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CpadMa ©r®ys
Not Necessary to "Make Home Brew" or Flourish

Perfumed Cigarcts to Entertain Our Mont Inter-
esting Young Men, Says One Girl Who Boasts of
Being Both Modern and Old-Fashioned.

BY CYNTHIA GREY
In the, aftermath of answers to "Jack" and "Mr. Twenty-

Six" u one from a modern girl who considers herself old-
fashioned at heari. Her letter is straight from the shoulder,
so to speak, and is refreshing. It follows:

Dear Miss («rey: Your la.st discussion concerning: "old-
fashioned and modern prills" lias interested me a good bit, as
1 certainly consider myself an old-fashioned girl.

Or were "Jack" and "Mr. Twenty-Six," his pal, merely re-
ferring to the girls of large towns?

1 go to church when 1 feel inclined to and am proud of
mv religious friends, since they are mostly kind-hearted and
just.

But I do not spend my entire time in that fashion. I go to
dances and the theatre as well, and tho I do not make up to
«ony great extent or wear extreme clothes, 1 have never as
yet found reason to complain of neglect.

1 drive my own ro.ui.ster tnd have
traveled alone to a Kreut many out-
of-the-way pUeM, but have never
had reason to complain of the din-
courteny of men In general. So
far I have found the old quota

twn. "An you nwarare to your nelgh-
bor he will m<«.sure to you."
usually hold* good.

So to mp. the rep«at»d statement
of a number of your girl correspond-

ent# to the effect that old-fashioned
Kli la will ouly be found at home or In
church seems odd. And their flnuj

statement that the* Just gave up

and went to extremes, ton. for the
Suke of attention, odder atill.

To my way of thinking, the In-
solent admiration of some half t*iked
young iuzz hounds Is not worth the
lows of real self-respect

I am more proud of the fai-t that
my own brothers are not ae-hamed to
present me to their pals at any

time.
Another tetter from a boy of St

Bet me wondering. He seemed firm
In his belief that the boys w ho came
back fmin "over there" had become

fed up on "Jaxxv Jones" that any-
thing el.se must look tame and unin-
teresting.

1 wonder If he is speaking from
actual experience. I received a
rather different opinion from the
many boja I have known and talked
with from over there; my own broth
©is. several of them. Included.

Krora all I have (fathered so far.
the girls of Europe, the majority of
them, were either disgustingly vul-

MISS GKKY will mrelve ren*

ers of this (icvirtment at
The Star offYre on Tuesday* frwn
9 to 4. and at other Umee by M>
pointnient. Please do not («i*

en other «ta>< Uian Tuesday an
I.VM you l»«ire an appointment
with <it*y. a« unexpected
visiters Interfere with her writ

in*.

gar or stupidly uninteresting.
Hut be that as It may, from the

experience of my brothers and a num
tier of boy friends, the greatest shock
of all was the terrible change In
their own girls when they came
back.

The main Idea of entertaining the
hoys seemed to be to dr>g thein off
hy force. If no other way, to sample

their latest "home Irew" \u25a0or tinted
and perfumed i igarets.

1 have heard more than one boy
say, "1 kept straight all the time o\<-r

there and then sorao girl friend gave
me a party as soon as I got back
and thought It the greatest sport to
see me splfllcated." Miss tlrcy, 1
prefer to remain on old fashioned
girt at heart and I am here to tell
the whole world that I ha*e plenty
of nice. Interesting boy friends who
are ready to re.spei t me at any and
all tlnM-s. So, speaking from exper-
ience, ((should say it Is not necessary
for a girl to look like a burlesque bill-
board, twirl a clgaret or make home
W-ew to catch the most worth while,
attractive boys. JACK'S SISTKH.

"THE UPHILL ROAD"
(OopyrtgM. HoMir * ttsogfetoa) By RUBY M. AYRES

DOINGS OF Tilt!DUFFS

FRECKLES AND HIS FRIENDS

THE CRAZY QUILT

EVERETT TRUE

ghost tn the darkness of the land
Ing. When he turned and went
quickly back up the few slalrs to
her side, she Uid a finger on her
lips.

"Did yoa read my note?"
-Yes."
"And ywn wfll promise m«T"
A gleam from a shaded light tn

the hall below flashed on her face.
She looked so pretty?maddeningly
pretty, Ferrler told himself savage-
ly. The old haunting doubts begun

to crowd back.
The refrain of the song (ha bad

sung came back to him.

I know a maiden fair to see?Take
care!

Trust her not, (he Is fooling thee.

He answered her wtilspared ap-
peal with a direct question.

"What Is It to you whether I
play or rot?"

She wrung her hands.
"Oh, you will not help me; you

will not understand."

"What la there to understand?"
he asked her mercilessly. He would
not yield her an inch; she must tell
all, and of her own free will, or else
he would play the game?still dog-
gedly tread the upblll road on which
he had deliberately set his feet.

She was close to him In the dim
light of the landing?and then soft
fingers entwined about his own as
they had done an hour or two since
when he had so roughly 111 used her.

"Oh, why won't you help me?
Why won't you understand?"

"What arn I to understand?"
He would not help her. Even

while the sweetness of her over-
whelmed his senses, thru his head
he could hear the lilt of her song
running clearly, like a warning
voice??

I know a maiden fair to see?Take
care!

Trust her not, she is fooling thee.
Fooling thee! Fooling thee! How

could he know if she were genuine'

now, or still acting? A clever worn
an could deceive a wiser man than
he, and he was not versed la the
ways of women.

"Ferrler!" Hastings called to him
from the hall below, and Fcrrler
drew hi* big hand from her cla«p.
Without another word or look he
went down the etairs and Into tho
room below, where the three men
were gathered rourd the table.

"Hullo!" said Bennett to Ferrler.
"Hullo! Come along, my old sport.
You and I are to show thern how
Ito play?eh? Come along."

Joan, creeping down the slalrs.
heard the door of the room shut with
a little bang of flnalMy. She crouched
down, rocking herself- to and fro.

The smart maid, tripping out of
the kitchen with a great click of
high-heeled shoes, sew the girl's
white osouchlng figure on the stairs.
She stood for a moment Irresolute,

[ looking at her. then she went up and
' laid a not unkindly hand on the
drooping shoulder.

"Oh, ma'am, If the master sees
you

"

But Joan did not answer. The
smart maid sal down on the stairs
healde her mistress. "What's the
use of taking on?" she aaked. her
usual rather affected way of speak
lng reverting Into Cockney. "Isn't
he big enough and strong enough to
look after himself? Whit's the use
of taking on?" She waited a mo
ment; a burst of laughter came from
behind the closed door.

"There now." she (Vild cheerfully
"Didn't you hear that? Mr. Ferrler
laughing louder than any of them!"

But Joan made no reply, and the
mart maid shrugged her shoulders
in the French wiry »-hr affected, and
went back to the kitchen.

Ijiter In the evening, when Joan
i liad uttwUiuU liur Uu awl diUibul

vwrif color ori her white cheeka, she
went downstairs and into the little
room where the air w;ia cloudy and
oppressive with smoke from the
cigars of the four mon. and objec-
tionable wtlh the smell of strong

spirits.

She went hi with a rmfle and a
gay word on hej* lips. She stood be-

hind Major's chair and hild a friend-

ly hand on his shoulder. Ferrier
Haw the Uttle familiar action and set
hla teeth.

"Trust her not, «he la fooling

thee" Ilia eyea mot hers.
"What are you playing?" sTia ask-

ed. There w;ia a strained Intentneaa

in her face.
Ferrlcr blew a wreatfi of smoke

Into the air carelessly.
"Baccarat," he sold.

CHAPTER IX.
A sudden scarlet flush dyed Joan's

white cheeks. The small bund r«at-
Ing on Major's chairbaok clenched
itself suddenly. Then she laughed.

"Baooaratl" cchoed llgiitljr.

"Your favorite game. Isn't It. Te<l
dy?" She looked defiantly at Fen
rier again as she addrossod Major

by the Uttle familiar abbreviation of

his name.
"Teddy slwnys wins st baccarat,"

she t/ild him deliberately.
Major glanced at her over hi*

shoulder.
"I'm not winning tonight, my

dear," he said nonchalantly. " Your
worthy friend on my left Is raking

In the shekels."
"The lm k will change," antd Joan.

"It always does. One hardly ever
wins for long."

"The taw of averare," Interposed
Hastings in his la.r.y voice. He look-
ed at his ulster with a half frown.
"Don't chatter so, Joan. Major
can't play with you standing there."

"Joan's my macc/it," HaJd Major
fatuously, lie put up the hand with
Ulu Cult liuiuuiul rliilC and touched
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hers lightly.
"Stay and bring ma hick, Uttle

lady." he aaiiL
Joan moved away with a Uttle

ahrug of her shoulder*. She sank
into an arm chair near to whore
Hastings sat and took up a book.
Farrier, her, saw that ul-
tho she turned a page now and then,
she did not read a word. Her eyes,
feverishly bright, seemed to wute.h
her brother's every movement. If,
as she had said, she never played

cards, she certainly teemed to un-
derstand them well enough, Judging
by her expressive faca.

The hours raced away. The al-

most motionless white figure In the

arm chair began to get on Ferrler'sf
nerves. His attention strayed. He
began to play badly. The coolly
calculating way he had followed ev-
ery move deserted him. When the
clock struck 12 Hastings threw

down hla cards. "Ferrler'a tired,"

lu> said.
"We wont play any more." He

pushed back his chair and rose to
his feet. "Have another drink?"

"No. thanks," I'orrler answered
mechanically. He was wondering

what thia new movement meant, lit'
glanced at Joan. She was leonlng

back now, her strained attitude re-
laxed. Her eyes were closed. Some
thing In her attltuile reminded For
rler of tho night at the theatre when
she had fainted, lie took up the
cards and be>;an shuffling them furi-

ously.
"I'm not tired," hs aald. "Let's

go on."
But Hastings would not hear of It

Ho pushed the card table on one side,

then refilled Major's glaas and hia
own.

Major wns counting a smsll heap

of silver coin at his elbow. He raised"
his brows laconically, glancing at
Bennett.

"Fifteen pounds out." he said. He
yawned and x'uuo U> hia feet, "Ail

Cupul at Half Price

SPRINKLE-BLOWS MAIL

After Mr. and Mr*. Mtiakrnt had
taken their family home and settled
down again, and Jurk Front hud de-
parted to hunt up nil the little
rrceka and froej-e Vm, Mr. Sprinkle-

Blow aald to the twins, "Well, that's
thatl Not a very fine beginning to
spring weather, but after all, spring

ha* to begin aome way ami It may
an well tie a flood as any other. Old
Man Flood usually has to have hla
fling once a year anyway, That's
over, and now we'd better get down

to tiualncKß. K'pose you com* up to
my hou.«e on the atar with mo, and

we'll look over my mall. Then we
ran tell exactly what everybody
wants."

Nancy and Nick said they would

be very triad to iro, so tlie fairy,
weatherman got astride his magic

umbrella (same as Mother Goose did

her broom) and started off home,

followed by the twin* in their Magic

right eonny," he apoßt rophlrcd Ter-

rier good-humor* dly. "l'U win It all

back tomorrow night"
"I dar» say, and more, too," aald

Ferrler.
He pwept hla winning* Idly Into a

pocket He was beginning to see
thru the grime now. Ho had been

allowed to win in order to gain his

confidence. Perhaps tomorrow ho

would be allowed to do so again, and

then the next night, and the next,

and then for as long afterwards as

\u25a0he submitted to play he would lose

and lose.
"liet us have a song, Joan." said

Major. He crossed to her aide and

leaned over her familiarly. Ferrler,

watching, felt as If lie could have
Kprung upon the man and torn him
forcibly from her.

She Opened he* eyes wearily, and

smiled tip Into the handsome face
bending over hor.

"Not tonight: I'm tired ?not to
night."

"Come. Joan" Hastings Inter-
posed Sharply. "One song-Just one
?the night Is young. What do you
say, Ferrler?"

"I am afraid." said Ferrler slowly

"that my powers of persuasion will

not do much ?U Mr. Major's have
already failed."

Major stood upright He laughed,

pulling at his dark mustache. He
flashed an amused glance at Fer-

rler 1* towering figure.

"You flatter me," he aald. Ho

made a mock how. .

Bennett guffiiwed. He had played
tho steadier giime of them all. The
thought had more tlian once no

curred to Ferrior that, after all, ho
could not bo so drunk as he had
appeared.

(Continued Tomorrow)

Something Boys Would Never Notice!

ADVENTURE-S
OP' Thfr Tw,ns
V div« Rob»tT Barton

Letters lay in a heap all over tht doorstep

Green Shoes that had taken them en
so many wonderful travels.

Soon they arrived at the star
whore Sprtnkie-Blow lived, and hop-
pin* off his umbrella, that gentle-
man led the wny to his house across
the road from the Nuisance Fairies.

"Purring pu.«y-cata!" he ex-
claimed, pointing to the letter box
tucked up boalde Ilia frout door. "Do
you aee that?"

Nancy and Nick said that they
oertntnly did, and who wouldn't. I'd
like to know, unless they were blind.
For the letter box was so full of lot
tors and postal carda that they had
spilled out and lay in a heap all over
tho doorstep.

Nancy picked one tip. "It's from
some of the Bunnies," he said, "for
It's written In Rabl.lt lunguage. 1 *

Nick looked at anottier. "This one
Is from Mr. Squirrel," ho read, "It's
got his address in the corner."

"Complaints, both of them. I
haven't a doubt." sighed Sprlnkle-

Illow with a worried look.
(To Ite Continued)
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In spite of my determination to

be the first to tell Dot how I hid

found myself without money after

taking Kdlth to luncheon, I discov-

ered when I got home tliat Kdlth

had been there before me with the

news.
"That's a good one on yon,"

laughed my wife. "Now you'll be
careful about asking ladles to
luncheon."

"You can he sure I will." I told
her. "HorriLftor I Intend not to go
out with anyone except my wife."

"I don't know whether I like that
or not Will you exp<-ct me to pay
for your luncheons tho way Kdlth
dJ?"

"Whom haa Tom been taking to
lunch?" asked my mother-in-law,
coming into the room.

'Edith, but I'm not a bit Jealous,
mother, even Lf Tom la Jealous of
George."

"Such goings-on? Why did he have
to take her to lunch?"

"You miss the point mother," said
Dot "We are modern young people,

and nalurully Tom gets tired of see-
ing no one but his wife. You do-
m.uid a littio clutut'C, duu'l juu.

Page 391
THE TEST

Mr. Ahrnms waa going to tell
the children a story and l'cggy

said. "la It a story about your
very own little boy T

"No," he said. "It waa long be-
fore I had any little boy of my
own; when I waa a young man

Just getting my start In Seattle.

"You see. Peppy. I enme before
tt was much of a town. I brought

the first buggy that ever was
here. And this story happened
along about 1873, I think It-was.

**l was boarding In * family

where there were four children?-

two boys and two girls?Hind I
got to be mighty fond of those
youngsters and anything that
happened to them was of very

great interest to me.
"I recall one day when I came

In, theJr mother had them all lined
up In a row, and from the dis-
tressed look on her face, I knew
perfectly well that something had
happened.

"Ilesides her own four children
there was another boy, too, lined
up In that solemn row, a little

older than the others.
" "Oh, rtobert,' the jnother ap-

pealud to me, "Isn't this awful?
Oue of these children has taken

the hatchet and chopped down
one of those little cherry trees

we have had so much trouble

Confessions of a Husband

BY ALLMAN

(Copyright, tin. by N. E. A.)

36. DOT HAS A FLARE OF JEALOUSY
d«ir? That scorn to hare been
what you lucked when the time

came to pay the check."
"Change! Humph!"" and my

nrothor-inlaw strode oat of the

room.

"YouH get your mother sore at

me again." I warned my wife. "It's
bad enough to have her that way
when I really dosorve it."

"As tiio you don't deserve It this
timer She said this playfully.
"Where did 3'ou t:ikc Kdith? 1 for-
got to ask her."

"To Bristol's: It'e a chophousc
neiir my offlca."

"Bristol's?"
"Yes. what about ft?"
"Nothing, but ?. Is It that little

pla.ee off Nassau St.?"
"Yes. What makes yon so curious

about it?"
"I?that's where OyrU Sutherland

and 1 used to go?oh, years before
I wns engaged to you. roor Cyril!

I wonder what's become of him."
"Cyril's a nice chap. I'd like to

see him again." 1 said.
"I suppose you and Kdlth sat In

one of those cosy Utile alcoves, too,"
wcul ou DuL ">\'o uaul to Uiiuk it
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Rattle *

* QJ BtyMftbel 4

starting, and they will not M»

few.*
"Then down the line she went

again?questioning and croa»
questioning, and every little fae*
lifted to her a picture of clear-
eyed Innocence and every litU*

voice from the visitor down to
Jimmle, who was only 4 or t
years old, said, *No, mama, really
and truly, 1 didn't do It; 1 don't
know a thing about It.'

"She let them all go, and R
seemed to me aso sad to hava It
left like that, with every child un-
der suspicion und no one really
clear of blame, that I began to
try to think up some good, fair
scheme by which 1 could really
find the guilty child.

*"1 went hark to my work and
every time 1 had a spare mlnuta
1 was thinking about it.

"Finally I got them together
and did some questioning, bat
those clear eyes looking straight
Into mine told me no more thaa
they had told the mother.

"We were a quiet family at
supper that night. Ever notice
how still everything gets and
how much darker It Is when
someloily has done a wrong
thing?

"It was like that and we all
went to bed early, hoping to go to
sleep and forget for awhile that
jome one of us had done a naughty
thing, and ue hp

worse, lmd told a lie almut it."
(To Be Continued)

was so devilish to do that, practical-
ly curtained off from everybody
else."

"What's that?" I almqft Jumped
off my chair. "Do you think Edith
and I have been moping around ia
alcoves together? Why w»?"

"Well, I cant understand why
eU'e you should choose that partid*
lar restaurant- You don't ordinarily
eat there."

"I took her there because the
food's good and not very expensive,
lxiok here, don't be getting Idiotlo
Ideas Into your head. We sat out In
the main restaurant with 40 or SO
other people.

"i didn't even know there were
alcoves there until you told me so
this minute. What were you doing
there anyway, with that Cyril per-
son? Cyrill What a name for a he-
man!"

"That hasn't a thing to do with R.
Cross your heart you didn't *U tB
one of those alcoves?"

"Cross my heart."
It was like a woman to get Jealous

at the wrong time und at the wrong
thing.

(To Be CunUiuuq

* (Continued From Yesterday)
When Joan had tone, ha blew a

kiss toward the closed door.
"Charming. charming," ha said

\u25a0rnpldty, "Grow* mora charming

?very day."
Major Intervened larTTy, yet with

an undercurrent of sharp reminder
to his volca.

-You've never seen Mies Hastings
before," he aald

Ben iett considered.
"Of oourse not ?never teen Ml*"

Hasting* before." he repented, as If

h« were learning a lesson. He
looked up at Ferrler. "Have you

known Mits Hastings long?" he

asked.
"No. only fine* I landed."
"Nearly a month now," raid Has-

tinge pleasantly.
He pushed the decanter across the

tabi<*.
??Yoru're drinking nothing," he said

to Ferrler.

"No. I cant drink If we're going

to play cards. I shall need all my

wits to play with master hands like

>ou feljows," said Femer. v
His voice was ordinary, but there

was a glint In his eyea
"I'm a rotten player," said Ben

nett confidentially. "Simply rotten!
If I d got all the money I've chuck-

ed away over cards, I'd be a rich
man today?eh. Major?"

' Major did not answer. Ferrler

looked at the man beside him with

a sort of disgust. He wondered what

the I'lea was la allowing him to

drink too much. He left his own
"

glass untasted when they rose from

the table. Bennett leaned on his

arm and talked Incoherently. He re-
lated over and over again, with

tnaudltn stupidity, how he had once
gone Abondanre with 12 trumps In

, his hand, and then gone down. Fer-

rler listened and pretended to be
Impressed. In reality he longed to

tend the little man flying Into the
grate among the fire Irons. He

wanted to get away for a moment,

and read Joan's note. He wondered
What had become of her. There was
a feeling of strained excitement in

the atmosphere. He wondered If it

were his Imagination, or If they

were all conscious of It.

Bennett had . collapsed Into an

arm chair. Major was showing Has-

tings a new card trick at the table.

None of them seemed very anxious

to begin play. Ferrler looked on

Idly. Presently he made an excuse

»nd went up to his room. He looked

Into the «>mall drawing room on the

way, hoping to find Joan, but it

wa* empty. The piano stood open

?the song she had sung to him

that night was on the rack. He
""glanced at the opening words grim-

ly?

-1 know a maiden fair to tee?Take

care!
Bhe can both false and friendly me

?Beware!
Trust her not, she la fooling thee!

J* They haunted him as he went
glowly up the sair*. He was acting

the fool by remaining in the house,

he knew, and yet . There was
obstinate blood in him that refused

to allow hlrn to run away.

Not until he was safe In his own
ftjom, wlih the door locked, did he

dare to open the little folded scrap

of paper which lay In his waistcoat

pocket. It was hastily torn from a

theet of notepaper, and the two

words It contained were hurriedly

scribbled In pencil, as If the writer
Jjgd written In great haste or agita

tion.
"Not baccara t!"

P That was all. Ferrler read them

thru twice, then he tore the paper

to shreds, and burnt It In a candle
before he went down .lairs.

When he was half way down to

lhc hall. Joari called to hlrn softly

from dbv\s, Hhii looked like a -mall
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