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AN ANCTENT SACU LN

N some ways “the
playground of Haol
land” Is quite a good
name for the isiands
of the Zulder Zee
The wstiff, shining
treen, the black and
white cows, the natty
and vividly-painted
wooden houses, might
all have trooped out
of some very new and
splendid nurKery
Noah's Ark. The peo

ple are dressed In a more gay and un

practienl fashion than elsewhere, and
their vocation lu life, llke o child's, 1s
to make o pretty and pleasing impres.

#lon on their observers. The cheese

making and (Aghing at which they

make belleve to toll are, or anyhow
appear to be, ns unimportant to the
genernl weal ag the productions of =
child’'s cooking stove, What they have
to do I8 to look, dress and behave so
that they appenl to artists wanting
models and Americans wanting excur
slons, Two-thirds of the tourists and
half the gulde-books actually seem to
imagine that this mode of lfs hus lefl
them quite gulleless and childlike, Of
course, they are n=lly becoming
thanke to the tourist, the most canoy
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und long-sighted people In Holland,

= FEMLNS
a VESIELS

Just as the remote and pagan Breton ls getting
hideously like the rest of the world as regards the
Itehing palm, No; the folk of the Zulder Zee are
emphatically not children, but they are not the
less lnteresting because they must be taken as
vantly engaging, ingenlous and consclous frauds

An exception muat be made in the case of Vo
lendam, a village which, although artist-ridden all
the vear round, llves a gulte slmple and unpre
tentious ife. Its fishing fleet proves ita prowess
in the North eea, and ita women are blushing and
bashful. The wooden houses are really homes,
and whatever treasures and helrlooms may e
within are not shown to the stranger or bartered
for his gold. The costume sirikes one as genuine.
At any rate, the epirited little boys who are al
ways swarming about the jetty prove by thelr
romps and gymuoasties that their faded magenta
garments and round black caps are eminently
practicable to play In. At first, one has fears for
the coslume. The conls are so breathlessly tight
~an economy which, perhaps, counterbalanoces
the absurd superfiulty of material in the trousers
~-and the caps would be at the bottom of the
Zulder Zeo twenty times a day were it not that
they have the lenacity of limpets. The men re-
malin falthful to this artistle costume both when
sinlwarl, serlous fishermen—at which stage the
vinitor seen little of them-—uand when thelr work-
lng life Is done and all that remains is to spend
the day leaning up against the jetty wall, smok-
Ing and musing. Old age I8 very kind to the
Dutch fisherman. His fine wrinkles, twinkling
eyen, scant halr—hls whole smoke-dried and sun-
dried old face—have a shrewd, distingulshed,
guizzical look, which Is very atirnctive and is not
scen olsowhere in Holland

The women, Lo, Improve with age. In youth
they are stout and buxom lasses, with sunburnt
choeks, bright but shallow eyes, and halr tucked
away, all too neatly, under their lght and grace
ful winged caps. In age they grow twinkling and
thoughtful, and some of them, save the costume,
are Clnderella’s godmother to the life, Their
gowns have not the galety of the men's habits,
belng generally o useful black, blue or purple,
broadly checked or striped, and made in o tight
and awkward fashlon. Beauly comes with the

WHAT SHOULD WOMAN SPEND?

Question Resolves Itself Into One of
Income and Proper Regard for
Appearances.

to pay nal

The other day a woman writer was
condemning feminine vanities, espe-
cinlly the one of dress. To some ex-
tent she is right o her judgment on
feminine yanities, axpecinlly when Jhe
eapdemns the woman who spends all
her days and too muebh of ber money
on. clothés. But the average woman
does nelther; in fact, who are the
women who pay the enormous prices

dreas, and

enough.
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the dressmakers ask for thelr dresses?

Numbers of women
where o buy their dresses, and when
they know how
the
buy them elsewhere
en who dress well
spend more than they
evaryone
are quite right

As to the time spont on dross, it is
difeult to pass an opinlon on such a
matter, but one thing Is certaln, and
that is that some women do not spend
One woman, high up in the
educational world, realized not so very | tured to her studonts on the unb]ecl,l

VOLENDANE CGIAL >
splash of color made by the apron and with the
cap, which is as dalnty and fragile as a flower,
The Volendammers are a placld people, with
only one strong prejudice—agninst the neighbor-
ing Island of Marken, The denounce it as a com-
munity of beggars whose only excuse I8 thelr de
ficlent mental capacity,” due to the fact thal no
one on the mainland will marry with them, The
gulde-books put down thia animosity to a differ
ence of religion; but one fesls that there Is some-
thing in the Volendammer's ¢ontentlon when one
finds that the Markener standpoinl can only be

ascertalned by the application of hard cash. On
that mainland-desplased but tourlst-beloved Isle
even conversation is chargeable. The children

shriek plaintive and inopportune good-byes In ex-
change for a shower of copper, and the most cas-
ual photographer has willynilly to pay a fee o
every unmannerly urchin who chooses to dispose
hergelf in front of his camaoera,

Heally, the costume of the Markeners is not to
be taken serioudly, To begin with, the women's
dress is largely made up of printed stuffs, a kind
of shoddy substitute for embroldery which hins
surely not been so very long in the world, The
drosy ltself |8 dark enough, but over It Ils worn an
overall of the most guudy und Anunting hues; the
cap is chiefly print, and the falr halr Is worn In
long ringlets with a stralght, bushy fringe across
the forehead. Mr. E, V. Lucas, In his “Wanderer
in Hollangd,” eaulls these worthy dames “fine, up-
standing creatures,” One would llke them better
If thoy were less confiding and attentive As It

want W know
cleverest students
much

hig

they will have
dresepmnkors they
These are wom-
They will not
cuan afford on
will agree they

She hersell had no

and she
undertake

knowledge It
friend to
wanrdrobe

Bo now, twice n wear

garioys charactor. She

long ago that dress was of importance
because she poticed that many
missed
posts In after Iife because they pald no
attentlon either to dress or carrlnge
taste oy
oither, but she was wise enough to ac
persunded A
the

oughly turned out with new tollettes,
the result belng that she has gained In
| influence and bas not lost any of her
has even lec

.
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is, one 18 positively dragged into their
dwelllngs, introduced to all the house-
hold goods, especially—Iif one 8 ab
American or an amoteur .lllliiilmr‘tilll -
to some decrepit old clock bOr cradle,
from which the owner vows never to
part But she yields so readily to
persuasion that perhaps one do@s pot
her In thinking she sol
acen hergell for the loss with a little
expedition to Amesterdam in search of
i substitute

The Marken fighing flect makes a
brave show, biit one feels that n really
prosperous concern would not spend
#0 much tlme In harbor. However, on
woekdays the men certainly disappeir
somewhere, perhaps only to make
thelr rare appearance the more lme
pressive.  As I8 the case all over Hol-
land, man has the monopoly of all the
quilntest devices in dress.  The Mark-
ener is sald (o do his flshing In his

Wrong that
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extravagant breeches and ceremonious
hat. If this Is a fact, the Havenstoom-
pootdienst of Amsterdam, which has a
very tender and not altogether disin-
terested affection In these “burled clt-
jes of the Zulder Zes,” would find It
worth while to run an excursion to
(ke scene of his labors

Marken and Volendam are not the
only burled cities in which the Haven-
stoombootdienst Is eager to Introduce
the stranger. In fact, as far as one cin
discover, these places are not
at all But Monnikendam, on the
sirength of having fitted out a ship
which did good service against the
spaninrds at Hoorn, le dl‘?.('ribml As
“dreaming of its greatness In the past Certain-
ly the silent little town shows no desire to emu-
lote its former achievements It it dreams It
dreams quletly, and not even the boisterous clang
of the bell of & seemingly quite unnecessary tram-
wity can rouse It from I8 reveries. It forms a
slriklug contrast with Edam, whose cheese [nc-
torles are extremely bustling but strangely unpro-
ductive. Kdam bhas a huge church, which, hav-
Ing once acted as a shelter for men and cattle dur-
ing a flood, s now afllicted with the cow-damp.
The town also prides itself on Its cleanliness, a
fact that makes it horribly unsympathetic

The Zulder Zee, which lives In the art of An
ton Mauve, is off the beaten track of the tourist.
His own town of Laren is visited only by artists,
although it s a pretty place and the environs are,
for Holland, thickly wooded. Zaandam, the place
where Peoter the Great worked at ship bullding,
plenses by ite bright green houses and stald old
windmills In these lnst places the visitor feels
inclined to stay, for Markden and Its fellows
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the few houra provided by the Havensiomboot
dlest are quite sufficient
CURED,

Does vour wife often grieve because she Lhrew
gver n wealthy man in order 1o marry you?”

“She started to once, but | cured her of it the first
ratile out of the box."”

“1 wish you would tell me how™

“1 started right in to grieving with her
grieved harder and longer than ahe did.”

.
And |

and made them sce how lmportant it
in for & woman to have a pleasing ap-
pearance, even though she may bhave
all the learning of the sages

Then there la annther plea for vom
en who spend time and money on tielr
clothes. They keep endless Industries
nlive by what appear to many people

of the

tha best

cluthes,

care of her | to be extravagance, and the only thing
with which to reproach them is that
she I8 thor | they so often acecept hideous fashions

from the dressmakers when thelr
sense of the fNitness of things should
make them refuse to look at anything
which does not expregs beauty and
v afulness combined

cities |

Centerville came,
all arrayed In rus-
Lty blue, the bent,
wlzened figure of
a little old man.
An  old-fashloned
soldier's cap was
perched jauntily on his head and from
beneath thia fell a few scattering
locks of gray. The aged veteran
leaned heavily on his cane. Time
had robbed Kzra Hathway of much of
his endurance

The enrs of the old warrior were no
longer keen, and he did not hear the
honk-honk of a motor behind him. The
touring car that swept around the
gharp curve thrust him aslde so rough.
ly and suddenly that he was thrown
unconscious to the ditch at the side
of the road,

With barely

A perceptible swerve,
the great machine kept to {ts mad
way. The knocking down of the gray
old soldler was but an irritating in-
cident to the pleasures of & recaord-
breaking ride. The chauffeur was not
one to flaunt the number of his car
in the face of a victim,
Fred CQorllss, in his
| runabout, came in the wake of the
filler to the inert mass of mangled
blue by the roadside.
*Why, Uncle Ezra!™
“what's the matter?”
Uncle Ezra Hathway, as he was
familinrly known to all residents of
| Centerville, was a popular lavorite
*“Who'd a thought,” came from the
‘ recovering ottogenarian, testily, “that
I'd a lilved to come through th' hor-
rors an’ evilg of war to bha downed at
last by one of them pesky benzine
buggies?”
Young Corlise gnve a relieved langh.

wheezy little

bhe exclalmed,

! With hig own bhandkerchiel he care-
fully stanched the bhlood emunating
from a slight cut in the old man's

I, forehead and assisted the reluctant
veteran toward his own lttle ma-

'1 chine,

| “You shouldn’t deo thig,” remon-

strated Corliss, seating himself beside
| the old gentleman and starting the
| machine.
| You have horses and a buggy, and the
| walk Is too much for you—let alone
the liabllity of accldents. The roads
are not what they were ten years ago.
These touring cars keep a pedestri-
| an's life in danger, unless his sense of
hearing 1= wonderfully acute.”

“Huh,” snorted Uncle Ezra. "I see
| myself riding into town alter walk-

in' it all these years."

In front of the Horton domicile, just
| skirting the town, Uncle HEzra suc-
! cumbed to a sudden falnting spel), and
| erumpled against his companion with
| closed eyes and pallld countenance,

This was doubly unfortunate.

The Hortons were the last people
in the world of whom Corliss cared
to ask favors. Since the engagement

ATy /

Assisted the Reluctant Veteran,

between vivaclous Dolly
Fred had been broken off by mutual
consent—an engagement
the infancy of the two by their par-
eénts—the vouth had felt
sense of aggrievance, although, previ
ous to this, he had believed that his

match.

No opne could have cause to com-
plain of a lack of charms in the young
woman in gquestion, This was evident
as she came .tripping to the door in
responge to Horton's knock.

“You!"™ she sald, and the careless

jnugh in her volce was softened by
the vivid touch of red dotting bher
cheeks.

“Yen, It 18 1, he answered shortly,
his proud bhead alert, and his strong
Jaw thrust out at a more determined

Horton and |
planned in |

A strange |

future was spolled by this prearranged \

(Copyright, 1015 by Associated Lilerary Pross.)
OWN the Dbroad angle. “l am npot here, however, to
pike leading Into enll”—he could not resist the thrust

“but to ask & favor. Uncle Ezra Hath-
way bas met with an accldent, and
seems to be seriously hurt—how reri-
ously 1 don't know, He fell (nto a
faint, or stupor, Just ag we were op
posite this houge, and so 1 musl ask
you to care for him while I go for a
doctor.”

As the explanation progressed, the
expression on the glrl's face under
went a change The coquetry died
from her eves to glve a4 chance to a
womanly look of grave conecern,

“Father,” she called, suddenly,
“Come here.”

An elderly man came lelsurely out
of the house, and, In a second, the
slituation was made clear to him. The
unconsclous veteran was lifted care-
fully from the runabout and taken in-
to the house. From afar came the
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“Tuere 18 no sense in it |wWhy, |—I Thought You Wished It So.*

stirring rhythm of drum, and fife, T'he
comrades of the old man were gather
ing to do honor te their bhero dead.

On his way to the nearest doctor'
the brain of Corliss was a mad jum
ble of riotous thoughts, all thinly vell
ing the keen sorrow he felt at Uncl
Ezra's predicament. It had suddenlt
come to him—and with startling em
phasis—that this flufly, furbelowet
girl with the gold in her hair wwm
vitally essential to his future happi
ness, Iis black eyes took unto them
gelves a tender light hitherto unasso
¢lated with thoughts of the mald, bw
his knowledge of her would not sllow
him to believe that she would coms
back to him without a struggle. h
fact, he was sure that she did no
love him at all. It was she who had
suggested that the life-long engage
mwent be broken

The doctor, a fussy little persox
with straggly mutton-chop whiskers
gteel-bowed glasses and a double chin
hurriedly entered the machine and the
return trip was made In record time

From behind came onto them thy
music of muffled drums, and thy
plaintive minor of the fifes. Th

march to the cemetery had begun

“He Is badly shaken up,” dlagnoset
the little doctor. “He wants rest ane
quiet, otherwise there is nothing mor
serious the matter with him—no frac
tures, nor anything In the nature ol
brulsed bones. However, he must no
be moved for several days."

“An' to ‘think,” complained the oo
togenarian, who had now recovere
consclousness, “‘thet, after all thu
trouble I'm a-goin' to miss the doins

today for the first time slnece the
war."

“Don't feel bad,” soothed Dolly,
tender note In her volee, as sha

placed a cool, soft little hand on tu
brow of the old soldier. He
in bed in the Horton home

Corliss gazed at girl

WiHE nov

the wiatlfully

Every moment It was belug brough
home to him that he had lost o jewel
“Darn such luek!” grumbled th
discontented Uncle Ezra
The eyes of the repentant love
sped a telegraphie message to th

braln of the mald and, responding 14
this, she turned her head and lookas
at him and—bhlushed.

On the broad veranda, as the youny
mnn was taking his leave, he sue
denly turned to the pretty girl why
had accompanied him,

“Must the engagement
broken?" he asked plaintively

“Why, I—1 thought you wished 1
w0, sho replied, eyes cast dow n, “buy
if you don't, why, of—of course—

To the ears of the jubilant Corliss
speeding homeward some moments
Inter, enme the stirring notes of "T'n
Girl 1 Left Bebind Me*
erans were comlog back.

rempiy
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