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W hat Kind of a Castle
' Are You Making Today?

By WINIFRED BLACK

‘Copyright, 1914, by Newspaper Feature Service, Inc.
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HE lttle by ran in, his face

I aflame with joy. He had in his

left hand a tall white fleu-de-
lis—white flags, we used to call them
when I was a little Loy's age—and in
the other hand he carried 2 real flag—
red, white ard Llue.

The fleur-de-1is drogned a little, and
the real flag was a bit creased 'and
wrinkly—the little boy’s hands weren’'t
hands at all, but grubby little paws—
and hislface was srimy, and the nice
clean waist he had put on in the
morning was spo‘‘cd—and he had torn
a hole, a great big jagged cne at
that, right in the knee of his trousers.

“Well,” said 1, “little boy. whatever
{s the matter; have you been to the

wars?”’
; And some one, who loves the 1little
boy very dearly—but he does not quite understand him--satd, “Little boy,
how dreadfully you look. Your hands and your face—I should think you
would be afraid the rag man would get you and carry you off in Li's wagon.”

The little boy looked at me and then at the one who does not quite
understand him, and his clear eyes shone.

“I know I'm dirty,” he sald. “agnd 1 tared my clothes—but I built a
cestle. Dis flag is going on top of the castl?, and dis big white flower s &
tall tree that I'm going to plant by the gate. ACp_rp.f." sald the littie boy,
“gome and see my castle.” B 4 5

Little Boy’s Castle. : |

And the one who loves the little boy very deéarly. but who aoes not
understand him very well, and I went out4nto the garden to see the castle—
and a fine, brave castle it turned out to be. ®

“I didn’t think I could make it at first,”’ sald the iittle boy, “it was 80
mixed up, but I worked and worked. I carried the water in my tin cup to
mix with the dirt, and I found the stones over there by the garden wall.
some of dem was weal heavy, too—dat’s how I tarcd myv clothes, carrying
de stones—and now I've got my flag—and my tree—Oh. ""the little boy fairly
danced, “oh, isn’t it a splendid castle?”

And 1t was—quite splendid—and we told him so. and he was very proud
and sat down to look at it with his grubby hands on his knees, and an air
of great pride and contentment.

1 knew a man once who started out to build him a castle. A fair castle
of proud proportions—and the rame of the castle was to te Success.

He was a fine young fellow when he went out_into the garden of the
world to build the castle—proud, brave, self-reliant, frank, kind and gen-
erous.

We were all very proud of him, in the house where he lived, and we loved
him and were very anxious to see what he was going to do. when he left
us behind and went out into the great garden to do his clhoser work., And

.one day when it was very quiet at home the man I'used:to know came back—

and he wasn’t the same man at all.

His frank eyes were veiled, his high look was fallen, his kind smile was
hard, and, oh, his whole face was as if some rough hangd had passed over it
rudely, and smoothed away everything that was beantiful and fire—and left
nothing there but the smutch of cruelty, and selfishress and evil ambition.

But he had built his castle, so he told me, and a sorry, sorry castle it
was—made of nothing but money. No -tall trees flowered by thke gate—no
free flag floated from the battlements: It was just a dit sordid, crooked
pliessof dirty; sordid, crooked money. " And the mon whoe haéd built it had
locked at it so long that he thought it was beautiful, and he co ;1d not un-
derstand when we, who loved him and wanted to be proud of him, tried to
get him to talk about something else.

[[7 But a Crumbled Pile.

I-fe showed us ;the dirt on his hands, he showed us the scars on his
tace—ugly scars that stood for ugly things—-and‘j‘.q was proud of them.

And we were all very sad and didn’t know what to say, and the man we
all wanted to love and be proud of jingled the money in his pockets so
foud that he didn’t hear the sweet old song that somebody tried to sing for
bim—the song his mother sang when she held him in ‘her arms years and
years ago. And we, who loved him, were all at once very glad when the
man we wanted to be proud of got up and went away—forever—from
our lives.

He died the other day. There was a great horde of pegple around his
death bed, relatives most of them, and persons who call ‘themselves his
friends.

The man we all wanted to be proud of tried to tell the people, who
crowded into the room where he lay dying, something about his castle. He
showed them the scars that he had,got building the castle—an:d he told them
how hard he had worked, and how fine the castle stood when he hind finished
with i{t——and the relatives and the people who pretended to be his friends
looked at the clock' and whispered—to each other— ‘When will the will
be read?” T

And when the man heard this he turned reztlessly on his pillow, and
asked some one to sing to him the sweet old sonz his mother nsé&d to eing,
when she carried him in her arms, when he was a little, little boy—years
and vears ago. But no one knew the gong—and so the man died, without it.

The castle that the man we all wanted to love built? Oh, thz;t was al
torn down—the very day the will was read—and the dead man was so proud
of it, and so anxious that it should stand forever, too.

Litﬁe Boy, with the grave and honest eves—when roii build your castle,
pulld it, I beg you, of something besides money, and let the scars you get in
the building of it be honorable ones.

And then we, who love you, will be very happy for we
be proud of you and of your castle.

will ho able to
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¢ Advice to Girls =

P By ANNIE LAURIE <

Dear Annle T.aurie: And isn’'t she wise—

I am in love with a young fellow
with whom I have been going for
over two years. He never goes with
any one élze, and he thinks lots of
me. He wants me to marry him,
and T am willing to, as we can't stay
away from eaih other.

But my mother doesn’t want me to

her six daughters

as well, as sweet’
‘I'U"\.Y“

eldest, and the u

to marry, willy nilly.
Now. if

vou all off perhaps he wouldn’t be so

anxious. Don’t be discouraged about

ext to the
n is determined

ha\yy reason to give her.
marry. There are six girls of us at Nineteen is pretty voung to marry for
home, and I am next to the oldest. a girl, and a man of 21 is nothing but
Do you think she will give in to my a boy. Do you really think you want
marriage, as ther i1l be five girls |to risk.your whole life’s happiness on
left? - what two I very immature people
I'm sure\ye s hoth old enough, secem to abont it—-rizht now? Still,
as he 18 21 dnd 13. there hav T v marriages at that
I hope you w ink this too age.
young, as we think much of each Don’t our mother’'s
other. My mother hasn’t any reason congent. She to see whether
for us not to marry, oi she wants |you're re in earngst or not. Be a
the rest little patient, and she will come around
to your way of thinking, never fear.
Ding, dong, dell—what's so sweet as
ur department, oh|the sound of wedding bells.

ANXIOUS.
ELCCME to

mother of

#
Qs

ghters, who
M
the matchmeking mamma? Don't you,
her alpaper and = tent . these

wants every one of them to stay

+ 8t home with her, I wish I was one of

the daughters, don’t you, little girl with

Bttle sister with the managing aunt? Miss Laurie will welcome letters of
That mother of yours must be worth |71qu*y o7 subjccts feminine inter-
RO & mitle or 5o to see. T wish T had |est from recaders of this

r every year |columis A 3 ] sed to

one for each of' her, care of this ofi

A Lounging
(and Smoking)
Hou;c Cobtuxée.
Chinese Style,
With Just a Dash
of Turkish
in the Skirt.

&

8ROM Paris you al-

ways expect the

novel,—and, when

Paul Poiret is the

artist, the startling. And

Poiret does not disappoint
.us in this lounging robe.

It is' of white cotton
crepe, lined with white
china silk and trimmed with
black hand embroidery. The,,
coat is ptire/ Chinese style, -
like a mandarin blouse,
showing even the pockets
of the orlental coat. The
neckband is straight, fin-
ished with a standing ruche
of white tulle, and is very
becoming to a slender
throat.

The costume may be
worn loose or with a girdle.

If the girdle is worn, it
should be bound close
around the body to make a
bandage fotr:the hips, leav-
ing the rest of the figure
quite free.

The skirt is Turkish, di-
vided style;and is tailored in
effect. The feet,clad in Tur-
kish- slippers, pass through
openings that are trimmed
to match, “peeping in and
out like little playing mice,”

"as the poet sang so long
ago.

Startling as is this very
latest lounging robe, it will
be noticed that it achieves
its effect by lines and not
by colors. Black and white
are the austere shades, al-
though my lady herself
may add the spectrum’s
gamut with the girdle.
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The truth about “the girl in the
case” distinguishes this new series by
Miss Dalrymple. Her character studies
will not appear unfamiliar to the mao-
jority of readers, who will follow the
fortunes of “Peter” with interest.
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mamma, she'll listen to reason when you

Mrs. Penfield’s Hysterics.

namma were dying to marry,

FIELD was

sitting /by
the open flre in the
library when I went
in. My father-in-
law had not arrived
home. Mrs. Pen-
fleld glanced up,
met my eyes and
looked uncomfor-
table.

“Mrs. Penfield,” 1
began, for I have
never called my mother-in-law “mother,”
{ and probably never shall, deeming it a
| profanation of a holy word, “I positively
!wm not have Yyou lending money to

”-'
: MR S. P E N-

| LEONA DALRYMPLE

{

| MBIY!"
| 1 suppose I spoke a little heatedly, for

ghe bristled.

| «1¢ isn't necessary to speak to me
just that way, Ppeter,”’ she said, with
heavy dignity. “Kindly remember that
{1 am your wife's mother.”

(Copy

-\

HERE'S THE LATEST FROM PARIS

White Cotton Crepe.

R R R R R PR R
Peter’'s Adventures in Matrimony

By LEONA DALRYMPLE

S. 'S. McClure as judges.

“I'm not likely to forget it,” I said,
angered by her manner,

“Mary,” went on Mrs, Penfleld, ‘“‘poor
child! had scarcely a cent all month,
and she had to have some money. If 1
did lend her a few dollars it's a thing|
for which you ought to thank me in- |
stead of bolting: in here with your hat|
on and glaring at me in such a vulgar“;
way.”

I flushed and removed my hat. " She|
had me there. It rmade me doubly furi-
; ous, however, that I had been so remiss, |
| and the storm burst. I had been Iong-!i
‘mg for an accounting with my mother-

in-law.. We had it then and there.

, “And why,” I burst forth, ‘“‘did z;heL
| have so little qmoney left?. Simply be- |
cause ‘you never taught-her.the value
of a dollar, and she’'s extravagant. Why \
are we steadily running behind in ex-|
penses? Because you tempted her lntn]
living in a fashionable apartment that|
I simply cannot afford, and she gave
me absolutely no rest until I consented.”

“If you could not afford to keep my
daughter in the way she Uved at home,”
said Mrs, Penfield, lookingvery stout
and ruffled,. “you ought never have mar-
ried her. I insist that m¥ child live in

a reputable quarter of town; I insist
that she wear decent clothing, and I in-
sist that she have at least some money
to 8pend so that.she may not be humili-
ated in the presence of her friends.”
“And i sted upon her having an |
‘at home’ da) veek,” I flung back
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Author of the new novel, “Diane of the Green Van,” awarded a prize of $10,000 by -Ida M. Tarbell and

flercely, ‘‘and you insisted upon her hav-
ing more furniture than we need.

“When I married your daughter b &
thought I had married a sweet, pretty,
lovable girl that-at least knew some-
thing of the essentials of housekeeping.
My salary is more than sufficient for
two people of modest tastes. It isn’t
sufficient to make a mighty splurge

ith, and T won't be drawn into the so-
cial whirlpool. Mary doesn’t know the
first thing about money, she doesn’t
kno~ the first thing about a house—or
at least she didn’t.

“T can thank you for her lack of train-
ing, and I certainly will not have you
encouraging her in her new extravagant
notions and’ spoiling my life. That's
what you are doing. You’re dominating
Mary and léading her on to all sorts of
foolishness. Why should she take an
art course with Casetti? Why should
she want tobe a social climber?

“The job of wife and mother is. good
enough for any girl. And I can thank
you for.the fact that my life will likely
be childless. - You've filled Mary’s head
with a lot of wicked, artificlal “ideas.
She's afraid to bear a child—you needn’t
shrink and tell me I'm coarse,. Natural
facts can’'t be coarse. Mary and I
quarrel—and in every ,quarrel I can
trace your influence.”

Mrs, Penfield, white and shaking, held
up her hand to stem-the tide, but I raved
flercely on. I don’t remember what else I
sald, but, clear and cold, I laid the facts
before her. I spared-her nothing. My
temper guided my-tongue to hopeless in-
diseretion. I only remembered that at
the end Mrs, Penfleld gave a wild
shriek and went into hysterics, I went
home and left her in a state by the fire
with the maid telephoning for the d,),.:
tor. -
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Secrets of Health and Happiness

A.B,MA MD

worry because they cannot feel their

among .the ‘wealthy and elect.

since time when the memory of man
despair and melancholia
Other than the habit of aerophagia, or
air swallowing, which—like aero-planing
—18 a voluntary thing, there are all sorts
of causes for gastric—gastric comes
from a Greek word which means
stomach, not ‘“gas’—flatulency.
High blood pressure, the tango heart—
due to any kind of muscular excess and
athletics—heart and kidney inflamma-
tions, dilated stomachs, indoor life, an
excess of sweets and starches, are only
a few of the three-score-and-ten ways
to be a chronic Zeppelin dirigible.
Asafoetida has a worse name than
has odor among pharmacologists. Until
very recently no scientific physician ever
again dared look his fellow-savant in
the eves if he prescribed it. But like
the turban hat, the poke bonnet, the
Medici ‘collar, and the girdle tunic, it
has come into medical vogue once more.
Ginger, gentian, quinine, magnesia,

S A————————

Special arrangements have been made
with Senorita Lucrezia Bori, the fa-
mous prima donna soprano, who has
created o wonderful impression in
Europe and New York on account of
her remarkable beauty and artistic ot-
tainment, to write for thtsTpaper a
series of articles on beauty. here ' is
probably no authority her equal in
giving the newest and most approved
methods of attaining and preserving

“the divine right of woman.”

OMEN don't
\XI look in their

mirrors often
-enough!
Isn't that a sur-
prising statement to
make? Perhaps I
had better amend
it, and say they
don’t look with
sharp enough eyes.
The mirror is the
greatest friend a
woman has. If she
wants it to show
her how she really
looks to an unprejudiced world it will do
so. Most women look at themselves with
blinded eyes. They look to find what
they want to find, not what Is really
there. Mirrora are truthful, but the
eyes that see cannot read a-right.
Every woman who wants to improve
her personal appearance will do well to
learn how to use the mirror. She will
take it where the light is strongest and
begin by studying her reflection as a

LUCREZIA BORI

{and color.

|

la “prau

whole—as a general assemblage of line
Then, she can pick it. to
pleces later. The tout ensemble is what
strikes the ordinary observer. The more
intimate acqualintance notices details.
What about the expression of the eyes

Opinion, however, as Pericles said,
makes you sean the outward nabit for the inward man.

If you begin to 'carn by any of the myriad, wireless
gignals of your own ¢go that there is a Pandora’s box of
evils.in your tummy and glzzard department; if, by any
devices known to your tissues, you, yourself, your "
are made aware that deeds of derring-do are a-brewing
in your gastric sac, then something is truly amiss. ;

Gas in the stomech and ﬂatuéency has been the source,

Study Your Mirror 2
¢ For Wrinkle Reasons

By LUCREZIA BORI

Prima Donna of the Metropolitan Opera Company, New Yoﬂli.

Why Aeroplaning Is Like
Aerophagia (Air Gulping)

By Dr. LEONARD KEENE HIRSHBERG
. (Johns Hopkins).
AVE you a stomach? If you are aware that you

posscss this ubiquitous and soul-stirring organ,
something is wrong. Some sophisticated persons

food digest. This

{s & curious opinion, as prevalent among longehoremen as

is but a fool that

DR, HIRSHBERG

runneth-not to the contrary, of more

than all financial and domestic calamities kndsvn.

charcoal, cinnamon, dilute acids, and
hexamethylenetetramine with lithia are
each separately useful to stop the
stomach Aeolus from blowing first hot
and then cold.

If the muscular walls of the stomach
are asleep at the alimentary switch the
use of adrenalin, physical culture, the
maxixe, tennis and other disturbers of
these sluggards must be called into
requisition. But only under your doc-
tor’'s orders,

Dr. Hirshberg will answer questions
for readers of this paper on medical,
hygienic and sanitation subjects that ars
of general interest. He will not under-
take to prescribé or offer advice for in-
dividual cases. Where the subject is not
of peneral interest letters will bo an-
swered personally, if a stamped and ad-
dressed envelope ig enclosed. Address all
inquiries to Dr. L. K. Hirshberg, care
this office.

that ﬁse, which is the most enduring,
and which flagshes across the face more
often?

Just sit down with an open mind be-
fore your mirror and ask questions. You
will learn a whple lot about yourself in
a half<hour. And if you are as wise as
woman ought to be, you can map out a
campaign of beauty culture right in
your own mind, and put it into effect
with no one but yourself being the wiser,
and galn results that will make all your
friends compliment you.

> I caught a glimpse of myself in a
mirror the other day,” a woman con-
fessed to me, “and my own face fright-
ened me. There was such a peevish,
discontented look about the mouth, such
a sullen light in the eyes that I was
really startled. - I knew I had been
peevish and out of sorts for weeks, that
I had been letting go my temper, that I
had seemed a different being from the
self T had always supposed was me, but
I hadn’t dreamed that it was indexed on
my face.

“I have started on a course of beauty
culture, and the first thing I am going to
do is to love everybody and everything
In the world, even if it hurts todo it. I
won’t see faults in any one but myself.
I will have only kindly wishes for every
one—even my dearest enemies. And I'll
even try to make friends of them. Some-
thing is wrong in my innermost being
when my face can carry an expression
like that.”

Mer work is worth copying. We can
make expressions for ourselves, and we
are the only ones who can make them.
Others can eléctrify tissues, and revivify
complexions, and iron out ‘wrinkles and
arch eyebrows, but, when it comes to
changing the expression which is the re-
flection of-thre mind and the nature, no
one in the world has the power to do it
but the individual who owns it.

8it down, sisters mine, and get out the
most exXacting mirror you can find, Pull
the shades up, and let the strongest and
most truthful and glaring light of day
shine upon you.

and mouth? What is the story it tells?
Does it tell a tale of selfishness, greed, |
decelt, conceit, superficiality? Or does it|
give out the idea of kindness, love, gen~ |
erosity, good sense, intelligence, friend- |
linees? Or is there a queer intermingling |
of good and bad expressions? And, in|

Purge your mind and vision of preju-
dice. Then work, according to the re-
sult. There’s a reason behind every
frown, and every little curl of the lip
may soon mean a fixed sneer. It is up
to you to find out the reason, and to
right the fault.

W]lere “A Life for a Life“ Stil] Rules
By TEMPLE MANNING

New (Guinea our party came upon |

a little huddle éf huts that ap-
peared Jeserted. Experience had taught
us caution, 8o wWe waited until my im-
patience led me to advance with one of
our hearers. Instantly an amazing
thing happened. From the nearest hut|
three natives emerged, crawling on their
hands and knees, stopping every ‘few
feet to knock their heads upon the
ground. I soon discovered the reason.,
1 was the first white man they had ever

FAR in the mountain fastnesses nfl

geen. i
For days they would not permit us to

Jeave. At last, when we Insisted on
parting, six of them joined our party to
accompany us to the coast,

Everything went smoothly until one of
them fell into a stream and was
arowned. His tribesmen approached us

threateningly; they held us responsible
for the man’s death. They wailed and

nded payment. We offered them
g:::;,w, colored dishes and cloths, but |
they would mnot be appeased. They
wanted a life for a life.
As quickly as we could we made the
nearest coast settlement, embarked upen
» and went back to civilization.
Later I learned that, after the invari-

able custom of their race, the dead

man’s brother hung about the coast un-
til he had killed a white man.

His brother’s death was avenged—s
trader had paid the price.

‘f;/:gi“' R *wl.."
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The Trader Paid.
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