By JAMES J.

Harking Back

MOKTAGUE.

! Young Juxtuxi was an Astec, and a Iad of nerve and mettle,

Which was quite to be expected of

By DOROTHY DIX

e ————

In apeaking to 300 womeén gradustes
who had tralned thempelves for different
protessions, President Edward J. James
of the University of Illinals aald:

“The woman who
chooties the career
of marriage wWhen
the oppartunity of-
fers itheif. or when
aha makes It for
ligrself, ns cv¢r|y
']

w

would know that

the _apportunity to

marty the kiod of & man you would like
' to have for & hushand and for the [ather
of your children doesn't always present
itself. 1dkewise that thers are tens of
thourands of women who have not been
able fo capture & husband of mny sort,
although they have done their levei beal
Also, If vou are honest, you must Admit
that thérs are many, many women mer-
ried who had no business o get married,
and whose marrlages are a erime agalnst
noclety.

It i= the custom to get maudiinly drunk
on sentiméntality when you talk to girls,
and to advise them to marry, and to
maunder on about the beauty and the
glory of wifehood and motharhood, butl
all of U8 In our sober senses know that
whethef witehood or motherhood Is besu-
tiful and glorfons depends altogether on
how & woman ls fitted for the job, and
how she pulls it off.

Undoubtedly & good wife and mothar
js the noblest work of God, and such a
one performs a great service to soclety.
On the other hand, a mean wife and
mother In the devil's first lisutenant, and
the harm that such & ong does lo the
world lp incalculable,

If we hsd mottiers who have given ua
& George Washington and an Abraham
- Lincoln, let ue also reflect that we have
! mothers who have given us our Gyp the
Bloods and Leyt Loules, so there's no
use In ralsing any meonuments to mother.
hood untlli we find out woat sort of a
produet it has turned out. Certalnly the
mothers of the hundreds of grafters,
blackmailers, thisves and white slavers
in the world liave dons no mervice to so~
ciety for which the Balance of us noed
be granted to them.

As for there being anything particulsrly
meritorious In & woman marrying, that
also depends upon the spirit in which she
dnen If, and the sort of & wife she makes.
The woman who marries & man for love
and becauss she fesls that he Iz her real
mate. and wWho bénds her every enevgy
of mind and body to loving mervice 1o
nim, and to making him bappy, un~
doubtedly filis the highest and happlest
caresr fata can allot to & woman,
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m
THE-CAREER OF MARRIAGE

Whether Marriage is a Blessing or a Crime
Depends Eatirely on The Kind of Marriage

Who resided 'neath the shadow of Mount Popocatapet],
And one day when the volcano, which was prone to be abrupt,
Rumbled sullen Indlcations of Its purpose to erupt,

Young Juxtuxi oried, “I'll stop It!" and a balf an hour later
Folks obsarved him, scowling grimly, as he sat upon the crater,
Fragments of him now are floating down the shining milky way,
For thia early Astec hero was the Murphy of his day.

King Canute, from whose top story rocks would harmlessly rebound,
Notlead how his subjects hustlied when he ordered them sround;

Till at last he grew to fancy that so powerful was he

His commands would be respected by the sun and winds and sea.

80 he stood beside the ocean on & sultry summer day,

And In stern and awful accents told the tide to run away.

When the tide camae In they fished him out, and left him there to rage,
For the Ivory-headed monarch was the Murphy of his age.

When Chlef Bone-Dome, the Apache, saw a whirzsing rallroad train
Dasliing like a desert dust storm over mesa, butte and plain,

He decided he would stop It, and his warriors, scowling black,

Helpsd him draw a four-ply cow-rope taut moross the iron track.
When the engine hit that cow-rope, sundry braves, by leaps and bounds,
Took an unexpected jougney to the Happy Hunting Grounds.

They weare gifted, were those redsking, with sn ignorance sublime,

the Murphys of their time,

rearing. Our streets are full of hood-
lum boys and wayward girl who have
had no restraining home (nfluence ex-
erciaed over them.

What we need s not more mothers.
but better mothers, mothers who won't
think it Is enough jJust to bear children.
but who feel thelr sacred responsibility
to rear them into good citisens.

No one 1s mors fllled with reverence for

|a good mother than I am. but I see too

many women bringing up their children
to be cursea to the world to shed any
teaprs over flub«-dud sent!ments over ab.
strict motherhood. Also 1 have seen too
many men thankfully paying thelr wives'
¢expenses In Reno to loek upen wifehood
a5 & grand carper unless a4 Woman makes
It nohle by her unselfiah davotion.

In the meeantime, while we conceed the
worth to soclely of the good wife and
mother, why ignore the service that has
Has
sny women done more for har fellow
crestures than Jane Addnsns, who has |
mothared & élty instéad of & brood of
her own? Afe not Miss Helen Gould's
rhilanthroples apt to he lessaned instead
of increased by her marriage?

Had Dorothes Dix and Flarence Night-
ingale and Clars Berton and thelr many
old malf smsoclates married and stayed
iv thelr own homes, might not the In-
sene still be chained to the floors and
the sick and wounded be not properly
cared for?

And in private lfe s It not aimost
alwayn the unmarriod daughter who takes
care of the old parents and helps educate
the niecss and nephews? It 18 not the
uumartied women In every community
who are at the head and front of every
good work? Whe can judge of the rela-
tive value of their servics and that of
the shiftless mother of ‘commonplace
chlidren?

The truth is that whether marriagy in
& blessing or a crime depends altogether
upon the sort of & marriage It s, and
whether a girl renders a social service
o her day and geperstion by wifehood
and motherhood depends altogether on
how ahe acquits herself In those two dif-
fioult roles.
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By EDEN E. GREVILLE,

—

Poor silly moth, you flutter to your
doom;
He does not seek your
does not care;
He but allowa you, during evening's
gloom,
To hold his hand, or else to stroke
his hair.

love, he

The lake, the night, the beauty of
the soene,
The tanderpses with which you
play your part.

Leave him quite calm, untroubled
and serene;
His vanity is touched, but not his
hoart.

You seek to bind him closely to your

side
With benefits and favors glven
free;
A malden's duty and a maiden's
pride
Should ever guard bher heart and
Iibarty.

When he returns to business and to
life,
You'll be but one who
crossed his path;
You'll have no part in nil tha dally
strife.
N¢ place within his home or on his
hearth.

Hghtly

Then rouse yourself before it Is too

late;
Others may sympathize, but you
must bleed
In battle to escape Yyour deadly

fate;
Do not forget that you yourself
must lead.

By BEATRICE FAIRFAX.

The man with a purplus of wealth and
|dle times, and the too-often attending
poverty of heart, brain and soul, awakens
to manhood with tha discovery that ha
bholds In one hand e candle and in the
other hand matches, ealled pride, van-
fty, passion, power and self, with which
to lght it

The devil is generous with his equip-
ment, and never partial. The young man
with the unlighted candls looks around
and sees that many other men are simii-
farly equipped.  They hava lighted thelr
candles and are making merry with the
moths' that are attracted by the flame.

They shout with triumph as moth after
moth circles too near the flame, I8 burned
And drops to the floor. And the man With
the greatest humber of moths around his
candle shouts the loudest. for is he not
the greatest hero among mankind?

SBome day, perhape, these candles will
burn to thelr sockets, and bafore they éx-
pire & tiny flame will ahoot forth from
every candle, burning the hand of the
man who holds it But that iz & long
tima away, And many mén Are never
burned, s0 why fret the merry pressnt
with thoughts of & troubled future?

Bo all light thelr candles and more
moths flutter—soft and whits and grace-
ful. A snowflake falling from heaven
seomed never swosier, |

And the snowflake after it has fallen
to the ground and betome a part of the
mire in a8 & symbol of what happens to
the moth.

These sllly meothe see many things in
the flames that were never there. Thay
se8 love, warmth of heart and soul,
CArebnes, omse, Juxury and fine ralment,
and all of thesa little alluring, blinding,

dasxling lights shot out from the flames
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none Had an great power to dttrmet o worth the price pald for it in the moth-

the light that promises fine ralment

The moths are soft pretty, sllly, brain-
less things, So brainless they would sell
tielr mouls for fine clothes and think they
got the hest of the bargain. Every flut.
ter of thelr wings that hrings them nearer
the flames tell of his Inlention,

Poor little things! If they sold only
thelr souls the price would not be dear
enough, but this world has a way of re-
fusing to jeave all puniahment (o the next,
and they sell more than thelr souls. They
soll thelr peace and happiness in this life
as well as all hope for the next.

There is no garment so fine that It is

and-candls markst. Stormtossed, drag-
gled, beaten, oppressed, abandoned And
dishonored, the soft. satiny ralment with
which the moth has attired malkes
poor protection against ihe elementa
whose wrath her vanity has invoked,

The satisfaction of vanity ia the short«
est lived of all pantiments; the moth soon
finds that attire can ba nover so fine
that 4 happy, contented heart heats un-
der the scariet Jetter of shame pinned on
the breast.

No girl sver snjoysd a luxury that was
not won honestly that the world did net
Lfind It out. No girl aver picked fine rai-
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By BEATRICE FAIRFAX

“Perplexsd.” who sedms o have a
distorted notlon of the valustion of
man's love, wishes 1o know (I she and a
friend whoke woe {8 of the same taxture
shall change thelr dispositions and win
the love of man, or remaln a8 they are
and siay single.

In this metter sha descridbes her pllght:

no man comes woolng.
“We do not allow man (o hug end
kisa ue,” Parplezed writss, ‘‘Decsuss we
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Stay the Same

spipster, and when you are 8B you will
b8 lean slarmed both at your years and
your pending fate.

Neither will you call that panding fate
A& “doom.” a® you do now, finding more
reason svery day you live that you did
not make a cholea when too young to
choosn wisaly and that your happy wirl-
hood has been prolonged.

To talk of changing your disposition
In the hope of attracting o lover 1
Mioay, You mre as the Lord and your
mother made you, and 1 am giad that the
product of thelr efforts Is something
natural and sane. It j= & joy to Enow
of two girls whoe do not strut and ogls
and fiirt and paint and powder and preen
their feathers to aitract the men.

it Is plessant to learn. there axists
twe young womenh who 40 pot walk out
as |f dressed for markel. and who do
pot impress all sane beholders with the
opinion that they are making & very

Assert Yourself.
wife naid lr.l:l\lll : cwn%"mnm
© (re

:galndlllmr rnnf;ums: a1
ledve my“mh..u. 1 :r.
U v .
and m-nlr two years
: growing very cold and

Do you It dv%

doss not
1
lh{ l‘_u}'u

You must, first of all, refuse to support
those of ber family who are able-bodled,
You owe that mueh to thein and o
yourself.

It your wife continues to be dlasaatis.
fied have a falr understanding with her
aboul the terps. and then separate. But
You must attempt no conceslment or
evaalen of responsibility, Her unfalrmess
will never axcuse youra

Certuinly Weot.
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grsat display of very Inferlor wares,

My dearn. be Just as you are! Go to
the theaters with your mothers. 1t will
increass your pleasure in tha play te
know you are giving pleasure to her.
There are dances to which you can go
and have a mood time. though only
giria attend. There are no bars to any
go0d, whaolesomes amusement to keep
oul women uUnlesa sore male encort gt-
tends.

Don't mope bescauss your lover ls long
on the way, and doa't shed any tears
If he never comss, finding consolation
in the remembrance that many to whom
& lover has come woilld change places
with you [f they eould,

It In finer and better, my dears, to
remain  alngle, because the right man
falled to appear than to know the plight
of the millions of women whoees tarror
of mpinsterhood was s0 great they mar-
rled the wrong one

Advioe to the Lovelorn

him ln overy way, but never has here-
fturhed any affection for me Althpugh
We are on good termms he never more
he sses me | am
he and halleve that may
PEARGH does not care for e
you think 1t would be proper for e
to tell him of my love for him llrllFl
up and down. ROSE

You have tranagressed the borders of
#ood taste In showing that you love him
Don't sdd to your humiilation by telling
it “stradght up and down'

Your height has nothipg to do with It
He makes ne effort to win your love

Th Nhgggpnalmdy

By WILLIAM P, KIRK

“Brother Wilfred got the first real plece
of change yesterday thst hs ever got
fram his writings," sald the Manicure
Lady, “Hes used (o comie home with a
five-doliar check once in & while that he
got from the editor of the Flour and
Feod Gasetie or the Bronx Monitor, but
renterday he came home and flaahed n
hundred-dollar nots that he had just got
for a song of which he wrote the words
aof. Even father warmed up to ®he poor
boy when he seen the yallow C In Wil-
fred's trembling mitt, and you can bet
the old gent waan't in no mood 0 warnm
up until the momey Kot In front of hia
engle glance ™

“"Was It & ragtime song?' ssked the
Head Barber, “It must be, though,
That's the only kind of songs that are
gotting the dough now.

“No. it ain't & ragtime song.'"” replial
the Manleurs Lady. "ItU's a sad balled,
George. 1 was sure that it was going to
be liked the minute Willred ashowed It

to ine, belore he ahowed it to anybody

tord o w my thme iln walit
|Gy n bow aa B oif e f.1
DOWNHEARTED.

If you love the man you can afford to
walt & year or two, long enocugh to find
it he Is trylng to make good Long en-
gagements are very unfair to & girl, and 1
hope you will not enter into ope. But you
ows il o the man you love to give him &
ohmnce,

Pon't Do It.

Dear M riax: A few montha
I wns ul:u'lrll and tmmmat -
doUtor Was DecRBSATY. man ls single
uﬂ““ tuhr timen 'l\l':lt.hm
-m ow tim e b

in o this dactor
antertain-

o e el bhee T oM to
en
e hettee Sentaimtest? RA

His friandly smiles are strictly profes-
slonal? I ke cares for you ha will taks
the imitiative, Dow't put yoursslf o o
position where you oan Be sccused of
“renuing sftar’ him, f
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ment out of the flames of & candls held
out to her by & young man that the worid
did not know 1t

“I was too young' & poor mirl wil
plead, "té know | was doing wroag."
“No girl,” repllas the world, 'fa ever
#0 young that she (s not old enough to
know better.”
It saw no soft, alluring lighis in the
flames; It saw only dishonor and degre-
dation. It neither forgives nor forgets
the girl. It may condemn the man, by
It never puniehes him. It {a always on
the breast of & woman that the scarlet
lotter burns.

It is always the woman who pays.

=

dise. 1 wish he hadn't made It guite »o
sad, though. Goodpess knows thers Iy
tnovgh weaping In this world without
making up néw songs with sobs {n them,
BUlL I suppose what the public wants
nowadays Is extremne In songs, either
something se comle that it would make
& enall snicker or something sad snd
pensive like dreary rain falling on weep-
ing witlows. That's the Xind of n song
Wiifred has wrots, George, and 1'l] bet
you thet when It s espg with slides the
folks will take on something tesrible,
This in the way It goes, I wish I could
remember the tuna, but it sounda somo-
thing like this:
"'GONE BEYOND RPDOALL.

ndsome married
soma married couple in & ety

Was silling In
¥ In ll;ls‘::.ﬂor &t the

The ooup been  wo for
the first time In their Ip

And h hard word ut"-m out

At last wife co maore,
l-abIm Bt 0

Lt
mwwu
.E-“d..
She broke ~

o ¥

chl latter on her

warda he

da Y 'OHORUS:

" “The 18 gone beyond reesll;
ne'er lh.lf e Il’ -

We T“Lr‘ :f:“ I.E:li &L the

Too “Nintimate”

Ity WINIFRED BLACK. -

They've quarreind, the two “Intimsta 'y
friends. 3
No, T don't mean “Intimate” I maean
"nintimate” —that's what they oall sach
other, One's ten and v
one's nine, and
thay've heen playing
dolis  together for
weaks

I loid Ten-year-ald
that sha had bet-
tor play with soms
one olae for & whiie.
"You and Nine
year-old will quar-
rel as mure as fate”
maid L oh [T
winely.

“Quarrsl, my ‘nin-
timate friend and
I™ eorisd Ten-year-
old In horror. “Oh
how oould we ever
do such a thing?
Why., she'a  the
swastest girl In the world, 1 wizsh my
Balr was the color of hers and my eyes
too, 86 we could wear the same colored
ritbons, and, oh, ean‘'t we both have
linen hats, the sumo Shade anyhow ™

S0 thoy had linen hats the sama ahade,
and the new kind of heelleas ahoss the
same shaps, and Brown Eyes tsd on
lplakrlb‘honladwﬂluumhndh
tie on & pink ribbon, too.

But now Lhéy've guarreled, gquarraled
badly. It began over the dolix. Nines
year-old wanted the dolls to Ko Lo sohool
and say thalr seven times, and Ten-years
old wanted to send them to the mountaing
or to the seashore or somewhers.

“fan't It bad enough to sAy our awn
old ton times and eight tUmes over and
over’' sald Ten-yearold, “without making
per-f-a-0-t slaves of the poor,
dolis 7

“I'm not & MI;:‘ llﬂmw' oty
and I'd thank you to .

“Why, sald Ten-yvear-old, “T didn't, B
eig'—

“t know what you sald’ wald Nine-
year-old. ‘I oan hear all right"'——only
ohe said '"hyear.'

"Well, then," cried Ten-year-old, "why
don't you talk all right?' Fegef-t—tha
trouble bagan Tight then—dolls Wwant
home—ribbons cams off—hath wers thrown
in the olosot-—out of the hated sight. “I'l
never play with her again'' sobibsd Tén-
year-old,

“I hate the sight of her
Nins-year-oid, w0
alouded,

how
shone, what mattersd
wering buah at
~who cared
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“Teo nintimate” that's all, 31
mate,” that sctually all that's
tor!

Your husband's heart Is
brain and his soul, too.
falthful, loving, devoted, that's
for you to know, young man. Den't
“alnttmate’” elther of you or you
speak’ before slx months
yer It's & preity fotlon. *two
thiit beat as one, two souls wilh
single thought” ete.—a
—thank moodness, it lsn't & Bit
a bore It would be to live
wouldn't 1Y
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I lttle such coarse wark
w vowing I'd trus.

Thae diah sots beyond retall-so (s
my love for you!' "

“Aln't thers & setond versd™ saked
the Head Barber after & brisl pause.
“A ballad pught te have two verses and

of & braken heart, just like she broke the
china platter, and just before ahe
she besrd heor husband, In &
saying them sad words that I told you
in the chorus'

It ought 0 be & good seller i

THINGS YOU SHOULD
the

Tha best way to protect ¥
jtan and sunburn is to apply cold oream, 14
jovar which Is put & genartus s
powdes., If one is careful 1o Wipe
exoams cream and to rub the
the skin smoothly, jt will not show,
A good, cheap, looth-paste ma
made from one cupful of purs

ot




