the one
who 18 endowed with plenty of the
world's good gitts.

Alfred ha$ money and a high social
position.” He,- it would appear, is the
proper man for het to choose. But he
also has a mean, selfish dlsposition; he
hates to spend his wealth; does not be-
leve in charity, and never gives pleas-
ure fio any one, unless he himself can
have the major share of that pleasure.
He buys expensive dfuners for the girl
he covets, because he Joves good things
to eat; he gets front seats for the mu-
sical comedies that are vulgar and
coarse, beécause he enjoys a broad joke,
when the girl herself wlould far rather
see & good, clean play; he brings her
bonbons, and himself eats half the con-
tents of the box before his call is
ended.

Those little traits are Joud in their

protest against future happinesas for any -

woman. No, she must NOT marry
Alfred,

Charile 1s a good business man, he has
high principles (or at least so he de-
c'ares to the world at large) and he,
too, covets the girl

But Charles is insanely jealous. He
wauts a plaything, not a wife.

It Jill marries him, she must give up
all her old friends, she must never so
much a&s look at another man, and as
dor holding a friendly conversation with
one of her former admirers, that to
Charlie is & crime beyond forgiveness.

K majesty, £

makes him suspliclous of éverythin
says, everything she does. He coul
would provide well for Jill, but her life
would

Owen 18 rich, han
ewcet disposition, but is thoroughly un-
veliable. Owen should write books, wild
romances and fairy stories, for he fiirts
most outrageously with the truth and
can imagine more wonderful things in a
minute than most ple do in a week;
he applies them to himself and is known
among the men as the greatest prevari-
cator in town.

Jill cannot marry Owen.

| Ralph 4s an artist and a
?:The ode he wrote to his lady’s eyée
| Brow i wonderful, hig love songs are
dweetly. beautiful. Ralph is temperss

and esthetic. 1. ..
T¢ 3 married bim, would prob-
dbly have to go without food; for ple-

_fures do not slwaye sell

“&¢ not always accepted.

1ot mind if the cupboard were bare and

be Y

oe«&. d-he

interrupted commuynion with

Now, Jill has & healthy “appet!

that puts Ralph out of the running.
Byt John, good old honest John, is

well born. His beauty will never set the

world afire, yet he is not actually usly.

No mman with a heart of gold“tan’be

ugly. His wholgsome thoughts and kind

deeds are bound' tor be reflected in his

gountenance. John s gentle and courte-

dus to all women; fair and siulre with

all men.’ He will pick up & squaliing

child by the roadside to dry ite tears
and send it home with & bright mmile
and a happy heart. -

He never fafls to help a poor, nervous
¢ld woman across the crowded street or
to carry her basket if it be heavy.” A
mother with a babe In her arms s &1-
ways the object of his solicitude. John
f8 not glib in his lovemaking; he is
rather shy and retl 3 he has little
worldly wealth, but hol
means future 'vancem:
kind and lovable. The girl he loves an:
marnies will be the queen of his heart
always. He will adore her, will shield
her from every possible trouble, He will
work for her and provide for her com-
lr‘(;rz and happiness all the days eof his

e.

At last Jill has found her Jack, for the
infinite kindness and soul-beauty of the
man wins her love. They marry and live
happlly ever after.

Jill, consider well before you select
your Jack. Note attitude toward the
:_f:d' the poor, the weak and little chii-

n

Find out if he is beloved by those who
know him best, is honest, is kind, is de~
serving of your love before you put
your hand in his and whisper the words
that will make you his for life,

fectly irre

sistible!’” ex-

claimed the fluffy
blonde, as the west-
bound express clat-
tered out of a
downtown station,
and she made sev-
eral appealing

= snatches at a very

conveniently hung strap.

“Strange what a hit he's made with
the girls,” answered her companion.
“Ever since he's been with the None-
Better Typewriter Company every ste-
nographer on our force is singing for a
None-Better machine, and those who
bhave them are banging them to pleces
so's Billy will be sent for to investi~
gate the trouble. Yes, Bllly's irresist-
ible, sure enough.”

“Billy—irresistible~None-Better Type-
writer Company,” mentally repeated a
little woman in a blue mllomg«uult as
she settled back for a close scrutiny of
the garrulous pair In front of her. No
one would credit this refined little body
with being vulgarly curious, but from
her intensely interested and apparently
annoyed survey of the ‘mwr\’ur girls
a close observer would be led to con-
clude that she had some very vital rea-
won for listening to all she could possi-
bl{vhesr about the irresistible Billy.

ell she knew how irresistible Billy
could be and how irresistible he had al-
ways been. Had not his doting mother
regaled her ears times without number
:ﬂ{:&glel of Billy and how, as a baby,
° A 1

“Isw'r he per-

by dimpling and (urg‘fln‘ every one into
kissing him—even his father's old maid
nslog; tAhnd ever ?ncee‘ the );in Tillle
an e sour-visaged schoolmarm,
bbed him to chastise and concluded
ug him, Billy had things his own
S iihue ot this irresistiblenes;
y virtue of this very firre: ent
an in _tall blue !uz

ts ever since.
had never been a voluntary =
here before her very eves were two in-
disputably pretty girls calling Billy—her
Blll&'—irmlﬂtlblt.

“Well,” coptinued the loguacious
blonde, “my machine needs fixing, and
tomorrow morning first thing at thsh
®0 t‘m't you begin to giggle when 1
up Market 28785, phone number 340.

“Beats me h he answers &
ring from desk 25, Drake & McC

“Well, you see, he doesn't get to his
office until 8 o'clock; then he says it
takes him halt an hour to get in shape
for the day, so I always figure on call-
ing him after he's ‘in shape,’ but be-
fore he leaves on his rounds; and you
can just bet I make it urgent. Leave It
to Sadie Mullen for speedy typewriter
repairs.”

The little woman stiffened involune
tarily, took a firmer grasp on her shop~
ping bag and with a haughty tiit of
the head stepped from the express at
the terminus, ‘“‘Phone numbar $40,” she
muttered—"‘guess the little stick doesn's
know Billy’s last name.”

It was a very gay and cheery Mrs.
Wiiton who poured coffee for her hus-
band that evenirg, in spite of the ache
in her heart.

*“Billy,”” she began, before the Carve
ing knife was through the first slice of
the roast, “I met a perfectly lovely
girl at Amy Bastian's yesterday. I
think I'll invite her to dinner some eve-
ening next week.”

“Do,” urged Billy.

“Her name is Mullen,” gontinued Mrs.
Wilton, _closely eyeing her hu-btnd.
“Sadie Mullen. Maybe you know H
she’'s & stenographer for Drake & Mo~
Culough.”

“‘Never heard of her, littlg girl; b
if you say 80, have her tp dinner an
Tl ask Lathrop out to liven things up

& bit.

Mentally, Mrs, Wilton was raging
against Billy Wilton &s the most per-
fidious wretch extant. ‘‘Actor,
crite, flirt, llar,” were some of the fond
terms she used to get him y plac=
ed In her affections. But after & plucky

ulp or two, she detnrmhuﬂ to

illy In iult torture while she tall
over Sadie Mullen and p}lﬂl for the
coming dianer.

At exactly 9.30 the mext m:
imperative voice called ** kot ot
and after a short interval asked with
increasing impatience for tghm num-
ber 840. A moment later the most ses
d\;cinx “Hello, Billy,” sounded over the

wire,
“This is Sadie,” whispered the voice.

Come a8 s00n as you can

Dreaming? Must a girl dreum to

out that yoyr last name's Wilton? t&
dsp't? Then what ig ft7°

¥ & moment

oice. And ap lttle l&
.'V;Vﬂ:o;-1 lr,opm‘ l)')to’ l.' ’cr

oally: | 1 —

district mechand 0T It et my 'Zy

How do you manage it, q.dln"
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It wasn't my Blly at sl




