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- ¥ By Bben B Rextord .
DON'T blieve Mary's goim’ to
the sewin’ wsoclety,” Mra, Dawley
sald to herself, as ghe passed the
Btephens place, . “She's out in
the backyard to work now. If

she was goin’, she'd be'n gettin' ready,

or gone, ‘fore this time, I guess. Bhe
nover was one o' the las” minnit kind

o' folkn. Dear mel I mnever used to

think, when she an' I was girls together

that things would = happen so we'd
sca'cely speak to each other, an' both
of us Uvin' right In the szme neighbor-
hood, too! But she was al'ays dretful
set—the Parkses al'ays was—an’' I dun-

no's our folks was much dif'rent. I

don't #'pose all the blame was on her

side, know I wan't, In fact I baint'
never felt llke admittin’' as much to her,

I wonder If she's ever been sorry over

our fallin' out? ‘Tain't like her say

80, if she was. BHut sometimes in mest-

in’ I've ketched her a lookin' our way an’

1 can’t help fealin' she looked kind o

sorry. It does seem queer to think of

us two women, born an' brought right
uR together, an’ members o' the same
churcli, a holdin®' a grudge

other for more'm 16 year, an

rumol.hln' very likely neifhar

o blame for. ['ve al'ays thought, If we

could have fnt togetbher an' talked It

over peaceable, there wouldn't ha' been
gia"tr%::); butlu;: didn't df that,” and

; oy o as she ve ane
Emkwu-d look =t o Bupheﬂ Iace,
Dear me, what a queer world It is]

but I guess the folks In it od
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::f.h" qu’"“ih 1 .ilhu. lllk:sd Mar p

n any o' & other gir an’ on't " Ll
b'lieve gul she thought -:'noro o' mae Rallroad, "Number One.

t she dld of her own sister, an'

to think _ \\:,’rs_ bardly on speakin’ would, if I'd earrled my head aas high
torms, alone. How often she and Mary as she has. I think it's & kind of judg-
Hilephens—Mary Parks in the old days— ment ag'inst her, after sayin' what she
had “walked this selfsame road together! gid about Joe Bonner.'

But pnow each would

around, or croas-lots 0“8 lONE WAY  .qf my memory ain't antirely at fault,

0 avold meet~ o' Barnes, you had as much to say

111* the other.
he sewing soclety held Its spmi-an- 2bout Joe Bonner as anybody,” sald
nunj maatlna" at Deu:::mn Crossford's to- Mrs. Dawley, while her syes flashed,

day, and Mrs, Dawley found nearly ail 8nd her cheeks reddened with indigna-
- o members of it :.lrs.lulr thora.rnn.i tion. But if Mis' Stephens did say
ready to begin work, when she arrived, ¥0meé hard things about him, she was
“You didn't mee anything of Mra, justifled in it, fo! nothin' aver happened
Stephens, di¢ you, when you came by?® Nere that was quite as mesan an’ coward-
asked Mrs, Jones, the president of the 1Y A= what Joe Bonner dld, an’ you know
soclety. ev'rybody thought mo. You thought so,
“Yes, I 414,” answered Mrs. Dawley. &80d you wa'n't & bit backwards In ex-
"S8hs wos doln' somethin in ths back- gruuln‘ our mind. So why should you
yard, I don't think she's comin’” lame Mis' Btephens for sayin' what you
“I hardly thought she would,” re- #aid? Haln't she an good e right to say
sponded Mrm Jones. what she thinks as you have? You
““Tain't ‘'t all ilkely she will, undsr seem to be real glad to think she's got
the clrcumstances,” remarked Mrs, Lroubla, I ain'tt I'm corry for het.
Bpoonaer, meuﬂnxlir. “L wouldn't if I I was sorry for Joe Bonner's mother.
was her, I wouldn't feel like seeln’ ['mi sorr{. for anybody that's in trouble,
anybody.” I don't think it showa the right kind o'
"Nor L, sald Mra. Barnes, in her spirit to may-such things as you've sald
sharp, resping tones. *“I'd be ashamed about Mis’ Stephens, an' I'm frea to
to look folks Iin the face An' you say so, an' if it don’t suit you to have
may be sure ghe ts. Bhe's proud, ra. me say right out, falr an' square, what
Blephens is, an' T know she's dretfully I think, I‘cnn't help it Tve sald It
cut up over what's happened. ['m an' I aln't goln' to take back a word of
I:u':u;g E(‘:rtloul;'. of euuruhbut }I‘t'l no {t." -
or appen to her than to “Wh —I ongh o wa'n't o
other folks, an' it may take down her real K‘ tnrml-b 2 tht r.’i:l’ Bt&phenl!.p'
pride a littla. . Bhe's al'ays held her head gaid Mrs Barnmes, with a flushed face,
pretty high, an' on that account she 4 snap of her eyes.
won't gét ds much sympathy es a good — “Mebbes I ain't,” responded Mrs. Daw-
many others would, an’ I'm fros to #ay ey  “But that's no reafon why 1 should
I don't think she deserves as much.” ' . "
= EC to runnin’ her down, as I know of.
&dded Mrs, Barnes, spitefully, 8he had "I don't know's Anybody's been' Pun-
nevaer liked Mrs. Stéephens, becnuss Mrs. nin' her down,” sald i Barnes, with
Blephens had given her to understand an attempt at dignity
::ry Eulull?lgv. long lago, that she did not *Yes you do,” sald Mrs Dawley, spir-
‘:\:r otla:w?:‘ 'f:-m:ﬁ;rf.?’ﬂﬂn liad hap- itedly. "Yoqye  boen sayin' shings
f' y P* ag'inst her. If we'd all fall in with you,

pened. Bhe {lad heard nothing. Bu X
2 'ou’d have sald lots of things about har
she asked no queations, and the conver- JOU 0 W #UC 1908, OF nsﬁo R Tt

sation went on. Mre. Barnes, and two I dun’t llke that way. 1 desplse Iit. It's

3 or thres rt'cular friends of hers, . '
seemed delighted at this opportunity of !lke takin' advantage of a man when he's
alring their grudges and grisvances J0W0. 1 know Mls' Stephens an' I
ugainst the absent member of the s6w- hain't heen on frlendlg terms for quite
ing soclety, and they Improved it to the ® #pell, but that don’t keep me from
utmost Eraaantiy ra. Barnes turned feelln’ sorry for her. An' I know she
to her. gin't to blame If her boy has gone

“] don’t s'pose you feel as sorry for Wrong. She always tried to make him
Mis* Btepkens as vou would If she'd What any of us mothers’d like to have
usnd you different,” sha sald our boys be. I know Mary Stephens

, on't know what you are talkin' well enongh to know she'd be sorry for
about,” answered Mra. Dawley, frostily, You, Mis' Barnes, {f your hoy did some-

“You_ don't? exclaimed Mrs. Barnes. thin' he hadn’'t ought to. ;kmw she

“Why! It ean’t be you haln’t heard about don’t llke you none too well, but she

what John Blephens has done?” wouldn't let that keep her from sympa-
“I have heard nothing,” answered Mrs. thizin’ with you. An' I don't b'lievs, yat,
Dawley, that John Stephens has stole anybody's

"Well, T declare! that beats all” aald money.
Mra. Barnes. "I s'posed ev'rybody knew eomethin’ more about it than what the
&bEI.EI It. It's In all the papers!" paper eaya'

I'va beep s0 busy, for thu. lnst wee here was a faint attempt at applauss
that I hain't read the papers” respond in the room when Mre. Dawley conclud-
Mrs. Dawloy. ~ ed -her little speech. But the maljority

it's llke this™ explained Mrs. of the members of the soclety stood so
John Stephens, so the papers much In awe' of Mrs, Barnes and, the
say, has robbed the man he was to work president, who was one of her strongest
_1'0:; of ever 80 many thousand doliars, supportars, that the demonstration was
an’ they've got him locked up, an' Mr. something of & faflure. But Mrs. Daw-
Stephens, he's ne down to the city to ley had the satisfaction of knowing that
see about It. f courss, Mig' Btc])khens most of the women Indorsed what she
feels llke death about It—you know had mald, and, now that she had dared
whnt a proud furl of. a creatur’ she al- (o speak her mind about Mra. Barnes,
ways was—an' as I've been sayin' 1o she felt n great deal more courage than
some of 'em, I don't feel half 0 sorry she had ever belleved herself to be the
for her as 1 yould for lots of other owner of. Indeed, she rather snjoyed
folks. I hain't forgot what she sald what she had done. BShe had often falt
noout Joe !lonner. when he was took up as {f someone ought to tell Mrs. Barnes
for s:eal!n_ from the postoffice. Now, the plain truth, but she had never felt
1 guess ltll_klnd o' come right home as If she dared da 1t But
to her. 8he'll ind her own boy min't she had done it, and It gave her
no better'n other folka’ boys. It'1l be a feelihg of duty performed. Prob-
dretful gallln' to her, 1 shouldn't won- ably Mrs, Barnes would never forgive
der (f she .jelt shet herself right up her, hut she didn't care for that,
to home an' stayed there. I b'lieve I since she had sald nothing but what

WILL APPEAR IN SOCIETY
THIS FALL

1 shan't b'lleve (t till know

Miss Ethel Roosevelt, Who Makes Her Debut fn Washington Society
This Fall

RITICS may storm at the door of
the strenuous president of the
United States, but his second

of holding sway over Washington's
fmm er sot for one season. She real-
zes fully this will be her, last por-
10 do thls from the White Fouse

tunit
daughter, Miss Ethel Roosevelt, and declded to o the t of
finds few critics, for ghe ls uni- B “ﬁ"&w apportunity.
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accomplishments, this new favorite of
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As Mra Dawley walked homeward,
after the adjournment of the socleiy,
her heart was full of sympathy for her
old friend and her trouble.

“I know just how she must feal"
she thought.,” “I know how I'd feel If it
was one of my boys. An' it might be
them as well as one of MAary's boya.
Bhe's tried to brinT her boys up rlﬁht
Just the same as have mine, I de-
clare, I don't feel's if 1 could go by
the house ‘thout stoppin’ in to tell her
how sorry I be. I—I will!"

When she reached the Stephens place
she turned in al the gate. t made her
heart beat fast to think of what she
wis doing. Bhe didn't know what, Mary
would say. But she'd take the chances!
“It's what I'd llke to have her do If 1
was in her place,” she sald, as she went
up the path between the hollyhocka and
soulthernwood. How many years |t had
been since she had pass the Btephena

teway! How much happiness both
ad lost In those years by Lhe exist-
ence of fhe bltterness between them,
{lrowlnx out of something they had both

mont forgotten about! Bhe knocked.
Presently she heard steps—slow, heavy,
sorrowful steps they sounded to her—
and then the door opened and she
looked Into the face of her old friend,
but & face so changed, since the last
tlme she had seen it at church, that It
seemed the face of someone else. There
were tear-marks on {ts cheeks, and lines
of care about the eyes that told of a
mother's grief and sorrow more elo-
quently than words could.

"Mary,” cried Mrs. Dawley, “T've just
heard about—about your trouble, an'
thought I must stop an' tell you how
sorry I be.” Then tears welled up In
her eyes and ran down her clpeks and
she could see nothing for apPmoment,
buot she heard a great sob and then felt
the arms of her old friend about her
neck, and the two women stood theare
erying together. Borrow and sympath
made thelr hearts warm and tender, an
though no word was spoken about their
old trouble, it seem to be mutually
understood that it was a thing of the

Fmst. and that At some more conven-
ent time they would bu it out of
quht in the grave of forgetfulness.

‘'l don't b'leeve It's trus about John,"
said Mra. Dawley, by and by, aftpr the
had “had thelr cry out” together, *~
cant b'leeve It., 1'd as soon b'leeve It
of one of my boys, an' I "'most know
they wouldn't do such a thing. 1 feel
sure it'll all come out all right. You'll
find out thers was a miptake somewhera
when your husband comes back You
see If you don't.”

“I hope s0," responded Mrs. Stephens.
“I hailn't lost faith in John. never
brought him up to steal, an' I ocan't
b'leave he's forgot what I tried to teach
him, as soon as this. But the man
whose money was stole |s the man he's
been workin' for, an’ that makés It seem
as If there must be somethin’' In thes
.torg. It don't seem as If I could walt
for Joseph to come. 1've felt as If I'd
got to start for the city myself. It
seems as if he’d been gone & year,
though ‘twas only day before yesterday
he went"

t back before tonight,"”
“He'll be home on
I'll tell you what

"He couldn't
sald Mrs. Dawley,
the 6 o'clock train.
vou'd better do, Mary—you get your
bonnet an’ come home with me, an’
we'll keep watch for your husban’
when the traln comes In. Now, don't
say no. 1 ain't goin’ to listen to It
You must come.”

Could the Sewing soclety have seen
thesa two women golng up and over the
hill together, there would have been
many comments made about the un-
usual sight, und some of Ita members
would have wondersd how It came
about. But these two women knew,
The smoldering life of friendship had
been fanned to a blase at last, and by
its warmth the chlll of anger and dls-
cord was being driven out foraver
through the heart's open door.

Mr. Dawley’s face was a %arfmt ple-
ture of astonishment whe o saw his
wife and Mrs. Stephens c¢ tni’ up tha
garden path together. Had the days
of miracles coma again?

“We've made up,” sald his wife, sim-
plﬁv In explanation of the mystery over
w {nh his surprise was so evident. “"Wa
ought to have done It years ago, but
we didn't, an’ It's better late than never,
B¢t right down In this rockin' chalr
Mary, an' rest yerself. Make yoursel
right to home, just as you used to. Jo-
seph, light the kitchen fire an' put the
tea kottla on while I'm changin’ my
dresa, an' then you go out an' keep
watch for Mr. Stephens. He's been to
the city, an’ Mnrr’a lookin' for him on
the b ‘o'clock train. If he comes. he's
to stop o supper.”

Mr. Dawley did as he was told, won-
dering it wonders would never cease.
“But I'm glad of (t,”" he told himself.
“I'm awful glad of ft. It's what ought
to have happened long ago. In fact, it
never ought to have happened at all."”
His Incoherency must be pardoned be-
cause of the suddenness with which the
change in affairs had come about. He
somehow felt as I{f he must be dream-
Ing. “Stephens'll be glad, too. He's
told me, more'n once, that he didn’t see
why they couldn’'t drop it, an’ I al'ays
told him I couldn’'t. But beln’ wimmen,
1 s'posa It seemed diff'rent to them.
Wimmen's such queer things” When
Mr. Dawley could not explalm to him-
self what seemed Lo be & woman's (n-
consistency he always set It down to
“gquesrncss,” This was simply another
instance of it,

While the tea kettle was lfelf.lnr ready
to boll, Mrs. I)awley found time to ex-
vdain to her husband about the trou-
les which had come to the Btephens
famlly. .

“You dor’'t know how I pity poor
Mary,” sald his wife, as she wiped her
eyes on her apron. "She's all broken
up over it. I can't help thinkin' how
we'd feol, If It "twas our boy.”

The shadows were beginning to gath-
er in the cornera of the garden when
Mr. Dawley saw a man coming up the
road, It was the man ha was looking
out for. He went to the galte to meet

m.
“ello, Stephens,” he sald. *“Glad to

ses you back. 1 have been watchin' for
vou,. Your wife's here. “Come right in.”

“My wife here?' cried Btephens. *“I'd
Iike to know how that happens.’

“l can't tell, answered Mr. Dawley.
“Youll have tn ask them. Bhe's here,
That's all I know about It. TI've just
heard about—about the troubla I'm
sorry. 1 hope i;uu found out It wasn't
80 bad ma you thought.”

“l found everything: all right with
John,” answered Mr. Stephens, as he

rabbed his nelghbear's hand and shook
t as If the u*: afforded him positive
ralief for is pentup ealings.
“Yesasirer, my John's all right, an' don't
you forget It! An' the wimmen's made
up? 'That's more to be glad for, Why—
1 feel's ef I'd llke to holler, or do mome-
thin' to kind o' celebrate things, It's
better'n a Fourth of July to me’

“Me, too,” sald Mr. Dawley, pushing
his neighbor into the house. “There's
your man, Mrs. Btephens, an' he says
It's all right with John.”

Poor Mrs. Slephens rose to har faet
and took a atep or two toward her hus-
band. Then she stopped and stood there
with an unspoken question In her face,
trembling llke a leaf.

“It's all right, Mary,” esald her hus-
band,* s he came and put his armas
about her and kissed her. “One of the
clerks stole the old man's money, but It
wusn't John. He'd been sent to' some
place on business, an’ the reportér got
things all muddled up, an’ laid it all to
John, ‘cause he'd left town when he
dldn't know the first thing about It
They've got the fellow that stole the
money, an' ha's owned up to It, an’
thera's goin’ “to be a plece In the paper
explalnin' how the mistake was mede
about our John"™

"Thank God!" eried. John's mother
and her face was bright with foy. *I
knew he couldn’'t be & thief!" 'Then shs
sank down In the old rocking-chalr and
eried softly. .

“Let her ory—It'll do her good.” mald
Mrs. Dawley. "“You go right out in the
kitehen an' git ready for supper, Mr.
Btwhenn, It's on the table waltin'"

hon thay sat down to the supper-
table, Mr. Dawley asked a blessing, and
it ended In this way:

“An' we thank thes, Father,

that
ev'rything’s coming out all
Amen."

right.

They wers homely, simple words, but
there was o world of meaning in them,
and from the hearts of those who
heard them rose up a kindred thankful-
ness which was none the less forvent
and sincere, because It did not find ex-
prel‘!a!on in speech.

“TI've s0 much to be thankful for"
sald Mrs. Btephens when she and her
husband rose up to go. *“I've got my
boy, and there's nothin’ to be ashamed
of, an’ I've got an old friend back,” and
then sha put her arms about Mrs, Daw-
ley's neck and they cried togethar again.
“More of wlmmen's aueernras," whis-
perad Mr. Dawley to Mr. Stephens, who
nodded assent and added: “But I'm
Elad to see It In this case.” "So'm L
responded Mr. Dawley. “So'm I Some-
how it makes ma feel kind o' quesr my-
palf,” he addad as he cleared his throat.

Beware of

Evil Thoughts

By Maurica Maesterlinck,

HE human soul i{s a plant of
matchlesa unity, whose branches,
when, the hour s come, all
burst Into Dblossom at onos.
The peasant to whom the power

of expressing that which lies In his
soul should smddenly be given. would
at this moment pour fourth ideas that
were not yet In the head of Racine.
And thus it |8 that men of a genlus
much Inferior to that of Shakespeare
or Racine have yet had revealed to

them a glim of a secretly luminous
life whose outer crust, alcne, had come
within the ken of those masters,

For however great the soul, it avails
not that it should wunder in Isolation

l)u‘ahl lfl& or time. Unalded, 1t

cgn o but littla It is the flower of

the multitude. A
en the ia storm-

-npli‘ltunl sea
{ts whole surface restless

tossed and
4 troubl then ls the moment ripe
m t if

1 s
VALY e of sibhiker 1ot
but of lﬁ: dreama of
Py R MO

amlat at
w::i_ndvucp to th
A

wakening, ‘and

would readily flow from his lips, be-
cause the soul of the 2luerby, ba he
tramp or vagrant, would bs there to as-
uist him. For truly, it seams that there
are today fewer vells that cloud the
soul, and were Hamlet now to look into
the eyes of his mother thers would be
revealed to him the things that then he
di(} not know,

s It clear to you? This is one of the
strangest, most troublesome truths. Is
ft clear to you that If thers he evil
thoughts in your soul, your mere pres-
ence will probably proclaim it today a
hundred times more plainly than would
have been the case two or three cen-

turies ago.

Do you reallzse that {f you have rer-
haps {hﬁ morning done am‘thtng hat
has saddened the heart of any human

being, the t with whom you are
to talk about the weather, will know it
—his soul will hava been warned even
bafore his hand has opened the door to

you.
Though you put on the expression of
a saint,~a hero or a martyr, even the
evye of a passing child will not greet
ou with the same pleasant smlile If
hers lie hidden In your soul an evil
thought, an injustice, or a brother's

tears.

It I8 becoming difffenlt to Narbor
hatred, envy or treachery in one's heart
undetect for the souls sven of the
most | srent are constantly watch-
Ing you, Our forefathers did not

these thin and we zo that life
By Becbive (R ) 102

va
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The Time to
Be Careful

By Cara Reese.

E careful, son, or you will be put
back where you belong: you will
ba back at the AdArawing beard,
or among the laboring hands, or
doing the errands as pf yore!l

You cannot be so , consaquential In
dull seasons as when work ls pleatiful
and poslitions are begging for accupants,

There are times and places for giddi-
ness and mirth In busineas enterprises
as well as In other affairs, but such
times and places ars not here at pres-

ent. These are days for solemnity of
countenance, for «dililgence In pursult,
for deference towsrd the guarantors of
pay rolla, and not days for executing
war-whoops, Interpolatin the clog
dance, or Indulging in grimace at the
expense of your superiors.

0%t Youn men In your elreum-
stanpes are developing remarkable qual-
itles of obedienco, correct deportment

d hablts of dimcreet silence, and this
doubtlessly continue until the out-
olamor for jobs llke theirs sub.
or the needy ones have vanished,
‘how long co d';rnu hold out finan-

1, Instéad” of being retrograded
! ", r:g mnr.!. ;gu were elimi-
nated ‘therefrom en T

'he shock weq ont, heals r:
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adopt the extremes of fashlon as &
emplified by the “Merry Widow H
snd the “Sheath Gown." Hoth
preposterous exngrerations
ticles of woman's
represent that they
naties or that thelr w ;
Jscig for incarcerations A
the insane. T4L FRAS Orhis
The wearers of these ridiculous fad
must realize that they attréicl unenvi)
ble attention und unfavorable ¢o
trom all observers, A woman who ha
nut thrown all her modesty to the winds
should hesilate to wear a hat that I
100 wlde for an ordinary doorway N
that must inconvenience those nesr,
They have heen seen with hats so
from rim to rim of the brim that t
ladies so chapeaued could herdly sit in
the same seat in the cars or in & oAr-
riage without disagreeably scraping
nguinst each other. x
The sheath gown (3 something dig=
gusting snd “ssuredly belongs to wWo-
men who ftresd the boards of & stage
and who are not over modest In exposs
ing the outllnes of thelr natural or
artificial figures, The wonder Is that
good women will folldw styles that are

North Bank Coal Bunkers at Cliffs,

invariably started by others of ques-
Wash. tlonable character., No pure-minded
d}ljﬁdeﬂt “inmn ‘éver conceived aAbys -
thing so vulgar as the sheath gown and
the edmd apd necktiss it Is regretiable that an:'r woman of re- |

coats and hats shiny, Just as fast as
ever when one Is out of work as when
opne s In employment. and sometimes
even faster, owing to the wearlng o
the best In celebration of the enfore

holldays, Then the stomach criss out
for three meals a day, and there must
be some spot where the hat may hang

finement should have copled the vagars
les of the recklessly Inclined.

A desire for novelty h: led many
women (nto abhsurdities of a8, ‘They
ignore the fact that anythiag bordering
on the ultrwr Is dans?ﬁ sly near the
Rrepoaternua line and 1 a.?wnys affected

y frivolous persons who have Httle

;rnw solled, and

up. and there is usually a landiady. bralps and whose vanity ecarries them
But the only reason for refarring to (o extremes.
all this is that you may be encournged The costumes of women of pafine-

to keep n steady head on your shoul-
ders and have a littla thought as to
certain proprietiss. For instance, [t Is

ment and good taste are not often cop=
led by the fashionable class. They are
not showy enough and fal]l to please the

oOr taste, Ian It not, to boast of your fanecy of vulgarlans who revel In strik-
ine job mnd proepect of promotion be- ing “colors &nd startling greations in
fores the youth who Is lls‘lnf from hand hats and gowns

to mouth during this shutdown season, A modiste once sald: “There I8 a

and who Is twice as skillful as you ure?
It Is poor poliey, too, to smile or to
wink an eoyelld when soma applicant
for work s politely shown the door.

And It I1s very poor citizsenshlp to be
flippant or daring or too consplcuous In
extravagance, or to make a smart re-
mark whers men are lined up anywhere,
either for food or the hopa of selection
far.labor.

In the malin, You are rether adapta-

streak of barbariam in most people and
they usually betray it in their dréss
Many are color blind and have no ldea
of the amazing comblnations they some-
times insist vpon introducing In thelr
dress. As for hats, the war bonnet of
an Indian chief Is tame beside the hats
they would wear |f thelr friends or mil-
liners did not prevent them." '

It 18 an Interesting study to watch
an assembiage of women, Bometimes

ble to conditions, son; you are a judge
of times and scasons {n the Wway Of pro: gt COmBAR of fushicnables you il
priety In jest and Joke: and you gen- of (ng rainbow, their hats and gowns

orally know when you may shirk a 1it-
tle .at your tasks Anfl when you must
keep your sleeves rolled up in earnaest.
Btill, you are too much of a Yankes to
let pass by any real good chance for

being fearfully and wonderfully made

in styles that are unlike anything ever

worn before by any femals since BEve

??nsltmmu the famous garment out of
SAV e,

fun or gibes, and In ordinary times this
Is all flght. y advioe to wom oung and old,
But hearts are sensitive these days .8 10 avold “t"m“.:k L‘.’f‘“"

colors or extravagances of any ki

/ w - -
and fealings are easlly wounded; more If you are plaln, ultra styles and glar-

ugver, you are not a fixture. Ba care-
ful, or you will be put back where you JNE otolors only Serve to emphasise your
belong and at a lower figure! plainness. The beauty of face or form

was never enhanced by trylng colors or
style of dress.

Oh, Oh!
From the Ban Antonio Express:
“Dn women dress to plesase men?™
inquires a contemporary, Well, at any
rate, thelr dresses very seldom please
another woman.

Five hundred and fifty dollars hasa
been pald for a singla Epeélmen of the
Antimacus butterfly,

Softness and other unfavorable qual-
ities of aluminum may be overcoms, it
is now elaimed, by llm}'ln%lt with mlf-
nesium. An alloy of this kind, fo
which tha name of “magnalium” has
been given, I8 now manufactured in
Garmany, and lts maicers bellsve that
--8 use will shortly’ supersede that of
pures aluminum. :

HERE IS THE NEW SHEATH
STOCKING--WHAT NEXT?

T LEFT |s shown the new lace
applique stockings worn with
short vamp ‘Pompadour” aslip-
pers. At right the very latest
in stockings—aembroldered front

with sheath e¢ffect at the side i

New York, Nov., 14 —"Aln't it orful,
Maggle,” &« Bowery girl was heard to phe

iaim che was stand. in t
;‘rmui. d?:;»lay window ot,u:.hm
partment stors viewing the new shaath
stocking. “But 1 just wish I could hava

a too,” she finlshed th & cal

One New

f

i




