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No Sharp-Pointed Wedding Gif ts.

NO wedding gifts are in
, and even in England, unless the receiver
quarrel

This Day in Our History.

THIB is the anniversary of the foundering of the
Central America, in 1857, in ‘which 374 lives were
lost in the Gulf of Mexico, and ©of the burning of the

vﬂdlm :lu.c.h:hn; gift 'eti:ﬁi;&.t:mm Austria, in midocean, _in 18568, in which 5389 died.

Robert W. Chambers’ "= THE Smfﬂs OF ASCA[0N+"“.:‘“ Charles Dana Gibson

Absorbing Story of Hearts Iand High Society by the! *'A Delightful Romance in Which a Beautiful Girl Makes

.

Master Hand of the Most Gifted Living

Robert W Chambers. |

Novels Have Won Him In-
ternational Fame.
“I THINK I'd better go,” Langly
' .*u‘"ﬂ mm"& business, I
supposeT™ eysbrows slightly lifted.
“In & way. Dankmere is alone,
poor fellow.”

Molly laughed.
“It t» not good for a man to be

alone.” ‘]

Sprowl sald:

“There's & housemaid in my em-
ploy—she's saved something, I un-
derstand. You might notify Dank-
mere——" He half wheeled toward
Quarren, eyes slightly bulging,
without & shadow of expression on
his sletk, narrow face.

Molly flushed; Quarren glanced
at Sprowl, amased at his insolence
out of a clear sky.

“What? he sald slowly—then
stepped back & pace as Strelsa pass-
er close in front of him, apparently
perfectly unconscious of any discord:

% “Will you get me a lump of sugar,
Mr. Quarren? My mare must be
pampered or she'll start that jiggling
Kentucky amble and never walk'
ene step.”

Quarren swung on his heel and
entered the house; Molly, ignoring
Strelsa, turned sharply to Eprowl:

“If you are Insolent to my guests
you need not come here,” she sald
briefly.

Langly’'s restless eyes protruded;
he glanced from Molly to Btrelsa,
then his indifferent gaze wandered
over the landscape. It was plain
that the rebuke had not made the
slighest impression. Molly looked
angrily at Strelsa, but the latter,
eyes & was gazing at her
horse. And when Quarren came
back with a handful of sugar she
took it and, descending the steps,
fed it, lump by lump to the two
horses.

Langly put her up, shouldered

Writer of Fiction.

loop and habit-loop. . Then he
mounted, saluted Molly and followsd
Strelsa at a canter without even
noticing his bridle.

‘“What have you done to Langly?”
asked Molly.

“Characterized his bad magpners
the other day. It wasn't worth
while! there's no money in cursing.
® & ¢ And I think, Molly dear, that
I'll take an aftermoon train——"
| “I won't let you,” sald his hostess.

“I won't have you treated that way
under my roof——"" é

“It was outdoors, dear lady.,”
sald Quarren, smiling. “It's only
his rudenesa before you that I
mind. Where is Sir Charlea?”

“Off with Chtysos, somewhere
on the river—there's their motor-
launch, now. * * * Ricky!"

“I'm angry all thfough. * * ¢
Btrelsa might have sald something
'—showed her lack of sympathy for
Langley's remark by being a little
more cordia] to you. * * * I don't
like it in her. T don't know
whether I am golng to like that
girl or not"——

A Dangerous Ride.

“There was! BShe's a fish!—un-
less she gives Langly the dickens
this morning. * * * Will you
motor with Jim and me, Rick,
dear?”

“If you like fit."

Bhe did like. So presently a rac-
ing car was brought around, Jim
came reluctantly from the hangar,
and away they tore into the dull
weather now faintly illuminated by
the prophecy of the sun.

Everywhere the mist was turn-
ing golden; faint smears of blue
appeared and disappeared through
the vapors ©passing overhead.
Then, all at once the sun's glaring
lens played across the drenched
meadows and the shadows of tree
and hedge and standing cattle
streamed out across the herbage.

In spite of the chains the car

b aside the groom, and adjusted heel- <

b skidded dangerously at times; mud
flew and so did water, and very
soon Molly had enough. 8o they
tore back again to the house, Molly
to change her muddy clothes and
writq letters, her husband to return
to beloved B8tringer, Quarren
to put on a pair of stout shoes
and heather spats and go wander-
ing off cross-lots—past woodlands
still dripping with golden rain from
every leaf, past tiny streams
swollen amber where mint and
scented grasses swayed half im-
mersed; past hedge and orchard
and wild tangles ringing with bird
music—past flelds of young crons
of every kind washed green and
fresh above the wsoaking brown
earth. *

Swallows settled on the wet road
around every puddle; bluebirds
fluttered among the fruit trees; the
strident battle note of the king-
bird was heard, the unlovely call
of passing grackle, the loud en-
thusiasm of nesting robins. Every-
where a rain-cleansed world re-
sounded with the noises of lesser
life, flashed with its ocolor In a
million blossoms and in the dell-
cately brilllant wings hovering over
them.

Far away he could see the river
and the launch, too, where Sir
Charles and Chrysos Lacy were
circling hither and thither at full
speed. Once, across a distant hill,
two horses and their riders passed
outlined against the sky; but even
the eyes of a lover and a hater
could not identify anybody at such
4 distance.

Bo he strolled on, taking roads
when convenient, flelds when it suit-
ed him, neither knowing nor caring
where he was going,

Avolding a big house amid brand
new and very showy landscape ef-
fects he turned aside into a pretty
strip of woeds; and presently came
to a little footbridge over a stream.

A man sat there, reading, and as

Quarren passed, he looked up.
“Is that you, Quarren? he said.
The young fellow stopped and
looked down curlously at the sunken
unhealthy face, then, shocked, came

forward hastily and shook hands.
“Why, Ledwith,” he sald, “what
are you deing here?—Oh, 1 forgot;

Molly Wycherly, who does all she can to encourage
Strelsa’s liking for Quarren.

you live here, don’t you?" -
“That’'s my house yonder—or
was,” said the man with a slight mo-
tion of his head. And, after a mo-
ment: “You didn't recognize me.

Have 1 changed much?"
Quarren sald: “You seem to have
been {11."

" ing.

a Supreme Sacrifice For the Talented Young

“Yes; I have bean. T'm I, all 9
right. * * * Wil you have a
seat for a few minutes—unless ynou
are going somewhere in particular
—or don't care to talk to me ——

“Thank you.”" Quarrén scated
himself. It was his instinct to be
gentle—even with such a man.

“I haven't seen much of you, for
a couple of years—I haven't seen
much of anybody,” sald Ledwith,
turning the pages of his book with-
out looking at them. Then, fur-
tively; his sunken eyes rested a
moment on Quarren:

“You are stopping with"'—

“The Wychilys.”

“Oh, yes. * * * T haven't seem
them lately. ®* * ®* They are neigh-

bore''—he waved his sickly colored

hand—"but I'm rather quiet-—I
read a good deal—as you see.'”
He moistened his bluish lips every
few moments, and his nose seemed

. to annoy him, too, for he rubbed

it continually.

“It's a pretty country”
Quarren.

““Yes—I thought so once. I buflt
that house. * * * There's no use
of my keeping up my social duties,”
he esald with another slinking
glance at Quarren. “S8o I'm giving
up the house.”

“Really ™

“Haven't—you heard so, haven't
yout"

said

Driven to Wall.

He kept twitching his shoulders
and shifting his place continually,
and his fingures were never still,
always at the leaves of his book
or rubbing his face which semed
to iteh; or he snapped them ner-
vously and continuously as he
jerked about his seat.

“I suppose,” he said slyly, “peo-
ple talk about me, Quarren.”

“Do you know anybody immune
to gossip, Inquired Quarren, smil-

“No; that's true. But I don't
care anything for peopls. * * * 1

Man She Loves. -

Phead, I have my horses and dogs— o

but I'm going to move away. I
told you that, didn’t I?"

“I believe you did.” g

Ledwith stared at his book with .
lack-luster eyes, then, almost Im-
perceptibly shifted his gaze craftily
askanoce:

‘““There’'s no use pretending to
you, Quarren; is there?”

Quarren sald nothing.

“You know all the gossip—all’the
dirty little faits divers of Yyour
world. And you're a gort of doctor
and copfidential"—

“You're mistaken, Ledwith,” he
said plegsantly. “Im done with it.”
A Pathetic Meeting.

“How do you mean?"

“Why, that I've gone into'a bet-
ter business and I'm too buey to
be useful and amusing any longer.”

. Ledwith's dead eyos stared:

“] heard you had dropped out—
were never seen about. Is that
true?” g

llr-.-

“Found the game tob rotten?”

“Oh, no. It's no different from
ary other game—a mixture of the
same old good and bad, with good
predominating. But there’'s more
to be had out of life ‘n other
M“‘"

“Yours is slipping-phony pictures
to the public, with Dankmere work-
ing as side partnen, lsn't it"

Quarren sald pleasantly: “If
you're serious Ledwith, you're &
m.ﬂ

After a sllence Ledwith saldi
“Do you think there's enough left
of me to care what anybody calls
me?”

Quarren turmed: “I beg your
pardon, Ledwith; I had no business
to make you such an answer.”

“Never mind. * * * In that last
year—when I still knew people—
and when they still knew me—you
were very kind to me, Quarren.”

“Why not? you were always de-

cent to me.” b . o

-~

Ledwith was now picking at his
fingers and Quarren say that they
were dreadfully scarred and mal-
treated.

“You've always been kind to
me,” repeated Ledwith, his extinct
eyes fixed on space. "Othlrf people
would have halted at sight of me
and gone the other way—or passed
by, cutting me dead. * * * You
sat down beside me.”

“Am I anybody te refuse?”

But Ledwith only blinked ner
viously down at his book, presently
fell to twitching the uncut pages
again.

“Poems,” he sald; “scarcely what
you'd think I'd wish to read, Quar
ren, poems of youth and love."

“You're young, Ledwith—if you
cared to help yourself'——

“Yes, If I cared—if I cared. In
this book they all seem to care;
youth and happiness care; sorrow
and years still care. Listen to this:
“'You who looked forward through

the shining tears

Of April's showers
Into the wsunrise of the coming

Years,

Golden with unborn flowers—
I who look backward where the

sunset lowers,

Counting November’'s hours!

“But—I1 don't care. I care no
longer, Quarren."

“That's losing your “grip.”

He raised his ashy visage: “I'm
trying to let go. ®* * * But it's slow
—very slow—with a little pleasure
—hell's own pleasure’’—He turned
his shoulder, fished something out
of his pocket, and pulling back his:
cuff, bent over. After a few mo-

ments he turned around calmly:
“You've seen that on the stage,
I fancy.” .
“Otherwise, also.
“Quite likely. “I'vw knewn a
pretty woman"”—He ended with a
weary gesture and dropped his head
between his hands.

(To Be Continued Tomeorrow.)
Published by arrangement with Inter-
national Feature Service, ine.
(Copyright by Robart W. Chambers )
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FR?)CKS FOR
SCHOOL

——By Rita Stuyvesant—|

OUR kiddies' clotheas for the

first few years at school should

be distinguished by their sim-
plieity, and should be becomingly
chosen, Models that are easy to
alip into in the morning and that do
not require too much of mother's
precious time, sre composed of
bloomers and a slipon frock, with
no fastenings.

Galatea or crepe fabrics in navy
blue, brown .or tan are smart, and
do not soll readily. The frock is
made with short sleeves and a
round neck, and there may be a
bit of smocking done In contrast-
ing worsted. A collar and cuffs and
linen will freshen the frock consid-
erably. One might have several of
these sets to have them always
ready to baste on. No belt is worn
with these loose frocks, and there
may be big pockets of unusual de-
sign if preferted.

Tricotine and jersey are repre-
sented among the heavier mate-
rials, and are almost always made
with bloomers for convenlence. Even
for the child of seven, we see the
jumper frock, to be worn with a
gulmpe. A kid belt or a string sash
of the may be used. One
must k simplicity in mind if she
muld“:chlwo success with the
clothes of the school child.

Slipon sweaters are warm and
for school, and are Jmart
when made in the dark tones. Tun,
brown, navy, taupe, black, Harding
blue and wool may all be
chosén. I‘odpll with long sleaves
and deep round necks may be worn
a dimity mpe with collar
and cuffs turned on the outside, or
one may have several effectivo
and cuffs that may be wut-
A small black bow tie «at
the neck is attractive. A narrow
belt in either black, white, tan
red should be worn.

To accompany the sweater there
might be a skirt of pleated plaid
wobl, attached to a lining. Small
remnants of plaild may ba pur-

¢
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too. BSimple hats of duve-
of velour, are llked

set,

camel's hair, cut

lines of a polo coat with

n’:h.r slesves, are entirely
#school days, and ranch

Darker coats are

for the

:

i
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he bit his lip hard. '1 can see
now that it's true enough—I

suppose even you won't deny it—-"

“Go on——"

“Well—well, in the first place It
was—was Miss Arlington who told
me. She only guessed it—she didn't
know anything definitely.

He choked suddenly.

“Perhaps you know that she's
chucked me,"” he went on in hoarse

defiance. "Perhu?u it's even for
your sake—I don’t know—I don’'t
care!" :
He ran a finger round his absurd-
ly high collar.

“1 suppose you think it serves us
right—us Dennisons—for trying te
get in with you,” he went on.
“Perhaps it does—perhaps we didn't
know when we were well off—how-
ever, that's nothing to do with It
1 suppose I ought to be glad that
I've been chucked before it's too
late—that I'm not tied up like—like
Bonnie is.”
nlclrh swung round with sudden pas-

n.

“It makes my blood boll to think
what you've done to her,” he said.
“To think that you've ruined her
life—that she can't ever undo it,
or get away from you * * * ]t
wasn't playing fair—it was a mean,
lowsdown trick—you know— you
must have known that she cared
for you. That she always had.
You traded on that—it was a vile,
caddish * * *"

“One moment"—Phillp was as
white as death, but his voice was
perfectly controlled. “I suppose
you mean me to gather from all
this abuse—that you've heard of
the—arrangement—between my
father and yours. * * * Very weill.
But in common fairness I should
like you to remember that your
sister was also a party to Ii.. B8She
knew exactly what she was doing
when she married me—Iif, as you
say, I married her for money, she
married me for some equally—rot-
ten—reason * * *"

“I've no wish to blame *er—I1
don’'t. The whole thing 18 my own
fault—but * * * but to pretend that
it was an unfair bargain, that there
wus enything more on her side than
—than there was on mine—is—Iis
¢ s ¢ twaddle™*

Hae laughed shortly.

“You say that your sister—cares
for me——." He shrugged his
shoulders. ‘“Make sure of your facts
before you speak in future my boy
—and let me tell you that, instead of
being the—fortunate man to have
won her regard, there Is someone
else—someone * * *"

“You harAdyou damned liar * * *"

Peter was almost sobbing with
rage. He madeé a furious lunge at
Phillp with upraised fist, but Phillp

t his t and held it fast in
[ Y of steel.

r & moment the two men looked
at one another in e antag-
onism, then Philip flung the boy
from him with a sort of affectionate

contempt.
“You'd better sit down a minute
und get cool,” he sald, breathlessly.

Peter dropped into a chair and hid
nis face. He had gone through a
great deal since parting with his sis-
ter that morning, and he was shak-

lmmmmmm.

Phillp went out into the hall. He
p »

" FOR LOVE ™

ETER’S voice broke a little and 4 stood at the foot of the stalrs and

Ruby M.
Ayres

called to his wife.

“Eva!" There was no answer, and
he went up the stairs two at a time
and knocked at her door.

The maid to whom he had spoken
downstairs came to him.

“Mrs. Winterdick is not in her
room, sir—she's not in the drawing
room, elther—I've looked every-
everywhere."

Phllip frowned. He opened the
door of his wife's room and switched
on the light. The room was empty,

. but the bed was disordered a little

where she had been lying, and the
frock she had worn at dinner that
night lay in a heap by the dressing-
table just as it had fallen from her.

She must be In the house some-
where—ask—no, wait; I'll go my-
self,"” Philip sald, when his bride
was not to be found.

He weht downstairs with a faint
sense of apprehension at his heart.
She must be somewhere about, of

course—he went straight to his
mother.

“I can't find Eva—isn't she with
you?”

“1 haven't seen her llrﬁa dinner—
she went to her room, she looked ill,
but she insisted that there was noth-
ing the matter."” Mrs. Winterdick
rose. “Is anything wrong, Fhil?"”

““No, but Peter Dennison is here
and wants her."”

He went out again, He stood for
& moment in the hall, not knowing
what to do; the mald came down the
stairs to him.

“1l think Mrs. Winterdick must
have gone out, sir—her hat and coat
are not in her room."

“Of course!” He drew a breath
of rellef. "I forgot! B8he sald she
should go home this evening. 1'll
walk over and meet her.”

He rejoined Peter.

“Eva's gone over to your place.
;’li walk back with you and meet

.r.‘I
He looked at his brother-inlaw
"for a moment In silence; then he

sald impulsively:

“Look here, Peter; if thera's any-
thing more, I'd much rather have
it now and done with t. All this
has been a shock to you; I'm
sorry—I'd give a great deal to
be able to undo my share In it
® & * But it's no use pgetting
things all mixed up, you know—
Eva knew—there wasn't any—
dirty trick played on her as you
say there was, -though—~though I
suppose that's not my ‘fault,” he
added bitterly.

Peter looked up; his face was dias-
torted with grief and paasioa.

“It's not true,” he sald vehement-
ly. "Bhe didn't know! #he may
have told you so, but it's not the
truth * * ¢ and I've been 8o
rotten to her—only this morning—
and last night * * * and she's

been such a brick to ine
® & #" he added brokenly.

Philip took a step forward lay-
ing his hand on Peter's shoulder,

“What do you mean-—-that she
didn't know?" he asked In a queer
voice. "“Why do you insist that
she—didn't know?"

“1 ought
made me promise—but I must now
~I must! It was the day you
were married—after we came back
:rom c::.rv_h,.‘u! went upsta'rs to

were walting.
u-‘r‘r. Be Continued Tomorrow.)

not to tell you--she |

Ready for
School ?

By W. A. McKeever.

HE transference of your child

from the allday play period

to the lockstep situation of
the schools tends to have some-
thing of the effect of a heavy
shock to his mind and body. Have
you done everything reasonable by
way of preparing him for the try-
Ing ordeal?

The school records show that
during about the second or third
week of the new autumn term
there are marked irregularities,
both of condition and behavior—
loss of appetite and vigor, nervous-
ness, unsustained mental effort and
‘various forma of minor idleneas.
It is the first marked reaction fol-
lowing the opening of school. The
reduced air supply, the Ilessened
physical exercise, the shock of
discipline and the other restrictions
placed upon the sensitive young
nature here begin to do their work.

But parents can make use of
many simple but effective meas-
ures for preparing their children
to withstand the depleting tenden-
cles of changed environment: and
perhaps somewhat as follows:

Try to have your child enter
school on the first day of the term
flushed with the bloom of superb
physical health. Put him through
4 two weeks' routine of health
regulation as nearly perfect as you
can make it. Inwprove the dietary.
Regulate the hours of sleep and
of the meals to a system. Increase
the exercise if netessary.

Prepare the child’'s mind for the
#hock of séhool regulations. Many
little ones are timid and afraid of
new teachers and strange class-
rooms. Much can be sadd and done
by the parents to quiet these nerv-
ous forebodings. It is far more im-
portant to instlll confidence and
poise to meet the crisis of the new
school term than to Incite the young
:t;’lnd to auofcmfuh 1 accomplishment
W means of threats and wur
of fallure. .

Especlally, do not lash your child
:nto a fr‘el;ly of anxiety about his
essons and a spirit of competition
with his mates. Rather help to
make the school a place of true fel-
lowship and co-operation.

SBend your boy or girl to the very
first new session of the sehool fully
equipped with every necessary in-
strument of good work. If he must
borrow certain books, go without
some of the lesser supplies, listen
in when he should be busy with his
own tools, his° probable fallures
should be made a demerit mark for
you. Determirie not to omit a single
minor detall here.

Dress your school boy or girl for
health, comfort, convenience and
for inconspicuous behavior. If his
garments are so far below standard
as to attract the attention of other
children, you may expect his recita-
.tions to be disturbed accordingly.

If he is overdressed —and this
fauit is far more common — then
there will be estrangements and
lack of the cordial relations neces-
sary for his democratic assocla-
tions with the others. Make his
clothes blend with those of the
common corowd. Put him into a
complete and confidential fellow-
ship with all, so that he may become
a happy, #piritual comrade of every
worthy young member of the school,

i

The ‘Regular

Fellows’

By Beatrice Fairfax.

O many girls write me nowo-

days about “the regular fel-
low"” and the sort of girl it

takes to pleass his im al ma-
Jesty that I've complled a list
of the things required to make up
this “regular fellow" of ours.

Mr Regular Fellow *“is out for
a good time."”

He likes to drink, smoke, dance,
keep late hours, and he needs com-
panions to share his ideals of
fun and hilarity.

He enjoyes a racy story and a
flippant and irreverent attitude to-
ward life.

He thinks “we live for today.”

He has no use for a girl who's
always bothering about what her

mother would say. He doesn't
take a girl out a second time if she
refuses his kisses and embraces
the figst time.

He thinks games of chance are
the greatest ever. He likes all
sorts of gambling and regards life
as the higgest gamble of all,

He likes a girl who can keep up-
to-date and go the fashions one
better. He wants the girl he takes
out to attract more attention than
any other girl in the place. He
isn't satisfled with llking a girl
and keeping her to himself as if
she were some rare discovery. He
wants the rest of the world to put
its 0. K. on his girl.

He beliaves in having a good
time while you're young. To save
seema sllly,. What's a fellow
making money for except to spend
it on amusing himself?

He never asks a girl what she'd
like .to do, but takes it for granted
that in Inviting her out he's doing
enough for her, so it won't hurt
her to make herself agreebls and
fit In with his idea of enjoyment.

He has very little reverence for
his own health or well being.
He's boréd by a discussion of dny-
thing more involwed than the lat-

est dance step

He kno the “right people.”
He travels with a gay crowd
where youth is the most impor-
tant asset and that is gpent even
more lavishly than money.

He never thinks of a home and
children. He can't afford them
and doesn't want to be bothered.

He "knows what he wants"” and
won't listen to preaching.

He gets tired of a girl %hen she
ceases to amuse  or stimuate him,
and he changes girl's with as
much compunction as he changes

restaurants,. When the spirit
moves him he departs fr one
met of hAunts to anothar, ow.

ing neither loyalty nor gratitude
he doesn't feel In any way bound
by any one or anything, So if a
girl starts to care for him seri-

ously and deeply—she's In for a
heartacha when he tires and
marches on ruthlessly to the
Nn.n.u

He doesn’'t want to marry. And
if he did—what thinking
would risk a life partnership with

him?

He wants to be delighted—
pleased — But—is 1t
worth doing?

THE CUNNING

By Garrett P. Serviss.

Eminent Astronomer and Authority
On BSubjects of Sclenyific
I Interest.

WAS greatly interested In read-

ing the other day some shrewd

, remarks on the character and

manners of the fox, written by C. D,

Btewart, whom I admired years ago

for his oddly romantic story of “The
“Fugitive Blacksmith."

The fox is in many ways the most
interesting of all the, quadrupeds,
and anecdotes of his cunning are as
absorbing as the more thrillin
stories of tigers and lions. I
some acquaintance with Reynard in
my boyhood, and It was decidedly
educational. I obtained then an im-
preasion which has remained unob-
literated, that intellect is rot the
exclusive possession of man.

There were performances by
foxes, some of which I saw, and
many of which I heard of from eye-
witnesses, that, it seemed, could
only have been the result of infer-
ence from acute observation. How
could any theory of mere uncon-
sclous nervous response to external
stimull explain a fox's action when,
being pursued, he leaps upon =
fence, or log, or rock, takes a long
Jump in a direction different from
that In which he was running, for
the evident purpose of making a
gap In the trall of scent that his
passage over the ground leavea for
thqg dogs, and then puts off at top
speed toward a new quarter.

. A fox will leap across a stream,
or will mount upon a fence and
then jump far off from it on the
same side from which he had ap-
proached it, resumi his flight in
nearly a reverse direction, although
the dogs were In sight at the time,

ADVICE TO THE

LOVELORN
By Beatrice Fairfax___

A Man to Forget.
EAR MISS FAIRFAX:
I am nineteen. Four weeks ago

I met a man ten years my senior
and learned to think a great deal of
him. It ls not love, but just a high
regard. Five days ago he did not
keep his engagement with me and I
have not seen him since. Thinking
that he was {il, T called up his pri-
vate office and was told no one by
that name was known there. Upon
speaking with the proprietor I found
it to be he, but with a different
name, and was at a loss as to what
to say and hung up without another
word. BStill I always make excuses
for him and am always longing to
ses him. Kindly advisg-me how teo
meet this situation.
PERPLEXED.

LY, my dear, the best way to

to meet this situation is by plung-
ing into other interests,. Work and
train your mind not to dwell on this
incident. You're dramatizing it and
glving ital er too much th t
and you're danger of fancying
yourself far more interested In the
man than you really are. He's ut.
terly unworthy of your regard. In
all probability he's u married man
who was amusing himself with you
for the moment. Dismiss him frow
Jour mind.

+
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and he had to pass them plainly
within their range of view.

Such a performance would indl-
cate that the fox had measured the
intellectual capacity as ‘well as the
observing powers of his pursuers,

and felt sure that they would go on
with their noses to the ground,
slavishly following the scent, ,ac-
cording to their training, even
though he was before thelir eyes.
The fox appreciates the value of the
initiative, In which he gives a les-
son that many huymans ought to
study.

< Mr, Stewart makes one delightful-
ly telling and philosophical remark
about the conduct of a hunted fox.
*The fox,” says he, “finds safety
by knowing what is golng on around
him; not by hiding in a hole in the
ground.”

He the@p proceeds to point out
something new to me, as it may be
to many others, viz., that, although
the animal appears to have been
brought to America from the British
Inles, it has an entirely different
character here from that which it
has in England, particularly with
reference to what has just above
been sald about refusing to hide
from its enemies, preferring to keep
them in sight, even though by so
doing it may remain visible to them.

It seems, in this, to trust entirely
to its own or sagacity if given
an equal knowledge of ita surround-
ings. It is like an able general ‘o
says: “If I can see as much as Me
enemy can, I can beat him."” So the
fox climbs a rock, or a fence, or any
avallable eminence, and takes a
survey.

In England the fox exhibits no
such spectacular self-confidence.
When he hears the dogs in pursuit
he makes for the first deep hole
know to him and hides away In it.
Ex nce has taught him that he
will not be dug or smoked out, since
the object of an English fox hunt is
only to run down quarry before
it can get to its

This behavior is, then, a result
of vulpine education. The English
fox has studied his two-legged op-
ponent so far that he even knows
that the dogs will not be allowed
to try to unearth him if he is once
safely ensconsed In his hole.

But when an animal of any kind,
without alteration of Iits bodlly
make-up, learns to adjust its con-
duct to changed conditions, 1t
thereby shows intelligence. It util-
izes observation. It “puts this and
that together” in ita amall mind and
draws conclusions, often more acute
than those of a young child.

What is the purpose of the brain
in animals lower than man? Its de-
gree of organization ¢
generally with the type or amount
of iIntelligence exhibited by ita pos-

. Intell depends upon
awlodu and knowledge is gained
through use of the senses, while the
most acute and specialized pense,
such as sight and hearing, are thoss
whose organs are tha most directly
and intimately assoclated with the

n.

This is no more true of & man
than of a fox; shall we then say that
the possession of a brain means tha
presence of Intelligence In the one~
case but not in the other? The dif.
feranoe in the degree and quality of
the intelligence no one would deny,
and yet the fox occasionally outwits
the man!

q

TO LIVE LONG
BE CHEERFUL

—By Brice Belden, M. D

q FTER all has been sald on the

question as to whether Ameri-
cans are too strenuous for
thelr own physical good or whether
the active life they lead is altogether
wholesome opinion seems to favor
the first viewpoint in the sense that
overtaxing the nervous system is a
of pational vice, leading surely

to lll-health.

To say that it is better to wear
out than rust out, as Mr. Roosevelt
used to argue, need not necessarily
be taken as meaning that one ought
to tax one's nervous system unduly,
as by monotonous work.

The struggle to have not only the
necessities, but also the Juxuries, as
well as the countless other ambi-
tions that obsess so many Ameri-
cans, certainly make for an over-
wrought nervous state. A very few
generations of this .sort of thing
brings about a stock marked by
nervous instability.

It is a fact that the medical pro-

is very busy with people of

this sort, and they are rapidly in-

creasing in numbers. This really

represents an. attempt to lock the

:tmlbledmmcrthohomhubeen
olen,

How well the strains of Amerioan
life can be borne depends chiefly
upon natural optimism. If a cheer-
ful view is taken of everything ona

is safe ph and mentaily.
Even. it UEO organs functionate
only fairly one is booked for

longevity If he can remain ‘as
cheerful as the mourners in the
rear coach."”

The best way to stiffen one's melf
in the resolve to be optimistic iz to
look about one and see the phvaical
and mental harm that results from
:i:!;ltunl pessimism and apprehen-
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throughout the day. Con-
stant » applications no1t




