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+ April 1 the importation of opium into
_States will be prohibited by federal
; crude opium for medicinal pur-
s action on the part of the federal
will tend to break up the vicious

smoking.
ue officials no doubt will encoun-
of difficulty in eliminating illicit
ints. Those who have been carried
‘visions and enchanted hallucinations
1t hard to come down to earth again
" the fancy and imagination upon the

will most likely be made to
work of the revenue agents in try-
p the oplum from our shores, but so
e government has determined to fol-
bitlon plan regarding opium we
1@ drug evil will rapidly decrease,

A ' $
Woman’s Happy Cry

days we hear a great deal concerns
“lives of “bachelor girls” in the arts
professions, epecially of the stage.
the magazines we read glittering ac-
of the careers that American girls are
through their intelligence and talents.
‘good, if we do not THINK. It makes
men of the home and kitchen dissat-
‘they do not THINK.
J. O’Higgins, a writer of excellent
has just had published a brief

etion entitled, “In the Matter of Art.”
, O'Higgins, in his story, has a New
. t unexpectedly meet, in an unique
farm house, an actress who had for-

the playright’s protege, and had won
-of the play-going public. She was at!

glght of success when, suddenly, she
out of sight. The playright had given
a8 lost when, touring through the coune
had happened to meet her.
explained, while engaged in making a
omelet,”” that she had married a young
per reporter, salary $25 a weel:, and
farm house was the home they had
Her husband commuted to the city.
blissfully happy and would never return
playright abuses the woman for her
eredits her with no common sense, says
} public was ready to lie down and roll
more money than she conld use
ing her way, and finally in disgust
out, “Cook! cook! There are millions
to cook. You're an actress. ¥
woman gnn. at him. Finally she

*I was tired of it. Tired of being a mon-
1 wanted a real lMfe of my own—away
you people that don't see anything
ate it, to write it, act it, play the
it. And when I found that I really

- OOMPLETE TELEG!
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could love Jack—that I had enough of the human
being left in me for that—I saw my chance,
while 1 was still young, if I could only get away
somewhere, with him, where all the rest of you
couldn't come around and remind me that I was
only a monkey, and spoil it all, and try to coax
me back. That's why I hid. I want to live.”
She threw her arms out at the golden sunny
room. ‘“Here. A real life. With a real man.
And be happy. And I am. Never—you’ll never
coax me back as long as I can have this. I'm
going to have a real life, with real work, real
love—and babies—real babies—babies of my
own.” F

It is a story worth while. It isn't often
that writers who specialize upon the “bachelor
girl” will give the reader a peep behind the
tinsel at the human heart, and it isn’t often that
women with ‘‘careers’” will admit that the real
longing of their hearts is a home, a husband and
children.

This story will make women of the kitchen
less dissatisfied with their lot if they will only
ask themselves: “Would I exchange my baby
for a directoire stage gown, would I trade my
home for newspaper notoriety, would I forfeit
my husband’s love for a career that would make
me the object of flattery today and an object
of desolation in old age tomorrow?”

The normal and truly happy woman is the
woman of the home,

“Cush” Sells Us Out Again

Congressman F. W. Cushman sold out the
people to get a stand-in with the machine by
voting for Joe Cannon and all he represents in
obstruetion to needed legislation. Now he has
sold out his home city to get a life job for his
brother on the federal bench in Alaska.

In the meantime the people of his home
city are strenuously signing petitions to Presi-
dent Taft demanding in the name of justice to
Tacoma that a Tacoma man be elevated to the
Federai bench here. But “Cush” has forestalled
the game, according to dispatches from Wash-
ington, by getting his brother a job on the bench
in Alaska which gives Tacoma a mighty cheap
notoriety and shuts the door of possible ap-
pointment for a Tacoma man to the federal bench
here. And-them ‘“Cush” agrees to have a Seat-
tle mamn; for the Tacoma judgeship.

In the struggle against Seattle jealousy Ta-
coma stands little show when her own alleged
representative plays into the hands of the King
county gang for his own personal and family
ends.

The sefsmograph can tell you all about an
earthquake 5000 miles away. Now for one which
will tip off one that's five minutes away.

John G. Waoley, it is reported, has quit the
prohibition party, because, he says, “his work
is done.”” And we were quite sure that the man

who sat next to us at the theater last nigh had
been drinking.

RAPHIO NEWS SERVICE SUPPLIED BY THE
WIRE.

Beat separately the yolks of
eight eggs and the whites of six;
add half a teaspoon of salt and
lightly beat the whites into the
yolks. Pour into a hot pan,
greased with a little butter. Lift
up the edges and let the liquid
part run under. When set, cook
in the oven for a few minutes,

MIXED SPICES

This is a rule from an old New
England family noted for their
good cooking. ’

‘“Take two tablespoonfuls of| ]
powdered cinnamon, one table-
spoonful of powdered cloves, one
tablespoonful of powdered all-
spice, two teaspoonfuls of pow-
dered mace and one grated nut-
meg. Mix thorQughly and sift
twice. Put away in a tight glass
Jar or tin box and keep ready for
use. ‘

The spices becoming finer iIn
flavor by long standing, and are
much better to use than anyone|
can buy already prepared.

way

of sweet dignity.
ishness and youth.

A debutante this year will wear her hair this

'The ribbon gives the front appearance one
The curls give a touch of girl-

Craze for Puffs and Switches Isn’t Abating

Lower and

rests on the ba

bringing the hair, until now the bulk of the hair

This picture shows the extreme style for
evening dress, side view, ?

lower the fashion in coiffures is

ck of the neck.

GIVE THE BOY A SHOW

By Cynthia Grey

The boy bounded up the steps, burst
shrill whistle that set all ears tingling.

and threw himself down on theicouch,
Amid such exclamations as! these:

care, almost savage one. 1819

passing delivery men.

18

[ 3 & L]

of some notice besides criticism, i !

very faults that we so hate.

manly to be rough and uncouthi
ging? No, indeed. 19
There lies beneath almost eévery

not to a command or a threat,

ALLOWED TO.

So much depends upon environment.
TOO GOOD for the boy.
and do as they like.
trouble. You will. have your boy at home, his
companionship, with nothing to fear for his future.

confidence

.through the door with a
Shoes covered with mud, he tossed his cap in his sister’s face
‘“Oh, do be careful,” ‘“‘Stop

your noise,” ‘“Your shoes are alll mud,” ‘“Don’t lean against
sofa cushion,’” the sunny expreukm* soon gave way to a surly, don’t

the

Snatching his cap, and mnttoﬂhg between his teeth, ‘“‘Cut it
out,” he shuffled from the room; slamming the door like a young
savage, to give vent to his injuréd feelings by throwing rocks at the

Perhaps Mark Twain wai—f'rlsm when he sald: “A boy shounld
be kept in a barrel and fed,tk¥ough the bunghole until he is 21,”
but I say, give the boy a show/ &t least to feel that he is worthy

Boys are naturally rough, tnd pride themselves often on the

His own “I” forms his primary consideration. He thinks it
Do we help him by constant nag-

rough jacket A GREAT BIG
HEART, waiting for a call to respond to the sympathetic message,

TAKE HIM INTO YOUR CONFIDENCE AND TRUST HIM.
If he is fatherless and must be guided wholly by his mother,
he will soon feel some of the responsibility of the family,

IF

Send him on errands of trust that appeal to his manliness, and
just the small matter of letting him serve at table, as soon as he is
old enough, will give him a certain dignity and bearing.
Don’t make the
Let him have a place to bring his friends,
It will compensate in the end for

home

all the

and

AFTER ALL, A BOY CANNOT HELP BEING A BOY.

Daily Comic and Humor Section

RPENTANCE

-clever boy?
delightful morning, instead

-0
It is always

ROBERT'S
Robt. Ridley was 12 years old his parents let him go tc
himself. It was not far from his home, and thus he was
find his way without being led by the hand. Was not

ofd,olu to school, Robert
to play truant. This wo have been horrible
i, but he was afterward tempted to enter Into mischief by

v - =f

the other bqys who are idle.
take part fn your naughty pastimes,”
their advances, “but I have been so carefuly reared to be-
by my doting parents that I fear I will make but a
and boisterous conduct.” Indeed, Robert was
of the school, until this evil moment, when he

A Word from Josh Wise.

“Life reminds me
of a cat and a globe
full o' gold fish:
You can see a lot in
it that you'd like
ter have, but you
don't know just
how ter git it out.”

A Southern general was illus-
rating the cheapness of confeder-
ite money after the civil war.

“Two soldiers met on the road.
Jne was riding a poor, one-eyed,
ame skeleton of a horse.

“‘Give you $10,000 for that
iorse,” sald the soldier on foot.

“*‘Ye're jokin',’ said the rider.

“ ‘Well, make it $100,000 then.’

“‘Run along. I just paid
$125,000 to get him shod.'”

‘J‘g;

the president can now sport frock
coats and silk hats with the assur-
ance that they won't have to go
out on any 20-mile ride the
first time it rains good and hard.

Secret service men who watch

HER INTUITION VINDICATED

=
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“Hey, Maggle, wot did I 03’:1"! He's pro

ool

MAGIC TRANSFORMATION
The New Kitchen Help: me!
: What's the , Nellie?
The New Kitchen Help: Wiy ' ma’am, I thought I put out an
milk bottle last night, 1K@ you told me, and here this morn-
mgmn'num.u. N
b
IN THE DIME MUSEUM

Bearded lLady: What alls the Human Salamander?
s Nf‘ﬂ‘-‘%'ﬂl He just put the wrong end of his cigar in

. |was very tond

LDat’ly.S‘ hort.Story

BARBARA OF
THE HERMITAGE

By Stuart B. Stone,

The Hermitage was set upon a
green, steep hill, as far from the
haunts of men who vow and snare
and protest, as old Dandridge
could place it. The Ilaboratory
was crammed with grotesque
glass tubes, with red and wviolet
liguids, and with strange powders,
which some day would hurl old
Dandptdgo above the tops of the
towefing pines. The library had
a thousand grim, gray books of
physics and one little volume of
forbidden romance, which Bar-
bara knew by heart.

The title of the volume was
“The Love of Sir Landry, and it
had been written many years ago.
There were a dozen wood cuts of
strutting, gay knights and a maid,
the Lady Elinor, whom all the
‘knights adored. In her pent-up,
solitary life, Barbara of the Her-
mitage had known but one man
who could have kissed a sword
and bowed the knee to the Lady
Elinor,

The champion had come to the
Hermitage limping on the arm of
a gloved-and-goggled man whom
he called a chauffeur. They had
lost the main highway and had
met with accident on the choppy,
boggy road to the Hermitage. The
champion had to remain for a
golden month, while
dridge fumed.

Barbara was reminded of Sir
Landry of the romance when first
she saw the man, and at the first
opportunity she asked timidly:

‘“‘Sir, are you a knight?”’

The stranger smniled, though his
pain was great.

‘“Not much,” he replied. ‘“Men
call me a predatory plutoecrat.”

““Ah!"’ said Barbara, uncompre-
hending; and after the golden
month had slipped by and the
champion had gone, she asked her
grim father what a predatory
plutocrat might be.

‘““The bane of the earth!"™ growl-
ed the old man.

“Dear me!” sighed Barbara.

“The scourge of the universe!”
snapped the philosopher.

“Mercy!” gasped Barbara.

‘“The oppressor of mankind!”
fumed old Dandridge.

““Oh, dear! wondered Barbara.

To the girl, he had been the
light, the glory, the golden hope
of the world; and she could not
refrain from decking him with

old Dan-

the plumes and the lance of good
Sir Landry and allowing him, in
the quaint phraseology of the old
romance book, to “tilt mightily
with goode steel blades for ye
Ladie Elinor.”

But old Dandridge strode into
the room and jerked tw) perni-
cious volume from her,

‘“Snares of the world!”
raged. ‘‘Read this!”

He placed in her hand a great,
fat book of equations; and, as he
strode angrily away, the girl read
with tear-dimmed eyes:

“XistoCas Y is to ?”

It was a sad cry from Sir Lan-
dry, and the girl let the dreadful
equations fall to the floor and fell
to dreaming of the day that the
one man from the great outer
world had come limping through
the Hermitage door. She was
roused by a step on the thres-
hold.

‘‘Barbara,” said a well-remem-
bered voice. ‘Little hermit-girl
of the hills—I have come for
you!”’

It was the well-beloved cham-
pion of the golden month, strong
and ereet now, with a cheery
smile upon his face and the love
light in his eye.

“Oh!" cried Barbara, with a
little start, ‘“‘the dear, dear bane
of the earth!”

“Come!” summoned the cham-
pion, and Barbara sprang with a
lttle cry.

Old Dandridge entered the
room, mumbling his eternal phy-
sics; ‘“The properties of hydro-
gen’’

“Father!"” cried Barbara, ‘“‘the
dear, dear scourge of the uni-
verse!” while the champion
laughed and held her closer.

“Here, here!” cried the old
man. ‘‘Release my daughter, you
snare of the world!”

“Dear, dear snare of
world!” murmured Barbara.

Then she led the champion and
placed his hand in the hand of the
philosopher and bowed low before
the quavering old man. Old Dan-
dridge regarded them both for a
very long minute, while visions of
his own long-dead youth must
have come to him. Then at the
last he muttered:

“So be it—and bless you both!”’

As he picked up the fallen
equations, allowing his dim eyes
to hover lovingly over the cube
roots and signs. Barbara took
the hand of her champion.

“Sir Landry,” she whispered.
“You shall tilt for me!”

he

the

Old Ranger was a big red setter
who lived on a farm. Ranger’s
mistress was very sick.

He missed her and looked so
unhappy that his master stopped
to pet him when he came out on
to the porch with another man,
whom everybody called ‘‘Doctor.”

er,”” the doctor said. “If the
weather would only change, or she
could eat something. Isn’t there
ndmr -she has sald she want-
e ”

“No,” and Ranger’s master
shook his head sadly. “She did
say she'd Hke a bit of quail, but
after this hot summer they've all

yesterday, but we didn’t see any
game at all, dia we, old boy?”

Ranger’'s master was so sad he
never noticed that Ranger fol-
lowed the doctor away, trotting
along in the cloud of dust his
buggy left behind it.

But he missed him at dinner,
and when he dtd not come for su
per elther, he got worried, for

“Where can he bet”

o~

of Ranger.

“‘She doesn’t seem any strong-|:j

3 et P:_m, patting his M, §

thought, as he went to the gate
to look up and down the road for
the thenth time, when suddenly,
far away, he saw coming a little
cloud of dust.

Nearer and nearer it eame, and
figally out of it appeared four
tired red legs and a drooping
plumy tail, and them Ranger,
dusty, dirty, worn out, but happy,
trotted to his master feet and laid

SOCIETY

AN INFORMAL RECEPTION will
be tendered the members of the
Iowa College Glee club which
sings at the First Congrega-
tional church this evening under
the auspices of the Brotherhood
of that church, in the rooms of
the University club immediately
following the concert. The Glee
club is on a 6000-mile trip, be-
ginning March 13 at Mason City,
Iowa, and ending April 13 at
Grinnell, Iowa.

THE TUESDAY NIGHT CLUB
will celebrate All Fools’' day
with a social and apropos pro-
gram tomorrow evening at the
home of Mr. and Mrs. J. L. My-
ers, 504 South 35th st.

DANCING and refreshments will

be the feature of the regular
meeting of Topaz circle, No. 427
. to be held this evening in Co-
lumbia hall, South Ninth and
Tacoma av. A large attendance
is desired.

MRS. HINES will entertain the

Eidelwelisg club Friday after-

noon at her home, 713 South

17th st.

THE HIGH SCHOOL ALUMNI
meeting i8 to be held in the
High School library Friday,
April 20, at 8 o’clock. Officers
will be elected.

THE WOMAN’'S CLUB will hold
its regular open meeting to-
morrow afternoon at the home
of Mms. J. R. Addison, 911
North I street. Mrs. Emma
Smith De Voe, president of the
State Suffrage association, has
been asked to address the meet-
ing.

THE CRESCENT EMBROIDERY
CLUB will be entertained at
the home of Mrs. Frank Morse,
1108 South M street, Wednes-
day, April 7. All members are
requested to be present.

PROMINENT AMONG SOCIAL
AFFAIRS of the week is the
wedding this evening of Miss
Myrtle Fleetwood, daughter of
Mr. and Mrs. T. J. Fleetwood,
to Mr. Roland Edgar Jones, of
Dawson, Alaska. The wedding
will take place at the residence
of the bride's parents, 1012
North Eighth street. No cards
have been fssued, as invitatioms
have been limited only to the
relatives and immediate friends,
After  the wedding, Mr. and
Mrs. Jones will leave for Seat-
tle, where they will depart the
following night om the steamer
Jefferson for Dawson. Miss
Fleetwood has had many
charming affairs planned in her
thonor during the month.,

THE LADIES’ AID SOCIETY of
St. John’s English Lautheran
c¢hurch will meet tomorrow aft-
ernoon at the home of Mr. and
Mrs. Frederick Walter, 1512
South M street.

MRS. SCHWARTZ, 2315 South B
street, will entertain this even-
ing for Hooker circle of the
G. A. R,

A PARTY OF PROMINENT Qer-
man people of Tacoma will
leave tomorrow morning for a
summer’s trip through BEurope.
In the party will be Mrs. Rob-
ert Hanke and daughter, Miss
Florence Hanke, and Mrs. R. M.
Schotzko and Rudolph Schotz-
ko. They sall from New York
April 20.

DEGREE TEAM of the Modem
Woodmen of America will en-
tertain at a social dance this
evening in Eagles’ hall. Smys-
er's orchestra will furnish
music and refreshmeants will be
served.

LETTERS FROM
TIMES READERS

Editor Times, Sir:—The large
attendance op Sunday evening at
the Temple of Music attests the
waxing interest in soctalism. The
Rev. Stanley did very well iIn
making his stand for individual-
ism, considering he was up against
theories that have never been con-
troverted. The decision of the
majority was that real individual-
ity can only be fully developed un-
der socialism.. But why do so
many of the clergy claim that so-
cialism is opposed to the church?
Socialism is not against Chmis-
tianity. But the soclaliste recog-
nize that the church has not rep-
resénted true Christianity to any

“|great extent, and that the latter

has progressed more In spite of,
than -with the aid of, the church,
The fundamental basis of both
Christianity and socialiem is love
(not free love as T. R. woould have
it). You cam be m soclalst with-
out being a Christian; but you
cannot be a true Christian without
being a seocialiet.

AMOR OMNTIA VINCIT.

To the Editor of The Times:

ere a fat young quafl!
dirty

And, all he was, it was the employment offices.” It
hhl-mllt:—'r:.ontmnt:-pr my belief that a city like Ta-
had his supper, gnawing the big- could well afford to have
geut bone he ever had ';g.m-dmdntnmmdl -nplor
nibbled her quail and smiled over office free for :
at him. “%h-.hﬁ'ttﬂﬂsa
“You dear old doggie—I do be- have hundreds of joba ad-
m ' ” m“‘“h“ ’
i bl o T Rt ...mn....u-a:':g

out an ad_ for help someone
8 Incubators, ™ there m.uhn, the tj: *.
ence. Tacoma Imp, Ma Why that free employ-
15th and : 'ment office doesn't get the hiring -

:(hnwy-r-um“&u

TEe &
and vl;

Dear Sir—I have just been ll,'
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