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A Dra.matlc Story ofa Devoted Husband Who Discover
 His Wife is in Love With Another Man and
Battles to Keep Her Love

h

This story has been -nlo into a
‘motion picture by Cosmopeolitan
Productions under the musterly di-
rection of Albert Capellani and Is
. Released as a Farsmount

By Gouverneur Morris

Anthor of “His Daughter,” “When
My Ship Comes In,” “The Seven
Darlings,” and Other
Notable Fiction.

you have no secrets from

R FENN,” she mald, *if

Diana I am golng to give
you a cup bf tea and et you go.

Otherwiss I should llke very much to’

,.have a frank talk with you."

* ation to you.
Diana all his ifie, and if he puts

“If you ask me mnot to say any-
thing.,” said Finn promptly, “of
course I won't” Hls sense of ease
and well-belng had deserted hiln,
and he felt a certaln alarm.

“I've noticed for a long time*™
sald Mrs. Hastings, “that Diana
wasn't happy; so when her hus-
band eame on from California I
invelgled him here—just as I have
Invelgled you, Mr. Fenn, and be-
cause we are very old friends, and
bacause he trusts me, he told me
the whole story. So far he doea
not attribute this caldmitous situ-
He has known

the blame on her, most of thelr
friends will believe that hs I

| righer

1

)

“Doss It matter how It hap-
pened, Mrs, Hastings?

“No. But if it is allowed to go
on, .the blame of course will be
shifted to you™

“Manners and I had a talk. Did
he tell you? I must say it seemed

to me that he 4idn't care a great

, deal what happened. Ha was ex-

tremely courteous, and-—well, not
& bit llke what I had plotured.”
“You have gathersd from Diana™
smiled Mrs. Hastings, “that his
temper is violent, and hls speech
bitter and sarcastie. Probably you

The Story So Far

Frank Manners, an artiat of
reputation, s doilng some work
for a rich woman (n Callfornia
He has always been devotedly
attached to his wife, Diana. He

reads over her letters of the last |

few months and feels that she Is
neglecting their smail daughtor
He decides to go East. On the
train he meéts a hunter who tells
him a tale of a wild gooss. When
Manners arrives home he s
keenly disappointed In Diana's
conduct and in her cdoldness to-
ward him: but finde mueéh joy in
the love of his daughter, Tam. H»
tries to find out what is troubling
Diana, and she finally tells him
she ™ in love with Ogden Fenn.
Manners then tries to persuade
her to give up Fenn. Failing la
this, he tells Fenn he must give
up Diana. Manners calls on Mary
Hastings, a friend to him and to
Diana.

plcturse Diana as a wronged, {ll-
treated, misunderstood and des
perately unhappy woman with her*
husband as the cause of it all
Bhe has probably not told you so
in words. Bhe is too honest to tell
absolute lles. But ahe has lat you

think so, and hence all the trou-
ble.” "

‘I don't know that I can aAgres
to that.”

“As a chivalrous man of course
you can't. The point is that Diana
hasn't the alightest excuss for do-
ing what she is doing. No woman
ever had a better husband. No
girl ever had a better chhance to
be happy.”

“Mrs. Hastings,” sald Fenn, with
fesling, “I Imagine that I must
know Diana pretty well. For
years her life has been miserable.
Manners finds fault with her con-
tinuousaly; he i{s terribly sarcastio
and bitter. I don't say that he is
downright cruel, but with her ten-
der and delicate eensibllities—"

“1 daresay hc |s all those things,™
Mrs, Hutmgs Interrupted. » “And
why? Because Diana will go her
own selfish way, no matter who is
hurt. Very naturally he objects,

and there are scenes. That isn't
eruelty. That is the direct result

of a wife behaving &S no wife

" should. There s no use denying

this and trying to stick up for
Digna. You yourself can at least
testify on ome flagrant example of
her unwifeliness. ' Yet if he speaks
one word against her affalr ‘with
you she sobs and crles, and runs
to you to tell you how her husband

maltreats her,

A Sword and Buckler.

“My dear Mr. Fenn, you proved
to us the other night that you have
a sense of humor; fall back on It,
It is a sword mand buckler. Most
of us think that Frank Manners |s
about the best husband we know,
and that he has had a terrible lot
of extravagance, both financial and
moral, to put up with. Ne one who
knows them, for instance, will take
sides with her, and defend her, If
this flirtation with you ever be-
comes common knowledge., Thelr
intimates, including Diana's mother,
will feel nothing but pity and sym-
pathy for him, and nothing but
contempt for her™

“Why does he want to keep her,”

Fenn asked, not ‘without point, “if
she Is such an unsatisfactory
wife?

“For one reason,”™ sald Mrs, Hast-
ings, “he has loved her ever since
she was a little girl,. He still loves
her. I shouldn’t wonder If his love
for her was a finer thing even than
yours, Mr. Fenn."

“To me,” sald Fenn, “thers s a
certain grossness in olinging to &
woman who no longer loves ona™

“Thera . are other reasons,”™ sald
Mra. Hastings, but her volce mo-
mentarily had lost something of its

Manners asks Diana to remain as she starts to leave him and Mary Hastings, as seen
in ““The Wild Goose,”’’ soon to be here.

habitual swestness, “Dians with
all her faults is a good mother, Tt
would bé eriminal to separate Tam
from her."

“1 Imaginey” sald Fenn, *“that
the courts would give the custody

of the child to the mother. That

Is very usual”
“It would de equally eriminal to
separate Tam from her father.”
“There could be an arrangement
by which each could have her part

- ""l-"{"'h'v

of the time—sy Afty-fAfty.”™
In justice such an arrangement
really seemed eminantly falr and

proper to Fenn, He was not pre-
tending anything to serve his needs.
Having no children, he knew noth-
ing about them.
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M_otion Pictures of This Splendid
Serial Will Be Shown Here Soon
At the Leading Theaters

“Betwsen Tam and her father,” 4 Piness?

sald Mrsa Hastings, “there 8 a
peculiarly beautiful relationship.
It wouldn't deo to separate ‘them.
But - we npepdn't “ga. Into that
Diana has an Idea that her hus-
band will give her a divorce. He
aoctuaily made some such proposi~
tion. It was conditional on her
mot seeing you or communicating
with you for a year. He wished to
test the strength and lasting
qualities of her affection for you.
Will Not Divorce Diana.
" “But this proposition—fair and
Just to all concerned mnd calling
upon Dians merely for a little
self-denial — was rejected with
stormy sobs and threats of suicide.
Mr. Fenn, I speak for the husband
when I tell you that all tentative
propositions of divorce have been
withdrawn. Just befors he started
back for California, Manners con-
sulted his lawyers and telephoned
me the result. There are po legal
difficulties. Diana ecannot divorce
Manners to save her soul If he op-
poses the sult, He has been faith-
ful to her, he has supported her,
he has béen far more tolerant and
far more kind to her than her
deserts have always warranted.

“On the advice of Diana's own
mother he has decided that he will
not give Diana a divorce—that he
will not divorce her under any cire
cumstances. In the face of that,
Mr. Fenn, I should llke to know
just what it is that you have to
offer her?™

“But I understood that he would
do anything for her happineas, that
he would let her diverce himT"

“He will consider Tam's welfare
and happiness first. BSo what can
you offer Diana?

“Thers 18 such a thing.,” sald Fenn
tlowly, “as people when they love
sach other and are driven to des-

peration * & o®
“You are thinking of Diana’s hap-

. Manners would shoot you.

Copyright,

You ecan only offer her
scandal and dishonor, And of courss
If he
falled, she has twop brothers, Who
ulso belleve in old-fashioned things
like virute and honor. That WILL
make Diana happy.”

She sald this so gently and good~
humoredly that Fenn was not very
much impressed. He smiled.

“I don't take much stock In shoot-
ing talk,” he said. “Somehow, peo-
ple don't shoot In—in our station
In life.”

“Our station!” she exclaimed. “My
dear Mr, Fenn! We have no station
assigned to us. If our actions are
low, our stations are low. If our
actions are high-minded, just, teme-
perate, and unselfish, we occupy
high stations. But nobody will be-
lieve that you love Diana or care
about her happiness If you do any-
thing dishonorable,

Character Has Changed.
“I wish I could see into yoair

mind. I wish I knew just how much
you really want to go on with this,
and just how much you feel that
you must, how much you feel that
you ara bound in honor to go on
until DMana herself says stop.”

“I am bound In al] honor to go on

untll Diana herself says stop.” In
aaying this Fenn actually glowed
with a sense of virtue and chivalry.
He really felt that to stick to the
woman who loved him, trusted him
and needed him was the highest
duty in hig life, .

“You don't know how her char-
acter has changed in these last
months,” he sald earnestly.

The corner of Mrs., Hastings'
mouth puckered, as also certaln fine
lines that met at the outer corners
of her eyes. Her eyes sparkled.

1919, International Magazine Co,
(Ta Be Continued Monday.)

Just given her.

When a Girl Marries

AN ABSORBING SERIAL OF EARLY WEDDED LIFE.
By Ann Lisle

Whose FPresent Serial Hlas Wom A 4

Nation-Wide Success,
“ HAT'S ths mattsr, Miss
W Rathbun?™ I astked, won-
dering at my nurse's

strange Intentness on the check I'd
“I've indorsed. It's

all right, isn't 1t7
™ Miss Rathbun looked up from the

)

|

abruptly,

slip of lavender paper made out to
me by Mabel Storrs. She eyed me
questioningly.

“It's—It's too much—too genar-
ous,"” she stammered, hep eyes still
fixed on my face,

“No, the sum is quits right. But

something in bothering you,
What " I began, but at thils mo-
ment Pat oame in, followed by

PBertha, who bore a steaming bowl
of broth which she Insisted on hold-
ing while I tried a few spoonfula.
“You'd better get ready,” admon-
fshed Pat to Miss Rathbun, “The
eharming young doctor sald he'd

' give you ten minutes—no mora,

Now about adjusting our financial

matters.”
“Mrs, Harrison has done that—
veary generously,” replied Mins

Rathbun with a suspiclon of mois-
ture in her eyes, whether for the
kindness we were showing or be-
cause of the doctor's high-handed
methods, I couldn’t figure out. “But
4f there's anything I can do, T'll
walt.t I'd llke to make up—for
keaping Mrs. Harrison from the
brother she idolizes so. You see,
I've a brother——" she astopped
and again I caught that
strange, questioning look In her
ey as. o

“You're a nics girl"” sald Pat.
*Run along now and don't quarrel
with your doctor man, who un-
doubtedly means well but Is a lit-
tle over-young.”

There was something pathatic in
the smile with which she answared,
It struck mae forcibly at the time
and Impresssad me anew, when I
cams out to get Into Antheny Nor-
rv's blg oar which was walting at
the left of the front steps while
Pr. Norman's sedan stood at the
right.

Lyona, who evidently dldn’t Aream

-
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evidence
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almost
dealing with
and presurably with

dently

with what suspicion I recsived him,
was standing respectfully by to halp
me into the limousine. Bertha and
Hedwig came out to rival sach other
in fussing over me. And Pat was
in the lovely, tender way that's all
his own,

Now, Pat!™

“Now what? asked Pat quizzicly.

“Don't teass, You know I'm half
mad from worrying about Neal Tell
me everything, please.™

“Neal Is doing nicely. The In-
flammation from his wound has
gone down' and a day or two of
rest will put him back on his fest

again, little lady, as I've told you
before.™

‘“How d1d he get tha wound? I
demanded.

“Got back from Dreamwold earl-
ler than he was expected the other
day and found an Invader In his
apartment or something like that™
replied Pat evasivealy,

“You aren’t telling me anything,”
I broes in. “And I have to know.”

“I'm telling you everything you
have to know,” replied Pat gravely,
“Nell's in no danger. He was ghot
by some one who broke Into his

apartment when he was out at
Dreamwold.
‘““Anne, I ecan't tell you another

thing. WIll you lat It go &t that?”

"“What do you mean? 1 Insisted,

I''! allow you Just that one
question and then Wou musn't ask
another one, I do know who
Neal's_ assallant was. He told me
because you were alone at Dream-
wold and Jeanla and Phoebs were
in his apartment, the very place
whera It happenead. 80 the lad
thought there ought to be sOme
man in the family whoe was up
and about and primed for actlon.”

“Did he tell you anything
more™ 1 gasped.

Pat lald his hand over mine.

“Littls Anne,” he sald wmently,
“you'll have to trust Neal and
me with the secret of who held
the gun that weunded him. And
If there are things you might want
to confide In Neal if he were nll
shipshape, don't you think you'll
feel safer trustinig them to me
because I'm a bit close-mouthed
about young Neal's seoret?

“I don't see why it should bes
kept from me” I murmured half
to myself. “It's all part of my
recret.”

But Pat heard, and, leaning to-
ward me, ha asked in a low volce:

“Isn’'t the secret a few sizes too

Ig for you to be carrying alone
ke this, Alanna? Couldn't Jeanle
and I help you to clear It up?™

“T don't think anyona could help
mal” I eried aloud with the foree
of pent-up passion.

And then a quesr thing hap-
pened. Lyona stirred, half-turned
In the driver's seat and peered at
us,
In tIL dlscouraging murk of his
unbelievable conduect In
the bat-eared man—
Diek Wenst,
thing stood out. Evi-
Lyons didn't dream that I
knew of his actions.

Bertha had kept faith with me.

too—one

Bhe hadn't warned har hushand,

(Te Bes Continuned Tuesday.)

HUTTINGOU
THE AIR

By Loretto C. Lynch

An Acknowledged Expert Im All
Matters Relating to Househeld
Management.

N & warm day, in & New Eng-

O land university town, I ‘mno-
‘ticed recently that few of the
homes boasted window or door
screens. In the four hundred homes
I looked at I found but two screen
windowsa. In six cases the windows
were opened, but no screens Im-
peded the access of flies, mosqul-
toes and gnats. In every other
case the windows were tightly shut.
In some cases the windows were

beautifully curtalned behind the
highly polished window glass. In
other cases the shutters were half
drawn. But the sallent fact waa
that the windows were shut. There
Were no screens.

And the windows In the back of
the housres were shut. I know they
ware, for I walked round to the
back of more than several dozen
houses, to the vexation of more
than one flea-ridden dog,

The women gave various sxcuses,
One sought to keep the place cool,
to keep the heat oul; another told
me she had several small children
and didn't propose to let the dust
inn. One told me she could not af-
ford to buy screens yet. This
woman bought the most luxurious
food Iin the town and encouraged
her daughters to dress expensively.

All of the women 1 interviewed,
with their children, showed the
lack of fresh air. They had ac-
tually arrived at a stats of mind
where they valued a rug and a bit
of wall paper mores highly than
Heaven's fres ozone, They prefer-
red Impure air to the possible pres-
ence of a little dust.

Do you, Mrs. Housewlifs, belong
to this class? Do vou have a screan
In every window? And if your
rooms are particularly warm, how
about getting some awnings?

We can live without food for
some time. We cannot live with-
out air for even a short time.

#

MORE PRIZE CAK
RECIPES

FOR LOVE i
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Phillp swung
passionate gesture. “I don’t

know what I'm saying,” he maild
shakily. He walted a moment, trying
to control himeelf. Presently he
came back. He stood looking down
at her.

*1 didn't love you when I ask-
od you to marry me,"” he sald then,
with diffieulty. “I'll be frank with
you—I'll tell you the whole truth,
80 God help me. I didn't ecare
for you when I asked you to mar-
ry me-—

Bhe Interrupted gently:

“I'm not asking for any confes-
pion, and I'm not golng to make any
to you. You wanted my money—and
I wanted to call myself your wife,
Well"—she moved her white shoul-
ders carslessly—"‘we have each got
our wish—that Is all—but you can't
blame me If I Wwant to go my own
way. It's a pity really that we had
® have a honeymoon—wea were
quite good friends up till today.
You ecan stlll go your own way—I

round ‘'with

shan't be exacting—and I can go
mine. Lots of peopls arrange thinge
ke that, don't they? Lota of your

blue-blooded friends,
added deliberately,

Twice he tried
and could
hoarsely:

“You are propesing,
make our marrlage—no marriage at
all.,” He made a qulck step forward:
he stooped and covered her clasped
hands with one of his, holding them
tightly. “My dear,” he said, with
broken gentleness, “you don't know
what you are suggesting. \n,u: re
such a child. I'm not trying to—to
preach or—or Influence you. I know
I deserved all you can aver say to
me, or make me suffer—but—but at
least I'm a man of the world, and I
know—I know that these sort of
thinga always spell disaester. You
say you don't care for me—that you
never 414, Very well, I am willing
to accept that for the moment You
say there ls another man you prefer

I mean,” she

to find his volce
noty then he broke out

in fact, to

to me. If that Is the truth, why
dldn't you marry him? You'rsa not
the sort of girl to—throwy a man

over if you love him, for—for the
rubblshing advantages you can get
from me, Eva—anawer me."”

He could feel how her hands shook
beneath his grasp,

“He A41dn't care  for me—that's
why,” she stammered at last. “I
thought he did—but—but he—dldn't
.rrer all”

+

Ruby lﬁ
Ayres

She forced har eves to mest hia
There was a sort of comfort In the
knowledge that she was speaking
the real truth now, whatever half-
truths she had spoken before. BShe
went on:

“That night—when I was wishing
to the moen * * * when you came
along the road-—I was wishing
then * * * that —that he might
® ® % care * * * ghe laughed wild-
ly. “But he didn't—he didn't—he
never cared for me at all™

“And so—when I asked you * * *"

S8he moved her head restlessly.

“Oh, what does it matter? Why
need we go ovel It all? We're mar-
ried, It's done with and finished
for ever. 1 only want you to leave
me alone-—to let me go my way. 1
shan't do anything that will shoeck
you or hurt your nagpe * * *" she
laughted. “1 quite realize you've
done me an honor by marrying me,
but In every other way we're quita
¢ & ¢ Phillp, you're hurting my
hands.™

He releaesd her instantly,

“And this Is all you've got to say
to me?™ he sald dully.

“Yes," The word was just a whis-
per,

He began pacing up and down
thesroom. A doden times passed
the chalr where ghe sat; a dozen
times he almost went on his knees
to plead with her—to beg her not
to ruin his Jife—to try to love him
—but somehdéw he could not.

Nothing he could say now would
make her belleve In him, he knew.
He had brought thils disaster upon
himself. It was his Jjust punish-
ment, and, besides—she d4id not
Carel * ¢ ¢
That was the hardest cut of all,
He tried to think of one Ineident
when he had suspected that she
wan decelving him and fighting him
with his own weapons, He tried to
remember ona moment when he
had not been sure of her, but there
had not been one,

She had been cleverer than he
after all. 8he had beaten him at
his own game,

Phillp stopped In his pacing up
and down thelr apartment and look-
down at Eva.

“And you think that you will ba
happy--living like this?' he asked
hardily.

A wave of desolation swept over
her. Happyl—when every beautiful
dream and hope In life was dead!

She dragged her eyes to his face.

DELICATE CAKE WITH BITTER
SWEET ICING,

Cream 4% cupe granulated sugar
and 35 cup butter, add 2 eggs and
baat well) add 1 cup water, beat, add
2% cups flour, bea. well for five
minutes, add 1 temspoonful wa-
nilla (or any flour preferred), and
last, 3 level teaspoonfnls baking
powder. Bake In a shallow pan.

BITTER SWERT ICING.

1 pound econfectioner's sugar,
add 1 tablespoonful melted but-
ter, 1 teaspoonful vanlilla (or any
flavor preferred), add 4 tablespoon-
fuls mill, beat well, add %% cup
chopped nuts, spread on cake and
let stand for ten minutes Put %
pound bar of bitter chooolate Iin a
pan and melt over boiling water,
Do not add any water to the chogo-
Iate. Spread melted chocolate nver
the white leolng.—Mre. C. Schwa-
bauer, 3400 Eighteenth street northe
east,

H, Mr, was
they say, and Midas was pretty

O well off, and I also belong In
the same class a8 they, though at
this folka who know me may sooff.
I was never g wizard at purchasing
stocks, high finance {s not In my
line, and I can't buy my wife any
Paris-made frocks nor hoss that
conts nine-ninety-nine. I've no white
marble palace to was when In town,
and I'haven't a home by the sea; my
cottage, perhaps, I1s a bit tamble-
down, and my hest trousers shine
At the knee, But don't for this cause
put me down In the list with thes
church mouse of Indigaent fames, for
I possesn wenlth that soms milllon-
aires missed and a big ahare of
riches I claim. Nu, my wealth lan‘t
countad In silver and gold, the stuff
one ao speedily apends; but I cherish

Crossus weaalthy,

THE RHYMING OPTIMIST

By Aline Michaelis

[
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A fortune of value untold, a treas-
ure that's priceless—my friends!
Doilars always wera good at elud-
ing my cluteh, and L can’t play the
miser at all, but such triftes have
never armmoyed me much, as long as
I've friends at my eall. For what-
ever 1 do and wherever 1 fare life
never seems cheerless and Eray,
since I always have plenty of friends
everywhere and thelr amile 13 like
sun on the way. Oh, money Is nlip-
pery, as Any can prove who have
tried to make bank accounts gErow;
there is nothing that laste like a
friend’s honest love, and It light na

all worry and woe. Bo, though Mr
Croasus was richer than ecream, he
may hava besn poorer than I: for I

always am basking In friendship's
bright gleam and there's never a
cloud in my sky,

NOVEL SPORT
SKIRTS

By Rita Stuyvesant

HE vogue for separate skirs
T and sweaters 1sa well estab-

lished, and now sport skirts
clalm attention with their dis-
tinetive touches and serviceabls
materials, Flannel, plain and
siriped, 1a among the accepted ma-
terial® for sport wear, and theras
are some smart skirts Iin checked

velour. Linen and washable dam-
ask are among the cetton fabrica,
and some skirts are made of fancy
silk crepe.

Of plain white flannel s a good
looking sport skirt, easily tubbed.
It is a stralghtline model, not too
narrow at tha bottom, and belted
At the top. Pockets are slashed
#t the hipsa. This skirt combines
wonderfully well with a wool
jorsey overblousa or & Tuxedo
#port coat.

White linen ltt’lctly tallored 1is
nseful for a smart skirt for morn-

ing wear In the country. Crescent
pocketa are the only trimming.
With this type skirt one wears a
mannish blouse of striped madrus
or volle

Another skirt listed among the
eotton materials confes in, striped
damask. Stralght slit pockets fin-
ished with a bias band, and but-
tons relieve its severity.

For golf or tennls is a akirt in
blazer flannel pleated to glve
fullness. White flannel striped in
black, navy, green or golf may
be dhosen to ba worn with a tal-
lored skirt of crepe de chine or a
jergey sport jacket In a neutral
color,

Cool wmilks create lovely skirts,
and crepe de chine In an extra
heavy quality s among the more
reasonable FArmenta. An unusual
mode] iz box pleated and hem-
stitehed hetween the pleats, A
girdla that wraps itself twice

figure is used instead of
belt,

about the
a siralght

AI)VICE TO THE
LOVELORN

By Beatrice Fairfax
DEAR MISS FAIRFAX:
Three years ago I became en-
gaged to a girl In my home town
out Wests She was not yet through

college, B0 our enFagement was not
to be announced till after her grad-
uation. We agreed that sither of us
was at liberty to break the engage-
ment at any time If we found that

we really did not love each other
or that we loved some one else,
Bince then I have not seen har
very often. L came Hast and have
gone back twlce a year to see her.
For the Iast two years 1 have
known a girl here whom I have be-
gun to think very much of. 1 guess
1 made the mistake of seeing her
teo much, for 1 now love her and
realize that I could not be happy
with the girl back home
What shi!l T do? 1 want to do
ths right thing I am engaged to
marry one girl and love another
V. W. R
Tither marry the girl you love
or don't MArry any Write the
Weatern girl a letter telling her the
truth. Perhaps sha may have met

some ons whom she finds very at-

trgetive,

Profesor In the University of Kan-
sas and a Well-Known Educatar.

RIVE bad muslec out with
D good music.
Fight jazz with the classie
selections,
Do not waste your time merely
attacking the tin-horn effects.

Trus music has a subtle power
to replace the false and will pre-

vall over It, If given an equal
chance,
Introduce the better musie,

strain by strain, slowly at first,
repeating each new strain till ths
young learner begins to feel It as
well as hear It

Children are normally more fond
of the sweat strains of a symphony
than they are of the Iintonations
of jazz, but they are' powerless to
change from the worse to the bet-
ter of their own volltion.

It Is the time memory and the
rhythm feeling that you must
work for, or the psychology of
music that you must gconsider most
carefully in your program of ju-
venile betterment here.

A chlid is not really musical one
way or the other till he can defi-
nitely think and feel the effects
of the stralns through memory,
and that while they are not heing
Played.

Thus
rector
the

Prof.
of
Kansas

Harry Brown, di4
instrumental music for
Cit y pu blle wschools,

ANECDOTES OF
THE FAMOUS

S AINT-S8AENS,
some Interesting

poser, In his

rles,” hag
reminiscences of Victor Hugo, who
wags an old man when he knew him,
but who seemed “rather like an
ageless and Immortal being whom
Tima could never touch—u"

“Time, alas! goes on, and that

fine intellect which had ever been
unclouded began to gilve signs of
aberration, One day he eald to an
Itallan delegation: ‘The French are
Itallans; the Itallans are ¥French,
French and Ttallans ought te go to

the great coms-

Africa together and found the
United Statea of BEurope.’
*Vietor Hugo's credulity was as-

tonishing in a man of such colossal
gening,. Hearing that the remains
of Voitalre and Rousaeau had been
exhumed and deésecrated, he wrote
a wonderful account of It. When
the cofMns were opened the two
great men were peacefully sleeping
their last aleap,

“Ha belleved In the most fnered-
Ibls things, as the ‘Man in the Iron
Mask,” the twin brother of Louls
XIV: In the octopus that has no
mouth and feeds itself through Itas
arms and In the reality of the Japa
nesa nirens which the Japanese were
pald to make out of an ape and a
fish. He had some excuss for the
girena, as the Academie deg Sclences
belloaved In them for a short time"™

Music and the Child

SWING MIND AND HEART TO BEAUTIFUL IN MUSIC.
By W. A. McKeever

I

proceeds to swing the mind and
heart of the young learner jback
to the true and the beautiful In
musie. And In nearly a score of
the grade school bulldings,of that
city Mr. Brown now has a charm-
ing juvenile orchestra as Ilving
witness of the value of his theory,

When Professor Brown first en-
ters a jazz-intoxicated school he
finds little interest or readiness of
response to his purpose of better-
ment. He must, therefore, resort
to subtle measures-—make the be-
ginning socially attractive, full of
youthful merrfment and of advan-
tage in the pursuit of the course
of study,

Usurlly the chlldren are willing
to play some loud fInstritment
which predominates in the jazz ef-
fects, but they never ask for the
instruments which bring out the
fing effects of the ovemones.

And here {g where Mr, Brown
shines as a musiec teacher-artist.
He begins at once with the bal-
anced orchestra, not permitting the
children to choose the Instruments
as  directed by thelr Imperfect
knowledge of the matter., Ha
chooses for them and starts the
affalr with a pleasing ensemble of
parts and tone qualities.

The resuit is magical. The chil«
dren begin to feel the new rhythm
and to respond te it. The finer
and subtler tones ares oconsctously
heard and appreclated, and soon
the instroments producing tnem
becomea as popular as those which
have predominated in the jess

Finally, in Mr. Brown's ldea, we
have a key to the reformation. By
means of paychologie methods—
the balancing of parts, the quist
foreing of the finar tones Into thes
eoul of the child—you restore in
him the lost chord of the clautc
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Shampoos with Cuticura Soap pre-
ceded by light applications of Cuti-
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