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. same way, and if I shoek mm‘é&“’“ things might-happen, . .

et must be it.

i sk

sanywhere”
anybody can do it.

. Gousinin-law 1s & queer-lttle man who haa
He likes  and to tell fish storles, and he

Bow—what big hands he has!

9QUNEry when 2 woman is unreasoiable—somebody slaps her.

cousin-inslaw should think me not only shecking—byt unrea-

wop't sheck cousip-im-law.
g the one—ghe’s so mild and good. It wen't da the lesst

soei—I imow—FIl ravel out her kaitting—just Wke thet. And ¥}

ve her knitting; she keeps count of just haw many
stitches she must take in a week.. Won't it he fun {o show her that I den’t

®ATe & ¥AIn ravelling about those stitches, or the one who did them? Grandwmd:

¥ the ideal.

What is it grandma is deing this week? Making strawberry Dreserves.
She cooks them by the sun, doesn't she? Anyhow, they're perfectly delicious.
What if she should shock me—by not giving me any of the preserves. I
shink I won't rigk it—not at this season. :

Grandma shall go unshocked, for all of me.

It's an awful nuisan nding the right person to “shoek.”

1 wonder how Mrs. Charlotte Perking Stetson Gilman manages? .

Everybody secms to be so tled up some way—everybody that I know,

Eithor T owe them something ip some way, or they owe me something {p

My life seems to be 50 ¢

Doubtless Mrs. Charlotte Perkins @tetson Gilman leads the simple lite;

ke “ TEEA TSR SR

It's ; Old Idea.

L]

It isn’t quite a new idea, this fad for shocking people, is it?

I had it when I was about 15, didn't you?

It seems to me that most young persons do have it. They love to be
hought wild and free, and reckless and daringy-poor things!

But, somehow, the people they tried to shock always laughed—and that ia
#e discouraging.

Still, there must be something in Mrs. Stetson-@ilman’s jdea—or she
Wouldn't have it. ;

The great thing about all thege ideas is to be perfectly serious. A sense
of humor is fatal

1 have 2 serious aynt. She thipks the world is a Vale of tears, aud, Gh,
Bow they do chedt you at the srocers'! She’d be a lovely cne to sheck.

She’d never think of smiling-—she never does, ;

T'll tell her I don’t believe in the baok of Job, I hope it wen't be pa-
ghetic to see how shocked she is.

I met a woman who used to have a Jovely time shaeking people, when she
Was a girl.

It's a long time since that woman wag a girl
peenie now—she does it without trying.

Poor soul, I suppose it got to be a habit. ,

8he looks as if she wishes she were Wead—I wender if the people who
Jeved her when they tried to keep her from shocking them years ago do nat
wish so, too?

She doesn’t try to shock

2
L ; - .
The Height of Wisdom :: By VERNON MERRY
T!{ERE was once a good-hearted farmer who loved te laugh; his one fault
was that he delighted in playing practical jokes. He made other peeple
very uncomfortable, but Farmer John seemed never {6 mind that at all
Me wasn't the one.that was made uncomfortable. He enjoyed his own jokes and
Iaughed hard at them. He thought himself very clever.

One day his friend William decided to get even with Farmer John for all the
wncomfortable joixes he had played on him. So Willlam set out for a pretty road
near where he knew Farmer John would pass on his way to market, In his hand
‘William carried a large sack and a plece of rope.

When William arrived at the road he instructed the hired man he had

tlons—if you want to |

They tell me that down in|

v

you WAKE UP.

The. truth about “the girl in' the
case” distinguishes this new series by
Miss Dalrymple. Her character studies
udll not appear unfamiligr ta the ma-
jarity of readers, who will follow the
fortunes of “Peter” with interest.

No. 102
The Dust Hunter.

LL of which
A brings me to
some Very
definite thoughts on
housekeeping. A
woman who thinks
‘and dréams dust i3
as great a bore as
a nagging wife. She
is a nagging wife,
for she hunts a
man to death with
her views on order,
A dust expert can
never be a philosopher! Thers's some-
thing about the microscopic inspection
of corners and the backs of pictures that
kills every germ of mental growth. A
head hunter is a mild luriatic compared
with a =zenuine dust hunter. Both,
however, have that wild, determined

look in their eyes.

The dust hunter furtively runs her
fingers aver inaccessible mantelpieces in
a nelghbor’'s house; she finds the dark
pateh inadvertently forgotten; she longs

LEONA DALRYMPLE

25 vtl‘_%a;-:.?ou4 I’!”-m' “??" ’t’ﬁey ﬂﬁ_
¥eu. . You. perhaps. don't realize.
pened until they mielt away——that 'is to say, unt{l’'“of breeses that

Generally they Meve with & miraculous smooth-*

ness. Just now they are likely to be green dreams,
sweet with the -perfume of wonderful sylvan life. -
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OU have them whether:you sit before & type-¢: There is likely to be another figure beside yeur ews,

Y writer, an engine, a cash window :or a Kitchen Wille all the tasks and obligations of yeur achus
.t9. 5 temed day melt utteriyiaWay. The sangs'of thrush
they. have hap-:rand robin and lark slant’ tEreugh' thig soft murmyr’

are mever ‘harsh, and that don't

interrupt even the lowest whisper of words, :
Are-yow foolish' to let these qrum_s‘ come? Cer-
“tainly NOT. 'The ‘best things in life are:dreamed

Peter’s Adventures in ‘Mdtri'ﬁbﬂ.i?

By LEONA DALRYMPLE

‘

Auther ot_. the’ new nevel, “Diane of the Green Van.” swarded & prize of $10,000 by 1da M. Tarbsll

and 8 8 McClurg as judges. |

to dust the trees and fetices: ‘With some
excellent women this sort of thing is an
obgession. And@ 1 am not one to ‘decry
the beauty of orderly; systematic house-
keeping. -I like to'sée a house run with
perfect regularity.’ I don’t want to sea
dust, Neither do I want to hear about
it constantly. The wheels of a perfect
house machine: should  run without
creaking, and the family who are not
immediately  concerned in the oiling

8hould not be troubled by the sound of

wheels. /

Many & man has been driven forth to
his club by a frantic housekeeper. The
husband of a real dust hunter may
never unexpectedly bring his friends
home to dinner. Not but what'the house
will be gpotless—it assuredly will—but
the mind of the dust hunter will be so
disarranged and upeget by his unmethod-
leal conduct that he'll never repeat: the
experiment. For the genuine dust hun-
ter who thinks of nothing else never has
a sense of humer. She couldn’t have
and stay a dust hunter,

If her husband brings a man home to
dinner she'd rather know about it days
before and make endless preparations,
for if by chance he does succumb to
temptation and bring home the unex-
pected guest, she's "‘sure to remember
that the southwest cornér behind the
bathtub hasn’'t been dusted for two
hours, and she will be distraught for
the rest of the meal.

A man once told me how his wife had
been very ill for wéeks and how finally
there .was much preparation when it
wes time for her to come downstairs for
heér first dinner with the family. One
of the daughters, knowing her mother's
inordinate passion for dustlcssness, had

consclentiously gone over and ever the
house until she was utterly tived out.
and when at last it was time to escert
the invalid mother down they all

semlpled at the foot of the stairs tlu::

but smiling.

And the maether? Well, she was &
real dust ‘hunter. She didn’'t: sse the
spotless order of the rest of tha heuse.
She looked at her oldest daughter, and
pointed suggestively up the stairs.

““Amelia,” she sald, “there's a paioh
of railing up there on the stairs that
hasn’t been dusied for days I'm sure.”

And Amelia nearly fainted, She'd
tucked a memoranduin of that section
of railing away in her mind for refer-
ence and forgotten it completely, But
she trotted dutifully upstairs and dusted
it before her mother could go om with
her dinner,

Now that mother was a real dust hun-
ter! She didn't have any r
feelings—merely far dust, A real phito-
saphical homekeeper would have smiled
and praised the beautiful order of the
house, she would have thought first of
the loving, patient fingers that had-tried
sa hard to make it faultiess, and she'd
have wisely forgotten and forgiven that
single forgotten patch of dust,

And the difference, T take it, iz this.
Some women are homekeepers and some
are housekeepers. They're. very, very
different jobs, The dust hunter is a
housekecper. The meother with phileso-
phy and humor, a wholesome desire for
neatness and an equally whelesome de-

sire. for the comfort of her family 1s.al

homekeeper in the truest sense of the
word. Mary is getting to be a wonder-
ful housekeeper. Mother, thank heaven,

is a homekeeper.
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WORDS of WISE MEN
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Pleasure iz a law to the fool.—Plato.

One of the poets—which is ft?—speaks
of an everlasting now,—Bouthey.

drought with him just what he wanted him to do. In a short time Willlam was
bound hand and foot inside the bag, and the bag was drawn up to the top of & |
tree. ‘Then the hired man ran away and iMd himself, for he saw Farmer John |
approaching. & i

As soon as Farmer John came under the tree he looked up and saw the bag
hanging there. William, who could see him through a “tiny hole, called out:
*Jong may your days be in the land!”

“Who are you and what are you doing?”’ gasped Farmer John,

“l have found the way to wisdom,” Willlam answered. “How would you}
like to learn?"’ !

“Fine,” replied Farmer John. ‘“I'm clever, but 1 want to be wise.”

“All right,” said William, “but I can let you take my place only for one hour. !
Take the rope tied to the tree and let me down.” !

Farmer John did as Willlam asked and wheén he was untied from the ropes
and out of the bag, Williaztn made him very anxlous to take his place by telling
him of the wonderful things that he had learned. So Farmer John permitted
‘William to tie him up in the bag and hoist him up to the top of the tree. {

When William had him safely up there he cried out: “Now stay there for

while. Den’t you already feel something of wisdom that comes from experience?
ou think you are clever with your practical jokes, but you aren’t. Stay there

@ntil you really are clever—and that’ll be a 16ng while,” i

Then William went away and left Farmer John tp think upon the seriousness |
of practical jokes that hwurt other people.

1
.

Reckon any matter of trial to thee
among thy gains,—T. Adum. :

When lenity and cruelty play for a
kingdom, the gentler gamester is the
soonest winner.—Shakespears.

A laugh to be joyous must flow from a
joyous heart, for without kindnc¢ss there
can be no true joy.—Carlyle.

No virtue fades out of mankind. Not
over hopeful by inbern temperament,
cautious by long experience, I yét never
despair of human virtue,~Theodore Par-
Ker.

From the earliest dawning of policy %o
this day, the invention e¢f man has been
sharpening and improving the mystery
of murder, from the fAArst rude essay of
¢lubs and stones to the present perfec-
tien of gunnery, cannoneering, bom-
barding, mining.—Burke.

Music washes away from the soul the
dust of everyday life.—Auerbach.

Malevolence is misery; it is the mind
of Satan, the great enemy, ’an outcast
from all joy, and the opponent of all
R0odness and happingss.—J. Hamilton,

The reasori why all men honor love Is
because it looks up, and not down; as-
pires, and not despairs.—Emerson. 1

Money is powerful for good if divinely
nsed. Give it plenty of air and it is

sweet as the hawthorn; shut it up and it

cankers and breeds worms.—G, Mac-
donald.
’
Let your letter be written as accurate-
ly as you are able—~I mean with regard
to language, grammar and stops; for as
to the matter of it- the less trouble you
give yourself the betfer it will be. Let-
ters should be easy and natural, and
convey to the persons to whuom we send
them just what we should say to the
persons if we were with them.—Chester-

What destiny sends, bear! Whoever
perseveres will be crowned.—Herder.

All great nations delight n stability;
all great men find eternity affirmed in

the very promise -of thelr faoulties.—
Emerson,

Men are bern with two eyes, hut with
one. tongue, in order that they should
see twice as much as they say.—~Colton.

It 1s always a sign of poverty of mind
when men are ever aiming to appear
great, for they who are really great
| never seem to know it.~Cecil.

A mob is usually & creature of very

large city, Where it comes from, or
whither it goes, few men can tell. As-
sembling and dispersing with equal sud-
rdenness; it is as difficult to follow to
tts various sources as the sea itself; nor
does the parallel stop here, for the
ocean is not more fickle and ‘uncer-
tain, more terrible when aroused, more
unreasonable or more ertel.—~Dickens.
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‘The spota of certain summer

the upper layers of the ekin.

inistinguishable

nourished and wanghipped justly in same
 in otheps, Thatis to

say, the sun is essentigily s boon and
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by

:ﬁ?ﬂ
ne
By DR. LEONARD KEENE HIRSHBERG

: A B, M A, M.D. § i
Tml Jight that through yonder window bregks fromifs

love—are buried in a sea ¢ L e it el
are due both remotely to gncestry and |
‘direotly to the effects of the sun, . Pigmentation fs the
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.sun, the |
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d Faces

(Jolifis Hopkins). =

/ the east will tan many a fair Juliet's cheek this
. The pretty cheeks, which hold pretty
dimples and Cupid’'s lb'pﬁn-—!_mupwt made by health and

‘name given to this condition in mankind. It is a pap-
|} pery Black deposit in the skin due ti the invisible rays
| ‘Sol. These rays burn the hemoglobin, or Ted §
biood stuff, out of the tissue units and-depbsit them in |

“

ns, Moors, Indians, Cubans and inhabitants'
the tropics hdve this pigmentation to an extensive
e, Yet/a man on gir] who spends July, August and £
rious outdgors returns in the autumn with this grea
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serves g dvy, tasteless ocske abomination
with ‘;m of berries thereon and cally
it' “ghorteake”? The genulne biscuir

shorteake is simply-wade, and the verl-

tempting it. -~ \
Here is a rule ﬂv? me. by a southern
ceek whose biscuits have delighted the

wamen; “It's as easy made, hopey.f’
aid she, “as vollin’ oft a Jog—only, you
:"n_t.o' be light-handed. Heavy-handed
folks ain’t got ne blaness messin' round
ceokin' mehaw.” J6
Take two eups of flour, Into/which
have been sifted four teaspoonfuls of
haking pewder and half & teaspoon-
ful of salt. Work inte l@ with the
fingers four tablespoontuls of lard or
b i dually = .;.mt cup
ik with a knif
Q’T':ax.ﬂl‘n::;uww board and roll to
about three-quarters of an inch
thickness. Bake in individnal cakes
as biscuit or in jelly eake tins and
aplit. _ '
ke is so allied to bread that it
ngo:':: b.l to give a recipe for
corn bread, as this sams good old cook
gives it - G “Elyse
One cup cernmeal, one eup flour,
ene-quarter cup - sugar, three and
one-helf - teaspoenfuls ~ of Dbaking
powder, half a teqspoonful of salt.

a t
Mix them theroughly, then add a
well-beaten ¢gg, a cup of

1k and

twa espoonfuls of melted butter.
“Andu%lumkov the very old mis-

- delicious tor | ¥ - fill mu "
WE e i

palste of many great men gnd famous|

"o the Daking tme. .
A woman who has & family of growing

) USREsS,
T it B j :
ormg the mer luncheo:
self and her children at east
in the week.

table Dread, mix. wal

Then add a cup and & :
into’ which an egg has

Wb%n thoroughly mixed, stir
of chopped nut meats :
ordinary long bread ti
quarters of an hour

n b

These warm summer - whes
frujt forms so large & '
and even toast has an unplea
substantial sound, ove 9
are the nearest to ‘‘n
yet very appealing to
have a distinet place.

Add enough of 3 scant cup :

to a cup of flour, into ﬁhm

oot dn S
s a paste. 3 e
milk and a well-beaten A
the whole mixture for fiv
To be made really good pt
must, be beaten.  Have &um
}:ot axtt:“?:tm and fill them with-
n a Bake ;
minutes, reducing t%:?'hl.l ery M

. a very hot oven after the fivet
minutes. g i
If they are a success they

pop over the edge of 3!_0 :.ﬂ_.ll 3

eilef,” admenighes the cook. ‘Bake
in a shallow pan for 20 minutes, or
?
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Dear Annie Laurie:

1 am corpesponding with a young
man, and have been for a few
meonths, and he wishes to come to
see me this summer. I am unde-
cided about telling him to come, for
I have mevér met him, What shall

mysterious . existence, particularly in a |

1 do about it? Let him come or not?
UNDECIDED.

HY don't you want him to come
W'.o see you? Are you afraid he

won't like you, or do you fear
that you won't like him?

What is it you want for a friend, a
dream or a reality? Ask him to come,
tell him you'll be delighted to see him,
and ‘then have him come straight to
your heme.

Put on your prettiest frock, do your
hair your prettiest way, smile your
sweetest, and get in and get acquainted
with the real man who will want to
know the real you as you really are.

Letters tell so little, so very little, A
man may write the most charming letter
in the world and be at heart a selfish
brute. He may write a tiresome, con-
ventional letter and turn out to be-—
when you know him—a man 6f real
character and great charm of person-
ality. s

Don't worry if you're not pretty, If

crispy, and, as the old cook said, “fittes
te melt in your mouf.” 4

2 A&vice to Girls 3

=» By ANNIE LAURIE

If he doesn't llke you he'd think yeu
hideous if you were the Venus de Mile
herself, even with the arms, I

Don't put on airs, don't pretend to he
sometbing or to know something or te
look something that you are net.

Is your home simple and old-fash.
foned? Don't be sshamed of it. Prep-
ably the man lives in 3 boarding
and is so homesick that an old-tashioned .
sitting room with a plush album on the
centre table and a what-not with shefls
on it in the corner will look like para-
dise to him.

Write and tell him you're waiting fen
him and want him to come, and when

he comes you'll know more aboyt
whether you'll like him or not in thé
first five minutes you're with him

you would through a year's correspend.-
ence. :

1 hope he'll get there in June when
the roses are all ablow, And T hepe
yotu'li1 ‘look like -the sweetest rose of all
~t0o m.

e Qs

Miss Laurie will welcome letters of
inquiry on subjects of femiwine inler-
est from young women readers of this’
paper and will veply to them 'in these
columms. They should be addressed to

he likes you ne'll think you're pretty.

her, care this office. .
f
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