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> Bra’vg/.lune Showers

AURA JEAN LIBBEY—uwho is Mrs.

Van Mater S. Stilwell outside her

books—uwriter of novels and plays by

the score, is to take the first real vacation, this

summer, that has been hers since fame perch-

ed upom her active pen and fortune deposited
its treasures at her feet.

It was after completing her eightieth
play a little while ago—she had already
written forty or more novels—that Miss Lib-
bey—DMrs. Stilwell—threw down her pen in
the library of her handsome home in Brook-
Adyn, N. Y., and arinounced her purpose of tak-
ing arest, of enjoying a vacation.

Miss Libbey’s claim to fame lies in the
number and heart-throbbing character of her
novels, rather than in the construction of
plays. Although she is now the authoress of
more plays than works of fiction, her novels
have made her name known throughout the
land; over them young women by hundreds of
thousands have wept and laughed.

After having turned out volume after
volume with astonishing ease and rapidity,
the widely known authoress will rest a while
before devoting herself entirely to playwrit-
ing, which she announces as the setious voca-
tion of hen future.

But what kind of a vacation will appeal to
this prolific authoress whose pen has played
upon the heartstrings of thousands of her sex?
She has created many stirring situations for
her heroines; has she decided upon a summer
of thrilling events for herself?

Dramas from Laura Jean Libbey’s Pen

r'y Pol’lﬁlcll Plot. A Young Girl's Fatal Error.
unt Tommy. Don’t Judge Her Too Harsh-
arted On Their Bridal Tour. Y,
hen True Hearts Meet. Riches, or a Poor . Young
'he Pretty Little Flirt. an's_Love.
ok Before You Leap. Pretty Dorothy's Honor.

Ve or Honor. In an Unguarded Moment.
D% ou_Love Me, Dear? Love Me, and'I Am s King.
.Woon You Meet the Right Thﬂl Walifs of Rag-Plcker's

ne. ey,

‘When Love Is True. In a Moment of Temptation.

Co ls She Forget or Forgive? A Sudden Betrothal

Dulofe's Devotion, In Spite When Love Takes Wing.
of_All § The First Kiss.
Findin Ruled His_Heart a Day,

For
Because Hlis Love . Proved
0.

also,
Since the Hour They Met.
Tilly, the Slave of th¢ Fam-

s Her AfMnity.

05:};!1 o Denning’s Love Af-

Rent Me a Lover Gay.

She's a Merry, Innocent Co-
uette. [ i1y,

Sweothearts. Once,. Now

We're Parted.

Valn Violet, the Baauty.

United by Mistake

q A

Under Pronll‘ll& l

The Sad Love-Romance of
Lola Dale.

Quickly They Fell in Love—

Then. Walting For Him Who Came
Youn Wodon At Xedn's Fickla Lover.

an '00_Trusting. eda’s Fickle o h Pl
ah‘:ht.h. Oll King’s sv‘veat- Ygzu!erdny's . Affection, But

t Today’s,
xoeo. the grldo of Morgan's

9 Alley. 2

n r’l itiful Atonement. It the’ Heart Is Truly Mated.

arriage—It Must Be. Jolllest Little Mald fn Town.
Norrella, the Belle of the XKiss and Mako Up Again.

! Led by a Girlish Impulse; - -

Just What Sealed Her Fate.

Kml)wln “All. But Trusting

Ought the ‘Warld to Con-
Jomn Her?. Mischievous Madge Darling.
P&'“lnt of Parerts or Los- Nobody Knew-—But Her Hn-
ng, 5‘. ver, emles Guessed. .
Don't 'rell Mama, Only Love's Cross for Her,
anged, But They Still A Poor Glrl's Love,
Perhaps Mother Knew Best.
ren e, Yot Linked For Qulcltry‘ Mated, Then Re-
older ant,
§dlden Moments of Lovers Rautiful_Christie, the Pride
Hul‘l‘ {2 —and as Bo My Heart.
w ule H arted. As tho World Judged Her.
on His Love Waned Her First Temptation.
Another Man's Treasure. Tola’s Sin.
9,5ad Love Story of & Qst a Gitl With a Heart.
retty Vil lﬁn Belle. vanell's Bad_Secret.
Qnly & Piirta All the Way You Look at It.
Prioe of & Young Girl's An Unhappy Love,
o L bandoned ‘Bria The 'Wile — or the Other
on ride. ‘oman.
o Roars of Saucy SBusylyn.

‘By Laura Jean Libbey
AM pleased to think that the readers of my books
would like to know my plans for the first vacation I
have had sinco I began writing. My gratitude for
the Interest my readers take in me, aside from my
writings, s sincere, ;

Though we have never met and clasped each other's
hands, we séem to know and understand each other's
heart-thoughts as tried, true friénds do.

The years that come and go, instead of drifting us
apart, seem to weld us the more closely together.

I fegl that my readers have been more than thé mere

readers an hour—they are my carnest well-wishers,
loyaland true to e Sworthy ot the lite which has
een devoted to thelr pleasure.
t the outset let me state that I have concmaee"to
writing llgVall 8o that I begin my vacation Wwith
b plgs ot fort coming works to engage my attentlon,
- t in wqu{ ln”. to cease novel ,_r_rl',lgg_ J

Laura Jean Libbey Will
‘Woo Coy Flowers and

[ —

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, L would give them
a chance, while hope, youth and ambition is theirs, that
the world might be benefited by geniuses who may ra-
diate a brighter, more glorious light than any who have
gone before. -

I have often wondered if those who read realize how
dear to the author's heart are the chadracters they por-
tray; how they grieve with their sorrows and delight in
their 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 sometimes thinic
there is much more of my heart in the plays than in the
novels; they will appeal to those whose lives are incom-
plete and lonely, more perhaps than those whose lines
have fallen into sunny paths, mingling sunshine and
passing clouds, heart-throbs and tears.

The dominant thing in each drama is—love.

Why should it not be, since it Is love that rules the
world, from the mightlest to the lowliest human heart?

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

It is the golden' chalice around which the malden's
roseate dreams hover, and which holds the heart and
the happiness of the wife who knows a love nably re-
turned—the rose-bloom which jewels her exlstence.

Can you wonder at the eager ilame that ignites a
novelist's longing to see those dear characters upon the
stage—flesh and blood realitles—making the dreamy

ancies of which they were a vital part living portrayals
a thousand-fold dearer than they were upon the printed
page?

The stage plcture is surely the sweetest recalization
that can thrill-an.author's being, and the approval of
the public the crowning joy.

At the very outset.of my career the drama was my
beacon light ahead, my guiding star, Plays have always
appealed to me more than novels. T never began a novel
without sketching out beforehand a four-act play per-
fect as I could make it in every detail.

The Inspiration of each and every novel was the out-
growth of these drama-pictures.

I feel that it is 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
thelr kind approval; without which I would have felt that
life was unsatisfying, youth a delusion, that middle age
would be a struggle and old age a burden and a regret.

I do not know how long this vacation of mine is to
last, but while it does I am going to have a merry play—
enjoy every moment in tln‘. happlest, jolllest way possible,

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 lessons! That will be too lovely for
anything!

I have a dear littla garden, and I am going to
plant in it all the pretty flowers I love, and walch
the buds coyly coquette with the ardent sunbeams, and
burst at length into the sweet blushing flower adored
by the bees. )

I shall make the acqualntance of my friends all
over agaln, go automobiling in any and all sorts of
weather, laughing at the rain's endeavors to keep me
within doors, and reveling in enjoyment under a July
sky, though the thermometer points to 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 {n 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 Husband: " such a
distress signal would very n gt
the actual conditions there.

In other words, London has a auarier of a
million more women than men. All theue, of course,
would not respond to Cupid’s advances. Many are
elderly, cither widows or spinsters; a few, perhaps,
such as suffragist leaders, would reject matrimonial
propositions from principle. It is safe to con-
clude, however, that these are few.

But think of a community—a city—where
there are 250,000 more womcn than men. Where
should the lone bachelors, or widowers, of earth
find a more promising field for the exercise of
their captivating wiles?

HERE is no doubt that femininity in Engla
I asserts itself. It has brought to the work

attention suffragette contests, workingwoni-

en's parades and all the arguments of the

guarter million inhabitants of the Einglish Adamless
den.

Strange It 1s why the untrammeled manhood of

fngland refuses to consort with the awaiting maiden-

d. Yet, as long ago as 1899-1900 official statietic
‘I:’;lonos. on tho‘one side, astonishing ov&doneu [}

growth in wealth and other material directions, xmr‘.i

on the other, a steady decline in the marriage anc
birth rates,
I"or instance, the marriage rate of London, which

was 22,8 per 1000 persons, had deelined In 1808

L1 per 1000. This docen’t look so startling in the
fignres presented, but actually it is a source of deep
concern to the statesmen of Dritain, The proportion
of marrlagés to population has decrcased much more
% last ten years.
€0, ‘ten years ago, this same problem of the small
proportioh of marriages to the number of marriage-
ablé. parsons—women, we will say—became a subject
of study on 1‘|n part of statesmen. At that time it
was femariedl

“It would be an Interesting inquiry which would
dlscover' the caugas underlying the marked decline,
The ordinary social law I% that marriages are closely
related to the condition of national prosperity or ad-
versity.
cr“lmndon fa a law unto Itself in this matter. The
strongeat, the ‘comeliest, the fnost intelligent girls
throughout the countr: iind their way to London, and
vake cargers for themselves, often ousting their male
competitors, bt they do not find homes of their own.

“Fhe houging problem--a_probleni, ‘ndeed, for the
middle-clasg man as difficult and distressing as for
the artigan and the laborér: more expensive habits
upon the part of men; the‘appearance 0f women as
guccossful _and aggressive breadwinners in depart-
ments’ of Ino. where men have hithéfto had the field
to themselves: the grawing desire for the #oclal 1ife
of the club and the brilliant public hounse. apparent
among men {n every rank, are some of ths reasons
why ‘vomeh remain sjngle
“Perhaps even the ||lrher educatjon of swomen,
giving them often alirs, not exactly of u\nperlatllty.
ot lel of independence, and the less domestic, less
T T - S Ataan

odls, apply in fondon
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soft and fascinating ways that come with the struggle
for a living which may be discovered.in women—any

and all of these can be cited as answerable for this
retrograde social feature of metropolitan life, accord-
Ing to the point of view taken up.'”

Of the thonsands of women who support them-

solves in England, those who act as barmaids, pere
haps, have been most writfen about.

The barmald {8 an institution unknown in Amcrica,
, therefore, not surprising that Americans
who stay at home have but vague and generally mis-
taken fdeas of her. As a rule, she is regarded as of
a vulgar type, and the opinion pretty generally ob-
taing that, owinZ to her envirenments and assocla-
tions, her morals are not of the higheat standard.

There never was a greater mistake., Besldes bein
often beautiful, the average barmald i1s we
well read, well bred, polite and vivaclous.
he I8 a oharming conversationalist, and
of current topics is By no means 1im-

Ag for her morals, they compare
those of any other type of English
in store,. factory or farm-—and there 1s
assoclations calcu-

pretty,

eduicated,
s a rule,

her knowledge

favorably
girl—whether
nothing in her en\'trnm:u-.'n’m or
ated to Injure her reputation.

: On the jcnn(mry. the presence of a girl behind the
bar compels common politencss and decency among Its
patrons, and there a.xe\frr-'w offenders against the strict
rule that propriety be nlwavs malntained,

Qoores of barmalds hove married into wealthy
families, for the barmaid often comes of Intelligent
arents and Knows how to condiuct herself and her
gul'noss with eredit to both,

With the (housands of other women In London who
sipyport themsélves and are oligible for selection as
homasmakers, there remalhs scanty hope of such se-
lection. . But thig shouald not deter

a wife hunter from
‘-u;g”'_ _gp_rﬁgondon u.t_élfa_‘.tl_t‘ onortmmy" Q, ﬂ! z 3 :
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heart feminine—next.to plays I adore fibhons, 130e)
and bonbons, ¥ i

Atter playtime is over I shall turn to the dramas

have gathered into them., {
For the kindly sympathy end good nature of my|
readers I am deeply gratetul—each seems to me 8
dear companion to whom I can open my heart. An@'
the companionship is sweet; for thoﬁ'sh the worl®:
held crusted jewels, ana';pu that power' could sivey
without some sympathetic ones to breathe our hopesy
aspirations, our vallant stxuggles and failures tey
there 1s always something sadly wanting and the
world grows cold, dark and desolate under any sky, |
There 18 a twinge in my heart ‘at the thought of
parting company from the readers of my no h
I turn away from books; but I earnestly hope to retain;
a little niche in their affections, and that they will
not quite forget me in the years to\come, remembering
me at my b st. 3

ifandpoint '0f the number of h

v libbey 18 perhaps the most popue

: men of the generation. Since, the

of  her first novel, “Miss  Middleton's

" nbout twenty yenrs ago, her roiuances, onq
peedlly upgn heols, almost, of um'.hq

it ¢ remarkabi o

FORTUNE FROM HER PIN

ghe hq's made a fortune from,licr. pan; through
alcheny of her particular gonius she has ltérally
turncd inlt into gold. Fo\;v yoars after beg!innin,

lterary o reer she-was patd, it iz 1, $10,000 a ¥
for editorial wiik vy ¥ cxazine, ]
She !5 recetved $,,200 ¢ writing eerial

stdrigs undcy; continct. while tho inopnio from her pube
ished povels was csiimated at from §15,000 to .”’M
a year. s ¢ 4
At that time 4t was sald that her home In Brooke
lyn, costing $20,000,\was bought with the proceeds of|
one book. pro R
Miss Libbey has been:a tireless worker from'the'
time the success of her first book launched her upom
a literary carcer. She devoted herself as completely,
to the care of an invalld mother as to her writing,
80 that the demands' upon her time precluded ‘any
thought of vacation, even though' riches were pourin,
into her purse. ) : .‘
Although during all the years of successful authors|
ship she felt tled to her work and her filial duties,
Miss Libbey has béen fond of entertaining and sootal’
enjoyments. Scarcely a week has passed for years
without a dinner or theater party or reception givem;
by her. > s |
She is accounted a delightful hostess, and elways’
proves the life of her big hqcap!lanl, gllw.hla‘h as
many as 500 people have beerk entertained., '
Horses occupy a big place ln\elol' heart—for years'
her beautiful team, Almont St.\Claire and Radbim
Adair, were well known on the Brooklyn driveways. |
Of all the forty or so novels she hde written, Miss
Libbey acknowledges that the, first, ‘Basted on Theiw
Bridal Tour; or, Miss Middleton’s Lover,” remaing hee
tavorite, just as “If the Heart {s Truly Mated” te
her favorite play. Among the early works of fictiom
that placed her upon the highway to fame and fortune

were: “Lovers Once, bt Strangérs Now,” .“That Pretty,
Young Girl,” “Olive's Courtship,”. “EHe mut Was
Lured Away,” “A Forbidden Marriage," 1y,

the Cloakmaker's Beautiful Daughter,” and’ others of:
simflar heart throbs. { T 3

WROTE WHEN IN §CHOOL,
~f was a mere girl, a llttle'%_‘%ép i began

to write,” she sald recently. "I "then fn ool |
1 wrote nice little componitions avery Friday on
for teacher. My teacher liked them very much, and X
had her encouragement to work on and on and en, .
and now—well, here I am.”

Miss Libbey—now Mrs, Stilwell, remember—is now
a little more than 46 years old.  Jer own roman
came late In life. She was 86 when she married.
all her newspaper interviews she & confessed to
ing happy, and in answer to the éuo-uon it m

3

had changed her work she once s
T I think it has

she talks with him ghe abso:

usually the softer of \"J
charitable. ou see,’ I (] -
other women for 8o long a time thi

become a part of myself. But
the purveyor bécames hun{rx ﬂm.
Amon hthe maxime penne b;

ese: .

R
very woman needs a love story to NI*
08 w‘&men read love storl

4 »

10, 88,
‘Men'love women ‘who ldvll‘:"m grow ol
hut_‘who stlll remain Wbmhnl‘.' i’ ~at

Do not be over-romantic, husbana will

of you."
¥Do not a\ any time be tﬂ‘i? t. This.
one of the many things that wrecks e

“Of courke, this world is saturated ove, We
it not, how do you tmn‘k we would live?”

“A dlary is the b it
youg_ sen

AN




