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~ PBrave June Showers.

'Jf dURA JEAN LIBBEY—who is Mrs.
‘ Van Mater-S. Stilwell outside her
books—uriter of novels and plays by
 score, is to take the first real vacation; this
ummer, that has been hers since fame perch-
\upon her active pen and fortune deposited
treasures at her fee..
It was after completing her eightieth
a little wnile ago—she had already
forty or more novels—that Miss Lib-
Mrs. Stilwell—threw down her pen in
e library of her handsome home in Brook-
y N. Y., and announced her purpose of tak-
f a rest, of enjoying a vacation.
 Miss Libbey’s claim to fame lies in the
ber and heart-throbbing character of her
Is, rather than in the construction of
ys. - Although she is now the authoress of
¢ plays than works of fiction, her novels
¢ made her name known throughout the
gnd; over them young women by hundreds of
ands have wept and laughed.
After having turned out volume after
me with astonishing case and rapidity,
widely known authoress will rest a Yhile
iefore devoting herself entirely to playwrit-
° g, which she announces as the serious voca-
aof her future.

1

s from Laura Jean Libbey's Pen

| Politieal PloL A Young Glrl's Fatal Error.
Bt Tommy. Don't Judge Her Too Harshe-
od On Their Bridal Tour, 1y
True Henrty Meet, Riches, or a Poor Younm
Pretty Little Filrt. Man's lLove
Before You Leap. Pretty Derothy's Honor
e or Honor, In mn Unguarded Moment.
You_ Love Me, Dear? Love Me, and 1 Am a King.
Yow Mest the Right Tl‘!:“ Walfs of Hag-Plcker's
oY,

Tave 1s True.
Ehe Forget or Forgive?
'S8 Devotlon, In Spite

In a Moment of Temptation.
A Budden Betrothal,

When Love Takea Wing.
The Flrat Kiss

“Her AfMnity, Ruled His Heart For a Day,
Denning's Love Af- B;‘:'nuse His Love Proved
iine

Me a Lover Gay.

Bince the Hour They MeL
& Merry, Innocent Co-

Tilly, the Slave of the Fame
iy

Sweethearts Once, But Now
We're Parted

YVain Violet, the Beauty.

United by Mjstake

“':!!lng For Him Who Came
Nnt

Xedn's Fickle Lover

Yesterdav's Affection, But
Not Todav's

Xoe, the Pride of Morgan's
Alley

. Promise
Bad Love-Romance of
Dale

They Fell In Love—
We “;0! Q‘_nin.

and Ton rusting.
the Ol King's Sweet-

All, But Trusing

L l"‘l!t:h!“l :\'In;wmunt. If the Heart in Truly Mated
ust He Jolllest Little Matd fn Town.
the Helle of the JKiss and Make Up Again
Led by a Girlish Impulse

Just What Sealed Her Fate
Mischievous Madge Darling.

Nobody Knew—Rut Her En-
emies Guessed

Dn!‘{ Love's Crosy for Her,

A Poor Girl's Love

Ferhaps Mother Knew Hest,

1he Worid to Con-
Her?

Her P -
-, arents or Los

I Mama

. But They 8t

Yot Linked For Quickly Mated. Then Re-
. pentant.
omants of Lovers, Besutiful Christle, the Pride
> i As the World Judged H
» or o L4 T,
Love Waned. Her Firet Tcmmnflon_
ns nure, Iala's Sin.
e Bory of & wst & Girl With a Heart.
27 A0 A0 the. You Laok at Tt
L& ou
66 of a Young Giri's MUihln;‘Im!
) 'rt% Wite — o the Other

'.‘3':. . By Laura Jean Libbey

pleased 1o think that the readers of my | bodks
bid Mke to knew my plans for the first vacation 1
Bad sincé I began writing. My gratitude for
Interest my readers take in me, aside from my

novellst’s longin
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now, when my brain is in the full flush and vigor of
bloom which has ripened into generous fruit.

There are many close behind eagerly pressing for-
ward to grasp fame's laurel branch, I would give them
a chance, while hope, youth and ambition is theirs, that
the world might be benefited by genluses whe may ra-
diate a brighter, more glorious light than any who have
gune before.

I have often wondered {f those who read realize how
dear to the author's heart are the charactérs they por-
tray; how they grieve with thelr sorrows and delight in
thelr joys; If they knew there are noble characters au-
thors shed tears over when the last word is written,

In the future I shall write plays, I someétimes think
there Is much more of my heart in the plays than In the
novels; they will appeal to those whose llvea are incom-
plete and lonely, more perhaps than those whose lines
have fallen. Into sunny paths, mingling sunshine and
passing cloods, heart-throbs and tears.

The dominant thing in each drama !s—love,

Why shouid it not be, since It is love that rules the
world, from the mightiest to the lowliest human heart?

Only that emotlon which is pure, God-given, is digni-
fled by the noble name—love.

I{_ is the golden chalice around which the maiden's
rosecate dreams hover, and which holds the heart and
the happiness of the wife who knows a love nobly re-

turned—the rose-bloom which jewels her existence.
Can you wonder at th® eager flame that Ignites a
to see those dear characters upon the

stage—flesh and blood realities—making the dreamy
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fancles of which they were a vital part llving portrayals
& thousand-fold dearer than they were upon the printed
page?

The stage picture s surely the sweetest realization
that can thrill an authog's belng, and the approval of
the publle the crowning joy.

At the very outset of my career the drama was my
beacon light ahead, my gulding star. Plays have always
appcaled to meé more than novels. I never began a novel
without sketching out beforehand a four-act play per-
fect a3 I could make It In every detail.

The Inspiration of each and every novel waa the out-
growth of thess drama-plctures,

I feel that it s my future lifework to give my readers

and the public the eighty plays which I have completed-

during the years they have stimulated my efforts by
their kind approval; without which I would have felt that
life was unsatisfying, youth a delusion;-that middle age

would be n struggle and old age a burden and a regret.

I do not know how long this vacation of mine (s to
last, but while It does I am going to have a merry play—
enjoy every moment In the happlest, jolllest way possible,

[
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like the schoolgirl at the end of the long term which has
brought delightful June at last. Just think of it! No
school, no tasks, no lessonst That will be too lovely for
anything!

I have a dear little garden, and I am golng to
plant In it all the pretty flowers I love, and watch
the buds coyly coquette with the ardent sunbeams, and
burst at length into the sweet blushing fNower adored
by the hees.

1 shall make the acquaintance of my friends all
over again, go automoblling in any and all sorts of
weather, laughing &t the raln’'s endeavors to keep me
within doors, and reveling in enjoyment under a July
geky, though the thermometer points teo nine-and-
ninety In the shade.

Oh, such a merry lark is this first vacation to be—
alone, with no plans, no schedule, save to have all the
pleasure that comes my way.

I shall have plenty of time to look In the store
windows and admire the beautiful, soft, shimmering
silks and gorgeous laces so Inexpressibly dear to the
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F SOME ONE should hang out in London the
sign, “Wanted, 250,000 Husbands,” such a
distress signal would very nearly represent
the actual conditions there.

. An other words, London has & quarter of a
million more women than meny All these, of course,
would not respond to Cupid’s advances. Many are

» either widows or spinsters; a few, perhaps,
: mﬁwl?m mfatrimoninl
prinei is safe to con-
these are few.
eommunity—a city—where
wo than men. Where

n
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.figures presented, but actuall
congern to

widowers, of earth

quarter million inhabitants of the English Adamless

Eden. .

Strange ft is why " the untrammeled manhoed of
England refuses to consort with the awaiting malden-
hood. Yet, as long ago as 1800-19800 oMclal statistics
indicated. on e one side, astonishing evidences of
growtih in wealth and other material directions, an
on the other, & steady decline in the marriage an
htﬂ’!: TAles. oo,

or {nstan
i 1000 persons, had declined in 1888
lnn H."!‘ p'.:'lid"o‘. is doesn't lookK so startling In the
it Is a source of deep
the ‘statesmen of Britain. The praportion
) on has decreased m more

ears , this sam roblem of the amall
'prc‘lg%}ttnu ’ot M:ﬁ:‘ﬂ'l.w']tllil: t;:nmlwr o°= w.bhfca
:: bty ¢ the part of At that tﬂn it
was e 547 ¥ y
- be. an Interesting inquiry which would
m:ii 3 ILTY unaarmn' the marked decline.
* The o:lnl& hwh:mfmuﬂmmmt
~ _related to of national prosperity or ad-

N Pathaps even the higher education of women,
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the marriage rate of London, which

- 350000 Busbands, apply in_fondon
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soft ln} fascinating ways that come with the struggle
for a Myving which may be discovered In women—any
and all of these can be ¢ited as answerable for this
retrograde social feature of metropolitan life, accord~
th int of view taken up”
lnco;o t.lu. ﬂouundn of womén tho support thems=
pelves In England, those who act as barmalds, per-
hapsa, have beén most written about.

As a rule, she is a charming conversationalist, and
her knowledge of current topice is by no means lim-
ited to the ., As for her ‘morals, they compare
favorably with those of any other type of English
girl=whether in store, factory or farm—and there i3
nothing in,her environments or associations caleu-
lated to Injure her reputation.

On the contrary, t résence of a girl behind the
bar compels common politeness and decency a its
patrons, and there are few offenders ::gt the strict

rule oprl be always main
Beores 5" Barslauds BiVelmarried "lhie mamithy
'ﬁmuh u:lr ~knows how to a?idust herself uJ. her
D (ns thovonsie of pther.wamsis Jn Loudon Whe-
polrtl. Ives and are sligible for selection sy
: ‘there remains ty hope of such se-
1 n, i is should not deter s wife hunter from
starting fo n at the first opportunity.
TN N - 3 S
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heart faminine—next to plays I adore ribbons, lages
and bonbons.

After playtime is over I shall turn to the dramas
with renewed zest and crowd all of the sunshine I
have gathered Into them.

For the kindly sympathy and good nature of my
readers I am deeply grateful—each seems to me a
dear companion to whom 1 can open my hoart. And
the companionship is sweet; for though the world
held crusted jewels, and all that power could give,
without swome sympathetic ones to breathe our hopes,
aspirations, our wallant struggles and fallures 1o,
there (s always something sadly wanting and the
world grows cold, dark and desolate under any sky.

Thers is a twinge in my heart at the thought of
parting company from the readers of my novels when
I turn away from books: but 1 earnestly hope to retain
a little mniche In thelr aflections, and that they will
not quite forget me In the years to come, remembering

me at my best. !

From the mere standpoint of the number of her
readers, Laura Jean Libbey Is perhaps the most popu-
lar writer for women of the generation. Since the
appearance of her first mnovel, “Miss Middleton's
Lover,” about twenty years ago, her romances, one
coming speedily upon the heels, almost, of another,
have had a remarkable sale.

FORTUNE FROM HER PEN

She has made a fortune from her pen: through the
alchemy of her particular ®enlus she has literally
turned ink into gold. Four years after beginning her
literary career she was pald, it Is said, $10,000 a8 year
for editorial work upon a woman's magazine.

Bhe also received $7,300 a year for writing serial
stdries under contract, while the income from her pub~
fshed novels was estimated at from §18,000 to $20,000
& year.

At that time it was sald that her home in Brook-
lyn, costing $20,000, was bought with the proceeds of
one bool.

Miss Libbey has been & tireless worker from the
time the siuccess of het first book launched her upon
a literary carcer. She devoted herself as completely
to the care of an Invalid mother as to her writing,
80 that the demands upon her time precluded any
thought of vacation, even though riches were pouring
into her purse. A %

Although during all the years of successful author-
ship she felt tied to her work and her filial dutles,
Miss Libbey has been fond of eontertalning and soclal
enjoyments. Scarcely a week has passed for ysars
without a dinner or theater party or receptlion glven
by her.

Bhe is accounted a delightful hostess, and always
proves the life of her blg receptions, at which as

mamu 500 poople have been entertained.
rses occupy a blg place in her heart—for years
her beautiful team, Almont St. Clalre and bin
Adalr, were well known on the Brooklyn driveways.

Of all the forty or so novels she has written, Miss
Lihb:r acknowledges that the first, "Parted on Their
Bridal Tour; or, Miss Middleton’s Lover,” remains her

favorite, fun as “If the Heart {s Truly Mated™ is
her favorite play. Among the early works of fretion
that placed her upon the highway to fame and fortune
were! “Lovers Once, but Strangers Now,” “That Pretty
Yo Girl,” “Olive's Courtship,” “He ved, but Was
Lured Away.,” "A Forbidden Marriage,” “Little Leafy,
the Cloakmaker's Beautiful Daughter,” and others of
simlilar heart throbs. ’

WROTE WHEN IN SCHOOL

“I was a mere girl, a little sprite, when I began
to grite,” she sald recently. “1 was then {n school
1 wrote nice little compositions every Friday afternoon
for teacher. My teacher llked them very much, and I
had her encouragement to wortk on and on and on,
and now—waell, here I am.”

ss Libbey—now Mra Stilwell remember—ia now
a little more than 46 years old. Her own romance
came late In life. 8he was 36 wwhen she married, In
all her newspaper interviews she has confessed to be-
ing happy, and in answer to the q,uuUOn it marriage
had changed her work she once sald:

“Iin a way, yes. [ think it has become more gentle.
There I8 an instinct awakened in a woman when she
sssumes the duties of a wife that she has not before
known, It chlnfu her whole existence. She general-
Iy becomes gentler. She sees, too, the affairs of the
world from another point of view—her husband'a_ As
she talks with him she absorbs some of his idbas,
usually the softer of them. This makes her more
charitable. You see, I have fed the sentiments of
other women for so long a time that that work has
become a part of myself, But somstimes, you know,
the purveyor becomes hun —an well.”

Am the maxims penn by the famous author-
ess are these:

“Every woman needs a love story to réad.”

“Most women read love storles to exceas”

“Men "nil.l women who ldvu;eo a3 they grow older,
tut who still remain womanly. -

'D'n“‘ be over-romantic, or your husband will tire

. Zﬁ:' not; at any time be too In ndent. This ts

many thi that wrecks homes.”
- t{u w% is saturated with love. Were

rec
it not, how do you think we would live?”
38 A Im’ is

s the best and most appropriate place
for your mti‘;nuw confessions, 1
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