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specialist attends to it when, the trouble 
is first felt.

Why Baby’s Training Should
Begin at Moment of Birth

By DR. LEONARD KEENE HIRSHBERG,
A. B., M. A., M. D. (Johns Hopkins University.)

Psychol oglsts , 
have begun to ; 
study the new- j 
horn behavior of ; 
Infants. Several of i 
them, under the 
supervision of Pro
fessor John B. 
Watson, of the 
Johns Hopkins | 
University, have' 
announced unbias- j 
ed and well - con- j 
trolled observations ! 
of the activities of 
infants a few min
utes after birth.

•i __ ______ ___ Sneezing seems to
u. HIRWB1M be about the earli- I 
est response of the infant to world 
realities.

Yawning was recorded twice 'by Miiss | 
Margaret Gray Blanton within five min
utes after the youngster was born. I

In the course of a child’s birth, "the ; 
cry, which takes in air and expands j 
the lungs for the first time, is rarely | 

f spontaneous. Most frequently the doc- | 
' tor or the nurse must spank, rub or i 
slap the back and buttocks of the lit- I 
tie one the instant It sees light. This 
birth cry may range from a weak 
etaccato A to a raucous noisy G.

The First “Tricks.”
From one minute to twenty minutes 

after the infant is born, sneezing, 
yawning, real tears, sucking, fixing the 
eyes on light, putting the thumb into 
the mouth, jumping to loud sounds, 
grasping the tiny fist, crying, pucker
ing the mouth and pulling down its cor
ners, turning the head to get air when 
placed on its face, and the cry of anger 
are only a few of the muscle actions 
directly answering definite impressions.

The perfection with which the baby 
is endowed by inheritance or instinct to 
tîies3 and many other sensations ex
plains why children form heipfully good 
or troublesome bad habits within a few 
minutes or a few hours after birth. It 
is the impression they learn to expect 
in the first hours of life, which make 

. them a comfort or a trouble, spoiled or 
unspoiled.

The Simple Reason.
If during the first hour of its birth 

the little one receives certain returns 
when it cries, such as one’s firm arms 
nr rocking, it thereafter demands to be 
picked up and petted, and so is 
spoiled. I

The responses of the child during the ! 
first day, week and month to the pres- ; 
sure, warmth, support or what not, i 
makes an impression that is linked up 
In a chain called a habit. It is almost 
impossible thereafter to break up that 
habit.

Obviously, a little self-denial, obedi

ence to modern methods of training 
and regularity in nursing, bathing and 
1/lfting the infant will result in the ab
sence of bad habits and decidedly less 
worry and trouble on the parent’s part.

Answers to Health Questions

B. M —Q.—What can I use to prevent 
my children from getting measles?

A.—Measles are sometimes prevented 
by washing the eyes with boric acid 
water and the nose and throat with 
alkaline antiseptic solution every four 
hours. It is contagious in all stages.

Dr. Hlrshberg will answer questions 
for readers of this paper on medical, 
hygienic and sanitation subjects that 
are of general interest. He cannot al
ways undertake to prescribe or offer 
advice for individual cases. Where the 
subject is not of general interest 
letters will be answered personally, if 
a stamped and addressed envelope is 
inclosed. Address ALL INQUIRIES 
to Dr. Hlrshberg, care this office.

Mrs. J. B. J. Q.—My limbs from the 
knees down, including the feet, are 
very much swollen. Will you kindly 
advise me what to do?

A.—-The kidneys, heart or other in- 
*'■“ ’ "oi-c rM| for a thorough
physical examination. Take a complete 
rest In bed for a couple of weeks.

dryA Reader. Q.—What causes
hands, and what can I use?

A.—Evidently your trouble is due to 
soap or some other thing you use which 
dries up the natural moisture. Bathe 
your hands in glycerine and rosewater.

D. S. A. Q.—I am troubled with ga.s 
on my stomach. Can you tell me of 
something that will relieve me?

A.—Try either of the following in a 
little water every four hours:

Salol ......................................... 2% grains
Bicarbonate of soda ....10 grains 
Bismuth subnitrate ............ 5 grains

APRIL FOOL By Will Nies

Max H. Q.—Will you kindly let me 
know If there is any drug or medicine 
that can be given to take away the de
sire for liquor?

A.—No, there is no medicine or drug 
that can be taken. Special hospital 
treatment must be taken. You must 
also strengthen your will power «and 
make u pyour mind to do without it.

A Reader. O.—Where can I buy rice 
powder?

A.—You can buy rice power in any 
drug or department store.

By Genevieve Kemble
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The luminaries in trine aspect on this 
day urge those in employment who are 
deserving to take steps to better them
selves, seeking promotion, preferment, 
honors and Increase of salary. Others 
may ask favors of those in high ipl-aces 
with security. There is some danger of 
recklessness, quarrels, litigation and ex
travagance through Mars in affliction, 
rash and un.ruly. Likewise, Mercury and 
Uranus in parafiflel position also makes 
the mind and judgment freaky and 
erratic, but brilliant and creative. With 
the brakes on, splendid, tho-ugh uncon
ventional results should come from this. 
Sudden change and bold and adventur
ous decisions seem imminent. All should 
be held under deliberation and cool 
judgment.

Those whose birthday it is may have 
a changeable and peculiar year, which 
should be handled carefully, avoiding 
law and quarrels. A child born on this 
dav wiül have some brilliant talent, but 
should be taught, steadfastness, calmness 
and a wise discretion.
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P. M. Q.—What would 3*ou advise to 
use for blackheads?

A.—Gentle massage with a sterilized 
piece of absorbent cotton or chamois, 
followed by the application of paste 
make up your mind to do without it.

Fullers earth  ................4 drams
Glycerine .................'...............3 drams
Vinegar .......................................2 drams

The Origin of 
Famous Sayings

M. G. Q.—Please tell me how to get 
rid of pin-worms.

A.—Injection of an infusion of quassia 
into the rectum will kill them. Consult 
your doctor about application.

ALMA—Q.—Is it possible for one’s ear 
to close up from a cold?

A.—-It is very possible for the ear to 
close up from a cold unless an ear

Charles Miner—1780-1865.
When I see a merchant over-polite to 

his customers, begging them to tasie a 
little brandy and throwing half has goods 
on the counter—thinks I. that man has 
an axe to grind.—Who'll Turn Grind
stones?

ÎF in a playful moment Cupid should lie in wait tight gripping the 
proverbial “string” to which a HEART is attached, and he who’s 

• skilled in strategy should step 02 that string so the heart COULDN’T 
ht snatched back, and should reach for the hands outstretched to him
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and capture HER whose heart is HIS—well, if things turned out THIS 
way, which would have the better right laughingly to cry “April Fool”? 
Really it’s a puzzling question, because—who knows?—maybe sur
prising Cupid would PLAN it Just so!

together, my dear friend and I! Or— 
did they put on the nice tan-colored 
cloth that is the latest artistic fad?

What Comes From Yours.
WThat did they talk about at the 

table? Me. I hope. Don’t you love to 
have people talk about you, when they 
say kind and loving things! *

All my faults and failings, all my 
follies and mistakes, all my careless 
cruelties and stubborn ways—1 don’t, 
mind a. bit, so long as the people who 
speak of them love me a little—in spitp 
of them.

I don’t like people to pretend che;V 
think me perfect, do you? There’s 
always something so unreal about :! 
Give‘me an honest friend, with a frank’ 
tongue and a ready laugh and a warn: 
heart, and I'll face the world and ev - 
erythlng in it without a tremor, 
wouldn't you?

So thev had corn bread and milk for j 
lunch, did they? That was just like 
them, so simple and unpretending, ann j 
so good and wholesome. I think I’’.1 j 
have some com bread and milk to - j -, 
night. instead of dinner. It would 
be a change, and do me good.

Letters, letters—how careful we ;
ought to be what we seal up in then, j 
for when the seal is broken, out pop . 
all the sorrows and grievances, ami 
angers and hurts and discouragement? : 
like so many dark arrow's, or, out fl 
cheer and friendship and affection.

There they lie in a neat little pile, 
the letters—j -wonder what I shall find 
when I open them?
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And T oft have heard defended,— 
i Little said is soonest mended.

—‘The Shepherd’s Hunting.

WRIGUYS
For Your Soldier!

DIARY OF A FASHION MODEL
BY GRACE THORNCLiFFE.

pointed neckline.
The outer edge of the Eton Is border

ed with narrow silk braid.
I The skirt is made entirely of the 
; worsted material save for the facing of 
j the^ pocket draperies which is of the

She Learns That a Jacket Bodice Is a Smart Substitute for the ; far out at the sides,Pand araedged'lvhh
Tailored ProeV I a cordins of faille. The skirt hangs in

eu 11ULA- . I pleats at the bottom and draws in about
be,ow the norma, waistline ana has eT^er^w

mg the fact that the frock was excep
tionally smart, and Mise Livingstone 
frankly said so.

While we were admiring this line and 
that touch of trimming Mis g Collins 
appeared with the hat. I settled it well 
down on my head and the effect was 
entirely satisfying.

It was a hat of medium size of dark

“Bless the fiirl! 
She never forgets 
to keep me well 

stocked with

WRIGLEYS

This morning Marianne and 1 were 
: watching the passersby. who looked 
very springtimey in their new hats 
and suits, when a white horse, attach
ed to a deliver}'- wagon, came into

. Fight.
1 "It has been ages since I saw a white 
horse." Marianne s'iul. "Now, where is 

1 the red-headed girl?”
At that moment Miss Livingstone 

ca.no uirough the uoor—and Miss 
Livingstone has wonderful red hair.

Madame was directly behind her. She 
motioned me to follow them to the iit- 

• ting room.
j "Claire, you remember the blue serge 
j frock we tried on you several days ago.
the one with the bodice made quite like 

j an Eton jacket, don’t you? Miss Collins 
1 will be here with It In a minute, and I 
I want you to show Misg Livingstone how 
; smart it is

"She wants something ‘different’ for 
I street wear, bei'g tired of spring suits 
j and top coats. There’s nothing more ef- 
| fectlve. to my mind, than a jacket 
1 frock. I think she will have the same 
! opinion when she sees this model on 
you.”

Miss Collins helped me into the frock : 
-hen Madame sent her to Marcelle for a 
' od-looking walking hat.
There had been a lot done to the 

•wket frock since the day J tried it on; 
:. fact, it was ready for the finishing 
-aches.
Madame had combined blue Freneh 
:ge with faille of the same tone. Tiv

• hue was between the shade known as 
Belgian” and that called "Liberty.” ]\

ivsigning the frock she used the silk
• h never It was possible in order to 
.::ike four yards of the worsted ma- 
erial sufficient.
The bodice consists of an Eton Jacket 

>i serge worn over a vest of the faille. 
"h--1 long sleeves, ateo of serge, are 
at her snugly fitted, and have "hour- 

; lass” cuffs of faille with picot edges. 
\ narrow' band of the faille is tied about 
!he centre of each cuff, ending in a tiny 
bow at the outer side. The vest extends

slightly pointed ends. It fastens with 
a row of silk-covered buttons placed 
very close together. A narrow, turned- 
down collar of the silk finishes the

j blue Milan straw'. The crown was high 
I and the narrow brim of the mushroom 
I variety. A bunch of black cross 
: aigrettes, finished at the base with an 
I ornament of braid, was poised on the 
1 centre front. This and a facing of black 
j satin was the only trimming introduc
ed upon the hat.

Miss Livingstone, upon trying on the 
frock, was delighted to find that it fit- 
fit ed perfectly. She begged Madame to 
let her have it by- the end of the w'eelc.

When she had left us alone Madame 
turned and said to me:

“Claire, it's impossible to keep n 
jacket frock in this studio. They’re 
more popular than the tailored suit. 
Come along with me to Shelia May
nard. We’ll have to design another 
model to take this one's place.”

v
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Where Fishermen Have Their Ships Blessed Each Time They
Tempt the Sea.

\

Jacket Frock of Serge and Faille.

The eagerness and the reverence with 
which the followers of the sea in all 
lands follow their religious beliefs is one 
of the fine things that one can think of 
to say about the sea and those who 
wrest their living from the waters.

'Superstitious as many—indeed, as 
I most—sailors are, they cling to the re- 
; ligion taught them in their youth, a.nd 

strive to live up to it with fine fait'h. 
Those who like to find a material rea- 

! son for everything, even for faith, sug- 
i gest that the sailor’s life with its con- 
! stant reminders that there is a power 
; greater than that of men upon the face 
: of the waters, is the underlying reason 

lor the sailor’s constancy to his beliefs, 
j However this may be, it is true that 
‘ where men "go down to the sea in 

ships” there will be found keen interest 
in tilings above men’s powers, and a 
deep reverence for religion.

For example, our illustration shows 
the 'blessing of a fishing boat that sails 
from a port of Brittany "somewhere in

ADELE GARRISON’S NEW

REVELATIONS OF A WIFE

France.” No Breton fisherman would 
£hip in a boat that hadn’t been blessed. 
Following, perhaps, the most hazard
ous of callings, on the most hazardous 
water of the world, the fisherman of 
Brittany has his boat and his venture 
blessed by the priest each time he sets 
sail Into the mists and fogs.

If his voj'age is successful he usually 
spends his first days ashore carving a 
tiny model of his boat from wood, and 
then lie carries it to the church and 
places it ir, the chancel as a thank of
fering. Simple, conscientious, kindly. 
God-fearing, the Breton peasants are 
sturdy folk, who defend their rights 
with vigor, and who would not know
ingly do any man a wrong. Therefore 
they feel that to the power that has 
Drought them safe home from the dan
gers of the deep there should go some 
evidence of their gratitude. What could 
be more appropriate than a. miniature 
of the ship in which the grateful have 
sailed and have returned safe home 
again ?

\_ fit utmtti 6» GrtirtJ#, 7
HOW MARGIE APRIL-FOOLED HER .

MAMMA.
'Margie iras pouting because roamine t 

had asked her to stay home from school , 
to mind the baby while she went down
town to business. j

"That's always the wayl" exclaimed j 
Margie, almost In tears. "And we'd J 
planned on such & good time at edhool. | 
What fun can I have staying In the I 
house on April Fool's day? There's no i 
one to fool, baby doesn't know enough I 
to understand a Joke V you'd play it } 
cun him!’’ j

"Ha! Ha! Fa!" laughed ft merry I 
voice, and squeedee hopped out from the : 
fireplace and stood before Margie. "Don’: : 
let that worry you.”

••(But there's no one to fool, £.nd the ! 
other children were going Ufr-iool each j 
other In so many ways, add I couldn't I 
go to school!” pouted Margie.

“TViol your mamma, that’ll be more j 
fun than playing a Joke on the other | 
girls!” laughed Squeedee.

"How can I fool mamma when she I 
Isn't even home?" cried Margie, tears 
coming into her eyes.

“•So much the better!” laughed Squee 
dee. ''isn't there something you could 
do to surprise her when she comes 
home?”

Margie shook her bead. Squeedee 
perched himself on the edge of the 
baby's cradle and soon had the little 
fallow laughing at his queer antics. And 
then Margie suddenly exclaimed:

‘T know what’ll I do to fool ma.rr.m: . 
You mind the baby and I'll do the rest.” 
and she ran to the kitchen, got the 
broom and dust pan and soon had the 
pa-rlor nice and clean.

When she returned to the baby's 
cradle Squeedee was gone and the baby 
fast asleep.
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■Don't Let That Worry Youl”

Teeth, breath, appe
tite and digestion all 
benefit from it. Thirst 
and fatigue fade away. 
Ruck returns by its 

magic aid.

After every 
meal

Why Madge Set About Memorizing What Drake Wrote.

The
Made in 
Canada Flavour 

Lasts
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JUICY FRUIT

CHEWING GLIM

THEflA V0UP lasts

I \va3 surprised at the strength of 
B.e resentment I felt toward Allen 
lj rake when I finally realized the be
littling attitude in which he held m3' 
mentality. My fingers clenched, and i 

• bit my lips savagely for fear I might 
i utter some word which would betray 

my anger to him.
It couldn’t be, I told myself fiercely 

that I cared what this man's opinion of 
he was. He, like myself, was merely 
a pawn In a tremendous game, but 1 
couldn’t hide from the eyes of my own 
brain the humiliating fact that his 
opinion did matter to me.

While vaguely disliking and fearing 
him I had yet been much impressed 
and fascinated by the man’s powerful 

. personality. I had thrilled, despite my- 
! self, at his praise of my pluck and pres

ence of mind when he was wounded. To 
realize that he regarded my Intellect as 
little more thari that of a precocious 
child jarred my self-esteem, even 
an impersonal executive who was im
patient of feminine assistance.

There was no escape for me, however, 
from the humiliating position in which 
I found myself. I must go on jo-tting 
down interminable figures at liis be
hest until he had finished whatever 
task the receipt of my father's secret 
message seemed to have set him.

“Good Locks and Bolts?”
But one consolation my wounded 

vanity promised itself. I had preserved 
a mach.'.nelike a/ttitude of mind toward 
the task in hand, thinking that in this 
manner I would better aid the man 
opposite me. I now made up my mind 
that I would set my wits to work and 
find out. if possible, the meaning of the 
seemingly foolish computations he was 
setting me.

So between the courses of our dinner 
—an unusually good one, which, how
ever, I had neither spirits nor appetite 
to appreciate—I kept on jotting down 
the figures Mr. Drake gave me. with 
clerklike regularity, while, mentally, 
with mounting excitement, I was carry - 
ing on another calculation in my mind, 
and fixing firmly in it for remembrance 
the matching “answers” which Mr. 
Drake recorded so carefully.

For it had taken me but a short time 
to discover that the rice paper con
taining my father’s secret message, 
wfaich Mr. Drake had fastened to a 
page of his notebook must contain a 
cryptic code of some sort, a code which 
Mr. Drake was trying to decipher by 
means of secret formula scattered in 
Innocent-looking figures on many pages : 
of the notebook he carried, I shrewdly!

WINIFRED BLACK
Asks What Do You Seal in Your Letters?
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suspected that this arrangement of 
figures he had was one so distributed 
that no one save himself could possibly 
use it, and that if his notebook were 
stolen it would be of no use to anyone 
except its owner.

iMy little mother began the training of 
my memory when I was a small girl, 
and I kept up her methods after I grew 
to womanhood. It is no task at a.ll for 
me to memorize at sight lists of words 
or groups of figures, so, although I 
found the task I had set myself the
hardest of its kind I had ever encoun- ------- ■—y t
tered, yet by the time our dinner was jTf / /’ÿ' P c
ended I had firml>'- fixed in my memory j
every figure and letter I had seen Mr.
Drake write down in his notebook.

Of course, the collection was so much 
Greek to me. But I was sure that: if I 
ever had the chance to look at the rice 
paper on which my father’s cryptic 
message was written I would be able 
to read it. And I had a sort of child
ish satisfaction In fooling Allen Drake, 
who, I knew, believed me to be ignorant 
of the real meaning of his mathemati
cal manoeuvres.

It was after the coffee had been 
served that I saw his eyes glisten with 
subdued excitement, heard him draw' a 
deep breath, and knew by the sup
pressed exultation and amazement -with

There they lie, In 
a neat little pile, 
the letters—I won
der what’s In them.
I rather hate to 

open them and see. 
Yesterday the sun 

was shining and 
some one sent me 
a box of pink 
arbutus, and all 
the room was fra
grant with it, and 

wanted to sing— 
and the postman came, and when I 
opened the letter tlr-u he brought, 1 
wanted, not to sing—but to groan.

Cold, slippery, that was the weather 
where the letter came from, and one" 
was down with pneumonia and another 
had a niece with the whooping cough, 
and someone had slipped away without 
paying debts, and times were hard, and 
the whole world was a moan of anguish.

"Hello, I Like You.”
There -was another letter In that 

mail, and it wasn't sad.
It wag cross. I hadn’t written often 

enough ; perhaps I was too busjr with

I wrote to say: Hello, Iand e' 
you/ ”

That was all. But the sun shone 
again, and my heart began to sing. I 
could Just see them sitting at the little 
round table in the long, low living 
room. Did they set it in front of the 
fire, I wonder, or by the window? And 
which dishes did they use, the blue and 
white or the yellow ones?

Or—did they lav the table with the 
little blue and white cloth that came 
from Chinatown in San Francisco? 
What fun we had the day wo bought it

When Margie’e mamma returned itn 1 
found the parlor so epic end, ffpsn, m; , 
wasn’t dhe surprised!

“Tm so glad, laughad her manrme 
"for I'm dreadfully tired. Now it bate" 
sleeps until I get dinner I'll b» happy 
and she opened the d'inlngr^room door 
only to find the tabfie all set and ‘Ma/rgi* 
happy as a lark, dancing all around it 

“You certainly fooled me this time: 
laughed her mamma, kissing her lltrtSe 
girl and hugging her tight.

The front door opened and daddr 
walked In, He had come home sn hour 
before time.

"Wefll, you’ve oil fooled me/* ex 
! claimed mamma, **But It won’t take, 
j long to got dinner,” and she harrtlec 
Into the kitchen with Margie at het 
hedtih

“April foci!” cried Margie, jumçxîng ut 
and down. ‘You Ac n’t havo be> the 

I dinner. I cooked !t!”
4iWea, of all thing»!*0 toughed he? 

ir.e ! mam me, "This hoa been • day of Jotetr* 
, on me. But I’m giad they were eucb 
lovely one*/'

Then Daddy pu Bed out a big ibex er,* 
handed it to Margie. Now, Margin 
wouldn’t open that box for fear of belnc: 
fooled, so mamma opened it, and ther» 
wa.-fl ». nice box of candy and 0. great 
bflg doll for Margie.

"That’fl the time I fooled your 
laughed Daddy, as Margie gathered tip 
the new dolly.

“Wefiil, I never had e. nicer April 
Fool's day in my life!” cried Margie. 
'Tve had barrels of fun!”

vovcu tA u 1 uiv/, 1 c,J iu an 10./.0mevviui * . . - .
which he stared at the rice paper that Important people to remember unim
its secret lay at last before him.

“Look here,” he said, frowning, when 
he had finally closed the notebook and 
put it into his pocket, “how many peo
ple are in your house now?”

“Six,” I answered laconically.
“Who a.re they?”
“Myself, my husband, his mother, an 

elderly cousin, the m-aid and a man-of- 
all-work, who sleeps in the barn.”

“Good locks and bolts on your 
house?”

“Only ordinary ones."
A Very Frank Phrase.

“Do you keep this paper within reach 
of your hand all thd time?”

“Always.” I suppressed the excite
ment rising within mo at his questions. 
Was it possible that perhaps I should 
once more hold in my hand this mys
terious cryptic paper of my father's 
sending?”

“Unfortunately,” Mr. Drake went on, 
”1 don’t dare keep this paper upon my 
person. There are rea«sons why it 
wouldn’t be safe for me to do so. As 
soon as possible I shall semd someone 
to you for it, for it Is preposterous that 
anything so vital as this should he 
cared for by a woman. But for the 
present I have no altermative.”

portant ones. Probably I had forgot
ten my old friendships and didn’t want 
to be reminded of them, and doubtless 
I would tear this letter up half read 
and throw it into my wastebasket with 
a aneer.

There wag something a.bout the way 
the wastebasket was mentioned that 
made it seem suddenly a heinous crime 
to own one—and mine, it appeared, 
must be made of gold and embossed 1 
with pearls and diamonds, as an j 
ostentation of my proud wealth and 
gorgeous states.

I did start to throw the letter Into • 
the wastebasket—but, the bottom of I 
the wastebasket is worn out, so I 
threw it Into the fire, and I’m not go
ing to answer it.

I don’t want a friend who is jealous 
and suspicious—I have no use for n 
frienship that is nothing but a dksorted 
idea of ownership and possession and 
a kind of twisted self-importance.

The third letter that day was just a 
note:

”We had com bread and milk for 
lunch today, and some cherry pre
serves—do you remember the dajr I put 
them up? and I kept thinking of you,

Little Bo-Peep 
Has lost her sheep 

And doesn't know where 
To find them.

“ Infants-Delight”
Will make you bright. 

So dry up your tears— 
Don't mind them.

IM FAUTS-B ELIGHT
Toilet 5oap

J^\. PURE white soap of exquisite quality, 
borated to soften the water and penetrate 

the pores of the skin. Fragrant and refreshing. 
Conveniently curved to the hand.
ÇSend us three of these ads—all different—for 
beautiful Mother Goose Book in colors.
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