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SIDE TALKS

BY RUTH CAMERON.

TO MAKE W OMAN HAPPY
‘| thing that they didn't meamn at:al.

“Man Wwants but little Here below,
He is not hard to please,

But’ wotnan, bless her little heart,
Wants everything she sees.”

The purport of that familiar para-
phrase of the old hymn is, of course,
‘that it takes a great deal to make a wo-
man happy.

And so it does,—of some. things.

And of others,~infinitesimally
tle.

Some days ago, I read in a contribus]
tors’ column in the newspaper a letter
from a young wife. Pride and happi-
ness simply shone through that letter.
And yet I should not say, from the con-
text, that she had much of this world's
goods, i

But she had a great deal of some.
thing else.

I found it in one paragraph of th
letter. ,

I quote from memory:

lit-

What ‘He Would Wo If He Were Free

“One day my husband was singing
‘Oh, Gee, I'm glad I'm free’ and I
asked him what he would do if he were
free, and he said he would hunt me
up ahd marry me over again!”

You could almost feel the thrill of
pride and ‘happiness. with whi¢h she
wrote that sentence. &

Perhaps the man who sald it &Idn’t
care any more for his' wife thidn hun-
dr of men who would. have said,
“I"d go down street and pick up 2 good
looking, chicken,” or “T'd gb out and
get properly lit up,” or some such

2%

T UES

THE LILAC BUSH.

‘There’s more within a lilac bush than

<lumps of -purple bloom,
And Mother Nature's kindly grace and
.delicate perfume,
There's more than springtime’s loveli
: ness for weary eyes to see:
I think the lilac keeps alive the joys
that used to be.

The lilac lived when I was young
and bloomed beside the door,

And it has treasured all the smiles that
I shall see no more.

It holds the gentle mother's charms,
the little sister’s too,

And all the tenderness and

g which as d boy I knew,

love

Yt keeps the souls of loved ones fine,

; ‘and when the breeges blow

1 seem to hear the voices lost that
spoke so long ago,

Amd In its clustered blossoms laugh-

*" ing gayly back at me

Are thé wondrous’ happy faces that

I'm hungering to see.

It is of the' family eirele, it's a friend
we know and love, .

AR AAAANAAANANANS

All Men Mave Two Standard Jokes.

Baut b instead. of one
of these silly: jests (an. observant wo-
man once sald to-me that ninety-nine
out of a hundred men have just two
jests in their repertoirg—one about
getting: drunk, and one about chick-
ens), he chose to say a pretty. and
gracious thing, he gives his wife more
‘pride. gnd happiness than she ecould
buy with twice his week’s salary.

The trouble with many men
that they think it is wittler to say
the sharp,unkind thing.

They are very much mistaken. That
is an easy and cheap mina or wit: They
would scorn to wear clothes as cheap
and shoddy. The wit of the gracious,
apt, speech; of the retort courteous, is
far finer and: more distinguished.

What' Do You Suppose Mrs. Choate
Thought?

The -late’ Mr. Choate was famous
for his wit, and one of the most fa-
mous of all his carefully preserved say-
ings was the answer he gave when
asked who he would like to be, if he
could not be himself. - “Mrs, Choate's
second husband,” ‘said he.

It must be much pleasanter to be
the husband of a happy, contented
wife than the husband of a dissatisfied,
resentful, wife. 3

And since the utterance of such .lit-
tle compliments- costs  mnothing and
counts for much,—Well why not?

who've gone above.
And each springtime I am living
E with the joys that used t6 me,
In the fragrance and the beauty of
the simple lilac tree.

OUR SHORT STORY

SOULFUL CARBONA

“No, Barford,” she told him gently,
“there are lots of things 1 adwmure
about you, but we are mot in::nded
for each -other. You - are practical.
while I—I have a soul above. things
mundane. a eoul dripping with poec.
try.. - The man that I love must be|
able to breatle love poems into my|
oar, wita the lamp turned mysterious-
1y low and his eyas burning into mine.”

“But Carbona,” he said, “why  did
you never tell me? I—I know some
love poems.”

And ae nervously turned the lamp
almost out, fixed his eyes on hers and
strove valiantly to make them burn,
and recited: °
“Said the man from Indiana
To the girl from Kankakee,

‘I.will play on the plana,
-If you will sing for me.'”

Carbona . regretfully shook her
head.
“Too prosaic, Bardord, too mun-

dane,” she eighed. |
Desperately, he. tried again:

“1 met a maiden all forlorn,
A-leaning on a stile,

‘And dost thou suffer from a corn?”
‘Nay, stranger, it's a bile.’ "™

With tender pity in her liquid brown
eyes, she handed him his hat.
Shortly afterwards she married a
yvoung billiard ehark because he could
recite Omar Khayam all the way
through from memory, and all her mar-

[*YouR FEET ARE INSIDE
THE COURT WHEN

You SERvE!

T

It was Navy Night at the House-
Boat on the Styx and all the notable
seafaring men among the Associated
Shades were gathered together to dis-
cuss things in general.. High Admir-
als, Pirates, Buccaneers, Explorers and
other human flotsam and jetsam of the
sea were there in force, crowding the
capacious lounge to its full capacity,
ready to listen to such words of nau-
tical wisdom, reminiscence or what-not,
as might fall from the lips of sea-dogs
of high and low degree. Conspicuous
among them were Captain Kidd, Sir
Henry Morgan, Sir Walter Raleigh,
Archimedes, Themistocles, John Paul
Jones, Columbus and Hendrik Hudson,
Everything had run along with tole™
able smoothness until close on to mid-
night when Noah, resplendent in a
brand new Admiral's uniform, followed
closely by his three sons, Shem, Ham
and Japhet, in the full regalia of Vice-
Admiral, entered the room. To say
that they created considerable excite-
ment i8 putting-it mildly. The jaunty
aspect of the: venerable patriarch in
his glittering habiliments, his three-
cornered hat cocked coquettishly over
his right eye, caused a commotion lit-
tle short of a semsation. ' The fact is
that while Noah was held by every-
body in high esteem as a patriarch,
most of the naval men present regard-
ed his pretensions as a sea-farer with
a suspicion amounting to disfavor.
“Noah a sallor?” Leif Erickson
had once remarked. “Why, the old
lubber ban no more than a floater!”

And, as in all naval controversies,
the matter had been discussed with
an asperity bordering upon actual con.
flict, the more punctilious seamen of
the past being inclined always to make
an issue of the situation. The old fel-
low and his sons had been black-balled
three times by the Navy League, and
his coming to this meeting, not as &
member of the Associated Shades but
in the capacity of a real Admiral, came
dangerously near getting on the nerves
of Nelson and Themistocles, who held
to the old-fashioned idea, now fortun-
ately grown wobsolete, that a sea cap-
tain should knmow something - about
ships and navigation,

“Look who's here!” ejaculated Cap
tain Kidd, digging Nelson in the ribs
with his elbow “If it isn’t old Pop
Noah!"

“‘Well of all the nerve!” growled Nel-
son, his red face turning purple with
indignstion.  “And strutting about in
uniform, too—who in. thunder ever
made him a«n Admiral—Joe Daniels?”
“l guess it's a case of auto-sugges-

(

“Well, if you want to know whi.
I think,” said Columbus, banging the
arm of his chair with his doubled right
fist, “I think he ought to be called
down. The first thing we know if
ever) man who ever got into a boat is
entitled to camouflage himselfupas a
real Admiral, and doll up his kids in
the duds of Vice-Admirals, old Charon
himself will be putting on airs and set.
ting himself up as the head of the
Stygian Navy.”

“Avast there, you land-lubbers!”
cried Noah, turning with a grin upon
his eritics. “What in Davy Jones's
locker are you muttering about?”

“Nothing much,” retorted Nelson.
“In pther words—YOU!”

“0, really now!” said Noah, with
a wink at Shem. “How excessive-
ly nice.of you. I suppose you were
trying as usual to belittle my achieve-
ment in bringing the Ante-Diuvian
Navy into port, just as you try to be-
little avery other naval achievement
in history but your own, eh?”

“No, old man,” geturned = Captain

Kidd. “We were just wondering who
your tallor was. He must be a James
DPandy. Why, you dook as if you'd

just stepped off a Christmas Tree.”

“Ante-Diluvian Navy!” ejaculated
Columbus, “I like that. Did you hear
Lim, Nelson? He callg one old cattle-
boat with a stern fore and aft, a
square-rigged cow-shed set up on the
roof and a hull modeled on the lines
of Parnum’s fat lady, a navy! Great
guns, Noah,” he added, scornfully,
| “what gver put it into your head that
that old scow of yours was a navy?”

“She was the Queen of the Ocean in
her day,” said Noah, proudly. “If not
a navy what would yom call her—a
chrarlty bazaar?

“She was

e fastest craft afloat,

wasn’'t she, papa?’ put in Shem.
“Aye—that she was, my boy—that
she was,” said Noalh. , “And what is
more, she was the anly cruiser in the
whole history of thé sea who not only

salle]l tae ocean hlur, But skimmed the
mountein tops as well. 'When any of
yeu old sea-iogs shew ‘me a battleship
that can climb a tree ag easily as my
beloved Ark shinned up Ararat I'll con-
deséend to answer your eriticisms. Un-
#ll then you're outclagséd.”
“And a prettier model never swam
the sea!” ejaculated Ham.
flagship of her time,’
it “Of courss. she didn’t hava
lee-scuppers like
gravy-boats Queen
sabella embroidered
us, 80 that you might

said
diamond-studded
those remarkablc
Ferdinand and
for you, Columl

tion,”” laughed Kidd. who didn't care
very much one way or the other which

1t h.:liumory, never fading, of the ones

ried life she had to take in washing.

way the thing went.

idle fich at Palm

collide with the
Beaca it you had luch* nor was she as
completely furnishéd, as the Mayflow

AT THE HOUSE BOAT ON THE STYX

Doings Reported By Wireless To John Kendrick Bangs.

I-NOAH AND THE SUBMARINES -

er, with her forty-seven high-boys.
three hundred and eighty-nine four-
poster bedsteads and eight thousand
seven lurdreda and ninety-two mahog-
any sideboards for every member of
her crew from the cabin-boy up to oln.
Commodere Barebones almseM, but
for ber time, believe me, she was Some
navy.”

“Well,” said Nelson, with a sour
laugh, “I'm glad somebody thinks her
model was something to be proud of.
Bat teil me, Noah, what was the idea
of two stérns?”

“I'm glad you noticed that,” replied
Noah, “for it was a little notion of my
own to avoid head-on collisfons. 1T fig-
ured it cut that without a bow we could
not colifde head- on with anything, just
as if you cu' off a goat’s head he can’t
butt ye.'

“A remarkable advantage,” said Nel-
son.

“Rigkto, old top,” sald Noah. “And
then there was another reason for hav-
ing two sterns. It baffled the subma-
rines. 'They couldn't for the life of
e teil which way we were going.”

“Submiarines?” cried Paul Jones, in-

incredulously. “What do you know
about submarines?”
“I kuew too much about 'em,”

said Noah, gravely. “The dodgast-
ed thizgs bothered mé perpetual—
didn't they, Japhe?”

“They sure did, pop,” said Japhet,
wiping the perspiration from his brow.
“One of us had to stay on deck all the
time to keep the derm things from
jumpin’ aboard.”

Ananias tapped hig foot impatiently
on the floor and glanced anxiously
acros sthe room at Baron Munchausen,
who was viclously biting his finger

nalils,

“Call the kid off, Noah,” said Mun-
chausen, “or I'll sye him for infringe-
ment on my territory.”

“Not at all—not at all,”
Noah “He's only telling you the
simple truth. Tact is, except for our-
selves and our cargo the world wasn’t
anything else but submarines at that
time, and, by George, Harry,” he added |
turning to Nelson. “I can’t tell you|
what a turn it gave me the first time |
sighted one of their periscopes the|
second morning out. 1 was feeling|
kind of tired after the strain of getting/|
the expedition started, and was lying|
off on a bale of hay just abaft the lar-|
board stoke-hole in front of the hyena's|
cage, when Ham, who was statloned up|
on the mizzen-connjng-roof—I think it|
was you, wasn’t it, Hamilton?"

“Yes, dad,” said Ham. “It was my|
watch. The wind #as blowin’' three|
points to the south of N. E. by S. W..|
when off to the left of the starboard-!

returned

more distinctly youthful fashions. In
the former appedr many beautitul drap.
ed dresses of soft satins and sheer
erepes, etc., wiile in the latter class
gre the multitudinous panel effects and
straight line garments.

Designers of dresses for childres

have borrowed the straight line and|

panel dresses, and developed many
charming miniature replicas. it
might be feared that such styles would
bave an unfortunate tendency to give
the little girl of twelve or fourteem
years the appearance of being dress
ed in her mother's made over or “cut
down” dress, but such is not the case
The result is wholly satistactory.

For girld younger than eight years
the tendency 1s t6 adhere to extreme-
1y almple and childish style lines. Littls
Jacket effects are good, and either a
normal or slightly higher than normal
waist line is the rule,

The sketch shows a smart little frock
designed for a girl of four to eight
yoars. It is, as will be noted, ex-
tremely simple, and may be developed
either in silk or wool or a washable
fabric. The dress is held in at the
waist by a band of smocking, and this
may be done in heavy silk thread in a
color matching the tle and stitching.

Smocking and embroldery in the old
fashioned sampler stitch, usually com-
bining several colors and often done

Smocked Dress For a Six-YearOld.

in animal or flower paterns, consti
tute the favorite trimming for little
girls’ dresses, whether or not the
dresses are washable.

For formal or party wear, Georgetie,
net or crepe de Chine are the
fabrics selected and simplicity dom-
inates all fashion lines,

WAR-TIME DEFINITIONS |

LISTENING POST-—A party celepdone in Anywoman’s house.

CODE—The hard ook your wife gives you when you have company
at dioner and you ask for more chicken.

FLANK ATTACK—What little Willie gets for putting flypaper on baby's

head.

OVER THE TOIf——Yo\lr wife’s hints to you concerning her lack of any-

thing to wear.
GASSED-—The result of listenin
scription of her appendicitis operati
ALLIES—Three late commuters
consumption.
LIQUID FIRE—Prohibition whis
RAIDING PARTY~—1 a. m. at th

€ to a chatty meighbor’'s detailed de-
on.
making up a set of excuses for home

ky.
e icebox.

OBBERVATION POST—The front room window.
RELIEVING PARTY-—¥riend wife on pay day.
REVBILLE-—Shrill voice exclaiming, “It’s 7 o’clack!”
TANKS—Husbands whose wives are in the country.

CAMOUFLAGE—Rouge, poudre
PRISONERS—Married men.

strakes I seen a sudden splosh.
mediately asked myself—"

“Never mind, son,” said Noah, “with
a wave of his hand at Ham. “I'll tell
the story. All I ask of you is confirma-
tion, and none too much ¢’ that, When
there's a full Admiral on deck little
Vice-Admirals should be seen and not
heard. Let's see—where was 1?”

“You were lying on or about a bale
of hay near the hyena’s cage waliting
for a laugh, no doubt, which is still
coming to you, and which you're going
to get before the wind changes,” said
Nelson.

“Ah, yves—I remember,” said Noah.
“I was enjoying a well-earned siesta
when all of a sudden I heard Ham's
voice—'Periscope two miles to lee-
ward!” Mrs. N.. who had been making
me an oyster stew at the for’ard galley,
in her excitement——"

“Excuse me for interrupting,” put
in 8ir Henry Morgan, “but—ah—how
many oysters did you have on the
Ark?”

“Why, 1 don't recall the exact num-
ber,” said Noah, “but at a rough guess
1 should say about fourteen barrels of
Blue Points, and as many more Lynn-
havens. Do you happen to remember
how many there were, Shem? You
acted as steward—"

“No,” sald Shem. “I can't recall the
exact number, but I know that you and
Japhet and Ham and I used the shells
for poker-chips, and we had enough to
give us a fresh supply for a four
handed game every night during our
trip.”

“Why do you ask?” queried Noah,
looking at Morgan through the large
end of a telescope.

“0, no reason in particular,” said
Morgan. “Only I want to verify your
story as we go along, and I had al

I im-

ways understood that you had only
two of each kind of animal on board,
and I really didn't see how Mrs. Noah
could make any kind of a stew out of
two oysters.”

“There are oysters and oysters,” ex-
plained Noah. “We kept two for
breeding purposes, but the others were
for home consumption. But to resume
—there we were, out in the midle of

—there we were, out in the middle of
cry floats down the percolator—'Peris.
cope two miles to leeward!””

“Stuff and nonsense!” mutterea
Themistocles.

“Hush,” whispered Nelson. “Give
him time. Give him time. We’'ve got
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him on the hip. He'll hang himself in
just two minutes.”

“It was a terrible shock,” said Noah.
“I'd been wondering all along what in
thunder we'd do if one o’ them dad-
binged submarines tried to jump
aboard. I knew they were umndesir-
able and wouldn’t have any considera-
tion for me, by I'm no Hun, and after
all we sea-dogs has got a heart. I dddn’t
really feel as if I could rap one of 'em
over the knuckles with a marlinspike,
and tell him to sink and leave no
trace—"

“Great Beelzebub!” muttered Kidd.
“Rapping a-submarine on the knuc
kles! I suppose he'd tap a dreadnaughi
on the wrist.”

“Let him alone, let him alone,” said
Nelson gleefully. “He's mounting the
gallows every second, and in three
minutes he'll drop. I've got him just
where I want him. We’'ll have him in
old Doc Cook’s class in & jiffy.”

So the Patriarch was allowed to con
tinue.

“I rushed up on deck to see if Ham
really knew what he was talking
about,” he went on, “and sure enough,
there it was—a fine, beautiful peris-
cope, turning first this way, and then
that, and all the time drawing nearer
and nearer the Ark. Finally, it spied
us, and came rushing onward at thirty
one knots an hour, and in less time
than it takes to tell it was trying to
shin up the companion-way and get
aboard. 1 hated to do it, but rules is
rules, and I batted the poor thing
over the ears with a steamer-chair, and
it sunk with a splash into the sea,
never to rise again.”

“A wonderfully thrilling adventure,”
said Nelson. “But I'd just like to know
one thing, Doctor Noah—and that is,
how in all Cimmeria you could see a
periscope five thousand ‘and nine hun-

dred odd years hefore the periscope
was invented?
“That's a solar plexus!” ejaculated

Columbus.
“Bully!” cried Hendrik Hudson, glee-
fully clapping Nelson on the back
Shem, Ham and Japhet glanced anx-
iously ,at ir father, but the old man
was calm amid the laughter over his

presumed discomfiture, and gazed
steadily at his adversary with pitying
contempt

‘The rather limited appa us which

you and the seafarers of to
periscope,” he said, “ was
true, in existence at that time,
prineiple it was a living and v
1of ever fraffe in the world

tstill d if you dom't believe me
{1'11 take you over to the z0o and prove
it. 1 have told you only of the first

we encountered, but it was only the
beginning. Before night we were sum
rounded by periscopes, and it gave
Shem, Ham, Japhet and the old lady
and our two elephants with boxing
gloves fastened on their trunks and
myself all we could do to bat ‘em
overboard.”

“I'm through!"” cried Nelson, rushing
for the door.

“Me, too!" said Kidd, following in
his trail. "I thought I could tell
a sea yarn, but I know when I'm licks
ed.”

As for Baron Munchausen and Anan.
fas, they went out into the night and
after visiting, a dozen or more places
of departed spirits ended up in the
patrol wagon.

Bake prunes in a slow oven after
you have soaked them all night. This
way of cooking gives a richer flavos
than stewing does.

Flatirons will keep hot longer it
vou have a soapstone- near your irons
ing board on which to rest the from,
when it is pot in use.




