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By Adele

{CREVELATIONS
OF A WIFE

Garrison

", .
o . Wwent to the kitchen.
fﬂ'l, the Gorilla with the |xa. in a state of great excitement
B2 over the shelled almonds which she had
Covered with boiling water for blanch-
WELL' upon my word, what are:!nN& according to my directions. She nad

Mumps 1

Lo O

you mooning over?”’ i

Dicky's veice, close to me, start- | I'ortunately for my anger and my
jed me so that I dropped the aﬂkenlnervea. Katie demanded action every

: %ack o| minute. T knew also that if I wanted
_‘sqiste which hald hrought ba 5 o md jto be ready for our little supper in the
0 many memories of my mother and 'eyvening, I would have to hurry.

Mck Bickett. Dicky stooped and picked |
up and examined it closely. ;:

1
" *“India,” he commented, and then sus-!
piciously to me: “You appear very much |
gpset over this oriental souvenir. What |
# it, a memento of some sentimental ;
episode?”’
“Picky’s voice was sneering, unpleas-
I had learned upon the day he dis- |
ered Jack’'s letter announcing his
xpected return, that underneath
Dicky’s careless exterior there lurked a:
of jealousy. It was not a dan-|
2 us demon,/ by any means, and one of
ch I was very sure Dicky was much

#shamed, but it was strong-enough to
make him a most unpleasant companion '
‘while it possessed him. :

I knew that T had -only to say quietly,
.*This is sumething that belonged to my
mother,” ‘5 make tender-hearted Dicky |
utterly remorseful and humiliated. But!
my conscience would not let me tell such !
& half-truth. I was aware that my
dbrooding over the silken fabric had held
a8 many thoughis of Jack as of my
dead mother.

80 I faced him, outwardly brave, but
fmwardly quaking, for I dreaded another |

scene. :

*1 found this when I was taking out'
the linen for tonight,”” I said. “It is'
something which my mother prized very .
highly, a gift to her from Jack Bickett,
the hest friend my mother and myeelf
ever had.”

Into Dicky's face flashed the lonk of
anger which I had learned to dread.

“Oh, the gorilla with the mumps.” he
jeered contemptuously. 1t was the same
expression that he had used when he
saw Jack’s photograph. When he had
said it before, the day that he had
found Jack's letter upon the living room !
table, I had not noticed it particularly. {
Now, for some reason it stung me deep- i
ly. I thought of the many kindnesses
from Jack Bickett which had brightened
my mother's vears of in\?lldhm. of the,
flowcrs and fruit and Wooks and pic- |
tures which he had constantly showered |
upon her. And his kindness had notl
stopped there. Pleading his distant kin-
ship, and my mother's care of him when
a boy he had done more substantial
things. My mother’s wheel-chair, little
trips which. we took as his guests, a
thousand and one things came rushing
back to me. .

A Fortunate Interruption.

I Alung back my head and faced Dicky.
“If you ever speak of my mother’s
best friend in that manner again, I
shall refuse the most ordinary courtesy
to any friend of yeours.” I was sur-
prised to hear my voice as cold and
measured as it was, for J was trembling
with anger.

Into the silence that followed, Katie's
voice came. I do not know what Dicky
would have answered if she had not ap-
peared at just that psychological mo-
ment. I have learned that such little
things turn the scale of Dicky’'s emo-
tions. As Katie rushed through the liv-
ing room, calling my name loudly, ex-
eitedly, Dicky turned on his heel with a
forcible word which I pretended not to
hear, and went to his own room.

“Missis Graham, oh. Missis Graham,
come queeck, dot brown skin, heem all
come off.”

“All right, Katle, I will come directly.”

I put the silken square back in the

{never seen any prepared before.

cluding myself in the regulation, how-

‘washed. Truly making a task difficult

There I found

“Vot we do now?’ she demanded.

“Turn on the cold water and -hold
that largest strainer under the faucet,”
1 directed. Katie did so, and I took the
bowl of nuts covered with hot water to
the sink. 1 poured the nuts into the
strainer, and emptied the bowl of the
hot water, rinsing it thoroughly. Katie
held the strainer of nuts under the flow
of cold water, watching them carefully.

“That will do, Katle,” I sajd, partly
filing the yvellow bowl with cbld water
and ‘carrying it to the table. ‘“‘Put the
nuts in here now.”

“You no afraid heem take cold, first
hot water, den cold water?”’ Katle gig-
gled with enjoyment of her little joke.

““Not this time, Katie,” T smiled me-
chanically. “Now let us wash and dry
our hands carefully before we touch ths
almonds.”

Dicky’s Sole Comment.

I went to the bathroora, leaving Katle
the sink for her ablutions. I knew that
if I had told her bluntly to wash her
hands, she would have resented it. In-

ever, gave her no chance for offence. I
returtied to the kitchen to find her
beaming, her hands red and shining
from the scrubbing she had given them.

“Now we will rub the brown skin from
the dlmonds, Katie,” I said, suiting the
action to the .word. ‘and lay the
white meats upon this towel on the
table.” Katie is a very swift worker.
She is also quick to grasp any method
of doing things. no matter how un-
famutiar it may be to her. So in an in-
crecdibly short time the nuts were di-
vest‘e-du:)t their brown coats, and lay
upon e towel, white an i
with moisture. . gll.tefrxng

“Now cover them with this other
:gwel,;‘ I directed, “and we must leave

em for an hour at least unti
thoroughly dried.” R

“Vot you do den?” p

“Then I will brown them and salt
them."”

“You let me do?”’ Katie's request was
almost a demand. T realized again how
yoracious was the mental appetite of |
this alien girl for the American methods |
of doing things. !

"‘I cannot let you do thein yourself,
Katie, they have to be done very care-
fully, but you may ,watch me, and I
will let you help me with them.”

“Oh, tank you. tank you.” Katie's
enthusiasm mad» me smile in spite of
myself, I thought of Tom Sawyer, and
his success in getting his fence white-

of acceéss made it desiruble to K i
child-like mind. e

I went back to my. room, and put it
in perfect order. As I spread my ex-

I heard the telephone ring, and Dicky's
voice answering the call. But my door
was shut and I did not distinguish the
words. Indeed I did not care to know
anything about it. My mental state
was one of apathy. ILife seemed just
one disagreement after another I told
myself. parodying a famous profane
sentence. I put the finishing touches to
mmy room, and opened my door to meet
Dicky.

‘I suppose you would call this a direct
Providence,” he said unpleasantly. “At-
wood just telephoned that Miss Marsden
must go to Chicago on the next train.
Her brother is seriously i1l there. Of

chest, laid the embroidered linens for

the table and the beds upon the top of ; night, so one of your social problems is

the chest, spread a sheet over them, and

course neither of them will come to-

solved.”

HILE I was at school Mabelle
WCondon, the statuesque beauty of

our class, who had a reputation
for being frrank, said to me one day
when I was trying on a new frock that
had just come from the dressmaker's:
“Too bad that you’re not a little taller,
Robin. It’s such a big handicap, for
you'll be barred from wearing a lot of
stunning clothes and will have to stick

®rincess Frock of Amethyst Taffeta,
with Sleeves of Chiffon.

to youthful styles all your life, There'll
be no fun in doing that—you'll look.the
tame in everything.”

I must have appeared crestfallen after
her remark, for dear old Peggy Harding,
tlways equal to any occasion, chimed in
With this consolation: ‘*‘Cheer up, Robin!

3 X Believe we're supposed to grow until

Wete 25 so you've a few years Lo catch

to Mabelle, since she already has her
lotted inches.”

Diary of a Well-Dressed Girl

By SYLVIA GERARD
Making a Princess Frock Suitable for a Petite Figure.

True to Mabelle’s prediction I've had
to wear rather girlish clothes, though I
have grown taller. When each season :

brings its collection of new styles I look
at them {n fear and trembling, lest the
designers had forgotten to provide a
variety of youthful frocke. This au-
tumn they have been very kind to me,
but, like a spoiled child who cries for
both the cake and the pudding, I cast
longing eyes at the princess dresses,

hey have always been considered the
Bole property of the stately and well
formed, so with a half-apologetic man-
ner I asked Mrs. Mathon if she thought
that my figure was good enough to
stand for princess lines.

“Of course it 1s,” she sald with a
sweeping, from-head-to-foot glance.
“There’s nothing wrong with it. You're
well proportioned, and a princess ought
to be becoming.”

I didn’t lose a moment’s time in get-|
ting the materiala together for my prin- '
cess, and chose taffeta of a rich, dark|
amethyst, which is one of the new au-|
tumn shades. There was chiffon to|
match, so I bought enough for the
sleeves. . i

Mrs. Mathon cut a princess panel for|

together on one shoulder. The other was|

one side. Then she asked me to get my |
book of embroidery silk, and from it
selected three blending shades of ame-
thyst, telling me to embroider a simple
design over the shoulders of the prin-|
cess. |

While I was doing this'she made the|
skirt, which is circular and very wide.
To relieve its severe plainness she em- |
broldered a yoke over each hip, using|
the same tones of silk with which I ha.dl
embroidered the panels.

She hand-stitched the panels to the
skirt, so that the stitches could not be
seen, and smoothly fitted pieces of the
taffeta under the arms. °

I made the short, chiffon sleeves en-
tirely by hand, and joined them to the
normal armholes with narrow pipings of
taffeta,

The pointed neck line looked rather
plain and unfinished, so I tried using a
narrow, pleated frill of the chiffon .to
soften the harsh effect. For some rea-
son it didn’t look right, so I had to rip
it out. |

Mrs, Mathon suggested that I make a|
ruff of white tulle and attach it to a
narrow Jband of black velvet, fastening
it in froht with a small jet buckle. This
sounded.smart to me, and I soon had a
ruff that rivalled in proportions those
worn by Good Queen Bess.

My frock is stunning, and proves that
one need not be & Juno to wear a prin-
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n HE slow little sailboat was all very well in its day, with its
% white sail picturesquely aslant the blue sea.
white lies low along the curling waves in the FOAM OF
SPEED. Those in the sailboat say “Here she comes—There
she goes,” and hold their breath enviously ass THEY flash
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But there's a hig DISADVANTAGE about the flying miracle. They

haven’t time for ANYTHING save

has to give ALL his attention to the boat, and SHE is busy holding
It isn’t so in the sailboat.

her breath.
other.

But if it is an ELOPEMENT—ah! that’s another thing.

the THRILL of the SPEED. HE

There they have time for each .

Sound Apples Never Make Specked Ones Whole

Ey WINIFRED BLACK

Copyright, 1915, by Newspaper Feature Service, Inc.
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one of the family.

Mrs. Summy is the president of a society

which is formed for encouraging and helping
quisitely embroldered cover over the bed 'in just exactly this form of work.
“I know what I'm talking about,” says
“I took a girl of that sort into
my own family and brought her up with my
own daughter, and she turned out a good girl,
and I know she’s going to make a fine woman.

“Mothers are to blame for their daughters
going wrong. The girl with the right kind of

Mrs. Summy.

RS. CLARENCE SUMMY of Chicago be-
lieves that the only way to help way-
ward girls to reform is to take them

into respectable homes and bring them up as

| V}'- X

a home and the right kind of a mother doesn’t go wrong, she goes right.
“Let us see that unfortunate girls have the right kind of homes, if we

have to take them into our homes to

a different place.”

What a great big, kind, generous, noble-hearted, well-meaning plan! I
wonder if it is quite as practical as it sounds?

narrow path some time in their lives, and who have stepped back again and
become good and honest women.

such a girl, and I would go out of my way a good long stretch to help her
in any possible way that I could.

But is this scheme of taking wayward girls into the family and bring-
ing them up with your own daughters really quite “possible”?

How about your own child? Do you owe nothing to her?

To be sure, she may meet in her own class, in her own private school,
a girl who'will corrupt her, or try to corrupt her, but that you can’t help.

Have you any r

ight to expose her to an ordeal which you can help?

Degrees of Responsibility.

If my house were set on fire by a spark from a neighboring chimney I'd

after the water from the firemen’s hose was through with it, and blame

myself not in the least.

But if I have a de ‘
do anything to correct it, and then go away and leave my children locked only
up in that house, am I not, to a degree, responsible for what happens after doub

I've gone off to have a good time in my own good way?

I'm afraid t

gone it would take a good
with a high-sounding name
"I don’t believe in thi

protection and more help than my children.

My children were given to me,
to the best of my ability, and I canno

hat if anything happened to those children while I was
deal more than a membership in some soclety
to make me feel quite comfortable about it.

s idea that everybody’s children need more

and it is my duty to take care of them
t believe that I am taking such care

into my own home
¢ them when I bring a girl of admitted waywardness
:nd into companionship with my own daughters, and, what is quite as im-

both the front and back, seaming them  DOrtant, my own sons.
If I met my grow
left open, for the frock fastens down, .haracter, I'm afraid I shoul

ing boy on the street with a girl of recognized light
d feel a distinct sinking of the heart.

Why should I imagine my boy any better off sitting down at the table
with such a girl three times a day?

All the wrongdoing in the world is not the fault of men.

The world is full just now of misery arising from the fact that women

are

just as apt to do wrong, and to tempt men into doing wrong, as men are.

By ANNIF. LAURIE

cess.

Annie Laurie,

DEAR ANNIE LAURIE:

I am a girl of 18 summers and
have been going with a fellow six
years my senior. He has a good posi-
tion and is a good, sober man. He
asked me to marry him and I ac-
cepted; but my parents are not aware
that we are engaged.
to tell them, in case they don’t think
it right for me to marry so young.
I intend to marry him some time, so
1 think it best not to let my parents
know, in case they should want to
break the engagement.
I will consider it a

I don’'t like

[CADVICE TO GIRLS

favor if you will let me know what

your

Well, dear

own
mother and father right away.
object, they will ha
son, and that may help you to see more
clearly what is for your best and life-
long happiness to do.

you think about it.

PERPLEXED HAZEL.

ERPLEXED HAZEL, it is my be-
lief that nothing but perplexity
can ever be yours—all through life

—if vou begin to deceive, and a love af-jtc pay the price for lack of rest and re-
fair kept a secret from one’s own parents
would require all sorts and varieties of
deceit to carry out.

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

Better listen to
conscience and tell your|haps, save them from long weeks of in-
1f they | ness and suffering from nervous pros-
ve to give some rea- | (ration, resulting in a loss of good looks,

If there were no weak, foolish, self-indulgent, vain, light-headed women,

there would be very many less foolish,

I'm trying to bring my boy up to respect honest women, and to be
' tender love.

I'm trying to bring my girl up to realize that there is nothing in the
world so important as character stability, a pride in honest truth and sim-

worthy of an honest woman'’s deep and

ple, modest womanhood.

These two objects are the greatest thing in my life.

to take a girl in off the streets and

 * these two, for whom I am responsible, and who may have to be “saved”

themselves if I do?
They may have to be anyhow, to
fault.

i

vain, weak, self-indulgent men.

Have I any right
save her at the possible expense of

be sure, but that would not be my

I A Dangerous

Experiment.

v

Have I any right to put such a stumbling block in the way of my own?
There is no one in the world so wretched and so in need of sympathy |
do it, and the world will soon be quite .. 4} oir] who has made the one bitter mistake of 4 woman's life.

It is a hard heart, indeed, which does not soften at the thought of her
distressful plight, but how about her sister, the good girl, who has had ex-

I've known a great many girls who have stepped from the straight and actly the same temptations, and has withstood them?

Doesn’t she need any love, any shelter, any protection?

Is it never worth while to open your home to the girl who is not way-
I would be the last person in the world to put one straw in the path of ward? ;
I visited a good friend of mine not long ago, and in my good friend's

kitchen was a decent, honest, capable,

At my friend’s table was a girl who couldn’t 1ift her eyes from' her
plate without betraying to the most casual observer the miserable secret

of her own weakness and folly.

My friend would have been amazed at the idea that the girl in the
kitchen was a better companion at the table or anywhere else than the one
who sat there among my friend’s innocent little children, as a poor soul
afflicted with scarlet fever might sit in a room full of unsuspecting people.

My friend has two young daughters and a growing son.

I wonder just what effect this girl who sat at her table upon that day

will have upon them?

My friend believes that her daughters and her son and she herself will
call in the fire department, pay for having my furniture done over again = S o ‘4o their influence, to hold the girl she has picked up out of her
wayward misery to some idea of duty and of right.

Perhaps, but I have never yet seen a sound apple make a specked one
fective flue in my own house and know it and fail to whole, and if it came to a choice between the two, it seems to me it is not
better common sense, but better morals, to give the benefit of the

t to the sound apple.

AVE you ever
H thought of
the {impor-

tance of taking a
holiday in - rela-
tion to good looks?
By holiday I do
not mean the weeks
spent .away from
household cares or
business, but the
single day spent in
| the woods or on the
| water. Just a day’s
i respite from the
| monotony of house-
work or the grind of business.

It is the opinion of Europeans that
Americans live too rapidly; that not
enough time is spent in rest and relaxa-
tion. For this reason Americans are
considered a nervous people, who haunt
the resorts for the treatment of nervous
diseases.

In the strenuous living and rush of
work an enormous amount of vitality
and nerve force is used up, and the com-
plexion, eyes, hair and figure soon begin

LUCREZIA BORI

; laxation.

If women would only realize that one
day of complete relaxation now and then
would restore the vital forces and, per-

But when the average woman takes a
holiday she works harder than she would

How to Take

Prima Donna of the Metropolitan Opera Company, New York.

intelligent, well mannered girl.

T

By LUCREZIA BORI

packs the lunch, which she has labored
hard to prepare the day before. Then
the children must be dressed, if there
are children to be taken along, and she
must dress herself, all before starting
out for a day in the park or country.
In her eagerness to get every particle of
pleasure from the day’s outing, she
bustles about from place to place in
stuffy, uncomfortable clothing, and re-
turns home in the evening far inore
tired than if she had remained there and
attended to her daily duties.

Now that the days are pleasant—not
too warm nor too cool—I am: going to
tell you how you can spend a day in the
woods and come home refreshed and
eager to assume your tasks with re-
newed vigor.

A Water Trip.

If possible, include a water trip'in this
day's pleasure. Row or canoe to your
destination, so that the exercise will
benefit the muscles of your arms, back
and abdomen. Remember not to row
the boat as if you were a contestant In
a race. Take long, steady strokes, and
rest every now and then, so as not to
overexert yourself before the day is well
begun,

When you have reached an ideal spot
under the trees lie flat on your back,
with the soft, sweet grass for bed and
pillow, and completely relax every mus-
cle. This will rest you after the exer-
tion of rowing or walking to the woods,

Now take a book or magazine—Iif you

| Fy~HOUGH the
' I pain is past

the scar remains
possibly a brand
to mark the care-
lessness of par-
ents who allowed
the child to be

2 Holiday for Beaily's S

enjoy reading—and read, or if you have

EVERYBODY

By Will Nies

Secrets of ,HealthJ

How Science Now

Turns Old Scars
Into Smooth Skin

By DR. L. K. HIRSHBERG
A. B, M A, M, D, (Johns Hopkins)

s

and the
wound is healed,

scalded or other-
wise injured.
In any event,

DR. HIRSHBBRG.

the question i{s, what can;we do with
the ugly disfiguring scar
| the beauty of our otherwise comely son
or daughter?
grafting.

that so mars
The answer is in skin
The use of epidermis or thin, trans-

parent layers of skin to cover patches

of wounded flesh, over which the origi-

nal epidermis has been irrevocably de-

stroyed is called a “graft.” graft-

ing was originated in 1869, a few years
atter the civil war, by the French phy-
siclan, Dr. J. L. Reverdin. At first it
was rough, clumsy, hap! . pro-
cedure. Today it ranks in the hands of
such adepts as Dr. John Staige Davis
as one of the fine arts.

Dr. Thiersch, in 1886, a Berlin surgeon,
extended the use of this transplantation
method of skin grafts, since which time
all skilful surgeons have practised it

with more or less success. To eliminate

all signs and disfigureme of the for-

ding, repellant remna of anclent
}:;!mi.l:. t;? old scar is made painless
and shaved off with an appropriate in-
strument. The ‘“graft” or fresh skin
taken from the thin .surface of gome
hairless area, such as the lnnef‘ surface
of the thigh or arm, is also “shaved
with a broad, flat knife. The skin grafts
are almost as thin as tissue paper and
spread out on elther fresh wounds or
those already healing. Small pleces of
thin skin or & large layer may be used—
the essential condition to be observed
is that they are rose pink in tint, firm
in texture, and aseptically clean.

There is an advantage walting until
the new wound begins to heal, before
placing the skin grafts on it. Then
there s no pain, no dangér ot infection,
and no chance of bleeding. The new skin
quickens nature, gives the flesh a new
suit of clothes, and plants a sweet,
smooth surface, :;Aero a tough, crusted

cture grew before.

“E;.u. d‘up grafts, according to Dr.
John Staige Davis, are usually not re-
placed by scars. The cosmetic result is
surpassingly fine if large pleces of new
skin are used. The epidermis is regen-
erated and restored in the locality from
vhich it was removed and the sections
scattered over the new soll, take happy
root and flourish in a kindly manner
like the fallen green bay tree. ;

Answers to Health Questions

+—+

Mrs. F. M., Q—What shall I do tq cure
a bad case of lithameia of long stand-
ing. My doctor calls my trouble this,
but is unable to help me.

A—Any doctor who calls a malady by
such an absurd name as ‘“lithameia” is
unsafe. Have a corect diagnosis made
and never, be satisfied with mere names.
Demand plainly worded explanations.

ANXIOUS MOTHER —Q —~Will you
kindly advise me in regard to my daugh-
ter's health. She is 16 years old, and
seems to have a shortness of breath and
lots of gas on her stomach. What do
you recommend for this?

A--Have her take seven grains oxide of
magnesia before meals and six charcoal
tablets after. She should sleep 10 hours
in the 24, and be outdoors in the sun-
light and fresh air most of the day, A
physical examination and a thorough
diagnosis at the medical clinic of- a
large hospital will do away with loose,
meaningless terms.

Dr, Hirshberg will answer questions
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 subjeot
is not of general interest leiters will be
answered personally, if a stamped and
addressed envelope is enclosed. Address
ALL INQUIRIES to Dr. L. K. Hirsh-
berg, care this office. %

holiday, take turns at reading aloud—or
just dream.

When it is time for the noonday meal
take your dainty, nourishing lunch—
packed in boxes that can be thrown
away—and eat it slowly. Enjoy every
morsel of food, chatting the while of
pleasant topics that will bring joy to
your heart and a smile to your lips.

Banish All Worries.

Perhaps there is a farmhouse near by
where you are going, -and where you
could, obtain plenty of fresh milk, bis-
SoME and a salad. If so, you will not
need to bother with packing your lunch.

Rest after eating. Either lie down on
the grass or drift about lazily in the
boat or canoe.

This can be followed by a ramble
through the surrounding country, gath-
ering wild flowers and trying to recog-
nize the bird calls.

Walk slowly, with® head erect anad
shoulders thrown back, chest expanded,
and breathe deep, full breaths,

Be sure to return home before it grows
late, making the trip as quietly and
serenely as the journey to the woods.

By this time ‘'you have learned that the
art of taking a holiday for beauty’s sake
is to banish all worries, rest and relax.
A day such as this will smooth the tur-
rows from your brow, cause the droop-
ing mouth to smile and the 2yes to shine
with the light of renewed strength and
vitality. I advise every woman to take
as many of these holidays as she can

at home. Rising earlier than usual, she

e congenial companion to share your

during the early autumn.




