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Very . Vnusual Romance of

Miss Emma

NeewKirKk, the

51,000 Prize Beauty, Who
Won a Y oung KlondiKe Mil-
lionaire in the Ocean Surf.

EGUN in the sunny waters of Santa

Monica Bay, the romance of Miss

Emma Newkirk and Mr. Edward
Wwillis will' be consummated in the snowy
wastes of Alaska.

Beginning when both were poor and un-
known, their romance has culminated since
Miss Newkirk became one of the most fa-
mous women in the United States and Mr.
Willis one of the richest men in Alaska.

Last December, by & popular vote, Miss
Newkirk was acknowledged to be the most
beautifully formed woman in this country.
Her measurements, it was discovered, coin-
cided with those of the Venus de Milo, and
straightway the  former American Venus,
Miss Clara Best, was dethroned and a new
American Venus sprang into fame. *

Miss Best, the, critics said, lacked by one
thirty-second of an inch perfection, the
large toe of her right foot missing just
that much of the classic length. Miss New-
kirk, they sald, lacked nothing at all of per-
fection. Miss Newkirk's figure, in every
particular, conformed to the canons of
health and beauty, therefore Miss Newkirk
won over all competitors the $1,000 prize
for a perfect womanly figure at the Physical
Cultare Exhibition, Madison Square Gar-
den, New York.

The - romance of this latter day Venus
was revealed in the announcement of her
engagement in a San Francisco newspaper.

Her Santa Monica Shadow.

«Mr. Edward Willls, of Dawson City,”
read her friends, puzzleg by the not fa-
miliar name.

One of them with active memory sald:
“Can it be the young man who was her
shadow at Sapta Monica Beach?”

«But she had so many,” objected the
others. ‘‘Unlike common, material bodies,
Emma cast more than one shadow.
Wherever she went she had at least &
dozen.”

«But the young.man, the record swim-
mer, who brought her back the day she
fainted? Don’'t you remember?”’

And with this prompting all of them
have, at last, remembered.

Fmma Newkirk was a native of Cali-
fornla. Her name was proudly enrolled
in that large and brilllant soclety, the
Native Daughters of the Golden West.
Further than that, she had always lived
at Santa Monica, the pretty little city of
the surf, fifteen miles from Los Angeles.

She grew up, as do most California girls,
i{n the untrammelled life of the great out-of-
doors—the free manner of life that is largely
responsible for the liberal frames, the high
color and the buoyant grace of the women
of California; the manner of life that de-
veloped Sybil Sanderson and Blanche Bates
and Dorothy Tennant.

She walked and ran, and rode and drove,
and played basketball and baseball and
football. During part of her childheod,
which she would like to forget, she was
known and dreaded as the tomboy, because
she beat all the boys in town at tree climb-
ing and leapfrog.

She Lived Out of Doors.

Except when hated lessons claimed her,
Emma Newkirk lived out of doors. Whether
the sum was shining in .the hot, insistent
way that steals his vital energy from a
stranger, or the rain was falling- steadily,
gently, with no faintest rumble of thunder
and no dimmest flash of lightning, in that
geason which is elsewhere called Winter,
but in California is called the rainy season,
Miss Newkirk might be found out of doors.

A ten-mile walk left her flushed and
pright-eyed, but it required a fifteen-mile
gallop to give her an added appetite for
dinner. She strolled on the beach, or sat on
the rocks for hours every day, a pretty fig-
ure of a sea nympn, witn her lithe and girl-
ish, tenderly curved figure, and her golden
brown hair floating loose to her waist, as
the girls of Santa Monica chose to wear
their halr. :

But much as she liked to walk and drive,
and play basket or base -or foot ball, she
liked better than all of these to swim in
the swmf. She' had often been called a
beauty, but thete was a title of which she
was prouder—the best swimmer at Santa
Monica.

One day at high noon in August the lazy
semi-tropical waters were at their best,
rippling, singing softly to ears trained to
and that loved their music, and caressing
to the body as tender as hands. The beach
stretched away, a bread, shining ribbon
of gold. The surf was dotted with the blue
and red and variegated stripes of fantas:ic
bathing suits, and skining heads appeared
above the surface and dipped beneath the
raves and came up again.

The Romance Begins,

Emma Newkirk ﬂﬁng her arms above her
head, laughed with the very joy of youthful
living, and dived into the bay. She struck
out vigorously, pulling with the long, even
strokes that are a delight te the eyes of
those who know. Her straight young figure
flashed through the water and made for the
ropes. b

A bronzed, muscular young fellow, in
trunks of alternate black and yellow stripes,
watched her admiringly as he shook the
water from hig hair.

“A beautiful stroke,” he observed.
was no one to answer.

“And a beautiful girl,” he added to him-
self, setting out with powerful strokes to
follow at a respectful distance.

“A life line’s nothing to her,” he mused
as the young figure shot above the rope, dis-
daining it with'a small, spurning foot.

The young man’s taut brown muscles made
glancing spots of bronze in the bluish green
waves. He was following, yet not too near,
the flash of white arms far ahead. The
hundred bathers stopped their diving to
watch the two, whose heads bobbed like yel-
low and black. corks
on the very crest of
a ‘“‘comber.”

‘“Haven’t they gone
too far?’ cried a
timid woman.

The life saver
shaded his eyes with
his big hand and
looked anxiously out
at the heads that
were now mere yel-
low and black dots
on the damncing
waves.

A woman screamed.
The golden speck had
disappeared. The
black one sank also.’
The life saver shoved
a red boat into the
surf, and springing
into it, took up his
oars.
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There

was HEmma—
Emma Newkirk.
She’s gone under.”
The ‘women ran to
the sand, their teeth
chattering, and made
the explanation over
and over again. ‘‘She
must have struck an
undertow, or been
seized with lum-
bago.

‘“‘She mnever had an
accldent in the wa-
ter before. She
swims like an Ha-
walian.”

“Who's the man?”

“I don’'t know. Nobody knows.
There he is. He’s making for shore.”

“Yes, he has her with him. Don't you
see her blonde hair? He’s holding her with
one arm and swimming with the other.

“Bravo!” the men shouted.

Ah!

Santa Monica Beach, Galifornia.

“Bravo!” The treble of women’s volces
mingled with their baritone.

‘“He's lifting her into the lifeboat.
he’s climbing in himseif.
head on his knees.”

They gathered round the boat as it shot
upon the beach, and the handsome stranger

Now
He’s taking her

‘Why Girls Can’t Find Dancing Partners.

HE conduct of girls, nowadays, Is
T enough to make all the grandmothers,
who have lived and dled, turn In thelr
graves; such behavior as is now regularly
and openly practised would have scandal-
ized them.

Without beating about the bush, I will
proceed to point out a few of the very
many circumstances in which dancing girls
may immediately change thelr ways, and I
will add that unless they do so, they will,
at no distant date, drive away what is left
of the once happy throng of dancing men

Don’t arrive at the hall, where the dance
is to be held, half an hour late and follow
that up by spending another half hour in
the dressing-room. If you do s0 you can-
not be surprised to find, on finally arriving
in the room. that the original ardor of the
men is somewhat damped.

Don’t on entering the room, walk straight
up to another lady, who is a friend of
yeurs, and begin an animated conversatioh
relating to some domestic matter. If you
do so the men will quite naturally think
that you do not wish to be disturbed, and
will hang about the door rather than seem
to Intrude. =

Don’t smile from ear to ear when a tall,
dark and handsome man asks for the pleas-
ure of a dance, and then frown from scalp
to second chin when a short and rathes
plain man pays you the same attention.
Remember that it has yet to be proved
that good looks go hand-in-hand with good

By an Indignant Young Man.
dancing, and that the plain man has as
sepnsitive a disposition as the handsome
one.

Don’t gecline to dance with a man who
does not take your fancy on the ground of
being “tired,” and then, a moment later,
say ‘“‘yes” to a man whose figure and man-
ner meet with your approval. Having once
refused to dance a number on the pro-
gramme, stick to your decision, if only for
the sake of the feelings of the one to
whom you have sald “No.”

Don’t go to a ball If yoq are an Invalid;
it is a mistake of your own making, and
the men are not at all to blame for it.
One woman in three complains of a head-
ache or dizziness on being escorted back
to her seat; she may not intentionally wish
to make the man feel uncomfortable, but
the mere fact of hearing of an allment jars
him, for he gathers from the woman’s
tactless tone that he Is partly responsible.

Don’t watch the young lady who IS
dancing with the man to whom you are
engaged to be married, as if you were a
real live cat, If your jealousy is beyond
your control you should take the advice
above offered to invalld women—stay away.

Don’t confidentlally explain to all your
partners that the lady *‘over there,” whose
dress and merry manners are causing gen-
eral admiration, is “loud.” If it is a fact
that she 1z loud, it is a fact, and other
folk will see it as readily as yourself.
Recollect that to tell anybody of anything

that is obvious I8 to underestimate their
understanding.

Don’t pretend to work up a flirtation
with the young man whose flancee ‘is an
old enemy of yours in the hope of paying
off an old gcore; if you do you may meet
with a well-deserved rebuke. In nx;\- case
you will lessen the number of dancing
men by one, for the offended flancee will
give her intended no more opportunities of
being weak.

Don’t, if you are thin girl, smile till the
veins on your temple bulge, on seeing a
stout lady attempt too much. If you must
smile, raise your fan to hide the lgpse, or,
better still, go behind a screen and stay
there until the possibility of offending the
one of generous proportions has passed.

Don’t, if you are a stout girl, smile till
your eyeg close with fatness on seeing a
thin girl's elbow plerce the neck of a sober
gentleman, who is remonstrating with a
friend about a little question of no special
interest to the assembly. If you must
smile, gay something witty to your. partner,
and laugh when he laughs, so all suspi-
clon will be removed.

Don’t, on going for your cloak, keep your
sweetheart, or your brother, or husband,
walting fifteen minutes when five are more
than enough to do all that is necessary.
You will probably see your women friends
again some day, when there will be auple
opportunities for talking over all the do-
Ings of the evening.

Miss Emma Newkitk.

Mr. Edward Willis, the Heto
and Fiancee.
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with water drippiug from his short, curly halr, stepped from the
boat, carrying Mliss Newkirk in his arms.

“It was
doctor about?”’
There is

the undertow,” he

little for the

said, quite calmly. *Is there a

doctors to do in Santa Monica, and

before one had arrived Miss Newkirk gasped and stirred, "and

finally sat up.

)

«1 never did such a thing before in my life,” she sald faintly.
«1 did hope that I could live my alloted time without fainting.”
And she fainted again.

When she

recovered consciousness
walking to the Newkirk cottage near by.

again she insisted

She was attended by

apon

nearly all of the female population of Santa Monica. She gave
one contused, backward glance at her rescuer.

“Thank you.
place, but
tied tongue refused.

You were very kind,” she said in stiff common-
her eyes gave him the reward her

stubborn, pride-

“I was never so mortified in my 1ife,” ghe
confided to one of the feminine convoy. “I
think it is a disgrace to faint. Any healthy
woman should be ashamed of herself whe
even thinks of it.”

That afternoon the stranger ventured teo
present himself at the door of the Newkizk
cottage,

“Pardon me, I merely called to learn how
Miss Newkirk is.”

The mald stared. “Miss Emma! Oh, ghe’s
all right. She’s gone to Los Angeles on her
bicycle.”

They met next day in the surf, end the

‘next, but the young man received little en-

couragement. Miss Newkirk was grateful,
but she was llkewise humillated, and humil-
fation, as every proud woman knows, is a
barrier difffcult of surmounting.

“Some Day She’ll Forgive You.”

“Never mind, old chap,” he sald to him-
gelf by way of comfort one night. “Some
day she’ll forgive you for being & better
swimmer than she is, but it will take time.”

The next morning he was summoned to
San Franclsco by telegram. There was not
time for a farewell dip in the surf, not even
a stroll on the beach. But he looked from
the car window and thought he saw a bob-
bing cork of gold on the waves near the life
line.

Emma Newkirk came to New York and
posed for classle studies for some of the
most eminent artists. One of them told her
of the thousand-dollar prize offered for &
perfect female figure.

“Compete and win,” he advised.

Modestly the Pacific Coast girl entered the
tourney agalnst beauties from the East, the
middle West, the lake region and the Gulf
bordering States. There was only one com-
petitor who was In any sense a rival. That
competitor won the second prize.

Fortune Pursued Him,

In Dawson City a young prospector
lately, by the turn of a pan of gold, be-
came a millionaire, read of this triumph
of a Santa Monica beauty. The half hour
he spent in a haze of pleasant thoughts.
Then he wrote a long letter, which he
carried to the post office himself.

“¥es, yes., Mr. Willis. It will certalnly
leave on the steamer in the morning,” the
postmaster assured him.

The new American Venus read the letter
in a cozy New York apartment. As the
writer uigently requested she ‘“‘replled at
once.” DBy a coincidence she, too, posted
her letter.  Rilly, the hall boy, seemed not
quite trustworthy, under the circumstances.

Other letters followed, and last month
the announcement cf the engagement.

Mr. Wijlis will meet Miss Newkirk in St.
.ouis, where they will be married in June.
The handsomest house in Dawson City is
building for his bride.




