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. ean’t make people who know the circumstances think you've done right.

- and admire you for it, whether you were born in an almshouse or in a

: that I am, or was, or ever will be, will have the slightest thing to do with you

. you are doing.

Be Your Own Real Self,
Not Just Your Father’s Son

By WINIFRED BLACK

Copyright, 1815, by Newspaper Feature Service, Inc.

WOMAN wrote to me the other day and
said that she was in great trouble about

something or other.

She was, she said, the daughter of a clergy-
man, and her sweetheart was a clergyman’s
son.

She was 27 years old and the man was 40.

I don’t know what the trouble was, or what
the letter was about. When I got as far as
that I stopped reading. ;

A woman who isn’t something beside some- |
body’s daughter by the time she's 27, and a
man who is known only as some one's son
when he’s 40, really aren't worth bothering

" about, are they?

Where do they come from, these éurious. people who want to tell whose
son they are, or what their father did for a living before they themselves
were born?

If the father amounted to anything there’s no danger that people won't
know who his children are. and if the children amount to anything nobody
cares whether their father was a clergyman or a bricklayer.

I believe it would be a good thing for every minister’s son to go away
somewhere and begin life under another name, so that nobody could pos-
sibly find out who he really was till he had proved it himself.

<+

1 Some Fathers and Sons.

Who your f’atherv is hés really nothing in the world to do with who you
are, my ridiculous friend.

If you've done wrong, you've done wrong, and all the fathers in the world

If you've done right, you've done right, and sensible people will know it

fifty-thousand-dollar palace.

Nobody who's worth anything cares who you are.

All they want to know is what you are, and that is the only thing of the
least real importance,

Some of the best men I know have had fathers that weren't worth the
price of a shoestring. :

And some of the worst men I ever saw were men whose fathers were ex-
emplary persons. 2

The greatest beauty the American stage has ever known had a little,

dried-up shrimp for a father and a mother who looked like an extremely
ugly hired man. :

And nobody cared.

The biggest coward I know has a mother who would fight her weight in
:l‘i?cat, and did, too, years ago, when Missouri was full of wildcats, and of

£

I know a whole family which has been absolutely ruined by being, each
member of it, not himself, but just Somebody’s Brother.

The brother is a tyrant, and he began bossing the family before he was
out of short trousers. ‘ -

The richer he grew the more he bossed, and now all his three brothers
are not men at all, they’re just brother. :

And nobody is so cross about it today as big brother, who has done it all
himself.

1 What Are You boing? r

-

If I had ten boys to bring up the first thing I'd teach every one of them
would be: “You are yourself, just yourself, nobody else.’ .

“1 can help you for a while. I can make things easier for you while you

are little. I can give you a fair start in the world, but after that nothing

and what you are. |

“This world, as far as you are concerned, belongs to you.

“Take your share in the work of it honestly, sensibly and courageously,
and never speak of yourself, anywhere, never think of yourself under an;
eircumstances, as Somebody's Son.

“Nobody cares whose son you are, or who you are either, for that matter.

‘“What they care is, what are you doing, how are you doing it, and what
makes you do it?”

I'm sorry now I didn’t read the rest of the letter about Somebod
Daughter and Somebody’s Son. I wish I knew what their troubles were.

May be they wanted to be married and the two fathers wouldn’t let
them, or may be the fathers wanted them to be married and they were each
in love with somebody else.

I hope they marry each other. Somebody’s Son is just about good enotigh
husband for Somebody’s Daughter, and no one of any common sense or pride
or spirit could possibly get on with either of them a week.

When you deal with a man you deal with a man, and you know what

y's |

When you deal with Somebody’s Son you deal with him and his father
and his mother and his sister and his brother and his Aunt Sarah and his
Great Uncle Hiram, and you never get anywhere.

How can you. when you try to walk the straight and narrow path, not
with one man, but with two dozen at a time?
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'pathetic.aspirations. She wanted to be

WHERE A WALL SERVES AS A MIMIC GRAVEYARD.

N picturesque Brittany, in the de-

partment of Cotes du Nord at the

town of Ploubaznelef, there is a re-
markable wall where funeral services
are held in memory of the fishermen
dead. Called “Le Mur des Islandais”—
the Iceland Fishermen's Wall—it serves
as the mimic resting place of those who
80 to sea and never return.

During the fishing season it is a touch-
ing sight to see the departure of the
fishermen for Iceland and the North
sea. There in the harbor lie the little
ghips ready to depart, and the -fisher-

The Iceland Fishermen’s Wall.

men and their wives and children are
standing on the jetties and the village
priests are waiting to give the men
and ships their final blessing. Save the
partjngs of wives and sweethearts of
Bem¢ 2ahout to go to war there is no
sadder farewell thau the leaving of
theze men to face the dangers of the
808. In their drawn and anxious faces

ling every heart.

you can read the thought-that is troub-

‘“Shall we ever meet

again?”’

Next to the parting when the ships
put to sea there is no sadder sight than
the pathetic mimic graveyard, repre-
sented by the wall. There are dozens
of crosses and tablets erected there to
the memory of those who have lost
their lives on expeditions in the North
sea, and placed there after a regllar
burial service.

Husband, son or sweetheart has here
a loving mimic burial, and on Sundays
and fete days dozens of women come
there to kneel and pray for those whose
bodies rest beneath the treacherous
waters of the north, but whose memor-
ies are enshrined on “Le Mur des
Islandais.”

CTopyright, 1918, by Newspaper Fosture Servi

¥R face may be her fortune, but she is won:

derfully skilled, as you know, in concealing
In her hand, the hand that HE
wants, the story is told in a language every one can-
not understand—at least the fortune-teller lets that
be understood, and whether you believe or not it
is immensely interesting to have the mystic revela-
tions made in a soft, insinuating voice.

that story.

(G 66t
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it makes a difference to have SOME ONE hovering
near. Under such circumstances the description of
the probable man is likely to be guardedly given.
Those who play thg gypsy part have to be VERY
discreet.

And when you have so tremendous an interest
in her fortune the part of simply watching isn’t so

Naturally very easy to play, either.

—

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.

Peter’s Adventures in Matrimony

By LEONA DALRYMPLE

Myra’s Drab Fate.

r SAID nothing at
£ ll . What man

.. knows what to

say when a woman

N, | ics? But I did
glance at Myra’s
hair, painfully brass
where the sunlight
glinted upon it—
upon the thin
lingerie walist and
the high-heeled

shoes. They epi-
LEONA DALRYMPLE. tomized the girl's

pretty, and her standards were

“Myra,” I said helplessly,

believe the real cglor of your hair is
half as bad as you say it is. And
you've good eyes and a sweet, strong
mouth.”

Myra laughed through her tears. 2
“Honest, Mr. Hunt,” she said, “it's
fierce. Once before I began to bleach
it I went to buy a hair net; and we
couldn’t find one to match. I lo‘st my
patience, and I said to tﬂ}'xs girl, “‘What
olor is my hair, anyway"
c“Go on,}',' I encouraged, “what did
she say?”

Cheapness Plus Immodesty.

“What did she say? She turned up
her nose and said: ‘Drab! D-R-A-B—
drab.’ And I hate drab. T hate drab
days, I hate drab people with drab dis-
positions, and I hate drab h.alr. You
can't change a drab disposxtion. but
you can change drab hair.”

I shook my head hopelessly.

“And why on earth,” I said, ‘‘do you
wear French heels to business?” X

“I've got flat feet,” said Myra calin-
ly. “This way they don't look anything

like so bad.”

e

ODD and INTERESTING FACTS

ood

Probably the most important light-,
house at the present time is the light ofi
Heligoland, the island which Germany
uses as a naval base.
i-light is an electric one, and the most
: powerful in Germany, and is claimed by
the Germans to be the most powerful
light in existence. The light consists of
i a cluster of three revolving lights, hav-

ing a lighting power of 40,000,000 candles.
The lights are on the searchlight prin-
ciple, and the cluster is surmounted by
a single light of the same kind and size,
that can be revolved independently and
three times as fast as the three lights.
The single light is put into use in case
of accident to the cluster of three. The
electric power is generated by two steam
engines and boilers, running belt-driven
electric generators.

$ 32 ®

Siberia, Russia’s great dominion in
Asia, contains nearly 5,000,000 square
Imiles. It has a much warmer summer
than is generally imagined, the sp*;g
beginning in April or May, according*to
the district, and continuing until the
end of August. The winter is, however,
very severe, all rivers being frozen over
by the end of November.

The Heligoland | zerland. This wonderful watch, the only

v

The feat*of making a watch in a pearl
has beéen accomplished by a watch-
making firm at Chaux de Ponds, Swit-

one of its kind in the world, was fin-
{shed a few dayvs ago. A pearl, which
weighs 45 grains and has a diameter of
about half an inch, contains all the
works. It took an employe of the firm
15 months to hollow out the pearl and
fit the wheels. The watch, wbich is
be worn as a ring on the finger, is val-
ued at $6000.
. » ®

The ‘Golden Number,” held of so
high importance by scientists and sooth-
sayers of .olden times, dates back to
Meton, an Athenian astrologer, about
430 years B. C. To find the golden num-
ber, add one to the date and divide by
\19, the number of years in the moon’s
|evele. The quotient is the number of
‘c.\'cles since the Christian era and the
3rémainder is the golden n_umber. The
golden number for 1915 is 15.

* * *

After they have wound the silk from

“They look worse,” I said heatedly.; ‘“But,” I said*weakly,

“Properly shod I know very well you'd| ‘“And every man hates good sense in
have very good-looking feet. And why| women. A man would fly in horror
do you wear such—such—well immodest | from a woman with common sense
walsts?"’ heels and toes and a thirty-inch walst-
“Tt isn’t the immodesty you object | line.”

to,”” said Myra flercely, “it’s the cheap-| *Myra,” I sald, ‘‘you’re cynical. And
ness, only you don’t realize it. Cheap-| it'’s too bad. You've the best heart and
ness and immodesty always get a‘knock | the biggest heart I eyer knew in a girl,
where immodesty and expensive clothes | par none, but you do”go and spoil every-
get away with it.” thing with brass hair and French heels
I shrank back appalled at the truth| and foolish waists.”

of it. “T like to hear you talk,” said Myra

suddenly.
Is ?Y“ C:“i“‘l"t sl I glanced at her rather sharply.
“You read a lot al e P

“Sarcastic?”’
tawdry little shop girl in her cheap| ‘No, honest, I mean it. Nobody ever

told me anything like you have. It
o= ’FOCkm“' BNGSS. | VA, sounds sense, but I don’t believe it
and the keynote is always immodesty; | works out. You're like everybody else,
but it/ isn't the immodesty that offends, | Peter. You'd preach good sense in
it's the cheapness. The world encour-| clothes and then you’d tumble all over
ages immodesty in women, only it must | yourself to be nice to a girl with peach-
be expensive immodesty, the kind that | blossom skin and tinted eyelashes. If
shows a woman’'s throat and arms|she’d dope a good job with the make-

.| well the fact that the health is not what

‘|home medicines dosed into

above gold spangles, and all the fuss
and glitter that costs real money. If
1 can’t be expensively immodest and
win admiration I've got to be cheap.”

up you’d like her better than the com-
mon-sense one.”

“Myra!” I said sternly, but Myra only
laughed at me.

4

°*1.? Of Her Household
A Bride’s Own Story ™ Afventure,
By ISOBEL BRANDS
Solving the Problem of Washing Blankets Like New.

OW is the time for all good blankets to get their semi-annual bath, I re-
N flected yesterday when.the brilllant sunlight pouring into the bedroom made

it very apparent that my lovely woollen blankets were not as immaculately
new as they used to be. .

Deciding to have them clean was much easier than how to have it done.
For I didn’t want to trust these fine blankets to the laundress who helps me out
occasionally with the heavy work, nor did I feel that I could afford to have them
cleaned by an expensive commercial cleaner. Finally, after turning it about in
my mind several times I came to my usual decision—for all roads of housexeep-
ing seem to lead to one place nowadays—to do them myself and be person-
ally responsible for making a good job of it.

I looked up various authorities in my reference books, and found there was
little or no difference in opinion in the way blankets ought to be washed. I
found that neither very cold nor very hot water must be used in washing
blankets, because either of these makes the texture shrink. Neither can blankets
be rubbed, because that breaks the fibre. ;

But I got splendid results by very carefully following the set of directions
which I finally wrote out for myself and kept near me during the process:

(1)—T carefully brushed each blanket on both sides so that loose bits were
shaken off.

(2)—I mixed one large bar of white soap, shaved, and two tablespoonfuls
of borax in four quarts of cold water, and then h/eﬂted the mixture
until it reached the boiling point.

(3)—Poured one quart of water into the tub, which was partly filled. with
warm water, and allowed to become tepid.

(4)—]mmersed the blankets in the water and ‘“plumped’” and soused them
around in the tub, squeezing them gently the while, but not rubbing
them.

(5)—Removed blanxets from first water, and repeated the same process in
two other helpings of the soap-borax water mixture added to tepid
water. By this time the blankets looked quite clean.

(6)—Finally I dipped the blankets in tepid water to which half a cup of
borax had been added, and this whitened them even more.

(1)—Then I gently squeezed and pressed the blankets dry, being careful
not to wring them by twisting in any way.

(8)—To make sure that the blanket would dry perfectly even I pinned to-
gether the opposite edges, just like a large tablecloth.

the cocoon the Chinese eat the chrysalis
of the silkworm.

again—just as good as new.

(Copyright, 1915, by Newspaper Feature Service, Ine)

These are really ‘blanket-drying” days—so gloriously sunny and bright, and
it took very little time before my sets of blankets were soft, pure, snow-white

Secrets of Health and Happiness

Your Tongue

By DR. LEONARD K

FULL many a medical man must

tongue.

It is well often to bridlesthe tong
your head, to let it cleave to the roof

to hold the tongue at such a moment,
an exponent of inward disorder.

~yarious ways.

chagrin because he misinterprets the semaphore and
heliographs flashed into his face by a patient’s
That the patient keeps his tongue between his
teeth and later on wags it to the doctor’s discomfiture is

no fault of the dumb show of asterisks, stars and other
clues to disease displayed by that member.

oresence of a discerning physician. To have a tongue in

In fine, the tongue is a herald of health and ill heaith, DR. HIRSHBERG,
and a signpost of ‘stability or instability. Small griefs thus find tongues in

The human tongue is as well thed-

the Index

of Your Body's Equilibrium

EENE HIRSHBERG,

A. B, M. A, M. D. (Johns Hopkins University)

bite his tongue in

ue, but not in the

of your mouth, or
is to deny yourself

badge of the body as it is the ambas-

sador of the heart. The tongue of a
fool is the key of his counsel and that
of a strong man is the symbol of his
anatomy. The tongue is the artless:in-
dex of your physical equilibrium, and
the ancient family physician minus his
rede and his science, developed well fit-
ting doors of understanding. The wise
shake of the head after the command
“Stick out your tongue” was not the
amusing absurdity that patronizing
}’aboratory savants would have you be-
eve.

Some Tongue Ills.

To be born without a tongue does not,
as you might expect, make speech,
swallowing and tasting impossible. Dr.
Riolan describes the loss of a tongue in
an unvaccinated victim of smallpox,
who was nevertheless able to speak, and
Dr. Jussieu cites a patient who was
born without a tongue who spoke dis-
tinctly. Margaret Cutting lost her
tongue, yet sang readily and spoke
clearly.

There are many maladies which di-
rectly affect the tongue, These must
not be confused with remote ailments
which incite similar disorders of the
guiding spirit of the mouth. Thrush is
a whitish mould which grows, thrives
and has its being on tongues, particu-
larly of infants who are fed infected
milk from unsterilized bottles and nip-
ples. Even the sweetest milk may har-
hor this dirty fungus. Scars, tears,
bites, firritating particles of ' poisons,
foods and tobacco are a few local dis-
tempers of the tongue mistaken for
‘‘coatings.”

The movements, color, size, swelling,
relaxation, tension and unugual cover-
ing all indicate trouble at distant points.
So susceptible is the tongue to tissue-
tone, that the slightest fever or other
defect of your parts bespeckles it with
a thin, whitish fur.

Whenever anyone tells you his or her
tongue “has always been coated,” mark

it should be. Mayhap it is tobacco,
heavy meats, wine-bibbing, or even the
infantile
tummies by all-wise, super-medical
aunts and neighbors.

Symptoms and Causes.

Be that as it may, a whitish or dis-
colored tongue is not a nealthful tongue.
Something else is present. Severe fevers
or stomach distempers yield to sight
thick, yellowish, licorice-colored or
brownish coats. ;

If a continuous fever of many days is
present with the coating absent at the

gray or brown and distinctly dry in
nature. Long and severe illness shows
?‘ust such tongues. The oft-mentioned
strawberry tongue’”’—found at times in
the early stages of scarlet fever—is a
white-topped tongue, through which the
bright red patches or “papillae” of the
tongue protrude.

Paralysis on one-half of the face is
associated with a tongue more coated
than on the well side. The sound mus-

cle on the good side pushes the tongue

toward the paralyzed side.

Among other causes other than vari-
ous types of stomach, kidney and liver
disorders which give rise to coated
tongues, bad teeth, large tonsils, ade-
noids and internal nasal malformations
are not by any means the least. A firm
tongue means vigor, while one so pale
and flabby that impressions of the testh
and food are left in it, spells anaemia,
debility and even Bright’s disease.

Answers to Health Questions

N. H. D.—Q—What will whiten my
very dark skin?

A—Do not use hot water or soap on.
the face, but cleanse it with a good
peroxide cream and ice-cold water. The
following cream may be used:

White vase
> line 1 ounce

C. R.—Q—I am troubled with palpita-
tion of the heart, and also from gas
forming in my stomach after eating and
sometimes when the stomach is empty.
Kindly advise me, \

A—Avold excitement and overexertion,
obtain lots of sleep and rest, and keep
the bowels active. Eat in smaller quan-
titles at more frequent intervals. Eat
more green vegetables, fresh fruits,
cereals, salads, fish and poultry, and
drink three quarts of distilled water
daily, two glassfuls one-half hour be-
fore each meal. Take 7 grains of oxide
of magnesia before meals and 6 char-
coal tablets after. Sleep 10 hours in the
24. Be outdoors most of the day and
take several hours mild exercise the
open. Drink lots of fresh milk, and
take a Bulgaria tablet with your meals.

L B

Dr. Hirshberg will answer questions
for readers of this paper, on medical
hygienic and sanitation subjects that are
of general interest. He will not under-
take to prescribe or offer advice for im-

tips, sides and up the middle line of the
tongue; if it is thin or different in de-
gree, typhoid or paratyphold fever is
held in mind.

Severe prostration with fever exhibits
a tongue with a thick fur coat of dark

dividual cases. Where the subject is not
of general interest letters will be an-
swered personally, if a stamped and ad-
dressed envelope {8 enoclosed. Address all
inquiries to Dr. L. K. Hirshberg, care
this office.

EAR ANNIE LAURIE:

We are five boys who are very
much worried. Some time ago Wwe
“geted smart” and made our girl
friends mad at us. At the time we
felt we were justified, but since then,
and since they won’t have anything
to do with us, we are sorry and want
to make amends, but are afraid they
won’t accept any advances. ‘

They seem very distant toward us,
but our sisters say they are crazy to
make up, for it’'s no fun to fuss.

Do you think we’d be safe in send-
ing a formal apology, and then, since
boat riding is great sport where we
live, how do you think it would do to
give a boat ride for them? Do you
think they’d accept, and how must
we go about inviting them?

-JUST FIVE BOYS.
UST Five Boys: Why don’t you send
an .invitation to the boat ride some-
thing like this: “There will be a boat
ride (at such and such a time) to which
you are cordially jnvited if you want to
be friends again with us. We are sorry
we acted so foolishly, and we'll know
we are forgiven if you’ll come to the
boat ride.”
If they are the kind of girls I hope
they are they’ll be there, and I hope
you'll have a fine time. You are quite

ADVICE TO GIRLS ¢

By ANNIE LAURIE |

it, and only remember it as an experi-
ence that has taught a lesson—a guide-
post to help you to shun that same
mistake again—and take the happy road.

Today's Fashion

PP POV POPIOTOIPOTIIOOOIOwY

right, it’'s no fun having good friends
at outs. .

DEAR ANNIE LAURIE:

1 am a widow, 23 years old, and
have a little son nearly 3 years old.
My marriage was very unpleasant,
consequently I am divorced. And to
add to the above, my home is very
unpleasant for me, at times almost
unbearable. I have an offer of mar-
riage from a gentleman who is &
years old, and I feel sure he ‘loves
me and has a good home for me to

to. I believe I can make him a
good wife and a  pleasant home.
Please tell me what you would ad-
vise about a matter of this nature,

BROWN EYES.

| ROWN EYES, did you ever know
B any one who did not make a mis-
take? I never have, and just be-
cause I have made some mistakes I am
‘not looking anxiously forward to a life
| full of mistakes. Cut away the old
| mistake from your life as you would
dead wood from a tree, and go on
j growing fine and strong and free from

Very Latest Louis X1V. Coat of
Sapphire Blue Faille.

HE separate coat of sapphire blue
Ttnjlle is in high favor for afternoon.

wear. This model is almost an ex-
! act replica of the Louis XI1V. coat, and
| will harmonize with the atternoon,?ock
! of silk of sheer wash materials,

| The skirt of the coat is side-pleated
| across the sides and back, and flat, silk-
i covered buttons ornament the front,
! pockets and cuffs.
The collar lies flat and is edged with
a narrow piping of the silk.
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