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Or she may simply respond
woman. For, just as fighting is i
" for protection is instinctive,
A natural desire to share

" ‘not-gold lace or brass
' But who can explain why
public that has no aristocracy, no

. Woman is sneered at for her fancy :
‘brass buttons, but every daughter of her mother thrills
‘at'sight of long lines of marching men, backs flat, heads.
up, eyes front, drums beating, flags flying, and. she
> whose heart does not quicken at these sights and sounds
snosdbang. - vt - oy
. ““Here are men who have submitted to strict
discipline, who can obey or command, who can make themselves respected,
and are ready to fight at the drop of the hat for country, love and honor.”
to an ineffaceable instinct common to primal’
v nstinctive with the virile man, the craving R
especially 80, with the maternal type of woman.
in this feminine adoration of the military has |
. ‘something to do with sending men into the ranks, I am told. So, you see, it's RN
buttons that are admired, but what they symbolize.
an American woman—born and bred in & re-|
nobility, no gentry, no classes (?), who had | §

s 3 o e ",wtth
for gold lace and

!

“liberty ‘and equality blown in the glass of her feeding bottle—should 'be-| B

come obsessed with the desire of

A steady diet from the 13th to

bearing a'title%
the 16th year of sensational novels of “The

Dairy-Maid Duchess” and “Lady Audley’s Secret” type, will bring a pretty

and vain 'girl to such a point that a

“strain of music from heayen’s own

choir could not thrill her as a flunky’s “my lady” would do. What she

will not know of heraldry, of armorial

insignia and the people privileged to

. _pear them would scarcely be worth the telling.
" A coronet! Strawberry leaves, balls or plain circlet—of all the dead-sea
“fruits, not one is so beautiful, so costly apd so gritty and bitter of ash as

O e
8 : Eoven though she must herself

2 ﬁﬁ pras’s “A Strange Rid
title hunter.

ik

out in coronets over all her personal belongings.
dle of a Lady” describes perfectly the Ameri-

-are. For a sneering, elderly rake, with a title, this obsessed girl will
Cupid out of the window by his wings, givé up country and fortune,
fair payment for the right to pass from a room ahead of some other,

yield the ‘“pas” to one of higher rank,
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Ence the' Old ‘<Fo[k Dances”
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 to Give You

|

By LUCREZIA BORI,

Prima Donna of the Metropolitan Opera Company, New York.

Average W

F' course you
know that
many of us

throw away the op-
portunity to become
beautiful because
we are too lazy . .to
exercise.

Do you like to
take a broom and
vigorously sweep a
> reom to .gain much-
°| needed\ exercise?

Probably you dgr;’t.
Y yet there is nothing

v i o P better than sweep-
tng to produce strength, grace and
symmetry of form. L AR
. There is, hoWwever, one form of exer-
cise which the modern woman welcomes
with _smiles—danecing. Play a rollicking
fox-trot. . or a .one-step, Kﬂ “ghe ‘will
dance in the morning, afternoon or even-
ing.. . X :
What is more, she will never appear
jaded. ‘from overexertion, ‘even though
she becomes Healthfully tired at times.
She {8 always flushed and happy with
the exercise.

Thére is nothing ovetier for sluggish
Circulation than dancing. You are rorced
to breathe deeply whether you want to
or not, and all the muscles being brought
into activity, you will gain a freedom
and grace heretofore undreamed of. By
«}l means dance, and dance often.

Dance at Haome.

In Greece, at the period when life was
most full of art, poetry, music, health,
beauty and prowess, one of the essential
elements of everyday life was dancing,

Lately there is a vogue for folk dan-
c¢ing in gymnasium circles.  Physical
culture teachers have realized the value
of these dances as an exercise, and the
girls find them fascinating and Dbene-
ficial. i

It is not necessary to attend a gym-
nasium to exercise by Jdancing folk
dances. Learn the steps and practise
them at home.

After you have exercised in folk dan-
cing for an hour or so, lie down and re-
lax your muscles until you no longer
feel overheated. Then take a tub or a
sponge bath, followed by an alcohol rub.
This latter precaution will ward off any
tendency to taking cold. You will feel

pok an for thq ;
rq:l?g t the
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Today’s Fashion
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Frock of White, and Black and

White Silk
Mp!am materials. In the

pictured here the bodice is of
white silk trimmmed with lace, and the
skirt is of Llack and white
~The lace on the bodice is arranged to

ANY

cape which falls slightly below /
A small, pointed |

> waist at the back,
apron of the vl 1
skirt

ace ornaments the

of the latest dance frocks,
are a combination of striped and
frock
plain

riped silk.

refreshed and equal to the most sirenu-
ous social or household activities.

it is always meore pleasant to do the
folk dancing in company, for there are

elght persons to dance them. You will
find plenty of friends who will become
enthusiastic over this form of exercise
and will be glad to form a class.

Very Best Exercise.

You can meetat the different homes and
make this gymnasium work one of the
pleasant features of your social life. If
you do not care to hire an instructor
there are many books published on the
subject which will give you minute di-
;ii:lons as to the different steps and fig-

If you are stout and .inactive, folk
danecing will make you.more slender and
agile.. .On the:other hand, if you hap-

mugcle and tissue, so that the hollows
and angles: will become rounded out.

There ' is, no other. form- of exercise
that is half so enjoyable 'as dan-
cing, so if -yow. feel the nced of exer-
cise and dislike the usual movements
with dumbbells, Indian clubs or wands,
try folk dancing.

many figires that require four, six or!

pen to be thin, the exercise will develop

l‘tm

HEY don’t want to be parted, and nobody .is

there to say they must part.  But, all the

same, they are forced to part. by two hands
that have been very quietly and steathily preparing
to dg £his véry thing——the hands of the big clock.
Ten o'clock makes a fair visit.  Ten thirty BEGINS
to say GO. Eleven really means business, even for

appeal. :
Arguing

2

Secrd) s of“Hea-lt‘h"ar-iJfHappinessj” ness
Ty You Use Only a Few
of the Words You Know

By DR. LEONARD KEENE HIRSHBERG
A. B, M. A, M: D. (Johns Hopkins).
ALL men think ‘all men mortal but themselves. All

|

., men see that other men live in glass houses, but

refuse to see the permeability and fragility of
theéir own. ‘Man with an/exalted sense of his own right-
eonsness becomes pathologically aware of his neighbor’s,
his competitor’s, his rival's, ‘his enemy’s shortcomings;
yet remains wholly convinced of his own pure motives
and eternal virtue Few men know themselves, while
many professors, experts, authorities and other conspic-
uously prominent gentlemen.in all walks of life have &
moonstruck madness about their own value and an utter
contempt. for that of another. ; eyt . n -

© Most of these illusions are the result of that All _DB- HIRSHBERG.

Baba’s cave of jewels and dross called memory. Memory is both the prisoner
and the warder of a man's outlock. The memory of the just is blessed, but
where is there such a person? The$d— HECRH ME AR A LS
memory of/ most human creatures is
cursed by delusions, dréams, reveries, |
hopes, hatreds, wishes, disappointments|
band aspirations, Show me any one who |

levent from its encompassing mixtures

5 i it A By,
- Foaturs Sovvics, inc. Grast writain rignis reserved

. folks who don’t want to be parted, | Of course you
can put it off. But those HANDS will get you at -
last: . They are the only hands that will resist. any

! ; ]
with them has NO effect whatever.
. There is only one. consolation—they are the same
hands that beckon you back again!

evil” in most families I've known.
The ghost of the midday banquet
stalks forth in the shape of cold sliced!
meat, warmed-over vegetables thinly
disguised, and - unhomelike canned
fruit, hastily annexed from the pantry.
Nobody anticipates with much pleasure
Sunday night's meal, and everybody
eats from force of habit rather than
anything else. !
Here is where Aunt Juliet's scheme |

SUNDAY night supper is a ‘‘necessary

| scores. She never has a heavy midday |

dinner Sunday. It’s just a light lunch-
eon, because her really heavy meal of
the week is served Saturday night, and
Sunday is a light cooking day.
However, that doesn’t interfere with |

{ the attractiveness of the meals a bit.

{“'e all do as we please Sunday, but as
|it's always Lucy’s day out, it’s under-
! stood that Sunday evening everybody
i “pitches into” the preparation of the
| evening meal. Only informnal guests are
{ ever asked 'for Sunday evening, and
| those present are usually enlisted in the
| cause, too!

Out comes the chafing dish, for on
| cold days it's always a chafing dish sup-
{per. Bob was the only guest Sunday |
ievenmg, but he was impressed into do- |
!mestlc service, although the “service"”

consists mainly in watching me preside
over the blager!

“Preparing a meal is not -my forte,”

he said mournfully when I protested at
| his shirkilxg. ‘“but I can distinguish my-
! self in the amount of interest I show in
{ watching you prepare.it. And if you're
{ good and won't object again I'll sacri-
! fice my manly dignity and sail into the
after-supper dishes with neathess and
dispatch!” That was too good an offer
to miss, so aunt and I shared the pre-
paring between us.

Sunday night’s meal had been planned
| two days before, as is aunt’s usual cus-
tom. Our menu was:

Creole beef
Celery Olives
Raspberry chestnut pudding
Lemonade

Creole beef is prepared by filling in
littla notches cut into thinly sliced beef
the following paste: Onc teaspoonful of
) ' vinegar and Worcestersiire sauce mixed
with one teaspoonful of dry mustard,
one-half teaspoonful of salt, a bit of
avenne and a tablespconful of butter,

———
A Bride’s Own Story
By ISOBEL BRANDS
SOLVING THE SUNDAY NIGHT SUPPER PROBLEM.

| get mixed up with powdered sugar and

of Her Household,
Adventures

all thoroughly mixed to a creamy con-
gistency. The filled slices are cooked in
the chafing dish, and are perfectly de-

PETER'S ADVENTUR
"IN MATRIMONY

By LEONA DALRYMPLE
Author of the new novel, “Diane of the Green Van,” awarded a
prize of $10,000 by Ida M. Tarbell and 8. 8. McClure as judges.

" e

licious.

‘While I prepared the meal‘: digh, aunt
spent about half an hour over the chest-
nut pudding. This is made by bomn:
large chestnuts for about 10 minutes.
until their coats come off easily. Then'!
the pecled chestnuts are put into boil- :

ing water again and cooked until ten-;
der, when they go through the ricer and

Mary Writes Hugh.

TELEGRAPHED
that we would
be home that

day. Then Mary
wrote a note to
Hugh, her cheeks
flushed hotly with
golor. S he wrote
and rewrote, tore
ap innumerable

sheets of paper, and
4 with trem-

raspberry juice from the ¢an of pre-
served raspberries. Then they are
mounded and topped with whipped;
cream, on top of which are a few pre-,
served raspberries.

“This is a positive feast of a Sun-
day night supper,” remarked Bob ap-
preciatively as we sat down. ‘“Don’t
vou think, though, that you’re encour-
aging Bubbles in elaborate menu
habits?” he asked Aunt Juliette with
mock caution.

Aunt ‘laughed. ‘‘Never fear, most
prudent young man. This doesn’t take
a bit more time, and isn't any more:
costly, then cold beef, hot muffins and
apricot. preserves.’’

“Wonderful is the housekeeping brain,”
said Bob reverently. ‘“‘And is it all for
my benefit?”

out the sheet to me
LEONA DALRYMPLE {5 he censored.

“I don’t want to read it, dear,” I said.
“It's quite enough for me that you're
willing to write it.”’ .

“But I want you to, Peter,” she said
with a sob, “I do want you to read it.
There's something in it that I couldn’t
say before, even to you, for I didn’t
realize it myself.”

I took the sheet of paper and read:

Dear Hugh—I am goiflg home with
Peter. When it came time for me to

8 Advice to Giels

=> By ANNIE LAURIE <«

DEAR ANNIE LAURIE:

I am writing to a boy who has
gone from town to take a position
of considerable danger. At one time
I thought he cared for me, but 1 did
not treat him well, and lately he hgs
been going with another girl
. Is it right for me to express much
concern for his saféty or to wish
him back? I did not realize how
much I cared for him, until now it
seems too late. Should I let him

get any idea that I care?
DAISY R.
! about him and worried about him
and wished he was back. T wouldn’t | such standard.

be foolish or gushing or emotional about| It is a very vulgar and cheap way of

§ , 3 measuring love,
it. I'd just be sincere and houest and; BASUT: v e >

A i | Whose affair is it whether the man
i friendly, andA see vhat would happen. P oven Tou B Sote Netiiavs Bou. tat:yol

doesn’t send me candy and flowers
all the time. He can well afford to
if he wished, I am not mercenary,
and believe he loves me anyhow.
PERTURBED.

HO is the member of your family
who is kind enough to try to
make you unhappy?

Is it your brother.or an older sister?
What sort of person is it? One who is

!
{
I
|

|

i
{

That’s the only way to decide.

As to telling whether a man loves you
or not by the amount of candy he sends
you, I don't think I should set up any

ES, I'd let him know that I thought

EAR ANNIE LAURIE:

I am 18 yvears old, and I am very
much in love with a fellow two years

| pry senior. We fgre secparated at
present, and he writes me devoted
letters most cvery day. A imember
of my family has upset sery
much py tiving to convince that
he doesn't love me, he

assistance from outsidera.

me
.»’!“‘(l use

(Copyright, 1913, by XNewspaper Feature Service,
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always good and considerate of others, very far
or one who is jealous and mean-spirited ¥ homeliness and charm began to envelope

land the man’s? Tell your relatives that |
iunless there is something more serious said Mary
to be said about the young man you will |
make up vour own mind without any

--ﬁ&mn that 1 was golng to live
' ‘apart from him until I could get &
divorce, it came over me with dread-
ful vividness what life without him
would be, and I couldn’t, Hugh, I
couldn’t. I dom’t know what this
feeling for you has been, but when
the test came I knew that 1 really
loved Peter best. Forgive ma.
; MARY.

“Mary,” I cried, ‘“do you, after all,
‘really love me the best in spite of the
fact that you aren’t comfortable with
me—that I've been preacuiy and un-
pleasant?”
‘Two “Nerve’) Wires.
i “Yes,” sajd Mary, in-a low voice, I
jdo. Every minute I-I seem to realize
it more.”* -
| “Thank God for that,’ I said, and I
|knew that my voice shook. After all, it
isn’t just women who are sentimental.
Men are sentimental asses, too. 1t's an-
other of the faulfs attributed by one
sex in a burst of ‘antagonism to the
;other, when all the time it's a human
‘attribute.

“I'm glad we're going home,”
{Mary, her eyes wet with tears.
I “So am I,” said I
: Dad’s’answering telegram came
i “What about the nerves?”

i wired in refly: “Absolutely cured,”
and Mary and I laughed a little »ver it.
I think each one of us was reading a
different interpretation into the words
than the one intended. After that we
were as silly as two children, the xilli-
ness of cataclysmic relief. We chatted
a great deal in a nervous way, and after
'a, while came the elaborate perind of
| constraint in which we studiously evaded
{all mention of the" domestic crisis

%through which we had passed.

"On the Train.

The panoramic flash of landscape by
the train windows brought with it in-
creased:sanity., As we drew nearer home
we began to talk of home things and
|home people, and New York seemed
away. A curious sense of.

said

i

ithe little town we had left when my
inerves had gone to pleces. .

“I wonder how everybody s’ said
Iﬁ:{y presently with a little comfortable

| “Probably well, or we'd heard,” I an-
iswered. And then we said all over again
those dear bromidic things that all peo-
‘ple say who are human.

“It seems ages that we've been away,”

“It certainly does,” said I, “though In

of visions and I will show you either an |,
el, a new born babe or a superman.

'rhm.up‘noneiugp; gt v

Freaks of Memory.
While memory holds a seat in the di

tractel globe of living stuff, the

! - takes place side by side .

‘A rough, round g ; of.

Yet you read your newspaper
g ‘~mnt‘.'~t°°?y’ r

54
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be

¢ o

—is from two and one-half times to four
times greater than the ability of the
memory to recall. There is no relation-
ship in any one person’s memory be-
tweenrhis power to recall and his speed
and power of recognition, These two | inguiries to
functions seem to be separate and dis- this office.

losed. Address all
r. L. K. Hirshderg, care

WHERE “HOOPING THE HOOP” 1S A FAVORITE SPORT.

+HE other day T went o a vaude-
I ville show and saw a slack-rope
walker take a large grooved hoop,
that looked as if it had been taken
from a wagon wheel, and win _grea.t ap-
plause by propelling it along the rope}
with himselt Jjnside. The pertormance
took ‘me ‘back to a scen® I had wit-|.
nessed in South Africa.

Along the dusty road one day I saw
three wild-looking objects hurtling along
the ground. They were too far off for
me to tell precisely what they were.
They looked mare like huge hoop snakes
with thelr tails in their mouths. rolling
along than anything else 1 could recall
But when they came nearer I discovered
my mistake. T

They were three Kaffir boys %
the game of ‘‘hooping the hoop.” ¥1
condemned military wagons they hadi|
takeu the iron tires.  Standing inside the
broad bands of metal, el them
along with hands and feet, for-
ward as the hoops revolved, at-

that were one, ‘the boys *“hodped” the
qll:o.mr-mile. * They ' finished®one, two,
three. B

Panting and exhausted they cumonl’
for the prize. I felt that T had had
more- than' my 'shilling's worth, ‘so I

s

wild '.e?“& Lining up at
wall the word and das off as
shouted “Go!” ~ beg o

/another sense it seems but. yesterday
that we left with Dad and motaer wav-
ing to us fromn the station.”

“And now theyll be waving to us
again,” said Mary, and there were tears

BAAnr~ay I her cyes.

*“God Lless' them all’™ .said 7 fervently®

Ine.)

I expected to’see them all go tumbling | .
! before the course .was finished. It was!

ramazing to see, how truly and swiftly
| they stepped forward with their feet in
. the metal bands and their hands work-
| ing like mad pistons above t6 propel the
! hoops ‘onward. In three clouds of dust

The Finish of the Race

gave the losers sixpence each. They
were the three happlest Kaffir boys in
all Cape Ceolony as they slowly “hooped™
their way back to town.

i




