POOR DOCUMENT

The Foolish Husband Who is Jealous of His Wife's Love
. for Her Mother — How a Young Bride Can Profit by
Being Her Mother-in-Law’s Pupil — At What Age

. Should Young Men Marry? .

DEAR MISS DIX—I. am married to the sweetest girl in the world, and
= 1 would be perfectly happy, except for one thing. About every month
‘or two she is bound to see her mother, who lives about twenty-five miles
: from us, and this makes me wild. It isn’t that I
don’t like her mother. I do. She is a éplendid
woman and never interferes with us, as ;some
. mothers-in-law do, But I can’t bear that my
wife should want anybody but me. What shall
I do? 1 JOHN,

ANSWER: s

Well, if I were you, John, I should summon
a little common sense to my aid and I would
make an attempt to look at the situation with:
clear eyes, instead of through bilious green spec-
tacles. X

.7 <POROTHY DIX affection
b Why, a woman who doesn’t iove a good n':otllq hasn’t anything in her
' that is worth any man’s loving. She has neither heart, nor appreciation, nor
s&ﬁtudc. She}is as hard as a rock and ‘as cold as a fish. She is a grafter

¥ho takes everything and who gives back nothing in return.

who doesn’t love her mother is destitute of all
natural affection. She is incapable of loving any human creature
except herself, She has no tendern ess in her even to give to her
husband. Her emotions.are dried up at the source. !

Why, a gitl

It angers you that when your wife married you she did not put her
mother altogether out of her life and be content never to see or hear
| her again. Do you realize what that would mean if she could do it?
"7 It would mean that she was utterly lacking in loyalty and could break
" all the ties that held her to her past life as easily as if they were pack
hreads. That she could forget the debt she owed her mother for all her
i ness to her. That she could blot out the memory of all of her mother'’s
% devotion. That she could callously hurt the heart that trusted her. That
. she could be unfaithful to the bread she has eaten all of her life.
That isn’t the kind of a wife a man wants.

' The thing that a man wants more than anything else in his wife
{s loyalty; He wants to know that be can trust ber; that she will
stick by him through thick and thin; that she never forget
him, never forsake him; and that neither time nor distance noe
other interests.can ever dull her love of him. .

; i
' Loyalty is something that is knit into the very fiber of a woman’s soul,

‘i she {\as );t at ul;mf so if your wife were disloyal to_her mother she .
\would be disloyal tq you. If she could forget her mother, she would forget
£ you, If she could cease to love her mother because she had made new ties,

‘the day would come when other interests would blot out her affection for
gyou. i Fie

T Don’t be jealous of your wife’s love for her mother nor resent
' & her desire to see her. It is such foolishness, because the love that
© " a woman gives her mother and her husband are. totally different.
They no more conflict than her liking for roast beef and ice cream.

W Beli ve e, there is no safe: friend that a.girl can_have than a good
o : = DOROTHY DIX.
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DEAR MISS DIX—I have recently married and live with my husband’s
5 i people, who are very good to me. But they lead a much gayer life
* &% $han I have been accustomed to. My family are very, strict and rigjd in
their ideas, and 1 have never been permitted to go out in society and so

; -+ have had no social training, which places me in an .embarrassing position.
" My husband wishes me to take an active part in his mother’s life. What

" shall I do? . S W.J

ANSWER: :
Go to your mother-in-law and very frankly tell her of your

difemma, and ask her to give you the training that you failed to
receive in your own home. _

It will teach you the ways of the

That will serve a twofold pﬁrpose.
please your mother-

new world in which you have gone to give and it will
in-law to have you for a pupil.

young women maké a grave mistake when.
they refuse to take the help that their husbands’ mothers would
gladly ive them if they could. But the bride is so cocky and so
afraid tint fher mother-in-law is going to try to boss her or interfere
with her affairs that she will not ask the older and more ex- -
perienced woman for a word of advice, or even listen to her sug-

gestions.

A great many

Many a girl who knows nothing about cooking marries a man whose
mother is a wizard with the pots and pans, but she would die before she
 would ask mother-in-law to teach her how to cook. Many a girl who has
" no taste in dress has a mother-in-law who is the glass of fashion, but she
- _would rather go dowdy than ask mother-in-law to pick out her clothes.
-“Many a. girl who has had few social advantages fails to profit by the ad-
' yantages that her mother-in-law offers, her or to walk through the doors
of opportunity that her mother-in-law opens for her. .

Don’t be one of these foolish ones. Don’t cut off your nose to

spite your f:zu. ﬁutths ymh:lf in u’:“d: mother-in-law’s hands aad

from her a t she can
e 7" DOROTHY DIX.
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DEAR MISS DIX—I am a young man 20 years old, and it seems to me
that the appropriate age at which I should marry is 23, What do you

think? S H. Y.

ANSWER:

I don’t think
man should marry. It
his temperament, u
whether the man,

Generally speaking, T
man to marry.

that you can set any definite age at which a
depends on so many different things, upon
how much mongz‘he has; most of all upon

hour and the girl have met. .

think that 23 is entirely too young for a

. Most men at that age are ‘still boys, with a boy’s unformed -tastes and
his avid taste for pleasure. They are not tired of roaming around and
ready to settle down. But there are exceptions to this rule, and now and
then a man is as old at 28 as he will be at 83, and just as sure of him-
self and as capable of picking out his life partner.

Nor are many men at 23 capable of supporting a family, un-
fess they have inherited money. And, sordid as it may sound to
say it, a wife is a luxury that no man is justified in setting up
wutil he has the price.

The boy who marries before he can afford it, and who is weighted
down with anxiety about where the rent money is to come from and how
the butcher is to be paid, and who is deprived of all the luxuries to which
he has been accustomed, has little chance of happiness in marriage.

Nor can you say at just what age a2 man shall maery, be-
cause Cupid carries no alarm clock set to ? off at a certain hour.
You cannot love to order, nor does the girl always bob up at the
psychological moment. These matters are on the knees of the gods
and they choose their own time.

So if I were you, S. H. Y., I shouldn’t set my wedding date
for 23—which is an unlucky number anyway—but for some time
between 23 and 33, which is the time when a man is old enough
to love and not old enough to be careful. DOROTHY DIX.
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Price of Nine Men’s Lives

N!NE exhausted men huddled in en

open life boat, drifting toward
death on the wings of a raging gale
that whipped the Pacific off the rocky
Oregon coast.’

Up into the teeth of the wind came a
two-masted Canadian schooner, close-
hauled to the fury of the gale. Her
captain dared the loss of his ship and
his life, hove-to for a few perilous mo-
ments—and saved the men from im-
mwinent death.

Then up came the U. 8. coast guard
cutter Algonquin. It trained its guns
on the schooner, escorted it back to
Portland— .

And now the skipper of the schooner,
Captain Robert Pamphlet, has been con-
victed of the crime of rum running add

senterced to two years in the federai

penitentiary and fined $5,000.
STEAMER BROKE DOWN
That, in brief, {s the story of one of
the strangest adventures of the sea ever
reveelqd.
It all began when the American

| steamer Caoba, bound north from San

Francisco, got into trouble off the Ore-
gon coast. There was an engine break-
down that could mot be repaired and
there was 8 heavy storm rising. The
Caoba was helpless.

Another  ship tried ko help her, but
sprang a leak and was obliged to run
for port. The Caoba began to settle,
and (aptain Sandvig and his crew
abandoned it and took to the hoats.

Captain Sandvig and eight seamen
were in the boat about which this tale
revolves. The ‘storm grew worse and
the tired sailors could do little but hold
their little craft’'s head into the wind.
A steamer passed and failed to answer
their hails, running before the wind and
passing over the jagged horizon. .

; JUST IN TIME

The men in the lifeboat saw that their
case was hopeless.
Then through the spray and mist that

.| the wind dashed in their eves, they saw

h sail. There was an agonizing mo-
ment of suspense—did the men on the
schooner see them? Then the schooner
changed its course and began beating
egainst the wind to come to the rescue.

As the rescue ship hove-to to wind-
ward, the men in the lifeboat saw that
it was the schooned Pescawba of Van-
couver, black-hulled and sturdy. And
lining the rail, were half a dozen grim
looking men leveling rifles at the drift-
Ipx lifeboat! ¢

The captain of the Pescawha—Saptain
Pamphlet—scrutinizad the lifeboat with
his glasses. Then he signed his men to
put away their rifles and the Pescawba
came closer. The llf;boat and the men
in it were hoisted dboard.

Then the rescued men got another
surprise. They, were taken below. and
given, in nddltﬁh to warm food, plenty
of good whisky to chase away the
ocean chil). For the Pescawba was a
rum runner. a load of Canadian whiskey
under b’ . atches, and her crew/had at
first mistaken the lifeboat for a hi-jack-
er's outfit. Hence the display of rifles
when the schooner first came alongside.

CUTTER IN PURSUIT®

Meanwhile, the lookout on the coast
guar dcutter Algonquin had spied the
Pescawha's sails. The Algonquin was
looking for the Pescawha. A bell jing-

Captain Robert Pamphlet and the schooner Pescawha.

led down in the engine rcom and the
cutter came on at full speed. Presently
the cutter reached the schooner.

. Into port came the Pescawha, meekly
enough, her own men under guard and
a prize crew of blue-packeted coast
guards in charge. Captain Pamphlet
was held for the federal court as a rum
runner.

A little later the shipping firm of
Sudden & Christensen of San Francisco,
owners of the lost Caoba, sent Capt.
Pamphlet a $500 gold watch, engraved
with a tribute to his heroism in rescu-
ing Capt. Sandvig and his men.

And then Capt. Pamphlet came to
trial. He testified that he was 18 miles
from the coast when seized by the cut-
ter. The coast guards said it was
seven miles. It was revealed that the
Pescawha would have escaped capture
it it had not stopped to save the Caoba's
men.

But the judge held that the rescue
had nothing to do with the case. Ac-

cordingly, Capt. Pamphlet was vonvicted
and sentenced. He is now out on bond
pending an appeal to a higher court.

“THEY ARE MEN.”

Capt. Sandvig paid his tribute to his
rescuers in no uncertain terms.

“They gave us their food, their

clothes, their bunks'and their booze,”
he said. ‘“We cannot but feel that
they are prisoners because of their
humanity to us. ' Where a big freighter
refused to stop to save us, a booze
runner picked us up—and was seized as
a result. They may be rum runners but
they are men.”
* And Fred L. Boalt, editor of the Port-
land News, has sent a petition to Presi-
dent Coolidge asking for clemency for
Captain Pamphlet.

Meanwhile the two-year prison sent-

ence stands, and unless a higher court
reverses it or the attorney general In-
tervenes, Capt. Pamphlet will go to

prison—becatse he saved nine lives.

| Fashion Fancies

NOVELTY TRIM MAKES THIS
SMART GRAY 2.PIECE FROCK

By Marie Belmont

The two-piece frock continues to
hold m%dluputnble place. The art
of choosing a two-piece frock these
days is to find one which exploits
a trimming treatment that makes

it different from the rest.

Above, this much wanted differ-
ence is achieved in gray flat crepe,
with a most effective and unusual
trimming. : 2

LITTLE JO

T GENERALLY PANS A
. FELLOW TO
S\T TIGHT ~

By RUSSELL J. BIRDWELL

LUE blooded ancestry and the ro-

mance of early California form &
tackground for Natalie Kingston, who,
in two years, has becomec one of the
| screen’s reigning beauties.

She is e direct descendant of Gen. M.
G. Vallejo, first governor of California.
Her family tree also includes Agoston
Haraszthy, who brought the wine grape
from Hungary to California. ‘Her father
was an Englishman, Sigard Kingston.

Miss Kingsten ran away from school
to join the dance team of Fanchon and
Marco. She war soon a featured dancer
and spent a year at the New York Win-
ter Garden. She was.‘‘discovered” by
Mack Sennett, and now is to have a
lkading part in Raymond Griffith’s
Paramount picture, ‘“Wet Paint.” ”
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MENU HINT,
Breakfast,

Wheat Cereal with Strawberries and
Top Milk.
Scrambled Eggs.

Fruit Salad.
Tea.

Welsh Rarebit.
Cookies.
ef.
Stuffed Beef. Mashed Potatoes.
Lettuce with Thousand Island
Cream Dressing.
Ice Cream. Cookies. Tea or Coffee.

TODAY’S RECIPES. 4

Welsh Rarebit—The vitamin “Fat
Soluble A” is found in milk, butter,
cheese, the yolks of eggs, and the germs
of whole grains. There are innumer-
able recipes for Welsh rarebit, but note
the number of ingredients in this re-
cipe. One cup milk, one tablespoon
(level)) whole wheat flour, one egg,
one teaspoonful butter, one heaping cup
grated cheese, one saltspoonful salt,
one saltspoon paprika, dash cayenne
pepper (if desired). Heat all of the
ingredients, except the cheese, in a
double boiler, stirring until it begins
to thicken, then add the cheese and
cook, still stirring, until thick. Serve
on hot crackers.

Feuit Salad—To serve six persons
peel and separate the sections of three
oranges, removing the fibrous skin from
the pulp. Take care to preserve as well
as possible the form of the orange. One
 grapefruit should be treated in like
manner and a few grapes may be
seeded and broken in halves. Mix in
a bowl four tablespoonfuls of olive oil
and four teaspoonfuls of lemon juice.

Boot with & fock and add ong sl

NATALIE KINGSTON

| spoonful of salt. Place a few crisp

lettuce leaves on an individual salad
plate, arrange the fruits, a few sections
of the grapefruit and divide the grapes
among the six plates. As strawberries
are in season, and we are having a cele-
bration, a small box of these should be
added, and then over each salad pour a
tablespoonful of the dressing; you will
have just enough. Grate the rind of
one lemon and one orange, and sprinkle
this over the salad.

Uncertain,
(Everybody’s Magazine.)

In a New England town not long
ago the champion local liar was
brought before the justice of the peace
for stealing a hen. It was a pretty
plain case, and, on the advice of his
lawyer, the prisoner decided not to
argue at all about it.

“I plead guilty to the charge brought
against me, judge,” he said to the man
on the bench.

The justice was visibly staggered; he
looked over his glasses at the defendant
very doubtfully. “Sir,” he said, after a
moment, “I guess I'll have to
more evidence than that before I sent-
ence you.”

T ISN'T probable that Irving Ber-
lin’s next song hit will be. en-
titled: “Now. her Folks Are My

Holka” g5 something like thate

have.

EASY spenders, like spoiled children,
weary quickly of their toys.

ation inventors in Manhatton. Anyone
with a new toy can make easy money
for a period and, when the easy spend-
ers have tired of it, the vogue is estab-
lished and the curious sheep who have
heard about it come trailing along.

Broadway, which caters to the “eosy
spender” trade, models its-amusements
to whet the jaded appetites.

Last winfer it was the supper club,
and they appeared and disappeared like
mushrooms in the spring. Summer came
none too soon to rescue them from the
ennui which would have led to quick
failure.

A leading theatrical publication, In
a recent check, found that the vogue
was about at an end and predicted a
return of favor to the hotel dining
rooms and the .es'tebll‘shed cafes.

HE summer’s innovation is “a float-

ing night club.”

Shrewd promoters have secured a
five-masted barkentine to cruise in the
waters about Long Island and, if the
vogue persists, in Florida waters when
winter comes. .

Dance floors, dining rooms, tea
rooms, equipment for swimming, fish-

{ing and all sea subjects are provided.

The old square rigger, with its ghosts

'of hardy seamen and hazardous voy-

ages, will now carry a cargo of pretty
maids in sport clothes and young men

The recruits for - membership will
come largely from the Park avenue
belt and, I am told, Vincent Richards,
the tennis champion, will be a leading
membership getter.

The few will pay $200 a year and
$50 additional membership dues — a

-very nominal sum for a floating club.

But no mention is made of what the

charges for eating and tea sipping will

be—to say nothing of ginger ale and

vichy water.
~ * % »

NE of the more rustic pastimes of

ennuied playboys is riding about in
the late hours of the night or early
hours of the morn, in one of the horse-
drawn hansoms or phaetons which rent
for various sums per hour.

In the daytime these are employed
largely by tourists seeking something
new, but Broadway claims most cof
them when the hour grows late.

They tell me of one rich man’s son
from the west, who insists on changing
places with the, Jehu and, putting on
the silk top-hat of the cabby, sits the
driver comfortably in the carriage and
goes driving about the white lights
belt—perhaps in some hope of recaptur-
;‘r;gda bit of the ranch life he left be-

nd.

A Thought

The disciple is not above his -ﬂ;.r,
but every one that is perfect shall be
as his master.—Luke 6:40.

must truly serve those we appear
to command.—Fenelon.

Hence the feverish activity of recre-.

THE KIWI AND THE COCK-.-CHAFER

“l DO wish,” said Nancy, “that we

could find the door to Mister
Snoopsy’s cave.”

“So do I, shivered the little: Whif-
fet, who had lost hid shadow.

But whatever else he was going to
say will never be known. For they had
come upon a most peculiar couple who
were having a most peculiar conversa-
tion. The pecullar couple consisted af
a cock-chafer and & kiwi bird. The
peculiar conversation consisted of the
following remarks:

“Such big feet,” the cock-chafer was
saying. ‘I never saw such big feet on
a person yocur size. And as for tail, tee,
hee, hee! Why, you haven’t a hair—
I mean a feather.”

“Have a care, you little shrimp,” 're-
torted the kiwi bird. ‘‘My tail bothers
me not. I do not miss it bécause I do
not eat with it. As for my. feet, I dgte
on them. In Kiwi Land it is not e
feathers, but large feet that make the
fine birds. Now I wish to sleep. Be-
gone! But come back at & quarter to
twelve—for lunch!” i

“To lunch or for lunch,” said the
cock-chafer.

“For lunch,” said the kiwi bird, shut-
ting his eyes and dropping off fo sleep
as kiwi birds do. |

But suddenly he opened his eyes
again and looked at the cock-chafer
sharply. “What's that?’ 'he demanded.

The cock-chafer jumped about a yard.
“Nothing,” he chirped. ‘I didn’t say a
thing.”’ .

“But you .were thinking,” said the
kiwi pird. “I distinctly had a shock
and it wasn’t a pleasant shock like you
get when you .open your bureau Jrawer
and find a box of candy you had for-
gotten about. I had-a shock like.you
get when you put salt on your berries

instead of powdered sugar. Now out
with it! What. were you thinking?"’

“Well, then,” said the little black
beetle with the white velvet spots, “I
was thinking that your nose was en-
tirely too long. What time did you say
lunch was?”

‘“It will be right now,” said the kiwi
bird, ‘if you don’t stop making remarks
about my personal appearance.” :

“Catch me if you can! Catch me if
you can!” shouted the cock-chafer rude-
ly, backing away out of reach of the
kiwi bird’s long bill.

“Oh 1 can catch you all rightee,” said
the kiwi bird. “Only I don't dine until
& quarter to twelve, It will be time
enough then.” b

So the kiwi bikd closed his eyes again

.and went to-sleep.

- “He's afraid! He's afraid! He's
afraid!” shouted the cock-chafer, danc-
ing areynd on his short bow-legs. ‘“He’s |
afraid to touch me for fear I might
pineh him!»

“Say!” s=ald Nick. for the Twins and
the Whiffet had seen and heard  the
whole thing. ‘You'd better be .careful
and not get so saucy. Kiwis eat cock-
chafers, you know."” J

“Perhaps,” said the cock-chfer, ‘but
I'm the world’s original digger. I can
disappear in the ground before you can '
wink your eye.” Which he did. And
of course everything looked as safe as
a bank for Mister Cock-Chafer.

But just then the kiwl bird woke up.
“It's a quarter to twelve. I can tell by |
my appetite,” he said suddenly. And '
with that he stuck his long lead-pencil
of a beak quite twelve inches down-in
the ground and pulled up Mister Cock-
Chafer and ate him. :

“Handsome is as handsome does,f
sald he. Then he went to sieep again
before the:Twins'could ask him a single
thing. : }
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Any time

Delicious and
Refreshing
+G o

you want more!

everybody!

stipation.

Takes pep to make your sax
out-talk the banjo!

Jovyous music! Lots of Pep! Up and down the scale. Takes
pep to be the life of all the party! Pep in tune and player!

PEP is the new peppy cereal. Full of vim and zest! Comes
ready to eat. The flavor’s simply great! Evgry taste makes

PEP brings glowing health. Keeps you fit. It’s brimful
of vital body-building elements. Puts the pep of health in

Kiddies love it—and PEP is wonder-
fully good for them. Makes them regu-
lar—healthy and hearty. Contains bran.
Is mildly laxative. Helps keep off con-

PEP’S a treat of health! Serve it every
day. Your grocer has PEP! Made by
Kellogg in London.

the peppy bran food
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