ements

racter relating to
rpose of which is
are insertea in the
25 cents an agate

‘hurches, socleties,
izations of future
08¢ is not the ralse.
pe inserted in this
word, with & mini.
T each insertion.

“'the least—really.

"her work and the other on some prince who will come and rescue her from

_ giving about half my thoughts each day to some beau or other, a new dress,

m Harry Albins.
were also stolen
in named Charles

iN OFFICES.

Relatives of Men
¢ New Head-
rS.

th of the Associe
E. F. has moved
14 West King
been donated fto
. Beatty. These
dally from 9 to
of tpe associa~
he ~ association
ide in its activi~
is doing a great
ok after the in-
erseas. It pub-
nal, “The Kins-
larly full of in-
hose whose rela-
he front. The
tly commence a
ed member<hip,
000 will be en-

TODAY

e, all charges
UNIVERSAL
| agree to pay
g on the first
paid for the

u

pther collection
o send out all
whom 1 will

#rr000ss0sesran

#t000000000000e

0000000000000

rder).
CENT,,

'D BLACK 5%

trimony and Business

Copyright, 1916, by Newspapes Feature Service, Ine,

! O you think that s girl who takes up &
profession or a trade seriously with

the intention to be & man—sometimes

THE man in her home—is unwomanly?” asked
the Business Girl of the Older Woman as we
all three sat at luncheon one day not long ago.

“% certainly not,” said the Older

Woman, “Even if she marries it’s no detri- |z

ment to have learned a good paying trade.”

“Oh,yon;nuaamhumorerupect’

for a woman who can go out and earn a living
for herself and her children than he has for
the" helpless sort. That may be true, but I
haven’t quite made you understand what I had

different way+ :
“Don’t you think a girl who has studied a trade seriously has a right

nottotryto!nteruthmo!!hb«mdwﬂm»mlul,oteoumthevery

most right Mr, Right subpoenas
of love?”” We all laughed, but the Older Woman exclaimed:

“Why, child, you don’t expect a girl, simply because it happens that she ;
bas to support the family, is going to give up sweethearts, little firtations, |/

dances, theatres, flowers, candies, and all the rest of her youthful pleasures,

and step right from the office or the 4
m’tt%inklnydrlu'mhutodothu?' She fairly gasped at the idea—the
! oman. ‘

With a Single Eye.

_/“Yes, that’s just what I do ” said the Business Girl. “I have 8
04 position now, and I'm working exactly ss if it were the only position in
| the world. That’s why I'm really making it pay. Would I do as well, do

think, if I expected it to last only until a more attractive one called me?”
“1 think I understand,” sald the Older Woman, but I knew she didn’t in’

“When a boy learns a trade,” went on the girl, “he learns it to keep it
as 1ong as he lives and, if he’s worth while at all, he grows year by year and
gets to be & power in his little world any way.. But a girl with one eye on

not much use to any one, and least of all to herself.
laughed the Business Girl, !

. “Take my own case, for instance,” sald the Business Girl. “I earn a
.good salary and with my help father can care for and educate the children
until they grow up. The girls may marry, but the boys cannot be much help
to us for a number of years. If the right Mr. Right should by any chance
,a8k me to marry him during that time I belfeve that in some way it would
be made possible for me to do it without leaving father in the lurch.

“Now, supposing instead of forging ahead as I'm trying to do, T was

a fresh pair of gloves or a flower for my hat, all in order to interest the par-
tieular young man who happened to be ‘courting’ me at that particular time,
and wondering if he was going to take me or the Other Girl to the dance.
‘You know all the heart aches and jealousies—they are certainly distracting.”

“Yes, indeed,” said the Older Woman knowingly, “but they are a part
of a girl’s life. You can’t just work and work, and never have any society.
No girl can and be happy, and if you're not happy you'll get sick, and then
what help will you be to your father?” .

“But I honestly beliéve I’'m as happy as any girl I know, I'm so sort of
exhilarated over my work, I meet quite a number of nice men every day
and they talk to me about things that interest me a whole 16¢ more than the
fact that I have blue eyes and curling hair. And evenings and holidays I'm
with the children. Sometimes we read at home, then again we go fo the
park or to some show. We have jolly times together and I like to feel I'm
something to them besides a part of a roof and three meals a day.”

“Yes, yes,” said the Older Woman, “Well, I must be going now, but

1!l see you soon.” And away she b,}ﬂl@d with a sigh of reifef,

Yl A Secondary Consideration? TL

The Business Girl, who wanted to talk with & woman, and I exchanged
glances, ;
“She talked so fast,” 1 said. “I thought I wouldn’t interrupt her.”

“A girl can be good and womanly,” inquired the girl of me, “even if she
has to help support the family and cannot keep her mind eternally fixed on
matrimony and all the details of acquiring a husband, can’t she?”

“wWell, we don’t call a man unmanly who tends to his business first and
makes marriage a secondary consideration, do we?” I answered, and we both
laughed. - 2

“That's it—that’s it!” said the Business Girl, her face aglow with the
Joy of finding some one who understood. “That’s it! Oh, I'm so thankful
you just happened to be here. I think my heart was aching to speak to a
woman a whole lot more than I realized.”

“You remember the poet gaid that n man’'s lov: was something apart
from his life and that & woman’s was her whole existence?” I questioned.
“Well, if a woman has to work like a man, instead of depending entirely on
2 husband for her support and her mental comradeship, why shouldn’t she
take a man’s way of looking at life as far as marriage is concerned? 1 be-
Heve she could without losing one whit of the gentieness and sweet sym-
pathy and loving kindness that we have come t¢ call womauliness.”

“Yes, so do 1,” exclaimed the Business Girl. .“Ob, T thank you more than
I can ever tell. I don’t see you very often, but it doesu’t matter, we're
friends.”

The brave little gir! went her way and I mine. We don’t sce each other
ofter, but what she said about being friends kecps singing in my heart. I'm
glad she is my friend.

1 wonder if the vight Mr. Right will ever find her out and marry her
ené live bappy ever after. .

 Wnat she said 1s all true, but, someway, I hope he’ll nd her, just the
same—tho right Mr. Righti.

.
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' Four Unusual Quince Recipes
E HOUSEHOLD HELPS$ $s By ISOBEL BRANDS
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UINCES are the one fruit which (in fritters, dumplings, tarts, etc., In-

Q canrot be eaten raw. We have, | stead of the usual apple or banana fill-

ing.
however, become accustomed (0| ¢ 1nar very delightful preserve that

‘ in mind.” - The Business Girl puckered up her | <=
forehead in rather a distressed fashion and tried putting her question in a|;

‘her as a witness to his affection in the court | *

shop into married 1ife? Surely you. \
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LI, my Jear, what are you
mooning over that you didn’t see
me come in? I beg your pardon,
Madge, what is the matter? Tell me.”
Lillian Underwood stood before me.
Lillian, whose entrance into the small
reception room of the Sydenham, at
which we had an appointment, I had
not cven seen. She stood looking down
at me with an anxious, alarmed expres-
sion in her eyes.
“There is nothing the matter,” I re-
turned, evasively,
“Don’t tell me a terradiddle, my dear,”
Lillian countered smoothly. ‘You're as

white as a sineet, and I can see your
hands trembling this minute. Something
has happened to upset you. But, of
course, if you'd rather not tell me—"

There was a subtle hint of withdrawal
in her tone. I was afraid that I had of-
| fended her. After all, why not tell her
| of the stranger who had so startled me?
| “Iook over by the door, Lillian,” 1
said, in a low voice, “‘not suddenly as if
I had just spoken to you about it, but
carelessly. Tell me if there is a man
stil] standing there staring at us.”

Jooking upon the quince as a marmalade | will be found exceedingly useful during
rather than as a fruit that really can be|the winter days when variety in fruit
aaned lik3 .eches, pears or other|and flavoring is scare, is quince honey.
‘:.J‘t‘:d ik, peachos, P = This honey makes a delicious filling for
Wron selecting quinices for preserving |layer cake. or may be used as a flavor
choove l1arge, smooth fruits. Quinces are | for custards, puddings, taploca, corn-
distoried in shape usualy, and it is, starch, or added to a lemonade or other

therefore, neccessary to be  especially cold fruit drink.
watehful in selecting them, because the Quince Honey.
lttle dark hruises that may look only| peel and grate the guinces and cook
e “bumps’ on the fruit are likely to | nti] tender. Cook a pound of sugar
tura quickly into discolorations and spoll | with a pint of water and allow to sim-
the cntire quince. However, if perfect| nan yntfl there is a clear syrup. Then
fruit is selcetcd in the first place, and|a4q the grated quince and allow to sim-
it §5 kept in a cool, dry piace, it will re-{mer for 20 minutes, stirring canstantly.
main fresh for a long time, especially if | "por holidays especially the candied
wiped off occasfonally with a dry cloth. !\ nce 15 espectally festive.

Ceveral delicious and unusual dishes ) % "

Candied Quince.

which will take the place of baked
apples can he made of quinces. Core and slice the quinces and weigh.
: Welgh the same amount of sugar as
Baked Quiaces. -| eruit. Scald the quinces, then boil for
Peel and core quinces, filling core with 1 eizht minutes. Place them in the kettle
suzor end a small secticn of preserved |containing the sugar and a little water,
ginger or a dasl: of grated lemon rind. | and put inside the oven, and cook until
Jnee i a baking dish with plenty of |a deep. clear red. Remove from the
wote., for unlike thz apple, the quince |gtove and drain the quince pleces. As
has verw littie woter. Cover the disii|soon as dry cover them with sugar, on
and baus slowly in a moderate oven | top and, bottom, and let them stand in
until tender. whicn will take a few|a dry place over night. Then pack in
hours. Serve cold, tupped with whipped |dry sugar in jars.
creazn ' .
To can quinecu, peel and carefully ro-{ Quince Marmalade.
move ul! toe seeds, Ther cut in quarters Slice, but do not peel quinces, cover
or smaller portions if desired. and cook | with water and cook until tender. Press
m a slightly heavy syrup. Flavor with | through a sieve and then cook, adding
lemon., Canned quinces are excellent, | 1Y, potinds of sugar to each pound of
not only as a dessert, but as a combina- | quinces. Cook very slowly, occasionally
tion with any of the winter fruits—|stirring, until the mixture is stiff, when
orunies, grape fruit or canned pineupple!lt ean be poured in jelly glasses and
.4n frult salads. They can alce be uscd sealed for use in later days.

{
|
|
1}
1
|

Lillian whistled softly beneath her
I'breath, a little trick she has when sur-
lprlned.

| “Oh-h-h!" she breathed, and turning,
' she looked swiftly at the place I had in-
dicated.

| “I see a disappearing back which looks
| as though it might belong to a ‘masher.’
I just caught sight of him as he turned
—wéll set-up man about middle age, hal
gprinkled with gray, rather stunning
looking."”

Lillian’s Common Sense.
“Yes, that is the man,” I returned,

,HERE’S something so “confidential” about a8

flower—especially about that loveliest of love's

tokens, the rose—that it seeimns to breathe the
innermost thoughts of the giver to the receiver who
listens with eager heart. Be HE ever so timid and
SHE ever so shy—if THOUGHTS must take the place

faintly, ‘‘but, Lillian, I'm sure he isn’t
an ordinary ‘masher’ He had the|
strangest, saddest, most mysterious look |
in his eyes. It was almost as if he|
knew me or thought he did, and I, 1|
have the most uncanny feeling about!
him, as if he-were some one I had known |
long ago. I can't describe to you the
effect he had upon me.”

“Nonsense,” Lillian saild, brusquely, |
“the man is just an ordinary common‘
lady-killer of the type that infests these |
hotels, and ought to be horséwhipped at |
sight. You're getting fanciful, and 1i
don’t wonder at it. You've had a ter-|
rible summer, with all that trouble the
Draper caused you, and 1 imagine you
haven’t been having any too easy a time
with dear mamma-in-law. I'm mighty
glad you're going to get away with
Dicky by yourself. ‘A week in the un-
tains ought to set you up wonder 1y,
and you certainly need it when¥you
f start weaving mysterious tragedies about
the common or garden varfety of
masherf "’ '

7.Allian's rougih common sense steadied

[potatoes, new lima beans. sliced toma-|
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could tell what h
they could repeat
divulge what they

me, as it always does. I felt ashamed
of my momentary emotion.

“I fancy you're right, Lillian,” I said
nonchalantly, “Let’s forget about it and
have some lunch, Where shall we go?"”’

“There’s a bully little tea room down
the street here,”” she sald. “It's very
English, with the tea cozles and all that
sort of frills, and some of their luncheon
dishes are delicious. Shall we try it?”

“By allg means,” I returned, and we
Wwent out of the hotel together.

Although I looked around furtively
and fearfully as we left the hotel en-
trance, I could see no trace of the man
who had so startled me. Scoring myself

of WORDS—the flower does its sweetest best to speak
for them with perfumed breath.

If only the roses
e whispered—if before they wither
what she says--if only they could
KNOW—wouldn’t THEIR world be

happier because of the message the roses’ beauty bears?

Why Lillian Said “Don’t Think About the Man at Ail, Just Enjoy Your Luncheon.”

“The man has a right to come in here if
he wishes. It may be a mere coinci-
dence, or he may have followed you.
You're rather fetching in that little
sport rig, my dear, as your mirror prob-
ably told you this morning. Unless he
obtrudes himself there is nothing you
can do or say, and if he should attempt
to get fresh—well, I »ity bim, that’s all.”

Lillian’s threatening air was so comical
that I lost my nervousness and laughed
outright at her belligerency. The laugh
was not a loud one, but it evidently was
audible to the man entering the door,
for he turned and cast a quick sharp
look upon me before moving on to a

for Sgns’ 80 fooligsh as to imagine that
the n might still be keeping track of
me, I put all thought of his actions away
from me and kept up with Lillian’s brisk
pace, chatting with her gayly over our
past experiences in buying hats and the
execrable creations turned out by mil-,
liners generally. |

“Don’t s.y Anythin'."

The tea room proved all that Lillian |
had promised. Fortunately, we were:
early enough to escape the noon hour;’
rush and secire a good table near a|
window looking out upon the street. |
“I like to look out upon the people;
passing, don’t you?’ Lillian said, as she;
geated herself,

“Yes, I do,” I assented, and then we

1
{
'

:turned our attention to the menu cards.

J
“I'm fearfully hungry,” Lillian an-}
nounced. “I've been digging all morn- |
ing. Oh! it's_chicken pie here today.” |
Her voice held-all the glee of a zor-‘
mandizing child. “I don't think these|
individual chicken pies they serve here!
can be beaten in New York,” she went|
on. ‘“‘You know the usual mess—pota-]
toes and onion, and a little bit of chicken|
mixed up with a sauce théy insult with|
the name gravy. These are the real!
article—just the chicken meat with a de-|
liclous gravy covering it, baked in the!
most flaky crust you can imagine. What'
do you say to those, with some baked.
toes and an ice for desert?” |
“#1 don't think it can be improved]
upon,” I said, gayly, and then I clutched:
Lillian’s arm. ‘‘Look quickly,” I whis-|
pered, “the other side of the street!”
Lillian’s eves followed mine to the op-'
posite side of the street, where, walking
slowly along, was the man I had scen in
the botel. He did not once look toward
the tea room. but as he came opposite to
it he turned from the pavement and
crossed the street leisurely toward us.
“Oh! I believe he is coming in,~ 1
gasped, and my knees began to tremble
beneath me
“Suppose he s, Lillian snapped. back.
Her tone held a contemptuous impatience
that braced me as nothing else could.

table farther down the room. The wait-
ress indicated a chair, which, if he had
taken it, would have kept his back
toward us. He refused it with a slight
shake of the Lead, and passing around

- soap and

BOD

too often. .

colored with depogits like brick dust.

Secrets of Health and Happiness |,

The skin and the kidneys are interlocking direc-
torates. When the gkin is most active, the kidneys may
be least active and vice versa. The water lost through
' the skin often leaves the kidney fluids thick and highly!

There is perhaps more fluid excreted by way of the skin
than through the kidneys. If the pores of the skinshould be
! glued up with gold leaf or yarnish, the kidneys would be-
| come overworked and gerious illness or even death result.
The unclogged, freely moving action of fluids through the human body
 prevents the accumulation or damming up of the waste and refuse, which ’

-

'WhyWarm Baths Are More
Cleansing Than Cold Showers.

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

PAIN in the back is more often a skin malady |
thin anything else. The kidneys are seldom a
source of 'b#kwhe. This fact cannot be repeated

L
DR, HIRSHBERG

brings to pass. ‘Moreover, water has a
chemical as well as a mechanicalaction;
it dissolves as well as removes waste
products. :

The skin and its automatic sprinkler
system reduces the insurance cost on
health and life by regulation of the heat
and cold of the tissues. When sweat is
thrown forth, or evaporates heat is
diminished. When the cold is great out-
side, no perspiration is formed and heat
is made and retained.

Keep Skin Clean.

Even the cleanest of skins may teem
with microscopic dirt and microbes. You
mayuthotwlcouuyormmb,

''d massage the flesh fo your
heart’s content, but some germs may,
neverthe continue to abide there.

Unless dis ectants are applied to the
skin, germs will -continue to abound
there, ready to thyive, multiply and
grow like green bay trees in the first

seratch, cut or wound which lays open
often

two minutes’ duration.

‘?m‘xphmuonunotmuuck.u
youhcvo:mtonhoollnmmtm
years and ve studied bacteriology,

hy;

n knowledge. It is necessary
kml‘l,l“ off the bacteria always present in
mocmmnnm,uuumanm,
bolorcneuthM.inothom
vent infection. All of these things, even
S ‘?ltm 'a’:‘mm s a mil
that one soll )
;lionthofanhchmdl.hum/ ped de-
struction in some bomb-proof sheiter.

Cold Bath’s Value.

ment the
They+do not
cules of the skin;
as tonics and

to the other side of the table sat down
lx; a chair which commanded a full view
of us,

Lillian's foot beat a quick tattoo be-
neath the table. ‘“The insolent old goat,”
she murmured, vindictively. “He’d bet-
ter look out. I'd hate to forget I'm a
perfect lady, but I'm afraid I may have
;,‘o break loose if that chap stays around

ere.”

“Oh, don’t say anything to him, Lil-
ifan,” I pleaded, terribly distressed and
upset at the very thought of & possible
scene. “Let's hurry through our lun-
cheon and get out.”

“we'll do nothing of the kind,” Lil-
lian said. “Don’t think about the man
at all, just go ahead and enjoy your
funcheon as if he were not here at all,
T'll attend to his case good and plenty
if he gets funny.”

DEAR ANNIE LAURIE:
I am a woman of 4. A few
weeks ago I met a handsome, dash-
ing traveling man. He became im-
mediately interested in e and com-
plimented me in various ways.

We met often, but clandestinely. 1
asked him once why he never asked
to take me out, and he answered:
“Sweetheart, I am jealous of even
the mgmentary glances you bestow
upon other men.” I was flattered,
and, not having heard many such as-
sertions before, I thought he loved
me with all his soul.

Just two nights ago I happened to
see {n his watch a likeness of a wom-
an and babe. He confessed, tearful-
1y, that the woman was his wife and
the babe their little son. I said to
him: “I do love ;vou. but I cannot
wreck a home.” And although he
swore he loved me only, 1 left him,
and have never seen him since.

» My heart yearns for him constant-
vly. and I know I shall lfove him unto
death.

Tell me, did I do right in breaking
n'qy own heart, or should I go on with
this love affair, always with the
ghosts of his wife and child before

me? CONSCIENCE-STRICKEN.

(Copyright. 1916, by Newspaper Feature Service, Inec.)

ADVICE TO GIRLS

==» By ANNIE LAURIE € i

* woman, I want to say to you that
you did perfectly right. {
Now, aside from the other vmman'l.:L
standpoint, let me ask you if you could |
ever have any confidence atallina mln\
who would have made love to you while

he was wearing another woman'g picture
in his watch? Would you everibe able
to expect any real love from him? Would
you ever feel at all sure of him?
. I hate to suggest that he was making
sport of you, for that seems rather hard,
but it looks that way to an outsider.
There would never be any happiness in
this stolen love, dear, especially when
he had nothing to say against the wom-
an who is the mother of his child. Why
could he not have been frank with you
and told you of his wife and child and
then there might have developed a
friendship which would have been really
worth while. As it is, he has done you
an injustice which cannot be overlooked. !
Such®careless, if not despicable, acts are ;
enough to spofl faith in the world in
general. I am glad that yours remains
anembittered, and I'm going to ask you'
to write me again. In the meantime, |
dear, don’t you feel that this -experi-|
ence should be a lesson not to meet men
in this dangerously unconventional way?

CONBCIENCE-STRICKEN: Dear

Annie Laurie will welcome letters of |
inquiry on subjects of feminine interest
from young women readers of this paper,
and will reply to them “4m these columns.
Letters to Miss Laurie should be ad-
dressed to her, care this office.

the wear and tear of life necessarily4$—

Siene and physiology in the umvg veins

they may not be worth the blue, chilly;"”
unpleasant sensations induced. b
If a cold bath causes a glow to the ’
skin and an invigorating stimulation to.
the whole corporeal confines of your an-<
atomy, well and good. To such cold-
baths are desirable. If this does not oc~
cur, warm baths are to be substituted.
These invite the sweat glands to be ac- i
the half-minute cold”

rough ‘“back’

TN
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C. "Q—Wlllt can be done for varicose i

Z—Please repeat the hair tonic which
plexion? vy iy g

A~These are little worm-like, tquV
Vmudlqmum,mménbm
legs of women and others

tching them
be relieved slightly by °
rubber or elastic stocking or
adhesive plaster straps. AN
2~Rub m; tboﬂudpuﬂ:!h s stiff<*
bristled brush on alternate - ' SOme ",
of the following: ‘Mf %

Flujd of

Muotm&m.mw:

Tincture of capsicum........,
sulphate......ooviune

o T T

8—Eat plenty of green vegetables, fres :
fruits, stewed fruits, and drink thn‘:f
quarts of distilled water daily. Wash
the face in cold water and cleanse with
a soft, neutral soap, Bathe the skin in
a solution of glycerine and peroxide, '
equal parts, and use some good cold
cream upon venturing outdoors in the
sunlight and wind, | / 1

.

3

Dr. Hirshberg will answer

Jor readers of this paper on medical,
hygienic and sanitation subjects that are -
of general interest, He cammot always®
mugrtalu to presoribe or offer advice

for individual cases. Where the subjeot -
is not of general interest letters will be -
answered personally, if a stamped and

addressed lope s losed. Address .
ALL INQUIRIES to Dr., L. K., Hirsh- .
berg, care this office. Rt
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Moleskin Coat with Trimmings of
Gray Fox.

find, but this charming model was

designed for the girl who is yet in
Her teens. It is of moleskin cut in flar-
ing lines with set-in sleeves. A generous
collar and muft-cuffs of gray fox add to
the youthful appearance of thlelk co;;
9 soft, figured & 0.
rhepelin‘ivr;i::, oltmavinz a background of

amethyst with purplish-blue flow-

ttered over its surface.

! YOUTHFUL fur coat is hard to
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