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How We Love
to Be De-

ceived

By DOROTHY DIX.

the most curjous of

One human

of
wenknensen I8 that we il anloy being de-
calveg If the deception ministers to our
ready,

vanity. We are not only bt
anxionn, to gwal
‘ow any He, how-
FVRr  prepostarous,
ir Miatters s,
mnd e neEver,
never look a gift
compliment in the
motil,
Mowt «of
FOMTRR Dretend
that this isn't
troe, hut there s
Al least onn man
whe has the oour.
mie of hin egoiinem
In & recent Jivored
cuse. the nyarinved
wife, In  shewing
R L) why
whould be givin o
stDaTALWOE anil mii
m ’ll_‘} from hiey

un Lal]

e

hustmnd, sabiitted n aet of rules that
he had drawn up {or hee conduct. Among
other 38’y and “Gon'tx" walk thin Nisig-
inmting 'om

“You must decelve me continuslly
telllng mo that | am handsoine anid fas
cinsting, aml that adore me,
COuld nol dive wolhaut e,
Prabably evervone
traordinary  theary
windled bl with
too pear, home,

vai

this ex.

wife's
mouth
thye only

who read
n
w wry
Tor

it

what we all secoretly desive

The homest truth §8 that there ure cops
fain mutiers about which wo want to be

doeelved Cur happiness dopends  upon
our halioving that those aboutl ve spe e
A dight that we knaw In our soulr te
Be lmpossitle and with n halo that we

are perfoclly aware o do not possess
This 1o ewpeoinily Lher

irtw  Iwiween

married cotiplos, ond o It becopies » nlens |

ethival guestion whather I I8 pol really |
the ity o hoahands and wivns to e
HEe themmtives like aeutiencen and Bndies
ns rexurda thelr apinton of eaeh other,
Perbape hustwnds and wivés do haye o
PENt te expwnt oL bo deoslved by the
Partners of thoir bosome. end #o thia
hustinnd's demand of h's wife wap not |
wo abxued, plter nil

Take 1 cani, b Inglaiie, of  the
wWoman wilo has gtown mere than fade, |

fat and #. When she agkn har husband
how she loole, she Is simply imploring
him to' doce ve her, Bihe Wants him
Asnure Lite thay she wan Ahe most beantl-
ful wonwin ot the ball, and that in his
oyes sho e betier Inhhlng than the day
he mareied her.

Of course, the woman knows thin for
the paipaMe le that it s, She knows

that hor hushent would Nave to he ay

doddering It to think that a fat, gris-
tle-Nioaded, pusty -cheoknd,  dul-oyed
woman of M was In the Vonts «lass with
ulm, lithe yousg strle. with the rows of-
youth iIn thely eheoks and the glint of
the morning o the mold of thely hair
and the dow of helr cyos

Bnap_-_ghots

Fedl tnmuilted If the mun sha loves does |

think Ter capabdls of absolute dls- !
oretion In regard (O hWis affairs or abeso- |

lule Indiscretlon In tagard to hor own.

Motiey made the mare go—before more
money lor
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Creston, lowa. —** [ suffered with fe-
: troubles from the time I came into
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I# that he har the eandbr to speak out
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arrangement with thd Mu-
‘m gm;ho M s not only pos-
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A Weljl-Known Pilot TheFathe

r and His Little “Ship~of-State”

Copyright. 1918 by Intermmationil News Eorvice
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Out on the great, heaving, dark seas of life there ars myriads
of these tiny boats lifing and falling, mounting and dropoing, erawl.
lng wmlowly over the wastes to some port; hopeful lltile shells that
muet be madly ballod rometines to keep them on top; these litile
In the stara the little wother ia look-out, but most
always her intent-eyes are fantened on apd serrching the face of the
Pilot, wearching for his heart that she knows he wears thore for her
to see, searching for signs of weariness and despair, for the lght of

|

"ships of Btate,

hope and strength Never doer she watch the clouds, but only his
face, There can phe help the most, Of course, the kiddles (hat
fomatimes crowd the loat almost to sinking and rock it, too, fool-
ishly, ae they grow up; they laugh and snuggle and ever see the
green, deep water that slaps alongeide, only to take Joy in it: they
never lift their eyes to the black, thunderous skies that sometimes
grow and grow untll there are only pesk-holes of sunlight left, And
on the moul of the Pllot site the fate of all this snug boatload, that
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there be “grub' enough, that they are dry and warm, that they ulti-

mately reach the Wonder-Port that
Hitle “institution” his homa swim
meang pull and hope and sweat and

out ahoad; above all, never lay dow

swime and his heart is like death in

Is dreaming for them, that his
smooth and safely, And that
dream and keep g sharp look-
n Lthe oars even \Swn his head
his breast. There are so mawy

of these brave, gallant pllots bent to the oard that folks think toe

little of them.— NELL BRINKLEY,

P

Read it Here—See it at thoiloviu.

B 4y R Ay
n ng to the In-
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Cnsﬁan. 1916, by Herial Publication
Corporation.

AYNOPSIS

Jupe, . the bride of Ned Warner, im-

voly leaves ber husband op thelr

use ahe bogine to mlrn

d-t:nl-nl on hm for
e Independent.

that she must
monoy, Bhe

and June Warner had fitted up to be their
nost Ned rese from the couch where he
had fallen asieep with the ministure of
June In bis hand and recognized the rasp-
Ing volre of Honoria

“Waell, we've located your dariing!"
And there was a shrill eackle. “She's on
bonrd the Hilarity with my husband And
the wvocht Is anchored outside the bay.
Good morming. "

Ned wastgd no time. Hobbie Blethering
had u stanch Nttle boat and Bébble was
routed out of bed lmmediately, yawning

Dreams that

By BEATRICE FAIRFAX.

Win Success ||

{ the perfect blend she asplres to have in
“Whatever, Time, thou takest fram mny ll'lf efd Is far bettar than one that i
hea ::-i.wtml together just to combine ingred|-
enta. y
ne oml never help realising the dreamns
of his heart. For naturally one gravitates
toward what one secretly desires and)
lovos,

b There are men and women who, to real-

Columbus had in his heart a vision of |ize the vision splendld iIn their hearts.,
another world, He discovered it. Lincoln | Will endure darkness and trial and pain
belleved that “all men were cremted ttu|lﬂl-‘- want. who will travel far over rough
and equal"” In very truth. He banlshed | roads bacauss thelr grail liss ahend. Sich

r,
What from my life,
From what dear thing thou yet maysi
make me part—

Flunge iot too deep the knile,
As dies the day, and the long twilight |

gleams,
Spare me iy dreanms'’
lchard

Watson CHider.

and wonering why the world could never
be at poace
It took his agitated wife, Iria, soven

oal

!
s pursusd by Gllbert  Riye, a)

minutes o make bhim cgmprebend that

{the IMiarity was & hoat. She had to sup-

But fie was ready, tlwmnl1

| wealthy man S .:T.“ from
Rm” ?ghﬂf“%“h:'“ b:hpnu all her ebulllent smolions to do |t
| Biye's d vows vengeancoe om him. but she relleved hersell somewhat by tele- |

o = Phening June's mother and father ut thelr
ELEVENTH EPISODE,

| If you dream of besuty you must sooner| forces to “lghf np the dark” and ake |
{or later rouse yourself to realize at least|the arld places fertile: what physiclan |
rome measure of it | would have been enabled Lo sterilizse

slavery from his country, as these save our world from demeners-
Whdever has In his heart a dream  UYon. They illumine work and suffering

may one day make it come true. Dmanni with falth. And they achleve.

‘are the promise of future reality. Whalt discoverer or Inventor wonld have

| Vislons hold the meed of athlovement | EIven  us new  continents or splendid

| telligently mixed by a cook who vislons

Self-Suppo

rting Girl

By REV. MABEL M. IRWIN.

At what age should a girl begin to be
sell-supporting” Just as soon as she ia
a girl—and not a child. Ewven while quite
young and sull in school her helpfulness
should begin to be something AMon
family assel. This, too, mnot only In
justice to the wage carner of the family,
but In justice v herseif and hep own
future,

A girl's ability to be entirely self-sup-
porting should, of course, he & thing of
gradual schievement. No girl should be
expecied (0 be able, elther in We home
ur out of i, to ot once ba fltted for any
work that would give her adequate wop- |
port. Tralning and sxperience are neces- |
sary along any line, and must be had lu--i

over which ahe may, as mistross, pre-
#ide will ever have the atmosphere of a
true home.

Any girl who can akilfully home-make
has already attained to the place whers
she is capable of self-support; and this,
too, whether she Is in the house of her
father or thaj of her husband. These
services »o rendered should recelve the
proper money acknowledgement—in the
case of her father, a salaried wage, or
food, shelter and clothing, with & reg-
lar allowance for exira needs; In the

cafe of her husband, an egual share in
the family purse

——

No girl should ever be allowed la reach
the marriagoable age without eithar aomes

| taken into account

| fore she should be expected to earn a |U8de or profession—among whioh home-

living wage: and this should always be |/Making ranks high—which wiil enabie
her to earm honestly her self-support.
| Then, If she chooso to remaln unwed, her

beautiful home In Hrynport
In the Cluteh of\the River Thieves.
|
' the

CHAPTER 1

Tume Warnor, her big lustrous oyes wid-
ened In terror, bad cast off the swift little
l-llﬂw tander, and the dark, handsgige
Aol of the black Vandycked mian, peer
Ing over the deck mmll, was distorted with
rage. He shouted aguin his itmpatient
to the officer on the guarter-

ore wyte on deck now, fum-
ith the duvits on sach alde. From
lttle covered outter wnd
8 long, narrow racer. Wlye
the sallory lowering the

wun pus ite soar-
edge of dawn
stood the woll known and justly famets
private detective, Bill Wolt, whe at sace
called up Honoria Fiye
Well, 1 ot him!™ came the hoarse
valoe of Bill Wolf. “§le's on board the
racht Mllarihy, and, say, with the girll™
Immediatoly HoneHa moved astiftly,
The slsnpi-ered stoward steppod wgut
upan the deck of the Hilarity with his
upiform jackel butluned sshew
"Beg your pardon, sir,” he sald. “Don'y

e
1 hhe

mnmnm'.*lmntbcllaml

| |

{ As the sun pushed it¢ scariel rim wp

into the edge of the dawn and stared In
ploansed surprise st ths beautiful girl who
war speeding toward thg marghy shore
1o low, geay skiff with & porisble motor

atinchad to its stern skipped In and out |
] ’“::m'?p‘?::o?m‘?d.?:r’:::: ‘;‘:“»r the dimmess along the black hulis at I
the fool of ihe landing statrs huuluul'm' river's edge. In the skiff were three |

:rous‘h looking men and a roughly dresped
| woman, who sat buddied In the bow. Al
tour were mllent, bul thelr furtive eyes
|ro\m constantly eoveor  every  vessel
(mround which they crepi. In the botlom
lot the bont were & huge bundie of celery
and a loustly plled tarpaulin,

Buddenly the woman leansd forward
and wohed the mnearost
knee,
o brotged fuce and o Aeep soar on his
¢hin. The woman pointed, and the man
turned his ovil eyesa In that direction
Surrpunded by black coal barges was a
{*hining housebont with brass ralls, ma-
hogany cabin and all the MMings and ab-
polntments which extravagance could
AoV iee.

The man al the slern, n lean, wiry fe)-
low with & hooked nose and a lean jaw
which ended In a big knob on each
lcmt' slowed gqowa Lthe engine until it
was nolscless. They comiplelely circied

bae Ko the alip whers conl barges lay:
then ihe skiff glided in bessalh the over-
hang of ibe barges and the big man
with the sear on Ws chin knoskaed ou the
bl No anssor came from withis. The
man ploked up 4 dub and pousded Ne
sirring

Thers was not & I¥ing tresture in signt

prey
“AN right, Dabe,’ growled the man
with the scar on his chin

e T —

(Te Be Conlinuvd Temorrow.)

the two adjoining docks bafoce they cmme |

exint these (our sarly moring birda o‘l

A block, of marble would be nothing but | wounds or make surgery painiess; what
s shapeless mass of cold whiteness if it Sreal dead of progress would ever have
| wero not In the heart of the sculptor to|Peen accomplishod without dreams?
|dream of the figure of loveliness that| Would wo possess printed books to vead,
| tor him lies sleeping In what to us is| Warm  houwsos to live I, or & chanve 1o
{only stone quarried from the mountsin-| Ve without destroying and fighting for
v ;t-l-u'-. M there had not heen vislons in
The musiclan combines wounds we all t0® hearts of some of those who have
might lear If only we were atfuned te| ®one before?
dream lovely harmonies an he e There f[sn't & floer thing in all your
| Poet. paintsr, phllosopher, discoverer, | I1fe than your dreama. Your selfish, self-
inventor, healer—each of (hom  has | "EIRE Wishes, your Inordinate desires,
wohloved hecauss b mind beheld viiucu.}m not dreams. Fut all the longings to
| boosuse - the dream of accomplishinent | ¥T0% And know aund see and do—all the
| was born dnd grew and same to frultion | Y1HONS oF ¥iving and working you hgve—
& Ms all the postry and song—a!l the willlng-
it is scarcely possibie to 'be “en ldle | O to uminate sordid tasks and serve

The laxy individual who basks| Wil are indeed dreams. Make them
oikme troe

ot I ne dreamer. e s Just & waster

'thing that the home requires

If a girl's taste leads her to adopt an-
other vecation than home-making, she
should, nevertheless, learm—preforably
while In her mother's house—to do every-
It i futile
o argue that becauss some gEirls have
profeasional tastes that would naturally
take them outside the home theres is no
noed for them to learn how (o take cars
of & home.

Whatever her vocatlon, there will never
toras A time when she will not need te

know this. No matter to what station
n life she may bBe called, no matter how
mueh wealth whe may possess, the higher
the station and the grester the weaith |
the greater the meed of this knowlodige
It she fall Lo sequire i no nounhold:

economle Tuture ls safe, and If she
ehovse o murry, slie goes to her husband

Dot a6 some helipless creature who, with
out his support, would perish, but as »
helpmate, 10 d¢e her shure In the making
and keoplng of the homa, and there to
recelye the honor and the support that
s her due.

The time ls passed when helplosaness
or inaiiity ta sarn her own living wee
A wirls passport to marriage and family
Hie. The thme now v when every sef-
redpacting #irl. the rich as well as the -
poor. will refuse 10 go 1o her husband
other than as one entlirely able and will-
ing o do her share o/ the world's work
as A sell-supporting homemaker and
mother,

who is as capabie of thought as s tabhy,
Whoever dreama, whoever vislons besuly
seeka expreasion. He longs 6 make his|
@roam tame true He will work ulnl-I
struggle and endure hardahiip and """‘"i
ton so, that his “viston spleadid” may
becoms & reality. Ome has only to bo
true to his dreama—teo cherish deuls—to
coultivate the music and poetry nnd long-
|ing for beauty and expression that stirs
,ilu his heart —that the ability Lo acoom. |
{ pliah some part of what he langs for,
Nothing sren! wus ever accomplished
| without inepiration. And inspiration and
Jdreams weave thmnsslives Into the simple
jeanhe of Wie Just ae ey do into the|
puariry apd chivalry s6d areal sdventides |
A mether whe brings love to the t(rilal
tusk of darning her children's stroil !
will make the weaving softer u:«ll
smoolher than W she snaried her threads |
o engry bupaticsce. There Is & dream
of love fur hor children in the true
mother-heart—that  drvam  oplifis  werk
wnd makes it benniiful |
Inspiration may help you wrile s son-

nol—ur  meke a  diabiclous ﬂﬂ'btrﬂ'!
|Mertcake A salad dressing that e u-[

|
|
|

A elty street thromged with

|

The froits of joy that we

A blur of drifting {aces sver mew;
How mapy journey end in lovers meeting.
And yet how strange | never meel with you,

How many others find a causs for lnughter
The while the city swallows for laughter
For tew of us belleve that pain comes after

Eyes mystery-widened, cheeks with flire aglowing,
Heart over-full of falry tales come true:

Life holds mo grealer joy than just the knowing,
That some day midst the strangers 1'll seo you.

a crowd, bui Nesting,

have met and known.
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