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By BEATRICE FAIRFAX

THE MAN WHO
IS ALL FOR

THE GREATEST CAREER

“What Finer Reward Can a Girl Seek,” | 72 lted!— Poor Pierrot
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Asks the Famous Writer, “Than
Being Mother of a Family.”

By Beatrice Fairfax,

Wha occupies a unique position in

the writing world as an author-
Ity on problemy of love,

The QGreatest Career of AllL

HAT Ittle girl- doesn't
Wl-nrl to “make belleve™

she's grown up and a
mother! Her chlef dalight is ex-
pending & wealth of mother love
on her dolls, the family baby or
avan protesting Kitty dressed
for the party!

When girls grow up under sdu-
cational influences that encour-
age thelr instinctive prelerence,
motherhood remains their shin-
ing goal, toward which education
tendas. :

But, thanks to modern educa-
tlonal methods, a thousand new
interests enter a girl's life, all
of which are more stressed in
ber course of studies than prep-
aration for intelligent, suyccessful
motherhood. As a result many
a modern girl considers the
career of motherhood monoton-
ous, narrow, and to be avolded
by an “advanced woman."

“I can't see this Idea of getting
married,” sald Carlotta. "You
glve up your freedom and inde-
pendence, you cook, sew and
wash dishes, you ralse children,
You grow dowdy, dull and wunine
terasting, p

“You can't leave your children
80 your husband goes about
without you—perhaps with an-
other woman. No, thank you,
not for mine!"

S0 Carlotta threw all her am-
bition, all her charm and
strength, intelligence and beauty
into heér stage work. And be-
cause she was fortunate as well
as gifted, she made a AUCOSSS,
An unexpected chance as un-
derstudy, a Broadway Appearance
in just the right part, another
lucky hit, fgllowing success with
Success—and wonder of won.
ders! Carlotta while sti]] young,
without sacrifice of ideals found
herself a star! :

Cariotta enjoyed her triumph,
Yot something In her nature re-
mained unsatistied. What that
“something” was ghe learned
when, during a the
week before Eas
her old friend
happtl

!

gl

EE!
g
-

]
i

EE;

=5

T

ful motherhood in these days of
progressive youih, what a mighty
change would come over our
stan !

Why should there not be sys
tematic high school and college
coursés on preparation for mo-
therhood, covering intelligent phy-
sical training, care and feeding
of bables, ralsing of small chil-
dren.

Fit yourgelf physically and men-
tally to be a marvelous success at
the “mother job” when love shall
crown Your life with wifehood
and motherhood.

Education of the Intellect can
be had at school. But only a
mother's live can supply ‘what s
infinitely more needed—educa-
tion of the heart.

Life is being carried forward
to levels far ahead. This period
of abrupt change is but a ladder

_of transition,

You may accomplish much In
life that's radiant and important.
But what greater career can you
Oor any competent woman have,
what career more beaulfiil, more
satisfying, richer in love, Influ-
ence and all rewards of right liv-
Ing, tham being mother of a
family!

SECRETS OF
"HEALTH

By Charles A.L. Reed, M.

Former President of the American

Medical Assoclation.
Habit and Prejudice In
Eating.

OU may be the parent of

i a ohild who §s finléky or

cholcy sbout his food, es
peciully about his breakfast.

The condition is not one to be
treated lightly for the simple
reason that the energy necessary
for the growth and development,
physical and intellectual, of the
child ls, to an important degree,
relative to nutrition.

In early childhood taste for
different articles of food is no-
torlously capriclous. The likes
and dislikes for food come from
wholly unexpected and often un-
suspected causes.

Of course hunger 1s a demand
for food, but the cholce of food
with which to meet the demand
ia the result of taste.

milk which for this
r ressons is fot only a
prehensive, but the most
single article of diet

clans ag anaphylaxis,

These constitutional antagoh-
Isms W certailn articles of diet

Y,
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‘ é P{}{JH PIERROT"—Your plaintive siringed stralns are out

of date.

Youth does not seem, when it means romance, to speak
of moonlight and mandolins any more.

Once Youth esighed and sang mournfully gentle songs. In
Romance's picture were white roses, garden-paths through purple
and silver trees. Mocking-birds and nlghtingales. Lattice windows.
Galloping steeds. Idly poled boats among lazy water-lilles. Glittering
stara, only gleaming, in the lover's eyes, for the fats of Eirdling his

lady's throat.

Bpring flowers with blue eyes.

willdws brushing a girl's

blue silk gown.

Bkies of blue enamel with pusay-
Humility, Qulet hours

vpder a grape-arbor with tea in the dappling sun. And Plerrot's
l'tut and complaining etrumming the sweetwst musie for Love's and
Yputh's ear. And the most appealing. -
_But young Columbine sidles up to him now, whers, neglected and
sullen, he sits with a hand holding his strings dumb, and aparkles

at him.

“Good Plerrot, can you fling me out a little Jazz? I don't care
so much for those preity songs of yours. They're mighty cute and

NELL BRINKLEY
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ail that—but they haven't any pepper. It's high noon and I feel like
clicking my heels instpad of smellilng a white rose!

dancing, and I don’t feel sentimental, n
“Boft songs are all right for palaces wifére there are ghosats of girls
who liked them, or for country lanes, where the girls who do, still

may be. But not for Columbine.

I do not die for Love—I dance!

one-time lover,
Poor Plerrot!

glve Columbine a littye jazs?"
But Plerrot eannot change

with idle strings—or sit hobnobb
mentul times. White roses are not
too pale—for modern youth. So it
Where once Youth drifted and dreamed—now it speeds and “snAps

eut of it!"

‘Poor Columbine!’ they used to
But I'm poor Coluymbine no more, my frlend—I'm GAY Oolum
Your tunes are out of date—my

. Ro

Couldn’t you manage to CHANGE your tune—and

And Plerrot gh:lﬁl} wonders how long it's goln’ to bhe Befors he

gets his innings agai

Maybe you'll have to learn to fiip a jazsz-hand on the strings,

poor Plerrot, and kiss your plaintive songs a perma

Nell Brinkley,

My blood's

fine.

mance and he must stroli alones
ing and reminiscing of more senti-
red enough. And moonlight fa
feems 1o Plerrot and Romance.

nent farewell.—

FASHION FADS
AND FANCIES

By Mildred Ash—

RIENDLY RIVALRY exists
between the small tailored
hats- of bangkok and feilt.

Either, or both, are quite essen-
to’ the smartly hatted girl

o closely follows the sports
styles In Spring millinery. By
way of showing that competition
does not matter to them, felt and

bangkok straw often combine
their amartness in a jaunty lttle
having a crown of one and a

of the other,

Traffiec Regulations may estab-
lish “one-way" streets, but no
style mandate can create “ome-
way” scarfs. There are as many
new and effective ways of wear-
ing the scarf as there are varytng
types of scarfs to be worn, bat
the latest Paris manner shows it
draped over the left shoulder and
crossing quite high at the neck.

& design resembii a Spring
trout and mnmnﬁ“ moss or
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wood has burned there,

“LDGK now long that log of
said

Foxy Grandpa,”
Bobby, pointing to the fire
“That reminds
of Maleager,” 1
“T'd love to bear 1t,” sald Bob-
by, and I began.
‘&HMr t:“ the son of Oneus
., the
. King and Queen

~*"And to this king and queen =
ttle son was born, whom they
named Meleager.

, _The Faies entered the room
where the new-born baby was

] and forstold that
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PAS STORIES

U. 8. Palani Office.

trampled down the mearest
hunter. Jason threw his

but it was useless.\ Nestor had to
climb a tree to save hig life

“No weapons wounded the boar
until Atlanta shot one of her
arrows and stunned him. Then
Meleager thrust his spear into the
infuriated beast and killed him.

“All of the herpes hastened to
the victor, and Meleager chival-
rously offered the head and bris-
tling hide of the boar to Atlanta.

“The huntress accepted thess
trophies, but the uncles of Mal-
GAger were so indignant that a
woman should carry off the
honors of the day that they
snatched them rudely from her.

“Naturally
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CORRECT
MANNERS

By Mrs. Cornelius Beéckman,
A Gift To a Friend Going

Abroad.

EAR MRS. BEJCKMAN:
D A girl friend of mine Is

golng abroad, A few
other friends
to give her a
and intend to ’l
of gold. I am/a ted to do
the presenting I am uncer
tain of what to say when doing
so. Will you please give me an
idea on what to say?

AN ARDENT READER.

WHAT a lucky girl—a trip

abroad, a purse of gold, and a

up of loyal, friends!

¢ must be & “golden girl"—

and I should, if I were you, make

this idea the “subject of the

Story.” Say, perhaps, something
like this: .

¥ are going
wall party
her & purse

HIMSELF

By Lucy Lowell

E goes through life at an
oblique angle. But you
can't run as-wise of

everybody without barking your
shing and bumping your elbows.

8o his golng is rough And wvery
slow,

You can't say that he carries
a chip on his shoulder. He has
no use for a chip of his own, for
he's too interested in possible
chips on other shoulders. If he
sees one he knocks it off. If hes
doesn’'t gee one he assumes that
he soon will and doubles his fist.

Ha meeats the world with a
glare. He has a mind like a por-
cupine which greets all human
contact with a warning jab or
two. He is darkly puspiclious of
everything which he does not
understand. And sineé he has
shut himself away from every-
body-in his owm bitterness, he
does not understand the simplest
soclal amenities. He seems to
think that any who offer them is
making fun‘ef him.

Of course he hasn't any
friends. He makes acguain-
tances, since there {s something
rather likahle about him despite
his belligerence. But inevitably
he detects some imperfection in
them which destroys his confi-
dence and enrages him. And so
the acquaintances drift away,
pussied. But they soon forget all
about him,

He doesn't forget, however.
You'd say that he treasures every
memory of human short-coming
&8 Wost folks treasure the re-
membrance of kindpess.

“lI don't bother with any of
them,” is his constant boast.
“And, if I do say it myself, no-
body annoys me!"

Then his eyes gleam and a
dark flush creeps over his face.
“It I do say it myself” is one of
his pet phrases, by the way. In-
dead you'd be s at how
often the perpendicular promoun
falls from his lips, though his ver-
bally expressed attitude Is one
of rare humbleness.

Another of his watchwords is
“I won't stand anybody ‘running’
on me.” And watching from =&
little gdistance you can see him
inter ting most attempts at
friendliness as efforts to ‘run’
on him.

4 Wmhlt do-u“ he get out of lfe?

. Solitary figure, sour and
disconten

around, fearing the flow of vitn-
peration always at his tongue's
end. He looks upon this ginger-
ness as the evidence of deep re-
specl. And, so far as I can see,
it's the only thing in 1ife that
him! 1

He's an exaggerated case of
egotism and his own Waterloo.
But there are more or less falth-
ful copies of him wandering
around everywhere, ?
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'THE RHYMING
OPTIMIST

b—By Aline

Sw'nfﬂtfllﬂw
Rmm-u inte the twilight,

into the fading West, into

the dying splendor over the
low hills' crest, gladly the spirit
merges, wreathed in tranqufllity,
one with the mists of the low-
lands sinking away to the sea.
One with Earth's transient beau-
ty, one with Its fading light, rid-
into the regions made for Lhe
and the

that




