By Helen Borden

MISE ALICE MEREDITH, eare mre.
Joseph Havemeyer, Madison avenue,
New York:

My Desr Alice: Altheugh your Aund
Xatheripe has never epealy sanctioned
aSvoroe ss the wife of that elderly
éogrmat for chorus giris, Josish Have-
meyer, she can't fall to think of it
with covetous sapprecistion. This Dbe-
fog the case, What more easy than to
enlsrge her vision emough for it to
take Iin the beauty and candor of our
arrsngements? Parry her oriticisms
of me and her uplifted eyebrows—
they're not real, anyway-—with a line
of talk Uke this: We admit that it is
customary for mother and 3aughter to
be eternally attached-——no matter how
disheartening the result—bdbut we deny
the infallibility of the customgnd re-
fuse to believe that divorce was in-
vented merely for the relief of squab-
bling personeg of the opposite sex

This will give her gomething to think
sality, the conjugal entangle-
need of divorce laws

ment has less

han ave some other family connec-
tior eing whole lot easier to
lose & hu nd or a wife than it is to
se & mother or father or sister. More-

over, the tie is not thrust upon
one, but fs ted after some delib-
eratl whereas, in the maternal re-
Jation, for imstance, there is nothing
] he world to protect an unsuspect-
ing woman from giving Mnh to a
te of her “orst enemy—gen-

her husband’'s sister.

is whsat happened to me, my

dear, so unto Caesar I render the

things that are Caesar's—and Caesar
will be delighted, don’t fear!

Since you left I have had another

tter from Katherine. Bhe seems ready

to countenance any theory whatsoever
that you will give her—ridiculous
arren creature!—a lovely ready-made

chila
Az a meatter of fact you

ch

&re, a8 you
more kin to Katherine in

every way that counts than you are to
me. She is an accomplished worldling
and you wish to become one, while I,
your mother, will always—even (n a

columbarium-—remain more or less a
dsughter of the plains.

To be perfectly frank—and foolish—
not quite positive .of even our
reletionship until the day you
unfoldés your plans for our divergence.
Btrangely enough I never felt so little
defrauded and daughteriess as when,
with accuracy and even & trace of
you sketched out my bewlilder-
ing unfitness to be the mother of youl

At thet moment, for the first time
since you learned to talk, I knew you
mine

Katherine wanted
twenty yesrs =&go,
blue-eyed darliin with plump, In-
effectual little letl. I still have the
stockings you wore then, my baby—
all of them-—and sometimes when I am
tired there is one palr, with creases
sbout the ankles and a worn place
where your tiny big toe used to go,
that I can hardly bear to contemplate.
I remember how pink your feet looked
through their open mesh, felt again
in my arms the inert weight of a soft

I was
fleshly

humor

to adopt you
when you were &

little body. They seem more you than
you yourself, these outgrown baby
clothes.

D

on’t ever blame yourself agsain for
our separation. You have always been

gentle and obedient—the faliure |is
mine—one of many. Dear child, un-
less suffering spells success in this

place “of wrath and tears,” unless suf-
fering spelis euccess, your portly moth-
er will never wear the laurel! BSo she
wants you to bey-88 you are—different.

When I look back, my own life seems
$ust one long blunder. From first to
I heve never yet done anything
would not llke to 40 over—in
some other way, in any other way. I
doubts even about this latest act
but since it is =also yours,
ng from you, your needs and ambi-
tions, I am reassured.

. . .

last

the 1
that 1

fee

mine;

It is difficult for me to believe that
& month ago I had intended you
plodding domastic life; that I
ed completely to see the lark under
yvour puliet's feathers; that I thought

uj
for &
fal

you loved this Meadows man. ‘Your
dynamitic inheritance biew all these
notions into ruins. Even before you

had finished reading the lawyer's let-
ter announcing your uncle's bequest,
"you hefl ceased to de a demure young
thing and ten secon after it was
conclufied Jyou deliberately unfolded
your pinions and prepared to soar
straight to the sun. “Now!"™ you said
—arect and triumphant-—"we can live
in London and New York!” Even the
expression of your clothes had changed
—you were more straight-front and
knowing.

Ounce only In your life had you sur-
prised me before. This was on your
eightesnth birthday, when you stated—
gently, of course, you are always gen-
tie—that &s you found Iliterature of
all kinds fatiguing end your plano
solos Inferior to those of & mechanical
sttachment, you could not see the sense

ds
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of -mny - further epplication.: You -had
always read and practiced so diligently
that your remarks‘were, to say the
least, unexpected.

n consideration I saw that you were
right; that you would never love either
books or music or be able to expand
through them.

It was then that I began to encour-
age golf and John Meadows, for he,
too, found musical machines satisfsao-
tory and books productive of slumber.

Well, we have threshed it all out
long ago and you are gone! You
wisned to escape from the little house
on thé hill, you were tired of {its
bread-winning stmosphere, {ts worn
rugs, its long rows of books, its home-
1y, informal dinner table. You longed,
as youth will long, for: the glitter of
the big, busy world, the unrest of ball-
rooms &nd briiliant streets. I am giad
you know so well what you want of
life. It is the surest way to satisfac-
tion.

Probably two-fourths of the women
in the world fritter away their years
without ever trying to crystallise.thelr
desires or arrive at a definite ambition.
Another fourth realizes the necessity
for single-hearted wishing, but,
through some infirmity of purpose, is
unable to keep one desire paramount.

~-man-childl

The .remainder (to which you belong)
is the fourth that waits with watchful
eyes and ready hands to clutch ome of
Opportunity’s motors as they whisk by,
You yourself have boarded a big tour-
ing-car and, as you glide away, I strain
my eyes for the last glimpse of your
pele-gold halr, thinking deeply of how
little I am able to keep you on youw

 long Journey.

Dear little girl! I gave you life—is
it true, I wonder, that I can give you
nothing more? Is thers not some lan-
guage, some fafr country in which we
may meet and understand? Even this
short absence has brought us nearer
friendship. Our letters show it, and I
find in me now the hope that out of my
disappointments, out ot the fullness of
my faflures, perhaps a Ilittle wisdom
may be snatched by 7ou-r—my only wo-
D. M

lybotr-——-Whymthilbhckcnpe‘

over the terms of your uncie’s wili?
The provision that if you marry you
lose four-fifths of the estate seems al-
most _intelligent te me. Think of It!

-nmyunmmmwcmoz
's. mercenary husband! "

At any rate it shows you just what

'you had for an uncle (and I for a’

brother) in Harry Reeves, & man who

was always ready to give if he could
tle & string to the gift.

Katherine becomes comic.in hn fear
lest you grow 'to believe some man
worth more than a million and a quar-
ter.
marry without hanging fire!

To love and ‘to be able to throw her-
scif upon the rising tide of lIove, so its
lLigh water may meark the honomoop,
is & joy that rarely comes to women—-

-our kind of women.

Too many of us are forced to wait

the  mud flats - of passion lying bare
and ugly.  We love still—being mostly
fond and faithful creatures—but not
for us {s the ‘divine uplifting of the
Floodl No orested-waves for us; we
are moored forever: in still waters.

with that spineless Flossie Day. It is

‘up In: horror!
It you eonly could care enough to

silly

her hands. John always was
ebout pretty hands,
Affectionately,
D- u'_ﬁ

Kl L] .

My Dear Child: Kate writes thlt
she . intends to .make' you the most
popular girl in her set—with women!

My darling, the mother in me rises
I'let you go to Kate,
knowing her, it is true, to be wholly
worldly and all that, but I aa wpot-
dream’ she could be so callous as to

‘enter you in such a race as this!

“Most popular with women!" ‘Alack
and alag the day!

Dear, good little girl, dont set your

feet on that track!
until it is ebb-tide in the heart, with -

A woman occasionally contaminates
her worthlou body (k!ssu and’ mi- '
crobes are chum-) trying to attract
more than her -hm:e of men, but she:
must lntoct her lmperisha.blo soul and -

£ detudo her very ‘brain In order to be '
.~ +“so popular with women.” :
John Meadows is consoling -himself .

She must be double-faced, nay, forty- -
faced; she must smile and agree bland-
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1y when every noble instinct clamers
repudiation; she muyst fawn and bow
down whers she should walk erect and
unafraid; she must join In every hue
and cry against the unfortunate of her
own sex; she must be supercilious to
“outsiders” lest she-he counted among
them! Come back, little white pullet,
come back to your. alfalfa patch; these
be deadly weeds you. are among.

If you'insist upon staying whers you
are let me beg you ‘not to separate men
and women {n your mind as Kate would
have you. Treat them approximately
ellke and be reserved with both,

If you must have.a confidante let it
be a man, or else of an age either too
young or. too old for jealousy of you.
Whatever . you do, don't, don't waste
your time in collecting “dear, sweet girl
trlends." or in trying to win general
approbation. -

Happlness is often referred to as a
mere battle; it is a solld sphere com-
pared to Popularity, for the latter
doesn't really exist (it bging a figment
of milk and water temperaments),
whereas Happiness sometimes comes
very, very near If we pretend to forget
about Her and look the other way.

The delightful creature whom “every-
body llkes” is generally the least loved;
and the regard he recelves, collected
and concentrated, would not compare
either In quantity or quality with the
effection many notably “queer” and
unpopular persons win.

It is undoubtedly true that “socially”
the favor of one woman {s worth more
than that of forty men.  This is ob-
vious, for, as Kate says, “One can't
go anywhere thiat ia worth golng un-
less some woman invites you.” There-
fore I can contemplate peacefully a

. moderate -degnee ' of approval of you,

from your own. ux—but don't encoup-
.age it
If you look thrm&ttor squarely in the

“face (that will ‘be’ difficult, for it's a

double-faced proposition) you will see
“that, in drder for & woman to be com-
mnded by the bulk of her kind she
must throttle every rugged virtue and
every positive attribute.

What doés the average woman ask
of her begkirted umnw.u? -

She asks them. first of I.Il. to be

/

pleasant gossips, meaning persons wihg
will listen to maliclous innuendoes and
cap, them elther with agreement o1
addition, preferably the latter. (Thers
{s no surer way to win dislike than by

defending the absent.)

She demands that they rendsr triduts
wmaterial tribute—in some form,
either In the shape of invitations, ine
troductions or perhaps in mere toady-
fam.

She demands tuat they be, or pretand
to de, of the genus satellita This i
the reason you find women hovering in
comstellations or bunches, with ome
more powerful than the others
(through wealth or position) In the
center of the group, the rest revolving
Ifks subsidlary planets about her

The “popular girl” among women I
the girl who has entrance into thwe
greatsst number of groups—the gir
who is most varfously parasitical.

The moment she sets up & constella.
tion of her own she ceases to be
“popular,” acquires enemlies, syoe-
phants and possibly a few frienda

John Meadows tries to comfort mae
by saying that no child of mine could
ever become universally liked——unless
she was dead! I wish I weres surs of it

D. M——

My Dear: Ever since you left I hawve
Peen worrying about purely material
trifles.

I always took superlative ocare of
your hands, for I once lost a proposal
I would have llked to bave had (Just
*had,” you know), solely because twe
of my halfmoons were almost covered
by the cuticle. Of such trifies “love”
is made. He told me c1l about it after-
ward.

While I am on this sort of thing let
me remind you (not because you need
it particularly) that you can’t ‘75 toa
fastidious about petticoats and all that
You will find two dozen of everything
in the big gray trunk. Never let your
stock run down. Keep adding to (&L

Always act as if your mald were next
week to be at the ear of your most ma-
licious acquaintance. You have as yet
no “secrets of the toilet"™ to hide, but
there other things. If, for instancs,
you chance to miss your morning bath,
don’t let her know it, and never exhibit
eny of your weaknesses before her
This will be fatiguing, but you are
young enough to stand It. At any rate,
it is a part of the life you have chosen
~—this esplonage of servants and the
necessity for being always on parade.

It is tolerably clear to me that soon-
er or later you will decide to marry,
even though you are compelled thereby
to lose a million. Let it be sooner. ’A
bachelor maid's position In “society”
is delightful up to thirty, but it palls
my dear; and thirty is not the age 2t
which & woman has her best oppor-
tunities for marriage—no matter whai
the women of thirty may tell youw

You would not care to have s hus-
band younger than yourself (his fresh.
ness would be unbecoming), and =a
bachelor of thirty-five is so apt to de
baldish or apoplectic or worse still,
club-broken.. Oh, it s much, much
wiser to settle the matter before you
are even twenty-eight. You get a
younger, fresher-hearted man and bet-
ter children and (here's the vital point)
your children know you in your prime,

Take warning from my case I
wafted until frightened by thirty, with
the result that before you and Hal and
Will . were big enough to appreciats
such things I had lost my youth and
most of my vitality.

Can even you, the eldest, reallze that
once your mother was a thing =il fire
and enthusiasm—beautifully allve with
luminous eéyes?

No, my dear, you can not. Yeou think
of me as having always been a stout
brindle-haired phlegmatic woman of
fafty.

It is not exhilaratinz to be thought
of in that way and morecver I have
not half so much influence over you as
if I were young and handsome.

“While ye may go marry,” thet ia
my advice. If Kate Iindorses it she
will surprise me much.

You see, although she knows large
quantities of people (people one meas-
ures by the foet or quart) she has
reached the age when Rer only chance
for really active circulation among
them is as the chaperons of some
charming girl. She has acquired the
girl at last—will she, do you think, de
in & hurry té give her up to s hus-
band?

This reluctance of hers to part with
youy will, In reality, be of the utmost
assistance to you In marrying well—
don’t let her suspect It.

The - shortsighted methods of the
average mother who hurls her daughter
at matrimony and jerks her son away
cause most of the old mailds in the
world and most of the weddings, too,
for men would never marry unless they
encountered opposition somewhere.

Really, the only. rational climax to
the butterfly career you have chosen is
to settle on the very nicest man in the
world and make him your abject hus-
band. Neither your beauty nor your
money (even {f you could keep it)
would enable you to do this. It s
quite impassible to figure out any sys-
tem for enslaving a man in the way I
mean. I've seen commecnplace, dull
women accomplish it and charming ones
fail. Possibly the condition is due to
self-hypnotism on the part of the hus-
band.

But enough of husbands. At present
probably all you are wanting is to see
the world and to be sought by what
Kate calls the “nice” part of it. Noth-
ing is so fatal to this ambition as talk-
ing a great deal and pralsing one hu-
man being befors or to others. Ia
extolling a person it is ten chances to
one that your approbation will not bhae
sweeping enough to satisfy the recip-
fent and it is certain that you will

offend every other person withia sound *

of your volce.

It toock me thirty-three years to find
this out for sure

As for talking mors than !'s neces-
sary, look at Saran Moore' Ler cone
verzation Is diverting, witty and hes
voice magnetic, yet at a dinner doesn’t
everybody treat her much as if she
were & hired band? The other girls
flirt, work off their little glances and
dinky feminine stunts under cover »f
her cheerful performance, and the man
who takes Sarah in to dinner is just
as little In love with her as before!

1 effervesce with amazement when,
remembering that there was a time
when I myself tried to ouytshine the
male thing that wanted to llke ma,
Even a peahen knows betier. D.M
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