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This week the complete directions for a man’s jacket and a
man’s muffler are given. These directions are being widely used
by the Red Cross societies and-will -be found simple and satisface .
tory.

For the man's muffler material needed i3 one and one-half
hanks of gray knitting worsted and one pair of amber needles No.
5. The muffler is 58 inches long and not less than 10 inches
wide.

Directions:
equal two inches.
ures 58 inches.

For the man’s jacket two and one-half hanks of gray knitting
worsted and one pair of amber needles No. 5 will be needed.
Eleven stitches equal two inches; eleven ridges equal two inches.

Cast on 80 stitches. Knit 2, purl 2 for 4 inches.
until jacket measures 2§ inches. Knit 28 stitches.
stitches for neck. Knit 28 stitches,
rows. Pick up first 28 stitches and knit shoulder same as the
first. Cast on 24 stitches. Place all stitches on one needle. Knit
21 inches even. Knit 2, purl 2 for 4 inches. Sew up seams, leay-
ing 9 inches for armhole. Make 2 rows of single crochet around
opening for neck and 1 row around armholes.

Five stitches equal one inch; eleven ridges
Cast on 50 stitches and knit until work meas-

Knit plain
Bind off 24
On these knit 5 ridges or 10
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THE WORM IN

JACK'S APPLE|

“ NCLE BOB" crisd Jack sud-jeaid Jack. *He must be Iinslde, all
denly, at the table, “Look, | right, all right!”
Unels Bob., Look at that™ “*Not at all!"™ answered T'ncla BEoh.
He held out & rosy-cheeked apple and | "Codling-moth caterplllars have doors
pointed to & hola in the side. to go out by, not doors to come In
sigr 5 was . 5 w | through.™

See” 5 ot B W ' g

= g::'! It's got & worm in it. T'Il bet “What do you mean, Unecle Bob?"
o RS asked both children. “How did he

Jackle,” remonstrated his mother, | oot in {f ha didn't get in through the
“*haveéen't I told you, dear, not to call | hole”
atiention to unpleasant things at the “Just 1llke the apple got into the
table? TUncle Bob isn't interested in [Ple'" sald VUncle Bob. “He was put
your worm-hole." there and the apple grew saround him.

5 = | Speaking of our little friend being a

oy 5 — .

"-5'_‘“_“ _I"' ,.Ir»!':]wr dear, “rnl”"‘“}li-!:}-n_uru-\-,ur!e subject—ecan you think of
Jack. Lm_l-s Bob Just loves worms |any cradle being prettier, daintier or
Don't you Uncle Bob?" more fragrant than an apple blossom?

Uncle Hob finlshed paring his apple | Right In the calyx of the blossom the
and =miled. Codling-moth livs an egg. In & week
“Weil, yes,” he replied. *T am kind |2F 50 the egg hatches and tiny Mr.
P ) ) ; " |Codling appears. He is white with a

of nd of worms. At colleg 18y ¢
fo . L e ollege they |y 150k head, collar and tall—that is, the
called me the bugologisat parts of him that would be his collar

“Oh, Boh!” cried hils slster., who was land tail if he had them are black—
the children’'s mother. "“"How can you? |and he has a few hlack dots on his
And do you think that worms are a *ldes. Altogether, although he is al-
vary mice subject for conversation at|Most too small for glants like us to

] ser, he Is a very handsome littla worm."™
P : g T - .
“'S _;“‘M_"' but she w "‘ k“”"?""—‘" ‘ve seen him!™ sald Dorothy.

or course, l‘hr-rt_- Are worms and “Yes, when he's larger.” replied
worm=s,"” said Uncle Bob. “Now thi=s ['nele Bob “When the Codling Cater-
apple worm—the codling-moth ecater-|plllar first hatches out, the apple is
plllar—is the neatest and cleanest lit- | just changing from ‘a blossom Into
ile chap on earth!™ fruit. You've séen that, haven't you?

“I'll bite down and eatch him!" sald | The petals all fallen off and a round,
Jack. . green swelling beginning to show un-
“No cut the appla In two,” sald little [der the calyx, Wall, Mr Coding
Dorothy., “Here's my knife.” |‘.1r—\.!"hr-'- out in all his glory of black
“Alas!” remarked Uncle Bob, "I'm |dots and ecollar and at once he satarts
alfrald you'll find nobody at home.™ to burrow into the hard, little apple.
“Well, here's the hole he went into.” | e burrows and burrows right Into
E (1] "
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FPHE GENERALLY EATS A DOOR IN THE SIDE OF HIS PRISON AND LETS
DOWN A SILKEN ROPEM -

— "

the heart and there he llves and grows

fat and comfortable. And the apple
grows aAnd grows and nobody knows
that there s a little stranger In its
heart eating and scooping out little
halls and rooms: Indeed everybody
might be fooled for a long time ex-
cept for one thing. Guess what it is"”
“The hole!"” orled Jack

“No,
cause
good
course,
noticed
again!"

*1 give up!” sald Jack.

“Sawdust! sald Uncle Bob.
vyou ever  notice brownish
sticking around the eye of

the hole scarcely
the apple has grown
denl,” repliad Uncle
it iz there but it
in the least by anyone.

shows be-
over |t
Bob. -
wouldn®

s

{
b

auess

*Did

“He grows and grows and changes

his complexion and looks,”™ went on
Uncle Hob, “Hix black dotas turn brown
and he turns pinkish in color. Then
the apple wvery likely gets ripe and
falls. Somehow the wormy Aapples
always ripen early and fall FPeople
think they blow off and call them
‘wind-falls,” but the truth Is that little
Mr. Codling is to blame. ¥e generally
ents a door In the midsa of his prison

und Iets down a silken rope and cr
nway."

“Jfats a
taken with the
How'd you llke
in & prison all made

“It's green apple,
mother. “I'm afraid you wouldn't get
fat in a green appie prison.”

“He ate somea and got paln once,”
explained Dorothy

“What does Mr. Codling do when he
gets out?" asked Jack, who thought
the talk was getting entirely too per-
sonal.

“He creeps into little eramnier In the
bark of the tree,” replled Uncle Bob,
“and there he gnaws a nlee-shaped
retreat for himself, wraps hlmself up
in a2 white sllk gheet which he spins
and goes off to =sleop. But first h=
hides his bed by voveri it with bits
of bark tiled on with thread. He
knows that birds are fond of him
—but not in & nice way—and he Is
very clever.”

“Then what
othy:

“Then he changes Into a pupa—
thit's the cocoon stage—and he sleaps
and sleeps for two weeks, while moth-
er nature waves her wand over him.
Then suddenly one day out he comes
A& nice, little Codling-moth!™

“Well, well!"” sad mother.
all very Interesting. Bob."

“I hops ¥you have not
gusted,” laughed Uncle Bob.

“Things aren’t bad at all if you
really know, are they?" replled mother.
*It's pity we can't all be bugologistse"

aps
cried Jack
idea

have

door!™ . fquite

“How Joliy!

eat a r
of sponge caks?"*
though.” smiled

LT to do

a

ne
ik

very

happens?™ asked Dor-

“This is

been dis-

“That's what I think,” chimed in
Jack.

“Oh, but ¥you can be!" exclalmed
Uncle Bob., *“I haven't told you any-
thing unusual at all All thias goes
on right before everybody. Thousands
of Interesting, little lives are bsing

lived in ths meadows and lanes ana
garden. All anybody needs to learn
about them s 1o get a good, strong palr
of Noticing Glaxaes,

War Etiguetie and Prisoners.
The Lamb.
Major (to head of bombing party)—
Where are your prisonéers?
Lisufenant—I didn't understand, sir,
that you wished us to bring back any

informal

prisonsre. I thought this was just an
affalr, .

powder |
an appler!

“Yen, often!” they replied

“Waell, that is what Mr. Codling does. |
ITa sweeps hia halls often pushies
the dust through the tiny opéning at
the end of the apple and {hs how
you can tell that he is there™

“But why does he go awayr?” asked
Dorothy. for they had cut the apple
in two now and wera examining the
hnlves very ecarefully, but no cater-
pillar could they [ind

=+ yvhose broad stripes and bright stars, [ devel friom th nillest green
thro' the perilous fight, § e figs ¢ for picking
THE STORY OF SHOE BUTTONS | oot v St vee o
gullantiy streaming ™ etc. & benrs i fruit of
Finally when the day dawned much 1 15k . hut 1 fuctive.
r to Kev's dellght the banner was still | 1= In hins o L ad | e Inzidsa
| NCE there was a little gir! who(jerked on ‘her shoes and grabbed for w.'n'!u}g on- high and the Clty of the fruit be Hirtu
O didn't like to button her shoes |the button hook, but there weren't any | ...y At his lelsure. sife in Japan §& an abiy nt bearer nnd Mag-
No, I didn't say it was you. buttons — not one button anywhere on home, he wrote the remainder of nolin bears " s} i fruft
Whnt made. you think =no? This e“{f:.':';‘ ']“:::; worry ™ sald the falty Prin. | Pesutiful poem and a friend 1 1 w1 that h[:\
ez just a very queer little girl who | pess, In a dlsu:';;;oin;ed voice, "I will I'\'\'OF_FII-“JT\L'-}”’;- I“."-‘:Tr“l“ -"rl--i' o ! ' i Aoy
Illldlg't like to button har shoes Of | huve to zet some other [ittle girl to go -"1::‘1 ‘-‘l::rt'i?ltn|‘gﬂ..‘.[ T‘:;m?:“; ”::_:';_“:'i”:‘,h._,, -
Il‘(‘llt‘uf-. SORTHN: e evvr_\'_morning. sl th‘-.‘n'. - of Baltimore L.ater the SODE Wa: | th
and every morning, and every morning And before the :-i-tle girl could mr‘j to music and It became the d | i
! o h — - awer o word the princess was gone, an =~ . & e L e
she buttoned her shoes, 11 buttons on b iy E_rt = nlones elimbed | *0ng to the hearts of wll Americ 5 : | ‘ hns : S R
ona shoe and 11 buttons on the other ndly fhto) hid  mrd slept 'l]l.(l' rest of Francis Scott Key diod January wit ..‘-. " Lip:t3 ¥ -
| shoe; and they never changed at all, I;“_ }1I|th:. - ’ - 1843, but his poem \\'r“..t‘_'-' !11—.-5. r~‘-,1. Ls nt o ‘ : ..\[ \tar and
[and the little gir]l got so tired of it Bright and early In the morning the extraordinary clrcumstian "["_ I'“‘; el ol d w . y st s
One morning she decided she would| little .uifl'ﬂ mother called in at the \\-_'It_\'ﬁ hold sway “'(Fer the _;A‘l‘.i.. aof the i - —
make her shoes more interesting by | door: “Time for breakfast!™ ) Free and the Home of the Brave Not Story, but Argument.
| buttoning only every other button. So The little girl sleepily opened her Lo Stay " auual
she tried that plan. Bhe buttoned %ix | eyes, and then she remembered about . . . § % with a wounded
: buttons on one shoe and =lx buttons on| the buttons. *Oh, T am Bo sOrry my GrOWIng Flgs in Flower POtS‘ train and sat |‘\;\'n on-
‘the olther shoe, and left every other but- ¢ gshoes are all spoiled, and now I ecan't ntieman,
ton unbuttoned. 1',:\- to school,” for she rememberad about . = LB 1l ex -
But do you think that scheme |the blg scissors and the falry Princess, HE fig 1= one of the S tr | ¢ pl y. "How
worked? No, indeed! She hgd bardly | She climbed out of bed in n hurry, known, and since It has become | Wel it was this
reached the foot of the stalrs until her | “Mavybe | can find the buttons where known that figs n he Zrown | ¥, We il 1 wns
mother called to her, “Little gitl, you |they rolled around the room, and masbe |in pots and frulted in the conservi- L a German sniper.
have not buttoned all your shoe but- ) can have them put on again.” But be-|iorv or in the open ground, wi t .‘.'.m tl.. m:‘“i
tonsi" fore she hiad a chunce to hunt very far, = : LSRR AN rgennt, as coti(
“I know that,” sald the little girl], |she spied har two little shoes ﬁlrn)u!l;u: thoreila ARLES nl.l"h“h ot I_" sap—*" A conld moe interposed
“filve buttons on one shoe, and five but- | firmly unfier the bed, and every onse weather, there has heen a groh the old gentls At that diztance?™
tons on the other wanted a wvacition, | of 1!{(‘94: 22 buttons were on Jljp.‘ as | mand for the quick-be “Yeax. 1 could Vi str Well, wa
and so 1 told them they could rest to- | gight and as solld as ever. by people anxious to gr firedd nt #nch He got ona in nt
day.” “Oh,"” she cried, as she ran for the| Thess wvarieties be to | me that broke bayonet and hit mo
“But you will have to tell them dif- | button hook, *I believe it was all altime the yvoung ots are six inches | in " ¥ I moun tled
ferently,” sald her mother, laughingly, | dream that my shod buttons were gone, |long and form = fig at evers L “With wounded arr Yos
“this s a day when every =hooe|and 1 will never mind buttoning them | like apples, peaches and other frults | Suddenly 1 heard a ye I a
button hax to work. agnin—Never—Never—never! of the kind, the fig 1z more 1like the | lot of theo tnrted t it
So the little girl went slowly back raspherry or hlackbarry in the re- | trenches I fired a qui +
upstalirs and buttoned every button. spect that the fruit does not ripen sll | sandd 50 of 1k t ¥
That night, when she undressed for A Famous Name for at one time. Figs continue 1o de- | aald the i gentleman, lout
bed, she couldn't think af anything but Americans. velop and ripen fruit untll checked by | That's n lot. isn't it "Yes, B0,
those 22 shoe buttons that would hava cold weather. Tommy who was getting ann .
to be buttoned up the next morning. “I For pot culture the fig requites| “Then 1 fix«d : But ¥ou
wish something would happen to them HAT Amerlcan boy and girl does | ahout the same treatment as a rubber | sadd 1% broknan. . Thin
In the might,” she sald, crossly, not know and honor the name of | plant;, and If supplied with I was h_? are,” sail
as she Jerked off her shoes. | oo s Seott Kov? July 29 11 be the | Water the frult wiil ripen. 01 Iomn o L wanta story,
“T am =sick of shos Dhuttons oand =B i o e o plants will have frult in all [ ¥ ou _
shoe buttons and shoe buttons,” 138th anniversary of his birth and we —— = = = — —
and then she tumhbled into bhed and |fa2nnot respect his memory better than

went to slacp. While she slept, a great
bl pair of sclssors stalked up the front
walk, stalked wup ths front stalirs,
down the hall and into the litle girl's
room.

“Where are those shoe huttons that
warnt to come off 7 cried the blg scis-

sore, threateningly.
“Here wa are, right under tha bed™
answered the 22 buttens, all together.

“l am golng to cut you off,” tha hig
sclssors announced, and they set to
work and snipped every one of those 22
buttons.

Just when the last hutton had rolled
off into the corner, a lovely fair FPrin-

cess stood at the Coor of the little
girl’s room. *“Come, little girl, put on
your shoes,” sald the FPrincess, "I am

going to take you to falryland.™
The

little girl hed,
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[

Not One Button omn Elther Shoe.

|

by the Stars

noble
fing.
Scott

waving
singing the
about our

and Stripes, and
words he penned

CURLS

Francis Kevy galned his fame

for his immortal poem, *The Etar- >
spangled Banner,” which he wraote B i
under the following romantie circum- 'G 5ISTER$ HEF\D ‘5 FULL OF

stances In 1514 the United States was

nt war with Great

CURLS -

Britain and a British
fl;;r‘t‘ ‘-;-,:'-:i::el 1!-‘ \-;.‘I\l“)ﬁ\'-ljl;'!ll:‘f_; ;kh‘;r ul:r: BUT WHEN SHE WF\S A CH‘LD L‘“E ME L
e oo o PE PBRIR AWAS SIBAGHT AMD SHORT A fwe

in the bay bombarded the
the witer slde. The city of
i then o mera

town from
Baltimore,
town, was being protected

"CAUSE '™ THE ALBUM | CAN SEE.

|Iu' a2 hondfui of voluntesr citizens

who were doing thelr best A few SHE SRYS NHEN ‘ GROW B'G RND TALL
davs previous, a well-known citizen, M

Dr. Beanes, was taken a prisoner by

the Britieh and conveyed ta one of Y HR‘R WILLGET QUITE CURLEY'TOO—
thalr ships. Near Washington was the

little town of Georgetown and the AND THEH SHE LHUGHS-
young Francis Beoott Key. who lived

there was seleoted to go, under a flag
af truce, to ask for the release of Dr
Beanese. Mr, Key was recelved on the
British ship and gained the release of

| DON'Y SEE WHY
SHE THINKS 7HA7 SUCH

the doctor, but the Eritish Admiral
deemed |t advisable to keep  both
Amerileans on board until the fight Y -IOKE ’ DO YOU?

Was over.

At sunrise on September 13 the fleet
moved up the bay and fired on Fort
McHenry., The battle was a fierce one
and lasted until midnight and Dr.
Boaanes and Francis Scott Key, who
heard and saw it all, could not make
out through the awful darkness of the
night which side was winning. Key
paced the deck all through the weury
hours, praying that the Stars and
Stripes would still be waving at dawn
over tha fort. It was during this
anxious waiting that he took an old
envelopa out of his pocket and serib-
blad the well-known lines:

“Oh, say, can you sea by the dawn's
early light

‘What =0 proudly we halled at the

twillight's last gleaming,




