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Learn to Sing the Song with a Soul Illustrated on This Page To-da- y

Keep theVhild Well Fed
v This Day in History

nO NOT limit the plain food of growing children. 5H2&S3 - e3S THIS is the anniversary of the birlh in 1543 of Sir
In even' home Ihc propcrrcgulalion of Iheir nour-

ishment
Thomas Bodlcy, founder of the grpat Bodleian LI-bra- ry

should be encouraged," is the advice Herbert at Oxford. He spent birgc sums in building it up,
Hoover, Food Administrator, has given on an im-

portant
and was knighted for his unselfish work. He left $3,330

phase of the food problem during the war. to pay for his burial in accordance with "Ms rank.

The Wolves of New York
i

The Girls Who Work For Uncle Sam. To My Sweetheart Soldier
A STORY OF LOVE AXD MYSTERY MISSIVE FROM W1TE TO HER HUSBAND

, "The Slugger" Is Committed To Jail ', By NELL BRINKLEY Every' Girl Has a Sweetheart So
For Trial For His Attack On Every Girl Should Read These

Esther and Borradale sr&r-- u' L 3&s& :nF4-- j M P&--."-n- . -- rF3&t Wonderful Letters.
Synopsis of Preceding Chapters
Esther Vaisell la tnduixd to brine

married for a largo sum of mour)
All she knows of ber husband In namo
only la tbat bo la a convict and hla came
la Baall.

The ceremony takes place In a ruined
church. On ber return abo finds her klv
ter and uncle botb dead, tbe latter ltatarher sole heir to a latxe fortune, lie

his nephew, Guy Ilocklnc One
momlnx; early Guy zneeta hla friend In R&
automobile and Tireedledee offers Guy
money to drlte him where ho ia golne.
Guy accepts, and through an accident
JuvSs that bjla cousin Esther Is Ibe otlwr
eccupant of tho carriage. Hs forcea the
man to take her back to where she lives
and makes htm give bade all he tut to
him. They next meet at a masquerade
ball.

Tireedlrdee Is murdered In his box. at
tbe masquerade ball. Guy Hocklmc con-
fided to Esther tho story of hla lire-t- hat

he la a married man, arid Esther dlscowrs
that tbe woman who was present at her
raysterloua marriage Is Guy's wife.

Hocking- - admits to Esther bis reavt
mysterious marrlace, with Lillian, that he
does not lore her.

The following day Esther goes Jo Helm
Court, her new country home. Six ac-
cepts an Invitation to lunch at Tbe Tow-
ers, the estate of her nelgnbor. lire.
Borradale. She meets young-- Lord Bor-
radale, and they immediately fall In lore.

Guy Tetuma to his old life. Ills friends
frame a newspaper syndicate whereby Goy
is to. make ISCO.C0O "easy money." Guy.
who is to inherit Esther's estate, un-
knowingly mortgages' It, agreeing to pay
CO per cect, fturber Is marked for death
and The Slugger" is told to shadow her.

A young Borradale and Esther sit on
tho veranda tbey hear stealthy foot steps
and Harold pursues tho fleeting firure,
lle overtakes the man, a Sgbt follows In
which Harold knocks the thug out, but
Is badly stabbed himself.

lie is nursed back to health by Esther.
She, determines to find out whether or
not her marriage Is binding and retolves
to go ceo the rector Immediately. Guy

.hears of Esther's trouble and calls at
Helm Court to see ber, cot quite sure that
hla cousin- will be glad to see .him."

Bead RighrOn in Today's
Installment!

Part One (Continued)
' "Do you any money?"

Either pnt the question as kindly
as she could. "Tou know what I
promised you. Guy", and I Mdon't
want to so back on my word."

fo no," he answered, huskily.
"Don't you remember I said I would
not take another penny from youT
And I mean it- - I can Bet alone
somehow, and when I've sot no
other mens of getting money"
he laagbed shortly "why, perhaps
thenI shall fry to work."

"That's good," said Esther, cheer-
fully. "It looks as if you were really

'trying to do something, Guy. But
you roust not say that you will not

, t let me help you In case of need.
L Remember all this property should
f be yours, and if I died now It would
I be."

you believe me, Esther,("Will hurriedly, "I never grave
. lhat of my father's will a
f thought until" he had been about
' to blunder into'a confession of the
' transaction at he money-lender'-

but he drew himself up sharply
"until it was casually pointed out
tp me." he substituted lamely.

I "But, anyway, there's no fear of
J that, Esther." he went on. "for I

hear It whispered, little cousin.
that you and the pet enemy of my
childhood, Harold Borradale"

i "Hush. XJuy," cried Esther, "all
that is only Idle talk. There is

" nothing "

"Barradaie Is a Good Chap," Gnj,
He. laughed good naturedly.

1 "Dear," he said, "I hope it may be
true. Harold ia a good fellow. Just
the sort of man to whom I should
like to see you married. H's the
very reverse to me I couldn't say
much more than that In his favor,
could I? There's only one objection
that I can see have you heard of
the Borradale curse?" He looked
at her curiously.

"What do you know of It?" asked
the girl, with a touch of defiance.

"So more. I suppose, than the
world at lame," he answered, with
a shrug; of his shoulders. "There's
a family mystery, and it seems to
have a bad effect on every one who
knowa It. Harold's father, poor
old chap, they say he went melan-
choly mad. and his mother-lt- 'a

clear enough that she isn't happy. I
suppose he hasn't changed since I

' knew her, but she hasn't deigned
to look at me for half a dozen years
or more. She's staying here now, I
suppose? And Harold jou've got
him ill in the house? I read all
about It In the paper, and I won
dered" he paused a little nervously

" wondered if this affair has any
connection with the other the
Tweedledee business, you know."
He scrutinized her face keenly. "Has
It, Esther?"

"I don't know, Guy." she smswer-- d
nervously. "1 really don't know.

The man may have been just a
burglar, as the police make out.

"or- -

;ihrr Eefuscg to Confide In Gov.
Or ht may have been spying on

you. Esther, why won't you tell
i ma the whole truth? You've not

spoken to Harold?"
She shook her head. "I couldn't;

I couldn't,''
Ho took his departure soon after,

promising to see her In court the
nextday.

The proceedings were brief; It
iru Inevitable that the "Slugger"
should be committed for trial. He
seemed, indeed, strangely eager
that nothing should be In his
defense, being apparently only anx-
ious that the whole matter should
be settled off-han- Practically, he
admitted that robbery had been his
Intention, and as be spoke be kept
his eyes fixed on a small man who
had sauntered in as if for no par-
ticular purpose.

Morris at Singer's TrlaL
"Morris, by Jove!" muttered Guy, .

following the direction of theprisoner's eyes. "What on earth Is
he doing here?

Luckily Esther did not overhear
the whispered words, for she he-
rself ws too busily occupied In

v scrutinizing the Slugger's face. The
first glimpse of It had afforded her

t Immediate satisfaction. She felt

convinced that she had never seen
him before, and she began to believe
that his story was true, and that
burglary hau" Indeed been hit object.
She whispered her conviction of this
to Guy.

"This man Is not connected with
my enemies," she said, "the unscru-
pulous people of whom I spoke to
you. I am sure of It. I shall not
need your help yet, Guy if e rr."

He looked a little disappointed,
till he realized that she considered
the danger past, then he, too, smiled
brightly.

"I'm- - glad." he said. "That chap
ip Just a common thief, and had no
other design upon you. Look at
his ugly, unintelligent mug!" So
he spoke, in blissful Ignorance of
the part he himself had played In
the conspiracy of which the Slugger
was but an liumblo agent.

Outside In tbe main street of the
little town where the court met
Esther and her cousin were parted
for a short while. Friends crowded
around her with anxious Inquiries
as to the welfare of Borradale and
with congratulations upon her own
escape.

Guy, sauntering up and down,
roef Morris face to face.

"What on earth brings you here?"
he asked. "I saw, you in court, and
the prisonersecmed particularly In-
terested In you. Friend oil yours,
eh?"

Just "Strolled" in by Accident.
Morris grinned. "No.MriHocklngl

never seen the JelloW.be.fore. 1 was
down here on business, and. having
time on hand, strolled in quite
casual like. Funny thing, wiwi't
It, Mr. Hocking, that a case should
Just be. on in which you and your
cousin.' Miss. Vassell, are Inter-
ested?".

"Very funny," said Guy. shortly.
He had always disliked the obse-
quious little fellow.

Morris seemed Inclined to be con
versational. Tell me. Mr. Hock-
ing." be asked, "this poor gentleman
who was stabbed. Is he engaged tbyour cousin?"

"What the devil has that got to
do with your asked Guy, Indig-
nantly. Then suddenly remember-ing the clause In his agreement, to
Which he had objected, he laughed
derisively. "And If he Is," he asked,
"what do you think of my pros-
pects of settling up with Epstone
out of the. Hocking estate, eh?"

Morris seemed to accept this as
conclusive evidence of Miss Vas
sell engagement. He laughedagain "Not much." he answered.Then he hurried away as Guy re-
turned to Esther. "

Morris Xisscs .tJoIH'niItn
But when he reached ,the tele-

graph office Morris '.paused and
went In. He wrote a long telegram
in cipher and addressed it to Gold-
smith, New York.

Guy parted from his cousin beforethey reached HeHn Court. He no-
ticed that' thee was something
she wished toeay.

"Out with it, Esther," he
prompted.

Tour wife. Guy." she whispered;
"have you seen her?"

"No," be returned. "I haven't triedto. But- - she's about town, for I'veheard of her. We are better apart."
On reaching the court Estherwent straight to her room to change

her dress, and here she surprised
her maid, a pretty pert girl, whom
she had recently engaged, admiring
herself before the glas'. one ofEsther's most recent acquisitions inthe way of hats perched upon hershapely head.

"Oh. madam. 1 am so sorry; but Itwas so becoming, .and I admired itthe moment you took It out of thebov. 1 longed to see if It wouldsuit me., riease, please, forgive

Tou haven't hurt It, Mary," saidEsther, gently. The contrast be-tween the girl's plain clothes andthe elegantlj trimmed Tarls hatamused her. "There, there, take Itoff and don't cry. ril see if I canfind a hat for jou; but you mustn'ttry experiments with mine in thefuture."
Mary sobbed her penltenrc. Shewas prone to tears. A slight, darkgirl, she was not unlike Esther infigure, and it was curious to seehow the rather coarse face wassoftened by the light veil whichwas one of tbe accessories of thenew hat.
Tells Jfrs. BomdsJe of Trial.
Esther thought no more of the

Incident, and presently Joined Mrs.
Borradale. who was resting on a
sofa in the drawing room. The lat-
ter laid down her book and looked
up with anxiety in her eyes.

"Well?" she asked.
"He was committed for trial. The

case was very quickly disposed of.
He practically admitted that bur-
glary- was his object. A. horrid
creature, bullet-heade- short-hatre- d,

the face of an habitual criminal.
He has long arms" the girl shud-
dered "oh, he must be very strong.
It was a mercy that his blow did
not kill." N"I want to speak to you. dear.
Just a few words. Will you draw
a chair up to my side?"

Esther, wondering somewhat, did
as she was asked. She was Im-
patient to be gone, to ie Tilth
Harold.

Mrs. Borradale shifted her posi-
tion and turned her kindly gray
eyes that had so much sadness in
them upon the girt.
Harold Didn't "Want'a Get Well."

"I have been thinking, Esther,"
she said, "that it Is very strange
tliat Harold's recovery should bo
so long retarded. The doctor says
that everything Is well with him,
and that he ought almost to be up
ana aoout oynow. lei he lies list-
lessly tlrere as It Ins did not want I
to get well. r Ferris asked me
If he had anything on his mind.
Can you explain it, dear"

(Continued Tomorrow)
icorrnast by W. K. Hsarsut
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GIto most of u, with the right
size and softness of heart and the
right alertness and wisdom or mind,
the girl who loes a book and a
dog! If I was a young man In
khaki or out of It in the sea-blu- e

of the "Xavee" or out of It, the
girl who said to mo, "with a lovely
smile and eye square in mine, "I
love dogs and bools - " could
have mo on the end of her bonnet
ribbons, those gay little piquot-edge- d

affairs that were once call-
ed in l'arin. "Suivez moi, jeune
honiuie:" for good and all:

Here Is a. girl who does. When I
asked hor about the "runava"times of her life, when she was

By Arthur B. Reeve
Creater of tbe Cralc Kesmeij"
ssystsry stsflcs, srkleh aear

la CMsseyaUtaa Magaalac.

EPISODE 15.
"The Girl of the Prophecy."

Coorlxbt. 1P1T. tr star Coup,!.
looked at each other inTIIEV There was th body at

the bottom of the vat Slowly,
It began to disappear Only a
murky blackness remained of what
once had been a man.

Verda was now hysterical as
Hamsay and Doris helped her away.

It was the end of the great crim-inalonly tha terrible gauntlet re-
mained, next day, when the police
drained the vat

Outside they rstreated to ths
ruined room of the den. Verda ween- -
lng as Doris tried to. comfort her.
Finally, choking back! ber penitent
sobs, verda drew the locket anipacket from her breast.

"Wha ou had bothT" cried
Doris, amazed, whlls Kamsay

, v etched,
9

Vtr'ds. la pntjltd illtrjct.
4

I

away from her whst she liked
to do then she said so faM that the
words hurrltd over one another and
tripped tip inor than once: "Tho
nncst thing In th world that I can
think of is to hae a mountain anda book and a dojc' Hveryboy hasa filmy, jet InsNtent dream thatnever goes an ay from the back of
their m I nil. U something they
will do 'some day.' 'when tluy havetime' It's a will ' the wisp they
will htte when tlioy 'grow ftch.'
It's a door thej will open when they
ha-- e 'power

This, if you please, is Ml Louise
Hillgardncr. a girl who looks lovc-- 1

in a sailor !Iomo. a girl with
lisrht. softv brown hair, with a wn-sitiv- o

pointed chin, a generous

Tes, forgive me. Doris. I wanted fto know I am the girl of thtprophecy "
She bowed her head. A moment

Doris looked at Ilamsay. then. Im-
pulsively she put her arms abouterda, who clung to her, sobbing.

"Tes," put in Itamsay, "she Isright. Here is the will."
Doris stared at It eagerly.
"The will settles everything."

went on Hamssy. "Tou are thedaughter and heiress of JudsonWhitney "
Doris was overjoyed and Verda

looked through her tears, genuineat Ust, as she murmured. "I'm so
glad truly glad."

Doris could say nothing. Shefairly hugged the precious docu-
ment to herself as they walkedaway to Ramsay's taxlcab and re-
turned to the Whitney house, scene
of o many terrible adventures.

News from Russia.
It was the following day when

Verda. In her travelling dress, was
waiting in he library for the Con-
sul who was to accompany her back
tothe Empire. She was sad. for she
was to say cood-b- r to hats nn.i, I

and RinMJand, tht sTatrjalt7. oX

.lww wm t&m
LOUISE HILLGARDNER, War Department

The Hidden Hand

mouth, ami a pair o( big ecs of a
rhiudy. beautiful stone-blu- e. She
didn't look long in the minor when
she pulled off her little hat, 'It
went back on again carelessly, with
out that long tucklng-ln-an-unde- r.

patting, and gentle fingering, pos-
ing and frowning and pulling, mui-ln- g,

and ducKig, that most girls go
through getting on their heads
these little pruned hats like cake-box- o

we've been wearing for years.
.She had other things th- - was more

eagor to t.e anil speak of Her
hair was In a bojioh, pretty tumble,
and I could well see her, magical-
ly I hope with the power of

CONCLUSION A
MYSTERY STORY

prophecy, down the moun
tain-slnp- e with her dog ami her '
book. I don't believe she will haie

THE
VIVID

thslr forgiveness had her.
Almost her emotions overcome

her as the butler announced the
Consul, who entered, bowed, and
kissed her hand. Tet there was no
pride left In her. All her rank,
everything, she would have ex-

changed. If she might only have
had tbe splendid American '.over
whom she had never been a'jle to
win. She was about to siy fare---e- ll

when the telephone tang.
"For you, sir." announced, the

mutler to the (.onsul "The Vice-Cons-

sir"
The Consul himself. For '

a long time he was at the telephone,
and every moment he grew more

j

Well he might. For, downtown,
all Newspaper How was In an up-
roar. Crowds were before
bulletin boards. Boys were calling
extras frantically, and people were

they had read the
same thing a dcien times In earlier

.editions. One headline will suffice:
EMrErtOiJ is ovEr.Timow.v nr

REVOLUTIONISTS

Republican Form of (Sovernment In-
stituted- Emperor In Exile.

Th Consul turntd to Verda with
reat emotion, - - . .

to learn Black Art to Jiae what
she wants: her eagerness and ar-
dor w ill make her a for
her dream.

Miss Illllgardner came from lown.
the State of rolling hills and wind-
ing roads, gran'fathers houses un-
der cedar windbrakes, where the
wheat gilds the countrsld with
gold In harvest time, where in sum-
mer time tho cows stand lazy In "

the quiet, dark shadowed, winding
streams, and where in winter time,
as this daughter of Iowa breathed
regretfully, "they SKATE!" She Is
a soldier, too. She came to help
l ncle Sam. and Is doing her bit in
the War Department War. Itlsk
Insurance of Enlisted Men, under
Major liekham.

OF

coming

touched

excusei"

excited,

packed

buylnr though

magnet

"The nronhaer has btm fulfilled!"
he announced In an awed oice.
' I'he Emperor has been oerthrown.
My mission Is ended!"

All stared In amazement. The
shock was too great. Verda sank
Into a chair, weeping convulsively.

"Verda. dear" It was Doris who
broke the silence "do not worry.
Tou shall share our home and for-

tune."
As she said It Doris looked-a- tRamsay, who noddd
"Vou are too kind." sobbed Verda.

Silently the Consul withdrew.
A moment later Verda looked up

through her tears and saw Ramsay
bending over Doris the man she
had loved and lost!

Broken-hearte- she retired ru

the door. Ramsay came closer
to Doris. Their arms stele about
each other.

Verda could not help turning,
though It was as a knife thrust at
her heart. Then she turned away
and started up the stairs

And. In lingering embrace. Doris
looked up Into nmi;".i fare and
murmured. "Verda shall be my
bridesmaid."

For answer, their lips met.
- - XHK KSD. -- ,. ,

Dearest:
. My Soul's, little brother has

once more left us. I think the
parting was .sadder this time than
ever before. He has tried so hard
to take Frank's place in the daily
tasks. Angels would weep to see
him staggering into a snowdrift
with his big shovel. But nothing
d&unts him.' Even his few' years
and small stature are offset by his
valiant Soul. I would lore to
keep him, but his paper route
waits and his mother needs him,
so sadly we said good-b- y. The
dove, with sublime indifference,
nestled against his breast, safe in
that sure retreat. ,

The perplexities of housekeep
ing have multiplied since .Frank-- d

left us. I am afraid we accepted n
almost thoughtlessly the devotion
with .which he and Mammy sur-
rounded us. Mammy does her
double best now, but to one whot
remembers the "Fall of Sumter"
the year; must press heavily,
even though "Thar never was no
date made of my being born,
honey, chile." I wish Mr. Hoover
would recommend manna and then
connive with the Lord to send it
down.

We advertised for a couple and
one came, but their stay was
brief. I thought the man could do
Frank's work and the woman help
In the house, but it didn't work
out well at, alf. She was forever
running out into the garage; and,
during such brief periods as she
attended to her work in the house,
ie would be in, looking at her sly-

ly from, dark corners as though
the spectacle of a woman with
dishrag or dust cloth in her
hand was paramount almost to a
vision of heaven. Mammy eouldVt
bear them, and I heard her tetring
the man that his face looked as,
though its features were imper-
fectly chiseled out of inferior ma-
terial with a blunt instrument.
The last I saw of the couple they
were going out tho yard with
Mammy rocking fiercely after.

Beloved, a sense of humor helps
a lot in life, doesn't it? There is

: c

Puss in
By David Cory.

OW, the next task which I
must perform," said Mr.
Hercules to little Puss Ju

nior as they Journeyed on together.
as I mentioned In the story before
this. "Is to bring back with me the
oxea who live on an Island In the
West close to the setting sun."

So on and on went Mr. Hercules
and little Puss Junior, and by and
by they came to a great mountain.

"Dear me." said Mr. Hercules, "lt'
too much trouble to cross over tbat
high mountain." So he split the
mountain in two and, left half on
ech side, and ever since that time
the geographies have called tbe
water that flows between the Straits
of Gibraltar. So plfase don't forget
when you study your lesson that It
was Mr. Hercules that mad the rock
of Gibraltar.

Well, after a while they anil t
the Island where the oxen were. But.
goodness me. there was a fierce
two-head- shepherd dog guarding
thorn, -- nil a big giant, besides!

"More trouble, and then some
more," !d Mr. Hercules. But he
wasn't discouraged. No, sir! He
sharpened the points on his great
club and then he found that giant,
and after a terrible fight the giant
was killed, and his dog, too, and
then Mr. Hercules had no trouble at
all in dri'.lng the oxen back to his
horn.

WoIU Mrs. Hercules was very glad
to f Puss, and when she learned
how Puss had helped Mr. Hercules
by earning the Hydra's heads with
bis flaming feather she Invited our
V.fJ trnreller to stay with them,
but Pjss replied be must be on hla
way, so he said goodby and started .

eff. and after awhile not so very
Ion? he canfe to the country of the
Psra!es.

Tn.y .were only thirteen Inches
tsU an! when they worked In their
cornl.lit the tops of the cornstalks
secaiod like little trees to them. And
while Puss stood watching them a
great Sock of cranes came faring
through the sky, and then they
swooped down and began to steal
the ears of corn.

"Oh. help us. little Ius J.'inior!"
cried tho dwarfs. So Puss drew his

ml rushed at tho craii".. and
At hen thet saw- - him-wit- his nam
ing frather in Ins cap they tout
wing and Ile. awa

so Puss set off once"asaIn and
by and b) he cahie to'the great blue
sea. It was now ncaring evening

mm.yr--t ?- v

many a situation that is saved by
a smile from becoming tragic I
wonder if you can possibly find
anjChing in the trenches to laugh
at! I presume so, vand I know if
you can you will make the most
of it and help your comrades by
that, saving grace. The "cooties"
are the greatest nigiitmare to me
in my thought of yon. I just can't
believe that they swam" and clus-
ter as we are told. Perhaps- - soma
of it is imagination. I am going
to hope so. Do you remember
Ralph H.? He went out into thd
ranch country with his brother,
and he was warned at once about
"ticks." They are dreadful little
creatures that live in sheep, and
they get on human beings some-
times and bore and bore right into
the skin., The first night, as they
slept in a tent, I presume Ralph's
thoughts were on these "ticks."
At any rate, he woke up and felt
a queer sensation in his back and
reached around and found a little
spot fastened on his skin. He
caught hold of it and called his
brother in great anguish of mind.
His brother told him to hold it

"tight, so that itf shouldn't borer in
any deeper, and then he hurriedly
dressed and made a light. On ex-
amination it proved to be a wart
whiah, Ralph had had from in-
fancy.

Beloved, when will you and I b
together again, to laugh over mis-
adventure and hold hands in silent
sympathy? When will you look
into my eyes and say: "Little sol-
dier wife, little general?," Yon
would. answer me if yon could,
dear one, but "the answer must b
left in God's hands and for God's
good time. And yet, in spite of

.loneliness and longing, there ars
happy hearts in this world to-
night! There are little children

.smiling in their sleep! There are-love-

thrilled with the joy of lov-
ing! There are hearts that have
never been betrayed! There are
souls alive with faith and hope
and sacrifice! There are foun-
tains of immeasurable faith ex- - ?
isting everywhere. All these are
living proof the greatest we can
have that there is a God who
deals with us" lovingly, and who
will make plain at last to our
grief--dimmed vision that all things
have worked together for good.

Good-nigh- t, my very own.

Boots, Jr.
and as Puss was weary with hla
Journey ie sat himself down on a,
rock to rest. And while he sat there,
as he looked across the sky he aaw
a man wading through the water.

On his head was a bright star, and
as he camenearer tho Kins of the
Ocean, whose name was Neptune,
drove by In his chariot drawn by
horses with brazen hoofs and golden
manes. And tho King of the Ocean
"held In hls.rlght hand a great spear,
with three points, which he used to
stir up the winds or to subdue the
storms.
"King of the stormy sea am I; -

With my three-pointe- d spear tpoint to the sky,"
sang Neptune, and then he beckoned
to Puss, hut what happened after
that you must wait to hear In the
nest story

(CopjTleht. 151. David Cory.)
(To Be Continued.)

ADVICE TO THE
LOVELORN

t
By BEATRICE FAIRFAX

There Are Other Positions.
JJEAR MISS FAIRFAX:

I am nineteen and commute
every day to New York. In. our
office Is a young man who pays a
great deal of attention to me,
and I. In turn, care for him. Now.
what Is bothering ma Is this, my
employer, a man of about twenty-eigh- t,

takes me out to lunch near-
ly every noon, and one consented
to go to an uptown retaurant
and dine, after which followed iunpleasant scene. Ever slnoa
then he has been very nice to me.
Now, what would you do. leave
his employment and take much
less somewhere else, or try not to
notice his advances. IRENE.

ATT dear girl, when you say
"Would you leave and take less

money somewhere else" you are
definitely asking me to tell you te
stay, and then later. If things ge
wrong, u will excuse yoursolf by
saying that I told you to slay where
you were! But I am not going te
answer as you desire! By all mean
leave your place and seek another.
There are more good business op-
portunities now than there are In-

dividuals to fill them. And you are
evidently not of strong enough
calibre to repel the advances your
employer seems lnc:ined to make.
Nothing of good and a great deal
of htrm can come to yoa from your
association with a man wke dc--4

not play fair.
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