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‘morning T hadq the first real

: o!mfnl’veﬁeonw-

. The’ séedlings have grown

st the Jast few days that I had to
ﬁ.nt them from the “am" to the

ﬂn seeds, and now I have.
wtth sturdy litﬂd‘

pa-nots, he trope, aweetpea. , can-
4 md sweet slyuum, from which
corsages o wear with the

'" frocks,
n 1'll have plé]itv of long- mﬂmﬂd
jers to use for house mﬂou. such

ox‘loves. marigolds, larkspurs and

promllél to be & very 8
n as far as tashions are con
h frock and hat hds a Blossom tdcked
oy in every available spéce.
. jove ‘to ‘wander through the shops

. &nd note Just what new use tashion ais-

eovers for posies from day to day.
First "ot all there is the kufhadu!
flowers arranged  to form
bnoa or ‘wreaths on the

Hitd of amall Freneh owers §n the
oft, = exquisite colormg of nature's

Different Ways to Use Flowers.

One lovely danee frock of white lace |

and tulle has compadét little bouquets of

* old-fashioned flowers ornamenting the

eorsage and nestling among. the full
flounces of the skir

When a single fower of rather large
proportions i used to supply just the
right dash of color to the costume it is
wérn in different positions.

A stunning evéning frock of turgquoise
blue ‘taffeta has a large silkk American
Beauty rose tucked ih on the left side of
thé high girdle.

An aftermoon frock of Bani!-(:olored
faille has -a rose of Egyptidn rose-
colored tafteta with green follage. at
the base of the pointed neck line of the
white chiffoh guimpe.

Two roses, one of pale pink &nd the
other of mauve, are used to tateh up
the long tunic of a pale blue tulle dance
frock. Another pink rose adorns the
decolletage.

A garland bf small pink roses is ar-
fanged 1h an artistic manner ovér the
shouldér: of a white chiffon évening
gown. This is a feature of decorstion
Wwhich is sure to meet with general ap-
proval :

One of ‘the dearest old-fashioned after-
noon frocks, made of striped green and
white taffeta, has a sash of black vel-
véet ribbon. ‘Bach long end i: finished
;vl't'k.x a single rose of rose-colored taf-

tta.

On hats, flowers are used everywhere;

AN S

h'!‘t Atkins” chin -tma.

ta mtthe W M 1;( the crown ot to
encircle the ey are. tucked un«
derneath’ thé b against the hair, or
they are placed flat uunlr the umr
brim, near the edge. :
Flower buckles are used to contu bows | -
of tulle, ribbon velvet or lace and flower
streameérs pass beneath the chin or
across the back like & reversed “Tommy
Te are “‘flowers,

Bowen everywhcre ¥

All on Accoutit Qf

'TwuverydrurYontheM s
The wide gweep of the eyesstretch was
~ broken by a-ong, winnowing series. of
strange heaps of dull ¢arth—that -looked
gruesomiely like graves.

And the wind cried and moaned about thé
windows of the Pullman--and- as far as you
conld see thers was nothing But earth &nd sky
—and & vast far-reaching loneliness. -

The Wwoman in the section opposite ‘mine
fidgeted..

The man in ‘thé section ahéad shuffled the

cards {6F his lonely game of solitsire a4 if he
were thé last man left in the wéﬂd and he did

not like the sensation.

The anappy twwoman with the two restless little boys ahooh One of .the.

little boys viciously and sat him down in the corner—and glared flércely at
the otheér until he fairly coweréd—snatched up & lurid magazihe ﬁnd burled
hersélf in it Juridly.

The fat man with the efiormous neck asked the porter quetuléully how
iong it waa 0 juncheon tmu-—md everybody was bored to death.

All 5t ohte thérs was a House in the landscape—a human hsb!ltﬂon

Just & 1{t61é, gray, 1onepothé housé~no garden, not even n M, nor-yet
the slightest. vestige of a tree or a lhrub. or a bit of grass.

Did atiy oné live thére, all alone, and if he did how in the w otld did he
bear it?

+
_ The Shagsy Dor. |

Before I had time to lean from my seat to Jook back he came bursting
into the vision—my friend the dpg,

Shaggy, yellowish, beruffed with a huge coliar of shaggy white and brown,
his tail a flag of white and yellow, every tooth in his head agleam .and all
his opinien of trains and people who rode in them expressed without the

siightest hesitation in an astonishing bark.
“Whoof!” said the bark. “Whoof! Here it is again, the yelling giant.
and there they sit, all the silly people cbopeﬁ up in the -llly boxes; they laugh

4

Adwce to Clrls

R By ANNIE LAURIE
; DEAR ANNIE LAURIE:

Through my own point of view I

mnm:umao&ummmhrm

atme, tho; Mmmmmﬁﬁ‘mmummm-mm

I am in love with a young man of
% who is a soldier and has gone to
another city for ttaining: Before he
went away he told mie he loyed me,
and ag I had learned to love him I .
fold him Bo. He has Wwritten three
or four times, and T have answered
every letter, but it is nearly four
weeks now  simce I have heard a
word from him.
What shall I d@6? 1 won't write

him firét, because he owes me a let-

am sure I am not the least bit at-
tractive, but I always seem to have
2 host of admirers wherever 1 go,
though I don’t encourage them in
any way.. I am very much troubled

with a certain young man of 25, who
seems to think a ot of me, and whom
1 do not like 1o tell that I don’t want _
to sée any more. He says I have a
gecret charm and know how to use
my veice to its best advantage. All

ter, and because Y don’t" want him
to knbw how anxiéws I am about
him. I am nearly sick with waiting.

my girl friends say they wish they
knew how to make men love them
as 1 do, But the truth is, I want to

- ANXIOUB.

Y dear ‘“‘Anxious,” why will you

permit your nappiness to htn.x

upon your silly pridé? Why don't
vou write your soldier lover & sweet
little note, telling him that you have not,
heard from him in answer to yodr last
letter, and that you ‘wonder if he re:
celved it? Perhiaps he hasn't received
your letter at all, ‘mndeis wondering if
you have forgotten hin.  So why don't
you make things happy for both of you
by writing to him? You sée your pride
tsn’t involved if you write to him as'I
suggest.

EAE ANNIE LAURIE:
I ama young girl of 23, ana I am
not S0 - very preuy, nor 80 -very tall.

know how to make them not so fond
of me. Please tellme.  JENNIE.

swer at all, Jennie. it is such a silly

letter. Can’t you see how very,
very silly. it is? You  write that you
don't .think yourself at all attractive,
when, Soodness nie; you really and truly
think yourself the mpst attractive girl
on earth. Some day, Jennie, dear, you
will wake up.

YOUR letter @oesn’t deserve any an-

[ BN\ m

an_Optimistic Dok _
By WINIFRED BLACK '

W&m »w l!ntnn iorvleo, m.

show them; they may mmmwswxm the gueer place thoy
come tnp. but Pll show ’ém.” :

And we were mmawelﬁﬁkhmo tnd thouclnc locmcm! >

of the whirling past.

But the whole atmosphere of ‘the car ‘was changed.

“Game old sport, wasn't he?” said the sclitaire player with a flash of
white teeth that cmued his rathet unmm face astonishingly.

“All Loneliness Gone. j

poor little tear-stained eyes shone and sparkied.

“Oh!” cried his brother from the other end of his seat of penance, “Oh!" |

and it was easy tommtmtwomumzwomwm Mttle boys
were out there in the desert with the brown and ydﬂow dog.

'Even the snappish Woman réléated; the hard fikes of her Set 7ace relaxed. |

“We had ons exactly Hke him Wwhen We weare littie—my brother and A
she said. “He used to go skating with us.”

#he ministerial 1ooking berson scross the alsls Beamed on us benignantly.
“He did his best,” he said, “anyhow.” 1

“He sure did,” Fémlirked o #aturiine youhg man with & Ma'oeolonl '
complexion and a strahge way of sitting as if he were sitting in ® -«n. 1

“He sure did.”

“Speaking of skaling,” said the fat man, toming across the aisle 1;
friendly fashion, “speaking of skating, I remember ondé”—and there we were,
all at once a friendly, happy, human party, we that Had beeh & row of humas
-units just a few short rhinutes ago.

Allonaccountdltmlu.yluwndm&‘ﬁthlyeuowgnq
white neck ruff, and a white and brown flag for a tail.

I shall never think of that desert as a lonely placé again.
And I'm not a bit sorry for the man who livés there. \

Not while he has the company of that optimiist of & creature, t.ho yellow
and broewn dog. s

“Oh!” aaid the little boy who had been m\t in the corner, “Oh!"” and his!

mummmﬂ.wammvuvmu
m«umuwmxwuts.mqr X

u’athehr-pdhlolnte. There was a
fieeting flash of Vanity—fatuous énough
to iake me flush Ahd dismiss it. But

I don’t suppose theré’s money emough in the world to buy tb.t dog, and
I'd hate to have to try to earn what he is worth—really=to the man who is
his friend.

The Good-Night Story

——THE ANGEL’S GIFT  :: 1t By V’émon Merrye—dI

NCE upon a time a poor pr.nm. and his wifs. sat 85Wn té eat their even-
O ing meal, which consisted éf two crusts of wz 2 jug half filled with

milk,

Just as the man had finished asking the bléssing came a knock at the
door. He opened it, and thers saw a ragged beggar, who asked for something
with which to satisfy his hunger.

“Come ‘in, stranger, you aré welcome. We have very little ourselves, but
the good wife and I will be glad to shate it with you.”

The beggar thanked the peasants and sat down to eat. Neither the peasant
nor his wife touched the food, bBut-insisted that the strafger eat it all. “You
have not eaten for several days,” they sald, “while we have had food to satisfy
our hunger,” they sald. |

Then the stranger ate évery crumb of the bread and drenk évery drop of
the miflk, while the peasant and his Wwife watched with evideat pleasire thelr
guest’'s enjoyment of the simpie meal.

a stranger, without éven questioning his worthiness, you shall never know want
again. The bread plate will never be empty and the jug will always be filled
with milk.”
A radiant light surrounded the stranger and he immediately disappeared.
“TWe entertained an angel nnawares ” said the good wife. As the stranger
had promised, the bread plate was never gmply and the jug was always fall of

milk.
Naht, 1 :‘k 3.%:-‘-8:&%‘3}1;3 Wh‘m Ine)

n of the fact that I, in com-
more fickie-
have be-

most of all, there was a self-consclous
recognitio

mon with “:u\y .
ness of cy than I wi
Hieved. For the letter from Joan aroused | .
none of the dangerous lnumt I had
had in her but a very lttle timi® before.
i nmeliow remembered her as some-

bea.uutu! and impersonal.
o thmt of girl
y mtkes vroxi
dus, But she doesn’t appeal t\n‘l‘
Qne forgets.”

And then, quite suddenly, I wondered
whether the forgetting was Joan’s fault
otr in reality an ment of myself.

‘iunmmom" 1 ded again. “T've
often heard of that state. And that I
believe was my state precisely.”

“Why?” I asked, “anythin, m?"
“N-0-0-0, not exactly wi

said with a gulp, “But I do want to see
you.” % ,,é

“Won't tomight do? I'm pretty #s
“No,” sald Mary, “Tt—it won't. I'm
dreadfully upset. I thought I conld wait,
but it—it's just gotten so on my nerves
‘that I can’t wait-and-and I won't.”
Mary hung up wm: h a bang.

Postponing the Explanation.

ch It HWV =

But this didn’t please me, for I've al-|
ways faniled that It was a shallow.!
restless. sort of fellow who was uvmx

Finally the beggar rose to départ, and said: “Because you gave your all to

to violent fancies that died with a sud-!
denness in direct proportion to their!’

but once, and liked him—not at all.
“Ah, well,” 1 decided, hoping that I
was done new with all Mdm; about

and tell her she mustn’t
And, of course, I'll

Why deny the fact that T wae am

violence. I knew 4 man of this sori|

I‘_Hma‘lma.leuero!eﬁong pa-:

!

nt—n started w;lth me and m
over the Whole country.

A R R et A

T

R

X R I T




