iy
Nl

ey

asses another

C

age 2

milton.

ARRIES

ER'S WIDOW

Pavies of Royal
idegroom at
eremony.

d Press Cable.
15.—Great
riage yesterday at
cester, of the real
nith, the brides-in-
who paid the death
s ago for the mur-
It will be remem-
hrried his first wife,
ornhill, in the name
terwards he desert-
ide, who emigrated
he met her present
groom was Thomas
Westminster, B.C.,
| Engineers. Among
wedding was the
(George Davies, who
vy from the west.

hotory at Factory
bes.
& Leeming, Limit-
ns to their Yonge
ffering many new
factory prices, in
ale showrooms, at
In order to fael-
they will send an
customer who
6. A view of the
brth the trip, while
ortunity is unpre-
pianos offered at
se who do not wigh
make the trip for
the big modern
biles will return all
mes.

ALL SOON. .e

n Niagara to Tor-
o suppply another
y for overseas ser-
ry soon. The new
led the 81st Over-
F.

{

interest _

o,

e Mo Lo L T

E S e e

'y

gl

PAGE FOR EVERYB ODY

The 'Dancé o f

¢+ of Age—and the Children

By WINIFRED BLACK

Oopyright, 1915, by Newspaper Feature Service, Ine

the Death

rium—the dance of the Death of Age.

l SAW it the other night in a great audito-,

23 4

I had seen the name of it on the pro-

gram I would have gone away before it began.
T'm glad I did not, for I would have missed |
one of the great experiences of my life.

Let

me tell you about it.
It was very quiet in the great auditorium.
We sat, many thousands of us} in rows of seats
high above the main floor, and there was music,
soft and trembling and vague, and from a great
door came walking slowly and with quiet dig-
nity a beautiful, aged woman.
Bighty years old she was, or thereabouts,
and she wore a dress of shot silver that swept
about her llke a dewy cloud at evening, and her. hair, thick and white and
glistening like silver, was veiled with a rich lace scarf, and her face shone
with the beauty of a sweet and tranquil spirit.
On one side of the aged woman walked a beautiful girl-of 16 or =o, all in
a mist of rosy tulle, and on the other side trotted a vigorous and lovely child

of 7. They walked—the three—quietly,

but in a sort of rhythmic time to the

music that swelled and died, to the centre of the floor,,and there the aged
woman sank, in her dress of silver, into a seat that was heaped and sur-

rounded with the petals of roses.

.
.
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| ~ Age, Youth and Childhood.

She sat there and pointed with her staff and made figures in the rose
leaves, and the beautiful girl beside her smiled comprehendingly d.nd the
child knelt in the rose leaves and played and tossed them in the air above
them and laughed up into the face of the aged woman for approval.

Suddenly there was a new sound—the call of a silver bugle—and a figure

floated in the distance blowing, upon a beautifui irumpet.’

The aged woman

raised her head and listened. Then she smiled and went ba¢k to her occupa- |
tion of making figures in the rose leaves to please the girl at her side, and
the child played and the girl smiled and the music rose and fell.

Again the trumpet. Again the woman listened, and this time she looked
warningly at the two who were with her.

The music swelled and the play w ent on.

l
The third time the angel floated into View nnd blew. again the silver call.!

Slowly, reluctantly, sadly the aged woman rose.

Lingeringly she looked upon her companions.

She hesitated, held back.

The angel put the trumpet to her lips as if to sound another call; the woman
smiled wistfully, and walked sadly, slowly, reluctantly, with backward look.
Sh! Sh! The place was full of fiuttering wings—hundreds of them, hun-

dreds and hundreds:

They circled around and around the woman, and her

face it with a glory that was almost unearthly.
The violins sobbed and sang. It was the music of the Peer Gynt Slﬂte—

the Death of Asa.

The angelic creatures swirled eloser and closer,

whirled,
they threw soft veils of mist, and she was gone—the aged woman M the

silvery hair.

The Children Following After.
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And as the angel flew, or seemed to fly, from the great room, flitter, fiut-
ter, there came running, running eagerly and happily behind her, hundreds

and hundreds of little children, all in

So light they ran, so fast, so gay and,

white, with garlands on their: flowing |
“hair; and all bare-footed and bare-armed,; like the cherubs in the pictures. |

oh, so loving—and Age was gone and

Sorrow was.forgotten, and only Lové and Faith and Gratitude were there.
The great auditoriumh, packed to the roof with pleasure- -seeking people,
was as still as death itself, and then the storm broke, and the waves of ap-

plause fairly shook the building, and

every one I saw was crying, old and

. young, men and women, simple and trained minds.

And afterward there were other dances, when the place looked like al
garden on a windy day, with all the rose leaves a-dance and a-flutter, and
there was glorious music and light laughter, and many beautiful things to |

see and to know.

But till I die I shall never forget the aged woman in her dress of silver
who walked with Youth upon her right and Childhood upon her left, and who
smiled so radiantly when the angel swept her away and the little children :

came pattering after.
I want to live so that when 1 die
me—the little, happy, laughing,

eager, wistful,

the little children \\nl want to follow
loving children—and I be-

lleve that in the heart of every one who saw that beautiful thing some such

wish sprang up.

‘Who would have dreamed of such a lesson from a dance?
But all this happened because the woman who inspired the dance was not

only a great artist, but a great soul.
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the bride’s veil, as if to say:
to Love.”

OU can’'t awe Cupid with a veil.
tell you that he had invented them. He
often wants to lift those that are flaunted
everywhere today by the rebellious breezes of sum-
But his crowning impertinence is in lifting
‘““There are no screens
He guides the fingers that DO lift it

Feature Sorvios; two.Urset Britsin m'm‘

He might

will.

-

T

after the final words of an impressive ordeal. He
guides the lips that seal the triumph of his plan-
ning. He is the true master of ceremonies, arro-
gantly confident of his supreme privilege.

He is the stage manager to whom the vell is
a curtain to be raised or lowered at his imperious

=
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-Peter’s Adventures in Matrimony

Author of the new novel, “Diane of the Green Van,” awarded a prige
of $10,000 by Ida M. Tarbell and 8. 8. McClure as judges.

N

Why Mary Wept.

' ET’S get down to the very heart of
this thing,” I said patiently: ‘“You
suspect what?”
at ig there about a woman's reason-

able/tears that arouses all a man’s finer
tenderness? And what is there about
her pnreasonable tears that arouses his
fury

A BR]DE’ S OWN STORY o Her Household Adventures

LIKE you best of all in white,”
says Bob every single time he finds
me in a new white frock.
I like white, too, especially in sum-
mer, and I try to wear it indoors and
outdoors as much as possible. But I
find it a rather extravagant cleanli-
ness, for I have our heaviest laundry

done outside and bills are mounting.
Once a week I do some of the lighter
laundering, and this morning when I
discovered that a belated laundry left

Dainty Mushroom Hat of Leghorn,
Trimmed with Roses.

HE mushroom hat is again with us,
and is considered smart to wear
with the dressy afternoon frocks.
This attractive model is of Leghorn
faced with rose-pink taffeta. The brim
droops bécomingly, and the crown 1s of
medium height.
The only trimming consists of two
Joses, one pink and the other yellow.

By ISOBEL BRANDS-

me minus one immaculate white skirt
to wear, I decided to do up some of my
white things myself.

My first job was a white corduroy
skirt which is. very good-looking and
which I haven’t felt like entrusting
outside. But I sailed into it myself and
followed directions carefully with ex-
cellent results:

To Wash White Corduroy.

(1) Wash in warm, soapy water,
made of a white soap, until clean.

(2) Boil one-half hour in soapy
water, also a white soap. y L

(3) Rinse in clean warm water;
change water three times.

(4) Rinse in cold bluing water.

() Don’t wrlnk or squeeze,
don’t iron.

(6) Hang outdoors to .drip dry:;
stretching and pinning to keep in
shape.

My light pique skirts I do up myself
occasionally, and I find that fabrics like
linen, pique, duck and Indian Head are
best when ironed half damp with a
very hot iron, and not starched at all.

Javelle water is another necessary
help .in removing stains from white
fabrics, but it cannot be used on any
colored materials. Fruit stains and
mildew are best taken out of white
fabrics by being soaked a short time
in equal parts of \hot water and Javelle
water, then thoroughly rinsed in sev-
eral waters, the last being a sclution
of two quarts of water and one table-
spoonful of ammonia. But fabrics must
not be left in Javelle water too long. I
keep a bottle of it on hand constantly,
which I prepared myself:

How to Make Javelle Water (for
White Fabrics Only).
1 1b. washing sode.

and

1 qt. boiling water.

14 1b. chloride of lime.

2 quarts of cold water.

Dissolve soda in bolling water.
Mix the lime in cold water. Let this
mixture settle and pour the clear
lime water into the dissolved soda
water. Bottle and keep iu a dark
place.

Another fact 1  have discovered by
trying to launder my own fine things is
that they can stand only the very thin
starch, and I have now found a recipe

that is just rignt.

How She Learned to Launder Her Summer Clothes at Home.

To Make Starch for Thin Fabrics.

11, tablespoonfuls of cornstarch.

1 quart of water.

1% teaspoonful of borax.

1% tablespoonful of shaved paraffin.

The starch is rubbed in a Iittle cold
water and then into it the quart of
freshly bolled water is stirred. Let it
cook for 2 minutes, stirring all the
time. When it turns slightly blue, add
paraffin and borax and cook a min-
ute, stirring hard, but taking care not
to scorch it. Strain through double
cheesecloth, add enough bluing water
to color the starch and then bottle it.
Colored materials have to be ‘‘set”

before being laundered—that 1is, al-
lowed to soak over night in the proper
solution before washing. After being
set, they are washed in warm water
with a white soap—never with a brown
alkalli soap. Washing must be done
quickly and the garments hung in the
shade, as the sun is likely to affect the
color.

Solutions to Be Used to “Set” Col-
ored Fabrics.

Pink, brown, and black—2 cups of salt
to 1 gallon of cold water.

Blue—% cup of salt to 1 gallon of cold
water.

Green, purple, lavender—1 tablespoon-
ful of sugar of lead to 1 gallon of
water.

Mixed goods, blue, green, brown—1
cup of turpentine to 1 gallon of water.

Folly as It Flies

The woman question—"Is he rich?”
® & a

A long sermon is as bad as a short
bedstead, if you are compelled to sleep
on it.

® ¢ 9

“You're sitting on my hat, madam.”

“Oh, I beg your pardon, I thought it
was my husband’s.”

. ® 9

A on his honeymoon calls his wife his
saint.

B 10 years married sadly echoes his
aint.

: e 9

The day to choose your wife is Choose-
day. Wed-nesday is the day to get mar-
ried of course.

1 was late for the office, wildly im-
‘patlent, and the unreasonable tears of
[ my wife simply plunged me into a

stony discipline of temper. It was either
that or a wild explosion that would com-
plicate things beyond endurance.

Mary sensed this, I think, just as a
horse senses a nervous driver. And like
the elemental woman she shrank a little.

“It wasn’t really that I suspected any-
thing,” she said with a gulp.

“I thought you. said you did,” I re-
minded. i

‘“Peter, don’t speak to me that way.
You scare me to death.”

“I beg your pardon.
as quietly as I can.”

“I know, that’s just what I mean.”

Peter’s Story “Understood.”

I said nothing at all. I didn’t know
what to say. I felt very tired. The
sound of a neighbor clipping his lawn
came clearly through the open window,
and the incessant whir of the motor got
horribly on my nerves.

Mary came closer.

“It was just this,’” she said, “After
Mrs. Jutes said that—that likely her hus-
band didn’'t want her to come to the
office because he was in the midst of
some intrigue, I just got to thinking—""
+ “Yes?’

“And I thought how
be—Oh, Peter!—if you
the stenographer!”

“Good heavens!”

“Such things have happened before.”

“Mary,” 1 said, “I'm going to preach
again. I do really feel that I have to.
You remind me of the woman who stood

I'm speaking

readful it would
ell in love with

5, i

upon the precipice, wildly waliling, with
a child in her arms, and when somebody
asked her what on earth was the matter
she said she was thinking how terrible
it would be if the baby ‘fell over the
precipice.”

‘“Well,” said my wife, ‘it would be!”

I laughed in spite of myself.

Mary’s Rainbow Smile.

‘“‘Of course,” I said, “it would be, but
why in heaven's name worry over im-
probabilities? Why cross bridges be-
fore you come to'them? And why are
women so gifted with morbid foresight?"’

I suppose men, being so busy with
probabilities and actualities, have very
liftle patience with supposititious calam-
ties, but women—all women—dabble in
them more or less. And so with Mary.
Having worked herself into. nervous
sympathy over Mrs. Jutes’s unjust sus-
picions of her, hugband, she was putting
herself in the place of Mrs. Jutes, and
emotional imagination had done the rest.

Mary looked guilty and pretty. 1
kissed her and reached for my hat,

“And now,” I sald, ‘I've simply got
to start for the office. Let’s not you
and I, dear, worry over anybody else’s
domestic affairs. We'll settle our own
end let Mr. and Mrs. Jutes do the same.
And, Mary, please remember that if I
encouraged Jutes. to independence by
example, as you suggest, you were not
altogether guiltless in sympathizing with
Mrs. Jutés, For misdirected sympathy
will make any grieyance grow and grow
and grow. Now nmll just once, dear,
and let me start the day with a pleas-
ant reméembrance.”

Mary's smile came through a rainbow
of tears.

EAR ANNIE LAURIE:

I am a young girl 19 years old,
and am very lonely. I live with my
parents on a farm. I do not like the
farm at all, but I think I could be
more contented i{f I had a nice boy
friend like the other girls in our
neighborhood. They can get out to
all the partfes, concerts and all other
pleasures, while I cannot, simply be-
cause I have no one to take me, and,
dear Annie Laurie, I very often cry
over my troubles.

I am considered good looking and
dress nicely, and also have a very
good education. Please do not think
I am boasting, for I love to feel that
I can tell you all this as there is no
one else I would ltke to confide in.
People often tease me shd wonder
what-is wrong, but I cannot tell the
reason either. It makes me feel as
it T am the only one who is alone. v
I have met one boy whom I really
loved at first.sight, but have never
seen him since the day I first met
him. He lives about 15 miles from
my home, in a town, but I don't
know when I will ever meet him
again. I would certainly love to,
but I do not know if he feels thot
way toward me or not. I hope, dear
Annie Laurie, that you will be able
+ to help me. LONELY THELMA.

ADVICE TO GIRLS

By ANNIE LAURIE!

P. 8.—When a boy and girl go tof
church, whose place is it to find the
hymns?

going to answer your question

about the hymns the very Arst
thing. When I was a girl and went to
church with one of my boy friends he
always found the place in the hymn
book, and I am sure courtesy hasn’t
changed since then.

Now. my dear, I think of all the girls
who have written to me In my malil to-
day, you haye the least cause to feel
lonely. It may seem to you that you
are, as you say, ‘‘the only one who is
alone,” but you aren't. You have less
real. cause to feel lonely than ever ycu

can think. Don't be sad because you
have no *dear lover knight” at 19. There
are many, many years before you in
which love—love that will last and grow
stronger the longer it lives—will come
to you. Somewhere there is some one
for you, so just keep him in mind ard
walit until he comes, as happily as you
may.

DEAR LONELY THELMA: I am

)

Wopyright, 1918, by Newspaper Featurs Beswice, Inc.)

Secrets of Health and Happiness |

Anger Actually Harmful
‘to Your Mind and Body °

By DR. LEONARD KEENE HIRSHBERG

’ oy A

g A. B, M, A, M. D. (Johns Hopkins University)

; ORDS and stones, once let go, ’
\X’ and beauty with virtue or pleasure with freedom o,
is an abomination unto vice-crusaders and custo- |
dians of other people’s souls. Doés a man dance or act in

a light-hearted manner? Then is he,

prudes, a wicked fellow, to be reproved, if possible, by

angry contempt.

- If those who spread scandal and read abominable mo-

tives Into every effervescent, joyful

would remember the proverb, “Every woman loves justice.
at another's house, nobody cares for it at her own,” there
would be less wrath as well as less unfounded thoughts

of evil in the world.

cannot be recalled,

in the eyes of the

moment of others

DR. HIRSHEERG

Anger and the love| of thinking evil—for scandal-mongering is to think
and speak evil of others—is a feminine frallty, even when found in man.

Anger s displeasure, acerbity, bitter

ness, spleen, gall, wormwood, ill blood,

, tantrums, animosity and rankling in the

vials of your bile. It is evident, there-
fore, that whispers of scandal, the
venom of innuendo, the side remark, the
“if you knew him as well as I do”
poison, the shrug and gesture which
convey a non-libellous damnation are all
part and parcel of the physiology of
anger.

Anger Not Nerves.

Time was when anger was taught and
described as a “brain storm.” Indeed,
all of the professors in all .of the great
medical schools of this gnd other citles
will tell you that to be angry is to
have your “nerves on edge.” To them
is is a ‘“‘nervous manifestation,” what-
ever that may mean.

Prof. Willilam B.' Cannon of the Har-
vard physiological laboratory, less hid
bound and. sot-in-his ways than mos
medical men, in a series of brilliant in-
vestigations upon animsls and :men
harks back .to Thomas Aquinas, Aris-
totle and the Schoolmen in Tresults
which confirm those scholastics in the
view that anger is a poison that ebbs
and flows in the veins, and has no more
to do with the brain and the nerves
than has the pepsin of digestion made
by the walls of your stomach.

Shakespeare, Byron, Keats, Shelley,
Tennyson and other poets with almost
divine fire discovered by inspiration
what ¢ physiological psychologists are
Just finding out. “He chewed the thrice-
turned cud of wrath, and cooked his
spleen,” says one. ‘‘Anger’'s my meat,
I sup upon myself, and so shall starve
with feeding” is rich in poetic feeling,
yet the bard who ‘had lttle Latin and
less Greek, over 200 years ago set down
here in “King John’ the full and new-
est trilumph of physiology of the 20th
century.

The occasional ama,klng stupidity of
self-centred science is nowhere better
{llustrated than in its lack of observa-
tion and absorption of knowledge of
everyday speech. The poetry, slang and
colloquial expressions in every one of
the world’s languages, handed down for
thousands of years, shows that the
primeval ancients knew something of
physiology. They did not blame anger,
fear and hunger upon the nerves, but
on the blood.

Recorded in Organs.

In testimony whereof you need only
examine your own speech or that of a
gavage in.darkest Africa. ‘‘His blood is
up,” ‘“choler rfses to his brow,” ‘“do
not show your spleen,” “his eyes flash
venom,” ‘‘fire-eyed fury flows in tears,”
“he broke into a cold sweat,” ‘“his
wrath made the veins filll out on_his
forehead,” ‘“he trembled with rage!’

Written large upon the innermost
tablets of your anatomy is a record of
every outburst of anger. Like a water
metre to register the flow from the
spigot, so the rushing torrents from
deeply hidden glands—spleen, suprarenal
or near-kidneys, sex glands, pituitary
and others—of your inner textiles reveal
themselves indelibly in your muscles,
eyes, intestines, brain and other lving
fabrics.

Intense feelings, such as madness,
irascibility, resegtment, envy, rankling
emotions of one sort 6r another, leave
a dangerous, stamped {impress upon
every fibre of your being. Prof. Can-
non’s experiments show that these
very effects can even be had artifici-
ally by squeezing out the juices of
calves’ glands and injecting them into
persons or brutes.

The springs and fountain heads of
rage, as well as other feelings, are in
these various glands. These living flesh
textures, in fine, manufacture or check
the emotions according to the amount

of their flulds poured out. The blood
and lymph hurry these juices helter-
skelter to the every nook and cranny
of the human parts.

Moreover, the faucets and otopooch
of such emotions are under the control
of your will. Your intellect Il the
guiding director, the will is the hand
which turns the emotions—the gland
juices—off and on.

Continuous displays of anger, or even
frequent, yet brief outbursts, cause these
gland julces, like drugs and medicines
beyond normal amounts, to become dan-
gerous poisons.

Answers to Health Questions

J. 8.—Q—WIill you kindly advise a rem-

edy for dandruff, falling hair and gray”

hair?

A~Take 10 to 20 drops of tincture of
chloride of iron in a wineglass of water
through a tube after meals. Apply a
paste, or cream of carbonate of fron, 1
dram; resorcin, 1 dram; vaseline, 1
ounce; sulphur, 1 dram, to the scalp

‘Monday, Wednesday and Friday  nights,

Tuesday, Thursday and Saturday nights
apply sulphur olntmont. Sunday ts
apply both. is treatment should be
continued for a month or until the gray
hairs have disappeared.
* ® 8

W. C. D.—Q—1—I suffer
an aching pain and mmmthohck
of my neck and shoulders, and am very
nervous, Will you klndly advise me
what to do?

2-1 suffer from bad digestioh. What
canIdo? -

A—1—-Use a small electric bc.My on
the back of the neck and shoulders
every three hours, and apply hot ap-
plications.  Swedish movements and
manipulation will also help. Avdid ex-
citement and overexertion, Keap bowell
active, get more rest and sleep. Take a
Bulgaria tablet with your meals.

2—Eat baked apples, figs, laluch
stewed pears, prunes, elear
soups, chicken broth, muo. oranges,
coreals, mush, oombw
Drink two M
half : our defore
grains of oxido of munuh
and six oht'roocl tablets o.thr lh. ln
a well ventilated room, get more fresh
air and sunlight. Drink plenty of dis-
tilled water.

®* 8 9

L. M.—Q~-I have a rough sort of a
scaly skin like goose flesh, but only on
the limbs. What do you recommend?

A—Massage the goose flesh with white
vaseline night and morning.
¢ o 9

8. J. K.—A—Have no .excitement

r overexertion, keep the bowoll active,

t more rest, sleep, fresh air and sun-
light. Sleep in a well ventilated m.
Drink plenty of distilled water u:&
a Bulgaria tablet with your meals. Take
15 drops of a saturated soluytion oﬂodldo
of potash in water .after meals. In-
crease one drop at a time until 50 drops
are being taken, then go down fo 15 and
up again. Eat green vegetables, stewed
fruits, fresh fruits and cereals. }

L

Dr. Hirshberg will answer gquestions
Jor readers of this paper on medical,
hygienic and sanitation subjects that are
of . general interest. He cannot always
undertake to prescribe or offer advice
for individual cases. Where the subject
is not of general interest letters will de
amwored poraona,uy, i a Mmpod and
addr en is Address
all inquiries to Dr L. K, Hirshberg, oore
this office.

T will be difficult for any one in this
country to understand the funda-
4 mental characteristics of a people
that causes the women of an entire na-
tion to wear one style of headdress for
a century, to fulfill a national vow. Yet
it is a fact that for more than one hun-
dred years the women of Malta have
worn the “faldetta”—the headdress with
a history.

Ask any one in the hotels of Malta,

any one whom you chance to meeti in
the shops or along the sunny streets,
how the ‘‘faldetta” came into belug,
and they will recount for you the fol-
lowing story:

During the French occupation of the
island the natives were subjected to
much persecution. Their religion was
attacked, churcheg were rifled, and the
women and children were frequently
molested. This condition of affairs
grieved the deeply religious people of
Malta so much that they vowed to wear
for a hundred years a “hood of shamey
as a visible protest against this treat-
ment.

Every woman of Malta wore the pecu-
llar ‘“faldetta.” The ‘“hood of shame”
was one of the oddest sights to be seen
along the streets of the little island.
It attracted the traveller’s eye even be-
fore anything else struck him as strange-
ly. different. And nearly all travellers
were led to inquire how a headdress so
much at variance with those worn by
neighboring peoples happened to come
into existence. So, perhaps, the pur-
pose of the ‘‘faldetta’s’” originators was
fulfilled.

The one hundred years of the vow
have passed away, but still the women
of Malta have not entirely given up
their “hood of shame.” Yet it is prob-

WHERE AN ANCIENT VOW DICTATES A NATION’S STYLE.

able that the next decade will see tle
entire abandonment of the huddnu.
Even today on the street the very latest
fashions of Paris are to be geen in
;nuch greater numbérs than ever be-
ore.

And when the “faldetta” slowly passes
into the limbo of forgotten things there

The “Faldetta” of Hnlh.

will pass with it the memory of the
most peculiar style—and the memcry
why it was ddopted, let us hope—tha

was ever generally worn by the
habitants of a loyal little hn&' »
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