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BE KINDER TO YOURSELF

Vynmsn Are Often Victime of Nervous-

ness Because They Don't Know
How to Relax,

One of the impnmqt things to know
in life, especially it you are & woman,
is how to Jet yourself alone, writes
Mary Carolsn Davies in the Mother's
The ability to relax, the
art of being judiciously lazy, the tact
1o let herselt alone has saved many a
woman from a npervous breakdown.

Magazine.

The Married Life of Helenand Warren

By MABEL HERBERT URNER

Originator of “Their Married Life.”  Author . of "The
Journat of a Neglected Wife,” “The Woman Alana. etc.

And So It Is.

“What do you counsider the grentest
human paradox?"

“A secret sesslon of a woman's
club.”

Smile, m tiful clear white
I Tl ey M Blue, Arerican
made, henciors et A1 gt A

Sure. Thing,

On a Dark, Wintry Morning

|rr|tahle Mood

Warren Gets Up in a Surly,

Sh! that's my neighbor's
dag Be careful what you say about
that woman,

Fair Guest—Why that's silly. Dogs

We all know tbe housewite who nags =

herself into guch a satate of

tlousness thag she cannot rest. If she
les down she is continually worrylog
herself with thoughts of the work that
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WAS DOUBLING UP ON LIFE

Czused Embarrassment,

Harvey said at a bane
N

ci:ﬂ_\‘ \\h‘?
kind that i've recefved t!

i

Much of the blame for this stato of
affairs lies ag the doors of the moth-
The mi.!ske Is in thelr training
especially thefr
sey are taught from ear-

o be kiad to others, to
, to forglve them, to
belp them; B8t from birth to death no
one over telff them to be kind, also,

ers.
of thefr chedren,
daughters.
Ifest {nfanc
bear with

to themselves,

The woman who nags herselt can
make-herself more miserable than any-
one elso possibly could. She can make
ber life more df a nightmare than a2ny
It
such women could learn to be kinder
to themsclves there is no doubt that
their own lives would be lengthened;
and not only that, but the lives of
titose with whom they come fn close
contact would be made far aore pleas-

misfortune could possibly make it.

ant.

. What She Expected.
“Look at her,” &aid the ironmonger,
indicating a departing customer.

. part in time frem the maker's.
, Small  Girl's  Urfortunate Remem- ; couldn’t get it. Now she wants me
brance. of Mother's -Remark ¥ a charwoman. who came un-

cgarily, h;\l’ a crown an’ twopence

for the clothes.

The fronmonger paused to breathe

heavily,
“But that's not all.
dines out on washdays,

“She
| sent ber wringer lere to be repaired.
1 promised it to her for this week,
provided 1 could get a certain new

1] ond the fey

Her husband
and as he dined
out on a washday that wasn't a wash-

Warren yawned, raised himself on
his elbow, and stared at the small
nickel clock that
was half hidden
by the thermo bot-
tle.

Leaning out of
bed to move the
bottle, with sleepy
awkwardness he
knocked oft the
tumbler beside it.

“Qh—oh!” as
the crash awoke
Helen. “What's
that?”

“Smashed &

“It's one of the
good glasses, too,”
drowsily.

“Then why the
dev!! do you put things so I can't see
the clock?” settling down for another
five minutes. “Hope you had enough
alr last night—tkis room’s cold as
Greenland”

Helen, who always got up and closed
the windows, now with shivering re-
luctance slid out of bed. In ber haste
a fiuttering curtain czught in the sash,
wind blew n:ercifessly
through lher thin nightgown as sie
tried to frec it. Then she stcoped to
tura cn the heat, and th chilled
through, crent back into bed.

o, yeu don't!" growled Warred.

Mabel H. Urner.

armoup on your own side
A sound of water gurgling in the
ragictor, then 2 loud vicious thump.

More gurgling, and more thumps.

“But not all critie day—you  understand?—she  says 1 “You didn't turn it o3 ful hat's
even for the riost suc ought to pay for his dinner. No, she what makes that blasted roise!"

A geod many edltors, in fact. often | doesn't ask acything else. And they “I tyrned it on as far as it would
find themselves in.the position of the, call ‘em the weaker sex."—London 50," dreading to get up again.

srich old broker whose litde grand- | Tit-Bhts. In the gray light of the wiater morn-

mece said:
ncle, how long do people live
““The natural span of maxn's life.
the uncle answered, ‘is, a5 the Good
Beok tells us, three score years and
ten.’
*'Oh, then rvou'll live to be oné hun-
dred amd forty, wor't you uncle?
“Tke old man looked mround the
room crowded with relatives and
laughed beartily.
*“Why, no," he sald.
do yoy make that out?
Tén't it true, then,’ sald the little
girl—isn't it true what mamma says
about vou liviag-a double life?"—
Washington Star.”

‘Why, no. How

Same Old Symptoms.
Hyker—What do vou consider the
one unfailing sign of spring?
Prker—The delicious feeling which
makes you want to sit down and watel
other people work.

A Greater Surprisc.

“Where are you goin', ma?” asked

the youngest of five children.

¥ I'm going to a surprise party, my

dear,” answered the mother.
“Are we all goin’, too?”
“No, dear; vou weren't invited.”
After a few moments' deep thought:
“Say, ma, then don't you

did take us h“?“‘\

think
they'd be lots more surprised it you

ing, the room was dins and cheerless.
Helen's head ached dully, and a feel-
ing of utter'dejection mude her long to
sink back into the oblivion of sleep.
The dining room clock struck the
half-bour.
1

u, we've got to get to bed
ith a vicious jerk ‘Warren
threw back the bedclothes. “Tonight
I'm going to turn in right after din-
ner.”

Tb!s was one of Warren's stock
Yet even if they spent

Kesping Up Appearances.

“What's the use of buying a fly swat-
“A folded

growled Mr. Cobbles.
paper does well cnough.”

isitors here, Henry
Mrs. Cobbles.

are
aske
not!"

Her Own Business.

Do you think I'm going to swat files
with a folded newspaper when there
Cobbles?”
“1 should say

A woman mounted the steps of the

the evening at home he would 2lways
read until twelve.

“Oh, be careful of that broken
glass!’ warned Helen, as he lurched
out of bed.

Thrusting bis feet into his slippers,
he slammed into the bathroom.

Helen still -lay huddled in bed.
Getting up was always bard, but get-
ting up this dark, frosty morning was
excruciating. Her whole body shrank
fsom leaving the sheltering warmth

\
I

The Test.

“Do you think Mr. Spooner's inten-
t{ons are serious?" asked the girl's
mother.

I don't know yet, mamma,” replied
the girl. “I'm-golng dowa to the jew-
eler’s this afterncon to have his ring
appraised.”

Safety First.
“How did the aceldent bappen?”
“He got run over wl eu be stapped

to read a ‘Safety ;irst
About the onl¥ good thing some

@men have !s a reputatlan for being

bad..

elevated station carrving an umbrella
Anp attendant

like a reversed saber.
touched her lightly, saying:
“Excuse me,

bebind you.”
“He's my husband!” she snapped,
calmly.

Hopeless.

Maud—1 said to Juck that I wasn't
going 1o return bis ring untif I got

one from another man.

Ethel—He-told me he never expect-

ed to get it back.

Uncle Sam has one bank to every

9.700 people.

madam, but ¥ou are
likely to put out the eye of the man

of the bedclothes. As z rule she got
up when Warren did, but sometimes
she dllowed herself the few extra mo-
ments until he stropped his razor.
That was her ultimatum.

Zip-umish! The first stroke on the
razor strop! With a leroic effect,
Helen forced Lersell out of bed and
ran irto her room.

For a moment she crouched over
the radiator. Then, tufsing on the
light by her dresser, with numb fin-
gers she thrust up her hair. By this
time Warren was out of the bath-
room.

As Helen went in the drenched
shower-sheet was an accusing re-
minder. Warren's.cold mqralag shower
tad always secmed & form of torture

down the starch cells of

. assimilation of other foods.

health

A Fu l Measure .

of Health

is the reward of those who live right and eat righL

And as fresh air, exercise, and good food are the
principal factors, it is important that fodd be selected
which contains the essential nutritive elements i 4n well-

) balanced, easily digestible form.
. In makmg the famous whﬁt and barley food,

rape-Nuts

the’ maltmg of the barley brings out the dlaszase (the ;
digestive element) while the long 20-hour ba.kmg B
the grains.
does not tax the digestion, but actually asslsts m ‘the

pe-Nuts

For _t]v'xos‘e :seekix.xg the fullest Rgs;aib]é measur;’of
-\ . ‘
“There s aReason for. Grape-Nuts

) ’ ~sald by Gmcers cverywhem,

until she read of the “youth-preserv-
ing” virtues of the cold spray, and re-
solved to form the habit. For thres
mornings she had forced herself under
tho icy stream; then her courage had
feiled.

“Come here and look at this shirt!”
called Warren angrily.

“In just o minute,” gulping down &
glass of water, an “internal morning
beth” that Helen never omitted.

“You're to send nothing more to
that laundry—understend?” throwiog
down his brushes, his hair sleek from
the vigorous grooming.

Helen examined the torn neckband
of the shirt on the bed.

“I can mend that, dear, so it'll not
show.”

“Yes; you fixed that plaited one,
and my neck’s raw yet. Call up that
other laundry-~the one we had last

ar.

“With a concillatory “All right,
desr,” Helen hurried back to her room.

She finished dressing, then threw
up the window, leaned ont, and drew
in ten long, deep breatks of the frosty
alr—another morning health-giving
habit that Helen never neglected.

When she came into the dining
room, Warren was at the table glanc-
ing over the war news. The deep,
frowning lines between his eyes were
the danger signals of a (aullﬂndlng
and querulous mood.

The npext half hour, until he ieft
for the office, Helen knew would be a
trying one. She must say nothing to
irritate him, or he would go off in a
temper that she would.worry over for
the rest-of the day.

“See here, 1f 1t takes you so infer-
nally long—why don't you get up in
time?” -*

“I'm golug to, dear. Hereafter, 'm

(Copyright, 1815, by tho McClure Nowspaper Syndicated

going to get up and take s shower
Dbefore you do.”

“Huh!" contefptuously,
lieve thaf when I see it."

He ate his grapefruit In grumpy
sflenge, the paper propped up before
bim. His cereal 'he pushed away
with an irascible, “What's the matter
with that cream? Looks llke it's
blued!”

“He didn't leava nothin’ but milk
this mornin’, sir. - That's the top of
the bottle,” voluntezred Emma, as she
came In with the bacon and eggs.

Helen poured thé coffee and served
‘Warren ‘with two eggs and thiee
pleces of bacon, and herself with one
ege and two plecen of bacon.

“Why in thunder can't I ever get
bacon cooked the way I want it? This
stuff’s burnt to a:erisp” rapping it
with his fork.

“Dear, she does cook yours less.
That doesn't look very well done.”

“You mean that's the way you want
it—burnt to a shrivel. How much
nouvishment do you think’s in that? If
1 didn't get a good square lunch—I'd
not go far on this breakfast.”

“‘Why, dear, you know I want you

¢ everything just as you want

“I'll be-

“Hilh, I know that blud. You take
imighty good cere to have things your
You want ysur bacon ke dried
chips and your boiled eggs bard os
builets—so I've got to stend for the
same kind of fodder.”

Helen did ot try to meet this tirade
with argument. Iustead sbe rang for
the ma

"Emn" " as the girl came to the
Goor, “after this don't cook 2oy of the
bacea so much. :Fll take mine the
same as Mr. Curtls, Cut it thicker
ond don't erisp it.”

But even this effort at conciliation
Warren ignored. Having gulped down
his second cup of coffee, ho took up
hls paper, pushed: back his chair, and
strode out into the hall.

For a moment Helen's hurt resent-
ment kept her {rom running after bim.
He.was getting into his overcoat. She
heard the rattle of his cane as he took
it from the rack—then the opening of
the hall door.

“Warren!” She darted after him—
but the door had closed. .

Even then shejfelt he would come
back to kiss ber good-by, -with an
ironical, “Thought I'd gone, eh?”

The seconds passed. She opened the
door. He was not standing before the
elevator, The hall was empty.

“Shall I put this cloth in the wash,
ma'am—or will it do for Tunch?” as
Helen, heartsick, passed the diding
room. N

“Yes—oh, 1o, it docsn't matter,”
runulng to the front room window."

©A delivery boy with a basket, 2
coupla of glrls hurrying to work, a
shambling old man in a svind-whipped,
threadbare coat—except for these the
street was empty. Warren hed al-
ready turned the corner.

It was foolish: to feel so wretched,
she told herself with passionate reas-
surance. She had done nm.hlng to irrl-
tate bim. It was not her fault. -She
must not let this spoll her day.

But Helen had the feminine trait
of magnifying the thing that dis-
tressed her by the simple process of
brooding. )

By noon she had visions of Warren
leaving her altogether, and of herselt
facing o loveless and destitute old
age. The impulse to “do something™
to avert these threatening calamities
wns Irresistible.; She could Ro longer
keep away from the phone. She must
call him up before he went to lunch.

His stenographer enswered.

“Yes, Mrs. Curtis, Mr. Curtls Is
Tight here. Just & moment!”

“Hello!” It ‘was_Warren's volce,
curt and burrled.

“Oh, dear, I conldn't help calfing you
up”  quiveringly. * awtully
sorry about that bacon.”

“Eh, what's that?"

“I—I'm 8o sorry abou} tho bacon.”

“Talk up, I ¢an't hear you,” impa-
tiently. -“Wait a minute, Mlss Middle-
ton,” to his stenographer, who was
evidently typing. “Now, what is 1t?”

Something ia the curt, matterof-
factiess of his volce helped réstore
Helen's sense of proportion.

“Qh, I—1,* fioundering deaperately
for something to say, “I can’t find the
name of the laundry. I thought maybe
you'd have it down there.”

“Oh,"” in fmpatient disgust, “T can't
bother about that now. Colonial-—
Cumberland, some such name. Look
it up in the book. By the way, I met
Stevens in the ‘subway; they want us
to come to dinner Thursday. See if
I've got a clean white walstcoat.”

Helen turned from the phone with
o hysterical désire to laugh. Would
she never learn? It was always like
this—che was always anguishing over
something to which Warren had not
given a thought.

Did other women wear memselves
out in just such tutile hours of use-
less, youth-wasting worry? Were the
peace of mind ‘and happiness of other
wives 80 pathetically dependent upon
thelr husbands’ tncods? Or dld she
alone hnalyza and angulsh over every
trivial dlsccrdt

I—I'm

| can't

No, but they carry tails.—
Philadelphia Record.

Insulted the Mayor,

A company had opened & new gwim-
ming bath in the place, and as a com-
pliment sent & tree ticket - to the
mayor.

That worthy men was very pleased.
But be began to wonder when anoth-
er ticket arrived, |

Sitting down, hé wrote to the bath
proprietors as folléws:

“Gentlemen: Your first ticket I re-
ceived as & compliment. Your second
strikes me as being rather suggestive.
1t you send me & third 1 will take it as
a personal insult.”

Tough Luck.

“You remember that chap Jones
who made & bet of ten thousand dol-
lars that he wculd walk from San
Francisco to New York without a cent
in his pocket?

“Yes, Did he win the bet?”

“XNot quite. He got as far as Phila-
delphia, and there he was arrested
as a vagrant and. forced agalost his
will to ride three blocks in a patrol
wagon. That disqualified him.”

CARE FOR CHILDREN'S

Mair and'Skin With Cuticura.
Ing Easier. Trial Free.

Noth.

The Soap to cleanse and purify the
skin and scalp, the Ointment to

soothe and heal rashes, itchings, red- |-

ness, roughaess, dandruff, ete.. Noth-
ing better than these fragrant super-
creamy cmollicats for preserving and
purifying the skiz, scalp ard hair.
Sample each free by mail with Bock.
Address postcard, Cuticura, Dept. XY,
Boston. Sold everywhere.—Adv,

Revised,

“Is the futurist music you're play-
ing?” Inquired hubby as 'his wife
pumped the pianola.

*No, dear; it's ‘Home, Sweet Home,’
but I think Bobby has been uslng it
28 a target for his 2ir rifle.”

THOUGHT SHE
COULD NOT LIVE

Restored to Health by Lydia
E.Pinkham’s Vegetable
Compound.

Umannllu, Mo, —““I suffered fromy &
female trouble and I got soweak that &
could hardly walk
3| across the floor with~

everyone thought I
would not live.”
Some one advised me to take Lydia E.
Pinkhar’s Vegatable Compourd. Ihad
taken s0 much medicine and my doctor
said be could do me no good so I told my.
ausband he might get me a bottle and I
would try it. By the timé I had taken
it I felt better.: I continued itsuse,and-,
now I am'well and strong. -

“I bave always recommended your:
medicine ever since I was so wonder-
fully benefitted by it and I hope thiz
fetter will be the means qf saving some:
other poor woman fromYsuffering.”’—
Mra. MARTHA SEAVEY, Box 1144,
Unionville, Missouri.

The makers of Lydia E. Pinkham’s
Vegetable Compound have thousands of
guch letters a3 that above — they tell
the truth, else they couldmot have been
obtained for love or money. This med-
jeine is no stranger — it has stood the-
test for years.

I therd are auy comphc:(mns you
da not understand write to Lydia E.
Pinkham Medicine Co. (confidential
Lynn,Muss; Your letter will be opene
read aml. answered by a woman and
held in strict confldence.

Will xeducc Infizmed, Strained,
Swollen Tendors, Ligaments,

Muscles or Bruises. Stops the
lameness and pain from 2 Splint,
Side Bone or Bone Spaviz. No
blister, no hair gone. Horse canbe
used, 523 bottle delivered. Describe

your cise [ox spcm.\ instructions

and Book 2K Fre

A!SDRBINE JR,, o antiseptic liniment fof
% Strained, Torn Liga-

mtnu. Enhmd G:lnds. Veins or Muscles,

Hefd s Cuts, Sores, Ulcers, Allays puia. pdce
w 7 wuw,rn.r 31u1zmp'=3tmt snﬂn‘
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Kind You Have Always Botght, and which has been
nse for over 30 yeors, has borne

SN

the signature of

and has been made under his per-
sonal supervision since fts infancye.
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Allow no one todeceive yonin
and ¢ Just
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ood’” are but
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‘Experiments thnt  trifle with a.nd endanger tho health of
Jofants and C
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What is CASTORIA -

Castoria is o harmless substituto for Castor Of,

goric, Drops and. ‘Soothin,
contains neither Oplum,

Byrups.
orp!

Itis pleasant. It -
o nor other ‘Narcotic

pubstance. Its age 1s its gnarantee. It :destroys Worms

and allays Feverishness.

For more than

years it

has been in constant nse for tho rclief.of Constipation,

Fiatuleney, Wind C

olic, al! ’.Eee b.lng Troubles and
an

d Bowels,

asslml!ntes the Food, glving' henltby and natural slecpe
Pargcea—

The Childre;

‘The NMother’s Ftl

GeENUINE CASTORIA ALways
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Bears the Signature of

Tn Use For Over 30 Vears

The Kind You Have Always Bought

THE CEWTAUR COMPANT, WEW YORX BrTY- .

as your present
qmckness with which you

Tmproved dlgestmn,
system has been cleared

Remember

whenever you are troubled with minor ailments of the
digestive organs, that these may soon develop ' into
more gerious sickness,” Your .future safety, as well
comfort may

By common consent of the legion who (have tried them,
Beecham's Pills are the most reliabla of all family médi-
cines. This standard family remedy tones the stomach,
stimulates the sluggish liver, regulates inactive bowels.

sounder
brighter spirits end greater vitality : come aftes the

depend on . the
seek a corrective remedy.

sleep,. better ¥ Tooks,

and the blood purified by

Beecham’s Pills

(Tho Largest Salo'of Any Modicivo ta the Weld)
Scld Everywhers, Ia bozes, 10c, 25¢, {




