EA senal .o’_.f a Com;try Giﬂ Who Seeks |
| Happiness in the Maelstrom '
of the Metropolis.

Boresge; scenaria by Frances
Marion, It will be released s a
Paramount picture.) :
Screen Version Novelized
IDNIGHT was striking when
M the door closed on the last
guest. Haster went to bed;
not to sleep; visions of Jerry came
flittering before her! Jerry's face,
reproachful, stared at her from the
celling; she woke with a scream.

The maid came running: “What
is it, Miss Wheelor?"

“Look up there—on the ceiling;
what do you see?™

“Don't see notking, Miss Whee-
ler.”

“Don’t eall me that,” she cried
hysterically, “haven't 1 told you
not to?" »

“You is all worked up—no won-
der—I'll get some of that sleeping
stuff the doctor left.”

;{ Trembling, Hester lay back on
her pillows—fearing. to raise her
eyes; making herself do so only
by supreme effory; but there was
nothing to see—the white expanse
‘ of ceiling was without sign.

She sighed as though relleved
of a great burden; the mald
brought the medicine; she gulped
it down and closed her eyes.

But nothing avalled; sleepleas
mights followed one after another.
Wheeler was alarmed. “I'll have

—-hc'!l know what to do.”

South, and corroborated Wheeler's

diagnosis that the young lady had
an attack of nerves,

He was an outspoken man; as
he was going he sald to Hester:
“Miss ‘Bevins' I can/t prescribe for
you, but you ecan prescribe for
yourself—you know whatl mean.”

He left without waliting for an
answer. Oh yes, Heater knew what
he meant; no one better; the ac-
cusing eyes of Jerry, night after
night: told her what the famous
specialist meant.

And those eyes restored to see-
ing in their epirit face followed
her whereveer she went; at first
far, they looked down frem above,
then spuddenly they shifted nearer;
they appeared on her curtains
close to her, always with a mes-
sage that could not be spoken: but
which was the more powerful be-
cause she read it unspoken.

In due time the bill came for
Jerry's funeral; a large bill amount-

showed it to Wheeler, and he wrote
out & check, In the morning she
" stopped at the undertaking estab-
lishment to pay, but paused at the
door, paused because Jerry seemed

to be standing there rebuking her.
She fled to the car, and home

. arkins look you ever—it's nervea

Parkins was cold, ﬂwﬂlﬂ- aly |
,most accusing, suggested a trip: 4

ing to hundreds of dollars; she

again;, and that night she lived
through new torments,

She remembered Kitty's cynical
remarks about the river; the river

Whose Newspaper Berials
Won a Big Popular Suecess
E doove .along  jn silence
after Mabel Storrs had
told me why it was that

she feit bound in honor to serve
Jim.

Our silence was not awkward,
however, for it held much of real
comradeship and understanding.
When we arrived at her apartment
she asked quletly:

“Will you come in for a little
while, please? There are still
things for me to say to you—things
I th.nk you have a right to know
now, though once I might not have
thought it safe—or right——"

As 1 followed her into her trim,
neat little apartment, I thought
how splendidly it reflected her own
personality. Its very trigness man-
aged to be ornamental. Its sim-
plicity wasn't expensive, but it had
an air of distinction. Added to th.s
there was the absolute sweet clean-
ness which seems almost fragrant.

She patted the p.lows of a deep
wicker chair into an inviting nest,
Mabel left- me for a moment—and
1 fell into & sort of rever.e.

“Anne, what would you say if
I told you that I'd known all
along that Dick West was right
bere In the city? Would you
think I'd done you an injustice
in keeéping it from you?”

“] probably won't think so after
{ou’ve explained your motives,"

replied.

“But what if I don't explaim:
them?" she insisted, a shade wist-
tully.

I thought for a moment, I
wanted to give Mer the assurance
she craved. But I wanted still
more to establish our friendship
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WHEN AGIRLMARRIES

INTERESTING SERIAL OF EARLY WEDDED LIFE
By Ann Lisle-

p on a basis of absolute frankness.

“1 wish ‘you would explain” I

sald at last. “A number of things
requiring absolute secrecy may
come up. But, somehow, Dick
West has to be an open book be-
tween us now. We must be frank
about him. Each of us know too
much to be satisfied with half
confidence where he's concerned.
You agree, don't you?”
. “Yes—and no!” she smiled
whimsically. “I've told you there
ie one chapter. I can't read over
with ow. Some day, maybe
—1 don’'t know—there's so much
at stake——"'

Her voice trailed of finto a tone
of reverie. But after a moment
she pulled herself up briskly and
werit on in her old starched-white-
linen tone:

“l know Dick's haunts. I know
his mental processes. And from
the minute that matchsafe turned
up in the ruins pf your burned
home I knew I'd better tell you
that Dick is hiding where most
folks would be least llkely to-look
for him."

““Where's that?"' I asked.

“In the most gilt-edged and ex-
pensive hotel this town boasts.
And in the most de luxe suit in
that hotel.”

“How could he afford it?” I
gasped, “He was down and out
when he left Jim."”

" and out!” mimicked Ma-
bel bitterly., ‘“That’'s his game. To
pretend to be, T mean, But he hag
only to mix in one or two gam-
bling places and bring in a few of
the ‘gilded youths' whom he can
win just as he can with other
folks—or the card he needs—and
he's flush again. Dick wants a
steady, dependable fortune — a
sure [ncome. I belleve he'd go
stralght if once he had it

“You sound as if you knew,” I
murmured in a sort of dase,

“And by this time next week I'Tl
be pesitive,

“"Even If I find you dining in &
quiet cormer of an exclusive res-
taurant with Dick himself!" I
lnughed, choosing what I consid-
ered the most far-fetching and ab-
surd of fantasies to prove my

point,” .
To Be Continued.
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E.f:ercise an
Health

By Brice Belden, M. D.

ITH the wvalue of physical
w exercise . as a means of
maintaining heaith we

are fairly familiar, but its impeort-

| ance as a restorer must be borne
in mind in the presence of actual

of nervous disorders.

It has been discovered that
many nervous patients, as well as
cases 0f mental aisorder, do not
kngw how teo play, and have to
be taught.

It has been sald that dignity is
the refuge of the inefficient. Many
people, particularly women, seem
to think that there |8 something
ridiculous inveolved in such physi-
cal activity as is called for by cer-
tain games, and yet some kind of
lively play is necessary to a nor-
mal exlstence.

They do many really absurd
things for quacks promising mirac-

possession .of mysterious curative
powers, but they hardly ever think
of engaging In curative play on
their own account. Yet oxercise
is exactly what most of our de-
pressed, pessimistic, melancholie,
nervous individuals need.

There is nothing better than
the playing of games calling for
great physical activity to relieve
the emotional
often exists in nervous disordera.

which has existed, and clearss the
mind of demoralizing cobwebs.
Following this we see an improve-
ment in digestion and nutrition, so
that In a short tlme our rundown
Individual is able to seek still
greater physical recreation, which
also means mental recreation.

The abpormal fatigue noted in
B0 many nervous patlents is fre-
quently nothing but a sign and a
proof of a discreditable inertia.
And lack of confidence can hardly
be expected not to exist when one
never engages in the friendly com-
petition afforded by games.

STORIES 0
* FAMOUS

HE new hobby of collecting
wall paper had a distingulshed
ploneer in Sir Walter Scott,

who narrates his delight in one of
his Jetters at a gift which came to
him when he was adorhing Abbots-
ford. He was In a quandary as to
an appropriate wall decoration for
his “withdrawing room,” which,
with the library, was to be the
most distinguished chamber in the
mansion. Tapestry ran to too great
a price, and as for ordinary de-
signed wall papers, they were lack-
ing In distinction. But a friend
who had sojourned for long in the
East, and had brought home a col-
lection of Oriental objects, found
among them a number of rolls of
giit Chingse paper, adorned with
dragons and other reptiles of the
fmagination. He offered the rolls
to Sir Walter, who saw In the de-
sign the very thing that suited.
The paper stands today almost as

“Wizard's”
N

ulous cures and advertising the

tension which 8o

The Interest and stimulation
aroused soon puts to rout the
physical exhaustion or debility

fresh as when it was put up in the
baronial hall.

iliness, particularly certain forms

_came more

that was like a saving hand for '
such as she, and in the extremity
of her terror, her delirium, she

tried to throw herself oyt of the ! her room or in the crowded streets

window.
The freightened maid- got her
back into bed, but in the quiet of
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Hester Arranges to Pay the Funeral Expenses Weekly From Her Slight Earnings.

there was no rest for Hester,
“It's not to late.” the small voice

kept rgpeating. Hester paused be-

fore her elaborate wardrobe of
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. Then Watch for It at Loew’s

_evening guwns preparatory (o 4 In change & Nethe chien. et e

" making up her mind what to wear.
And there came into her view
the little dress she had worn for
the last time when she yuitted the
downtown office.

A simple little affsir, and in the
pocket the twenty-five dollare—
her salary for that last week long
ago. .

“It {s not too late,” the small
voice kept repeating louder and
louder. Hester motioned the maid
away; in ten minutes she was ar-
rayed again in the plsin serge
suit. Bhe took off her rings and
placed them in the jewel case in
her dressing room.

But the wedding ring, the ring
that Jerry had worn about his
neck, she put on her finger, and in
her pocket the medal In its velvet-
lined case.

“Tell Mr. Wheeler I'll call him
up,” she said to the mystified
maid, and walked out of the door
to freedom.

Back from the old block from
which she had passed long ago,
huktoahaubedwmndm-rnt
“from the luxurisus boudoir she
had so enjoyed, lack to simplicity
and honesty, bsck to peace of
mind and sleep.

Smiling eyes in the face of Jerry
looking down on her now; smiling
eyes and brave In the face of Hes-
ter as she met his feariessly.
And at the office—the same men

as kind and ghad w bawe b
back—no questions seced

A meek, but proud Faster whe
presented bherseif before ™Hhe mae
who had arranged Jerry'e Sumess
he listened to her and peliely
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THE WINE OF LIFE

STORY OF AN AMBITIOUS YOUNG SCULPTOR.

ARTHUR STRINGER-
b red handed girl who had paused

By
Well-Known Author and Novelist 4
of Gwmwao Reputation,
ST‘ORROW felt alone in the

world as be knew the woman
at his side to be.

. Life, he felt, still owed him some-
thing, though he was unable to de-
fine the nature of that debt. Yet
the thing was all wrong, he re
iterated, as his thoughts went back
to other and earlier days.

As he stared down at the girls
hand, roughened by wind and
water, hardened and calloused by
todl, it struck him as equally tragic
that she might demand nothing
more of him than this same rem
nant of a wasted life, that she
might stand ready to be doubly
checated, by herself as well as by
him.

And that filled him with a
vague pity which prompted him
for a moment to ecover that
thrice pitiful hand wifh his own,
almost protectingly, before he
turned and walked out of the
room, without a spoken word.

But the ice had been broken.
The silent compact of intimacy
had been established. It was only
too easy, when they sat alone
and idle again, for him to reach
over and draw her passive head
down against his hroulder., When
he kissed her, this time, he did
s0 with less hesitation and Jess
self-torturing exhumation of mem-
orles., It was less impersonal,
that kiss,.and less meditative. Yet
even then, and still later when he
kissed her still more impetuously
and more frequently, he felt
sorry for her,

He was haunted by the impres.
sion that he wan doing her a vast
injustice. But their meals, as they
sat one on each side of the serupu-
lously white covered table he.
animated with talk.
Through the lengthening autumn
evenings he fell into the habit of
reading aloud to her as she sewed
beside him,

And in that companionship he
found a completeness which was
even disturbing, hinting as it did
at the Immaterial masonries of
self-sufficiency which were slowly
and insidiously Immuring them
from the rest of the world.

The completeness of the divorce
came unexpectedly home.-to him
when the mall brought to Pine-
HBrae the heavily embossed an-
nouncement of Charlotte Kirknér's
marriage to Chester Hardy., Along
with it oame a letter from Char-
lotte herself, a brief but blithe
letter telling him they were off to
Capri for the winter and that if
Owen would meet them in Naples
about the end of March they could
all have a wonderful Easter to-

1

gether In Rome.
“You've had bad news,” sald the

for the second f{ime in her task of
clearing away the supper dishes
to glance at Storrow as he sat
before the fire turning this letter
over and over In his hand.

“Two old friends of mine have
been married,” he sald as he real-
ized the uselessness of going into
further explanations. But he was
able to laugh a little. “And you
wouldn't call that bad news, would
you, Crystal, a man marrying the
woman he lovesa?”

She looked at him with solemn
eyes,

“Not If the woman loves him
back,” she sajd as she plled dish
after dish on her round black tray.
And the unconsidered sagucity of
that statement did not come home
to him until he had lighted his
lantern and trudged out to the
stables to make sure his stock
were all safe.

It was not, indeed, until the end
of a winter which had provel
strangely mild for the lake region
that anything occurred to disrupt
the quiet flow of the uncounted
days. Storrow noticed, one crisp
March morning of intermingled
frost and sunlight which had sent
him in to breakfast with tingling
body and momentarily el%
spirits, thgt Crystal's face a8 e
poured his coffee was both clouded
and colorless.

“Aren't you feeling well?”’ he
asked as he took the steaming cup
from her hand.

“I'm frightened,” she sald,
avoiding his eyes.

“Frightened?’ he repeated.

“About something that's hap-

pened,” she finally ack owledged.

“What is 1t?" he u& still at
sea. ,

“It's something we should have
thought about in time,” she,sald as
she compelled her gaze to TMeet
his. And ghe knew, the next mo-
ment that he understood.

They were married promptly and
without ceremonoy by the DBaptist
minister of a neighboring town.
Storrow, who had encountered a
number of small but irritating ob-
stacles in obtaining a license, since
the dominion in which he resided
seemed disposed to ignore the legal
status of a foreign divorce decree,
did not take his hollow-chested
reverend friend into his confidence
with regard to that earlier mar-
ringe, though he made the fee as
substantial as his purse would al-
low.

Out of the happenings of that
day Storrow remembered the
threadbare parsonage parlor with
fta worn plush furniture, the
pinched and plaintive face of the
clergyman mumbling so hurriedly
through the abbreviated ritual,
the imperturbable quiet dignity of
the girl who hung on his arm, the
peering faces of children, appar-
ently as thick as rabbits Ip a war-
ren, and the tired voice of a wom-
an Speaking beyond a closed door
and repeating her warning of
“Don’'t feed the goldfish, dearle!"”
(Copyright, 1820, by Arthur Stringer.)

Publiahed by arrangement with Inter-
national Feature Saervice, Inc.)

(To Be Conilnued Monday.)

HINTS FOR THE HOUSEHOLD j

+ To hrown a ple easily dissolve a 4
lump of sugar in a Httle milk and
brush the result over the plecrust
before puc!nu.n in the oven.

L L]

When you have no ‘suet handy
and require a little for puddings
chop a little fresh drippings and

3

use it in place of suet. It will an-
swer just as well,

A quarter of a teaspoonful of
baking powder added to mashed
potatoes while beating them will
make them light and fluffy.

L L] -

Brown boots or shoes should be
rubbed over with a alice of raw
potato before the polish is applied.
Then they are easy to clean and
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Rhyming
Optimist
By Aline Michaelis.

Problems.

HINGS grow darker every

yvear, problem plays inform
us; every one's a little queer,

T

foolish folks alarm us. Schemes of '

living all are wrong; note the
rolled-down stocking; skirts should
be full twice as long; evening
frocks are shocking. Problems—
problems left and right rising to
confront us. Is the price of beef-
steak right? Will the homebrew

stunt us? Problems — problems
here and there are our daily ra-
tion. Should the flappers bob their
hair? What of immigration? How
we vex our inmost souls fretting
for our brothers, stewing over
Yaps and Poles, Singalese and
others! Things grow darker every
yvear? Tut! we don't believe it;
with such troubles on this sphere
folks would haste to leave it. If
we half belleve the' things prob-
lemeers are telling, we would pray
for sprouting wings and a cloud
for dwelling. Problems always
have been here since earth’'s first
revolvidg; but we still have loads
of cheer though things do need
solving. If we had no mooted
points always hanging over us
we'd grow rusty in our joints;
life would sorely bore us. Prob-
lems give us exercise, keep our
jawbones working; talking of ‘em
sounds so wise none need fear our
shirking, Deafer still than eat or
drink problems that perplex us;
What about the missing link?
Will the Peace League vex us?
Yes, they fill our thoughts with
glee, always something doing:
Elnstein's Relativity, matters » of
home-brewing. They are here from
sun to sun taking all our leisure;
bless our problems, every ong,
they're our greatest pleasure!

VICE TO THE
LOVELORN

By Beatrice Fairfax
Is She Fickle?

EAR MISS FAIRFAX:,

When 1 was sixteen I be-
came infatuated with a chap of
twenty. For a year 1 believed
myself to be in love, but after
many disagreements I decided I
did not love him. Three months
after our estrangement I met
another chap for whom I had a
friendly feeling. But that
turned Into lo%e, and I now
realize there could never be any-
one else, What troubles me
greatly is whether my love will
turn out«as the other affair did,
I respect and admire this man
very much Shall I encourage
him, a8/l know our love ls mu-
tual, oshall I cease seelng him
for his own good, bhecause I
realize that I am probably
fickle? ANXIOUS.

IN one breath you say you real-
ize there will never be anyone
else, and In the next you worry
over the eternal qualty of your
love. There are no guarantees in
life that anything will last. At
sixteen you could hardly be @=-
pected to know the great love of
vour life, And even now you're
A bit young to make a decision so
important. Give yourself the test
of time, but stop dramatizing
vourself as a fickle and possibly
dangerons oreature. The chances
are that you're a regular girl look-
ing for love and happiness and not
willing to make sacrifices o get
them.

FOSTER HO
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HOW TO DEVELOP HOME LOVE
- By Loeretto C. Lynch :
(44 ND what preparations | essentinl to a happy bame. A
are youw for | Woman whe i» net In goodl Bealnh
your home Ito ber 1 | CANNOT ﬂr-_“- =
asked the Engaged Girl. home-making e
“Why,” she smiled, “I'm not | IB&t matter. The givi wie e
going to have a home—we are go- .-"'."-‘ to love nature heeagh
ing tg live at a hotel. In the first *mﬂhh-
place, keeping house is SUCH a -.:: can find both satssine
bother, and to tell you the truth, ”“" e m:-llﬂl_ and rea’
I don’t know a single thing about | © -, h-ll::d_g:' —eis
n." uite much FERr e
Here was a fine girl. She had finds in the exprasive heugh
jdeals, was well educated, save | Srude and tawdry cabmre:.
that she had never been brought In the camping parties ergas
to realize that the strength of & | fade by the Camp Fie G »
nation depends in great part upon city girl has u chanee = -
its homes. And because she did | sway to the country -
not know “a single thing” about | makes no @ifference he And
home-making, was perhaps, the | one's father mmy b Il‘-
reason she considered it SUCH & | CITY, now how grest o
bother. position one cocupies IN
How, then, can the average| CITY-—if a ! canmet -y
. busy working mother of today, | catch of the day mer I“ —
who, perhaps, is allowing herself | heds or the fire—ir ~.-1
no time for real home-making, In- STAND on her OWN »
still into her girls that love of | camp—why she & -
home which is so nécessary to pa- A -
triotlsm and national prosperity? siri’s i made -
The apswer is—through thm hhh :-‘. by applymg .
Fire Girls and Girl Scouts o various forms of
zations. — beadwork
The Camp Fire Girls stand for making pottery., embrotlery asse
seven different things which they | #° on Given this Impeten. »
feel is necessary to the best de- | SUTe Imagination = st = ap
velopment of every girl, It tries | '@ Wander inte el
to develop in every gir] & LOVE | channela
of Home, of Health, of Nature, of Camp Fire girle are [
Camping, of Handcraft, of Busi- | make a This .t -
nes and of Patriotism. a most manmer by e
' The love of home is developed | Ing the girl werk out e peel
by concentrating upon the things | lem—“How much & = o
which go toward the making of a | father and mother » haap B
happy home. Health Is the first st yeur?
S

WALTER
DORCHESTER

l Boase: o Cmen Mg o O -

»

pereave nachage

BAKER & CO.




