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is iie "Office Flapper" Outgrowing
Her "Mental Frivolity" ?

Investigation Shows She's Beginning to Spend Part of
Her Lunch Hour in Church and That Bobbed Hair
May Cover a Head Full of Lofty Thoughts

By Fay Stevenson.
fctljiltht. 1W2 (Now York Evening World)

by Pri Publlihlng Company.
who Imagine the flapper

T1I0BB of nothing but new sport
rigs, powdering her noae and

Batting parties have something to

learn. Tou never
can tell what lofty
thoughts mar linger
under that Up-tUt-

hat which cover
mob seemingly
wild, bushy, bobbed
hair and displays a
variety of dazzling
ear-ring- s.

This may be a
shook to scandal- -

llliii , but nevertheless a walk
town Broadway during the noon hour
fast St. Paul's or Trinity Church or

9 Broadway past a race Church will
prove our point. For, lo, and behold,
HU ut modern young
woman, young, pretty, stylish, full of
tenth and fun, disappears within the
portals of theee churches and Is lost
ha thought and devotion.

X few days ago It was brought to
b Evening World's attention that

young women from the busi- -

sections of thli city made it their
kajstlnesa to attend these noon services
aavd, rather than spend a full hour
tar luncheon or aimlessly walking
about the streets, seek out a quiet
pw In the large churches which so
cordially welcome them at noon.

With a keen eye and willing pen to
Mend the young woman of the day,
I started out Just at twelve by Mayor
Kylon's own clock upon City Hall and
Joined the throng whloh usually winds
Ms way to a cafeteria or a Chinese
sancheon.

t. Paul's Church, at Broadway and
Street, stood with Its doors

wide open while the cool, quieting In- -

young woman drcssod In a flaming red
gingham dross mndo with the new

and wearing a white silk
hat with a single red, red rose par-
ticularly held my attention. She sat
very quiet, meditating with the se-
riousness and earnestness of a a reek
professor, song a hymn with all the
spirit of a oholr-maat- er and then con-
centrated every thought while the
preacher delivered his short address.
Did the service mean as muoh to her
as to the little bald-heade- d man with
horn-rimm- glasses who sat in front
of horT

But It was at Trinity Church that
I found the largest number of young
business women attending service.
Dressed In their fanoy, many --colored
knitted sweaters (the very ones you
see them knitting In the subways go-
ing bock and forth from business),
these young women added a touch of
color and brightness to the sombre
sotting with Its eerious-eye- d bankers,
financiers and busy men who step Into
this place of worship dally for a few
minutes of quietness and meditation.

Most of the girls were In their early
twenties and several were but seven-
teen and eighteen. It was a bright
sunshiny day, but they preferred to
come Into this place of worship to
pray, to mediate and to glean some
message from the preacher.

"It Is one of the most wholesome
sights we witness," Dr. J. B. Meyers,
who Is conducing the summer services,
told me after service, as he stood at
the entrance of old Trinity and pointed
to the throng of passing girls. "So
much has been said about the modem
girl that I am only too glad to speak
of the many young women who come
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Sally's Summer
Does Girl Ever Marry

Her Summer Beau?
Caroline Crawford

(New Tork World) Publishing-- Company.
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eenoe of darkened portals the hor man and was eliminated from her
passing throng in. room the morning her list at

A announcing mid-da- y it made feel that she J. Billings began to bore her and
services from twelve-flftee- n twelve- - was marrying the right This wondered If wealth
Ihirtyo tolls the business man or nad en a delightful for her for hours

will have ample . . hor and of unhapplness she
portunity to service and to .

luncheon too. as she thought the Pend n his company.

It is true as I Into the she met she belloved Interested her than any of
trurhc I left a tremendous Mme ot happiest mar- - ?' sho th6

throng young women marching lei"
toward an luncheon, but rlae durlD,r vacaUon Ume; day which de-t- b

moment I entered the she dosed her desk her fate. She was
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The Way of the World
. By Sophie Irene Loeb

Oopyriftit, (New Tork Erenlnr Vnet Publishing Gvmptnr.

WOMAN her to the wall.A And prayed that death might
oourago at Its lowest ebb gon.

Alone! She bore burden
went down Into the Valley of the Shadow

To bring earth a
And her tortured aloud

hor depth of despair, In her degradation.
And beforo her tho spread dark and dreary
With the added burden of the blameless babe
That should have entered life with Joy

thanksgiving.
Unwelcome, unwanted, there It lay, & bundle

warmth
for nothing but a chanoe.

Yet alas! It the world handicapped
With a stigma of reproach, reproof for Its very,

existence.
And she who had borne It could not stand the

smile
Of the kindly looked down upon her with compassion.

was pity, pity, pity.
And the soul of hor rebelled at the Injustice.

who had all, all,
loved not wisely but too welL

Hor broken, and now
She paid the penalty with usurious Interest,
friendless Indeed she was, for she loved
Would put shame, and she not bear
To face the future so she prayed for death.
This young blossom, In the heyday of youth and beauty.

long the love light was In her eyes.
And hope beat high In her heart.

alas! Now laid low,
With the weight of the world on her shoulders,
Bearing the scarlet letter of what men call sin.
While who had defiled and deserted
He went scot-fre- e.

L'ENVOI.
la --the year

They etand by side, he and she,
Before the Court of Human Justice. J

They bear the burden equally,
For the world has paid the price

broken lives and hearts and souls '

Lad bos changed Its way..

us for fifteen minutes' service dally.
times wo notice that tho girl

who comes alone at first
friend the

Then Meyora pointed to the
young girls who were sitting In the
church yard eating their he
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the young girls was quite

high as the
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and many typists came In small
groups and frequently by themselves.

Every one of those girls Bmacked nf
business life. Their eyes
keen understanding of mat-

ters, while thlr clothes still bore the
of the and could
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san to wcrh themselves out. Richard
Bonnington oonfossed he was a mar- -

most Intimate friends. Billings was
going to loan them his roadster and
they were to take an extended motor
trip for their honeymoon. But In a
few weeks she would be back In New
York established In some little apart-
ment with brand new furniture.

Had she chosen the right path?
Would she have been happier with
the fat, puggy Billings and a town
home with her own motor car?

A little rap at the door Interrupted
her and seemed to answer these ques-
tions. At her staccato "Come In" Billy
entered dressed In his wedding clothes.
He wore a light gray suit which'
matched her travelling gown, and as
he walked across the room and came
up to hor, Sally thought she saw
something almost different about him.
He began to look like a "married
man," even before the ceremony.

Croton had Just come from his bar-
ber's, and as he bent over her and
laid his smooth, boyish check next to
hers Sally no longer wondered whether
she would have been happier with th
fat, puggy Hillings.

"We ought to be th happiest
oouplo In tho world, Sally, girl," Cro-
ton said as they stood together look-
ing out across the lake at the little
bungalow where they were to become
man and wlfo.

"I am quite certain we are!"
"But do you realize that we came

very close to marrying the wrong
people," Croton continued. "Here
was I engaged to a Klrl I hud known
all my life. And here were you en-
gaged to Billings, iho wealthiest man
nt Round Lake. You thought you
hod to marry him because of his
money. I thought I had to marry the
girl to whom I had been engaged ever
since I was sixteen. Then fate played
a trick my supposed flnncee eloped
and you lost your flunro's engagement
ring. Losing that ring seemed to
break the bond, both you and Hillings
woke up to tho difference in your
ages and then we found each other.

"It was fate." laushed Sally.
"It was Cupid," said Croton, "and

Cupid la Just another word for love,"
THE END.
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Beat It!
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MORAL: Venus Was the First Bathing
Hooers Marshall. "rettt tteoi7

Copyright, 1022 (New York Evenlm World) As long as lt lasted
by rre tubiiMn Company. a most genuine compliment to tho

I wonder hidden, helnoua charms
SOMETIMES censors who Of our bathing girls,

order the cops to arrest every Dut olul
female

Showing one
square 1 n o h
ot skin from
her great too
up,

Or from her
collar -- bone
down

If the old ladles
wIjj, oi ouuur box,

'rtMniwai whoao Idea of
a strictly

proper bathing suit.
Is as blue as the Atlantic Ocea-n-

bluor
I wonder, I say,
If these purity fanciers ever visit

a bathing beach
And themselves take a look at tho

terrible "temptations" littered over
the landscape.

Beauty, we know. Is a snare
That entangleth the feet of the young

men'
And our super-morali-sts of the

tranri...... .lw.... .vut.,u I. TT AULCU uu iuu
assumption

That hosiery and
yards of serge

Keep beauty under cotbt
And serve as life preservers to

morality.

I

READER: One of
great fallacies of this

world is trylno to hang
onto the coattalls of the rich
and by this mean seek a re-

ward. The road to auocoai has
only one sign board and that
readst "Hard Work."

Have you travelled that road?
Faithfully,
ALFALFA SMITH.

t t AADft

fZ Fair

The girls themselves have given the
game away,

And the case for Buper-moralle-

Despite all sumptuary codes,
All censors, copi. magistrates, sun-

burn, safety pins and other re-

straints recognlzod In tho past,
We New Yorkers, this summer and

last, have seen more of our native
mermaids than ever before-M- ore

and MORE!
And there Is only one possible con-

clusion:
Venus, rising from the sea. was the

flrst bathlnar hniintv
THere IS NO SECOND!
If even Mr. John S. Sumner has any

doubts on the subject,
Let him go down to the beach and.

take a look!
He will see
The darling,

whOHe cute little socks stop half
way up,

Just Vh. of her twelro-lnches-t- n-

diameter elephantiasis of the knee;
ThB hllr,.. fc v.,.

1 " 1"D"' """ "
havo crawled under the edge of hor
tunic,

And whose underpinnings are built
on the plan of a grand piano's

Tor endurance, and support of great
weight;

The girl whose knees show as many
knobs as grandma's
bureau;

The blithesome being who doesnt
even wear bathing shoos,

And who Is no Trilby
(Personally, I believe there never

wns but one Trilby
The one between the pages of Du
Maurler) ;

The girl whose batblng-sul- t has a
ball-dro- back,

And whose back 1b pink and peeling.
Tho baro-hende- d girl, whose hair has

faded;
The girl who wears a diving cap,

Than which, for general unbecom--

I

Pw TorfflJiJorta)
II" I

f A RlD

AND
THE

--There Is No
lngness, nothing Is than-whlche- r:

The girl who lets her hair get wot
And Imagines she looks like the

Lorelei, with th wet, matted
strands streaming over a Turkish
towel

(Nobody but the Lorelei ever suc-

ceeded In charming a man Just by
sitting on a rock and combing wet
hair!)

The girl whose arms freckle, whoso
nose freckles, whose shoulders are
covered with pale yellow blotohes;

The blonde whose mahogany tan Is
the worst possible environment for
yellow hair and blue eyes;

The girl who stands In two Inches of
water

And Jumps up and down almost na
gracefully

As a stiff-legge- d,

calf;
And Anally, at every hand, tne girl

who has the utterly ordinary,
fig-

ure
Of of th daughters

of Eve
Yet who hypnotises herself Into ho-

llering
That a stocklnglcso,

form-fittin- g bathing coitume
Transforms hor Into Lady Oodlv
And erory man on the beach Into a

peeping Tom.
She's quite wrong
And so are the vigilantes of virtue,

who think that the bathing suit of
the hour

lo a Menace to Morality.
It's
Sensible for swimming,
Economical of cloth
But It's about as beautiful, about as

becoming, about as alluring
As the men's suits which It so cloaely

resembles.
And which plus their disclosures

have made women giggle
These many summers.
Now men have their chance to grin

and to get sarcastic,
Believe mo. they're taking It!
But stalking abroad In

the gulso of the 1032 mormaldT
Guess again, Censor!

Maurice Ketten
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Look Your
Best

By Doris Doscher
Copyright, 1022 (Nsw Tork Bvenln World)

by PreM Publishing Company.

Miss Oosoheri
DEARI am a constant reader of

your column and would
like to know how to get rid of
blaokheads on my note.

MARY.
.Scrupulous cleanliness Is requisite;

then be sure to
remove all traces
of powder and
dust from the
nose beforo retir-
ing at night. It
is bettor to soft-

en the black-
heads by hot ap-

plications rather
than a q u e e e
them out, as this
would leave en

larged pores. An astringent may
then be used to contract the porea
so that you will havo no repetition
of the blackheads.

Dear Mle Dosoheri
Kindly tell me if there le any

way in which I can make my face
thlnT ANXIOU8.
Why should you want to make your

face thin, when a round, full face Is
so much more becoming to the ma-
jority of people? Unless you are
overweight in the whole body, I cer-
tainly would not advise you to try
changing your faoe.

Dear Miss Doscher:
Will you pleat tell me what to

do for a very long note to make It
shorter? It It perfectly straight
but quite long. READER.
Outside of a surgical operation there

Is nothing that will shorten the noao.
But If It le too pointed It can bo
rounded out by massage beginning
from the Hp upward.

Dear Miss Dosoher:
Do you believe that having a

permanent curl put in bobbed
hair will injure the hair?

LAURA.
A permanent wave has a tendency

to dry the hair. If you do decide to
have It done you must be sure to
overcome this by occasionally feed-
ing the scalp some artificial oil such

vaseline or olive oil,

THE JARR
FAMILY

ay jtxoy l.. ivicuaraeu- - 'Copyright. IBM Nw Tork Brtniaf WorlsSv:
by Prist Publishing Company.

IRENE CACKLBBBRIIpr
MISB drawn Doctor Gilbert

Qumm. society's leading young
dentist, to the front room window the
night of the party that Mrs. Jarr was
giving her and her sister. It was n.

hot night for a party and lt was a boy
party, for Mr. Jarr and several of hV1'
accomplice had spiked Mrs. JarrB
grape Juioe temperance punch wtrjt
everything thy had had on their
hips.

Mlaa Iran CfccMebsrry was feeling
the effects of th punch, but deemed
lt the warmth of the evening. "Let's
get a breath of fresh air," she said to
Doctor Qllbert Qumm. "Look I" gh
added. "There's somebody slttlni
down there In Jack Silver's racing
car. I wonder K U Is Bukkotosht, hi
Japanese valetT"

Doctor Gilbert Oumm followed the
Indicative gase of the maiden; for
dainty Irene Cackleberry knew lt wii
rude to point. ,

Anyway, she had both hands
clinched until her pretty pink nails
were punching her pretty pink palms
to the point of perforation. Tho
reason being that she had Jealously-note-

Olady. her younger sister;
was holding Jack Stiver, the dashing,
wealthy bachelor friend of the Jarrs,
by both coat lapels.

Hod she known It, her sister
Gladys was holding tight to Mti
Silver's lapels In an effort to restrain
herself from going over and scratch;,
Ing Irene for having captured Doctor
Gilbert Oumm. It would have been
Just the same had Irene been witfi
Jack Silver and Gladys with trie
other bachelor.

"Is that Jack Silver's Japanese
valet down there In Sliver's car?'.'
askod Doctor Gilbert Oumm, beckon,
lng to Mr. Jarr.

Mr. Jarr looked down. "Sure!'"
he replied. "That's Bukkotosht?
Faithful fellow, and In his own land
one of the Sumarl." Mr. Jarr prq;
nounced tho word "summer eye." .

"What kind of an eye Is that?"
asked Doctor Gilbert Oumm.

"Tou know, not an eye, but one of
the noble Japanese clans that run
around sticking swords In their ene-
mies' stomachs and then In their own
whon their honorable silkworms are
off their feed." Mr. Jarr explained.

Doctor Gilbert Oumm scoffed, "rd
like to get some of thoss 'summej1
eyes' In my chair. I do 'a little stick";
lng myself," he said.

Miss Irene Cackleberry regardel
th young dentist with an admiring
ey. "Still," she said, "I think Jt
panese kimonos are Just too sweet for
anything!" she gushed. "I saw one
the other day of black silk embroid-
ered with wild roses In pink and
whit. Oh, I wish some one would
buy It for me, and surprise me with
It It was only eighty-nin- e dollar;
reduced from one hundred twenty
nve."

Doctor Gilbert Gumm tactfully Ig-

nored the hint. "I had a Japanese
client the other day," he remarked,
"and the minute I mods an examina-
tion I said 'Haven't you ear trou-
ble r "

But Miss Cackleberry was not In- -'

terested In the dentist's diagnosis of
the ear trouble of his patient.

Wouldn't It be great fun to take a,
Irde In Mr. Bllver'a big car?" she
said. "Wo could tell Sukkotashl we
wero told to use lt."

Come on," said Doctor Oumm, "I'm,
garnet" And they stole out to steal
tho car, while the revels wont on.

Feed the Brute
Favorite Recipes
By Famous Men

BY BOOTH TARKINQTOM.
(1) My favorite

dish la Corn pKfJstaP't''!!,
F I a k o s. They
should bo placed
In a saucer or
hollow dish, then
lifted In both
hands and rolled
for a moment,
then dropped back
into the dish.
After that an In-

definite niinntltv
of cream should be poured upon
them. They should be eaten with, a
spoon. I don't know how to prepare
anything else for the table.

(2) I think the best Kennebunk-por- t
manner of steaming clams Is na

follows:
A bushel of clams.
4 dozen lobsters.
4 dozen ears of sweet corn
4 dozen sweet potatoes.
4 dozen eggs.
A cartload of seaweed, a bonfire.,

burning' tor six hours on rocks, therv
swept away; the lobsters, clams, etr..
placed In the seaweed, and the oa
weed on the hot rocks und covered
with UUU canvas. Allow to steam
until screams of distress Issue from'
within the seaweed; then be oarefut
what you eat!

COaprrlfM, UU, ZMI fl)m41oW, Too.)


