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' sorrows left her, too, and the responsibilities.

Shall It Be Always
the Summer Season ¢
By WINIFRED BLACK

Copyrights 1915, by Newspaper Feature\Service, Tnc.

ES8,” sald the middle-aged woman, who
2 will be elderly before very long, “I love

spring, it's so green and wistful and
hopeful, but I don’t want it to be spring all the
time \

“I am glad summer has come, when sum-
mer is here~July and roses and moonlight—
and then, along about September, I'll begin to
be glad It's fall, /

“I want to see the ripened grain, I want
to go out in the woods and gather nuts, and I
i _ think an apple orchard in full bearing, russet
] iz 1 : and red and gold, is as pretty as any orange

nax s grove in full bloom any day in the year.
“And then, November. ;What a joy the
frost is in the air! ;

“I never really appreciate home till winter comes,

*“The warm room, the leaping flre, the gcod old books, the bad new
magazines, the letters to write to old friends and plenty of long, shut-in
hours to write them; the red geranium in the window, the evening lamp,
the children gathered around it doing their 'school work; the wind howling
in the chimney, the sleet against the pane, and in the house love and com-
fort and quiet comradeship and memory. I don’t know which I love the hest
of all the seasons, but I think, somehow, I believe, that after all, winter is
about the best, for me. |

“You see, my hair will soon be white, to match the snow.”

J What the Years Broug‘ht.

I looked at my friend, the middle-aged woman who will soon be elderly,
and while I looked at her I loved her and thought how wise she is. .

She does not try to keep the years of her life always at the same season,
88 80 many restless, unhappy souls are wont to do,

When she was a girl she lived the life of a girl, with some one older than
she, who loved her, to keep the sorrows out of her life, and to meet old sour-
faced Responsibility at the door and turn him away before the girl could
realize who it was that knocked.

When she was a girl she began to know Sorrow, too, just a little, but

" mot yet Responsibility.

She married, and then she had them all—Joy and Sorrow and heavy Care

' and Cruel Anxiety and deep and tender Love, that was a pain, too, as well

a8 a pleasure, as all great pleasures always must be. ;

Then, as she grew older and the great and thrilling joys departed, the
And now she can sit serene
and watch them all in the procession that passes like a dream before her—
great Joy, great Sorrow, great Anxiety, great Failure, great Success, Love
and that twin sister of Love, who is often mistaken for what she is not,
Pain, Relief, Envy, drab-faced Jealousy, with-the glinting eyes of green,
sweet Conselation, frank Friendship—all, all, she sees théem all.

She is arriving at the harvest time of life. She sowed the seed, she saw
the blossoming plant., she marked the fruit as it ripened, and now she sits

serene and sees how the others work to make their gardens grow.
'S

A| She Grows with Time.

She isn’t in love with Love, not she.

8he knows Love too well, and, although she laughs to remember the joy
of it, she shudders when she thinks of its pain, and she is glad that absorb-
ing Love has gone at last, tempestuously, out of her life.

Jealousy cannot sting her noy, nor bitter Disappointment. Those are for
the women who are still living in spring and summer.

“The roses die in October,” says my friend who loves all the seasons and
lives them, each in its turn, “and so do the snakes.”

She does not try to look like 30 and.to feel like 20 and to dance like

sweet 16, ol iy 3

She does not attempt to be at the head of a household, like 35, or to
weigh out justice with even hand, as the woman with a family must try to
do along about 40, when the boys grow up and want to cut the apron strings
and the girls are beginning to demand their share of the family rights.

She sits serene, untroubled—the keeper of all the secrets, the peace-
maker, the pourer of oil upon troubled waters, the counselor, the friend, the
grandmother, and she does not try to make her grandchildren call her
“aunty”’ either.

She is not miserable trying to turn the hands of the clock back to spring,
or even to gorgeous summer—not when it is striking fall—and when winter
comes she will not pull down the curtains, light all the lamps and try to
make herself believe that it is June in the garden and the butterflies are
winging from rose to lily in the streaming sunshine.

What a wise woman she is, my dear, dear friend, and what a comfort to
every one who knows her.

Dirt, they say, is only matter out of place.

If we can only grow, each of us, to fit our own particular places and be
bappy in them as we grow older, what a relief the process will be to us and
to all who love us.

Diary of a Well-Dressed Girl

By SYLVIA GERARD
Making a Practical Coat of French Cretonne.

girls at a summer resort where
pverybody knows everybody else,

of my fall from grace was Olive How-
ell's cretonne coat.

E FOR EVERYBODY
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By Annette Bradshaw
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THE SEASON OF THE LITTLE AND BIG.
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By LEONA DALRYMPLE

Peter’s Adventures in Matrimony

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

What Peter Said.

- Mary stared at me.

are, as a rule, very clannish, and
dress as much alike as peas. The min-
ute one of their number appears wear-
ing something a little out of the ordi-
nary it is the signal for every other girl
to get the same thing, with a slight

modification, perhaps.

Instead of resenting the fact that you
are ‘‘copied” you “sort o’ swell up with
pride” that they like your hat, frock or
ooat well enough to want others like it.

When I first noticed this fact I re-

Cretonne Coat in Vivid Colors.

solved to: be the exception to the rule
and not be a ‘‘copy cat,” but this year
my resolution was broken. The cause

She wore it one evening to the Camp-
bells’ lawn party over a white lingerie
frock, and it seemed such a practical,
summery garment and so simply made
that I just couldn’t resist the tempta-
tion to duplicate it.

Mother bought a generous supply of
cretonne and chintz before we came
here to redecorate the cottage, and
there were yards and yards left. So I
had a vision of Cicely “togged out” in
a coat made from the leavings of the
blue guest room, and I in one made
from the scraps left from the hangings
and cushions in mother’'s room.

Olive loaned us her coat to use as a
pattern, and we soon had ours well
under way. They had to be cut rather
like a smock, hanging full from the
shoulders to form deep folds about the
hem. /

I made mine slightly different from
Olive’s by shortening the coat in front
and making a square rolled-down col-
lar instead of a rounded one. Just by
way of a little contrast I used plain,
cream-colored cretonne for the belt,
cuffs and collar, fastening the belt with
a flat button covered with the plain ma-
terial,

The sleeves caused me a lot of trouble,
for I had cut them too wide to fit the
armhole without gathering them a trifie.
This fulness seemed to spoil the coat,
so I had to rip them out after having
finished them with three rows of ma-
chine stitching, and cut them smaller.

Then I added a’ patch pocket to one
side, and strapped all the seams with
seam binding to give the inside of the
coat a neat appearance.

Olive’s' coat is fastened with white
frogs made of braid, but as I had noth-
ing of the sort here I had to improvise
fastenings from bullet buttons of white
porcelain ripped from my linen frock
and narrow strips of plain cretonne. I
attached a button to each end of a strip
and slipped it through the buttonholes
embroidered on each side of the front.
Five of these fasteners were needed to
close the coat.

There is no end to the wear one can
get from a coat of this type, for when-
ever they become solled soap and water
will make them like new. They can be
slipped over the plain linen morning
frock or over the more elaborate even-
ing gown when the weather is chilly.
And besides all this they are loads of
fun to make.

O Mary and I
S sat by the fire
in the kitchen,
looking out, now at
the rain-soaked
world; and thinking
of our night of mis-
hap in the forest,
now at our coats
and hats drying in
! the warmth behind
the stove, Brink
and his wife had
LEONA DALRYMPLE found sleeping

rooms. They were tireder than we.

“And wtl:a.t}:" Mary said, ““did you have
to say, Peter? You remember you spoke
of it at breakfast.” ;

“Yes.” 1 was quiet for a minute.
Then: “It was just this, Mary. It came
over me with a sort of shock tha't you
—you. were so different all at once. 5

“Different?”’

“Yes. Like a flower that has been un-
folding all along, but all at once yoE
realize that it is there in perfect bloom.

Mary “a Woman.”

I don’t think she
quite understood what I meant.

“I mean,” I said, ‘“that you are no
longer so female as you are feminine.”

“Peter, dear, you're talking in riddles.”

“No, I'm not. Long ago, mother told
me that some women were merely fe-
males all their life, and others grew
into women. You are growing into a
very lovely woman.”

Mary’'s color was very bright.

“That is very nice,” she said, ‘“but,
Peter, why on earth—"'

1 know. You're wondering why on
earth I should say all of this now. It's
just that I was BO proud of you last
night when the rain came and we were
marooned there on that God-forsaken,
lonely stretch of shore. You weren't
afraid—you were able to think and plan.

ou were patient—""

Y“01'1. Petgr,” protested my little wife,
“one has to be all of that in emergency.”’
“Tt isn’t that,”” I said. “It’s just that

‘ Advice to Girls
By ANNIE LAURIE =—=

EAR ANNIE LAURIE:

1 am a young woman of 31 years,
put do not look to be that age. I am
a blonde, and considered real good
looking and attract quite a lot of
attention in the o%poslte sex when

to parties and dances.
oultmetpa very attractive looking boy
recently, and became very much in-
fatuated with him at first sight. He
has another girl friend. I have a
boy friend, too, with whom I have
been going for over a Yyear. My
new acquaintance tells me that he
will discontinue going with his own
friend entirely if I will go with him.
Although, he is nine years my junior
I love him and could be forever in
his company.

iWouldp yo)\; advise me to give my

own friend up, as he seems to bore
me now? He says he will c!o some-
thing desperate if I stop going with
him. He has a very jealous disposi-
tion.* What shall I do, dear Annie
Laurie? Don’t tell me to give up the
one I love, as it wopuld break my
heart. ! ETHEL.

ETHEL: The very fact that you fear

I will *“tell you to give up the one
you love’ proves beyond the shadow

of a doubt that you, yourself, reallze,the oil from the surface by means of-a |

way down deep in your heart that that

is the only right thlng_ for you to do.
Nine years is a great difference in ages,
but you have not mentioned the thought
of marrying either one. Don’t you think
that you have now arrived at an age
when your thoughts should be serious
and your intentions not easily moved by

every breath of infatuation that strikes
your heart?

if T'd been asked whether or not you|

had it in you before it happened I
should likely have said no.”
Mary was very quiet. Then her eyes
met mine quite without reproach.
“You've always misjudged me, Peter,
I think, since the day I married you.”
It was my turn to color. I felt my
face grow hot.. P 5

“Show you Care.”

“I was a fatuous young fool, Mary,”
I said. ‘I resented the gulf between the
sexes, and didn’t try to bridge it.” 1

‘“I always believed in you,” went on
Mary. “If you had tried to believe in
me instead—"'

“Yes, yes, I know,” I put in hurriedly.
“But the thought has come, Mary, that

tyou and I are growing away from the

friction of the first readjustment. We
are growing closer.” .
Mary's eyes looked a little tearful,
“I'm so glad to hear you say that,
Peter. For so often I've wondered—"’
‘“Wondered what, Mary?”’
‘“Whether you did really care for me
or not.”

I stared at her aghast. :

“Of course I've always cared. I'm
sorry you ever doubted. But a husband
can’t keep his love uppermost as a fool-
ish boy does. When ypu have t'o wWOorry
about the rent and thé bills—'

“But even then,” said Mary wistfully,
“you can show you care.”

A New Story of
Married Life

“Peter's Adventures in M am'mon'y”
will be concluded in two more -
stalments. On Monday next will
begin @ mew story of married life,
from a woman’s point of view, by
Adele Garrison, entitled

““Revelations of -a Wife”’

Dow’t miss the first instalment
NEXT MONDAY.

Hints for the Housewife
By ANN MARIE LLOYD

When mending a glove, if you put
your finger into a thimble and then into
the glove you will find mending quite an
easy task; especially if the hole -occurs
at a seam, it is an easy matter to keep
the thimble firmly under the hole. This
plan prevents pricking the fingers, and
a much neater darn will result.

. 9

During the summer months ironing is
a trial, but if you can manage to do it
under the kitchen window, where there
is plenty of fresh air and light, you will
find your task lightened tremendously.

Cool air will have very little effect
upon the irons, and if they do lose just
a little heat, the benefit you obtain will
atone for it.

* * ®

Here is a plan that is very useful for
removing the disagreeable odors of cook-
ing from a room. Take a few pleces of
brown paper and soak them in salt-
petre water. Remove them and allow
them to dry. When necessary, take a
piece of the paper so treated, place it on
a flat tin, and put a handful of dried
lavender upon it, and apply a light.

The aroma is very refreshing and

agreeable, and will quickly do away |
with objectionable reminders frqm thel

kitchen regions.
L

If you have any delicately colored
rugs that have become creased and
shabby looking, this is the treatment
for them: Turn the rugs upside down
and wet the backs with a broom dipped
and, shaken out in cpld water; then
stretch the rugs out mly on the floor,
and secure the four .gorners with rust-
less tacks. It may b& necessary to use
a few more if the mats are inclined to
shrink up.

Warm water, to which a little vine-
gar has been added, will freshen up the
colors in almost any kind of carpet, and

4

ODD FACTS i

Dowager Queen Alexandra draws an
annuity from the British government of
about $350,000.

s . .

Otto of roses is produced by distilling

rose petals in water, and then collecting

feather.
. * o
Floating mines have figured in naval
warfare for nearly 350 years.
. *

Thirty years ago a drought in Austra- | two more horses to h

lia destroyed 10,000,000 sheep.
E ] * .

From deep water to deep water the |

Panama canal is 50 miles in length.

i
i

|
i
1
|

]
can be used without fear of harming
the former.
. 0
Clean knives by rubbing with a cork
dipped in slightly damp knife powder,
and polish with dry powder, and they
will last far longer than if cleaned on
a-knife board.
L
Jam-making time is beginning, and if

you are wise you will take my tip. I al-
ways well grease the battom of the pre-
serving pan with best salad oil before
putting in the fruit, and find it quite
prevents the jam from burning. I also
add a lump of butter about as big as a
walnut for every six pounds of fruit,
putting it in when the jam comes to the
boil after the sugar has been added and
let melt.

By the way, one should never let jam |of honor and the gratitude which he
boil after the sugar is put in till it has | felt toward the family, whose home he

really melted, or the jam will go thin.

Secrets of Health and Happiness

cers in their war upon the plague of
not even anti.vivisectionists
have as yet claimed that the fly has a
of scraping its dirty, germ-laden feet
lockjaw rashly and {llogically blamed

mestica” stops just there. It should

“Drosophela”—the fruit fly—is one

never read a newspaper do not obstruqt health offi-

and anti-vaccinationists

mark, thus to be the origin of the blood-poisoning and
Unhappily, this unanimous conviction of “musca do-
The condemnation must be extended to the little, hover-

ing, fluttering fruit fly, which hangs around the banana
basket, the apple bowl and the fruit tree.

I Treat an Insect Bite

as You Would a Wound

By DR. LEONARD KEENE HIRSHBERG
A. B, M. A, M. D. (Johns Hopkins University)

HERE are few persons at this moment who will
stand sponsor for the housefly.

Even those who
vommon flies, and

soul or is innocent
over a vaccination

on the vaccine.

80 much farther.

DR. HIRSHBERG.
of the most interesting and tamest of

little files. Allke to the naturalist, the®—

paet and the housekeeper, it has hither-
to escaped with barely a hygienic slap
upor the wrists. Yet it is a ‘vandal
to health and happiness.

The Irritating Jigger.

The fruit fly visits the sick chamber
and the hospital bed by virtue of
the fruits it clings to, it gathers up
tubercle bacilli and typhoid microbes,
when evil-doers of the other fly tribes
have been driven out. The fruit fly car-
ries more mischief in smaller compass
than a score of stable flies and house-
fiiles combined.

One of the newest of the inexorable
insect pests to come under notice is the
“Jigger,” ‘‘chigger,” or if you are a
pundit and prefer it, “leptus {irritans.”
Time was when entomologists, bug-
doctors and parasitalogists could not be
convinced that “jiggers” were a men-
ace to health. It is only within the past
decade that these minute, scarcely vis-
fble mites have been admitted into the
list of unhappy hooligans, which des-
troy the vigor and well being of man.

Found upon the tips of foliage and
grasses, in harvest season and out of
it, they leap from the blades and twigs
upon the clothing, to which they attach
themselves by their forepaws. Soon or
late, they crawl into the skin, where
they burrow down into the perspiratory
canals and irritate body and soul. No
hornet, scorpion, or ugly customer of
the mosquito clan could keep you awake
more easily.

Other Insect Enemies.

Furthermore, over and above these in-
quisitorial torments, if they happen to
have hopped from the Scylla of a

susceptible one, the jiggered victim will
tall ill. The modicum of venom of the
jigger nips you much after the fashion
of the female mosquito.

The bite of a flea, a sandfly, a gnat,
a caterpillar, a moth, or any other pest
of the insect kingdom, should be imme-
dlately treated in some way with am-

parasites of all kinds, whi:
ointment, should be m-?m2
ously into the affected spot. Citronella
oil and naphtholene are odorous pre-
v b A T o B B

, however, are on emporary
makeshifts, useful only as ylonc ﬁ the
vapors last.

Answers to Health Questions.

J. L. T.—Q—1—Please prescribe a rem-
edy for receding gums.

A—l1—Receding gums or pyorrhoea is
treated hypodermically with one-half
grain of emetine; with staphylococous
and streptoccis vaccines; with inocreasing
doses of lodide of potash in water after
meals, beginning at 15 drops and increas-

aré being taken, and with scraping of
the teeth by the dentist. All of these
must be done.

LR

D. D. D.—Q—What can I do for my
hands? When I put them in cold water

or even if they get cold they turn
and swell, itch and burn nk:,ﬁu. g

gloves when you work
around the house. Apply at night: Cala-
mine, 2% drams; glycerin, 2 drams; zinc
oxide, 2 drams; phenol, % dram; lim:
water and rosewater enough to
ounces. R

L B B

Dr. Hirshberg will anewer

diseased person to the Charybdis of a|for

envelope 4s enclosed. Address
all inquiries to Dr. L. K, Hirshberg, oare

monia, or baking goda. That bane of

this office.

William M. Thackeray’s
“HENRY ESMOND”

NOVELSin aNUTSHELL

Condensed by
AUGUSTA SHELBY.,

lived Henry Esmond, a young
man of exceedingly noble quali-
ties. He dwelt as a dependent in the
home of his second cousin, the Viscount
Castlewood, because the legitimacy of
his birth had never been proved.

Despite this fact he was dearly loved
and received every expression of con-
sideration from the entire family, which
consisted of Lord Castlewood, his beau-
tiful young wife, ‘a son, Francis and a
lovely daughter, Beatrix. These were
children of a former wife, however, for
Lad'y‘ Castlewood was not a great deal
older than her stepdaughter.

Lord Castlewood was inclined to be
thoughtless and failed to shower his
‘wife with the attentions due her youth
rand peauty. This unintentional neglect
Fexposed Lady Castlewood to the atten-
tions of Lord Mohun, a man of evil
traits of character, whom she despised.
Subsequent events led Lord Castle-

)URIN’G the reign of Queen Anne

telling the real reason for the duel. Sad
at heart he left England for the wars.
After a long lapse of time he re-
turned to his native country, and Lady
Castlewood, having forgotten her griev.
ance, welcomed him lona to
her home, 2
Here he again saw the lovely Bea-
trix, now a woman in the height of her
beauty, and immediately fell in love
with her. He spent 10 years wooing
this capriclous maiden, but the bril-
Hant beauty was too ambitious to
pledge herself to Henry HEsmond. She
favored the suit of the Duke of Hamil-
ton and finally became engaged to him.
dsc!rl was 2uunog not to wear the
u coronet for the worthy 4
killed in a duel . “kf P4
BEsmond was a devoted Jacobite and
made every effort to bring the ‘‘Pre-
tender” from Paris to London so that
he would be on hand to succeed Queen
Anne, who was in {ll health. With the
ald of other followers of the Stuarts
he managed to land the prince in HEng-
land, but instead of laying siege to the
throne the gallant Pretender stormed

ing one drop at a time untll 50 drops .

wood to challenge Mohun to a duel, in
which the former was killed.

In the mean time Henry Esmond was
found to be the legal heir to the Castle-
wood estate, and because of this fact
Lady Castlewood unjustly accused
Henry of allowing her husband to fight
Mohun in order to inherit the estate.

At this time Henry really proved his
nobility of character. His high sense

the heart of the fair Beatrix.
This caused the failure of the project
to restore the crown to the Stuart line,

had shared, caused him to refrain from

—= THE KIND BROWNIE

hay and grain, for ‘he was a very prosperous frmer.
In those days little folks called brownies went about the earth playing
pranks, helping Mother Nature do her work, and doing good deeds for the

O NCE upon a time there was a farmer and he had a large barn fllled with

unfortunate.

Now, although he “was wealthy, the farmer was too stingy to bbuy enou;hl

horses to do the work on the farm, and

Gray—do-all the ploughing and harvesting.

One day a brownie wandered to the

horse working from morning until late at night, so he concluded to come and live

in the farmer’s barn for a while and see

That night he said to the tired horse: “Tomorrow I am going to take your |

The Good-Night Story

By Vernon Merry

made one horse—faithful, willing Dapple

farm and saw how the farmer kept the

| Subsequent Events Led to a Duel

what he could do to help Dapple Gray.
- Fatal to Castlewood.

place, and you stay here and rest,” and he touched the horse with his cap and anq Henry, learning of the prince's un-

immediately the brownie became Dapple

Gray, and the horse became the brownfe,  faithfulness to the friends who were

When morning came the farmer drove the horse from the barn and loaded ' Willing to risk their lives for him,

the cart with more grain than the animal could pull. When the horse could not

hallenged him to a duel
After satisfying Henry’'s demands the

move it the angry farmer raised his whip to beat the patient beast, but some- ' Pretender returned to France and the

thing knocked the whip from his hand.

{ the farmer was forced to remove some of the sheaves of wheat from the cart. .

Then the horse started and drew the

This occurred several times, and finally ' fair Beatrix soon followed him.
Then Henry suddenly discovered that
i the affection that he once had for Bea-

load to the barn. !trix had changed to a strong love for

The farmer soon discovered that whenever he was kind to Dapple Gray that her stepmother, despite the fact that
he did his work willingly, but as soon as he was cruel and started to beat the she was eight years

animal his arm became helpless or the whip was knocked from his hand.

When the brownie had worked in Dapple Gray's place for a week the farmer
{had changed from an impatient, cruel man into a kind, gentle one. He bought
{ elp Dapple Gray with the work and would never even think

i of beating a horse again.

As time weore on he grew richer and

in his barn, and wherever a brownie was there good luck was sure to be also.

(Copyright, 1915, by Newspaper Feature Service, Inc.)

.

i This tender, lovely woman found a
corresponding love aflame in her own
heart and they were married without
further events.

Esmond had large plantations in Vir.
ginia, and, desiring to go there to live,
left Francis in possession of Castlewood

and with his bride sailed

richer, for the brownie continued to live ; or the
world. new
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